ithe photographer, and mndt, ss fisher-
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days we climbed continsously till we
reached 4,000 feet, then we had to de-
scend, and by aid of snow slides and
climbing over ledges of mountains which

alat Arm in the quickest possible time.
This resoly e made we crossed the lake,
made our camp and then shounldered
packs and se our faee to the wall, so

man, and Bolton as commander, sports-
man and general utility man. We land-
ed at this quaint and picturesque- spot,
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Man Uses a Revolver Before
mitting Himself to the
Torrent.

falls, N. Y., March 39%.—A.
suicide occurred this morn-
t Island, near the Spring. A
I out as far as he could, shot
e times in the head, pitched:
o the water and swept be-
and Goat Islands, going over:
the “Cave of the Winds.”

s and letters left behind he-
0 be Hypolite Schneider, of

French were found addres-
hme Lillian Russell, Kinfanta:
i the Westinghouse Co., of

In one letter he blames.
Russell for his death, angd:
11 his property. The ® letters:
pling, and indicate that 'the-
nsane. Naturalizat papers,
on him dated March 9th,.
ttsburg.

Marech 30.—Hypolite Schnei~
machinist and until three
jhad worked for the Westing-
ic Co, at Pittsburg. Then
position and since has been

Last week the house oc-
his family was given up and
der and her daughter went to,
pgheny. Schneider left Pitts-.
E he was going to look for
thing had been heard from:

k, March 30.—It is learnedi
ider had for some time an-

Russell with persistent let-
se ceased to arrive some

Miss Russell says she has
the man, though he has made
ipts to force himself into her

Oiomiaii
RE AT CLINTON.

PDnt., March 29.—The Smith:
purned to-day. The fire orig-
wo buildings, occupied by

ilby’s bakery. spreading to.
on, grocers, then on to Emer-
r shop. The loss was total,
Emerton’s property. The-
jhotel was damag:d hy «::nke

of Vancouver

‘Mr. Laing Lectures on His Trip
of Exploration Through
Interior.

Tells of Resources and Beauties
of a Seldom Visited
District.

swift Rivers and Beautiful
Lakes—A Paradise for
Sportsmen.

rhe following extracts from the lec-
4ure on Vancouver Island, delivered at
the city hall by Mr. J. W. Laing, M. A.,
oson, F. R. G. 8., give an idea of the
matchless scenery to be found in the
mountains which form the hackb.one of
this interesting region. The object of
the party of whi¢h - Mr. Ln.ing was . a
member was to  get ‘as far into the
wilderness and away from ground cov-
ered by other explorers as possible.
“They were not looking for farming land
or timber or minerals, but for nature in
her ruggedest aspects, and they cer-
tainly found what they sought. This
marvellous region of lakes and mountain
peaks will one day be . the resort of
thousands of sportsmen and pleasure-
seekers. An examination of the map
will show that their course was nowhere
pear the route of the proposed railway,
except where they crossed it on their
first day out, Next Saturday we shall
give a description of the country to be
traversed by the proposed railway, from
official reports by gevernment surveyors,
Among British explorers and naviga-
tors few have earned a higher or more
thoroughly merited reputation than Geo.
Vancouver. from whom the town of Van-
couver and Vancouver's Island  derive
their pame. He was borne in 17568, and
entered the Royal Navy at the age of
13, as a brave little midshipmite. He
accompanied the famous navigator, Cap-
tain Cook on his second voyage of dis-
covery, which occupied two years,”from
1772-74, and also on his third voyage
from 1776-79. So, just as Great Britain
was losing by the imjudicious and over-
bearing behaviour of her ministers, one
Empire, she was gaining another by the
intrepid explorations of her navigators.
Vancouver next served his King and

country on the Jamaica naval statiom,
and was then appointed to the command
of an expedition to the northwest coast
of America, to take it over from the
Spaniards, and explore the coast-line
from the 80th parallel of north latitude
up to Cook’s Inlet in Alaska, in the
hope of discovering an eastwa;'d pas-
sage to the great Canadian Lakes. He
was_ also particuiurly commissioned to
ascertain _whether the Juan de Fuca
strait (as it is now called) was a strait
or not. 'The preparations for his voy-
age having been completed, on April 1,
1791, Vancouver left Falmouth, and go-
ing to'America’s eastern shore made
many careful syrveys there; thence he
sailed to New Zealand, to Tahiti and
the Hawaiian Islands, at that time called
the Sandwich Island. He took over the
last-named group in the name of the
King of Great Britain, but for some rea-
son or other his act was never confirmed.
Had it been confirmed, the Hawaiian
Islands would not in the minds of many
«of us have been the scene of continual
revolutions that it has since become. |

