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charm, second to none. The landscape
unrolls before the eye in long vistas of
unbroken jackpine, of clear open meadow
land, of grassy hillsides and small lakes,
of wooded slopes very like Ontario in
its most “settled” portions; and at times
one finds it difficult to believe that all
is new and fresh from the hands of
Nature. Just beyond that hill yonder
one fancies there must surely be a
thriving town. There are moments
when the utter absence of life other than
ourselves, strikes one keenly and we
look eagerly for the trapper’s shack or
the lone homesteader’s sod dwelling, the
human role in this panorama of wild
grandeur. The proprietor of our final
stopping place, a German who could
spea.i four languages, had given us
directions for the best route to a splendid
“pitch” and after an enjoyable dinner,
cooked by his wife, a super chef, we
travelled leisurely along the south shore
of the Peace River and pitched our
tents in a wooded valley that lay, cup-
like among a sentinel circle of foothills.
At this point the fishing was especially
good and we had intended to rest from
our journeying for several weeks in this
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was over the call of the wild had become
8o insistent again, that in council about
the camp fire, with the restless murmur-
ing of the Peace in.our ears, one evening,
we Tesolved to Pull stakes and trek on-
ward on the morrow, to follow the river’s
.course until we had exhausted her wiles,
for she is a 'wery witch of a river; broad
and sweeping, shimmering in the sun-
Light with a thousand subtle allurements,
dancing, coaxing, beckoning,. promising
all things to those who understand her
language and will follow Wwhere she
leads.

-

Rapid

Visiting New York for the first time
Uncle Henry happened to figure in an
exciting runaway accident, :
When he was finally
anxious mephew exclaimed: -
“You must have been frightened half
to death!” ; P
“No, indeed,” replied Uncle Henry, “To
tell the truth, I hardly knew the differ-
ence. I've been travelling at a very
pretty lively gait ever since I ‘struck

rescued, his

delightful spot. But before one week

town.”

End of

the Trail -

Written for The Western Home Monthly by Arthur C. Cummings.

Came One from the Elder Tribes—

“O Chief; your quest is vain, )

“His bones must freeze by the White
North Seas, :

“Who joins the Oceans twain.”

* *

[E BOY had escaped and was glory-

I ing in his luck. - When the bell

- clanged for going-in time at the
little shingled ‘school in. the valley, he
had lagged behind the others, and, when
the coast was clear, had spéd into the
bush to his favorite haunt by the snow-
fed creek which made a torturous de-
scent over grey stones and down the
mountain-side to the waters of Burrard
Inlet below. He dropped on a bed of
pine needles beside a clear, fern-fringed
pool and stared into its brown depths.
Through the fronds of a giant Douglas
fir—a sapling before Drake had rounded
the Horn—the June sun threw splashes
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uantities . at mill prices. Barb Wire, without getting
e supply Bran, dﬂm. our price. We can save
and Cereals with all Flour Yyou money.

own

:| Go-Operative Values
From the Farmers’ Own Company

- And now you may sit right by your own fireside, glance through the pages of the newly-issued Farm

Co-Operative enterprise— MG G

Catal of your
istll?)gtl{snt nn:sufoor the farm. You can do this with absolute certainty

as
T it Bocs
be to you.

management and extensive buying power can obtain. The items below are merely
a long list given as examples to show what the worth of such a source of supply may

- FENCING

If you figure on doing
any fencing next Summer
do not place your order for
Fence Posts, Woven or

@ —and choose almost any
the value you receive will be

SAVE MONEY ON COAL
"BY BUYING IN CARLOAD LOTS DIRECT FROM THE

- Pittston Coal

$7.10 per ton .B. Ft. William,
Screened Lump $3.75 per ton F.O.B. Taber, Alta.
Screened Stove 3.10 per ton F.O.B. Taber, Alta.

Hard :
ggor Stove $6.85 B ton F.0.B. Ft. William.
ut .0 m

Screened Lump 3.50 per ton F.0.B. Drumheller, Alta.
2.75 per ton F.O.B. Round Hill, Alta.

Scree: ‘ sanfis Our new catalogue alone contains a number of suggestions from
Minenﬁ?uf‘ p %gg pe: ttg: gg% %}g:{-:'it’ g::t‘ which you can select a plan that suits you, and get our figures
Address all co ﬁdenpcz ‘and orders to THE GRAIN on the cost of all the material delivered at your station.
GROWERS’ GRAIN COMPANY, WINNIPEG.
s

LUMBER
NOW IS THE TIME TO FIGURE ON NEXT SUMMER'S

With the idea of making our Lumber Department of as much
service to our patrons as possible, we have prepared a large
number of plans of houses, barns, and other farm buildings
suitable for Western conditions. These, together with the
assistance of our experienced architects, will be at the service
of our customers absolutely without charge. U
you with first-grade lumber, Corrugated Roofing and Sid
and all other building materials at the lowest possible prices.

NEEDS

We can su(fiply
ng,

pointed. Prices will be announced in due

It may seem early to be talking about Binder Twine. We only
a considerable quantity of the “Blue Bell” twine from Belfast, Ireland, wt
customers were unable to get as much of this Twine last vear as they required.

