Early Vancouver
Volume Five
By: Major J.S. Matthews, V.D.
2011 Edition (Originally Published 1945)
Narrative of Pioneers of Vancouver, BC Collected During 1936-1945.

Supplemental to volumes one, two, three and four collected in 1931, 1932 and 1934.

About the 2011 Edition

The 2011 edition is a transcription of the original work collected and published by Major Matthews.
Handwritten marginalia and corrections Matthews made to his text over the years have been incorporated
and some typographical errors have been corrected, but no other editorial work has been undertaken.
The edition and its online presentation was produced by the City of Vancouver Archives to celebrate the
125" anniversary of the City's founding. The project was made possible by funding from the Vancouver
Historical Society.

Copyright Statement

© 2011 City of Vancouver. Any or all of Early Vancouver may be used without restriction as to the nature
or purpose of the use, even if that use is for commercial purposes. You may copy, distribute, adapt and
transmit the work. It is required that a link or attribution be made to the City of Vancouver.

Reproductions

High resolution versions of any graphic items in Early Vancouver are available. A fee may apply.

Citing Information

When referencing the 2011 edition of Early Vancouver, please cite the page number that appears at the
bottom of the page in the PDF version only, not the page number indicated by your PDF reader. Here are
samples of how to cite this source:

Footnote or Endnote Reference:
Major James Skitt Matthews, Early Vancouver, Vol. 5 (Vancouver: City of Vancouver, 2011), 33.

Bibliographic Entry:
Matthews, Major James Skitt. Early Vancouver, Vol. 5. Vancouver: City of Vancouver, 2011.

Contact Information

City of Vancouver Archives

1150 Chestnut Street, Vancouver, B.C. V6J 3J9 P
604.736.8561
archives@vancouver.ca /A C]TY OF

vancouver.ca/archives VA N C O U V E R

Archives




£

T}le HBI‘OI.}’IC Of MOOJ}/DI.IIG

v

AN EPIC OF BURRARD INLET
1883

Item # EarlyVan_v5 014

50



MRS, JOHN PEABODY PATTERSON, nee Emily Susan Branscombe, a beloved and practical woman who
reached Hastings Sawmill, April, 1873, Moodyville Sawmill, 1874; a “Lady of Grace of St. John" in a
wilderness of verdure (Burrard Inlet); a “Dame Hospitaller™ alike to Indians and Whites prior to hospitals
and resident doctors; mother of the first white child born, 26 February, 1864, at (Stamp’s Sawmill), Alberni,
B. C. Obit. at Vancouver, 12 November, 1909, 74 years.
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“THE HEROINE OF MOODYVILLE”

AN EPIC OF BURRARD INLET, 1883
NORA M. DUNCAN
1936

Mrs. John Peabody Patterson, a beloved and practical woman, came to Burrard Inlet in 1873; was mother
of the first white child born at Stamp's Mill, Alberni, B. C., 1864. She was a “*Lady of Grace of St. John
of Jerusalem™ to injured and ailing, Indians and whites alike, in a wilderness as yet without established
hospitals or resident doctors. Word came to Moodyville that Mrs. Erwin, keeper's wife at Point Atkinson
lighthouse, ten miles distant and inaccessible by land, was dangerously ill.

In 1883 the north shore of Burrard Inlet, now North and West Vancouver, was a rocky terrain of trail-less
forest, an i ble tangle of underg h, i ble swamp, and unfordable stream; access to the light-

(TR P Aled

house was byrwau:r only. A gale was ragfng.;lr; English Bay; the masters of the p ugl

delay, the risk was great, and dusk was falling. The Squamish Indian Chinalset offered his dugout canoe,

and together they paddled into the blackness of the storm and night, reaching the lighthouse as dawn broke.
Auth.: City Archives, City Hall.

When forests crowned Pacific slopes where now Vancouver stands,
The moccasin trod hidden trails through dense unbroken lands
And swilt canoes cleft silent seas along the lonely strands.

In Moodyville where sawmill hummed and barques at anchor lay,
Of bravery a tale is told—-its glory lives today
And lights historic memories with torch of golden ray.

Around this dauntless deed thoughts weave and burning words unfold
To tell of one who courted death a lonely tryst to hold,
When hope waxed dim and dark despair hovered in aspect cold.

