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7th SEPTEMBER, 1889

THE DOMINION ILLUSTRATED. 1es

OUR WILD WESTLAND.
Points on THE Paciric PROVINCE.
(B MRS. ARTHUR SPRAGGE.)

D . !
EVF;Ié%PMENTS OF SCENERY IN THE AUTUMN OF
]—BOAT[NG Uron THE CoLUMBIA RIVER
—THE DisaproINTING MONTH OF UCTOBER
—PEGGY AND THE GREY MARE—THE PoNy’s
NTIMELY FATE—A WINTER VISIT TO THE
LACIER IN THE SELKIRKS.

At X
entirel;hg _end of August, in 1887, the mosquitoes
them off lSappeareq, the cgol mgh'ts either killing
Proveq C01‘ paralyzing their energies. September
. wh(,)]eonsequently, the most enjoyable month of
nnis betsealson. During its thirty days we played
games 1 wfeen four and six o’clog:k, prefacing our
unch fez afternoon tea. I rode immediately after
Col’ouri sting my eyes upon the new developments
glorious ng in the Columbia valley, wrought by the
lent gre tgO.lden tints of the autumn foliage, which
in sid: richness and variety to the sombre moun-
ot y S. Graceful groups of popiars and birches
P amid dark evergreens, emphasizing the
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IOCalitCiape with gilded points, while in some damp
Mark €S occasional touches of bright crimson

e ;
Some g.the existence of cranberry bushes about

Vivid
1nvest

. Istant spring, arresting attention by their
eg‘{ts of colour. My husband at this time
throm a boat, which was kept below our house,
fu padd]Ugh its medium we enjoyed some delight-
the most es up the Columbia river, which requires
tion jp, th‘:al'eful navigation, owing to its low condi-
me]lings € autumn, when it is no longer fed by
B Snow from the mountain tops. The numer-
togethegr and snags 'that encumbered its course,
Seemeq tWlth the swiftness of the current, which
Vigour ino me to pursue its way with unabated
Awayg ﬁ“splte of the decreased volume of water,
nd prey, ed my mind with grave apprehensions
tify] reacimed my proper appr;ciguon of the bequ-
Pictyreg es of the river. It is interspersed with
fapidyy qQue islands to the east, and flows most
ankg ée"en at low water, between high wooded
our Shclosed by an ever-changing vista of glorious
the strem ranges revealed by the different bends of
Peakg azg” the varying panorama of snow-crqwned
leay and d‘golden bases thrown into strong relief by
ng a h Istant groups of connical evergreens, form-
eI)tembzme of which the eye never tires. Thus
Ctober r] slipped only too quickly away, and
hag paix,lta so, did not prove the month my fancy
onn.ed it, nor the October of Ontario. The

to contiy, 1ght was br}ght and fine and we were able
fro o Ue our tennis, changing the hours of play
light anl:jr to two o’clock, thus securing the best
OWeve, OW{irmth of the day. I lost my rides,
Peg ,“’rhwmg to the defalcation of the faithless
e, tUmodWaS led astray by a cunning old gray
her own li‘?‘ out at the end of the season to find
°9nsorted ing as best she could. The two animals
frnends © together and evidently became fast
N Ount of much so that the grey developed an
he as cussedness most human in its depravity.
Which, 1. DEVer, of course, treated to the oats upon
a fenCede pony feasted, and had to remain without
Jox, ror: Nclosure, casting longing eyes at the feed-
NgS an Whose depths certain tantalizihg munch-
for this n Crunchings were audible. Her revenge
Way o €glect of her palate was to beguile Peggy
all ethat she ceased to come for her oats at
her, 1n my husband had to go out and catch
th grey l: dplan was too transparent, however, for
s an{i and her next move was to kick up

trien 38 ap depart, with Peggy in her train, as
b(l)ed to run i’hone.approached the pair. Nextwe
cl‘t » but th; em into an enclosure and corral them
med ¢ 1s scheme failed, as they positively de-
tohere Werere, Tun in, even by a horse and rider.
a effect ¢ eelther cowboys nor lassoes in the town
stnd 0ats wy, conquest, and the price of both hay
able w0u]; so high that the feeding of Peggy ina
§°‘°!, S0 We v have made her worth her weight in
s:"‘ S and oo obliged to abandon her to her own
g Per; tact.acknowledge ourselves beaten by the
w"eve 0 r llcs of the grey mare. Poor Peggy, I
3 solq be ate, met with an untimely fate. She
Y her owner, the itinerant carpenter,

through the agency of my husband, to a man at
Golden City, from whom I contracted to buy her
back in the spring of 1888, provided I found her
sound and in good condition. Early in the season,
however, she was run over by the train and killed,
a few miles from the town. Nor have I owned
another steed or ridden in the mountains since her
demise.

