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ITHE LECKIE SHOE

Cannat be beaten and if you are looking for

CHARACTER
QUALITY and
DURABILITY

I

Don't be put off with something “ Just as Good
Demand the LECKIE SHOE. and forget vour
FOOT TROUBLES

Satisfaction Guaranteed or Your Money
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k nﬁer i exceptmnai bargany on J90-neee larm sitnateéd three wiles of Duncans,
c Cowichian Yalley, ou the B, & X, Raitway; two-hours run from Victoria
THE: LAND, About 50 ncres cultivated, 100 acres of pasture and the rumainder,

liich contains valuable timber; is first-class soil, ’
BUILDINGS. The dwelling house has 8 large rooms; kitchen, 16 ft. x 18- ft. 6 ina
Ntlx:q,«ronu:, W8 in % 19 16 ete, - It has eellnr with concrete floor and stone walls;
Thix house is: splcndxdly Dbuilt .and finished.
igalso a six-roomed cottage for help,
Uhe following arc the details of the farm:
2 barns, 26x43 v, and 28x70 1,
1 enw shcd 13x42 ft.
X plgaeries, one of 25x67 ft. with 13 pews and loft sverhead; one 14x3841,

and the third, 10x14 {t,

1 siauginer‘house. 16x26 {t,

1 driving shed, 26x38 ft.
1 granary, 12x24 it
3 chicken houses, one 16x30 ft,, one 12%12 1t and the third 10812 §t, r
1 chicken shed, 13x23 ft. with loft.
“Locreamery, 6 ft 9 4. x 9 ft, Y “
I sumumer kitchen, 9x10 fr.

1. woodshed, 15x23 11,

Water is faid to buildings. : 4

FRUIT TREES, XNo, 1 orchanl bas 504 young trecs. No. 2 orchard has 125 young
trees and therc are. 30 0r 40 plaated around the house, i

THXS 1S AN IDEAL HOME FOR SPORTSMAN OR FARMER

COWICHAN VALLEY is famous.for it shoating and fishing and the value of fanid
inereasing very rapidly,

Trice; 325,000. Cash, $10,000; balanee i 1 and 3 years at 6 per cent.

BEATON & HEMSWORTH

329 PENDER STREET WEST VANCOUVER

: ﬁlﬂ;“‘g o Ndvertiiess tlyvseamcatdon. British Colmnbin Magarine
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THE BRITISH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE FINANCIAL DIR
~ OF YANCOUVER, BRITISH COLUMBIA, ALASK&
AND THE NORTHWEST o

Land of the Golden Apple

OL;magan Lake Fruit Farms, 14 miles south of V. ernon, B C. l)a)fy maxl
and transportation; churches, schools, stores,-hotels, telephone service
Resident Horticulwrist.  Irrigated Tracts of from 8 to 14 acres,
Cleared, Fenced and Planted; at $325.00 per Acre. Y ocashy

Balance 1,°2 and 3 years. - Write for booldct

British American Trust Company, Limited
COtan Building, b4 s . y

r———__—-r—-—-———w —
Send for Plans and Price List
of

Gilley Park|| ... ﬂ'f."." s

Subscribed Capital, . 51.327&0«

. || ESTATE AND GENERAL nm\ucw.
Large Suburban Homesites AGENTS b

with all City Conveniences ;,

Cenernd Ayents {u Tiritialy Colinshia
YORKSHIRK INSURANCE €O, £ %)
! of York, England ;

H

Alsu Agents for . .
HOMHE INKRURANCH COMPANY of Sv%‘ X

C. L. Merritt & Co. R. KERR HOULGATE, Manager

440 Seymour Street Vancotver, B.
410 Homer St. Vancouver, B. C. l d b

PHONES. §188 snd 8169 _'

s
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In Centrdl Brztzsk Columbza

Aiong the line of the G. T. P. Railway

‘I*ORT GEORGE DISTRICT NECHACO VALLEY
BULKLEY VALLEY

;Reaaonable Pm'es Fa.w Terms Title Guaranteed

-

b S
4

Write for full information

NORTH COAST LAND COMPANY LIMITED

‘ :-uo-u-lz Winch Building, Vancouver, B.C. Paid-up Capital $1,000,000

CLOVERDALE

“Tixe mercantsfe and. distributing  centre
of Surrcs municipality; the most fcrnle

——————

S0%  More Income

A net income of 7 per cent. per
vear is paid on the preference stoek
JP of the Prudential Investment Co.,
I.td. This is about 30 per cent,

distriet on the coast,: You can geta 2 more t}):{n an equally secure invest-
“0r $-acre tract, all cleared and nnder uul» ment in bank stocks or other east-
L tivation, adjoining the town and only ern securities will carn.
one hour” from i Vancouver by clectric

‘tram,” that will ‘produce dividends this The Company has paid la;‘gg
year if properly worked. The soil is dividends since its inception, and

rich clay loam, which is ¢specially adapt- N ; oy
~ed for growing small fruits and apples, the price of the OTd“‘“rY‘ stock
“or is ideally located for _chicken ranch- stands at $160 per share. For-the
“Jag. Our murkels are  Vancouver, New present the preference stock may be

‘AVestminster ‘and Porc Maan, all of purchased at par, $100 on very ip
g E I
< which -are ‘within one hour from these favorable  terms.

“yracts. \Write or call immediately for
+ fuller panicuhrs Address: Dept. A

NATIONAL FINANCE COMPANY, Limited

JOHN D KE ARNS FISGAL AGENTS

Farm Lands----Gity Property Head Ofice: VANCOUVER, B.C.

Branch offices:  New Westminster, B Co; Cal-

- Suite 404-5 Bower Bmldmg g‘ar). .Mz:‘i). Rrg)im, \q(s‘)k \\ix\n‘ix»‘g, ::h;ﬁ‘;

- oronto, Ot Ottawa, Ont; 3t Jolin, N B
: 543 Granville St. Vancouver, B.C. Halifax, N. 8.

When writing to Advertisers please mention British Columbia Magazing



HRITISH COLUM

Limited
I Mortgage Loans G
543 Pender Street - Vancouver, B.C.
A Safe Field for the
Conservative Investor s ond
Bankers tmd Brokers L
VANCOUVER. B.C. Head Office: Vancouver,yiB. C.
(. Population doulding every 4 years, Capital Authorised, $300.000 .
€. The Western Seaport of the Doun- Ax H‘;“ u\’" o T 1 . "“
2 * CHIBALD YORK . fLw it i 2]
nion of Cagada. - \ A
€, The Terniing of 3 transcontinental ROuERT MACKENz1e, M, D.. 28d Vice Pﬂ;w
Railways, A' €U JANES, Fsg., Maniiug Direelor.
€. We act as Agents amd Attorneys R Gro. HaNsULR, Nolary tublie, & ‘yﬂ’m
for <lients wishing to iuvest, e
G, First Morygages---absolutely safe--- A General Trust and Loan su-m
;‘xclihn;‘: 6% to 8%% per annum, Transacted
L Parchasing Agrvements of  Sale .
(Hauite  in deferred payiments on N“:’ Bom:a: ?cw:‘::(;:' M:;rm;‘wa
proowtty soldd minking 16% to 12%. Arfeciients For fule Purchased .
L Keal Hstate, value steadily incoreass MOXEY TO LOAN ON FIRRT MORTOAGES
g, Think of your opportunity here, e : s
w’,\wu) you YL‘ilFi?(‘ the Qres‘:u} 'mlv:m {:)! GENERAL AGENTS e ‘
il property dn Livorpool and Now York, Western Union Firel ce Company
Weirw G for vur Fiee Bouddst or bars stovends —— i i
R ES . REAL ESTATE DEPARTMENT -
H. T. DEVINE CO. Limited RTEAVART M, Ruap, Manger =
437 Seymour Street 1 Vancouver, B.C. A sedect Hist of fmvestment prropertics
Rcfrrguxw: HEvAL HANK 0F CANADA Fraft Lands Thuber Limits - ;
Eaxt End Hranch o Vungonver, B 441 Richards St. Phone 3583
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 ESTATES
 MANAGED.

RERTS ~
 COLLECTED
~AGREEM£NTS
- BOUGHT .

side clients,

S ﬂONEY '
 LOANED

; ’I‘HE ASSOCIATED BOARD
4 OF THE

?Rnyal Arademy
- of Musir

AND

mngai Cﬂnllrgr of RMusic

LONDON, ENGLAND

fmk LOCAL EXAMINATIONS IN MUSIC
IN THE BRITISH EMPIRE

. Patront His Majosty the King

‘0. The Annual Examinations in Practical
Music and Theory will be held through-

“out Canada in May and June, 1911,

@, An “exhibition value -about $500.00 is

offered annually

- . Syllabus, music for the examinations,

“and all particulars may be obtained on

f“appilcatuon to

H. WARING DAVIS,
87 Shuter 8., MONTREAL.

2 Ruuiem Sccreurr
oo der Ganada

S ———

wapso—

DEALERS IN

REAL ESTATE, TIMBER and MINES

4 We have a large clientele throughout the Dominion of Canada
and the United States of America. @ Investments made for out-
4. Before investing write us.

REFERENCES: THE -BANK OF VANCOUVER

SUITE 30, 31, 32 EXCHANGE BUILDING
142 HASTINGS ST. W.  VANCOUVER, B.C.

 HIGH-CLASS FARM LANDS AND RANCHES A SPECIALTY

GBrand #ntel
NEW YORK CITY

A FAMOUS HOMB, WITH A

NEW ANNEX

ON BROADWAY, AT 3iss STREET
Near Pennsylvania R. R. Terminal

A houst made famous through s splepdid servige:
and persoual aftention to patrosa—the Grnd eouuts
its friends hy the thonsands . Arimy and Navy people
Aop here, ax do all experienced travellers. More
exccueut Tivdug facilities, quiet elegance and sensibls
priees, ure hardly obtainable ehewhere.

As far transportation {acilities, New York's sul.
ways, elevated and surface cant are all practically at
the door, Theatres and shopping diatricts also im-
medlntely at hand,  Personal baggace translerved feee
to wad iram New Penasylvania stavion,

Splendid Moorish dinjogr rooms are bud one of the
wmay fumons lentures of the New Annex.

ABSOLUTELY FIREPROQO¥F
Rates: $]1.50 per Day, Upwards
GEO.F. HURLBERT, President and GCencral Mawnsger

Also the Greenhurst, on Lake Chavtanque, Jamess
tow, N.Y, Open May 15t to November st 30 Autoe
mohile stalls.

Guide to New York (with mapa) and Special Rate
Card-~sent apon reguest.

When \\mmg to Mverilsers please. moation Dotk Columbia Magaring



If you desire any information regard-
ing Vancouver city property, suburban.
acreage or farm lands, we are at your
LOANS disposal. We are agents for a number
of first-class properties, many of them
under market. Let us have your en-
quiries.

o The VANCOUVER TRUST CO., Ltd.

614 Pender Strast West

THE “INVERTERE”
| Reversible Overcoat

T can be instantly reversed when overtaken by a storm,
being a perfect garment whichever side is out. The reverse -
side is a closely woven yarn-proofed material in shade to

tone with the tweeds, and specially designed to defy heavy
rain, thus rendering it unique, serviceable and the most useful
coat for gencral wear at all tmes. g

TWO COATS A fine selection to choose
IN ONE from.  One price only $3S-OO -

SOLE AGENT

E. Chapnlaﬂ 545 Granville St., Vancouver, B.

Kemsroeam e —
———————

When writing o Advestisers: please mention, Beithsh .Columbia Magazine
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| Small Fruit and Vegetable
Farms

10 to 15 acres, high, rich bottom land, one and
one-half miles from Mission city. C.P.R. main
line runs through property.  $250 per acre, one-
third cash, 1, 2, 3 years. €. ALSO 890 feet of
I Fraser River waterfrontage near Steel City, $75
per foot.

FRANK PAXTON COMPANY

525 Pender Street West, Vancouver, B. C.
ROOMS B and 9 - PHONE 8330

re— Svm——
——— ————

Money will earn from 6 to 10 PER
CENT. in Vancouver.

Canada National
THE PEOPLE'S TRUST COMPANY Fire Insurance
LIMITED company 5

—

Authorized Capital, $500,000 i -
TRUSTEES  EXECUTORS e et iamant ot Canade " "f’
YALUATORS ESTATE AGENTS R
425 Pender St. West  Vancouver, B.C. Authorized Capital - $3,000,000.60
. PHONE B744 ’
Bankers: Royal Bank of Censds HEAD QFFICE + WIKNIPEG, m\mﬂ)l
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,;f~;l.~g:sll~ v s ‘ . A limited amount of stock is now obtain--
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T W o able at 2 moderate price
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pens YWy for dull o partculies o
GEO. ¥. ELLIS, Manager

: For all pa S
Vancouver, B.C particulars apply

Spoeil sattention pives o coptinl res R. J. POTY ls Local Manaxe
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; Soldiers of the Soﬂ

A Song‘ of the Prairie Settler

By BLANCHE E. HOLT MURISON

[ sing no song of battles where the victories are won
By scientific slaughter of a devilish design;

My worthy soldier wages war with ploughshare—not with gun,—
Where prairie pickets dot the plain, in endless, broken line.

He wears no gallant uniform of scarlet decked with braid,
No silk-emblazoned banner floats above his scattered tents;
No military music marshals him to “church parade,”
And the trappings of his charger lack gay accoutrements.

In place of tailored tunic, he just wears a fAannel shire,
His “overalls” are never quite in fashion's latest style;
But he can grip your hand until it feaves a pleasant hurt,
And through his cyes the soul of him looks bravely out to smile.

He fights a hundred unscen fres a hundred times a day
(Where strangely meet the Alpha and Omega of a race) ;
The Silence full of phantasies he cannot drive away—
T'he Fear that crouches sightless in that vast unpeopled place.

To liberate the latitude the Prairic holds in thrall,
This Yeoman of the Lonesome Line fronts forces none may gauge:
Dawn drifts through space his reveille—dusk wafts his bugle-call,
And night gives stars as sentinels to guard his heritage.

Like Antieus of fabled myth, he knows the seeret source

Whence springs the strength by which he wins the things of better worth:
And every virile drop of blood flows on its vital course,

Through arteries and veins that pulse with those of Mother Farth,

He guards the outposts of the world, he leads a new crusade,
An army yet unmustered—for the Future to enroll;

But through the silent spaces he can hear its cavilcade,
Iever marching—marching onward to the slogan of his soul.

And T would call him Poet, too—this Soldier of the Soil,—
Who reads aloud from Nature where her hidden meanings meet;
Who beats his life’s slow music out in strains made sweet by toil,
And with his plough and binder writes the Epic of the Wheat.

I sing the Soldier of the Soil, the Leaguer of the Land,

Whose “arms” are made of flesh and blood, who wears no sword or dirk;
Whose never-failing courage is the captain in command,

Whose discipline is duty—and whose countersign is work,

1 163



1o



BRITISH
COLUMBIA

MAGAZINE

“Chink” Finger-prints and the

Salmon Industry

By J H. Grant

Ol have read  some-
thing of British Co-
lumbia’s fishing indus-
try.  You know tha
last vear it gave em-
plovment to about
12,000 men, and Pre
micr MeBride savs o

st i es itaney. You have heard tha

moculs of finance buile boats and canneries

and towns, and put actd in the tins to soften
the salimon’s bones. Did vou ever wonde
how came the hinger-prints i the hrown
paint of the salmon cans?  Sometimes these
marks are covered byothe Tabel, but they
are alwayvs there, The making of themis
a mere accident o the commercial drama
ot the salmon.,

Fvou have ever had a sufliciently strong
desire to see this grear play tor vourselt ar
will have Landed vou in some litde town of
the Pacitic Coast where there are huge
buildings equipped with smoke stacks and
small windows like elephant’s eves. Some-
where beneath those acres of root vou may
have seen smoky “Chinks™  (Chinamen)
kneeling before o vae of lacquer, "Thev were
snatching shining tins from a mammoth

stack and thrusting each tovether with o
clanchike hand and
arm o mto the hrown fhad.
o pile ot stamed and doppie cans, and in

several mches of ropm

bBestde then crew

cachy tor the same reason thar there was o
valnerable spot on the heel ot Achilles, were
the  bur we becm with the st e,

The cannevy ot vour chotce nan be on
Inler,
twelve abon

the Fraser, or the Noaso o ot Rivers
ot on the Skeena. There are
the month ot the Lt mentioned viver, and
cach owns trom fitty o one Tiandbved boais,
With an averaze ol twenty five nales o1 nes
T hese nets are over tweniy
teet i depthe Calenbire, i
chiances o v roshinge dmaon to reach

to the cannery.
Vo o, !II('
the spaowning beds or the upper Skeena.
[ono, dow butt the
l‘nl‘l\"\' \llm'(' .’lllli«l (‘[ll\l('l'\ l)l. \\Ilil('\\.‘lx]l(%l
cabins e ~tadk upon centipedie sl rar
out over the smooth witers of the inlet,
Here bevies of hoats fhr to and 1ro, or nose
Stretehes ol

SLractares PV s

the huge piles inoadle rows,

windy beach exhibir Targe, black canoes re-

posing in urotesque decay, relies of a0 time

when war was paramount and commerce

This is the cannery town of

[t is called Pore Essihizton on
1a

mcidental.
Spokeshoor,



NET-DRYING BENCHES AND SALMON FISHING BOATS

the map. Hither from time unreckoned the
coast tribes camped to rest before the long.
hard pull up the Skeena to the salmon
spawning beds. Thus the name Spokeshoor
(fast camp). And here still in the month
of June, when the prodical salmon secks
once more the fresh waters of his birthplace,
ather the varions tribes and sachems.  But
mstead  of the unsheathed  romahawk and
p'linrml visage of other days, they find await-
g them at Spokeshoot jovial-faced cannery-
men secking their braves to man the boats
and suave, oily Chinamen bargaining with
ther women to il cans,

Winding sidewalks of mouldy plank, un-
used since the close of the last canning
season, creak beneath the feet of o umnnpoh—
tan crowd : hordes of Chinamen in cue and
shippers, vangs of stolid Tadians with high
boots and Stetson hats, bevies of Tndian <r111\
bedizened in divey finery, an occasional sea-

cured white man, a few forlorn Hindoos and

a stray negro. - But who are those brow n

sturdv o individuals inocap and m: ickinaw?

They are hanging abour the wharf stud\-
ing every detail of the neat little h\hm"-
boats now reposing ar anchor by the various
canneries. At first glance voy might say
they were Tndians.  Indeed,

oo

so striking is

L PORT ESSINGTON

this resemblance that the Indians themselves
notice it, and when these men first appeared
upon the rivers and steeps of British Colum-
bia they were hailed by the natives as
tellicums (friends).  On closer acquaint-
ance, however, vou find none of the Indian
indolence. Their speech and actions are
quick and crisp. They have brought to a
country in which there is a population of
1.75 to the square mile some of the feverish
energy necessary to procure a livelihood
where every square mile of land must sup-
port 317 human beings,

These are the Jap fishermen—the hope
and stay of the cannery boss.  He has white
men to run his machinery, and a Chinese
contractor for a certain COl]\l(lClathn pey
case has relieved him of every care as to e
salmon from the moment it first enters the
cannery until it is packed in neat 48-1b. cases
ready for shipment. This shrewd Orien‘:l
also sees to the making of the cans, and has
his men busy with tin and solder by te
Ist of \I'l\ But the honor of the cann. ¢
manager’s plant and the continuance of !
job (lcpcnd largely upon the size of ¢ fl
season’s pack, and to the Jap boats he lo- s
tor the large catehes. True, the Indians @
expert boatmen and experienced fisherm- .
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SALMON ON T CANNERY

but most of them, as a somewhat dis-
gruntled foreman said t¢ me one dav, “are
$0 d—-—=n lazy it hures.”

flark ! what is chat honking noise? "The
Chinese look up and ki-yvi excicedly. The
Indian matdens leave oft thrung, and the
Japs ship guickly down 1o the boars. froas
the horn blown by the cannery watchman,
News has come in thar che salmon has
started to run, and now fisherman
hears the call to be off on the out-comy
tide.  Soon the inler s dotted with hishing
cratt. Al the boars are of uniform size
and shape. being some 27 e lone and 71
tr. wide ar the middle. Trois said that each
boar costs the cannery abour 3120 10 build,

cvery

Bur notice the various hoes—rthere  are
areen boars, wray boars, blue boars, red
boats.  Fach cannery knows its boats by the
color.  All sweep together into the nde

Japanese alert and rowing cagerly s Indians
sailine, indolent, skilful.  Somewhere be-
vond the river's mouth the boatmen streteh
their nets and qowair the tarn of the tde.
1The hshermen our, the village sinks o
The Indun
COTNers,

AStare of quict expectaney.
women  cluster about  the
pebbles and make eves at the Chinamen or
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FILOOR IN THE MORNINGG

lounge about the company stores pricing
shawhs and trmkets,

As the tide sets agaan toward  the shore
evervhody hureies 1o the whioves and razes
towards the rvers mouth, Presenthv o
hoat appears, ~ahiny cracetnllv toward the

NMark
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cannery, then another and snother,
the sparkle i the cannervmen’s eves,
at that distanee lll('_\ note how low 1 the
water ride the hoats.

A Looe scow s chunned to the prles at
the cannery thi- cach
hout ~teers with s 2histenine load, 2\ radly
man ~stands on the seow . Hello) Crow !
he calls 1o the Tndian i the hiese boar how

rear, Jllll' l“\\'.’ll(l

are the hsh manning 77
1 kukam”

cine, laconteally.
USprings hiest,” 1 the

peechand Crow seizinge his one vined tork,

VO, answer- the abor-

Gl lviman's next
commences to drop the crear hish one by
one inte the seon, Phe perspiration vans
from hi- charred visaze, Tor sprnge salmon
rano 95 Ihs o wertht, In
cach sl the tallvman cuts sl Suddenly
he seizes one and throws 1o back into the
[ndian'™ boat.  AVith an inexpressive vrunt
the dusky fisherman heaves the ishoineo the

e
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TWELVE THOUSAND CASES OF PACKED FISH

sea, and 50 1bs. of excellent meat rots
upon the beach, because 1t happens to be
white mstead of red. Next Crow tosses in
the sockeye.  Beautiful shining fish these, of
uniform size, cach vielding some 4 lbs, of
deep rose-colored meat—the best on the
market.

The rallyman takes his lietle book and
makes the following entries opposite Crow's
number: U0 springs, 30 cents cach: 100
sockeve, 10 cents cach.”™  Crow indulges in
the Tuxury of a grim smile and deftly guides
his boar to a mooring-post. Boar after boat
contributes its portion until the scow is
heaped. Then the cannery engine starts
and a grear celevator rartles between the
scow and the rear of the cannery. T'wo
Chinamen, with rubber boots and fish forks.
clamber down the wharf onto the scow-
Plop. plop, fall the fish from the elevator
to the cannery floor, until the whole rear
of the building 1= illed, the scow cmpticd
and the boats all unloaded. "The fishermen,
atter securing their boats. plunge the nets
mto the bluestone vars to cur the sea slime
from the meshes, then streeeh them on nes
benches to be dried by the sun and over-
hauled by the nermen.

At five o'clock next morning the shriek
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of stcam-whistles tears through the stillness
and echoes and re-echoes along the rocky
shore.  The Indian dogs howl in sympathy
and the village bestirs itself.  From cabin
and messhouse ascend spirals of smoke and
volumes of vapor laden with odors of fried
fish and pancakes.  Another blast of the
whistles and the cannery hands Aock to their
work.  Such a conglomerate throng—aold,
withered, cagle-like Indians, who can make
vour hair bristle with their accounts of war
and scalping festivities; Chinamen., bcwi}:f_"f“]
and gabbling: Clootchmen (Indian wives):
heavy-jowled and taciturn Indian girls mak-
ing passes with long knives at the gre
“Chinks™ and laughing loudhy at the Ories-
tals” evident alarm.

[nside the cannery all is hum and bust' ;
Two Chinamen, waist-deep in salmon, fo:
the long cutting tables, along which
ranged numbers of their countrymen wo:
gleaming knives.  Deftly these living aut:
matons work.  One sweep of the knife ai
the fish is berefe of fins and head.  Anoth -
auick slash and the tail is severed, and t '
trunk slides through a hole in a partitic
mto a trough bevond.  Holes in the flo |
are provided for the exit of these heads an
tails, but beside almost every vent there is



“Chink” Finger-Prints and the Sadmon Indusiry

large bucket. "These buckers belong to the
Indian women. Wlhen the whistles blow
for noon you will see the Clostchmen lug-
ging them home filled o the brim witn
wils,  An  iven-ornamented smile or
glance from dark. passionate eves has in-
duced the nonchalant “Chinks” to take the
extra trouble,  Look carcfully ar thar pail
nearest the end of the row, [t belongs ta
Yhada, the handsome voung wite of Old
Eagle.  The twils in it are longer than
need be and much good mear s attached.
T'bat is her cabin behind the big rock decor-
ated with red patches of salmon drving in
the sun for winter use. Ma Bing, the tnal]
Chinaman rhere, is responsible for this petty
theft. Cannerv yossips rold queer things of
himy and Yhada Iust yvear.  Malevolent per-
sons who pride themselves upon their powers
of discernment hint that the eves of Yhada's
three-month babe have too much slant for
the true Indinn type,

Alang the trough before mentioned, into
which the headless, tailless fish have slipped.
stands 2 row of Cloorchmen, silent, gro-
tesque. A single swoop of the knife. a
scoop of a clawlike hand, and the entrails of
each fish falls through the cannery loor into
the sea bencath.  "The fish passes into an-
other trough, where running water and
Clootches armed with stiff scrubbing brushes
purge it inside and out until not a seale or
particle of dirt remains, “The cutting ma-
chine is its next destination.  This is con-
structed upon the plan of a threshing cvlin-
der, with knives instead of cvlinder weth,
These knives can be so adiusted as to cut
the salmon to fie talls or flats. as desired.
A Chinaman feeds the machine. and the
rich red meat chunks splash into a preat
vat of brine, where they remain five min-
utes.  This brine w made sufficienty dense
to float the fish and is the means employed
for salung.

With lurge ner dippers, which resemble
the insect catchers wsed by entumolopists,
twa sturdy “Chinks” life the fish from the
brine, and dumping it into large buckess
carry it o the filling tables.  Here wait
the Indian wirls.  Beside each s a pile
of emprv tins and before her a wooden
tray upon which to set the tins whea full
Each tray holds fnrt.\"cight tins. A China-
man removes it when foll and puts in s
place an empty one.  Then he punches a
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ticket which hanys before every filler. Each
tiny hole represents 4 cents o the Indian
airl, and if she works hard she can fill wea
trays per hour.

You are struck with the simplicity and
adequacy of the machinery. "The full cans
are placed by “Chinks™ upon a belt which
runs horizontally,  Here thev ride blandly
upright like ranks of red-capped soldiers
until a slight clevarion in the wack raises
each can until its head is Jammed inte a
tin top, fed from a hopper above and held
in position by a delicate mechanical device.
From here the covered cans continue their
course over a tiny scale, If the weighe is
correct they pass unmolested; it oo light
ther are deftly sidetracked.  Suddenly the
belt takes a dip and ot the same time a
shight tilt in the track turns the can on its
side and sends it rolling down an inclined
metal trough, in whose bottom run twe
tiny rivalets of molen solder. A liude
brush soaked in acid circles each can as it
rolls so that the tin may take the solder.
At the other end of the solder trough the
cans slip out upon the belt and ride a short
distance in spraving water.  Thus cooled
they drop upon a table at the rate of 160
to the minute.

Mark bow defrly thar vellow, bewigged
autematon packs the tins from the wble
into large iron coolers. At no time is the
table crowded, One at a rime the full
coolers are lowered by rope and pulley into
a tank of boiling water. [ there is a hole
in any can the expanding air sends @ stream
of bubbles to the surface of the water. The
cagle eve of a “Chink™ marks the leaky tin
and his tangs snatch it from the cooler.

There s Laun Jam, the bald Chinaman,
shiving truckloads of coolers full of sal-
mon tins into those wrear plank boves.
Here they will be canked one-half hour in
steam at boiling remperature.  As each
eruck load is drawn by leng iron hooks
from the scalding vapor Chinamen fock
about like pecking fowls. They carry tiny
mallets, in the ends of which are sharp
spikes. Their drade vpon the tios resembles
the performance of a musician upon his
dulcimer.

Fram every punctured can a stream of
sreasy vapor shoats upward to the rafters.
Alure glazy visaged “Chinks" wait for the

steam to eseape so that they may assuil the
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holes with solder and hot irons. Finally
the sealed cans are loaded upon trucks and
wheeled into huge iron retorts where they
remain one hour in steam at a tempera-
ture of 240 degrees Fahrenheit. It is this
intense heat that softens the salmon bones.
There is one species of fish whose bones
will not vield to this treatment and there-
fore it is never canned. It is the steel-
head. It resembles the sockeve and its flesh
is of excellent quality.  The cannerymen
dispose of them to the cold storage plants.

After the final cooking the fish cans are
lowered, crate by crate, into a vat of boiling
lve. This rerwoves all trace of grease from
the surface of the tin. The lve in its turn
is washed off by a current of water from
the cannery hose, and out in the warehouse
a shining stack grows and grows.

lLook for a moment at the pack. That
laree centre pile is sockeye. The smaller
onc on the left is spring, and that on the
richt is humpback. Humpback meat 1s a
poorer quality. Tt is white or pale pink,
instead of red.  In outward semblance the
humpback and sockeye are almost identical.
The humpback comes in great shoals after
the fish of other varieties have ceased to run.
So thick do they come that the cannery
boss 15 obliged to set a himit.  This is
generally 500 per day to cach boat. When
the fisherman pulls in his net he selects
from its meshes 500 fish, for which he re-
ceives | ocent cach, and throws the rest into
the sca.  In due time thousands of dead
humpbacks float in upon the tides and line
the beach i stinking ranks. Then it s
that the Indian dog exhibits his efficacy as
a scavenger.  But it is his undoing.  So
voractously does he feed at such times of
plenty that ere long he is a mangy wreck
—i gruesome victim of gluttony.

The last act in the drama is nearly ended.
The Indians have given up fishing.  Six
weeks of work s suficient to satisfy even
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the meost ambitious of them. They hang
about the company’s store, where goods e
down to cost, that everything nuy e
cleared out. Nost of the Chinamcn.lmve
again donned blue flannels and white slip-
pers.  The Japs still go out and come iy
with the tides, but their carch is small
Uhey spend much of their time about
the cannery. Notice that swarthy fellow
with the hip boots. That s Kashimerce,
He is slvly tving a silken sash about the
little brown babe that, laced to its board,
dangles from a nail in the cannery wall
behind its Indian mother. Alas! for the
chastity of these Indian wives!

The cannery machinery runs a few hours
or minutes cach day. A Chinese foreman
dashes about among his countrymen who
are still working, crving fie, fie (hurry,
hurry).  His duties and those of the In-
dian foreman seem to overlap. These two
individuals are continually clashing, and
many a wordy battle in pigeon Inglish or
the Chinook jargon is the result.

Out in the warehouse the manager and
his Chinese contractor hold counsel together.
“T'wenty-one thousand cases,” says the
former. “Not too bad—eh, Sam? T have
an order for twelve thousand cases from
Sydney, Australia.  Can vou have them
ready for next boat?”

“Sulle, T tink alle lite,” replies the Orien-
tal. I see my men.” So saving he steps
to the rear of the warehouse. There several
smoky “Chinks” kneel before a vat of lac-
quer.  They snatch shining tins from the
mammoth stack and thrust each together
with a clawlike hand and several inches of
ropy arm into the brown fluid. Beside
them grows a pile of stained and dripping
cans, and in each, for the same reason r.hn@
there was a vulnerable spot on the heei of
Achilles, are the prints of a “Chini’s"
thumb and fingers.




A “Trouble-Shooter” Between
Telegraph Creek and Hazelton

By F. Bullock-Webster

HE life of o Yukon
telegrapls  operator
is not quite so hard
as Service paints it.
They do not “'plg
around™ with un-
washed  faces in
their dirty shacks.
Usuallv they are
tidy and keep their
little  cabins  very

The life s rather

anil
lonely, but there are two men in nearly

clean neat.
all the stations, amd one can always
talk over the wire to the other fellows along
the line. 'The stations are built abowt
twenty-five or thirty miles apart, i the
way from Telegraph Creek w Hazelton,
with two or three refuge cabins in between,
as there is n very heavy snowfall, plenty of
big timber, and consequently lots  of
“trouble”™ on the wire.

At Twenty-five-mile cabin, where 1 was
for a year, they get about ten feet of snow,
which stays on the ground very oftes as late
as July. The cabin iz about five thousand
feet above the sea level, just below the tim-
ber-line on the side of a mountain.  There
is plenty of game in the country, goat beiny
the easiest to pet.  Ilvery spring there are
numbers of moose to be had.

The line supplies come in by pack-train
once a year from Telegraph Creek, and as
the principal things are
beans and bacon, we
had to depend entirely
on what we could
shoot.  We always,
bowever, managed to
vet enough fresh meat.
One morning, as the
wire was (). K. and
there was no wind
blowing, my mate and
went_ up won the

SLINCH MOOBEH HEAD 1

hills at the back of the wbin o et
a guat. There was about seven feet of snow
in the woods, but on top of the hills it was
bare.  We left our snowshoes at the place
where the timber censed, and went up to
look for goat on fout, YWe sopn saw sonie,
and after a short stalk we gor two of them,
We reached the station just ar night, each
with a load of meat. While | was getting
supper the line went open south of us, That
weant a trip first thing in the morning.
Farly in the cold dawn, curving climbers,
ete., | started over the wire o the half-way
shack, where | met the man from the next
station.  We had found a tree or 1.0 an
the way, which, having fallen across the
wire, had broken it.  We always stay at
the refuge house for a day or two and tudk
things over. Then we begin to think of our
more comfortable shacks which represent
home to us. Then it may be a week or so.
or only a dav, before we have another break,
during which time we have our honsekeep-
ing duties to attend to, wood to cut, traps
to visit and meat to haul in with the dogs.
Nearly all the wen keep a dog tenm. In
summer the spare time is easily put in hunt-
iny prouse and porcupine to keep the pot
going, as muose meat won't keep long
enough for two men and three dogs 1o ear
it hefore it spoils.  As both men are oper-
ators, in nearly every case it is possible for
one of thein ta be away for a whole dav
while the other one looks after the wire.
One day the man in the next station north
called up to sav that the station had just
burged down.
Soon after we re-
ceived orders to
ro up and help
himy buld a new
one. \We had a
nde from Tele-
graph Creek 1o
haul the logs

REFUGE CARIN NF AR
NARINA
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NAKINA TELEGRAPH STATION

with, We lived in tents while we were doing
the work, and as there was no great hurry we
took a month to finish the place. The shack
was thirty by sixteen feet, with two rooms,
\We cut about two thousand feet of Tumber
for 1t altogether and became quite expert
whip-sawyers. One day T woke up early and,
looking under my tent, saw two moose
crossing  the river Just below  the camp.
Grabbing my rifle 1 rushed down and shot
one of them within twenty feet of our saw
pit. The others were soon down  there
and had it skinned and a fine assortment of
steaks frving over the fire. We certainly
cnjoyed that moose, as we had been living
on porculogs and chicken for some time.
One very wet day three of us thought it
was too wet to work, and as we wanted
meat we went back to the hills about six
miles to get some goat. We saw a bunch
of about seventy-hive, and soon got four
nice vearlings, The voung goat s capital
cating, being better than ordinary mutton.

When the house was finished, T was
agiven orders to remain there instead of at
Twentv-five-mile cabing T was glad of i,
because the fskoot was a nice place and 2
better game country, The next  excite-
ment was the arrival of the pack train from
Telegraph Creek with the vear's supplies.
The pack tran consists of about  twenty
head of cavuses in charge of three Tndians.
The train belongs to 101 Callbreath, of

INDIAN PACKERS, ISKOOT

A NAKINA GRIZZLY

the creek, who does the Government pack-
g, and hires horses and men to hunt parties
in the fall.  We were always ¢lad to sce
the train come in, as it brought mail and
books and anvthing heavy that we had
ovdered during the vear. Generally, too,
there was a bottle or two of “hooch.”

As my mate was elderly and not very
energetic | used to do most of the meat
hunting.  When half the train went on to
the next station with the grub I went to
the hills for goat, intending to get them to
pack the meat home for me, On my way
up the mountain I met a grizzly, We made
a few faces at each other and then I plug-
ced him in the neck. He rolled down the
hill, where | skinned him and cut him up
ready for the return of the Indians. He
was quite fat, but the hide was no usc.
Grizzly mear when fat and not fed on fish
is very good indeed,

Soon after the packers had left us. a
bunch of provincial police came wandering
along with eight or ten mule loads of grub
and all sorts of deadly weapons, in search of
one Simon Gun-a-noot, who was wanted
near Hazelton for killing a white man.
They went as far as Fcho Lake with the
mules, then packed the stuff on their backs
to a camp somewhere in the woods not tar
from the line. They used to go aroun:l
through the woods, one man carrving a pa!
of sour dough and another a kettle of bean-.

A S A
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WHRANCELL, ALASKA

all supposed to be looking for Simon. It
ended by three of the best men leaving and
walking back to Telegraph Creck. Then
the headman got a couple ot trappers and
went as slowly as possible to Hazelton.
They had cost the government thousands
of dollars and accomplished nothing, but to
show the Indians how utterly useless they
were as man-hunters.

When we had our house nicely furnished
the refuge cabin, twelve miles north, was
burncd down by lightning, so my mate and
[ had 10 go out and build a new one, We
were nearly two weeks Anishing i, as the
weather was bad, with nearly a foot of
snow, and we were continually “shooting
trouble.,”  One day one of wmy dogs ot
very bad dose of quills, and as we had no
small pliers we could not get them out, so
we left them there to work their own way
out, as they nearly always do in time. When
we reached home again the winter was well
started.  Snow fell nearly every day uneil
there was four or five feet,  Several times
the wire was broken by rhe weight of snow
on it. | have scen a roli of snow over
two feet in diameter on the wire for miles
at a stretch,

Oue day, when it was cold and fine,
thought T would go and Jook for a moose.
Abour two miles from the eabin was a big
willow swamp with hills at the back. I
spotted a moose on the side of the hill and
went around to get above him,  When |
got there, however, the moose had gone.

INDIANS ON THE ISKOOT

A CORNER OF THE INTERIOK, IsKOUT STATION

I ran as hard as 1 could throaugh the wil-
lows on big snow-shoes to the edoe of the
hill where [ could warch the bortom. |
soon saw three manse tearing throush the
willows with their lomy, jumping {mt I
tarned my Lee-Enfield on them, and by the
time the magazine swas empty | had all
three down in line almost head to ril, 1
was very pkawd with muclf, as there was
now a winter’s meat quire close to camp.
When they were skinned and cur T buried
them in the snow.  Mear will sty un-
frozen in the coldest weather for (]ﬂ\a that
way,  The next day [ cut a trail to them,
and the following Jday my mate hauled it
all up to the cabin with the dogs.

We had no sooner prot it all safely hauled
into the quarters than a man from ele-
graph Creek came up with a message for
me to leave immediately for Nakina station,
about three hundred miles north., 1 was
mad clear through, as it was November and
I had all my year's supplies in camp. It
was rather a shabby trick of the powers
that be to move ane that way without any
natice.  However, T packed up my ictahs
and put my two dogs in the sleizh o start
o the trail for Telegraph Creek. It was
seventy-five miles to the creck and it ook
me three davs to make i, as the trail over
the Raspherry Creek summit (3,400 feet)
wias very bad. 1 waited at the creck ill
the first winter mail went through to Atlin
so as to have company on the trail. We had

to break trail all the way, but in spite of
this we made pretty good time, as

we had

KOVAL MAHLLUNARINA ON THE ROAD To ATLIN
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good dogs and light loads. Both of us
would snowshoe ahead and the dogs would
follow behind.

When we reached Nahlin station, which
is sixty miles from Nakina station, my dog
—which had the dose of quills in the fall—
was taken very ill. 'We had to take him
out of the team and he did not get into
camp till late that night, and his head was
so swollen the poor beggear couldn’t eat.

