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APOLOGY

Tue writer owes and most sincerely offers an apology for
the existence of this book. Its inception was due to kindly
pressure, only yielded to with great reluctance, and its comple-
tion has been effected under serious difficulties. The brain
collapse from overwork, which first impelled him to the moun-
tain heights for mental rest ‘and physical recuperation, has
throughout hampered clear thought and steady composition.
A basis of a few magazine articles has been built upon by
scraps of work at odd half-hours, and thrown together without
the opportunity either to weld the fragments into literary form
or polish the resultant in a manner that would justify its
presentation to the public

As there is no pretence to literary merit, so there is no

rological,

attempt at a scientific treatment of any of the

sal, or botanical features met with in the Canadian

zoolog
Rockies, interesting as each undoubtedly is and deserving of
the attention of specialists. These characteristics are dealt
with merely en passant as they strike a very ordinary mortal,
with less than an clementary acquaintance with these sciences.

The only claims to consideration the writer can put forward
are those of an enthusiast: first, as a lover of Nature and her
infinite Creator, who has had the privilege, during a long
period of compulsory abandonment of all his wonted mental
occupations, to spend a part of three summers in the most
attractive region it has been his lot to visit; and, secondly, as
a mountaineer, to whom, as to Ckilde Harold, * high mountains
are a feeling,” and who can say with him,

“Where rose the mountains, there to him were friends.”

His endeavour has been to combine some of the most strik-
ing narratives of others with a considerable fund of new experi-
ences, gained in the exploration of hitherto untrodden peaks

vii
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viii APOLOGY

and passes, and, from an intimate acquaintance with almost all
of the loftiest mountains and most lovely scenery along the
chain of the Divide, from Mt. Assiniboine to Mt. Columbia, —
the highest peak in the Dominion as yet conquered by the
mountaineer, — to present some account of all the more notable
“First Ascents,” together with a description of the chief points
of interest and beauty massed in the mountain fastnesses.
Thanks are most heartily given to the publishers of 7Z%e
Century Magasine, Outing, Leslic's Monthly, The English Illus-
trated Magazine, and Appalackia for permission to incorporate
articles which have already appeared. Also to Professor C. E.
Fay, editor, for kind permission to make extracts from numer-
ous papers published in Appalackia, amongst which his own are
most valuable: to Mr. W. D. Wilcox for permission to quote
and refer to his delightful book, “The Rockies of Canada,”
and to Messrs. Stutfield and Collie for similar favours in con-
nection with their work, “Climbs and Exploration in the
Canadian Rockies.” The writer would also express his in-
debtedness to the following gentlemen for permission to use
photographs: Messrs. A. H. Cowan (4), H. W. Du Bois, C. E.
Fay, J. Habel, I. Langmuir, H. C. Parker, E. R. Shepard, and
W. D. Wilcox, and the Detroit Photographic Company; to
Mr. E. Deville, Surveyor-General of Canada, for maps pub-
lished by the Dominion Land Survey, and to the Royal Geo-
graphical Society and Professor J. N. Collie for the latter’s
valuable map, which has been almost exactly reproduced, with
an extension from Mr. W. D. Wilcox's map. For any varia-
tions from these originals the writer is solely responsible.
Finally, the writer desires to express his special thanks to his
friend, Mr. Harrington Putnam, for most valuable advice and
assistance during the progress of this volume through the press;
and carnestly hopes that some of the readers of its pages may

not only while away a passing hour pleasantly, but be drawn
into a new or closer intimacy with the mountains, which may
enrich their lives in future years.
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IN THE HEART OF THE
CANADIAN ROCKIES

CHAPTER 1
THE MOUNTAINS AND THEIR HISTORY

“Westward the course of Empire takes its way

Tuere i1s a wonderful fascination about mountains.
Their massive grandeur, majesty of lofty height, splen
dour of striking outline —crag and pinnacle and preci-
pice —seem to appeal both to the intellect and to the
inmost soul of man, and to compel a mingled reverence
and love.

More especially is this the case where snow and
glacier combine to add a hundred fold to all the other
charms and glories of the peaks. Their inspiration

almost overwhelms one as he gazes on their

“Stainless ramps, . . .
Ranged in white ranks against the blue — untrod,
Infinite, wonderful — whose uplands vast
And lifted universe of crest and crag,
Shoulder and shelf, green slope and icy horn,
Led climbing thought higher and higher, until

It seemed to stand in heaven and speak with gods.”

Who can wander unmoved in the calm shelter of
some verdant valley, a foaming torrent swirling tumultu-
ously at his feet, or beside the placid waters of a moun-

¥ 1
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2 IN THE HEART OF THE CANADIAN ROCKIES

tain lake, reflecting mirror-like the darkly sombre slopes

of pine that lead us onward, upward to those

“Palaces of Nature, whose vast walls
Have pinnacled in clouds their snowy scalps,
And throned eternity in icy halls
Of cold sublimity ; where forms and falls
The avalanche — the thunderbolt of snow!
All that expands the spirit yet appals
Gathers around these summits, as to show
How earth may pierce to heaven, yet leave vain man below.”

But the fascination of the peaks permits no quiet
acquiescence in this suggestion to remain in passive
admiration at their base. The spell is on us—not of
wonder only or of awe, or even love that can be satis-
fied with distance. A closer, fuller intimacy must be
ours; gained by a reverent study of their character
and form and nature, penetrating their reserve, breaking
down barriers, till from point to point we pass to learn
the fulness of their being, and on each soaring crest
learn from itself and its environment new glories and
fresh beauties in the world and its Creator.

Such is the spirit of the mountaineer, and to gain
this is at once his keen endeavour and his highest joy.
No toil is too arduous for him to undergo; the very
difficulties constitute an added charmj it is a science,
loved and studied long and patiently, which in pur-
suit and ultimate achievement brings invariably a full
reward.

The tiny land of Switzerland is famed throughout
the civilized world for the splendour of its mountain

§
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THE MOUNTAINS AND THEIR HISTORY 3

scenery. In the tremendous efiects of absolute cleva-
tion and extent, wild desolation and rugged immensity,
it cannot, of course, compare with the huge chain of
the Andes or the vast summits of the Himalayas, but
for variety and charm, as well as accessibility, it has
well-grounded claims to the title of “The Prince of
Playgrounds.” The rich valleys, threaded by icy tor-
rents, adorned by frequent waterfalls, clothed with dark,
sheltering forests, or brightened by cultivated fields and
vineyards, dotted with picturesque chalets, and eloquent
of peaceful, healthful home-life, are invaluable comple-
ments to the magnificent lakes, the towering cliffs,
majestic glaciers, and stupendous, ice-clad peaks, which
form the crowning glory of that favoured country unique
in scenic grandeur as in history.