On April 18, 1792, Vancouver- sighted
the west, coast of l‘forth America, then
known as New Albion. *From 39 deg.
27 mins. to 50 degs., 18 mins., north lati-
tude, he made most careful surveys, an
.sailed up the passage separating Vancou-
ver Island from the Mainland. He also
explored New Caledonia” and - Kodiak
Island, Then he returned to England,
and began to write the narrative of his
voyages, but died before he had finished
it, in 1798, at the early age of 40 years.
He was a man of great fearles_sn’eeg,
humane withal and full of tact in his
dealings with savage tribes. "His work
was performed with remarkable accur-
acy and eare; the surveys on the coast of
North America being made with such
exactitude that they have. formed the
basis of all subsequent surveys, with the
result that they have scarcely ever been
cotrected. Thus, though Vancouver died.
as die those whom the gods love, young,
vet he left behind him an imperishable
name,

The island off the western coast of
North America which bears Vancouver's
name was discovered in 1592 by Juan
de Fuca, who is commemorated by the
name of the strait separating Vancouver
Island from the northern shores: of the
State of Washington. It was roughly
surveyed by Vancouver’s senior officer,
Captain ‘Cook, and much more thoroughly
by Vancouver himself. - = | .
_The first settlement of white men on
Vancouver Island was made on the pre-
sent site of the city of Vietoria by the
Hudson’s Bay Company in 1843. Ir
1849 (the date of the great rush to the
gold mines of California), Vancouver
Island was constituted a colony, and it
was not until 1866 that it was united
with British Columbia. Vancouver Island
is 250 miles long, and varies from 10 to 70
miles in width. It contains from 1.2,000
to 16,000 square miles.  Its coast-line is
broken, rugged and precipitous, and the
navigation is rendered dangerous by the
presence of numberless reefs and small,
rocky islands. 'The island is one vast
forest and mountainous, there being sev-
eral peaks of from 6,000 to: 9,000 feet
in height. On the southeastern coast and
in the interior are a few valleys adapted
for agriculture; but, speaking generally,
the country is almost too rugged for it
to become an arable or pastoral region.
It is one of the best watered islands in
the world, containing .many lakes; and
numerous rivers rum - down from the
mountain-ranges  to -the’' coast. The
mountain ranges for the most part run
along the length. of the island, which
stands amid those known as the “Cen-
tral Crags,” and the highest peak is esti-
mmated at 9,000 feet.

On the 4th of July, 1896, a party of
enthusjastic explorers arrived in the
steamer Danube ont the shore of Alert
Bay, on Cormorant Isle, overlooking the
rugged heights and forest slopes of East-
ern Vancouver, There were five of us.
Jones and Garver, two stalwart Seattle
men, the former as gnide and mining ex-
Pert, and the latter as <ook; Fleming,

d | keesh River.

