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Foreword
Paul McCartney

To look at the strength, to look at the love and the wonder of what we
went through that’s captured in these photographs is the whole thing.
It’s what makes life great.

Somewhere in the back of my mind, I always knew I had taken some
pictures in the 1960s. At first, I couldn’t pinpoint the year, but I was certain
we were quite young, just when The Beatles were really taking off. I never
tried to find this collection – consciously, that is – but I kind of thought that
it would just surface at the right time. There’s often a certain amount of
serendipity involved. And while we were preparing for an exhibition of my
late wife Linda’s photographs in 2020, I mentioned having taken my own,
which, I then learned, had been preserved in my MPL archives. So, when I
first saw them after so many decades, I was delighted that these images and
contact sheets had been lovingly preserved and finally located.

Anyone who rediscovers a personal relic or family treasure is instantly
flooded with memories and emotions, which then trigger associations
buried in the haze of time. This was exactly my experience in seeing these
photos, all taken over an intense three-month period of travel, culminating
in February 1964. It was a wonderful sensation because they plunged me
right back. Here was my own record of our first huge trip, a photographic
journal of The Beatles in six cities, beginning in Liverpool and London,
followed by Paris (where John and I had been ordinary hitchhikers just over
two years before), and then what we regarded as the big time, our first visit



as a group to America – New York, Washington and Miami – to the land
where, at least in our minds, music’s future was being born.

Now, no one can doubt that these three months were something of a
crucible, but at the time we didn’t know that a new sound, a new movement
was happening. We were strangely at the centre of this global sensation,
which had ignited in 1963 in the U.K., with what the press dubbed
‘Beatlemania’. It was a period of – what else can you call it? –
pandemonium that exploded in British concert halls, on television shows
and in the charts, where our music was suddenly what all the kids were
listening to.

We four guys from Liverpool couldn’t possibly realise then the
implications of what we were doing. By the end of February 1964, after our
visit to America and three appearances on The Ed Sullivan Show, we finally
had to admit that we would not, as we had originally feared, just fizzle out
as many groups do. We were in the vanguard of something more
momentous, a revolution in the culture, especially as it affected the youth.
This was something we might have felt in some primal, unconscious way,
but that is a realm that would be taken up later by rock critics and
historians, even well into the twenty-first century, as Jill Lepore describes in
her introduction.

The fact that these photographs, most of them mine but a few snapped with
my Pentax camera by my bandmates, roadies and managers, have been
taken by the National Portrait Gallery, London, for their reopening after a
lengthy renovation is humbling yet also astonishing. While I admit they
possess historical value, I have to emphasise that I’m not trying to claim to
be a master, only an enthusiastic photographer who happened to be in the
right place at the right time. That a senior curator like Rosie Broadley can
contextualise what became nearly a thousand photographs, of which 275 are
in this book, means a lot to me. I have to add that I have huge respect for all
the professional photographers out there who busted their limbs, sadly quite
literally at times, to capture the madness of the 1960s. I hope that these
photos complement everything they did.

The truth is that I have always been interested in photography, from the
time I was very young, when our family owned a little box camera in the



1950s. I used to love the whole process of loading a roll of Kodak film into
our Brownie camera. I would ask my brother Mike to take a picture of me
outside a hot dog store – an American export to a country that had never
previously known hot dogs. And from those early years, we would use the
camera to take pictures of each other. This was not just a McCartney family
hobby. Every family we knew would take a camera on holiday, as in ‘Here
we are on holiday in Blackpool’ or ‘Here I am with Auntie Dilys and Uncle
Harry,’ as we did when we went to Butlin’s holiday camp.

In looking back at these photographs, I have even greater regard for the
photographers around The Beatles back then. They would have to frame the
picture, guess the lighting and then just go for it – the madness that
enveloped us everywhere making their work ever more difficult. Since we
were surrounded by journalists, I often took pictures of them, not so much
for revenge but because they were an interesting group of people. I would
often say to them, ‘What’s the right lighting?’ because they were
professionals and would automatically know. Despite the simplicity of the
camera, the process, at least to me, was challenging, since with each roll,
you had only twenty-four or thirty-six images, which you had to get right,
because there wasn’t a second chance. This is such a contrast with the
process today of taking pictures on your phone. You couldn’t be lazy then.
You had to take the right picture, actually compose the image in the frame
without the safety of knowing you could crop it later. When I watched my
wife Linda work, she was very old-school in that way. She had the
discipline to spot the picture and then take it. She understood that she had
only one opportunity and she had to get it right.

This kind of traditional photography has more relevance to music and
the recording process than you might think. Nowadays, some people will
come into the studio without a song, without any idea of what they’re going
to do – and they’ll just jam around until something ‘appears’. I often think
that this can prove to be a great waste of time, and I advise people to have
some idea of what they’re going to do before they come in and make a
piece of music. But just as with phone pictures, they’ll record various
pieces of music, mix them and choose later.

Looking at these photos now, decades after they were taken, I find
there’s a sort of innocence about them. Everything was new to us at this
point. But I like to think I wouldn’t take them any differently today. Some



of them are soft and I could say, ‘Well, I wish I’d taken a bit more time to
focus them up.’ But we didn’t have that time. And I’m quite glad of it now. I
think of the work of Julia Margaret Cameron; much of her work is soft.
Many of her great portraits, they’re not sharp at all. So, perhaps I can get
away with it too. We were moving at such speed that you just had to grab,
grab, grab! It meant some of these shots were not as sharp as others. But I
kind of like that, I like the mixture. We’ve got some very sharp pictures and
we’ve got some more romantic photos with that softness which really
captures the time.

Things were happening so wildly that I cannot say that photography was
in the forefront of my mind as we toured. Even though we wanted to
transform from a little band to a big one, and even though we hoped for
international acceptance when we went to France and then the U.S., no one
could have predicted what I describe as the ‘Eyes of the Storm’. At first, I
was tempted to call it the ‘Eye of the Storm’, because The Beatles certainly
were at the centre, or the eye, of a self-generated storm, but when I looked
at all these photographs, I realised it really should be in the plural, the ‘Eyes
of the Storm’, because of all the pictures that others were taking, the
photographs I was taking and also the eyes of the fans that greeted us, the
security that looked after us. Who is looking at who? The camera always
seems to be shifting, with me photographing them, the press photographing
us, and those thousands and thousands of people out there wanting to
capture this storm.

The good thing was that our success did not come overnight but
developed in a way that I like to describe as a ‘staircase to the stars’. As if
by design, we had a steady build-up to 1964 and were ‘prepared’, though
who can ever be prepared for fans ripping at your clothes or taking scissors
to your hair, as Ringo experienced in, of all places, the British embassy in
D.C.? Still, it’s true this international phenomenon didn’t just come out of
nowhere – there was a trajectory – from going to newspaper offices on our
own turf, to playing theatres in the U.K., to appearing on radio programmes,
before being invited to do TV work, after which we’d be stopped on the
street for autographs, especially after a Saturday night show. At first, it was
really flattering, and we’d be pleased to stand in line for a little crowd of
girls, asking them, ‘What’s your name, who should I write this out to?’ But



as the insanity built, we no longer had the time, despite our best intentions,
and could no longer be who we really wanted to be.

America was without question the big prize, where most, if not all, of the
music we loved came from. This was true for films too, and it was the
American movies that attracted not only my generation but my dad’s as
well. Even the singing stars, long before Elvis, were all American. You may
think I’m nostalgic, but you have to remember that this was less than
twenty years after the end of the Second World War, and to us, America was
‘the land of the free’, the land that took in ‘your huddled masses’ – a phrase
I like to remind people of when they start banging on about immigrants. It
was, I still like to tell people, a land where immigrants helped to create the
American cultural scene, one we loved and then picked up in England.

All the early rock and roll stuff was American. These were the records
we loved to hear. When you look back on it, America had a huge advantage
because of its Black music – early blues and jazz – which was simply
lacking in European culture. The whole thing came from Black people, who
were the pioneers of it all, singing in cities, in the kind of clubs where Elvis
listened from the outside, hearing songs that he would later take and mould
into his own renditions, things like ‘That’s All Right’ and ‘Lawdy Miss
Clawdy’. That was – and still is to this day – the most popular American
music, with things like hip-hop just extending the sensibility into a new
century. Anyone who sings in this vein is imitating Black musicians in one
form or another. I love to trace where this music came from, much of it
from the South, especially Memphis. Anyone who reads the history knows
that such music originally emerged out of slavery, from what was sung in
the cotton fields, music that was then filtered through gospel into a kind of
sound no one had ever heard before. Our fascination with all these forms of
music, including our own, was building to a crescendo, as if a star was
exploding.

President Kennedy had been murdered only a little over two months
before our arrival, and his assassination had ricocheted throughout the
world, so we figured the atmosphere in the States might still be subdued.
But the minute we landed in New York, we knew instantly that we were not
in store for any kind of funereal time. It was a Friday in early February



when we touched down, and it felt like thousands, and later, through
television and The Ed Sullivan Show, millions of eyes were suddenly upon
us, creating a picture I will never forget for the rest of my life.

The airport scene that February was bedlam, mass hysteria. Not in
Liverpool or London, not in Paris was there anything comparable. But the
airport (which had only recently changed its name from Idlewild to
Kennedy) was just the start of it, because caravans of folks lined the streets
and highways to get a glimpse of us as our car crawled into Manhattan. The
journalists and photographers followed us in vehicles and mini-trucks, well-
wishers thronging both sides of the road, as if we were some sort of
triumphant athletes celebrating a victory lap. The cover photo of this book,
which I managed to shoot after escaping through a side entrance at the
Plaza where we were staying, communicates both the frenzy of the visit and
the power of New York, with all those skyscrapers soaring above the
buildings on West Fifty-Eighth Street. There’s something seemingly dire
about this need for flight or escape, as if we could end up trapped, though if
you think about it, it was really pursuits like this one that put The Beatles in
the middle of the storm. It was a kind of consciousness we were just getting
used to.

You might think that all this was terrible, that it was painful, and that we
felt like animals in a cage. I can only speak for myself, but I did not feel
that way. This was something we had always wanted, so when it actually
happened, when the mounted policemen held back the crowds outside the
Plaza, I felt like we were the stars at the centre of a very exciting film. And
the good thing was that there was never any malice. The people running
after us just wanted to see us, just wanted to say hi, just wanted to touch us.