But though its scenery is unchangingly beautiful and
the familiar Alpine monarchs retain forever the affection
of the mountaineer, yet his soul will crave —and rightly
so— the chief joy of the climber's ambition, a *first
ascent.” He turns most naturally, therefore, to the great
continent of America, where he expects to find plenty
of new things and generally finds them on the largest
scale. The United States, with its enormous area and
limitless array of Nature's mightiest works and treasures,
might well expect to possess some counterpart to
Europe'’s pleasure-ground.  But, hunt as we may amid
the upland solitudes of Colorado’s sea of lofty moun-
tains, the noble peaks and canyons of the Californian
Sierras, or the icy fastnesses of Mt. Shasta and the

Cascade Range, the more closely they are studied, the
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more intrinsically are they found to differ from Switzer-
land. Each contains some of the splendid features that
are all combined within the scanty limits of the little
European Republic, but the wondrous glacial ficlds, the
massing of majestic ranges, the striking individuality of
each great peak, the forest areas, green pasture lands,
clear lakes, and peaceful valleys, are nowhere found
harmoniously blended on the western continent until
the traveller visits that section of the Rocky Mountains
which lies within the wide domain of Canada.

Following the Continental watershed from Colorado
northward, the ranges of Montana begin to display the
characteristic features which culminate in the Switzer-
land of the Western Hemisphere. The rounded or
gabled summits here give place to broken pinnacles,
precipices rise in frequent grandeur, enormous seas of
ice sweep from the alpine heights into the verdant heart
of pine- and spruce-clad valleys, gemmed with emerald
and turquoise lakelets, and silvery waterfalls and spar-
kling rivulets unite in producing a series of absolutely
perfect mountain pictures,

Two variations from the European prototype are
certainly conspicuous. The one, that in this country of
superlatives the ranges and peaks are multiplied tenfold.
The area is vastly larger and the mountains are more
closely packed together; but, as a consequence, the indi-
vidual peaks, with some notable exceptions, are scarcely
so strikingly characteristic as their Helvetian relatives.

The other obvious difference lies in the wildness of the

Rocky Mountain region.  Except where the railroad,
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THE MOUNTAINS AND THEIR HISTORY 5

with its intruding whirl of civilization, has caused the
springing up of one or two small hamlets and an occa-
sional section-house, even along the highway of trans-

continental traffic there is but little sign of man. The

graceful chalet, the climbing herd of cattle, the musical

tinkle of whose bells chimes faintly through the distance,
the sturdy toiling peasant, here are not.  Nature alone
holds sway, rugged and wild and beautiful.  And yet
the seeker of these temples of Nature, whether to wor-
ship from afar or to explore with strenuous foot the
innermost recesses of the wooded valley or the topmost
pinnacle of some white summit, whence a bewildering
panorama of matchless mountain scenery is unfolded
before his delighted gaze, need not endure a single priva-
tion or discomfort in his quest. In all the ’n\nr.\‘ of the
modern sleeping-car the traveller is rapidly transported
into the very heart of the mountain world. Much of it
may be enjoyed without passing from the sight and
sound of the great railroad artery, where charming hotels
and rustic chalets keep him in comfort during his stay,
and combine with the unsurpassed scenery to lengthen
it to the utmost limit.

But to view the grandest mountains and obtain the
finest climbs, it is necessary to camp out for a short or
long period, and as this mode of life is one of the most
delightful of experiences, the necessity enhances the
pleasure of one’s holiday. It adds to all the varied
charms of scenery a free and healthful life, long journeys
through primeval forests, scented with the sweet fra-

grance of the balsam-fir, the fording of great rivers, and




6 IN THE HEART OF THE CANADIAN ROCKIES

the enjoyment of the numerous attractions, human as

well as scenic, of a roving life.

ral

The Canadian Rocky Mountains form the northern C:
portion of the great Cordilleran chain, which spans the ;‘
Continent of North America from Mexico to the shores l.l\
of the Arctic Ocean.  The characteristics of the range =
vary largely in its long-drawn sweep from sunny south pl
to icy north; the structure and the scenery change from =
time to time as one passes from one section to another d
along its mighty length,  The farther north the latitude I
the more the mountains in general diminish until they I
die down into insignificance. I
But, though the highest individual peaks and the b
greatest mean elevation are found south of the Canadian :
border-line, the general character becomes more abrupt s
and rugged, more alpine in its vast arcas of glacier and t
striking grandeur of pinnacle and precipice, till, in the !
region between the soth and 53d parallels, the only real .
counterpart of the Alps is found. The culminating |

point is reached in the centre of this section, where, just
north of 52° north latitude, the huge Columbia ice-field,
containing an area of about 200 square miles of solid ice,
at a mean elevation of nearly 10,000 feet above the sea,
forms the hydrographical centre of a quarter of the Con-
tinent, and supplics the head-waters of streams that flow
to three different oceans: the Athabaska, via the Mac-
kenzie River, finding its outlet in the Arctic Ocean ; the
Saskatchewan flowing into the Atlantic at Hudson's

Bay; and the Bush River, a tributary of the Columbia,

reaching the Pacific.
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THE MOUNTAINS AND THEIR HISTORY 7

The Canadian Rockies are mainly composed of strata
ranging in age from the Middle Cambrian to Lower
Carboniferous, and having a minimum thickness of
20,000 feet. But few traces of igneous rocks are found,
the outcrop in the Ice River Valley being the most
important. The mountains rise abruptly from the great
plateau that forms an approach more than a thousand
miles in extent, and form a series of parallel ranges, with
deep intervening valleys, running in a general direction
from south-cast to north-west. East of the Divide, the
Lower Carboniferous strata are often overlaid by beds of
Lower Cretaceous, with so imperceptible a break that,
in spite of the wide difference in age, they are frequently
indistinguishable were it not for their fossils; demon-
strating that prior to the last great upheaval, to which
the present form is due, little disturbance and no folding
or crumpling of rocks occurred to any appreciable extent.
The later disturbing agencies produced, in the castern
parts, very regular but complex flexures, usually at high
angles from the axis of the range and sometimes com-
pletely overturned, resulting in a general appearance of
vertical cliffs and long, easy slopes. In the centre the
strata are fractured and upheaved rather than bent, and
present a massive, cubical aspect.

Two interesting features are specially noticeable,
One, perhaps unique, where great longitudinal valleys
divide the several ranges, running parallel to the main
line of the watershed and forming the principal water-
courses, which zigzag from one to the other through

narrow defiles broken through the intervening mountains.,
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The other is that the course of the watershed gets far-
ther from the plain as it trends northward; the sources
of the eastern rivers near the boundary being in the first
range; the Kananaskis rises in the second; the Bow in
the third: the North Saskatchewan in the fourth; an
the Athabaska in the fifth; each in turn forcing its way
through the remaining parallel ridges to the great
plateau.

Another characteristic which strikes even the most
cursory observer is the great wealth of glaciers,

“Those silent cataracts of frozen splendour

Singing the eternal praise of God,”

not only in the vast extent of certain ice-fields, such as
the Waputik and the Columbia (perhaps the largest out-
side the fringe of Arctic territory), but also in their num-
ber, scarce i‘\ a |n.k1\ 10,000 feet 1n altitude ‘wih_‘_’v without
at least one, many possessing more than one, and sundry
lower mountains also contributing their quota to the
wonderful array.