When we reached the Nakina summit
we met my new partner, who had come up
to break trail for us. You can be sure we
were very glad to see him, as we had had
twenty miles of heavy snow-shoeing and
there were still ten miles ahead of us. We
reached Nuakina station, which s on the
river of that name, two thousand seven
hundred feet below the summit, about seven
in the evening,  "That 1s the time a man
really and truly appreciates a shot of hot
rum.

The chmate at Nakina was quite differ-
ent from that at Iskoot. "There is never
more than five feet of snow, but it is twice as
cold.  The timber is quite small, therefore
there is very little trouble on the wire. The
temperature  for  December and  January
that vear averaged twenty-four degrees be-
low zero. "The coldest day was sixty-three
below. As there was plenty of wood al-
ready cut there was not much to do. There
were only three breaks during the vear, if
I remember rightly.  VWe spent much of our
time  reading and  photographing, both of
us being keen camera fiends. One day [
thought 1T wanted a new pair of snowshoes,
so | went off to the woods to Took for sticks.
1 found some good ones and made the
frames in a day or so. When theyv were dry
I filled them, having learned to “A11 from
a klooch while working for the Hudson's
Bay Company farther north,

1 had shor a couple of sheep (Owis Stoner)
on the mountains and left them there till
my partner and 1 ocould go up with the
dogs to haul them home.  When we went
we lett the dogs at the timber line and
started straight up the mountain.  When
the ascent became too steep for snowshoes
we lett them and continued on foot. VWhen
we were about three-fourths of the way up
the whole hillside started to slide down-
ward with a terrific roar, \We were upset and
buried almost immediately and rolled down
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the mountain at a tremendous pace. Luckily
there was a ledge on the face of the slope,
and when the slide struck it an eddy was
formed which threw us both up on top.
The snow was still sliding and carried us
down about one hundred yards further. We
were both pretry well bruised and twisted.
but no bones were broken.  When we had
dug the snow out of our eyes and ears we
found our snowshoes were buried, and T hal
lost my mitts, cap and rifle. My partner
had lost his mitts and his axe. There wis
about fifty feet of snow piled in the guleh
where the slide stopped, and if we had ne:
been tossed out in the eddy we would neve:
have gotten out at all.  The following du-
we went out again and carried the shee

sately down to the timber, where we pu

them on the sleighs, and thus into camyp

The spring is the best time in that countr:

Then there are beautiful warm days an.
no flies.  1f one must travel there is genes

ally a crust till ten a.m.  Thus it is nece:

sary to travel from two till nine and fro:



A “Trouble-Shooter” Berween Telegraph Creek and Hazelton

fve till eight in the
evening. About June
is flood time in the
rivers, and after the
witer goes down a
Lietle there s good
fiiing. Some of the
stations get salmuon,
others rainbow trout, grevling, dolly-varden
and lake trout: There was pood fishing i
the Nakinmut, but the best on the line was in
the Do-de-donty river between the Nahlin
and Shesty statons.  There the fish are
Hterally swarming in the water.

There is a good feld for a prospector be-
rween Atdin and Telegraph Creek, which
around has hardly been touched for meore
than & mile from the trail. 1 am sure there
will be same good quartz and placer tound
there before long. My partner used w go
prospecting sometimes, but as he was not an

SIWASH CANMP

expert he  never
found  anvthing  of
much value.  In the

fall T wanted o pet
a wood sheep head to
take home, <o 1 went
up to the mountains
early one morning
and sonn spotred a
hunch of sheep.
After a long salk |

ot arcund and
MK, L LOCK-WERSTER
AND PACK-DOGS above thepn T oshot

the largest nne, aund
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when | reached him | was very pleased 1o
find he had a great head. T packed the
head on myself and two legs of mutten on
each of my two dops.  Then we hit the
teail for camp.  The head, when measured
six months after, went sixeeen and a half
imnches round the base of the horn, and
forty-one inches long round the curl. "This
ix, T believe, a record for the Ovis Fannini,
That was a2 very woad tall for game. |
shiot a very large grizely, rwo black bears,
and a large moose,
all of which I sent
out to Atlin by a re-

wirning  prospector
who had some
horses.  About the

middle of April 1
kitched up my dogs
and started for Tele-
araph Creek. which
' mmde i about
ten davs,  The last forty nules of the tratt
were bare excepting the sumunir, which s
about nine miles trom Telecvaph Creek.
When T reached there, the free vader,
Mr. J. Hyland, was sbout to stare down
the river with his furs and mail in a canoe,

IR ENCH HEAD OV I
FANNINE RECORUD
HI AL POl SERECHES

s0 1 sad good-bye 1o the line and went down
with him o Wrangell, Alaska, There |
touk the boat for Vancouver and civilization
after five vears spent in the

Land”

CCireat Lone



"~ Wireless Telegraphy in British
Columbia

By Alfrecl Hustwicl(

WENTY minutes’ ride
by street-car from the
business section of
Victoria a tree-stud-
ded bulk of rock and
soil lifts a ragged out-
line against the sky
and frowns upon the

peaceful waters of Shoal Bay. Out in the

Strait of Juan de Fuca the navigator may

mark the spreading foot of black cliffs

which it pushes into the sea and know that
he is near Victoria, for although local
usage has bestowed other names upon it,
the headland i1s Gonzales Point, and the
hill which looms behind it bears the same
appellation.  Thus 1s the memory of the

Senor Gonzales Lopez de Haro, first mate

of the Spanish exploring sloop Princess

Roval, preserved to posterity for all time.
It is doubtful, however, if Gonzales Hill

can make its chief claim to historical im-

portance as the monument of the gallant

Spaniard whose cyes first beheld its virgin

ruggedness in the vear 1790, Today it is

better known as the site of the first wireless
station crected by the Dominion government
in British Columbia, the forerunner of nine
excellent aids to navigation built and oper-
ated by Canada for the benefit of shipping
on the Pacific. The crection of the white-
painted mast which lifts the antennae of the

Marconi apparatus at Gonzales nearly two

hundred feet above the crest of the hill

marked a new chapter in the history of
wireless telegraphy in this country.

Quite naturally, both in this country and
the United States, the authorities devoted
considerable time and money to the building
of stations on the Atlantic, where the
greater volume of shipping was to be served,
before turning attention to this coast. Plans
for stations in British Columbia were under
consideration at Ottawa in 1905, but thejr

consummation was delayed by a disagree-
176
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ment between the Federal government and
the Marconi company. The latter concern
sought to confine the business of the Cana-
dian stations to communication with vessels
equipped with the Marconi apparatus, and
the government, seeing in this an attempt at
monopoly, rightly refused to accede to such
conditions. Suit was threatened by the wire-
less company to compel the acceptance of its
terms by the government, but was later
dropped after the department of marine and
fisheries had inaugurated a new policy by
providing for the erection of five stations in
British Columbia which were built by gov-
ernment workmen, fitted with the Shoe-
maker wireless apparatus, and operated
without regard to the Marconi concern.
In 1907 Mr. Cecil Doutre, who at that
time combined the position of wireless
superintendent with his office of purchasing
agent for the marine and fisheries depart-
ment, was sent to this coast and, after a
careful study of conditions, selected the
sitc for the head station at Gonzales Hill,
Victoria, and recommended the location of
the other four stations at Point Grey, near
Vancouver; Cape Lazo, on the east coast
of Vancouver Island; and Pachena and
Estevan Points, on the grisly west coast.
Work was carried on with great dispatch,
and on September 1 the Gonzales Hill
station was put in operation, communica-
tion being established with Point Grey
about a month later. The remaining
stations were soon completed, forming a
chain which was more than equal to the
demands made upon it by shipping until
last year, when three stations were added,
one at Prince Rupert, another at Ikeda
Head, in the Queen Charlotte Islands, ard
the last of the trio at Triangle Island, a
high, barren, and wind-scourged rock in the
lonely Scott group, off the north coast of
Vancouver Island. By the time this articic
appears in print a ninth station, at Dead
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Tree Point, near Skidegate, will be
operating.

Looking backwards to the inauguration
of the service in British Columbia the
growth of radio-telegraphy on the Pacific
appears in a truly remarkable light. When
Gonzales Hill and Point Grey exchanged
their first messages only one vessel engaged
in the coastwise trade of the province was
equipped. This was the stcamer Camosun,
which carried a Marconi set, but was un-
able to communicate with shore stations
owing to the company’s restrictions as to
the exchange of messages with other sys-
temas.  On the United States coast only
three steamers were cquipped, the Pacific
Coast Steamship Company having installed
the Massie apparatus on their San Pedro,
San  Francisco and Puget Sound liners
President, Governor and City of Puebla.
Above the Columbia river four stations
were operating in Washington and Oregon,
but three of these were simply stock-selling
factors owned by a company which is now
defunct.

In a little more than three years mar-
vellous progress has been made and today
nine stations, representing an outlay of a
quarter of a million dollars, exclusive of
operating expenses, are at work on the

THE HIGIH-TENSION ROOM AT GONZALES HILL,
SHOWING THHE MARCONI ROTARY SPARK-GAP

T

GONZALAS L WIRELESS
TELEGRADPH STATION

British  Columbia  coast,  forming,  with
thirteen United States government stations
and a similar number owned by private
companies, @ chain of thirty-five stations
between Cordova, Alaska, and San Diego,
California.  "T'he number of  steamships,
both ocean and coastwise, sailing regularly
mto Pacthe ports and carrving wireless s,
at the time of writing, 112, and this higure
does not include warships and vessels em-
ploved in various services by the Dominion
and United States governments,

Tealy the expansion of radio-telegraphy
can be reckoned more wonderful than that
of anv other discovery in modern times!

In the limited space of a magazine article
it is, of course, mmpossible 1o do full justice
to Canadian enterprise as represented  in
the peerless system ol stations which have
so far been put into service, The continued
improvement of apparatus attendant upon
the astounding development of the wireless
art has made the task of  keeping  the
stations abreast of the times anything but
casv.  Quite often the department of marine
and fisheries has been called upon to change
completed plans, and in many cases has
heen forced to discard expensive instru-
ments in order that new and vastly im-
proved equipment might be taken :ulv:lnt:lgq
of.  Unremitting experimentation, study of
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local conditions and anticipation of future
needs have been necessary in bringing the
service to its present efficient state.

The burden of work entailed by these
considerations  fell  heavily upon the
shoulders of Mr. Doutre as the first super-
intendent of wireless in the Dominion, and,
in face of all the difficulties attending the
establishment of the service, this gentle-
man proved himself a capable and progres-
sive official. A couple of years ago Mr. C.
P. Edwards, who as a member of Signor
Marcont’s private staff, had been identified
with the erection of stations in the east, was
appointed to the position which Mr. Doutre
had temporarily held. In securing Mr.
IEdwards’ services the government made an
acquisition of a decidedly profitable char-
acter. He s reckoned among the foremost
of the world’s wireless experts, having been
closely associated with  Marconi almost
from the inception of practical communi-
cation in the late nineties.  Under his super-
vision the Canadian stations have been
brought to a pitch of excellence exceeded by
those of no other country, and the govern-
ment’s policy of building and operating its
own stations has been carried on with com-
plete success.

As an illustration of the strides which
the service has made since Mr. Edwards’
appointiment a brief description of the con-
duct of the British Columbia stations, which
are cqual to any in the Dominion, will
serve.  The first apparatus installed in
these stations, as the reader has noted, was
that known as the Shoemaker system. Single
sets, having a capacity of one kilowatt and
an average range of 100 miles, were then
utilised and proved more than capable of
meeting existing conditions.  The amicable
settlement of the differences existing be-
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INSTRUMENT ROOM, GONZALES HILIL STATION,
VICTORIA, SHOWING VALVE-TUNER IN
LEFI"HAND SIDE OF PICI'URE

tween the Ottawa authorities and the Mar-
cont company, however, made the use of
the latter’s equipment advisable, as the ex-
perience of the government experts on the
Atlantic coast had convinced them of its
superiority over rival devices. Under the
supervision of Mr. Edwards the Pacific
coast stations have now been fitted with the
very latest type of Marconi plants, dupli-
cated in each station to insure continuity of
service In case of a temporary breakdown,
and having a variable range of 250 to 350
miles under even the most adverse atmos-
pheric and weather conditions. Experienced
operators have been secured and a service of
17 hours out of each 24 has been main-
tained without interruption, while arrange-
ments are almost completed for the employ-
ment of a third operator at every station
which will allow of continual operation.
To familiarize the reader of this article
with the equipment of the stations a brief
description of the headquarers at Victoria,
of which the other plants are more or less
duplicates, should prove interesting. Shel-
tered from the violence of the winds that
occasionally howl over the crest of Gon-
zales Hill is a neat, one-storey frame build-
ing in which the Marconi instruments and
generating plant are housed. In one of the
three rooms there is a six h.p. gasoline en-
gine, mounted on a heavy concrete bed, an:
by means of a dvnamo the power furnished
by this engine develops a current of 110
volts. In the central room there is a con-
densing plant which steps this current up
to 50,000 volts; and here is also located
Marconi’s “synchronous rotary spark-gap,”
the latest word in apparatus designed tc
produce the oscillatory discharge of electric
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waves which is the basic principle of wire-
less communication. Most people are now
familiar with the crackling, blinding “spark”
which, in nearly all wireless plants, can be
seen and heard whenever messages are being
sent. With the rotary spall\-bap not only
is the oscillatory discharge more efficient
than in other types, but thc noise and bril-
liancy of the spark are greatly minimized
The simple pressing of a key in the re-
maining room of the operating house, where
the sending and receiving apparatus are in-
stalled, releases a vibrating emission of
electricity which is carried by the antennw
to the ariel at the top of the wireless mast
from where it radiates through the cther in
the torm of waves.

"T'he receiving apparatus used is of three
types at present, these being known as the
“Pertkon,” “Silicon” and the Marconi
“Valve-tuner” detectors. The last-named
is the latest invention of the great Italian
and the Canadian government is one of its
first users. The extreme sensitiveness of
this instrument and the superior range of
its adjustability have been proved by tests
at Gonzales Hill and it is
shortly install it at all British Columbia
stations.

This, in short, is the equipment. The
conduct of the stations is on a similar high
plane of efficiency as the apparatus em-
ployed. Since the British Columbia service
was commenced communication has never
once been interrupted between any of the
stations, and the staff of operators has shown
itself the equal of any similar body of men.
On several occasions the Shipping Federa-
tion of Canada and other maritime interests
have paid tribute, not only to the enter-
prisc of the government, but also to the zcal
and ability of its wireless operators in mak-
ing the stations on both occans real and
reliable aids to navigation. Thrice daily
the British Columbia stations, working in
conjunction with that on Tatoosh Island,
at the entrance to the strait of Juan de Tuca,
furnish reports on weather and shipping
which are printed in the Vancouver and Vic-
toria newspapers and supplied to interested
parties for the asking. In addition to this
public service—from which no revenue ac-
crues—the stations handle commercial busi-
ness between ship and shore, often in con-
nection with land wires; keep communica-

1

intended to -

“tion open when the latter
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are out of busi-
ness; report casualties to shipping; keep
tally on the government steamers and assist
them in their work of maintaining the buoy,
beacon and lLight service, and, in a thousand
and one different ways, maintain a watch
and ward over a vast arca of inland and
ocean waters.

How vast may be judged from the recent
exchange of messages between Triangle Is-
land and  Honolulu, over 2,600 miles
distant!

As indicative of the manner in which the
business of the stations has grown it may
be mentioned that in the fast six months
of 1909 a total of 8444 MESSaes were
handled by the radio-telegraph service in this
province, while last vear no fewer than 50,-
113 were received and sent.

With the establishment of the Canadian
navy the wireless, or radio- telegraph, ser-
vice was transferred from the control of the
marine and fisheries department to the naval

service.  T'he stations in this province are
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now under supervision of Mr. Edward J.
Haughton, who was the pioneer operator at
‘Gonzales Hill and was made district super-
intendent for British Columbia when the
office was created in 1908. Previous to en-
tering the service Mr. Haughton had charge
of the Dominion land wire running from
Victoria to Barkley Sound, on the west
coast of Vancouver Island, operating this

British Columbia Magazine

line in conjunction with a position on tie
Victoria staff of the C. P. R. telegraph, wit};
which he was connected for seventeen years.
Both as an operator and in his present execi-
tive capacity he has shown remarkable
ability, and no review of wireless progress
in Canada, and especially in British Colum-
bia, would be complete without some tribute
to his capabilities.

The Rhythm

By G. E. WOODBERRY

Urom Seribuer's Magazine)

The rhythm of beauty beat in my blood all day;
I'he rhythim of passion beat in my blood all night;
I'he morning came, and it seemed the end of the world.

Day, thou wast so beautiful 1 held my breath from song!

Night, how passion-wild thy throb, how voiceless, O ho::v strong!
The night was not more lonely than the day ;—

But death-deep was the glimmer of the snow-dawn far away.

I remember the throb of beauty that caught my throat from song

A ‘. - - . ‘. ) ’
And the wilder throb when passion held me voiceless the night long;
And hife with speed gone silent swept to its seas untold — ’
) M ’

But O, the death-white glory on the pale height far and cold!

AT oot T e e
When passion gives beauty vet one day more the rapture of my breath
- A < )

[over a luminous silence comes dawn, and the chill more cold th

But rhythm to rhythm, deep unto dee
As when that morning on Etna came

Fhis is 1e to be immortal, O Life found de

From the deep of passion and be
Io be borne through the throb
And to find in the trough one

an death;

D, thr‘()ugh the vears my spirit is hurled,
. and it seemed the end of the world.

ath after death,

auty to draw the infinite breath,
and the throe and the sinking heart of strife,
wore billow of thy infinite rhythm, O Life!



HOSE twin-powers of
marine modernity
—steam and electric-
ity — already domin-
ate the seas, but while
there are still alive
men with the Viking
strain in their blood,

the billowy sail will never be entirely swept

away.

T'hus 1t is that in Vancouver, the last
word in twentieth-century civilization, the
ready adapter of the most recent wrinkles
ot workshop and laboratory, the vacht s
still the most beloved of craft.

This city laves its feet in the finest
cruising ground of the Seven Scas. Both
the dinky little dinghy checkily exposing a
satll, and the majestic queen of the yachting
realm that measures her spread of canvas
by the acre, find here ideal conditions. The
small fry possess the Fraser River, a whole
world of water with two mighty arms
threading their way amidst wondrous fairy
lands into the very roots of the Rockies. 1t
would take the owner of one of these trim,
iboriny, vessels a century to explore the
countless inlets, nooks and crannies, cach
with some intrinsic beauty of its own, all
mmune from bold winds and stormy seas.
The larger craft have the far-Aung Gulf
of Georgia, from Juan de Fuca to Sey-
mour  Straits—a matchless reach of par-
tiall protected waters, where sometimes
“stormy winds do blow” and there is just
cnough of the swing of ocean surges to lend
zest to the pleasure of the Saturday after-
noon sailor,.

Canadians make the most of their oppor-
tunities, and therefore naught is surprising

The

Royal Vancouver

Yacht Club

FROM COCKLE-SHELLS TO THE
FLOATING PALACES OF MILLIONAIRES

By Robin C. Baily

in the fact that Vancouver has the best and
biggest vacht club on the Pacific Coast.
How it came to be started and has ma-
tured from a humble bevy of cockle-shells
to a  powertul  club  commanding
squadron of scudding  grevhounds worth
half a million or more of dollars s
an interesting story,  Also, it has a quaint
beginning.  The first vacht race in Van-
couver waters to compel public attention to
any considerable degree was that now his-
toric contest ‘twixt the Pirare and Haleyon
n 1902, "T'he course was from  longhsh
Bay around Bowen lIsland and back. A
desperately exciting struggle terninated at
midnight in a gale of wind, and there was

IR R

R AR RS i

e o,
R X

CAPT. R, K. SCARLETT'S CANUCK

151



182

another storm afterwards—a human one—
regarding which yacht had won. * The race
was repeated a week later, and the Pirate
then prevailed. This event served a useful
purpose in greatly stimulating the general
interest in the yacht club, which prior to
that time had been carrying on a somewhat
obscure existence. Emerson says somewhere
that any great institution is but the length
of the shadow of a man’s shadow, and the
R. V. Y. C. corroborates this claim. The
man in the case is Mr. Walter C. Grave-
ley. He came to British Columbia exuding
yachting enthusiasm and covered with
laurels achieved in some of the most famous
cutters on Lake Ontario. He found an
abundance of boats of various shapes and
sizes, but no club to control the pastime,
and he straightway set himself to supply
the deficiency. Among those who helped
launch the new venture were Captain P.
M. Thompson, Mr. R. H. Alexander, Mr.
A. E. Thynne, Mr. E. B. Deane, Mr. W,
E. Thompson and Mr Alec. Marshall.
The last named came from the east bub-
bling with aquatic zeal, and was for some
years one of the most prominent members
of the Rowing Club. Indeed, from the start
the rigorous training of the oarsman’s organ-
ization has rendered it an excellent nursery
for the Yacht Club.

Very humble were the first beginnings of
the feet that now inctudes nearly four hun.-
dred sail and s privileged to use the proud
prefix “Royal” and the right to fly the blue
pennant. "T'he pioneer members had little
more than a bevy of cockle-shells. They
were glad to use part of the Vancouver
Rowing Club’s headquarters at the transfer
barge west of the C. P. R. wharf. In 1903
a migration was made to the present posi-
tion at Stanley Park, where a new, con-
venient and comfortable clubhouse was
crected last year, The old one was de-
stloyul by fze two Christmases ago. Those
in a position to know declare that the suc-
cess of the club is largely due to the pre-
dominance of the small boat. TFrom the
first the voung vachtsmen who owe a“e(r-
tance to the burgee of the R, V. Y. C. have
learned to endure the minor hardships at-
tached to cruising in the more diminutive
craft, and have thus acquired that alert re-
sourcefulness inseparable  from  intimacy
with the sca. Even today, when the mil-
lionaire’s palace upon the waters may be
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seen flaunting the Vancouver colors, the
small vessel (that is the finest school for the
true yachtsman) is still in the majority and
the crews are the very backbone of the
pastime on the coast. The fair-weather
sailor, who achieves a nautical appearance
on the deck of a luxurious steam yacht, but
can neither reef a sail nor steer a course,
does not flourish in these parts.

“Let go the spanker boom!” thundered
the captain. “‘I ain’t touching anything,”
replied the land-lubber in a grievous tone.
There are none of these in the R. V. Y. C.
Four or five years ago the thirty-footer
represented the apex of the aspiration of
the local large boatowner: now there are
fiftv-footers, and the style of craft that chal-
lenge for the America Cup will soon be
here.

A comprehensive history of the races that
have been organized at various times would
require more space than the scope of this
article allows. The civic holiday has ul-
ways been the occasion of competitions ior
all the classes to be found in the locality,
and of recent years there have almost besn
too many competitions of divergent import-
ance. It is the purpose of the officers of
the club to confine the contests to rega:ta
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days, thus affording members more oppor-
tumty for the pleasure of cruising.

Among the races in which the club has
played a part that demand special reference
are those for the international trophy, the
Dunsmuir Cup, offered by the Licutenant-
Governor of the province. In the first dash
for this America Cup of the Pacific in 1907
the Alexandra, owned by Mr. . B. Dean,
R. VY. C., was defeated by Spirit, espec-
ially designed to beat the Canadian for a
member of the Seattle Yacht Club. In the
tollowing vear the Vancouver vessel had an
ample revenge and showed her American
adversary a clean pair of heels. This tri-
umph was remarkable for the skilful sea-
manship displayed by the Canadian crew.
As has unhappily been the case with so
many other international competitions, the
race 1n 1909 closed in an acute discussion.
Spirit 11 was built to try for the cup by
the  Americans, but it was conclusively
proved by the Canadians that she did not
come within the class for which the trophy
was offered. Last vear there was no race
in the series, but it is hoped that there may
be a renewal of the events in the future, as
although the excitement stirred up by the
international competition is apt to provoke
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irritation, the immense interest created s
undoubtedly  beneficial  for  spore.  “I'he
Americans at present rate their vachts ac-
cording to the universal rule, a .s.\'srvm of
measurement  devised by themselves. Al
of the other vachting nations divide their
cratt according to the international rule. |t
was by that code that the Dunsmuir Cup
races were mtended to be regulated, and
until the United States sportsmen are will-
ing to join the fold there seems lietle likeli-
hood of the international trials being con-
tinued.

Last vear there was some excellent rac-
mng at the meeting of the North Western
Yachting Association at Victoria.  For the
outstanding event of the regatta five boats
started, with the wind blowing at thirty
knots an hour. A series of minor disasters
marked the start. "The sails of Hawdee
were blown to ribbons; Gwenole, a Vie-
toria boat, retired ; Gazeeka, of Vancouver,
had her peak-halvards carvied away and
was left Timping along like a beautiful bird
with a broken wing.  Thus Uwhilna, of
Canada, the present flagship of the fleet of
the Vancouver Yacht Club, and Aquilla,
representing the United States, were left
alone to fight for victory.  The Uwhilna
trounced the foreigner by hive minutes,  She
canght her rival on the way out to the
second buoy on the Tast round and after
that the Blue Perer launted jauntily ahead
of the Stars and Stripes until the end. N,
R. O. Alexander, the present commodore of
the club, was a member of the winning
crew on that and many other interesting
oceasions, and proved himsell an eflicient
sailor. e was the first boy to be born
i Vancouver, and from his knickerbocker
davs onward has alwavs been sailing
.\‘()l.n('rlll.llj_". He once formed @ model yvacht
club. and the defr handling of those toy
models doubtless imparted to him the mar-
ine artistry he now displays when manipu-
latine the stately Uwhilna,

The vacht with the impossible name, the
Indian for Osprev, was evolved by M.
Mower, the well-known New York de-
sigmer.  She is constructed of teak, and
copper fastened, and was constructed across
the Pacific at Shanghai, where fabor and
wood are cheap. She was brought to Vancou-
ver in the S.S. Monteagle. Mr. Alexander
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calculates that it would have cost him twice
as much to have had the boat made in
Canada.  Another of the stately swans of
the squadron, Captain P. N. Thompson’s
Minerva, was built at Hong Kong. She
is fashioned of fir, and with her graceful
vawl rig is fifty feet of pure vachting
beauty. The Roman goddess Wisdom has
indeed a worthy representative on the blue
limpid waters of the estuaries of the Paci-
fic.  Haidee, belonging to Messrs. Alfred
Layley and Sexsmith, is another costly and
lovely vessel. The Gazeeka, the fine cruiser
of the retiring commodore, Mr. C. D. Mec-
Neil, is a fleet and excellent roughwater
boat. The Alexandra, of Mr. E. B. Dean,
has already been referred to; she performed
the pleasant patriotic duty of whipping the
American challenger and is prepared to
repeat the offence whenever the yachtsmen
of the great republic are ready.

The last phase of the club is the arrival
of the motor-boat. The vessel propelled
by oil or electricity has undoubtedly come
to stay, and already these automobiles of the
sea outnumber their sail-bedecked rivals in
the club by three to one. A judicious com-
bination of sails and power is perhaps the
most useful equipment for the Vancouver
man. He can then thread his tortuous path
amidst the myriad channels of the inland
seas and fly before the breeze with the thud
of the engine stilled in the wide vistas of
the Gulf. Vancouver craft have to be as
adaptable as their owners. The Yacht
Club has been led by some of the best men
on the Pacific Coast, and a list of the com-
modores is impressive reading.

‘T'he present officers are carrving on the
traditional policy of their predecessors,
maintaning the high traditions that go with
the blue pennant of a roval vacht club.
yet devising enterprising means of fostering
the great British sport. NMr. R. O. Alex-
ander, the commodore for 1911, is six feet
of genial determination fit to handle any
boat aHoat. The vice-commodore, Major
Hulime, s quite an Admirable Crichton,
In the dim, dusty law courts he is an erudite
dispenser of legal knowledge and a formid-
able opponent in farensic fight ; on the parade
ground he becomes a smart soldier and can
move troops with the best of them: but
he s truly in his element on the glittering,
buoyant waves of the Gulf, when the clouds
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are herding before a brisk breeze—just
watch Hulme tack to windward. The rear
commodore, Alec. Marshall, is one of those
Ontario personages who have acquired the
western spirit and anything worth while in
these parts. He pulled with a straight
back and a perfect feather in the Rowing
Club, and he now runs his fine sailer with
the deft skill Charlie Beresford does a
battleship. It is a remarkable fact that
some of the best sailors have been reared
in Ontario, which shows that the new divi-
sion of the imperial navy, the Canadian fleet,
can secure crews of the old bulldog breed
among the men who have studied the little
ways of the water on the saltless seas of this
marvellous country.

Mr. R. W. Holland, the recent secretary,
has discharged the duties of his office to the
universal satisfaction of all concerned for

SPIRI'T 1
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siv vears. He can talk like Shelley about
vachting, and of winter evenings by the fire-
side can conjure up pictures of summer sun-
shine and blue bays flecked by scudding sail.
He is the public orator of the club, and his
post-prandial addresses are always a pleas-
ing interlude at festive functions. Mr. Hol-
land is proud of the fact that a model yacht
club, of which his sons are the life and soul,
meets occasionally.  In a humble, gloomy
chamber he believes that sailing schemes are
being evolved that may give Vancouver the
honor of taking from the Americans that
cup which the restless Atlantic has denied
to Sir Thomas Lipton, Lord Dunraven and
other plucky and persistent sportsmen.
honored treasurer — most appropriately
named Breeze—NMr. W. Breeze, is another
keen sailor,

The right to fly the Blue Peter of
roval vacht club is only granted by the
King and the admiralty to organizations of
first-class standing. The dark blue color
with the Union Jack in the corner is sup-
posed to stand for all that goes with the
sportsmanship of the sea. “Win, but lose
rather than descend to some poor trick,” is
the code of His Majesty’s vachtsmen.

A well-known naval officer, who knew
more than a little of the inner workings of
the R. V. Y. C., once declared: “The honor
of the Blue Peter was never in better
hands.” He is a blunt person, so this was
high, if terse, praise.
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The following are a few of the many
the club’s

fine vessels to be found in
squadron:

The-

Vessel Owner Nind
Dolaura—Jas. Dunsmuiv ... .. Steam
Maple Leaf—A Maclaren. .. . Keteh, Aux.
Olympic—G. P. Ashe. ... .. .. Yawl, Aux.
_Tru Montana—P. G. Brooks. . Yawl, Aux.
Uwhilna—R. H. Alexander. .. Yawl, Aux.
Minerva—Capt. P, N. Thompson. .. . .

...................... Yawl, Auy,
Ga/cck.l—(, B. Macneill. .. .. Yawl, Aux.
Ivanhoe—C. A. Jodson....... Sloop, Aux.
Clsatnay—C. A. Davidson. .. .. Sloop, Aux.
Alexandra—FE. B. Deane........ .. Sloop
Spil'it——R. E.&C o Casoooooo oo, Sln()p
Haidee——A. J. Langley..... .. Yawl, Aux.
Amorila—]. Richardson ........ ... Sloop
Mow Ping—B. TI". Rogers...... .. Steam
Bertha—J. P. Roberts. ... .. .. Yawl, Aux.
Cuilada—]Jno. Hendry oo L. Gias
Oolaly—H. Barnard .............. Cias
Chakawana—Capt. F. B. Turner. ... Gas
Puaale Duck—H. de W. King. ... ... (Jas
Ysidro—H. S. Butler.............. Gias
Davy Jones—E. B. Deane.......... Gias
Klecka—I. P. Davis ... ..., Gias
Half Moon—Knox Walkem ...... .. Gias
Whistle Wing—I. W, Foster.... ... Cras
Kinghin—G. S. Gull .............. (ias
Sunbeam—R. Keely ... L. Ghas
Building—\W. A, Bauer ... (ias
Building—A, Houston .......... ... Gas
Building—]. M. Wryley ..o Gias
Building—\W. A. Akhurst .......... (ras
Forest Queen—N. A, Mackinnon. ... Gas
Calma—I. 5. (Iv Pev. . oot Cias
Buildine—W. §. T lolland .......... (ras
Lady V«III—MJJ“" (1. D. Hulme. ..o (ras
Grev Lady—E. A, C. Studd ..o (yas
L:lv.it:l—]‘l W. Nclean. .. ... Sloop, Auy.




Sl{ipper Gott's '“Spot of Fish™

By Polloug'h Pogue

¢ PANORAMA of hiuL
slopes, indigo blue and
tranquil green, with
vast coatings of forest;
snow-topped mo un-
tains of roughest geo-
| logical sculpture hang-
ing like a huge cur-
tain  shutting out a
behind  them; a mighty

world

that lies
run of foaming surf licking the beach be-
ncath—this is the elemental coast of British
Columbia seen from the deck of a fishing

steamer scouting  for unharvested halibut
grounds in Hecate Straits and  farther.

Also when God made this vough coast He
tossed a handful of islands into the sea, here
and there,

Romance is supposed to be a foreign com-
modity, but a short time ago my grey indoor
life intersected with the lives of some hali-
but fishermen who live romance every day
and think it monotony, on dancing waters
up and down a coast wonderful with dark
forest and mountains, that look as if ever v
lonely canyon might open upon elfland. I
spent a week inoa fishing vessel on the
halibut banks with men who are never long
enough ashore to get the
out of their hair,
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salt of the sea

After coaling at Nanaimo, and taking in
fifty casks of bait, the New England Fish
Company’s steam-trawler Manhattan, Capt.
John Gott, cleared for the Hecate Strait
halibut grounds. Plodding along a danger-
ous coast, in summer time obscured by the
smoke of forest fires, thicker than fog; in
winter visited by mist, snow and icy gales,
is her daily business. Her crew have all
the hardships and take all the chances of
going to sea, and no enticing foreign port
with new color and fresh sights for jaded
eves awaits her at the end of the run; for
them only monotonous familiarity mth the
fishing banks that dulls the mind. She is
a well-found little ship, designed for her
work. Her dorymen, who man the twelve
big Cape Ann dories stowed in two nests on
deck in her stern, knew the Newfoundland
banks before they saw Hecate Straits. They
and the crews of the other fishing steamers
of the Vancouver fleet are a little back-
water diverted by circumstances to the
Pacific from the main current of hardy
fishermen who follow their uncomfortable
and hazardous sea toil on the offshore east-
ern fishing grounds, famous in story and
song.

When we left the parquetry of field and
town, and wood and hill, and the giant



Skipper Gott’s “Spot of Fish”

black-boned, stilt-legged anatomies that pour
coal into ships’ bunkers, which s Nanaimo,
and went out to the angry tumble of gray
streaked with savage lines of white, which
was the Gulf of Georgia, it was 2 o’clock.
The little Manhattan began her devil’s
dance as soon as we were outside.  Now she
drove her iron nose into the piling waves
and then she sat down on her iron tail.
The sun was running down his western
arade and little rainbows of prismatic color
Aashed in every snowy pulverization of fly-
ing scud that came over the weather bow.
As the last sunset opal faded out of the
sky I thought of all the ships that have
peopled the unpent sea since the world-old
winds first ridged the deep waters—the
swift galleys of Troy; the oared triremes
of Rome; the galeons of Venice with pic-
rured sails like banners; the great carved
Indian canoes, with their staring, painted
cves; the gaudy Chinese junks, like huge
cisterns afloat with sails of matting; argo-
sies and men-of-war, from the beginning of
sailorizing to the present, back along an
almost infinite perspective. The Manhat-
tan danced like a tipsy bacchante, and the
darkening sea seemed cruel and lonely and
empty,  An epic struggle between meta-
physics and pathology was going on inside
me. A brown fisherman showed me the
patent sounding machine in the stern, by
which soundings are taken at full speed, but
[ could not get interested in that glittering
marince instrument. I was suddenly disil-
lusioned with mortal life, and through the
windows of my eyes I saw only the hollow
spaces of the sea, dark with shadows. My
soaring imagination drooped on lame wings.
My muscles softened to tallow. T climbed
up mto a big dory and sat among its gear—
trawl, anchors, buoys, gob-sticks, oars, bal-
ing dishes, and a raffle of line. The
thumb-hand corner of British Columbia was
a black shadow three miles away on the
right side.  Overhead were the wonderful
white stars of the sea. The topmast dory
in the nest is a good place to fight scasick-
ness on board a fishboat.  Tor an hour I
fought against the mountain of sickness
crushing me.

When I came on deck next morning (I
had gone to sleep in the mate’s bunk after
I had conquered my sickness in the gurry-
smelling dory) it was breakfast time. 1

[87

went forward to the Manhattan’s galley in
the forecastle.  The ship was plunging in
a heavy ground swell: the sky was of fath-
omless turquoise; the offshore appetite was
mine.  The homely, substantial plenty of
the Manhattan's table, a common table for
all hands, from skipper to stokers, is the
kind that outdoor workers want, but don't
always get. "The New England Fish Company
18 not stingy in providing stores. Uhe crews
of the fishboats do not have to live mostly
on fish, as a good many people ashore think.
The Manhattan’s cook feeds the men on
fresh beef, fresh pork, beans, potatoes, car-
rots, cabbages, celery, onions, bread made
fresh every day, puddings, pies made with
fresh eges and  apples, preserved  fruits,
evervthing—all the “extras” that the men

con the Fastern coast hshing vessels have to
bl

buy with their own money and add to the
ship’s stores themselves,

The deep-sea lead on the hshing steamers
i the finger with which the skipper sends
down to feel the bottom, to grope for the
fish. Icis a long lead hnger, with s feely,
sensitive tip dipped in fard, “The sand or
the bits of broken shell or gravel stick to
the greased finger-tip.  When the captain
and the pilot, who look as if they would
be at home somewhere not far from the pine
eroves of Cape Cod, are looking for a
“spot of fish,” they take sounding every
few miles, and the bortom brought up by
the lead indicates the neighborhood of the
fish.  "T'he skipper can tell where the fish
are likely to be from the character of the
bottom. the weather and the time of vear.
This was what they were doing when |
came up the forecastle Tadder. "The skipper
and the pilot were feeling the seabed Tor
fish probabilities.  Two deck hands were
heaving the hand lead over the porr rail
just under the bridge. Alter the "l).lm'
i)igv()n" had been hauled i over the side,
and its gravelly, shelly message trom vy
Tones” locker read, the Yankee pilot would
motion to the car-ringed sailor ar the wheel
to change the course a livle.

“Ng' no' the' ‘hout thirty mile, an” |
callate we'l find good shell oravel at eighe
fathoms, and mebbe a good spot o fish,”
suid the pilot. “We're not far from l'!lC
land.”  He was thinking of the three-mile
limit. and for a few minutes discussed the

(Contivued on Juee Y]



W omen of the West 1n Clubland

THE ATHENAUM CLUB, VANCOUVER, B.C.
By Blanche E. Holt Murison

“In companions
That do converse and waste t/le time to-

gether,

Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love,
There must needs be a like proportion

s
Of lincaments, of manners, and of spirit.

H1S phenomenal city!”

Those words wrote

“ themselves, for they

T have been jingling in

my brain, and trembl-

ing to the point of my

pen a dozen times

since I heard them ut-

tered not long since by a valiant woman

worker of the west, in the course of a re-
port she was submitting to a committee.

The tireless efforts of these indomitable
women workers of the west, with their
broad-gauged judgment, their larger views
and their deep and abiding sympathy for
the sick and suffering, must, and do, com-
pel the respect and admiration of all who
come within the ever-widening radius of
their kindly influence.

Truly the women of the west are a
sisterhood of a noble order; an order it is
a privilege and an honor to be associated
with.  Although its records may find no
official place in the annals of church or
state, they are none the less indelibly
traced across the closely written pages of
progress that make the story of this Last
Great West such wonderful reading.

The introduction of the Athenwum club
into the busy circle of the women of Van-
couver deserves a page to itself, bringing,
as it does, old traditions and new ideals to
the elevating of the standard of woman-
hood in the west.

In  the  constitution
Athenieum  chub thc
membership  reads:

adopted by the
clause relating +o
“The members shall
be women, elected by the, general committee,
engraged professionally  in art,

literature,
188

science or handicrafts; or whose qualifica-
tion for membership shall consist in an
active personal interest in the welfare, de-
velopment and educational progress of
women.”’

