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In the Evolutiofl of the Locomotive the 1914 rnethod of hauling freight over the Caziboo Trail

by gasoline tractora miglit be conaidered.

Go back a f ew years and you Sind a stili earlier type of freight train, but ane atili in use on the
Cariboo Road, from Aahcroft to Fort George.

The New Caribco Trail
In Central British Columbia, the Nearly Obsolete Stage Coach with its Six-horseSwagger

is Modernized Jor Twentieth Century Needs

Bv C. W. ESMOND

T IE moraing Is clear and crIsp. The frost

patchles on the baro, bold bluffs and roUlaS

billa sparkle wlth diamofld brillianc0. DoWIi
lan the lttle towfl of Ashcraf t two big, red

motors whtz bither and thither. Here a passenger

Is talten on. There a place of baggage is plcked up.

Nowour nerlYbas its load. The littie bank la-
spetO tOutfuly ,provides hlmself Wltb a flask

ofct_; brandy, uIl ol as f accident." Bath he aad the

young doctor have a plontiful s3upply af cigare and

cigaretteB. The former takos the front st wlth

the driver; the latter site behind witb the silent mani

and woman whos I "rlght smart" and III reekon" pro-

laim. their Dixie Lanld orîgili. 1 take One Of the

chairs. A buSe pile Of suit-Cases, tarpaulll-cavered-
are strapped on bohlnd.

III have twO Chinamnen te go," says the youmg traffie

manager, standing on the footboard and tuckIng the

robes warialy about everybody. "But tbey are small

fellows, be continues, with a vocal Inflection from

,WbIch you Infor that it would be perfectly al right

ta fold one of tbema up and oit on hlm. Sa we shoot

off to Chlnatown. Out from Chang Wang's laundry

cornes one sîipperod Coleatial wlth a large suit-case,

and forth froni WO On's chop suey steps the other

wlth a large bag filled almfost to bureting. The bag

and suit-case are loadod on eitber side of tbe engine

in front. Bath the Chinamleli, bowevor, are mucb

larger than we had plctured thoin, and neither looks

sufficiently flexible for a cushioli. But they are

loaded in boside me, one on a gasoline can and the

othor on the second chair. A big load ls warni and

maires the sprlinge more flexible. Thore are eigbt

of us with the driver.
Now the Impatioatly tbrobbing englue of the 60

b. p. Winton car ls givon Its head and we shoot off.

Darting acrosa the bridge we fly at the stlff grades

that, lead up out of the valley of the ThompsoU.

Every tura, every new elevaton, la a frosb rovelation

o! gllsteiig, sparirling beauty. It la Deceflber. Yet

the mornIng seema 'te have been plucked froni the

turne wben the I'frost ls on the punkiti', and the corn

ts Ia the shock."1 The wlnd of our motion fans cheoirs

Into) a burahig glow. The speed exhilaratOl like wine.

Âshcroft quickly bides bebiad the 10w bills. We

roll up auto the level grade and whlri alruS the

frozen road la a world ilooded wIth anshixe. Juat

ahead o! us ls a freigbter. le bas twa buse waggoas

coupled together. Tbey bave toweriilg blgb boxes

and thre oaas tops of prairie echonrs. Tbey are

packod wltb gooda for the Foit George country,

whitber we are apeeding. This freigbt train wlll be

about tbree weeks on the road. Wlth a elacir, clacir

a! Its Klaxon aur express tires thre sideanexd whirle

by. Another open stretch and a wlde open tbrottle,

Flere Is anether freight train, ompty thie tume, cou1iIi

toward us. Thre driver sits lu bis saddle, holding

the reins over bis slx-borse teani. A chimie a! belle

aboya the coalsar of eacb o! the leaders ring out or

the frosty air andI the borses swing Jauntily alang t(

the music.

HERE we round the bold face of the bluff an(
*H look down a sheer wail of a huadred feet t,

tbe bad of the sballow but turbulent creeb

Down thre long grade we roll and ducir around. thi

spurs aloag tbe tumbling stream. Now we are a]

another levaI grade and shoot past a large, conifai

able ranch-bouse, witb ias corral and numerous oui

buildings. Creaplag through the bumpa, tbuudrIný
over thre level stratcbes, on tirrobe Our motor anti

la littI. more tha ain u we roll Into thre sîeep
lîttle village of Cliaton. Just a Pause bore for guc

Ilnand we are off again ika thre thunderboît.

