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The Residency at 1049 Chilco Street isn't on any West End architectural walking 
tour lists. Most people don't even know it's an Erickson, which suits Arthur fine. 
"I'm sure we didn't want to repeat it, or even own up to it," he says of his first 
apartment building and first co-project with Geoffrey Massey. The Residency, 
built in 1956, is a white concrete six-storey early Modernist shoebox with large 
letterbox windows, a rooftop garden and an indoor-meets-outdoor glass curtain 
lobby that lures you in. Until you're confronted by the monkey mural.  

The monkey mural is news to Erickson. I try to explain: monkey in a green jacket 
perched on a balustrade staring into a hand mirror; pheasant to its left; two 
wistful Yorkie dogs in the corner; attempt at a trompe l'oeil landscape backdrop 
framed by yellow curtains. "Gosh," says Erickson, and laughs. He's obviously got 
more pressing bastardizations to fret about, particularly the SFU housing plans, 
which Erickson fears "will be a bit of Burnaby on top of a mountain." But firsts are 
important and The Residency is a gem of an early fumble in the dark.  

Erickson draws a lot of blanks about the experience. "It was purely a low cost 
developer project. I guess the challenges were technical, not artistic." It had to fit 
the rectangular site and the six storey maximum zoning by-laws (which were 
amended to allow even higher structures in the same year that The Residency 
was completed). Nineteen-fifties West End housing was mostly three-storey 
stucco cubes and Edwardian wooden houses. The seven-storey Beach Town 
Home Apartments, one block southeast, was the only tall Modernist in the 'hood. 
"There wasn't much we could do. Make the façade as simple as possible, have 
as many windows and as much floor space as possible."  

Erickson was working at Thompson, Berwick, Pratt, having recently been fired 
from McCarter and Nairne. "I was too far out. I'd just come back from Europe and 
subsisted on a diet of bread, cheese and fruit. They didn't like all the crumbs." 
Erickson admits that precise drafting wasn't his big strength. "I wouldn't have 
hired myself," he says.  

On the site before The Residency was an "interesting" pre-fab house that 
featured an ionic columned porch and an outdoor fountain. "The house was 
purchased by an Egyptian developer. A friend of a friend, I think. We painted it 
black and white-black doors and floors and white walls-and had some wonderful 
parties there." Attendees included the Shadbolts, Tak Tanabe, Earle Birney, CBC 
journalists and architect friends like Ron Thom and Barry Downs. "The house 
was coming down, so we didn't care much about doing damage." Now we're 
getting somewhere-but Arthur has a lunch date and tells me to bug Geoff 
Massey.  



"Oh my God," says Massey when I mention 1049 Chilco. I'm like a long-lost 
creditor re-surfacing. The Residency "was a moonlighting job." Turns out he and 
Erickson were actually living in the pre-fab house. The owner decided to build an 
apartment and "in lieu of rent we reduced the fees. We were two completely 
unknown entities. When you're a young architect you just want to build 
something. We were cheap." The developer returned to Egypt and left them with 
his "big American car" instead of a final payment.  

Massey eyeballed the building recently and says, "It's pretty nice compared to 
the others. At least it's not leaking." Massey was struck by the "ambience" of the 
closed-off street. Somehow, he didn't notice the mural. I don't see how. David 
Tinker, who has lived in The Residency for the past 13 years, cuts to the chase. 
"It's awful. Simply terrible. Tenants have taken keys to the monkey's face." The 
pheasant also wears war wounds, but the sad Yorkies have been spared.  

Tinker takes me back pre-mural, five years ago. Brass mailboxes ran along the 
wood-panelled wall. "There was a portrait of the Queen and a 1950s leather 
suite, which was stolen a few years ago," recalls Tinker. Disgruntled posties 
complained about the mailboxes so they were modernized and moved to another 
wall. The mural is by the current owner's wife.  

Tinker is only the second resident of his flat, a plum southeast corner unit. It's 
been reno'd over the years, but the bathroom still has its original fixtures and 
matching lime-green bathroom tile. Tinker adores the apartment, particularly the 
big windows. The light switches are set only a metre above the floor. "Erickson 
had a thing about light switches. He wanted children to be able to reach them," 
claims Tinker.  

This is news to me and provides an excuse to ring Erickson again. "I don't think I 
had anything to do with the light switches or the lime-green tiles," says Erickson. 
After my first call he decided to pop by The Residency. The trip jogged his 
memory of '50s West End life, and it was more than just five-dollar meals at the 
Georgia Hotel. "Vancouver was an extraordinary place at the time. It was an 
early centre of modernism and people came from all over North America. The 
city fathers took responsibility for the betterment of society and were great 
supporters of the arts." Ever the gent, Erickson abstains from commenting on the 
monkey mural.  

"The mural sucks and has to go!" says Theresa Ducharme, a former resident. 
"The monkey looks stoned. It cheapens the great historical building." Apparently 
the monkey will soon be history-there's a brand new mural on the way.  

First published in Vancouver Magazine 


