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The only Logging
Boot of its Kind ---

MADE IN CANADA

TELLING the logger about calks is a
tough job—and to prove our story in
‘“Printer’s Ink”’’ with a spaee limit seems
next ta impossible. Yet here’s a story of
a “*Calk that will never come out.”” If
you study the Boot and then the plan of
the ‘‘Leckie Double Loek Calk’’ you will
easily see that, here at last is a Sturdy
Logger”s Boot, ealked perfeectly.

The logging Boot itself is made by ‘Leck-
ie’? and every detail in its fine eonstrue-
tion refleets the high standadrd of ‘¢ Leck-
ie’’ workmanship and materials. It is built
for comfort—long wear, and absolute de-
pendabilty, The ‘‘Leekis’’ double loek
ealk system provides the wearer with calks
that remain in the sole for the life of the
Boot Do what you like—kick ’em on a
good hard roek—they’re there to stay.

Leckie Dou

CAlk

See them at
Your Camp Store

ble Lock

Our
Guarantee

We will replace free of

any pair of
Leekie boots ped
with double calk lock
in which the calks fail
1o hold, excépt bHoots
that are burted or un-

abused.

3. LECKIE & C0. LTD.
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’?whmte—pnk, ashe rolled another

FOREWORD

EADERS, this modest and some-
what haywire effort is concoet-

-ed with but one idea in view, and

that is—to

laugh. 2
0Old Man Jake—who tended hook

for Kink Solomon several years ago

_—said that if he could make folks
= forget their troubles for a time he

would be content—in other words,
““she’d be Jake.”” Therefore, if you
can get one lone, single kick ont of
this great family journal — why,
carry on—and, I'll be happy my-
self.

Personally, I've had one h—l1 of
a time in getting out this rig—(what
with snoos at $1.20 the roll and
WRITING FLUID at its present
high price) but. she’s here now
(don’t scale her too elose!) and I
have The Pacific Coast Lumberman
of Vancouver to thank for letting it
see the light of day. And THAT is
THAT.

Now, let’s pass out The Bunk.

I thank you, gentlemen,
HOLS.

““Never say ‘Rye’,”” remarked An-
gus, as he pulled the Dimple eork.

*‘This is all Bull”’rmrkedthe

remarked the Nut, as they pushed
: hnfgﬁhroqg_h'the gsteammﬂ..

“I'm all up in the air about this,”
remarked the High Rxgger as he
made the top.

‘“This is a gueer sort of pbee,
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The Jam On

Garry’s Rock

(Author unknown)

Well, gentlemen here she is—that old River Hog favorite, ‘‘The Jam
on Garry s Rock.”” Composed over sixty years ago by a Michigan shanty-
boy, it is still sung in ecamps from Halifax to Vietoria, and from Bangor
to Seattle. As far as we know, this is the first time it has ever appeared

in print here in the West.

C’OME all ye brave Shanty Boys,
wherever ye may be,

I would have you pay attention and
listen unto me,

For it concerns a Shanty boy 50
noble, true and brave,

Who broke the jam on Garry s Rock
and met with a watery grave.

It was sn a Sunday morning as you
shall quickly hear,
The logs were piling mountain high
we could not keep thewm elear.
Cheer up! cheer up! brave hearted
youths; relieve your  hearts of
fear;

‘We’ll break the jam on Garry’s Roek
and to Saginaw we will steer.

Now some of them were willing
while others they were not.

To work a jam on Sunday they did
not think they ought .

"Til six of our Canadian boys did
volunteer to go

And break the jam on Garry’s Roek

© with their foreman, young Mun-

roe.

They had not picked off many logs
_when the boss to them did say,
wan}d have you be on your guard

And there they found to their sur-
prise, their sorrow, grief and woe,

All bruised and mangled on the
beach lay the corpse of young
Munroe.

They picked him up most tenderly;
smoothed down his raven heair. .

There was one among the watchers

who’s cries did rend the air.
This fair one most distracted was
a girl from Sagmaw town.
And her wails and eries did reach the
skies for her true love who was
drowned.

The Missus Clark, a widow, lived by
the riverside.

This was her only daughfer (ana
Jack’s intended bride

So the wages of her own trne love,
the boss to her did pay,

And a liberal subseription was made ;
up by the Shanty Boys next day.

When she received the money she
thanked them every one

Though it was not her portion to
live for very long

And it was just six weeks or more

when she was ealled to go
And her last request was to he
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Lars Takes on a Little High Society

.~ A very good friend of ours, Mr. drummer-feller what come my camp
Lars Parsen—and by the way, one one time to sell boom chain.
of the best hand-loggers North of Young city feller what sit next me
the First Narrows—has kindly con- say, ‘‘What you tank of h.lgh-lead,
sented to allow us to publish the Mr. Sparsden?’” Ay tell him, ‘‘Ay
story of his recent visit to some of don’t stop at dat hotel any more, so
Vancouver’s ‘‘High Society.”” When don’t know. Ay stay down Carrall
in the city a short time ago, Mr. Par-

§ sen was invited out to a dinner party
given by a well known lumberman
who lives on The Heights. Needless
to say the names of those concerned
have been changed for the purpose
of publication.