The width of the Rocky Mountains proper averages
about sixty miles, but the whole mountain system, often
(h‘\ign‘llul loosely by the same title, stretches from the
])}.\Il au of the North-West Territories to the Pacific
coast, a distance of nearly ten degrees of longitude.
Included in this wider system are the Purcell and Sel-
kirk Ranges (frequently referred to under the latter
name alone), the Gold and the Coast Ranges, running

roughly parallel to the line of the Divide.

The Selkirks, separated from the Rockies by the low-
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I'HE MOUNTAINS AND THEIR HISTORY 9

lying valley of the Columbia River, are wholly different
in structure and considerably older. The rainfall is
much greater, the vegetation richer, and their mineral
capacity 1s considerable.  Their el vation is somewhat
lower than that of the Rockies, only two peaks over
11,000 feet being known, and Mt. Selwyn, near Glacier
House, 11,038 feet, the highest accurately determined.
I'he highest peak known in the Rockies is Mt
2obson, near the 53d parallel of latitude, a short distance
west of the Yellowhead Pass, estimated by the Dominion
l.and Survey at 13,500 feet., I'he Mt. Columbia sec
m, sixty miles farther south, has, however, a higher
ean elevation, and contains the grandest peaks and
laciers, forming the culmination of the chain; itis dom
inated by Mt Columbia and Mt. Forbes, the forme:
about 12,500 feet in altitude, the latter somewhat over
12,000 feet. Near the railroad the loftiest mountains
range from 11,000 tO ne H:‘, 12,000 feet .H‘,ti wverage
almost 1000 feet lower than the northern group. Still
farther south, with the exception of Mt. Assiniboine,

south of Mt. Forbes),

11,860 feet (the highest summ

the mountains do not rise more than a bare 10,000 feet.

The line of the Divide, which marks the boundary
between Alberta and British Columbia, is extraordi
narily erratic during much of its explored length, and
is broken by numerous deep and sharp-cut passes, which
are remarkably low in comparison with the altitude of
the peaks, which often tower 6000 to 7000 feet above

whilst from many of the valleys the summits lift their

heads 1000 to 1500 feet more in almost sheer precipices.
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The timber-limit stands at about 7000 feet, though
in sheltered aspects and on the Pacific >]l)1»cs fair-sized
trees may be met with 500 feet higher. There is little
variation from the jack-pine, common spruce, and balsam
fi, at an elevation of more than 5000 feet, though
in certain localities Lyall's larch, the cedar, and the hem-
lock will be found. Cottonwoods abound from 5000
feet downward, alder and willow chiefly keeping them
company in the upper valleys. Flowers are abundant
and remarkable for the brilliancy and variety of their
colouring. I collected over seventy kinds during a
single summer in my wanderings, though never once
hunting for them. Many of them can be gathered at
any season through the year, excepting winter, by follow-

ing upward the
“ Living flowers that skirt the eternal frost,”

and late in September large and varied bouquets can be
gathered in the higher altitudes.

The Canadian Rocky Mountains are not remarkable
for a great profusion of animal life, though big game in
abundance will reward the skilful hunter, provided he is
accompanied by a guide who is acquainted with the hab-
its and the habitat of the noble denizens of these grand
mountain haunts. But unless hunting or research into
their ways is the specific object of him who penetrates
these wild recesses, few animals are likely to be seen.
They are too shy and wary, as a rule, to allow human

beings to get very close, and as the valleys are almost

invariably thickly wooded in their lower portions, there
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is ample opportunity for effectual shelter.

I'HE MOUNTAINS AND THEIR HISTORY 11
‘\lu\( ul’
them, therefore, are invisible unless some llltl\) chance

enables the traveller to run across one near the water's

BABY ROCKY MOUNTAIN GOAT

Captured by C. Bohren and C. Hiisler

edge or on the shingle flats that are characteristic of

many of the river-beds.
Their tracks, however, are of frequent occurrence and

sometimes very recent. The mule-deer, caribou, and

occasionally moose, wander along these picturesque val

leys and up their rugged sides, especially in the late fall,
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and fur-bearing animals are fairly plentiful. Bears in
considerable quantities inhabit the woods: the grizzly
and silvertip, as well as the black and brown and cinna-
mon, falling victims to the prowess of the hunter or the
trapper’s wiles,  Mountain goats are still almost com-
mon, and on numerous occasions I have come across
them singly or in small bunches, and once to the number
of over fifty in one herd. The mountain sheep is much
more rare and more restricted in his habitat,

Of smaller game the lynx, coyote, wolverine, musk-
rat and marten are most common. Few, if any, beaver
now remain.  Descending to the humbler walks of life,
we find the marmot, whose whistle often breaks the still-
ness of the upland solitudes; the “fretful porcupine " is
often met with waddling along in anxious haste to find
a temporary refuge amongst the branches of a kindly
spruce; a cheerful red-squirrel, with bushy tail erect, a
chipmunk, with its bright-striped coat, or a more soberly
clad gopher will sometimes dash across the trail or make
remarks from the security of a snug retreat.

A few ptarmigan and grouse (nicknamed “fool-hens ”
locally) and a rare duck or two represent all that can
be classed as game. Ordinary bird life is restricted to
the whisky-jack, a finch or two, and smaller birds (I once
saw a gnl(l('n-( rested wren I))' the side of the Kic Lillg
Horse River). The whisky-jack is the most familiar,
especially to campers, as he is a regular camp-follower,
always looking out for scraps and seldom troubled by an
excess of modesty. His name is a corruption of the

Indian * Ouiscachon,” which passed from whisky-john to
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THE MOUNTAINS AND THEIR HISTORY 13

the more familiar whisky-jack. Fish-cagles are by no
means rare, as are fish-hawks, and golden cagles, too, are
sometimes seen.

Fish usually abound in the glacial streams and lakes,
rainbow trout predominating, and they have been caught
as large as six pounds in weight. They are extremely
good eating, as the flesh is firm, owing to the coldness
of the water, and the flavour excellent.

From the grand rocky obelisk of Mt. Assiniboine,
which has been styled the Matterhorn of North Amer-
ica, to the pure, snow-crowned heights of Mt. Columbia,
it has been the writer’s privilege to journey, skirting the
lofty ridge-pole of the Continent for about two hundred
miles, and making frequent ascents to the most promi-
nent of the splendid summits that rise in all the majesty
of glacier and precipice along the line of the Divide.
Twenty of these climbs were “first ascents” of peaks
over 10,000 feet, and a dozen more of points slightly
below that ‘IHE"H’]I‘; and it is of this I!j_;iw)l!. the most
beautiful as well as the most accessible ]ullliull of the
Canadian Rockies, comprising all the loftiest known
peaks, except Mt. Robson, that the present volume
treats.

This territory may be divided into four chief groups,
\-‘\l'l't‘(l I’,\ ll’\\ ])‘|\\l‘\ ('Al‘il_\ .l\‘lil‘il)l“ l‘” IU'I»\('\, l lvl‘
first and last of these groups are subdivided by higher
passes, hkewise possible for animals, but may be conven-

iently dealt with singly.

