The UNSPOILED
COUNTRY

Canada Has a Great)Asset in Temagami
By HAROLD C. LOWREY

and stirred the sizzling bacon int> sputtering a
noisy protest at our apparent indifference to
its delicious aroma.

Mingling with the tang of pine and balsam the
nidors of the camp-cooked meal floated temptingly up-
on the thin hardwood smoke drifting across the rocks
to where we sat fascinated by the glorious. beauty of
the vista, spreading out beneath us like a fairy heaven.

The stiff climb up High Rock in the bracing morning
air had given us keen appetites. But even our appe-
tites, tantalizing as they were under the whetting odors,
could not release us from the spell that the beautiful
scene had cast over us. We were lifted above the every-
day, swept out of the sordidness of human discord-
ances into a heaven of good thoughts bounded by
rambling hills and sprinkled with sparkling lakes.

The skillets rattled significantly, still we were in-
different.

The Ojibway patiently lifted the tea and the bacon
to the end of the green-log grid where they would still
keep hot even though they were out of the blaze of the
open fire. Picking the centre frying pan from the
fire, he dexterously flipped, with but a single move-
ment of his wrist, the half-cooked flap-jack fitting so
snuggly against its flaring sides. Replacing the pan,
Paul looked toward the open spot where our party were
ecstatically pointing out to each other the one hundred
and seven lakes and lakelets easily seen with the naked
eye from the top of High Rock.

Paul had guided other parties to this eyrie table-
land and knew its effect on the uninitiated, so he calm-
ly waited until the fish and “jacks” were just right.
Then with one of those rare, illuminating smiles ex-
pressive of the redman’s shy humour, he reached for
a tin plate to sound the tocsin that would break the
spell and bring us pell-mell to our woodland meal of
nut-brown bacon, crisp, fresh-caught fish, jam, flap-
jacks and the inevitable strong tea. We eagerly con-
sumed to the last crumb that meal, prepared a la
Jjibway and served democratically in the invigorating,
sine-scented air of High Rock, twelve hundred feet
ibove the sea level.

Dinner over we were again drawn to the edge of
‘he great flat rocks which the gods—so the Ojibways
:iaim—dropped upon the presumptuous island moun-

ain lest it thrust its summit too high in the garden of
he gods and thus learn pnduly of their secrets. Be
he legend right or wrong, one cannot resist a certain
iegree of credulity, for those great flat rocks are
trategically placed at the four corners of the summit
s if the gods might have said to the hill: “Thus far
nd no farther shalt thou intrude into our domain.”
‘hese rocks are there, earning for the island mountain
8 name “High Rock,” and providing the mountain’s
isitors with nature-chiselled seats before the wide
pen spaces from which can be seen one of the finest

PAUL, the Ojibway, slyly whittled a forked stick

panoramas in all the

wide, wide world.

An Unexcelled View of
Woods, Rock and Water

S we looked out over

it from our perch up
there on those flattened
rocks overhanging the
blue waters of the lake
four hundred feet beclow,
we found the view unfor-
getable, a scene to stir to
its innermost depths the
soul of every Canadian
and to bring into new signi-
ficance those old familiar
lines:
"Breah(!;es there a man with soul so

Who n::er to himself has said,
This is my own, my native land 7"
Just to stand there in those

bracing breezes looking to the

thirty-two points of the com-
pass, where always that
mesmeric beauty of woods,
rock, and water met the eye,
was an education that every

Canadian should have.

The Swiss may have their Riviera, the Italians their
Alps, the Yankees their Yellowstone, but God be thank-
ed that Canada has Temagami! It was the Deity’s
most generous gift; for Temagami—the unspoiled
country—with its wooded hills and wandering lakes,
its winding rivers and glorious waterfalls, its abun-
dant fish and rambling game, its famous sunsets and
its wonderful blue haze, the beautiful solvent of it
all, is indeed a paradise beyond compare.

Pictured in cold type, the beauty of that vista must
seem as a thing overdrawn, or as the shadowy dream-
ings of a poet, yet imagine, if you can, standing there
upon that summit, o’erhanging those bluc waters ever
so far beneath you, and looking out over the many-
fingered expanse of Lake Temagami (te-mog-a-me),
studded and dotted with its sixteen hundred islands
and islets all of deepest emerald, laying like a giant
hand of sparkling sapphire, lost here and there behind
the high hills, against the soft green carpet of balsam
and pine running all the way from the wandering
shores to the dim horizon hiding behind the blue haze.

