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knives, the running water on their arms
—all fireblood and copper flesh and
flashing weapons one instant—then
bloited out by the sinking flames they
were but weird phantoms upraised be-
side the gloomy salmon river,
the first : )
whirlpool at Niagara? Imagine this
illumip::d by billions of tiny phosphores-

swirling thing was one cauldron of blue
ﬂqmel.ngThel:gyou have some idea of this
awful pool this Nature’s morgue, for
here the live fish and the dead and the
dying ‘and the bones and fins of those
long since dissembled spun around and
around in an eye straining eircle, all
burning and gleaming and sparkling with
the mysterious ocean lights. Our canoe
entered this giddy carnival of horrors
and spun once about the pool. The fresh

to the west, we -see the roHing foot-
hills, the
pranks as it travels back and forth, and
then we follow the shadows on and on,
and our
. | old, Rockies. - ]imng:hn:hte{ range :ht:nd-m
i 3.on and we entered | ing majestically with their ever chang-
Ly t‘d;ol:ll.rﬂg:: you ever seen the | ing lights and shades, and their littlg
' snowbeds. gleaming in the sunlight. It
is then that w:l_o ilgea}jle that “Indeed
i until the whole great | creation is wonderful.’
i “bi We gaze for & while at the Living.
stone Range, and then turning slowly we
see Crow’s Nest Mountain, with
mighty
rest. -
range, we discern Old Castle and Sofa,
and away around, near the end of the
Range, stands Big Chief.
But we turn back again, and our eyes
rest lovingly on “Old Sofa.”
Why, because it was there we had our

sunlight - playing its jolly

at last rests on our grand

peak raised so high above the
Then, looking again along the

Whyt

e Indies seems

t ht and prisoned
in these pure, velvet-
smooth bits of solid choco-

- late—and they’re so whole-

. some and nourishing too,

Blackwood’s Raspberry Vinegar
.« . - Semething Delicious "
To be obtained of all Grocers .

Manufacturers of Blackwood’s Celebrated Soft Drinks
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appliances.

THEY ARE COOKED READY—SIMPLY WARM
UP THE CAN BEFORE OPENING

Montreal

W. Clark

'CLARK'S PORK & BEANS

The value of BEANS as a strength
producing food needs no demonstration.
Their preparation in appetizing form is,
however, a matter entailing considerable
labour in the ordinary kitchen.

CLARK’S PORK & BEANS save you
the time and the trouble.
Ppared only from the finest beans combined

T with delicate sauces, made from the purest
ingredients, in a factory equipped with the most modern

They are pre-

e

mE LABEL on your p

aper will tell you when your
subscription expires.
. IN YOUR RENEWAL WHEN DUE

entering waters had disturbed this mass
of ancient, fragmentary fish and the
odor! Oh! the fearsomeness of it.
Fritz grabbed his paddle and we turned
the bowminsttheﬁdomdnrg_ndher
homeward, amid fresh manifestations of
this most uncanny power of Nature at
every stroke.

A Pen Picture of Pincher
Creek District

By A. H. Derrett

Almost every train passing from the
East at the time of year leaves with us
a visitor, and it is indeed an ideal time
to visit the prairie. Most of our towns
are dotted with lawns of velvet green,

camping ground. It was there we
thought not of  “Paradise Lost,” but

Sofa Mountain we came to the first of
the Waterton Lakes. It was there wa
pitched our {ent, and built our camp
fire. There, where we sailed over lake
after lake, and through parrow after

narrow. There where we climbéd our
first mountain, where we found wild
flowers of every description. = Great
large poppies standing higher than our
heads. And following the old Oil Trail
up to the Falls, we came across a heau-
tiful bunch of young maple trees. With
one accord every man of us fook “off his
hat,” and as we climbed on and on there
echoed through the old pine trees this
sweet refrain:

The maple leaf, our emblem dear,

bordered with fragrant flowers, but we
will leave these; we have been accus-
tomed to them, more or less since our
early childhood, and we will wander
out across our vast prairie,

It is when we find ourselves on a steep
cut bank, probably of the Waterton
River and we look down and down into
its deep surging waters, and watch for a
time its ever changing shades of green
and blue, or the madcap white caps
dancing away in the sunlight from the
huge boulders sunken so deep in the
river bed. And then we raise our eyes to
the fields around us and see the fields of
waving grain, wheat and rye all headed
out. Oats and barley in their deepest
coats of green. Great pasture fields with
their many lakes, and the groups of
cattle here and there.

Brood mares grazing quietly, their
baby colts lying out flat in the sunshine,
or scampering gaily about, and by the
lake a bunch of yearlings, two and
three-year-olds, leaning  their necks
lovingly together, and calmly switching
off the flies that dare to light on their
glossy coats. The best acres of break-
ing and summer fallow where 'the
ploughman are preparing their land for
the sowing of fall wheat.

The maple leaf for ever;
God save our King, and Heaven bless
The maple leaf for ever. '

Then we realise that we are still
standing on the bank of the Waterton,
and looking at our watches we see it is
a few minutes after six a.m., and whist-
ling for the dogs we swing into an easy
stride and cross the fields for the cows.

We stop occasionally to pick a lucious
strawberry and to smile back at the
brown eyed Susans growing along our
pathway. ~We inhale the fragrance of
the roses and drink in the beauty of the
acres and acres of bluebells as they nod
and bend in the morning breeze. The
gay meadow lark flies hither and thither,
calling gaily, “Here we are at Pincher
Creek!” “Here we are at Pincher
Creek!” The prairie hen scurries out of
the way with her little brood, and the
curlew circles around and around with
its weird call.  The greater hawk poised
loftily on high, poised yet moves not.
Then going down the hiil and across the
coulee we find the cows and we call.
Come “Daisy,” come “Stucky,” come
“Stouky” and “Cul'ry,” come “Nigger,”
come “Whitie,” come “Jersey” and
“Mary,” and one by one they file into
line, and we come slowly back over the

Again we raise our eyes, and, turning

old cow path and home to breakfast.

“Paradise Found.” It was at the foot of —




