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William Barraclough: The following recorded address was presented before Nanaimo 
Historical Society, Tuesday, February the 17th, 1970, by Miss Elizabeth Blanche Norcross. 
Her subject concerned the Cowichan Valley. President Mr. John C. Parker presented Miss 
Norcross for the gathering. 
 
John Parker: Well, it's with pleasure that I introduce the speaker of the evening tonight. You 
all know Miss Norcross; she has been your program director this year and she's done a 
good job. And you know her as an author, having written at least one book that I know of on 
her own, and with another person in a second book, which have both been successful. She 
is a teacher, and I understand that at the present time you're teaching at the Malaspina 
College? 
 
Elizabeth Norcross: No, I'm working on the calendars. 
 
JP: On the calendars. 
 
EN: Yes. 
 
JP: So, I'm sure that her subject will be of interest to you. So it's with pleasure that I 
introduce Miss Norcross tonight as your speaker. 
 
[applause] 
 
EN: Thank you very much, Mr. Parker. I'll just move over here. And if I- I'll be glancing at my 
watch from time to time, I hope, because I don't want to try your patience too much, and I 
think sit down so that I can follow my papers a little better. And if- I don't want to shout at 
you, so if I'm not clear enough for the back of the room would you just let me know because 
I can raise my voice a bit. 
2:11  
I think the usual opener for a talk is a funny story, and I have a story - it may not be all that 
funny - but it comes in just a little bit later, after my opening. Now, I noticed on the notices 
that I'm billed as the author of "The Warm Land" - that's the history of the Cowichan Valley - 
and I thought I'd better start by reassuring you that I don't intend to cover all the ground that, 
uh, that book takes in. 
 
When I set out to write a history of the Cowichan Valley, I looked into just what was meant 
by that description - by "The Valley" - in the early days, and I discovered the definition 
varied tremendously. Sometimes, when they said "Cowichan" they took in Salt Spring Island 
as well, and sometimes they seemed to be confining themselves almost to the Bay area. 
And so, I had to make my own boundaries for my purposes, and I took Shawnigan Lake in 



the south and Chemainus in the north and Cowichan Lake in the west, and I'm not going to 
cover all that. 
 
Since "The Warm Land" came out there's been a history of Chemainus and a history of 
Cowichan Lake, both [bulk here?] books, and two church histories. And so my problem was 
with all that wealth of material, just what I was going to pick out for tonight.  
 
And I was reminded, in fact, of [horie?] old story of the medical student. He was talking to a 
general practitioner, a  middle aged man, who asked him where he intended- where and 
when he intended to hang out his shingle. And young man said, "Oh, I'm going onto 
specialist studies. General practice is the thing of the past now."  
 
And then the older man, he was a general practitioner, he was little miffed by this but he 
kept his cool, and he said, "Eye, ear, nose, and throat, perhaps?" 
 
"No," said the student, "that's too broad a field. There's too much medical knowledge these 
days for one man to treat all that." 
 
"Ear, nose, and throat, then?" 
 
"No no, just the nose." 
 
And the general practitioner was really browned off. "And which nostril?" he said. 
 
Well, I decided, in preparing this paper, to confine myself pretty much to one nostril - the 
Cowichan Bay area - and most particularly to one small part of that area. 
4:54  
In the late 1850's and through the 1860's, settlement was most concentrated in the Bay 
area of the Cowichan Valley, though it wasn't confined to it. Now, the Valley was settled in 
pockets, and the residents of each pocket rarely saw little of one another in the first decade 
of settlement. Road communication was simply too difficult for much neighbourly visiting 
between Somenos and the Bay, Cobble Hill and the Bay. Going down to Victoria was 
almost as easy as visiting your neighbour ten miles away! 
5:27  
However, Steamer Day at the Bay was a big, social occasion. Steamer came in monthly 
first, then it was fortnightly, and then it became weekly, and everybody got down to the Bay 
for Steamer Day. And they picked up their mail and they picked up supplies and they sent 
out their mail, and they visited with one another. And they travelled to that steamer - to the 
Bay - on foot, or by ox team if they had produce to take down to the steamer or if they had 
supplies to pick up. And in rare cases they might have- go to the steamer on horseback.  
 
And there's a story of one farmer, and my authority for it is pretty good, he said that there 
was one settler whose team consisted of a horse and a milk cow, and he got down to the 



Bay with his wagon. Well, organized settlement, the record tells us and there's a historical 
marker down there at the Bay that tells us, that organized settlements started in 1862. But 
the colonist account also tells us that when that steamer Hecate arrived at the Bay on that 
August day in 1862 with 100 intending settlers aboard, and Governor Douglas and his suite, 
they were met by some established farmers. 
 
And the colonist says that one of those farmers regaled the party - and he meant by that the 
Governor and his suite - regaled the party with fresh butter, milk, eggs, and other home-
raised luxuries. They didn't name who that farmer was. Now it might a John Nelson, who 
was settled at Cobble Hill before 1862; he and his wife were Swedish. And then there was 
another (and I've got to jump around a little) who might have been the one. He was a 
certain Jean Compagnon who was mentioned by Dr. Robert Brown in the account of his 
1864 Vancouver Island exploring expedition. 
 
