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driveway, at the fartlier end of which stood, far
tiung, the wonderfui summer home of Herbert
Lyndon.

«'But?" queried Robert, with indrawn breath.
"But, you're ton late!" She flashed an imýpisb

glance at him. "And tbere's Father!" she cried.
The millionaire came toward them slowly, pon-

derously, his ruddy face glowing witb health behind
the curling smoke of bis big eigar. The doctor gave
a grunt af impatience, and tlie next moment re-
sponded ta his host's genial greeting.

D) INNER, thie other guests, bridge, and flot least,
Herbert Lyndon himseif kept Corliss from huri-
Ing at Marjorle the "wliy" that was on the tip

of bis tangue. H1e went to his room at last, and to
bed, a veritable living question mark. Restlessly, lie
tossed to and fr0, the ever-recurring question tor-
turing hlm. "Too late!" slie liad said. Wliy? H1e
fell asleep finally, with the littie teasing word, balf-
wbîspered, on bis lips.

The next mornlng, Corllss was up and out of doors
before any o! the other guests In that pleasure-
loving bouse liad tbouglit of waklng. The trees and
ia-wns were asparkle with frost as he sauntered
across a wlde terrace in the direction of the tennis
court.

Marrie was standing on the back line, a basketfl
of balls (beside ber. One after another, she sent
tliem wbizzing over the net with a smashing, busi-
nessllke serve toward an Imaglnary opponent. So
intent was sbe on ber practice that sbe was unaware
of his presence until Robert stood close beside lier.
Without a word, be picked up tbe basket, reacbed
for the racket, wbicli, In lier surprise, slie relinquished
wlthout knorwlng wby, and strode toward a settee
in tbe shade borderlng the court. Marjorie followed,
assumlng a mieek, llttle.girl air.

"Gond morning," she said, deinurely. "Do I Infer
Iliat you wisb my attentlon?"'

Corliss turned. "Ohi, good morning," lie said; it
was evident tliat lie was unused to the simpler
amenities of life. "Il do."

H1e looked at lier as she stood before hlm in the
mornlng Ilglit, ber sleeves rolled up, ber walst
sllglitly open at tbe tliroat, the level sun-rays turn-
Ing ber brown hlr to gold. H1e drew bis breatli
sliarply.

"Wby?" be said.
"Wby wliat?" she parried.
"Wliy did you say that I was too late?"
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H£IV you buy a ticket to Princ,' Rupert viaW the Yellowsead J-a.ss and Mt. Robson and
the Skeena, you will re»aember having read

in th.is iSSUe Of the CANADIAN COURIZR probably the
raciest and most humourous description of that
country ever wvritten-and by a naturalist. Mr.
Bonnycastie Dale was pounding round in that undis-
coveraible country years before any railway comPany
dreamied of loying a steel road under the gaves of
Mlt. Robson. His guileless story of how heroughed
and toughed it in the land of Krag the goat, along
7vith his inimitable Fritz and the Tsimshian Indians
.ho'uld becomne a classic in the.,literatur-e of travel.WHAT a world of adventure lîngers about

the narae-"'Tete Jaune Cacbe"-or lter-
ally, the "Cache on the Yellowhead Pas."
What a tale o! berole labour Io that o!

the pioneers that trod this perions trail'that skirts
the now world famnous Mt. Robson! Listen ta the
names that tell o! the wondArs of the trall-"Ilter-
laken an the Athabasca," "Ralnbow Canon," "S'now-
bird Pass," "Valley o! a Tbousand Falls," "Grizzly
Peak," ail in a land o! tupthrown pinnacles, swi!tly
rushing rivera-for do not the Fraser, the Lennan
and Sand Creeli meet at this cache o! the yellow-
headed man? Ail about are thie tops o! the Fiddle
Back Range, the tops aiea o! "Terrace," "Reef" and
"Mural Giaclers"-a veritable sea o! flowing frozen
rlvers, and domnineerlng themn ail like a inanarcli on
bis thrane-tlie migbty Robson, a terraced glant,
each step outlined lu snow. Here is the ýanclent
feedlng-ground o! the fearsomne seented "Billy" and
the mnighty-'lorned Rocky Mountain Sbeep. Rere
tbey may cllmb and feed and play for generations
yet to come, for ail the land from Obed on tl4e east
ta Tete Jaune an the west, from F'ortress Lake on
the soutb ta the wide waters o! the Smol<y and the
Hay la 110W the celebrated Jasper Park o! B.C., a
game sanctuary, where the furry anes mnay breed.
and spread out over the Canoe River and Fraser
River distrlctse-where 1 would advlse the man tbat
wants a few good sklns and beads to bunt.

