
~ VICTORIA HISTORICAL SOCIETY ~

PROGRAM 2011-2012

23 February 2012
History of Beacon Hill Park. Ken Johnson.  Ken is the
President of the Hallmark Society

22 March 2012
Juan de Fuca’s Strait. Professor Barry Gough.  This
talk will be based on his forthcoming book on the
history of the strait.

26 April  2012
Forty Years in Forty Movements: A History of the Victoria
Conservatory of Music. Joan Giles

24 May 2012   7:00 p.m. start for Annual General
Meeting.
In honour of the 150th anniversary of the
incorporation of the City of Victoria, VHS
vice-president Sylvia Van Kirk will end the season
with a talk on Thomas & Eliza Harris: The First Mayor
& Mayoress of Victoria.

I

QUESTIONS ABOUT OUR ANNUAL

BANQUET.

Feedback from the banquet held in December
has shown a number of people were not
impressed with the meal, and several regular

members who did not come expressed concerns
about the cost of the banquet.  Additionally the
University Club added a room charge of $500 to
our bill, which is a new policy at the club.  This led
to a discussion at our last Council meeting.  A lunch
would be less expensive than a dinner.  Ethnic food
such as Chinese would be cheaper than what we

have been having.  Council would like to have some
direction from the members as to the future.

1.  Are you interested in an annual banquet?
yes [    ]  or  no [    ]

2.  Is December the best month for an annual
banquet. yes [    ]  or  no [    ]

if no, what month would be best? . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

3.  What amount per person are you prepared to

pay?  . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

4.  Would a lunch instead of dinner be of more
interest, or less interest to you?

more [    ] or less [    ]

5.  Have you any suggestions, as to location, food or

?. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

Please respond within two weeks.  By e-mail to
ragreene@telus.net

by mail to P.O. Box 50001
RPO Fairfield Plaza
Victoria, B.C.    V8S 5L8

If you want to discuss this issue by phone please call
Ron Greene between 8 and 10 a.m.   250-598-1835
or any other member of the Council, whose
telephone numbers are listed on the back page of
the newsletter.
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NORTH & RICHARDSON'S ARMY AND

NAVY CIGAR STORE

The Army and Navy Cigar Store was opened on
Monday, July 23 1900 by Walter North and
Percy Richardson at 80 Government Street, at

the corner of Bastion Street (1124 Government
Street after the renumbering of 1907-1908).  North
had been listed in the B.C. directory by 1897 as a
clerk for tobacconist H.L. Salmon and was a
member of the Fifth Regiment Band.  Richardson,
who first appeared in the 1899 directory was a
salesman for Geo. R. Jackson, tailor and gent’s
furnisher at 57 Government Street.

“New Cigar Store. – Messrs. North & Richardson
will open their cigar store on the corner of
Government and Bastion streets on Monday
evening, when the Fifth Regiment band, of which
Mr. North is a valued member, will give the new
firm a complimentary concert.  The premises are
being handsomely furnished by Messrs. Weiler
Bros.”

The band was a busy one that week-end.  In the
same issue, which was published on the Friday, were
mentions that the band was playing a concert at the
Mount Baker Hotel in Oak Bay that night, and on
the weekend was giving a concert in Duncan.

The partnership seems to have broken up by March
1906 when the R.G. Dun credit directory showed
Richardson, but not North, as a tobacconist.  The
next city directory, 1908 showed Walter North as a
cornet player at the Grand Theatre and Percy
Richardson carrying on at the Army & Navy Cigar
Store.

Percy Richardson was born in Scarborough,
England about 1879.  He married Eliza Thompson
on January 14, 1913.  She was also a native of
England, but was living in Port Angeles at the time

of her marriage.  The 1915
Victoria City Directory
shows Richardson running
the Army & Navy Cigar
Store, but the company was
not listed and the store at
1206 Government St.,
which the company had
occupied since 1914, was
vacant.  The next directory,
1917, showed Richardson working for C.A. Steele,
another tobacconist at 610 View.  Steele had been
the manager for Lowenberg & Co., wholesale

tobacconist before that.
Percy Richardson was last
listed in Victoria in the
1923 B.C. Directory.