full of zeal and animal spirits. Our pur-
pose was well defined. It was, as I
have said, to complete the crossing of the
island lengthwise, roughly speaking, from
north to south, and not so much to fol-
low in the wake of previous explorers
who have crossed the island and in places
surveyed it, as to bring before the world
the still unknown beauties and resources
of this picturesque island. !
Alert Bay, our starting point, is an
Indian village, with a salmon cannery for
its *“raison = d’etre.”  There is a pie-
turesque little English church, which
nestles in one corner of the bay, and a
large and for those parts somewhat
handsome industrial school, in which the
little native Indian children are lodged
and educated. An Indian graveyard is
also to_be found at one end of the vil-
lage. ‘On our way to visit these, we call-
ed upon the chief, Black; Go Glass, and
by way of a friendly introduction, pre-
sented him with a smoking cap. This
he donned at once with evident pride,
and we trusted the potlatch would work
us some good. ‘The gentleman’s attire
was, if not picturesque, at least wond-
rous; a rakish cap, a red blanket, white
duck trowsers, rolled up to the knees,
grey stockings and heavy boots. All the
same he is a chief dnd he wishes the
world to know it, for “Black Go Glass,
Nimpheest Chief,” is written in distinct
letters -outside the door of his house. He
is king and proprietor of the Nimpkeesh
River, up whose dangerous rapids he,
along with a less potent chief, is shortly
to pole us. He is somewhat of a modest
king; he lives in a shack and not the
best of shacks either, and the totem pole
carved and wrought so ingeniously, which
is the settlement’s chief attraction, does
not stand where it can adorn his dwel-
ling.
These totems are everypody’s wonder,
and this one is the largest on the Island.
Their history seems to be this, although
there are many conflicting versions. When
a child is born, a bird or beast is given
to it as a guardian angel. The name of
any animal which the child can pronounce
after attempting to talk or when crawl-
ing about, the first bird or beast that
crosses its path, is given as its totem.
These names, one at a time, which be-
come the child's, are  often of a low
character. When the child is old enough
to save money and acquire property,
these treasurers are pgssed over to the
chief of the tribe as a gift. The mem-
bers of the tribe at such times assemble
at a great dance, and the chief presents
the child with a new name and a higher
rank, and a  crest as a distingnishing
mark of it. This generally happens to a
girl in her teens. The mother invariably
has a erest which she transmits to her
child. The father’s crest, on thc other
hand, goes for nothing, and is néver per-
petuated. . This custom goes back be-
yond history or tradition, probably thous-
ands of years. If a man build’s a house
after taking to himself a wife, he pays
ten blankets for the beams of his roof,
and ten for the totem posts. The carver
is paid ten blankets for every fathom of
their length, so that a totem post of 60
or 70 feet costs a considerable sum. If
the builder be a bear, a bear ornaments
the bottom of his totem, above that are
carved the husband’s crests or that of
any secrety society to which he belongs.
Then come his wife’s, and to top them all,
the phratry or brotherhood to which she
belongs, usually some bird, the raven or
the eagle. The totem post is literally the
family tree; it reveals to an Indian, at
least, who is versed in the secrets of its
heraldry, all the life history of the fam-
ily, ‘whose dwelling it adorms, and I
should not wonder, if it has some con-
nection in its origin, withprimitive tree:
worship, )
In the fantastic totem post of Alert
Bay the lowest figure is supposed to be
the head of a fish, on the top is the soar-
ing figure of an eagle. We learn from
this totem, that the owner of the house
to which it is attached, came’ from the
fish, then took to himself a wife from the
eagle tribe of mankind. * Then reading
downward, we discern that the oldest son
of the fish and eagle married into the
whale tribe, and so on up to date.
On the 4th of July we started on the
exploration. Strange to say, the Indian
chiéfs were ready within half an hour of
the epecified time, 6 a.m., and those who
know the habits of these people, will say
this is a faet worth recording. We pad-
dled across the narrow water, called the
Broughton Strait, dividing Cormorant
Isle from the Mainland, and soon felt
the rushing of the stream of the Nimp-
Long poles then took the
place of paddles, and a  wearisome strug-
gle commenced against successive rapids.
Physical fatigue we were prepered for
and could have endured with equanimity,
ubt we had not anticipated the nasal
feast that was in store for us, the odor
of anicent fish which our Indian friends
had stowed away as provender in their
baskets. As we sniffed the keen, morn-
ing air, flavored with these fish smells,
I wondered what kind of appetites these
Indians had. On our part, it necessitat-
ed a wasteful consumption of tobacco.
The run up the Nimpkeesh abounds in
beauty, and the long reaches of still
water, with the leafy pines mirrored on
its rippling surface were especially at-
tractive and welcome after the struggle
with the rushing stream over the rapids.
Of course there was not sitting idle; at
one time we had to walk along side on
the heavily-bushed bank; at another, to
leap into the whirling stream, and heave
the canoe along by main foree of arm.
By the time we had reached our first
stage in this long journey—Nimpkeesh or !
Karmuzen Lake—which we sighted at
one o’clock that day, we realized that we
had not started on a picnic. Since early
morning we had passed over fourteen
rapids. It was a good preliminary train-
ing for what was in store for us on the
a-Auch river, We now took a well-
earned rest on the sandy beach, beside
the ever-present forest and lunched
heartily. Before us was the placid lake,
bordered on the further side with deep
shadows and the trackless forest. Above
the serrated foreground of the dark pine
wood loomed up grandly on all sides the
fainter contours of mountains, with patch-
work of snow, rock and stunted hem-
lock. A thin mist veiled the topmost
peaks, and above all was the crowning
arch of speckless blue. A typical mid-
summer scene in nature’s own charming
solitude.. There was delay before mov
ing forward, but a 'stunning breeze
sprang up and blew in our favor; we
set sail and fairly flew up along the lake,
accomplishing the 19 miles in 2% hours,
and arriving at the entrance of the Kla-
Auch River in time to make camp before
dark. Two other streams enter the lake
near this point. The Annutz, conducting
the traveller, if he pleases to trust him-
self to its enticing current, by a series of
lakes to the beautiful sheet of water,
the Atluck Lake, and another, the Klas-
Silis Tuns in on the southeast side. As
the canoe skimmed over the surface of
the Nimpfleesh Lake, we saw duck, coon
and otter. 'The photographer made some
good shots, but no chance was given to

caone.militated against the success of the
fisherman.

