
The ensuing articles are taken from the manuscripts of 

Leonard Tolson, kindly lent to me by M s daughter, Mrs. Nora Nixon 

of Victoria, B.C. Mr. Tolson came out from England in 1889,at the 

age of nineteen, to join his brother Charles Tolson who was living 

on Salt Spring Island. 

As Mr. Tolson was ill and getting on in years when these 

memoirs were written, in 1941, some of the stories and dates were 

rather disconnected. However, I have endeavoured to piece them 

together adding a few details perfalnln; *J0 the same stories as 

were told to me by my forebears and other old timers of Salt 

Spring Is land. 



EARLY YEARS ON SALT SPRING ISLAND 

. 

I came from a family of ten children whose family home 

was called, "FAZELEY" in Staffordshire, England. My father was 

a lessee of the Fazeley cotton mills from the Peel brothers, Sir 

Robert Peel and his brother John, of the well known song, "D'ye 

Ken John Peel", who was also known as "Parsley Peel". He was one 

of the big men of the Industrial Revolution and the builder of 

Fazeley Mills. The first piece of pattern weaving on linen was a 

sprig of parsley. We had large linen table clothes and napkins at 

Fazeley with this pattern on them. Many years later the mills were 

bought by us from the Peel estate. 

While still in my teens I decided to join my elder brother, 

Charles, in Canada who was living on Salt Spring Island, in British 

Columbia. From New York I came by way of Niagara and Toronto, 

arriving in Victoria, B.C. on December the fourteenth, 1889 and got 

to Salt Spring a few days later. 

Captain Butler ran a small boat called, "The Amelia" and it 

took us nearly all day to reach Vesuvius Bay. Charlie met me there 

with an ox wagon and two friends, Jack SccVIe and Thomas Mansell. 

Charlie collected two gallons of scotch, SccVtel two gallons of rum 

and Mansell two gallons of rye, all of which had been ordered for 
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Christmas. These three took a shot of each all the way to Ganges. 

On arrival we found the H.M.S. "Acorn" anchored in the harbour 

and an invitation for Charlie, ScoVeI I, and myself to dine with the 

captain. It was dark by then but a boat came for us to Mahon's 

beach (now Hastings beach). It was a most curious experience for me 

as I was a teetotaler at that time. On enterring the ward room 

we were served sherry and Bitters and dinner consisted of bottled 

bass (ale) so you can imagine the results! Scowfe I I had to be 

lowered into the boat with a rope. We went ashore to what was 

then the Mahon's house and found old Mr. Stevens, Nels Nelson, 

Thomas Mansell and several others waiting to hear all our news. 

It was very cold that winter and I had one pair of blankets, 

a hard board bed and a cat. I can distinctly remember weeping 

under my blankets that night. Charlie lived in the old log house 

that stood in the middle of the orchard and the snow drifted down 

through the roof. Our other brother, John, was also there so they 

made up a party to go visit friends on Vancouver Island for Christmas. 

I stayed home and went to church on Christmas Day. It was the first 

Christmas after St. Marks Church as built. I remember feeling very 

lonely. 

Writing of the H.M.S. Acorn reminds me that she came in again 

that winter of 1890 and some of the officers went on a hunting trip in 
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the neighbourhood of Cusheon Lake. The s h i p ' s mascot, a dog named 

"Jo " was acc iden ta l l y k i l l e d c lose t o the log cabin where F .M.Ph i l l i ps 

used t o l i v e . Jo was bur ied there and a cross put up over h is grave 

wi th the i n s c r i p t i o n , " I n memory of JO ,Sh ip 's dog of H.M.S. Acorn 1890". 

As Jo was on the s h i p ' s books i t became pa r t of the Royal Navy's job 

to at tend to h is grave. When the Royal Canadian Navy came i n t o being 

and the Royal Navy ships were no longer s ta t i oned a t Esquimal t , the 

grave and cross were neg lected. Then Mr. Shade bought the cabin and 

renewed the grave and placed the wooden cross in a concrete base. I t 

should l as t f o r a good many years . 

Strange how the memory of a dog can be kept a l i v e by a small 

wooden cross tended by a k ind man who never knew i t . 

I t was a lso strange t ha t a t about the same t i m e , I not iced 

a grave enclosed by a p icke t fence, about ha l f way t o F u l f o r d . A 

woman had died there wh i le g i v i n g b i r t h t o a son but as there was no 

cemetary anywhere near a t t h a t t ime she was bur ied there and the 

ground consecrated l a t e r on by Bishop P e r r i n . For many years now 

there has been no t race of i t as the fence f e l l down and the widened 

road passes over i t . I could not f i n d out who was bur ied there u n t i l 

1941 when I met and ta l ked t o Percy Perkins who was adopted by the 

Horels and took t h e i r name. He corroborated t h i s ; saying t h a t he 

was the c h i l d and h is mother, who was a Ho re l , was bur ied t he re . His 

g randfa ther , >Lfm Hore I , o f f e red a b lock of land there as a cemetary 

but the church d id not accept i t . 

I remember Fu l fo rd Val ley where the Westermans used t o l i v e . 



I have always thought i t one of the most b e a u t i f u l places I know. 

Mountains covered w i th mighty t rees surround i t . Mt. Maxwel l , 

1877 fee t high leans over the waters of Burgoyne Bay, Mt. Tuam, 

poss ib ly der ived from the Indian name Chu-an, meaning fac ing the sea, 

Mt. Bruce and o ther lower ones. Down in the hol low between is such 

b e a u t i f u l farm land w i t h a l i t t l e stream running through i t w i th 

several lakes out Beaver Po in t way and others on the way t o Ganges, 

P r i c e s , Cusheon and Blackburns. 

The Westernmans place was o r i g i n a l l y owned by Black Duke, 

who was deaf and near ly dumb but worked hard f o r many years on h is 

pre-emption and had a nice orchard and f i e l d s . When Mr. C o l l i n s 

bought the ad j o i n i ng land i t was found t h a t Black Duke had done most 

of h is l i f e ' s work on someone e l s e ' s p rope r t y . 

The main pa r t o f the v a l l e y was below Duke's place and was 

owned by a Mr. B. From what I was t o l d th ings must have been i d e a l , 

peace, contentment, and hard work. Mr. B. had a son whose mother 
-

died and even tua l l y when B. was g e t t i n g along in years he re -mar r i ed . 

Presumably h i s young w i fe d id not enjoy t h i s q u i e t l i f e as she 

brought a boy f r i e n d on the scene. This boy f r i e n d introduced p lenty 

of whisky and one n igh t there was q u i t e an orgy and a f i g h t . Mr. B 

was k i I l ed . Mrs. B and her boy f r i e n d were taken t o Nanaimo and j o i n t l y 

accused of murder. There was no evidence except an axe. As i t was 

not known which one had used i t , one would have t o g ive evidence 

aga ins t the o the r , which both refused t o do. I have s ince heard on 
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good authority that a rope and a written message saying, "Now 

behave like a man" was smuggled from Mrs. B's cell into his. The 

man hung himself in his cell. As there was no actual evidence 

against Mrs. B. she got off with fifteen years. The son who had left 

home long before this, went to sea and eventually became captain of 

the ship trading around the islands. The question recurs to me as 

to the character of the boy friend. After all, he hung himself rather 

than give evidence. 

Joe Nightingale, father of Mrs. Gilbert Mouat, was on the 

island when I first arrived. He had worked on the construction of the 

C.P.R. and was a very strong man. The muscles on his back stood out 

like pieces of rope. He was also a fine horseman and once did a very 

difficult thing and saved what might have been a very bad accident. 

The old Divide road was very steep and a man was driving a loaded 

wagon down the hill without brakes. The load was too heavy for the 

horses to hold back and they got out of hand. Joe gal lopped up from 

behind and bending down held a spoke of one of the wheels. Thus 

putting on the necessary brake til the road levelled out. Joe was 

later killed on the same road when his horse and sleigh ran away. 

An old negro named, "Appleby" lived on the island in those 

days. He was a mild and harmless old fellow but his mind was 

disarranged. However, he certainly appeared to possess second sight 

and foresaw many things that came to pass. One example was his 

vision of the sinking of the "Iroquois" off Sidney, B.C. He stumbled 

up to a group of men, weeping and hysterica'» ancl +old them that he had 

just seen the "Iroquois" sinking and many people drowning. The men 

did not take this too seriously, knowing that his mind was unhinged. 
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However, the tragic news arrived on Salt Spring Island a short 

time later confirming the old man's vision. 

I shall tell what I know of the fight which took place at 

Ganges between the Indians less than thirty years before I arrived 

there. When I first arrived, at very low tide, where the wharf was 

afterwards built, you could see large quantities of bones at the 

bottom of the sea. Later when Mouats Boarding house was built many 

bones were found when they dug the foundations. A short time ago I 

heard the story as told by Willie Stark, a very nice old negro with 

a long white beard. He is about 84 years old. His mother is still 

living, hale and hearty at 104 years (in 1941). It is from his 

mother that he got all the details. 

The Stark family got out of the United States about the time 

of the Civil War and finally arrived at Cowichan about 80 years ago. 

Some Cowichan Indians undertook to take them across to Salt Spring 

Island with all their possessions. They landed at Vesuvius Bay 

where they unloaded their goods on the beach. While doing so some 

war canoes came down from the north carrying Haidas from the Queen 

Charlotte Islands. Without showing any animosity, they came In to 

the beach, looked over the canoes and all that had been put on shore, 

then went away south; possibly for an attack on the Songhees. The 

Cowichan Indians were very worried about this and advised the Starks 

to hide themselves and their belongings well away in the woods, as the 
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Haidas were sure to come back and pick things up on their way home. 

A young Cowichan squaw was very frightened and ran through the woods 

to the north end of the island and finally got to Kupar Island where 

she told her story. The Kupar Indians rose and joined the Cowichans 

to prevent the Haidas coming back that way. 

They gathered all their men in war canoes and lined Satellite 

Channel thus forcing the Haidas to return north by the outer channel 

named Trincomalee (sea of stars). When the Haidas returned, seeing 

the Satellite Channel blocked, they made for Trincomalee but mistook 

Beaver Point for Long Point and thus came into Ganges Harbour where 

they were hemmed in. The battle was fought out on the Peninsula 

and in Ganges Harbour. The whole Haida forces were destroyed 

accounting for the bones in the sea and on land. 

When the foundations for Mouats Boarding House were being dug 

a carpenter named Mr. Carter (father of the wife of Mr. Shade, who 

bought the cabin at Cusheon Lake) also dug up a bottle of Trade 

Whiskey - which he drank! 

It Is possible, according to Willie Stark, that the general 

excitement of It all was the cause of the H.M.S. Satellite, a war 

ship coming up from Esquimalt, whose cannon balls have been found at 

the Maples, now known as "The Spit" on the west side of Ganges Harbour. 

After that there were regular visits by war ships from Esquimalt as a 

precautionary measure against Indian raids. 
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Noraft. Margaret, Edith, and Others. 

I hope to write you a long, long letter, which will 

be very disconnected, and perhaps uninteresting, but when

ever I get off the track I will try and get back to it in 

time. The fact is, I am getting rather old and though I 

have tried hard to keep looking to the future, my mind, 

especially in the evenings, goes back to the past, and I often 

wish to goodness that I knew more about my Father1s youth 

and my Mother's and their parents; but, as it is, I know very 

little, and I feel that I should like to tell you something 

of my youth>with all itsups and downs; and, foolishnessy -so .-. 

that you and the children may possibly have those things to 

think about, which I have not. I want to leave you copies-

of the old letterathat you have seen, and have probably 

forgotten already, because I think that they show clear 

thinking and honourable living, and they might serve as a 

good example to anyone. The letters, themselves, I think, 

Charles ought to have as.he and.his children will be the 

last of the Tolsons, except for the one*in South Afrioa, whom 

I do not know. 

I think the Tolsons came from Torkshire, but I do not 

know whether the letters point to Norwich where Anne Tolson^#cW7 

lived - she married William English, who was a sort of David 

Spencer of Norwich - they had one son, Lawrenoe, a bit of 

a stinker, I thought. I used to spend an occasional week- ^ 

i 

\ 
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with them when I was reading with Parson Rolfe before 

going to Cambridge. He was the kind of man who nudged you 

when he saw a pretty girl coming, and said: "What do you 

think of that"? I did not like him and have not seen him 

since 1892. 

My Father's only brother, Joseph, went to Australia 

about 1838 just about the time when my Father was setting 

up in Fazeley. Joseph finally settled at Geelong, near 

Melbournej from photographs he had a very lovely place. 

He came to England £« 1850, rather well-to-do I imagine, 

but never married, but my Mother told me that he had a 

daughter and that he provided very well for the Mother and -%:rs
c> 
<\>\ 

l3*i 
child. That sort of providing seems all wrong to me, but LVV" 

there it is. Joseph Tolson died in 1895, and divided what 

was left of his fortune between his sister, Anne English, 

and his brother's widow and children - that is, us. There 

were ten of us and one English, but that money enabled me 

to buy my brother's farm at Salt Spring and have a trip 

around the world. I think that is the end of Joseph. (\\ v'v 

My Father, so far as I oan make out from the letters, 

worked for a Mr.Tetley at Fazeley, but, as early as I can 

remember, he was a lessee of the Mills from the Peels, brother 

of the first Sir Robert Peel and also a brother of "D8ye ken 

* 
the Mills were bought from the Peel Estate. Qd-uuJ fai% 

John Peel" and known as "Jarsley"."X Many years afterwards 
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I cannot remember much about the old days, except a 

few items to show the kind of people my parents were. I 

can remember being taken by my Father down the Village 

street when we came across a ragged kid looking into a 

shop window, and he took the kid in and filled his hands 

with candy. (Pwo or -tfere-ê  years after that, my Mother used 

to get a letter fairly frequently, and the letter always 

said: - "Bear Ma*am, I beg to forward my address,as requested, 

as a reminder. Your hutfble Servant". - When these letters 

oame, my Mother used to send me to the Post Office for a 

Money Order for £1. I found out afterwards that the 

mysterious letters were from a man fairly high in the Mills 

who had falsified the Books for his own profit, and had been 

sent to prison, and I gathered that my Mother was about the 

only friend he had. Another thing that keeps my Mother's 

memory green is the faot that when working conditions were 

very hard, especially for girl workers, she insisted on )^ 

having a big room where there was always a fire in the early 

mornings, and slippers and dry things for the girls who oame 

to work. Another little side- light that I got was hearing 

a knock at the back door, and a young man looking rather 

flustered, said: - "Please, I have coom for the basket". I 

did not know then what it was, but it seems that any girl,who 

had worked for us and got married, could have the use of a 

complete outfit if she had a child. It was just a matter 

of saying: - "I have coom for the basket". 
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At one time,I think- for quite a short time, we must 

have lived at a plaoe walled Calver, n*ar Derbyshire, but 

we left there in 1871, that is, when I was one year old. 

I think the Calver Mill was either owned or rented by my 

Father. A stream ran through"the garden and the road 

bridge orossed it. I can distinctly remember my brother, 

Joe, trying to walk across on stilts and falling in. Also 

the Coach from London passing over the Bridge on its way, 

I suppose, to Sheffield; and a funny little Summer House 

on the top of a hill. I never saw a picture of the plaoe, 

but remembered it all quite clearly when I went there thirty 

years later. 

