N

1
4

TS two iy

~ Bt somethi

-\\\—‘——

© O thig Tiver.

Placeg the tr

AU

i eoU-'l"SE, is

CANADIAN COURIER

-~

11

POSTED

LEASURABLE attributes of pack and
paddle are as familiar as the holiday
records of roughing it on a canoe and

littie 1, camping tf'ilp are numerous. But so far
e trfls Ilbeen said of the vacation possibilities
e ip b‘y York ?oat on the lakes and rivers
OcowpieI:Ottue a.nd line rt;he. airy vagueness which
- he 'bll.gg:&st'portmn of any map of the
o1 elst Terr;tome-s. Willis Heath Proctor
“Outty 5) ea.sure‘ on such a trip and in the
S g“T@a'gaZIne he declares he’ll never do it
°ham;a1e hat .pleasure trip,” he says, “gradually
e Eofle'd into a cross between a nightmare
Whix] Lie Caflal mule and a trip through the
- Pool Rapids in a birch-bark canoe.”
‘ m‘l‘; M, PI:OC‘)JL‘OI’ has put a good humored twist
éfometh}:a.m’ Wlilch suggests to those who know
e n:ng of the allurements of the tradlv that
ing tria.'{’ Le T‘as much fun as fatigue in a “track-
“hﬂulderl?i) ;e. had ‘his introduction to the
e eX' I‘O.a.den.mvg trials of - the tracking line
S I;3.111*310.11 up the Bear River. He says:
Pear Irwlcver .1.s that stream which connects Great
e i:;t\\/ with t}Te Mackenzie River, which later
cGIlCe«dedO the A.I'Cth Oce:an. Its. length is generally
miles alt}}o be in the neighbourhood of one hundred
» althcugh I should estimate it at not less than
mate}ynf(lr“ed and fifty miles up-stream, and approxi-
orty dewn. Then, too, the distance varies

Dbro 1 :
: Portionately with the draft of your boat.

::fSC;I(}‘d the river you “track.” Tracking con-
Your crlfmg yourself to one end of a long rope and
5 nexfit t? the other, then fixing your eye on
rNatu-ran Doint up-stream and proceeding thence.
'y the boat follows you if the bottom of the

e R river isn’t too near the
S surface of the water.
In such a case you pro-
ceed into the water as
far as may be neces-
sary in order that the
boat may float. Many
variations may be in-
iiftin - ‘ t-roduced such as push-
g, swimming, 'drowning, or sticking in tine
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There ig much to break the monotony of tracking
i S At tin{es the channel leaves the shore
0 the middle of the stream. At such
ackers follow suit, and that Bear River
. If it were any colder you ‘could skate
Knee deep isn’t bad, but when it gets up
‘A-fteryo-ur ‘Wwaist, it begins to hurt. A
e thSIX‘ days of this, Mr. Proctor decided to
es(l'llimose 'busringss” party of police, traders, priests,
labours oifa-nd Ir}dlans with whom he had shared the
ey = trackjng a York boat and finish the journey
With theea}llsu're jaunt by canoe. In two days and
e Feachedehp of ‘.tw0. Indians to “track” the canoe
& e btus Ole.eCtIVB five days ahead of the time
ha rét oat 'arrlved at the same destination.
fiivas “Bum Jt?urney was a slither through adven-
Wir. P Bear River at its head is noticeable,” says
Toctor, “for the current runs for several miles
- ng over ten miles an hour, and we shot
: :alin‘;{izend- after bend in a gratifying manner. If
; aSCender- 1% one of the worst rivers in the North
» it is also one of the best to descend.”
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H - S. a cheerfully descriptive extract from a
am.xdmn officer’s letter sent recently and con-
: dm;“aidn-mg first-hand references to some of the out-
: lvensions that relieve the tension of war:

“ar Family— . :
ie';drewis very little to write about these days.
e Weamher has cooled down a bit and is just
T e h&a.ve rain now and again, but a few
Soon dries things up. The main thing, of
the arrival of the socks. I dropped you a

. lielq :
ik Post card the day they came. There were six

a;:gile@ in all. I don’t know how to thank you for
Dg them. ' I'll write the various associations

it !
& d@@tm some of them. It certainly was decent

i convincing statistics to prove that America can
S do it.