Now this is part of his description of a visit to the Compagnon property at Cowichan Bay, 
and I think it's worth reading to you. And this is what Dr. Brown said, "He had only been 
here two years, and yet what had formerly been a wild desert was now in such a state of 
cultivation that it was difficult to suppose ourselves in one of the wildest of the wild districts 
of Vancouver Island. He had about 100 acres under cultivation, and the soil looks of the 
very richest quality; in fact he told us it would grow anything. Beetroots he had growing for 
sugar. He presented us with some fine, Cowichan grown tobacco. We pitched our tents in a 
field adjoining his garden, and to our supper he added some trout, radishes, and onions in 
which he joined." 
8:31  
Now, there was that record of Jean Compagnon. Elsewhere in the record there's a record of 
a John French - a reference to a John French - and there's also a reference to a John the 
Frenchman. And I suspect they were all the same man. 
 
So I think this Jean Compagnon was the man that Canute Lemo, and I'm coming to him 
very quickly - the Indian. Canute told me of a Jean French who married an Indian girl, took 
over some Indian Reserve land, and after a few year moved away to Victoria, leaving his 
Indian wife behind and selling his partly developed farm to a white man, and thus alienating 
it from Reserve property. 
 
Now these early reports of the Cowichan Valley, the colonist with all these home-raised 
luxuries that were presented to Governor Douglas and his suite, and this very glowing 
account of this 100 acre farm (which I don't believe for a minute). These- You find these in 
the early records and you have to take them with a grain of salt. And the government 
wanted to open up the Cowichan Valley, and these reports, well, a modern chamber of 
commerce couldn't go further in exaggerating the duties and delights and the wealth of an 
area. But there must have been some fact in these reports.  
 



And incidentally, there's no record of who those intending settlers were. Apparently no list 
was kept. Mr. [Allen?]'s looked for it and he's not found it, but it is quite certain that only a 
small percentage of them actually took up land. But it was probably an occasion for a cheap 
excursion anyway, and worth the ride. And some of them remained, or came up later, took 
up holdings. 
 
Now another point that comes into the record - at this time Douglas made some sort of 
agreement about their lands with the Indians at the Bay, and he gave them presents. And 
here again is track from the record I'd like to read to you. It's part of a report made to the 
Surveyor General by the Reverend Alex C. Garrett, whose an Anglican clergyman, 
Superintendent of Indian Missions for Vancouver Island. And this was what he wrote about 
the Indian claims: 
 
"When the settlement was first planted in Cowichan Valley in August 1862, certain definite 
promises were made to the Indians by Gov. Douglas in person. He told them, in the 
presence of the settlers, that in the ensuing autumn he would return to Cowichan, have a 
gathering of all their tribes, and make them suitable presents. This promise was never 
fulfilled. The Lamalcha's [Hwlitsum], unhappily, became troublesome; three of their number 
were hanged, and the Governor did not think it would be expedient then to carry out his 
original intention. 
11:32  
"The Indians do not understand the principle of expediency, which lead to the breach of 
promise already alluded to. However remote from the truth, the conviction in their minds is 
irresistible that there never was any intention to perform it." And that's the end of the extract 
I made.  
 
And in the correspondence columns of the Colonist of that day, the [18]60's and in the '70's 
too, you see letters from early settlers in the Cowichan Valley pleading for treaties with the 
Indians, but as we know, nothing along these lines was ever done. 
 
Now, I've brought exhibits and things along, and then you have something to look at when 
you want to stop listening, and I'm going to start circulating this - there- small group of 
photographs in the middle of this book which relate to the area I'm talking about, and I think 
that you might find it interesting just to leaf through; I've put a marker there. 
 
So now I'm coming to the story of Canute Lemo and his second wife, Josephine. Kenute's 
first wife - I ran across this in some diaries I were looking at. Canute's first wife committed 
suicide, which I think is rather an unusual thing with the Indians, and the explanation that 
went around in the white community was that she was unhappy becasue her mother-in-law 
was unkind to her. Anyway, Josephine, who still lives on Comiaken Hill behind the 
Old Stone Church, was his second wife. Both Josephine and Canute were born on 
Comiaken Hill. 
 



Now those of you who took our field trip last year remember visiting the Old Stone Church, 
and that's on this Comiaken Hill. Now Canute was a tiny child when the church was built by 
Father [Peter] Rondeault, during the winter of 1869-70, and that church was consecrated [to 
St. Ann?]. Later, when it was abandoned, it was de-consecrated and so it is simply the "Old 
Stone Church" these days. Before the stone church was built, there was a log church which 
was build at the end of the 1850's, and there's a photograph there which shows the log 
church and the Old Stone Church in course of construction on the hill. 
14:11  
Now at the time that church was built, white settlers in the Cowichan were very few. Some 
years later, one of them set down from memory a list of these settlers. And his count was 
only 71 heads of households. Now many of those names I recognize from my reading and 
research, and some of them were people who lived south of the river and south Cowichan 
and organized territory. Some in Somenos and in Maple Bay area, as well as those at 
Cowichan Bay - so you can see that there are very, very scattered families. 
 
Well I met Canute and Josephine in the first place, because I wanted to form a picture for 
my own satisfaction of what Cowichan was like before the white man came. And I read what 
was on the library shelves, what the anthropologists had to say, but I thought that it wasn't 
too late to get a bit closer to my subject - get something a little more first hand. And I asked 
the son of a pioneer family - an elderly man himself at that time - if he could suggest any of 
the older Indians that I could talk to. And he mentioned Canute, that he spoke English and 
he was quite an old man; he had gone to school with my friend's older brother's. 
 
And so I went looking for this Cowichan Indian to tell me about the early days. I think that 
you will see my reason for choosing to introduce the Indian couple before I go on to talk 
about a representative white pioneer family. Couldn't call the Indians pioneers of course, 
because this was their homeland.  
 