Seeing it in the fullness of iis primeval glory, vou
too would find irresistible its call to come and explore
its secret places, many of which have never seen the
pale-face. Twelve years ago, the Temagami Forest Re-
gerve was an almost unknown wilderness. To-day it
is still unspoiled, yet its fame nas reached the ends of

Scenes from the unspoiled country which abounds in water
falls and island-studded lakes.

the earth, though unfortunately it is better appreciated
by our cousins to the South than it is by Canadians.
This fact cannot be too deep'!y impressed.

Au Historic Point

<

TAKE for instance the camp colony, which Paul is

pointing out to us down there on the point of
Temagami Island. It was on that*very spot where the
first post of the Honourable the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany was established over a hundred years ago and it
was there the Ojibways bartered their furs for the
“firesticks” and “long knives” of the pale-face. To
them the post was known as Wabi-Kon—a name still

Continued on page 57
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borne to-day by the tent camp there
which, by the way, is owned and operat-
ed by a young Toronto girl—meaning
“in the shadow of tall rock,” though
there is still a difference of opinion as
to this even among the Ojibways, some
claiming that it should be interpreted
“the camp of flowers.”

We put it up to Paul and got this
answer: “Me t’ink it say in dark of tall
High Rock; maybe no, Chippewa talk,
me don’ know, guess.”

Near it is sacred ground where In-
dian chieftains have been buried in the
curious method of the redman. In front
of it is a small cove guarded by a single
barren rock nosing just above the water
and holding aloft like a standard one
lone pine, though not a particle of earth
nor a vestige of vegetation can be seen
above the water.

Then, as the eye follows the Arm,
the same feeling of elation returns that
we had experienced as we came in up
that stretch of wide and narrow water.
Sitting there, up high enough for us to
trace our course all the way from the
“Station” to Bear Island, we recalled
how the cloak of conventionality slip-
ped unnoticed from “us city-folks” when
the witchery of the North touched -the
hidden spring within us that loosened
our true natures and gave us back the
care-free vivacity of youth. In a mo-
ment the barriers were swept aside and
we were old friends with our fellow
¥assengers, discussing with boyish
rankness our vacation plans till we
rounded Matagami Point and headed
for “Friday’s Clearing.” This was
Temagami where everyone was a friend
and where the millionaire, awed by the
tremendous wealth of Nature, travels
incognito.

The Process of the Friday Boys

MY glass swept leisurely across the
hundred and more islands throng-
ing Pickerel Bay, till it came to a quick
rest on the eagle’s nest in the high
crotch of an aged‘balsam towering over
the porta rom Sgawnin Bay into
Spawning Lake. Old “baldhead” was
sitting meditatively on the topmost
branch, seemingly lost in wonder at the
idle canoes upturned in front of the
Friday cabin. This was a sight most
unusual, for the “Friday Boys” are very
popular guides.

“How much can the Friday boys carry
over a portage, Paul?” I asked.

“Very much, heap much,” replied our
Ojibway after a few puffs at his pipe.

en, as if to express his envious con-
tempt, he opined: “Too n much.”

We had watched with amazement, and
not a little envy, the ease with which
Paul swung a seventeen foot canoe,
weighing eighty to ninety pounds, to his
shoulders and trotted off with it across
the rough trails which appeared imvas-
sable to our tenderfoot eyes. We had
- seen him take both a canoe and a hun-
dred and fifty pound pack while we
struggled courageously under single
canoes or fifty to sixty pound loads. But
the Friday boys are champion packers,
carr{ieng loads that seem incredible even
to the seasoned woodsman.

“Can they carry more than you,
Paul?” our curiosity impelled us to in-
quire, even though we knew it might be
treading dangerous grounds. For the
redman never likes to be excelled.