When properly established, the home of
the club will have its reception-room, din-
ing-room, members’ room, reading and

MRS. JAMES MACAULEY



DR. ILAZELLE ANDIRSON

writing rooms, dressing-rooms, etc., so that
its members will be able to find that restful
seclusion that is such a stimulus to tired
brain and body.

The three R’s that make such a delight-
ful combination when bracketed together
(rest, recreation and refreshment) will cach
bring its quota of charm to the atmosphere
of the club. Here the tired woman may
snatch a little rest in a restful way; the
busy woman may find the relaxation she
1 in need of; and the hungry woman may
satisfy the cravings of a healthy appetite at
a dainty board set in pleasant and congenial
surroundings.

Something like a home, that is not a
home, but vet may radiate the atmosphere
of home, is what the founders hope many
of 1ts more lonely members may find in the
Atheneum club. .

The officers and committee comprise
some of the best-known women in Van-
couver, and represent the highest branches
of culture—art, literature, music, science
and handicrafts. Those who are not actu-
ally engaged professionally in the world of
w.om:m's work bring to the club that charm
ot gracious personality, that ripe experience
and mature judgment, which will prove
ivaluable to its future development and
well-being.

The names of the ladies elected to be
officers and to constitute the committee are:

g LS P oy D N

MRS, ROH ALENANDER

Honorary president, Mrs, R. H. Alexander;
honorary  vice-presidents,  Murs,  Lefevre,
Mrs, J. C.o Keith, Meso Mo AL Maclean;;
president, Mus. James Macauley; general
committee, Dr. Lazelle Anderson, Mo,
Fwing Buchan, Mrs. Bavheld  (senior),
Mors. Al L. Dewar, Mrs. Dougall (North
Vancouver), Mrs. R. B, Fllis, Miss Clara
Fazan, Nhss Laverock, NMhiss Fthel Taw-
son, Mrs. W. J. Holt Murison, Miss Moac-
farlane, Mrs. P ). NMackay, Mrs. | CL
Meclbagan and Miss Isabel Maclean.

To give to cach name its mertted meed
of praise would take more space than s at
my disposal; but with such an able body
of women to guide and control its destiny,
the success of  the Atheneum club s a
foregone conclusion.

\While the name selected tor this, Van-
couver's first club for professional women,
is an ambitious choice, it is a peculiarly
happy one.  The women ol the west e
ambitious women, and are not content to
let the object of their ambition remain be-
vond them for the want of the necessary
cffort to reach out and grasp .

The name Atheneum would seem 1o be
a popular one for lirerary and artistic clubs;
there are. 1 believe, no fewer than four
Atheneum clubs in London alone. The first
club so called was founded by the Emperor
Hadrian, in Rome, about the yvear one hun-
dred and thirty-three, and existed as the
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MRS, P, J. MACKAY

“Behola Romana” until the ffth century
Since then, how many bodies of men and
women all over the civilised world have
named their clubs in honor of Pallas Athene
15 a problem beyond my solving.

Since Homer sang in her praise perhaps
no other heathen deity has been so lauded
in song and story. She certainly was what
we should call in these days an all-round
genius, for she is fabled as the patroness of
agriculture, the inventor of the ploughshare
and the rake, and is supposed to have been
the first to teach men the use of almost all
the mplements of industry and art.

Then she is personified as the goddess of
wisdom, philosophy, poctry, oratory, law
and Justice. "T'he Athenians held her in
especial regard as the protectress of their
liberties, and to her s ascribed the inven-
tion of numbers, the number five being
peculiarly sacred to her. She presided over
peace, defensive war, and needlework ; and
is also credited with having devised
all feminine enployments,

Hers is undoubtedly the place of honor
i Homer's world of wen and gods. One
writer says: “She embodies all the quali-
ties which were most highly esteemed in
those davs.  She s evidently meant to be
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nearly

MRS, EWING BUCHAN

the greatest and most admirable of the
deities that concern themselves with men.”

Under the watchful eye of so exemplary
a patroness, surely the most captious will be
able to look on with approval, and the most
censorious find no cause for unfriendly
criticism,

Exclusive to all that would detract fr(?m
its dignity and truest usefulness, but -
clusive of all that will make for its highest
development and the happiest realization of
its womanly purpose, the Athenzum club
should prove a golden link in the chain of
good comradeship and esprit de corp that
binds the women of the west closer together
in their work, in their hopes, and in their
ideals. '

No higher ideal could any club of wome:
hope for than that which Tennyson has
so exquisitely voiced through the medium
of the words his incomparable art has put

into the mouth of that altogether admirable
goddess, Pallas Athene:

Self-reverence, self-knowledge, self-control:

These three alone lead life to sovereign
power.

Acting the law we live by without fear,

And, because right is right, to follow right.



Steveston, the “Iron
Chink and the Fraser

RiVGI’ Salmon

By Polloug‘h Pog’ue

HE great canneries
slouching on bar-

. nacled piling reaching
I out over the shining,
waveless  waters o f

the Fraser; a faded

wreckage of Japanese

and  Chinese shacks

behind the dyke; a low-octaved village of
dingy stores and ancient taverns with faded
signs, broken-planked sidewalks—this is
Steveston, the cannery town on the Fraser.

Last summer at 8 o’clock on a morning
of hues the palette might never hold, such
was their depth and softness, I stood on
the wharf of the Imperial Cannery at Stev-
eston.  Lavender and mauve and amethyst,
marvellous color-tones, coated the sky above
the spreading ash-colored miles of the
mighty river. A thousand moth-wing sails,
foam-white, blood-red and drab-gray, new
satls, time-soiled sails, Auttered on the vast
sweep of the river as far as the eye could
sce. At the wharf two or three fishing-
boats were unloading their blue-backed
shiny-sided sockeyes. The Japanese fisher-
men stood up in their boats, little gnarled
oaks of men, hardy and sirong.  Their
dead-leaf-brown faces broke into grins as
they pitched the wet fish into the chute of
the conveyor and the haze sponged itself
out like a silver thought over the bright
river.

The boats were cannery boats; the house-
Hag of the cannery hung in the rigging.
There is a cannery flag with different her-
aldic device for every cannery on the river.
They were big able boats about twenty-five
feet long, broad in the beam, designed with

thought for the shouldering
Gulf of Georgia, with motor
and sail,
for Imperial and Dominion Government
licence number.  On the stern was the Pro-
vincial Government licence number.  Fach
boat must have two licences, which cost $3
cach.

Let us try to cover the naked raw pic-
turesqueness of the salmon fishing and pack-
ing with word-clothes.  First, we will fol-
low the shining blue and silver fish from
the boat to the sealed and cooked cans.
“T’here’s no romance about this business,”
satd the cannery foreman, a big, quiet man,
in the great clean many-windowed cannery
with its fluent machinery, its odor of cook-
g fish and “its color-splashed  horde  of
workers of five races, five shades of color
and  five tongues, and  wearing garments
bright-hued and quaint.  Like the mpish
raillery of a mocking devil the Tron Chink's
clanking jabber answered him. The can-
nery foreman glanced at the Siwiash women
fish-cleaners fimshing the work of the giam
Chink and jetted a few words of quaunt
Chinook at one of them,  They were tap-
estrv=bright with the high-octaved colors of
barbarism that throw themselves o your
face.  One cinnwmon-brown Lady had her
dark head tied up in a rag of hell-hearted
crimson, and wore a lemon-vellow oilskin

seas of the
engme, mast
On the bows were painted {mp,

apron over a blouse as bright blue as the
bright blue painted sky. Next ro her worked
4 tenas klooteh in a green kerchief and a
wonderful Water street shawl of many
shades around her thick shoulders, “We've
heen sewing this same seam now for a good
many vears,” said the cannery  foreman,
1l
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practical-mindedly, “but soon there's going
to be a knot tied in the thread. When
that happens, we’ll have to turn our can-
neries into hay barns.” He meant that
the schools of the sockeyes are diminishing
and that soon the thread of their lives will
ravel out, and the wet sea and the slopping
rivers will know them no more. Inside
the big doors that open on the slippery
wharf the fish elevator is flipping the sal-
mon from its conveyor in an egg-shell white
and blue-lacquered pile on the wet floor—
rich ore from the great food-mine of the
river. Near by squats the Iron Chink like
a bony goblin on his bent steel legs, with
teeth of gears and universal joints and
shafts and clutches and wires for el-
bows and arms and hands and tendons.
This steel troglodyte achieves the labor of
twenty flesh and blood “Chinks.” A real

rice-eating Chinaman feeds the Iron Chink

with fish. The giant scizes the fish, guillo-
tines it, slices oft the fins, and eviscerates it,
spraving it with water jets as he whirls it
in his ron fingers.

When the dripping “Chink” has done his
best he places the salmon on a conveyor
belt which carries it to the brine tubs of the
women super-cleaners, who scrub the fish
with brushes, sousing it again and again in
the salt water.  From their busy hands it
is carried to the great slow machine that
shees the fish into sections, one of which
will just squeeze into a half-pound can.
This cross-sectioning machine is also fed by
a live Chinese, an emblem of the Quater-
nary man-cpoch. Tt dumps its salmon steaks
mto o bin from which they are spaded by
more primeval hangovers of Chinese with
wooden spades and delivered to the deft-
handed can fillers who stand at long tables
packing the pink sections into shining tin
cans.  Some of these fillers have rubber
cloves on their quick fingers,

Here are
more  bark-colored

klootshmans in  their
brilliant kerchiets and silver ear-rings, more
throw-back-to-the-stone-age  Chinese, some
Indian men bent and grey, too old for the
fishing, and a Japanese girl or two, hiyu til-
licutm, many people all briskly busy, kultus
wauwau, much  gossip  in deep-sounding
Chinook running down the long tables. All
the Chinook speakers are thinking of the
potlach, the great giving, that will follow
this  money-harvest, the

cannery work,

British Columbia Magazine

}Vhen they return to the totem-pole villages
in the shade of la-plash stick, the big cedars,
“Kansee dolla nika spose mamook kyl|?"
(How many dollars can T earn if I work
hard?) each one is thinking. Hyas klahow-
yum nika Siwash. '

As the cans are filled they are placed ip
big trays and wheeled to the “line” ¢p
trucks. The “line” is a long mechanical
orchestra with wonderful automatic ma-
chines for instruments. ‘The grumbling,
growling Iron Chink plays the leading
part in the concerto. The weighing machine
and the steam washer carry on the fugue
as best they can, but flatting badly at the
more difficult parts. Slatted in rows from
the trays upon a belt conveyor by a careful
Chinese the filled cans begin their journey
and are carried first to the washing machine.
Its part in the symphony is scherzo. Itis a
miniature merry-go-round, with cans for
riders, all whirling in a white cloud of
steam. It washes off anvthing that may
have been on the outsides of the cans when
they entered its maelstrom of hot steam.
The next in the line is the weighing ma-
chine which tests the weight of each can,
clacking spiritoso as it rotates, and by its
mechanical magic shunts the light cans, if
they weigh as little as half an ounce less
than full weight, into a side track which re-
turns them to a filler. The cans which are
full weight, riding the conveyor belt in a
clistening procession, reach a little machine
which fits lids upon them with nimble steel
fingers at the rate of over one hundred a
minute, helping the sonata with a staccato -
clatter.

Down the belt the lidded cans go sliding
merrily into the claws of a vicious little
machine which crimps the lids on tight.
Then, bumping over a thank-you-ma’am
that tips them on their sides, the cans go
rolling through a long trough of fAzzin
solder.  RBefore the rolling cans enter the
solder bath their top edges are sprayed with -
muriatic acid from a spout. They are car-
ried through the solder on a belt that im-
merses their top edges in the simmering
alloy.  The solder is kept at the proper
temperature by a wise old Chinaman of
much experience in cannery soldering work.
The fire in the brick furnace beneath the

solder trough must not be too hot or too
cool by half a degree.
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Now the cans are taken from the ever-
moving belt, placed on 1ron trays and im-
mersed in the test tanks to be tested for
leaks. Watchful Chinese eve the surface
of the water for tell-tale bubbles which
show defects in sealing, and if there arc
leaks the leaky cans are carefully sealed by
hand. Next the cans enter the retorts to
be thoroughly cooked by very hot steam.
Taken from the cookers, the cans are finally
scaled, air-vents being closed by a drop of
solder.  Laid in long rows on the floor of
a great room to cool, the lids contract, and
vou will hear them making sounds like a
banjo string being tuned to B flat—plunk-
plunk-plunk.  These are the final broken
chords of the operetta.

The story of the salmon in British Co-
lumbia 1s a scarlet legend. It is woven in
the web of the bright tapestry that hangs
from the loom of Pacific coast history with
the cool forests, the mountain-born, snow-
nourished rivers, the Indians of the Kolus-
kan stock and their rough-chiselled color-
stained totemic symbols and quaint canoes
carved with the shapes of the bear, the
wolt, the cagle and the fish as reflected in
the minds of primitive symbolists thinking
i the grotesque and the strange. The Si-
wash and the salmon are woven romantical-
Iy together in the myth, mythology, religion,
history and tradition of the loud western
beaches, shores rich in the practical things
ot the earth as well as opulent in tradition
and history, and washed by a fertile sea.

The  brown-crusted  Indian  fisherman
would not be encouraged by the cannery-
men if the canners did not desire the labor
ot the Indian women, better workers than
the men, as fish-cleaners and can-fillers. "T'he
Indian knows the business of gill-netting;
he is a hisherman by intuition and tradition,
but he is lazy and will not take care of
boat or gear, is satishied with few fish, and
will seldom venture into “Solleks chuck”
(rough water), not because he is timid, but
because it means exertion.

At Steveston on the dusty dvke, the slip-
pery fish-wharves and net-drying platforms
that reach out on stilts into the river you
will see the sun-cooked, wind-cured, rubber-
booted, rough-clad, white fisherman, a mag-
nificent type of the outdoors worker. Often
he is a salty tattooed fellow, who has seen
life and rough sea times in sailing-ships.
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Otten he is pure British Columbian, some-
times  Scotch, Finn, “Souwegian,” New
Brunswicker, Nova Scotian, Newfoundland-
er and even Portuguee,  He is brother to
the doryman of the halibut steamers, and
ﬂ)c sea fishermen of the storm-whipped,
tog-blurred Atlantic coasts are his brothers
also.  In that great arm of the sea, the
mouth of the Fraser, he is at howe.
When the salmon-fishing boats oo out at
slack tide the boat-puller works at the oars
while the fisherman pavs out the eill-net
over the side. The net s merely a long
strip of web, perhaps thirty feet deep, float-
ed in the water by cork buttons fastened
along the upper edge.  Salmon, swimming
against the tide, thrust their heads through
the meshes of the net and are caught by
the gills.  Though fishing in a river, dan-
gers constantly beset these gill-netters. M ost
of the accidents occur at the mouth of the
river, where the waves sweep in o white-
headed from the open gulf. Tt is a precar-
ous, hard-toiling occupation, and yet the
occastonal large carnings, elittering before
their eves like a gambler’s winnings, lure
them always.,  Last year the fishermen re-
ceived for cach sockeve twenty-five cents,
the highest price ever paid on the river,
For a large spring salmon they sometimes
receive fifty cents. Gill-netting s one of
the oldest methods of hshing, old as the
time of Christ. A net, boat and full equip-
ment for gill-netting, representing anin-
vestment of hundreds of dollars, 15 often
the property of the fshermen themselves,
sometimes of the packers. A hsher with
full outfit is one of the most independent of
men, though his income is not farge,
Consider the anabasis of the bird beaked
cockeves  from  their sea country. The
Asneid of that desperate voyage throngh the
emerald shadowland of the river will never
be told.  Fvery veawr great numbers ot the
fish swim upward from the sea into the
Fivers on their way to the spawning crounds,
strong intuition hymning their (‘ll(l(':l\‘(')l'\‘.
In th‘c old time before the cannery building
raised their gray roofs beside the rivers the
one-ideacd Ash had few enemies, Only the
dark-toned men of the run-wild carth, and
the bear, the bob-cat, the cougar "{“l the
cagle, therr totem-brothers, took their dole

from the silver schools.  The salmon were
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the great food supply of their brown broth-
ers, the Indians, who waited for them with
two-pronged spear and net in the sculptured
canoes on the river.

Every fourth year is the year of the big
run, “hiyu salmon,” an exodus. Old can-
nerymen remember when the small years
were plentiful ones. Now the small runs
are small indeed, for the multitudes of the
salmon have been diminishing in spite of
conservation laws and hatcheries. Canneries
equipped with three or four “lines” of auto-
matic machinery get in a small year only
suflicient fish to keep one line running, and
that seldom for a full day. Yet the number
of the fish are so great still that enough of
them succeed each year in reaching the
spawning grounds to maintain in a really
surprising degree the fruitfulness of the
rivers. But the rapid settlement of the
country, the damming of streams formerly
used as salmon thoroughfares, the great in-
crease in the number of fishermen, and the
wasteful fishing of the American cannery-
men, all militate hugely against the contin-
uance of the supply. The utility of the
hatcheries is doubted by the cannerymen,
who point out that all the millions of fry
distributed each year have not kept the
“runs” from diminishing.

The fish of Puget Sound, making for
their natural spawning ground, the Fraser,
are caught in immense numbers in the can-
nery traps of the American fishers, and by
their seiners and gill-netters before they
cross the international boundary. The
American  cannerymen’s  trap-piles, rising
from the water like a half-submerged forest
of dead trees, tell a wasteful story.

Behind the dyvke at Steveston are two
miles of shacks that look as if they might
tumble apart like the pieces of a mosaic
puzzle game.  Japanese characters painted
on the board doors; Japanese-printed posters
painted on the frayed fences; empty SOy
tubs: dark-headed Japanese “kids” with sol-
emn inscrutable faces with the mark of the
ages and the mysterious east upon them
plutp, brown-tinted Japanese women with
brown babies on their backs in slings wound
i wrappings like an Indian baby in its
moss-bag; Japanese grocery and dry-goods
stores and shops where Japanese candy and
pastry are made, tell the simple story of 1
village in Dia Nippon.  These disliked and
respected. personally clean, honest people,
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more incessantly indusFrious than the bee or
the beaver, more consistent Practitioners of
the domestic virtues than the whites hay
here insinuated themselves thoroughl,y int
the life and industry of the town, The
cannerymen like them as fishermen. They
know well how to handle a heavy fishing.
boat amongst the rolling water-hills of the
Gulf of Georgia. They are marvellously
skilful gill-netters; they take better care of
boat and gear than the average white fisher.
man. They can live on about what the
average white fisherman spends in the
saloons of Steveston, and this seems to be
one of the things the white men have agatnst
the Japanese. They have possession of con-
siderable property in Steveston; many of
them are trying to rub off their Oriental
character against the cannery walls and fit
into the white community.

The teeth of Tato, the Japanese fisher-
man, were like a row of little piano keys,
and his expression was that of a little brown
terrier pup. He mouthed English, but he
thought Japanese. He was of a grotesque
broadness and knottiness of figure.

“Some day,” he gave tongue, “Japanese
own all this canneries, all this town, all
this country, ever’t’ing.”

“How own it?” asked I.

“Why, Japan take it,” he answered
naively, “take ever’t’ing. Japanese come
in big ships, come take all some day.”

While waiting for the rest of the Japan-
ese to come and take Canada and all the
salmon canneries and ‘“ever’t'ing” little
Tato is reaping much money. I went out
with him and Kato, his boat-puller, in their
salmon-fishing boat on the Fraser River
and we caught many salmon, which Tato
sold to the Imperial Cannery for “two bits”
each. According to the Japanese law of
perspective 25 cents is a large sum of money.

The deep of Heaven was filled with
woolly-white fog that morning when T ato
started his kicking little motor, and the sott,
wet obscurity drank us up as easily at Tato
would have swallowed a glass of sake.

When we had chugged about three miles
the engine was slowed until it was just
turning over, and the men began pitching
their gill-net over the side. The fog pee!=d
off the wide river, the wind went do=n
and the water was ironed smooth like bi i€
silk.  Other color octaves were added t

(Continued on Page 232)
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By Polloug‘h Pog’ue

FIRST met with old

Wi itta yvears ago. He

. was mate of a Nor-

I wegian bark. I was

mate of the Mary

barkentine. 1 was In

her six years. At the

end of her last voy-

age but one, I left her in this very

port. The day I left her the breast lines

were black with rats leaving her. She was

burned at sea on her next voyage out, poor
old girl.

It was the day after I left her that I met
old Witta in a place on Water street, Van-
couver, We had a talk over a glass of
beer about such things as mates of sailing
vessels talk about.

What shades this whole story into proper
tonc is the old sea-strain in Witta’s blood.
For centuries his ancestors got their scanty
bread on the sea. Now listen, landsmen!

Old Witta homed, that 1s, his woman
and his home-fire were there, on Ship Fjord
on the North coast of Norway, where all
the folk live on fish, and have fished and
used the sea, and eaten fish for so long that
they have taken the character of fish,.and
look like fish, and the whole comst smells of
fish, and tar. Witta Spent most of his time
in ships.

Once upon a time a pirate named Ab
had been buried on Ship Fjord. When Ab
died his crew had hauled his black-huliea
ship ashore, and laying the dead chief on the
sca-hawk’s deck, had heaped earth and
stones upon the galley until they had made
a great mound, and there slept the old sca-
wolf, the loud beaches hymning his rest.

As if in whimsy, time, through the sweep
of the ages, had left Ab’s tomb alone. Grass
and trees grew upon it. Superstition, or
religious feeling, saved it from the spades
of the fishermen who knew its character.
No nosing archaeologist smelt it out.

It was only a cable’s length from Witta's

dwelling, and the sailor, when he came
[AY

!mmc from the sea, kept looking at it cur-
iously as it stood there, quict under the rain,

But he came home seldom and his visits
were short.  Once or twice he took pick
and spade and began to dig into the mound,
but superstition rose up and stood in the
way. Something of the old Norse pagan-
ism lived in Witta and something lingered
of the old feudalism. He was sure that
the mound was the tomb of some mighty
man of the ancient past.  For ten years
these things held him in check.  But at
length curiosity and avarice swept away his
reluctance, and one day he went to work
in a kind of frenzy, like a man digging for
buried treasure.

Through the cold, unsunned days, with
only the sweep of the sca-mist for company,
he toiled and sweated.  Day upon day his
cager spade uncovered more and more of
Ab’s galley, a strange wail of rough sea-
times. Some preservative character in the
clay of which the barrow had been buile
had pickled her tough tamarack frames and
thick spruce planking.  T'he bronze bolts
and nails with which she was fastened were
as if theyrhad been newly forged.

With a teasing pain in his back muscles,
but a lifting heart, Witta totled on in 2
frenzy of joy.  He was a satlor by long
habit of the sea; he knew an able ship when
he saw one, but he had never hoped to pos-
sess one.  Now he had become a ship-
owner; here was as good a vessel as ever
rode over the ridges of the sea.

A week later, as with swelling elation
he delved, he found on the high deck by
the steering place some bones, some weapons
and some arm rings.  These rings were of
red gold and heavy and Witta took them
to the nearest coast town. In three weeks
he returned in a yawl with half a dozen
ship carpenters and riggers, and sails, rig-
ging, stores, tools and material he needed.
I'hreec months afterward the little vessel
that had been Ab’s sca-sneak of old top-
toed out of the fiord one morning, refitted
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and thoroughly repaired, and met again the
grey-headed waves of the ancient sea with
the light step of her build.

In the course of marine events the
schooner immediately named Witta’s Horse
by her crew, on account of her easy gallop
over the big waves, got a cargo of hides at
Rikijavik for Liverpool. From the Eng-
lish port she carried paving blocks to Shang-
hai. She left China in the first week of
September, 1908.

Four months afterward there was an item
in the shipping news of the Vancouver
papers:  ‘“Norwegian schooner Witta’s
Horse, Captain Witta, from Shanghai to
Vancouver with rice, is overdue.” One
month later there was another paragraph
which stated that “grave fears were enter-
tained for the safety of the Norwegian
schooner Witta’s Horse,” etc. In another
month the Witta’s Horse was in the list of
missing ships. Shipping men would tell you
that the little schooner has never been heard
from.

But one fine night last April I was stand-
ing on the Hastings mill wharf, and all the
quiet of the ages was in the stillness of the
inlet, It was an evening of wonderful soft
lights and shadows over the quiet-colored
harbor spaces. I was alone, but a big
steamer, the Liverpool Merchant, half-
loaded with lumber for Australia, lay on
the other side of the wharf.

At least I thought I was alone, but pres-
ently T was aware of a queer little schooner
with two stump masts, that seemed to be
made fast to the wharf. I looked at her
curiously, wondering that I had not noticed
her before.

She was the oddest little hooker I had
ever seen.  Her build was that of a big
whaleboat, and if it had not been for her
modern rig she would have looked like
pictures I have seen of viking ships. She
was foul and dishevelled from long usage
of the sea; the marks of the long sea-roads
she had travelled were plain upon her. She
was dirty, draggled and unkempt, her decks
were all raffle and filth, her rigging was

knotted and frayed and hung like tangled
weed. Her untidy appearance made me
turn up my scaman’s nose, and I had turned
to go-when two of her ship’s company stood
in front of me and onc of them clapped a
heavy hand of recognition upon my shoulder.
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It was old Witta, and he was the skipper
of the schooner. The other man wig her
mate, Peter Jens by name, a short, thick
man, with the strong set to his jaw tha
most mates have.

Mariners who come to port at last after
a long voyage have always strange storie of
sea adventure to tell, and these far wap.
derers had come from an undiscovered coast,
an unsailed sea, and a port that is never
mentioned in the shipping news,

At first, in answer to my questions, Wiita
let a freshet of light into my puzzled brain
by telling me how the ship had come into
his possession. Then after speaking of the
bad weather that had followed the schooner
like a curse from the days he had left Ship
Fjord, he went on, in his very good though
slow English, with hardly more than a
trace of accent to it.

“We didn’t mind bad weather, but onc
night the old crew came aboard.”

“The old crew?” I interrupted.

“The old pirate crew,” said Witt.
“They came on board between daylight and
dark when the sea was frizzed into snow
all around us and the wind cried like a
woman in the rigging.”

“Ya, by Odin’s Horns,” broke in Peter
Jens, the mate, in his hoarse thunder.
“T'wenty sailormans, smellin’ foul as gram-
puses, with beards lak’ kellup.”

“What was they dressed in?”’ resumed
Witta, repeating my question. “They was
dressed in tarry jackets, such as seamen
wear at sea. ‘That afternoon, it was three
bells, and Peter had the wheel, and I was
sitting on the wheel-gear box. The air was
full o> flying mist which we had to keep
wiping eut of our eyes, and when I first
saw them I thought they were our own
men. ‘Then she blew clear, and we saw
the last o’ the light smoke out over the
sea, and the driving squalls drawing long
lines of foam as with a giant’s rule, an-l
that dead crew who were come on board
their old vessel again, standing on the
fo'c’sle, and looking at the old dough-dish
and her new rig. '

“At least I didn’t know, in the wonder
of the sight, what they were, but in a minute
it swept through me like fire that they were
the old crew. Then like the clutch of hot
fingers at my throat the horror of the thing
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strangled me and I went down flat on the
deck like a man shot through the heart.

“When my eyes opened again the gale was
still squealing around us, and the schooner
was staggering drunk amongst monster seas.
Old Peter still held the wheel. I saw a
raffle of yellow oilskin spraddled out on the
main hatch and knew it was Olaf Swensen,
the only one of the hands who had been on
deck when they came aboard. The mate
standing jammed between the wheel-box
and the wheel looked at me with a terrible
white face, and I looked at him, but we
said nothing.

““That night the wind 'ud put yer eyes
out. We reefed main, for’s’l an’ jib and
did all we could to make her snug, but the
wind rose higher and higher and some-
times she would bury herself in the boiling
ocean so deep that we thought she would
never come up again.

“At eight bells it was worse. Old Peter
and me was at the wheel, and the hands
was in the fo'c’sle.  'We hung to the spokes
half drowned. The ship was under water
nearly all the time; only sometimes she
broke her deck, like a whale’s back, through
the foam.

“There was something else beside wind
in the dark above the schooner, a great hov-
ering of wings, and we heard a screaming
that was not of the gale. With the first
leap of my heart I had known what it was,
but I did not speak of it to Peter. But
presently he roared in my ear: ‘'Tis a
Walkyr follows the schooner, old shipmate,
and you an’ me ’ll soon be done with watch
and trick.’

“I knew that the end was near, that our
little ship could not live much longer in that
wind and sea. Why didn’t we heave her
to while there was still time? I can’t say
except that Peter and me thought we would
run as long as we could and we ran till it
was impossible to heave her to.

“Suddenly in the air above our heads
sounded a great cry that seemed to fill the
circle of the sea from horizon to horizon,
rising above the roar of the storm. Then
a big wave broke my grip of the spokes and
rolled me along the deck. My head must
have hit something. All the mighty roar-
ing of the great sea-way through the night
sunk and died to the whisper of a tunc.
Then as fire breaks through paper, we seem-

Harbour
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ed to break through the night of darkness
:}nd storm into another world of morning
trcghness and light, and smooth
which we sailed with a fair soft bree
a pleasant harbor,

“In the wonder of the thino old Peter

’ 5 '
an’ I could have shouted aloud, but some-
how the sound died in our throats. "I'his
was a coast we didn’t know and a harbor
that wasn’t on the charts or mentioned in
the dircctory, and we were satling right in
wi‘t‘hout pilot, tug, lead or landmark.

Lt was as pretty a harbor as ever sailor-
men set eyes on, well sheltered from all
winds that blow, and with a fairway such as
any landlubber could take a ship in without
a pilot, plenty of water and not a rock or
reef, bar or shoal in sight.  “I'here were hills
all around covered thick with green forest
and as nice a beach as vou ever saw, with
wharves and as fine a city as a scaman with
a little money to spend would want to get
ashore in.  Dvery now and then a whiff
came off the land, very pleasant tc a man
long at sea, scents of green bushes and
flowers, and smells of raisin duff and bean
soup and fresh meat a-cookin’ in the shore-
side taverns.  With the glass we could see
a great number of sea-faring men sitting in
gardens and telling stories and singing songrs
and waited on by good-looking girls with
red checks, and neat waists such as fo'd'ste
Jack ashore after a long vovage likes to get
his arm around.  No wonder there was such
a great number of men ashore, for the har-
bor was full of ships riding at anchor, and
there were more hauled up on the beach.

“What were they like? They were not
like any build o’ ship that has ploughed the
meadows of the sea in our day.  All were
of narrow beam, half-decked, rowed with
long oars, and with one pole mast, and high,
up-curving bows and sterns, carven ir} the
shapes of great birds and beasts, and painted
with bright colors, or at least the colors had
been bright, but now were somewhat fouled
and faded by the wash of the salt sea. "There
were a few smaller eraft that were mer-
chantmen, but most of the vessels were ships
of war and piracy. Most of the men on
shore wore bright armour, white bearskins,
jackets of dyed leather, and great black-
winged helmets.

“ 'y afraid we won't make much of a
showing, in our dirty sea clothes, shipmate,’

sea on
Z¢ 1nto
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said old Peter to me, ‘amidst all those crews
who are ashore this morning.” And with
that we calls a hand to the wheel and goes
below to shave and make ourselves clean
with our shore-going clothes as a skipper
and mate should when they are going
ashore in a strange port.”

It was some of the Liverpool Merchant’s
deck-hands, returning to the ship, drunk
and noisy, who caused the disturbance.
There was enough noise on the other side of
the wharf to give an epic background, but
the story I had been listening to was not an
epic. A bottle of robust size wandered
around the careless deck-hands at the steam-
er’s gangway. There were lexicons of
fo’c’sle language and a small fight. Some
Dutchman was shoved off the edge of the
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dock into the water between the piling and
the ship’s side. The noise brought the mate
of the Liverpool Merchant on deck, and jt
was he who lit the string of electrics on the
wharf which they use for night loading. The
soft, warm night-shadows leaped back s the
lamps spread their bluish foamy light over
yellow lumber piles, dirty steamer and lousy
deck-hands. Where were my friends, the
salty old Kelpies, the skipper and mate of
the Witta’s Horse? The tumult had scared
them away. And where was the elfish little
schooner herself? I looked for my mariners
on the wharf, which was swept from side to
side with light. They were not to be seen,
I looked, with wondering eyes, where the
schooner had been, but saw only the stars
drowning in the purple sea.
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FOUR TALES OF BRITISH COLUMBIA LIFE

Three Men

APOINTE was a large-
fisted  French-Cana-
dian from Ottawa

L who worked in a

Vancouver sawmill.
A gypsy drop in
his blood had brought
him to British

Columbia, and he had not been here a week
until he wished he were back in the Lower
Town, Ottawa, where he had left his wife
and children. He was very homesick. Let
‘1t be clearly understood that a French-Can-
adian should never leave home. He should
take his home with him when he travels to
far-away fields that look green. Whenever
Lapointe, working in the mill amidst mach-
inery that rocked and roared, beating the
air with great waves of sound, thought of his
wife and children, his big, childish heart
swelled up bigger and rose in his throat and
nearly choked him.

Near the big unbuttoned French-Can-
adian worked a man as widely different
trom Lapointe as black is from white, or
cast is from west, in everything but his love
of home and wife and child.

Perhaps it was because the thoughts of
both Joe Lapointe and Jiwan Singh were
of the same color, and becausc they were
both a long way from home, that they be-
came queerly mated friends. Or perhaps
it was the influence of the little children
that, by some deep and beautiful wonder,
brought the two homesick hearts together.
You do not believe in the Brotherhood of
Man, of course, any more than I do, and
vou will say there can be no truth in this
tale.  You will not believe anything that
can not prove like the answer to a sum in
arithmetic, but Joe Lapointe, the big,
simple-hearted, open-faced fellow from the
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Ottawa, and Jiwan Singh, the strange-
roaded, brown-shaded Oriental, became such
friends that at length they spoke together,
among the lumber piles of the mill vard
i the noon hour, of their homes which
were as far apart as the poles of the carth,
but brought close by the fellow feeling of
lonely men hungry to hear the small voices
of children far away, And one day as they
talked shyly but cagerly of their little sons,
one Gee Bong, a beeswax-faced Pekinese
vardman, caught a few words of their com-
mon tongue in which they met, and quictly
jomning them, told when an opening came in
the talk, of his own small son in far China,
and so the three, cach speaking a speech
which he thought was  Enghsh, talked
familiarly of their children and derived
comfort from the talk, as men will who are
separated from their homes. T have known
homesick men wintering in the high North
to write letters which they konew they could
not send out from the shut places, just for
the comfort that it gave them, and this s
the same thing.

Almost a month after T became aware
of this singular friendship, Jiwan Singh,
the Sikh, received news from India that a
sickness had wvisited his  village and had
swept away his two sons in one night and
many other children within the week.
Srug';{crfng from this swift blow, lw' went
to his work at the mill mn the mormng as
usual, but kept away from Lapointe and
Gee Bong that day, and making no an-
swer to them when they shouted their
friendly greeting to him according to - cus-
tom. ‘According to his own custom  and
that of his people, the tall Sikh was suffer-
ing in silence. lLong hefore the noon hour
his friends knew  that  something  was
wrong and respected his reticence. It was
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several days before they found out what
his trouble was and even then it was not
Jiwan Singh, but one of his own brother
Sikhs, who told them.

In the case of a white man a little time
would have blunted the edge of sorrow,
but the heart of Jiwan Singh lay deep with-
in him and the self-contained, shy nature
of the Oriental insulated it from outside
influences which would have helped to heal
Joe Lapointe’s grief if the sorrow had been
his. The French-Canadian and the Chin-
esc on several occasions offered consolation,
but each time Jiwan Singh turned away
without speaking the gratitude he felt, and
his friends misunderstood this continued
silence.  "Their limitations made it impos-
sible for them to sound the deeps of the
Sikh’s nature. So the friendship of the three
was broken, and Jiwan Singh plodded on
his dark road without the bright influence of
acquaintanceship with the white man with
.whom he had foregathered on a common
footing of equality. He went to live in a
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slum with a dozen other East Indiang on
whom a cloud of swinish dissipation g
evil habits had settled like a deep silence
on account of the conditions of misery anq
hopelessness which surrounded them, These
men, who nightly drank themselves intg 5
stupor of forgetfulness, did nothing to
rouse him from the semi-stupor into which
his brooding had plunged him. They were
as silent as he; medieval monks under 4
vow of silence would have been as com.
panionable, Like things of clay animated
by clogged machinery, but spiritless, they
moved through their daily tasks; at night
they attained a drugged Nirvana by drink-
ing cheap liquor until they threw them-
selves on their bunks hopelessly drunk
There was nothing bacchanalian in their
drinking; it was a colorless performance
unlit by any excitement, as dull as rain.
Jiwan Singh fell now into their ways.
The children no longer sent a little white

bird across the distance to tell him not to
dc these things.

Say onara's Fishing

N the mosaic of Vancouver’s sea-
board life the Japanese herring boats
form a section that glows with color,

and the little wharf where they land their
fish is onc of the most picturesque on the
waterfront.

If you wish to go there to see for your-
self do so when the tide is in. At low
water the smell of sodden barnacled piles,
rotting timbers, and the slime of the shore
left naked and ashamed by the careless tide
will trouble your heart and you won’t see
the color.

It is only a few decayed and broken
planks laid down on floats which ride on the
tide-heaved breast of the Inlet, and herring
is its only business.  Sometimes a dirty littlz
harbor-navvy of a tug with no home will
nose in like an ugly bulldog forcing his so-
ciety on a lot of fox-terriers and tie up for
rl.lc night, but most of the time only the her-
ring boats, stout, able little launches, some

of them Japanecse built, and suggesting
more or less the marine architecture of the
Orient, lic at the wharf, crowding closely

packed along both sides. Sometimes §11€
lean, unsteady-looking Indian canoes, with
bows and sterns chiselled to roughly sug-
gest the heads of animals and birds, come
creeping up to this wharf from across the
Inlet with gay-shirted men and klootch-
men wearing strong barbaric colors, blood-
red shawls and crimson and orange and
ochre-yellow ’kerchiefs. The East and
West scem sometime to have overlapped on
this coast, for the likeness is strong ‘betwqeﬂ
these hairy, blocky Japanese fishermen, with
their strong, roughed-out faces, and the In-
dians. So much alike are they that anyone
who believes his eyes would say that the
same shears had cut the pattern from which
both were shaped. Usually there are some
hand-line fishermen, endowed with abund-
ant patience and all the leisure that lies })C'
tween the Equinoxes, catching a few trifling
tommy-cods, It is hardly necessary to say
that none of these are Japanese.

As regularly as the tides, the herring
boats come and go. All morning the own-
er of number 766, smoky little Sayonard,
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whose name translated from the Japanese
is Goodbye, had been mending the holes
torn by dog-fish in his brown-threaded her-
ring gill net, two hundred fathoms of
meshus small enough to catch a herring by
the gills. Shikata, lns sienna-colored blOth-
er-in-law, who fishes with him, had been
cleaning their broad-beamed launch, whose
build has faint suggestions of the fishing
craft of old Japan. The Japanese boat-
builder on this coast keeps some of the
character of the junk. You can see that
if you have any imagination. The brown
fisherman does not allow his boat to get
foul with gurry and grease, like some of the
white fishermen’s boats. He invariably
scrubs out and washes down between trips.
When Sayonara saw me coming toward
him he grinned and his larynx tried to ad-
just itself so as to emit some English. I
have known Sayonara for some time, at
least, [ have been acquainted with him; I
don’t know him yet. From him I have
learned much about the Japanese character.
He is the son of a Japanese fisherman and
he is very plebeian. Yet he is not simple and
I am not vet sure what a cross section of
him would show. A thousand shadows
gird the Oriental, and make him fascinating
to study., The porphyry rock of the dolo-
mitic gorge is not harder to break into than
the reticence of the East. I think that
loyalty was Sayonara’s only religion, but
both he and Shikata, who is old and thin
and sun-cooked, a little charred rag of a
man, are devil- wozahlppcxs of a most pic-
turesque sect. But they are both sunny-
natured little men.

