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Some men an'd sorne scenes so fasten, theraselves

into t>ne's memory that the years, with their crovd-

in-Y scenes and men have no power to displ ace

them. I 'can never forget " Ould Michael" and,
the scene of my first knowing him. All day long

1 rode,.drivinr in front my paek-pony laden with

my photograph kit, tent and ourfir, follou-in<r the

trail that- výould end somewhere on the Pacifie

Coast, some hundreds of miles away. I was weary

enouggh of dodging round t& big, îrees, pushing

through underbrush, scrambling up and «iown

mountain-sides, hù,-,Sing eliffs where the trail eut'

-in and wading ivar'ily through the roarin- torrent

èf " Sixty-mile Créek." A s the afternoon wore'on,
the trail left the creek and wound away over a

long siopè up the mountain-side.

ý:înger," said" I to my riding pony, " we are

gelg somewheiýe "-for our trail beg-an to receive

other trails from the side vallevs and the rinIr, was

better. At last it pushed up into the open, circled

-round a shoulder of the mountain, elingin. tifmphti,