Well, in the last year or so I just sort of set down everything that I've got from Canute and 
Josephine about their people, about their own lives, and how I came to see them the first 
time. You know, this was the first time that I'd really tried to talk to an Indian and I felt quite 
nervous about it. They were absolutely alien people to me. I didn't know how they might 
receive me, how they might feel about me bothering them or anything. So I took a friend 
along for moral support, and her camera. And I had general directions on where to find 
them on Comiaken Hill.  
 
Well, we parked the car and we stood there- I remember a hot August afternoon. And we 
were scrambling over Comiaken Hill and ll this dry, slippery grass and going from house to 
house, and they were all deserted, padlocked - not a dog barked and not a chicken 
scratched around the place - everything's deserted. They had gone to the hop-picking in 
Washington; a migration of a whole lot of them.  
 



Well eventually we came to a house with signs of life, and there were chickens scratching in 
the dust and all shades and speckles and everything else, and the kitten that ran for cover 
under some blackberry bushes. And then saw this old man hacking away with a mattock at 
the side of the road - and those of you who went to visit the Old Stone Church, you'll 
remember, we came to this narrow road around through the Reserve, around the back of 
the Church - well, he was widening the road a bit with his mattock. And he came forward to 
us when he saw us. 
 
And so I tried to explain myself and who had sent me and what I was there for, you know, 
and he listened to me without saying a word or asking a question. Every so often he'd break 
in and toss a few words in the Indian tongue to his wife - she'd come out with him, or she'd 
come out when she saw us - and I ran out of anything to say after a while. Then he asked 
me one question: "Which Dougan you belong to?" (I told him Mr. Nathan Dougan had sent 
me.) "Which Dougan you belong to?" 
 
So I explained all over again I didn't belong to Mr. Dougan, [laughs] but how I fitted into the 
picture, you see. And I told him that we'd like to take his picture now, but another day I'd like 
to come back and talk to him about his people, and- OK. We'd come for his picture but we 
thought it was only polite to ask his wife to appear in it. So we took a picture of the two of 
them, and then this wife - who had been having everything translated for her, or apparently 
had been - after we snapped the picture, she turned to us and she said "Now you take his 
picture for me." Perfectly good, straightforward English - "Now you take his picture for me." 
19:09  
Well I'm going to now pass this around. These are some pictures of Canute and Josephine 
and she looks so very, very...uh...oh a real battleaxe. And then as soon as she knows who 
you are, and you're a friend, and her face breaks into beaming smiles and she's quite 
different.  
 
And there's a cute little picture here. She asked for the picture of him - OK, we'll take it - 
then she started tidying him up to get a nice picture, and his tie straight and everything. And 
my friend snapped a picture of that while (she didn't know it was being taken) while she was 
getting him tidied up. And then there's a picture of the Old Stone Church - was restored in 
the late 1850's - and this picture was taken looking through the doorway, down over the 
valley. Rather dark, it's rather [unintelligible]... I'm just going to pass those along.  
 
The picture of the group, of Canute and these two white men in front of the church, was 
taken while that restoration was going on. It was only a few years after I met him the first 
time, but he's aged a great deal. He died, well I don't suppose he was absolutely sure of his 
age, but he was 90 or 91 or something like that when he died.  
 
Now, I was asking about how they lived, how his people had lived. Of course, Canute and 
Josephine...uh...white men were already in the valley when they were born, but they were 
close enough to the old days, their grandparents, their parents could tell them - and did tell 



them - about how things were done in the old days before they had white men's guns, 
before they had this, before they had that.  
 
And this was the kind of thing that Canute was telling me about. Josephine would just sit 
there, saying nothing, until Canute got stuck for the English words to explain it. And then - I 
don't think she had as much English vocabulary as he had - but she was quite ready with 
plenty of sign language to explain it to me. How did you kill the deer and the elk, for 
instance.  
 
I've been told about their deer pits, and I'm told that if you walk through the Cowichan 
woods today, if you know enough to spot it, you still can see the remains of old deer pits 
that have not been altogether filled in again. And the thing was, the Indians would form a 
large circle through the woods and then they would drive the deer or the elk of the area in 
towards this pit, and an animal would eventually - then they'd have it covered over with 
brush or something, as a trap - and the animal would eventually, some animal, fall into it 
because they'd keep pressing in and in. Well then how did they kill them?  
 
And Josephine explained it that sometimes they put a cord around their necks and 
strangled them. [laughs] But I remember her illustrating the strangling, you see, with her 
hands. And then telling me about how they took birds. And they would set up these two 
trees in the marsh, and at dusk when the ducks would fly in - flying low in the evening. And 
they'd have men up in these trees with nets, and they would catch the birds and bring these 
nets down - as they were flying in low to settle on the marsh, they would bring the net down 
on top of them. 
22:56  
One day, when I was there, Canute brought out a picture to show me. It was a great family 
treasure, and it was a very unusual thing; it was a photograph on leather. And I looked this 
up in the encyclopaedia and I found out that photography on leather was one of the early 
methods they tried and they abandoned it because it was very expensive. But I understand 
the photograph was made directly - no negative - was made directly onto the leather. And 
he had this photograph of his grandfather, and his grandfather's wife - now he didn't say 
that was his grandmother; I think Grandfather probably had several wives.  
 
And then in their home they had a large charcoal drawing - I don't know who the artist was, 
I've got a guess but I don't know - which was so like that photograph, I think was probably 
copied from the photograph. And I got a photograph of that charcoal drawing and that is one 
of the illustrations in this book that's going around.  
 