My Mother was the daughter of a Mr.John Watson of 

Beverley, Yorkshire. He was the Head Master of the Gramma* 

School there. My Mother told me that he was very strict and 
0^3 

severe; he had twoAsons, one of them a Parson, who, according 

to Ethel Deburlette, was unfrocked, but I do not know. The 

other son was, I think, not muoh good anyway. My Mother went 

out as a Governess in her youth. She laadad at Bone Hill 
t 

House, near Fazeley, where she was governess to the Garnets, 

(no relation to ou* Garnets - these Garnets oame to Calgary 

in the 70Ts and later came down to the Coast, and I believe 

did very well Horse Ranching;) that is, yjw Pompey Garnets./av^ ^ 

My Mother told me that while she was there she had her eye '^<^» ^ 

on my Father, who, I suppose, by that time was quite an 

eligible man. 



William Garnet£ whose letter follows, beoame a friend 

of my Father to whom he lent £200 In 1838. That is where I 

get my second name. He was the Father of James Garnet, who 

married your Aunt Minnie in 1877. 

(By this time I oan hear you saying to yourself« - "For 

the love of Mike, what is Daddy doing pounding on a typewriter"? 

I am not - I am sitting by the fire having a very pleasant 

time talking to you, with the help of a friend and neighbour 

who is getting good practice at this sort of thing. So really 

I am killing three birds with one stone, which is not so bad.) 

The other people I may as well tell you about are the 

Hursts} Charles and William were first-cousins of my Father 

and about his age. They launched out much as my Father and 
fhcttC 

his brother did, and were both very successful. Charles went 

to New Zealand, I think, about the same time that Joseph went 

to Australia. Charles, I believe, was albig scale Sheep Rancher 

on Canterbury Plain, South Island. Their daughter, Alloe Cairns, 

you will remember - she married a Presbyterian Minister at 

Ballaraat, Australia. They came to England, I remember, about 

the time of Minnie^ wedding in 1877. When Alice was 18 she 

was supposed to be very muoh in love with'my brother, Will, but 

she eventually married the Minister. Her Mother and Father were 

a very jolly old couple, as I remember them. William Hurst, who 

lived at Crofton, near Wakefield, was very successful as a 

Merchant of sorts and did not marry till late in life. I think 

he was as mean a3 they make them and looked it - he was a bag 

of bones. He married David Lyell's sister, Tottie, who was a 



big strapping girl, nice-looking, but there was not the 

slightest doubt that she married him for his money and nothing 

else. I went to stay with them once and had an awful time -

no smoking allowed in the house and the only means tff locomotion 

was a barouohe. I had to write myself a letter to make an 

excuse for getting away. The end of it was pure tragedy, 

because Tottie gradually went off her head, and died com

paratively young in a Lunatio Asylum. There were no children. 

It was at William Hurst's wedding that Flo met David Lyeil, so 

Day, their son, was old William Hurst's nearest relative, and 

he left him all his money in 1914, and in June, 1915, Day was 

killed at Gallipoli. Flo died soon after and David married 

again, also evidently for his:::money, and then, within three 

years, I think, he died. So the Lyells and the Hursts have -
< V ^ /2^j-«-0 %v<*, r- k^<yt^. Cjt*L Co 

all gone - no likelihood of any Tolsons in EnglandJ- Charles v 

and his family here, and Alfred's family in South Africa. 

Aiout my own life as a kid, I do not think much of it. 

I had six elder brothers to boss me, was brought up always to 

stand when an elder entered the room and only to speak when 

spoken to, but was a Mother's darling, which, I think, is a 

great misfortune for any kid. So long as I was within reach 

I could do just what I pleased, and spent a good deal of time 

in the stables, or playing about with the Gardener's boy and 

with the Village JJids in the evening if I could slink off. 
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11 have vague memories of being taught to read and 

write by Flo, but did not learn much, but learnt lots of things 

I should not, 1 dare say, in the stables and from the Village 

kids. When I was 6 my Father died, when I was 7 Minnie was 

married, when I was 9 I went to School, but left after six 

weeks - then had a Tutor for an hour in the evenings, he was 

more interested in the Housemaid than in me. I had a Pony 

and I learnt to ride, also learnt to catch fish; and that sort 

of life went on till I was 13 when I went to a rather tin-pot 

School at Llandudno, and left when I was 16, and went as a 

Clerk in the Office at Fazeley. Nothing of great interest 

happened so far as I remember up to then, except that Fazeley 

House was quite a gay place in those days, and we often had 

Dances in the Winter, at which I used to stand at the Piano and 

watch the daneers go by. I remember your Mother making her 

partner! atop while she talked to me and asked me when I was 

going to start dancing, and thus began our great friendship. 

Llandudno was very Jolly - we had a house there, and 

when I was at school in the winter several times, with one or 

two kindred spirits, we got in as we found -tee window unlocked 

and had picnics there, not noticing the mud we took in with us, 

and when my Mother and the rest came down in the Summer they 

thought the place had been burgled. Charles was at school 

at Llandudno too, and was a most extraordinary kid - loved to 

fight better than anything on earth and did some very queer 

things. 

Some things I remember about being at the Office at 



- 8 

Fazeley were that I>?ad to work from 7 a.m. till 6 p.m., but 

managed to get lots of fun in the evenings and on Saturdays. 

I belonged to the Tennis Club at Tamworth, where I went most 

evenings, and your Mother and I, if we did not feel like Tennis, 

used to go up the river in a small boat, and spent lots of 

delightful evenings there. 

Before I had been in the Office very long I was pro

moted, and a new office boy taken on. Soon after that, a 

peculiar thing happened - I was called in to my brother 

Richard1s office and he told me that the stamps were disappearing 

and that they were going to be marked; I felt rather proud 

that I should be considered worthy of confidence, and it 

never struck me till years and years after that he thought that 

I might be taking the stamps and wanted to warn me. When I 

realised that it gave me a great shock that my own brother, 

whom I almost worshipped, could think me oapable of it, and 

though I did not realise it at the time I think that that may 

have had something to do with my breaking away from Fazeley, 

though the aotual reason was the fact that there was such a 

row when I got engaged to your Mother when I was 19. I have 

always kloked myself very hard that I did not have enough guts 

to stand up to things, but my Mother did a faint, and several 

other things happened that were very upsetting. Then Richard 

came to me and said: -"What are you going to do about it?" and 

I said that I should like to go to British Columbia,and in two 

weeks sufficient money was provided and I was on the Atlantic 



As things have turned out, I have never regretted coming 

out here, hut I have deeply regretted the waste of ten years 

and the loss of some happiness which I caused your Mother. 

About 1885 or 1886 we had given up coming to Llandudno 

regularly, and my Mother took a place in Scotland where we 

could all go; It was called Scoor and was on the south side 

of Mull. In the summer we went by way of Oban on an Excursion 

Steamer which put us off at lona, but later, when we were known 

Fishermen used to come out to meet the boat as it passed Scoor. 

lona was about twelve miles away. It was a most delightful place, 

a good big Farm House, lovely sandy beaches all along the Coast, 

and fields around the house. The whole mountain side about 

six thousand acres sloping to about two thousand feet was in 

August a most gorgeous sight when the heather was in bloom. 

We had fishing in two lakes and it was there^I learnt to shoot 

fairly straight and to throw ,a fly with good results. My first 

year there - a long summer - I went straight from Sohool, David 

Lyell came, chasing Flo, Minnie came with her family, and all of 

us boys were there at odd times, but I stayed there all through 

the summer nearly until Christmas. Before David Lyell came 

Taffy Jones was there, also chasing Flo, but afterwards went 

out to California, and I stayed with him in 1890, and saw his 

wife beat him with a horse-whip. Later in 1901 your Mother and 

I ran into him in Los Angeles, but he had another wife then and 

we did not see much of him. I enjoyed life very muoh at Sooor, 

but, as usual, did not always get the best of the bargain, I 

was so often sent out to get a boat ready for someone else and 
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then left on the shore like the Immortal Baby, While Taffy Jones 

was there we hired a Fishing Smaok and went to Staffa, and had a 

good look at Fingles Cove, and from there to Ulva where we got 

storm-bound. Flo and Fanny Kertland had to camp in a Crofter's 

cottage, one bedroom for themselves and a big family, Taffy and 

my brother Jo and I had to doss in a Farm House in rather similar 

oiroumstanoes after the longest Family Prayers I have ever heard 

in my life. Next day Fanny Kertland took ill and we had rather a 

job to get home and were nearer to disaster, I think, than I have 

ever been. 

By the next Summer I was sixteen, and went to work knowing 

very little - I can remember one remark by the Clerk who had to 

check my invoicesj - "You damn fool, didn't you learn Practice 

at School?" - which was beoause he was waiting for his supper and 

had to wait while I did the invoices. My evenings at this time 

were not elevating,tthe SmokerRoom and Billiard-Room at Fazeley 

were not the kind of places^I should like my son to grow up, if 

I had one. There were several of us;and people from Tamworth used 

to come in for Billiards or Poker, but in the Summer I was able to 

get away in the .evenings and very often in the Winter too. 
frftt 

In 18S9Awe did not have Scoor* but my Mother took a place 

at Loch Alsh, opposite Skye, I did not go because I only had ten 

days* holiday, but stayed at home and had a most delightful Summer. 

In November oame the dust-up and I came out here. I had rather a 

jolly trip, though I cannot say I felt very jolly - a hurrloane 

orossing the Atlantic. Then a week in New York staying with 

Alfred de Hamel who lived in a Boarding House in Washington 
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Square, and he showed me the sights, v̂ also some very nioe 

people whom I met on the Boat^ named Harbison, asked me to 

Dinner at the Fifth Avenue Hotel. While I was waiting for 

them in the Drawing Room a very charming young woman oame up 

and asked me if I could show her to Ho.226; I said that I was 

sorry I could not, of course '. The dinner at the Fifth Avenue 

Hotel was most interesting because there were three old Gents 

who had fought in the American Civil War and they were rather 

ashamed of themselves for being at the Fifth Avenue Hotel, 

because they heard a nigger had onoe been there. They were 

very hot for the South - they oame from Louisville, Kentucky. 

I was later asked to Miss Harbison's Wedding. Funnily enough, 
is 

a boy/at School now (1941) who comes from the same plaoe and 

knows lots of Harbisons. 

From New York I oame out here by way of Niagara and 

Toronto and arrived in Victoria about the 14th Deoember, and got 

to Salt Spring a few days later. Captain Butler ran a little 

boat oalled the "Amelia" and it took us nearly all day to get 

to Vesuvius Bay. Charlie met me there with an Ox Wagon, he also 

met 2 gallons of Scotch, Scovel was there, he met 2 gallons of 

Rum, and Ma^nsell - he met 2 gallons Rye, all for Christmas. 
A. Uxtva. 

They took a shot of each^all the way to Ganges ( I was a strict 

teetotaler), and when we got to Ganges we found H.M.S.Acorn 

anchored in the Harbour and there was an Invitation for Charlie 

and me and the Scovels to dine with the Captain. It was dark 

when we got to Ganges and I did not see anything, a boat came 

gor us to Craig's Beach and we went - a most curious experience -
into the Ward Room and were given Sherry and Bitters, and for 
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dinner a Bottle^-o^ Bass, so you oan imagine the results. 

T^Scovel had to be lowered into the boat with a rope. We went 

ashore to what was then the Mahon's house and found old Mr. 

Stevens, Nels Nelson, Thos.Maansell, and one or two others 

waiting to hear the news - that was the time Thomas Maunsell 

bet a bottle of Whiskey that he would be married within a year 

and he was, to a Darkie, who was worth three of him - she came 

to a sad end. t'4»#I.A^ ) 

It was very cold that Winter, and I had one pair of 

blankets and a hard board bed and a cat, and I can distinctly 

remember weeping under my blankets. Charlie lived in the old Log 

House that stood in the middle of the Orchard, the roof let in 

the snow. John was there too, and they made up a party for 

Christmas to go over to Vancouver Island to see the G-ibbs. I 

stayed put, and went to Church on Christmas Day, I think it was 

the first Christmas after StJtarkTs Church was built. I felt 

very lonely, went for a walk up the hill and ended by running 

for the house. When I looked out at night there was nothing 

to be seen but an owl sitting on a stump. The others oame back 

next day, having run their boat ashore, and the cold weather 

continued. 

It may amuse you, Margaret, to hear of a funny thing that 

happened one very cold night. There was a big hole under the house 

and the chickens used to get under the house to keep warm. One 

night we heard a noise under the house and my brother woke me up 

to say that there was a Mink killing the chickens, so we went 

out, I had all my clothes on beoause I had not enough blankets 

but my brother only had a shirt on and a pair of gum boots - he 
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took a lantern and I took a gun, and we went out. He held up the 

lantern and started throwing stones under the house to frighten 

out the Mink and we heard a souffle and he said "Here he comes, 

get ready!", and then gave a yell, dropped the lantern and bolted. 

Tim old hen had flown out and got right under his shirt. It 

did not seem a bit funny at the time, but now it does. 

Early in January I went to Victoria again, and from there 

to San Franoisco by an old ship oalled the "City of Pueblo". On 

the ship was Mr. Paul, who was afterwards Head of Victoria College; 

his eldest son was born the night we got to San Francisco. From 

San Franciseo I got on a boat very much the type of the old "City 

of Nanaimo" and went down the Coast stopping everywhere and 

managed to see quite a lot of the different places, which have 

since grown up into Pleasure Resorts. I got off at San Pedro, 

and went to Los Angeles where I stayed about a week, and then 

went to Riverside, where I stayed at "The Old Inn". I got to 

know a man who was recuperating after having fought all through 

the Rebellion. He took me about a good deal, and I met a lot 
A 

of people who were then starting the Orange Groves. They had a 

Hunt in those days, consisting of a few couples of Grey-hounds, 

with which they hunted Jack Rabbits. They also had a nice Tennis 

Club, and altogether it was a very delightful place. 

By the Spring funds had run out, and I was still rather 

disgruntled, did not seem to know what was the matter. Anyhow 

I took a cheap ticket home, and arrived back at Fazeley the day 

Elsie was born. ^ ^ ^ fgfa 
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Considering the date, we had better go back to Salt Spring 

for a little bit. You will remember the Valley where the Westermans 

used to live, I have always thought that it was one of the most 

beautiful places I know - Mountains and trees all around it, and 

beautiful Farm land in the Hollow with a little stream running 

through, opening out into the Lake, and the stream continuing 

to Gudciron Lake. The Westermans' place was originally owned 

by Black Dukes - you may remember that he was working for us when 

you were a baby, and he told me that it was disgusting to kiss 

your sweet little faoe when I smelt of tobacco. He was quite 

deaf and nearly dumb, but worked for many years on his pre

emption and had a nice little orchard and field, and when Mr. 

Collins bought the adjoining land it was found that Blaok Duke' 

had done most of his life's work on someone else's property. The 

main part of the Valley was below Duke's plaoe, and was owned by 

Mr. B., from what one has heard and imagined things must have 

been ideal - peaoe, contentment,and hard work. B. had a son 

whose Mother died, and eventually B. married again when he was 

getting on in years. Presumably his young wife did not know the 

value of peaoe, contentment and hard work, for she introduced her 

boy friend on to the soene. One does not know much about detail, 

but, from what I was told, the boy friend introduced lots of 

whiskey, and one night there must have been somewhat of an orgy 

and a quarrel. B. was killed, Mrs. B. and the boy friend re

tired, but they were had up and accused of murder Jointly, and 

were taken to Hanaimo. There was no evidence.except an axe, and 

it was not known which of them used it, so one would have to give 

evidence against the other. It was only lately that I have heard 
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on good authority that a written message was smuggled from 

MrssB's cell into his with a piece of rope, the message was: -

"Now, behave like a man". The man hung himself in his cell, 

and as there was no actual evidence against Mrs.B., she got 

off with fiteen years, and came out of prison about the time 

you were born. The son, who had left home long before this, went 

to sea, and eventually became Captain of the ship trading around 

the Islands. The question always fcecurs to me as to the character 

of the boy friend, after all, he hung himself rather than give 

evidence. 

