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thought worthy of names ; and a clothing of vegeta-
tion would have marred their ma:sive grandeur.
The first thrce were so near, and towered up so bold,
that their full forms, even to the long shadows on
them, were reflected clearly in the lakelet, next to
the rushes and spruce of its own shores. Here is
scene for a grand picture, equal to Hill’s much-
admired painting of the ¢ YoSemite Vailey.’ A
little further on, another lakelet reflected the moun-
tains to the right, showiag not only the massive grey
and blue of the limestone, but red and green colour-
ings among the shales that separated the strata of
limestone. The road now descended .rapidly from
the summit of the wooded hiil that we had so slowly
gained, to thevalley of the Athabasca.  As it wound
from point to point among the tall durk green spruces,
and over rosebushes and vetches, the soft blue of the
mouatains gleamed through everywhere, and when
the woods parted, the mighty column of Roche &
Perdrix towered a mile above our heads, scuds of
clouds Kkissing its snowy summit, and each plication
and angle of the different strata up its giant sides
boldly and clearly revealed. We were entering the
magnificent Jasper portals of the Rocky Mountains
by a quiet path winding between groves of trees and
rich lawns like an English gentleman’s park.

Crossing a brook divided into half a dozen brook-
lets by willows, the country opened a little, and the
base and inner sides of Roche & Perdrix were revealed ;
but it was still an amphitheatre of mountains that
opened out before us, and Roche & Myette seemed
as far off as ever. Soon the Riviére de Violon was
heard brawling round the base of Roche & Perdrix,
and rushing on like a true mountain torrent to the
Athabasca.  We stopped to drink to the Queen out
of its clear ice-cold waters, and halted for dinner in
a grove on the other side of it, thoroughly excited
and awed by the grand forms that had begirt our path
for the last three hours. We could now sympathize
with the daft enthusiast who returned home after
years of absence, and when asked what he had asan
equivalent for so much lost time, answered only : ¢ I
have seen the Rocky Mountains.’

¢ After dinner, a short walk enabled us to take
bearings. The valley of the Athabasca, from two to
five miles wide, according as a sandy bas-fond or in-
tervale along its shore varied in width, extended up
to the west and south, guarded on each side by giant
forms. We had come inside the range, and it was
no longer an amphitheatre of hills but a valley ever
opening, and at each turn revealing new forms, that
was now before us. Roche Ronde was to ourright,
its stratification as distinct as the leaves of a half-
opened book. The mass of the rock was limestone,
and what at a distance had been only peculiarly bold
and rugged outlines, were now seen to be the differ-
ent angles and contortions of the strata. And such
contortions !  One high mass twisting up the sides
in serpentine folds, as ifit had been so much pie-
crust ; another bent in great waving lines like petri-
fied billows. The colouring, too, was all that artist
could desire. Not only the dark green of the spruce
in the corries, which turned into black when far up ;
but autumn tints of red and gold as high as vegeta-
tion had climbed on the hill sides; and above that,
streaks and patches of yellow, green, rusty red, and
black, relieving the grey mass of limestone ; while up
the valley, every shade of blue came out according
as the hills were near or far away, and summits hoary
with snow bounded the horizon.”

In their progress through the Vellow Head Pass
to the North Thomson River, the travellers enjoyed
many grand sights, and came in for at least one of
those experiences which, like falls in fox-hunting—if
we maytrust fox-hunters—lend piquancy to the gene-
ral ‘pleasure.

‘¢ After dinner the trail, from the nature of the
soil, was so rough that the horses could only go at a
walk of three miles an hour. It ran either among
masses of boulders, or through new woods, where
the trees and willows had been cut away, but their
sharp stumps remained. It was dark before we reach-
ed the cast end of Moose Lake, and if all our party
had been together, we would certainly have camped
beside one of the many tributarics of the Fraser that
run down from every mountain on both sides after
it emerges from Yellow Head Lake, and make it a
deep strong river before it is fifteen miles long. One
of those mountain fecders that we crossed was an
hundred feet wide, and so deep and rapid in two
places, that the horses waded across with difficulty,
and had almost to swim. Our company, however,
was unfortunately separated into three parts, an .0
concetled action could be taken. Moberly and the
Doctor had r'dden ahead to find Mohun’s Camp, and
have supper ready ; the pack-horses followed three
or four miles behind them ; and the Chief, Frank,
and the Secretary were far in the rear, botanising
and sketching. Every hour we expected to get to
the Camp, but the road seemed endless. In the
dense, dark woods, the moon’s light was very feeble,
and as the horses were done out, we walked before
or behind the poor brutes, stumbling over loose
boulders, tripped up by the short sharp stumps and
rootlets, mired in deep moss springs, wearied with
climbing the steep ascents of the lake’s sides, knee-
sore with jolts in descending, dizzy and stupid from
sheer fatigue and want of sleep. A drizzling rain
had fallen in showess most of the alternoon, and it
continued at intervals through the night, but our
exertions heated us so much that our clothes became
as wet, on account of the waterproofs not allowing
perspiration to evaporate, as if we had been thrown
into the lake ; and thinking it less injurious to get
wet from without than from within, we took off the
waterproofs, and let the whole discomfort of the
rain be added to the other discomforts of the night.
The only consolation was that the full moon shone
out occasionaliy fiom rifis in the clouds, and enabled
us to pick a few sieps and avoid some difficulties.
At those times the lake appeared at our feet, glim-
mering through the dark firs, and shut in two or
three miles beyond by precipitous mountains, down
whose sides white torrents were foaming, the noise
of one aranother of which sounded incessantly in our
ears, till the sound became hateful.

¢ This kind of thing lasted in the case of the three
in the rear fully five hours. The men with the pack-
horses had got into camp half an hour, and Moberly
and the Doctor two hours before them. None of us
were in good humour, because we felt there had
been stupid bungling or carelessness on the part of
those who should have guided us, as no one would
have dreamed of attempting such a journey if proper
information had been given. And tocrown this dis-
astrous day, there was no feed about Mohun’s camp,
and his horses, that we had expected to change with
ours, had left a few days previously for Téte Jaune