We are many a! us famillar witb the wanderful
scenes tbat meet aur vlew along the magnifIcent
Kleklng Horse Pass, and the Crows Nest Pass
farther souIl'. Here is a uew scenle route opened
ta tbe big garne bunter, this valley a! the Yeliow-
bead, this Yellowbead pass. Oh! bow I envy the
chap that goies lui now-we toak t'wenty days once-

CANADIAN COURIER.

A burning wave of colour swept over the V of
ber white tliroat, suffusing lier dlieeks and brow.
She refused to lower lier eyes, however.

"Because 1 am engaged," she said, quietly.
"Oli-is that ahl!" Corliss breatlied a sigh of

relief. 'Il thouglit you miglit be married."
"110w alisurd!" she cried, a glint o! anger darken-

ing lier eyes. "Didn't I tell you 1 was Marjorie
Lyndon? I always play fair."

"Yes, but"-lie hesitated-"one lias queer fancies
sometimes-wlien it's a matter o! life and deatb.
By the way, who is it?"

"Peter Bush."
"The gambler ?"
"The what?"
"Il know," said Corliss, hastily, "lie calîs himself

a stock broker-so lie Is-but, to my mi, faro's
just as good a game.",

"Wbat a queer view to take o! it," lauglied Mar-
jorie. "Most o! the men I know are on Wall Street."

"What do they get out of it?"
»"Why, money, I suppose. Isn'ýt that enougli?"
"Do you thinli money is so very important?"
"Don't you?"1
"No; I don't. I make a lot; but it doesn't stick,

someho w."
"Wbat do you do with it?" she asked, with sudden

interest.
"Oh, I dont know," said Robert, careiessly. "Give

most o! it away, I guess. Ail my patients aren't ml-
lionaires, you know."

Marjorie regarded hlm with open-eyed surprise.
The men in lier set were sometimes gullty o! boast-
lng about the money tliat tbey spent lavisbly on idie
pleasures. Peter Bush bad done so on occasion, she
recalled. But that a man, poor, accordlng to ber
standards, sbould speak casualiy o! giving ît away
împressed ber. A pueker o! thouglit creased ber
brow.

"Don't look so disapproving," laughed Corliss.
"I'm not!" she declared, indlgnantly. "You merely

made me think."
There ensued a pause, whicli Robert broke

awkwardly.
"I wonder," lie sald, "1just how poor a man you

could marry and be hiappy wlth."
"«Wly do you ask?"
"lBecause you're going to marry me," lie asserted.
"Doctor Corliss!" protested Marjonie. frowning.
"Are you offended?" lie asked, casually.
She glanced at bis face, and dropped lier eyes.

e Trail of
New Uunfing Giounds oj the Tetejau

By BONNYCASTLE DAILE
days of fording a river that lncessantly corkscrewed,
that raised Its flooded waters'many feet in a single
niglit ani made us poor trail-beaters build great,
unwleldy rafts tbat always threatened to part amld-
stream. And wby wIll a swlmining band o! pack
horses always land riglit up agalnst an Impenetrable
forest and makre the unfortunate owners wade In and
lead them splashing? Oh, yes; they always splash
youý wben the day la fice and cold. Now, as our
guidie says, "Uyak yaka chaco, Ikt moo-sum mokst
klose,-nan."1 Whlcb, being translated, means, "1you.

A mighty bard chaae--but "BiIIy" w$j Worth It.