The next man in the Valley was Connery, a fine little Yankee, 

born in Vermont, brought up in Butte, Montana, in a Mining Camp; 

his Christian names were Socrates Tobias. He had queer sayings, 

U tk °^* 
he told me many times that there wars a tale for every sucker -

A 

*you must die", and he meant me, but I only did it onoe or twioe. 

I think that he was the hardest working man I have ever known, 

and he turned Mountain Meadow into what I thought a perfeot Farm, 

and the land around the Lake and up the Valley was cleared and 

brought into cultivation. He had his own Dairy, and appeared to 

.be oonfortably off, but it was a queer household. One time, when 

his wife was ill, Winifred Wilson went to look after her, and had 

to double-bunk with Florence Connery, A pig got into the garden 

in the night, and Florence got up to chase it back into its pen, 

paddled all around the Barn-yard and into the pig pen, in her 

bare feet, and then hopped baok into bed. 

Connery left the Island eventually, and sold the Farm to 

Blaokburn, whom you may remember, he just let the place go, and 

got a lot of amusement out of his Creditors. The plaoe soon 
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beoame a wilderness, and, I think, fell into the hands of the 

Government for taxes; anyway it was a thoroughly desolate 

place, until just lately. The Government have put tt a man, 

whom I know, to provide work for Middle-aged Stoney-brokes, and 

the Mountain Meadow is now beginning to blossom like the Rose. 

Mr.Moorehhas about twenty men there, and the fields all around 

the Lake are being cleared and brought under cultivation, and 

it will soon look as it did in the Old Lays. The big house, 

built by Blackburn, has been enlarged to accommodate the whole 

Colony, and I believe it is being run on Oxford Group Lines. 

I think Mountain Farm has had: some queer history, all within 

fifty years, especially if one remembers the tragedy of Howard 

Waklin, who was drowned in the Lake while fishing. 

I heard a funny yarn the other day, which may interest you. 

There is a custom in Bermuda of buying flowers for relatives1 ,--' 

graves on Zmas Eve, and the surviving members of the family go U 

on Zmas Lay to see who has remembered the departed. A young man, i 

whom we know, did his duty with a beautiful wreath, but while (.• 

buying it, he remembered that he had been done very well by the \% 

Officers' Mess on a Ship stationed there, so thought he would 

send them a few flowers - very nice and proper - but the Cards L 

got mixed, and the Mess got a Card with the flowers withi -

• In sorrowful remembrance • on It, while the surviving Aunt 

(or cousin) taking a look-see on Zmas Lay, found on the Card; - \ 

"Here's hoping you are having one hell of a good time "» the ?. 

old Lady forgave him, but out him out of her Will, and that 

nioe little legacy went to another branch of the family. 

i 

a 
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In 1890 - 91 I was in England, not a particularly happy 

time. I was back at the Mill, and was supposed to be learning 

all about Cotton, but the man who was teaching me evidently 

thought I was in line for his job, so I learnt nothing, and 

gradually became more and more disgruntled. About this time 

John got engaged to Fanny Kertland and It was squashed, and I 

consider John*a life spoilt. He came out here again and settled 

in Nelson for a time, was pretty wild, and eventually went home, 

a poorer and a sadder man, and Just vegetated at Fazeley until 

my Mother died, when the home was broken up, after whioh he went 

to live at Exeter where he died, aged about 54. Fanny Kertland 

became a Farmeress in Ulster, did well, but never married. I 

saw a good deal of her In 1938, a delightful old Lady of 82. 

I think she and John, If left alone, would have been Mates, but 

for interference. Florence and Minnie did not like Fanny Kertland 

Alf also got engaged to Isabel Robertshaw, Hugo*a sister, a very 

lovely girl, Alf was bossy and they quarelled, and Isabel ran 

away with her cousin, Jerrold. fin&aTrfcsnd Alf went off to 

Johannesburg, and eventually to Port Elizabeth. The Robertshaws' 

marriage was not a success, I think. Jerrold went on the Stage, 

(we saw him in "Lilac Time" in 1923). Isabel was a very good 

Pianist, and I think made a living on the Concert Platform, she 

finished up at Calgary, and was going to Salt Spring to see Hugo, 

thinking he was well-off» she was ill and broke, and both she and 

Hugo died about the same time. 

It was about this time that a ohange aame for me. I was 

absolutely fed-up, np Interests, and a Job whioh I had little 
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chance to understand - the Cotton buying - and there was a 

good deal of friction at home (my Mother being the only one 

who knew nothing of it ). Dr. Chris Briggs, who had been blinded 

when a yeung man as ShipTs Doctor, we knew him verywell and saw 

a good deal of him all through his desperately hard times - he 

learnt to play Poker with Braille cards and Whist, and eventually 

succeeded as a Practising Dootor. He- gradually seemed to take 

an interest in me, and asked me if I had ever thought of: going 

into the Church - Just a suggestion, but it set me off. I had 

very little idea how uneducated and ignorant I was, but had 

enough oourage to oonsult a local Parson, who gave me a letter 

of introduction to the Prebendary of Lichfield. I always had 

an eye for pretty girls, and before presenting my letter to the 

Prebendary, who was rather a big shot, about 6T2n, with a beard, 

I went to service in the Cathedral, and caught the eye of a very 

pretty young woman ( I did not wuite wink), and then went off to 

pay my call, was asked into tea, and there she was - Mrs.Prebendarv, 

Providenoe looks after the foolish, and I had a violent attack 

of nose-bleeding, and made a bolt, so that was that. Afterwards 

I did things on my own. For the time being, I stuck to my idea, 

and went to Mr.Eolfe, Headmaster of Tamworth Grammar School, and 

on my twenty first birthday, when I was supposed to oome into 

some money, started work with him. From the beginning, began 

Latin, began Greek, also Algebra and Geometry, for the first time. 

I went on with him from January tq April, and then he advised me 

to go and live with his brother in Norfolk, a Parson, so I went 

to him for six months, and put in a good steady ten hours a day, 

till Ootober, when I went to Peterhouse, and got through part of 
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the Little-Go the same month, and Part two in Deeember, a very 

streuous year. I got on the Rugby Team that Winter, and the 

following term managed to get into the Lent Boat and did not 

work quite so hard, but in June just got through Bart one of the 

June Exam., incidentally got to know some very nioe men. My 

Church ideas were gradually fading as my primitive thoughts on 

Religion - " Good boy Heaven, bad boy Hell " were receiving rude 

shocks. That year ,1892, at the end of Term, my Mother and I went 

to North Berwiok, where I was supposed to have a nervous break

down, just felt all in, and later we went to Scoorj it was at 

this time that my Mother had a Lady Companion, a Miss Forde, a 

very flirtatious young Thing - she finally married Joe, who died 

quite young, and she died soon after; of Blood poisoning. 

After another year at Cambridge, by which time I had de

veloped quite a taste for the giddy life and was no longer a 

teetotaller, I failed in an exam., v.tauoh to my surprise, the 

Exam was Theology, and I think that put the lid on my ideas of 

the Church| also dust about that time David Lyell, as the Family 

Lawyer told me that I need not expeot any Income for some years. 

It seems that Richard, as Head of the Family, Trustee and Guardian 

for us, had got bitten by the South Afrioan Gold Boom, and the 

Mills at Fazeley were only saved by the fact that David Lyell 

and James Garnet put money in. I had to ohuok Cambridge for the 

time being, and David Lyell lent me £50 to come out here. I 

stayed with Charlie who had a Farm, and while there, with the 

help of another man, built the Cottage at Ganges, "Fair Acres". 

It was at that time that I met and made friends with Arthur 

Nixon. By some arrangement at home I was allowed to use some of 
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the Little-Go the same month, and Part two in December, a very 

streuous year. I got on the Rugby Team that Winter, and the 

following term managed to get into the Lent Boat and did not 

work quite so hard, but in June Just got through Bart one of the 

June Exam., incidentally got to know some very nioe men. My 

Church ideas were gradually fading as my primitive thoughts on 

Religion - " Good boy Heaven, bad boy Hell " were receiving rude • 

shocks. That year >1892, at the end of Term, my Mother and I went 

to North Berwiok, where I was supposed to have a nervous break

down, Just felt all in, and later we went to Scoor; it was at 

this time that my Mother had a Lady Companion, a Miss Forde, a 

very flirtatious young Thing - she finally married Joe, who died 

quite young, and she died soon aft err. of Blood poisoning. 

After another year at Cambridge, by which time I had de

veloped quite a taste for the giddy life and was no longer a 

teetotaller, I failed in an exam., -,touch to my surprise, the 

Exam was Theology, and I think that put the lid on my ideas of 

the Churoh| also Just about that time David Lye11, as the Family 

Lawyer told me that I need not expect any Income for some years. 

It seems that Riohard, as Head of the Family, Trustee and Guardian^ 

for us, had got bitten by the South African Gold Boom, and the 

Mills at Fazeley were only saved by the fact that David Lye 11 

and James Garnet put money in. I had to chuok Cambridge for the 

y 

time being, and David Lyell lent me £50 to come out here. I 

stayed with Charlie who had a Farm, and while there, with the 

help of another man, built the Cottage at Ganges, "Fair Acres". 

It was at that time that I met and made friends with Arthur 

Nixon. By some arrangement at home I was allowed to use some of 

-. 
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my eventual Capital, and went up to Cambridge again, and 

worked fairly hard off and on, and took the First Part of my 

Final in History in -94, and then had the best partof a year 

at Scoor, and then back again. I was there from January to 

Easter -96, and had rather an enjoyable time, as I was Captain 

of the Boat and a bit of a person in the College. I took a 

friend out riding, rode an obstfeperous horse all afternoon 

and skinned my knee. The next day, after a Boat Race, we 

upset the boat for fun and swam back across the filthy River 

to the Boat House. Then, after Easter, I went down to Mr.Rolfe*a 

in Norfolk, meaning to stay for some time and work for my Final, 

as I had finished my Terms and did not have to stay at Cambridge 

any longer. A few days after I got to Rolfe*s my knee began to 

play up and it ended with a badly performed operation, poison, 

and my leg up in a sling for seven months? in some ways rather 

lucky for me because Rolfe was very good and coached me very well 

for my Final, which I took in December with pleasing results, 

and I took my Degree side by side with two friends. One after

wards became very well known as an Artist, signed himself -

"Aitcheff". H.F.Crowther-Smith (Illustrated London News), and 

T.H.S.Marchant (Colonel and a famous Polo Player). 

I must go back as my dates have got mixed. About 1892 or 3 

when things were all heavy-queasy at Fazeley, a lot of papers 

had to be signed. I did not realize it at the time but these 

papers upset the terms of my Father*s Will, they gave us better 

security than we expeoted but no chanoe of a share in any big 

profits. We each set aside £50 a year to keep Mother*s Income 
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up to £1,000 instead of £400 provided in the Will, and that was 

continued for the rest of her life though it did not give us 

so muoh to play with. The Estate gave me the job of bringing 

these Papers out to Montreal where I met Charlie, who oame from 

Salt Spring to meet me there. There was a great big tin box 

full of Papers which we signed before some Lawyers, Fry & Marler, 

the Mr. Marler, I think, who became Ambassador to Japan years 

later. Charlie had come across without a change of olothes and 

in his slippers, and I had to part with all the extra money I 

had to set him up. John had come out to Montreal with me on his 

way to British Columbia, and it was then that I met Bird, who, 

afterwards accidentally shot himself at "Fairacres" while crossing 

the gulley on that big log. I saw John off by the C.P.R. before 

Charlie arrived; it was on that trip of John's that I got some 

reflected glory, for John took full charge of two children whose 

Mother was ill on the train - he got them up and put them to bed, 

washed them and dressed them, and did everything for them. In 

the same Car was Miss Gordon, then a young woman, afterwards 

Mrs.Toms, Humphrey's Mother. She stopped me in the Street one 

day when she heard who I was from Humphrey, and told me that she 

thought that I was the kindest man she had ever known, and it was 

John all the time. Another case of refloated glory was that the 

Manager of the B.C.Land told me of having, as a youth, to turn 

BHX- an old woman out of her house, furniture and all; he asked 

me if I did not remember that when her furniture was in the Street 

I came up and told him to put it back again dam quick, and paid the 

old Lady's debt. That tubbed out to be Charlie, so that there must 

be some family likeness. 
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"5F I went baok to England on the same boat "Parisian". 

Coming out I had met Eileen V/hite, of- whom you have heard. She 

and her people gave me a very jolly time in Quebec. She married 

Charlie Maolntosh, son of the then Lieutenant-Governor of Alberta, 

but soon divoroed him by Aot of Parliament, he now lives on Salt 

Spring Island with his third wife, was a Miss Tupper. Later 

lileen married the head of the Ogilvie Flour Family, and the last 

time we met, about five years ago, she had become a fat,aggressive 
/* 

and thoroughly unpleasant widow, even said that the Tweeds were 
i< * 

Homespun. That was in the Spring, and it was in the following 

Autamn that money stopped, and I went out to Salt Spring again. 7^ 

My meeting with Arthur Nixon may have changed things for him, as 

it brought him to Ganges, and then to Thetis, Kuper and Deena. 

There was to be a big Dance at Duncan, and several of us 

went over from Vesuvius, taking the Wilson girls, and Mrs. 

Roberts as chaperone. MVe went over to Tom Jackson1s Farm, owned 

by his Uncle, taking in the Flats at the mouth of the Chemainus 

River - he had four men living with him, one of whom was Arthur. 

We went to Dunoan, danced till about 4 a.m., and left about 6 a.m. 

to go back to Jackson's, Mrs. Roberts not in the best of tempers 

by now, the boys and girls paired off for the trip home with 

some of the men from Jackson's to bring the boats hack. Arthur 

Nixon brought me back in his own boat, and we struck up a friend

ship, for shortly after that he was stopping with me in the just 

built Cottage. Later he took the Mahon Farm (Craigs), and was 

joined by Monk. After about a year he left Salt Spring - told me 

years later that the real reason was that he could not keep up the 

pace, - and took up his abode on Thetis, with the results that 

you know. 
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I do not know whether you have ever been there, or landed 

there, but'the Chemainus River breaks up in crossing the Flats 

and forms what they eall "Sloos". After more Settlers came, the 

mouth of the big Sloos was a favourite Bathing Place, because the 

tide running by the Sloos aoross the Flats warmed up in the day

time, and on the out-going tide the stream was nice and warm. The 

young people used to meet there and have great fun, they used 

to take to the water a little way up stream where it was warm and 

join hands aoross the stream and go down until the stream turned 

the last corner into the cold water, then a soramble for the beach 

and back again into the warm. That was a good many years ago, but 

at the time it struck me as such a delightful way of spending an 

afternoon or evening, and everyone happy, contented and jolly, as 

young people should be. The contrast is not so nice, for jgfii. /ur<~ 

Waste yonc?8 before there were no Settlers except one, a young man 

from England who lived in a small Log Cabin. One's imagination 

can picture him - no near neighbours nor amusements, and he turned 

for companionship to a young Indian Squaw, with the result that he 

was shot through the window of his Cabin while sitting by the fire. 

This is a strange Country for Tragedy and Comedy. ( . 

It was ablaut a year before thisAthat the Wilson Family 

settled on Salt Spring, five girls and five boys, and they 

certainly made things hum. Charlie was the first to suooumb, 

then Frank Soott, then Fritz Walter, then Fred Crofton, then 

George Borrowdale. It was quite a flirtatious time for all of us. 