Then I'd tried to get Canute, in another visit, to ask him if he would lend me that photograph 
(the photograph on leather) to take down to the Archives and see whether they could take a 
copy off - so it was very faint. But I'd written Mr. Ireland and he said they had very expert 
people there and they might be able to. But that day Canute couldn't find the photograph. 



He left the room and he went and he rummaged around for a while and he came back and 
was sorry, he couldn't find it.  
 
Now Mr. Dougan, my original contact, told me afterwards, he said that was just a way of 
refusing. He wouldn't say no outright, but he doesn't want to let it out of his hands. This is 
the thing. And I found this on another occasion with them, an artist in Cowichan some years 
later asked me if I could introduce her to any of the older Indians, she wasn't interested in 
doing children's heads, she wanted to get some of the older Indians and their character and 
so forth. Well the only couple I could think of were Canute and Josephine.  
 
I took her out there one day - and again it was a hot August day - and they very obligingly 
came out and they sat on the porch of their little home in the shade - and [laughs] she and I 
sat and stood around in the sun, and she sketched and she sketched. And I have an oil 
painting that I value very highly that she made from one of her sketches. Well anyway, at 
the end of about an hour, the artist inquired, "Are you tired? Shall I stop now?"  
 
And Josephine said "Oh no no, it's alright." And she got up and smoothed out her skirt. She 
wasn't saying "Yes I am tired" and turning us away, but it was clear as anything that they'd 
had enough, by just getting up, and we could accept that we expected to go. 
 
On one occasion I asked Canute about the burial customs of their people. And in that 
connection, he told me this. He said, "I remember once, when I was young, I went into town 
and there was a white man standing on the corner, showing people his Indian skeleton." 
And then he said very softly and quietly, "I wonder how he would feel if I dug up his 
grandfather." [laughs] Canute was nobody's fool.  
26:55  
As far as the Indian language went, he said he thought it would go, that he was doing all he 
could to keep it alive as long as he could, and encourage the younger Indians to speak it, 
but he thought it would go. 
 
Josephine- They both went to school. Canute, he went to the white man's school. He told 
my friend, Mr. Dougan, that his mother wanted him to have the education of an English 
gentleman. She didn't want him to go to the Mission school for Indian boys on theReserve. 
And she took him when he was six years old on pony-back to the nearest white man's 
school, and entered him.  
 
Canute got along very well with the other children because he had a pony. The Indians 
were much better off for horses than the white man were. And he had a pony and he rode to 
school. They trudged barefoot through the forest trail, but he rode to school. He was 
generous with his pony and let them have rides to school, and so he was a great favourite 
and got along beautifully. 
 



Now I mustn't take too much time; I want to talk about my white family. I think that I shall 
have to just see whether there's anything I really very badly want to bring up here... 
 
Josephine- Canute died a few years ago. Josephine, I was told, took him on a camping 
expedition - he was now about 90 or 91 - and she took him on a camping expedition in 
September. I think it was probably to give him a taste of the old ways, the old life. She was 
a very- very thoughtful wife. She was about ten years younger than he and she watched 
over him very carefully, but this was probably a mistake. Anyway, he contracted pneumonia 
and he died. 
 
He was buried, by his own request, near the Stone Church. One of those cement slabs 
there marks his grave. He had served mass in that church as a young boy. Josephine lives 
in that same shack where I first met them, near the church. When I first went there, 
somebody had painted over the door at number ten. And what I guessed from that was that 
they were aware of number 10 Downing Street meaning the chief's home, and they painted 
the number ten over Canute's door. 
 
Now Canute was never a chief in our sense; he was never an elected chief, but Canute was 
a long line of chief's I think in their own culture he was a chief, and certainly if Canute said 
that something should not be done in the band, it was not done. His word carried weight.  
 
Well then when I'd- The last, well, once or twice that I've been around to see Josephine, I've 
noticed that that number ten has disappeared. Now whether it just weathered out or 
whether it was taken off when Canute died, I do not know. 
 
And another thing about that picture, when she said "Now you take his picture for me." they 
still keep the old custom that when a member of the family dies, at some convenient time 
thereafter, and it might be months and it might be years - it's just when- sort of can get the 
money together and everything and it's convenient - then they hold sort of last requiem for 
the deceased. They show his picture, and they sing his personal song, and it's the last time 
his song is sung. And that's- and it's quite a party and lots of refreshments and things and 
everybody's gathered and that's why it's sometimes, it's quite a while before the service is 
held, because you've got to be prepared to feed quite a lot of people when they come.  
 
But they do put on this final tribute, and I wouldn't be surprised if that was not why 
Canute..er, Josephine, wanted that picture taken when the opportunity offered so that she'd 
have it in readiness when the time came to have the last rights for Canute. And that goes 
along with being Christian. You know, they can blend the two. 
31:18  
Now, I propose moving across Tzouhalem Road to the Bay side, and again those of you 
who where on the field trip, remember that we called at the home of Mr. and Mrs. B. C. 
[Weld?]. The oldest house in Cowichan, a log house, it's been covered with mill lumber - 
sheeted with mill lumber inside and out - but it's huge logs, essentially. And they had quite a 



time also when they were trying to modernize, they didn't want to destroy it's character, the 
[Weld's], but they wanted to modernize it for comfortable living. It was quite a job getting 
plumbing in through those huge walls, and the wires for the electric heating and electric 
appliances, but they felt it was worth doing. That house was built in 1866. Now just a log 
cabin of two storey, a log house. 
 