It was not until the zist of October that the
snow laid its white hand upon the Columbia valley.
Then more than an inch fell, but quickly dis-
appeared. A few nights afterwards the ground was
thickly covered to the depth of half a foot. I had
been anxious for such an opportunity to visit the
summit of the Selkirks and to see those stupendous
peaks in their winter garb. Accordingly the snow
having most obligingly appeared on Friday, we
made up a party on Saturday and left Donald by
the morning train on that day to spend Sunday at
the Glacier, where an excellent mountain hotel is
kept by the Canadian Pacific Railway Company.
It is situated two miles west of the elevation at
which the railway crosses the Selkirk range in a
beautiful bend of the Ille-cille-waet valley, sur-
rounded by magnificent mountains, among which
Sir Donald and Syndicate peaks are conspicuous
by their imposing grandeur. In the immediate
neighbourhood of the hotel is a fine glacier, to
which roads have been made, a huge sea of green,
glittering, opaque ice. The Glacier House is a
very artistic building of the Swiss chalet type,
coloured, externally, chrome-yellow, relieved by
dark brown beams and mouldings. The adjoining
grounds are well laid out, ornamented by a pretty
fountain, walks and lawns—in fact, everything has
been done to render the Glacier an attractive sum-
mer resort for those in search of mountain air and
scenery. The snow gained inch by inch in depth
as we left the Columbia valley behind and passed
into higher regions. At the Glacier, three hours
west of Donald, it measured at least one foot, if
not more, in depth. The view from the verandah
and windows of the little hotel—which contains, by
the way, fourteen bedrooms and a very large dining-
room, panelled in stained wood—was one of fairy-
like beauty, forming, by the very contrast of its
delicate purity, a very different picture from the one
my mental vision had retained of the Ille-cille-waet
valley as I had seen it last, in the preceding year,
flooded with the rich purple and golden lights of
early autumn. Then I learnt, for the first time,
of that great triumph of engineering skill, the won-
derful loop, by whose three tiers of rails the Cana-
dian Pacific Railway descends the western slope of
the Selkirk range. Who could believe that but six
weeks later in the year such a transformation could
be brought about, that all the glorious tints and hues
of early autumn could be so completely shrouied
beneath the white mantle of winter, that every ves-
tige of colour could be absorbed so utterly in the
soft pall that spread its winding sheet over moun-
tain and valley and wrapt all nature in the silence
of death? Yetwho will say there is not something
ideal in these delicate tones of purity, something
which tends to elevate the mind to an inward con-
sciousness of moral cleanliness in this transcendant
whiteness of earth’s vestal garment? Either this
or else associations of spotlessness arouse those
Jatent ideas of infinite eternity with which the con-
templation of the perfection of natural beauty in-
spires even the most unimpressionable mortals. 1
am not an admirer usually of the cold garb of win-
ter, as it is familiar to me, in its ordinary urban and
rural aspect. The snow of cities soon becomes a
dirty, stained covering, a mere travesty of its true
Joveliness ; but in the heart of the mountains, amid
the grandeur and magnificence of the Creator’s
works, it has a significance of its own. I was en-
tranced by the glistening heights, standing out in
solid crags. of what might have been the whitest
marble, against a brilliant blue sky; masses of
silver-tipped pines creeping up- to the timber line,
sparkling in the sunlight like millions of diamonds,
while the larger trees in the foreground bowed their
feathery heads beneath the weight of masses of soft
snow. Far away down the Ille-cille-waet valley,
where the mountains form an amphitheatre whose
circle joins the sloping.shgulder of one of the
highest peaks, the same fairylike scene was repeated,