- 24 -

I am afraid I have got to switch off again, for I went back 

to England that Spring, and then, as I have said, came the 

Cambridge period, and my illness with my knee; I was able to get 

about, though rather lame, towards the end of 1896. Alf had been 

in England that year, having made a little wad in South Africa, 

and helped me with my Doctor's bills, and said he would put me 

up for as long as I liked if I would go out to see him. So I 

decided to go in January 1897. One of the last things before I 

started was the Jameson Raid; David lyell went right up in the 

air about it, and slid it would naturally lead to trouble, which 

it certainly did. When I left Joe came up to London with me, and 

we had rather a funny evening - stayed in a little Hotel off 

Coventry Street, frequented by Actors, and after the theatres were 

out, Joe, who looked very simple, sat down to play Poker with five 

complete strangers, and went to bed very pleased with himself £.9. 

richer. 

I sailed from Southampton next morning in the "Trojan", a 

very small and very slow Boat, chosen for that reason. She had 

no heating apparatus, and there was a bitter winter oold with 

snow blowing up the Channel, and all the passengers went to bed 

as the only place where they dould keep warm. It was a very 

interesting trip, and after the first two days the weather got 

warmer. Amongst the passengers was Mrs.Springford with her two 

fat little boys, Ceoil and Eric She was an extremely good 

musioian and was always willing to play accompaniments and make 

herself pleasant on Musical Evenings. We were to have called at 

the Canary Islands, but, as there was Small Pox there, we had to 

miss it, and went to Madeira instead. Funchal was one of the 
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flinnist places I have ever seen. I went off in the afternoon 

and took the only kind of conveyance available at that time, 

which was a sledge about 6 feet long and 3 feet wide with posts 

at each corner and a cover and curtains all round, exactly like 

an old Four-poster bed; it was drawn by two oxen, and it took 

two men to keep things going - going up hill, one man prodded 

the oxen with a sharp stick while the other kept slipping a 

greasy rag under the runners to make the going more easy, while 

down-hill each man held on to a bit of rope on the back to pre

vent the sledge running away with the oxen. We saw the Grape

vines growing on the hillsides, the vines trained along hori

zontal trelliswork; the hillsides were built up as in Jersey 

into Terraoes, or Cotlls, as they are called in Jersey. In the 

evening, several of us (all men) went off to take in the town, 

rather funny in spots, but not very edifying, and we finished up 

at the Casino, which really was quite exciting. I had never even 

seen a Gambling House, but had a picture of one, and on going in 

it appeared just as in the picture, with a long table with the 

wise-looking men and women trying to make a bit without working 

for it. I changed £1. into Portuguese money to have a little 

flutter, just baoking red or black, on the principle that when 

I lost on the red I should double my stake eaoh time until red 

turned up again, and seemed to be doing quite well, as, after an 

hour or two, I had a very big pile of bills in front of me, but 

I did not know anything about Portuguese money. At last I de-

oidea to stop and oount it and found I had 250,000 Reis, and 

thought I really had made a pile, until I found that Reis were 

about equal to Canadian Mills, and it really amounted to about 
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$250.00., so off I went again, hut did not stick to my rule very 

carefully, with the result that I finished up only about £2. to 

the good, which was not so had, And so hack to the Ship, and we 

were off next morning - hot weather, and the Coast of Africa in 

sight, and everything very jolly, flying fishes boosting along. 

And so, in a week, to St. Helena, where we had a whole day ashore. 

St.Helena is a funny little place, there is a Jacohis Ladder 

of 700 steps up to the Signal Station, the Village is a narrow 

valley going up from the Landing Place. By the way, there was no 

landing place, we were taken ashore by boats on account of the .::• 

surf. In the valley, at that time, there was a prisoner, the King 

of the Zulus, the descendant of Ctchewayo. Most of the passengers 

went to have a look at him, hut the Captain asked me to go with a 

party he was with to Longwood, the place where Napoleon was kept 

during his exile. I hired a pony, the others in a carriage -

Longwood was right at the top of the Island in the middle of a 

big open Plain, and there Napoleon went through years of suffering 

and, I think, not very kindly treatment. He was buried in a littl«-

dell near Longwood, but his body was afterwards taken to Paris. 

There was nothing very exciting about that trip, except that, just 

when we got back into the Tillage where the road was very hard and 

flinty, my pony fell down and broke his knees, and in two ticks 

half the Island seemed to be clamouring around me. The Captain 

came up behind me and saidt - "You had better give the owner £2 

or so and then beat it for the Ship", so I beat it. 

By this time, everybody knew everybody, and we had a Conoert 

One Lady, who was a Nurse coming out in charge of two children, 

sange one or two somewhat risque songs, and Mrs. SppingfordTs faoe 
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was a picture as she played the accompaniments. The Nurse, by 

the way, was having rather a terrific time with the Second Officer 

and people looked rather sideways at her. You can imagine my sur

prise when she turned up at Salt Spring years later; I thought I 

recognized her and was quite sure when I noticed a acar on her 

chin. I am rather glad that she did not remember me, and does not 

to this day. Her husband is, or was, that good-looking Major who 

had been in the Life Guards, and came fishing with us once or twice-

at Bonne Nuit, I expect you know whom I mean. -̂ M-> -« 

We landed at Cape Town in the aarly part of February, a very 

delighful place in many ways. Mr.Springford was there to meet his 

family, and asked me to lunch with them at a Seaside Hotel - you 

will remember he afterwards turned up at Salt Spring also. One 

very nioe day was a drive to a plaoe oalled Wynburg, passing Groot 

Schurr, Cecil Rhodes' Home, very beautiful scenery, Sea-coast, 

Orange Groves, and all kinds of beautiful trees all around the 

foot of Table Mountain. With a friend I had met on the Boat, who 

was in the Navy, and was going out to Zambesi to command a River 

Gun Boat jhe suffered from Malaria, and I think never came baok 

from that expedition,) we hired a big Waggonnette with four white 

horses, driven by a little Malayan in a big straw hat, and took a 

boy and his three sisters, and they thought they werelhaving the 

time of their lives, as they missed a good deal of the fun on the 

Boat, being in the Second Class. 

The next morning we were off for Port Elizabeth. 

Port Elizabeth is an extraordinary place, all sand, and they 

have to plant trees all round the town to keep the sand from blow

ing in and swamping the houses. The harbour is an open road-stead 
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with a sandy bottom, therefore Ships1 anchors will not hold. 

The first thing I noticed when I got there was thirteen big Ships 

all piled up on the beach as a result of a big S.E.gale. Alf put 

me up at the Club, and it was really nice there though rather hot 

and very damp. About the time I got there Alf had had rather a 

successful splash, buying wool for England, and had made a nice 

wad in about an hour, and always afterwards thought he was a very 

clever Business man. He eventually, I think, lost all of it. At 

that time he was chasing his girl, Winnie Ham|»am, she had been at 

school at Brighton with Mrs.Springford, and they were friends. Old 

Mr.Hammam had been interested in the Diamond Fields at Barberton, 

but when Ceoil Rhodes gained control of the Kimberley Mines he took 

over Barberton too, and Haijimam lost heavily and never had a good 

word for Rhodes. She Bahama were rather a jolly family, and I 

blarted out something about AlfTs affeotion for Winnie to her 

Mother, which, I discovered, was rather previous; however, they 

got engaged next day. We had an extraordinary evening at the 

Springfords1, Mrs. Springford^ brother was'a very fine Violinist, 

and she and he gave us some nioe music, we had had dinner there, and 

old Springford, whom you will remember, tried his best to get Alf 

drunk before his girl with dreadful results to himself, as he 

landed under the table helpless. The other people I knew there 

were named Matohamj old Matcham had "Trouble House" written on the 

gate posts, and no one knew why. A short time ago, 1941, Mrs. 

Matcham left Ceoil Springford a nice legacy, but he cannot get it 

out from England. 

There is nothing very interesting about Port Elizabeth, 

except the Dutch Wagons going into Market, 16 or 18 oxen to draw 

one wagon, loaded with the yearTs produce, and the whole family 

-i • •- n 
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then they load up with the year's provisions and start home 

again, probably taking some weeks on the way. Alf and I stayed 

for some time at a Seaside Hotel, called "Hulmewood", where we 

bathed dust behind a reef and occasionally sharks went sailing 

by Just outside. A friend of Alf's, bathing from the freayt, had 

his leg taken off at the hip and never saw it again. While there, 

the Colonist was sent to me, in which Charlie's Ranch at Salt .. 1 

Spring was advertised for sale, and as I was fed up with having 

no object in life, I promptly thought I should like to have it, 

so took passage in a Freighter sailing for New Zealand, but, 

before she sailed I found she was going in ballast, and it would 

be an awful trip through the Southern Ocean in a ship without 

cargo - it was the "Matura", she was shortly afterwards wrecked in 

the neighbourhood of Cape Horn. About the same time I saw the 

"Aorangi" advertised as sailing from Cape Town to Yictoria on her 

first trip to go on the Canada-Australia run. She was quite a 

small boat and earrled quite a lot of passengers on a round the 

World tour. I went down to Cape Town again, and on the way met 

a boy with whom I used to play at Fazeley as a small kid, he was 

a Drummer fpr Burroughs-Welloome up the East Coast. I had nearly 

a week in Cape Town, and enjoyed it, stayed at a Hotel well up 

the Slopes of Table Mountain, went to hear a Debate in the Cape 

Parliament, everything spoken in two langaages, English and Taal, 

later heard a very celebrated man speaking, Zavier Merryman; met 

a man in a Billiard Room, named Bowker, son of the original^Bowker 

Avenue. I thought Cape Town one of the most beautiful places 

I knew up to then. 
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We sailed for Melbourne early in April, and never saw 

anything exoept big waves for three weeks, all the way the waves 

were steadily between 30 and 40 feet high as that part of the 

World the wind blows all round the World in the same direotion 

with no land to interfere. The only land we were near was the 

Crozet Islands, in sight of which every Ship has to pass to look 

for signals from possible ship-wrecked men. A very monotonous 

trip, and, I think, trouble with the engines all the way, as the 

Chief Engineer used to come into the DootorTs cabin,where I often 

sat^frequently to ask the Doctor for some pain-killer, and the 

Doctor always said "Help yourself, drink heartily," the results 

later were rather bad, but I will tell you about that when we come 

to it. We landed at Melbourne in lovely warm weather, and with te 

two friends I proceeded to see the town, not very interesting, 

very good show at a Theatre, Chlrgwin, the White-eyed Kaffir, after 

whioh we went in search of a drink, and we picked up two very 

pleasant young men, who, the Pubs being all olosed, told us they 

knew where we could get a drink, and off we went and finished up 

in the back room of a Pub, the owner thereof sitting behind one 

of my friends while we played Poker for somewhat high stakes. 

Fortunately I had left most of my money on the Ship, and stopped 

when I had lost about £2, the money I had won at Madeira. The 

younger man stopped when he had lost £5, but the elder one went 

on till he had dropped £40, and the twompleasant men escorted 

us back to our own Hotel evidently very pleased with their 

evening1 s work, and next day we weft for Sidney.' We had about a 

fortnight there, while the Ship was overhauled. I trotted about 

a good deal, and had a few days in the Blue Mountains, doing a 
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trip on top of a Coach, very exciting, driving four horses, and 

a driver who did not like using the brakes down-hill, so we gen

erally finished up at full gallop. Two days at Janolan, a very 

wonderful series of caves, the drive was all through what had been 

the Bush Rangers' country, the Kellys and that lot. I went to 

Botany Bay to have a look at where the oonvicts used to be landed, 

and als© went to Manley, a very wonderful bathing beach, of which 

I dare say you have seen pictures. 'Then we left there, the Boat 

had all been painted up and was rather crowded with people going 

home for the Diamond Jubilee; but, having been on the Boat on the 

previous trip, the Purser had let me book a very niceACabin as far 

as Honolulu. We had hot been going very long before trouble with 

.the engines began, and the people bound for England began to look 

at their watches and count the revolutions, but nothing happened. 

We got to Fiji in a week and had a delightful day ashore, and had 

a good look at a really old Cannibal who thought he still owned the 

place. Then, about halfway between Fiji and Honolulu there was a 

terrifio explosion in the middle of the night, the sea was calm 

and the weather very hot, and all the passengers were out of their 

Cabins in two ticks, and the whole Ship was so full of steam that 

we could not see more than a yard or so. Some of the people were 

pretty frightened, and we just floated about there for three days 

with three red lights up while they went to work on repairs, and 

then we got going again but very slowly, and about two days after

wards, again in the night, the same thing happened, but people did 

not get so fussed that time, easst. The Chief Engineer got fired when 

we got to Victoria. We got to Honolulu six days later, after what 
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was really quite an exciting voyage. I Imagine more repairs were 

done while we were at Honolulu. Honolulu was then quite a small 

place, had only that Spring been taken over by the United States, 

and a short time before there had been Civil War, and the Queen, 

having been defeated, had got away, and I think lived in Paris, 

this was Queen Liliokulani. The last battle had been fought at 

a place called Pali, a big cliff where one army drove the other 

army clean over the cliff and destroyed the lot. 

Then we got to Honolulu, my two friends of the "Aorangi" 

were waiting for me on the wharf, they had come by way of Hew 

Zealand and Samoa, and we started off to see what we could. We 

took one room at the Hawaiian Hotel, and had dinner there. After

wards we hired a one horse rig, and told the driver to drive us 

round the towns Quite late in the evening the driver suggested 

we should go to Waikiki,, whioh so far as we could see in the dark, 

was just bush with one very third rate Hotel near the Beach. We 

oould hear the surf but could not see it. The Hotel was run by 

a very nasty type of American and wife, and after a drink or two 

he suggested that we might like to see a Hula Danoe and said it 

would cost us $5.00 eaoh, and after a time he produced some 

Dancers out of the Woods. It was quite an experience, but I do 

not want to see it again, the girls were extremely dirty and very 

ugly, and had very little on, also dirty» the dance itself was 

just bestial, nojtrace of beauty anywhere. When that was over we 

went back to town, arriving about midnight and had a sleep, I 

was on the floor-, and we left orders with the man to fetch us at 

2 O'clock, and we were ready though rather sleepy, and went up 

what was then a mere oart-traok to the Barley, where we saw the 
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SUnrise, I think quite the most beautiful pieoe of colouring 

I have ever seen, the sea about two miles away an endless blue 

and the surf in straight lines along several miles of aand 

appeared pure white by contrast, we were standing on the edge of 

oliffs looking over great stretches of land on whioh appeared to 

be growing innumerable pineapples; we stayed for some time Just to 

take it in, and what perhaps added to the beauty we saw was what 

was known as Silver Rain, Just like a tiny cloud dissolving into 

rain between us and the sun. w*e stayed up there for some time 

and then went back towards Honolulu, and went to see v/hat they 

call the Punch Bowl, which is really an extinct voloano though a 

small one and all up the slopes were nice houses and inside the 

crater itself the same lovely little red roof oottages with 

beattiful gardens, a queer plaoe to live espeoially if the orater 

ever blew up. Back to Honolulu, about two miles, and another 

look round the town, and then back to the Ship for Viotoria, my 

friends rejoining their Ship for San Franolsoo - they were two 

nice fellows, but I have forgotten their names and have never 

seen or heard of them again - "Ships that pass in the night". 

The rest of the voyage was uneventful, except for one 

ory of man-overboard, and great excitement while the boat was 

lowered to hunt for him with no result, and when the Roll was 

called there was no one missing, but a sailor complained that 

he had been washing his trousers and they had blown overboard. 

We arrived in Victoria a week late, my brother, Charlie, was 

down there to meet me - it was rather amusing and Just like 

him, for, that afternoon he was in a Dentist's ohair Just going 

to have a tooth out when he heard a strange Steamer whistle, so 
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told the Dentist "Another day, I am going to see my brother". 