Now that was built by Pat Brennan who was the ferryman. He made part of his living, at any 
rate, by ferrying people who came on the steamers into Cowichan Bay. They wanted to get 
across the river to North Cowichan, and he ran this ferry service across. And a chum of his 
at Cowichan Bay said that he was performing a service much valued by the settlers, and the 
settlers complained that his charges were exorbitant and that he was gouging them. And he 
did have the distinction of having one of the rare, serious quarrels with a neighbour which 
led to a rifle being fired off, and appeared before Judge Matthew Baillie Begbie and he 
didn't suffer any penalties but Begbie did say that he was the greatest scoundrel left 
unhung. I think he said that to other people too.  
 
Anyway, that was Pat Brennan. It was also said locally that he had a family, that he used to 
give his boys a thrashing every morning first thing, because he said if they didn't deserve it 
now, they would before the day was out and he'd be too busy to administer it. So that was 
the first chore of the day for him.  
 
Well, he built that house, and he moved away in time and there were several different 
people in it. Among them for quite a few years was Mr. and Mrs. John Nelson, that I 
mentioned as the early settlers at Cobble Hill. Now in 1894 it came into possession of the 
Marriner family, and that's the family I've chosen to illustrate the life of the early settlers. For 
one reason because they were very early, and for another reason because they kept 
diaries, and the diaries aren't exciting, but the diaries do tell you what the day to day life of 
the early settler was. 
 
Now the last survivor of the family, Miss Nettie Marriner, died in 1961. I talked to her on 
several occasions; I tried to get her to tell me about their family history, something about the 
early days as she remembered as a child. Awfully hard to keep her on the subject. She was 
much more interested in who had married whom last week and this kind of thing, and didn't 
stay with it. 
 
Now, I've often thought, looking over the history of the development of Cowichan Valley and 
the individual histories of people, that in that particular part of the Island a large percentage 
of the early settlers were young men of good family, good education, and a certain amount 
of money behind them. They weren't remittance men in the derogatory sense of the word - 
that lot came in after the railway.  
 



One of these [unintelligible] Marriner, and that was in 1862. Young Edward Marriner, 19 
years old, opened his diary with this two line note: "Diary commencing on leaving England 
for British Columbia, August 5, 1862, by frigate Bird from Liverpool." 
 
On December 26th - that was August 5 - on December 26th was very close to journey's 
end, and the diary records receipts of letters from home. The pilot had presumably brought 
them out when he met the vessel.  
 
On the 27th, the Bird entered the Victoria harbour and the passengers disembarked, nearly 
six months on the way, 'round the horn, bad weather and good weather. When they got into 
the tropics, a shortage of water and everybody put on rations. This kind of thing he has day 
to day note all through the voyage. He says nothing about his own reactions to it all.  
 
Edward Marriner kept his diary going off and on until his death in 1884. There's some big 
gaps. Ten years later, his eldest daughter Mary took up the task, and she was more faithful 
in keeping it, although I think perhaps some volumes of his diary were lost. Anyway, I've got 
hers complete. She took up the task and kept a faithful account of all the small events of her 
life, until within a few years of her own death which was in 1928. 
36:56  
Most of my information about the family I've obtained from these diaries. And as I say, I did 
talk on several occasions with Miss Nettie Marriner, but I didn't get much change from her. 
Though nothing exciting - or very little that was exciting - happened, but you do get the 
picture.  
 
Well, go back to Edward Marriner's arrival. His brother - he came out with a brother - he 
was 19 and his brother Henry, a young man probably a year or two older, travelled out with 
him to Victoria. They rented a shanty there, that was according to the diary, and I suspect 
that was one of the flimsy shacks that were put up for the accommodation of the miners en 
route to Cariboo a few years earlier. And the diary says that then spent a day, you know, 
making calls, and I can only guess from that that they had family friends already in British 
Columbia. 
 
It's obvious from the way the diary goes that they knew roughly where they were bound for. 
And the three weeks that they spent in Victoria were partly holiday after the long voyage 
and partly used to make arrangements for the next leg of their journey. January 20th, they 
followed a very usual route from Victoria to Cowichan, a route which meant walking to 
Saanich from Victoria, spending a night there, then proceeding by canoe to Cowichan Bay. 
 
Edward says in his diary that they stayed at Shawnigan Castle, and that puzzled me for a 
long time until I finally decided that he'd got confused with all these Indian names and 
meant Cowichan, because he obviously hadn't gone back to Shawnigan. And the castle 
would be his- would be a joke, because he would have been thinking of the two-room log 
cabin that a certain early settler named Sam [Samuel] Harris had built for the 



accommodation of travellers and called the John Bull Inn. And it would have struck him as 
extremely funny to find this rough little cabin in the wilderness called the John Bull Inn. 
 
Well on the 23rd - they stayed there for two or three nights - and then on the 23rd these two 
brothers, with two companions, proceeded a short distance up the Cowichan River by 
canoe. Then they cut across country - eight miles through brush, it says in the diary - to Dr. 
Davie's farm. Now this was 1863, January.  
 
Now the Dr. Davie, it was Dr. John Chapman Davie Sr., there were two Dr. John Chapman 
Davie's and they're often confused, but this was the father. He's generally supposed to have 
come to Victoria in 1862, which meant that he moved fairly fast to have taken up a property 
in Somenos and built a cabin there.  
 
There's some evidence to suggest that perhaps it was 1860 actually he got to Victoria. Now 
Dr. Davie and his descendants could be the subject of a paper all to themselves, and I'm 
not going to follow that trail tonight. That Dr. Davie was - what was he? - the great, great 
grandfather of Davie Fulton, or maybe I've missed out a 'great', but in any case, Davie 
Fulton is a direct descendent.  
 
