
14th SEPTEMBER, 1889 'T'HE DOMINION ILLUSTRATED.

OCCupation that had taken possession of me from
themoment I had gazed on the features of MissFurze.

Nor, during the whole meal, could I keep my
eyes from wandering almost continually to her face,
WhCh Seemed to embarrass her not a little, if I
ChOjld udge from the blushes that mantled her
heeks whenever she caught my gaze fixed upon

but. My kind host, still seeing my embarrassment,
of Ilistaking the cause, kept up a regular flowOconversation, thus, to a great extent, making thedInner a success.

There was no sitting over the wine in that house.
ahen the dinner was over we accompanied thetlies back to the drawing-room, and were just sit-

Visg down for a comfortable chat, when another
Vl5itor was announced:

Joseph Austell."
nr \Vhat does he want ?" muttered Mr. Furze, in
themiable tone, as the stranger was ushered into

room,

theîr. Furze arose and stopped him half way with
Words:

th" "el, sir, what means this intrusion ? I never
ho ught you would have the audacity to enter this

se again."
the I heard of the arrival of my cousin," answered
allnew-comer, "and I thought you would surely

oYhMe to pay my respects to her."
MWhle saying these words, he turned towards
as Alice, who was seated by my side, and Ientght the first glimpse of his face'since he hadered the room.

tit that glimpse was enough.
(To be continued.)

OUR WILD WESTLAND.
PoINTS ON THE PACIFIC PROVINCE.

(BY MRs. ARTHUR SPRAGGE.)

E SPRING OF I888 IN THE EA>sr ANI) WEST-
nONINIoN DAY IS CELEBRATE) B AN EXPE-
bi1TION ro BANFF-THE WAPTA PASS FROM
AN ENGINE-FIRST IMPRESSION OFTHE

FF SPRINts HOTEL.
The XI.

the e second week in May, 1888, saw me agan in
Spri acific Province, where I found an earlier
tric ts sthan1Ileft in Ontario, whose northern dis-
ling'yshowed no signs of vegetation, ice and snow
Carng in frozen and sloppy masses along the

Portianl Pacific Railway between North Bay and
tiont Arthur, whence to Winnipeg general desola-
Seasand dreariness naturally prevail during all
a SonsOf the year. At the Manitoban metropolis
arrive urry was in active progress when our train
the tn fere passengers are turned out to explore
th0 o"ownfor an hour while the Pullmans are
thej.ughly swept and garmshed for the balance of

s blourey to the Pacific coast. An icy wind
OVer twIngover the prairie as it always blows
SU ' te Northwest, either cold in winter or hot in
retu according to my passing experience, and I
absrne d to the car thoroughly chilled, owing to the
eendce of such warm clothing as the temperature

aln.ed. The further west we advanced from
StiiPeg the more genial became the atmosphere,

i btwenty four hours from that capital we rejoiced
4d rny air, bright blue skies, soft brown carth,

grassin the neighbourhood of Calgary, the green
Were Through the mountans the deciduous trees
fOliagedushed with the tender green of budding

arpetead winthe Columbia valley the ground was
uriaWith violets and wild strawberries in

rieantblom.My sumrmer was \-r;ied 1,y
it expeditions from Donald to diff rent point:ofnterex o.Msutmr vsvic '
ld oega, u whither the development of the country

Y adv egal business drew us. Just six weeks after
rlebraent it was proposed that a party of us should

e the ominion Day by an expedition to Banff,
Cad-" r"ewly established mountain resort of the
S 0 o a Pacific Railway Company, on the eastern

.f the Rocky Mountains in North-West terri-
0s. Greatly as the lowlander may admire the
a.leyUe hegt that enclose most of the

o British Columbia, there is a certain sense

t r en associated with a limited horizon
granges one lad to escap~e over the encompass-

gswen the opportunity offers. Hence I

rejoiced not a little on the last day of June when
our small company of six quitted Donald by the
afternoon express and rolled along past Golden
City, up the Kicking Horse to Field, where one of
the Canadian Pacific Railway's picturesque meal
stations and hotels lies snugly esconced at the base
of Mount Stephen, beside the green river so oddly
named. When some one, adopting Western slang,
said " IViat's thei na//cr -with our having supper
here ?" out we ail turned with one consent and filled
a well appointed table, doing ample justice to a re-

past that, thanks to the ever provident and power-
fui company, provided a few more of the luxuries of
life than Donald could boast.

I am far from being a bold or venturesome traveller,
and feel no dormant desire for either cowcatchers
or engines, so I do not understand what access of
amiability induced me to comply with my husband's
suggestion that I should mount upon the cab for
the better enjoyment and appreciation of the
scenery in the Wapta Pass. I did remonstrate
feebly and protested that travelling was only endur-
able under the most favourable circumstances m
the privacy and comfort of a Pullman. My objec-
tions were over-ruled; it was safe as a church (we
were promenading the platform digesting our dain-
ties), the engineer was an old acquaintance, etc.,
and in a minute I found myself in the cab, elevated
on a high narrow seat, my feet well tucked up out
of the stoker s way, my head and shoulders on a
level with the open window, through which I could
insert them and hang half my body out if so
inclined, after the manner of train-hands. I was
on C. P. R. engine No. 147, run by Mr. Charles
Carey, a typical engineer, level and clear-headed,
as one could tell at a glance.