“Me carry much heavy, t'ree hun-

dred pounds, maybe more, all you have
need, no more,” explained Paul, watch-
ing us anxiously to detect any signs
of our dissatisfaction with his portag-
ing powers before permitting himself to
advertise his competitor’s ability. His
fears for his own popularity allayed,
he said: “Him, Big George, him carry
four hundred feefty heap times, long
time, maybe two, t'ree mile. Too dam
much. Him at big war now.”
Crossing to the oﬁposite side of the
tableland of our lookout we discovered
the thin arm of land embracing Port-
age Bay, forcing its waters back from
the wide expanse of the South Arm and
guarding them from the seductive at-
tractions of Outlet Bay which leads its
victim waters on to the bewitching
Temagami Falls, below which lay Cross
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Examine for
ourself this
Ilustration. Note

its simplicity and

8 turdy construc-

is a valuable but inexpensive

_accessory that will save you

time, trouble and money.

Northern Timer Elevator
attachment is a boon to ail
Ford owners because it is
the solution to 909, ignition
troubles traceable to the
Timer, and because it can be

installed in less than 30 minutes—no holes

to drill or any alterations to make.

EASILY ACCESSIBLE

—Away from Mud and Oil

A trifle more than 2 feet above the road between the engine and
the radiator in an awkward get-at-able position is the Timer,
—a device upon which the entire motive power system depends,

one that is so easy to get out of order and so difficult to fix in

its present oil-soaked and muddy location. h

The Northern Elevator brings the Timer well |

up to a more convenient and easily accessible "“'""m

position—away from exposure to dampness,’ \‘\
)

mud, grit and oil.

Price Only $6.00

4

7 A

Sold throughout Canada by auto accessory dealers, _“" 3
garages and hardware stores. If your dealer is unable W”
to supply you, write our nearest house giving his name p “
and address,and we will see youare promptly served. @ -~
TRy

Montreal  Toronto
Halifax London
Ottawa Winnipeg

Nortisern Efecrric Company - Wr"-

Regina

I
Regine il
Edmonton

‘ T | i
ml (. i
‘The Indicator shows how the Northern

Elevator and Timer looks
when installed

J

Classified Advertising

FIVE CENTS PER WORD PER MONTH

Que.

SILK LUMBER

100 BIG SILK REMNANTS ASSORTED SAVE BIG MONEY ON LUMBER —
fancy colors, for 50c; 260 pieces $1,00,

postpaid.  Allen Novelty, St. i

anywhere.

PERSONAL
WILL MISS GLADYS ASH, LATE OF
Beckford, near Tewkesbury, Glouces-

Company, Vancouver,

Write to-day for our “Mill-direct-to-
Zacharie, User” prices before ordering elsewhere.
(9-19) Satisfaction guaranteed or money back.
Shipped Davies Construction

Syndicate, 515 St. Louis, Mo.
(10-19)

SHORT STORY MANUSCRIPTS
WANTED

~“ARN $25.00 WEEKLY SPARE TIME
writing for newspapers, magasines:
experience unnecesaary ; details free.

her present

hire, please
address to the

Overseas Buying Agency,

64, Haymaerket, London, S.W. 1. (8-189) Hinges all five cents.
Marks Stamp Co., Toronto, Canada. (tn
BOOKS PATENTS AND LEGAL

1,000,000

new. Books bought. Catalogues post frece.
W. & G. Foyle, 121 Charing Cross Road.
London, England.

STAMPS AND COINS

offer hundred different !orekn.ms-t:m: W ANTED — STORIES, ARTICLES,

We pny

SHORT STORIES, POEMS,

PLAYS,

7 ete., nted for publication. Liter-
TAMPS — PACKAGE FREE TO COL- uress, 146 Hannibal, Mo. )

lectors for two cents postage. Also

poems for new magasine.
T

VOLUMES ON EVERY
subject. Second-hand and

FVI‘HER-STONHAUGH

Offices in other principal cities.

on 'ysped or hand written

MSS. acceptable. Send MS. to Womnn's
& CO. PATENT National Magazine, Desk 780, Washing-

wolicitors.  Head Office, Roynl Bank ton. D.C.

Building. Toronto: 5 Elgin Street, Ottawa.

(R-T-Es) EDUCAIONAL

3 (8-19)

free. Walter McDonnell, 64 Potomac Bank
Bullding, Washington, D.C.

g AGENT8 WANTED
STAMMERING BRI PROFITS SELLING THE MAR-
S’I‘-STU-T-T-TBRING AND STAMMER-
ing cured at home. Instructive booklet sparks, turn on gas,
home needs one. Sample
Houghtby, Box 274, Ottawa,

no friction: no
lights itsell; every

vellous gas lighter:

]NDIV’DUAL TEACHING TN BOOK-
keeping, shorthand, civil eer:ice,
triculation, Write for free catulogue an
particulars. Dominfon Burincss Colleve,
98c. Ohas. T. 367 Cvllege Strect, Toronto. J. v.