“To-night you go with us, yess.” said,

Savonara, in his slow, deep speech. “We go
Pomt Grey, make set, come back in morn-
ing.”

That is what we did. We went out to
the mouth of the Fraser, to where the fresh
water from the great river meets the salt
tides of the sea, off Point Grey, “made a
set” with the big gill-net, slept through two
watches in the snug little cabin, at least
two of us did, hauled the net, filled the big
tanks with a silvery harvest, and went home
very early in the morning.

The wonderful sunset, which had hung
for fifteen minutes over the coast of Wash-
ington and had struck the Gulf of Georgia
nto sympathy, shaded into ashes, the moun-
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tains stood knee- deep in darkness and Pojnt
f\tLll]SOl] bcmm to moan as tl](‘ i()n (ll.l”’”’(‘(l
in from the deep sea and lay on its should-
ers like a wet blanket.

The lead-gray launch \]l[)])(‘(l tlnmwh the
mist like a ghost, Shikata, in sou "wester,
black jersey and rubber sca-boots, at thc
wheel. (1 forgot to tell you that Shikata
had worked her out of the slip through a
crowd ot other boats with the long crooked
sweep, pulled with a queer kind of tw 1sting
motion, that they scull the sampans with,
acconduw to the pictures, in the harbors of
Japan.)  Sayonara and T played cribbage
in the little cabin.  Cribbage is about the
best two-handed game there is, and in ves-
sels of cvery class, build and rig, it
exact science.  The Japanese do not play
much poker,  Poker is a luxury; you can
not play it unless you have money to lose,
The Japanese have money, but they are too
thrifty. Sayonara is a good cribbage player:
he can roll a cigarette with one hand and
peg with the other,

The long brown gill-net, with its cork
buttons, went over the side fathom by fath-
om, while the lirtle engine turned over with
slow rhythm and Point Atkinson uttered its
long double-noted moan like a wet water-
spirit. with a broken heart.  There were
white stars in the upper sky, Pomt Grey
was a dull splotch, on one side we could
feel the feel of the broad and sea-like river-
mouth, on the other the smell of the ocean,
strong and refreshing, blew from the north.
I'he for thinned and we could see the Point
Atkinson light pouring a stream like snow
through the opening nust.

They buoyed the outhoard end of the net
with a little float upon  which w hielited
lantern was lashed, and we coiled down be-
low, two of us. ‘The Launch vocked like a
cradle. The whistles of steamers boomed in
the fog, calling deeply to cach other in the
clouding thickness.

The mountains were like drawings made
in black and white in the mystery of the
morning.  Over the voiceless desert of dark
water the licht softened and grayed until
the first timid colors of day appeared in the
cast like fairy ornaments. The two fisher-
men were hauling their net and the little
shining herrings in countless thousands were
slatted out of the meshes into the tanks. "The
sea took on its dayshine as the light grew

lh an
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stronger and the blue and crystal beauty of
the atmosphere returned. Presently the net
was a wet brown pile on the little after deck,
and the tanks were full of thesilver and egg-
white fish, and the covers were clapped on.
Sayonara started the engine and made tea on
the little tin stove as we slid over the wave-
less sea toward Vancouver. I had brought
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some meat in glass pots on board the night
before and I was surprised when we foung
that we could eat it. "The blue mountajng
were hip-high in mist, but the water vibrated
in the clear light. A string of tugs ang
barges came out of the Inlet and False
Creek, Vancouver’s two harbors, beginning
the marine business of the day.

Toy Sin's Baby

OY SIN, the little Chinese mother,
looked like a blue moth in her sap-
phire-colored gown with its wide

wing-like sleeves. Toy Sin fitted as per-
fectly into her surrounding as a girl in a
book illustration. She is quaintly pretty
with a delicate capricious kind of prettiness,
which rests upon such portions of her face
as are particularly interesting and hurries
over the rest.  She has a-honey-colored little
face; her lustrous eyes are magic casements
of a dreaming mind, the something that
laughs in them is fascinating to watch, and
a sweet and perilous mischief lurks about
her lips which are as'red as the reddest
petals of a Crimson Rambler. Her hair
is as blue-black as a blackbird’s wing. Her
voice is like the voice of water slipping
over little stones. Her teeth, however, are
brown from chewing betel nuts.

She clapped her shell-like hands just as
princesses and Head Queens do in aromatic
castern tales, and when the servant came
she said, “tuan ch’a”—which means “bring
tea.”

Three little scarlet pots, with silver
dragons crawling over them, and red cups
were brought, also trivial pink cakes and
candies like bits of solidified foam. Also
a tiny bowl of rice and a little pair of eating
sticks, for Toy Sin was teaching her baby
to use the “K'uaitzee”—"“nimble boys,”
the Chinesc people call the chop-sticks.

Chi, the little toast-brown baby, in his
loose-fitting bright-colored clothes, with his
round head shaved into patterns, sat at the
supper-table in his high-chair. Around his
neck was a silver chain, with a half-inch
square silver box hanging from it. The
box was studded with rough turquoises and
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had raised Chinese writing on two sides.
Inside the box, very likely, was a bit of
tvory like a tiny domino with magic runes
scratched in it and black or red wax rub-
bed into the scratches. This was a charm
against the mischievous devils whose delight
1t is to give a child colic.

The little pudding-faced kiddie grinned
and giggled and said, “Hai ai, mum-mum,”
and kicked his little pink-trousered legs, and
stamped his little feet with their paper-
soled shoes, on the step of the chair. If
you think that Chinese children are tempera-
mentally solemn you are in error. They are
as happy and as joyous and as playful as
white youngsters.

It was a very delightful thing to see the
Chinese girl-mother teaching her two-year-
old baby to eat the snowy boiled rice with
the dainty chop-sticks. If you have ever
seen Chinese using the eating-sticks, you
know that both chop-sticks are held in the
same hand, one stationary, the other mov-
able. Managing the chop-sticks is a diffi-

“cult art, and though it may be called a race

characteristic, and instinct helps a Chinese
child to acquire the dexterity, yet it is a
hard thing for a young child to learn, and
calls for patience in the teacher. When
rice is being eaten, the bowl is raised to
the mouth with one hand, and the chop-
sticks are employed to push the rice from
the dish into the mouth. The eating-sticks
are not clumsy, as they seem to be. You
can, if you are accustomed to them, pick up
a bean or a pea, or a bit of meat far more
easily than with a fork, or even a spoon.
The cakes and confections which came
with the tea were the dessert of the little
supper we had been having. The Chinese
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never drink when eating, but when the meal
is over they drink many cups of tea, while
they sit and smoke and talk, as they love to
do. Ming Yong, my friend, with whom
I had been dining, is a very honorable and
excellent Chinese gentleman, whose com-
mercial instinct and industry have brought
him wealth, and who is respected and liked
by everyone who knows him. His wife
and child dress in the picturesque garments
of the old land, but he wears the raiment
of the west. He looks on this country as
his home and the home of his children, and
does not look forward to a return to China.
But he does not wish to forget his country,
his ancestors, the village of his family, which
is a numerous one, or the traditions which
were a part of its life. Therefore his home
is furnished in Chinese fashion, and it is
altogether delightful and picturesque. His
home life, in a measure, is that lived in
China by the moderately rich Chinese mer-
chants and men of the professional class.

I started to tell you something about the
life of the quaint little Chinese man, whose
honorable name is Chi, and whose august
age is two vears and six months. If it is
vour good fortune, you may see him on
Pender street on a fine morning when his
mother goes shopping, and takes the light
of her life with her. If you should chance
to see them, you wlil be indeed fortunate,
for I can imagine nothing more interesting
and picturesque than this little Pckinese
girl-mother, in her striking and beautiful
costume, embroidered richly with colored
silk thread, a delightful ornamentation, and
the little boy in gay-hued garments, his tiny
brocaded slippers going pitty-pat on the
pavement.

I know that your idea of the children of
the Chinese is that they are invariably

The Luck

/ l VHIS all happened a long time ago,

almost four years, and Katoshiro
remembers about it only when he has
taken too much sake. Gobo has gonc
back to Japan. Takawara and Mata-
shima talk about it once in a while, as
whist players talk over old tricks, sometimes
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solemn little fellows, with the mark of the
ages and of the East’s mystery upon their
u.lscrutablc baby faces. 1f vou could see
little Chi Yong at his play, with his toys
arqund him, you would know that Chinese
children, after all, are merely children.  As
a matter of truth, children are much the
same all round the world, whether Eskimo,
Chinese, Americans, or African negro. But
the toys with which little Chi amuses him-
self are different from those of the Christ-
mas-anticipating toy stores of America.
For instance, he has the kaleidoscopic
tubes, through which he looks with wonder-
ing eyes, while he keeps turning them
around so that the little bits of colored glass
or celluloid which they contain will be al-
ways in motion.  He has a Punch and Judy
show, made of wood and cardboard, which
his parents help him to work, and he
screams with delight at the funny and fan-
tastic antics of the puppets. "T'he Punch and
Judy show had its origin in China about
two thousand years before it was taken to
Furope.  He has a mosaic game, which
has over a hundred little bits of painted
wood to be fitted together to make a de-
sign in parquetry.  His father teaches him
to do this. He has battledore and shutele-
cock, and is learning to play at this ancient
came with his mother.  You see, he 1s nor
what vou would call an “old-fashioned™
child.  When he is a litdle bit older, he
will have Chinese NMother Goose Rhymes,
which he will be taught before he goes to o
public school to learn the lessons taught to
the white children. "To tell the truth, litel.
Chi is farther advanced, physically and
intelligence, than most white children ot
his age.  You sce, he could walk when he
was ten months old, and is now a very

active child.

of Gobo

years after the cards are played.  They will
all forgee about it in a few years, all except
Takawara, perhaps.  But little Mada wall
never forget, for she loves Gobo.

Gobo was a tar-colored Japanese fisher-
man with teeth like peeled almonds :1.nd
parentheses legs. He was one of the herring
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fishers whose gray-sailed boats you have seen
out on English Bay, leaning like dipping
gulls to the strong shove of the wind.

"The trouble with Gobo was that he had
no stomach as far as women were concerned.
That may have been the reason why little
Mada took «n interest in Gobo from the
first time she met him. He was offensive to
her and made love to her exactly as the
Neolithic men made love to their women, if
they did woo them at all before they
dragged them by the hair to their caves.
Some women are attracted by this kind of
thing. Not only women of Mada’s class,
but of every class. All women are very
primitive, much more so than men.

Mada was a dining-room girl in a Jap-
anesc hote. on Powell street. Gobo lived
there because he knew something about the
hotelkeeper’s past. He got his board and
lodging cheap on that account.

Mada was a little toast-brown thing as
woman-soft and winning as any white girl
could be. Takawara, the hotelkeeper, didn’t
want Gobo to marry her because she was the
best servant he had and because she attracted
Loarders to his hotel. Also he hated Gobo.

IFor a long time Takawara had lain awake
at nights thinking of the most simple and
direct way of getting rid of Gobo. Taka-
wara had had a picturesque past and he
feared that if the government of this country
found out about it he would be sent back to
Japan, deported, and the Japanese govern-
ment would surely hang him. And he feared
that sooncr or later Gobo would tell. In
the meantime Gobo was like a very heavy
pack which, like Christian, whom Taka-
wara had never heard of, he had to carry.
He made and rejected a hundred plans,
and decided on the hundred and Afirst.
Thercupon he conferred with Matashima,
his wife’s brother, and Katoshiro, a herring
fisherman, like Gobo, and it was a black
conferring.  Katoshiro was entirely under
the brown thumb of Katawara, for he had
mortgzaged his boat and gear and everything
clse he owned, including himself, to the
hotelkeeper for sake, and would have mort-
gaged his soul to the devil for more, which
s practically what he did in that red con-

ference with Takawara and Matashima,

when he conspired with them against the

life of Gobo.

.Now if little Mada hadn’t been in love
with Gobo the scheme would have worked
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out like simple arithmetic on a blackboarg,
Perhaps Gobo’s ancestors were looking
after him. Perhaps the god of chance, whe
always has to be reckoned with by the mgk.
ers of plots, arranged matters so that Mad,
was in the next room to the one in which
the three conspirators sat drinking sake and
plotting. Iven then she would not haye
overheard the talk if the devil in the sake
had not raised their voices an octave or two
above the usual conversational tone, and if
love had not sharpened her sense of hearing
after she had heard Gobo’s name through
the partition.

So the next day when the Japanese her-
ring boats went out to set their big gill-nets
in English Bay, Gobo knew why Takawara
and Matashima went in Katoshiro’s boat.
Katoshiro had left Sada, the boy who usual-
ly went with hini, behind that day. Gobo
always fished alone. He was a strong man,
to whom the toil of others was as play, and
could haul the big herring net, heavy with
fish, single-handed. He smiled the amiable
smile of a gargoyle when he saw them fol-
lowing his boat.

He knew what they would try to do.
It was a silver day of soft rain, luminous
mist and ghostly fog. Sometimes the sun
showed through the thinning vapors like
silver-white shield; some times background
and foreground were lost in closing gulfs
of mist.

English Bay was covered by a thick
mattress of fog between Point Grey and
Point Roberts, where Gobo usually “made
his set,” that is, set his long brown gill-net,
which hung like a curtain in the water,
kept from sinking by several hundred cork
“buttons.” The fog was spreading over the
bay and filling the air between water and
sky, an endless web the color of sea and
cloud, falling from a soundless loom. .

As soon as both boats were hidden m
the wet gray tents of the fog Gobo knew
that Katoshiro’s boat, which was a little
faster than his own, would overhaul him,
that her crew meant to make an excuse 10
board his launch, that they would surprise
and overpower him, throw him overboard,
cast his boat adrift and return to Vancou-
ver in their own. The nearest shore was
Point Grey, 2 mile away, and Gobo knew
that Takawars knew that he was a poor
swimmer. It was a well-considered plot,
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though simple, for if Gobo’s body came
ashore to tell its story, the tale it would tell
would be that Gobo had fallen overboard
accidentally. Gobo stopped his engine on
the edge of the fog bank, Katoshiro acceler-
ated his motor, and in a minute had to re-
verse it to keep from bumping into the
square stern of Gobo’s launch. Gobo pre-
tended to be tinkering at his motor as the
other launch drifted alongside. But as soon
as she was close enough he sprang up with
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one of his long heavy sweeps in his knotted
hands.

It was Gobo who told the story of the
fight a short time before he left for Japan.
The three conspirators were standing in the
stern of their launch; they were taken by
surprise. It was ecasy for Gobo. 1o
knocked the three of them overboard with
his oar before they recovered from their sur-
prise, shoved his boat away, started his mo-
tor, left them swimming and went on to
his fishing grounds.

“Blue Eyes or Gray "

BLANCIIE Ii. HOLT MURISON

Blue eyes or gray?
Ah! well-a-day!

"I"is hard to sav,
Blue eyes or gray?

Brown ecyes or black?
Alack! alack!

My heart you rack!
Brown eyes or black?

Sweet cyes of blue,
What shall T do?

Soft eyes of gray,
Don’t turn away!

Dear eyes of brown,
Why do you frown?

Bright eyes of black,
Take that look back!

Ah, me! ah, me!

I plainly sec,
You all refuse

To let me choose!

Cruel quartet,
I'll you forget!
And take Maurcen—
Her eyes are green!
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The Beachcoml)ers

F a god in play took
the globe in his hand
and unwound the lat-
itudes like yarn from
a ball, there would be
just such a crowd
hanging onto them as
lay like a scattered

pack of cards on the Hastings Mill wharf

one sun-beaten noon a month ago. I was
one of the plain cards, put in to make up
the pack, and don’t count.

There were Giki, the Japanese, and
Nook, the Siwash, whose tribes dovetailed
in the far-oft past; Jann Singh, the Pun-
jabi; Fung Kow, the Pekinese; Rocambeau,
the ear-ringed French seaman; Olaf, the
son of Olaf, the hay-colored Souwegian,
“ban sailorman”; Hans Blamm, the Dutch
fo'mast hand; Dirk Bolt, the English bo’-
sun with the blue and red tattooing on his
carbonadoed hide; and Jake Dogg, the har-
bor pirate, all of that breed of men the
world nails to its crosses.

[t was in that picturesque company I
first met Jake Dogg, a living storybook
whose chapters are strange ports in every
longitude and  whose illustrations ship-
wrecks, shanghai-ings and romantic sea-
devilry round the world.

Jake Dogg homes in a little cabin built
on a float, a kind of tabloid Noah's Ark, or
houseboat not recognized by the police.
There are many of these picturesque mari-
time dwellings on the waterfront. You will
find them from Coal Harbor to the sugar
refinery.  The tides creep up to their front
doors. They are not derelicts, but their
owners are. Lhe people who live in them
and save rent arve not all as interesting as
Jake Dogg, but most of them are harder to
talk to. They knew the precise psycholog-
ical moment when to say nothing. But this
is not an apocalypse of their careless lives.
The story of the float-dwellers need not be
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long, but it will take a long time to make
it short. As for their trade, that is one of
the professions that are full. Some are
waterfront tramps, anchored for the winter
on good holding-ground. Some are pros-
perous in a limited kind of way, and all dine
oftener than they shave. To make a hard
story soft, some of them are quite worthy
citizens, if they do live a pipe-dreaming kind
of life. Their color is white, or was once,
before the sun and the wind smoked and
cured them to shades ranging from teak-
brown to the color of a b-flat piano key.
They are not weighed down by noncon-
formist consciences as a general thing. They
occasionally drink tanned liquids out of
bottles, as prophylactics, for the waterfront
air is not always wholesome when the tide
is out. Some are harbor hoboes of the old
school with modern improvements. Some
are people past the working age, who were
looking for a place to grow old in without
knowing it, and seem to have found it.
Some are just indolent cud-chewers, as
harmless as the gulls, their neighbors. Some
really work for a real living. Their pic-
turesqueness is its own excuse. Some are
fortune’s footballs, but accept their suffer-
ings like philosophers. Some have been
sailors and think themselves, as float-
dwellers, on a higher plane. “I came outa
th’ fo’c’sle o’ my last ship,” said one to me,
“with no earthly possession but a shirt and
a pair of pants with a hole in them.” Now
he is independent, owns his float and always
has “the makin’s.” Tf the float-dwellers
would not guard their tongues so much they
could be entertaining. They know the har-
bor and its ships and its tides as a suburban-
ite knows the houses on his own street. It
is high time the annals of the waterfront
squatter were written, for though he does
not make history very fast he has made
some. But how are these chronicles going
to be written if the gentlemen of the floats
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won't talk? Generally the float-dwellers
suggest much to the imagination but yield
little to description. Their lives are masks,
like their features, when you try to-inter-
view one of them. Hidden behind the mask
is the man himself, but you can’t get at
him. Some of them are curious characters,
but these are the most reticent.

Some of the floats are comfortable and
snugly fixed up for housekeeping, and one,
at least, has a phonograph and canned grand
opera on tap. Some are painted in bright
colors, inside and out, and fly their owner’s
burgees from their flagstaffs. Most of the
loat-dwellers possess some kind of boat as
tender, some own launches and do a little
legitimate beachcombing

Some make a living trading boats, as
aypsies are said to earn a poor but dishonest
livelihood swapping horses. A few, en-
amored of work, build boats.

Chance is mistress and counsellor of the
float-dweller. Love will not hold him.
Duty forges no chain. He is a water vaga-
bond and the dark mountains and the wet
coast of British Columbia know him, and
grey dawns have seen his camp-fires in the
rain on many a shore where there are logs
without a2 home and other flotsam for the
picking. If you listen to three or four of

these beachcombers talking you will hear a
conversation ranging from Nome’s long
There

beaches to the coast of old Mexico.
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are’ those \V!IO accuse the float-dweller of
€ven more picturesque ways of getting logs
than nosing along the coast in a gusnliﬁc
launch. Some suspicious-minded people say
thflt he has cut the booms of the waterfront
mills and taken logs out, to sell them back
to the mill again, with the proper admirable
nerve of the buccaneer, after a decent hiatus
of perhaps a week. And there are men
along the wharves who say the float-dweller
15 a pirate in little and a smuggler.  The
float-dweller might clear himself of these
libels if he were not so much like the Ro-
mans who used to say, “favete linguis"—Dhe
favorable with the mouth, meaning keep
our mouth shut, or least said soonest mend-
ed.  The waterfront amphibian, if he may
be so called, 1s a man of much reticence, he
can be silent in at least two languages—-
Chinook and coast linglish.

But the float-dwellers are not such an
outlandish tribe, after all. "They are noma-
dic and have indolent tendencies.  But
when vou get to know them a little they are
wonderfully individual and like the single
men in barracks, “most amazingly like vou.”
That s, they would be like you or you
would be like them if you did not shave for
a week and slept in vour clothes and played
cribbage most of the day instead of work-
ing.  Of course this does not cover all the
people who live, by choice, i cabins or
Aoats.  Some are quite respectable,




Dhalda

By J H. Grant

AITING, waiting,
waiting, with the dog-
ged patience peculiar

to her race, an Indian

; ~ girl sat in her lonely
room. In through the

open window floated

the bustle and hum of

the city’s busy life; the buzz of street cars,
the rattle of drays, and the cry of news-
boys. All these were new to the girl, and
long she watched and listened with interest.

But as evening settled over the city and the

setting sun shot long red streaks across the
dark waters of the bay, she drew back
from the window, her mind full of strange
misgivings. A sickening feeling of insig-
nificance crept over her as she sank into the

chair in the centre of the unlighted room.

And this was Dhalda; Dhalda the am-
bitious, the confident, the grand-daughter
of the proud old chief Legaic, and the
bride of but a week. How had she come to
this?  Why did she feel thus forsaken?

Her white husband, whom she regarded as
a superior being, had left her early in the
morning. She knew he was busy with the
furnishing of the fine home he had prom-
ised her, in the west end, with piano, car-
pets and Chinese servants.  But why did
he leave her so long alone? If she had
liked the hotel she might have borne her
loneliness more bravely. She feared the
strange noises and bustle of the streets, yet
cven these she decided to brave. She might
meet her husband and he would be so
pleased to have her meet him., She put on
her hat, the one with the white band and
great pink rose, of which she was so proud,
and stepped into the hall. But a fine lady
in rustling silks suddenly appeared and
harshly ordered her back to her room. She
felt an unknown terror hover about her as

the bolt clicked to its socket outside the
door.

The boisterous  language from below,

mingled with the harsh laughter of women,
grated upon her. The insolence of the
pallid youth who brought her meals to her
room completed her misery. What did
it all mean? She could but wait. Her
husband must come soon. But why did her
mind hark back to the days of her child-
hood? It leaped over the years in which
she had worked and studied to gain her
one ambition—to have a fine home, with ser-
vants and a white husband, the envy of all
her people. A week since she thought she
had attained her ideal. At this moment it
all seemed so empty. Her mind’s eye lin-
gered more lovingly about the old frame
cabin where the salmonberries grew and the
long waves made music all their own. The
weird songs that every Indian child knows
by heart kept running through her brain
and mingling oddly with the chickering of
a piano below. She tried in.a vague way to
fit their minor strains to the tinkling ac-
companiment. Visions of her old grand-
father would come before her, She could
not forget the look of pain that dimmed his
deep-set eyes as he watched her board the
boat that was to take her from him for-
ever. A new significance attached itself to
his parting words:

“You are going. far from your own
people,” he had said, “and we are sad. Our
heads have not the cunning of the white
man, but our hearts are big. Remember
that Legaic’s lodge has no lock. And if
you come and find him not by his fire-
side, look where the graves of your fathers
lie deep among yonder whispering firs.”

These painful and unaccountable visions
of the past were suddenly dispelled. Above
the noise of revelry which had grown louder
of late sounded the same harsh voice that
had sent Dhalda trembling to her room.
This time it spoke in hard, peremptory
tones: “Bring down the little Siwash!”

Siwash! that term of contempt which
every Indian on the Pacific coast hates like
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poison, and coming from that awful woman!
Poor Dhalda shrank farther into the chair
and the darkness of her room. Presently
a tall haughty-looking girl stepped in and
turned on the light. :

“The lady” she began, and sarcasm siz-
zled in her voice, “has told me to bring you
down to help entertain the company.”
Turning as she spoke she led the way.
Dhalda could not but follow. She felt in
the thrall of a terrible spell.

The room was but dimly lighted, and as
Dhalda followed the tall girl across the
floor, she felt, rather than saw, the stares
of the tipsy men and women en deshabille
who occupied the settees. Through an arch-
way she saw couples dancing and heard
rippling music mingled with the clink of
glasses. The air was heavy with perfume
and beer-laden breaths. Dhalda recognized
the alcoholic odor, and the fierce desire that
is the awful heritage of every Indian child
flamed suddenly. She felt that one glass
of the beloved elixir would banish every
painful foreboding, but she knew, in a dim
sort of way, that it meant death to every
vestige of her womanhood. The primal in-
stincts of her savage ancestors, against
which the ancient laws of her tribe had
guarded most rigorously, waited for the
slightest weakening of the will to whisper
with siren lure. The struggle was fearful.
She dropped into a cushioned chair, her
body limp and her eyes those of a hunted
wild thing. But the guardian spirit of Na-
ture’s children, the Angel, who from time
unreckoned has kept watch over the un-
taught, came to her aid, and she fled from
the room. Blindly she fled. A heavy im-
pact and a volley of curses arrested her.
Something in the voice that was swearing
made her pause and look up. Oh, God!
Was it? Could it be? Yes, it was her
husband, drunk and lolling in the arms of
a woman. For a moment she stared stupid-
ly, as though grasping at some horrible
truth; then turning about she flew up the
padded stairs, her heart bursting with fear
and jealousy.

In her room she dropped on her knees
to pray. The good folk in the “Chilliwack
Home” had told her to do that. But no
words would come, Swiftly her heart was
bemg taught to recoil from everything per-
taining to the white race. Why should
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she pray to a white man's God? Again the
friendly spirit came to her aid. “I'he s
voice that had spoken to all her mothers
since the beginning of the race w hispered
in her ear.

“Flee! it said.  “Flee; leave all but
your womanhood and flee back to your own
people—back to your shores and forests,
where the firs and cedars sigh and the wave.
lets ripple over untrodden sands.”

Dhalda knew that she was hundreds of
miles from her home, and she knew noth-
ing of the way, but a great cunning seized
her and she felt ready. The lump lefe
her throat and the tears dried in salt circles
about her eyes.  She moved stealthily about
the room.

But her frantic preparations were sud-
denly interrupted.  The tall stranger once
more stepped  noiselessly into the room.
The poor fugitive threw herself on the bed.

“Oh, do not take me down again!” she
pleaded.
“Hush, child,” said the other kindly,

“Have you any money ?”

“N—no, my husband,” faltered Dhalda.

“Stop, girl!  Stop! Do not call him
vour husband.  He s no person’s husband.
He s a devil.”  And her eves flashed and
her teeth snapped as though she would
have bitten the very words,  “lHe has sold
vou to this damnable traffic. You were
bargained for before he married you.  You
are the third of your people he has enticed
here. Why do they look for white hus-
bands?  Will they never folly?
Nothing but shame and misery can ever
come of it.”  Here for the first time Dhalda
noticed beneath the rouge on the stranger’s
face a dark flush that told of kindred
blood.  “Take this, child,” continued the
tall girl, forcing a crumpled fifty-dollar
bill into Dhalda’s listless hand. “And po
back to your own people.  Quick! go to
the wharf. The ‘Camosun’ swls an hour
late tonight.  You have yet twenty minates,
I have telephoned for a boy to show you
the way. e is here now. (](), and if
there is a God, may he protect you.”  With
these words she turned and hurried down
the stairs lest her absence should arouse
suspicion. As with heavy heart she de-
scended once more to the halls of shame,
recked not that opposite  her  sin-

see their

she
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“stained name in the great book the Record-
ing Angel wrote “Well done!”

The next moment Dhalda had silently
descended a side stair. She had but one
desire, the same that causes the wounded
duck to slip stealthily among the rushes,
or the young partridge to crouch beneath
a yellow leaf; the desire to hide—hide from
everybody, everything.

When she reached her stateroom she
locked the door and crept into the narrow
berth. Her mind was all confusion. The
events of the last week and incidents of
her childhood coursed through her brain
in bewildering chaos. Visions of her old
grandfather, carving grotesque ornaments
by his lone fire, mingled oddly with pic-
tures of the tall girl who had befriended
her. But in the depths of the night, when
she stood at the open window, her dark
hair blowing about her face, and her black,
shining eyes staring into the gloom, the
veneer of civilization began to -crack and
chip and the true nature to assert itself.
She heard the hiss of the sea-serpents as
the ship ploughed a foamy furrow through
the dark waters, She saw the witch fires
gleam among the dark bluffs, and caught
a glimpse of the water sprite capering
about the silvery falls. When the deep
whistle of the steamboat echoed and re-
echoed, now loud, now soft, now loud
again, she heard not the simple rebound of
the sound. To her it was many-voiced
Weedildhald, the Echo Sprite, calling
among all the lone rocks and forests for the
lost maiden of the tribe. Once she laughed
a low, gurgling laugh that surprised herself.

The third night the boat stopped before
Dhalda’s native village. Not a star shone.

The air was dark and soft like a black
mantle. The deck hands threw off a few
boxes, then the ship loosed her ropes and
crept cautiously on into the night. Dhalda
picked her way slowly along the familjar
beach, until she stood before her grand-
father’s cabin.  There it lay in silence; the
clump of bushes, the grave and the great
totem pole with the big beaver at it top.
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It used to look hideous, but now it yy
protecting—beautiful. She sat down op
an up-turned canoe that her soyl might
drink in the scene.  The waves rolled
gently and stirred the pebbles at her feet.
The soft breeze kissed her hot, fevered
cheek. ~What music! what balm! ghe
thought. Nature was fast reclaiming her
wandering child.

Presently, from far away across the
black waters floated music, fascinating in
its weirdness. It was the boating song of
the Tsimpsheans. Dhalda sprang to her
feet electrified.

“Ya—ho—aoh—aho—o—o0—o," she san g
in answer. The first wild notes flew forth
like the full call of a bugle, and the last
strain lingered about the beach and died
away in a liquid gurgle. Again and again
she repeated the soul-stirring strain. Her
brow and cheeks became cool and her lips
moist. The last vestige of her late life
dropped from her memory. Dhalda was
a girl again; an Indian girl, free and un-
fettered.

A lamp appeared in the cabin window
and sent a wavering shaft of light to where
the girl stood. She heard footsteps ap-
proaching, but in the dense darkness out-
side the ray of light she could discern noth-
ing, until a man stood close beside her.
She did not need to turn her head nor raise
her eyes from the dark ground. She felt
her grandfather’s presence. At last she
looked up. He was standing in the light.
The shimmer of a smile passed over his
stoic features, He reached out his thin
knotted hands and took her warm soft ones
as though to convince himself that she was
not an apparition. When at length he
spoke, his kind, deep voice, unshaken by
age, and the soft Tsimpshean language
made music to her soul. '

“Legaic’s fire has been cold,” he said
slowly, “and his cabin empty. He has been
lonely, very lonely. Has the Good Spirit
brought Dhalda back to be the old man’s
warmth and sunshine once more?”’

“Yes,” she answered fervently.
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readers of this magazine who wish for authentic and reliable information .
concerning British Columbia and the Western Prairies. All letters
-must be accompanied by “Correspondence Coupon”

“Fvery day a little life, a blank to be in-
scribed with gentle thoughts.”

ANY thanks to you,

dear readers, those of

you who have written

M in such kind appre-

ciation of the Empire

of Woman. Al-

though none of the

letters received was

intended for publication, they brought to

me the pleasant assurance that some of you

at least will be waiting month by month

for another peep into this particular corner
of the British Columbia Magazine.

I have often thought that if only a few
of the great mass of magazine readers could
kpgw how much a little thoughtful recog-
nition means to the writers behind the col-
umns, many more cheery words and kindly
greetings would wing their grateful way
from reader to author.

After all, if people seek to give us plea-
sure, or to benefit us in any way, the most
natural thing in the world is to thank
them for their efforts.

What a countless army of tired pens
would be re-vitalised and re-inspired if only
they could be dipped more frequently into
the reservoir of human sympathy and ap-
preciation, instead of so monotonously into
the murky fluid of the office inkwell.

I know what a busy world it is, this
western world of ours, and there does not
scem to be much time to spare for the
graceful amenities of life, but, believe me,
the effort is worth while.

The one thing of all others that is most
worth while is striving to express happi-
ness through ourselves and through the me-

dium of those around us. Tt is astonishing
v

how this can best be achieved by the exer-
cisc of a l.ittlc intelligent thoughtfulness.
Thought is the measure of life,” and in
proportion to what we give, so in return
we receive.

1f we loo.k only to the goal many of us
sFrlye to 'bll.ll(l for ourselves for the end of
life’s long journey, we miss all the sweet-
ness of the flowers that blossom for us by
the way. ]

Heigh-ho! this pen of mine seems in-
clined to sermonize; I must change it for
another.

b3 ¥ RS
AN INVITATION
ON’T some woman reader write
to the Empire of Woman along
the lines I suggested in the fan-
uary issue of this magazine?

Just a nice chatty letter telling of things
that would interest other women who read
these pages. Month by month this publi-
cation goes into thousands of homes, many
of them thousands of miles apart from cach
other.

My idea is to establish a chain of con-
nection between the outposts; a chain that
will serve to draw the women readers ot
the British Columbia Magazine closer to-
gether, and prove mutually helpful in many
ways.

For instance, a woman reader, we'll say
in England, would like to come to this
country to carn her own living. I'he name
British Columbia conveys nothing to her
of the vastness and immense possibilities of
this beautiful province, but if she could find
in these columns two or three interesting
Jetters from women who are actually living
here, she could read and judge for herselt

of conditions as they really are.

Letters can be published above a nom de
211
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plume if so desired. If somebody would
only start the ball rolling, I am sure there
are enough clever readers of this magazine
to keep the game going.

b S S
PERILOUS POINTS

HY will women wear such bar-
barous hatpins?” That ques.
tion has been hurled at me so

often that in sheer self-defence I feel I

must hurl it back again. Perhaps some of

you who read may be able to answer the
conundrum; for my part, I must confess
that I have had to give it up.

"~ None the less it is a question to be taken
seriously, because the hatpin as worn to-
day has become a real menace in more ways
than one. Every fresh accident caused by
the projecting, perilous points of these baby
rapiers calls forth a veritable storm of pro-
test from a long-suffering public. Rightly,
too! for it seems to me that we pay too
~dear a price nowadays for many of the
foolish freaks of fashion.

In crowded trams and elevators they who
value their precious eyesight keep a wary
lookout for the headgear of women.

There is no logical reason why the points
of hatpins should protrude several inches
through the crown or brim of a hat to the
imminent danger of that person’s face
which happens to be in its close proximity.

In Germany a bold crusader has arisen
who is carrying on a spirited campaign
against these wily weapons. Quite recently
there appeared in one of the leading period-
icals of the Fatherland a cartoon picturing
this champion of a common cause as a re-
incarnation of gallant Arnold von Winkel-
reid facing alone and unarmed a phalanx of
hatpins wickedly projecting through a bel-
ligerent breastwork of mobilized millinery.

Now the legend of Arnold von Winkel-
reid runs thus:

“In the year thirteen hundred and eighty
six the Swiss were holding the little town
of Sempach, not many miles from Lucerne,
against the attacking army of Leopold,
Duke of Austria.

“The Austrians outnumbered the confed.
erated Swiss nearly three to one and were
considerably strengthened by a large regi-
ment of cavalry. As the nature of the
ground was totally unsuitable for the action
of horsemen the soldiers dismounted and
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formgd t.hems.elves into a solid compact body
of bristling pikes. The Lucerners chargeq
but lost many of their bravest warriors i
trying to break down that impregnable wy|
of steel. "They were hopelessly repulsed and
not a man of the Austrians was eyen
wounded.

“Then a knight of Unterwalden, one
Arnold von Winkelreid, rushed out from
the ranks and grasping as many of the pikes
as he could reach, gathered them into his
arms and buried them in his own body,
bearing them to the ground with him as he
fell. His comrades surged through the
breach thus made and slaughtered the
armor-encumbered knights of Austria in
great numbers. The result of the battle
was a decisive victory for the Swiss, who
in this way won their independence and
finally crushed any further efforts of the
Austrian dukes to beat them into sub-
mission,” .

The artist of the cartoon I have men-
tioned has pictured the scene over agan
with this difference—his modern Paladin is
punctured with hatpins instead of pikes.

It is a pity that so poignant a protest
should have been considered necessary, but
drastic ills demand drastic remedies.

Here is a chance for some clever woman
to invent a cunning contrivance of elastic or
ribbons that shall supersede, to everybodys
satisfaction, the long, dangerous hatpin,
whose only good point is a bad one.

I am sure the unwritten history of the
hatpin hides many a tragedy, for even the
bravest man will hesitate about coming
the—shall T say osculatory point?—when
faced by a miniature chewval de frise, the
bristling spikes of which do not invite him
to a closer acquaintanceship.

Remember, ladies fair:

The point of an argument fails to convintt:
Unless it is well driven in;

. But the tenderest pressure will make a man

“wince, .
When the point is the point of a pin.
MURDEROUS MILLINERY

PEAKING of hatpins has turned my
thoughts hatwards and thus incident-

ally to a subject that is very near my
heart.

For the last six months I suppose it
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would be safe to say that ninety per cent.
of all the hats worn by women have' had
as their most distinctive feature the plum-
age of some bird. As a lover of birds I
think it is a fashion to be deplored.

Surely there are enough ribbons and
flowers in endless variety, to say nothing of
exquisite lace and ornaments of all descrip-
tions, to enable every milliner to create
dainty and becoming hats for every woman
without clamoring for wings and plumes, to
obtain possession of which means the most
wanton destruction of birdlife.

Not long ago at the Royal Colonial In-
stitute there was read a paper entitled,
“The Birds of our Colonies and Their
Protection.” The writer of this paper, In
which the question of the wholesale slaught-
er of birds is forcibly presented, maintains
that all the rarest and most beautiful birds
throughout the British colonies are being
ruthlessly exterminated to satisfv the insati.
able demands of the fashionable milliner.

This statement he supports by statistics
which show how, during last year alone,
the feathered communities in various parts
of the Empire were depleted and decimated
by tens of thousands.

In Tasmania, Victoria and South Aus-
tralia the emu has become extinct, although
it is still found in some few places. The
beautiful lyrebird, also of Australia, with
its sweet song and quaint power of mimic-
ing sounds, will also soon be a thing of the
past unless it is protected in some way.

In one single season over four hundred
of these birds alone were sacrificed on the
altar of fashionable millinery.

In the whole of London last year only
twenty-one skins of the bowerbird were to
be had, owing to the wholesale destruction
of these small feathered artists, who fashion
so delightfully their bowerlike meeting
places, ingeniously decorating them with
shells or any other bright object that takes
their fancy.

Owing to their scarcity the plumes of
the egret are worth nearly fifty dollars an
ounce in the feather market. These
plumes are obtained during the breeding
season by slaughtering the parent birds
while they are hatching out their young.
This fact alone should be sufficient to pre-
vent women from wearing them.
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The dazzingly splendid bird of paradise,
and the exquisite wee humming-bird, some
species of which exhibit the most Q0T eous-
ly brilliant metallic hues known among
created ‘things, are both being rapidly killed
out in order that feminine vanity may be
appeased.

The flamingo of the Bahamas, the Im-
peyan pheasant of India, and the albatross
of the Pacific, are all sharing the same
miserable fate, one ship alone collecting
last year the skins and feathers of three
hundred thousand of the latter.

The writer of the paper 1 have alluded
to makes the question an Imperial one,
and urgently appeals to the powers that
be to use, if necessary, arbitrary measures
in order to preserve the birds of the lm-
pire from complete externunation.