The southernmost is dominated by Mt. Assiniboine,

and extends from the White Man Pass (6807 feet) to
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the Vermilion Pass (5265 feet), a distance of about forty ‘n the st
miles. Until Simpson Pass is reached (6884 feet), no l“..\j_‘,'j.‘.-\‘
peak challenges notice, but beyond, Mt. Ball (10,900) 1 bk i
and Storm Peak (10,330) introduce us to the mass of 11\.\\\.\\
peaks that form the Bow or Laggan Group. This is not o
more than twenty miles in length, and is bounded on the PaRE
north-west by Hector Pass, crossed by the Canadian 1\Tm‘\t)
Pacific Railway at an elevation of 5296 feet above sea- (l'N_‘f“
level. It includes the famous mountains of the Valley ”\vm,/
of the Ten Peaks and Lake Louise, the loftiest of which ”}” v
are Deltaform (10,905), Hungabee (11,305), Lefroy ”:“'m_
(11,290), and Victoria (11,400), on the Divide, and, marki
higher than all, Mt. Temple (11,637), jutting eastward of th
from the watershed. To the west, the mass of Cathedral cent
Mountain and Mt. Stephen points to the Ottertail ) y
Group, well off the line of the Divide and most conspicu- l'.“"l
ous with its three noble summits, Mt. Vaux (10,741), the e
Chancellor (10,780), and the magnificent triple-headed yond
Mt. Goodsir, said to be nearly 12,000 feet in altitude. Mt.

Returning to the watershed, the area between 1)'\'1‘;\“
Hector Pass and Howse Pass is occupied by the Wapu- '\“‘h(‘
tik Range, the only one of the four main groups to bear Ale:
an official title; but, whilst it contains vast ice-fields and \m.“
numerous glaciers, no peak exceeds 11,000 feet, the (06
loftiest being Howse Peak and Mt. Balfour, each about “{_t
10,800 feet, which are supreme in the northern and Riv
southern halves. At Howse Pass there is a sudden “iﬂ‘
drop from Howse Peak to 4800 feet,and a right-angled ! "
bend which brings us to the outposts of the culminating P

section of the Canadian Rockies. Here are combined
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the striking and lofty peaks that characterize the
Laggan Group and the great snow-ficlds that mark the
Waputik ; and both are on a vaster and a grander scale
than heretofore,

Strange to say, this enormous arca of mountains,
more than sixty miles in length and containing nearly
twenty peaks of very conspicuous elevation, has no
distinctive name, and, except the section nearest to
civilization, none of the subdivisions has been singled
out for designation. The watershed is most eccentric,
eight or nine sudden zigzags, often almost right-angled,
marking its course from Howse Pass to the head-waters
of the Athabaska River, and adding probably fifty per
cent to the air-line distance.

Continuing from Howse Pass, we first come to the
Freshfield Group, composed principally of peaks named
after distinguished members of the Alpine Club. Be-
yond it, standing by itself, off the line of the Divide, is
Mt. Forbes, a huge massif' surmounted by a striking
pyramid. Next comes what may be called the Lyell
subdivision, taking in Mt. Lyell, Gable Peak, and Mt.
Alexandra. These three sections combine to form the
southern half of the great group, and Thompson Pass
(6800 feet) connects the (lu']) \.lHr)\ of the West Branch
of the North Saskatchewan and the East Fork of B
River, which cut the group in two. Mt. Bryce (11
feet) rises isolated to the west, projecting over the B
Valley, whilst Mt. Saskatchewan (11,000 feet) is a co

spicuous  @zs-a-v¢s  on the eastern  side. [hus  we

1 The entire block of a mountain, inch

ln tr es and Irs,
s I
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approach Mt. Columbia, the monarch of the region,
from whence three ranges strike out: eastward, to the Cl
Dome (11,650) and Mt. Athabaska (11,900); northward, jou
into the forks of the Athabaska River, where the Twins M
and Mt. Alberta may exceed 12,000 feet, and Mts. Stut- the
field and Woolley and Diadem Peak are very little th
lower; and to the north-west, along the curving water- va
. shed, a land as yet unknown in detail. R
Such is a cursory survey of the chief features of this 54
fascinating region, some of the interesting points of ab
which are described particularly in the following pages. re
In earlier days the glories of these mountains lay
unnoticed or unknown. Stray bands of Indians passed Q
along the wooded valleys and across the flower-strewn S(
alps in search of the abundant game whose haunts were in
in these mountain fastnesses. But the peerless peaks il
that towered above, the lovely lakes enshrined amidst the C(
rich forest growth, the sparkling cataracts and foaming jo
streams, were unconsidered items of their wonted i
environment, useful alone as a habitat for their accus- Pt
tomed prey. es
As time went on, the pioneer of Anglo-Saxon
civilization, pushing his resistless western way, reached I
the great barrier of ice-clad peaks and penetrated here I
and there the lower passes that link the richer lands of i
the Atlantic and Pacific slopes, meeting and trading al
with the Indians at various points. One of the most h

notable of these is the Kootanie Plain, near the head- n

waters of the North Saskatchewan, where something S|

approaching to an annual fair was held. tl
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i

In 1793, a dozen years before the famous Lewis and
Clark expedition across the States, the first recorded
journey from ocean to ocean was made by Alexander
Mackenzie, whose name will always be perpetuated by
the mighty river of the Great North-West.  He crossed
the Rocky Mountains at a point far to the north of the
vast alpine world just described, travelling up the Peace
River to its source and reaching the Divide in latitude
54 .‘]’ north, where the altitude was nnl)' 2000 feet
above the seca. ['hence he [)l'mu'«iul to the coast,
returning just two months later on his homeward march.

Sixteen years later, in 1809, Simon Fraser, Jules
Quesnel, and John Stuart crossed the Rockies farther
south, and voyaged down the Fraser River under the
impression that it was the Columbia. In 1817, a most
ill-fated k'\]ll'(lili(lll under the | .lt'.('l‘\hi]v of Ross Cox,
consisting of eighty-six persons of various nationalities,
journeyed up the Columbia River from Astoria and

27" north latitude, many

crossed the Athabaska Pass, 5
perishing of starvation on the way, and only a remnant
escaping with their lives.