On the morning of our second day,
we turned bright and early into the tur-
bulent waters of ‘the Kla-Auch Riyer,
and for 12 long hours fought our way up

hauling by rope.

the sportsman, while the pace of the,

J

1. Mouth Taksish River.
2. Kowse Glazier Head of Woss Lake.

point in the mountains before us and
2,000 feet above us, was made mostly
hand-over-hand, and mnder all sorts of
conceivable difficulties, for there wgas not
even a vestige of a trail. At 2,000 feet
we trod upon snow, and here the com-
mander had a bear hunt all te himself,
but though severely wounded, bruin es-
caped over a waterfall and was lost in
the thick brush. I would like to have
thrown on the screen a view of this ad-
venture, but the photographer was so
anxious, as were we all, to secure a
bear’s steak, that he lost his head, for-
got to open his kodah and take a parting
ehqt at retreating bruin, who looked to
weigh 300 pounds at least. Soon we had
reached the summit of the divide, 2,000
feet above the head of the lake. Here

to speak; for the ascemt to the lowest

allowed no show of creeping round them,
fighting our way mile by mile, crossing
and recrossing the rivers running into the
Arm, we at length reached Muchalat
Arm and were rejoiced to accept the hos-
pitality of the saimon cannery belonging
to the West Coast Packing Company.
We had now reached the extreme east-
erly point of Muchalat Arm and had al-
ready covered more than half the suppos-
ed distance to Buttle’s Lake. Mr. John
dJ. Bauttle, now residing in San Francisco,
whom Mr. Bolton and I interviewed, and
who was present at the lecture I gave be-
fore the Geographical Society of Cali-
fornia, spent two years of his life in 1864
and 1865, surveying and mapping out
some of the unknown region of the island.
Krom one of its central peaks he looked
down upon the placid blue waters of the

3. Head of Great Centre Lake.
4. Junct'on of Kla-Ansh and Woss River.
5. Granite Boulders, Kla-Ansh Rl_ver.

¥

stream. ‘This river is about the size of

of water which comes down must be en-
ormous, as debris left by the floods lay
20 feet higher than our grade, and tt{e
river was not at its lowest. With us it
wuas a state of continual pulling and
At Hell's Gate, we
reached the climax of outr difficulties in
this re: t. . We christened: this horrid
spot “Hell’s Gate,” for the name seemed
appropriate, - The forbidding rocks form-
ed'a natural fortification, and the waters
boiled and seethed as though a passion
tormented them on all sides. Just be-
low where we made our camp for the
night, everything in the canoe had to be
portaged, so as to lighten up and haul the
boat through and up a very torrent.
On the morning of the third day of our
experience with the Kla-Anch River, we
started by unloading our canoe, and
packing stores on our backs up-stream,
as the water was too low. Afterward we
divided our time till noon, as ns_ual, with
sweet monotony, between poling and
hauling on the rope. It was qudertul
how clever this stream was in piling up
huge logs for the seeming purpose of
blocking the traveller's way. In one
place a jam lay right across stream,

sweet anathemas, we went at it with a
axes soon cleft the monster in twain.

Woss Riveer. !
selves for parting with o

the Cowichan, and at times the yvolume:

but after a good hard look at it and somse [out at length, after half a day of slow
will, in its most vulnerable spot, and our ; packs down in a spot, that was certainly

By noon, we prepared to bid a lasting ¥
adie);. to K:la-Auch River, for we sighted | that we might sleep and forget ourselves.

We had not prepared our- | In the early morning
¥ Indian canoe drove us straightway to our packs. They
and guides so0 soon, for we had econtract- sv;va;med qround us in such namt_)ers,
ed with them to take us to the head of aiming their darts at us from all sides,

j our bacon, in a big, lumpy sack—all our
: stock of that delicious provender. This
loss, alack, on our part, was discovered
when it was much too late; the Indians
sped downward with ‘a rapidity so amaz-
ing that nothing could stop them, much
less, bring them back, and the only al-
ternative left us, was to stare each other
grimly and steadily in the face, search-
ing the despair and blank misery in each
other’s thoughts, and then laugh, for men
cannot cry, at our unhappy predicament,
being left there helpless in the wilder-
ness, and all our meat gone.