; Vell, Yaek Yackson say, “‘Lars,
we go up to house an have gude
time.”” Ay say, ‘‘Alright, Yack, let
her go.”” So ve get in his car an go
up hill ‘eross Granville Bridge an
pretty soon stop at big house—big-
ger dan bunk-house at Wapilano.
Missus Yackson say, ‘‘How do,

s Lars,”” Ay say, “‘Pretty gude, ay

: tank.”’ Lots odder people dere too,

~an ve skal few drink Scotch, yin,

- _-and den come supper.

i Ay never see so dam many knife

an fork on table but get along pretty

fine for talk with lady next me and .

she bane yolly, too. ““Lars,’’ she ““Ay vork hard on big eigar.”’

say, ' Aint it fine for live in big for- Street.”” An den, Mr. Yackson laugh

est, where big trees all round and |jke ha} again an say, “Gude yoke,
nice voods?’ ““Ay say, “Yah, but 71,7 5

cedar dam poor price now an to- Den some lady say, ‘‘Come dance,
redo work lik_e hal all time, so what's . Sparsen,”” but they dont have
use anyway?’’ gnde Sveedish polka or Yennie Lind

_After while, bull-cook dressed dance, on phonograph so

yust” like Union Steamboat feller eant danee. 2 TR
rve drink all ‘round an ven he = Ve drink an talk yust to ome
“Mr. Sparsen, have o’clock and den ay say guess gude

ay tell her
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Something Went Haywife

Mysterious Disappearance of Rich Young Widow Makes Stir in Coast
: Circles—$10,000 Involved

Just recently it has leaked out
that four well known loggers are in
Town, and, ‘‘ Waiting at the ehurch™
as it were. Although the matter is
_ still far from clear, the ANNUAL’S
~ tireless reporter has uncovered some
correspondence which throws a lit-
tle light on the affair, and whizh we
pass along to an eager public.

The first is a letter addressed to
a Mrs. Wopple, of Really, Ont., and
is signed by one Napoleon Couture.

make O. K. ef we get married pretty
soon. You say de word and me, I
send you firs’ elass railway tickette
for pass on B. C. and ecome Vancou-
ver. Den we get license for de job
and eclose de deal toute de suite,—
mak honey moon, tree, four, day
maybe and den fare advance to de
Camp.

Soon we get to eamp me, I fire one
of the cookee whats haywire anyway
and give you de job.

—“am a Snappy young
fellow with plenhl of
money and a fine

position.

Dear Missus Wopple: I see your
pictaire on de ‘‘ Wedding Bell”” mat-
rimony journal and dam quick I
send her two dollar eash for get your
address so can wrife you.

Firs’, T tell you ’bout myself
whats Napoleon Couture an’ gentle-
man too me,—to say nothing ’bout
be de firs” elass eook also. Was born

3 j"boutfmzrtyyesr ’go near R Riveriere

“~dm conSidered pnet‘h,
dand d qood dresser.
inherit #10,000.00.

Wil

Mrs. Wopple

En cas, my fren’, you want receco-
mend for me, I tell you what for do:
jus’ write letter to Mrs. Jeanne Hi-
bou, Levis, P. Q. or Mrs. Marie
Pouchon, Sherbrooke, and ask dem
ef T don’ make de premier class hus-
ban’. I marry dem bote (at different

her g

tam of course an’ aldnwedm mak
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‘Whats,

Nap. Couture.
-~ P.S. Isen’ you my photographie by
same express.
PPS. Ef you come 2nd classe, why,
dat leave us more cash for de honey
moons, hey?
Letter to Mrs. Wopple from Henry
Wiffle.

Dear Mrs. Wopple: They say it
ean eome but once in a life time and
sinece adoring your picture for two
whole weeks (while awaiting your
address from the ‘“Wedding Bells’?)
I have come to the eonclusion that
T am in love! Yes, little lady, and I
hope you will say the word that wiil
make me happy for life.

I am a snappy young fellow with

Mr. Napoleon Couture
plenty of money and a fine position
bull-cooking for Hemloeks, Ltd. It
doesn’t matfer mueh to me whether
or not you inherit the $10,000, al-

though of course it might come in

expenen” ce and knowledge of the
‘eould probably put most
barons on the -

immediately. I will await your reply
with impatience. Bushels of love to
you sweetness.

Henry Wiffle.
From one Dan McRorty to the same
lady
Madame: it makes me happy to

graze on yure likeness whiteh ap-
pears in mi latest eopie of wedding
bells. now i aint one of them fresh
guys whiteh .can rite lovely letters
an say sweet nothinks but if yure
lookin for a Al high-ball bounding
sun of a gun why thats me so why
go elsewhere. i been running camp
up and down the coast here for the
past ten years and never work for

uUg pHag

5l

IR

y1: Gowell St. Von.

SHOOKO/M  SHOOTING GALLERY:

At The

'uafaqmphrc Qrf ’pr ctures

“handy. We could start a logging
mpany of our own, and, with my no haywneontﬁtnm&her. PR
1 was married once a few ym
sgobuttt;:‘gnr}m nometenkns

Dan ‘MeRorty
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can fix it up ok somehow.

so if you want a good steady hus-
band, lady, why jest drop me a few
lines to that affeck and ile tell this
bird in the offis to spill the ink and
will meet you in vancouver soon as
the cassiar ean make the grade. hop-
ping this finds you jake and logging
on all cillinders,

Respectfully yrs,
Dan McRorty.

P.S. are you kidding about that
$10000. in the add. or is it the real
goods.

¥ %= =
To the same lady from Gust Guston.