For the next few weeks the Marriner brothers lived in Dr. Davie's cabin, and they would be 
learning some of the settler's skills from young men who had arrived in the districts a few 
months earlier. They had to learn the multiple uses of an axe; an axe did just about 
everything for them. And they had to learn to bake bread on the open hearth - on an open 
hearth - and otherwise fend for themselves on domestic matters.  
40:38  
Now I cannot think of this life being hard for those young men; these two brothers and other 
young men of the same approximate age. They had- The diary is full of references to 
getting deer, going grouse shooting and so on. They had all the hunting they wished to do 
and they didn't have any land owner's preserves to respect - they had the whole country to 
roam freely and hunt where they wished, and when they got bored they could go down to 
Victoria for a few days. 
 
However, Edward kept in mind his primary purpose, which was to find land, and his diary 
records how he went one day, walked to Chemainus with a friend. It was ten miles there - 
he didn't mention that - it was ten miles there, about, and ten miles back. And the one day - 
they didn't think anything of that in those days - and one day he went down to Pat Brennan's 
at Cowichan Bay, another ten mile trip. 
 
Well, early in February, they settled on a property in Somenos. Brother Harry [nickname for 
Henry] went down to Victoria to see to the registration; Edward began work on the house. 
Then he changed his mind about the site and began in a different location on the Lake, as 
he says. He probably means Somenos Lake.  
 



Now in the middle of March he was working on the log community building that the settlers 
were erecting on Somenos Lake. He calls it a church. And it was used for services by both 
Anglicans and Methodists, but it was never dedicated and was actually church, community 
hall, and school. Now no one can pinpoint its location today, but we do know that the Forest 
Museum includes its site. It was on the Lake shore, on property now owned by the Forest 
Museum. 
 
Well, Edward gave three days labour to this building, but he was not there when they 
started the work on it. He'd gone to Cowichan Bay - I mention this just to illustrate the way 
they were living, all the settlers of that day - he'd gone down to Cowichan Bay. He'd rented 
a scow from Pat Brennan and gone across Finlayson Arm to Saanich to pick up a yoke of 
oxen, and he'd bring 'em back by the scow. 
 
Well then, there's a four years gap in his diary. The next book is headed "January 1, 1867" 
and then there are no more entries - no entries, he didn't make an entry, he just headed it 
"January 1, 1867" - and then his first entry is April 1st. His activities that day included 
"...working at the cowshed and finished. Got wild heifer up into shed."  
 
Now in those four years that are lost to us, the four years of no diaries, Edward had 
left Somenos and moved to Cowichan Bay. His land was on the flats below the Old Stone 
Church, and rather nearer the Bay. He was one of just two or three settlers who were 
fortunate in getting meadow land, down there at the Bay, which gave them a wonderful start 
in their farming. They didn't have heavy land caring to do; they had very rich lands; they had 
no problem about it drying out as Somenos lands did. 
 
Well, I picked out a few of his diary entries through the three months - April, May, and June 
- to illustrate daily life of this young, bachelor farmer (he still was).  
 
"April 3," which was a Wednesday, "went up to meeting at parsonage and in church held by 
the bishop." Now that was St. Peter's church, though it wasn't the present building. And one 
of the pictures in the book there, which the Archives has titled "Early church in Cowichan" 
and we don't- cannot decide whether that was St. Peter's - the first St. Peter's log church - 
they've got a picture of it hanging in the present St. Peter's and they claim it was theirs, but 
it's possible it was the church on Somenos Lake. Anyway, it was at St. Peter's where he 
went to the parsonage and the meeting. 
 
"April 6th, fine day and [he] harrowed with horses." 
 
April 7th, he went up to church at parsonage and to Somenos in the afternoon, holy 
communion. 
 



Now the point here is that in the morning he went to church where the parsonage was, and 
in the afternoon to the church come community hall on Somenos Lake, and he identified 
them that way - "Church at parsonage" and then "Church at Somenos".  
 
"April 14, went up to service at Somenos and to parsonage in the afternoon." 
 
"May 4, rolling wheat with horse. Washing clothes, etc." 
 
And then, skipping to June 30, a Sunday, "Fine. Rode up to church at parsonage and 
Somenos church in the afternoon. Called it Davie's." [It is unclear from the recording 
whether "Called it Davie's" is a diary quote or a comment by Miss Norcross.]  
 
And just mention here that Dr. Davie in the meantime had moved his family up to Somenos. 
He brought a housekeeper out from England, and he moved her and his boys up to the farm 
at Somenos while he made his main residence in Victoria, but he used to ride up 
to Somenos every few months and treat anybody who had an illness that they'd been able 
to keep for him [laughs], and I suppose to bring the boys in line, or whatever.  
 
So Davie's was a home at which our young bachelor could call.  
46:14  
We might notice his repeated reference to the horses in these few diary notes. I think it 
makes it obvious that he just recently acquired them, you know, to make it plain that he 
harrowed with horses, that he rolled wheat with horse. And to have horses at this state was 
quite something, because Cowichan was still operating mainly on ox power. And then that 
reference to Dr. Davie that I've mentioned. 
 
Well, Edward's diary goes on to tell us of churning butter, sewing, working on his barn, his 
house, tells of his brother Harry bringing shake blocks up the river, tells of selling his butter 
at Giovanni Ordana's store.  
 
