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The Mountaineer, a man of the wilderness—of
such are good soldicrs made

The country proved to be almost im-
possibly hard. 1t scemed like a dump-
ground for British Columbia’s undersized
mountaing, for over and over again Hoarde
and his men celimbed big hills, then de-
scended into thousand-foot ravines, only
to find more of the same awaiting them
close bevond. The least difficult travel-
ing was in the creck beds, which, though
slippery with little round boulders, gaveat
least a level course and were vastly pre-
ferable to fighting a way through the bush.

If you would know what manner of
going it was, picture to yourself a muddle
of hills and rock-piles, divided by great
ravines and gorges, covered with dense
undergrowths, tangled up with forest
deadfall, and crossed by torrential streams
just where you wanted to get over your-
gelf. Add rain and heat, and you have a
hint of what wilderness traveling in the
top parts of British Columbia is like.

All this was a great consumer of time,
and Hoarde found that his inspection was
taking considerably longer than he ex-
pected.  IHis supplies ran out, and the
ninety-pound packs gradually lightened,
go far as the provisions were concerned,
till there was nothing left.  High-bush
cranberries;, dried and withered at that,
were their diet for the last two weeks,
varied only with some edible bark, and
for a few days there was not even this.
The men pulled their belts tighter, and
made the best of it. It was a part of their
wilderness training.

Hoarde himself had the hardest luck of
all.  He sprained an ankle, and did the
last eighty miles in agony, but with the
doggedness that is always a part of such
men’s make-up.  There was nothing else
for it, indeed, but to keep on.  When at
last, gaunt and haggard, they got through
to Hazleton, it was so late in the season
that the last steamer on the Skeena River
had gone, and for them only a canoe trip
The Skeena s a desperately
rough s~tream for cuanocing, and further
danger< were in store for them, but in due
course (hey reached the coast.

Down a Glacier Crack

And now, read the adventure of T,
Lea, who fell sixty-five feet into an ree-

goree came out alive. 1t was up in
.”“‘ Volm Panhandle, where o Doniin-
lon ( rnment survey party was lo-
catine he o Cunadinn=Aliskan boundary
line, tory miles inland foom Taku Inlet,
Wi~ vork, only just completed,  that
fl""’i Portlind Canal to the Aretie in-
Voive romendous exertion and stretehed
mety over< of endurance almest to their
L Vel the Taku section of it was by
Lo L casiest.,

o owent twenty-two miles up
th Glacier, nearly to the sunnit,
a oone morning to trianenbite
: < Usually they walked
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Guding our Guide. O’Poots Ashore

Written for The Western Home Monthly by Bdunyeastie Dale

Wl o
ien<c pain.

‘ Every bone in my bodyv
scemed to :

have been broken. “A  few
momet s later T heard shouts, and looking
Upward saw my companions peering down
the erevisse. Life never scemed dearer
to me, but 1 almost gave up hope of ever
being rescued alive

“After many unsuceessful attempts 1
managed to tie around my glacier-belt a
long rope they had lowered to me.  How
1madcout todoat willalways be a mystery
to me, for 1 had then, as they afterward
told me; been imprisoned there for nearly
an hour, and the cold was awful. 1
fainted again when my three companions
hauled me to the surface.”’

When he fell Lea had been caught and
held by the narrowing walls of the erevasse:
otherwise he would have gone two thous-
and feet or more into the depths.  As it
was, his feet dangled in empty space, and
only his upper body was tightly wedged
between  the ice-walls. Nearly all his
ribs were broken, and he suffered so that
his companions pitched a tent on  the
glacier and put him into hospital. It
was five weeks before he was strong
cnough to be carried down the ice-field to
the main camp.

There are many others: men—and
women, too—who underwent perils ashore
and afloat; who dared and suffered; who
were desperately hard put to it, were
caught in tight places, were tested to very
near the breaking-point. Usually, not
always, they won out. They took their
training in the school of the Canadian
wilderness, and passed with honors.

5 . _
L between dey walls and sufferinge
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N (‘2l.~i1‘-1' to ~co all Moar nice

Indian Coast relios, yome clubs

and spears, your mats and mu=k-. vour
totems and grease bowls, all cathered
together in a city shop, than to wander
as you and I and Fritz liave heoen doing,
like uncasy animals, all up and down
this coast?”

For answer the Noothan grunted one
low grunt.