Walter North had been
born in 1876 at
Wellington, New Zealand
and came to Victoria with
his family about 1885.
The parents were George

and Jenny.  Walter married Eva Madeline Lang
September 16, 1903.  There was an Edward North,
who was the stage manager at the Victoria Theatre,
presumably a brother since in 1903 he was residing
at the same address as Walter.  Walter must have
found the life as a musician somewhat tenuous as by
1912 he was back clerking for H.L. Salmon then
working as a circulation clerk for the Daily Times,
although he was again shown as a musician by 1918.
By 1924 was working for the Liquor Control Board.
When he died on July 21, 1942 he was still a
salesman for the LCB.

Percy Richardson was a member of a large family.
One of his brothers was Fred who worked briefly for
Percy about 1909.  Fred moved on to be a traveller
for Shallcross Macauley Co. Ltd, importers, before
becoming a partner with Isaac Waxstock, in a
billiard and pool hall.  Fred’s grandson, also named
Fred, was a long time salesman for Victoria Box &
Paper who called on our business once a week for
many, many years.  Both the Fred Richardson’s
were fine marksmen and represented Canada at
Bisley.  Fred (the younger) said that his great-uncle,
Percy, moved to Holly wood, California where he
operated a tobacco shop for many years.  When he
died there he was buried in Forest Lawn Cemetery.
His widow, Eliza, returned to Victoria following
Percy’s death and passed away in Victoria in 1958.
They did not have any children.

North & Richardson issued a nice brass 5 cent
token, surprisingly not with the Army & Navy store
name, but only their names.  However, their sign on



the scoreboard at Caledonia Park, located at
Government and Niagara, read ‘Army & Navy Cigar
Store’.  The game underway in the photo of the park
was a field lacrosse match.

Ronald Greene

I

SHADOW AND LIGHT

AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY

WITH REMINISCENCES OF THE LAST AND
PRESENT CENTURY.

by
MIFFLIN WISTAR GIBBS

Washington, D. C. 1902.

In the old family Bible I see it recorded that I was
born April 17, 1823, in Philadelphia, Pa., the son
of Jonathan C. Gibbs and Maria, his wife. My

father was a minister in the Wesleyan Methodist
Church, my mother a “hard-shell” Baptist.  But no
difference of religious views interrupted the even
tenor of their domestic life.  At seven years of age I
was sent to what was known as the Free School, those
schools at that time invaluable for colored youth,
had not graded studies, systematized, and with such
accessories for a fruitful development of the youthful
mind as now exist.  The teacher of the school, Mr.
Kennedy, was an Irishman by birth, and herculean
in proportions; erudite and severely positive in
enunciation.  The motto “Spare the rod and spoil
the child” had no place in his curriculum.  Alike with
the tutors of the deaf and the blind, he was earnest
in the belief that learning could be impressively
imparted through the sense of feeling.  That his
manner and means were impressive you may well
believe, when I say that I yet have a vivid recollection
of a bucket with an inch or two of water in it near his
desk.  In it stood an assortment of rattan rods, their
size when selected for use ranging in the ratio of the
enormity, of the offence or the age of the offender.

Among the many sterling traits of character
possessed by Mr. Kennedy was economy; the
frequent use of the rods as he raised himself on
tiptoe to make his protest the more emphatic—split
and frizzled them—the immersion of the tips in
water would prevent this, and add to the severity of
the castigation, while diminishing the expense.  A
policy wiser and less drastic has taken the place of
corporal punishment in schools.  But Mr. Kennedy
was competent, faithful and impartial.  I was not
destined to remain long at school.  At eight years of
age two events occurred which gave direction to my
after life.  On a Sunday in April, 1831, my father
desired that the family attend his church; we did so

and heard him preach, taking as his text the 16th
verse of Chapter 37 in Genesis: “I seek my brethren;
tell me, I pray thee, where they feed their flocks.”