Now, Ordana came to Cowichan Bay in the mid-1850's, before organized settlement. 
Camped there all one summer, and fished, and then he stayed to open a trading store with 
the Indians, and he never looked back. The last time that I looked, Ordana's store - there 
was still an Ordana's store - at Cowichan Bay. Not the same store, obviously, but Ordana's 
is still at Cowichan Bay. Or was, last time I was by. 
 
Now, not much excitement in his diary notes. But here, Sunday December 1, 1867, he'd 
taken his usual page or two to give a good résumé of the sermon, as he did very faithfully. 
And then he says, "Came home and spend the rest of the day at home with pleasure. 
Nanaimo squaw was shot by Khenipsen..." by Khenipsen, oh yes he's got a comma in there 
so that's the man's name, "...by Khenipsen, Indian, supposing she was the cause of his 
child's death, whom he had been doctoring." The Indian was captured, tried for murder, and 



the last note that Edward has about it was that he'd escaped. So I don't know whether he 
escaped, was made good, that's the last note he has. 
 
But, though Edward spend Sunday at home with pleasure, he wasn't a recluse. His diary is 
full of calls on friends - road to so-and-so, road to so-and-so, stopped and had lunch 
with so-and-so - and often he stayed the night. Or a friend called in on him and the friend 
stayed the night, because those rough trails were pretty hazardous to be travelling through 
in the dark. There were too many pit-falls for you, or tree stumps to fall over, or tree roots to 
trip you up. 
 
 
As to the milking, you know those pioneer cows seemed to have been trained to accept 
milking at any time that just suited the convenience of the owners, and it didn't seem to 
bother them that they couldn't get home for the milking. You know, when they got home, 
they milked them, you know, cows didn't worry. The early farmer wasn't a slave to his stock, 
and maybe there was something good about the good old days. 
49:25  
Now, Edward attended church regularly; that was part of his social life I almost think. 
Generally twice a day - after all there were two churches and make use of them. He went to 
a mid-week singing class, and he often has a meal at the parsonage or spends the night 
there. As a farmer he milks cows all year round and makes butter. Raises pigs. Grows a 
surplus of hay and wheat. Thrashes out the grain. 
 
Now on that day, and for many years later, it was very common practice for Cowichan 
farmers to dry off their cows when it got into the winter and the pastures were gone, 
because they weren't able to make sufficient hay to carry them, in the barn, through the 
winter. Dry them off, turn them out into the bush to forage for themselves. But Edward, from 
his diary, well he had this good meadow land, he had hay that he sold - he had a surplus of 
hay that he sold - and he was able to keep his milking going and keep churning butter and 
having some for sale. 
 
He was a very- very much a mixed farmer, but not a mixed up one. He has a note about 
raising geese, and he's setting out hot plants, and gooseberry and current bushes. And he's 
still a bachelor, and I wonder whether he's maybe planning on changing his state.  
 
After 1868 there's a big gap. Now, volumes of the diary may have been lost, 'cause the next 
volume is headed 1882. First entry in it reads, "January 2nd, Monday, churned and made 
up 15 lbs. butter. Paid to Gilmore on account $2.00 leaving $19.75 due." It's a very matter-
of-fact opening after 14 years gap, and it sounds to me, it sounds rather like a man who had 
been away from home for 20 years, and comes in, and hangs up his hat and says, "What's 
for dinner?" It's just without any explanation, so I think perhaps there were diaries, as I say, 
that have been lost. 
 



Now in that interval, Edward had married. He married a sister of the parson and he'd 
become the father of five children, and one of them had been lost as a young child in an 
accident. Occasionally now he misses a church service so that his wife Gussie can go, and 
he stays home with the children. Occasionally he complains of rheumatism, and that's not 
surprising considering he built his house down on that low land, which flooded every winter, 
and you had to take a canoe sometimes to get to the barn. 
 
Now in that period, the valley has changed - in between the last diary, 1868, and this 1882 - 
the valley has changed less than one might think. Because it hasn't got good 
communication with Victoria, grown has been slow. The wagon road which had been 
promised from the earliest days, almost, since the '60's, it's still only a promise. And there's 
no railway. The census of 1881 had given a total population figure for Cowichan and Salt 
Spring Island of 848, with 198 occupiers of land, which isn't really much of a growth in that 
period of time considering that organized settlement in 1862, and by 1881 it still had less 
than 1,000 people. That's white settlers, of course. 
52:54  
Now, as to the Marriner's home, I remember Miss Nettie, one thing that she did say, "Poor 
mother! She always hoped to return to England, but she never did." Mrs. Marriner does not 
appear to be made of the "pioneer stuff". She did have much to put up with - that log house 
down there on the flats, on land which got flooded every winter - but she was not a drudge.  
The diary records payments to an Indian woman for washing, to Mrs. Drinkwater for making 
the little girls dresses, and so on. The wording of the diary seem to make it clear that 
Edward continues to do the churning.  
 
There are enough women in the valley now to allow a wide rage - or a wider range - of 
social activities. There's the Bachelor's Ball, which was a January fixture for many years; 
there was an entertainment mission house; Edward still goes regularly to mid-week 
practices. But the roads were still bad, and social life was restricted for women because 
they had little children to think of, if they went anywhere getting the kiddies there, and where 
a man might get from here to there on horseback, it was much more difficult for a woman. 
 
I'm just going to send these two items along, because really, it's time I stop talking. Some of 
you will have seen a sample of this invitation to the opening of the new Parliament buildings 
in 1898. Some may not - I've found this in the Marriner diaries, Miss Mary Marriner's diaries 
- and if you've not seen them you'll probably find it rather interesting. And then this little leaf 
of advertising for the museum of Indian curios turned up in the diaries too.  
 