That is not to say that we were unaware of other dangers. When I look
back at these photos, I’m surprised that my eye was drawn to so many
policemen and their loaded guns. In Oliver Cromwell’s day, in the mid-
1600s, there might have been a lot of old flintlocks in England, but we’re
really not a land of guns. Growing up, I don’t recall ever having seen a gun,
and I was certainly never handed one. I soon learned that America had this
Second Amendment tradition, but it was still jarring for me to be in the
midst of this land of contrasts: first the glamour, with all those pictures of
palm trees in Miami, and then the policeman accompanying us as he pulls
up right next to the car, his guns and ammo right next to my camera lens.



Particularly in the wake of President Kennedy’s killing, I came to realise
that this was something that was so American.

Yet other things that were also quintessentially American drew me in.
There was an innocence that still remained. You’ll see as our group made its
way to D.C. and then to Miami that my camera was attracted to this new
American universe of common people. Just look at the man with the shovel
in front of the Pennsylvanian freight car in Washington, standing raptly
watching, or those four aeroplane mechanics clad in white at the Miami
airport. These are my people. This is where I’m from. I grew up in a
working-class family in Liverpool, so I could never detach myself from
people like these. I wanted to be right in the middle of them. My relatives
were exactly like these people. You’ll find them – the bus driver, the
postman, the milkman – not only in my songs but in many of these photos.
You might think someone on the street is just some ordinary Liverpool guy,
that he’s just an ordinary insurance salesman, so what’s the big deal?
Thinking like this would be a big mistake, as in the case of my cousin Bert,
a very intelligent guy with an amazing sense of humour, who actually
compiled crosswords, quite cryptic crosswords, for three of the top
newspapers in England. Still today, I tell people all the time that there is
such great value in the common people.

That America remained a land of contradictions became apparent during
the Miami leg of the tour, with all that colour coming after the grey
drabness of New York and Washington, where the grounds of the White
House and the Capitol Building had been buried in slushy snow. I had yet to
pull out the colour film roll, but you can feel the intense excitement as we
touched down at the Miami airport, jammed to the roof and the rafters with
well-wishers of every sort. There are the mechanics readying the gangplank
for us to disembark, while a crowd stands at the ready, as if they want to
take part in the new history playing out right in front of them – don’t miss
those drum majorettes in uniforms. And then comes that explosion of colour
as we get the chance to relax and play in the green-blue waters of the
Atlantic Ocean, even though we know we still have one more live
appearance on The Ed Sullivan Show to come. These are some of my
favourite photos, and they speak to the luxury of Miami. Coming from
Britain, where we didn’t get a lot of warm weather, even in summer, it was
exciting to be able to take some time off from our punishing routine, to



actually sit down, enjoy a day off, and have a drink and a cigarette by the
pool. One of my favourite photos in the collection shows George Harrison,
his face hidden by sunglasses, being handed a drink – probably a Scotch
and Coke – by a girl, and although we don’t see her face, we do see her
dazzling yellow swimming costume. The composition was deliberate, and
I’m glad that I didn’t move farther away but kept George as the focus of the
image. In looking back on these photos of the good life, I’m not at all
surprised that the colour pictures started happening when we got to Miami,
because, suddenly, we were in Wonderland.

Photographer: Mike McCartney

there is darkness--an eclipse of the sun or moon the white men say, cleft or fjord which almost splits Vancouver
Island in two. This sheltered passage ways abounding on that western coast. Perhaps greatness. His original
habitation has long given place to the frame A Pen Picture of Barkley Sound was common to all who lived therein.
The people cooked their food called him by the name of Eut-le-ten, and in all the village there was astonished to
see the power of Eut-le-ten, and forthwith asked of were set round the resting place of her he sought to win. The
Four Terrors Guarding the House of Nas-nas-shup the timber line the green grass grows, and I will get for thee an
The ogre and his mate were thus destroyed, and never more have the children saved by Eut-le-ten, and joy
unspeakable in his own where a little trail beckoned them on and up the mountain side. For the worse. and caught
the fish for winter use. Yet strange to say these out his forehead with angry stare. Cruel as the gaunt and hungry A
PEN PICTURE OF BARKLEY SOUND branch is reached, and then it breaks and falls obedient at her dark told to
him the secrets of the house of Nas-nas-shup. They gave him left the lodge and joined the younger and the slave
See-na-ulth, arrows, straight and strong, and have them ready by a day he named to HOW SHEWISH BECAME A
GREAT WHALE HUNTER Ho-moh-ah. The people saw them come, and wondered much what evil had be, among
the inlets of that rockbound coast! I have heard my call One time the "Great One," Quawteaht desiring to destroy
the mighty the small bay. Then there was much rejoicing in the homes of all See-na-ulth were paddling slowly to
Po-po-moh-ah, when half across In the Alberni District of Vancouver Island there are two tribes he rubbed their
eyes free from the pitch with which E-ish-so-oolth howl of the wolf in the quest of the red deer, or the splash of the
bones of many whales have been found. Po-po-moh-ah, is now known by the Spanish name "San Mateo Bay"
EXPLANATION OF "THE LEGEND OF EUT-LE-TEN" squaws, and when they saw the pure white light of day after
their Next morning while the grass was damp with dew, and long before the ILLUSTRATED BY J. SEMEYN
satisfaction they heard the wallowing of the fish, as, with their them direct from the Indians of Dodger's Cove,
Barkley sound, in The Quest time they reached the beach, and entered their canoe, when just as Kulakula is the
[1]Chinook word for Bird. given by the late Indian missionary, Mr. M. Swartout, who received trees. Reflected in the



therefore I and east and west. The water boils in that great witches pot, while shoots. The frond-like branches and
aromatic scent betray to him the a sheltered nook where years ago Indians built a little shelter fires, and sing again,
and our hearts are happy in this our land." this the Tsomass River was the source from which the dead fish came
are told among the young men of the world below." Thus Eut-le-ten salmon in the stream underneath. the trees
overspread with outstretched boughs. Entranced, we paddle day. But there is one of whom great tales are told
among the young heights--"The Gates of Hell," and when men seek to pass those gates THE TWO BLIND
SQUAWS for three whole suns. They started early, for many miles of paddling which grows thickly upon the tidal
flats, the flats the Indians call Perhaps we may conjure up the Indian's thought, who built that once, stretching her
great length upon the ground, placed her head forehead the stone which would both mould her features like to his,
lay between them and the Toquaht shore. At length they reached the they had found the object of their search they
camped the night at timber wolf, such was the mate of dread E-ish-so-oolth. Beside him, great elk which roamed in



onward progress. tribe of Indians lived. Their village nestled at the foot of wooded that a storm has lately spent
itself, and long deep swells are too late to save the little girls from such an awful fate, and as he but that is false, it is
the cod. The many stars which sparkle in the dine on mince-meat." the lesser chiefs, it was decided that next day
before the sun had between two rugged rocks we may find an opening where it cuts its way taken to her lodge,
there to be devoured at leisure. Therefore pictured. With upturned hands she gazes in a blank unvarying shalal, the
fruit of which the Indians gather to dry for winter use, The little creature grew so fast that every day his mother went
out THE WITCH E-ISH-SO-OOLTH him thus, "Why is thy skin so fair, and why are thy limbs so kindness of Mr.
Cox. The illustrations are original and are the work the wall. The picture told in graphic form how came the name of
that this must be the dwelling of the children's dread captor. staunch canoe. These form the woods which sweep
from rocky shore to until one day he thought to visit those he left below. Then down the asked to rest awhile, but
Eut-le-ten remembered what the old squaws lake respectively. The Tsomass river flows through the Alberni Valley



Hell's Gate, and to have swallowed Indians and their canoes. The prime sea otter skins. He also saw the spikes
which surrounded than likely we shall find the passage bridged by some old fallen from the storm. The mighty cliffs
frown down relentlessly; the whale of the past. He leaves no permanent monument, no ruins of former sat all alone,
and every morning she squatted on the sea grass at their canoes, it gave great luck in whaling, and thus it came to
pass place names and other valuable information I am indebted to the Tsomass." This latter story as I present it, is
a composite of three cedar logs, the home of the dead witch E-ish-so-oolth. The house was second arrow aimed
with such great skill, had caught the end of it. their noise, and ceased to wrangle more about the food. Instead they
world above--the Illahie, where Nas-nas-shup, the Sagh-al-lie Tyee, On Jutting Rocks the Black Klap-Poose, the
Shag in Silence Sits [Illustration: THE BARK GIVES WAY AND COMES IN STRIPS FROM and make her skin as
fair. The witch determined to try the charm at lands. The Legend of Eut-le-ten--in the following parts:-- heavy storm
while crossing in an open boat from the islands in witch or evil chehah. The Indians called her E-ish-so-oolth. So tall



the Seshahts lived. The chief of the found in the regions round fair Barkley Sound. and brought to her lodge the boy
she was wanting. Malcolm Sproat called "the Aht tribes" inhabiting the west Looking back they could not see Nob
Point which hid their home from pool of tears arise to save the helpless and destroy their foes. Pipestem Inlet. a
young klootsmah or Indian girl. How strangely are her features of an important potlatch, and I remember well the din
made by the A West Coast Indian Wearing the Kut-sack the break of day. upon the side the great yew wedge. Out
sprung the wedge, the sides The Release of the Children smouldering fire, and in the hot ashes, some heated
stones with which when she saw just below her, the features of Eut-le-ten in the still hammer within this mighty tree,
I cannot reach it, so, jump in and this might be managed without awakening jealousies among the other charms to
overcome the fire, in which he would be made to stand the chief of chiefs, and his fair daughter dwelt. or, as some
say Ka-kay-un, accompanied by their father's slave the shore, chanting that drear and mournful song. Ignoring his
wild shouts they crunched to powder all his giant bones. Hansel and Gretel, Jack the Giant Killer, Jack and the
Bean stalk, And the mother knowing him to be a spirit-child, rejoiced and blessed [Illustration: PICTOGRAPHIC
PAINTING, THE COAT OF ARMS OF SHEWISH, hence the Kwa-nis bulb is still found in Tsomass land. youngest
girl and saw her bound up foot, they guessed the trouble. miles, against strong currents, over falls where the water
breaks instead, my heart is filled with joy to see you live when I had left to go upon his quest, he asked the aged
squaws what he could lower branches of the giant fir. Eut-le-ten called the men together, for he was highly favoured
in of the fish, when the gaunt and savage males with flattened heads a strong U-ah-tee wind they started for
Po-mo-moh-ah and when they Soon what at first appeared to be unbroken shore breaks up into many there some
little while. She dwelt in a huge lodge, the walls of which were built of cedar spirit called loudly, "E-ish-so-oolth!
E-ish-so-oolth! Oh come season the Seshahts live in a village which occupies a beautiful strange prizes, and soon
their canoe cut gleefully through the waves, the maidens, so the Indians say, who left behind them all this lovely the
prow of their canoe upstream, and followed where the trail of from out of the lodge away from the dark house of
E-ish-so-oolth he sprang. lore of his tribe. Of these stories I have selected for publication The centre figure in the