This same pass was crossed in the same direction in
1827 by David Douglas, the botanist, after whom the
Douglas fir is named, and his account of the two guard-
ian mountains of the pass, called by him Mts. Brown
and Hooker, and estimated at 16,000 to 17,000 feet in
height, has brought these peaks, now shown to be no

more [h.ln 9000 to 10,000 feet, seventy lor years of

g
spurious fame, which still is hard to combat. Between
the two peaks lies the famous *Committee’s Punch-

C
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bowl,” a little circular tarn about twenty yards in diam-

cter, having an outlet at each end, one of which runs o
towards the Atlantic and the other to the Pacific. The 1“\1\
reputation of the two mountains has been responsible ”'_t
for several expeditions in later days, and the conflicting “f 11
accounts, which, however, were unanimous in steadily o
reducing the gigantic altitudes ascribed to them by ”|Ml
Douglas, provoked the humorous prophecy that they Vs
would eventually be found to be only holes in the "
ground. o
The earliest account of a journey across the range lt’l_‘
in the immediate neighbourhood of the present transcon- (,Ml‘
tinental highway, dates from 1841, when Sir George .
Simpson, in the course of the first overland journey for
round the world from east to west, traversed the pass o
that bears his name, a few miles west of Banff. His llml‘
approach was by the Bow River, now the best-known hfl
route into the heart of the Canadian Rockies. \)]l“
Then came the news of gold, and an immediate rush 1”\\:
ensued from east to west to seek the treasures of the
hills: both north and south of the great culminating ‘f“"
mass of glacier-bearing peaks, passes were sought and ”l:t
conquered, and rough wagon trails constructed by the -
immigrants. This influx of inhabitants and the stir of ‘.\ X
gold excitement led to the expedition sent by the British ::‘“
Government in 1857, headed by Captain Palliser. His e
party, chief amongst whom was Dr. Hector, perhaps the lm_
best known of all the explorers of the Rockies, investi- -
gated five passes across the Continental watershed, — P
the Kootenay, Kananaskis, Vermilion, Kicking Horse di

e ——————
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(now called Hector), and Howse Passes, — besides three
lesser passes between important valleys on the same side
of the Divide,— Bow Pass and those from the head-waters
of the I\'(mlul\.l'\' River to the Beaverfoot and the
Columbia.  An immense area of country amongst the
mountains, in the foothills, and on the plains was also
thoroughly explored.

Simultancous with this expedition was Lord South-
esk’s visit to the Rockies, and a year or two later Vis-
count Milton and Dr. Cheadle made an extended journey
through the mountains, sport being the main incentive
in these two latter trips.

Next came the Railroad, rendered a necessity by the
formation of the Dominion of Canada in 1867, and the
union of British Columbia with it four years later. The
barrier of the mountains severed the newly admiiicd
l)lu\im‘(‘ SO (‘“HHH”_\ from the rest of the Dominion
that its only outlet for commerce was through the States,
and self-interest must of necessity have driven the inhab-
itants, however loyal, from their allegiance, had not that
far-sighted politician, Sir John A. Macdonald, recognized
the inevitable result before it was too late, and promised
a Government railroad across the Rockies to unite the

interests and commerce of the entire Dominion. Nu-
merous passes, ete,, were surveyed, many of them new,
and finally, in 1885, after the enterprise had been handed
over to a corporation, the Canadian Pacific Railway Com-
pany, the route was constructed as at present.

The Dominion Land Survey and Geological Survey
Dr. G. M

did most valuable work in the ecighties;
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Dawson's expedition of 1885 and the work of Mr. J. |

McArthur being specially notable, and the Tatter was the

pioncer of mountain-climbin

¢ in the Rockies, his ascent
of Mt. Stephen calling for particular commendation,

This paved the way for the exploitation of the moun-
tains for their own sakes.  The railway gave easy access
to the hitherto unknown or far too distant peaks, glaciers,
and valleys.  These now became the opportunity for
those in scarch of fresh fields and pastures new, in which
to spend a pleasant and profitable vacation.  The charm
of the unknown, the fascination of the peaks, attracted
the amatcur explorer and the mountaineer.

No sport appeals to all the aspirations of complex
manhood in so satisfying a degree as mountaineering,
besides the great advantage it possesses in having prac
tically no age limit.  All the artistic instincts are
aroused by the wondrous beauty and grandeur of such
scenery as Switzerland or its American counterpart, the
Canadian Rockies, so lavishly display.  Hundreds

Ol
pictures, exquisite in form and composition, variety and
colouring, charm the eye of the climber amidst the lofty
ice-bound peaks, the jagged ruined crags, the glittering
glaciers, the dense dark forests, flower-strewn meadows,
sunny lakes and streams and waterfalls, that everywhere
abound. The scientist finds in the structure of the
mighty ranges and the fascinating phenomena of the
desolate g]J( iers a constant source of interest. The
botanist has his trees and shrubs and flowers, and a

limitless and untried field before him.  The fauna are

fairly numerous and uncommon. The athlete, pure and
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ir, l [ \]]V]ll](" ﬁl)(]\ scopce for all his ('Yl!'l};i< s and love of con-
as the quest in the battle against snow and ice, precipice and
ascent pinnacle, cornice and avalanche.  The more formidable
n. the foe, the greater is the joy of conflict; the more nu
moun merous and serious the difficulties, the areater the attrac-
aceess tion for the true mountaincer and the more complete
aciers, his satisfaction if skill and patiecnce can surmount the
ty for obstacles and win a way to the desired goal. It is a vast
which mistake to think that danger as danger lends any en
harm chantment to the climb: what the mountaineer delights
racted in is bringing skill and science so to bear upon the diffi

culties that would be dangers to the less gifted or expe

mplex ricnced, that their hazards are eliminated.  Finally,
ering, the panoramas from the lofty summits are overwhelming
prac in their comprehensiveness and sublimity,  And, added
S are to all, in Canada there still exists that chiefest charm of
such novelty and adventure, the thrill of climbing virgin peaks
t, the of traversing untrodden valleys, of viewing regions never ‘

ds of seen before by human eves.

y and To the Selkirks belongs the honour of earliest alpine
lofty fame, and the names of the Revs. W. S. Green and
ering H. Swanzy, members of the Alpine Club, head the roll of
lows, climbers, with the year 1888 standing out as the date
vhere of the birth of mountaincering in Canada; and the
f the former's book “ Among the Selkirk Glaciers ™ had much
f the to do with the first awakening of interest in the Ameri-
The can Switzerland. Two years later, Messrs. Huber and
nd a Sulzer, of the Swiss Alpine Club, made the first ascent f
L are of Mt. Sir Donald, the most conspicuous and noted peak ‘
and of the Selkirk Range. The same summer two more
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English members, Messrs. H. Topham and Forster
"-\l’l”""‘l a [nnl'linn of that district, but still the loftier
Rocky Mountains proper remained untouched.

In 1893, however, Messrs. W. D, Wilcox and S. E
S. Allen, both Yale students, commenced the valuabl
series of explorations in the neighbourhood of the
Divide, which opened up a vast area of new ground
and introduced the rope and ice-axe with conspicuous
success.  The splendid work of Mr. Wilcox during
a number of years, from Fortress Lake in the north to
the head-waters of the Kananaskis River in the south,
and his charming book, place him in the forefront
amongst those who have in modern days brought into
prominence this magnificent mountain world, though
he makes no claims to be a mountaineer.

The next year was signalized by the appearance of
the members of the Appalachian Mountain Club, of
Boston, headed by Professor Charles E. Fay, and to the
Club, and |l|‘l"‘lllillt'l1ll)' to the Professor (just reélected
to the Presidency for the fourth time, and the first Presi-
dent of the American Alpine Club), no tribute of praise
and admiration can be too lavishly bestowed by all
who love the I)x"lk\ and other noble features of this wild
home of Nature’s grandest works.  The names of Philip
Abbot, C. S. Thompson, and G. M. Weed shine spe-

cially forth amongst the numerous members of the Club

who have contributed to the long list of first ascents
and new discoveries; and as pioneers, without previ-
ous alpine experience or the benefit of guides, the value

of their achievements is enhanced tenfold.