'Il sbould be," she declared, in a vexed tone; I
someliow, you're different." Slie raised ber b
again deflanlly. "See bere," she said, evenly, "I
a perfectiy normal girl, not at ail averse to flirti
but there are some things that you must not saY

"Then I bave your permission to, flirt wlth you'
She nodded, a mischievous sparkle in lier eyes
"Thanlis; but that is just what 1 don't want to

Robert stood in silence for some moments, bis E
on lier flushed, up-turned face. "You're adorali
lie breathed, at last.

"That's better!"' she laugbed. "0f course, I a
Turning from bim, she man toward the terr
"Breakfast!" she called, mockingly, over
shoulder.

Corliss tried in vain the rest of the day to g
moment alone with Marjorie. Whether by inter
or accident, she was always with one or ano
of her guests. As the day wore on, bis impatîl
grew witb eacb successive failure. H1e was in a
confessed execrable humour when, after dinner,
Lyndon drew hlm aside.

"Comne to, my study, and discuss my case," 1
the millionaire, leading the way to bis den.

Wlien lie had seated liimself in bis deep el
liglited a cigar, and moved a decanter withln
reacli, lie said, abruptly:

"Now, Doctor, wliat's the matter witli me?"*
"Nothing," repiied Corliss, ýsuccinctly.
"Eh! But-I dqn't feel well!" exploded the o'
"Naturally."

M R. LYNDON lad a suspicion that the doctor
joking, but a glance at the young man's
face disabused bim of thie idea.

"What do you mean? What shall I do?" he W~
almost plaintively.

"Eat less, drink less, smoke less, and exe
more," said bis adviser, witliout a moment's
tation.

The old gentleman cleared bis throat once, ang
a second time, witb less clioler; lie hemmed, lis
c1ruckled, and burst into a genlal guffaw.

"Young man," lie said, "you've got sense! 1 1
1 don't need you any more in your profess
capaclty. Can't I tempt you, thougli, to sta:
mfy guest?"

The doctor accepted witli alacrity, and de,
that the day bad not been a faîlure after ail.

Lt was not until the next afternoon that R
(Continued on page 16.)
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do it inone sieep and two looks on the rail,
in this case the Grand Trunk Pacific.

Westward of Jasper Park, ail the way Io
George, you can get your beart's desire satIstGei
big game hunting-aye, and shooting at thiD,
of course you've got to bit them, I ean't. I an'I
to, head you there-iere lies thie famous *N
district. witb many a game range yet unhal
Moose and caribou are liberally distributed ove
huge district. Bear roamn It, "bullies"' ecent t
on almost every range, tbe sheep are shot ai0t
Peace ami the Liard. To the man tbat loves~
fowllng, or tlirills ail over ait the click of the
liere ls a ground for bis adventure. I bold no e
by the Province of Britishi Columbia, but1
that the Caribou and Cassiar districts attr8
big gaipe hunters of the entire world,ad
when Our Ontario woods bave a hunter at h
of every tree, it is well to know that a fou
trip will taire us to the edge of the huntiiig r
Remember that whlle tbey let us shoot one R
for a couple of dollars apiece in our Ontario f
the price is raised in the western huntinggr
and really you are more lîkely to get a goo
thoan a poor man there. You can get ail Itifo
from tbe Provincial Game Warden, Vancouver

H 0W o!ten I have wished that 1 could t
some of the ricli lands that form. the '
of the Nechaco and the Stuart! Tbe

then covered wlth wild vetcli, a sort of wl
that grew rankly ail over. I have see it 1
than the lieads of the Indign children plaYl11
Mucli of this is for sale now at fair prices, 9
crops can be dîsposed of convenieitlyý-1
of oxne per cent.; price-pudrchase $10, or pre-1
$1 per acre.

Did you ever get 10 at? No! Well conle
ini this topsy-turvy country, when the traO
ail made by the four-footed ones and you tt
cacbed your way from Alberta to the Pacîfic

We bad left Tete Jaune. We bad also l
lower Nechaco-an error, gentlemen, for w
blamed Fritz, Fritz bla med me, and we both
the two sulent guides. We had foolisbi3
nortb into the Stuart, and our mainpat
steadily beading weatward for Fraser a-
the true road, the Nechaco. Tbe trailws
1ined-for a trail was thon very faint. Til
migbty few motor road signs ln those dY
a chap which way led ta a cache and 91c