After a hasty, improvised lunch, minus
meat, and somewhat heavy at heart, we
bent our backs to the burdens and trudg-
ed off across the highlands in the direc-
tion of Woss Lake. It was hard-going.
over fallen trunks, and beneath thorny
brakes and across half-hidden pools—up
gulch and down gulch. Moreover, we
were frightfully new to the whole busi-
i ness, worse than green. Our loads would
| not balance- themselves, and our packing
i timbers were in woeful shage. There
. was, therefore, plenty of trembling and a
great deal of self-pity and self-condemna-
{tion given vent to. Yet no one of us
died by the way, as we tyros expected.
Nor were any legs or arms broken. Tired

! progress, we threw ourselves and our

not selected because it -was desirable and
t waited for the darkhess to cover us, so

the mosquitoes

hands, we were anxious to fill our meat
sack. Jones went on the chase and miss-

a fine panorama opened up.
to have been our parting-place.

or canyon.

the sea.

least on either side met our gaze.

ped as we were with far too heavy packs.

afresh from Muchalat

up far away,
Nootka Sound.

We commenced our descent.

The d
was clear and hot, e

and the views were

of the Tahsis, and we slid and fell and

in creation, making every use of the tiny
trails left by elk, bear and deer. Right
and left of us were the two main sources
of the river. Splendid waterfalls thun-
dered downward from either summit,
and lost themselves among the feathery
tops of the tall hemlock. Streams met us
in every djrection, fuming and foaming
out of their canyon beds, and hastening
in the same downward course that we
Wwere pursuing. By evening, we had
reached the head of the valley proper,

{and camped in a most lovely glade, pro-

lific in ferns and mosses, the blue waters
of the Thasis flowing by, and the Tahsis
mountain, a cone of rock with double
peak, towering behind. In- the morning
we found the valley better walking. The
luxuriant growth of salmon-berry bushes,
mosses and ferns, makes it a paradise.
The prison-walls ran up to heights that
kept us together, and we were more than
ever satisfied that no man on earth with
a pack could hope to climb over the
range into the country beyond. For two
days we followed the gentle course of
the Thasis, and at its mouth by wading
up to our waists in the river, reached a
de§tered rancherie on' the, oppesite bank.
We burgarlized a shack—necessity know-
ing no law—and captured a fragile canoe
and two worn paddles. By the aid of
these, two of the party made their way,

ed a fleeing buck, and on his return al-
most ran over two more and a black
bear into the bargain, but we whetted
our appetite only on their memory. As
the sun went down the wind lulled, and
we got aboard, determined, even though
piteh-black night were before us, to reach
the head of the lake. For the first two
hours we feared the safety of our craft.
The wave washéd our decks and had no
reverence even for ourselves. But we
thought little of personal comfort and
went persistently on, until at length, the
swell died down, and left us to pole our
raft in peace. It was now midnight.
There were no churchyard graves to
yawn, but the inky darkness was appal—
ling. Everything around suggested weird-
ness, even the trees, whose bare trunks
the waters lapped, and whose gaunt limbs
overhung us, spectral-fashion, as we hug-
ged thé shore for safety. We urged for-
ward, not uttering a word, listening, as
it were, to the silence, broken only by
the splash of the oar and the swish of
the poles, or ever and anon, the faint,
musical sound of distant waterfalls ieap-
ing down the forest-beds. Occasionally
there was a hoarse cry of night-birds.
We dared not ‘¢ross the lake or venture
out into the open. We hugged the coast-
line and rounded the head-lands, danger
seeming ever present. So we kept row-
ing and poling until 2.30 a.m., when our
goal was reached, after a 12-mile row.

!Friendly Cove,

not without considerable risk of life, to
thirty miles away, a
small Indian settlement on Kootka
Sound.  Here they / secured a larger
craft and a couple of stalwart Indians
to convey the rest of the party to the
same destination; here, too, we made
amends to the owner of the little canoe
w}nch had been borrowed—a young In-
dian lady who spent her rental of six
bits immediately at the store in apples,
candy and vermilion.