Before I go any further I had better tell you what little I know X 

of the fight which took place at Ganges between the Indians, When 

I first went to Ganges I was told that at very low water just where 

the wharf was afterwards built you could see large quantities of 

bones at the bottom of the sea. Afterwards, when what is now 

Mount's Boarding House was built, many bones were found when they 

dug the foundations, everyone knew that a battle had been fought 

there but no particulars. A short time ago I heard the story as 

told by Willie Stark, who is now 84 about (his mother is still liv

ing and hale and hearty at 104), Stark of course oannot remember 

but got all the details from his mother; you will remember Stark as 

the nice old Higger with the white beard. The story is that the 

Stark family got out of the States about the time of the Civil War, 

or a little before, and finally arrived at Cowichanm roughly eighty 

years ago, some Cowichan Indians undertook to take them aoross to 

Salt Spring by oanoe with all their worldly ghidss and they landed 

in the neighbourhood of Vesuvius Bay where they unloaded all their 

stuff on the Beaoh. While doing so some War Canoes came down from 

the North, evidently Haidas from the Queen Charlotte Islands; the 

Haidas came in, and without showing any particular animosity, looked. 

over the canoes and all that had been put ashore and went away South, 

possibly for an attaok on the Songhees. The Cowichans were very 

bothered about this, and adivsed the Starks to hide themselves and 

their belongings well away in the woods as the Haidas were sure to 

come back and pick things up on their way home. A young Squaw of 

the Cowichans was very frightened and ran off into the woods to the 

north end of the JDsland, and finally got to Kupar where she told her 
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story and the Kupar Indians rose and afterwards joined the 

Cowichans to prevent the Haidas coming back that way. They 

gathered all their canoes and their men and lined Satellite 

Channel, which lies between Cape Keppel and Depp Cove, thus 

foroing the Haidas to return Horth by the outer Channel (Trin-

oomalee). When the Haidas returned, seeing that Channel blocked, 

they made for Trincomalee, but mistook Beaver Point for long Point, 

and thus came into Ganges Harbour, where they were hemmed in - the 

two were supposed to have fought it out on the Peninsula, the 

Cowichans being on the side opposite our house "Fair Acres", the 

Haidas on the side where the wharf now is, with the result that the 

whole Haida forces were destroyed, most of them on the Peninsula, 

accounting for the bones in the sea, some in the little field where 

the Boarding House now is, and the remnant just where Mrs.Turner's 

Store now is. At the spot where thisllast lot of bones were found 

the big Maple tree grew up, which, I dare say, you will remember. 

And that is about all I know of the great battle of Ganges. It is 

rather a queer story when one realises that it took plaoe only abou 

thirty years before I got there, and it is quite possible that the 

general excitement of it all was the cause of that War Ship ooming 

up from Esquimalt, whose cannojj balls were found at the Maples - f^ 

it sounds like a true story, as told by Stark, and, I think, probably 

is. Before I go on, I may as well tell you of a rather interesting 

man, who is now forgotten by most people - I met him the last time 

I was on the Island and he was there when we christened the Cottage 

and afterwards insisted on putting me to bed, though it was quite 

unnecessary, of course I He was a wild Irishman, very big and , 



- 3 6 -

and very strong and full of humour, and he purred when he slept 

instead of snoring, a delightful fellow and I got' to know him quite 

well later. Soon after I arrived this time, the Gold Boom started 

in the Klondike,and Barney Sugrue (that was his name) promptly 

went and spent the following winter there when times were very hard 

indeed in Dawson, he had to have money with which to bu^ green food 

to keep away scurvy, so did a bit of Prize Fighting, and finally 

fought the great World Champion Pugilist, lake Smith, and, I think, 

made a draw of it. The following Spring he took up a olaim on 

Bonanza Creek next to the claim,held by William Sloan, Barney was 

offered p£5fQO for his olaim, and Sloan was offered $100,000 for his 

and took it, and it was found to be very very rich, Barney would not 

' " take less than Sloan had got, so hung,on, and it turned out that 

there was nothing whatever on his claim, and he finished up as a 

small farmer on an Island in Puget Sound, broke, he died several 

years ago. An extraordinary case of luck, two claims side by side, 

and old Bill Sloan got out after only three months in the North, 

became a Millionaire, Member of Parliament, Cabinet Minister, and 

all the rest of it, the came to shoot at the Ranch once, and I sold 

him a Spaniel Pup for $25.00, he had shot a lot of my pheasants any 

way. Since then I have had the pleasure, and sometimes the reverse 

of teaching his son and grandson)• While poor old Barney Sugrue 

tried to grow chickens, without much success. 

^yiy :<h~f «Ww, 2 is* <**, fe^ c fw-**v^ 
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Page 37 Going back to my travelling days, it is nice to recall 

some of the beautiful things I saw, as part of the sea: all of 

them when far away from land. The first of these lovely sights 

which I saw was a flight of fish. Imagine the Ocean, endless 

deep blue, a gentle breeze ruffling the tops of the rollers with 

an occasional wave breaking into white, a cloudless sky and all 

the passengers sitting on deck feeling it was good to be alive. 

Then, quite suddenly up come these queer fish, in regular flights. 

They are about the size of herrings, both large and small. They 

seemed to come up against the wind, and broke water from the 

crest of a wave. They would fly and bump into the crest of the 

next big wave and thus gain a bit of height; but when they began 

to come down they often hit a wave a bit too low and went straight 

through it and out at the other side. They came in regular 

flights - some hundreds and looked very beautiful glittering 

in the sun with the sparkling drops of water falling from them 

as they flew. Their wings are just extra big fins. The night 

after I saw them, one flew through an open porthole, attracted 

by the light and landed in the Purser's bath. It was about 12 

inches long and rather ugly, big head and fins and long, lean 

body. 

Another somewhat uncommon sight was a lot of Dolphins 

playing about the bows of a ship to which we were fairly close 

as it passed us near the Equator. They were I think, the White 

or China Sea Variety. They are mammals about 6' to 10 ft. long; 

their bodies, as they jumped out of the water, always seemed to 

be curved, as you sometimes see them in old pictures. They have 

curved fins which may account for this. 

Page 38 You may be getting a bit tired reading about these strange 

things of the sea. .This, the last, is perhaps the strangest of 

all, as it is about little things that I had never heard of till 

I saw them. It was during that time mentioned before when our 

ship, the florangi, was broken down in mid-Pacific. I came on 

deck one day - hot - the sea quite calm and just the faintest 

bit of breeze here and there and in all directions as far as 

one could see the water was dotted with little blobs of white, 



just like very big snow flakes standing on end and moving 

along whenever a breath of wind caught them. I asked a sailor 

what they were and he said "Portugese Gunboats"! He let down a 

bucket into the sea and when he pulled it up there were 5 or 6 

of these peculiar creatures in it. They were the "Chambered 

Nautilus", and at certain times they come to the surface in 

their millions. The white part which we saw was a kind of 

bladder which expanded whenhthey reached the surface and 

seemed to serve the purpose of a sail. It was a very delicate 

pearly white with a faint tinge of purple near the base. The 

shell was curved and seemed to keep on an even keel while 

being blown along. The whole thing was not more than about an 

inch or l%" long. I have been told that the Nautilus of the 

Mediterranean gave the ancients, Cretans or Greeks, the idea for 

their boats. Certainly, the pictures of their boats follow the 

lines of the Nautilus, as also to some extent do the "dories" 

which the fishermen use in Eastern Canada. In all my travels I 

have only seen these three sights once, and consider myself 

lucky. 

Page 39 Back to p. 34, top. 

When I got to Victoria in the spring of 1897, Charlie was 

living in town, on Esquimalt Rd. and kept horses near MacAulay 

Plains. I quite forget who had charge of the ranch at Ganges, 

but I promptly rented it from C. and within a month or so 

bought it. I gave far too much for it, but a*C. asked exactly 

what I had left of my money ($6,000.00) it looked to me as if 

it were intended, and I bought a pony from him also (Saint), a 

black thoroughbred mare,a beauty. I bought all stock and 

implements with the place (and then found I had not enough left 

to pay the taxes). It was a queer job for me as I didn't know 

the first thing about farming, but got Hugo Robertshaw to help 

me before long and he taught me what he knew which wasn't much. 

I sold the milk to a dairy run by Chris Cundell (where Speed 

now lives) and he told me that if any more drowned rats came in 

the milk he would not take it any more as they would not go 

through the separator. It was a queer year - I am not very proud 

of it. A good deal of hard and unprofitable work and some 



rather wild spells in Victoria. The worst thing about youthful 

foolishmess is that tho' no one is hurt and there are no 

consequences, yet in the end sorrow comes to those who love us 

when they find that their idol once had feet of clay. - With 

imagination you can read the story and its sequel burnt into the 

cover of a small blotting pad in my desk. 

Page 40 A good deal of these old memories of mine will have to be 

about people - some whom I liked very much. At this time I got 

to be very fond of Hugo Robertshaw, a big kindly, feminine kind 

of man, malformed in some way, as his vo^ce never broke. He 

was very devoted to Charlie, Evelyn, etc. I had been at the 

same school with him (Tellenhall) for a short time. His 

brother, Arthur, was a friend of Charlie's and his sister, Isobel, 

was engaged to Alf(Mentioned before). In later life Hugo worked 

for Jack Scovell for many years and died just before Jack did. 

It was about this time that I met at Mrs. McDonnell's 

Boarding House in Victoria, John Rymer, a man who I think has 

influenced me more than any other. (I think spring /98) I had 

my old sail boat at Sidney and asked him to come and stay with 

me, so we went out by the "Cordwood Limited" and spent the rest 

of the day getting home. He was fresh out from England, anxious 

to see all he could. Was an R.C. but did not push it. One of 

those straight dealing and straipftt speaking men that one comes 

across occasionally. We had very jolly times that autumn and 

winter. He paid me $15 a month for his keep and used to put in 

a day's work for me if I would follow up with a day's fishing 

or shooting. We each had a pony and got to know each other very 

well. I soon discovered that he was a man of strong character 

who could not be moved from the path of sobriety and virtue 

which he had set for himself - tho' he liked a drink and a 

convivial evening just as much as anyone else. He seemed like 

Page 41 a bit of electric light amongst the oil lamps of Salt Spring. 

However there were great things doing in the Klondyke that 

year and I guess he wanted to look-see and the following summer 

he joined a party going North - Went over the Chilcoot and down 

the Yukon, but did not stay long at Dawson. They wfcnt on to the 
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new find at Cape Nome, where much gold was being found in the 

black sand along the shore. He told me he made all his expenses 

by digging this black sand into the washers for gold at $6 a day. 

He arrived back at Ganges one very wet day (Nov. I think) when 

I was alone and very depressed - My friends Harold Scott and 

Fred Smedly had been drowned and Charlie was very ill in 

Colorado - and I was wondering what was the good of anything 

when I heard his step on the veranda and things seemed to 

change at once. However that did not last very long as the Boer 

War broke out and he was fairly itching to go at once. (I was 

not drawn that way at all, being a man of peace and I have 

always thought , and thought then, that the Boer War was a blot 

on England, or at least on Joe Chamberlain and Cecil Rhodes). 

He went off that Autumn and got a Commission in 5th Northumber

land Fusiliers (he had failed for Sandhurst before coming out 

here) and joined them just after theJBattle of Modder R. where 

they lost most of their officers - was made Capt. on joining. 

Page 42 He was afterwards present at the B. of Lichtenburg, one of the 

last battles of the war - that was, I think, after two years, 

during which time he told me he had not seen a shot fired in 

anger. He was afterwards given a grant (or lent money at a low 

interest) by the Gov't, and bought a big farm, Nooitqedacht ,-

Wmburgj ORC, where he was quite successful, put in his own 

irrigation plant, dam, etc., but could not stand his neighbours, 

all Boers. In one of his last letters he told me he was going 

to try to sell out and come back here to settle It would have 

been a joy to me, but the Great War intervened and he went 

straight home and was given a Com. in the Manchesters (14th Batt.) 

and was killed in action in 1915. I wrote to his people but the 

letter came back (dead letter) and so that friendship was lost. 

I was talking to Cecil Springford and Oymond yesterday (24/7/41) 

and was telling him a silly thing I once did and he said "Why 

the heck don't you write these things down, but really they 

sound too silly on paper." I had a thoroughbred black mare 

once on Salt Spring and was cantering home from the settlement 

and that spring feeling was in the air. Just as I got to the 

sea where Harbour House is now, where Bullock's Rd. meets the 

* 



main road, I saw old Darky Robinson with a big sled loaded with 

sacks of grain and drawn by two oxen. I thought "what a lovely 

jump and went straight at it. The mare(Saint) took such a 

terrific jump that we landed well in that triangular piece of 

bush further on - no bones broken but the oxen ran away i_r:sr 

scattering sacks of grain as they went and the Darky after them. 

I had to tip up for a broken sled and some sacks of wheat, etc. 

I think youth is not always accountable for its actions! 

Page 43 I wonder if you remember Joe Nightingale? (Mrs. Gilbert 

Mouat's father) He was on S.S. when I first arrived and had 

worked on the construction fo theC.P.R. He was a very strong 

man. My brother told me that the muscles of his back stood out 

like/pieces of rope. He was a fine horseman and I was told of a 

very difficult thing he did, and incidentally saved what might 

have been a bad accident. The old Divide Road was very steep 

and a man was driving a loaded wagon down the hill without 

brakes and the load was too heavy for the horses to hold back 

and they got out of hand - Joe galloped up from behind (on horse

back) and bending down held a spoke of one of the wheels, thus 

putting on the necessary brake -a^good piece of work. He told 

some funny yarns about the C.P.R. Construction days. It seems 

there were frequent fatal accidents amongst the Chinese labourers 

and , as the Chinese of pre-reform days objected to touching the 

dead, the Company gave a bonus of $3 to anyone who would dispose 

of a body. The result was that the white men used to get hold 

of a flearly empty nytro-glycerine can, make it airtight, and put 

the man on top. Then they retired for a distance with stones 

and the first man to hit the can hot the $3 as there was no 

Chinaman left after the explosion. (Joe was afterwards killeiwhen 

his horse ran away on Cranberry Rd.) 

I mentioned (P.11) H.M.S. Acorn. That same winter 1889/90, 

after I left , she came in again and some of the officers went 

on a shooting trip in the neighbourhood of Cugheon Lake. One of 

them accicentally shot the ship's dog, Jo, close to the log 

cabin where F.M.Phillips used to live, and Jo was buried there 



and a cross put up over his grave with inscription "In Memory 

of Jo, Ships dog of H.M.S. Acorn, accidentally killed on 1890. 

As Jo was on the ship's books it became part of the R.N. job to 

Page 44 see that his grave was properly kept and periodically, when a 

R.N. ship came in to Ganges, a party went up and painted the 

inscription or renewed the cross as necessary. When the R.C.N, 

came into being and R.N. ships were no longer stationed here, 

the cross was neglected but Mr. Shade, who meanwhile had bought 

the cabin, renewed it from time to time and the last time I saw 

it he had fixed the wooden cross in a concrete base so it should 

last for many years. Strange how the memory of a dog can be 

kept alive by a small wooden cross tended by people who, perhaps, 

have known the affection and faith of one. 

Strange also that about the same time (90's), I noticed a 

grave enclosed by a picket fence on the rdadside about half way 

to Fulford. A woman had died, I think giving birth to a son, 

but at that time there was no cemetery near on the Island. I 

believe the bit of ground was later consecrated, but the fence 

had by then fallen down and now for many years there has been 

no trace of it and I think the widened road passes over it. I 

often wonder if the child, who is still living, (I/think) knows 

where his mother lies. (Percy Perkinstjtorelj1 corroborated this 

in 1941. He was the child, and his mother was buried there. 

His grandfatherQiorelj; offered a block of land there for a 

cemetery, but the church would not accept.) 