Ont. (8-19) chell, B.A., Principal.
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Children a;e rd on
Upholstery

But children can’t injure Fabrikoid. Fabri-
koid is made in exact duplication of finest
grade leather. It is extremely handsome in
appearance. It is stainproof, and water-
proof, but soft, pliant and comfortable.

It is tough, but does not crack or “rub.”

When you are buying furniture, see that it
is upholstered in Du Pont Fabrikoid. If you
are having your furniture re-upholstered,
specify Fabrikoid.

WRITE FOR OUR FREE
BOOKLET,
have prepared a booklet called

We
“Home Upholstering.” It tells how
to renew the appearance of shabby,
worn furniture. You can do much
of this work yourself with the as-
*sistance of this booklet. We will
be glad to send you a free copy.

DU PONT
FABRIKOID CO.

Sales Office
63 Bay St., TORONTO

F4

TITTIE ATOTE L AT AT

MacLean’s Magazine

-

Lake, McAdam, Lowry, and Hanging
Stone Lakes. Across the wide waters
of the South Arm of Temagami, divid-
ing it from the curving deeps of the

Southwest Arm with its piscatorial
beauties—namaycush, bass, pickere!,
pike—lay the pine-clad slopes of

McLean Peninsula, which narrowly es-
caped the common fate of being an
island by the scant thread of land, just
. few hundred feet wide, tying it to the
main land at the south.

From where we were, the Southwest
Arm was faintly discernible where it
clung heavily against the foothills of the
upper levels of the Reserve to the west.
We could see the tops of the high cliffs,
a rise sheer out of the waters of Gull
Lake, to which the visiting Nimrods are
invariably directed wita the solemn
v.arning to get behind a tree every time
a hook is baited. That is not the joke i*
first appears, for the writer was one f
a party which caught sizty-sixz lake trout
there within two hours, none of them
less than two-pounders, and I personally
caught on a single troll within fifteen
minutes three gamey, small-mouth black
bass weighing three and a half to four
pounds. Gull Lake should have been
named Big Catch Lake. It is a picture—
towering sheerness of cliffs, lonely
browns of burnt islands, warm greens
of waving balsams, greyness of ex-
posed crags leaning fearfully away
from the assaults of the rippling blue-
ness of the laughing waters, and over
all the smile of a summer’s sun.

Between the Gull and the Southwest
Arm on the easiest route in, are two
lakes, Nobody’s and Skunk. We had
traversed them a previous year with
another guide named Tom, who spent
his winters in trapping through those
lakes. While crossing Skunk Lake—
some people prefer to call jt Elbow Lake
because of its shape—we had expressed
concern lest we meet up with the gentle-
man whose name it carried. To quiet
our fears, our guide had quickly inter-
posed:

“No danger that, me ketch him las’
winter in mink trap, me stay in bush
heap long time.”

With one last look out across the
South Arm to where Camp Cochrane
—known to the Ojibways as Mitawanga
—(the Upper Canada College Camp)
hid its charmingly situated island be-
hind the group of green dots sheltering
it from the open water, we turned re-
luctantly away to the last remaining
lookout, before which lay the North and
Northwest Arms.

It was the most beautiful of the four.
Below us the blue waters stretched out
in a curve around the little bay formed
by the peculiar shoreline of High Rock
Island at this point, and then ran away,"
through innumerable islands, past the
startlingly incongruous whiteness of
the Indian village of Bear Island, past
Devil’s Island where courageously
stands Keywadin Camp, past Fergu-
son’s Mountain with its deserted mines,
to the long beaches of Sandy Inlet, there
to greet the incoming waters of the
Annina-Nipissing, or to fling a flecky
wave at the only farm of the district—
Father Pardee’s. Flanking the North
Arm, the wide deeps of another arm,
where twenty to thirty pound namay-
cush are frequently caught, swing
sharply to the Northwest between two
haze-crowned hills to finally exhaust
itself in the twining waters of Obabika
Bay.