.Friend]y Cove, on Nootka Sound, is the
historical spot where Vancouver landed
to take over the Island from the Span-
iards in 1791, and it was also the scene
in 1803 of the adventures of Mr. John
Jewitt, who was kept a prisoner by the
Indians’ for three years. We were in-
troduced to the present chief, McQuinna,
the great grandson of the chief of the
same name whom Vancouver met on
such friendly terms. On our arrival the
chief at once donued a British uniform,
présented to him by a post captain of a
man-of-war—in order to show his loyalty.
He has two wives, one of whom was pho-
tographed with him—the other being en-:
gaged in-culinary operations. Nootka is
not a place where delicacy or refinement
hold sway. The clothing department is
decidedly scanty, and every man takes
his bath ‘in puris naturalibus.’ Towels
are unknown, and the sun takes their
place. Sickness is very prevalent here,

This was
Two of { Which, with the rights of an explorer, he
us were to have climbed up the high [8ave his name, but like Moses viewing
mountain su}g, by some hoped-for gulch |the Land of Promise, he saw it only from
Three were to have followed |afar.

the descending course of the Tahsis to |Dretensions debouched
: But as we craned our necks |Arm from an
upwart_l, our hearts sank within us. Sueh |took this course persistently and it was
a forbidding wall of rock, 5,000 feet at named East River. Kollowing up stream,
ith Such | it led us into the heart of the mountains.

sheer precipices, thousands of feet, shut- | The same character of scenery as before
ting in on the eastward, not only Woss |met our
Lake, which we had  passed, but the|Dlenty of rock,
whole of‘the Tahsis valley, which ran |brush, through which at times we had
before us, that it was deemed out of the | Derforce to cut our way with aching and
question to consider for a moment scaling | bleeding hands. Up and yet up, the sum-
the perilous height, especially handicap- {mit being reached at a’distance of 24

We came to the only possible resolve, to |above sea-level.
Journey together to the ocean and' start

stumbled down one of the steepest slopes | ed.

We lighted a fire on the shingly beach,
and lay down, just as we were, awaiting
the morning light to disclose to us one
of nature’s most lovely panorams. This

Ascending Nimpkeesh River,

Woss Lake.
the less in store for us.

and furth
All

water was too low,
would not proceed.

ney.

all but the most useful. It was surpris

native of carrying them.

But such ill-fate was none
Black Go Glass
protested against poling one foot further.
The natives were of one mind that the
er they

i he i i Indiatxlxls I“le
afraid to go into the interior of the Isl- 1 : g
and; to them. there is something weird|pathies. Arried at Woss Lake, our hard
and uncanny about the unknown forest.
Argument was useless against Indian ex-
perience, so we paid them off and pro-
visioned them well for their rgtum jour-

As we were destined from this point fo
struggle onward, as beasts of burden,
and everything that we ate and used was.
to be packed on our backs, we looked
carefully to what we had, and rejected

ing how many things we could spare,
now that we were reduced to the alter-
The neglected
balance we gave to our Indians and they
had the air of happy men as they saluted
us “good-bye,” and shot down stream
with their money *and their treasures.
Perhaps their glee was heightened from
the comsciousness of the fact that they
bore away with them also 30 pounds of

that we hastened to get beyond their
reach, We found that we had camped
for the night within a short mile of Woss
Lake, but to vary our labors, this stretch
was through burnt timber land, and enly
those who have had experience of what
tgat means can rightly extend their sym-

hips ended for the time being. ‘We had
:na?lz up our mind to build a raft and
navigate the lake to its head, some 12
miles, We prospected for good timber,
settled down for efa?i)p"l:d‘!)d set to, with
irits buoyant, raft-building.

sp!&!tg shig-yar'd was not the tidiest, be-
ing the receptacle, of many old bones of
trees, but Jones, our woodsman, soon cut
down logs enough, and by, evening we
- | were nearly redy to start. Our craft—
the Davy Jones—consisted of ~four main
logs, with a flyer at ome side. These
were held together by two cros&ple_ces,
dovetailed in; the rowlocks were similar-
ly  fixed. G

.  Next morning it was blowing a gale
from the head of the lake and it was im-
possible for our frail craft to move,
though we made
had to return.

Having time:on our

several attempts and,

is what we saw:
blue.

of Woss Lake.
the loveliness of the scene.
Island.

backbone of =~ Vancouver

one of its great rocky vertebrae.