Laws and legislation may do much, but
it 1s the women who can best protect these
beautiful little creatures from the on-
slaughts of the plumage plunderers.  Let
the women of the Empire refuse, if only
on humane principles, to wear hats that
depend for their chief adornment on the
plumage of birds, and the milliners in their
own interests will soon evolve a new and,
it 1s to be hoped, kindlier fashion,

While women clamor for them, the
feather trade will of course flourish and'
procure a supply onc way or another ar
any cost. But once let the followers of
fashion refuse to be passive participants in
the slaughter of birds merely  for thewr
plumage, and there will be no need o
voice passionate appeals for the protection
of our colonial birds, or to make, as has
been suggested, the sale of certain plumes.
illegal throughout the United Kingdom:
“Do vou ne'er think what wendrous beings

these?
Do vou ne'er think who made them, and
‘who taught
The dialect they speak, where melodies
Alone are the interpreters of thought?
Whose houschold words are songs in many
keys,
Sweeter than
caught.

Whose habitations in the tree-tops even
Are half-way houscs on the road to heaven,

instrument  of  man c'er
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A GOOD INVESTMENT

HEN anything especially good
comes my way I always like to
pass it on. That is why I am

passing on to you this month one of the
most. profitable ways of investing a single
dollar I have discovered up to date.

- The Canadian Home Journal is a veri-
table treasure-trove for the housewife, and
simply radiates that sweet “homey” atmos-
pherc which never fails to brighten and
bless everything coming within the circle of
its beneficent influence.

The Canadian Home Journal is edited
by one of the cleverest and most charming
women in the realm of Canadian journal-
ism today—Miss Jean Graham. A talented
writer herself, with a genius for tactful
discrimination, she has placed the Canadian
Home Journal in the front ranks of home
magazines. .

In its pages the lover of good fiction will
find much mental refreshment, daintily and
delectably served. ‘The home dressmaker
will find helpful hints in plenty, and low-
priced, well-cut patterns of smart and prac-
tical frocks for all occasions. ‘

Those whose taste leans to the artistic
in needlecraft will revel in the beautiful de-
signs and original ideas that may be copied
successfully even by the amateur, if only
the carefully compiled instructions are faith-
fully followed.

On one page, the way out of many a
difficulty is made delightfully easy for those
who will take the trouble to enquire in
the right direction. On another, one feels
the warm glow of a cosy fire and instinc-
tively draws up closer to share in the sin-
cere sympathy and womanly counsel of the
presiding goddess of so alluring an ingle-
nook.

The cook has a corner all to herself;
and the amateur gardener is not forgotten.

Then “Cousin Clover,” who is just as
sweet as her honey-laden flower namesake,
has a special page for the bairns. Here the
children gather month by month and tell
in simple language the stories we never tire
of hearing—the stories that keep this old
world young.

But I must not tell of any more of the
good things so invitingly sandwiched in be-
tween the very attractive covers of the
Canadian Home Journal. One dollar is
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the silver key which will unlock the door
of this storehouse of pleasant surprises and
give you the freedom of its treasures for a
whole year. Take my advice, and if I may
use an expressive, if not exactly a strictly
classical term, “get in on this”’!

Many trite sayings have been written by
philosophers around the giving of advice.
I remember one which reads, “Good coun-
sels observed are chains to grace.” Now I
cannot be certain that they who follow my
advice will necessarily find a “chain to
grace,” but I am sure they will discover a
chain to many happy hours secreted in this
charming journalistic garden, where bloom
in such profusion the sweet-scented flowers
that make fragrant the atmosphere of home.

Those who are thinking of building a
home or of re-decorating or re-furnishing
the home they already have should not miss
the February issue of this journal, called
the “Home Builder’s Number.” It is simply
brimming with practical and artistic sug-
gestions both for interior and exterior home
adornment. The illustrations show many
beautiful designs that cannot but please the
most fastidious. |

Domestic sanitation, heating systems, and
a dozen other vital questions to the home
builder are comprehensively and effectively
dealt with, making this number alone worth
in itself a whole year’s subscription.

: )
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ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

“NURSE L.”—London, England. I have
made careful enquiries in connection wjth
the subject of your letter, in order to give
you the best information I myself could
procure,

In the prairie provinces, the railways arc
opening up much new territory, and many
new towns are beginning to dot the map
to the west. Of course this means many
hundreds of openings for trained nurses,
both in the hospitals and in the homes.

In British Columbia, as far as I can
gather, there are excellent opportunities
in many places for thoroughly trained,
capable nurses. If you have any particular
town in mind, I shall be pleased to do my
best to find out local conditions for you.

With regard to Vancouver, this city ap-
pears to have been for some time the
Mecca of nurses from all over the world.
Those here already seem to think any per-
ceptible increase to their numbers just at
present inadvisable, as many are not al-
ways able to obtain regular employment.

There are two large hospitals here, St.
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Paul's (Roman Catholic) and the City
General Hospital. There is a Graduate
Nurses’ Association, and the Victorian Or-
der of Nurses also have two branches
here,

There are several private hospitals in
various parts of the city, and these, of
course, provide cmployment for a large
number of nurses,

The wages all over the province are
good. DPrivate nurses reccive twenty-five
dollars a week for ordinary cases; and for
isolation cases thirty dollars.

The demand for certilicated children’s
nurses is an ever-increasing one, and there
are many good homes in different parts of
the country waiting for nice girls who
specialize in this particular branch of their
profession,

The English nurse coming to Canada
without the proper qualifications must be
prepared to take whatever work she can
get. Midwives are not allowed to practise
without a doctor, and the latter give the
preference in every casc to a fully qualified
graduate hospital nurse.

Before a nurse, or any other woman
worker, can make the best of her life in
this new country, there must be a certain
readjustment of idcas that will “fit in”
with the new conditions and environment.

My own opinion is, that LEast or West
in this vast Canada the right kind of
woman, who is willing to adapt hersell to
circumstances, can make a success of any
branch of work she undertakes in the right
spirit and in the right way. Too many
think “any old thing” or “any old way”
will go in a new country. Never was
greater mistake made.

This country is in the building stage, and
this country not only wants, but demands
good workmen and good work-women. In
every department of life these vast west-
ern provinces arce crying out, not for the
“slacker,” the incapable, and the inefTicient,
but for the competent craftsman, the con-
scientious worker., the skilful and indus-
trious, who work stcadily towards a worthy
end, and “make good” in the truest sensc
of the term.

The fault of the failures lics in them-
sclves—not in the country. Canada wants
the citizenship of the men and women
who come to share in her destiny; citizen-
ship inspired by imperial motives, patriot-
ism and loyalty.

Here an empire is in the making, and
cvery stone must be well and truly laid if
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the mighty fabric of the future is to rest
on a surc foundation.

Now, “Nurse L.” I have exceceded my
space limit, Your interesting letter must
be the excuse for so lengthy a reply. If
you decide to come to this country, rc-
member that it is impracticable to come
without a certain amount of capital to
“tide you over” until you find employment.

Comie in the right spirit: Take things
as you find them: Do your little best to
make them better. Then I think you will
find that even the “good time” you speak
of, and hope for, will not be entirely miss-
ing.

sk » *®

HE Dundec  Advertiser recently
added the following to the iong list
of children’s school examination

stories :

The inspector was examining Standard [
and all the class had been specially told be-
forchand by their master:  “Don’t answer
unless you are almost certain your answer is
correct.”

History was the subject,

“Now tell me,” said the inspector, “who
was the mother of our great Scottish hero,
Robert Bruce?”

He pointed to the top boy, then round
the class. There was no answer. Then at
last the heart of the teacher of that class
leaped with joy. The boy who was stand-
ing at the very foot had held up his hand.

“Well, my boy,” said the inspector. en-
couragingly, “who was she?”

“Please, sir, Mrs. Bruce.”

Note:—All letters must he addressed Lo
Valerie Vectis, care of this department, and
have “Correspondence Coupon” enclosed.

CORRESPONDENCE COUPON
BRITISH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE
“Empire of Woman” Dept.

MARCH, 1911

This coupon must he cut ont and enclosed with
all letters to this depnrtment.
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WOMEN WRITERS OF THE WEST
ALICE ASHWORTH TOWNLEY

President of the Vancouver Branch
Canadian Women’s Press Clul’

Author of ‘‘Opinions of Mary,” ‘‘ Just a Little
Boy’’ and ‘‘Just a Little Girl”’

of the

I, as a wise old philosopher has said,
“opinions are a medium between
knowledge and ignorance,” surely no-

body ever effected quite so clever a com-
promise with the two extremes as does
Mary, the charming creation of the ver-
satile brain and pen of Mrs. Alice Ash-
worth Townley.

Mary is a loquacious pedlar and offers
her argumental wares with a dainty artifice
that 1s certainly captivating, if not always
convincing. It is the good fortune of very
few of us to win as many friends by airing
our opinions as Mary has done since she
first took an appreciative public into her
confidence over the gay cover of her horti-
cultural catalogues about a year ago.

Always ingenuous, not always consistent,
with a fresh naivete and a sparkling sense of
humor that is ever bubbling over, Mary
is winsome and womanly and irresistibly
sweet.

Like Cwesar of old, Mary came, we
read, and Mary conquered. Even the critics
saluted her and paid flattering tribute to
her charms.

If it were not for the adorable femininity
of her, I should liken Mary to some com-
bative champion of knightly story. She
has a way of prancing into the lists with
lance at rest, ready in a flash for a tilt with
any contestant, and she generally succeeds
in riding away with the coveted trophy of
victory.

Whatever may be Mary’s opinion about
other people, there seems to be but one
opinion about Mary-—and that is an ex-
ceedingly complimentary one.

Besides the “Opinions of Mary,” Mors.
‘I'ownley has published two delightful
books for children, called respectively “Just
a Little Boy” and “Just a Little Girl.”
‘I'he latter has been brought out in school
cdition and is widely used as a supplemental
reader in public schools, both in Canada
and the United States.

This talented woman writer of the
west also contributes short stories, verse and
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MRS. ALICE ASHWORTH TOWNLEY

humorous and descriptive articles to many
magazines and newspapers throughout the
Dominion.

Some years ago she conducted a very
successful page for young people in the
Toronto “Mail and Empire.”

All patriotic and philanthropic efforts
find a sympathetic supporter in Mrs. Town-
ley. She is president of the Vancouver
branch of the Canadian Women’s Press
Club, literary secretary of the Women’s
Canadian Club, a vice-president of the
local Council of Women, and is at present
forming a new Chapter of the Daughters of
the Empire.

Her friends and many admirers await
Mrs. Townley’s next book with pleasant
anticipation.  Perhaps Mary may come
west. I believe she is the one person who
could unravel the infinite intricacies of the
Chinese Commission—at least to her own
satisfaction.

Mary on reciprocity, or even on compul-
sory vaccination, might disentangle many
knotty points for us.

In the meantime here are some of that
captivating young lady’s views on the much-
debated subject—woman’s suffrage.

“That’s just where men are mistaken.
Women always do know what they want
—and very often say it, too. Why, Eve,
the very first woman, knew exactly what
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she wanted. She wanted clothes. And all
down the ages the cry has come, ‘Clothes,
clothes! give me clothes; plenty of them
and pretty ones.” And the desire of the
last woman is expressed in the words of the
first, ‘Clothes! I have no clothes! I am
simply naked!” Surely every man will ad-
mit that. I fancy I won’t have much difh-
culty in refuting the argument that woman
does not know what she wants.

“If you come to that, it is man who
doesn’t know what he wants. Look at
Adam. Did he know what he wanted?
No! The Lord only knew what Adam
wanted, and he gave it to him. Adam
wanted a wife. To do .him justice, man,
after he was once shown his need, recog-
nized it, and ever since one of the first
things he asks for when he comes to man'’s
cstate is a wife.

“If there is any truth in this influence of
woman for great good that one hears men
talking so grandly about, why not strength-
en her position by giving her a vote, and so
enable her to help do some of the things
she now dreams—the reforms and advance-
ments she now advocates and pleads with
men to carry by their votes. As society 1s
now constituted, are not many women
forced to attain their ends by coaxing,
wheedling and degrading subterfuge—
‘managing’?  Oh, when I get a husband I
hope he won't be one of these pig-headed
narrow-minded men one has to manage.
would like to be able to be frank and open
with him and feel that, within lin'litations,
he would respect and allow my individual
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views—knowing that my wifely respect and
love would influence me to fall in with his
ideas and wishes in all possible ways.”

» ¥ »
THIE NOVEL OF THE FUTURE

“ OVW, Miss Barlock,” 1T said to my
N tvpist, as I entered my writing
den, “if vou're quite ready swe'll
begin at once, please.  Title: "The Syn-
thetic Pilgrim: a Post-Tmpressionist Ro-
mance.”  Have you got that?” Miss Bar-
lock had got that, but she looked puzzled,
and, as she seems to take an intelligent in-
terest in my work, I thought it better to

explain the itdea before proceeding.

Miss Barlock glanced up at me over
her typewriter with some anxiety. “Are
vou quite sure,” she inquired uncasily,
“that this sort of thing will be really
popular?”

“Not immediately,” T admitted. “Every
inventor of a new literary style has to go
through a period of misunderstanding, and
even derision. Look at Carlyle and Brown-
ing and Meredith, for example!”

“But surely,” she objected, “that isn’t
quite the same thing, I mean, they didn't
write like babies—‘gug-pugging’ and ‘goo-
gooing,” and all that.”

No doubt Miss Barlock didn’t mean to
do it, but somchow she put me off. 1 have
made no further progress with my grear
Post-Tmpressionist Novel.  But it is merely
biding 1ts time.

—I. A in Punch.
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Children’s Cham of Comracles}n}ﬁ

Linked Together by Valerte Vectis

Do the thing that's nearest,
Though it’s hard at whiles;
Helping when you meet them,
Lame dogs over stiles.

AIRNIES, dear, you will all be
pleased to read the first prize letter
which I publish this month. In

the April number I hope to be able to pub-
lish two more—one from a boy as well as
one from a girl. Then two more of my
little comrades will be the richer, each by
a dollar.

Of the letters received up to date not
one was from a boy.

Boys, what are you going to do about it?
Surely you are not going to allow the girls
to beat you in this way?

I want ‘you to understand, children, dear,
that in awarding the prizes I shall always
make fair allowance for the difference in
age of the boys and girls competing.

What I want are interesting little let-
ters, put into simple words, and these can
come just as well from little girls as from
big ones. Write in short sentences, and
don’t forget that neatness and correct spell-
ing always win a good mark. Learn to
take pains, and I am sure my postbag will
soon be overflowing with letters and I
shall be going gray wondering which ones
to reward with those new dollars of mine.

The prize of one dollar for the best
letter sent in goes this month to Emma Siga.

let, Mabel Lake, B. C.

Mabel Lake, Feb. 15, 1911,
Dear Valerie Vectis:

I now take pleasure to write you a few
lines, and let you know a few things about
us. :

We live in the country on a farm. It is
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thirty-two miles to our nearest town, whicle
is Vernon, It is a long way to drive, and
takes two days until we get home again.

We spent one year in Vernon, but did
not like it as well as the country. There
are not many people living out here; there
are more woods than fields.

We have one mile to go to school. There
are only ten children going now, since three
of them went away. We have a good
teacher and we all like to go to school.

I like your piece, the Forest Iairies, very
much,

We only get our mail once a week, every
Thursday. It is one mile and a quarter to
the post office, and four and a half miles to
the Mabel Lake. .

We have no telephone out here, but we
have quite good roads. There is a large
river running through the valley, and every
fall there is a great run of salmon and
other fish. There are quite a few deer out
here, and there is also good trapping around
brooks and low places.

There is a lot of snow this winter, about
twenty inches, but it has not been very
cold.

We have two horses, four cows, four
calves and nineteen chickens. We have no
sheep yet, but I hope we will soon get
some. We have three hogs now. o

We also have a small orchard, but it is
quite large enough for our own use. We
have nearly one acre of strawberries, but
have not got very much of our land cleared
yet. We have a hard time getting our
teachers, so we have to miss quite a few
school terms. ,

I am fourteen years old now, and I anv
in the fourth reader. I have no more news
so I will have to close, hoping to see this
letter in print in the British Columbix
Magazine.

I remain,
Yours very truly,

‘ EMMA SIGALET.
Signed: Mrs, C. A. Sigalet, mother,
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Yours is a very interesting letter, Emma,
and 1t is very neatly written. It is quite
the nicest letter I have yet received from
the readers of the C. C. C. department.
You will notice that I am nothing quite so
dreadful as a “sir’”; I am only just a wo-
man who loves children.

The next time you write to me I shall
like it ever so much more if you sign your-
self my little friend, instead of “Yours
truly.”

The thought of that strawberry patch of
yours makes me feel positively hungry for
my favorite fruit. What a jolly farm you
must have, and with four cows I can im-
agine there is always lots of cream for the
strawberries.

I am so glad you are fond of your teach-
er; I am sure she is very nice, since you all
like her so much.

Read through your letter as I have
printed it, very carefully. It is better prac-
tice to write numbers in full, not in figures.

Like this (four and a half) instead of
(4%5) ; seel

I shall hope to hear from you again,
dear, and I am delighted to send you the
dollar prize for this month.

ELEN RANKIN: Next to the
I_I prize letter yours was the best onc

sent in, Helen. Try again, little
girl. I think you will do better next time.
Remember, polite letters always; begin by
addressing the person for whom the letter
is intended, and always end “yours sin-
cerely,” or “yours truly,” or “your little
friend.”

Ask your daddy, he will explain to you
what I mean.

Can't you think of something more to
write about Vancouver? This big city is
so full of interesting things even a little girl
cannot fail to notice if she keeps her eyes
open. Like you, I love the park and the
Capilano Canyon, and in the summer I,
too, go picnicing in those beautiful spots.
Perhaps some day I may meet you there;
wen't that be jolly? Do you go to school,
dear, and do you know that Vancouver has
a very important birthday this year? Write
to me again. I shall be on the lookout for
you,
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PRIZES FOR BOYS AND PRIZES
FOR GIRLS

This month I am again offering two new
dollar bills, one to the boy and one to the
girl who sends in the best letter about the
place in which they are living. The reason
I choose the same subject for three months
running is that cvery boy and girl reader
of this magazinec may have an equal chance.
If T changed the subject gvery month many
readers of this page would be unable to
compete for the prizes, owing to the great
distances the magazine has to travel before
it reaches them., Keeping to the same sub-
ject for three months makes the competition
a fair onc for everybody.

# R ¥

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

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

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

Letters must not exceed- three hundred
words, and all letters must be signed by
onc of the parents, or the guardian of the
writer, to certify that it is entirely his or
her own work.

¥k Ok
WHO WANTS TO START A BANK-
ING ACCOUN'L?

Now please don’t all put up your hands
at the same time.  Of course you would all
like to start a banking account, and [ any
poing to tell you how you can do i, In
this competition I am not going to sct any
age limit, because 1 want every boy and
girl who reads this page to have an cqual
chance. Tor the names of cevery five new
subscribers to this magazine a boy or girl
sends in to this office, T will send hinv
or her a new dollar bill by registered mail.
So you sec that with the first dollar bill
you can start your banking account, and
with every subsequent dollar you earn in
this way you can add to it. Now isn’t that
worth trying for? Ask mother or father
to help you, and I know you will soon be
the richer by several dollars. The editor
wants this magazine to have a place in every
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home in British Columbia, and also in
thousands of other homes in Eastern
Canada and in all parts of the world.

Now who is going to help make the
“‘British Columbia Magazine”’ one of the
best-known magazines in the British Em-
pire?  Good luck to all of you who try!

sk sk X
HOW TO GO ABOUT IT

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

T

BLOWING BUBBLES

“Blowing bubbles is such fun,”
Little Phyllis cried.

““Just see how they keep the sun
Prisoned up inside.

““Watch this tiny one grow big,
Bigger than my ball;
‘See the colors dance a jig

On its bubbly wall.

“'Poof! now it is safely steered
Up into the air;
Poof! why it has disappeared,
And I don’t know where.”
HOW TYLTYL AND MYTYL
WENT IN SEARCH OF THE
BLUE BIRD.

(Continued from Page M8, February issue)

r A HILDREN, dear, vou will remem-

C ber that we left Tyltyl and Mytyl

standing by the big oak, on the
threshold of the “Land of Memory.”

‘The dense fog all around them made
poor little Mytyl very frightened, and she
«cried just a little bit, and told her brother
she wanted to go home. This Tyltyl would
not hear of, and called her a “big baby,”
and reminded her that it was in the “Land
of Memory” the Fairy Beryvlune had told
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them they would find their dear old gran-
ny and grandad whom they had thought
dead.

While they were talking, the mist began
to grow thinner and thinner, and a soft
white light appeared that soon dispersed
the fog altogether. Then before the as-
tonished eyes of the children there came
into full view a pretty little cottage all
covered with creepers and ivy. There
were the flowers they knew and loved,
blooming in pots on the window-sills; and
under a shed were several bee-hives, just
like those they kept themselves; and hung
up outside the door was a wooden cage
with a sleeping blackbird in it. Seated on
a bench in the porch were two old people,
also fast asleep.

Tyltyl recognized them at once and
cried out in great glee, “Why, it’s gran-
dad and granny!”

As though they felt the nearness of the
children, Granny Tyl and Gaffer Tyl
woke up, and Tyltyl and Mytyl rushed
from behind the tree shouting, “Here we
are!—here we are!—Gaffer —Granny!—
It’'s wel—It’'s we!”

What a meeting that was, and how they
all hugged each other! ,

Gaffer Tyl still wore the wooden leg
they remembered, and their dear old gran-
ny had not lost her rheumatism; only some-
how they seemed to be strangely beautiful
in a way Tyltyl and Mytyl had not noticed
before.

The joy of the old people at this visit
from the children found expression in a
hundred sweet ways.

Tyltyl and Mytyl wandered around the
cottage finding all sorts of things they
thought they had forgotten. There were
the hole in the door Tyltyl had made one
day with a gimlet; and a soup-tureen he
had knocked a corner off; and the clock
with the big hand that he had broken.

Out in the garden was the plum tree
he used to climb, and in the cage by the
door was the same old blackbird he had so
often teased.

As soon as he thought of the blackbird
it woke up and began to sing at the very
top of its voice. Then Tyltyl’s eyes grew
wider and wider with astonishment, for he

suddenly observed that the blackbird was
quite blue,
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“VWhy, it’s the Blue Bird I"had to take
back to the fairy!” he cried; “and you
never told me you had him. O, he’s blue!
—blue l—blue !—as blue as a glass marble !’

"Then he begged his granny and grandad
to give him this wonderful bird, and he
seemed to want it so much they let him
have it.

However, Gaffer Tyl warned both child-
ren not to make too sure of the bird, be-
cause 1t had grown so used to the “Land
of Memory” it might fly back from the
noisy outside world at any time.

Tyltyl only thinking how pleased the
Fairy and Light would be, ran to get the
little cage he had brought with him, and
which he had left behind the big oak tree,
and soon he had the blackbird that had
turned blue, safely inside,

Then he suddenly remembered his little
brothers and sisters who had died, and even
as he thought of them they all came troop-
ing through the door of the cottage, and
he and Mytyl were soon hugging them and
kissing them, and screaming with sheer de-
hight at seeing them all again.

Everything in this wonderful “Land of
Memory” seemed to need only a thought
to awaken it and bring it to life.

Just a thought from Tyltyl had brought
to life all his dear little brothers and sisters,
and here they were looking so well and
chubby—and oh, so happy!

What romps they had; and Granny Tyl
made them a delicious supper and a big
plum-tart especially for Tyltyl. How they
enjoyed everything, but when the clock
struck half-past eight Tyltyl suddenly re-
collected that he had promised Fairy Bery-
Inne to be back by a quarter to nine, so he
took up his cage and hurriedly kissing
everybody, said he would have to go.

Poor old Granny Tyl cried, and all his
little brothers and sisters clung around him,
but calling to Mytyl and promising to come
again soon, he tore himself away, because
he knew the Fairy would be waiting for
him.

As he and Mytyl moved away, the fog
came up again and soon the “Land of Mem.
ory” was quite hidden -from their view.
©Once more they found themselves standing
by the big oak tree, but when Tyltyl looked
st the bird in his little wooden cage, he
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saw to his dismay that it wasn’t blue any
longer, but had turned black again.  This
was a dreadful disappointment, but Fairy
Berylune told the children about another
wonderful place, where they might, if they
looked in the right dircction, find a real
blue bird, that would stay blue.

This new place was the “Palace of
Night,” and when Tyltyl and Mytyl ar-
rived there they found that it was built like
a large temple, all of black marble, gold,
and ebony. There were hundreds of wide
steps that rose up gradually between huge
columns of black stone, and all around this
great hall were doors made of dark bronze.

On one of the lower steps was seated an

old woman dressed all in black, and near
her were two little children.  One was the
prettiest wee fellow Tyltyl and Mytyl had
ever seen, and he was lying curled up all
rosy and smiling and sound asleep.  The
other one looked as though he had gone to
sleep standing up, but he was covered over
with so many veils that it was mmpossible
to secc what he was like.
" T must not forget to tell you that Bread,
Sugar, and the Dog accompanied the child-
ren on their scarch for the Blue Bird in
the “Palace of Night.”

The first thing ‘Tyleyl did, unfortunately,
was to offend the old woman who was sit-
ting on the steps, by saying, “Good-day,
Mrs. Night!”

“T am not used to that,” she replied an-
erily; “you might say Good-night, or at
Jeast, Good-evening!”

Tyltyl humbly begged her pardon, and
asked if the two children were her two little
boys.

“Yes!” said Night grumpily; and she ad-
ded that the name of the fat, chubby one
was “Sleep.”

“What is the name of that one hiding
himself ?”" asked Tyltyl.

“Oh, that is Sleep’s sister,” was the reply;
“but her name is not a pretty onc, so let us
talk of something eisc.”

Then Tyltyl told Night how he was
looking for the Blue Bird, and .:lskcd her
to kindly tell him where to find it. .

Night replied that she knew nothu}p;
about the bird, and it certainly was not in

her palace. o
“But Light told me he was here, cried
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Tyltyl, “and Light knows what she is say-
ing.’

This remark made Night furious, be-
cause she said that Light was no friend of
hers, and had no right to interfere in her
affairs.

However, when Tyltyl showed his magic
diamond, Night very unwillingly gave up
the keys of the doors of the hall, but said
she refused to be responsible for anything
that might happen.

Mytyl and Bread and Sugar were rather
frightened at what might be hidden behind
those dreadful-looking doors, Tyltyl tried
to be very brave, and going boldly up to the
nearest door turned the key and opened it
very cautiously. Immediately there rushed
out five or six strange-looking ghosts, and
Mytyl screamed with terror, she was so
frightened.

The Dog had to help Night chase them
back again, because there was no knowing
what might happen if one of them got away.

In spite of the shock the ghosts had given
him, Tyltyl was not to be turned away
from his purpose. He opened door after
door, and many were the strange and
dreadful things he saw.

In one room were huddled all the Sick-
nesses that afflict man; in another were
huge terrible shapes called Wars: and in
another were terrifying things called Shades
and Terrors.

Tyltyl looked in vain for the Blue Bird,
but no amount of persuasion could keep
him from pecping through every door.
Once he grew awfully afraid: it was when
he looked into the room where the Mys-
teries were kept. One dreadful monster
tried to seize him, and when he had man-
aged to shut the door and was standing all
white and trembling outside, Night told
him that the giant’s name was Silence.

Even brave Tyltyl began to think that
it might be wiser to leave the other doors
unopened, but oh, he did so much want
to find the Blue Bird for Fairy Berylune.

He tried again, but this time instead of
hideous, ugly goblins, the room he peeped
into was full of beautiful girls, dressed in
radiant robes of lovely colors. Night said
they were the unemployed stars, and while
they fluttered about the great black columns,
all the air became full of the perfumes of
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the Night, Will-o’-the-wisps, Fireflies ang
the song of the Nightingale,

The gloom of the mysterious palace was
faintly lit by a soft, dim light, as though
somebody had let down a lantern through
the roof. _

A crystal dew was gently falling from
somewhere, making even the atmosphere
appear full of .diamonds.

Mytyl clapped her hands, and Tyltyl
thought the stars simply lovely. Night,
who was growing rather tired of these in-
quisitive children, chased all the stars back
into the room from which they had escaped,
and told Tyltyl she thought he had seen
enough.

There was only one more door to be
opened, and that was the huge door right
at the back of the hall. This door was
much larger than any of the others, and
was made of solid brass.

Night was very anxious that Tyleyl
should not open that door, and begged him
not to. She hinted that if he once looked
inside that big brass door, even she could
not tell the dreadful things that might hap-
pen to him. She was so much in earnest
about it that Mytyl and Bread, and even
the Dog, did their best to try to coax
Tyltyl away from the unseen dangers of that
terrible place.

However, when the Dog found that
Tyltyl was determined to find out for him-
self what was really behind this last great
door, he showed his loyalty by declaring
that he would certainly remain with his
little master whatever happened.

All the rest ran away, as Tyltyl, gather-
ing what little bit of courage he had left,
turned the key, and then—how can I de-
scribe the wonderful sight he saw?

Behind the door was a perfectly exquisite
dream-garden, bathed in most beautiful and
mysterious lights. Jewels such as nobody
has ever seen hung upon the trees, and
stars and planets flitted about, touching
everything with enchanted glory. Moon-
beams threaded strings of silver through
the air; but most wonderful of all—the
whole garden was full of gorgeous blue
birds.

At first Tyltyl was dazzled and bewild-
ered, but when he really understood he
called out to Mytyl and the others, “Oh,
come quickly! Tt is heaven! They are
here! It's they! It’s they! It’s they!
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We have them at last! Hundreds, thous-
ands, millions of blue birds! Mytyl, come!
Come everybody! Come and help me catch
them, they are quite tame. See! they are
eating the moonbeams.”

By this time Mytyl and the rest were
all in the garden, busy catching blue birds.

Tyltyl was so excited. “Oh, how pleased
the Fairy and Light will be,” he kept cry-
ing. Soon he had his arms full of blue
birds, and afraid lest he should lose them,
he called to the others, and together they all
ran out of the enchanted garden and out
of the Palace of Night as quickly as they
could.

When Light, who had been waiting for
them, met them, the children were just cov-
ered with blue birds, but somehow the
beautiful little creatures looked sadly differ-
ent from what they had secemed in the
dream-garden.  Their poor little heads
hung over, their feathers drooped and soon
every one of them was dead—aquite dead.

Tyltyl was broken-hearted and could not
understand who had killed them. He was
so disappointed that he buried his face in
his arms and cried bitterly.
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Light looked so sorry for him and came
and put her arms around him and kissed
him. “Don’t cry, my child,” she whispered
—oh, so gently; “you did not catch the one
that is able to live in broad daylight. He
has gone somewhere else, but we shall find
him again.”

® %k x

(Next month I will tell you how and
where Tyltyl and Mytyl really found the
most beautiful bird in the world—the Blue

Bird.)

Note:—All letters must be addressed to
Valerie Vectis, carc of this department, and
have “Correspondence Coupon” enclosed.

CORRESPONDENCE COUPON

BRITISH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE
“C.C.C.” Dept.

MARCH, 1911

This coupon must he cut ont and enclosed with
all letters to this department.

A Question

By MARGARET RIDGELY SCHOTT

(From The Century)

As Wisdom, at his task applied,
Sat high within his tower,
Beneath his window, dewy-eyed,
Youth passed with sprig of flower.

“I'ricked out in guise of courtly page,
With cap and dancing feather,

She smiled and tossed the wondering sage
Her spray of rosy heather.

He left his scroll, he closed his book,
Alas, for lore and learning,

And following that beguiling look
Wi ithout a thought of turning.

And since that day his heart has known
Sweet Youth and learned to prize her;

Some say that Wisdom’s overthrown,
And some that he’s grown wiser.



Motoring and Moto\r-Boati’ng
n Britisll Columbia

Conducted l)y Garnett Weston

| an apple, it ripens
when the season mel-
A lows it. The ele-

] mental stages are
: crude and the seeds
- which will grow into
the ripened brain are
green like the apple’s. But when the seeds
ripen they give a new thing to men and
their greenness is forgotten.

Their greenness and the Way Between
are forgotten. Once a man who was called
Lilinthel made a gliding machine. He lay
flat upon an outspread plane, pushed off
from the top of a hill, and glided by easy
stages downward to the earth. That was
the first green seed. Now men spiral down-
ward from above the clouds, but first they
climb there in the machine. They need no
high hill to give them altitude. An engine
throbs, the propeller blades vanish into
dizzy speed and the earth drops away.

These things are the green seeds and the
apple. But what of the Way Between?
Lilinthel fell from his glider and died. That
was the first step over the Way Between.
What of the men who have taken the other
steps? The Way Between the then and
now is a sombre way. It is tombstoned
with the lives of the men who fell from the
clouds. Also it is a glorious way, for the
men who died upon it were the sportsmen
of the times, devotees of the god of science.
He is a stern old god, and his tasks are like
the tasks set the prince in the fairy tale.
Likewise the awards are exceeding great, for
the smile of the queen who rules the empty
vasts greets them when they have passed
through the corridor of the strange dragons

into her domain.
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i MAN'’S brain is like

THE PASSENGER

HEY say that every man has a vel-
low streak. Perhaps so, but the man
who calls over his shoulder, “Let go!'”

and guides the machine into the clouds
must surely have forgotten his or smothered
it. A thousand feet of nothing are below
him. The world has something of the look
of a school geography. The round ball
drops below another thousand feet. The
world begins to look small and very, very
old. It has a wrinkled appearance and seems
to speak of a long waiting. The man looks
down upon it and wonders what it is wait-
ing for. Then he pushes himself still
higher.

Meantime the Passenger watches his
every move. The Passenger is a shadowy
figure merging with the wires and stays.
You may be able to gain an impression of
a hooded form with talon hands if you
glance that way. If you focus, however,
you find nothing. That is the peculiarity’
of the Passenger.

The same talon hands throw the Dice
That Decide. They fall this way and
that. The little sound of their falling is
out-noised by the scream of the propeller
and the bark of the engine. The air has
grown very cold. Sometimes the man has
a throw. Whenever he sends the machine
a little higher he has lost a point. Still he
climbs and still the shadowy hands play on.
The score counts higher. Soon it will have
reached the maximum.

The man leans forward a little. “Eight
thousand,” he says aloud; “I must go
eleven.” Up, up he mounts until the clouds
close under him and the machine floats in
a grey sea of moving mists. Then the
Passenger throws for the last time
and counts' the totals. The hands reach
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out and touch the machine. Something
cracks. A wing warps suddenly. One
talon hand reaches for the man’s heart and
grips it in the cold agony of fear. Then
the machine cuts downward into the mist.

When the people gather about the
splintered wreck the Passenger puts
his hands upon the man, and his lips, scen
vaguely under the folds of his hood, mouth
the words, “Stand by, he is mine.” It is
so that the dice have decided. One would
‘think that the Passenger would weary
winning at the dice, but he never does. He
has played the same tireless game through
all the wons. He is never satiate with
victory.

x k%

THE DRAY HORSE
THE dray horse is a custom of the

day before which is still with us.

He has outlived his use and the
time is when he should exist for the sole
purpose of encouraging the manufacture of
blue ribbons. The place of the familiar
plodder has been usurped by the motor-
van. It travels with rather more than
twice the speed, carries more, costs more to
buy, but less to keep. The difference in
the original cost is rapidly reversed by the
reduction in running expenses. The firm
still using horses probably were five years
behind their competitors in installing a
‘phone and a typewriter.

Sometimes we see it now, the huge truck
with its crushing steel-tired wheels; its mo-
tive power, the harnessed backs of the will-
ing horses. The great hoofs slip on the
hard cement pavement which offers no foot-
hold. With heads down and great breaths
pulsing the lungs the dray horse drags its
stubborn load.

A sullen snort sounds from a side strect.
A grumbling motor-truck jolts into view,
curves the corner and rolls on. No slack-
ening of speed betrays the uphill grade.
The van climbs past the horses pulling into
their collars. One company’s errand s ac-
complished in a short time. The other
company, having depended on mere flesh,
is forced to wait while the fleshy machin-
ery drags its load to its destination. Thus
is TIME, intertwined with a dollar sign,
wasted.

The commercial horse will go. It will
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be piled away on the musty boards in the
vault of the years with the traditions of
things that used to be. 1t will fuse with
the time-old discards from the ceascless.
shuffle of the pack which changes under
the fingers of man who never grows old.

In all the years man has picked, used
and laid aside, without yea or nay, the
things he wished. Soon he will throw out
the horse. He will cease to use the beast,
because it cannot give him the efficiency he:
asks.  Once more the handiwork of man
will have improved on that of Nature. It
a symbol of long toil and faithful serving
were raised, the truest emblem would be
the stone figure of a horse burdening the
commerce of a city.

X% %
EARMARKS

HE city’s street presents  difficult

puzzles with casy answers., Have

you cver been hard put to amuse
vourself while walking along the strect?
Here 1s an casy way to create an endless
amusement coupled with a puzzle which s
no sooner solved than it presents itself
afresh.  The amusement is offered to the
man or woman who is strictly an amateur
in things motor,
A car swings onto the street and slips
by with a lacquer wink.
“T'hat's a Cadillac,” remarks a friend.
“Why—how do you know?” Before he
can answer a second car goes by with the
dull stare of the old car, mud stained.
“That’s a Winton six,” says he.  Other
cars pass—Ilarge, small, artistic, grotesque.
Your friend names them all.  First s a
green Napier  with  Rudge-Whitwortly
wheels, spoked like a bicycle. Then a little
Hupmobile runabout, next a huge mile-
swallowing Oldsmobile. A Hudson car
threads the traflic and the friend points to
the little triangles on the hubs. A Mitchell
with tts two straps over the engine hood
follows. A White stecamer moves away
from the curb, and a big Russell slips into-
the empty space, leaving a thin blue trail
of smoke which tells of the Knight engine.
“There's a Peerless and a McLaughlin
with a Buick engine. That's a Flanders
with a Pierce-Arrow and a Maxwell be-
hind it.  That lictle car crossing the tracks.
is a Ford, and there’s another Mitchell.
That little runabout over there painted a
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dull red is a Stoddard-Dayton.” So he
rattles on while you listen, wondering.
“How do you know?” comes from your
tongue after each remark, like a stutter.
““There’s a Humber,” he tells you in an-
swer; ‘first I've seen here. See that Over-
land torpedo? Beauty, eh? ‘There’s a
Chalmers-Detroit, and the taxicab just be-
hind 1s a Thomas of three years ago.
“There’s an Autocar. That green one is a
Vinet. The grey one just turning onto
Seymour street is a Metallurgique, made in
Brussels. The other grey one is an Arral
Johnson, a Scotch car. There’s 2 Rambler
with a spare wheel and an offset crank
shaft. This one’s a Pope-Hartford.”.

So he talks and vou listen, wondering at
his knowledge. Except for size or color
the cars are all alike to you. In reality
it is very simple to distinguish the majority
of the cars. The next time you find a car
standing by the curb stop and examine it.
Note the formation of the engine hood, look
at the name on the axles. If it is a Russell
you will find the axles are made of a grey
metal like dusty silver and the word
“Russell” will be across it in raised script.
The next time you see a Russell you will
know it by its axles.
with other cars. Soon you will know every
car by its earmarks. Then you can amuse
vourself as you walk along the street by
naming the approaching cars. Every car
has its name on it somewhere. ‘That is the
first thing for the beginner. Later you will
learn to recognize the levers, the models,
and, after a time, even know the car by the
throb of its engine.

B 3k kK

MERELY INFORMATION
HE fluent automobile, shining son of
the bicycle and the buggy, dedicated
to a reckless public, thrusting itself
up hill, falling smoothly down, and floating
over the level as if it were alive, deserves
the attention of more writers. Now years
out of the experimental stage the automo-
bile hath every detail of her wonderful
mechanism simplified and trembling on the
point of perfection, from her gas-breathing
engine with its spinning ganglion the mag-
neto, through clutch, transmission box and
propeller shaft to the mighty teeth of her

driving pinion, as important a part of the:

car as a hairpin is of a woman. By day its

Repeat the process -
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bright pqint, winking metal and its flashing
gun-carriage wheels shod with their great
grey tubes of air, add color to the streets ;
by night an eerie goblin with huge basilisk
eyes, whose flaming gas rays spray the pave-
ment with foaming silver, she steals through
the streets uttering a long wolf howl or
trumpeting briefly at the intersections, the
chariot of the comfortably prosperous, and
the stately equipage of the rich. All you
have to do is press your foot on a pedal,
move a lever that jolts and snaps, and you
are off. Afterward you deal thoughtfully
with three levers, two little ones on the
top of the steering wheel, and a big one at
your side, one pedal and sometimes the
other side lever, which sets brakes that
would hold you on the side of a house, and
another tiny pedal which is called the accel-
erator, and you move. You can go any-
where over any kind of road or street, for
the best of modern automobiles is a miracle
on wheels. The rhythmic sewing-machine
hum of the powerful motor working at
only half its capacity, and the sighing of the
exhaust issuing unseen from its pipe are the
only sounds you hear. The automobile
would be missed from the streets and the
country-side more than the horse were men
to be abruptly deprived of either. To the
average man the workings of the automobile
are clouded in mystery. The self-contained
engine, with its valves, its spark-plugs or
low-tension hammers and anvils, its heart
the carburetter, its nerves of wires, the in-
take pipe its gullet, the waste pipe its in-
testine, its nerve-centre the magneto, its
breathing lungs the cylinders—is a marvel.
of which he knows precious little.