I seldom go to S.S.Island now without thinking of the mode 

of travel in more primitive days, Edward Walters used to tell 

me yarns of going to Victoria by Indian Canoe. The great thing, 

especially in the autumn, was to keep their blanket dry. Then 

when they camped they pulled the canoe up on the beach and 

turned it upside down so that come rain, come snow, they had 

a dry place to sleep and with a good fire of logs outside it 

was not so bad. In my time there was always a steamer over a 

week each way, but in summer I often went down in my own small 

boat. The idea was to go out in the evening when there was often 

Page 45 a land breeze and sail down to Beaver Pt. and camp; and leave 



there about 4 a.m. and get to Sidney in time for the train to 

town at 9 a.m. (Known as the Cordwood Ltd.) It stopped each trip 

to load up enough cordwood for the round trip. There was a 

rather steep grade near Elk Lake, and one time when I was on 

board the train could not quite make it and had to back down 

and make another run at it. When we got near the top the 

conductor asked all the men to jump out and push! and we just 

managed to make it. The return trip was much the same - out 

by the evening train, camp at B. Point, leave about dawn and 

be home in time for breakfast. 

» 

In those days there were great numbers of whales in these 

waters and very early one morning when about half way between 

Beaver Pt. and Portland Island, about 12 or 15 of them came up 

to blow all round the boat, some of them quite close. It was 

somewhat terrifying and made one feel very alone and helpless. 

Since the invention of the harpoon-gun and modern methods of 

killing whales, they seem to have disappeared from this neigh

bourhood and it is a good many years since I have seen one. 

Your mother and I saw a very strange sight (I guess it would be 

about 1901). So far as I can remember, we must have been 

camping on the Vesuvius Bay side when we saw an extraordinary 

commotion going on in the Channel near where it narrows towards 

Burgoyne Bay. We were in the boat and went as near as we dare. 

It was a whale, bellowing in agony when it came to the surface. 

Page 46 I did not know till afterwards, when I explained what we had 

seen to someone who knew, that it was a fight between the whale 

(which always loses) and a sword-fish and its satellite, the 

thresher shark. The thresher ,which is about 10 to 12 ft. long, 

fastens on to the whale's back with its teeth and is able to 

use the rest of its body like a huge rubber thong or strap and 

whenever the whale comes to the surface to breathe it just 

belabours it with smacks that sounded to us like pistol shots. 

This causes the whale to dive at once and then the sword fish 

gets in its deadly work and so it goes on until the whale can 

struggle no longer. It was rather a pitiful sight to us in our 

freedom to see the surrounding water all red and to hear the 

almost human bellowing of the whale, which appeared to be a v. big oi 



Aug./41. I have just heard that Fanny Kertland is 

Hearing her end at Llandudno. She is 86 and it carries my 

mind back to what I heard about Loch Alsh, (P. 17) tho' 

I was never there. F.K. was there as a friend companion of 

my mother's. I heard that Fanny and John used to get up very 

early in the morning and row across the Loch to fetch the mail-

long walks together, etc. and I think, the foundations laid for 

happiness. I have written about this before but feel somewhat 

bitter as I was fond of both. John died in his early 50's and 

now Fanny is 86. I believe the reason against her marriage as 

given to John, was her health - supposed epilepsy. Mothers' 

love can be terribly misguided. I prefer old Mrs. Mouat's 

dictum, "I never interfere in matters, of the heart." 

Page 47 I may as well put down what I can remember of the marriages 

that did come off. Lst Richard: In our young days we had a 

very nice house at Llandudno and knew the Walkers, who also had 

a house there. As I remember them, there were three children 

by Mr. John Walker's first wife, Peter, Mary, Maggie, and by his 

second wife (who I think had been nurse to the first lot), 

Jeanette, Nella, May, and John. Jeanette and Nella were about 

my age them (12 or 13). The second Mrs. Walker was not a kind 

stepmother! and was also a schemer. Richard fell for Mary and 

they were married at West Derby, Liverpool about 1884 - John 

Walker was a very sick man - He quarrelled with his brother 

Andrew, a/petty quarrel. My brother Joe told me it was over the 

ownership of £2000 worth of whiskey. (They were brewers, 

distillers,etc. Warrington and Burton) Andrew gave the Walker 

Art Galleries to Liverpool and was given a Baronetcy. Later 

the son was make a Baron - Lord Wavertree - You see some of that 

lot occasionally in the society papers. May Walker told me 

when she was out here that her father and his brother made up 

the quarrel before they died. Of the others, Maggie married 

Harold Sleigh and had two or three children (I think you met Tom 

in 1923). Sleigh died young of T.B. Peter died many years ago, 

and the son by the second wife was killed in the last war. 

Jeanette married a parson but died quite young. Nellie married 

a lawyer, Stratton, from Wolverhampton, is still living (/41). 



They lived in Surrey but moved to the West of England at the 

beginning of the present war. The younger family are, or were 

Page 48 very well off. The only survivor of the first family, Mary, in 

her old age finds herself very much the reverse, but latterly 

anyhow, has found better things in contentment and the simple 

life. In her younger married life she had a very difficult 

part to play - living in Fazeley, where everything was dominated 

by her mother-in-law. I used to spend a lot of my evenings with 

her. It seemed so nice and should have been a lovely home life 

but I think was not. It was better after Elsie was born in 

1890. Mary was a very good pianist - spoke French and German -

Richard was a busy man - On board of Guardians, Tamworth, 

Chairman of Parish Council,etc., etc. and went to see his mother 

every evening!} Maggie used to stay with Mary a lot those days 

before her marriage and I became great friends with her. I 

kept a boat on the canal and we used to go to Hopwas Woods and 

all over the place, 

Going back to p. 44. 

I today saw Percy Horel and had a talk with him and got the 

facts of the roadside grave. His father Percy Perkins married 

a Miss HoreLwho died when young Percy was born and was buried 

on the side of the Fulford Rd. Jim Horel and his wife adopted 

the boy who took the name of Horel. He told me that his grand-

Page 49 father, Chas. Horel, offered a piece of land where his daughter 

was buried for a cemetery but it was not accepted. 

DOG FRIENDS Pup, Pat, Tim Jock 

I have had some very faithful dog friends. The ones I liked 

best have all been in this country. Pup originally belonged 

to Charlie,, but he handed her over to me when I bought the 

ranch. She had two puppies, Joe and Goldie (photos in my book) 

but they came to a bad end - sheephunters-. Pup used to go off 

on her own and swim across from the peninsula at Ganges to 

GragCls. and she became paralysed in the hind legs. Keith 

Wilson and I brought her to town in the old row boat and we 

• * 



thought she was going to die on the way, so have her a shot of neat 

whiskey and that kept her going till we got to a vet.(Hamilton) and 

he cured her, but by very drastic treatment(Strychnine). I should 

have had her killed if I had known what the treatment was to be. 

She lived several years and was with Nell and me at first, but while 

we were in California 1901-02 she was accused of sheep-running 

and shot. (Am quite sure the accusation was untrue - made by Abbott) 

When we came out to S.S.I, in 1906 with Nora, we got a small 

Irish terrier puppy to grow up with Nora. We got him from Mrs. 

Bradley Dyer and he arrived simply covered with livestock! Having 

caught the lot, Nora and Pat proceeded to become great friends. The 

only trouble was that if any other dog came within 10 yards of Nora 

there was a fight and, as Pat had learned not to bite children, he 
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fight. He would let Nora do anything with him. She used to dress 

him up in doll's clothes and put him to sleep in her doll's pram 

and he shut his eyes and played the part well. Later we came to 

live in Bictoria and Pat did not like it much. He got rather ill 

and could not run fast and early one morning an army truck ran over 

him. We put him in a nice quiet resting place by the fence at 

Burney Heights, Mount Tolmie, 1919. 

Tim I bought Tim ( a Spitz) when he was just a white ball of 

fluff, from Clive Justice when we were holidaying at Ganges. 

Shortly afterwards we brought him by launch to Sidney on the way 

to town. He was very sick into my overcoat pocket when we met the 

swell from the Vancouver steamer. He grew to be a delightful 

companion - could be taught almost anything and was very devoted 

to us. He used to say his prayers - paws on one's knee, his nose 

down between his paws and would not move until one said "Amen" 

and then jumped up to see if there was anything to eat. One very 

stormy winter the fence blew down and Tim went out on his own and 

must have picked up some poison for he got very ill and died at 

Dr. Hamilton's - about 1930. 

Next comes my friend Jock, and Aberdeen. When Margaret was 

about 8 weeks old, I bought Jock who was also 8 weeks old and 



Page 51 brought him home in my pocket. He was a queer little dog - never 

inclined to play, and would not have anything to do with strangers. 

He was always delicate, had an unhealthy skin and rheumy eyes -

was very fond of Nell and would always go on walks with her, but 

would not with me unless Nell came too. In his later years, he was 

. always willing to go on walks with Miss Sorby, but only sometimes 

with me. In the evenings, however, he always came and sat at my 

feet and if I went out, would leave the fireside to go and lie in 

the hall until I came home. Strangely enough when Nora came home 

Sept.4/41 with her children, Jock took to them at once, almost as 

if he could remember his and Margaret's childhood. Two days after 

they arrived, they went out at the front gate and shortly afterwards 

Jock got out at the back, evidently to follow them. He was run 

over by a bus just outside the gate. A quiet passing and I was 

glad he did not suffer as Tim did. Louey and I buried him 4 feet 

south of the Hawthorne tree in the garden. As dogs go Jock was 

not clever but he was a devoted friend. 

Page 52 It seems out of order to turn from dog friends to people who 

may not have been friends but who, nevertheless, played a part in 

one's surroundings of bygone years. 

Mr- and Mrs. Stevens of Churchill Farm, S.S.I. - From their 

way of speech they were Devonshire (said "Yer be I",etc). They 

were "personages" on S.S. in 1889 when I was first there. Old man 

Stevens used to sing songs (after a few) but could never remember 

the words, but had them written out in his pocket, and said he 

must go out to relieve nature and came back remembering two or 

three lines about a girl with " a Roman shaped (h)eye and a cast 

in her nose." He was a fine old man - came out to B.C. on the 

construction of the C.P.R.- and was the first man to have a team 

of horses on S.S.I. 

Mrs. Stevens, affectiona"fely known to us all as "Aunty", ran 

a boarding house (she had come out too on C.P.R., running a camp 

at rail head). All the young men went there for dinner on Sunday 

(25(?). The best meal I have ever known at the price (I once 

Page 53 swallowed a wasp with the mint sauce, but it came up again later 



and I was none the worse.) Aunty was a dear old lady. She 

had one big front tooth which was very loose and the boys used 

to say that if she didn't do what they said, they would take it 

from her. The Stevens had no children, but had an adopted son, 

Walter. (I was told by C. Abbot that he was a side-line of old 

Stevens) Mrs. Stevens adopted Eva Jenkins (who later married 

Walter and now ha<j a large grown up family). Eva's sister, Myrtle, 

was adopted by Mrs. Beddes and married Roe of Pender Island. 

(Derek Brown worked for them later and told me queer yarns of 

their household.) I am not quite sure of my facts but I think 

the mother of Eva and Myrtle was Margaret Jenkins (nothing to do 

with M.J. School). Mrs Stevens and Mrs Beddes were two fine 

old ladies. 

One of the big social cataclysms came about this time. The 

Page 54 Wilson family having arrived, there were social distinctions, 

hitherto unknown. My brother, Charlie, was giving a dance, Mrs. 

Stevens not invited but a^ked to make some cakes - She said, 

"It's no use to tell, Mr. Tolson, 'hi' wunt!" 

Those were good days on S.S. but before very long things 

seemed to take an unpleasant turn and instead of the natural 

course of love making and marriage (Charlie & Evelyn, F.Scott& 

Kathleen, F.Walter & Win, Fred C &Nona, etc.) there came that 

short summer when the Bishop's daughter was at Barnsbury and was 

asked to leave and went to the boarding house, the "bad man" 

getting in through the window. I didn't like the whole business 

tho' God knows I was no saint>and ordered the "bad man" off my 

place.- result, bad names, a fight, and an awful hammering for me. 

I found out afterwards that the "bad man" had been boxing partner 

of C. Mitchell, world champion, so did not feel quite so sore. 

Page 55 Mrs. Dwinnell haj} read this, which of course is written 

principally for your entertainment, Nora, and she says that now 

it is essential that I should put down the various ups and downs 

that your mother and I had together from 1900 to 1937, for the 

benefit of the children. So I must try and put down, in order, a 

period of 37 years, full of the anxiety of making decisions -



strife - hard work - but always with the feeling that at the end 

of the day was peace and contentment at home. 

Looking back, it seems to me that the years spent on the 

ranch were very unprofitable (that is as a batchelor). I had a 

ranch, into which I had put all my available capital. I kept up 

accounts, but must have lost steadily. I employed Jap. labour and 

learned to admire the Japs for their efficiency and faithfulness 

to their employers. (One of them, Yama, spent the night on the 

roof with a bucket of water because there was a forest fire nearby. 

We were away.) To try to sum up that period 1897-1900 is difficult, 

Looking at myself, I see a young man - nice looking - enough 

money to get along - but always frustration, discontent - spells 

of idleness - camping trips alone, going to see friends - Burrils, 

Roberts (Kuper), Nixon (Thetis), etc. -. One trip especially 

because Kathleen Scott was throwing a girl at my head - She had 

a wart on her nose. She caught me starting off with blankets 

Page 56 fry pan, bacon, and the usual outfit and I did not come back 'til 

she had left the island. She was very well to do, but I think I 

had a miraculous escape! I think Kathleen had me marked down 

because her next visitor was a really charming girl, but I had 

enough sense to nip anything in the bud for soon after I met her 

I told her that some day I was going to England to ask my first 

love to marry me. (p 7) (Katie and I remained friends 'til the 

end of her life - a dear kindly woman whose married and subsequent 

life seemed all tragedy) 

I may have said before that my brother Charlie, after I 

bought the ranch, built a house on his premption (now the Best 

place). Soon afterwards he developed T.B.(the result, I think of 

a trip north to buy sled dogs for Yukon work - a dead failure.) 

He was ordered to Colorado and the following winter 1898-9 

Fazeley cabled me money to go to see him. I stayed 6 weeks -

conditions very difficult - Charlie very ill. Went back in the 

spring and Fazeley financed H. Robertshaw to go to Charlie. 

Florrie Gibbs was there with them. She went blind and eventually 

(abt. 6 mos. later) tfied. She wrote me rather a pitiful letter 

• 



and I sent her $100 to help her out, nothing to do with man and 

Page 57 woman, just friendship, as we had both helped to nurse Charlie, 

but Florrie told Evelyn and she insisted on my being paid back. 

I think conventions are horrid things. I should like to think I 

had helped Florrie, who was one of the very best. 

Charlie's case became hopeless and Dr. Rogers said he might 

just as well go to England if he wished so they went and were 

established at Fazeley House. Charlie died (I think) Dec. 21/99 

and young Charlie was born about 3 days later. 

I got a cable to tell me and decided at once that Evelyn, 

being amongst strangers would be glad to have me as a stand-by 

so went off, spending Christmas Day on the train and New Year on 

the S.S. . I have often wondered since if Evelyn would not 

have been quite content to settle down amongst the Tolsons, but 

I thought she would naturally wish to come back to her own people, 

and tried to help. (N.B. The road to Heaven is paved with good 

' intentions.) 

Page 58 I went home by way of Moose Jaw, Minneapolis and Chicago to 

New York and then took "City of N. York" for Southampton - the 

voyage only interesting because the ship was at a steep angle to 

port all the way across. I think it was fortunate we had good 

weather, as when a ship is like that things may happen. I spent 

the evening in London and encountered various females who seemed 

very fond of me, but did not fall for them I am glad to say and 

took the mail train to Tamworth.-- Evelyn, in the lap of luxury -

Emma, Maria, etc. waiting on her hand and foot and Mary, 3 years 

old, being spoiled by everyone. 