From Atkinson’s' far point had come two Indians with the news:
“The lighthouse keeper’s wife” is ill—there is no time to lose!
A doctor send, or else a nurse, who swiftly cometh. Choose!™

The word goes forth, the jetty throngs with settlers come to hear,
Their weathered faces grave concern in feeling tribute wear—
Alas, no doctor—he has gone on urgent case afar!

The mill grows silent, pike poles lie neglected by the flume;
The peavy waits a practised hand its cunning to resume
As loggers, caulked and mackinawed, desert the floating boom.

And while they speak the waters heave and thunder’s muttering word
Forbids a passage o’er the Bay, to sudden frenzy stirred,
While driven gulls seek inland rest, their startled cries unheard.

Now as wild gusts with shrouding mists the fading landscape veil,
And sombre night her mantle casts on dying daylight pale—
The gentle Mistress Patterson hears of the tragic tale.

The wife of sawmill master she, forever by his side,
On horse or foot, in staunch canoe, had travelled far and wide,
And pioneer vicissitudes her presence dignified.

Beloved was she in rancherie® and scattered settlement,
Her touch akin to miracle, her life a kindness spent,
A refuge in the wilderness, a foster-mother lent!

So thus the people. knowing well her fortitude of yore,
Turn hastily with troubled step to knock upon her door,
And of her understanding aid they earnestly implore.

As sadly visions pleading rise of one who suffers there
In isolated rocky keep, far from physician’s care,
Her spirit yearns, compassionate, that fight with death to share.

The darkness falls, the wind blows wet, heavy with sheets of rain,

Against the lighthouse on the Point where keeper's wife has lain
In fevered sickness, without hand to soothe the burning pain.
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“THE HEROINE OF MOODYVILLE”

*Oh, God,” deliriously she prays, “must I in torment be?
Dear Lord, is no one brave enough to cross through storm to me?”
Laden her weak and wailing cry with mournful misery.

Black is the Inlet, seething seas fling hungry arms on high!
The gale sweeps through the Narrows and lightning rips the sky!
While under lee of sawmill wharf the paddle tug boats lie.

Their captains scan the frowning heav'ns, ** "Tis fools push off tonight!
We cannot face those surging seas that beat in monstrous might
Upon the cliffs and rockbound coast of Atkinson’s great light!”

“Oh, pity! pity! Who will go with me on errand blest?"”
Ah, daughter of a valiant race, thy life to good confessed!
Wouldst dare the tumult of the winds that suffering find rest?

“No! No!" the hoary captains said; but up spake Indian brave:
“With me you go, most merciful, a dying one to save—
Chinalset strong, a Squamish' son, fears not the leaping wave!™

And as they pass from foaming crest to foaming crest tossed high,
A tiny speck upon the sea, revealed by fork-ripped sky,
The hours to those upon the shore are slowly creeping by.

The paddles swing and dipping meet the lift of swelling tide,
Then lost to sight, engulfed between black billows brimming wide,
Until it seems no earthly hope their little craft can guide.

Drenched with the clinging salted spray, frozen with icy wind,
Rising and falling in the gloom that swathes of darkness bind,
They bravely battle with the storm the gleaming lamp to find.

On land the watchers, huddled, wait and offer fervent prayer—
But in the dugout®, tossed like cork, the woman shows no fear,
And searches strange abysmal dusk to see SKAY-witsut” near.

Lo, now red Phoebus heralds day across the eastern sky,
And silently the mighty waves in still submission lie—
To sink into the ocean’s depth as morning cometh nigh.

And in the birth of rosy dawn, thro’ rift of parting cloud,
In sudden white proximity, the lighthouse looming proud
Reveals to nerve-wracked voyagers its noble form unbowed.

And then unfolded through the haze of quickly breaking day
A nestling cove” with shining sands in golden welcome lay,
That drew them to its sheltered beach beneath rock bastions gray.

The keeper waits with fearful heart to guide them carefully
O’er roughened trail; by thicket deep, by darkling forest tree—
Until with weary gratefulness the lighthouse door they see.

Thus soon our Mistress Patterson above the sufferer bends
And by her touch and healing grace soft, restful slumber lends,
As from her heart Doxology unto her God ascends!

'Point Atkinson lighthouse. *Mrs. Walter Erwin. “Indian village. ‘Indian aborigines
of Vancouver. °“Cedar canoe hollowed by stone implements and fire. “SKAY-witsut.
Indian name for Point Atkinson. *Formerly Skunk Cove, now Caulfeild.