On the following Sunday he lay before the pulpit
from whence he had preached, cold in death,
leaving my mother, who had poor health, with four
small children, and little laid by “for a rainy day.”
Unable to remain long at school, I was “put out” to
hold and drive a doctor’s horse at three dollars a
month, and was engaged in similar employment
until I reached sixteen years of age.

...Needing our assistance in her enfeebled condition,
she nevertheless insisted that my brother and myself
should learn the carpenter trade.

...James Gibbons, to whom we were apprenticed, was
fat, and that is to say, he was jolly.  He had ever a
word of kind encouragement, wise counsel or
assistance to give his employees.  Harshness, want of
sympathy or interest is often the precursor and
stimulator to the many troubles with organized labor
that continue to paralyze so many of our great
industrial concerns at the present time, resulting in
distress to the one and great material loss to the
other.  Mr. Gibbons had but a limited education, but
he possessed that aptitude, energy, and efficiency
which accomplishes great objects, that men call
genius, and which is oftimes nothing more than
untiring mental activity harnessed to intensity of
purpose.  These constituted his grasp of much of the
intricacies of mechanical knowledge.  His example
was ever in evidence, by word and action, that only
by assidious effort could young men hope to succeed
in the battle of life.

Mr. Gibbons was competent and had large
patronage.  We remained with him until we reached
our majority.  During a religious revival we both
became converted and joined the Presbyterian
Church.  My brother entered Dartmouth College,
under the auspices of the Presbyterian Assembly,
graduated and ministered in the church at
Philadelphia.  After a brief period as a journeyman,
I became a contractor and builder on my own
account.  It is ever a source of strength for a young
person to have faith in his or her possibilities, and as
soon as may be, assume mastership.

Early in the year 1858 gold was discovered on Fraser
River, in the Hudson Bay Company’s territory in the
Northwest.  This territory a few months later was
organized as the Colony of British Columbia and
absorbed; is now the western outlook of the
Dominion of Canada.  The discovery caused an
immense rush of gold seekers, traders, and
speculators from all parts of the world.  In June of



that year, with a large invoice of miners’ outfits,
consisting of flour, bacon, blankets, pick, shovels,
etc., I took passage on steamship Republic for
Victoria.  The social atmosphere on steamers whose
patrons are chiefly gold seekers is unlike that on its
fellow, where many have jollity moderated by
business cares, others reserved in lofty consciousness
that they are on foreign pleasure bent.  With the
gold seeker, especially the "tenderfoot," there is an
incessant social hilarity, a communion of feeling, an
ardent anticipation that cannot be dormant,
continually bubbling over.  We had on board
upward of seven hundred, comprising a variety of
tongues and nations. Here the mercurial Son of
France in search of a case of red wine, hot and
impulsive, belching forth “sacres” with a velocity
well sustained.  The phlegmatic German stirred to
excitability in quest of a “small cask of lager and
large box of cheese;” John Chinaman “Hi yah'd” for
one “bag lice all samee hab one Melican man,”
while a chivalric but seedy-looking Southerner, who
seemed to have “seen better days,” wished he
“might be—if he didn’t lay a pe-yor of boots thar
whar that blanket whar.”  Not to be lost in the
shuffle was a tall canting specimen of Yankee-dom
perched on a water cask that “reckoned ther is right
smart chance of folks on this ‘ere ship,” and
“kalkerlate that that boat swinging thar war a good
place to stow my fixin’s in.”  The next day thorough
system and efficiency was brought out of chaos and
good humor prevailed.