The high rippling forests of green
made it impossible to see the short port-
age across the Wuskigama head of land
into the spreading waters of the sister
Arm-—the North—where they gather in
Devil’s Bay and Granny Bay as if
crouching for the spring against the
island-split head waters of Whitefish
Bay to the north, or, to the west
against the compact Sharp Rock Inlet
waiting confidently behind the two
narrow channels leading into it, the
one guarded by Fire Rangers who are
sufficiently blase to ask for “military
papers” and licenses. The western
portal of the Inlet is over the rough
trail from which it derives its name—
Sharp Rock Portage—Ileading into the
Nonwakaming or Diamond Lake, a
sparkling gem of rare splendour.

Diamond Lake is shaped somewhat

like a thumb and forefinger, the

thumb leading away to the west across
a diamond-shaped body of sparkling
water to lose itself in the rocky canons
across which one has to portage to the
Wakimika and the Obabika. Near this
portage out of Diamond is a curious pile
of small boulders, about as big as
pumpkins, which rises about four feet
above the level of the lake, being about
a hundred feet long and twenty wide.
It has the appearance of being hand-
built but is a relic of the glacier period.
Nearer the portage is a strange cleft
cliff which legend says was split asun-
der by the gods in anger at the cliff
for sheltering the murderous, ambush-
ing Iroquois. Seeing the rock, the
legend sounds more than plausible.

The Reserve to the west of Wakimika
and Obabika is almost a solid forest of
white, red, and banksome pine, spruce,
tamarac, birch and poplar through
which roam moose, deer and black
bears. Wakimika is a favorite haunt of
wild fowl and it is not uncommon to
canoe close to deer feeding near the en-
trance to the Wakimika river—a
strange, swift creek reeling, twisting
and twining, in and out, over and under,
back and forth, through a maze of
fallen trees. This river is about two
and a half miles as the crow flies and
its current runs at least six miles an
hour, yet so zigzagging is its course
that it takes nearly three hours to tra-
verse it. canoeing with the current.
The thrills of the trip are beyond ex-
pression. I have threaded it twice, but
would go many weary miles to repeat
those pleasures. At its mouth is the
ruins of a big motor launch which a
mining company induced Oderic Per-
rone to portage into those wilds. It
took ten guides of the Friday class to
carry it across the rocky ravines. How
they got it in is still a mystery, for they
never brought it out. Oderic rarely
abandons anything valuable.

The other branch of Diamond, the
forefinger, points the way up to the
Falls of the Lady Evelyn, at the foot of
which four-pound bass wrestle with the
strong currents. Beyond the Falls is
the gloriously beautiful Lady Evelyn
Lake, at the head of which, to the north-
east, is the open route to the Montreal
River; to the northwest, the speckled
trout streams. Near the Falls, painted
on a flat cliff, rising sheer out of the
water, with that wonderful time-defy-
ing red pigment lost with the Indian
warrior, is the - hieroglyphic story of
the death of the angel of the Iroouois
who are called the “snakes of the lakes,”
because their tribe signature was a
writhing  snake, head downward,
through whose coils was driven an
arrow with six feathers. The story is
of the drowning, near the rock, of the
Iroquois’s angel princess, of her burial
on the top of the rock itself, and a his-
tory of the conquest of the country by
the invincible Iroquois who came down
the Annina-Nipissing.

A scant four miles away, the new
home of the Honorable the Hudson’s
Bay Company’s post on Bear Island
stood in quiet relief at one end of the
outstanding group of guides’ houses
lining the trail from the Post to the
Fire Rancers’ Hall at the nearer point
of the island. Midway between we
could see the tiny school, before which
stood a tall flag-pole holding its ragged
flag against the breeze, rippling the
background of emerald green, which
raised in one long wave from the village
to the hill, behind atop of which stood
a new Ranegers’ observation tower,
stark and yellow against the blue haze.

The Mystery of Keywadin

¢PAUL,” we inquired as our Ojibway

rose to pack for the return trip to
Bear Island, “is that Keywadin up
there beside the mountain beyond Bear
Island?”

“Yep, him heap bad place,” was the
non-committal reply.

“What does Keywadin mean in Ojib-
way and why is it a bad place?” I per-
sisted quite innocently.

“Him say ‘north wind,” him bad place
for Ojibway. Go home now.” And go
home unsatisfied we had to for, when
the redman wishes to avoid embarass-
ment, he travels. So with our curiosity
unsatisfied we made the journey home.

