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A Trip Down the St, Lawrence
The Last Great Lake, Then an Eddy1 of/ Enchanted Islands, a Strin g of Rapids, and a Brva Bi RiverP,, i. d., SeGEOGRAPHERS say the St. Lawrence beginsjust where the Great Laites leave off, at the

Thousand Islands. Not so; it begins at To-
ronto on board one of tbe big boats that

carry every season thousands of tourists who don'tlive in Canada, as weii as thousands who do, down
as far as Prescott, where the reai excitement of thetrip begins -to commence. Of course that part ofthe journey is Lake Ontario, which is nlot adventurous.ILast summer a travelier to Quebec from Toronto,
being bunked up with some unknown party, ieft bisîuggage In the state-room, and stroiled down to the
barber shop. Hall through a hair-cut, a voie called
frorn the rear:

"Is Nuxuber 47 here ?"
,lPresent!" mumbied that personage, unable to see

the voice.
-'Then a friand of mine and myseif would like to

,Ok if you'd mind swappIng 47 for a state-
room ail by yourself."

"Nothng easler. Lug ln your luggage."
In the evening he had met the two who

iad swapped roins. The eider man, who
had effected the deai, sald:

dThat was very decent of you."
#-Net at ail. Didu't I get a room ail to

zyseif?".
-yes, but we wanlt to thank you. My

young friend and myseif prefer to be to-
gether. He found hie was bunked with
a stranger, and hoe didn't like It. So we're
glad to be together."

"Oh? Old friands, I suppose?"
-No. No, we only met since the boat

left Toronito."
WhIch may be taken as one of the cor-

dialities that cause strangers to becoma
triends -on the St. Lawrence routa, which
is as niuch Aniarîcan as Canadian. In
îact, More people from down south saem
ta travel by that route than people fromn
Toronto or any part af Ontario-until
yOU get to Mantreal. (r

]3RIEP eaUl at a nondescrIpt littie city,
that seems ta be the port of Rocbes-
ter as Avonmouth Is af Bristol,

*you are off again, ta suoazeland and
gaton, whlch in the grey fogs of the
,u pears stoIie-walled and frowning
Il sleep at the bli5y boat soon ta b
the edge of the Thousand Islands.
'e the last of the Great Lakes crawds
packs ltself into a hurlyburly of landI
wvater that bas na equal Iu Ainerica
picturasclue variety. People wonder
there sbould ha a thausaud lslauds

3xe bead of the St. Lawrence. The
,e people might wonder why, on the

luie IDLw mere nots an tbe landi that
becames the unlnterruPted prairie. Que
oesn't giva way ta another wlthaut a
ve great lakas swirllng down ou the beati
awrence cauldn't be expectati ta do auy-
ulce theinselves into ever>. nook and
cauld liud in the effort ta get aut over

bhout balng farced by gravitation into a
tuai less than a mile wlde. Evar>. day,
rfi andi December, the St. Lawrence 18
Iu thia crilblng and confinlng af a vast
es Into the bati of a mlghty river whose
protest la felt lu the cburnIng delirium
gý af rapida that between Preacott anti
mps hundreda aI ,passengars froni galng
ie Thausauti Islands and the rapItis be-are the tumuîtuous and headlong con-kes ta the majesty of one af the greateat
world.

ou arrive witbln the enchantlng laby-
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rint-hs of this long maze of isiands, you realize that
this must be the very place where Archie Pelago was
born. If t-here is any kind of Island flot mentioned
in the Thousand Islands catalogue, it must ba one
nlot yet emerged freim the sea. They are ail here,
to larboard and starboard, astern and forward, whlz-
zing past witb the easy grace of a kaleidoscope; for
wheu from the hurricane deck of a big lake liner
doing best of twenty knots you watch these isiands
dance, big and littie, high and low, inhabited and un-
inhabited, bushy and bare, rocky and verdure-clad,
gardened and unkempt, castled and cottaged and
tented-you are liable to imagine that the last littie
suiftar you iuay have got beiow stairs went to your
head. It isu't necessary to buy the pictorial catalogue
that the boy cornes bawiing up with at flfty cents

gA m u o th H u s n a a e t Of t e 1 8 ss p , teri 
v e , Vh i ch c o m b in e s th e m a in > , c oh e M I~ a Ip i thel n Fg!~mur c tueHuda~ ad the idyllie cat iawaln

aplece. These islanda cau't be catalo .gued. It takasbaura ta get through tbem; and If you taka a notionta caunt a dizzy thausand, you May Toryhwellhdolot,andi tn ha sure Yau baven't kept ta> onhalteo.