Victoria, then the capital of British Columbia, is
situated on the southern point of Vancouver’s
Island.  On account of the salubrity of its climate
and proximity to the spacious land-locked harbor of
Esquimault it is delightful as a place of residence
and well adapted to great mercantile and industrial
possibilities.  It was the headquarters of the Hudson
Bay Company, a very old, wealthy, and influential
English trading company. Outside the company’s
fort, enclosing immense storehouses, there were but
few houses.  The nucleus of a town in the shape of a
few blocks laid out, and chiefly on paper maps, was
most that gave promise of the populous city of
Victoria of the present.  On my arrival my goods
were sold at great advance on cost, an order for
more sent by returning steamer.  I had learned
prior to starting that city lots could be bought for
one hundred dollars each, and had come prepared
to buy two or three at that price.  A few days before
my arrival what the authorities had designated as
the “land office” had been subjected to a “Yankee
rush,” which had not only taken, and paid for all the
lots mapped out, but came near appropriating
books, benches, and window sashes; hence the office
had to close down and haul off for repairs, and
surveyed lots, and would not be open for business

for ten days...  Steamers and sailing craft were
constantly arriving, discharging their human
freight, that needed food, houses, and outfits for the
mines, giving an impetus to property of all kinds
that was amazing for its rapidity.  The next
afternoon after the day of my arrival I had signed
an agreement and paid one hundred dollars on
account for a lot and one-story house for
$3,000—$1,400 more in fifteen days, and the
balance in six months.  Upon the arrival of my
goods ten days later I paid the second installment
and took possession.  Well, how came I to take a
responsibility so far beyond my first intended
investment?

...In 1859, in consummation of promise and
purpose, I returned to the United States and was
married to Miss Maria A. Alexander, of Kentucky,
educated at Oberlin College, Ohio.  After visits to
friends in Buffalo and my friend Frederick Douglass
at Rochester, N. Y., thence to Philadelphia and New
York City, where we took steamship for our long
journey of 4,000 miles to our intended home at
Victoria, Vancouver Island.  I have had a model wife
in all that the term implies, and she has had a
husband migratory and uncertain.  We have been
blessed with five children, four of whom are
living—Donald F., Horace E., Ida A., and Hattie A.
Gibbs; Donald a machinist, Horace a printer by
trade.  Ida graduated as an A. B. from Oberlin
College and is now teacher of English in the High
School at Washington, D. C.; Hattie a graduate
from the Conservatory of Music at Oberlin, Ohio,
and was professor of music at the Eckstein-Norton
University at Cave Springs, Ky., and now musical
director of public schools of Washington, D. C.

In 1868 the union of British Columbia with the
Dominion of Canada was the political issue,
absorbing all others...    At the convention in 1868
at Fort Yale, called by A. Decosmos, editor of The
British Colonist, and others, for the purpose of
getting an expression of the people of British
Columbia regarding union with the Dominion of
Canada (and of which the writer was a delegate), the
reduction of liabilities, the lessening of taxation,
increase of revenue, restriction of expenditure, and
the enlargement of the people's liberties were the
goal, all of which have been attained since entrance
to the Dominion, which has become a bright jewel
in his Majesty’s Crown, reflecting a civilization,
liberal and progressive, of a loyal, happy people.

The most rapid instrumentalities in the
development of a new country are the finding and
prospecting for mineral deposits.  The discovery of
large deposits of gold in the quartz and alluvial area
of British Columbia in 1858 was the incipiency of



the growth and prosperity it now enjoys. But
although the search for the precious is alluring, the
mining of the grosser metals and minerals, such as
iron, lead, coal, and others, are much more reliable
for substantial results.

