
CANADIAN COURIER.

finish-for be he ever so good a hunter and fisherman,
he cannot support a moving camp with bis rifle and
nod, even ln a good game country like the northen
B.,C. trails andI ranges. Anyhow, we turned forth
at the Stuart; made the heart-breaking ioop-this
river is an erratic S, pronounce it as you will. We
did flot cache at the mnouth of the Stuart, as we
were the rear camp andI our loatI was very light-
four horses, four men, no extras, the trail had these,
as we had discarded every useless article to make
a dash of the last hundred miles to Fraser Lake.

'T HE monning I wrîte of we were in camp six days
J.up the Stuart and living on fish, or no fish; we

calletI it "point." We had found a good meadow
for the horses in the bend of the river, iush with
grass and sparkling with rime, as the season was
getting late and the nights very coltI. In a littie
brawiing streami 1 had found a lot of trout, but the
Nechaco bail swaliowed Up my fishing outfit, andI
the khakl fly, ravelledl from the frayed bottem of my
trousers, did net tempt the beauties. Park there was
none. Our meais were becoming monatonous. Break-
fast-clear, spankling water and "point" andI a pilot
biscuit; ditto dinner, dItto supper, unless I could
hike faster thon, the camp and fish for a living by
the way. For the iirst turne on many trails, Fritz
diI flot whistle. The Tsimshian men were more
sulent than ever, if that was possible. Smoking,
'ki-nootl" (it literally was; this is the Chinook jargon

Atrophy lni the shape of a pair of horme.

WeOr4 for to.bacco>, I fired Up now on a littie withered
leaf that looked ike "kinnilnec," the "Âhsamah" of()Ur oId eastern guides, the Ojlbways. This morning
we bail a wee bit of snow andI a suspicion of ice lnthe dead water. Our compasses showed the river to
be flowinlg due'south, and Our maps, corrected Up toth fIrst Of the. then prissent year, toltI the saine tale,
while the IOWer Neckaco ehowedl west by northwet.

W. will 'lot break camp to-day, we must hunt,"
gu"r")U"CSd I0 took Fritz with me and bade the

or Ides ascend the oPpoeite siope ln search of goat
8' beep deer or bear, anything with fleali aiong lisris W'e left water level at* daylight, andI at gioofl

1a ""a dl.ti a% ve my band o! horses, se directly,gh ia t pr of rock I was leaning out overgiveut aWy Wouid have "glldeS' two 'thousand feet
e0 liat seen bear, a black chap scuttIed, away froma ha f evolre<i carcase of 'a fish on the edge o! the1ower river. Many tracks of moope and caribou were

but Jumped a band of, I think, blacktail,
81118 then lu the dense cover-sos we made a nice,

'3'aY lunch Of on1e mûlre "pIloVt"-FrItz calledl theinround singler,"-and lots upon lots o! water. 1
'nsoe "bear bernies."

LI, back at camp at nIght andI 'lt a bair or afeather a-ongst us ail. A gentleman cle
of Swf, , Chicago, haci put up a nice littie pound

a 110aic -lur, tea or beans, everybody on short
able th , "lx days off the trail-was it really proli-hav~~ atluth idst of a game country we wouldie Okll a honse? Off we ail set ilext morning-

ab hI 80t along the river, bound te make a kiliethat game
reach Metraciied valley.reache the 8110W Une about aoûn, and 1ber is rifle go "taek" in the clear air. My twistedmel n8

gudnd nieug nurse my way back to camp. Neither
rnalingemeat, CI I o decided they were1'ig nt MadIe UP my mind to stnike south

next day. Darkness fell andI no sign o! Fritz. At
ten, aur camp rule time for stnagglers, we fired three
shots. No answer. Again at eleven we signalledl.
Silence everywhere. Those mighty ranges are
deathly still after nightfail-save lu avalanche turne.
Early next morning we started over the lad's trail.
We passedl up tbrough the heavy tim-ber andI out
énto the dried grass slopes of the "Caribou Range."

We easily tracked hum over this andI faund where
he crosseil a llght snowfall. Thon he hadl waikod
along the arete, suld down, restodl bis riflo---these
guides are excellent sign readers-antI fired. We
found the empty case. Then he silId or fe11 down
Inta the valiey beow. As we couid not get a single
footmark on the oxposeil rock, there seerned no way
that mortal man could safely get down that dIzzy,
pled-up precipice, fully five thousand feet o! sheer
descent. My ankie forbado it, but both guides
started down, and later funked i, andI I retraced my
stops slowly to the camp.