T H bok nfoms outhat ost ofte castles ae

have alwaya improveti an the ariginal. But It'arîdiculous that na Imaginative scribe bas ever undar-takan either ta <iollect or ta invent legeuds aboutthase Islandis. It's nat enaugh that rlch Canadiansandi Americans have built casties and cottages antheni and comhed and dultivateti the rocky, baiti-headad and trea-clad siopes luta pardisos of pastoralbaauty; or that aummar-rasortars abaulti stick uptente and tepees, and idyllie canoastars shoulti thread
lu anti ont hy the Ilght of the moon ta the swish of
the soIt, soothiug pacYdle andi the murmur of leve-
baunteti roles. That'a ail -very well as lar' as It

g.e.; but there should be always the probabllty ofwiid People, Of gnomes and cobolds and elves andgiants-and the navigation company shouid ampioya man whose sPecial business it ls to stand on thebridge with a musical mnegaphone and spiel off, nlotthe naines of the plutocrats who have bought Up theislands in the namne of various flags, but the iegendsof the improbable that make the passenger forgatthat mouey bas anything to do wlth the ThousandIslands.
Middle of a delirlous alternoon you swing into Alex-andra Bay, which for twenty minutes at the dock ls adialogue duel between the garrulous porters 0f twoenormous hotela eacii clamouring:
"This way to the Heavenîy Hlouse-
"This way to the Miracle House-"
Most of the people who go to either one or theother are Americans; and most of those who getaboard for the trip down ta the rapids arethe saine. By noon the boat whaedlesbier magnificent way through the last afthe lslands Into the unencumbared St.Lawrence. The flrst stage of the riverdrama ls over. The second la about tobegin; and the scane changes at Pros-cott, where the passengers step off thebig liner and go aboard one of the chute-the-chute cralts that daily go up anddown the lower part of the uppar St.Lawrence between Prascott and Montreal.

S OME dIfference In the amount of per
capita elbow rooni; but plenty affacllity for refreshment and slttlng

out ta gaze et hour after hour of broad,big, scenescapea that neyer weary. Theinganious Young man. at yaur elbow de-sires to compute the knottage of the boatby assumIng that certain farmse are somaniy rada wlde and counting the number
of Une fances we pasa lu a minute. Hisresuits are quite ridiculous. So are yours.
At auy rate, the boat la galng fast
enough; and on bath aides of the riveryo .u get ail the scenery of farmecape,
sýpired-up little Franch towns, thrifty
littie Ontario villages and big, clatterIng
factorles-tili along about three o'clock
you are into the grlp of the lirat real
rapids and the power goes off below;
the boat rushes and reels In the white-
capped swirl of the cataract at impossible
miles an hour, down and dawu and
around the headiands and this way and
that way, rocking and reeling and romp-
ing lka a river god-till much ta the
regret of ail the passengers she la ut last
Jute the open, levei of the river again.

ictureeque Next rapide You came ta, bIgger and
rook. better than the firat, somes nobby Youngrook. man on the lower deck, eager ta mise

Inothlng, gets hall a ton of water flung
on ta his new summer suit. Hence-language anidmuch laughtar., NOW camas a ramn and yen are beld
up by the muist. On again. The sun struggles Out.It is welcome. NohadY wants ta bang Up this aide
of Lachine untIl mornlng. And Lachine ta be worth
whlle muet be seen In Its full blaze of diaboilcal
adventure.

We are lata; but thera la stilU a gooti hour Of clearlight. AlI the passengers are uaw on top deck. Ail
the field-glasses are up. Everybody cranes ta for-ward. A few pretand ta he narvous! and tbey ma>.
b. permittei. There la somnething about L.achine,
the last of the tria af great rapids, that can't bo gat
in eltber the (Jedar or the Long Sault. Yeu bogin tafeel it the momnent the pawer goes off below. YaUfeel it more as you get past the edge of a foamling,
fuming unreet of wlcked water that loaks ta be In-
babited by devil-fishes andi sharlka and duep'sea
monitors af destruction. The pflot la aboard. Oh

(Coneludeti on page 23.)
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