The only mine of importance in British Columbia
previous to 1867 was at Naniamo, where there was a
large output of bituminous coal.  In that year
anthracite was discovered by Indians building fire
on a broken vein that ran from Mt. Seymour, on
Queen Charlotte Island, in the North Pacific. It was
a high grade of coal, and on account of its density
and burning without flame, was the most valuable
for smelting and domestic purposes.  A company
had been formed at Victoria which had spent
$60,000 prospecting for an enduring and paying
vein, and thereafter prepared for development by
advertising for tenders to build railroad and wharfs
for shipping.  Being a large shareholder in the
company, I resigned as a director and bid.  It was
not the lowest, but I was awarded the contract.  The
Hudson Bay Co. steamship Otter, having been
chartered January, 1869, with fifty men, comprising
surveyor, carpenters, blacksmiths, and laborers, with
timber, rails, provisions, and other necessaries for
the work I embarked at Victoria.  Queen Charlotte
Island was at that time almost a “terra incognito,”
sparsely inhabited solely by scattered tribes of
Indians on the coast lines, which were only
occasionally visited by her Majesty’s ships for
discovery and capture of small craft engaged in the
whisky trade.

Passing through the Straits of Georgia, stopping at
Fort Simpson, and then to Queen Charlotte Island,
entering the mouth of Skidegate River, a few miles
up, we reached the company’s quarters, consisting
of several wooden buildings for residence, stores,
shops, etc.  At the mouth and along the river were
several Indian settlements, comprising huts, the
sides of which were of rough riven planks, with roof
of leaves of a tough, fibrous nature.  At the crest was
an opening for the escape of smoke from fires built
on the ground in the center of the enclosure.  As the
ship passed slowly up the river we were hailed by
the shouting of the Indians, who ran to the river
side, got into their canoes and followed in great
numbers until we anchored.  They then swarmed
around and over the ship, saluting the ship’s
company as “King George’s men,” for such the
English are known and called by them.  They were
peaceful and docile, lending ready hands to our
landing and afterward to the cargo.  I was surprised,
while standing on the ship, to hear my name called
by an Indian in a canoe at the side, coupled with
encomiums of the native variety, quite flattering.  It
proved to be one who had been a domestic in my

family at Victoria.  He gave me kind welcome, not to
be ignored, remembering that I was in “the enemy's
country,” so to speak.  Besides, such a reception was
so much the more desirable, as I was dependent
upon native labor for excavating and transportation
of heavy material along the line of the road.  While
their work was not despatched with celerity of
trained labor, still, as is general with labor, they
earned all they got.  “One touch of nature makes
the whole world kin.” I found many apt, some
stupid; honesty and dishonesty in usual quantities,
with craft peculiar to savage life.

Their mode of stealing by stages was peculiar.  The
thing coveted was first hid nearby; if no inquiry was
made for a period deemed sufficiently long the
change of ownership became complete and its
removal to their own hut followed, to be disposed of
when opportunity offered.  If you had a particle of
evidence and made a positive accusation, with the
threat of “King George’s man-of-war,” it was likely
to be forthcoming by being placed secretly nearby
its proper place... My experience during a year’s
stay on the island, and constant intercourse with the
natives, impressed me more and more with the
conviction that we are all mainly the creatures of
environments; yet through all the strata and fiber of
human nature there is a chord that beats responsive
to kindness—a “language that the dumb can speak,
and that the deaf can understand.”

The English mode of dealing with semi-civilized
dependents is vastly different from ours.  While
vigorously administering the law for proper
government, protection of life, and suppression of
debauchery by unscrupulous traders, they inspired
respect for the laws and the love of their patrons.
Uprisings and massacres among Indians in her
Majesty’s dominions are seldom, if ever, to be
chronicled.  Many of our Indian wars will remain a
blot on the page of impartial history, superinduced,
as they were, by wanton murder or the covet of
lands held by them by sacred treaties, which should
have been as sacredly inviolate... The warm ocean
currents on the Pacific temper the atmosphere,
rendering it more genial than the same degree of
latitude on the Atlantic.  A few inches of snow, a
thin coat of ice on the river, were the usual
attendants of winter.  But more frequently our camp
was overhung by heavy clouds, broken by Mt.
Seymour, precipitating much rain.