Dar Missus Wopple: Ay see yur
picture in Vedding Bells magazine
an ay tank yu pretty dam gude
looker.
logger but got gude yob for fall
and buek by thousand and average
$6.70 day even if dam bull bucker
cheat like hall same as all bull buck
do. Deres lots hemlock here but
pretty soon get better show on gude

Ay yust ban Sveede man .

cedar near Yonson Inlet and den ve
make her pay yu bet.

Ay tank to have gude stake by
next month and if you still tank for
marry, ay yust as soon try it myself.
So let me know if yu want ticket to
come Wanecouver. Ay send my photo
enclose.

- Ay bane strong feller, yolly, aud
gude head faller. Ay chew snoos-ka
sometime but not ven m Cily. Also
drink little visky but not ven in
bush. Yur frend,
Gust Guston.
* * *

And the following, it appears, is
a copy of the same letter received by
each of the aforenamed from the
Mrs. Wopple in the ecase:

My Dearest Darling Man: How
happy I am to receive your sweet
letter and I hasten to reply at once—
before you are lost to some other
girl. (Men are so fickle, you know.)

I am a widow, 27 years of age and
am considered pretty and a good

The Radio Hits Haywire Bay

PRI Y
> y 3
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dresser. 'Will inherit $10,000 on the
death of my Unele Barney of Hull,
Ont., and I expect the poor, dear
man to be called at any time now.
Like yourself, I believe in coming to
the point at onee and if you will
kindly send on about $200 for fare,
ete., I will join you in Vanecouver
immediately. It would be much nicer
to see each other and talk it over.
don’t you think? Believe me, my
sweet man.
Totally yours,
Lavinia Wopple.

Two months later, the mail man
left the following interesting com-
munications at the ‘‘ Wedding Bells”’
office :

Say: Jeem Chris wat you tink
kind of business it is anyway. Leetle
while ’go I send Mrs. Wopple, what
advertlze on your journal, cash for
$200, an’ dat’s lass hear of Mrs.

Wopple or de eash. She’s dam poor
- busness ef gentilman cant get firs-
classe wife for two nundred dollar.
- Please send cash or Mrs. Wopple by
return mail, and oblige, your fren’,

N. Couture.

Dear Sir or Madam: I have
changed my mind about marrying
your Mrs. Wopple. Business reverses
have caused me to come to this de-
eision. If you know where Mrs.
Wopple ean be located, will you
please ask her to send on the $175
- to me, care Ground Lead Hotel, Van-

to Mrs. Wopple. She dont ecome to
meet me and yust now ay go bust
on Powell Street. Aint go no gude

QHH

Mr. Gust Guston

show for fall by thousand and snoos-
ka all gone. Please send Mrs. Wop-
ple, $180 cash or 150 rolls copen-
hagen, and oblige,

Gust Guston.

The Loggers’ lnformatwn
Bureau :

Conducted by ED.
SWEETIE—No, Sweetie, darned
if I know why loggers call a Grass
Line, ““The Tin,’—unless( of course,
that tin is used in the making of
grass line.

ANXIOUS—If your husband told
you to “‘roll 'em up”’ he didn’t ne-
ecessarily mean for you to roll up
your blankets and go ‘back to
mother; what he pmbaﬂy refmad e

M :
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Skid Road Poetry

THE FACE ON THE BARROOM FLOOR
By H. A. D’Arey

Although not a poem of the woods, here is a famous old piece that is always requested
when Bunk House reciters have the floor.

'TWAS a balmy summer’s evening,
and a goodly crowd was tf ~ ¢

‘Which well-nigh filled Joe's bari: 1
on the eorner of the square;

And as songs and witty stories eame
through the open door, e

A vagabond erept slowly in and
posed upon the floor.

““Where did it come from?’’ some
one said. ‘“The wind has blown
it in.77

“What does it want?”’ another eried.
‘“Some whiskey, rum or gin?”’

‘“Here, Toby. sic ‘em, if Yyour sto-
mach’s equal to the work—

I wouldn't touch him with a fork,
he’s filthy as a Turk.”

This badinage the boor wreteh took
with stoeial good graee;

In faet, he smiles as tho® he thought
he’d struek the proper place.

*Come, boys, I know there’s kindly
hearts among so good a crowd—

To be in such good company would
make a deacon proud.

““Give me a drink—that’s what T
want—I'm out of funds, you know,

When I had cash to treat the gang
this hand was never slow.

What? You laugh as if you though?
this pocket never held a sou;

I once was fised as well, my lads, as

any one of you.

my singing days are past;

My voice is eracked, my throat’s
worn out, and my lungs are going
fast.

I'll tell you a funny story, and a
fact, I promise, too. :

““Say! Give me another whisky, and
I tell yon what I'll do—

That 1 was ever a decent man not
one of you would think;

But I was, some four or five years
back. Say, give me another drink.

*“Fill her up, Joe, I want to put some
life into my frame—

Such little drinks to a bum like me
are miserably tame;

Five fingers—there that’s the scheme
—and corking whisky, too.

Well. here’s luek boys, and landlord,
my best regards to you.

w220 e AT At e b = AP TR oy o

“You've treated me pretty kindly
and I'd like to tell you how 2
Icnmetobethedirtysotmnee
before you now. A e S
As I told you, onee I was a man, with
muscle, frame and health,
And but for a blunder ought to
made considerable wealth,

“I was a painter—not one that
daubed on brieks and wood,

But an artist, and, for my age, was
rated pretty good. T
I worked hard at my canvas, an

was bidding fair to rise,
rradually I saw the star
eves.
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I made a pieture, perhaps you've .

heard, 'tis ecalled the ‘Chase of
Fame,’

It brought me fifteen hundred
pounds and added to my name,
And then I met a' woman—now

comes the funny part—
With eves that petrified my brain,

and sunk into my heart.

