inclined to turn back for I did not
think we would get ..ar of the fire
that day. Iowever, the trall made an
unexpected turn, and we iere at last
out of the reglon of the fire fiend.

Phe trail seemed now to become move
propitious and overgrown with under-
brush. It was some years since I had
mountalneered at all, ana I was begin-
ning to get horrlbly tired when they
assured me that after we had covered
the next half mile the worst of our
Journey would be over.

“'hat was one of the longest half
miles I have ever travelled, but it had
an ending, and, sure cnough, Alec.’s
statement was correct. We had reach-
ed, as it were, the backbone of the
mountain, and the trai! now followed
the dividing ridge, gently ascending.

A great change scemed to have come
on our surroundings: we were breath-
tng a purer, fresher air. The trees
scemed higher, and were of two kinds
only, fir and cedar, while the under-
growth was thinner, with here and
there patches of bunch grass taking
the place of the dense tangle, which
made the forest on the lower ground
nlmost impenetrable.

Tired as we were, the deliclous moun-
tuin breeze invigorated us, and we
pushed on towird our camping ground
with renewed strength,

A number of (to us) unknown birds
flew from tree top to tree top: blue
jays gabbled hysterleally at the un-
wonted invasion of thelr fastnesses;
now and then an cnormous hawk or
cagle would fly over the trall, casting
a dark shadow on us in its passage.

We flushed several blue grouse, which
fell easily to the rifle. They would fly
a short distance, then settle in a tree
awaiting patiently for me to come .p
with the rifle and ttansform them into
welcome additions to our larder.

The trees now began to be more scat-
tered, until at length we emerged upon
open ground. We were now at almost
the highest point of the ridge, when
Alec. commanded a halt. Our camping
ground was abont a quarter of a mile
directly below us, and, as the moun-
tain side was too steep for the cayuse
to descend, we had to unload the beast
and carry down the pack ourselves. 1
walked to the edge of the ridge, and,
looking uvar, saw a beautiful black-
tail doe with a fawn beside her, star-
ing straight at me. Directly I moved
she bounded away into the forest, the
little one following her. My friends
seemed  distressed because 1 did not
shoot her, but I explained to them that
I would as swon have shot a pros szcior
as that graceful mother.

The desvent to the camping ground
was unpleasantly precipitous, but we
managed to slide down without much
damage save to our clothes. Alec. had
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an ldeal place whereupon to piteh our
tent. It was a littie level grassy pla-
teau, fringed with blueberry bushes,
which were laden with deliclous fruit.
Hard by a spring of the coldest wat :r
I ever tasted gurgled out of the rock
bed, Its wally, as It descended the
mountain side, forming a small ereck.

We were not loag In rigging up our
tent and soon the kettle was hissing
over a glorlous camp fire, the smell
of the resinous pine logs, as they burnt,
suggesting the Incense-laden afr of
some ISuropean cathedral.

We played whist (not according to
Cavendish) for a while, then turned In
carly.

In the middle of tke night Buz awoke
us with angry growling. Archle (one
of our erew) swore that he felt a heavy
body rub xgalnst the side of the tent.
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we found that a large plece of bacon,
which we had hung up on a tree bough,
had been removed. Grandpapa said
that the thief was neither a bear nor
a timber wolf, so we tuok his word fur
it.

Our first day was devoted to work.

I cannot say that the clahin impress-
ed me very much. The ledge was but
a small one, and I didn’t see any spect.
mens of quartz llke to those which
Alec. had given me. However, Grand-
papa assured us that the ledge would
wlden as we got down deeper, 80 we
still remained hopeful. My time way
pretty well taken up with feiching
water and cooking during that day and
the next, though I managed (o shoot
a few grouse in between whiles,

The ledge widened out after the first
day'swork. On the second day it dis-

Kootenay River.

Our fourth man -- an old prospector
named George, but erroncously called
grandpapa by us said it was a bear.
I snatched up my ritle and :.\ out.
Something crashed through the bushes,
but I could not see what it was, and
my bare feet prevented any attempt at
pursuit. We had barely got to sleep
again when we were aroused in a sim-
flar manner. Buz was on the alert
this time, ran out and managed to stop
our visitor, which turned out to be u
large porcupine.

I had great difficulty in driving the
dog off him; as it waw he managed to
get a few spines from the animal
wedged In his face

We passed the rest of the night with-
out interruptiori, but in the morning

appeared entirely. Grandpapa axplain-
ed that if we persever-d we would
strike it again wider and richer than
ever. It turned out eventually that he
was right, but I was sick of the game
after two days, and would willingly
have sold my interest for a caribou.
On the third day I made up my mind
to take a holiday, so started off early
in the morning with my rifle, attended
by the faithful Buz. I scrambled up
the steep mountain side to the ridge,
for Alec. had told me of a small lake
on the other side of the mountain
where caribou had been seen by him
and other prospectors. For about two
hours I wandered through the forest
seeinm nothing but an occasional
grousc. The sup begau t» beat down



