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the deep, Iiarrowv trail of the bufl.'iio
through the prairie grass and flowvcrs,
and tue holiows where the miorsters
have waiiowved. Tlîcrc is a toss of a
white-tufted tail, a stir of excitemlent
amnong the passengers. Antelope!1
You see tlîern ini plenty now. Sports-
mîen drop off at every, station.

T1he iandscape is dotted with lakes,
somne sait, sonme aikaline, but inostly
fresh, and their surfaces are biack-
ened wvith wvaterfow'i. There is a long
wvhite Elie of i)eIicafls on the shores.

ing pipes aid other like rude mianu-
factures. Thrle conical, formns of their
"tepees " are nutliiied against thec sky.

We pas throtigh M\edicine Hiat, the
"Sinokeless City ," as it lias been

calcd, with its spIen(hi( suppiy of
nattiral gras. Tiieti beziîîs oïie of the
inost attractive stretches of country iii
die w~orld. Wc are iii the region of
the Warin " Chinook winds." Cattie
aiid horses graze at w~ill ail the year
round ini great lierds. Here it is, in
the spriiîg and fali, tlîat the cattie-

CALtA&UX, ALBI:ýICA.

Fiocks of wild geese, ducks, cranes,
snipe, ployer, curlew-this is the hun-
ters' paradise. The ground is dotted
with the holes triade by the pretty
littie gophers. And we get an occa-
sional glimpse of a coyote or prairie
Wvolf.

Then for miles we near the purpie
Une of the Cypress ills. At Maple
Creek we see the scarlet figures of
the North-West Mounted Police keep-
ing guard over an Indian encamip-
nient. At the station are the Indlians
and squaws tiienîselves, in gay-colored
blankets, dirty but picturesque, offer-

kings and the cowvboys gaither for
their famous " round-ups."

At Crowvfoot Station wve caught our
first glimpse of the Rockies. And
now, hour aiter hour, wve are roliing
on toward the great barrier of whîite-
capped mounitains. Their snows and
thîcir glaciers glisten in the inidsurn-
mer sun. Ail the way to the Pacifie
the nîouintaiîîs wvill be withi us. It is
this region that Whymper described
as " fifty or sixty Swvitzerlands roiied
into one." From five to .:-git tliou-
sanci feet the mountains lift thîcir
heads above the plain. We are
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