BINDER TWINE

course, and are guaranteed to be right.

want, however, to advise you that we have again contracted for
d, which gave such general satisfaction last year. Many of our
Place your order early, and you will not be disap-

THERE IS ONLY ONE BEST LINE OF IMPLEMENTS
and you can get no closer to the best than the Farmers’ own line, bearing the ‘“Three G’
If you want a wagon, buggy, plow, harrow, manure spreader, cream separator, fee
pump jack, belting, (all kinds and sizes), or anything else in the implement line, write to us;
c,e . f?

antee.

piping,
we are at your servi

name and guar-
feed grinder, pump

NOT HOW CHEAP BUT HOW
GOOD

We guarantee our GAS EN-
GINES just as good and just as

...... 96.65 22 Single Disc $110.50 industry, and is made easy by the
economical as any engine sold in 2 Shoe 1l 3 05:05 50 Dociie biac 111.65 aid of the “Grain Growers’ Spe-
Canada at any price. What more 20 Single Disc 102.55 22 Double Disc 119.95 ial” one-man outfit. Price com-
can we do? Price °an"“ Engines, Allnﬁnlls complete, two poles and four-horse ?g‘ff? Og“h plow, F.0.B. Winnipeg,

.to - 000 g hitch. W.rit,e. for further particulass.
P n v

Disc bearings guaranteed and replaced free of '
charge if they wear out.

THE G. G. G. DRILL
The only horse-power lift on the market.

FARM TRACTORS
are revolutionizing the atest in-
dustry in the world. es! Farm-
ing in Western Canada is a great

Our first Catalogue of Farm Supplies will be ready for mailing early in the New Year. :
guu'ticula.rs of our complete line of Farm Machinery, Coal, Lumber, Fence Wire,
and other commodities on which we can give you un-

contains prices and
Fence Posts, Binder

SEED GRAIN
Special new arrangements now enable the
to supply tested and guaranteed Seed
Illustrated 24 page Catalogue free upon request.

The

WINNIPEG CALGARY FORT WILLIAM NEW WESTMINSTER
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ine, Builders’
beatable values. If you desire a copy mere

Grain of every kind.
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OUR 19156 CATALOGUE

Supplies
f’; drc')p us a card.

IF YOU HAVE GRAIN TO SHIP
it will pay you to remember the superior service that the G.G.G.

.G.G. Co., Ltd,,
e, Co. Ltd. can give you.

rowers’

rai

This catalogue
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[of dancing light on the slow-cireling
water.

It was very quiet and restful here and
the Boy luxuriated. - From his pine-bed
he could see the white sails of the little
racing cutters making a long slant on
their course round the Bay, and could
hear faintly the “chug-chug” of the mo-
tor-boats following them as they raced.

“Gee,” said the Boy with deep satis-
faction, “this is better than stopping in
school and sweating over Champlain’s
arrival or Mackenzie’s trip to the Pacific.
Why they want us to learn that sort of
thing beats me.”

After watching a gull planing lazily
overhead in the warm air, he turned and
looked into the pool again, seeking the
whereabouts of the trout he knew were
concealed beneath the shadows of the
boulders.

He stared long and earnestly, watching
the flickers of light where the sun
touched the rippling water as it swirled
slowly in the pool. But no sign of trout
was visible to his utmost gazing.

~ The pad-pad of a mocassined foot be-
hind him made him turn sharply to see
a tall Indian, dressed in a sea-otter skin
with spear, agate-headed arrow, head
feathers and paint—just as he had seen
them imitated by white men at fancy-
dress balls in the city. He was stand-
ing on a mnearby rock and looking in-
tently out over the waters of the bay.
It could not be a Siwash, for the Boy
knew that the Coast Indians had long
ago abandoned paint and feathers and
had taken to living in houses just as
white people did. '
Noiselessly he sat up and looked sea-
ward following the Indian’s keen gaze.
The sailing-cutters and motorboats had
vanished. Instead, two large rowboats,
one rigged like a yawl, were toiling
slowly into the Inlet against the rip of
the tide. With a grunt of satisfaction
the Red man stepped down from the rock
and disappeared into the burnt under-
growth,

Curiously excited, the Boy slipped
along after him, and by the bright
feathers in his head-dress trailed him to
a clearing farther down the mountain-
side. He knew the clearing well; he had
heard one of the school trustees say
they would soon have to build a new
school there, but that afternoon it had
somehow altered and giant firs hedged
it where he had known but blackened
stumps.

The Indian picked up a sma' bone-
handled tomahawk and cleared away
some underbrush revealing an arbor of
young cypress where three or four war-
canoes hung from tree to tree, sagging
on their ropes of creeper as if they con-
tained something heavy. This done, he
sat down and waited. The Boy with
the feeling of excitement on him grow-
ing every moment, slipped behind a
fallen fir through a crotch of which he
could secure a full view without him-
self being seen.

Hardly had he hidden when into the
clearing from the shoreward end came a
man in a brass-buttoned blue suit with
old-fashioned three cornered hat and
bright shoe-buckles that flashed in the
sun-like ripples on a trout-pool. His ap-
pearance reminded the Boy of some
picture in his school books but he
searched his mind in vain for it. The
man was alone but the Boy could see
through an opening in the clearing the
launch and yawl that had entered the
Inlet. Aboard them resting on their
oars were a number of red-capped pig-
tailed sailors.

The man in the blue suit advanced
quickly into the clearing and came close
beside the Indian before the latter
showed consciousness of his presence.
The short arched eyebrows of the visi-
tor and his double chin caught the Boy’s
eve with a strange sense of familiarity.
At the greeting “Clah-how-yah” the In-

dian lowered his spear in welcome.

To his surprise the Boy found he

could follow what was said although the
language used was the Nootka tongue.
the lingua franca of the Pacific coast

tribes of a hundred years ago,