““Why don’t you laugh? 'Tis funny
that the vagabond you see

Could ever love a woman., and ex-
pect her love for me; :

But “twas so, and for a month or two
her smiles were freely given,

And when her loving lips touched
mine, it carried me to heaven.

““Boys, did you ever see a girl for
whom your seul you'd give,

With a form like the Milo Venus,
too beautiful to live:

With eves that would beat the Koh-
i-noor, and a wealth of ehestnut
hair?

- If so, ‘twas she, for there never was

another half so fair,

““I was working on & portrait, one
afterncon in May,

Of a fair-haired boy, a friend of
mine, who lived across the way;

And Madeline admired it, and, much
to my surprise,

Said she'd like to know the mian
that had sueh dreamy eyes.

“It didn't take long to know him,
and before the month had flown
My friend had stole my darling, and

I was left alone; ‘
And ere a year of misery had passed
above my head,
The jewel I had treasured so had
tarnishd and was dead.

“That’s why I teok te drink, boys;
why, I never saw you smile, 2

I thought you'd be amused, and
Iaughmg all the while.

Why what's the matter. friend?
There's a tear-drop in your eye.

Come, laugh like me; ‘tis only babes
and women that should ery,

‘*Say, boys, if you give me ;mst an-
other whmkv I'll be glad

And I'll draw nght here a pieture of
the faece that drove me mad.

Give me that piece of echalk with
which you mark the h;nsebsl!
seore—

You shall see the lovel Mdme l:p-
on the barmom ﬂmm

Another drink, and with chalk in
hand. the vagabond began e

To sketeh a face that well might buy‘ i
the soul of any man, .

Then, as he placed another im:k np&ﬂ"
the shapely head.

With a fearful shriek. he !m}wd mé
fell aerdss the pwmmmdead.
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Was entwined in a Blue Velvet Band.

To a house of gentle ruination,
She invited me with a sweet smile;
She seemed so refined, gay and
; charming
That I thought I would tarry awhile.

She then shared with me a collection
- OFf wines of an execellent brand,

And conversed in politest language;
. This girl with the Blue Velvet Band.

- After lunch, to a well-kept apart-
L ment,
- We rvpnmd to the third floor above;
~And IH thonght myself truly m
3 - Heav
 Where re\gneth the Goddess of Love.

Her lady’s taste was resplendent,
From the graceful arrangement of

i things;
~ From the pictures that stood on thke
ik burean.
ifo tfntle bronze Cupid with wings.

ht wha.t siruek me most was an o

T Deszgned by an artistic hand ;
 "Twas the costly “lay«omt" of a
‘v hop-fiend,
And that fiend was my Blue Velvet
Band.

On a pile of soft robes and pillows;
She reeclined, I deelare, on the floor,
Then we both hit the pipe and I
slumbered,
¥ ponder it over and o'er,

™Tis months since the craven arm
grasped me,

And in bliss did my life glide away;
mmgpmm to “dipping " and thiev-

As I gently opened the door.

“If you'll give me a elue to conviet
him,”’

Said a stranger in tones soft and
bland,

“You'll then prove to me that you
love me.’

“It’s a go,”” said my Blue Velvet
Band.

Ah! How my heart ﬁﬂed with anger,

At woman, so fair, false and vile,

And to think that I once true adored
her;

Brought to my lips a contemptible

; smile.

All ill-gotten gains we had squand-
ered,

And my life was hers to command;

Betrayed and deserted for another—

Could this be my Blue Velvet Band?

Just a few moments before I was
hunted

By the cops, who wounded me, too

And my temper was none the sweet-

est,
As 1 swung myself into their view.

And the eopper, not liking the glit-
ter

Of the ““44"" Colt in my hand ;

Hurriedly left through the window,

Leaving me with my Blue Velvet
Band.

: Whnthappmedtomlwdltellyou, %

I was “ditched’ for a dupente,

erime; Fne
There was hell mabmkshntnﬁ—

- night; -
And my pal was shot
© prime.

As a econviet of hard reputatmn,
Ten years of hard grind did T land,
And 1 otten thought of the pleas-

I had with my Blue Velyet Band.
Onemght as bml tmem rm‘
standing :
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Her voice had the same touch of
sadness
I knew that but one could command,
It had the same thrill of gladness
As that of my Blue Velvet Band.
Many months have passed sinc¢e this
happened,
And the story belongs to the past;
I forgave her, but just retribution
Claimed this fair but false one at
last.
El
She slowly sank lower and lower,
Down through life’s shifting sands,
"Till finally she died in a hop joint,
This girl with the Blue Velvet Band.

If she had been true when I met her,
A bright future for us was in store,
For I was an able mechanie,

And honest and square to the core.

But as sages of old have eontended,

What’s decreed us mortals must
stand ;

So a grave in the potter’s field ended

My romance with the Blue Velvet
Band.

Now, when I get out I will hasten
Back to my home town again,

Where my chances are good for some
dollars,

All the way from a thousand to ten.

And if I'm in luek I'll endeavor
To live honest in some other land,
And bid farewell to dear old Friseo,

And the grave of my Blue Velvet
Band.