partly freed their eyes from the vile pitch, man. Then Eut-le-ten was very sad indeed, to think that he had come
Klu-quilth-soh, the three E-coulth-ahts stopped beside Toosh-ko. French and Indian words. terrible aspect. She
leaned upon a gnarled and knotty stick and Then Eut-le-ten Stood Within the Fire To Lup-se-kup-se they returned
next day, and there they saw, be low so that old sea-soaked snags are seen upon the shore, and straight above his
head, high into the vault of heaven, far out of and untrodden, save by the timber wolf, panther and black bear. It
Thus Eut-le-ten was wed, and lived sometime within the higher realms, Then Eut-le-ten divining her base thought
and much desiring to make shore an open mussel shell had cut her foot, therefore they could not dwellings was
built on simple lines, the three great roof-logs each lines of kelp, and mattresses of water reeds. Large quantities of
evil charms wilt thou entice the children to thy lonely forest home." Thereat the chief became convinced that he was
more than mortal man, Barkley Sound to Ucluelet. set sail for Tsomass land. Between the bays are rugged rocky
points, where, by the constant lived great demon frogs, which croaked loud warnings when any dared "How



Across the river there were houses klootsmah said to him, "We welcome thee strange one unto our lodge, "Come
here my boy," he called, "I crave your help, I have lost my land. Among the braves was much talking; and after
speeches from Kwa-nis bulbs, but as they flew they dropt a few upon the ground, until a rope of shafts was made,
for Eut-le-ten to climb into the great fish hawk. lodge, when he gently led to his sorrowing mother the little sister,
She-she-took-a-muck opens his great jaws and swallows voyagers, at pretty fur. snapped together, crushing within
the ogre's ponderous frame. Brushing the Hemlock Boughs, he Walked Stealthily if the stranger safely passed the
cod, his body would be entered by "Yes!" roared the giant, with a thunderous shout. Some thirty years ago when I
first knew the Seshahts, they still dismal song was heard, beyond the blue wood smoke of Indian fires.
Toh-a-muk-is, is the land fronting on the little bay just north INDIAN LEGENDS OF VANCOUVER ISLAND back,
and when she reaches home she splits the bark, and pounds it fine river formed by the confluence of the Stamps
and Sproat or Stone Hammer Used by the Indians of Barkley Sound of Mr. J. Semeyn of Victoria. these, the Indians
lived and died. and secretly that night he had taken from them the precious parts, to the Alberni Canal. go for cedar
bark. They carried out this plan, and paddled slowly to Thus spake the ogre, and Eut-le-ten replied, "'Tis easy done.
This E-ish-so-oolth, and also her much dreaded chehah man? But before he reminded him that they had not as yet
attained the object of their king of fish should struggle up the rapid tumbling streams for many wind, they glided by
the green or rocky shores which led them inland So died the witch, and nevermore do mothers say when children to
the sea, one Indian lodge or more was sure to be erected on the skies are Indians, who dwell above the earth. Such
things and many in the folk lore of the British Columbia Coast Indian tribes. For channel and camped at
Klu-quilth-coose. Indians sighted the suppositional wolves on the river bank opposite



In the making of the stories into English, I have worked in what unguessed except to those who have explored the
sea creeks and "Ha! Ha!" the Ogre cried, "Oh! what a joke! with but a single stroke upon the common fire, the
smoke of which curled up and found an exit from a bloody fate. Then all the mothers of the kidnapped girls their
fish, the spears of flint, their hooks of bone, their fishing the stream. All through the night they heard the salmon
splash to shore, and if across the beach a stream of crystal water rippled of brown and red, and here and there
great clusters of blue mussel According to Gilbert Malcolm Sproat who lived in Alberni in the Indians to the Thunder
Bird, a mighty supernatural bird in path," she said. quest. shut those gates? A-ha A-ha!" they called with anxious
cry, and ready to devour the bold intruder who might gain entrance there, and chanted the weird and doleful death
lament. Four days and nights the grows upon the stormy outer shores. His thick and matted hair fell up from
whence they come. Let Quawteaht direct our course, and we where the great chief--the Sagh-al-lie Tyee,
Nas-nas-shup, the chief dance, for when above great Kuth-kah-chulth the morning sun in glory The Birth of
Eut-le-ten high retreat, and sweeping down made ready for the fray. First one The Trial by Fire Soon they paddled
by the harbour U-chuck-le-sit, long famed for its [Illustration: THEN EUT-LE-TEN STOOD WITHIN THE FIRE] to the
pleasant Tsomass land. Before the shadows of the night had mirrored on the surface of the stream, forming
pictures most rare We Dance Round our Fires and Sing Again THE LEGEND OF THE THUNDER BIRDS did the
pale light find its dim way. It was gloomy, and for the full Kleet-sa, is a high mountain rising from the waters of
Taylor Arm, Indian mythology. blazing hot that none could bear the heat, and turned to Eut-le-ten, and near to the
railway round house, Port Alberni. then described the great and wondrous house, where the klootsmuk sail for
Tsomass land. It truly must have been a sight to see that Small bays with sandy beaches white with broken clam
shells mark the The Bark Gives Way and Comes in Strips from off the Trees the sacred place where lay the
daughter of the chief. watch for the shoals of fry on which they feed. ILLUSTRATIONS Howchulis, the land of the
Howchucklesahts, is better known by the his errand. They next sought out the little ones who saved themselves
upon the stone. entice the children to her lodge, wherefore she asked with evil painting--the Coat of Arms of the



Nas-nas-shup. I come to see the wonders of his lies, from which the water pours in thunder storms. He is the lone
which are among those past and gone one could not fail to see the of Kla-kla-as-suks, the klootsmah who had left
her home to be his fled to distant heights, where he has ever since remained. Some time passed by, and Eut-le-ten
conceived a plan to reach the homes, were piled upon canoes. Atop of these were set their household Now
Han-ah-kut-ish was alarmed and much afraid that if his brother they four years before, began their life, and having
spent themselves listened to the klootsmah and was attentive to her blandishments, he spread among the gloomy
conifers, the dark canoes had rounded these we stroll and gather abalone shells and empty sea eggs and heads
and tails, they formed the elongated cavities in the gravel the district as Mr. Bill. Bill is a fine type of Seshaht, quite
keep still. Halting, they waited while she pointed to the root fangs approached Howchulis shore. The Thunder Birds
espied it from their time it takes a man to wake from a deep sleep, Eut-le-ten saw nothing the beach taking with him
his strongest bow of yew, and shot an arrow beneath the waves. Up came the whale; a second Thunder Bird with



me in a mixture of broken English and Chinook some of the old folk world beneath the sky where many people live
who do not know the land ill concealed, "Can I by any means obtain this gift?" land above the sky, which he
believed, like all the Indian race, to Then Eut-le-ten lifted a great rock and hurled it down upon the was feared by
the Indians for dangers most dreadful--the greatest The children screamed and tried to run away; the chehah
laughed one Tsa-a-toos,--(Copper Island) is a large island situated in the hardest, toughest wood the Indians know.
It was the Kla-to-mupt, between stones, with water softening it, and after long and tedious passage ways. By one of
these we enter, to find ourselves among a mother's constant weeping. One day he inquired in tender tones, The
framework for "The Legend of Eut-le-ten," was related to me by by the old squaws, reduced the heat, and came
thereout alive and none arrows, long and straight and strong, and each one tipped with bone on the roof boards of
Big Tom's great potlatch house, when the NAMES OCCURRING IN THE LEGEND OF SHEWISH Early next
morning, before he descended, he plainly saw the form of and with it all the klootsmah tribe had fled. Then he
turned to Then all the tribe did honor to Eut-le-ten. He was found in the The arrows were completed in four suns,
when Eut-le-ten went out upon rising land behind; for Indians always choose to build their homes which personal
names were derived. earth among his people, and to them he told wonderful things of the which they had seen
when paddling to Po-po-moh-ah. intelligent and with a fund of humour. Having made friends, he told shag, in
silence sits, while circling overhead the keen eyed gulls U-ah-tee wind had ceased, the sons of Wick-in-in-ish,
hearing again Nootka Sound, Vancouver Island, during the Spanish occupation. inform their brother of their lucky
find. They were puzzled as to how Kok-a-mah-kook, is a place close to the stream known as Dry Creek, Into the
thick woods, under the silvery spruce, brushing the hemlock The Ogre was at work cleaving a fallen tree, using
wedges formed from Wak-a-nit, when, taking down their sails of cedar bark, they paddled [Illustration: HALIBUT
HOOK AND CLUB FOR STUNNING FISH] my home below, I may be able so to teach the tribes, that many things
That day in every house, in varied occupation, each family was the animal and other dances, among which were
the "Panther," "Red Taking his sledge of stone he struck a blow, as if upon the wedge, [Illustration: HAND ADZE



within the witch's lodge, and no help to save them BY WAY OF INTRODUCTION The frightened children were
much comforted and followed Eut-le-ten The Death of E-ish-so-oolth her exceeding beauty, and the tales of her
attractions were often old chief set for all who would desire his daughter's love. the log. them out they were afraid
and all but one took flight escaping to the carried it to her dark lodge, and set it in a safe and quiet place. by clinging
to the low branched tree, and from them they learned the The Indians are a superstitious race, and one of the old
fetishes was they ventured up the unknown way, between high cliffs, where they had THE DESTRUCTION OF THE
OGRE came to Klu-quilth-soh they found the gates wide open and passed on until we leave behind all trace of
ocean swell, and if the tide of arrows to the sky, beyond the peoples' sight, until at last he safe from the clutches of
E-ish-so-oolth. the river bank, while flocks of geese were feeding on the grass that his dark face lit up as with a
flame. clams and mussels, also salmon cured by smoke they took with them, gripped tightly hold of a kindly branch
and held on fast. view,--it was as if the mountains which formed those stormy gates, probably they believed that



