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{Continued from last issue)
Both sat thinking a space. Then Piccolo

“But there is surely something else
on your mind?”

“It’s that light,” said MacPherson.
“1 don’t think it was a star. Shield your
eyes from our own fire, and see if you
don’t see it still.”

Piccolo moved clear away from the
fire to stare at the black bulk of the rolls
of hill to south. ; i

“Can’t make out anything now,” said
he. “But who do you think it would be?
Movie Bill? Do vou think he would
come overland himself the way you sug-
gested to the Kokanee peliceman?”’

Angus frowned. ; :

““What puzzles me,” said he, “is how
he knew to say in that letter that we
were going not to Kokanee but to south
of the West Arm here.”

Piccolo looked troubled.

““You forget the map he stole, *’ said he.

“No, I don’t,” said Angus. “But I
don’t see how it could tell im. I drew a
big bit of the country in that. - And,
besides, it was not until after the maj
was stolen that we made these plans.”

“Perhaps I gave it away a bit at the
Benwell House the day Jack and I got
back,” suggested Piccolo. ““Some fool
called me over from the road to say
nothing at all except: ‘Well, you are
back!” I remember that fellow Greer
asked me where we had been.”

“And you told him?”

“] said: ‘About eighty miles north by
air line—’ 1 was going to say north of
the Boundary but I was interrupted, so
left it at that. Now I remember that
clearly.”

“Hoots, man! Then I don’t see how
you can blame yourself with having
given any locality. Anyway, that light—
if it was man made—might be of some
wandering < prospector who knows no
more of us than the babe unborn.”

Piccolo wondered if he should tell of
dropping the fragments of stone from
his pocket at the Benwell House. He
ghielded his eyes from the fire-glow,
thought it over—then decided not to
tell.

Angus, talking
theme slightly.

“] wanted to think well of Allardyce,”
said he. “So many fglks were ready to
think him a tough because of his face.
No, no!” he suddenly broke out. “There
is more than that. You see—"" e paus-
ed. He tried again. “You see,” said
he, “I never saw his face as a bad face,
1 pride myself on being a studént of
physiognomy: Out here, in the big
timber, we get simplified, Piccolo. 1
feel simplified. I confess my inmost
heart to you. I am hurt. I'm peeved, as
ye micht say. I'm disappointed doubly,
and sorely, for I thought I was a student
of physiognomy.”

He rose and moved from the fire and
stared at the mountains across the lake,
into which they would soon be journey-
ing.

“No, I can see no fire now. Maybe it
was a star, maybe it was not. Of course,
as I say, it might be a prospector.”

““It might be those two men who went
ashore from the boat to the south of
the Arm.”

“Man, I doubt it. They could hardly
break through all the woods up to that
peak in so short a time. Well, it doesn’t
matter—star or camp-fire, it doesn’t
matter. I'm just peeved about Movie
Bill. You see—" and then he heaved a
sigh. “I’'m going to turn in,” he said.

They slept soundly and woke to the
gentle plash of lake water on the shore,
and the discs of sunlight dancing on the
little ripples. It was while they were at
breakfast, discussing the day’s work
(Angus was to fish while Piccolo cut
“plates”, as he called them, of birch-
bark from the trees) that Piccolo sudden-
ly said:

“What’s that miniature warship?”

Angus looked in the direction of his
gaze over the water.

““Ah-ha!” he broke out. “You never
saw a canoe like that turhed out at
Peterboro’, lad. That’s a Kootenay In-
dian canoe—made of stretched hide over
a frame, and they have bow and stern
sloped forwards into the water. They
are kittlish boats for to get into. I once
tried six times in succession and every
time rolled her over, and had to swim
out. And the auld Kootenay that let
me try just stood watching me, with a
glint 1n his eyes and the wee-est twist
to his mouth.”

““There’s a whole fleet of them,” said
Piccolo. “They are going to the south
shore.”

““There’s our ferry!” ejaculated Angus,
and rising he shouted: ‘““Ho Tillikum!”

Then he turned to Piccolo.

“] can’t talk Kootenay, but most of
them talk Chinook,"” he explained.

The hail was heard and one canoe
turned toward them while the others
went to the south shore half a mile away,
and there beached. The canoe that

then, changed the

came to their side of the lake contained | .

three old men who seemed in the same
world with old buffalo bulls, or very
aged eagles. They came ashore and shook
hands; and, n Chinook, Angus asked
them to act as ferrymen.

So it was that. half-an-hour later Pic-
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ping his pack-sack ready for the trek.

Angus ied, laughing too.

“What does he say?” asked Piccolo.

“He says that they can sit there and
watch if the women work well. They
will be Big Medicine Men when they
go back and tell them all they did in
their absence.”

