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By Bonny

E were \\'andmfin;r down a peace-

V‘/ ful river vallexy  Dbetween  the

great ranges. I'ritz had_ oreat-
Iy admired the pleasant old farm huild-
ings, the wooden ranch home with the
outside chimney telline of warmth on
chilly coast”weather days. Sleek cattle
and well bred horses fed side by side.
The Jush meadows were decply carpeted
with succulent grasses, milch cows with
lieavy udders headed homeward as the
day deéclined. Here, on a much smaller
farm than a prairiec man would think of
owning, these contented ranchers were
making a comfortable living, “No in-
tense cold—10 above zero was the low-
est; mo extreme heat—about ninety be-
ing the highest. The streams were well
stocked with fish, the woods held arous<e
and pheasants and quail, both wild and
cultivated  fruits  Dbore heavily.  All
these cleared, or partly cleared farms on
the coast, are things of delieht to the
eve, I know—there is lots of work—but
the coast man gets up later and ceases
labor earlicr than the eastern farmer,
he really seems to enjoy life fuller. Of
course he does not makeé the sums of
money a No. Irhard wheat grower would
in a good vear, but, provided lie came
liere with suflicient money to buy his
land outright—say 5, 10, to 50 acres at
from R100 to %250 per acre—he always
seems to prosper and live very content-
edly.

Within a few miles of the last pictures
of happy home and well fed kine and
clean fields, we came to a 100 acre loca-
tion totally uncleared—look at the pic-
ture of the lad and the giant tree—the
whole hundred acres was covered with
Douglas Fir trees—many of them six to
ten feet across the stump. Remember
this is a different proposition. It is a
good man indeed who can clear up an
acre of this land per yvear. So my advice
to all my oood readers of The Western
TTome Monthly who intend to go west
is: go out and thoroughly inspeet the
bhig province Dbefore vou  select  your
future home. .

We camped for the nicht some five
‘miles from the peacetul valley: our ecamp
consisted muainly of the surrounding
scenery, as we were travelling  light.
We made an open ended. .\ tent of the
two strips of canvas which formed our
duflle baes in the daytime. Our “billy”
was boiling over the fire of heacheombed
wood—this sea salt inerusted  flotsam
gave forth lurid ercen and purple, ved
and copper tints against the sombre cur-
tain of the night.  We ate our simple
meal. T lichted my pipe and felt con-
tent with all the world. “Squeal” ba-a
—Dba-a—ha-a came  to  my  unwill-
ine cars. Up T jumped! Tritz, too, leap-
ed up!—there was a michty row issuine
from the dark wvalley below us. Seizing
the electrie toreh I'ritz tore off down the
steep s]n])('. I don’t think that .\]n]u'
had ever been raked or stoncoathered
since the glaciers rolled over it. We
really glassaded down it. but the squeal-
inr, and mewing and the terrvified calls
of sheep hurried us on,and we hurst into
a tiny natural glade in the forest, just
in time to see a ereaf dark yellow ficure
leap into the bush, but too late to save
the  three eruelly  mangled  sheep
1 tender hearted Tritz had to put
them out of their misery, and T do not
blime him for the tears which streamed
down his cheeks as he swirtly silenced

oor

e sadly mangeled Tamb which ba-a-ed
pititully acainst his swift but mercirnl
wions, The panther had litera'lyv torn

two sheep and the -Tamb into v
potns while the rest of the tlock tooli
Ivocrowded against the <almon Loy

<o Tf we had not eome along the
Tist woull pos<ibly have Killed the en-
tieedloek of twenty, We strueeled down
¢ brawling hrook and washed  onr
S elothes and hands and serambled
i to the camp: then T took one
telr =2 aam: We hal slept si
~ide the (-\]\IHI::‘ Hreo and as w
at daylicht by the Bieopads in
K ocarth near th BRI Al
sor Monntain Lo, - ST

Puma or

tures of Fritz

castle Dale.

some tales. this great lithe eight-foot
Least, armed with long sharp claws and
amichty mouthrnl of great pointed teeth,
does not live on plain man without salt.
There is no record on this coast of one
of them having willfully attacked man,
nor has any man ever beea killed by
one of them as far as our rescarch has
cene: but he was an awful looking
beast as he leaped snarling  into  the
blackest of the bush.

FFor half a day we plodded until we
found the owner of the slaughtered
sheep (a Jonely bachelor, dwelling in a
little fern elad valley), who promptly
offered us, upon the altar of friendship,
his Jast solitary apple. That three times
divided fruit cemented our friendship

and off we set to gather in the pelts —ir
they were worth while 7—but the yellow
firure had sneaked acain out of the dark
bush and had finished his work of des-
struction, evidently sceking such dainty
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shook mie =wirtly, saving:

thatr” We both =at up and peered into
the misty dark where the slow, heavy
“hoom™ of the surf struck “erash” upon
the shingle. “Voices!™ tire lad whispered
fand not very sclect words they were
using eitheri. “Bang” sounded a gun and
a blue light soared aloft.

“A wreek!” <houted Fritz, “and some
men coming in throueh the surf.” A
pedestrian trip does not encumber one
with pajamas, ete, so we had leaped up
almost fully  clothed.  We  splashed
through the shallow lagoon and ran up
and down along the edge of the sea.
Avain we heard the voices, twice more
the gun was fired and the liehts sont
ofl —then all was silence. All night long
we prowled along thosegsands, cold, dis-
pirited, fearful eyery surf would lay at
our feet a dark something which had once
been a human being,  In fact the pre-
tenee of a breakfast, after the dayvlight
had showed us a blank sca, no sign of
ship or boat or wreckage, was a pitiful
failure. llow could we eat with, as

Ten centuries ago thisgreat B fir weg the age of the youth now standing beside it

portions as heart and eve and hrain, He
fEud almost <Kinned aond dismembered the
laomb, and had utterly spoiled the <Lins
of the two ewes. Two less of muton
the owner salvacel and e waved tare-
well to us with one of them trom a
neichboring hilltop. Short though ony
camp ratl were, we o had decelined

panther-Killed<mutton.