After being domiciled we proceeded with the
resident superintendent to view the company’s
property, comprising several thousand acres.
Rising in altitude, and on different levels, as we
approached Mt. Seymour, croppings of coal were
quite frequent, the broken and scattered veins



evidencing volcanic disturbance.  The vein most
promising was several hundred feet above the level
of the sea, and our intended wharf survey was made,
which showed heavy cuttings and blasting to obtain
grade for the road.  The work was pushed with all
the vigor the isolated locality and climatic
conditions allowed.  Rain almost incessant was a
great impediment, as well as were the occasional
strikes of the Indian labor, which was never for
more wages, but for more time.  The coal from the
croppings which had been at first obtained for
testing, had been carried by them in bags, giving
them in the “coin of the realm” so many pieces of
tobacco for each bag delivered on the ship.  There
was plenty of time lying around on those trips, and
they took it.  On the advent of the new era they
complained that “King George men” took all the
time and gave them none, so they frequently quit to
go in quest.  The nativity of my skilled labor was a
piece of national patchwork—a composite of the
canny Scotch, the persistent and witty Irish, the
conservative but indomitable English, the
effervescent French, the phlegmatic German, and
the irascible Italian.  I found this variety beneficial,
for the usual national and race bias was sufficiently
in evidence to preclude a combination to retard the
work.  I had three Americans, that were neither
white nor colored; they were born black; one of
them—Tambry, the cook—will ever have my
grateful remembrance for his fatherly kindness and
attention during an illness.

The conditions there were such that threw many of
my men off their feet.  Women and liquor had much
the “right of way.”... Miners had been at work
placing many tons of coal at the mouth of the mine
during the making of the road, the grade of which
was of two elevations, one from the mine a third of
the distance, terminating at a chute, from which the
coal fell to cars on the lower level, and from thence
to the wharf.  After the completion of the road and
its acceptance by the superintendent and the
storage of a cargo of coal on the wharf, the steamer
Otter arrived, was loaded, and despatched to San
Francisco, being the first cargo of anthracite coal
ever unearthed on the Pacific seaboard.  The
superintendent, having notified the directors at
Victoria of his intention to return, they had
appointed me to assume the office.  I was so
engaged, preparing for the next shipment on the
steamer.

The full text of this book may be found at:

http://www.gutenberg.org/files/28183/28183-h/2818
3-h.htm
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COUNCIL OFFICERS 2011 ~ 2012

EXECUTIVE

Ron Greene President 598 1835
Sylvia van Kirk Vice-President 385 0894
Tom Pound Treasurer 595 6487
Mike Harrison Newsletter 360 1509
Michael Halleran Secretary 382 0837
Kathleen Hadley Membership 388 6984
Russ Fuller Past President 386 8628

COUNCIL MEMBERS AT LARGE

Doris Schuh Book Raffle 595 7078
Cliff Chandler Publicity 383 1150
Mary Doody-Jones Reception 388 4046
John Whittaker Special Events 598 3982
Joyce Mackie Member at Large 598 7844

VOLUNTEER ASSOCIATES

Arnold Ranneris Care and Concern 598 3035
Carolyn Webber Webmaster 384 2557
June Domke Refreshments 389 1418
Shirley Cuthbertson Archives 382 0288
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The Victoria Historical Society meets on the fourth
Thursday of each month from September to May, at
the James Bay New Horizons Centre, 234 Menzies
Street, Victoria.

Meetings begin at 7:30 and comprise a short
business meeting and a refreshment break followed
by a talk or presentation by a guest speaker.

Visitors are always welcome and encouraged to
become members of our Society.

This newsletter is published four times a year and
distributed to members electronically or by mail.

It is also available on our web site
www.victoriahistoricalsociety.bc.ca and at our regular
meetings at the door.

CONTACT US

By regular mail at...
The Victoria Historical Society
PO Box 50001
Victoria     BC     V8S 5LB

By E-mail at...
inquiry@victoriahistoricalsociety.bc.ca