“Yes! and the bally things are better
made when you get them trom  the
shop,” broke in the irrepressible Fritz,

“Mam’™ook ko'-pa kultus =mah-ook
house™ (made in the shop, no good ) burst
out, the outraged guide—true we lad
seen the sawmill tooth mark on the
back of the board of a cedar mortuary
box, and some of the mats were machine
printed. “Nah-halles King George man
ko™pa” (look here, white man made
this), O’poots eried as he took from his
pocket-a micely carved, machine made,
miniature totem pole. We were stand
ing in front of a “Native Bazaar™ in
Seattle.  As the guide exhibited in his
hand the despised fifty cent machine
made totem pole, a nice big, fat, clean
shaved  American —you  Kknow  them,
wouldn't let a hair grow on their face
because it is not the style (deah boy!
talk about Lunnon, old chappie, these

Fishing Scene, looking down the Nechako River

Of such stuff are good soldiers made.
Not that these men, or even many like
them, have gone to the war, but as
historically and geographically, the wil-
derness is back of all this Canada of ours,
and its traditions are somchow woven
into the fabric of our national life, so has
the training of the frontier—the backwoods
farm, the hinterland, and the hard wild
places heyond—made for the stiffening
and  strengthening  of  that  sum-total
Canadian manhood from which @ part has
gone to fight. The Old Timer was right.

The marriave service had proceeded
without a hitch so far: but the responses
proved a stumbling-block. Neither the
Irideoroon nor his partuer had received
much in the ceducation line; so, when
the parson, in his most dignitied tone,

a<ked the usunal question, “Wilt  thou

have this woman  to he ‘)l'\' wedded
witer? Llaces immediately answered:

“poull”

“You must sav L will)?” corrected the
clevie, amd asked  the  question over
again,

=1l

“You mu~t =av L will”? corrected the
clorie,  and asi the  qiie~tion  over
acain,
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Americans copy styles like any Paris
mad dame). Well! the fat man—he was
chewing busily, both tobaceo and tooth-
pick—grabbed that fake totem pole from
the much startled guide’s hand and spat
out, “Give you a dollar for it.”  *“Mah-
sie,” said O’poots (thanks), and the dol-
lar changed hands. Fritz just opened

[udian Fxbibit —Coat

ot

- .-.u-,..m..-iu.«qw;

the top of his hiead and howleds; he had
beaten the “Native Bazaar™ man down
to thirty-five cents for this sawme fake
totem pole. “Give me all the money
vou've got, Sir, and PIE buy the bally
rakeshop out and stand on the corner
and make a fortune.”

“Nayv! Look at this for a fish!™ A
truly world's wonder, a horrid grinning,
monkey-like face ona long sinuous snake-
like body: we stood amazed, even after
the Curiosity Shop man had assured us
there were lots of them in the “Hindoo
I<les.”  “Yos, Sivs as you seem to faney
it, I'll knock off five dollars and it's
vours for five silver eartwheels—a gen-
uine mer-man from the indo

“Look at  the  wondertul
Lauehed Fritz as he passed me his mag-

Isles.”

. *
SHICWS,

nifying  olass,

“Wondertul,” T answered. The young
rascal had laid the glass right on the
very line where some voyvage tired sailor
had sewed the tiny monkey’s head to
the long cel-like body.

“Look at the sinews, Sir,” said the boy
handing the proprietor the glass. “Right
there, Sive 'l bet they're cotton, first
of all T thought they were linen”  One
look {hat man gave -Fritz was safely
outside by now. “Pretty fresh boy of
vours, Siv,” he sputtered. “Yes, a bit
fresher than your mer-man,” 1 laughed
back at him, and he handed me a cigar
and- Oh! that ever present  Americap
business instinet — his  catalogue and
price-list,

On the way down to First Avenue we
met the “runner in” for the fakeshop
climbing up the steep sidewalk.  Fritz
recoenized him instanter.  “Could you
tell me, Nir,” said the innocent looking
boy, “where the great *Native Bazaar’ is,
where they have a real mer-man for
'ﬁill('.”

“Right up this hill with me!” burst
out the man, then, as he recognized the
crinning boy, “Oh! you go to Alaska,
you young pup,” and ofl he panted up
the steep ascent. '

We were not yet done with that fake-
shop.  IFritz, unseen by me, had pur-
chased two more totem poles, “for the
low price of sixty cents for the two,”
and was even now down on the long
wlhart offering them for sale. The first
we knew of the affair was when a po-
liceman, followed by a gaping crowd,
cmerged from the wharf entrance with
Fritz firmly grasped by the left arm,
“Coo-ce,” eried the lad to us-—our danger
call. He evidently expected O’poots and
[ to dash in and snateh him from the
cop as we have from a wave or a snow-
slide.  As | neared the crowd T was
astonished to see the big, burly police-
man wink at me. I oinstantly  winked
back and joined in with the gang. “Now
clear out the whole bunch of ye, dr I'll
run you all in,” shouted the policeman,
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