* %k X
FROM THE PIER

HE color of life is white, but some-
times we look at it through smoked
glass. Bibi sits on a soiled cloth

spread on the deck of her father’s fishboat
and looks at life through a haze of sun-
singed fish smells. Her green velvet coat
is very warm and very old. Her little
hands stray unrestrained among the rub-
bish on the deck—orange peel, chips, bits
of raw fish and scales. When she is. happy
she laughs, and when she wants anything
she cries just like a white child. Bibi, you
must see, is Japanese.

Mita, the little mother, sits at the edge
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of the boat and fishes with pieces of raw
beef. When she catches a wriggling little
fish that glimmers in the sun she drops it
into a tank in the bottom of the boat. There
it swims about with other little silver things
that wriggle in the dusty water. Later
Fujita and Mita will use them to catch the
red cod and other deepwater fish. Now
Mita fishes and watches the sauce-pan rest-
ing on the open-topped tin box which
creakes with the heat of the fire within.
Sometimes she dips her hands into the boil-
ing water and cleanses them of fish slime.
Presently she will make tea with the water.
Also she keeps one eye upon Bibi, who often
grows tired of her shawl under the canvas
awning. When Bibi crawls over the greasy
deck Mita drops her line and rolls her back.
She speaks to her in music talk, which sing-
songs the listener into far Japan.

Presently Fujita returns.  He is a lictle
man with black moustache, which is clipped
cvenly across his lips.  When he grins his
eves slip into thin lines and his square teeth
compel attention. Fujita has come back with
two fish baskets carried by a Chinaman. "The
two examine the red cod, floating heads
down in the latticed box which is fastened
alongside the boat. The cod is a deep-sea
fish, and when put into the surface-foats
dies a death of lingering agony. When a
fish dies so, the flesh is not fit for food, but
neither Fujita nor Ah Sing, the Chinese
fish buyer, cares about that.  Ah Sing picks
three cod and then the bargaining com-
mences. Iujita asks fifteen cents apicce and
Ah Sing offers him thirty for the three.
The Jap smokes his pipe and looks at the
mountains with great indifference.  The
Chinaman holds the money enticingly in the
palm of his hand. He tinkles the coins and
flashes them in the sunlight.  ““T'hlaty cen.
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All lite, all lite? Uh?” he urges persuasive-
Iy.  Fujita merely shakes his head. "Uhe
bargaining lasts for nearly an hour.  NMany
times the Chinaman picks up his baskets and
starts away, but he always comes back. Japs
from the fishboats gather and give advice in
words that are toned like pale amber glass
hung from strings and tapped with steel.

When all the fish are sold Fujita begins
to prepare his little sea-home for another
journey.  He unties the ropes which hold
the sides of the fishbox and piles the boards
on deck. Also he fills a box with the heads
and tails of fish. These, too, will be used
as bait. T'hen he scrubs the pier clean of
blood and scales with a queer old mop
like they use in the Tand of pictures from
which he came.

Mita drops the last licele fish into the
tank just as the screw begins to kick the
boat away from the friendly pier.  For
the first time she stands up and you notice
how neat and dainty are her feet.

Bibi sits still on her hLttle mat and
watches the tails of the fishboats as her
father guides his crafe along the water lane-
way to the wlet.  Bibi eves the day and
its things with a gaze that never winks.
The smell of fish goes with her, but Bibi
does not mind.  She was born one night on
English Bay in number 1638, which is the
number of her father’s boat.  She is three
vears old, and for three years she has been
partly nourished on a dict of air, for you
must know that the harbor air is three
parts fish and one part salt.  That is, the
air of the harbor life that Bibi knows. She
will grow up with it and sometime she
will sit with her own man and catch fish
for bait from her own boat.  Perhaps, too,
another Bibi will sit upon a soiled c¢loth
and ook at life through the same warm
lizht and harbor smells.

Vi



Skipper Gott's “Spot of Fish”

(Continued from Page 187)

many-angled question of the fishing rights
of American fishermen on this coast. The
dorymen were bating up trawl on the clut-
tered deck. They were glad of the fine
weather. The low sun lighted the snow-
headed mountains of Cape Scott with a
bright splendor. A new life and a new
joy came to me as I filled my lungs with
the clean-washed morning,

The trawl is a long ground line, about
the size of clothes-line rope, with short
“gangin” lines hung on it. The big hali-
but hooks are bent onto the “gangins.” The
hooks are baited with herring. The ground
line of the trawl is about 500 fathoms long
and carries about 400 hooks. The trawl
is not coiled down in a tub or a basket, as
Eastern fishing traditions say it has always
been coiled down since the first Gloucester
fishing vessel brought the first quintals of
fish from the banks of Newfoundland. But
on the Pacific Coast, from Cape Flattery
to Behring Sea, for a strange reason that
no fisherman knows, or for no reason at all,
it 13.coiled down and what you might call
par-called in a “skate,” or rather two
“skates.” A “skate” is a diamond of can-
vas shaped like the flat fish called a skate,
with a rope’s end rove into each clew. The
coil of trawl is placed between the two,
and tied with the rope’s ends. The fisher-
men speak of “skates” of trawl or “skates’
of gear, FEach dory carries from six to
cight “skates,” and when the dories leave
the ship these “‘skates” are all baited and
ready to set.

Later in the day I had an opportunity to
see all the hard and dangerous business of
halibut fishing. As the pilot had promised,
we “made a set” that afternoon. The cap-
tain thought he would try to get “a deck
of fish” on the Cape Scott ground, before
poing farther north. At four bells in the
afternoon watch the fishermen, all “oiled
up,” from sou’wester to rubber sea boots,
stood by and the skipper rang off the en-
gines. A wineh ground its black gears, and
the topmost dory leaped from the starboard
nest, dangled a moment at the ends of the
falls, then dropped over the side. Its two
ollelothed dorvmen soared into it like two
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huge yellow birds. I tumbled after them
and fell among “skates” of gear, oars, rope
sling nets, anchor roding and buoy-line in
the middle. The dorymen grabbed the falls
at bow and stern and unhooked them from
the rope beckets with a movement as swift
as machinery. 'The dory waltzed away in
the white-churned wake astern, and im-
mediately afterward we saw another dory
spring from the nest, its crew plunging into
it, unhooking with incredible swiftness, and
the tipsy gravy-colored cockle-shell stagger-
ing off to leeward as the ship, which had
lost very little way, left her astern. Prince,
bowman in our dory, a great, hairy truck-
horse of a Newfoundlander, broadbeamed
with a long, honest big-boned face, rough as
shark skin, and carbonadoed by the sun,
struck the thole-pins in their holes with
fingers which were themselves like thole-
pins, grabbed a pair of oars and began to
“buck’ the dory to windward, standing up.
He didn’t like the look of the weather.
“When the sun shines on the water like
this, and scalds yer cheek like that, look out
for an easterly, ’cause yer goin’ ter git it,’
he said, as he shoved on the oars.

On account of the muscle-strength in
Prince’s tattooed arms, the reeling dory
climbed over the short steep chop, and Mun-
roe, his dory mate, son of a Gloucester skip-
per, heaved a trawl anchor and a keg buoy
overboard and began to throw out the gear.
I felt like a mischievous boy attempting to
terfere with the work of grown men.

The buoy line is made fast to one end of
the ground line of the long trawl, and the
little trawl anchor is bent to the end of the
ground line also. The trawl—the ground
line with its hundreds of baited hooks—rests
on the bed of the sea, for the halibut is 4
bottom-feeding fish. The buoy is thrown
out from the dory, then the buoy line with
the anchor, the trawl follows until the
whole “skate” of gear is out, then another
anchor is dropped, and the end of this an-
chor’s roding stays in the dory. When thf’
dorymen- have “made their set,” there 1
nothing to do but wait, there on the tossing
sea, in the sloppy embrace of the choppy
waves of Hecate Strait, We waited two
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hours that morning before we began to haul.
Munroe told a story about an Irishman,
who went back to Ireland on a visit after
years of “wurrkin’ on thay raleroad” in
America. When he reached the old coun-
try he wrote back to his wife in Chicago
that “the first land we seen was a little
brig from Donegal.” Munroe is a humor-
ist. . Prince, a man from a storm-battered
northern coast. where the lives of the people
are hidden human tragedies, has a serious
mind i which the shadows lie as dark as
in the deep gashes of the Newfoundland
coast cliffs, and he loves stories of wreck
and disaster and hard sea times. The sea
creeps to the very doors of the little village
where he was born in Newfoundland, a
village in which everyone bears the name
of Prince, and all are committed from birth
1o the wet toil of the sea, The coast dwel-
lers do all have grave minds, and are
“queer’'—it 1s often said that the din of the
seca beats strange notions into their heads.
Prince told a sea tale about one of the many
ships he has been in, getting ashore on a
mother-forgotten coast one terrible winter
night of blinding, frozen snow and shout-
ing wind and great, hammering, crushing
waves. At daybreak only her masts told
the story to the watchful beach patrol, and
10 the tiny black specks half-frozen in the
rigging a rescuing line was fired. Slowly
and painfully Prince and his shipmates
hauled the big hawser aboard and made it
fast, but in some way it got inextricably
fouled in the tangling gear. With numb
and bleeding fingers they succeeded in cut-
ting it away, and without tools they put in
a long splice, and from their precarious
perch they were taken in the breeches buoy
just before the last of the fabric had been
swept away. The Manhattan is rife with
1ales like this.

It was about 9 a.m. when we began to
~haul the trawl. We had set three “skates.”
The weather was still fine, and the sun
swept the white-capped straits with splen-
did light. The surf painted a flashing band
of silver on the elemental shore, dark with
forests, and behind it sloped up great moun-
tains  head-dressed  with  shining  snows,
‘This 1 saw through my glasses; T want it
understood that we were well outside the
three-mile limit. In a long line we could
cee the other eleven dories, nodding their
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heads to the sea.  Prince, in the bow, be-
gan to work the “gurdey,” the trawl wind-
lass, and Munroe, wearing the “nippers” on .
his fingers, stands back-bent over the rope
sling net, spread in the midship section of
the dory, and as the ground line comes up
through the fair-leader of the “gurdey” and
over its roller, he frees the “gangins” and
hoists in the big slab-like halibut, stuns them
with a blow of the “gobstick” and slats
them oft the hook onto the net, and coils
down the trawl. Other fish come up from
the floor of the sea besides halibut—grey cod,
black cod, ling cod, skate, dogfish, red cod,
sometimes a ground shark, big and ugly-
looking.  Slowly the “gurdey” revolves,
dragging up the trawl from the bottom.
Coral  branches, Chatham spiders and
strange under-sea vegetation, come up stick-
g to the ground line, or caught on the
hooks.  The bottom is covered with stick-
fish, weird details of zoology, resembling a
walking stick, or a schoolmaster’s pointer,
more than anything clse.  Soon the net was
heaped with fish, and the trawl not half
hauled.

I'he pains and unheavals of scasickness
did not visit me that morning of wonderful
brightness and vivid sca-freshness, though
the motion of the dory was like the blithe
waltz of some free and careless sprite.
Munroe told of hard days of winter fishing,
when in the unsunned December mornings
the dories must be broken out of the ice and
numbed fingers haul endless trawls over
icy gunwales,  Grey rain and greyer mist,
blinding snow squalls, a heavy sca make
more dangerous the northern rock-infested
waters of tide-rips, fierce currents, perilous
choals and narrow passes, badly charted and
badly lighted, where the halibut steamers
have to adventure themselves to get fish in
winter.  Alaskan  winter weather makes
dory work perilous indeed, and the fishing
vessels lose men frequently in the months
between November and May.

When we got the last of the trawl we
had a load of fish; the dory was deep and
logy in the nasty sea, and very difficult to
handle.  We hoisted an oar for a signal,
and the ship ran down to us, sent down a
fall from one of the forward derrick booms,
and took the big net like a giant purse filled
with great fish on board. I scrambled
clumsily over the steamer’s rail, the two
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~ dorymen swung themselves with brisk
agility, and the empty dory was hoisted on
deck aft.

I stepped ashore with my mind full of
crowding impressions; of these space is left
in which to accent only a few. Smudges
of color, like pictures on a too-rapidly re-
volving. ribbon; the dim shapes of dories
with sprit-sails set, in the grey haze on the
sea; clumsy-gaited figures in great rubber
boots with red soles, slouching about the
deck; a broad expanse of sea and sky
empty save for the sails of the fishing
schooner, hove to with the indolent indif-
ferent air of a vessel at sea bound nowhere;
nimble fingers picking at a seemingly in-
extricable snarl and tangle of trawl; the
captain’s face as he bent over the lead, a
face on which I fancied I saw that sixth
sense that enables a fisherman to use the
lead as an eye anywhere in soundings; the
strong morning light on the wet gun’ls
and thwarts of the dory in which I sat,
losing the blue line of the land when the
dory slid into the hollow of the sea;
the splash of the “kag” or trawl-buoy, and
the “killick,” the trawl anchor, after it; the
iong trawl running out smoothly from the
maze of line and hooks in the “skate”; the
rascinating lottery of hauling a trawl ; great,
sluggish halibut and cod ; goggle-eyed skates
like Japanese kites; loathsome sculpin
silver-bellied doghsh (these last are really
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small sharks, and the dorymen slat them
viciously over the side when they get them.,
They will follow a dory and eat the fish off
the trawl.) I have memory-pictures of
snowy, silent mountains; the short, stubbly
chop of the straits; the wet, slippery fish
piled on the deck; the galley table with its
steaming fragrant messes of beef, pork, po-
tatoes, beans, puddings and pies, and the
broad, bright face of the sunny-natured
cook, whom the men called “Doctor” (an
old sea name for a ship’s cook) ; silver sails
of Seattle sloops between the sea foam and
the sun; the surge of the black sea at night
and the dark waves crisped with white; the
endless games of cribbage in the men’s cabin,
and a cribbage story told by one of the
Gloucester men. Two Gloucester fisher-
men spoke each other on the Banks, and
their skippers were old friends and cribbage
antagonists. ‘‘What latitude have you got,
cousin ?”’ sung out one, who had spoken the
other to get his position. ‘‘Fifteen-two,”
answered the other skipper, joshing him.
““Take 2 for his nobs,” was the quick reply,
in cribbage language. The great thing on

board the Manhattan is the “mug-up.” A
“mug-up” on board a fishing vessel s a
casual, any-old-time-whenever-you-feel-like-
it lunch. Go to the galley and help your-
self, that is a “mug-up,” and some of the
men, with wonderful sea appetites, “mug-
up”’ a good many times a day.



Saint Mary‘s Lake

By ERNEST MCGATFIFEY

Saint Mary’s, with her bannered heights,
Her limpid curves, her beauty’s prime,

Stands ringed about with days and nights
As young as Youth, as old as "T'ime.

Against the skies’ o’cr-arching dome
Her waters bask as smooth as glass,

Where edged with evanescent foam
T'he wind-spun ripples veer and pass.

To wait aloof on wooded steeps
And mark Saint Mary's pebbled floors,
With gold and green amd her deeps
And green and gold along her shores:

"o look bevond brown rushes lone

Where blended with the shadows dim,
Like specks upon a canvas thrown,

The penciled forms of wild-fowl swim:

Is what the idlest dreamer sees
Half steeped in pools of bluish haze,
While touched with hint of wandering breeze
Unfolds before his listless gaze.

A vision of impending woods,
With yellow-scarlet fires agleam,

I'he Artist-trace of Autumn moods
On Nature’s lavish color-scheme,

And slim young trees in colors bright
That through the groves hold carnival,
In sylvan maze of motley flight
With tipsy vine-shapes, bacchanal.

While fraught with sound of liquid themes
A distant music seems to be,

Of rills that murmuring meet the streams,
Of streams that singing seck the sea.

Aye! many a year when [ am gone,
Around Saint Mary’s shore will twine
T'he miracles of dusk and dawn,
The changing webs of shade and shine.

And who shall read her hidden page?
Whate’er his sect be, creed, or school?
All one the scholar, saint and sage,
The dunce, the blockhead and the fool.

Who carved this space among the hills?

Who wrought the wave and arched the blue?
Who wove the currents of the rills?

And Echo, listening, answers “Who'?

And 1, that hold no opening key
To solve the blask ’twixt star and clod,
Stand on Saint Mary's heights and sce
How small is man, how vast s God.
"



Steveston, the “Iron Chink” and the
Fraser River Salmon

. (Continued from Page 194)

the pink formation of the dawn on the
eastern sky, chromatic harmonies running
together like wet dyes, lavender, carmine
and purple—the wings of the morning.
Then a great volume of golden gas, pure
sun’s blood, abolished these and set the east
aflame. The great sun leaped up through
the golden fumes, and we could see Steves-
ton and its canneries doomed to become the
property of the Japanese as plainly as if
they had been done on paper by a mechan-
ical draughtsman,

Later in the day a wind that took life
seriously came brushing in from the Gulf
of Georgia and the little boat spent some
hours crawling sloppily to the peak of one
waterhill after another and falling sloppily
into one wet valley after another, the big
gulf heaving its great shoulders to swamp
us. When the net was hauled in, forty
gill-caught sockeyes came with it. A good
day’s fishing.

The wildest forecast of things hidden in
the cloudy future would not have seemed
more incredible to our ancestors than the
prophecy that fish caught in the far-away
Pacific ocean would one day be served fresh
and in prime condition six thousand miles
away in London within three weeks of the
time when they were alive in their native
waters.

None of the great industries of men
shows less departure from the primitive
methods of a hundred or even a thousand
years ago than does fishing. Lines, baited
hooks and nets have been in use since time
beyond the reach of memory, record or
tradition, blurred by immemorial mists; the
present-day methods are not very different
from those of the time of Christ, when a
certain fisherman named Simon, who had
toiled with his boat-puller all the night and
had taken nothing, let down his net at the
word of Jesus and enclosed a great multi-
tude of fishes, so many that the net broke.
Toil of men in boats it has always been,
danger, hardship and the will of the sea.

Even the methods of curing by smoke, salt
232

and sunshine have changed little in hyua-
dreds of years. The cod of Newfoundland
are cured now for the most part as they
were in the beginning. But the salinon
cannerymen of the Pacific coast have de-
vised new methods characteristic of the
western spirit of enterprise. Since the white
man rose like a flood over the west, and the
Indian was drowned in the flood, the un-
clogged wheels of progress have moved ever
forward. The Indian’s methods were not
good enough; the white man’s fishing kept
step with the full tide of other development.
"The white man reduced a primitive industry
to exact business standards. Nowhere in
the world, perhaps, has fishing, and espec-
ially the care of the products of the fish-
eries, reached such a state of development
as here; nowhere has machinery been intro-
duced to such an extent; nowhere has the
world-old uncertainty of the industry, the
element of “fisherman’s luck” been so far
eliminated. The luck of the salmon-fisher,
however, is not entirely the result of his
enterprise and expediency.  Nature has
countenanced him with a variety of fish,
not only of superior quality as a food pro-
duct, but having certain peculiar habits ot
life which make a highly organized systen
of fishing possible. The salmon, though not.
as commonly thought, a salmon at all,
being no more closely related to the Euro-
pean species and the salmon of eastern
waters than a dog is related to a fox, has
the life-habits, in common with the shad
and other fish, of feeding and attaining tts
maturity in the sea, and then ascending the
rivers to lay its eggs, its offspring being ai-
ways born in fresh water.

Each year, therefore, great runs or schools
of fish swim upward from the sea into the
rivers on their way to the spawning beds.
The fishers have only to set their nets and
traps in the well-known courses of the
schools near the river mouths or in the rivess
themselves and they are sure of a catch. The
only element of uncertainty, indeed, i
the size of the runs; the fish come up as
regularly as the seasons, but there are years
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of small runs, so that the production varies,
but not much more so than the wheat crop.

The American cannerymen take advant-
age of the way America is divided into two
parts and of the great impulse of the four-
year-old salmon to return to the unsalted
waters in which it was born. Each fish in
the great sockeye herd that comes nosing into
the Strait of Juan de Fuca from its un-
known feeding grounds in the wine-dark
sea has in its brain a chart of the Fraser
River, and is following that chart. On ac-
count of the contours of this part of the
Pacific coast the majority of the salmon first
touch American territory. The Washington
state canners fall upon the homing herd in
their own waters and spread devastation
among the fish. YWhat the American papers
call their enterprise and energy practically
loots six or seven million dollars a year from
British Columbia. They have little respect
for close-season regulations. They seem to
care nothing about the conservation of the
fish. They are as improvident as the In-
dians, whose ancient fishing places they have
usurped. A majority of the sockeyes an-
nually taken are secured by them, and it is
cvident that, under existing conditions, the
sockeye salmon of the Fraser can not be
maintained by protecting them in Canadian
waters only, and that the industry will be
destroyed unless the fish are given the same
protection in American waters as in ours.

It is by the use of great fish-traps reck-
lessly in season and out of season that the
Washington state cannerics capturc enor-
mous numbers of sockeyes without regard to
consequences affecting the future of the sal-
mon industry. It was not until 1905 that
the Dominion Government permitted the
British Columbia canneries to use salmon
traps, and then only within three miles of
the mouth of a navigable river or within
half a mile of the mouth of a salmon river.
The first traps used in British Columbia
were located on Boundary Bay, inside of
Point Roberts, and on the southern shore of
Vancouver Island, between Victoria and
Otter Point. A large percentage of their
catch is spring salmon, which is mild-salted
for the German market. The Canadian
fish-traps are subject to regulations which
are strictly observed by their owners, in
marked contrast with those on Puget
Sound,

The salmon trap is a device which takes
the fish with a certainty and cheapness un-

and the Fraser River Salmon
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known to the older methods. Tt consists
simply of webbing, hundreds of feet long,
strung on piles driven into the bottom of the
stream across the course of the fish, but only
in shallow bays or near the shore where the
water 18 not too deep. Upon reaching this
impassable net the fish naturally nose along
toward the end secking to get by, their heads
always against the flow of the tide, and thus
enter the narrow channel of webbing which
leads into the trap proper, a heart-shaped er
circular enclosure of piling some twenty feet
in diameter and containing a bag-like net as
bigr as the enclosure, and reaching to the bot-
tom of the stream. Here, if the run is large
and the trap-site has been carcfully chosen
the fish crowd in, often filling the net in a
solid mass, those at the top being forced out
of water. In Puget Sound in 1901, the year
of the run greater than in any previous year
since the canning industry was established,
with the possible exception of (897, one trap
impounded ninety thousand sockeyes at a
single setting, a weight of three hundred and
fifteen tons.

T'he sockeyes, the most delicious and de-
sirable fish probably that is of any tmpore-
ance as a commercial commodity, looking for
spawning beds about the middle of July,
came thrusting in from somewhere "way out
in mid-Pacific, perhaps—no  man  knows
where their country is in the uncharted
deeps of the sea.  They circle around the
north and south ends of Vancouver Island
and cither meet their fate i the arms of
the waiting traps or the dim-threaded meshes
of the swaying nets, or escape to swim for
hundreds, even more than a thousand miles,
against the current all the way, leaping talls
and breasting wild rapids, taking no tood
after they enter fresh water, and finally
reaching their spawning grounds, there to
sacrifice life in giving forth the eggs neces-
sary for the production of life. Years ago
he had none but his natural enemies to cope
with, the Indians with their primitive meth-
ods being unable to make any impression on
his numbers.  Then truly was the Fraser
River the greatest salmon river in the world.
Annually its waters were alive with the fish,
so much so that there are legends that
was possible to walk from bank to bank on
their backs. With the coming of the white
men, the establishment of canneries, the in-
troduction of traps and the great increase in
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the number of fishermen, the sockeye family
has been sadly depleted.

While it is true that there was fishing
for packing purposes in the Columbia River
as far back as 1866, the industry attained
no prominence except in that river until
1876 and 1878, when the fisheries in Puget
Sound, British Columbia and Alaska were
opened, at first modestly and in an experi-
mental way. The great growth did not be-
gin until 1886; but since that time the ex-
pansion in the business has been well-nigh
incredible, the sockeye pack of both the
British Columbia and American waters of
the Fraser River district alone making a
total of 1,572,323 cases in 1909. The catch
in American waters of sockeye running to
the Iraser River was 40 per cent. greater
than the pack made at the canneries on the
Fraser River,

Last year—one of the seasons of compara-
tively light pack on the Fraser River—the
total value of the salmon pack of British
Columbia was $4,200,000. In this valuation
no account is taken of mild-cured salmon to
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the value of $200,000 exported to Neyy
York and Germany, or of frozen salmon

to the value of $100,000 shipped to East.

ern Canada and Great Britain.

The total pack of sockeye salmon in Brit-
ish Columbia last year amounted to 549,000
cases, valued at $3,750,000. The pack of
other varieties of salmon was worth approx-
imately $450,000, bringing the total valye
of the aggregate pack of canned salmon to
$+4,200,000.

Of sockeye salmon the total pack was dis-
tributed as follows: Skeena River, 180,000
cases; Fraser River, 145,000 cases; Rivers
Inlet, 124,000 cases; outlying districts,
70,000 cases; and Naas River, 30,000 cases.

This compares with the sockeye pack of
1909—the year of the last big run on the
Fraser River—as follows: Total sockeye
pack of the province, 840,441 cases, distri-
buted as follows: Skeena River, 87,901

cases; Fraser River, 542,248 cases; Rivers

Inlet, 89,027 cases; outlying districts, 93,-
019 cases; and Naas River, 28,246 cases.
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Nanaimo and the Herring Industry

ERRING are caught on
almost every part of
the British Columbia

H coast,  Those in the

most southerly areas,

while incredibly plen-

tiful, are of smaller

size  than the less
abundant schools of the north, where the
herring reach a size almost equalling the
large Labrador herring.  The principal
centre of the industry is Nanaimo, the total
catch at that point last season, 1909-10, be-
ing 56,000,000 pounds, or 28,000 tons. The
herring fishing industry in Nanaimo was
started by James Brown in 1896, who dur-
ing that season caught 100 tons of fish,
these being cured in the form of bloaters
and kippers, his market being Vancouver,

Victoria and Secattle. The following year

Brown shipped herring to Australia, but

the venture did not prove a success, and the

experiment was discontinued. In 1900 he
sold out his business to J. Foreman, who in
turn sold out to Jarvis. Up to this time
the herring, apart from the small demand
necessary to supply the local markets, were
practically unutilized, excepting for halibut
fishing bait and guano. The Indians col-
lected quantities of herring spawn which
they dried and used for food called “skoc.”
They adopted the device of placing cedar
boughs on the shallow spawning grounds,
and to these boughs the herring attached
their glutinous ova. '
The herring, which crowd into shallow
bays and harbors, as a rule deteriorate with
the advancing season, the first captures be-
ing the best in quality. It is during the
first two months of the season, viz., Decem-
ber and January, that the best herring are
caught. The most estcemed herring are the

so-called matties or “matjes,” in which the
J

roe and milt are only partly developed,
while the “full” herring with the roe larger
and fully formed, but not fat, are also in
great request. There are many methods of
putting up herring, but the greatest demand
is for the salted fish in pickle—these being

mainly used by the Russians—and the “dry
salt,” which article is a delicacy with the
Chinese and Japanese. In 1903 the export
of the latter article to Japan was 793 tons,
the firm of Makino being the first to engage
in this branch of the herring-fishing n-
dustry,

The real foundation of the herring-hsh-
g industry in Nanaimo was laid in 1905,
when M, James Cowle, a Scottish herving
expert, assisted by some ““lassies” from Scot-
land, skilled in the art of handling fish, gave
demonstrations of improved methods in
packing and curing, with such good results
that within a month the Nanaimo Fisheries
Company shipped a carload of its famous
pickled herring to New York, the shipment,
some 150 barrels in all, or approximately
50,000 pounds, being taken by steamer to
Vancouver and loaded on trains there for
the cast.

It was during the carly part of Novem-
ber, 1905, that Mr. Cowie, Nr. Cumming,
the Scotch cooper, and three girls landed ar
Nanaimo, 2t which time two local firms
were engaged in herring curing,

When in the mddle of December the
herring came in large numbers the local
curing establishments were visited by the
curing experts, where practical lessons in
gutting, packing, salting and  Alling up
were given to the staffs of the curers each
day on which herring were to be had. The
expert staff filled in all thirty-two barrels
and 234 half-barrels in thetr demonstration
of the Scotch method.

An extraordinary interest was shown in
the work of the staff, not only by Nanauno
people, but by representatives of most of
the salmon packing companics of the Fraser
River as well, some of whom donned over-
alls and went to work gutting and packing
in company with the girls.

I'he method adopted of curing herring e
as follows: As soon as the fresh herring s
discharged from the boats they are sprinkled
with salt, gutted with a clean, sharp knife,
cutting just below the two upper fins, and
the roe or milt left in the fish, The fish
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are then graded into two classes—‘‘full’’ and
“medium.”  The “full” herring consists
of herring of not less than 1014 inches in
length and the “medium’ not less than 914
inches. As the fish are gutted they are put
into a tub, or any other suitable receptacle,
and thoroughly turned over and mixed with
salt, allowing as much salt to stick to each
herring as possible. After being thoroughly
roused the herring are then lifted from the
“rousing tub” and packed in tiers in the
-barrels. In packing, the fish are placed
back down, kept close together, using three
herring to stretch across the barrel. When
this tier has been completed two herring are
placed on their sides, over the heads of the
herring in the tiers, with their tails crossed
and their back next the staves. The whole
tier is then salted and the next tier packed
across the one below it, and so on until the
barrel is packed full, each tier being salted
separately, the gutting and packing taking
place simultaneously, as much salt being
placed on each tier as will nearly hide the
bellies of the fish in the tier. Several days
after having been packed the herring will
sink two er three inches in the barrel. When
this sinking has taken place the barrel is
filled up with herring of the same day’s
catch, a little salt being added to the herring
used in filling up, the head of the barrel put
in and made tight.
On the twelfth day, counting the day of
first packing, a bunghole is made in the side

of the barrel, about three inches below the -

center—that is, nearest the bottom end—
the barrel up-ended and the head taken out.
The bung is then taken out and the pickle
drained off as far down as the bunghole. 1t
will now be found that the barrel will take
from two to three more tiers of herring to
complete it. This is done by taking herring

of the same day’s pack and grade, and pack-

ing them as beforc until the space is filled
up, this time filling the barrel so that the
top tier is flush with the chime, after which
the head is pressed in and made perfectly
tight; then as much of the original pickle
as the barrel will now take is inserted
through the bung-hole, the herring used in
the final filling-up being washed in pickle
and very slightly sprinkled with salt when
in the tiers.

The fishermen engaged in the actual
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catching of the fish are paid a figure in 4.
cordance with the quantity of herring avail-
able, the contract price during the past sea-
son being $1.60 a ton. Fishing operations
are particularly interesting. Two large-
sized boats, capable of carrying about five
tons, work together, and have a crew of
from six to eight men each. FEach boat
carries one-half of the seine, which i a
closely woven net, 600 feet long, and rang-
ing in depth from fifteen to thirty fathoms.
The boats are kept close together. They
move along side by side and are rowed by
three or four of a crew. In front of them
at a distance of about forty yards is an
ordinary small rowboat holding two mer,
which is propelled by one of them in a
leisurely manner, while the other endeavors
to locate the school of fish. For this pus-
pose he is equipped with an ordinary fishing
line to the end of which is attached a smatii
lead sinker, which he trails over the end of
the boat. When the sinker attached to
the line is trailed over a school of herring
the fish naturally come into contact with the
dangling line and the slight twitching of
the latter as a result of the contact is in-
formation to the “pilot boat” that fish ate
beneath it. The signal is immediately passed
to the fishing boats in the rear to make a
cast. When the word to cast is given the
two large boats sweep out in a half circle,
a man in the bow of each boat paying out
the seine as rapidly as possible. To the
bottom of the seine are attached weights
which pull the net down into an upright
wall, the top of the net being kept on the
surface by small pieces of cork fastened
foot apart. The object is to cast the net in
such a manner that a wall of 75 to 100
feet or more in depth is spread about the
school of fish, and by bringing the boats
together after having completed the halt
circle, the net becomes nothing more or less
than a huge kraal, in which the fish are as
securely caught as though already landed in
the boats. Long lines are attached to the
bottom of the seines and it is upon these
that the first pull is made. As soon as the
boats are drawn together the fishermen com-
mence to pull on these lines, with the result
that the bottom of the net is dragged in,
leaving a huge bowl, in which are imprison-
ed the fish with the netting around and be-
neath them. The only opening up in the
net is at the surface from which the fish ace
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scooped into the boats, and thence taken to
the salteries.

The growth of the herring fishing indus-
try in Nanaimo Harbor and adjacent waters
has been very rapid, especially during the
past five years. In 1905-6 there were six
firms engaged in the business with a total
amount of capital invested of $9,000; num-
ber of hands emploved, 150; total catch for
the season, 2,043,000 pounds, of which total
1,881,500 pounds were dry salted or sold
as bait to the halibut fishers, and the re-
mainder, 162,000 pounds, put up as kip-
pers and bloaters,

In 1906-7 the number of firms had in-
creased to thirteen; number of hands em-
ployed, 300; total catch of the season,
4,413,650 pounds, valued at $228,890;
amount of capital invested, $42,500.

The season of 1907-8 witnessed an in-
crease in the number of firms engaged in
the fisheries from thirteen to nineteen, with
capital invested amounting to $70,000, the
total catch for the season being 18,870,000
pounds, of which total only 70,000 pounds
were put up in the form of kippers and
bloaters. The number of hands employed
in the industry was 500.

The season of 1908-9 witnessed the
greatest development in the herring fish-
cries, the total catch of the season being
more than double that of the previous year.

The catch of 1908-9 amounted to 43,-
300,000 pounds, of which total over 20,000

tons were shipped to the Orient, principally
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Shanghai and Kobe. "T'he amount of capital
invested in the industry this season was es-
timated at $80,000, and number of hands
employed at 750.

The extraordinary output of the season
of 1908-9 and the successful result of the
year’s operations had the effect of inducing
a number of other firms to enter the indus-
try, and the summer of 1909 witnessed the
building of salteries on a scale never before
attempted. On the opening of the fishing
season in the early part of December, forty-
three firms were ready to commence opera-
tions, whereas the number of establishments
in operation at the end of the previous sea-
son was only twenty-three, an increase in
the one year of twenty firms. This increase
in the number of those engaged in the fish-
ing naturally had its eftect in the quantity
of fish caught, which for the scason of 1909-
10 amounted to no less than 56,000,000
pounds, or 28,000 tons, an increase over
that of the previous year of over 13,000,000
pounds, and constituting the highwater-
mark output in the history of the herring-
fishing industry in Nanaimo waters. The
amount of capital invested in the industry
at the present time is estimated at $215,000.
The cost of constructing a saltery is placed
at $3,000, including the driving of piles,
cost of lumber, tanks, ctc. Add to this the

cost of seines, fishing boats, launches and
scows, salt, and the average cost of a camp
is placed at $5,000, a total for the forty-
three camps of $215,000,
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“IN THE EARTH BENEATH”

] HI real human story of the coal miner is told on the doorsteps of Nanaimo
and Ladysmith when the women talk together in the summer evenings, but to
get a character-portrait of the miner you have to go down into a mine and see

him at his day’s work. On the cast side of Vancouver Island, where the woods that

stooped to the shore have been cleared away to make room for a village, in the hill
that lays a shadow on the village and sends out spar-like tree-limbs to catch the after-
noon shadows from the mountains behind, is a huge hole, and into this hole wash
breakers of light to beat on the shores of darkness inside. It is the mouth of a tunnel
a mile Jong, driven into the hill in the rock to a great coal seam. If you follow the
tunnel it will lead you to another country. The tunnel is one of the entrances to the
black catacombs of a coal mine. The most different thing about this country is that
there 1s no sun’s blood in its man-dug caverns and streets of coal, and the climatic
conditions are always the same in winter and in summer. We walked in from the
tunnel’s black mouth until the lights we carried washed out the outlines of a lean mule
drawing some empty cars into the mine. The lights were covered with wire cloth,
for if naked lights were taken into this mine it might flare up like the head of an
enormous match. A drab-handed bratticeman with his hatchet and bucket of nails,

a horse-faced Welsh miner with a pick, and a strong stream of air pouring in from

the main tunnel went with us. Our crude shadows slopped waterily ahead of us.

Our eyes drilled through the darkness and phetographed a well-timbered working,

moist with the mine’s humidity; miners loading cars with coal, the moving light

washing over them, making them look like men in a motion picture; the level-driver
kneeling beside his mule, examining one of its legs which was lame, his “trip” of
empty and half-loaded cars shading off into blackness. The pioneering lights floated
on slicken-sided face-coal, lunch buckets, powder cans and tools of all mining kinds
as we went deeper into the mine, and came to where more shots had been fired and
more men were loading the shattered coal into more cars. Here we asked questions
and found what a simple business coal mining is. The coal scam lay, so they told me,
between shale and sand, like the meat in a sandwich. Underneath it was the rock.
The coal of this mine is of an excellent quality, approaching very close in merits to
the eastern anthracite. In the roof-coal, or in the face-coal, a hole is drilled from
twenty to thirty inches deep, a stick of giant powder is placed in the hole, which is
then tamped, or should be tamped with clay or shale. It is very dangerous to use
goal or coal durst for tamping shot-holes, but the careless miners frequently invite death
in this way., T h; shot is fired by fuse, which is supposed to be lighted by a shot-
hghtcr,. and at a time when the.gas in the mine is sufficiently diluted with air to make
shot-ﬁ_rmg safe, .'lhc Coal Mm.es Regulation Act forbids miners to light fuses, but
the miners sometimes do not wait for the shot-lighter to come around. The shot, if
it l\does its work \vgll, drops a great amount of coal, which is loaded into cars and
tz}llil:‘egu;’::kit}:c‘ln(;ne. \Ye] w;:nt farther into th.e.deepness, th‘rough chaml?ered and
]t)ur;le v SIO‘g)Z,S q;’;l(ll][:h\\ltllt]c condensed humidity of ghe mine, round right-angle
8, ‘ rough cross-cuts and narrow corridors until we had lost our-

selves. ’l he mine plan is as incomprehensible as a buried-treasure chart or a blue-print
of the Cretan Maze,
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TRADE AND ROMANCE
HERE walk no ships on any ocean that sce more of the ports of romance and
the coasts of story than those that sail under the blue houscflag with the white
diamond in th‘e centre. The Chinese characters on a Blue Funnel liner's
bow tug at your imagination, suggesting trade’s romance, the ancient spirit of com-
merce, caravan routes, aromatic bazaars and the caravansaries of Marco Polo’s history,
still the same as they used to be like nearly everything else in medieval-twilighted
China, the atmosphere of whose markets is reproduced in little in the dock warehouses
of Victoria and Vancouver, where reach toward the roof the piled tea chests, bales
and cases wrapped in matting, tied with grass rope and covered with Chinese characters
nearly like picture-writing.
# B2 *
“COLOR”
HERE are few cities anywhere positioned on “the beached margent of the sea”
T where there is more material for artist and story-teller than in Vancouver and
Victoria. You may see a French sea-faring man with a red cap, a belt with &
sheath-knife, bare feet, a picture of the Holy Virgin tattooed on his hairy chest, and
brass earrings; Chinese girls in picture-book costumes, with complexions like fire burn-
ing under ashes; Sikhs dark as charcoal sketches, with silk nets drawn over their coal-
colored beards and held by strings looped around their ears; Japanese women whose
faces are made of wax and fire; a negro ship’s cook with a wooden leg; grimacing
Japanese coolies; Coast Indians with faces as grotesque as the carvings on their own
totem poles; Swede loggers with silver earrings and mackinaw jackets, make patterns
in the moving life of the streets.

kS # E

PUNGENT CARGOES AND RICH FREIGHTS

HE flag of romance flies above the docks in Victoria and Vancouver, where ave
unloaded aromatic cargoes of tea, silk and spices from strange ports. And
in Vancouver, the end of the steel backbone of the mightiest worldscape there

is, where the railroad yards and docks overlap, you can hear tales of both land and
sea, stories of the railroad and the ships. The docks and the terminal yards are good
places to study the heraldry of transportation in the houseflags of shipping companies
and the insignia which railroads paint on the sides of freight cars. The various
weather-faded houseflags of twenty steamship lines and boxcars with the emblems
of every railroad in Canada and the United States may be secen on Burrard Inler.