Now, Edward regularly employed Indian labour, in the house and in the field, and this draws 
to our attention the fact that early Cowichan would have been badly off for early farmers if 
they hadn't had that pool of casual labour on the Reserve. Their white neighbours were all 
land holders themselves, they all had their own jobs to do if it was harvest time, and they 
were too busy to hire out to another farmer, and the farmers went to the Reserve to get 
people to pick up the potatoes and things of this sort.  



 
Now, on a day half way through the diary for 1884, we come to Edward's last entry. He'd 
been to the steamer with a wagon and a load of projects. The next entry, a few days later, is 
in his widow's handwriting. It reads something like this (I'm going by memory now, the 
diaries are in safe keeping in the archives, and I found that I didn't have a note of the exact- 
of her entry, but it goes something like this), "Yesterday was my dear Edward's funeral. I 
thank God that I was well enough to attend." 
 
Now what had happened in the meantime is that Edward, the day after making that last 
entry in his own handwriting, (he'd been out again with the horses and wagon) - and you 
know those farm wagons, the driver doesn't- there's no seat and there's not dashboard, of 
course, he just stands on the floor of the wagon, very close to the horses heels - and he had 
lost his balance and fallen and been kicked in the head.  
 
Some Indians picked him up and took them into their house, and Canute had something to 
tell me about that. He said that they had put one of their types of dressings on the wound - 
and I suppose a messenger would go to the home and a white doctor called. When the 
white doctor came on the scene, he took the Indian dressing off and put his own kind of 
dressing on, and the patient died, and Canute said if he'd left it alone perhaps he wouldn't 
have. So that's a thing nobody can prove now. 
56:56  
So, he died in the 42nd year of his age, and ten years later his widow and the four children 
moved to the house on that rocky point at the head of the Bay, where Mr. and Mrs. B. C. 
Well now are. Now they'd built a new frame before they moved up there; they built a new 
frame house attached to that log house. And when the Well's bought the property in 1863 (I 
think that was the date), the frame house was in a very, very poor state of repair; the 
foundation was rotted and the roof was leaking and it was pretty bad. So they tore it down to 
concentrate on the really historic part: the log house, in which they now live. 
 
Mary Marriner, the eldest daughter, opened her diary when the family moved into the new 
house. Now in that ten years, between the closing of her father's diary and the opening of 
hers, the character of Cowichan had changed almost beyond recognition. Now we've got 
Tennis Club - same place where the Lawn Tennis Club is today. We have the tennis club, 
we have tournaments, we have the tennis club teas. There are people who give dances in 
their homes, there are the picnics on May 24th, always. There's a lot of social calling back 
and forth, and people coming in for tea. Really quite an advanced and comfortable sort of 
social life. Some local Cowichan group puts on a play, and then they come up to Nanaimo 
and put in on here. And this kind of thing goes on.  
 
Well now, we haven't time for Mary Marriner's- I've talked too long, we haven't time for Mary 
Marriner's diaries, and so I'll just bring you up to the point where Cowichan began to look a 
bit as it is today. I've got to close off with that. 
 



[applause] 
 
Audience member: Are there any questions anyone would like to ask Miss Norcross? 
 
[second audience members asks something unintelligible] 
 
EN: Yes, that's the house. That wasn't Edward's first- Edward never lived in that house. He 
down on the flats. The widow and family- But they kept- Oh yes, they've kept it preserved. 
 
Three: I understand the Stone Church was never used. Why? 
 
EN: There are a lot of fables about the Stone Church. The Stone Church was used regularly 
for about ten years, and the reason that it was abandoned - this is the story, now, that 
Canute told me which sounds very sensible - is that "...I remember Father Rondeault when I 
was a small boy. Father Rondeault would come back to the parish from a trip somewhere. 
He'd been seeing his superiors. And he told my father - I understood Chinook then - and he 
told my father that they were going to have to give up this church and build one on property 
that the Church could own." The Stone Church is on Reserve property, you see. And this 
was the reason that they built a new church on property to which the diocese could get title. 
 
Well, I think I've told you everything, didn't I? 
 
Audience member: I have one question. In your research- You know the first Roman 
Catholic school opened in Victoria was opened by a Father Lempfrit. He left and went to a 
mission with the Cowichan Indians. Did you ever run into his name in that area? 
 
EN: Yes, his name referred to- Just in passing- I think he may have had some sort of 
oversight thing, but Father Rondeault was the first resident missionary and he was there- 
Oh he served there for- He had his 25th anniversary of service, and they had a great big 
dinner and everyone in the district, Roman Catholic or other, they all came to honour him 
and his silver anniversary. And he served many years there thereafter. So as far as 
Cowichan is concerned, he was the whole show. 
 
Audience member: But there is mention of- 
 
EN: Oh yes! There is mention, but he didn't seem to really play a part there. Probably was 
visiting and probably went to other missions in the area, but not to take charge in the least. 
 
Fourth audience member: Miss Norcross, on behalf of the club I'd like to thank you for I 
think one of the most wonderful, spellbinding speeches, or addresses, that I've heard in a 
long time. 
 
EN: I was afraid I'd stunned you! [laughs] 



 
Four: Boy, your little joke. [something unintelligible about nostrils] 
 
[all laugh] 
 
EN: Thank you very much. 
 
Four: Thank you. 
 
[applause] 
 
[muttering of group] 
	