Piccolo had his pack-sack on his back,
rifle swung to +his shoiilder, ax in hand.

“How long will they want to sit there
looking?” he sai

said.

*“Children! Just children like the rest
of us,” observed Angus. “‘We'll give
them another peep or two each and then
we'll go.” ;

He strolled over to the point where
the Indians sat on their log, talked with
them a spell; and Piccolo was relieved
when he saw the binocular glasses re-
turned to their owner without test,

Angus came back to him. old
men in the dungarees and battered hats,
with the thin braids of hair hanging
down, got into their canoe to paddle
along to their camp. ¢ \

Piccolo and Angus marched into the
scrub of willow and cottonwood along
the south shore—unaware that a mere
fifteen miles south, and four thousand
feet above them, Movie Bill sat by a
lonely camp-fire, pondering many things;
though it was not his camp-fire they had
seen twinkling from across the lake.

CHAPTER XIV

Give-Out Creek
It was at about four miles inland from
the lake, and maybe fifteen hundred
feet above the shore level, that Angus
MacPherson, who was in the lead there,
abruptly went down upon his knees as
though in adoration of the soaring of the
tamaracks, the green of the lsams
(some with a wondrous sift of blue, re-
lated, it seemed to the bloom on peaches—
the waving leaf-clusters, like maidenhair
fern, of -the ‘silver-steemmed birches.
Piccolo hastened after him and bent
over him, a look of alarm on his face.
“What is it, Scotty?” he asked,
Under the weight of the pack-sack and
rifie and blanket-roll, bowed forward,
thus kneeling, Angus looked up. The
sweat was in his eyes, blinding him; it
was salt on his lips,
“It’s nothing,” he said, ““it’s only that
I'm tired.”
“My God!” exclaimed Piceolo, in
treble. “Drop your pack, sir. Drop
your pack, Mac—Angus. ! can hear the

for x
ment. :
“] feel too tired to eat,” said the old

, seeing Atio
" “Have a snack anyhow, and some tea,”
Piccolo advised.

To be continued.

CANADA TO EXHIBIT AT NEW
ZEALAND

Dominion Will be Represented at
South' Seas Exhibition This Year
OTTAWA, M&l?.—(:amda will be

represented at New and

South Seas Intémational ion be-

tween November, 1925, and April, 1926.

Though the official announcement has

not yet been made it is known here that

the negotiations are all but completed.

Canada’s exhibit will be y the

Department 'of I

igration in conjuc-
tion with other of the Federal
fovemnmt and the Canadian Manu-
acturers’ Association. J. O. Turcott,

shortly to take charge i

exhibit. The present staff at Wembley

will remain in England until the '}‘et:'
e

The overseas governments are taking
in all 80,000 feet of .~ The Van-
couver Board of T is said to be
organizing a delegation to the Exhibi-
tion.

5000 FACTS ABOUT CANADA

*5000 Facts About. Canada” is famous
as a rich storehouse of information about
the Dominion. It is the production of
Frank Yeigh, the recognized authority
on this country as writer and lecturer.
The 22nd annual edition is out for 1925,
and will, as in former years, be welcomed
by an appreciative public. Fifty chap-
ters—from “‘ Agriculture” to “Yukon”—
include a series of striking facts presented
in a crisp, terse form that fastens them
on the mind. The 1925 issue contains
much new matter, including a striking
comparative table of our national growth
during the quarter of a century since
1900. The book may be secured at lead-
ing dealers, or by sending 35 cents to the
Canadian Facts Publishing Co., 588
Huron Street, Toronto. He who would
know Canada will find this wonderful
little book a means to that end.

BE A TRUE PAL

Smile when your chum has a touch of the
“blues”,

And tell him you understand.

Don’t turn him down as cross and dull,
But lend him a helping hand.

sounds of a creek running close by.
Drop your pack and sit on it. I'll leave
my kit with you and go ahead and get
you a drink.”

“% will go on,” said Angus, “if you'll
give me an ease up to my feet. I—am—
tired!”

Even without aid from Piccolo he rose
and lurched on; but Piccolo, with a
quick glance at him, dropped his own
pack and, pannikin in hand (they always
carried a pannikin easy of access, lest
wanting to drink from a creek while
tramping), and rifle still slung from
shoulder, went crashing rapidly ahead.
“You wait,” he yelped over his shoul-
der, and hastened through the scrub.
Angus sighed and sat down on his
g:rtner's pack.
ckward and loosened his own load
from his, sheulders; he let it sag back;
then he too sagged to earth. He put
his head on Piccolo’s pack and immedi-
ately fell asleep.
Thus Piccolo found him, réturning in
haste a few minutes later. Angus opened
his eyes.
_“Man, that was a' grand nap!” he
ejaculated. ‘‘How long have you been
gone?”
“Why, not five minutes.
drink of water.”
Angus drank eagerly and then poured
some of the water into a palm and ran
it, thus wet, round behind his ears and
neck.