Page 59 That winter was definitely cold. John, living at home; my 

mother a semi-invalid. She had some kind of seizures from time 

to time. Emma slept in her room, but each time she got to be more 

feeble and her memory (for recent things) less reliable. John just 

lived there and was very comfortable - a daily walk, and afternoon 

sleep, with Emma looking after him and holding him down fairly well 



to a ration of liquid. 

The skating was very good on the Old Mill Pool (reservoir) -

about 20 acres. There I ran into Nell again and we just crossed 

hands and went skating off - and I think I knew at once what had 

been the matter all those years. Anyway, I got busy - skated hard 

and later hired a bike and biked hard - followed the hounds on 

bikes and generally had a delightful time. We got engaged and 

fixed April 14 for the wedding (the day after Good Friday). An 

unhappy snag was that the family doctor said that my mother must 

not be told as the excitement would be very dangerous, so that was 

that. (She did not know for 4 years - see later on.) John and I 

were good friends - he was not cranky as he became later on and 

we had some good times together -a.bit of Derbyshire on bikes, 

Chatsworth, Calver, etc. and a week end at Llandudno (not so hot!). 

Page 60 I don't think there is anything else of interest in that three 

months. I had very little money in those days and they let me 

draw £200 of my capital to see me through. Charlie had only about 

£60 a year to leave Evelyn, but Flo and Richard made it up to 

£100 or so. 

We were married at Tamworth Church. Our old friend Harry Rose 

at the organ. 

Tamworth Church is very beautiful. The original church 

was built in the time of Alfred the Great (by his niece 

I believe). It has been burned down 5 times. The 

present church was built (or restored) in the 13th or 

14th century. The Norman arches, with zig-zag masonry, 

of the previous building are still standing, but show 

the marks of fire. The Chancel is out of line with the 

Nave, inclining to the north, as is Stratford on Avon, 

Litchfield and several others, built that way in memory 

of the Crucifixion.., when the Saviour's head was supposed 

to have fallen that way - a beautiful idea. 



My memories of St. Editha's Church in Tamworth are not 

memories of Services, etc. but memories of quiet content

ment, and consolation. I suppose time has given it an 

atmosphere of its own. It is very big, but never seemed 

cold or too warm, and the St. Christopher window is very 

beautiful - A place to think of with reverence, a place 

to think in. 

I used to try to sing when I was young and some 52 years 

ago Harry Rose tried my voice for the choir. He made 

me stand in the Chancel (the organ a long way off) and 

sing "It is Enough" from "Elijah" in the dark. I could 

not fill the Church and my voice came back down my throat 

- was very disappointed. 

I was very surprised to see so many friends and well wishers 

in the church. Nell had good friends and I think many of them 

wondered what her fate would be going off to the wild west with 

a man whom she had not seen for ten years. She said herself it 

was a "leap in the dark", but she was willing to make it. I think 

a lot of sincere prayers were offered up that day and I hope her 

life showed they were answered. After that there was the usual 
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kissing - and then we started off for Liverpool. 

I suppose ours was as queer a honeymoon as ever was - in fact, 

it wasn't one! We had undertaken to look after Evelyn and her two 

children on the way out - Mary aged 3, and Charlie 4 mos. They 

went to Liverpool by an earlier train, with Richard and Mary to 

look after them and met us at the boat - Dom. Line "Vancouver", 

3000 tons. It was a trying journey - Nell had to look after the 

baby while E. had her meals, and Mary could not bear her mother 

to be out of sight and kept saying "I want my mother." I have 

often thought what a great strain it must have been on our ancient 

friendship - and the chances of travel in those days did nothing 

to help. The old "Vancouver" was a small boat, agood deal smaller 

than the boats now running from Victoria to Vancouver and we had 

all kinds of beastly weather - heavy seas, rain, fog, iceberg, but 

at last after, I think, 11 days, the Windsor Hotel at Montreal 



seemed just right. 

After a day or two's rest, we all boarded the train for the 

west. Evelyn had a Drawing Room and was fairly comfortable. (She 

is a woman who has no nerves - just placid and thinks "The Lord 

will provide" and he generally seems to.) 

We started early in the morning and the hoo-doo seemed to be 

after us, for by about 11 O'clock we reached the neighbourhood of 
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match factory and lumber yards were on fire and shortly before we 

arrived, the railway station had gone up in flames - the metals all 

cockled up, etc. Our train stopped on a bridge, but that soon 

caught fire and we had to back up and we knew we were in for 

considerable delay. We spent the rest of the day watching Hull 

burn. Nell and I went to look - saw the fire jump the road from 

house to house and in 20 min. there was nothing left. It was 

rather a terrifying sight as we could see men jumping from log to 

log on the river to get away from the burning timber yards, etc. 

Nell was quite frightened I think but only showed it by sitting 

up most of the night. We got off about 24 hours late and as luck 

would have it were held up again the following day for a long time 

as there had been an accident to a freight train. It was all very 
• 

disquieting to a girl whose nerves were not of the strongest, in a 

strange country, amid strange people and conditions, with just one 

man, of sorts, to depend upon. However things began to look up 

when we got to Yale, B.C.-a really beautiful day. The train, 

stopped for some time and we got out. There were lilacs in full 
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(Methodist) talked to us, said we were "obvious" and said that 

he hoped and prayed that our sky would always be the same "torqueeze" 

blue and that the clouds would always melt in the light of love and 

understanding. The Bishop of Caledonia was on the train too, 

wearing a skull cap and a superior air, but could not be drawn 

into conversation. 

We arrived safely in Victoria and stayed at Mrs. Mac's boarding 

house in Birdcage walk (Gov't St.) where the Parliament Buildings 

now are. She was a dear old soul, but her house was very different 



from England. Gregory lived there at one time, the Musgraves, Prof. 

Wilson, Greaves, and people like that, but Mrs. Mac sometimes had 

to go to bed with "rheumatism", but always had a bottle of whiskey 

under the bed. 

Page 64 And so to Ganges by the old Iroquois from Sidney - Cordwood Ltd. 

7 a.m., Sidney (18 miles) 9 a.m. We thought we would wait for 

breakfast on the boat and all they had was fried pork chops - not 

much to look at but very sustaining - all round the Islands and 

arrived about 3. 

I had left Geo. Borradaile in charge, but thought Kathleen 

Scott would come over to tidy up. However, she and G.B. had fallen 

out and G.B.'s efforts were not so hot, tho* he tried his bachelor 

best. We did not know too much about households in those days and 

I guess I should have done just the same - but old trousers used 

by inexpert milkers and anything that had got a bit sniffy were 

shoved away into a cupboard and the door shut. The fleas were very 

bad that year too. I have often wondered why Nell didn't round on 

me and say what she thought, but she just went to work and got 

order out of chaos. I was blissfully thinking how beautiful the 

world was!- the apple orchards in blossom, dogwoods flowering, 

grouse and pheasants calling to their mates and a blue sky over 

all - calves being born, hens saying "I've laid an egg". But 

Nell was catching fleas, hunting nasty smells and making the home 

beautiful for her man. And to put the lid on^people came to call 

too soon - 14 came one afternoon and poor Nell had never before 
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to be. Before long things just settled down to hard working 

ranch life. We had a boat of sorts and used to go off camping 

amongst the Islands but never for more than two or three days. 

Meanwhile Nell made a few friends but never where one expected -

but thqy were all people of character - old Mr. and Mrs.Stevens 

(Churchill Farm), Ernest Crofton(I think for his courage in 

bringing his stammer to call and perspiring over the job), Bill 

Whims the Darky who was as straight as a line and spent his last 

6 years in hosp., Willis Stark who led her over the N.End Divide 

on Kate, Teddy Walter and several more. She never lost a friend 

after having made one. 



I don't think there was anything of great interest on Salt 

Spring at that time. Everyone seemed to be young and there was 

gossip and family quarrels and what not. In one case a pair of 

sisters-in-law had a rare old scrap lasting for weeks. One was 

going to give a picnic and the other one (not invited of course) 

heard of it in good time and decided to give one too and got really 

busy until numbers were about even. A funny thing about it was 

that neither side knew where the other was going and they all met 

at Cucheon Lake by the old Log Cabin and I think the feud ended , 

more or less. 

Those were happy days but we botha felt we had been rather 
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trip to California. I sold a cow and Nell sold her bicycle. (She 

liked her pony much better by now and was a good horsewoman.) 

We let the ranch for $25 a month and by the time we were ready to 

start had $500 to last as long as it would. The day we were to 

leave, there was a dreadful storm and the steamer did not come 

but the tenants did and we had to stay at Norton's for 2 days. 

(It was that storm which sank H.M.S.Condor off Flattery and also 

the 6000 ton Matteawan) We came down to town on a small frieghter. 

Your great-grandmother, Margaret, was on board too. She had been 

storm bound at Kuper Is. Of course we wanted to spin out our money 

to make it last a long time and got into some queer hotels and 

restaurants. One waitress said at breakfast, "Take a plate er 

mush?" Nell said, "No thank you, I'll have porridge!" And the 

waitress just said, "Haow?" 

A night at Portland, Oregon - Dirty hotel, but we saw a 

really first class Negro Cake Walk - a popular form of entertainment 

in those days. 

Then on to 'Frisco and we stayed a few days at the Grand-

Palace Hotel, The Grand was big and quiet, the Palace much bigger 

and swanky - two blocks with covered bridge across the road from 

the Grand to the Palace. 
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was a restaurant on each floor, and the higher you went the 

cheaper they got; so I tried the top and a waiter asked me who I 

was with. I was a bit nettled, being nearly 20, and gave him a 

short answer and then he asked me if I knew that I was in the 

servants' dining room. So I beat it, being one plate of soup to 

the good. He evidently took me for someones valet! 

• 

We poked about for a few days looking for some place to stay. 

Had been warned by Gregory not to look for rooms in one particular 

street - the street was miles long and all the inhabitants in the 

same trade. 

We finally got a bed-sitting room and use of a gas stove. 

The bed pushed up against the wall and looked like a wardrobe. We 

had a very jolly time there - Just had a scratch breakfast and 

then went off to explore. We always had one good meal a day, 

generally at the "Elisium" - quite the best value I have ever known-

an A«i meal, well cooked and served, \ bottle each of Calif, white 

wine (v. good), and Cognac with our coffee and all for 50c. We 

often had a 5c lunch so as to be in good shape for dinner. I 

believe at that time the "Elysium" was a sort of world famous 

restaurant. One certainly saw strange looking nationals there and 

Christmas dinner was an absolute scream. I think all that part of 

San Francisco (Union Sq., etc.) was destroyed soon after in the 
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tho' we did not see anything of it. Where we stayed was some way 

out from the centre and we were advised, if going home late after 

a theatre, to walk in the middle of the street after we were away 

from busy parts, and we always did. There were nasty fellows about 

called sand-baggers who used to fill a sock or canvas bag with^sahd 

and then wait in a dark corner 'til someone likely came along - a 

smack on the back of the neck was all that was necessary and the 

victim woke up and hour or so later with all his money gone. There 

were cases in the papers every day so the wise people kept to the 

middle of the road. 

We used to spend a good deal of time along the harbour front. One 

day we saw a troopship start off for the Phillipines - the U.S.-



Spanish war was just about ending at that time. We went across 

the harbour one day by the ferry to a very beautiful place called 

Sausolito -(passed Alcatraz Is.). In fact, we went about a good 

deal where it did not cost much. 
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Praesidio (fort) to the "Golden Gate" (harbour entrance) to Sutro 

Heights (lighthouse, etc.)lddking down on the big hotel built 

partly over the sea called "The Cliff House". A little way out 

from the Cliff House were the Seal Rocks. When we were there, they 

simply covered with seals and sea lions making an awful noisem just 

like a lot of mad dogs barking. Away out to sea you could see the 

.lines of the Farallone Islands (due west) and a lovely sight with 

the setting sun behond them. I had sailed out of S.F. harbour 12 

years before for San Pedro and felt I knew quite a lot about it. 

All the way back to S.F. from Sutro Hts, was rough park, 

fairly good roads and trails - a good long walck. to the city 

limits where you could get a tram. We walked it, think, two 

or three times. The park was a sort of happy hunting ground for 

vagrants and dead beats. So far as I could make out they used 

to sleep about under the trees in the daytime and perhaps did a bit 

of sandbagging at night. We noticed at once that there were park 
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we saw a policeman who had just lassoed his man and tied his hands 

and was leading him to prison on the end of his rope. I have often 

wondered how he came to be at that end of the rope and what became 

of him - Alcatraz perhaps. 

It was rather a wonderful month in S.F. but there seemed 

nothing very beautiful. It was just rush - people chasing dollars 

and many of them being very dishonest in the process. 

Oh! We used to sit sometimes on a seat in a little square in 

the heart of S.F. Behind the seat was a marble pedestal on which 

was a bronze galleon in full sail. It said on the pedestal that 

R.L.Stevenson sat on that seat while he wrote one of his famous 

books - I think it was "The Wreckers". 



After a month or so of that we pushed off 120 miles south to 

Pacific Grove. A few days in a very nice hotel where we were 

again taken for B & G. We found a tiny little cottage with 

absolutely everything necessary for 3 people - open fireplace in 

sitting room (evenings were chilly), linen, silver, water laid on 
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but Pacific Grove was very lovely. It was out on a promontory 

at the S. end of Monterey Bay, and about 3 miles from the old 

Spanish village. There was a good road round the promontory 

called the 17 mile drive. Needless to say we walked it, but also 

had one or two cheap bus drives - Pt. Lobos, and Carmel Mission 

which was nothing then but the old church, in ruins and a big 

dairy farm - now "Carmel by the Sea". 

Living in Calif, in those days was very cheap. Our cottage 

was $10 a month and our living expenses about $5 a week or less 

so when we left we felt we could look about a bit before taking 

root again. We were both extremely fit and never seemed to get 

tired. While at P. Grove we went one evening to the High School 

"Baseball and Basket Social" - sfvery amusing time and gave me my 

first look at the co-ed system. I was very struck with it. 

We went from there to Santa Barbara. We only stayed a few 

days but they were rather wonderful ones. We stayed at the Hotel 

Mascarel. It was old - time of the Spanish Occupation, but very 

comfortable. We had, for I think the first time in our lives, L.a 

"room with bath". The bathroom part was, I think, a converted 

bedroom and the bath simply enormous. We both got in and there was 
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time - a sea wall and promenade and a gorgeous swimming bath and 

a modern residential quarter outside the old Spanish town. We spent 

a long time at the old Mission and were shown round by a delightful 

old priest. They were a silent order and all seemed to be working 

very hard in the gardens. They looked very funny with their 

cassocks rolled up to the waist and tucked into the belt. They 

each chiselled out a hole in the mountain side, solid roc-k, for 

their last resting place. I think we were at Sta. B. about the 

5th, 6th & 7th of March, 1902. 



From Santa B. we went by train to Los Angeles. It had grown 

very fast since I was there 12 years before. We found a comfort

able, quiet hotel and proceeded to take in the town. A couple of 

cold frosty days spoilt it a bit as we did most of our sight 

seeing from open street cars. We had not been there long when we 

bumped into old Taffy Jones again and he made himself fulsomely 

affable but looked somewhat down and out. I asked after his wife 

and he said he had a fine one this time. They had lunch with us 

next day and we were rather glad to shake free. We saw Jenn's, 

son of the old Rector of St. John's, acting as head waiter in a 
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as an ordinary hash slinger in a large basement restaurant. 