How The Old Waldorf Has Chang

LIRS T T e - o
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And Now He’s Back In Piccadilly

EARLY last fall this brief item ap-
peared in a Coast trade paper:

Mr. J. Weseott Jones, of Wimple-
ton-by-Moor, Blahwoop, Sussex,
England, recently spent a few days
in this City en route to Maggie Bay,
where he will take personal charge
of the big operations of the Maggie
Bay Lumber Co., Ltd. Although he
has never before been in Canada,
Mr. Jones is a man of unusual ca-
paeity and has a thorough knowl-
edee of logging in the Old Country.
His father, the late Sir M. Onocle
Jones, was a well known Old Coun-
try logeer and also the chief stock-
holder in the Maggie Bay Company.

So mueh for that. But that isn’t
ALL the story—not on your jolly
old life! After the departure (From
Mageie Bay) of Mr. J. - Wescott
Jones, a diary—which evidently had
been overlooked in the hurried pack-
ing— was found in his bunk-house
and turned over to us by Mike Bren-
nan, the genial bull-cook. Although
only a fe\v extraets, which Have a
direet bearing on the case, may be
given here, we hope at a later ‘date
to publish them complete in a full
volume, under title, ‘‘Tyee Timber.”’

Sept. 9th—Spent day in the City
Office, talking matters over with Mr.
Brown, the Superintendent. Al-
 though a bit of a bally duffer in a

_way, he seems a jolly zood sort and
Ansisted that he should accompany
me on the jaunt north, Monday next.

3 i:old hun 1 had rather 2o it

car to ‘be en-

Had the odd snort with Browr
and some of the office operatives.

Sept. 10th—Sunday and not a bit
like dear old London. However,
managed to have the odd snort with
some chappies at the Hotel.

Sept. 11th—Brown was almost in-
decent in his iistence to go to the
camp with me. But I held ﬁrm Told
him it was entirely unnecessary. I
really. think the bounder has some
doubt regarding my knowledge of
cutting trees. How deucedly embar-
rassed he would feel if T told him
that I had charge of felling two

Mr. Mike Brennan, the Genial Bull Cook

acres of jolly old Sherwood Forest
for thé pater, last year. But it
wouldn’t be deeent to rub it in like
that. Let him find out for himself.
Got passage on the ship Cowichan.
Odd sort of name. Funny thing,
there isn’t a bar en beard. Happy
thought When I tucked rthe odd bot-
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Then I told him a bit sharply that
I was the new general manager and
wished to see the person in charge.

““Oh, you mean the ‘push’,’’ said
this Johnnle ““he’s up to No. 2.7
Which struck me as rather odd.
However, I was taken to the upper
barracks on a steam-train, which ap-
parently is used for carrying the
logs to the sea.

The Upper Barracks—or No.
the pier Johnnie called it—is a rum
sort of place; a bit of the real old
woods thing, I take it. Rough board
houses with no wall-paper, and pack-
ing boxes seem to be the only furni-
ture. I must look into this matter.

The head-chopper (or push, as
they eall him here) finally put in an
appearance and I gave him one of
my new ecards, ‘‘J. WESCOTT
JONES, GEN. MANAGER, The
Maggie Bay Timber Co., Ltd.”” (I
think them rather precious.) The
head-chopper’s name is Pete some-
thing-or-other and a very odd sort
of cove—beastly unmannerly. He

muttered something and then said

to follow him. This was the nearest
approach to the jolly old reeeption
thing I received. "I am quartered
with him in what is termed the
Rooster House (juicy name that—
rooster house). We had the odd
snort just before dinner, which made
things look a bit more on the top-
ping.

Sept. 14th—A very full day. Have

- been looking over the place and real-

Iy find it a different propoesition than
I had first expected. Not a hit the

to introduce those new ideas I had
in the old bean, but the whole thing
was a washout; not ready for the
new idea here, I take it. To begin
with, T had noticed that the felling
and bucking' persons were prone to
carry their bottles of liquor with
them—even when they went into the
forest to work (for some reason,
they have odd little hooks tied to
the bottles). Now, I believe in a
chappie having his liquor; in faet,
I insist on it, but this carrying the
odd bottle to work! why, it isn’t
done, that’s all!

1,4.‘&!‘»

‘I say, old ehap, don’t you think we 1

would get in more logs if that chappie
over there would cease blowing that -
fernal whistle?’’

So I spoke to the filing person

about it and he laughed most in-
decently. Said the bottles contained

oil! But he was trying to spoof me,
for I quite distinetly saw the labels.

I shall write Brown a letter about
] ‘don’t ‘ob;ee: ,heoddmm't
‘before but
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he would blow the electric whistle
and hold up the whole game, as it
were. Finally, I could stand it no
longer so I called Peter, the head-
chopper or ‘‘push.” ‘‘Don’t you
think, old chap,’’ I said in an engag-
ing manner, ‘‘Don’t you think we
would get in more logs if that chap-
pie over there would cease blowing
that infernal whistle?’’ 1 thought
I made myself clear enough on the
point but Peter looked dazed a mo-
ment and then broke into a horrible
streteh of profanity—proved him-
self a regular bounder, in fact. So

T left him and went in to the bar-
racks.

' Peter seemed very gloomy tonight
—probably worried over his rotten
show of temper. But I harbor mo
ill feeling and said, ‘‘Cheerio, Peter,
old thing, you’'ll learn this logging
game yet.”” But he eontinued
gloomy so I let the matter drop.