Incidentally, the news dispatches sent

out from Washington last week announcing that
the Federal Government had been empowered
by Congress to appropriate $685,000,000 for ex-
penditure by the Air Board looks like a long
flight towards the accomplishment of victory in
the air. Of course men will be needed to pilot
the machines, but Miss Laut assures us that

UT keeping away as tar as possible, in dog-days
from heavy reading. Out-of-docrs stuff, airship
talk, character sketches, dreams, and other easy-lo-

read matter served up in a breezy style

of them to come across so generously. 8
There have been quite a few horse shows these
days; each division holds one, and the winner en-
ters the corps show, the winner in the corps enters
the army affair. I saw the last two. They were
fine, the last one especially. Programmes were
printed. These contained a plan of the grounds,
showing the various rings, etc. Of course the chief
object of these shows is to encourage care of and
cleaning of horses and vehicles, the limbers of the
G. S. wagons pontoons were polished to the last inch,
and the horses were wonderful. Sports included
jumping, bare-back wrestling, tent-pegging, jumping
four abreast. The Can. Corps did very well all
through. There were two running races. Cousin
George’'s corps got third in the 440, and another
Canadian was second. The other event was a Cross-
country team race. Who won it? The Canadians.
And who led them home? None other than Tom
Longboat, with Keefier (another Indian) second;
Jack Tait, third; Longland (still another Indian),
fourth.
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GNES C. LAUT uses up a lot of type in the
A long preamble to her piece, “Win the War
in the Air,” in Amugust Maclean’s. She tells
Canadian conscriptionists to take courage from what
she sayf she has seen of the success of conscription
in the United States. She intimates that we should
“go thou and do likewise,” after declaring that the
people of the States “are coming en masse to volun-
teer for whatever service they can perform—from
free stenography and cooking to ambulance driving
and munition work. According to Miss Laut’s count
there will be an army of fifty million workers en-
rolled in civilian and military service in all the
United States before long. Some city chaps seem

suspiciously eager to serve on farms, she says, but
adds that they are not to be regarded as typifying
the average courage of young America. :
As to the “air” part of her article, it comes near
the end where she speaks of the American tendency
to build aeroplanes “not in squads, but in armies of
And Miss Laut quotes some

hundreds of thousands.”

Y The Steam Roller—Slow But Sure. -
1 —New York Times.
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America is in a peculiarly advantageous posi-
tion to supply such an army of air-ﬁrghters:
“Men over twenty-five are not wanted,” she
says. “Men too young to know caution or nerves
make the best bird-men. The draft has shown
that America has easily twe million men of
this age.”
A L4
HE time s€ems to be almost upon us when

the word “primeval” must be struck from
the wilderness vocabulary. Labrador has
been penetrated, the Barren Grounds have

repeatedly been traversed, the Yukon and Alaska
have yielded their geographical secrets to argonauts
drawn thither by the lure of gold and the foot of
the persevering traveller is forced to hesitate in
his search for a remote region where no other white
man has been. And now, even that great streteh of
the Rocky Mountains lying south of the Liard River
and north of Laurier Pass, where ‘“peaks taller than
Mount Robson” were rumoured by reports of Indians
and trappers who had seught pelts along the border-
land, has been explored. Paul Leland Haworth has
camped and tramped all over the region, and in
Scribner’s Magazine he tells something of the
record of his ramblings.

He did not find the
“peaks larger than
Mount Robson,” but he
discovered a glacier
which he declares is
“one of the biggest, if
not the very biggest, in
the whole Rocky Moun-
tain system.” And, for,
tke christening of the mountain, which rises beside
the glacier, Mr. Haworth claims the right of the
discoverer and to memorialize his respect for ‘“the
William Pitt of the mighty world conflict” he has
called it Mount Lloyd George.

Mr. Haworth entered the region by way of an
adventuresome canoe trip up the Finlay River. Out-
fitting at Edmonton, he went by rail to Hansard,

Haworth Oulposts
in the

' Canadian Rockies

.from thence to Finlay Forks he drifted down the

Crooked an@. Parsnip Rivers to the point where the
Finlay, flowing down from the north, adds its tur-
bulent volume to the Parsnip, which comes up from
the south, and both mingle to make the mighty
Peace River. There are many adventures and
accounts of much labour in Mr. Haworth’s narrative
of the thousand-mile journey he made by canoe i'n :
those remote places. His objective was the Quad-
acha River, and a sight of what laying beyond that
milk-white stream which comes with a racing current
tc colour the clear waters of the Finlay. He was
forced to “high-bank” it up the Quadacha, as the
waters were too treacherous for navigation by
canoce. ~ He came to a point where the Quadacha is
forked and the north fork, being clear and free from
the white silt, he rightly regarded as a different
river and named it Warneford, after the gailant lad
who brought down the Zeppelin at Ghent two years
ago. It was here, from the summit of “Observation
Peak,” as Mr. Haworth named the largest mountain,
that he overlooked the whole of the unexplored sec. -
tion of the Rockies from Laurier Pass to the Liard
region.

“No great secret could be concealed from us,” he
says, after touching on the adventures of “Joe,” his
French-Canadian canoe-man, and himself in the trial
of reaching fthe mountain and the weariness of climb-
ing it. “In every direction, north, south, east and
west, there unfolded a magnificent panorama of

mountains, nameless ranges, hundreds of nameless



