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on that claim, and intend to stay there
until—well, until I feel like leaving.
Let me put you down on my sub-
scription list.”

So it came to pass that Heeley
pitched his tent on that claim, and
within its rough and roomy bound-
aries he was monarch of all he sur-
veyed, and his right there was none
to klispute. [His defiance of great
captains of industry was complete,
and the knowledge soothed and re-
freshed him. Soon the newspaper
building was finished. It was just a
shack. Heeley himself stuck type—
thought out the story as he went
along. - Sometimes, wandering prin-
ters, drifting north from Vancouver
or Seattle, worked a while and passed
on. The little sheet prospered.
Copies, fresh from the hand-press,
worked by a profane and sweating
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typo, were read and digested.  'The
subject matter ranged all the way
from burning thoughts by the editor
and financier, to placid personal
items.. The paper grew. It did not
overlook the progress of the camp, or
choice morsels of gossip. Now and
then, an editorial brickbat went sail-
ing, mot at, but in the general direc-
tion of one Creighton.

From Ashcroft to Dawson—across
solitudes ending under Polar stars—
stretched the Canadian Government
telegraph wire. And from Hazelton,
a branch wire extended down the
surging Skeena to the new railway
terminus. Soon brief despatches
commenced to appear in the paper.

. Metropolitan journalism was budding.

Secure on his claim, old John ob-
served the trend of events, comment-
ing thereon sometimes by word of
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" strangers arrived.

mouth and sometimes in type. More
They wanted sites
on which to do business. To obtain
a site, anywhere outside of Heeley’s
domain, was impossible. And it was
not easy to stake another claim and
hope to get by with it. To their en-
treaties, Heeley turned a friendly ear.
He understgod the situation.

“I'll allow you to start up on my
claim,” he told applicant after ap-
plicant, “and carry on any legitimate
line. But I won’t stand for Asiatic
labor or the peddling of booze. You
savvy?”’

Promises are made to be broken,

The claim became the throbbing
heart of the camp. Blind pigs flour-
ished. Sleek Orientals multiplied.

What did old John, in his wrath, final-

ly do? But that, as a great man once’

remarked, is another story.
el
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HEN we got into the bally place
W it was raining in torrents, and
the air was also pure purple because
the ‘Colonel found some one in his old
billet, and the Town-Major, a cantan-
kerous old dug-out who seemed to
exist chiefly for the purpose of annoy-
ing men who did go into the front line,
was about as helpless as the fifth
wheel to a waggon. Finally, the
Colonel shot out of his office like an
eighteen-pounder from a whizzbang=
battery, and later on the tattered rem-
nants of our once proud and haughty
Adjutant announced to us, in the tones
of a dove who has lost his mate, that
there were no billets for us at all, and
that officers and men would have to
bivouac by the river.

Under all circumstances the Major
is cheerful—and he ha® a very clear
idea of when it is permissible to go
around an order. Also the Town-
Major invariably has the same effect
on him as such an unwelcome visitor
as a skunk at a garden-party would
have on the garden-party. Having
consigned the aforesaid T.M. to per-
dition in Canadian, English, French,
and Doukhobor, he said: “We are
going to have billets for the men, and
we are going to have billets for our-
selves.” That quite settled the mat-
ter, as far as we Company officers
were concerned. In the course of the
next half-hour we had swiped an empty
street and a half for the men, and put
them idinto it, and then we gathered
together, seven strong, and proceeded
to hunt for our own quarters.

There is a very strongly developed
'scouting instinct among the Canadian
forces in the Field. Moreover, we are
not overawed by outward appearances.
In the centre of the town we found a
chateau; and an hour later we were
lunching there comfortably ensconed
in three-legged arm-chairs, with a real
bowl of real flowers on the table, and
certain oddments of cut-glass - found
gleefully by the batmen) reflecting the
bubbling vintage of the house of Moet
et. Chandon. Our dining-hall was
about gixty feet by twenty, and we
each had a bedroom of proportionate
gize, with a bed of sorts in it. More-
over, the place was most wonderfully
clean—it might almost. have been pre-
‘pared for us—and McFinnigan, our
cook, was in the seventh heaven of

delight because he had found a real
stove with an oven.

“I cannot understand,” said the
Major, “how ‘it is no one is in this
place. It’s good enough for a Divi-
sional Commander.”

There was actually a bath in the
place with water running in the taps.
Jenes, always something of a pes-
simist, shook his head when he saw
the bath.