Printed by kind permission of Chatelaine.
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MEMO OF CONVERSATION WITH MRS. GABRIEL LYCETT, NEE NELLIE CARD, 221 RENFREW
STREET SOUTH, AND A DAUGHTER OF ONE OF THE EARLIEST EMPLOYEES OF THE HASTINGS
SAWMILL, AND ONE OF THE CHILDREN SHOWN IN THE FAMOUS PHOTOGRAPH OF HASTINGS
ScHooL, 11 JUNE 1886.

MRS. JOHN PEABODY PATTERSON. “THE HEROINE OF MOODYVILLE.”

Mrs. Lycett said: “Mrs. Patterson was a wonderful woman. | recall how, when | was a child, and suffering
from croup, she would come in the middle of the night and attend to me. | recall the occasion when she
went off to Point Atkinson with an Indian in a canoe; none of the whites would go; they were fearful of the
storm, but she went off with the Indian in his canoe.” (Note: this gallant incident has been recorded in
poetry by Mrs. Nora M. Duncan, 154 East Windsor Road, North Vancouver, and published in the
Vancouver General Hospital Nurses’ Annual, 1936, and also in the Chatelaine for June 1936.)

MEMO OF CONVERSATION WITH JOHN HAROLD (HARRY) MACEY, PRINCE RUPERT, (SHOE
BUSINESS), NOW ON A VISIT TO VANCOUVER, AND STAYING WITH HIS SISTER-IN-LAW, MRS.
GILLIES, 2925 WEST FOURTEENTH AVENUE, POINT GREY, 30 APRIL 1936.

Records show that Mrs. Macey, his mother, arrived in Granville, B.l. on 1 March 1886; her sister-in-law,
Alice Macey, on 1 April 1886. Mr. John H. Macey is the second son of S.T. Macey, and Margaret, née
Collins. His mother, now aged 80, is living in Prince Rupert, and for her age is very active. Her three
children, all sons, are living.

FIRST BOY BORN IN VANCOUVER, 31 MAY 1886.

Mr. Macey said: “My eldest brother, Frederick Charles Macey, 4546 West Ninth Avenue, Point Grey” (no
phone) “was born in Vancouver on May 31* 1886, somewhere on False Creek down towards the Bridge
Hotel, | think, Westminster Avenue” (His Worship T.F. Neelands says, “Hastings Street, north side,
between Columbia and Westminster Avenue”) “and was first boy born in Vancouver; he is a metal worker
and now working of the Canadian National Hotel, Georgia Street; Mother is now 80, and very active for
her years. | (John Harold) was born in Vancouver May 29" 1888, and my younger brother William later;
he is now living in Prince Rupert.

“At one time, when there was that big parade on some holiday in Vancouver and Miss Jackson” (Mrs.
Gitchell of the B.C. Electric Railway) “rode in the parade through the streets” (of Vancouver), “they wanted
my brother to ride in the carriage too, but he would not go.”

COPY OF LETTER, DATED 27 APRIL 1936, FROM HIS MOTHER, MRS. MARGARET MACEY, PRINCE
RUPERT.

General Delivery,
Prince Rupert, B.C.,
April 27, 1936.

As one of the pioneers of Vancouver, | would like to give my experience of the big fire.

When my first child Fred Macey was only thirteen days old, | was sitting in the house
when one of my neighbors, a Mrs. Holden, ran in to tell me that the town was on fire and that |
had better get out. | quickly pulled a colored tablecloth off the table and wrapped it around the
baby, and carried him through Chinatown, but as | was too weak to carry him any farther, his Aunt
Alice Macey took him and carried him to False Creek bridge. My husband’s father then took me
by the arm and kept urging me on, otherwise | would have fallen as we were nearly suffocated by
the smoke. We managed to get an empty room at the Bridge hotel where we slept on the floor
with a quilt for a mattress.

I might say that my husband Sam Macey had gone down to Water St. and when he got
there the smoke was so bad he rushed home to change his Sunday clothes so he could help fight
the fire. But when he got back to the house, it was on fire and | was gone. He pulled a few things
out of the house and threw them down a dry well, one of them being the quilt which | slept on that
night. Then he ran through Main St., just a trail, he fell to the ground, overcome by smoke, but
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