Some three davs later, ten miles fur-
.:- I Wiost ‘I‘HH‘»‘ the coa~t., We came H]nlll
1" venture of which T hiove  never

written, N othis tihme the nan ehietly

to e et e e e Bt

pulilication of the facts. buat he i< in

pother conntry now, amd  the - truth.
0 hmrt o nn.

AU this dare in BLoCooafTairs ther

(< M =8 i osealie aned i
; I ! I hive <een bot-
< ] ST li { | tl
'
| -~ 1 IR
L]

bovi-hlv, and |1

q

Fritz said, =\ whole ship’s erew drowned
within a few vards of us?”
Werswirtly struck camp-—-T use that
term becanse it sounds wells what we
really o did was folded up the two hity
O canvas, dashed some water in- the

Shilly™ and started off along the shore.
Within a few miles we came to where

a hayv's tideway entered, making a chan-
nel abont a hundred fect

wide which
~scparated us from the sand pit along
Wihich onr Turther lay.  Fritz,

toolishily, rapilly gath-

CLNTY 5

TelTtoTether

a Tew loog oridrirtwood,

varped them with some kelp and grape-

e and Jaunched, on oa slacl ri'!"a to
8 e F0 EROAW deey chamio . Now, as

it the mother of the tiddes T Deen wait-
He 1o s ose n-, "llltll\' the
e TUN OntT <tart nd o cood stanrt
oot Tor wiee Were e oterter of o nedle
1y 1 |\ s 1 Ol J 11 1 117‘ :"71“ W

o w4 o s earrvinge s

| 1 Ol ot h <
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Volur,
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<
stripped to the waist even by

binding those wobbling logs with pants

of what had once been a shirt and sues
penders. -1 swirtly Al
material that would help, but luekily 1
waved it over my  head once  (spare
my blushes—1let us just eall it TT). I
really think that that saved our lives. as
a scaler on the spit saw the white tlare
and thinking it was an immense geull,
called one of lis men to bring him his
classes. In a minute a dory was pounded
along inside the spit, and =oon we saw
it dart out of the tideway and, before
the raft parted utterly, it was aleng-
side, and we were safe.

One thing greatly puzzled us, each man
had a bottle of whisky near him and
they all offered us a drink. T had heard
of a flask being sent out to drowning
men, but five bottlés never. T held my
peace, refused all drinks  kindly, and
soon we were aboard the sealer. 1t look-
ed more like a saloon, as every man, cap-
tain and all, were then half-seas-over,
and bottles were everywhere. With un-
steady legs and drunken langhter the
poor chaps brought us new clothes and
shirts from the storeroom, then they
cooked us a good meal and time after
time offered us drinks innumerable and
took many themselves. T was amazed all
this time to feel the sealer bump the
bottom and, when she rolled to the licht
harbor swell, to sce clean green water
splash up along one of the storeroom
lockers.

“She’ll sink when the tide comes in
again,” said Fritz in a whisper. I was”
amazed and must have shown it as the
mate twigoed my meaning and  said:
“Guess we'll all seramble ashore  and
leave the old dryeoods box.  We ran
ashore on a reef or island or something
last might and though we had all gone
to Davy Jones—we've pumped all night
—guess we're just pumpin’ it in?" and off
he stageered. I winked at Iritz, th's
explained our wreek. We took a good
look at the schooner, she was about a
hundred footer, so old that everything
wobbled or squeaked or {ore loose, her
outlit was a disgrace, her Tines too we 'k
for clothes lines, where she was not ro’-
ten wood she was painted and putty. T
bad seen her for years resting on the
mud at low tide, or bobhing at anchor,
a sun-blistered old dereliet. Then came
a revival of the scaling industry, she
was patched and painted and  puttied,
some fair stores were installed, a crew
hired for a sudden death trip and off
she sailed and here she was, just twenty
miles on her course,

We helped the  crew pump  her and
run hier in on the tide flats on the next
“Long-run-in.” The captain, sober now,
asked me my advice, and L gave it to
him frankly.

“Put an anchor watch on, and the rest
of yvou foot it hack to town and tell that
wealthy owner you wilk sail the lobster
trap back, if he comes as supercargo.”
I think I saved their lives; and the own-
er’s too, as he refused to risk the trip,
and a tug pulled the wreck back to har-
bhor with mueh clanging of high power
suction pumps. .

too, shed

If and Perhaps

I everyvone were wise and sweet,
And evervone were jolly;

A every heart with gladness beat,

And none were melancholy.
If none should grumble or complain,
And nobody should labour
In evil worl, but were fain
To love anl Ill']]) his neichhowm
Oh, what a happy world “twoull he
For youw and me for you and me!

G'QI('II

And i, perhaps, we hoth should try
Thitt slorious time to hurpy;
IT vouw and T ju-t voo and |

Shonld Langh instead of worry:
Ir we shoull crow  just vou and |1

Ninder and sweeter-hearted
Perbeaps in o some near by and by

Tt caoed e adeht ver started,
["hen ! i L ! thd b
For vou and n vl !

wronge”’

Then Froitz, the ever helpfl, was
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