““It has been a long and arduous busi-
ness,” said he. “We did a great part
yonder across the lake in winter.” He
paused for breath. “‘Apd, man, it is
awful close and summer-fike by contrast
here. I'll be better when we mount
higher.”

“There’s a dandy camp-place ‘ right
here, Scotty—fifty yards ahead, cool and
shady, beside a creek.”

(It is the creek called Give-Out Creek

y. Some people think that it being
so called is evidence that it gives out

i y, that its flow stops; but not
80, 1t comes from springs, and drains
vast upper areas among big cedars and
velvet moss. - It was there that old-
timer MacPherson gave out. That
is all. is the derivation of that
place-name.) ]

Piccolo was overjoyed, full of a sense
of relief (for he had dreaded a dire calam-
ity on seeing AnT'ns suddenly go down
upon his knees) by the effect of that
wonderful forty winks of exhaustion. A
leaden hue he had noted had gone from
MacPherson’s face. z
“You wait there,” said Picéolo, “I'll

Have a

Leaving the pannikin of water, still
half-filled, by Angus’s side, Piccolo went
on again to the creek. Angus could hear

of his ax, making camp, nd
muffled thre the woods, He cut
down hwolf ed two-inch, or thereby,
trees; he lopped them into poles. e
cut another slender tree down and lopped

the forked

in the

He moved his arms|the

Sm'ile, when you're asked to de a good
t

urn,

And don’t try to make excuse.
There’s nougl t in life if you are mean
And selfish, so what’s the use?

Smile, and try hard to be a good wal,

Just comfort and cheer and guid.

Some other soul worse off than you—

That someone close to your side.
—G.M. Barden.

SWEEPING HELP

If brooms are soaked in strong, hot
salt and water before using, the splints
will not break in sweeping. While sw
ing, keep a pail of warm water near, fre-
quently dip the broom in it and shake off
water, changing it as it becomes
soiled. The wet broom wears the carpet
less than a dry one, and the dampness
keeps the dust from flying.

An excellent way to brush down dusty
walls is to take a roll of cotton batti
and fasten a thick pad of it on the

of a stick.

With this go over all the wall surface;
burning the cotton as it becomes soiled,
and renewing the pad.

Totem Poles at Stanley Park, Vancouver.

Have you ever heard of Clo-oose? 2

A nces may be against it, but it is not
a typographical error; neither is it a bird-call, nor
Chinese for chewing-| . It is, as a matter of fact,
& thriving town on Vancouver Island, rapidly becom-
ing f: for its shooting and scenery, and
as one of the most interesting spots on the coast of
British Columbia.

This coast is yearly becoming more popular with
tourists from the South — California, Seattle, ete.,
Eastern Canada and practically everywilere else. But
that detached portion of the coast, known as Van-
couver Island is y attractive, It possesses
beauty of a mountainous, rugged, arboreal type, ex-
celled in magnificence only by the Rocky Mountains
and unexcelled anywhere for its bunting and fishing.
Incidentally, too, the Island is traversed by paved,

winding highways, which are a delight to motorists

and a credit to the Provincial Highway Department.

Indians (who have become so used to tourists, they
no longer sealp them).inhabit most of the villages
which ‘are seattered along the Coast. They have not,
however, entirely abandoned the practice of scalping,
but nowadays the{ corfline their activities in this re-

ect to salmon, herrings, whales and similar trifles.
;gxey (‘the Indians not. the whales), are a thrifty,
sober, industrious peopl gaged for the most part
in catching fish and canning them in the local fac-
tories.

The. Island. is reached by means of a ferry-boat
—“The Motor Pinceu"—%nud by the Canadian
Pacific Railway between ham, on the main-
land and Sidney, on the Island. is ferry is especi-
ally adapted to the transportation of automobiles and
ensbles the tourist to run his car straight off the
mainland highway, across the Gulf of Georgia and on
to the Island highway, which he can follow south to

Part of Coast of British Columbia showing route of aute
ferry boats between Vancouver Island and the mainland.

to Nanaimo, Clo-oose or any of the other attractive
parts of the Island.

1t is an extremely pleasant trip, full of interesti
out-of-the-ordinary “ﬁ: ts and any who has to
British Columbia without visiting Vancouver Island
—and Clo-oose—ought to tour it again and
most unfertunate omission.
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