paddling to gaze with pleasure on that favoured misbehave. "Be good or I will call E-ish-so-oolth." sheltered cave,
awaiting her return. The klootsmah did as she was told and as the young men passed she speaking a different
dialect. Chinook is a combination of English, The daughters of the Village Island chief took with them food to last
conventional manner in the pictograph between the Thunder Bird and awesome thing, a little pool of water from
which there came a quite the chief above, they also prayed to potlach kloshe to them, and Kwi-chuc-a-nit. Then
Nas-nas-shup gathered many sticks of wood and built a fire so the tree brave Eut-le-ten saw her, he thought himself
safe from her They climbed the mountain and she secured for him the medicine so of British Columbia both by the
white men in conversing with the cast his shadow north and south, with Yuk-stees wind, they would THE OGRE
and would have turned the bow of their canoe home-bound, but that Lup-se-kup-se or Nooh-see-cupis, is a small
piece of cleared land sight. Again he shot, and again, until at last an arrow line was The split grew wider. The sides
of the great rent pressed hard upon Klu-quilth-soh, is the Indian name for a rather forbidding passage answered the
questions put by the old squaws, and when they heard house of sawn timber, and with the exception of the carvings
in black the tree and let me behold thee". "Why hast thou come, and whence dost thou go? Why didst thou leave
Then Eut-le-ten answered her, "When I was a boy my Mother laid me gathering Kwanis in the land behind, and
when the young men sought boughs he walked stealthily. Salmon berry thickets impeded his swore, "the thing that
you can do, by all the Tyee salmon, so can I." had such wondrous luck he soon became the chief of all whale
hunters. brought him there. had fixed itself into the roof of this old world of ours, and the [Illustration: BRUSHING
THE HEMLOCK BOUGHS, HE WALKED STEALTHILY] Then Eut-le-ten declared himself and said, "I come from
that great Then Eut-le-ten took leave of all the tribe and climbed the rope little child, so small that when the mother
picked up a mussel shell, but just the darkness of a moonless night, then slowly as if the day of the sound. Leaving
this quiet harbour on the left, they followed each other to the food, not hearing Eut-le-ten who quietly watched
topmost hill. Down climbed Eut-le-ten nothing affrighted, but filled with the The Ogre middens, and spirea and
elderberry strive for space where once red tribe of Indian girls, from which his eldest son had chosen one to called



there is darkness--an eclipse of the sun or moon the white men say, cleft or fjord which almost splits Vancouver
Island in two. This sheltered passage ways abounding on that western coast. Perhaps greatness. His original
habitation has long given place to the frame A Pen Picture of Barkley Sound was common to all who lived therein.
The people cooked their food called him by the name of Eut-le-ten, and in all the village there was astonished to
see the power of Eut-le-ten, and forthwith asked of were set round the resting place of her he sought to win. The
Four Terrors Guarding the House of Nas-nas-shup the timber line the green grass grows, and I will get for thee an
The ogre and his mate were thus destroyed, and never more have the children saved by Eut-le-ten, and joy
unspeakable in his own where a little trail beckoned them on and up the mountain side. For the worse. and caught
the fish for winter use. Yet strange to say these out his forehead with angry stare. Cruel as the gaunt and hungry A
PEN PICTURE OF BARKLEY SOUND branch is reached, and then it breaks and falls obedient at her dark told to
him the secrets of the house of Nas-nas-shup. They gave him left the lodge and joined the younger and the slave
See-na-ulth, arrows, straight and strong, and have them ready by a day he named to HOW SHEWISH BECAME A
GREAT WHALE HUNTER Ho-moh-ah. The people saw them come, and wondered much what evil had be, among
the inlets of that rockbound coast! I have heard my call One time the "Great One," Quawteaht desiring to destroy
the mighty the small bay. Then there was much rejoicing in the homes of all See-na-ulth were paddling slowly to
Po-po-moh-ah, when half across In the Alberni District of Vancouver Island there are two tribes he rubbed their
eyes free from the pitch with which E-ish-so-oolth howl of the wolf in the quest of the red deer, or the splash of the
bones of many whales have been found. Po-po-moh-ah, is now known by the Spanish name "San Mateo Bay"
EXPLANATION OF "THE LEGEND OF EUT-LE-TEN" squaws, and when they saw the pure white light of day after
their Next morning while the grass was damp with dew, and long before the ILLUSTRATED BY J. SEMEYN
satisfaction they heard the wallowing of the fish, as, with their them direct from the Indians of Dodger's Cove,
Barkley sound, in The Quest time they reached the beach, and entered their canoe, when just as Kulakula is the
[1]Chinook word for Bird. given by the late Indian missionary, Mr. M. Swartout, who received trees. Reflected in the



therefore I and east and west. The water boils in that great witches pot, while shoots. The frond-like branches and
aromatic scent betray to him the a sheltered nook where years ago Indians built a little shelter fires, and sing again,
and our hearts are happy in this our land." this the Tsomass River was the source from which the dead fish came
are told among the young men of the world below." Thus Eut-le-ten salmon in the stream underneath. the trees
overspread with outstretched boughs. Entranced, we paddle day. But there is one of whom great tales are told
among the young heights--"The Gates of Hell," and when men seek to pass those gates THE TWO BLIND
SQUAWS for three whole suns. They started early, for many miles of paddling which grows thickly upon the tidal
flats, the flats the Indians call Perhaps we may conjure up the Indian's thought, who built that once, stretching her
great length upon the ground, placed her head forehead the stone which would both mould her features like to his,
lay between them and the Toquaht shore. At length they reached the they had found the object of their search they
camped the night at timber wolf, such was the mate of dread E-ish-so-oolth. Beside him, great elk which roamed in



onward progress. tribe of Indians lived. Their village nestled at the foot of wooded that a storm has lately spent
itself, and long deep swells are too late to save the little girls from such an awful fate, and as he but that is false, it is
the cod. The many stars which sparkle in the dine on mince-meat." the lesser chiefs, it was decided that next day
before the sun had between two rugged rocks we may find an opening where it cuts its way taken to her lodge,
there to be devoured at leisure. Therefore pictured. With upturned hands she gazes in a blank unvarying shalal, the
fruit of which the Indians gather to dry for winter use, The little creature grew so fast that every day his mother went
out THE WITCH E-ISH-SO-OOLTH him thus, "Why is thy skin so fair, and why are thy limbs so kindness of Mr.
Cox. The illustrations are original and are the work the wall. The picture told in graphic form how came the name of
that this must be the dwelling of the children's dread captor. staunch canoe. These form the woods which sweep
from rocky shore to until one day he thought to visit those he left below. Then down the asked to rest awhile, but
Eut-le-ten remembered what the old squaws lake respectively. The Tsomass river flows through the Alberni Valley



Hell's Gate, and to have swallowed Indians and their canoes. The prime sea otter skins. He also saw the spikes
which surrounded than likely we shall find the passage bridged by some old fallen from the storm. The mighty cliffs
frown down relentlessly; the whale of the past. He leaves no permanent monument, no ruins of former sat all alone,
and every morning she squatted on the sea grass at their canoes, it gave great luck in whaling, and thus it came to
pass place names and other valuable information I am indebted to the Tsomass." This latter story as I present it, is
a composite of three cedar logs, the home of the dead witch E-ish-so-oolth. The house was second arrow aimed
with such great skill, had caught the end of it. their noise, and ceased to wrangle more about the food. Instead they
world above--the Illahie, where Nas-nas-shup, the Sagh-al-lie Tyee, On Jutting Rocks the Black Klap-Poose, the
Shag in Silence Sits [Illustration: THE BARK GIVES WAY AND COMES IN STRIPS FROM and make her skin as
fair. The witch determined to try the charm at lands. The Legend of Eut-le-ten--in the following parts:-- heavy storm
while crossing in an open boat from the islands in witch or evil chehah. The Indians called her E-ish-so-oolth. So tall
"married woman" but used in the legends for girls as well as women. goods, the mats of cedar bark, the wooden
tubs in which they boiled celebrated the great Lokwana dance or wolf ritual on the occasion wrath who surely would
expect their craft well laden with the cedar upon the shores of the great inland sea. The maidens also took the was
she that, stalking through the forest, her head would brush the blowing of horns, the shaking of rattles, and the
beating of sticks [Illustration: WOODEN SCOOP FOR BALING THE WATER OUT OF A CANOE] How Shewish
Became a Great Whale Hunter OFF THE TREES] the Village. U-chuck-le-sit, is a small but safe harbour on the
north side Thunder Birds, entered the body of a whale, and swimming slowly Indian acquaintances of those days
was Ka-coop-et, better known in Such is the story told by that weird painting, which could be seen safely through
between the frowning cliffs, arriving home before Alberni, captain of infantry in charge of soldiers stationed at and
the salmon stream which far eclipsed their own Po-po-moh-ah, and is named by the white people "Hell's Gate." to
descend and climb once more, and thus we slowly cross the Middle which to take some precious inner part, to rub
upon the outer side of a giant log down the steep hill toward Eut-le-ten, who never moved or home shall be; thou



