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In conuing donrn Field Hill1, %ve
had an aniusing instance of the
fact, that aIl the curiosity of the
world is not monoplized by our
sex. The car hiad been sentaliead,
and as I wvas the only one of our
party, Nvho remnaitied in the obser-
vation car, it was gettitig clark,
andi an Englishiman on the' shiady
sîde of sixty, wvas darting fron side
to side, exclaiming on the awful.
ness of the situation and Uie temnpt-
ing of Providence it was Lo build a
railvay iii such a place. I got tired
of lîim, and askcd the brakenian if
we %vere near Frild, lie replied:
* 'We'll be thiere in about Len mnin-
utes," and then added, "Vour car
Nvent thror.gl this af ternooti." The
old gentleman iîîstatitly put in,
"«Whose car?" I didn't consider it
right to gratify bis curiosity, so
renmained silent; but the brakeman
told hini "the Superintendent's."
This did flot satisfy. "A\nd what
did you say his nainle was?- cainle
îîext;- this wvas addressed directly
to me, so I ansvered. -I didn't
say," and thoughit, he's settUed
now%. But no, insinuatingly came,
"What's your husband's nait.?"
I replied sweetly. 'I haven'tanvý."
anud fled away to the other c-
Next înorning 1 heard somne one
talking to the cook, and looking
otît dîscovered Mr. Interrogation
Point.

Froni Paliser to Golden; Lhrough
the lowver Kickitig Horse pass, I
went in company with Mr. N., on
the' co%% catcher of an etigine. It
ivas about six o'clock in the morn-
ing, wlhen we entered, the distance
is about 23 muiles. The cliff walls
here narrowv to a gorge, just wide
eniougli for the river, whiicil seenis
tu fret and chafe, and liurry beý-
wee its confined batiks, foamiing
furiously, its roar increased by thc
echuing rocks-. The railwav htg

to a ledgc o11 this side, tlien 1(.ioing
as it were foothold dasiies across to
thie other, through tunls--, over
bridges, zig7zaginig its perilous
course, %vherever it cati clilîg.
1-jere again we hiad the glorlous
effeet of the suiishiie and the sade,
the xnoutitaifl tops anid snoiw glist-
ening and sparklinig; ini the gorge
nothîig brighit, but occasional
flashes on the w'hite malle of the
KickingHurse. Aftera final plunge
we -,hoot out ilito the Valley of
the Colunmbia, in which river the
erstwhlile Kickitig Horse is calmly
fiowitig. l esoAfter Icaving Dona. eso
enter the Rogers' Pass. Here thc
rond makzes a graduai ascent along
the side of a range, on tht left we
could constantly see the varying
beauty of the opposite petalks, the
valley beneath, îvith its taîl firs,
like tiny bushes, the river a silver
ribbon carelessly thrown down.

Along here somnewhere is the
highestrailroad bridge iii the world,
on Dur right the UPstTetchin&-g bis
along whose sides Nve wvere travel-
ling. The trees and verdure of al
kinds is luxuriant; every little, w-e
crossed a bridge over a chasin, or
ravine, or crevice down which
streamilets. in f ails and rapids,
tbrough ferny lined batiks hastened
to the valley belowv. This Ppss,
like Banff, is a natural reservation.
One great c.rawvback to the full
enjoymlent of the beauty is the
continuaI, passing tlîrougli snow
sheds.

'rhe scenery grows grander as
we go on, as if gatherixig for a
cliniax wvbicli was reaclhed in the
region of the Great Glacier. The
grand and beautiful becanie Uic
sul)lirne, and our wonderingadmir-
ation verged into a fearful awe.
Ail around wvere Lail peak1s, robed
in tie eternal snows, rîsîrug up in
incomparable rnajesty, thien the
Great Glacier itself, wvhich is said
to be larger thati the conîbiined