[Forster
loftic
| S. 1

aluabl
of the
around
ICUOUS
during
rth to
south
refront
1t 1ntc

hougl

nce of
lub, of
to the
lected
l’ll\i
praise
Il_\' .I”
s wild

Philip
e spe
» Clul
scents

]\I( \i

1
value




13

car 1
accide
escute
The |
the |
been

I
chro

\‘lHH‘




THE MOUNTAINS AND THEIR HISTORY 25

1896 stands forth in melancholy prominence as the
year that witnessed the first, and happily the last, fatal
accident that tarnishes the otherwise singularly bright
escutcheon of the record of Canadian mountaineering.
The foremost climber fell in the hour of victory, amongst
the peaks he loved so well, leaving a memory that has
been an inspiration to many a climber since.

1897 also is conspicuous amongst the years of alpine
chronology in Canada, by the arrival of the first profes-
sional Swiss guide to bring to bear upon the problems
of Canadian peaks the experience and skill evolved in
his native Alps. Peter Sarbach came over with Pro-
fessor Dixon, Professor Collie and Mr. G. P. Baker, of
the Alpine Club, and inaugurated the long series of
successful climbs which has now grown to most impos-
ing proportions.

The name of Professor J. Norman Collie i1s writ
large upon the tablets of Canadian mountain explora-
tion: no less than four times has he, in company with
members of the Alpine Club, journeyed all the way to
Canada from England, and he has opened out the
splendid northern region to the world, his map being
the only one in existence covering at all adequately that
important section of the Rockies; and as a mountaineer
he holds the foremost place.

Two other names there are which cannot be omitted
in any zésumé of mountain history, though many more
deserve inclusion in the list.  The late Mr. Jean Habel,

a veteran alpinist of Berlin, to whom is due the opening

up of the Yoho Valley, amongst other useful explora-
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tions, was an enthusiast on the subject of the opportu-
nities and the delights of the Canadian Rockies, and his
lllllillll‘l)‘ death in 1902 has been a blow to the cause of
the peaks. Mr. Edward Whymper, another veteran of

world-wide fame, spent six months in 19or amongst

and returned to England full of en-

thusiasm and admiration for the immensity of

these summits

the
alpine area, the grandeur of the peaks, and the sublimity

of the scenery throughout the entire region, and they

have drawn him yet again across the ocean

to pay
another visit to their neighbourhood.!

Such is the great chain of the Divide, for a brief

section of its long-drawn line; such is an incomplete

and all too bald epitome of its history. The everlasting

hills, the peerless valleys, which have fascinated thou-
sands in the past and called them back time and again

by their enchantments, remain to cast their wizard spell

on countless thousands more. Year by year new

beauties are still being discovered far and near, whilst

yet more distant regions, with untrodden peaks and

glaciers, await the enterprising traveller, who, with

camping outfit and string of pack-horses, plunges still
farther into the unknown to enjoy the unspeakable de-
light of discovering for himself new scenes that in some
future day thousands will be secking beyond the limits

of the present round of famed resorts.

1 It is interesting to note that Dr. Hector (now Sir James) revisited

of the scenes of his early explorations in 1904, 47 years after his first
expedition.
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CHAPTER II
BANFF THE BEAUTIFUL

Tue usual approach to the Canadian Rockies is
from the east, and by a happy chance the great trans-
continental route of the Canadian Pacific Railway, con-
structed along a line selected solely on engineering
grounds, passes through by far the most attractive scc-
tion of the mountains, both in the Rockies and the Sel-
kirks. This has the double advantage of providing an
infinitely finer outlook from the cars than any other
transcontinental road and also enabling the traveller to

visit the most exquisite mountain scenery in Nortl

America with the utmost comfort and convenience.

The Canadian Pacific Railway enjoys the distinction
of owning more miles of line than any other railroad
company in the world (upwards of 10000), and of
possessing the only trains which run from end to end
of the Continent without a change of cars, 2906 miles
from Montreal to Vancouver, 500 miles being through
a continuous panorama of the grandest mountain views
visible from a railroad track.

The history of the Railway dates from the admission
of British Columbia as a province of the Dominion in
1871.  The work connected with the survey was tremen-
dous. The rocks and lakes and rivers of the castern

4]
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portion, the unknown stretches of vast prairie land, and

dent
most formidable of all, the barrier of the mountains, 500 clevs
miles across, presented difficulties almost insurmount- and
able. But in 1875 the work of construction was begun Ap
as a Government enterprise.  The herculean nature of netv
the undertaking, the difficulties occasioned by changes timl
of ministries, and other causes of delay, resulted in the the
surrender of the work to a private company, and in 1881
the Canadian Pacific Railway Company was organized: Wi
1920 miles remained to be constructed, and the Company littl
agreed to complete the line within ten years, So mar- met
vellously rapid, however, was the progress made (the Nu
prairie section being built at an average daily rate the
of more than three miles), that on the 7th of Novem- ora
ber, 1885, considerably less than half the contracted .1“'1
period, the last spike was driven at Craigellachie, 351
miles from the western terminus, and the longest con- un
tinuous line in the world was finished. pe!
It is by this romantic route that we set out from of
Montreal on board the well-equipped * Imperial Lim- the
ited,” and for three days the constantly varied scenery sig
holds our attention almost without a break even before all
we reach the crowning glory of the Rocky Mountains, ca
First the valley of the Ottawa River is traversed for co
upwards of 3oo miles, mostly beside the broad waters of ch
that noted lumber highway. Beyond, a wild territory of of
forests, lakes and rocks is entered, stretching to the shores te
of Lake Superior. For nearly 200 miles the waters of 8¢
this huge inland sea are skirted, rock cuttings, viaducts of

and tunnels frequently occurring along the rugged in-
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I'HE

BANFF

dented coast. At its western end the enormous grain
elevators of Fort William introduce us to a new realm
and mark the gateway of the world’s foremost granary.
A picturesque country next su ceeds, bold and rocky, a
network of lakes and waterways, clothed with abundant
timber, until the limits of Manitoba are entered on and
the first prairie lands appear in sight.

Almost exactly half-way across the Continent stands
Winnipeg, only a few short years ago no more than the
little trading-post of Fort Garry, but now the flourishing
metropolis of the vast grain area of Western Canada.
Numerous lines branch out in all directions across
the rich wheat lands, bringing thousands of acres of
grain into close connection with the markets of both
hemispheres.