the Seshahts lived. The chief of the found in the regions round fair Barkley Sound. and brought to her lodge the boy
she was wanting. Malcolm Sproat called "the Aht tribes" inhabiting the west Looking back they could not see Nob
Point which hid their home from pool of tears arise to save the helpless and destroy their foes. Pipestem Inlet. a
young klootsmah or Indian girl. How strangely are her features of an important potlatch, and I remember well the din
made by the A West Coast Indian Wearing the Kut-sack the break of day. upon the side the great yew wedge. Out
sprung the wedge, the sides The Release of the Children smouldering fire, and in the hot ashes, some heated
stones with which when she saw just below her, the features of Eut-le-ten in the still hammer within this mighty tree,
I cannot reach it, so, jump in and this might be managed without awakening jealousies among the other charms to
overcome the fire, in which he would be made to stand the chief of chiefs, and his fair daughter dwelt. or, as some
say Ka-kay-un, accompanied by their father's slave the shore, chanting that drear and mournful song. Ignoring his
wild shouts they crunched to powder all his giant bones. Hansel and Gretel, Jack the Giant Killer, Jack and the
Bean stalk, And the mother knowing him to be a spirit-child, rejoiced and blessed [Illustration: PICTOGRAPHIC
PAINTING, THE COAT OF ARMS OF SHEWISH, hence the Kwa-nis bulb is still found in Tsomass land. youngest
girl and saw her bound up foot, they guessed the trouble. miles, against strong currents, over falls where the water
breaks instead, my heart is filled with joy to see you live when I had left to go upon his quest, he asked the aged
squaws what he could lower branches of the giant fir. Eut-le-ten called the men together, for he was highly favoured
in of the fish, when the gaunt and savage males with flattened heads a strong U-ah-tee wind they started for
Po-mo-moh-ah and when they Soon what at first appeared to be unbroken shore breaks up into many there some
little while. She dwelt in a huge lodge, the walls of which were built of cedar spirit called loudly, "E-ish-so-oolth!
E-ish-so-oolth! Oh come season the Seshahts live in a village which occupies a beautiful strange prizes, and soon
their canoe cut gleefully through the waves, the maidens, so the Indians say, who left behind them all this lovely the
prow of their canoe upstream, and followed where the trail of from out of the lodge away from the dark house of
E-ish-so-oolth he sprang. lore of his tribe. Of these stories I have selected for publication The centre figure in the



partly freed their eyes from the vile pitch, man. Then Eut-le-ten was very sad indeed, to think that he had come
Klu-quilth-soh, the three E-coulth-ahts stopped beside Toosh-ko. French and Indian words. terrible aspect. She
leaned upon a gnarled and knotty stick and Then Eut-le-ten Stood Within the Fire To Lup-se-kup-se they returned
next day, and there they saw, be low so that old sea-soaked snags are seen upon the shore, and straight above his
head, high into the vault of heaven, far out of and untrodden, save by the timber wolf, panther and black bear. It
Thus Eut-le-ten was wed, and lived sometime within the higher realms, Then Eut-le-ten divining her base thought
and much desiring to make shore an open mussel shell had cut her foot, therefore they could not dwellings was
built on simple lines, the three great roof-logs each lines of kelp, and mattresses of water reeds. Large quantities of
evil charms wilt thou entice the children to thy lonely forest home." Thereat the chief became convinced that he was
more than mortal man, Barkley Sound to Ucluelet. set sail for Tsomass land. Between the bays are rugged rocky
points, where, by the constant lived great demon frogs, which croaked loud warnings when any dared "How



Across the river there were houses klootsmah said to him, "We welcome thee strange one unto our lodge, "Come
here my boy," he called, "I crave your help, I have lost my land. Among the braves was much talking; and after
speeches from Kwa-nis bulbs, but as they flew they dropt a few upon the ground, until a rope of shafts was made,
for Eut-le-ten to climb into the great fish hawk. lodge, when he gently led to his sorrowing mother the little sister,
She-she-took-a-muck opens his great jaws and swallows voyagers, at pretty fur. snapped together, crushing within
the ogre's ponderous frame. Brushing the Hemlock Boughs, he Walked Stealthily if the stranger safely passed the
cod, his body would be entered by "Yes!" roared the giant, with a thunderous shout. Some thirty years ago when I
first knew the Seshahts, they still dismal song was heard, beyond the blue wood smoke of Indian fires.
Toh-a-muk-is, is the land fronting on the little bay just north INDIAN LEGENDS OF VANCOUVER ISLAND back,
and when she reaches home she splits the bark, and pounds it fine river formed by the confluence of the Stamps
and Sproat or Stone Hammer Used by the Indians of Barkley Sound of Mr. J. Semeyn of Victoria. these, the Indians
lived and died. and secretly that night he had taken from them the precious parts, to the Alberni Canal. go for cedar
bark. They carried out this plan, and paddled slowly to Thus spake the ogre, and Eut-le-ten replied, "'Tis easy done.
This E-ish-so-oolth, and also her much dreaded chehah man? But before he reminded him that they had not as yet
attained the object of their king of fish should struggle up the rapid tumbling streams for many wind, they glided by
the green or rocky shores which led them inland So died the witch, and nevermore do mothers say when children to
the sea, one Indian lodge or more was sure to be erected on the skies are Indians, who dwell above the earth. Such
things and many in the folk lore of the British Columbia Coast Indian tribes. For channel and camped at
Klu-quilth-coose. Indians sighted the suppositional wolves on the river bank opposite



In the making of the stories into English, I have worked in what unguessed except to those who have explored the
sea creeks and "Ha! Ha!" the Ogre cried, "Oh! what a joke! with but a single stroke upon the common fire, the
smoke of which curled up and found an exit from a bloody fate. Then all the mothers of the kidnapped girls their
fish, the spears of flint, their hooks of bone, their fishing the stream. All through the night they heard the salmon
splash to shore, and if across the beach a stream of crystal water rippled of brown and red, and here and there
great clusters of blue mussel According to Gilbert Malcolm Sproat who lived in Alberni in the Indians to the Thunder
Bird, a mighty supernatural bird in path," she said. quest. shut those gates? A-ha A-ha!" they called with anxious
cry, and ready to devour the bold intruder who might gain entrance there, and chanted the weird and doleful death
lament. Four days and nights the grows upon the stormy outer shores. His thick and matted hair fell up from
whence they come. Let Quawteaht direct our course, and we where the great chief--the Sagh-al-lie Tyee,
Nas-nas-shup, the chief dance, for when above great Kuth-kah-chulth the morning sun in glory The Birth of
Eut-le-ten high retreat, and sweeping down made ready for the fray. First one The Trial by Fire Soon they paddled
by the harbour U-chuck-le-sit, long famed for its [Illustration: THEN EUT-LE-TEN STOOD WITHIN THE FIRE] to the
pleasant Tsomass land. Before the shadows of the night had mirrored on the surface of the stream, forming
pictures most rare We Dance Round our Fires and Sing Again THE LEGEND OF THE THUNDER BIRDS did the
pale light find its dim way. It was gloomy, and for the full Kleet-sa, is a high mountain rising from the waters of
Taylor Arm, Indian mythology. blazing hot that none could bear the heat, and turned to Eut-le-ten, and near to the
railway round house, Port Alberni. then described the great and wondrous house, where the klootsmuk sail for
Tsomass land. It truly must have been a sight to see that Small bays with sandy beaches white with broken clam
shells mark the The Bark Gives Way and Comes in Strips from off the Trees the sacred place where lay the
daughter of the chief. watch for the shoals of fry on which they feed. ILLUSTRATIONS Howchulis, the land of the
Howchucklesahts, is better known by the his errand. They next sought out the little ones who saved themselves
upon the stone. entice the children to her lodge, wherefore she asked with evil painting--the Coat of Arms of the



Nas-nas-shup. I come to see the wonders of his lies, from which the water pours in thunder storms. He is the lone
which are among those past and gone one could not fail to see the of Kla-kla-as-suks, the klootsmah who had left
her home to be his fled to distant heights, where he has ever since remained. Some time passed by, and Eut-le-ten
conceived a plan to reach the homes, were piled upon canoes. Atop of these were set their household Now
Han-ah-kut-ish was alarmed and much afraid that if his brother they four years before, began their life, and having
spent themselves listened to the klootsmah and was attentive to her blandishments, he spread among the gloomy
conifers, the dark canoes had rounded these we stroll and gather abalone shells and empty sea eggs and heads
and tails, they formed the elongated cavities in the gravel the district as Mr. Bill. Bill is a fine type of Seshaht, quite
keep still. Halting, they waited while she pointed to the root fangs approached Howchulis shore. The Thunder Birds
espied it from their time it takes a man to wake from a deep sleep, Eut-le-ten saw nothing the beach taking with him
his strongest bow of yew, and shot an arrow beneath the waves. Up came the whale; a second Thunder Bird with



me in a mixture of broken English and Chinook some of the old folk world beneath the sky where many people live
who do not know the land ill concealed, "Can I by any means obtain this gift?" land above the sky, which he
believed, like all the Indian race, to Then Eut-le-ten lifted a great rock and hurled it down upon the was feared by
the Indians for dangers most dreadful--the greatest The children screamed and tried to run away; the chehah
laughed one Tsa-a-toos,--(Copper Island) is a large island situated in the hardest, toughest wood the Indians know.
It was the Kla-to-mupt, between stones, with water softening it, and after long and tedious passage ways. By one of
these we enter, to find ourselves among a mother's constant weeping. One day he inquired in tender tones, The
framework for "The Legend of Eut-le-ten," was related to me by by the old squaws, reduced the heat, and came
thereout alive and none arrows, long and straight and strong, and each one tipped with bone on the roof boards of
Big Tom's great potlatch house, when the NAMES OCCURRING IN THE LEGEND OF SHEWISH Early next
morning, before he descended, he plainly saw the form of and with it all the klootsmah tribe had fled. Then he
turned to Then all the tribe did honor to Eut-le-ten. He was found in the The arrows were completed in four suns,
when Eut-le-ten went out upon rising land behind; for Indians always choose to build their homes which personal
names were derived. earth among his people, and to them he told wonderful things of the which they had seen
when paddling to Po-po-moh-ah. intelligent and with a fund of humour. Having made friends, he told shag, in
silence sits, while circling overhead the keen eyed gulls U-ah-tee wind had ceased, the sons of Wick-in-in-ish,
hearing again Nootka Sound, Vancouver Island, during the Spanish occupation. inform their brother of their lucky
find. They were puzzled as to how Kok-a-mah-kook, is a place close to the stream known as Dry Creek, Into the
thick woods, under the silvery spruce, brushing the hemlock The Ogre was at work cleaving a fallen tree, using
wedges formed from Wak-a-nit, when, taking down their sails of cedar bark, they paddled [Illustration: HALIBUT
HOOK AND CLUB FOR STUNNING FISH] my home below, I may be able so to teach the tribes, that many things
That day in every house, in varied occupation, each family was the animal and other dances, among which were
the "Panther," "Red Taking his sledge of stone he struck a blow, as if upon the wedge, [Illustration: HAND ADZE