Continued on page 83



it in his pocket, saying: “This may
be true, Tacoma, or it may not. Per-
sonally, I've got what I want. If
you’re laughing <down in your chest
that you’ve put one over on Bulldog
Carney, forget it. To keep you from
making any foul play that might make
me plug you I'm going to hobble you.
When I pull out in the morning I'll
turn you loose.”

Carney was an artist at twisting a
rope securely about 2 man, and Tacoma
placed in the helpiess condition of a
swathed babe, Carney proceeded to
cook himself a nice little dinner off the
latter’s bacon. Tien he rubbed down
the buckskin, melted some snow for a
drink for the horse, gave him a feed of
oats, and stretched himself on the op-
posite side of the fire from Tacoma,
saying: “You’re on your good be-
bhavior, for the minute you start any-
thing you lose your bet on the chinook.”

In the morning when Carney opened
his eyes daylight was streaming in
through the cave mouth. He blinked
wonderingly; the snow wall that had
all but closed the entrance, had sagged
down like a weary man that had hud-
dled to sleep; and the air that swept
in through the opening was soft and
galmy, like the gentle breeze of a May
ay.

Carney rose and pushed his way
through the little mound of wet, soggy
snow and gazed down the valley. The
giant pines that had drooped beneath
the weight of their white mantles were
now dropping to earth huge masses of
snow; the sky above was blue and suf-
fused with gold from a climbing sun.
Rocks on the hillside thrust through
the white sheet black, wet, gnarled
faces, and in the bottom of the valley
the stream was gorged with snow-
water.

A hundred yards down the trail,
where a huge snow-bank leaned against
a cliff, the head and neck of a horse
stood stiff and rigid out of the white
mass. About the neck was a leather
strap, from which hung a cow-bell. It
was Tacoma’s cayuse frozen stiff, and
the bell was the bell that Carney had
heard as he was slipping. off into
dreamland behind the little buckskin.

ARNEY turned back to where the
other man lay, his furtive eyes

peeping out from above his blanket—

they were like rat eyes.

“You win your bet, Tacoma,” Car-
ney said, “the chinook is here.”

Tacoma had known; he had smelt it;
but he had lain there, fear in hig heart
that now. when it was possible, Bulldog
would take him in to Bucking Horse.

“The bargain stands, don’t it, Bull-
dog ?” he asked: “I win on the chinook,
don’t 1?”

“You do. Tacoma. Bulldog Car-
ney’s stock in trade is that he keeps his
word.” ~

“Yes, I've heerd you was some man,
Bulldog. If I’d knew you’d ‘pulled into
Puckin’ Horse that day, and was in the
game, I guess I’'d a-played mv hand
cif’rent—p’raps it’s kind of lucky for
you I didn’t know all that when I drug
you in out of the blizzard.”

Carney waited a day for the snow to
melt before the hot chinook. It was
just before he left that Tacoma asked,
ke a boy begging for a bite from an
apple: “Will you give me back them
cérds, Bulldog?—I'd be kind of lost
when I'm alone if J didn’t have 'em to
riffle.” i}

“If 1T gave you the cards, Tacoma,
you’d never make the border; Oregon
is waiting down at Big-horn to rope a
man with a pack of cards in his pocket
that’s got seven blue doves on the back;
and I'm not going to cold-deck you.
After you pass Oregon you take your
own chances of them getting you.”

Unspoiled Country

Continued from page 58

We were so anxious to solve the mys-
tery surrounding Keywadin that we
lost no time in making our way to the
Island’'s home, Turner’s House, where
the old Scotch ex-factor and his Ojib-
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system will do. The
house causes colds,

call and where they
largest bills.