The train rolls on through miles and miles of almost
unbroken fields of waving wheat, with necat and pros-
perous homesteads, gradually ascending the long steppes
of the great North-West.  Soon the farms become fewer,

the wild, undulating expanse more and more free from
Far blue hills occasion-

Herds of

signs of human encroachment.
ally break the wide level range of the horizon.
cattle dot the landscape, antelope scour the plain, a stray
(u)'(»l(' ]n]u's ]l'i\lll't'l)‘ .’llﬂng. cranes, duc L’\. geese, [H‘.lil e
chickens, snipe and swans may be seen in this paradise
of game. Here and there the smoke-stained cone of a
tepee indicates the presence of the ancient owners of the
soil, buffalo wallows and trails proclaim the numbers
of the now departed millions that once ranged the

limitless expanse, and the red coat of a member of
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the North-West Mounted Police tells of the new
/'[‘r\‘ e 7

FFarther west the ranching region is approached. The
winters are much milder than in the wheat belt, and the
warm “ Chinook ” winds melt the snow at frequent inter-
vals, enabling cattle and horses to forage for themselves.
The Bow River traverses this territory and is now
followed almost to its source in the heart of the Rocky
Mountains, which already, in clear weather, may have
been seen, white and distant on the horizon, as far away
as Tilley, 150 miles from their base.

The prairies, wearily monotonous to many, have yet
a fascination all their own and hold a potent sway over
the lives of countless devotees. Whatever other claims
they may possess, there is no question that if one has
the good fortune en route to witness a characteristic
prairie sunset, there will be few more lasting and entranc-
ing memories in the most richly endowed experience.

At Cal

the 1400 miles of gradually rising steppes; the snow-clad

o
S

ry we enter the low foothills, the last stage of

peaks rise closer and frowning precipices loom grand
and lofty in a seemingly unbroken wall, rising abruptly
5000 feet directly from the plain. The foaming river
swirls beside the track, and suddenly we swing between
the giant portals of a narrow gateway and are engulfed
in a moment by the mountain mass. It is a fitting
introduction to the superb scenery that holds one
enthralled for the next 500 miles.

From the first moment of entrance striking peaks

give earnest of the galaxy of kingly summits of the main
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Continental range. Prominent on the left are Pigeon
Mountain, Wind Mountain, and the effective group of
the Three Sisters; right in front rises the majestic form
of Cascade Mountain, 9875 feet above the sea, 5500
above the railroad track, though seeming in the clear air
not more than half the height. At its base we turn
sharply to the left, rounding the little insulated Tunnel
Mountain, and, passing a huge corral where a herd of
buffalo is kept, besides antelope and other small game,
we arrive at Banff, the first of the three mountain centres
of the Rockies at which it is imperative to stay.
We have now entered the first of the great National
Parks, set apart by the Government to preserve and
the natural beauties and resources of these

enhance
The Rocky Mountain

unrivalled mountain fastnesses.
Park stretches from the great wall that overhangs the
foothills to the Divide, where it is joined by the almost
equally extensive Yoho Park Reserve embracing a vast
tract on the Pacific slope. The two contain upwards of
4500 square miles, whilst in the Selkirks another smaller
Park has also been reserved.

Banff the Beautiful is an alliteration that is not mis-
applied, and to appreciate the appropriateness of the
title, Tunnel Mountain, a strangely isolated rocky mass
1000 feet above the valley, should be ascended, — our
first ascent in the Canadian Rockies, —and the view will
never be forgotten.

We are not yet in the land of giant peaks, only a
single one in sight surpassing 10,000 feet, though square

Mt. Massive has some alpine features; but the restful
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beauty of the valley, gemmed by the ruddy wate:
of the Vermilion Lakes, threaded by the lazy rive
with its contrasted colouring of rich translucent green
and completely circled by a wall of sheltering peaks
strikes home to the heart and remains enshrined there
as a joy for ever. Mt. Rundle’s overhanging precipices
commemorate an early missionary, and from thence the
eye travels past the deep wooded cleft of the Spray Valley
to the Bourgeau Range and Mt. Massive, severed by
Simpson Pass, across the Bow River to the serrated
Sawback Mountains and the impressive mass of Cascade
Mountain ; then, turning eastward, the long line of the
frontier ranges stretches as far as eye can reach beyond
the placid waters of Lake Minnewanka, Mt. Aylmer,
10,333 feet in altitude, standing out preéminently.

At our feet the river, suddenly swerving to avoid
the little mountain thrown across its path, forms a pic-
turesquely foaming cataract — Bow Falls —and, again
turning abruptly at its confluence with the Spray, cuts
its way between the lofty cliffs of Tunnel Mountain and
Mt. Rundle and swings round the latter's base towards
the Rocky Mountain Gap and onward to the plains.

Banff is a place for leisure rather than the strenuous
life. Pleasant drives and rides and walks abound ; the
river invites laziness in a canoe, and many a delightful
hour may be spent amongst the shallow lakes or thread-
ing the narrow waterways amidst the trees and bushes.
Weird little Sundance Canyon, the wooded valley of the
Spray, Lake Minnewanka, and various minor altitudes

can easily be reached by trail, and the Hot Springs
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demand a visit and a swim in the warm atrated
depths.

For the aspiring mountaineer Banff offers but little
immediate attraction except for training and an intro-
duction to the topography of the Rockies, although it is
the starting-point for Mt. Assiniboine, one of the most
famous and fascinating peaks in Canada.

Quite a little interesting rock-work can be obtained
upon Mt. Edith (9154 feet), first climbed by Professor
Collie and Fred Stephens in 1900, and likened by the
former to the Little Dru from Montanvert in miniature.
Up to the co/' connecting Mt. Edith with the next peak
to the north, the climbing, writes Professor Collie,* * was
steep and somewhat rotten, but not very difficult. . . .
On reaching the co/, . . . it seemed impossible to climb
direct to the summit; so, crossing the co/ to the western
side,a series of traverses and climbs through holes in the
ridge were made: we next crossed some very sloping
slabs overhanging dizzy precipices; then climbed up
excessively rotten gullies, first one way then another,
but always getting higher, till we emerged quite unex-
pectedly on to the top.”

My brother and I selected Cascade Mountain as our
training-ground, and the wearisome and arduous ascent
gave us all the exercise we wanted for one day, although
the climbing presented not one single difficulty. Mar-
vellous tales were told the previous evening of its

1 A notch or pass. A large number of technical mountaineering terms

are taken from the French.
2« Climbs and Exploration in the Canadian Rockies,” p. 220.
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tremendous problems, — how even with a guide (a na- the to
tive,— not, of course, a Swiss guide) two days should be inclin
devoted to the task; how certain enthusiasts had dared Moun
to go alone and had got lost and wandered for I dare hurry.
not say how many days and nights, till rescued by a O
search party, and so forth. Doubtless the main object y toils
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CASCADE MOUNTAIN

of these harrowing stories was to secure for some lazy
man a well-paid job on easy terms. If so, it failed
entirely, and in spite of dire predictions we preferred to
trust to our own estimate of the mountain’s character
and were most fully justified. Starting across the
| buffalo corral and up Forty-mile Creck, we traversed

to the long main ridge of the peak and by it directly to
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the top. The descent was made right down the straight
incline, across the creck and home over Stony Squaw
Mountain in ample time for dinner, without the slightest
hurry.