¥ * X4

HISTORICAL
\/7 ANCOUVER, whose building record for the first two months of this year

greater by one million five hundred thousand dollars than that of Scattle for

the same period, will be twenty-five years old in Junc. Vancouver has made
history very fast in the few years of her wonderful development. ‘That history has
been illuminated by incidents as dramatic as fiction. This story of Vancouver's growth
will be told in the June number of the British Columbia Magazine. A most carnest
cffort will be made to give this quarter-centenary number of the British Columbia
Magazine the strongest and fullest possible historical, descriptive and pictorial quuln;y,
and to make it an accurate and extremely valuable record of Vancouvcr’s'wm.ulvrhll
twenty-five years. This commemorative number will be more important in aim and
scope than anything of the kind ever planned in Canada, and in magazine quality it
will equal the best efforts of magazine publishers anywhere. It will. reproduce a great
amount of history yet unwritten, and many of the illustrations will be from phntq-
graphs never before brought to light. In putting into more or less permanent form this
history of the most interesting modern instance of city building, the writers ot the
articles in the June number of the British Columbia Magazine have performed a great
service to the citizens of Vancouver and to readers everywhere. Besides the human
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nterest and the history there are useful lessons in this chronicle of how a city of
Vancouver’s size was made in twenty-five years. To the student of economic, com-
mercial and civic conditions Vancouver supplies an example of progress and quick
development which is at first perplexing, then, as comprehension comes, simple though
amazing, '

: # 3 s#

“SHADOWS BEFORE”

HE Made-in-Canada Fair is a good business proposition, as well as the cele-
T - bration of a great event, and should get solid encouragement from all Van-
couver people. Sniffy folks, who were doubtful about the thing at first, are

now getting into line. Probably no city in America has, in three progressive epochs,
stepped forward as fast as Vancouver within the last twenty-five years, coming up
from some acres of smoking ruins less than nothing to a clean-built, handsome, modern
city, in which prosperity is the dominant note, and for which the generous gods have
on their laps a tremendous future. The twenty-fifth birthday of such a city is an
event of enormous importance. The Made-in-Canada Fair will be made big enough
to fit the occasion. Also its benevolent objects should not be forgotten. Think it over.

M 3%

WRONG AGAIN

HE only way to keep Canada English is for the English to move to Canada,”
says an English paper, “but the English are not wanted.” This is wrong.
The English arc wanted. But we do not want an English Canada. Cana-

dians hate the word colony. Canada is a country, not a colony. And Canada’s mental

horizon about the Imperial Idea is bigger than England’s. There will be a greater

British Empire, and it will be governed from Canada. British Columbia will be its

centre. There is no danger of annexation or absorption. There is not enough senti-

ment in favor of annexation in Canada to put one patch the size of a shilling on Uncle
Sam’s ragged shirt.

¢ 6

THE SONG IN THE RAIN
EFORE the birds of richer voice are heard the unobtrusive song-sparrow sings
his modest lyric. He is a materialist indeed who cannot enjoy this small spring
song. Lo the city inhabitant it is often as if he had encountered a ghost from
his past. Many men were familiar with this trickle of song when they were boys on
farms “back east.” Though of the cheeriest disposition and always filled with the

friendliest feeling toward his neighbors, the song-sparrow is a hermit in his little gray

way, living alone in his home acre, and towards the end of July he becomes as silent
as a trappist, forgetting his song.




Vancouver Quarter—Centenary

Number British Columbia
'Magazine

O N June 16, 1911, Vancouver will be a quarter of a century old.
People still young can remember the morning after the
great fire of June 14, 1886, when all there was left of Van-
couver was a townsite and a vision of greatness—two things that
were fireproof. The vision has been realized. The vision has
found its fulfilment in the present Vancouver, the western com-
mercial capital of Canada, one of the four most important Cana-
dian cities. In twenty-five years incredible industry, enterprise
and activity, geographical conditions and a transcontinental rail-
way have made a city with one hundred and twenty-five thousand
people and a future beyond the arithmetic of fancy. Naturally the
twenty-five years are packed with history and illuminating human
interest.

This story of Vancouver’s growth, from the time it was a
townsite without a town, will be told in the JUNE NUMBER
OF THE BRITISH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE. This number
of the magazine will contain over one hundred and fifty pages of
reading matter, dedicated entirely to fact stories reproducing the
history of Vancouver, the record of one of the most interesting
modern instances of city building and articles descriptive of pres-
ent-day Vancouver from every angle. The magazine will be illu-
strated by over one hundred reproductions of photographs, many
of which are pictures taken in the city’s early days and have never
before been brought to light.

B4

THE JUNE NUMBER WILL BE as fine an example of
magazine-making as it is possible to produce in Canada. It will have
a cover reproduced in colors. It will be printed on coated and super-
calendered paper. It will have the character of a souvenir, a mem-
ento of ripest interest of Vancouver’s quarter-centenary. History
enlivened with human interest, character-portraits of men and
women associated with Vancouver’s growth and development, en-

. . . . . * » - y
tertaining articles describing the evolution of Vancouver’s schools,
41
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fire brigade, police force, etc.; splendid articles descriptive of com-
mercial, industrial, municipal and outdoor Vancouver will give enor-
mous interest to the June number of the BRITISH COLUMBIA
MAGAZINE. ' -

4, i (73
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It will fully cover the city’s business, civic, religious and social
life—past and present. It will show that Vancouver is not a town
with a boom, but stands on the basic business idea of soundness.
It will contain conservative forecasts of Vancouver’s future. It
will be of sterling worth as a souvenir of the city’s twenty-fifth
birthday. It will exhaust every source of first-hand knowledge of
the city’s early days. | | ,

e P24
< pes

It will look back through the mist of the past to the first settle-
ment of white men on Burrard Inlet. It will describe the fire.
There will be an article on the history of journalism in Vancouver.
Land and water transportation, the harbor and shipping, the rail-
ways, etc., the British Columbia Electric Railway, the British Co-
lumbia Telephone Company, the Vancouver Board of Trade, the
Tourist Association, hospitals, associations, societies, clubs, sports,
outdoor life, the city’s manufactures, schools and colleges, the local
color and atmosphere will be dealt with thoroughly.

e <!, ) :, s,
K : 3K prs b4

REMEMBER this will all appear in the June number of THE
BRITISH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE, and will advertise to the
rest of Canada and the world in general Vancouver’s tremendous
growth and appealing history, together with the many and various
opportunities which Greater Vancouver offers to the SETTLER,
BUSINESS MAN, INVESTOR AND CAPITALIST.

Remember, it will all appear in
THE BRITISH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE




e COOK'S
Business Exchange

i cade Address ' BIZRX, VANCOUYER™
LGeder Westetn . Unlon Universal Edition

. City Property, Water Froatage, Trackage,
,\i&titei Managed, Rents, Loans, Insurance,
- Stocks ‘and Bonds, Farm Lands, Fruit

i Lands, ‘Timber Lands, Coal Lands,

.. Mines and - Business Chances

€. Located an the corner of the Domiuion
“Trust Building and is the headguaiters for |
Tourists and Travellers seeking investments
in British Columbia and ‘the North \West,
€ We buy, sell, lease, rent, exchange, and
act as owners® agents for roowming houses,
botels, restaurants, busiuess property and
- $tores,
& We handle property and business chances
all over British Columbia.

YOUR PATRONAGE SOLICITED

@, One department devoted entirely to busi-
ness opportunities.

|

it i I Telephane 4223

Cook’s Business Exchange, Ltd.

..~ Dominion Trust Building, Vancouver
. Coriter Batrance, Downstiairs

Branch Office in Victoria - "0, Box 1166

CBRITISH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE
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GHERE are no dark days
for those who use the

No. 32 SPECIAL

KODAK

1 The high power of its Zeiss-Kodak
Anastigmat lens (/. 0.3) i connection
with the Hexthility of Speed control in
the Compound shutter make snapshots
possible on days where a time exposure
would be uecessary with an ordinary
camera.

The 3A Special makes pictures of Post
Card size, 343 x 5% inches, using Kodak
Film Cartridges. It has a rack and pins
ion for {ocusmg, rising and ¢hiding frong,
brilliant reversible fnder, spirit
two tripod sockets and focusing scale,
The bellows is of sefv black leather,
and the camera is covered with the
finest Persian Morocco, A simple, ser-
viceable instrument built with the ace
curacy of a watch and tested with pains-
taking care,

Price, $65.00

Kodad Cadabogwe f1oe af $he dotlors or dv orgli

CANADIAN KODAK CO., L,

TORONTO, CANADA

fevel,
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HEonly une of the lower animals
Victoria's Chinese do not vat'is the
cat. T asked a Government street

meat seller why. It seems that it is pot; as

vou might think, because the car is a some-.
whar unpalatable animal,  Fuey Tow, the

meat seller, answered thus: Yo assa me
vay mwany queshuns “hout mear in dissa
shop. tika dix, lka dat. | showa vo. |
doan” spek Togerlish vay we. 1 otay vo
No ear ¢ar,  Dissa cat jussa semuma lika

tiger.” And Fuey, with a pesture expres-

sive of extremie ennui, turned away 1o serve
a customer who immediately started to bar-
pain in sing-song Cantonese, hageling about
the price of a fat puppy.  Fuey Tow sells

dogs and rats fed and fartened by himself.

and he does a pood business. It was noon
in Government street, and that street of
many adoers was filled with savory vapars
fromu Chinese couk pots.  As a setting for
these culinary smiells the ammosphere was
heavy with the mingled odors of incense,
joss sticks, optum and wood smoke. T knew
1 could get nothing more out of the fat, sleek,
pot-bellied Fuey, for in nervons English 1
had “made him tired.” so having my nerve

responding  to our western Joaf

i,

@

Wiﬂ}, me, 1 made my way into 0 bake
shop, but the baker pretended thar he kpew
no English. In his shop 1 saw noth: )

were trays and slabs piled with many ki
of cakes and confections, strange, soddened
and hilinus looking; solid-looking little yel.
low cuckies, flabby brown cakes, emblem.
atic of concentrated dyspepsia; pancakes of
fried batter; sugary-looking biscuits, elay
colared things like doughnuts.  The baker
was a simall Cantonese with a fuzzy-eue liki
the rail of an excited cat, and lemon-calore
skin. I lefe him scratching his head, ane
walked down the street.  The shop. win
dowsof Government street are filled with
color,  Black and brown lacquered work
cabinets, metal bound; ebony tables inlaid
with ivory, marble and “mother-of-pearl ;.
deep blue and marcon-colored “pots, ‘grey.
and gold ware, vellow and green: gald-dra
gons embroidered on black satin: gowns
bue and silver wraps and cloaks of vermil:
ion and purple; richly cut carvings i
quaint fantastic. shapes——a - blaze: of colo
seen through dimpy window panes in end
less variety, : .

BOVRIL

IS UNAPPROACHABLE IN QUALITY

BOVRIL is scientifically prepared under the
close supervision of our expert chemists, and
it represents the latest word of science in con-

centrated beef.

Bottled automatically ; never touched by hand.

oo a—————

e

— — e —— y
When writing 67 Adrertiners ‘please memion-Bridh Colunbis Magarine
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NDUSTRIAL SIT NEW NEW WESTMINSTER

_ Sstes pu: on. the market in order that the S\iALL MANTHE MAN TD
‘W’HOM EVERY DOLLAR COUNTS—may become possessed of an interest in
the grest growing city.

- Industzies are established and being built all around these luts. We guarantee
them as-all cleared ‘and perfectly level,

Only $450 each, $25 cash, balance $10 a month,

E;Central Real Estate Co. nome aiﬁ“x‘»ilda st

—

WATCH NORTH VANCOUVER

OW that the bridge across the inlet to Vancouver is assured, all
property, especially in vicinity of the Impersial Car Company's
immense plant, must advance soon. Lots, from $350 to $1000, on
- easy payments, can be had now. Buy before vou are too late, these
will double 'in a few months. A, Write for full particulars 1o

;GEORGIA REAL ESTATE CO. 544 Georgm St., Vancouvcr

BERT D, FROST JRSTRT— ] § Fe TXT DN L1 { J—

NG o Imported into Canada duty free. The choicest of
Dlamonds gems at the lowest of prices.  Qur stock is not ex-
e gelled—our reputation has been built upon sterling
\qualtb! and exceptional value. You will be gratified with our gems,

'0.B. ALLAN 440 Granville Street = VANCOUVER, B.C.

ELECTRIC AND HYDR:\UI,IC
PIPE ORGANS | Motok BioWERs
: TUNING AND REPAIRS

g‘m"flmm,c . ERNESTT. ROBERTS, 1309 Davie St. \"‘,xsc?m:*!éu, B.CL

Phooe R&233

STEAMBOAT MOUNTAIN

The development work which is now

Central British Columbia

U have fur safe 15000 aeres in the

" being done on the proplcrt\ of Ste un‘ vicinity of
boat Mountain Gold Mines, Limiter —
7 fa showifig up most satistactorily, and CHILCO LAKE
& : ;thexe{s anactive denmnd for the stock. oty
i\: Por {urther particninrs apply to Aty
§ C D. RAN D-..-BROKER E. H. ROOME---Broker and Notary
§ 50 Grnnvnlle st Vancouver, B.C. Rewont 1 535 powsder SU Wesl, Vanoiver, B

——
e——"
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The Beer
Without a Peer

"The Vancouver;

OUR STOCK INCLUDES

ARDUY

30,000 Post Cards

And we're always adding something new

- —«-—-—~From One Cent up

VANCOUVER BOOK CO.
932 GRANVILLE STREET

E.E. RAND S
REAL ESTATE, FINANCIAL ANG
INSURANCE AGENTt

Suburban and Farm lands a Spedal

§32 GRANVILLE STREEY

PITMAN’S

Shorthand and Business
COLLEGTE

The obdest, lorgest and hest eanipped College on
the Pucific Cousl.  All commerciol solyects-taught,
individual tuition,  Speciat stiention ghvwen to back.
witrd studints,

FEES~One menth §13, three moinths $3), six
mouths §75 Text hooks free.

Write for PFrospoctus. Sent free tonny address,
632-63¢-636
Seymour Street I”(IﬂCO“f«’E‘I‘, B.C.

In Stationery we
can supply all pos
sible requirements

HONIG STATIONERY CO
132 Hastings Street East .+ ',I,,ay e

oot

When sriting 1o Advertisers please mention Beitish Columbia Magaaing



OPPORTUNITIES CLASSIFIED
ENci8 @ ;!fhe eate Tor advertising uaa;r this lkxudfi‘x:\ﬁjy;‘ cents a word, Cash ‘

-

INDUSTRIAL OPPORTUNITIES

RODIGIOUS FROFITS IN CALIFORNIA OIL. A
O0-barrel well 35 worth $100,000.  Send for free booke
et teliing how 1o invest to. make big money. W, H.
Wise, Laughlin  Building, Los Angeles, Cal

BIG OPPORTUNITY FOR HUSTLER. ‘A good_ soli-
sitor: should ‘make  from 330,00 to $30.00 a wrek on
‘commissions . getling - Subseriptions. {for ' Man-to-Man
Magnzine; ane je?rcunuuve made- $3.00- in one day.
%'?‘tci (%r!m{gcuau. Address  Circulation Manager,
Rritieh 1 !

VY

& J t » N

EDUCATIONAL

» MAIL COURSES. in Shorthand, Bookkeeping, Matricw
slotistion, “Ad-writing. . Dominion Business College, corner
. College and Rrunswick, Toronto: J. V. Mitchell, B. A,

o Principal.

STHE KENNEDY  SCHOOL it devoted exclusively to
o the better training of stepnographers and office assistante;
“ohag won all the world's  {ypewriting champioaships.
c‘Booklets free upon request. 9 Adelalde Street, Toronto.

’BIG OPPORTUNITY FOR HUSTLER. A good soli-
titor should make - from- $20.00 to $30.00 a week on
| commirsions  getting - subscriptions  for  Man-to-Man

. “Magaxine:. one regresentative made in ope day.
oWate cfor partienlars. . Address  Cleculation Manager,
~Brith Columbia  Maganine, Vancouver, B, C.

REAL ESTATE

S-NOW- IS YOUR OPPORTUNITY! Al fand, abun-

dant water, {n the Famous Turlotk Irrigation District
L of California. . The home  of the pesch, grape, canta-
loupe, watermelon’ and sweet potats.  The Dairyman’s
-~ Paradise. . Write foday for information and frev hook-
fet ‘f)-cph “DF TURLOCK ROARD OF TRADE,
“Turlock, Cal.

CAMBRIDGE AND THE SURROUNDING country
“offers “cheaper and  better investments in Fruit, Hay,

. Grain,” Dairy, Stack, - Farms, Gold, Silver and Copper

- propeyties and first Mortguge Realty loans than uw
State in the Northwest,  Situated on the P . N,
B R, Washington County, Idabo, For reliable infor-
‘mation; call on or address the Cronter Realty & Broker-
age Co., Roows § and 2{ Stuart Ruilding, Main strect,
Lgmbﬂdge, Washington County, Idaha.

WANTEDwSome good Yive men with small capital to
fovest in our Arraw Like Occhands,  Fine papng in
vestment and wark guaranteed.  Weite today far full
partienlars,  Arrow Lake Qrehards, Led, Dept. {3, Box
679, Lethbridge, Albeita.

FRUIT LANDS

SELF-SUPPORTING HOMES i the Glodous Fruls
District, Seuthern  Brifisk Columbis, for $1¢ tash and
$10 monthly, - without interest. Annual profits $300 ta
$1,008 per. acre,  Orchard, garden, pouliry: scenery,
hunting, fshing, beating; delightful warn  climaie;
chureh, school, . postoffice, store, big sawmill; daily
traing; close {6 markets; unlimited demand for pro-
ducts,  Write guick for maps, photos, Iree information.
WEST KOOTENAY FRUIT LANDS COMPANY,
Depr. M, Drawer 1087, Nelson, B.C.

MISCELLANEOUS

$25.00 TO $50.00 WEEKLY casily made by any live
young man.  In spare tims.  In youwr own tows.  Ne
mail-order scheme. Particulars 23¢c.  Nicasio (o, Hox
$21, San Francisco, Cal o

PLANNING TO BUILD? Send pvo o stamps, posts
age, for copy of my bcauufu!!)* iHostrated  bookler
“Country mi &ubuxban Homes," full of interesting,
valuable and practics! information for home builders.
Stanley Mitton, Architect, Vancouver, B C.

CDON'T DECIDE TILL YOU BSER DAYTON." The
Touchet Valley is the gem amongst the Northwest's
favorsd spots. Richest in wheat and grain production.
Cantains. the world's recard 100-acre. apple orchard
Healthful climate and favorable weaslier conditions. - Exe
cellent railroad facilitics, Write for illstrated bogkiet
to the Secretary of the Columbia County Tossters Ulaly
Dayton, Washington, T,
CALIFORNIA FARM HOMES WEAR SACRAMEN:
TQ. Fing neighbors,  Frult ceater.  Poultry very pro
Brable. Oranges and vegetables harvested all winter
Not one sesious drawback.  Hest water and cheapest
irigation.  No Boods.  Perfect health,  37F ner acre
Fasy terms.  New town and electric railway, B, Marks,
Twin City Colony, Dox K, Galt, Californfa, - -
€300.00 PER ACRE PROFIT FROM TEXAS TRUCK
LAND e your ows boxs, live in an ideal chimate
where spow  and cold weather are  unknown, where
oranges Llassom, Rowers blosm and vegetables grow sl
winter.. Raise vegetables when prices are sky high
Uthers are Lecoming rich.  Tive acres will only cost
you 32a0.00, Pay for it $12.50 per month.  Tine jlus
trated trerature FREF, DBurton & Danforth, 583 Oibbs
Mdy., San Antosto, Texas.

oo SOUTHERN  CALIFORNIA OFPORTUNITY EX.
~ TRAORDINARY. Famous McCoy ranch now sellin
i S-atre tracts (planted fo Muscate] grapes and cutg
for oatil first paying crop is woduced) on $10 monthly
ments.  Table grapes net $130 an acre.  Rich frost.
ess - land adjoining ideally-located vajley city on rail-
way, . Free illustrated booklet and imroductory offer,

‘ =W, B Alexander, Escendido, California.

S HOW TO BUY AND SELL REAL ESTATE AT A
L0 Prafit by WAL Carney, the suthor of the “New See:
o retary's - Mamual®  The titie of the 12 chaplers are:
2. Real Estate in Ceneral; Thrift, Or, How o Accumulate
“Capitals. How and Where 10 Buy: Options and Pur-
“ghase reements; of Deeds; How 1o Make 3 Loan,
Incloding Exccution of Morigager and Trust Deeds:
Tramfer of Titles in  Escrow, Taxes and Insurance;
omestesds ; Miscellaneous Matrer Affecting
Real. Estate: Subdivisions: How and \When to Sell;
Booms and Panice; The book contains forms used in
“ihe pyrchase and rsle of residence and business prop-
ety Mines, 0l - Lands, etc o Price $2.

BIG OPPORTUNITY FOR HUSTLER.
citor should make from 52000 to $30.00 3 week on
commissions getting  subscriptions  {or © ManetesMan
Magazine, one reproxentative made $3.00 in one day
Wiete for particulars.  Address Circulation }Iaongcr,
Britih Columbia  Magazine, Yancowver, 1 (L -

John J. Banfield

Real Estate
Insurance, Investments

Money to Leoasn

607 Hastings St., Yancouver, B.C.

Established i 1§91

A good splic

Wh n wiiting o Advertisees ploase meation Rl Columbia Magazine
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INVESTMENT

BROKER

Money received for Investment

Agreements for Sale to earn 10%.
Suburbas Mortgages to earn 8%.
City Mortgages to earn 7%.

REAL ESTATE
BOUGHT ANDJSOLD

Cheice lots in South Vancouver, also in
North Vancouver
For $30 cash and balance paid i small

suarterly instalments you can buy 66x127
jeet in Barnaby.

Writg for price lisg,
hs 22N

334 Seymour St. 23 Vancouver, B.C.

Established 1900

R. THOMAS

Bevan, Gore & Eliot

Alesibers Vimwonver, Victoria pud Kpokane Stoek
Exchanges
Investment Brokers

Stocks and Bonds, Mortgages, Real
< Estate, etc.

803 Pender Street
Yaocouver, B.C,

122 Government Street
Victorin, B.C.

ﬂ

North Vancouver

offees the best fivkd for investors in all Britiak
Columthia.  J1 will be to Vancouver what

BIRKENREAD is to LIVERPOOL

AND

BROOKLYN to NEW YORK

A Gall investment in North Vancouver propeity
toow will Dring o rich return. Hospesites are being
offered st ERINDALE, inthe best partof Norih Vane
covee, al prices from $330. to $308, gnch. Terma: once
ffth cosh, Walane guarterty over twe yenrs ot 7 per
ent. por annmi, Brime or sepd g deposit and scenrg

D.'MACLURG 340 Pender St. W.

Broker

Medol tor Excellencs, World's ¥

" THORPE'S

~ SODA

WATER

- Vantouver, Vicweis and Nejson

BROWN BROTHERS CO., LIMITED
FLORISTS .

Fruit Trees, Shrabs, Bulbs and Flowering
Plants : /
Awrite for 1911 Catalogue—is's free

59 Hastings St. East Vancouver, B.C.

THE SOUTH SHORE OF

—LAKE—
BURNABY

THE SUNNY SPOT
THE BEAUTY SPOT
THE GARDEN SPOT

The place where the Big Red Berries gro
Fhie Land the best that unture could provide
The Situation is ideal for Suburban Home

and mpidlg' setthing up. o i
‘e coming fresh-water Swmmer Resort

BGATING, FISHING
ANDEZCAMPING

20 inutes onldy  frown Vancouver
New High~ speed  Interurban - Cars pas
through the property. ‘ s
Special Drlucements offered to HSettlers,
The Best Lawd now selling at prices
below other suburban districts. ,
Uniequalled  opportunity * for investors o
settlers slesiring a good Homesite be-

h side the peaceful waters of this beantil
inkand jake, ’

Tuterested purties vamuinuicate witls

PASSAGE & TOMLI

Dominion Trast Bldg. Vancwvcr,i&/ /

Wheat wiiting 0 Vdverteerd Flense mc«m)”m{'l!l‘ﬁﬂf\" Celumbin Magazine
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;WRIT " US FOR CATALOGUES

We carry full lines of Stationery, Toys,
“Souvenir Goods, and do Printing, Book-
Binding, Electrotyping and Blue Printing.

RUBBER - STAMPS MADE TO ORDER

| The Gaskell - Odlum Stationers, Limited ;
X 679 Granville Street and 532 Main Street, Vancouver, B. C.
649 Columbia Street, New Westminster, B. C.
ALSD
Thomson Stationery Company, Limited
325 Hastings Street West, Vancouver, B. C.

The

(OLUMBIA
FIRE INSURANCE
COMPANY

LIMITED

KEAD OFFICE

541 Hastings St. West, Vancouver, Can,

Tbe Margaret Faton School Authorized Capltsl, - $500,000.00
of Literature and Expression Subscribed Caplitel, - 280,700.00
Narth Street. Taroate SURPLUS TO POUICY HOLDERS, 288,712.00
X Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal uoe M, 19iy
. sffers an jdeal aml a practical education for K. i HEARS, Uresislent
women, including the study of Foglish Lite K. POMSLENNAN, Vice President
emtum {University topics), Fremch and W.H ROURRK, seoretars

German Interpretation, Dramatic Art awd
- Houscholl Science.  Stwdents may reyister
‘at any time.  Homes, with quiet, refined
~surronndings, provided for our stwlents on
application to the Becrolary,
bem! for calendar.

A Progressive Weslorg Company eatively sogars
rate from any athivr organizathon Wiite un fur rides,
r
Agents Wanted in Unrepresented Districts
Liherat Commisslons

When writing to Mlvgrdsers ploasy mention Brith Columbia Maguaine



BRITISH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE

BRITISH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE §150

Monthkly

B. C. SATURDAY SUNSET - - - 200

Weekly .~ . ..~ T Bl

Both Publications for One Year - - - 33"0”0 Bax

This is a very low price for these two leading publications. The BRITISH -
COLUMBIA MAGAZINE is splendidly illustrated with photographs of all parts -
of British Columbia, and the reading matrer also deals entirely with true stories and
happenings in the Province. The B. C. SATURDAY SUNSET is a2 WEEKLY
paper for both young and old. It offers comments on the leading questions of the -
day and deals largely with the affairs of British Columbia.

NOTE THIS GREAT BARGAIN

$3.25 ALL THREE FOR ONE YEAR $3.05

OR THIS OFFER

BRITISH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE $1.50
WEEKLY PROVINCE - - - - 1.00

These Two for One Year - - . . $L73

Take your choice of the above clubbing rates and send in your Order now to the
British Columbia Magazine, Granville Street, Vancouver, B, C.

Extra postage to U, §, A,

—

When writing to Advertisers pleasz mention British Colombia Magazine
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FOR SALE

FARMS of high-class quality and ones
that can be thoroughly recommended

as good paying concerns; that is to say, they can be taken in hand and sithin the
vear made to produce the interest on capital and a good all-round living for the

SOMETHING

that can be shown at the right price, with every opportunity of making our of it
a lovely and superb home, as well as 2 paying concern.

IT IS WORTH REMEMBERING

that the district [ do my business in and in which T want to sell vou 2 farm or
ranch has Special Advantages over all others in British Columbia.

Electric car station on the ground.

Two railway stations within half a mile of cither end of the estate.

Electric traction power on the ground.

Pure tunning water through each farm.

Electric light for houses and barns.

Telephone station and telegraph station both on the vround.

The land is low, hilly tableland with rich prairie at the foot and between
the hills.

Write to me for particulars and plans, and state the questions vou want to
know. T will answer them all satisfactorily.

REMEMBER THIS

That this district has its own markets, bath LIVE STOCK and PRO-
DUCE, that you are within 38 miles of the createst ¢ity w be on the Pacific
Coast {Vancouver), That electric cars run through these farms and the frefghts
are reasonable and the facilities good for shipping produce o all markets, both
in the States, Canada and Australia,

Wirite for particulars.

Lindsay Russell

Farm Specialist
ABBOTSFORD, B.C

When writing 1o Adeertsers ploass moetivg avieh Dolembia Magarine



LEADING CITIES AND TOWNS

of BRITISH COLUMBIA and the NORTHWEST
The Opportunities They Offer and The Industries They Desire

Complete information regarding these places and their specisl advantages for certain in-
dustries are oo file at the Buresu of Opportunity, conducted by the British Columbia Mag-
azine, or may be obtained by writing direct to the sccretary of the local organization

i

Figures Tell the Story of
Vancouver, British Columbia

The B. C. E. Railway Company pays to the City certain percentages of the re-
ceipts on its tram lines.  The growth of Vancouver is indicuted by the umount of these

payments:

1991.5 $20,626.69 Average per month . § 343.77
1906, 10,163.38 o o e B46.94
1907 . - 16,366.96 . o oo 13639
1908 . 23,182.43 ¢ ' . 1LY3E86
1909 33,694,580 ' e o 2.8G7.90
1910 +7,419.75 ' e 3.951.64
Bank Clearings—
Tolal for Year JAN. FEB.
1910 . 3444 988,818 1911 { $38,953,289 $36,529,964
1909 . 287,529,9%4 19107 29,331,224 29,834,539
190K 183,083,446 1909 | 16,407,127 16,683,386
Land Registry —
Total for Year JAN. FEB.
1910 L. $223,179.20 19114 $18,375.24 $19,875.59
1909 | 148, 145,17 19107 15,643.85 15,951.15
Customs—
Total JAN. FEB.
Decemibier, 141a 3573,949 33 1911 {417,023.00 $484,960
140 345,358,509 191671312,100.68 344,838

Building Permits—

1911 $FE12,442

IAN Jgpey w3131
Pirst 3 monthis
g P
7
bt
<
T
1
Tar 12
Tetal 210
TG
Fucrense . .

NGTE

Phe Lestanis Escal

FEB.

12,196, Mo
13,154,365

1911 81,047,050

19107 830,798
1909 1910

£2,836,165 €5,722,940
3,493,185 6,585, 5tk
1,042,292 70025 410
4,583,430 8,270 645
5,47 960 9,011,360
35,875 10,205, 355

SR 130368

seod sfors e pnd antg Manh It




BRITISIT COLUMBIA MAGAZINE

BRITISH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE HOTEL DIRECTORY

All Govemment and Committee Publications sent
free upon request, We have on hand coples of the
following minutes and publications, which we will
send upon application to Department H. Vancouver
Information Burcan, Vancouver, B.C,

Vancouver “Province™ "World,”" "News-Advers
tiser,”  (dailles); ‘‘Ssturday Sunset,” {weekiy) s
“British  Columbia Magazine,”” “Fruit Magazioe,”
{monthlies ).

GOVERNMENT PUBLICATIONS~New British
Columbis, describing the Northern Interior (Bolle-
tin No. 22), Agricwlture in Rritish Columbia (Bulle-
tin No., 10}, Hand Book of British Columbia (Bulles
tin Neo. 23), Game of British Columbia {Bulletin
No. 12), Budget Speech, 1910, The Mineral Provs
ince, Report Minister of Mines for 1908, B. C.
Medical Register, Report on Northeastern part of
Graham lsland, Annua) Report of the Public Schools
of British Columbia.

GOVERNMENT MAPS - BHritish Columbia,
Northerns Interior of British Columbia, Southwest
Portion of British Columbis, Southeast Portion of
Vancouver Island, Kast and West Kootenay District,
Portion of Coast District, R. 1. and Prince Rupert
District, Western Portion of Vancouver Island, New
Westminster District and adjacent Islands, Alberni
District, Vsncouver Island, Bella Coola District,
Harelton, Summerland, Burnaby, Nechaco Valley,
Great Central Lake, Vancouver Island, Yale District.

COMMUNITY PUBLICATIONS-—North Vancou-
cer, Victoria and Vancouver lsland, New West.
minsser.  Prince  Rupert, Similkameen, Kamloops,
Ashceoft, Chilliwack, Penticton, Nacramats, Vernon,
Port Moody and surrounding Districts, Railway
folders and pamphieta.

Firms Represented by Members
of the Vancouver Tourists’
Association

Members will kindly advise the Secretory segard-

ing any errors in addresses, cassification of business,
cte., that may orcar in this list

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

Buttar & Chiene, 536 Hastings Street W.
Chambers & \Vilson, 347 Pender Street.
Clarkson, Cross & Helliwell, Molsons Bank Bldg.
Crehan, Mouat & Co, 615 Pender Street
Devlin, E. E,, 29 Flack Block.

Fisher, Wm., 10 Winch Building.

Kendall, Sewell & Co., Exchange Bldg.

Winter, George E., 508 Dominion Trust Bldg.
ADVERTISING AGENCIES.
Ads, Limited, 1210 Dominion Trust Building.
Noble Advertising Agency, 543 Hastings Street.
ARCHITECTS.

Hayly, G. M, 614 Dominion Trust Building.

Dunnellan & Donnellan, 319 Peuder Street.

Fee, T. A, Fee Block.

Gamble & Knapp, 66 Davis Chambers.

Grant & Henderson, 413 Granville Street.

Grifith, H. §, 912 Dominion {rust Buildiug.

Hoaper, ‘Thes, 527 Winch Building.

Hope & Barker, 603 Hastings Street W.

Marbury-Semervell, W, 43 Exchange Duilding.

McLean, (. K, 45 Fairfield Building.

Thoroton & Jones, §36 Hastings Street.

Whiteway, W. 1., Molsons Hank Building

Wright, Rushford & Cahill, 749 Dunsmuir Street.
ARTISTS

& 1. Judge, § Court "nusc\llkwk‘
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Seattle’s House of Comfort

fhatel
Washington
Annex

Canadian

variably make

visitors to Seattle in-
this hotel their
headquarters. It is
the

shopping

centrally
of

section.

situated in heart the

theatre and

Modern in every particular with

excellent cutsine  and  service,

Auto 'bus meets all trains and

boats.  Wire for reservation.
b H. DAVIS, Proprietor
AUCTIONEERS.

Miller, J. J, 4+ Hastings Street.
ARV SUPPLIES

Art Emporiucg, 901 Georgin Street.
Cockburn's Art Gallery, 665 Granville 81
S. }. Thompson, ¢10 Granville Strect.

BAN

Rank of British North Americo, Hastings Steet
RBank of Hamilon, Homilon and Hustings Sts.

Bank of Toronts, +46 Hastings Street WY,

Bank of Vanwouver, Camhie and Hastings Sts.

Fastesy Towmships Bank, Cambie & Hastings Su,

Koval Bank of Cauaxds, Hastings & Homer Sty

Roval Bapk, East End Brauch, Westninster Ave.
and Hastings Street,

Traders Bank of Canada, 346 Hastings Streec

W
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“Twelve Storiesof

Solid Comforr™

1 Building, concrete,
stect and marble.
Located, most fash-

wiable shopping
district,
28 rooms, 138 haths,
Librmary and bound
magazines in read-
g romms for
guests,
Mostrefinedhostelty
s Scottle.
Absolutely fireproof.
English Grill.

Rates, $1.00 up

BARRISTERS.
Cassidy, R, K.C,, Crown Building,
Shoehotham, Thos. B., Cotton Building.
Williams, A, K.C., Mobons Bank Chambers,

BILLIARD TABLES, E'TC.

Brunswick-Balke-Collender  Co.  {Thel, 3§82

Beany Street.

BOOT AND SHOE DEALYRS.
Stark, Edward, 623 Hastings Street.

BUILDERS SUPPLIES.
Anvil Island Brick Co., 324 Seymour Street
Praran & Williams, 331 Pender St
'Netl, W & Co, 623 Pender Street.
BUTCHERS,

Burns & Company, I', 1% Hastngs Sirerr.
VancouverPrince Rupert Meat Co, Ltd., 150

Hastings Sueet.

BAKERS.

Hampton Bros, 331 Granville Steet
Vancouver Bakery, 250 Granville Strect.
BOOKSELLERS AND STATIONERS.
Bailey Bros, Lid, 330 Granvitle,
Forsveh, €5 8. & Co., Car, Huamee & Hastings Sis
Thomson Stationery Co, Hastings Sireet
Vaacouser Book Co, 932 Granville Street
Wiite & Bindon, 113 Hoasings Street

Woien wiiting o Gloerivee
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BREAVERIES.,

Vancouver Breweries, Ltd,
BROKERS.

Hedlington, k. G. & Co., Cotton Building.
Brown, Reginald ¢, Lad, 301 Dom. "U'rust Bidg.
Canadian Development Ceo,, lad., 336 Hastings.
Faulkner, S. G, 535 Granville Sirect.
Fanlkner, Go Lloyd, 421 Pender 51 W,
Gibhs, Go ML, 8538 Granville Streer,
Grey & Gray, 207 Couen Building.
Grossman Trust & foan Co., Cotnon Building,
Kearns, J. ., 305 Bower Bldg.
Muather & Noble, 629 Hastings Street.
MacMillan & Oliphast, Bauk of Commeree Bldg.
MceTavish Bros, 421 Pender St
Sputh, Fo Lo, 414 Seymour Streen
Edward S, Weeks.
Walverton & Co,, Ltd., 704 Dominion Trust Bldg.

BROONM AND WASH-BOARD

MANUFACTURERS.

Crown Broom Worke, 332 Front Streen.
BUSINESS COLLEGES

Central Business Collepe, Peader and Richards.
CABINFET MAKERS

Pavidson & Labsik, 42% Clark Drive.
CASH REGISTERS.

Natiunal Cash Repister Co,, 333 Cambie Srreet.
CI'TY DIRECTORIES,

fleuderson Publishing Ceo., Flack Block.
CIVIL ENGINEERS.

Cartwright, C. ¥, Corton Building.

Macdonell, Gzonwski & Cn, 565 Hastings St W

TPracy, Thos H., 411 Howe Street

COMDMISSION BROKERS.
Des Brisay, M. & Co,, Fairfield Buildiog.
Lvans, F. G, 139 Water Street,
Alex. Marshall, 143 Water St
CONFECTIONERS
R. C. Purdy, 754 Robson Siveet,
CONTRACTORS.
Armstrong, Morrison & Co., 131 Alexander St
Columbia Bithulithie, Ltd, 23 Fairfield Bldg
Cotton, M. P, 103 Couoes Building,
Dissette, J. ], 436 Hasings Street,
Hepbarn, Walter, Crown Bailding.
Towin, Carver & Co., 34 Hutchison Bldg.
AMelean Bros, Molwns Bank Building.
MelLean, Robt. & Cu., 832 Granville Sirect.
Meluckie, J. M., 75 Shah Ave.
Prudential Builders, 1td., Manitwba & Front Sts
Weeks, W, O, 13 Buros Building,
Wells Coustruction Co., Exclionge Building.
West Coast Bridpe & Dredging Co, Exch. Bldp.
Y. Aok, 313 Alexander Street
DRUGGISTS
Henry Ferguson, 1281 Granville Street
DRY GOODS, RETALL.
Drysdale, Gordon, Granville St
Hills, Charles W, Yod., 940 Granville Street.
flills, Chacles W, Ltd, 332 Hlastings Street,
More & Wilson, $56 Granville Street.
ELECTRICAL FINTURES.
Alltree & Churehland, 476 Granville Streer
Canadian General Flectew Co., 1665 Peader Se
Cope.& Son, 338 Hastings St

Coplease mention Boisd Columbia Magcies
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Himon Electric Company, $06 Granville Street
Northern Electrie & Mig. Co., Ltd,, 918 Pender.