Central Lake.

of our bacon.

proper supplies. Council was held and

way to the western coast and sought &

plies, meeting the mountaineers at Mue!

i in 80 many other
left of Sﬂinu&l‘hg)(}gg:g;:sé&&i :ihgit:n::g ferocious lggnt, we I-named Devil’s Club,
ed in the light. The milky glacier stream, | was met with in abundance. It grows
fed by many waterfalls, rushed out at to a great height, in places to 15 feet,
our feet, over its boulder-bed, ax;dhblend- ‘having a long slender tem branching out
o e m%ﬁ‘eﬁ;ﬁs a:nt'::hisﬂslg:: iface of the leaf is dove-like in its soft-
924 hours to recoup ourselves and revel in'jness,

‘We had now pemetrated right to the

was determined that our commander and
Jones should endeavor to reach Buttle’s
Lake, along and across the great ridge,
while the balance of the party made its

and there seems real need of proper medi-
cal attention if the reservation is to be:
kept from extinection.” The Indian, when.
sick, turns against his dried halibut and
.dog fish oil, and with no other susten-
iance, he gradually starves. The Indian
doctors are of no avail, and it is said
ithat those who have charge of the proper
medicines given out by the department re-
|fuse to treat where the Indian doctor
plies his mseless trade in the hope of
‘breaking up the latter’s power. But as
i the struggle goes on the people die, and
| there is no place wherethe Indian doc-
{ tor cannot come, and where good treat-
{ ment and proper diet ean be procured.
l Our course was now to the head of
Kupana Arm; thence across the moun-
tains to Muchalat Arm. We engaged
. i the services of two Indians tb take us
in their canoe, one a strapping, going fel-
| low who had been a sealer, the other a
genial old ‘man, very short in stature,
with a tremendous shock of raven-blacc
hair, of rather formidable appearance, but
jas happy all day as a child. Arrived at
jthe east end of the Arm we found a
, Jikely valley by which to enter the Con-
numa Peak district, and a river of fair
| size pouring inte the Sound waters. This
| now bears my name. Next morning we
shouldered our packs and started up
the Laing River. It is a lovely stream
«iall the way and when the water runs
{ high must be both broad and deep. A
.Ivery mnarrow canyon several miles up
|taxed our ingenuity to get through; the
sides of it run sheer up over 1,000 feet,
land there was nothing for it hut to
clamber over the great granite boulders,

The sky clear and of which the river is full. And here, as

arts of the island, a

towards the top in three leaves; the sur-

but underneath is a mass of the
sharepest needles, the tem being like-
wise thus armed. Woe to the man who
'in slipping graps the plant for a support!

place where we lay was at the foolgh ;)f (It ‘not only stings at! the time, but it
8,

indeed, was our real starting point—the } flesh and having often to be cut out with

commencement of the 100 miles of unex-! >

phgl]-ed interior, east and south, to Great |river we came across a lake which was

Our minde would have named

been comparatively easy but for the loss by one-quarter broad, shut in by moun-

This necessitated some | )

change of programme, for five men could 'stillness, and deep, blue waters.

not venture into unknown wilds without

poisons;  the prickies working into the

a kaife. On reaching the source of the

'Friseo Lake, one-half mile long

tains and loaking most pieturesque in its
It lies
2,500 feet above sea level, and is about
it ' ten miles from Connuma Peak. The next
day- after crawling hand-over-hand we
reached another lake, to which we gave
the-title of California Lake, as being the
nataral, féeder of the lake-below. .This
Jies £1,000" fept abave the other and is
‘somewbat smaller, " For- the Dext two

beautiful lake, far in the distance, to

We pushed on. A river of some
into Muchalat

eastward direction. It

gaze, Canyon-like

valleys;
plenty of

timber and

miles, and an elevation of 6,000 feet
. Another unique pano-
rama of mountains tossed in every direc-

{ Sound, one of tiou—spow on top, timber-clad below; diz-
those sinuous arms of the sea, running |2y ravines and rushing waterfalls; seven
into the interior, out o#

distinct peaks to the left, which looked
out over the ocean, with Ice Lake, Bal-
loon Lake arnd others at their right and
left. Beyond the Divide commenced to

exhilaratingly grand. We soon came on |trickle the. sources of Mosquito Ricer,
the trickling waters that feed the sources