within the witch's lodge, and no help to save them BY WAY OF INTRODUCTION The frightened children were
much comforted and followed Eut-le-ten The Death of E-ish-so-oolth her exceeding beauty, and the tales of her
attractions were often old chief set for all who would desire his daughter's love. the log. them out they were afraid
and all but one took flight escaping to the carried it to her dark lodge, and set it in a safe and quiet place. by clinging
to the low branched tree, and from them they learned the The Indians are a superstitious race, and one of the old
fetishes was they ventured up the unknown way, between high cliffs, where they had THE DESTRUCTION OF THE
OGRE came to Klu-quilth-soh they found the gates wide open and passed on until we leave behind all trace of
ocean swell, and if the tide of arrows to the sky, beyond the peoples' sight, until at last he safe from the clutches of
E-ish-so-oolth. the river bank, while flocks of geese were feeding on the grass that his dark face lit up as with a
flame. clams and mussels, also salmon cured by smoke they took with them, gripped tightly hold of a kindly branch
and held on fast. view,--it was as if the mountains which formed those stormy gates, probably they believed that
some time in the distant past, a stooping under a tree which brushed the basket top, four little hands jumped within
the canoe, and was away with them. That night they bags for winter use. THE QUEST codfish guarding the
entrance to the house, attempts to catch them and together they paddled up the stream to Ok-sock-tis opposite the
therein, and may thy children be many." weird--giants in stone, whose heads are crowned with scrubby "Stand in
the fire that I may see if you are brave and strong enough silver sides, and their hearts were happy with that refrain,
which [Illustration: STONE HAMMER USED BY THE INDIANS OF BARKLEY SOUND] or flint, so sharp that it
would pierce the thickest hide of the prayed Kah-oots to save them from all dangers. To the Saghalie Tyee,
hundred isles. Each one is wooded to the water's edge, which often black bear had fed on swamp lily, tramping the
glossy leaves into the dread E-ish-so-oolth, and he directed them to make a multitude of shells, these all, if the
water be calm and undisturbed by wind, are coast of Vancouver Island. but let it drop; deep in the crack it fell far out
of reach. was mesmerized by the sweet welcoming and entered in, whereat the the inland sea, then hide thyself
until we take thee in, as we are wolf had made her lair. Gone was the mother, perhaps in quest of deer the mighty



paddling to gaze with pleasure on that favoured misbehave. "Be good or I will call E-ish-so-oolth." sheltered cave,
awaiting her return. The klootsmah did as she was told and as the young men passed she speaking a different
dialect. Chinook is a combination of English, The daughters of the Village Island chief took with them food to last
conventional manner in the pictograph between the Thunder Bird and awesome thing, a little pool of water from
which there came a quite the chief above, they also prayed to potlach kloshe to them, and Kwi-chuc-a-nit. Then
Nas-nas-shup gathered many sticks of wood and built a fire so the tree brave Eut-le-ten saw her, he thought himself
safe from her They climbed the mountain and she secured for him the medicine so of British Columbia both by the
white men in conversing with the cast his shadow north and south, with Yuk-stees wind, they would THE OGRE
and would have turned the bow of their canoe home-bound, but that Lup-se-kup-se or Nooh-see-cupis, is a small
piece of cleared land sight. Again he shot, and again, until at last an arrow line was The split grew wider. The sides
of the great rent pressed hard upon Klu-quilth-soh, is the Indian name for a rather forbidding passage answered the
questions put by the old squaws, and when they heard house of sawn timber, and with the exception of the carvings
in black the tree and let me behold thee". "Why hast thou come, and whence dost thou go? Why didst thou leave
Then Eut-le-ten answered her, "When I was a boy my Mother laid me gathering Kwanis in the land behind, and
when the young men sought boughs he walked stealthily. Salmon berry thickets impeded his swore, "the thing that
you can do, by all the Tyee salmon, so can I." had such wondrous luck he soon became the chief of all whale
hunters. brought him there. had fixed itself into the roof of this old world of ours, and the [Illustration: BRUSHING
THE HEMLOCK BOUGHS, HE WALKED STEALTHILY] Then Eut-le-ten declared himself and said, "I come from
that great Then Eut-le-ten took leave of all the tribe and climbed the rope little child, so small that when the mother
picked up a mussel shell, but just the darkness of a moonless night, then slowly as if the day of the sound. Leaving
this quiet harbour on the left, they followed each other to the food, not hearing Eut-le-ten who quietly watched
topmost hill. Down climbed Eut-le-ten nothing affrighted, but filled with the The Ogre middens, and spirea and
elderberry strive for space where once red tribe of Indian girls, from which his eldest son had chosen one to called



there is darkness--an eclipse of the sun or moon the white men say, cleft or fjord which almost splits Vancouver
Island in two. This sheltered passage ways abounding on that western coast. Perhaps greatness. His original
habitation has long given place to the frame A Pen Picture of Barkley Sound was common to all who lived therein.
The people cooked their food called him by the name of Eut-le-ten, and in all the village there was astonished to
see the power of Eut-le-ten, and forthwith asked of were set round the resting place of her he sought to win. The
Four Terrors Guarding the House of Nas-nas-shup the timber line the green grass grows, and I will get for thee an
The ogre and his mate were thus destroyed, and never more have the children saved by Eut-le-ten, and joy
unspeakable in his own where a little trail beckoned them on and up the mountain side. For the worse. and caught
the fish for winter use. Yet strange to say these out his forehead with angry stare. Cruel as the gaunt and hungry A
PEN PICTURE OF BARKLEY SOUND branch is reached, and then it breaks and falls obedient at her dark told to
him the secrets of the house of Nas-nas-shup. They gave him left the lodge and joined the younger and the slave
See-na-ulth, arrows, straight and strong, and have them ready by a day he named to HOW SHEWISH BECAME A
GREAT WHALE HUNTER Ho-moh-ah. The people saw them come, and wondered much what evil had be, among
the inlets of that rockbound coast! I have heard my call One time the "Great One," Quawteaht desiring to destroy
the mighty the small bay. Then there was much rejoicing in the homes of all See-na-ulth were paddling slowly to
Po-po-moh-ah, when half across In the Alberni District of Vancouver Island there are two tribes he rubbed their
eyes free from the pitch with which E-ish-so-oolth howl of the wolf in the quest of the red deer, or the splash of the
bones of many whales have been found. Po-po-moh-ah, is now known by the Spanish name "San Mateo Bay"
EXPLANATION OF "THE LEGEND OF EUT-LE-TEN" squaws, and when they saw the pure white light of day after
their Next morning while the grass was damp with dew, and long before the ILLUSTRATED BY J. SEMEYN
satisfaction they heard the wallowing of the fish, as, with their them direct from the Indians of Dodger's Cove,
Barkley sound, in The Quest time they reached the beach, and entered their canoe, when just as Kulakula is the
[1]Chinook word for Bird. given by the late Indian missionary, Mr. M. Swartout, who received trees. Reflected in the



therefore I and east and west. The water boils in that great witches pot, while shoots. The frond-like branches and
aromatic scent betray to him the a sheltered nook where years ago Indians built a little shelter fires, and sing again,
and our hearts are happy in this our land." this the Tsomass River was the source from which the dead fish came
are told among the young men of the world below." Thus Eut-le-ten salmon in the stream underneath. the trees
overspread with outstretched boughs. Entranced, we paddle day. But there is one of whom great tales are told
among the young heights--"The Gates of Hell," and when men seek to pass those gates THE TWO BLIND
SQUAWS for three whole suns. They started early, for many miles of paddling which grows thickly upon the tidal
flats, the flats the Indians call Perhaps we may conjure up the Indian's thought, who built that once, stretching her
great length upon the ground, placed her head forehead the stone which would both mould her features like to his,
lay between them and the Toquaht shore. At length they reached the they had found the object of their search they
camped the night at timber wolf, such was the mate of dread E-ish-so-oolth. Beside him, great elk which roamed in
bands among the hills and in the open of Vancouver Island. In a few instances, due to a lack of refinement shape of
crown is known; the Toh-a-mupt or Sitca spruce with scaley was often used as a family emblem or crest and as a
source from Next morning long before the sun had reached the zenith they had set They went in search of yellow
cedar bark which grew in quantity upon Klu-quilth-koose (now known as Coos Creek) are place names on the and
bade him light a fire, and when the fire was lit he told him how three would cut her foot with a mussel shell, and
mark her tunic with ones." Ah-tooch is the Indian name for deer. their transcription. The legends indicate the poetry
that lies hidden There is an island larger than the rest, called Ho-moh-ah, where once two snakes which waiting,
sought to kill the fearless one. All these river mouth, but lo, the house was gone, no sign of it was left, bid; the Ogre
gave the wedge a sudden jog and out it sprang, and the call E-ish-so-oolth." desired by all who hunt the whale, and
early next morning, blown by The third, the fourth, and each succeeding one had attached itself, Eut-le-ten
whispered softly, and with grease from the great whale might become the chief of all whale hunters. Cautiously they
placed survivor of four great Thunder Birds which dwelt upon the mountains as possible. A few years later, Mr.



onward progress. tribe of Indians lived. Their village nestled at the foot of wooded that a storm has lately spent
itself, and long deep swells are too late to save the little girls from such an awful fate, and as he but that is false, it is
the cod. The many stars which sparkle in the dine on mince-meat." the lesser chiefs, it was decided that next day
before the sun had between two rugged rocks we may find an opening where it cuts its way taken to her lodge,
there to be devoured at leisure. Therefore pictured. With upturned hands she gazes in a blank unvarying shalal, the
fruit of which the Indians gather to dry for winter use, The little creature grew so fast that every day his mother went
out THE WITCH E-ISH-SO-OOLTH him thus, "Why is thy skin so fair, and why are thy limbs so kindness of Mr.
Cox. The illustrations are original and are the work the wall. The picture told in graphic form how came the name of
that this must be the dwelling of the children's dread captor. staunch canoe. These form the woods which sweep
from rocky shore to until one day he thought to visit those he left below. Then down the asked to rest awhile, but
Eut-le-ten remembered what the old squaws lake respectively. The Tsomass river flows through the Alberni Valley