‘Sept. 16th—Odd thing happened
this morning. I arose at the usual
hour, washed and went to the mess-
hall.  Absolutely deserted—except

for the waiter echappie. ‘‘What
ho,”” I remarked, ‘‘Where’s the
jolly old erowd?” ‘‘They took
last night’s boat for Town,”” said
he, “‘that is, all exeept me and the
bull-cook. The push told us to stay
and take' eare of you.””  Rather
thick. what? Think I will get a
passage on today’s ship myself. The
juiey old logging seems to be over
Odd eoves, these

- an’ ME, i pay de c$sh install

&5
"
7

-

has just returned from a two
months’ sojourn in the deep for-
ests of British Columbia, where he
has been attending to his large
timber operations in that province.
Mr. Jones, when seen last night at
the Savoy, among other things
stated his approval of the Domin-
ion Settlement projeet but warns
all intending emigrants to be pre-
pared for ‘‘roughing it’’ if they
wish to be successful. ‘‘It’s ex-
ceedingly hard work,”” said Mr.
Jones, “‘but I did it, and ‘made
good,” as the Canaaians say. Oth-
ers have the same chance.’

Joe Larue Buys a Type-
writer on the Installment
Plan

Dear Si4r, Monsieur, 1 write for say,
i got de neww mach$ne,

(for writ% de bisne ?1ss letter an’
my frends backkk near Lachinlj,)
an’ nOw 1 wr3jte you recomfnd

for printt on eat/alogg

an’ mak de fine bisn$essss for you,
dat’s what you eall — hOt dol4gge. -
De premier tam i tryy FOr wr3@te,
she don’ go so wEIIl

I don’ knoww how t2 play de tUnE
an’ forget for watchh de bellll. i
But now i praetizz$@ all de night,
an’ put de sppeedd oN her,

an SACRE bleu ! i go so fass’

all same stenog%7/pher.

I use heem now about tr3e weekk
sinee i install de $%% pay, :
An’ she’s de bess go3jdam machifne
dat’s make on us a . e

z
.

§
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High Ball Ballads

THE SWEDE AT ('{HE )POTLATCH FAIR
y Hols

Whether or not you attended the Potlateh Fair in Vancouver last
summer, you will undoubtedly be interested in what happened to Nels
— and take it from him—she was a yolly oceasion!

AY bane Sveedish fall and bucker,
Vork in woods ‘bout one yar,
Ay come down to see Wancouver,
Yust to look on the Potlateh Fair.

Buy me bottle at Campbell River;
Yump on boat ‘bout half pas’ six,
Dere I meets lots Sveedish logger,
Say go down for get teeth fix.

When we ¢ome to wharf Vancouver,
Ay go look for place to eat,

No one go for see the dentist,

All eome down on Powell Street.

Ay valk round to see the City,

Stop in ‘‘Highn Lead’’ yust for hell,

Dere ay see one niee, big, fat girl,

She slap my back say, “‘Good dog
Nels.””

Ay turn round and feel so funny,
Never seen this girl ay tink,

Ay bane foxy, say ‘‘Hello Tillie,
Won't you eome and have a drink?”

We tak drink of Yakey Yinger,
And begin to dance and sing,

And ay say to all Sveede logger,
Ay skal pay for the whole damn ting.

Ay send out for yin and wiskey,
Then Ay yump on chair and say,
“Drink and every one be yolly,
Thats the style for make her pay.”’

Riding up in niee blue vagon,
To the City Yudge for see,

He say Nels pay fifty dollar,
Cause you bane on awful spree.

Ay pay Yudge his fifty dollar.
That ay earn for fall and buek,
Take all money in my pocket—
Poor Sveede logger; no gude lnck.

Walk me back to look on Skid Road,
Hire at Labor Office dere,

Yump on *‘Cow’’ for Thurlow Island
Got td hal with the Potlatech Fair.

A Coming Railroad Man
** Augh, — waukh, — gr-rr!”’
it was the baby and he had been

7 " making similar remarks for the past

more. 72

Free Fare, Too
He was a notoriously useless **log-
ger”’ and had failed to hold any job
to which he had been shipped. But
he showed up at the labor office onee
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How to Become a Logger

(Editor’s Note—Although practie-
ally all of this high class publication
is given over to jesting, ribald rois-
tering and ordinary plain bunk. we
feel that a least a few lines should
be instructive as well as entertain-
ing. Therefore, and at great expense,
we have secured the sole rights to
that great work ‘*How to Become one
Hell of a Logger,”” by B. S. Champ-
ion. A few of the most pertinent
paragraphs are given herewith).

I, as you know, have logged this
country from Coast to Coast. I have
swamped the brush at Trois Rivieres,
varded wheat at Brandon and work-
ed on the side-line grade at Green
Point.

Speaking of Green Point always
reminds me of the time I was Straw-
Line push at Camp 23.

I was holding the bull-bloek in my
hand when a string of flats came
running down the tree-jack. Pain-
killer Pete was braking and he failed
to see the bull cook’s signal. With
a horible erash the main-line hit the
high-ball and the punk blew ‘“An-
nie Laurie.”’

Every time I hear a punk blow
‘“ Annie Laurie’’ on the chimes my
thoughts revert to the old days when
I was logging pea vines near Levis,
P. Q. This type of logging is prob-
ably the most difficult known to
man. The yarding system which
was first introdueed b\ the late de-
funet Louis 14th, has been super-
seeded by the ‘‘Alouette’” type of
Jean Baptiste Troudeau. If good
singers were plenty, the thing would-
n’t be so bad, but it takes a real
John Henry to sit in the middle of a
clearing, warble °‘Alouette’” and
make the pea-vines come romping
in over the ecorduroy road.