ethercalised still more by the silvery bl illimi
able distance. I was sp);llbound b);r t}:lee ?lfleljililtllzllt
beauty about me, the perfect silence that prevqile()i
adding the weight of solemnity to the impre;siv
effect. When we returned from the Glaciclr‘ ort;
Sunday afternoon, the temperature was considerabl
lower than the preceding day and the earth frozex);
hard. The same night the thermometer fell at
Donald to zero, while in other parts of the Kootena
district it dropped far below, an extraordinarily
~early cold wave having struck the mountains I’;
seemed as if cruel winter had us fairly in his gri
The next da)f, however, the weather moderatedgan%
there was a light fall of snow, followed by a heav
one of some three or four inches, after which it b 4
came suddenly mild  On Thursday the rouii
was covered with slush, on Friday with pgo]snf
water, on Saturday with mud, consequently walkir:)
In a primitive region, where sidewalks and )ave!;E
ments do not abound, is a form of exerciselonl
adapted to trousers and long boots, and 1 began ty
realise that a winter sojourn in the Columbiagv 11 v
might have its drawbacks to petticoats. Thet?) Ty
ing of the snow at this tine produced pec lc:t-
atmosphpnc effects, and for days and dg sutll?r
Columbia valley was enveloped in gloorz the
mountains were shrouded in mist, and thou, h .e
did not actually rain, the sun nev:er shone a%d a
general sense of dampness and discomfort préva'l dal
which, combined with the absence of sunlight was
decidedly depressing in its tendencies \%Vh, :V P
Ontario 1s known as the fruitful season ’of Octa bm
might be described in the mountains two year ago
as the final season of October, when the se)r,vicS :i)glo
cow and useful chicken were sold away into If:)lnde
?E:, ;;:;;ngft?r::hﬁ ex.[‘alc:nse dof their winter provender-
t {resh milk and eggs were no mor 1
ggﬁz‘:ili)?l)t?gbebzgf\rn dto p]rest::nt problems ot? ,(i)l;s
t €d only by the law of substitu-
tion. The decree then went for uga
lips th“at the nyl,ountain season wast ]:)vtxc-) t:né:oa{:tg aIl
;nqst g}:) east” and possess my soul in patience till
pring should again develope the resources, natural
and artificial, of Donald, B.C > heti
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VATEL.

The fate of Vatel is intimat 1 i
memories of Chantilly, as it ha:]zo:rl:jekfictl)vxt:‘ "
II? _the piquant letters of Mme. de Sévigné OT}‘:S
Lg&(;exv}'a\.; gl’;]}?egfa gri:at _lfc‘te to his mc.marche

. ormal splendours of Versailles
were cast in the shade by the rural delj of
Chantilly. The tables were spread i the g ants o
the ground being thickl sge\v it oben s
Vatel had surpassed himse)if in thenm:";z]ztzh' t{](;nql.nls.
and /Jigueurs were of the choicest ; the Kinwu}es
in the best of humour, and all went merr S
Ir:];r:aé%e b?ll‘l}; But to the eye of the chef lea;az

. e roast had fallen short, and
tables, out of twenty-five or more i  boen
\v:irﬁtlsrilga fritoge;lller. Vatel felt himself (l)tvel::geltr)r‘?gg
ime. He retired to his ¢ i i

The Prince himself hastened tohzgrggorr:nh?rc:pauc.i
restore his artist’s pride with words of pride and
appreciation. Butitwasof nouse. His Hj h: .

was full of goodness, said the dejected cl:e/§ : gss
:2523 rergan(ljedhthe melancholy fact—the roast h:c;

. nd the strain of preparatio

great for the unhappy Vatgl ; Ff)'or niggt};a}?etf:g :100
slept—nor could he sleep now—and in the (1)t
morning he wandered forth to seek rest for hisear 4
turbed brain in the coolness of the morning aj hnd
the freshness and verdure of the park. Ongthlr s
lic met one of the purveyors of the householde \‘vvﬁy
had amy’cd with a meagre supply of seafish K IO
this all ?” cried Vatel, overcome with despail: at ths
sight, ¢ }t is all,” was the reply. And Vatel w ¢
back to his room with death at his heart. T f: t
fiasco of the roast had now succeeded th'e dis(;st :
of the fish. He could not survive the dis r.eu:er
and so threw himself upon his sword. Andg fl o
all, the fish arrived, seafish from the Norman oaet
fresh fish from the rivers, fish enough and to spare.
in ample time for the table, but too late to sawsipa;\e’
¢hef.  The Prince wept bitter tears over his bog il
as much for the cook as for the man—for hj ly—
was irreparable.—A// the Year Round, oo



