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I n the Western West
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A' Sketch of Capilano Canyon
By ETHEL CODY STODDARD

MEMBER that to-morrow
fwill t)e Capîlanio day, andI

that everyone nust please l)e
up in good time, or he left
at home,'" annouinced our
hostess at the close of a par-
ticuiarly i)usy day.

S Her words were sufficient
to get us aIl out of bed right

eariy the next mnorning, and so round ont a party
of sightseers,, many of whomi had seen the Capi-
lano Canyonl before but xvho were as eager to
see it again as were the newcomers te, obtain
their first view.

Every inhabited place or district in the known
world has its speciai beauty spot, and attention 15

usually directed to it in some manner. In Can-
ada's far West there is a vast variety of special-
ties, and descriptions of many of the greater
ones have been placed before the worid's read-
ers;' but the country being young, there are
many wonderful places that have flot yet stepped
promînently into the limeight of public view.
One of the most delightfnt and at the saine tinue
most magnificent of these places is the Capîlanio
Canyon, named after a prominent tribe of coast
Indians, and stuated about six miles f rom
Vancouver, in the lower portion of the coast
range mounitains. The world traveller sees mueh
wonderf ni scenery, but nndoubtedly heholds no-

thing that surpasses this canyon for rare heauty.
1Dowýn among the ocean-liners busy discharg-

ing freight from ail countries of the world or
loading merchandise for those same countries,
we found the modest ferry by which we crossed
the salty depths of Burrard Inlet (which at this
particular passage îs two and a haif miles wide

but which on account of the clear, rare atmos-
phere looks to be one-quarter that distance) and
edged aiongside brisk, ambtious and fast grow-

ing littie North Vancouver which digs its heets

in the high-tîde mark and stretches up one of the

niountains that lie directiy behhind it.
We made a merry party as with our tungs

fitied with strictly fresh salted air and tipped off

with undiluted sunshine, we clambered aboard

onue of the waiting tram cars and feit we were
really off for Capilano. At the end of the car

line a motor-car waited and after being comfort-

abiy seated we were almost immediateiy taken

ont of ourselves by our surrounidings.

1N front and to the right were the eternal snow-

Acapped mounitains, their heavîIy timbhered

green skirts spread out in a gylory that was
softened by the distance. To the left was Bur-

rard Inlet, which is the third finest harbor of the

world, and whose restiess waters are being ever

swirled this way and that by the rushing tide as

it tears in through the narrows Which are situ-

ated between Stanley Park (a park of severai

thousand naturaily wooded acres, the only one

of the kind in-the world) and the southernmost
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siope of the mountains. These narrows are the
deepest and narrowest stretch of navigable sait
water in the world.

On the sonth side of the Inlet the city of
Vancouver iay snug and prosperous, carryîug out
the weti laid plans for holding Western Canada
up before other countries as something to be
reckoned with in the general world scheme. The
world famons Stanley Park, its giant trees stand-
ing motionless in their own shadows, acts as a
statety sentinel at the city's gateway. Out be-
yond it, English Bay tossed and fretted while
stili farther out the Gulf of Georgia gieamed bine
and silver.

About the time that ail this fascinating pano-
rama had been duly admired the well kept road-
way turned sharply toward the right and led
through an avenue of ferns that were higher
than our heads as we drove along. Ever up and
on it led tilt we seemed to be aimost driving into
the niountain's shadows, while those mighty
mronarchs appeared to be retreating in dignified
silence.

A detour from the main road brought into
view a rather famous suspension bridge. This
is but a foot bridge, is three hundred feet long
and hangs two hundred and fifty f eet above the
madly rushing Capitano River below. t was
built by an enterpriging Englishman who now
lives in bis far-away home, and through his
agent collects toît from visitors for the privilege
of crossing this airy structure that at this par-
ticutar point joins the walls of Capilano Canyon.

While on the bridge one is verity suspended
mid water and clouds, and on account of its frail

structure a feeling is produced that is decidedly
unique. As the chasm below is quite visible
through the cracks in the floor, it ail combines
to make a thriling experience.

To right and left from the bridge the canyon
stretches to, two beautif ut curves where ît slips;
out of sight. The rock walls with exquisite
colorings rise sheer, while their tree-chîldren
fairly beg 'a foothold from their crevices. Behind
theni the mountaifis peer over each other's shoul-

ders and smile blandly upon this beautiftîî nature-
creation. Below, the river rushes and roars the
wvhile creating a thousand sounds which the can-
yon walls catch and toss on and on ini mighty
cchoes.

When we had crossed the bridge we fourni a
flurne with swiftly runnrng water tucked into the
canyon waIl. A foôtwalk of one, sornetimes two
boards placed close beside the flume invited
pedestrians of steady nerves to investigate the
beauties ahead. A large miliîng company con-
structed seven miles of thîs flume, which is
V-shaped and three feet wide at the top; then
realizing that nothing larger than shingle bolts
could successfuily round the almost right-angles
of the canyon walls, sold it to a japanese
company.

()NE may walk beside the enitire length of the
f lume and find every foot of it interesting.

The glacier-fed waters, stili icy and fuit of frost
even in August, coo softly as they nose swiftly
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down the flume, hile aboe them, are the trees,
talsttey nd sflgreen, their shadows

dancing gaiiy on the watr_ eo.Uu
thouand offeet to the lef t cfimb h o

tain, while far, far below in-an imstlperpen-
dicular direction the tutrbulentaiaot er fte
river hurry on to the sea.)tln aeso h

As one walks aiog the feet are brushed bythe tree-tops, their straight tutnks seemingy tO
stretch down, downý'11alnost too far down, for
comlfortable th'ougbt. Onie feels like a fly teeter-
ing9 along the edge of nOthing ýbecause a false,
step WOulId undoubtedîy resuit in a broken sm
thing, while adpruei

wudbe quite possible. ito* an9other wortd
Straight away and aroundi( sharp corners, the

nume walk led uis unti, for a lng istance it dtig
into the rock walls, and wAe gazed awesomely 1fli
to) the Canyon which was filed with the roar f
water, to hutndreds, of feet betow. Then the
giance weli tpt, to the heights above, and forward
and back to where beYOInd the canyon walls rose
white-bonnieted moun1tafll2 W'ith ecycos
arouind their shou fders;Cloud

whr-the.river-,;blden reverted bhelow NtO
itseif into a m'bite fur adyuhd dashed
and occasiona1iy r, dîpped ifito qiet eddies
whir1pools. 1 Went bacic to revisit restess

From this Point, which is two miles above
Coitiniý'd 01 pa ieCAPILANO DAMJ-SIX MILES NORTHI OF NORTH VANCOUVER.