A short, sharp whistle, the familiar, long drawn-
out "Ail a-b-o-a-r-d " and slowly, with snorts and

puffs, the wheels began to revolve, and the engine
was off up the big hill, by whose steep grade the
Wapta Pass is surmounted, with a still larger one
pushing the train behind. Carey's hand was on
the lever, his eye fixed on the thin ine of rail
stretching away to the vanishing point, the stoker

adminstered coal freely to the furnace and the
momentous ascent began. Our iron horse re-
minded me curiously of the quadruped, with whose
management I am most familiar; it seemed to
bound along, responsive to the least pressure of the
controlling hand, its great heart to throb, slow or
fast, in sympathetic acknowledgment of human in-
fluence. Each engineer has his own particular
engine, whose powers and cababilities he has
gauged to a fraction, and they become, I am told,
so attached to the mass of metal they direct and
guide, which has borne them safely over mountain,
valley and plain, that parting with them is always a
sore trial when they begin to work the worse for

wear and tear and are relegated to the comparative
obscurity of the freight department. Nevertheless,
I do not envy the engineer his career, though I be-

lieve it is a fascinating one to the individual man,
who enjoys a most supreme confidence in his own

management of his own machine. Fast we did not

go at first. As the Wapta Pass, up the western

slope of the Rocky Mountains, opened out ahead,
with its perceptibly rising grade carved out of a

vall of granite beside the rushing, foaming Kicking
Horse River, which soon sank into a deep gorge
many hundred feet below the level of the road, I
saw, as we steamed along, a man with a white flag
standing near the line, marking the first of the

safety switches on the hill. His pennon indicated

that the road beyond was clear. As we passed

with a clang the switch flew open behind us to

catch any car that, disconnected by a broken coup-
ling, might run backwards down the steep incline.

Two more men with white flags and rustling
switches were swiftly negotiated, and the river be-

gan to rise again to our level and became a smaller

volume of water in a narrow, stony bed. I breathed

more freely past the region of precipices and rugged
rocks, and clung less closely to my window frame.

"Give it to her, Jim !" said Carey (an engine is

always feminine), as we rushed into a level bit of
road at the summit of the Rockies and ßlew by the
stone mound and post that marks the watershed of
the mountain and the boundary line between
British Columbia and the North-West Territories.

Coal was supplied freely to the yawning gulf of
flame almost below my feet, the lever was raised,
and with a leap and a snort the engine answered to
the call, and we simply raced along the road at a
pace that nearly shook me off my seat. I managed
to hold my peace, however, strongly as I felt dis-
posed to shout to Carey to moderate his speed. A
shrill whistle soon warned me that Laggan, the
summit station, was approaching, tne air brakes
began to work, and in proper style, I was told, we
rolled up to the platform, where I descended from
my perch, feeling very stiff and cramped after my
ride on No. 147 and very glad to retire to the luxury
of the Pullman. I confess, with regret, that this is
a very mild performance compared to the bold
mounting of the attractive cowcatcher, and it must
be kindly regarded merely as an experience, not an
exploit.

It was very dark and extremely chilly when we
arrived at Banff at eleven o'clock at night, and we
fully appreciated the warmth and comfort of the
omnibus, with door and windows that would close
and remain closed, which conveyed our party for a
mile and a half up the excellent Government road
that leads to the high knoll on which the Canadian
Pacific Railway Company have erected the Banff
Springs Hotel. The usual amount of whoaing -nd
backing, so indelibly associated with the universal
omnibus. deposited us at the foot of a semi-cir-
cular flight of steps in an angle of the building,
which struck me, even in the dark, as being a not
very well contrived entrance to an extensive sum-
mer hotel. Visions of the wide verandahs, Corin-
thian columns and stately porticoes that adorn all
snmîlar American resorts rose before me unbidden,
with the irrepressible force of comparison. The
approach to the Banff Springs Hotel is not, it must
be admitted, imposing, but the architect, no doubt,
cunningly laid his plan that the tourist might be
the more effectually surprised when the narrow
glass doors are flung open by the ever attentive
porter, reveahing a large hall, forty feet square, illu-
minated by artistic electric chandeliers, whose
lights are reflected off the oiled and varnished
woodwork with dazzling brilliancy, and inspire a
sense of luxury and opulence that at once estab-
lishes the status of the institution. Glancing up-
wards from the centre of the hall, I saw three tiers
of galleries, narrowing towards the top, and, bringing
my eyes down again, noticed two enormous fire-
places on opposite sides of the square, capable of
accommodating some of the big logs of the country,
the warmth of which would have been very accept-
able on that chilly midsummer night. Two angles
of the hall, I further remarked, were taken off to
form main entrances on the ground floor and alcoves
above, while the staircases are concealed from view
in the two remaining angles. From the hall two
long corridors extend east and west. In one of
these we were provided with an extremely lofty and
equally well furnished bedroom, where we gladly
sought a much needed repose.

MR. SLADEN'S TOUR.
Mr. Douglas Sladen, with Mrs. Sladen, their little

boy and Miss Lorimer, left Montreal, where they
have been the guests of Mrs. Robert Reid, on Sep-
tember 6 for Vancouver. Their first stepping off
place will be Gananoque, where they will spend
some days on her island with the Canadian poetess
" Fidelis."'Thence they will go to Toronto (and
Niagara) and Owen's Sound to take steamer across
Lake Huron and Lake Superior to Port Arthur for
Winnpeg, where they are to stay with friends. En
roule from Winnipeg to Vancouver they will stop
off at Banff, the Glacier House and North Bend,
and make a digression from Calgary to the Piegan
Indian reserve at Fort MacLeod. They will go on
to Victoria, and return from Vancouver to Montreal
by the cars all the way, stopping off for a few weeks
at Ottawa. They will be at Montreal some little
time in order to see the new snow-cutting machinery
of the Canadian Pacific Railway working, which
wvill maintain an average speed of twenty miles an
hour over the most heavily drifted lines. Mr.
Siaden w'ill have to postp)one the lecture tour ar-
ranged for him in Scotland till next year, for literary
engagements in Canada.