ELECTRIC LIGHT AND POWER,
B. C. Electrie Railway Co., Ltd.
FLECTRICAL WORKS
R. Hoffmesiter, 127} Granville Street.
ENGRAVERS.
Dominiun lustrating Co., 05 Hastings Street.
FEED AND GRAIN.
Brown & Howey, 129 Cordova Streer W,
FISH DEALERS.
Tyson, A. M., 112 Cordova Street.
FLORISTS.
England & Cox, 401 Granville Street.
FURRIERS
San Frantisco Fur Co, 919 Granville St
FURNITURE.
City Furniture Company, 366 Granville Street.
Smith, D, A, Lid, 331 Granville St
Standard Furniture Co,, 507 Hastings Street,
(GAS APPLIANCES
The Burnside Gas Appliance Co., 1037 Gran-
ville Street,
GENTS' FURNISHINGS.
Clubbr & Stewary, 315 Hastings Street W,
DesBrisay, 8., (13 Granville Street.
Kilby, E. C, 627 Hastings Streer.
Sweeney, H. & Co., 605 Hastings Street.

GROCERS, RETAILL.
A. & C. Grocery Co., 637 Granville Street.
DesBrisay, A & A, 131 Cordava & B
Filion, ¥., 204 Carrall Strect.
William Houston, 716 Robson Street.
Mecbowell, T. F,, 704 Granville Street.
McTagpant, Joseph, 789 Granville Streer
Mr WO HL Walsh, 1200 Seymour Street.
Wapg, George, 116 Hastings Sireet.
GROCERY SUNDRIFS.
Little Bros, 24 Cordeva St E.
HARDWARE.
Cunningham Sanderson, Lul,, 1012 Graovitle Su
Forbes & Van Hoco, Lud., 52 Hastings Streer WW.
1. A, Flet, 111 Hastings Streer.
MacLachlan Hros, 131 Hastings Street \W.
McTaggart & Moscrop, 7 1lastings Street W,
HAY, GRAIN AND CEREALS.

Brackman-Ker Milling Co, The, 25 Pender St
HEATING AND COOKING
ATPARATUS.

Gurney Foundry Co,, The, 566-570 Beatty Strect.

HOTELS.
Blackburn, 118 Westminster Avenue.
Carlien Tloutel, Cambie and Cordava Sie,
Dominjon, Victoria, B. C.
Grand, 24 Water Street,
Metropole, Abbott and Cordova Streeis,
North Vancouver, North Vancouver, B. (.
St. Alice, Harrison Hat Springs, B, C.
Strand, 626 Hastings Street,
Willows, Campbell River, B. C.

INSURANCE.

British Empire Insurance Co., Johnsen-Howe Blk.

Evans, J. G, Davis Chambers.

Windsor
Hotel

P. G, BILODEAU, Propristor

Neatly Durnishied,
Coenteaily Loatesd,
Cpen Diay aned Nighy,
Courtcaus Atention,
Reasonable Rates,
Steam Heated

$ .75 up
1,50 up

European Plan B
Americnn Plan -

Heitish
Colambin

New Westminster
Nest to Tram Otflice
Q. Box 573

100 ROOMS

Phone 188

]

Evans, A Ko & Ca, 21v Dominion Prost Bldg.
MeGregor & Co, D. C,, £33 Hastings Street,
Monareh Life Insurance Co., 39 Imperial Block.
Mutyal Life of Canada, 570 Granville Street.
Springer, F. B, 443 Granville Sueet.
Tweedale, C., 615 Pender Streen

ICE AND COLD STORAGE.
Vancoaver lee & Culd Swrage U, Gore Ave,
Whatf.

IMPORTERS AND COMMISSION
AGENTS
Shallcross, Macoulay & Co, 144 Water Street.

JAPANESE GOODS.
Furuya, M. Co. 46 Hasings Street.
Tamura, 8, 323 Granvitie Steeet

JEWELLERS.
Allan, Thns, 615 Granville St
Allan, U. B, #40 Granville Street
Armsteong, B P o9 Hasings S
Rirks, Henry & Son, Granville and Hastings 8w,
Grimmett, G. W, 793 Granville Streen
Medlitlan, AL F,, UHastings and Homer Streets.
LAND AND INVESTMENT
COMPANIES,
Grand Trunk Land Company, 12 Winch Bldg.
Natural Resources Security Co, Ltd,, 606 Bower
Building,
Northern Development Co., f14 Tlastings Street,
Norsth Coast Land Ca, 411 Winch Building,
Provingial Land & Fioancial Corperation, 833
Granville Street,
Western Pacihic Develupment
Hastings Street.

Co., [ad, 739
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NO MORE DYSPEPTICS
thanks to

Wilson's

Invalids’ Port

a la Quina du Perou

A BIG BRACING TONIC

Stimulates the Appetite
Helps Digestion
Ask Your Doctor

i

17 cents a day

buys the

Oliver Typewriter

the best writing machine that
money and brains
can produce

T

The Oliver Typewriter Agency

427 Pender St. West, Vancouver
Phone 5829

LEATHER GOODS.
B. C. Leather Company, 112 Hastings Street
Storey & Campbelil, 156 Hastings St W.

LINOTYPE PRINTERS
Shilvock Bros, 433 Pender St. W. (Rear’

LIQUOR DEALERS.

Benwell, Peart & Co., 226 Cambic Street.
B. C. Wine Company, 334 Pender Street.
Coleutt & Co., J., 412 Homer Street.
Independent Liguor Co., 65 Hastingst St. E.
John Robertson & Son, Ltd., 326 Richards Street.
Maple Leaf Liquor Co., 202 Main St
Pither & Leiser, 183 Water St
The Hose & Brooky Co., Ltd, S04 Westminster.
Vancouver Wine & Spirits Ceo., 1097 Granville.
West End Liguor Company, 1133 Granville §t.
LOANS, INSURANCE AND REAL
ESTATE.
Banfield, John ], 607 Hastings Street.
BellIrving & Co., H., 322 Richards St
Canadian Financiers, Ltd,, 632 Granville Street.
Dow, Fraser & Co, Ltd., 321 Cambic Street.
{sland Jovestmem Co,, Lid,, 331 Homer bdtreet.
Macaulay & Nicolls, 414 Seymour Street,
Mahon, MacFarland & Procter, Lid., Pender &
Seymour Streets.
Morgan, E. B. & Co, 5§39 Pender Street,
National Finance Company, 356 Pender Street.
Pemberton & Son, 326 Homer Street.
Prudential Investment Co., Ltd., 100 Front St.
Rand, C. 1, Granville and Pender Streets.
Rand, E. K., §32 Granville Street.
Van Houten, W. )., 537 Pender Street.
Ward, Burmester & Von Gravenitz, 411 Pender
Yorkshire Guarantee & Securities Corporation,
440 Seymour Street.

LOAN AND SAVINGS COMPANIES.

Great \West Permanent, 559 Granville Street.

LUBRICATING OILS
McColl Bros. & Co., Beattv Strect.

LUMBER DEALERS.
Bradford & Taylor, Dominion Trust Building.
Clarke, W. H., (15 Pender Street
Harrell, M. M., Lumber Co., Dominion Trust B.
McNair-Fraser Lumber Co., Dominion Trust B.
OQliver-Scrim Lumber Co., Loo Building.
Smith, J. Fyfe & Co,, +18 Seymour Street.

LUMBER MILLS.

B. C. Mills Timber & Trading Co.

Rat Portage Lumber Co.

Robertson & Hackert.

MANUFACTURERS.

The Calgary Milling Co, Lud, Smythe
Beatry Streets.

Davies Paper Box Co., Pandora and Park Drive.

The Vancouver Milling and Grain Co., Ltd,,
Cambie and Smythe Streets.

Canadian Pipe Co., Ltd,, 550 Pacific Street.

B. C. Casket Co.,, 211-212 Cotton Bidg

Gold Toredo Pile Proof Co., 441 Seymuour Street.

Leckie, J. & Co., Cordova and Cambie Streets.

Royal Svap Company, 308 Harris Sureet.

Vancouver Machinery Depot, 471 Seymour Street.
MANUFACTURERS' AGEN'TS.

Anglo-Hritish  Columbian  Ageney, Ltd,
Mercantile Building.

Anthony & AMcArthur, Mercantile Building.

and
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Blackwell, E. G, 319 Pender Strect,

Campbell, George & Co., Mercantite Building
Ranald F. Clark, Fairfield Building.

A. 0. Campbell, 550 Beatty Street.

Darling, Frank, 929 Pender Street.

Harrison, F. E., Mercamile Building.

Irwin, W. F,, Cotten Building.

James, W. A, 334 Granville Street.

Knight, J. E. {Mooney's Biscuits), $25 Powell St
MacLennan, W, A, 336 Hastings Street.
MacPherson & Teezel, Drake and Homer Sts.
Martin & Robertson, 313 Water Sureet.
Newmarch, Cooper & Co., 167 Pender Street.
Naismith & Co., 223 Columbi-

Pacific Coast Importing Co, Lid, Mercantile B,
Thompson, N., Ltd, 319 Pender Street.
Vancouver Agencies, Ltd., Mercantile Building.

MAPS AND BLUEPRINTS.
Moir, A. & Co,, 570 Granville Street.

MERCHANT TAILORS.
MeCallum, A, R, 702 Granville Street,

MINING COMPANIES.
Brown, 1. B, 510 Pender Street.
Great Granite Development Co., Winch Bldg.

MISCELLANEOUS.
€anada Viavi Company, Fairfield Building.
Dominion Glazed Pipe Cement Co, Dom. T, {
Lester Dancing Academy, Granville & Davie St. |
Thiel Detective Service, Fairfield Building. !
NEWSPAPER PUBLISHERS.

Ford, McConnell Co., The Saturday Sunset.
Mail Publishing Co., 167 Pender 5t.
News-Advertiser Co., Pender and Hamilton Sts. |
Walter C. Niehol, The Daily Province. i
World Publishing Co., The Daily World.

NOTARY PUBLIC AND BROKER !
Elkins, F. Mitchell, 441 Seymour Street, :
Emanuels, . J., 537 Pender Sureet.
OFFICE FURNITURE.

Webster-Hanna Co., 426 Cordova Street.

OIl. DEALERS.
tmperial Qil Company, Loo Building.

OPTICIANS.

Gamble, J. D., 603 Hastings Street.

PAINTERS AND DECORATORS.
Spillman & Co., 928 Granville Street.

PHOTOGRAPHERS.
Bullen & Lamb, 737 Pender Street.
Edwards Bros.,, 621 Granville Street.
Ellis, W. J., 627 Granville Street.
Rosetti Studios, 319 Pender Street.
Vinson, V. V., 311 Hastings Street.
Wadds Bros, 337 Hastings Street,
PICTURE FRAMING
Art Emporium, 901 Georgia St
PIANO DEALERS.
Hicks & Lovick Piano Co, 1117 Granville Sueet.
Montelius Piano House, 441 Hastings Streer,
Thomson, Wm, 1177 Granville Streer.
Waitt, M. W. & Co, 558 Granville Street.
PLATE GLASS
Pilkington Bros, Lid, 102 Powell Strees.
The R, C. Plate Glass & Impordag Co, Led,
Homer and Nelwon Streets, i

Wihen ssrtfary o8 Rguonisers
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FRUIT MAGAZINE

MANWELL SMITR, Epiton

National in scope and world-wide in
its sympathy and influence.

Subscription Price to any address in
Canada and United States, #1.00 a year;
to Great Britain and all other countries,
$1.50 a year. e

Published monthly in the interests of
Fruit Growers, Fruit Dealers and Fruit
Consumecrs.

L Advertising rates on application.

All Correspondence should be  ad-
dressed and remittances made payable to

The Fruit Magazine Publishing Co. Ltd.

Vancouver, B.C.

o —

Western Plate Glass & Dinpurting Co,, 153 Cor- N

dova Street E.
PLUMBERS.
Barr & Anderson, 114 Hastings Sueer.
Hodgson Plumbing & Heating Co, Lud, 043
Street.
Leek & Company, 311 Pender Streew.
POWDER WORKS.
Hamilton Powder Co., 98 Poswell Streer.
PRINTERS.
Commercial Printing Co., 16 Abbutt St
Cowan & Brookhouse, 420 Hastings Stwreet.
Evans & Hasungs, 123 Hastings Street
John F. Morris Co., 1087 Granville Streev
Noore Printing Co., The Cor. Gran, & Robson.
Nicholson, James & Son, 2092 Second Ave.
Timms, A, H., 230 13th Avenue E.
Trythall & Son, 590 Sevmaur Sireer.
PUBLISHERS.

Canadian Press Association, Dom. Trust Bldg.
Fruit Magazine Publishing Co., Wineh Bldg.
RESTAURANTS,

Allan's Cafe, 29 Hastings Street W,

Cabin Cale, 615 Hastings Streer,

Leonard’s Coffee Palaces, 163 Huastngs Sireet,
716 flastings Street.

Melntyre Cafe, 439 Granville Soceer

ROOMING HOUSES.
Glenwood, 940 Pender Sueer
Waldorf, 116 Hastings Street
RURBBER COMPANIES,
Dunlop Tire armd Rubber Guods Co, Lud, 359
Water Street.
Vancouver Rubber Co, 160 Hastings Street.

niten Prabeh Columbhoy N
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he
British Columbia
Company

FLimited

®

LANDS LOCATED
FOR

BRITISH IMMIGRATION

C.LANDS FOR LARGY SCHEMES OF
IMMIGRATION IN THE  CARIBOG,
TALLOOIT, KOOTENAY AND COAST
DHSTRICTS.

G LANDS FOR SMALLER HOLDERS
IN THE FERTILE FRASER VALLEY.

]

PROFITABLE INVESTMENTS
FOR

BRITISH CAPITAL

IN COAL LANDS, TIMBER LIMITS,
RANUCH LANDS AND INDUSTRIALSR

®

ME AL LI E

208-215 CARTER-COTTON BLDG.

VANCOUVEER, B,

RUBBER STAMPS.
Hewitt, George H., Fairfield Building.
REAL ESTATE.
Alexander & McKay, 1071 Granville Strees.
Alexaander & Conrad, 412 Hastings Sireet,
Anderson & Clayton, 1069 Granville Stieet,
Archer & Stevenson, §92 Broadway.
Austin, A, E, & Co,, 328 Granville Street.
Barr & Humberstone, 526 Seymour Street.
Hartlett & Barber, 532 Granvifle Street.
Hates & Mair, 582 Richards Street,
Ravliss, Fred, 2199 Cornsvall Streer.
Healey, R. J,, Room 27, 429 Pender Strest W,
Bell & Kerr, 2625 Granville Street.
Berry & Munroe, 2667 Westminster Avenue.
Bernet & lelm, 882 Granville Street.
Bissell & Snyder, 264 Hastings Street.
Bliss & Brandi, 721 Rebson Streec,
Borland & Trousdale, 108 Hastings Street.
Bodie, Chas. A., 614 Pender 81
Bonthorn & Lennard, 104 Winch Building.
Brown & Misener, 952 Granville Street.
Braithwaite & Glass, 2127 Granville Street.
British Pacific Trust Co., 14d.,, 524 Seymour St
Bridge Street Realty Co, 2507 Bridge Street
Campion & Pound, Faicheld Building.
Carlton, W., 419 Richards Street.
Canadian Investmment Ca., 30 Hastings Street W.
Christie, J. A, 543 Granville Street.
City Brokerage Co., 430 Main Street.
Clark, H. M. H. 138 Eighth Avenue W.
Clarke, R, Lennox, 437 Pender Street.
Clarke, Joseph, 319 Homer Street,
Clark, Seymour & Short, 319 Homer Street,
Clartke & Thornton, 314 Richards 8t
Comean & Warden, 571 Hamilton Streey.
Commercial Agency, 1118 Granville Street.
Cook's Business Exchange, Daminien Trust Bldg.
Coombs, C. V., 1706 Park Drive.
Copp & Mutch, 548 Westminster Avenue.
Corbett & Donald, 537 Pender Street.
Craig, James H., 1150 Granville Street.
Croft & Ashby, 5 Winch Building.
Cruise, A. W. & Co., ##5 Homer Street.
Devine, H. T, 437 Seymour Street.
Dewar, J. A. Co., Ltd, Hutchison Bullding
Dewar & Maybee, 2605 Park Drive.
Dick Bros., $32 Granville Street.
Dickens, B. F,, 405 Haaings Street.
Dodson & Mills, 531 Richards Street.
Dominion Investors' Corporstion, 313 Dominion
i Trust Bidg,
. Dohesty & Wyatt, 702 Dousmuir Street.
; Douglas, C. 8§, Cor. Richards and Pender Sts.
Drummond, Hesrbert €., 8-9 Winch Building.
¢ Ladie, James, 434 Richards Street.
. Eardley, B. A. & Co., 413 Granville Street.
© Eastern Land Company, 408 Crown Building.
. BEdwards, G, F, 726 Hastings Street.
i Elkins Bros., §36 Hastings Street.
Endacott & Percival, 533 Pender Street.
Evans & Fraver, 2048 7th Avenue W.
Fvans & Pave, 564 Richards Streer, !
Fvans, R, 2115 Granville Street.
Fairley & Stinson, Loo Buildiog.
Faris & Montscrrag, 445 Homer St
Federal Tonvesuments, 312 Pender Street,
Flack, S, 119 Pender Streer.
Foster, E. W, S17 Pender Street.
{ Fraser & Fraser Co.,, 3 Winch Building.
i Frubauf Realy Compauy, 53-54 Exchange Bldg.
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The best Coffee costs but
little more than the poor
grades. You get the best that
money can buy at moderate
price when you use
Seal Brand
offee
Packed in 1 and 2 pound cans only. 124

Freund, H,, 116 Haszmgs Street.
Frost, A. ., $44 Georgia St
Gardom Bros., 200 1-2 Granville Street.
General Securities Co., 441 Richards Street.
George & Demmings, 817 Cranville Street.
Gill & Casement, 439 Richards St
Goddard, H. & Son, 121 Pender Strect. i
Goodrich, A. W, & Co., 2450 Westminster Ave,
Goodyear & Matheson, Loo Building.
Gordon, George A., 323 Winch Building,
Granville Brokerage, 1017 Granville Street
Gray, C., 533 Pender Street.
Great Western Investment, 6 Winch Buildiag.
Grifith & Lee, 420 Winch Bldg.
Hamilon & Mathers, 405 Loo Building. i
Harbor Development Trust Co, Dom. Trust B.
Harper, James, 315 Cambie S\rcct ¢
Hatr, H. (. & Co., 659 Broadway.
Heymann, Albere, Cotton Buxldmg
Higginbotham, A, E., §36 Broadway.
Hitchcork & Meeker, 344 Pender Street.
Horg & Mulhalland, Davis Chambers.
Holden, Wm., 3313 Homer Street.
Hood Bros., 519 Pender Street.
Hoseason & Co, 322 Pender Strect.
troperial Investment Co., 2313 Westminster Ave.
Imperial Realty Co, 307 Loo Building.
Inkster & Ward, 321 Richards Street
International Financiers, Suite 30, Exchange B.
James & Ringrose, 2824 Weaminster Avenue.
Johnsen & Richardson, 614 Hamnp Street.
Johnston, Harry A, & Co.&, 422 Richards Street.
Jones, H. A, 407 Cordova Streer
Tones, £ & Co Granville and Tenth Avenue.
Kearns, John l) +15 Bower Building,
Keeler, ULV, 535 Pender Street.

)
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Gur speciaity s lands wdioisimyg those
of the Imperial Car, Shipbuilding and Do
Plock Curporation, Ll Those are duareass
ing in vatue every o and offer the tast
ivestment obtainabie . Loty trom ssou og
Also acreage.

SU8 Pender Stuect Vancowver, U
Pl 3744

FOR

Economy In Advertising

use

MULTIPLE TYPEWRITTEN LETTERS

for Cironlarising and I
tems, Notwes of Meetings, g,

)”n\\‘~1g;‘ S/\'-W
Prompt

atrention to out-of-town orders.
Write or one e The Multigraphiers
1407-8 Dominion Tryst Bidg. VANCOUVER.
PHONE 2497 8.¢
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E. D. SMITH

In Purity Supreme!

The supremacy and absolute purity are well
known and are given ample proof of by the
Dominion Covernment Official Analysis as
shown by the Department of Inland Revenue
Bulletin 194, of the

E.D. Smith Jams, Jellies, Etc.

While they are made from whole, sound
fruit, of just the right degree of ripeness, every
good quality of the fruit is preserved and the
most refined sugar only is added. Try the
famous “E.D.S." Catsup and Grape Juice.

ALL GROCERS

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES

. WINONA, ONTARIO

Goma RS S

Kirkwood, }J2s. Co., 1941 Granville Street.
Laing & Frame, 347 Peoder Street.
Lalonde & Clough, 441 Homer Street.
Latimer, Nay & McTavish, 319 Pender Streer.
Latimer, R. M., 710 Hastings Street.
Leitch, A. M., 303 Cambie Sueet.
{embke, W, H., 439 Richards Street.

Lett, C. A. & Son. 316 Richards Street.
Lewerke, Alf, 532 Granville Street.
Lewis, F. B, 449 Peader Street,

Liddle, Andrew, 300 Hastings Street.
Lindsay, \W. F., 2218 Granville Street.
Locators, The, Dominion Trust Building.

Lockwood, E. C, Royal Bank Bldg. (East End).

Loewen & Harvey, Ltd,, 420 Cambie Street.
MacKay Bros, 263 Hastings Street E.

VMaclean, Currie & Maclean, 431 Pender St W,

MacKenzie & Stevens, Dominion Trust Bldg.
MceDonald, Joseph, $37 Richards Street.
NMeKenzie & Blackwood, 505 Richards Street.

McPherson & Fullerton Bros, 3331 1-2 Pender St

Maptland & Stewart, 315 Homer Street.
Martin & Shannon, Flack Block.

Margeson Bros, 321 Homer St

Matheson & Chase, 336 Cambie Street,
Maxwell & King, 910 Granville Street.
Maxwell & LeFeuvre, 2141 Granville Street.
NMerritt, C. L. & Co., 410 HHomer Street.
Methuish, Kirchner & Co., 860 Granville St
Mills Bros., 2007 Granville Street.

Maole & Keefer, 1051 Granville Sireet.

Monarch Estate & Trust Co, 520 Pender Streer,

Morrison, M, G. & Co., 536 Hastings Street.
Munsen & Co. 5. F., 333 Pende:r Street.
Muatrie & Brown, 579 Richards Street,
Mutan] Tnvestment Co., Wineh Building.

Whe n writong o ddvertisers, jaiae

Naffzinger & Duerr, 63 Broadway,

Netherby, R, L. & Co., 2040 Granvilie Streer,

Nichol, A, F. & Co., §32 Granville Strect.

Nickerson, W. D., 927 Granville Street.

Nisbet, Robert, 441 Seymour Street.

Nixon, Patton & McLean, 2900 Westminster Ave.

North Vancouver Investment Co, 134 Hastings
St W,

Orr, Lewis D, $08 Dunsmuir Strect.

Osborne, Trousdale & Osborne, 216 Winch Bldg.

Panton & Emsley, 328 Columbia.

Park, John M. 1117 Granville Street.

Parker, Chas. T., Hutchison Building.

Patterson, A. J., $70 Granville Street.

Patterson & Rutter, Royal Bank Bdg. {East End}

Perdue & Hoar, 434 Westminster Avenue.

Powis & Boughton, 334 Granville Street.

Prentice & Co.,, A. N, 724 Hastings Street,

Prescott, J. W, 349 Homer Street.

Ralph & Radermacher, 2227 Granville Streer

Rankin & Ford, 514 Pender Street.

Read, W, A, $11 Granville Streer,

Robertson Bros, Ltd., 338 Seymour Street.

Robison & Roberts, 429 Pender Street,

Rogrers & Black, 524 Pender Street.

Rorison, R. D. & Co., 786 Granvilie Strect.

Scott Brokerage Co., 147 Hastings Street.

Seott, G. D., 436 Granville Street,

Seymour, Allan, Storey & Blair, 412 Hastings St

Sharples & Sharples, 416 Sevmour Street.

Smith Brokerape Cu., 246 Hastinuy Street Fo

Star Realty Co, 433 Granville Street,

Steele. Chas,, Kealty Cag, 525 Penider Street W

Stevens, John T. Trust Co, Mercantile Bldg

Stewart, John, 118 Hastings Street W

Stewart & Elliott, 2343 Granville Street.

comention Hriel scolwebia Magazoee
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The Perfect Mattress
1s the one you never feel—the one that never
forces itself upon your mind—the one that
lets you sleep at once if sleepy and
&ills you to dreamiland when restless,

Send Your

Name on a Postal

for our free book, ' The Test of Time,"'
tells Al sbout the Ustermoor, and saplaing
why it [ulfills these comditions,  Coatains many
pages of vitsl importunce to any one who valuex
hemith und long lfe, and the restinl sleep that insures
hathy, Your name and address

o a postad will do,
Sizes and Prices § Try an Ostermonr fow thirty niphts,
3 tows ‘ *l wide, $9 50 and itit fails to satisty in any particnlar, we
!!oﬂ-dda.:o we 11, w retund money immedistely without guestion.

WF SELL RY MAIL, OR THRO®
3 oot 8 tn wide, 12,50 2000 OSTERMOOR DEALERS
Atet wida, 40 10a. 14,00 Exelusive Qstermonr agemeics aimar!? everyrehers—the

4 toey & 19, wide, ‘S on highest grade merchant in every place.  The (heermoor

45 iba ‘ dealer in vour vicinity-«be sure to ask s who he 1s—-will show
Eﬁr:l?:b:r‘;:gr::‘ld Yo a mattress with the Ostersmasor wameand lLeiel seaon on the ends
V& Lwo arcs. 5 coms €xira Mutiress shipped, express paid by us, sume day chieck is received.
I e ]

The Alaskr Bedding Co., Ltd., Paint Dougias Ave., Winalpeg

Stoneliouse, W H,, & Ce, 043 Granville Street. SHEET METAL WORKERS

g“ﬂi Rlealdty E%Dms 9L°% Bu(iilding‘ H. A. Slater, 755 Beattie Street.

utherland, A. D, §98 Broadway. SIGNS AND BILL POSTING.
Taylor, J. 8., 407 Pender Strest. : D Y2
Thacker & Thornton, 324 Winch Building. Bond & Ricketts, Ltd., ?40 Cambie Street.
Thompson Co., The, 590 Broadway. SPORTING GOODS.
Trites, F. N, & Co,, 659 Granville Street. Tisdale, Chas. E., 620 Hastings Street.

Ure, John, I{ank of Commerce Building. STEAMSHIP COMPANIES.

Vancouver Colonization Co., 524 Pender Street. . )
! . Sov )
Vancouver Financial Corporation, 82 Hastings St. Mackenzie Bros, Itd, 300 Sevmour Street

Vernon & Co., 817 Granville Street. T'”’g"“l Steam Navigation Co., Ltd, Evans-
olcman dock,
Yyectal, A R Bank of Commerce BAlding.,  orhers Sicamibip Co. Ltd Cordons & Wt S
Williams & Murdoff, 508 Hastings Street. Union bteamshrp Co., of B. C., 407 Granville St
Watkins, C. W, 622 Robson Strect. S'I'EA\Ib}”P AGENTS.
Watson & Bowen, 341 Homer Street. Balfour, Guthrie & Co., Winch Bldg.
Wilmot, A. N, & Co., 336 Westminster Avenue. D. E. Brown & \lncau}a), Ltd., 383 Granville
Western Investors, The, 606 Westininster Ave. Evans, Coleman & Evans, 407 (,mnvzllc Strect.
Wilicrof . B, 419 Seymour Sure. STOCK AND BOND BROKERS.
Windle, H. ‘:V 512 Gnm‘ueg Street. Bevan, Gere & Elliot, Lud., 503 Peunder Street
- “ JEYORS.
SAFES AND VAULT DOORS. SURVEYC

Bauer, Wm. A, 1 Sevmour Streen

TOBACCONISTS

Blackson, 8., 506 Granviile Street.

J. & J. Vaylor Safe Works, 308 Cordova St W,
STATIONERS AND PRINTERS.

Clarke & Stuart Co, Ltd,, Seymour Street

" R 2 o .
Thomson Stationery Co., Hastings Street. R .TRU§I ‘C,O}IP‘._\,Z‘\ILS’
) aerye Alliznce Trust Co., €3 Granville Sueet,
SCIENTIFIC INSTRUMEN British American "U'rust Co., Cotton Bldg.
MAKER Dommxonl Trust Company, C 1\:\1)&)::}&9(:}:}(:"@.
2 ir S Mercantile Urust Canpuany, nch Bamiding.
John S. Tudale, 527 Dunsmuir Street. Merchants' Trust & l}‘r:nt’nj Co.. Pender and
SEEDSMEN., Burrard Sts.

\Villiam, Rennie & Co., Ltd., 1133 Homer Street.  North West Canada Trsst Ca, 333 Homer St

When weitige to Mlvertivers plegse mivninm foritinh Ushigna afvoe e
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ALFRED HUGGETT

824 Pender Street West

. Vancouver, B. C.

Architertural Craftsman
aud Derorator

AND DIRECT IMPORTER OF

Fine Furniture
Works of Art
High-grade Pictures
Metal Goods

Q. My services are at your disposal.
Cee L
Furmishing or Decorating. ™

Electric Fittings

Special Rugs and Carpets
Wall Decorations

Artistic Fabrics, &c.

Sugeestions freely given in all mauers relative o
Write me in reference to a subject which should

be of paramount imporance to * Builders of Homes.”’

NStandard Trost Ca, 338 Hastings Sireer W
Vancouver Trust Company, 542 Pender Street,
THEATRES

Vanconver Upera House.
TIMBER LANDS.
Cruisers Timber Exchange, 615 Pender Street.

Keate, W, L. 441 Seymour Street.
Paterson Thuher Co., 336 Pender Streer

Reynolds, George H., Dominion Trust Building,
Pretey's Timber Exchange, 433 Richards Street.

TINIBER ANID MINES
¢ Llovd Faulkner, 421 Pender Street.
TRANSFER COMPANIES.
Vancegver Canage Co, Lid, 562 Sevmour St
Vancouver Transfer Co., 563 Cambie Street.
UNDERTAKERS.
Center & Hanna, 56 Hastings Street.
WINDOW SHADE MANU-
FACTURERS.
Busves, FOWL & Co, 937 Granville Streer,

WHOLESALE DEALERS
BILLIARD TARLES
Brumawivk-HBalke Collender Ca., 552 Beawy S¢,
BOOTS AND SHOES.
Ames-Holden, Lid,, 493 Cordava Sireet,

teckie, 1, & Co, 220 Cambie Streer.

When weithi g be Adeoy o,

COFFEE, TEAS AND SPICES.
Braid, Wm. & Co,, 20 Hastings Street.
DRUGGISTS
National Drug & Cliemical Co. of Canada, Lid,,
125 Pender Street.
Mackay, Smith, Rlair & Co., Cambie Street.
Peck, John W. & Co, 337 Water Street,
DRY GOODAS.
Gault Bros,, 361 Water Streel.

FRUIT AND PRODUCE.
Parsons, Haddock Co., 121 Water Strect.
Stewart, . R, & Co,, 127 Water Street.

GROCERS.

Galr, G, F. & J., 1043 Seaton Street.
Keliv, Douglas Co., Water Street.
Malkin, W. H., Lid., Water Street.

HARDWARE.
Wood, Vallance & Leggatt, 26 Hastings Street \V,
PAINTS
\W. ). Pendray & Sons, Lud, 540 Beatty Sireet.
PLUMBERS’ SUPPLIES
Alcock, Dowoing & Rose.
Roberson-Godson Co., Ltd, 32 Hastings St W,
The 1. L. Peck Co, Ltd., 362 Beany Streer.
WOOLENS AND TAILOR'S
TRIMMINGS
F. W, Sterling, Richards and Cordova Sts.

phosee mentmn Britidh Columbia Mupaniae
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The Purest
f all Spirits in
the Best of all Forms.

WOLFE’S
soem SCHNAPPS
Schiedam

A beverage for all times and all weathers, for men and
women, the healthy or the aiting.

Tuis the BEVERACE that BENEVITS Notsiwuply a
thirst quencher, not merely o stimolant, but just the purest,
mos inspiriting, and most heaith-injusing spirit that has ever
been produced. It prevents the formanon of vric acid, and
therefore secures immunity from  Gouot, Rheumansm, and
diseases of the Kidueys, Bladder and Urinary organs,

Wolfe's Schoapps not only combines happily with Soda
or other aérated waters, bot 15 admirable as a Pick-ne-up,
Tonic, or Digestive,

Every Home should keep this splendid  Domestic
Safeguard.

| A Glass in the Morning, another at Night,

1 Braoces thesystem, and keeps the heart light.

Cbtainadle at all Hotels and Retuil Stores

Agents, THE HOSE & BROOKS CO. LIMITED, 304 westwnsicR yANCOUY 1, B, C.

When weiting to’ Advertiters nlcass mention Nehhdh Colueléa Magarine
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AND TRUNK!
TERMINAL ¢

OO

CARNEY
PRE-EMPTION

MEGREGORS

ADDITION

SOUTH

A FACT WORTH KNOWING—

FORT GEO

The Grand Trunk Pacific is now building the sccond transcontinental railway across Canada fromy

i to Prince Rupert, B. C.  There remains to be
a fairly Rat belt in Central Beitish Columbia,
There are ten radroads surveyed.

Moncton, N.B., via Montreal, Winnipeg and Edmonton,
built aboul 500 rmiles of fairly easy construction through

of whieh Foet George is the xteategic location for the chief infand clty.

chartered or in some way definitely planined for this northecn interior, and the topography ix such that

they are all compelled W go by way of Fort Gearge.

Theee are 1100 rmiles of navigabie waterways in this interior region,
Conrection with the coart, bul must tranship, and for various reasons
heee rail and water meet.”

myhen, where the settler <an go with a definite knowledge that he wil get the Jangd
g, water and chumate unexcelled,
ERTEY bCSX ur the tntinent.
One of the nchest goblaminiag
o bre dewn e Willow River G0 Forl uescpe.

s ctm U o e rifesed s mdel 1G0T ottty Moaw

These watetways have no
Fort George iy the logical

There is an mmense aznicultural ares surruending Fort George already surveyed and open for

he settles Bpon,

and the anarket for cieps now iy and fur years will be

regions i histery s the Caribon, naw connctted by a surveyed

R s
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is the
Actual

s 300" High

= ___ Location
of the

GIP

(PASSENGER)

TATION
FORT GEORGE

—The Geography Makes Fort George

PACIFIC
ROPERTY

A 25,000 horse-power on the Willow River will furnish troliey and other power.
Coal deposits of fine quality and of exceptional thickness have recentiy been opened up not far
ftom Fort George.

Let us send you a free copy of the ¢! British Columbia Hul-
letin of Information,”’ giving synopsiy of mining, land, mineral
and timber lnws.  Costs you nothing.  Write today.

Natural Resources Security Co., Limited

Paid up Capital $230,000 Joint Owners and Sole Agents Fort Urorge Townite
607 Bower Building i 5 Vancouver, British Columbia

Wiy sriteag o Neluostoens b Der ppnteen Hone b
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VICTORIA

VANCOUVER ISLAND, BRITISH COLUMBIA
CANADA

Manufacturers Take Notice

Iron Cheap Power
Coal Cheap Light
Copper

Dcep-Sea Harbors
Timber
Pulp-Wood .
Brick-Clay Good Sites

Fire-Clay All-Year Working Climate

Cement No Labor Troubles

Trackage Facilities

Markets of world accessible {from Victoria's harbors.
Raw Materials above named close at hand,

Railways and Tramways constantly extending their lines,
Building Permits and Bank Clearings steadily increasing.

Greater Victoria coming irresistibly to the {ront.

‘ DEVT. +4 Vanrowver Island Dievelopment Leagne
i X Victaria, K.¢., Canada, Dept. 14
Vancouver Island Plense sendone, free of harge, Hooklels, ¢ie
Development League Namp
VIGTORLA, B.C. CANADA ALDRESS

When wreiting 1o Asdvertivers please mention Heltish Columbia Magazine



WINDSOR PARK

is situated on the Southern slope of the North Shore of Durracd Indet sbour hali
way between the Valleys of the Lynn and Sevmour Creeks and the North Arm of
Burrard Inlet.

We have laid this property out into lots 41 1.4 feet by 132 feot, and are selling
them at the present time at $125.00 for inside lots, or $275.00 for Double Corners.
It 15 only a short distance from the proposed locntion of large saw-anills, car

works, shipbuilding and dry-deck enterprises, also large stechwerks, and as soon
as Spring opens up WINDSOR PARK will quickly advance in price as the result of
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the authentic annaincrment of pending pegetiations.  No properiy can be obtained
anywhere o Uns vicinity on as cusy terms as we are offering, Payments can extend
over pwa or three years and the vash payment required for asbaubie corner, 82 122132
is anly $30.00.

Write for plans and all particalars 1o the fizeal agenss

Canadian National Investors, Limited
310 HASTINGS STREET WEST, VANCOUVER

CAPITAL $100,000 Hankers, The Traders Pank of Changda
NoBD o Our hst of geperal invespments v hedh o G Vaaeanver and
North Vancouver i eomplete and will be maited o spnlionn




PROFITS IN POINT GREY LOTS

’ I *() show the profits that have been made in Point Grey Lots by some of our d:entx,

we give below the history of o few transactions:

In February, 1909, we purchased a portion of - Block 130, . L. 340, on icnth

Avenug, and sold inside lots ue 430, Before Jule, 1910, some of these had been

resold at 82,000, showing a profit of 344 per cent.

In December, 1909, we bought subdivision | of Block 21, D, L 139, and sspld
loes on Sinteenth Avenue at 3800, the ch payment Being $200.  In one moonth’y
time the same lots were being sold ar 1,000, which showed 'a profit of 100 per cent-on
the cash pavment.

Last October we sold lots un Eleventh Avenue, in Block 176, 1), L. 340, st %800
vach,  Before Christas, somne of these had been turned over at 3900 cachs

These are ondy a few instances; we could give many other similar anes. YWe are
quite willing ta verty the above statenients for anyone,

In mest cases we sald the property while it was still “in the rough,” and before
streets were opened, the purchasers being able o reap the henefits of municipal and
other tmprovements which were afterwards made.

History repeats frself, wnd Just as surely as profits were made by previous buyers;
seowill vou be able ta do the same.

We do not need to enlarge asmin upon the many inprovements to be made in
Poing Grey, but sirmaply to state that they include a far greater expenditure of money
than any time sinee we have been handling property in that distric,

At the present time we are selling lots in Point Grey on the high ground be-
tween Thirteenth and Tiventy-third Avenues, at prices from %630 to $1,230, acvord-
ing 10 their logation on important streets, or their proximity to cir-lines,

The torms wre the caviest possible ~being  ane-fourth cash, and the balanee in
sie, teelye, elghteen and ticenty-four manths.

Ohur control of veer 400 tots purchased from the Governnent, makes it passible
tor us to "I\C you the » d\,lt)m"(' 41 such CASY TETIIR,

See us for further information, maps, ete., which we will pladly furmish, or
write ws for lirerature, 1 vou live vut of town we will choose vour Tots for 3oy
from the best of those remnining wnsald upon receipt of vour order,

References: Dominion Bank at Vancouver

Alvo von Alvensleben, Limited

Real Estate and Financial Brokers

Head Office: 405 Hastings Street W, t: VANCOUVER, B.C.

British Columbia Branch Offices: Victoria and North Vancouver
Branch Offices in Europe: Berlin, Germany ; London, England; Paris, France

|