now seen, named and mapped for the
first time. This river was rightly nam-
Ihe two.days spent in ‘this valley
and river were days of torture at the
hands of millions of mosquitoes, who are
peared to take a fiendish deight in at-
tacking us and rendering our life a bur-
dgn. The river bore swiftly downward,
E. and N.E., sweeping rocky canyons,
fed by continual waterfalls; through
glassy lakelets; now underground; now
throqgh deep gorges, and tunnels of fal-
len timber. It debouched into the long-
looked-for Buttle’s” Lake. As we had
been led to believe, the lake was not
what its discoverer had depicted it on
the chart, either in outline . or ‘position.
Mr. Buttle had figured it ray-shaped,
with a bulky island, running north and
south. This island, which for thirty
years has held its own on the map, prov-
ed to be a myth entirely. The rocklet it
represents .could be enclosed withing the
four walls of an ordinary dwelling-room.
The lake itgelf is further te the west
than mapped, and takes a direction N.
and S.,.straight as a dart nearly through
its entire length of 25 miles, slightly
curved as it approaches the head. But-
tle’s Lake is the peer of the island lakes.
Everything is grand in its environment.
When Mr. Buttle returned home, thirty
years ago, after viewing the region of
this lake.from the.south he was treated
by Victorians as a kind of Baron Mun-
chausen. His tales of glaciers and
snowy peaks and the other scenic effects
of this wonderland, were deemed pre-
posterous and incredible, and they laugh-
ed him to scorn; but not, as it now ap-
pears, with any show of reason. From
Buttle’s Lake, the : grandest mountain
scenery and the hardest kind of travel
began. The very centre of the island
was reached midway to: the Great Cen-
tral Lake. ' Two serrated ridges, shaped
like a cross-bow, with -giant glaciers
nestling in. their angle, were the main
features of the landscape. In the swee
of the bow were 50 peaks of varying al-
titudes and varying forms, many of them
over 8,000 feet in height. These were
the “Central Crags.” Here in the wery
heart of Vancouver Island, on one of its
peaks, 7,800 feet above .sea-level, the
Union Jack was hauled out, nailed to a
treet and left floating in the breeze.

. In looking back upon our various camp-
ing grounds, I consider this' particular
one an ideal spot for a month’s sojourn,
where the tastes of the artist, the hunter,
the fisherman and the climber cdn be
gratified to the fullest extent, the only
difficulty being its unaccessibility. The
jtrout fishing is- superb. We discovered
two rivers flowing into the head, one on .
fh; right-hand side, and other on the
eft.

Great Central Lake is, as the name
would somewhat imply, the largest in the
island, ‘and we computed its length at
30 miles. 'At one end Mount Arrow-
smith stands guard, at the other Split
Mountain. Between these two sentinels,
the lake twists and turns, and its course
is so' devious that it is difficult even to
discover its general direction. The scen-
ery here has lost its grandeur. There
are few bold precipices of rocks running
sheer to its edge; no waterfalls dashing
and hurling themselves from giddy
heights. Its low hills are thickly covered
with timber of no great size, and we
missed that majestic background of
snowy mountain peaks, which, “in the
north, is ome of the chief sources of
beauty. Three ‘miles from the head of
Great Central Tiake, facing southwester-
ly, we came quite by accident upon a
curious and evidently ancient hierogly-
phic inseription, deeply engraven upon the
face of a sloping rock. Its antiquity is
undoubted from the worn surface of the
cutting. .

Our journey from the head to the foot
of the lake was made pleasantly enough
in a canoe provided by our friends, and
we had the advantage of a dead calm,
reaching Stamps River, which flows out
at the foot, nine hours after' the setart.
This river soon becomes the Alberni
River, and near by is a lagoon where we
said good-bye to the water and made
for the woods, striking a rough trail of
three and a half miles, which brought us
to Sproat’s Lake. Our resting-place for
the night was a vacated log-house, minus
door and flcor. We had now reached the
outskirts of civilization, and it was a
pleasure, after a satiety of wilderness, to
see at last some arableland, and to tread
firmly on an actual road. We spent the
day on and around' the lake, visiting
some of the homesteaders, xettmg infor-
mation) and photographing t! progt’s
Falls, ! :

Sproat’s Lake is very irregular in out-
line, like a long arm and a short ome
crossed. It is twenty miles long, sur-
rounded . by low hills, with their ever-
lasting firs, higher ranges standing some
distance Dack. HExcelient fishing is re-
ported at its head and foot. -Our cross-
ing of the island was now practically come
pleted on August 14. Six-weeks from
the day of our start, as thé sun rose over-
the hills that lie to the back of Alberni,
and the little hamlet woke from its sum-
mer, night’s sleep. We,- five weary qn_d
foot-sore travellers, appeared coming
from the north, and as we flung off our
packs at the door of civilizatiom, we
realized to the full the pleasure of this
accomplished task.
— e ————

London, March 29.—The failure of
Henry H. J. Jennings, an American
share aud stock broker, is announced to-
day. S -