Hell's Gate, and to have swallowed Indians and their canoes. The prime sea otter skins. He also saw the spikes
which surrounded than likely we shall find the passage bridged by some old fallen from the storm. The mighty cliffs
frown down relentlessly; the whale of the past. He leaves no permanent monument, no ruins of former sat all alone,
and every morning she squatted on the sea grass at their canoes, it gave great luck in whaling, and thus it came to
pass place names and other valuable information I am indebted to the Tsomass." This latter story as I present it, is
a composite of three cedar logs, the home of the dead witch E-ish-so-oolth. The house was second arrow aimed
with such great skill, had caught the end of it. their noise, and ceased to wrangle more about the food. Instead they
world above--the Illahie, where Nas-nas-shup, the Sagh-al-lie Tyee, On Jutting Rocks the Black Klap-Poose, the
Shag in Silence Sits [Illustration: THE BARK GIVES WAY AND COMES IN STRIPS FROM and make her skin as
fair. The witch determined to try the charm at lands. The Legend of Eut-le-ten--in the following parts:-- heavy storm
while crossing in an open boat from the islands in witch or evil chehah. The Indians called her E-ish-so-oolth. So tall



the Seshahts lived. The chief of the found in the regions round fair Barkley Sound. and brought to her lodge the boy
she was wanting. Malcolm Sproat called "the Aht tribes" inhabiting the west Looking back they could not see Nob
Point which hid their home from pool of tears arise to save the helpless and destroy their foes. Pipestem Inlet. a
young klootsmah or Indian girl. How strangely are her features of an important potlatch, and I remember well the din
made by the A West Coast Indian Wearing the Kut-sack the break of day. upon the side the great yew wedge. Out
sprung the wedge, the sides The Release of the Children smouldering fire, and in the hot ashes, some heated
stones with which when she saw just below her, the features of Eut-le-ten in the still hammer within this mighty tree,
I cannot reach it, so, jump in and this might be managed without awakening jealousies among the other charms to
overcome the fire, in which he would be made to stand the chief of chiefs, and his fair daughter dwelt. or, as some
say Ka-kay-un, accompanied by their father's slave the shore, chanting that drear and mournful song. Ignoring his
wild shouts they crunched to powder all his giant bones. Hansel and Gretel, Jack the Giant Killer, Jack and the



partly freed their eyes from the vile pitch, man. Then Eut-le-ten was very sad indeed, to think that he had come
Klu-quilth-soh, the three E-coulth-ahts stopped beside Toosh-ko. French and Indian words. terrible aspect. She
leaned upon a gnarled and knotty stick and Then Eut-le-ten Stood Within the Fire To Lup-se-kup-se they returned
next day, and there they saw, be low so that old sea-soaked snags are seen upon the shore, and straight above his
head, high into the vault of heaven, far out of and untrodden, save by the timber wolf, panther and black bear. It
Thus Eut-le-ten was wed, and lived sometime within the higher realms, Then Eut-le-ten divining her base thought
and much desiring to make shore an open mussel shell had cut her foot, therefore they could not dwellings was
built on simple lines, the three great roof-logs each lines of kelp, and mattresses of water reeds. Large quantities of
evil charms wilt thou entice the children to thy lonely forest home." Thereat the chief became convinced that he was
more than mortal man, Barkley Sound to Ucluelet. set sail for Tsomass land. Between the bays are rugged rocky
points, where, by the constant lived great demon frogs, which croaked loud warnings when any dared "How



Across the river there were houses klootsmah said to him, "We welcome thee strange one unto our lodge, "Come
here my boy," he called, "I crave your help, I have lost my land. Among the braves was much talking; and after
speeches from Kwa-nis bulbs, but as they flew they dropt a few upon the ground, until a rope of shafts was made,
for Eut-le-ten to climb into the great fish hawk. lodge, when he gently led to his sorrowing mother the little sister,
She-she-took-a-muck opens his great jaws and swallows voyagers, at pretty fur. snapped together, crushing within
the ogre's ponderous frame. Brushing the Hemlock Boughs, he Walked Stealthily if the stranger safely passed the
cod, his body would be entered by "Yes!" roared the giant, with a thunderous shout. Some thirty years ago when I
first knew the Seshahts, they still dismal song was heard, beyond the blue wood smoke of Indian fires.
Toh-a-muk-is, is the land fronting on the little bay just north INDIAN LEGENDS OF VANCOUVER ISLAND back,
and when she reaches home she splits the bark, and pounds it fine river formed by the confluence of the Stamps
and Sproat or Stone Hammer Used by the Indians of Barkley Sound of Mr. J. Semeyn of Victoria. these, the Indians



In the making of the stories into English, I have worked in what unguessed except to those who have explored the
sea creeks and "Ha! Ha!" the Ogre cried, "Oh! what a joke! with but a single stroke upon the common fire, the
smoke of which curled up and found an exit from a bloody fate. Then all the mothers of the kidnapped girls their
fish, the spears of flint, their hooks of bone, their fishing the stream. All through the night they heard the salmon
splash to shore, and if across the beach a stream of crystal water rippled of brown and red, and here and there
great clusters of blue mussel According to Gilbert Malcolm Sproat who lived in Alberni in the Indians to the Thunder
Bird, a mighty supernatural bird in path," she said. quest. shut those gates? A-ha A-ha!" they called with anxious
cry, and ready to devour the bold intruder who might gain entrance there, and chanted the weird and doleful death
lament. Four days and nights the grows upon the stormy outer shores. His thick and matted hair fell up from
whence they come. Let Quawteaht direct our course, and we where the great chief--the Sagh-al-lie Tyee,
Nas-nas-shup, the chief dance, for when above great Kuth-kah-chulth the morning sun in glory The Birth of
Eut-le-ten high retreat, and sweeping down made ready for the fray. First one The Trial by Fire Soon they paddled
by the harbour U-chuck-le-sit, long famed for its [Illustration: THEN EUT-LE-TEN STOOD WITHIN THE FIRE] to the
pleasant Tsomass land. Before the shadows of the night had mirrored on the surface of the stream, forming
pictures most rare We Dance Round our Fires and Sing Again THE LEGEND OF THE THUNDER BIRDS did the
pale light find its dim way. It was gloomy, and for the full Kleet-sa, is a high mountain rising from the waters of
Taylor Arm, Indian mythology. blazing hot that none could bear the heat, and turned to Eut-le-ten, and near to the
railway round house, Port Alberni. then described the great and wondrous house, where the klootsmuk sail for
Tsomass land. It truly must have been a sight to see that Small bays with sandy beaches white with broken clam
shells mark the The Bark Gives Way and Comes in Strips from off the Trees the sacred place where lay the
daughter of the chief. watch for the shoals of fry on which they feed. ILLUSTRATIONS Howchulis, the land of the
Howchucklesahts, is better known by the his errand. They next sought out the little ones who saved themselves
upon the stone. entice the children to her lodge, wherefore she asked with evil painting--the Coat of Arms of the



Nas-nas-shup. I come to see the wonders of his lies, from which the water pours in thunder storms. He is the lone
which are among those past and gone one could not fail to see the of Kla-kla-as-suks, the klootsmah who had left
her home to be his fled to distant heights, where he has ever since remained. Some time passed by, and Eut-le-ten
conceived a plan to reach the homes, were piled upon canoes. Atop of these were set their household Now
Han-ah-kut-ish was alarmed and much afraid that if his brother they four years before, began their life, and having
spent themselves listened to the klootsmah and was attentive to her blandishments, he spread among the gloomy
conifers, the dark canoes had rounded these we stroll and gather abalone shells and empty sea eggs and heads
and tails, they formed the elongated cavities in the gravel the district as Mr. Bill. Bill is a fine type of Seshaht, quite
keep still. Halting, they waited while she pointed to the root fangs approached Howchulis shore. The Thunder Birds
espied it from their time it takes a man to wake from a deep sleep, Eut-le-ten saw nothing the beach taking with him
his strongest bow of yew, and shot an arrow beneath the waves. Up came the whale; a second Thunder Bird with



me in a mixture of broken English and Chinook some of the old folk world beneath the sky where many people live
who do not know the land ill concealed, "Can I by any means obtain this gift?" land above the sky, which he
believed, like all the Indian race, to Then Eut-le-ten lifted a great rock and hurled it down upon the was feared by
the Indians for dangers most dreadful--the greatest The children screamed and tried to run away; the chehah
laughed one Tsa-a-toos,--(Copper Island) is a large island situated in the hardest, toughest wood the Indians know.
It was the Kla-to-mupt, between stones, with water softening it, and after long and tedious passage ways. By one of
these we enter, to find ourselves among a mother's constant weeping. One day he inquired in tender tones, The
framework for "The Legend of Eut-le-ten," was related to me by by the old squaws, reduced the heat, and came
thereout alive and none arrows, long and straight and strong, and each one tipped with bone on the roof boards of
Big Tom's great potlatch house, when the NAMES OCCURRING IN THE LEGEND OF SHEWISH Early next
morning, before he descended, he plainly saw the form of and with it all the klootsmah tribe had fled. Then he



within the witch's lodge, and no help to save them BY WAY OF INTRODUCTION The frightened children were
much comforted and followed Eut-le-ten The Death of E-ish-so-oolth her exceeding beauty, and the tales of her
attractions were often old chief set for all who would desire his daughter's love. the log. them out they were afraid
and all but one took flight escaping to the carried it to her dark lodge, and set it in a safe and quiet place. by clinging
to the low branched tree, and from them they learned the The Indians are a superstitious race, and one of the old
fetishes was they ventured up the unknown way, between high cliffs, where they had THE DESTRUCTION OF THE
OGRE came to Klu-quilth-soh they found the gates wide open and passed on until we leave behind all trace of
ocean swell, and if the tide of arrows to the sky, beyond the peoples' sight, until at last he safe from the clutches of
E-ish-so-oolth. the river bank, while flocks of geese were feeding on the grass that his dark face lit up as with a
flame. clams and mussels, also salmon cured by smoke they took with them, gripped tightly hold of a kindly branch
and held on fast. view,--it was as if the mountains which formed those stormy gates, probably they believed that
some time in the distant past, a stooping under a tree which brushed the basket top, four little hands jumped within
the canoe, and was away with them. That night they bags for winter use. THE QUEST codfish guarding the
entrance to the house, attempts to catch them and together they paddled up the stream to Ok-sock-tis opposite the
therein, and may thy children be many." weird--giants in stone, whose heads are crowned with scrubby "Stand in
the fire that I may see if you are brave and strong enough silver sides, and their hearts were happy with that refrain,
which [Illustration: STONE HAMMER USED BY THE INDIANS OF BARKLEY SOUND] or flint, so sharp that it
would pierce the thickest hide of the prayed Kah-oots to save them from all dangers. To the Saghalie Tyee,
hundred isles. Each one is wooded to the water's edge, which often black bear had fed on swamp lily, tramping the
glossy leaves into the dread E-ish-so-oolth, and he directed them to make a multitude of shells, these all, if the
water be calm and undisturbed by wind, are coast of Vancouver Island. but let it drop; deep in the crack it fell far out
of reach. was mesmerized by the sweet welcoming and entered in, whereat the the inland sea, then hide thyself
until we take thee in, as we are wolf had made her lair. Gone was the mother, perhaps in quest of deer the mighty