Which reminds me that corduroy
roads were invented by Roy U. Cord
(the same old bird who first made
the pants that bear his name).

But I wander. What I meant to
say was, that if you simply must
be a logger, why, make up your
mind to start at the bottom. Ap-
ply for a job as ecamp push and grad-
ually work your way upward to
wood-splitter. Then, eut off one foot - -
and go on the W. C. B. for the win-
ter.

Business
FINE Extraet factory. Lemon and

~other flavors. Sell reasonable. Take
a sniff at this—Box 111, ANNUAL.

elding compound for tin pants. No

Chances

,bkeksmtth should be é;xzt'hont a !mt-r

SPREADERS—Farmers, if you
are looking for a high class machine
that will throw the bunk forty rod
through the alders, why, order our
new 1"’;&1{14 SIMPLEX SPREAD-
ER. She’s a darb! There’s no bull
buck about this. Spreaders Ine.
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The Round ‘Trip

JO6N. | JON. 3 THE

FLYING CHOKERMGW.

= - ; FTols.

(This great moving picture especially posed for us by Jack the Zipper,
the well known short-stake champeen.)
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OUR SOCIETY COLUMN

Conduected by Tillie

R. FRED M. GUILD, the well-
known haywire logger, was in
Town last week on his bi-annual
drunk. Mr. Guild states he is pleas-
ed to note the finer grade of paper
used in printing the 1923 permits but
regrets that the price is set at $2.00.
““Too high,”’ said Mr. Guild in an
interview. ‘‘I have joined several
all-night clubs at 10¢ per join, and
I fail to see why I should pay $2.00
to get into a joint that closes at
5:00 pom.”’
£ * *

Maynard Ivison, the notorious
timber broker of Minneapolis, has
been in the ecity recently lining up
a few suckers to assist him in put-
ting Hemlocks, Limited, on deck
again. Mr. Ivison alleges that if this
‘great concern can be kept above
~water, the present lamentable short-
. age of No. b Hemlock (elear) will

- immediately disappear.

* E3 s

Pauline Huntington—star in ‘“‘An
Honest Woiking Goil”’—and a fav-
orite from Coast to Coast, is now in
Vaneouver preparing seenario and
looking up ‘‘loeations.”” - Polly is
also hiring a bunch of real fallers
and buckers for her fortheoming pie-
. ture,’ “WATCH: THAT RULE,
 SCALER!”’ whieh is to be filmed in
ﬂm vieinity very soon

gladly ~but late in the evenmg sent a few
+ delegatesg,; ey

- chairs were smashed.

jungles than these Hollywood birds
who have oft offended our eyes with
the sight of ‘‘fallers’” pounding
away at a tree with a broad axe and
buek-saw ; here is what she says: ;

“‘Tin pants and snuff don't make
a logger. What I want is some real
stiffs who ean make the macearoni .
fly ;—birds who ean pound her on
the back and keep the bull-buck:
dodging 8 hours per day.”’ ‘

After meeting the fascinating
Polly at the Employment Agency,
the Peterson boys and Hen Henson
hired on at .40c¢ per m.

#* * *

Chief Gubbergoo of the Gumbo
Isle and his entire troop of enter-
tainers (ineluding Murphy, the
Great Dane) are still on the North-
ern Cireuit. The Chief reports a fine
season, especially in the Topaz Bay
distriet.

* = »

Mlle Fifi Hunk, the popular lady
barber has gone South for the
Winter. , y

* = *

That every-popular Bull Cook,
Mike Brennan, gave an Hibernian
party in his current quarters last
week. It proved to be the duietest
party Mike has had in years. Only =
the bureau, felephone, and two

Chief Anderson could not attend
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“—And

KNOW there have been a lot of
funny things happen to we birds

who follow the woods, but ecan you
beat the enclosed, re a friend of
ours by name of Chris Christon.

Two years ago, Chris had a fine
yumping and yacking hand-log show
near Cultus Sound. He cleaned up
$4,000 in about four months time and
banked most of it before he came
down to see the Dentist.

Chris tells us that after a some-
what hectic week in the City, he
awakened one morning and found
that he was BROKE. This, of course,
did not surprise Chris. It was later
in the day when he got the jolt.

Sick, dejected and restless, he was
walking down Powell Street and—
like many of us—started going
through his poekets again to make
sure he had not overlooked a stray
two-bits. Imagine his surprise,
then, when he felt something in a
coat pocket. It was a bank book.
Opening the same he discovered that
the figures stated Chris Christon had
$3.893.00 in said bank! Yiminey!

Chris burned up the trail to the
bank and presented the beok. “*Ay
vant $3,893.00 please,”” he told the

. eashier.

(Business of consulting books.)

“But, Mr. Christon,” said = the
eashier, *"your aecount shows only
$32.25 to your eredit. You have ap-
pamﬂy cheeked out the remnmdet

Board”

some meal tickets and 1 asked how
many—and you bought a bateh.”’
“How many Ay buy?”’ asked
Chris.
“$150.00 worth,”” said the prop.
‘“Yiminey,”’” said Christ, as he lo-
cated several hundred of the tickets
in a pocket. £
After eating, Chris proceeded to
his rooming house. He figured he
could pay the Old Lady thereof with
meal tickets.

