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through a projecting spur of rock, but so well made, and so thoroughly pro-

tected everywhere, that we feel no sense of daiiger. For hours we are

deafened by the roar of the waters below, and we pray for the broad sunshine

once more. The scene is fascinating in its terror, and we finally leave it

gladly, yet regretfully.

At Yale the cafton ends and the river widens out, but we have mountains

yet in plenty, at times receding and then drawing near again. We see China-

men washing gold on the sand-bars and Indians herding cattle in the meadows ;
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and the villages of the Indians, each with its little unpainted houses and minia-

ture chapel, alternate rapidly with the collection of huts where the Chinamen

congregate. Salmon drying on poles near the river give brilliant touches of

color to the landscape, and here and there we see the curious graveyards of

the Indians, neatly enclosed and decorated with banners, streamers, and all

manner of carved " totems."

A gleaming white cone rises towards the southeast. It is Mount Baker,

sixty miles away and fourteen thousand feet above us. We cross large rivers

flowing into the Fraser, all moving slowly here as if resting after tin.: • tumul-

tuous passage down between the mountain ranges. As the valley widens out

m