“Look here, all you boys,” he said,
“this is no place for us. There is an
unwritten law in this outfit that no
man, unless he wears red and gold
things plastered all over his person,
shall have more than one bath in one
month. Now I had one three weeks
ago, and I am still—but why dwell on
it

Needless to say he was ruled out
of order. :

Just to show our darned independ-
ence, we decided to invite most of the
other officers of the battalion to dinner
that evening, “plenty much swank”
and all that kind of thing. Would
that we had thought better of it. Of
course we eventually decided to make
a real banquet of it, appointed a
regular mess committee, went and saw
the Paymaster, and sent orderlies

SERIAL ANNOUNCEMENT.

[T\ URING the hot weather we
have been wading through
the cool breakers of fiction in
the quest for a new serial that
for a few weeks may cause
readers of the Canadian Courier
to forget politics and thermome-
ters. Among so many eligible
good stories the cHoice of one
to do this trick of beguiling you
into forgetfulness is not easy.
We have decided upon Number
One in our forthcoming series
of Serials. The name we shall
not yet divulge. But in our issue
of next week we shall print ons
quarter of this story. Beginning
on August 11, the first new Serial
is expected to end in the cor-
responding week in September. .
The first instaiment will be
strikingly illustrated by our staff 1
artis..'—The Editor.

dashing, madly forth to buy up all the
liqueurs, Scotch, soda, and other pota-
tions that make glad the heart of man.
We arranged for a four-course dinner,
paraded the batmen and distributed
back-sheesh and forcible addresses on
the subjects of table-laying -and how

~to balance the soup and unplop the

bubbly.

Nobody came near us at all. As far
as the Town-Major was concerned we
might have been in Kamschatka. The
Major had gone to the C. O. (after
lunch) and told him we had “found a
little place to shelter in,” and as the
latter had written a particularly biting,
satirical, not to say hectic note to the
Brigadier -on the subject of the Town-

- Major’s villainy, and was therefore

feeling better, he just told the Major
to carry on, and did not worry about
us in the least.

Nineteen of us—Majors, Captains,
and “Loots”—sat down to dinner. It
was a good dinner, the batmen per-
formed prodigies of waitership; the
wine bubbled and frothed, frothed and
bubbled, and we all bubbled, too. It
was a red-letter night. After about
the seventeenth speech, in which the
Doc. got a little mixed concerning the

.relationship of Bacchus and a small

statue of the Venus de’' Milo which
adorned one corner of the room, some
one called for a song. It was them
about 11 “pip emma.”

We were in the midst of what the
P.M. called a little “Close Harmony”—
singing as Caruso and McCormack
never sang-—when we heard the sound
of feet in the passage, feet that
clanked and clunk—feet with spurs on.

A hush fell over us, an expectant
hush. The door opened, without the
ceremony of a knock, and in walked
not any of your common or garden
Brigadiers, not even a Major-General,
but a fully-fledged Lieutenant-General,
followed by his staff, and the Town-
Major.

In our regiment we have ‘always
prided ourselves on the fact that we
can carry on anywhere and under any
circumstances. But this fell night our
untarnished record came very near to
disaster. It was as though Zeus had
appeared at a Roman banquet being
held in his most sacred grove.

The General advanced three paces
and halted. Those of us who were
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able to do so got up. Those who could
not rise remained seated. The silence
was not only painful, it was oppres-
sive. A steel-grey, generalistic eye
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“The Phonograph with a Soul”

The instrument that
sings as a human
sings; that plays as
a human plays; that
actually Re-Creates
music.

MR. EDISON’S
NEW ART

Ask the Edison dealer
in your city

Nature's Heart

Your vacation will be a source of
wonderful and lasting remembrance
if you spend it in the vast virgin
forests, on the crystal clear lakes and |
streams which abound in beautiful

Algonquin Park

in the Highlands of Ontario, Canada.
If you want rest and recreation; if you en¢
Joy bo?tmé; fishing, swimmini camping,
you will find themall unexcelied in this
‘8,101’!0“3!. spotis. Here ar?ifl,750,900 actresﬁof

irgin forests; pure, life-giving, tisstie-
bui?din air brealt)'hed at an Stituge of 2,000
feet. 1 myriad lakes and streams
abound with the finny beauties that ﬁiht.
It is the g:rfect vacation spot. Reached
on{ive;nat Grand Trunk System. Write
or

C. E. HORNING »
District Passenger Agent
Union, Station
TORONTO, ONT.

KING EDWARD HOTEL
—Fireproof—
Toronto, Canada.
Accommodation” for 750 guests, $1.50 ups
American and European Plan.
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