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Glimpses of the War---Amongst the Cariadian
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(1) On the British Western Front in France.—A town

near our lines without a house left standing,

(2) The German Offensive. — Pilots bring in their
reports as to the position of the enemy.

(3) Some of the men who stopped the German rush—
Wounded but happy.

(4) A British dirigible moving along the coast.

(3) A huge German gun emplacement which has been
captured by the British,

(6). With the Troops in Mesopotamia—A staff office;
reading message dropped from an aereplane.

(7) A British and French soldier bivousced under the
top of a motor car in a French wood.

(8) A C. P. R. cottage at Lake Louise and Tally Ho on
road to Morsine Lake, B.C.
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from the Paclfic® of which of both the Government and the Can-
geclogists tell o8, heaved the adian Pacific Railway, mest of us
Rockles into the pre-historie sky to wounld never have heard of Morafne
compete with the already time-worn Lake, and none of us who aren’t
Selkirks, it was evident that the graduate Alpinists would have seen
Thruster—whoever he might be— . {1
wasn't planning a place for plenle Today there are a few breath-tak-
parties. He dropped the scintillant ving sights reserved for the man of
Jowel of Lake Louise into one umn- ;spiked shoes, who wears his heart In
reachabe cup. He dug out a second | his mouth, Put most of the wonder-
scour to the east where Paradise Val- spots are mapped and trailed and
ley now twists its enormous length even carriage-roaded so that the lazi
between the evergreen feet of con- est is luckiest, and the lady who
tempiuons mountaius. He.threw up icant even ride, let alone walk, may
» the peakts which men term the Wenk- | jog trot right inte paradise on the
chetina Range—after the Indlan ‘ front geat of & tallyho!
numeral sigaifying ten-—and from it's hard to excursionize st Lake
their aloof summits decreed that an i Louise, for the remson that you ran't!
upknown glacler should grow and :imagine ,an:rthml lovelier than the
crawl and die, leaving the vast scrap- view from the hotel verandah. But
. heap that has blocked the valley and - even . that nature-posed-and-painted
made possible that still solemn, : panerama will be better appreciated
e shining mirror of {he-clouds which  if you get away from it fer an hour
R ﬁ its discoverer fittingly named Mo or two.
. ralos Lake. : Climb wp the tallvho ladder for
. _After he had done all this and 'a the nine mile drive dowr the valley
‘millfon other wonderful and prank- of the plusging Bow. You Desdnt

worry about hurrring ' home again
There'a. a lttle cabin nestllog up

_ADOng the cold peaks that will give

"¥Ou tea and toast this afternoon and
, [4'bed over night If your're fisherman
. enougl to wish to rise betimes for

]

WHHH that colossal “thrust the jndustrions plekand-shovel artista

Bt o (o (b raions Moralns, Lk, that e pucknd
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'WAY bullder, and nally, The Bow Valley is 5,500 leet &
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sea level and so wide and deep that
after one of the infrequent Rocky
rains, a whele double rainbow can be
#een in it, intael from end to end,
tempting the ;superstitious to jump
dewn from the tallyho and dig for
the pot of gold. Battalions of clond
shadows can drill at once over the
faces of the placid mountain acress
the valley and the near zlopes are a
florists’ hesven of Indian paintbrush.
There I3 the deep scarlet grypsy
brush, the rose red brush, the palest
pink, the bleached-blondetangerine,
the snow-white brush. Osather an
armful of them If you want to take
back a paletiesplash of color for
your room., A cityful of tourists
couldn't denude a xingle laughing
slopee, ;

Here I8 a rockslide, bare and
scoured to desolation, like a long
smudge of ruin between the scarlet
fielde. This {8 where you must look
gharp and whistle if you would be re
warded by the scuttle of & fat groy
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ing a stome at Nfm,
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and the scenery drops {ts nelghborils
ness. © The Tower of Babel, Mt,
Babel and Mt. Fay throw thelr white
hends up against the blue., There is
a lopeliness of lopg vigil, an aloof-
pess from the world of men. No ons
needs to tpll the tiny tallyhoful of peom
ple to stop their pleasanst chatier.
‘khe curtaln has gone up on the grim
creationdrama and talk stops auto-
matically.

At last yeu round the turm Inte thl}
fAssure between the mountains. Ten

——

of them there are, and at thelr !ialltt

the little blue lnke. It's really 3 mile
from whetre you get out of your carrd
ag= to the boltom of those six
sand feot peaks that swing into the
gir carrying aleft great glaclers and.
Buge snew crowms and the black es-
carpments of bare jork that are too
steep for smow. Hut tbe cléar nt“?
phere miliimizes the distance, and
the colossal vertical scale dwarfs Lhe
horizontal giretch of the still waler,
&11-' you're glad to fake re
the Immensitles in
tea house.  There is &
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