<T HERE was Fritz, and l3aisy, maklng an excellent
meal on toasted goat. It seemed that lie had
spied an old "billy," andI an oxtremely tougli

ono he proved, airing himself on the tlp top of the
lower arete. Fritz fired as soon as he could get an
aim andI the goat sprang up, pawed out Into the thin
air andI plunged a mxils down the side o! the sheor
precipice. 0f course Dalsy yelped once andI started
down, and -the big boy, Fritz, must neods stant after.
He told me it was Just the. worst he ever tried. Ho
dld much of It in the perpendicular cracks weathor
warped ln the face of the ciliff. DaIsy ditI most of fi,
backwards, a slgn of dangerous descent, and made
sorne nasty falîs. Wben, tomn andI breathless, they
arrived at the foot of the mighty cluf, they found
the goat just a mass o! broken bones. Fritz said
ît llfted like a bag. So-out came bis knife and In an
heur both dog andI boy wero brea-thless again-this
tuine !rom overfeeding on broiled goat. Then nlght
feîl andI he built up is fine hlgher andI slept like
the Uitile fat top he Is. We are very seldom, eaten
allve by bears'out here-except In magazines.

We ate goat brolled and fried, stewed and roasted,
and hiked It back down those six days' trail off the
Stuart, and ten days more along the Nechaco, klllng
deer and bear by the way, to Our head camp at Fraser
Lake. Those "guides" (?) were as completely lost In
that wllderness off the. Stuart as any white man I
have ever been astray witb. We would have been
golng north yet If I had foliowed their adylce.

There was one Incident In that trip through the
Yellowbead Pass that matIe us beaithy, jovial animais
pause and consider. Its gleoiny effects I can feel
now as I write these words, after many years antI
several thousand miles Intervene between me and
the Tete Jaune Cache. We were see4clng a trail on
the banks of1 a littIe glacial stream that peurs Into
the Necbaco. It was a very wilderness of taîl, sombre
pines andI flamlng autumn miaples. The sandy spits
bore the arro-pointed lmpress o! the blacktail, the
big pads o! the black bears-and sometimes a bigger
one still that toltI a huge grizzly was wandering
along tbis lonely creek. It seemed highly probable
tint a white man's foot biad nover entered this scene.

"Look!" caIleil Frýitz, "the footmarks o! a child'"
Thero, firmly imprlnted among the medley of wild

animal trails, was the clear mark cf a child's naked,
.-tubby foot. I remember we squatted about it and
lighted our pipes antI heltI a tobacco counceil. There
wene no ledges o! the plaine Indians so far west.
Rarely, very narely, a coast Indian Penetrated so fan
east. True there were some "river Indians" on the
main trail hundreds Of miles off. We knocked eut
tie ashes andI resumed oun work.

Towards nightfall 1 heard Fritz give my pnivate
caiip-cal-tie "COO-eee" of the Marois o! New Zea-
1qrd. I at once plunged off uin the little creek that
led Into the. larger streani. Here I found ti'. lad
standing, stanlng at a llttle rude hut-half-tepee,
bal! cache, bark shack-from it came the wahling
calîs one hears a panther make. We neyer carry a
weapon on the trail, so I hesitated a moment.

"It's a kiddie crylng," whlspened Fritz; so we Ilfted
the. swin.ging bank cuntain antI looked in. We flnally
made eut a couple o! dark figures restlng on a heap

of fern and vetch. I stepped inside andI Iifted the
ernaller one antI carried it out ta the dim evenlng
light. It was a woe indian boy, now hushed imite
silence. We entered the dark sback again andI 1
readbed andI lîghtly shook the other figure. It fell
bacit into position ln a most wooden mannen. In-
stantly Fritz struck a match-for we were filletI with
vague alarm. Something uneanny was In this dark-
ness about us. In the fiare o! the match we saw a
dead Indian, dead, without doubt, sevenal dnys, antI
the poor little starving child badl been cuddling up
to this coltI forin for the beat It nover mone would
give. Laten we buried the wanderer antI turned the

Ohild over te saIne North Thompson mon we met-
paon little unknown waif!

Ch, the delight cf It, on the trai

The trout you catch in the Vellowhead are fine, when the sauce ie hunger!


