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TeMost Thorough-going Student of Beasts and Birds 'in Canada Goes After the Odd Tree-top Colonies of the
Pacific Coast and Northern Ontario

By BONNYCASTLE DALEi Photographs by the AuthorTHE Kwakiutl said we could make it. From-i my bow
seat it looked impossible. The surf ahead roared like
a bull. Instinctively 1 snapped the big camera at it

and with, trembling fingers hastily plunged the
machine back into its rubber bag. There was a terrible howl
upon our left'and I faced about to see an immense surf wave
formn the "hollow chatnber." This wave was fully haîf a
mile long and about fifteen feet high. As the crest tumbled

---__ ahead it spun over. and left a long, glass-green, air-filled
space, for ail the world like a titanic glass-blo6wer's work.
I.n this space there was ample room for ail the thirty-foot
ceclar canoes 'of ail the tribes of Indîans on this wild coast.
This hollow wave burst with a crash ahead of us that did
not assure a dry, safe passage.

"Ilyas, paddle !" yelled Lasit.
"Ugh! Ugh !" grunted the other three Coast Indians. 1

grasped a pointed paddle and worked for dear life. We were

on the crest of the surf and to fail back was to roll along t'be
beach ini the afterdrag and perish miserably. Along we
rode on our wild steed, swaying and tipping, curving and
rolling, faster than ever canoe sped with me before, we
surged along.

"Kla-how-yah" (good-morning),' laughed the steersinan
Laskit, as a taîl of the comnber hait smnothered us with its
overfail. We were now within a canoe's length of higb tide 0
mark, so powertul Wvas this late spring wirid and tide. There
came a grating, rushing, crashing sound, an Indian yell, a
leaping overboard of five dusky paddlers, and Io! we were
ini calin, sniooth water across the bar and behind the spit.

It took a t ew minutes to paddle-splash ouit the wet .gifts
the ocean had flung at us. 1, on rny front thwart, had been
a sort of buffer to the crew, and was most thoroughly soaked,
but a glowing suni beat on this littie British Columbia river
and we stripped to the buif and soon drîed out. Ahead of
us rose niany a mountain range that f ed this un-named stream.
A marsh bit showed ahead. Here we shoixid find the herons,
and, as if to prove it, we caught up with an Indian with a

ý*t big, greyish-blue bird i bis canoe, the first litron I had
seen on the Northern Pacifie ýCoast.

"Kla-how-yah!" we called, and he told my men, who, ini

broken English, translated to nme how lie had shot tht poor
bird near the place where they nested. We passed on, and
niy Gordon setter Daisy, neglect-ed until this mioment, took

a hand in the gaine. She started to point. Up went ber
delicate nose, ont went that vibrating tail, and 1 turned just

i time to ste the gaine. The Indian's dog evidently had
scented mine, he had leaped to bis feet, and the partiaily

snned hieron had instantly taken wirg an<Ls owflppn

its way swîttly over the trees that lined the: iver's bank.

We gae a shout and a laugh and then an intervening corner

For*ssadTrcGetBu eos On it kittle coniedy A Great Blue Heron Reversing Its Plight, and Caiight in

Senryon hePça, noterNesin , d h To give yon a good definition 1 mnust nse a picture taken the Act by the Nimoble Graflex-Reflex up a Troc.

Thir inPullFliht rornthespecmen inthe museum at Victoria, R.C. You
'1- ý f~ flpq' hird- P.xactIv these Lyreat birds establish their evil-smelling, irn-


