
This is a transcription of a letter my grandfather wrote to his sister Alice Rose. 

 

San Francisco, Cal. April 20
th

, 1899. 

Dear Rose:- 

I yesterday received your letter of April 11
th

, and was glad to hear from you.  I will not 

have time for a few nights to answer up at my room, so will do so here,- hence the typewriter.  A 

few days before I received a letter from Ernest, telling me of John Ferguson‟s address.  I went up 

to the Y.M.C.A. right away, and just as I was going up the steps, he was coming down.  I 

recognised him at once.  He looks younger than he did 10 years ago.  Of course he didn‟t know 

me, as I have changed a good deal.  He asked first if I was not a Young.  He said some of Peter 

Young‟s boys  were in California.  He said that during the time he had been in San Francisco he 

had never seen a single face he knew.  I will see him again to-night, and we will go out and have 

Sunday dinner together.  He is going up to Atlin Lake too, only he is going to start a week or two 

after I do.  I am going on May 1
st
.  Charlie has just been inquiring, and finds the boat leaves on 

that date.  It will take us about 9 days to get to Skagway, and then 3-1/2 days will take us over 

the White pass and land us at our destination, so you see it is nothing like our last year‟s trip.  

There are no hardships on this trail and not as much danger as there is right here in San 

Francisco.  The mail comes in regularly and will only take 15 or 16 days for a letter to go from 

there to Atlin Lake.  So there is no occasion for worry.  I will have photos taken as you wish and 

send them to you in a few days, and will write again before I sail. 

I notice what you say about someone in Petrolea [Petrolia, Ontario] by the name of 

Maude.  Now I am entirely at sea.  I don‟t know any Maude in Petrolea, nor anyone else in that 

place that I have seen or heard anything of since I left there.  If it is anyone I know they must 

have come there from some other place.  If you ever find out who it is let me know as you have 

aroused my curiosity. 

No, I never received the letter you wrote last fall; possibly I may get it yet though.  It is 

probably hung up at Ft. Wrangel or Telegraph Creek.  Maybe it has been sent into Dease river by 

mistake and will be sent back. 

Yes, that‟s so my birthday comes in about a week.  I will then be 25 if I figure right.  I 

remember my last birthday while we were waiting at Cust‟s House on the Peace river for the ice 

to go out, so our provisions could get up from St. John.  We were then living on soup and fish 

without salt.  However there is no danger of anything of this happening again as we are right at a 

supply station. 

Now, that maple sugar would come in nice about this time.  We used to talk about maple 

sugar while we were on the trail last year, and each would enumerate all the dainties that would 

suit them best.  Then we would eat out pan cakes made from flour and water without any baking 

powder, and consider ourselves lucky if we had any bacon to go with it.  In order to appreciate a 

good meal one must go without for a time. 

Charlie and I went to a spiritualistic séance the other night and the medium undertook to 

tell us a lot of things about ourselves.  She told me first I was in an awful tangle whatever she 

meant by that, and I guess she is right.  She was very uncertain however until she suddenly 
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turned to me and asked if I was about to be married.  That took my breath away, and I told her I 

hadn‟t heard anything of it.  “Well, you are” she said positively “and that before a year rolls by.”  

Then she proceeded to tell me what kind of a woman was in store for me.  “A fair, commanding 

woman, with considerable money, and of old established family” was something of what she said 

of her.  She said I would be good to her, and I remarked that judging from her description I 

guessed I would have to.  She further said it would not be my doing, but would be „arranged‟, 

and in this I agreed with her.  I guess she had it in for me as we were not very docile the fore part 

of the evening.  She told Charlie several things about himself however that was o.k. 

Well, I have been doing some writing for the San Francisco Call.  It is just lately that I 

succeeded in attracting their attention.  Of course, they demand a very high class of work, and 

have only the best writers in the country.  I sent some stuff up, and was surprised on going up 

again to have the Sunday editor himself come out.  He said I apparently had some good stuff, 

well written; that he had noticed my work and had mentioned it, and told me about what class of 

matter they wanted.  Following his pointer therefore I have written several short stories, and 

descriptive articles which he said are all right and will be used in due time.  I am also making 

arrangements to act as their special representative for Atlin this summer.  I do not know yet 

though what they are going to do about it.  I am going to try to get more material for articles up 

there this summer, and do some of that work during the winter, and if I can make it pay well 

enough will do nothing else. 

Charlie heard from his partner at Atlin Lake the other day.  He said he had staked out 

about 20 claims half of which were good.  If he knows anything up there I will be all right.  At 

any rate, it strikes me there is a good chance to do something.  He wrote him to hurry up there as 

soon as possible, and his letter was dated March 23
rd

, therefore our resolution to start May 1
st
. 

I guess this is about all this time.  I will write again before starting.  Of course, the people 

here have no idea I think of going north, in fact I don‟t know that they know I ever have been up 

that way.  I will have to spring it though next week.  They pay the same as the other position $10 

a week and 10% commission, but as I will not have a chance to work up any sales now, the 

salary is about all I will get out of it. 

Hoping everybody is well as usual, and prosperous, I am, 

    Yours, for Atlin, 

Bruce 

 

P.S. 

Tell Ernest I wrote Hubbard to hustle up some of the people who are owing me and if he 

succeeds in collecting any to send it to him.  I hope he will succeed. 

B. 