It Would

Thig i3 the latest pat-
tern in Imperial Radia-
tors. Note the simple,
yet artistic lines and
proportions.
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You Must Keep Warm Next"Winter

Comfort Says so, and the Doctor

You must consult your comfort. Does your
house really feel warm on cold days, on windy
days, every day, all winter long? If not, don’t
try to make yourself think the present heating

ently heated house is reason enough for putting
in a new hot water boiler. But a
stronger reason still, is that a chilly

pneumonia and sicknesses of many
kinds. Poorly heated houses are
where the doctors most frequently

Why Don’t You Write
Us and Ask What

After all, the first thing to do is to find out
what it would cost. There is no use waiting
for low prices because commodity prices in
all lines of metals and building materials will .
not go down. The demand for materials and all thz2 costs in connection with manufacture, show no chance
of reduction. You save nothing by delay, so act promptly. A King Hot Water Boiler and Imperial
Radiators are the best heating system you can put in as is shown by many reasons simply explained
in our booklets and other literature. If a new boiler will add to your comfort, do not put off getting it in.
Even at a higher initial cost, its economy is such that it makes a substantial saving in fuel, week by week,
and this is multiplied over and over as long as the system is in service. Do not let a few dollars in cost
prevent you having a warm house. If you spread the cost over a lifetime of winters the cost per season
is_trifling. Get your heating engineer to give you estimates on a King Hot Water System without delay.

o V| AZve s BOILERS

S A TR

Says so, too

discomfort of an insuffici-
rheumatism,

present their

Cost

. AND
| | LMPERIAL FADIATORS
'~ Heat Rooms Quickly and Economically

The King Boiler is constructed on improved principles which insure quicker heating
of the water and, consequently, quicker heating of the rooms. It is so satisfactory in
every way that no one installing a King Boiler could possibly be disappointed.
Imperial Radiators are very attractive in design and add to the artistic completeness
of any room. The present patterns are of special construction which gives quicker
heating power than any other radiator yet invented.
Our Engineering Department is at your service and will cheerfully furnish full information as to
:'he !{ee! method of heating your house, store, factory, warehouse or building of any size or
lescription.

WRITE FOR FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET, “COMFORTABLE HOMES"

STEEL anvp f8ADIATION LIMITED

Manufacturers of Hot Water ana Steam Boilers ana Radiators, fenestin Steel Sash ura (oncrele Retnforang

HEAD OFFICES: FRASER AVENUE, TORONTO
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An English College Under the
Direction of the Jesuit Fathers

Full Arts’ Course— Also High
School and Preparatory Depart-
ments.Boarding and Day School.
Ideal location in Suburban
Montreal. Spacious grounds.
Beautiful, new, fireproof
buildings.
Write for Prospectus to

ROYAL VICTORIA
QUEEN’S COLLEGE

i MONTREAL
NIVERSITY

. U A RESIDENTIAL COLLEGE FOR
KINGSTON, WOMEN STUDENTS ATTENDING

ONTARIO McGILL UNIVERSITY
ARTS (Founded nel .‘IJOM:Jy the late Rt. Hon, Baron

Part of the Arta course mny be covered by Sleelhevns.end Moun! Rowe!)
correspondence. Courscs lvmhr;k to degrees in Arts,
iDUCATION separate in the main from thoss
MBDI%‘[‘:’[}IFD S(‘f‘l{iNCB for men. but under i'h‘nlill"\:d -.-:
15 ditions; and to degrees in musie.

ining, Chemical, Civil o
Lz‘e'chnflicnl and E‘lec!ric’ul Applications for residence shouid
Engineering be made carly as accommodation

SUMMER SCHOOL  NAVIGATION SCHOOL in the College is limited.

. WILLIAM H. HINGSTON, S.J. uly and August. December to April For prospectus and information
e Roctor. J Jzey GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar. apply to q‘he Warden.
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Covers Brass Radiator

WHY BUY A NEW CAR
Werite for Circular B

The Burrowes Manufacturing Co.
611 King West, Toronto

3

' Complete. .
Only $ 1 with Cap

‘‘Studebzker’”
A13.)% in.

A43, 75-18.
¢rice $1.00

- 3450 Insulators
—1 Insure “Plus Service”’

Ten years of specialization—making spark plugs—striving
always to produce better plugs. 3450 individual laboratory ]
experiments, during that period, necessitating an enormous
amount of research work, were amply justified in the per-
formance of our number 3450 Insulators used in all

N { ]
ampion Lo
eary

) e B emm——— Spark Plugs
No. 3450 Insulators have “stood up” in tests of Champion Plugs that
were by far more brutal in punishment than any spark plug is ever re-
quired to stand, even in the emergency stages of ordinary usage.
It is because of the “plusservice” quality of 3450 Insulators that Cham-
pions have the abhility to resist, to such a‘ marked degree, sudden temper-
ature changes, vibration and explosive shock in the heaviest motor or
engine. You can readily realize why dependable efficient Champlon?
are regular factory equipment in Ford, Overland, Studebaker, Maxwel
and over two hundred other makes of gasoline motors and engines in
«Canada and the United States. N
“Champion” on the insulator means a better spark plug for your motor

or engine regardlessof its name or use. Every Champion is guar-
anteed to give “Absolute satisfaction to the user or full repair or
replacement will be made.” \
Sold wherever Motor Goods are sold
Champion Spark Plug Co.,
of Canada, Limited
Windsor, Ontario 74
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way princess put up  such appetizing
fare.