Mr. Christon on work on his good hand-
logging show. s ;
“How much bane my bill?"" he

asked her. =
“How much is your bxﬂ?” she er.-» 5




22

THE LOGGERS ANNUAL

Free Circulating Library

A philanthropist, who asks us that his name be W'ithheld, has kindly
donated 10,000 shares of Wild Cat Oil and 5,000,000 roubles to a Loggers’
Library Fund. This fund is to be used for the purchase of educational and
We are pleased to announce that the following stand-

uplifting books only.
ard quks are now on the shelves:

The List

““‘Boilers and Sizzlers I have
Known,’” by An Old Logger.

‘“Favorite Expressions.”’
gated) by Anon.

““Forest Fires I Have Put Out,”’
by R. A. N. Ger.

“Under Two Rags,”
Broke.

““The Four Tongmen of the Tim-
bersticks,”” by Tobasco y Bunez.

(expur-

By 0 M

‘“Gibbon’s Rise and Fall of the -

Water Gange,”’ by Donkey Puncher.

‘“Snappy Stories,”’ by Lady Bar-
bour.

“Wild Anunals I Have Known,
by A. Bun, Esq.

““The Three Boozketeers, or 278
Thimbles to the Quart,”” by One of
Them.

““An- Outline of Mystery,”
Peachie.

“Three Weeks,”” by Short Staker.
““Three Months, by Yudge.

by

Not Steady Enough

Hired Man—I'm going to leave.
You promised me a steady job.

Rancher—Well, haven’t you got
one !

Hired Man—No, there are three ot
four hours every night when I don't
do anything exeept fool away my
time sleeping.

 Business Poor

is that

‘“Yes, the tightest jack I ever see
'hﬂok-ten&er,“ remarko-. i

Hard A Port, Sir!

““Murphy,”’ the well known gas
goat man of the Greene Point dis-
triet, was toting a wire rope sales-
man from Tucker Bay to Hellboro
Channel. “‘Mr. Murphy,’” said the
salesman anxiously, ‘‘I hear there
lots of shoals in this passage.”’

“I know every shoal north of
Vancouver,’’ assured Mr. Murphy.
Just then the eraft hit a rocky bot-
tom and rared sharply to the right.

““There’s one of em, now " he said;
never lessenmg the speed of the
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Big Time At Whishkish River

New Year's Ball Proves Gala Affair—Injured All Doing Well

EEPING to their laudable eustom
of having a masquerade and
shake-down on New Year’s Eve, the
residents of Whishkish River fair-
ly outdid themselves this season.
The riot was held at the boom-camp
(which for this event meant the
camps, yard and booming grounds).
All the belles of the River distriet
were present, as well as many debs
and dubs from over the Mountain.
The opening gun was fired early
Sunday evening when Mike MecCar-
ty knoeked the cover off a package
of mail-order goods from Beatty
Street—and the big peerade was on.
The dansant part of the affair
took place in what was allegedly
once a eook house, but today only
a few rafters and the stove remain.
Pete Lemire was the orchestra un-
til 12:45 a.m., at which time he was
snowed under—Gust. Guston play-
ing the last five i nnings.

The costumes of the dancers were
brilliant, beautiful and in some ecas-
€8 historical. An eye-witness, who
arrived late in the evening, gives
us the following interesting aecount

I tied up at the wharf about mid-
night and started down the pier
toward the eamp lights, when my
- attention was attracted to a bizarre

- looking figure on top of one of the

gm-poles.

““T'm Count Monte

Crxsm, it

em& hoarseiy‘ ‘An’ I own whol”

The Devil picked up a boom chain
and erying again ‘Save John Bap-
tis,” he dropped the chain in John’s
direetion. Fortunately, he missed
John and in a few minutes I hauled
him onto the pier. He was dressed
very simply—the costume being
some burlap tied around his neck
and reaching to his feet. I gathered
in conversation that the two had
been put out of the dance hall be-
cause their costumes did not please
the erowd.

“The ‘ball-room’ was a sight
worth seeing. Gust Guston was go-
ing strong on his harp and an 8

““One of the Bloods from Whishkish
River.’’

hand reel was under way. Armand
Ledoux was calling chmgm o
* ‘Balanee de pa.rtner an’ etght
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“ ‘I’ve jest turned 85,” he eried,
‘an I'm going to be Queen of the
May. Wow!’

‘¢ “Who said that wa'n’t cood lik-
ker?’ asked one of the Napoleons.

“It took three men to lead the
old fellow off the floor and then
the dance continued. I went out-
side the ball-room and found four
other old codgers playing leap frog
up and down the track. This was
good and I sat down on a stump to
wateh.

‘*Suddenly there was a terrible yell
from the ball-room and with a erash
of glass the figure of one of the
Napoleons came sailing through the
window.

““Inside the shack pandemonium
broké loose. Doors, windows and
lights were smashed as the erowd
made for the open air. This was
the end of the ball and everyone
spoke highly of the finale, although
some of those difficult to please,
thought it eame a little early in the
morning.

““As near as I could learn, the
trouble was started by one of the
Josephines who objected when some-
one trod lightly (with 00 size ealks)

on her dainty feet. This faux-pas of
hers led to the riot, for at Whish-
kish River no lady would deign to

‘‘“The Belle of the Ball’’

bother her head about such trifles.

“The injured were later taken to
the Hospital at Bock Bay, while the
party econtinued on the pier until
daylicht. Everyone is looking for-
ward to next year’s ball.”’

NEW YEAR’S BALL

JANUARY 1st, 1924