Los Angeles was growing at an extraordinary rate at this 

time. I don't know what the population was, not more than 150,000 

I should think, but there were huge ads. on vacant lots saying 

"250,000by 1905". • Pasadena was a pretty place then, only a few 

miles from Los A. We saw and ostrich farm there, and there were 

enormous reflectors all over the place so that the birds could 

get all the benefit of the sun. 

From here we made a long day trip by train , known then as 

the "kite shaped track" - Los A. to Redlands, San Barnardino and 

Riverside. Redlands was a very lovely valley - all orange groves 

and olives surrounded by mountains. We had lunch at a small 

hotel on a hill where we could overlook the whole valley. It is 
W*X*" 

quite clear in my mind stLll Aihas, I imagine, lost some of its 

charm by now. Then on to San Barnadino where I had been on a 

pony back from Riverside 12 years before. I was sorry that this 

time we were not able to go up the canyon to the Arrowhead Springs 

- queer rock formation of colossal Indian arrowhead pointingrco the 

hot springs. A large hotel had already been built (1890) and 

looked like developing. From there we went on to Riverside and 

I found it much altered. The jolly old Riverside Inn was a big 
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the "Kite Shaped Track" was a sort of sight seeing trip on which 

you got off here and there and picked up a train later.) Anyway 



we had a good look around Riverside and then went the whole length 

of Magnolia Avenue through miles of orange groves in full bearing. 

(Where I belonged to the tennis club, and the Hunt <Jack rabbits> 

With greyhounds, etc. when I was there in 1890) We stopped at 

an enormous packing plant - the oranges all running down hill 

over wire netting, the mesh getting bigger and bigger. The train 

ran past there and picked us up, and no doubt a lot of oranges 

too, and so the the end of a memorable day. 

Our next little trip was to Sta. Monica, about 15 to 20 miles. 

I should say, just flat marshy land, but now I believe all built 

over. We came back in the evening by a loop line which went 

through where Hollywood now is. 

Sta. Monica then was a very lovely little seaside town with 

one big hotel, but the street car turned to the left there and 

went on for about 1% miles and pulled up in a little valley about 

50 yards wide with earth sloping upwards on the left and sandhills 

on the right, all within sound of the surf. I think we must have 
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there, unless it was by a freight train. Anyway, through the 

sand, roads were laid out and horses with carts could get through, 

there were duck walks along the sides. As soon as you got through 

the big sandhill ridge, you found yourself in what was known as 

Ocean Park. Nothing but sand and duck walks and jolly little 

cottages all along the beach. I have forgotten the details of 

getting there, but we soon found ourselves installed in a nice 

bungalow at $15 a month rented from a Miss Slawson, a real live 

wire if ever there was one. At the pace she was going and at the 

pace that Ocean Park afterwards went, I should think she must 

have been a millionairess in 10 years. It was a queer place, just 

beginning a boom. The sands stretched as far as one could see, 

about 25 or 30 miles, and the surf pounding in all the time. A tiny 

pier ran out just beyond the surf and people used to fish from it. 

There was a little shop near us where they sold the usual things 

including cooked ham and things like that. There was nothing much 

to do but we enjoyed it very much, sitting about and going for 

walks - south it was just sand but north, to Sta. Monica, there 
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times had a meal there - quite the largest swimming bath I have 

ever seen, and some of the best diving, etc. People used to come 

out of the bath and go into the ocean and do a bit of surf riding. 

Just outside Ocean Park was a carnation farmwhich pleased your 

mother much, and nearby, an asparagus farm from where we both of 

us had all the asparagus we wanted for the first time in our lives. 

It was while we were there that your mother fainted on morning and 

soom afterwards we dicided to start for home after being there 

about five weeks. We managed to get a drawing-room on a train 

called "The Owl, Ltd" and came home in great comfort, having had 

5 months holiday on $400 - Rather different today! 

Back on the Ranch 

That summer on the Ranch was very lovely. There was not much 

stock and I found that with morning and evening chores and working 

in the mornings, we had the afternoons free. We had a 17 ft. 

boat with centre board and lug sail, but most afternoons we used 

to row across to the shady side of the harbour with the English 
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Flo, Minnie, etc., in those days, and with plenty of cushions 

and sometimes a book, we had lovely, happy, contented times, 

always feeling that a bit of work done in the morning and some 

recreation with happy thoughts would all be good for the precious 

unborn child. I still think things like that must work for good, 

but it is difficult to see how parents can get into that frojne 

of mind in these days. 

We were making no profit on the ranch in those days and i 

began to realize that with $6000 invested something was wrong with 

the works. The only advantage was cheap living - milk, eggs, 

butter, vegetables, fruit/cost nothing and as I was quite a good 

shot we seldom had to buy meat. Anyhow, I began enquiring about 

teaching and was offered the school at Central Settlement if I 

would get my certificate - I only had to take an easy exam on the 

B.C. Educational Act, and my B.A. degree would give me an academic 



certificate. At the same time old Lang, of the Collegiate 

School offered me a job, but Gregory advised me to keep clear for 

which I was thankful as L. had served his time, in the old country. 

He was a kleptomaniac. 
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important person. Dr. Baker said you had better be born at 

Nanaimo as, in case of anything going wrong, things might be 

difficult at Ganges. (No hospital or trained nurse there). So, 

one Saturday about the beginning of November, I started off early 

in the morning. I rode Kate, your mother's pony to Vesuvius, 

knotted the reins and sent her home and your mother, I think, let 

her in at the road gate. I got old Malcolm Mouat to row me over 

to Crofton - by this time it was snowing hard - I had to walk 

from Crofton to Chemainus, got a snack at the Horseshoe Inn and 

caught the midday train to Nanaimo - Hunted up the Dr. and inter

viewed the matron of the hospital and took a small bedroom and 

sitting room with a fireplace at the old Wilson (?) Hotel and just 

caught the "City of Nanaimo" for Ganges on her Saturday trip to 

Victoria. Old Black Dukes had been do in ty my chores for me, so 

when I got home it seemed like the Celestial Regions. It had been 

rather a hard day, as the snow was quite deep on the way to 

Chemainus. (It would have been shorter to walk to Westholme, but 

should have had a long wait at OPEN station.) 
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The Hotel (since defunct, I think) was all right - good meals, 

a comfortable lounge with an enormous fire place, and we spent 

a good deal of time in our little sitting room, yarning and making 

plans. Nell wrote a/long, long letter to her Dad at Tamworth. We 

went on short walks, and poked about into all the odd corners of 

Nanaimo. Got to know the Dr. (Drysdale) whose wife had a daughter 

a week or so either before or after you were born, Nora. We got 

quite chatty with the Drug store man, a Mr Van Houten (more anon), 

and also with the proprietor of the Hotel, Charlie Trawford, a man 

about my age, who told me that he would give all (or was it half?) 

of what he had if his wife could give him the happiness that was 

probably coming to me. (Incidentally when my happiness did arrive, 

I went back to the hotel in the small hours of the morning, pretty 



tired and found him up and he insisted on producing a bottle of 

champagne which went down very well. Shortly after that he had a 

fit which frightened everyone but he recovered. After you arrived 

and every thing was going well, I made one or two trips home to 

see how old -flukes was making out and found everything O.K. The 

5th, 6,7, 8, of Dec. that year were very cold and then it turned 

mild. 

The only amusing thing I can remember about the Nanaimo 

period was Xmas Day evening. I think I was the only resident 

except a professional wrestler and his trainer, but all unattached 

Nanaimo seemed to come in for Xmas dinner at night, and in all my 
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of them washing it down with large quantities of beer. There was 

no refinement of taste, just a matter of putting it away. It 

was certainly very good and I enjoyed mine (in moderation) as much 

as anyone. After dinner, I went up to see your mother and found 

her and you A-l. Then back to the hotel lounge (they were great 

on rocking chairs) and most of the people asleep. Mr. Van Houten 

(mentioned before) was just about half dead to the world, but 

would not part with his hat which was an old fashioned "billy 

cock" -hard felt (bowler) and brown in colour - As he went to 

sleep and nodded his hat kept falling off and he didn't mean to 

part with it, so groped with his hands, without opening his eyes, 

until he got hold of it and put it on again - only to repeat the 

process, time after time - T got quite intrigued - At last he 

gave an extra big nod and a snort and the hat rolled some yards 

away where he could not reach it, but in his search he came in 

contact with one of those big, brass cuspidors, that hotels used 

to have and they had a good old tussle which the cuspidor won 

as the sharp edge bumped him and woke him up. 

Soon afterwards we brought you down to Canon Cooper's and 

you were christened and they kept us there until the boat came 
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but you had to be bathed and they had not taught her very much 

at the Hospital. I remember her saying, when she was just about 

all in, "Oh, baby dear, please do hold your head up," not realizing 



that babies can't - and that that is why mothers have elbows. 

That spring was queer - Old Dukes did his best and we were very 

busy - so was your mother - Fortunately we had no more bad weather. 

Later , we got a Lady Help, a Miss. Crimp, sister of Mrs. Reginald 

Hinks. She was very nice and willing. When she came, she talked 

as if she were a brilliant musician, but we found she had one 

brilliant piece, which she had evidently learned at school for 

she did not seem able to play anything else. She was the lady 

who asked me what I liked for breakfast and I said, "Oh, porridge, 

and bacon and eggs." She said, "How do you cook it?"and I said, 

"In a frypan." When I came in, very hungry, there was about 

4 or 5 lbs. of bacon all in one piece, sitting in the fry pan. 

(And she had been having bacon for breakfast all her life.) I 

told ber how to cook it and various other things which I may fill 

in later but she always said, "I'll never be naughty again." 

Soon after that the Wards turned up. People about our own 

age (perhaps younger) but Val, I think, some years older than you, 

Nora. They were quite set on the place and it gave me a chance of 
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which is now Fairacres. 

Then we started to pack - I think old Mr. Carter made the 

cases, tho' we did not take very much with us, feeling that it 

would be better to buy at home. Out of the $6000 I got for the 

ranch, I invested 3000 and kept the rest as a reserve fund to 

carry us on if I did not get a job. 

We went down to Sidney by the old Iroquois, then on to town 

by the "Cordwood Ltd." Sold your pram and bought a little 

collapsible go-cart which was just right. As soon as I had 

settled up all my affairs, we started off. I think we had a 

drawing room across to Montreal and everyone seemed awfully kind 

and helpful. 

We got to England after a lovely crossing. Of course we 

could not go to Fazely - Nell and Nora went to the Jennings, I 

went to Flo's in Edinburgh for a bit and then to Fazely for a few 



days and said I was going to settle in the Channel Islands which 

seemed to satisfy mother, who was by then rather feeble, physically 

and mentally - and John was an awful crank and seemed to think I 

was trying to push myself and family into Fazeley House. Anyhow, 

we soon got away and ran into a dreadful storm. Took 15 hours to 

do a 4 hour trip from Weymouth to Guernsey where we stayed a few 

days to recuperate - then on to Jersey and stayed at a hotel at 

St. Aubyn's till we found nice rooms. There we stayed while we 

looked for a house and I looked for a job. Meanwhile, I got a bit 
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Academy at La Fleche, for conversation, a nice old boy.) Eventually 

we took Stanley Lodge at St. Martins, where Nell eventually got 

ill (drains) and we moved in to Bellozanne Rd. 1st Tower and 

liked it and in the course of 2% years worked up to full time, when 

Mr. Wilson wrote and told me there were 17 children at Ganges 

crying out to be taught. There was no public school there then so 

we pulled our stakes again and came back home! We enjoyed Jersey 

except for getting there and back. In calm weather it was always 

foggy and in windy weather, the sea was dreadful. I think it set 

you up Nora as you had two summers on the sands, etc. of St. Aubin's 

Bay. We hardly knew any people there and no one except an. odd 

parson called. By now I had told mother that I had been married a 

long time and had a two year old baby, so we spent a whole summer 

holiday at Fazeley and Nell and mother became great friends. 

In the spring of 1906 we left for the west. About that time 

mother and old Mr. Jennings were both very ill and we heard soon 

after that they had both passed on. Evelyn and Scott put us up 

for a few days and then we moved into the cottage while we laid 

plans for a house. Meanwhile Edward Cartwright had arrived and 

opened a school in the Creamery Shed the day we got to Victoria 

and all went to him except Charlie, Mary and two Schetky boy's. 

So we were up against it once more. We got the house finished by 

Sept. and by the following spring the Cartwright kids began to 

trickle over to me, and C. got a job at University School and I 

bought his desks, etc. - And then began some very happy days -

The idea of war or poverty did not seem to enter into the scheme 
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At Ganges Private School I was very fortunate in the early lot of 

boys and girls, Nora's friends - Margery Beech (married - feeble 

child died and Margery developed T.B. and died at about 25. A 

delightful girl)- her brother Roy,now Commodore. I told his father 

he would finish up as and Admiral, if he got into the Navy. Frank 

Houghton, now Capt. R.C.N., Nora's Jack, whose father was an old 

friend (died 1914), Bob Scott, Major at 22 in 1st Gt. War, lives 

in the states and has done well. His cousins, friends of N., 

Beryl and Tommy; Duncan Craig, Charlie's friend, killed at Vimy-

Dick Cartwright, 2 years in Persian Gulf till end of war, was paid 

off at Marseilles and started home for Salt Spring and was killed 

in a railway accident in Quebec on Xmas Eve 1918 or 19. 



of things. We worked like fun turning what was a bit of a wilder

ness into the lovely place it became later. 

Page 85 At Ganges Private School I was very fortunate in the early 

lot of boys and girls. After working for 20 years in other schools, 

I consider it one of the best. It was free from a lot of the evils 

which beset town schools - money grubbing, competition for pupils, 

etc. 

Page 86 In 1917 there was a great agitation on foot for a Public 

School and a good deal of talk and what-not went on - most of 

which came back to me - Anyway, I felt that my instict or fate 

was leading me away and about the same time University School 

offered me the job of 3rd form Master at a salary $200 more in 

the year than the best I had ever done at Ganges. So, I decided 

to close down and a fine old rumpus there was (a delegation asking 

me to carry on) from people who had promised to send their children 

to the public school. (I thought some of them were a bit two faced) 

I came down that Easter, 1917, as Resident for one term. Nell and 

Nora stayed there and got everything ready to move in Aug/Sept. 

(Including a basketful of kittens, one of them, named "George", 

came to town and was very happy until he broke his tail and to be 

sent to the S.P.C.A. for euthanasia. 
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a drag most of the time, but we used to go there for the whole of 

the summer holidays and kept the boat and outboard engine there 

and did quite a bit of camping, etc. and were able to see a good 

deal of the friends we had there. Then my sister, Florence 

Lyell, who had lost her son, and only child, at Gallippoli, 

died (1917, I think). She left me £1000, which in 1920 when I 

came to St. Michaels, enabled me to buy this house. I was badly 

"had" over it, but we had a very lovely 17 years here and grew very 

fond of it. 

The next 10 years I was able to save money every month, as 

I was getting a good salary and could save my own income. 



Page 88 I have always thought the little school at Ganges was, of 

its kind a very good one, nothing brilliant in the way of scholar

ship - but Frank Houghton's young brother Wynne was afterwards (I 

am nearly sure) the youngest F.R.C.S., and became one of the big 

men in surgery in London. (I think that is right.) We had the 

use of the 5 acre Agric. Hall grounds for games and had lots of 

fun as young people used to come and join us so that we were able 

to get two full sides for grass hockey - Elsie Price Charlesworth, 

her sister Marjorie Ley, Mrs. Cecil Abbott, Miss Ley (the Blue 

Pirates girl) and several others. And in summer term quite a bit 

of cricket with a bit of stiffening thrown in to help the boys and 

give them confidence. - School, etc. vs. married men (OK); School, 

etc. vs. single men (and we got it in the neck.) 

The world seemed pretty good until 1914-15. It seemed so 

secure and such nice fellows coming out from England. 