We found the old Scotchman in his ,
accustomed place, smoking his short
pipe, and, like a lot of impatient school
children, we bombarded him with ques-
tions till he finally consented, for
peace’s sake, to tell us the legend about
Keywadin.

One wupon a time, his Satanic _
Majesty ruled over all the land and had
his wigwam upon the top of Devil’s
Mountain, rising four hundred feet
above Deep Water (Temagami). His
wife Kokomis ruled with him. Then
it came about that Kokomis tired of her
evil consort and clandestinely took her
affections elsewhere. In scorching
anger, his Satanic Majesty turned his
erring wife into a stone likeness of an
old squaw with a shawl over her head
to hide her shame, and then heaved the
stone far out from the mountain so that
it would fall into Deep Water. But he
miscalculated the distance and the
stone—“Granny Rock’”—fell upon an
elongated buttress of the mountain. In
his towering rage the Devil jumped
down and kicked out the narrow chan-
nel of deep water now separating
Devil’s I:land from Devil’s Mountain
on the mainland. The stone image of

- Kokomis is still on the island.

During the first days of the mining
boom some dare-devil palefaces defied
the “bad medicine” of the Indians and
camped on the island. Prior to this no
redman could camp anywhere within
sight of the home of Granny Rock for
fear the Devil might be offended. De- -
spite the dire warnings and vigilant
eyes of scores of Indians, the pale-faces
made camp; stayed out the night and
were unpunished. These chaps then
conceived the dangerous idea of turning
the tables on the Indians by secretly
removing Granny Rock to Bear Island
where they placed it beside the trail
leading to the Post. The Indians were
panic stricken, believing that the Devil
was warning them of impending pun-
ishment for permitting the pale-faces
to violate Devil’s Island. The calm
counsel of the factor and the Ojibway .
Princess prevailed and after a long
pow-wow_the Indians returned Granny
Rock to its proper place on Devil’s Is-’

.land. &

Some Characters of Temagami

;\ RS. TURNER still mothers the
+¥L tribe. She translates their letters
from prospective tourists, she sends the
orders to the mail-order houses, she
gives the settlement its great feast—
Christmas Dinner—which is a com-
munity affair, she cheers them when
seasons are poor and game is scarce, and
last but not least, she cooks a meal that
men travel far to enjoy. She is a prin-
cess in name and in practice.

And the centre of all this great re-
serve is the Honorable the Hudson’s
Bay Company’s Post where another
genial Scotchman by the name of
Fraser holds forth as factor. He is the
source of all information, supplies, and
mail. He divides his honors somewhat

‘with Oderic Perrone of whom we have

previously spoken. Oderic meets us at
the station, brings us in by motor boat
in summer or by “Lizzie” or dog-sled in
winter and takes us out the same way.
He is a typical man of the North, bulg-
ing of biceps, big of heart, wonderfully
resourceful, with black curly hair, blue
eyes, and a laugh that never wanders
far from his jovial face. To him the
3,750,000 acres of heavily wooded Re-
serve, its 1,062 lakes, its countless
streams and myriad islands are as an
open book. s
To_us as Canadian-born, it is a glor-
ious heritage, one that we all should be
intimately acquainted with, not only for
our personal pleasure and recreation
but for first-hand information of the
natural resources and natural beauties

. of our own Canada. Too long have we

been dilatory in this matter, too long
have we sought in foreign climes for
the scenic grandeur to be found only in
our own land. Let us therefore become
acquainted with Temagami—the un-
spoiled country—with its three thou-
sand mile shoreline, its sixteen hundred
islands, its game, its namaycush, its
bass, its pickerel, pike, and trout, to
say nothing cf its health-giving tonic
air or its recreation pleasures.
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