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144 FARM LIFE IN MANITOBA.

felt bound to begin again, and much enjoyed
our fish. The food provided at these wayside
inns is generally so bad and dear, a dollar
a head charged for sixteen to eighteen dishes,
of almost uneatable messes, that we prefer the
tinned meats and fruits we have in our
luncheon basket ; and for drinks we have
beautifully iced water in all the carriages, the
ice being replenished at every big station.

The last forty miles of our railroad journey
was over a line only opened ten days ago, by
which, I am thankful to say, we avoided twelve
hours more of the stage-coach and anight in a
Colorado inn, which, we are told, is anything
but pleasant, there always being many more bed-
fellows than what one bargains for; and we

. should not have seen the Black Canyon ‘and

its thirteen miles of grandeur and sublimity.”
The railway track is cut out of the sides of the
over-hanging rocks, and in places is built on
a bed of stones in the creek itself.

The rocks at times almost seemed to meet
overhead, then widened, we crossing and re-
crossing the torrent by wooden bridges which
shortly are to be replaced by iron ones. Phe
colouring was so beautiful, the chasm being




