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?;nthor or Cougar or so called Mountain Lion

| took up my tr :
' ‘gaid: “kla-how-yah” (good day in Chin-

by the highest M%lrle:tiide' on the
opposite side, some hun: ,
stood a native, clothed; or unclothed as
. will, in shirt and ragged torn off
;I had been among all the tribes

_ and met with little if any trouble so I paid
. no attentjon, but just happened at that

moment to turn my back ‘towards

| my party, as I did so the ragged figure
'sxpinsfg;it

hrg;&h the shallow water and
Naturally I stopped and

00k).: No answer. He just stopped in
his tracks. I resumed my walk and he
took up my trail; again I stopped, as I
noticed he was within about 15 feet of me,
he also came to a dead halt—answer me
he would not—time after time he stopped

. dead just as I turned about. At last,
~ worried a bit at his unusual behaviour, I

set_the big reflex, grabbed a nice stout

- little club from off the jetsam and pro-

ceeded. This club made him keep his

. distance. I asked O’poots later, he said
. he was “a cultus chee-chah-ko” (a bad

new comer). I always regretted not
picturing my unwelcome trailmate
We did not find that mother lode
but we did get some most excellent trout
hing as soon as we got to Alberni Canal
and took over our canoe again (it had

.come about from the outer coast by the

steamer Tees). We fished at the beauti-
ful Stamp Falls, untouched by man, the
scene is wild and "beautiful. We also

* pictured some strange native carving in

the rocks, carvings of fish and animals,
O’poots, seated in the stern of the canoe,
paddled our little expedition slowly up
until we were close to the mighty wall of
falling water; he pushed the how ashore
on the crushed fragments of fallen rocks—
just at this moment a Water Ousel flew
over my. head, passed in through the cur-
tain of falling water and disappeared.

. Fritz ejaculated: “Oh! we never can find

O’poots’ brown back?” pointing at a dark
poihg e nik

mass behind the water much

off t:ﬁ canoe than where the guide entered the

For an answer the

fall. seeming rock
backed—out of the falls right in front of our

bow in his dripping hand he held two
tiny grey blackeyed birds, just getting
gheir coat of grey feathers over the black
own.
“Me-si-ka man-a-loest kal-ak-a-al” (you
kill the birds) he said handing, them to

Fritz. The lad instantly shook his head

and cried: “Wake! ake! ' No-No!”
—then the Nootkan handed them to me—
I thought it best to take them, as after a
chap had risked his- life for two little
fledglings it was not well to hurt his feel-
ings. “Nah-hal-les wake te-peh”  “Look
here no feathers,” I told him. “Ikt dol-
lar—go put them back to grow.” The
dollar tempted him and back through the
rushing tumbling water he made his waK
and emerged, a very copper god, wit
streams of crystal water streaming over
his shapely body. o _

“Sayl” cried Fritz, “what an act for the
“ten, twenty, thirties,” if you can take
the entire thing east, Sir, I will produce it
and allow you one hundred dollars per’—
and he pursed his lips and folded his hands
Just as Marcus Lowe would have done
with such a chance staring him in the face
—instead we once more paddled off trolling
and landing goodly numbers of “ecut-
throat” trout. As we passed a tiny slip
at the end of a little clearing—and while I
Was waving my hand to the lonely squaw-
man at the far off open door—Fritz nimbly
emptied a landing net full of trout into the
little log canoe moored at the end of the
wharf. “Now, we can get busy and
catch some for our own supper,” laughed
the lad as the current swept us on down
stream.

For several days our long log canoe
headed on down the “Canal” towards the
ocean—at one spot we had an interesting
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