Level creek bottoms and long bill slopes bore givo
us a far-etretching vlew o! brilliant beaiity. Thon

the foreat berne us la and we rua betwoen two sombre

walls of green. We round a bluff that draps into a

little luire and suddenly stop agalnst the nases of a

frelgbter's teani. It ls an unexpected meeting. By

careful manouvring a passage ls arranged and on

we go. Now the front wheels atrike an unoxpected

serles of bumpa. The Chinese suit-case on the en-

glue, after a serles of high jumps, bits the track

from where it bouncos into the dltcb on the opposite

side. The bitherto alont Celestials becomne suddoaly

volublo la Chinese. Wo lot our Imaginations inter-

prot for us la thé ligbt of what wo would say under

similar cIrcumstancos. Back wo go an Incredible

distance, pick up the resilient baggage and sweep on
ta 74 Mile Hlouso for lunch.

Witb wbat appetitea wo demollsb the vegetables,
beef and pie ueed not bore bo recorded. It la a good

old-fasbioaod dinor, served la a farmblouse,* ad

therefor we pay "four bits," flfty cents. Thon, wltb

The Cariboo express train that rushes travellers over the trail
from Ashcroft ta Fort George, by the old gold trail of the '6o's.

we resume our journey. Througbout a mlld after.

noon we gaze on an ever-cbaaging Panorama Of ranch,

peaceful lake, sloplng bilside, evergreefl forest ad

daring mountaia road, ail seemlng to pass with

moving picture swlftness. Dusk begins to fail. The

moon peeps over our shoulders. Here at a ranch-

bouse the driver telephones abead to have supper

ready at Mlle 134. Thon on we go for another bour

in the growing llght of the moon.
Mile 134, If anything, surpasses the cheer f the

luncblag place. Mr. Ross, our host, Is a typical

Cariboo rancher, well read, comfortable and con-

tented with his 700-acre estate. But the moon la

lilling the valley with a silver glow, the roade are

good and on we go for flfteen joyous miles to 149

Mlle House. Like an Invading army we swarm la

upon them. But tbey are qulte equal ta the orner-

gency and qulckly have us suitably accommaodated

for sleeping. Aftor a short nlgbt f "dreamless"'
the breakfast caîl sounds la our ears and wo are

shortly tucklng away the porridge, hamn and oggs,

bot cakes and coffeo. Breakfast ovor, we Inspeet the

ranch and visit the captive bear. Brula, however,

bas gono in for bis wlater's nap and we can only see

two very sleepy oyes ralsed 'wlth a great effort at

tbe noise of our approach.

B Y this time our driver ts ready and we whirl
along as yosterday. More than an hour we pass
la climbiag bills, creeplng around precipitous

spurs and rolliag down grades. Thon suddeaiy be-

fore us opens a deop valiey and bits of the silver
rlbbon f the Frasr appear. Down n there ts the

littlo village of Soda Creok. But how we are te

descend, except by alrshlp, Is past understandlng.
However, the mystery ls solved as we proceed. Along

the steep side of the higb bank ruas the well-graded
road. Dowa a serlos of switch backs we rol as safly
as dowa a city stroot. Below yawns the canyon wbich
bore compresses tbe Frasor's volume Into a narrow
flume.

If It wore summor we should bore leave the motor
and take a comfortabie river steamer up the Fraser,
making the 4rip ta Fort George la two days. As it

i, we got gasoline and then follow tbe road along
the river toward tbe village of Quesnel. After
anothor of thoso iomfortable farmbouse lunches we
rol for miles along the raggod edge of the hIgb
bench that gives us a far-strotchlng view of the
Valley of the Fraser. Suddenly la mld-afternoon It
broadons and we look down to whero the village o!
Qusel nestls at the junction f the Quesnel and

The z=n that handled thc "ziboiis over thc six-horse tette swi nginc the mails up froua Adheroit to Quesaud w0uld hmv crexted
a senstion se s down -east horst show.