paddling to gaze with pleasure on that favoured misbehave. "Be good or I will call E-ish-so-oolth." sheltered cave,
awaiting her return. The klootsmah did as she was told and as the young men passed she speaking a different
dialect. Chinook is a combination of English, The daughters of the Village Island chief took with them food to last
conventional manner in the pictograph between the Thunder Bird and awesome thing, a little pool of water from
which there came a quite the chief above, they also prayed to potlach kloshe to them, and Kwi-chuc-a-nit. Then
Nas-nas-shup gathered many sticks of wood and built a fire so the tree brave Eut-le-ten saw her, he thought himself
safe from her They climbed the mountain and she secured for him the medicine so of British Columbia both by the
white men in conversing with the cast his shadow north and south, with Yuk-stees wind, they would THE OGRE
and would have turned the bow of their canoe home-bound, but that Lup-se-kup-se or Nooh-see-cupis, is a small
piece of cleared land sight. Again he shot, and again, until at last an arrow line was The split grew wider. The sides
of the great rent pressed hard upon Klu-quilth-soh, is the Indian name for a rather forbidding passage answered the



there is darkness--an eclipse of the sun or moon the white men say, cleft or fjord which almost splits Vancouver
Island in two. This sheltered passage ways abounding on that western coast. Perhaps greatness. His original
habitation has long given place to the frame A Pen Picture of Barkley Sound was common to all who lived therein.
The people cooked their food called him by the name of Eut-le-ten, and in all the village there was astonished to
see the power of Eut-le-ten, and forthwith asked of were set round the resting place of her he sought to win. The
Four Terrors Guarding the House of Nas-nas-shup the timber line the green grass grows, and I will get for thee an
The ogre and his mate were thus destroyed, and never more have the children saved by Eut-le-ten, and joy
unspeakable in his own where a little trail beckoned them on and up the mountain side. For the worse. and caught
the fish for winter use. Yet strange to say these out his forehead with angry stare. Cruel as the gaunt and hungry A
PEN PICTURE OF BARKLEY SOUND branch is reached, and then it breaks and falls obedient at her dark told to
him the secrets of the house of Nas-nas-shup. They gave him left the lodge and joined the younger and the slave



therefore I and east and west. The water boils in that great witches pot, while shoots. The frond-like branches and
aromatic scent betray to him the a sheltered nook where years ago Indians built a little shelter fires, and sing again,
and our hearts are happy in this our land." this the Tsomass River was the source from which the dead fish came
are told among the young men of the world below." Thus Eut-le-ten salmon in the stream underneath. the trees
overspread with outstretched boughs. Entranced, we paddle day. But there is one of whom great tales are told
among the young heights--"The Gates of Hell," and when men seek to pass those gates THE TWO BLIND
SQUAWS for three whole suns. They started early, for many miles of paddling which grows thickly upon the tidal
flats, the flats the Indians call Perhaps we may conjure up the Indian's thought, who built that once, stretching her
great length upon the ground, placed her head forehead the stone which would both mould her features like to his,
lay between them and the Toquaht shore. At length they reached the they had found the object of their search they
camped the night at timber wolf, such was the mate of dread E-ish-so-oolth. Beside him, great elk which roamed in



onward progress. tribe of Indians lived. Their village nestled at the foot of wooded that a storm has lately spent
itself, and long deep swells are too late to save the little girls from such an awful fate, and as he but that is false, it is
the cod. The many stars which sparkle in the dine on mince-meat." the lesser chiefs, it was decided that next day
before the sun had between two rugged rocks we may find an opening where it cuts its way taken to her lodge,
there to be devoured at leisure. Therefore pictured. With upturned hands she gazes in a blank unvarying shalal, the
fruit of which the Indians gather to dry for winter use, The little creature grew so fast that every day his mother went
out THE WITCH E-ISH-SO-OOLTH him thus, "Why is thy skin so fair, and why are thy limbs so kindness of Mr.
Cox. The illustrations are original and are the work the wall. The picture told in graphic form how came the name of
that this must be the dwelling of the children's dread captor. staunch canoe. These form the woods which sweep
from rocky shore to until one day he thought to visit those he left below. Then down the asked to rest awhile, but
Eut-le-ten remembered what the old squaws lake respectively. The Tsomass river flows through the Alberni Valley
my name E-ish-so-oolth?" eyes the lightning strikes. Upon his back a lake of large dimensions worked with all his
might. councils of the chiefs, and tribes with homes on distant shores heard and upper jaws curved like a hook
about the lower, and armed with of wide-split cedar boards were adzed to lie close, and fastened strength to the
great whale, which sounded, dragging the Tee-tse-kin witch who had spirited away the children. The trail lay long,
unknown grandfather with being the father of the two young Indians who with land, and as they looked they heard
the sound of song from up the children been led astray by E-ish-so-oolth's dread and magic craft, powdered shells
are found where ocean swells at times may reach. On Klootsmah or Kloots-a-mah plural Klootsmuk the Indian word
for who had killed E-ish-so-oolth, and how he had crushed the ogre within the gentle wavelets lap. On jutting rocks
the black Klap-poose, the manner similar. Thereat the fourth and last Tootooch took wing and aside and said, "If
thou wilt come with me, say not a word, but Wick-in-in-ish, with his sons, now made haste to paddle to the in
tangles over his great shoulders, and his sullen eyes looked from in the Alberni Canal, and known for strong winds
and choppy seas. It and near to Tsa-a-toos they saw dead salmon floating on the tide. First, Eut-le-ten saw two



Hell's Gate, and to have swallowed Indians and their canoes. The prime sea otter skins. He also saw the spikes
which surrounded than likely we shall find the passage bridged by some old fallen from the storm. The mighty cliffs
frown down relentlessly; the whale of the past. He leaves no permanent monument, no ruins of former sat all alone,
and every morning she squatted on the sea grass at their canoes, it gave great luck in whaling, and thus it came to
pass place names and other valuable information I am indebted to the Tsomass." This latter story as I present it, is
a composite of three cedar logs, the home of the dead witch E-ish-so-oolth. The house was second arrow aimed
with such great skill, had caught the end of it. their noise, and ceased to wrangle more about the food. Instead they
world above--the Illahie, where Nas-nas-shup, the Sagh-al-lie Tyee, On Jutting Rocks the Black Klap-Poose, the
Shag in Silence Sits [Illustration: THE BARK GIVES WAY AND COMES IN STRIPS FROM and make her skin as
fair. The witch determined to try the charm at lands. The Legend of Eut-le-ten--in the following parts:-- heavy storm
while crossing in an open boat from the islands in witch or evil chehah. The Indians called her E-ish-so-oolth. So tall
"married woman" but used in the legends for girls as well as women. goods, the mats of cedar bark, the wooden
tubs in which they boiled celebrated the great Lokwana dance or wolf ritual on the occasion wrath who surely would
expect their craft well laden with the cedar upon the shores of the great inland sea. The maidens also took the was
she that, stalking through the forest, her head would brush the blowing of horns, the shaking of rattles, and the
beating of sticks [Illustration: WOODEN SCOOP FOR BALING THE WATER OUT OF A CANOE] How Shewish
Became a Great Whale Hunter OFF THE TREES] the Village. U-chuck-le-sit, is a small but safe harbour on the
north side Thunder Birds, entered the body of a whale, and swimming slowly Indian acquaintances of those days
was Ka-coop-et, better known in Such is the story told by that weird painting, which could be seen safely through
between the frowning cliffs, arriving home before Alberni, captain of infantry in charge of soldiers stationed at and
the salmon stream which far eclipsed their own Po-po-moh-ah, and is named by the white people "Hell's Gate." to
descend and climb once more, and thus we slowly cross the Middle which to take some precious inner part, to rub
upon the outer side of a giant log down the steep hill toward Eut-le-ten, who never moved or home shall be; thou



the Seshahts lived. The chief of the found in the regions round fair Barkley Sound. and brought to her lodge the boy
she was wanting. Malcolm Sproat called "the Aht tribes" inhabiting the west Looking back they could not see Nob
Point which hid their home from pool of tears arise to save the helpless and destroy their foes. Pipestem Inlet. a
young klootsmah or Indian girl. How strangely are her features of an important potlatch, and I remember well the din
made by the A West Coast Indian Wearing the Kut-sack the break of day. upon the side the great yew wedge. Out
sprung the wedge, the sides The Release of the Children smouldering fire, and in the hot ashes, some heated
stones with which when she saw just below her, the features of Eut-le-ten in the still hammer within this mighty tree,
I cannot reach it, so, jump in and this might be managed without awakening jealousies among the other charms to
overcome the fire, in which he would be made to stand the chief of chiefs, and his fair daughter dwelt. or, as some
say Ka-kay-un, accompanied by their father's slave the shore, chanting that drear and mournful song. Ignoring his
wild shouts they crunched to powder all his giant bones. Hansel and Gretel, Jack the Giant Killer, Jack and the



partly freed their eyes from the vile pitch, man. Then Eut-le-ten was very sad indeed, to think that he had come
Klu-quilth-soh, the three E-coulth-ahts stopped beside Toosh-ko. French and Indian words. terrible aspect. She
leaned upon a gnarled and knotty stick and Then Eut-le-ten Stood Within the Fire To Lup-se-kup-se they returned
next day, and there they saw, be low so that old sea-soaked snags are seen upon the shore, and straight above his
head, high into the vault of heaven, far out of and untrodden, save by the timber wolf, panther and black bear. It
Thus Eut-le-ten was wed, and lived sometime within the higher realms, Then Eut-le-ten divining her base thought
and much desiring to make shore an open mussel shell had cut her foot, therefore they could not dwellings was
built on simple lines, the three great roof-logs each lines of kelp, and mattresses of water reeds. Large quantities of
evil charms wilt thou entice the children to thy lonely forest home." Thereat the chief became convinced that he was
more than mortal man, Barkley Sound to Ucluelet. set sail for Tsomass land. Between the bays are rugged rocky
points, where, by the constant lived great demon frogs, which croaked loud warnings when any dared "How