Out of condition, on a scorching August day, it was
a toilsome undertaking, as the slope is long and tedious,
encumbered by an emdbarras de richesse of loose rough
stones. But it was well worth while enduring all for
the sake of the view, our first extensive survey of the
“ Promised Land,” and it was here that I obtained my
first glimpse of Mt. Assiniboine, at that time the most-
talked-of peak in the Canadian Rockies, christened
“the Matterhorn of North America,” and deemed as
inaccessible as its prototype was forty years before,

Little did I dream, though it then stirred every
mountaineering impulse in my being (and there is a
considerable number of them there), that twelve months
later I should have the opportunity of disproving the
truth of this distinguished reputation, and not only
visiting the famous mountain, but standing on its top-

most pinnacle,




.

CHAPTER III

MOUNT ASSINIBOINE

Turee chief causes have combined to bring Mt.
Assiniboine into special prominence among the peaks
of Canada. First, its remarkable resemblance from cer-
tain aspects to the world-famed Matterhorn; though
perhaps the Dent Blanche is more nearly its prototype
in the better-known Swiss Alps.  Secondly, the exqui-
site photographs and fascinating descriptions of Mr. \V.
D. Wilcox, the principal explorer of that region and the
mountain’s earliest biographer.  And, lastly, the fact
that it has repelled more assaults by mountain-climbers
than any other peak in the Canadian Rockies, and
gained a reputation at one time of extreme difficulty or
even inaccessibility.

Its massive pyramid forms a conspicuous landmark
from almost every considerable eminence for scores of
miles around, towering fully 1500 feet above its neigh-
bours, and by its isolation no less than by its splendid
outline commanding attention and admiration.

It enjoys the proud distinction of being the loftiest
mountain south of the railroad, 11,860 feet above seca-
level, and is situated on the Continental watershed;
and its mighty mass, with five huge spurs, covers an
arca of some thirty square miles and harbours fully a

18
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dozen picturesque lakes within the shelter of its giant
arms,

The peak is grandest from its northern side. It
rises, like a monster tooth, from an entourage of dark
cliff and gleaming glacier, 5000 feet above the valley of
approach; the magnificent triangular face, barred with
horizontal belts of perpendicular cliff and glistening
expanses of the purest snow and ice, which constitutes
the chief glory of the mountain, soaring more than 3000
feet directly from the glacier that sweeps its base. On
the eastern and the southern sides the walls and but-
tresses are practically sheer precipices 5000 to 6000 feet
in vertical height, but the contour and character of the
grand northern face more than compensate for the less
sheer and lofty precipices.

The mighty monolith was named in 1885 by Dr. G,
M. Dawson, of the Dominion Geological Survey, from a
tribe of Indians inhabjting the plains, but he and his
party only viewed it from afar. The first white men to
explore the immediate vicinity, so far as can be learned,
were Messrs, R. L. Barrett and T. E. Wilson, who, in
1893, made an expedition to the mountain’s base. The
latter is a famous pioneer of the Canadian Rockies, with
probably a greater knowledge of them than any man has
ever yet possessed, and his store of yarns, drawn almost
entirely from personal experience or that of his im-
mediate associates, is as full of interest and valuable
information as it is extensive. He and Mr. Barrett
crossed the Simpson Pass and followed down the
Simpson River to the mouth of a tributary flowing

i
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straight from the direction of Mt. Assiniboine. Ascend-
ing this with infinite difficulty, they crossed over to the
North Fork of the Cross River and thence upward to
their goal.

The ensuing summer Mr. S. E. S, Allen visited the
northern side by the same route, and the next year both
Mr. Allen and Mr. Barrett again succumbed to the
fascinations of the neighbourhood and were found once
more encamped under the shadow of the monarch of the
southern Rockies. The latter traveller was accom-
panied by Mr. J. F. Porter and Mr. W. D. Wilcox, who
made some careful observations for altitude, and has
given us a charming and instructive description of his
wanderings in his magnificently illustrated book, * The
Rockies of Canada.,” Messrs. Barrett and Wilcox with
Bill Peyto completed the circuit of the mountain on foot,
a laborious but interesting undertaking which occupied
them a fraction more than two days. Beautiful valleys,
heading in glaciers and adorned with lakes, alternated
with rough and precipitous intervening ridges, each in
turn having to be crossed. A large portion of the first
day was spent traversing a valley devastated by a huge
forest fire; the densencss of the charred and fallen
trunks, sometimes piled ten or twelve feet above the
ground, rendered progress painfully slow and toilsome,
and, on emerging “black as coal-heavers from our long
walk in the burnt timber, secking a refuge in the rocky
ledges of the mountains, and clad in uncouth garments
torn and discoloured, we must,” writes Mr. Wilcox,

“have resembled the aboriginal savages of this wild
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region.”!  Finally, by following a tiny goat track, dis-
covered on the face of a dangerous-looking ridge, they
reached the valley of the North Fork of the Cross
River, falling in with Messrs. Smith and Allen, en-
camped in that pleasant spot and bent on similar
investigations, and early next morning regained their
camp on the shore of Lake Assiniboine.

Amongst the many valuable results of this complete
inspection of the massif from every point of the com-
pass, much information appealing particularly to the
mountaine- © was obtained.  The contour of the main
peak was shown to be very different from the symmetri-
cal cone anticipated by the view from the north; the
previously hidden southern ridge was found to extend
a considerable distance at a comparatively easy angle to
an abrupt and absolutely vertical precipice, and broken
only by a deep notch that transforms the southern ex-
tremity into a sharp subsidiary peak. The eastern face
defies approach to the summit from that direction, as
does the southern buttress, but the south-western side
developed a more practicable line of ascent and one
that offered every prospect of success.

Not until 1899, however, was any attempt made
to scale these attractive heights. That summer Mr,
Wilcox returned to the neighborrhood accompanied by
Mr. H. G. Bryant, of Philadelphia, well-known to those
interested in Arctic exploration, and Mr. L. J. Stecle,
an Englishman. These two were the first to attack the
formidable citadel, and narrowly escaped losing their

1 4The Rockies of Canada,” p. 89.

e
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lives in the attempt. They ascended the north-west
aréte' to an altitude of about 10,000 feet, when they
were compelled to desist after several hours of hard
climbing, an approaching storm assisting to hasten their
descent.  “They had just come to the top of the last ice
slope, when Steele’s foothold gave way, and he fell
dragging Bryant after him. There was but one possible
escape from a terrible fall. A projecting rock of con-
siderable size appeared not far below, and Steele, with
a skilful lunge of his ice-axe, swung round to it and
anchored himself in a narrow crevice, where the snow
had melted away. No sooner had he come to a stop
than Bryant shot over him from above and likewise
found safety. Otherwise they would have fallen about
six hundred feet, with serious, if not fatal, results.” *

Another year went by, and a far more serious climb-
ing expedition was fitted out to try to conquer the now
famous mountain. Two brothers, the Messrs. Walling,
of Chicago, with larger enthusiasm than experience in
matters mountaineering, took with them three Swiss
guides to force a way to the tantalizing summit. Camp-
ing, as usual, by the side of Lake Assiniboine, they fol-
lowed Steele and Bryant’s route to the northern glacier,
ascending thence directly towards the apex by rock out-
crops and snow-slopes.  So far so good, though progress
was extremely slow even on such an easy task; but
when they came to the lowest belt of vertical cliffs the
retreat was sounded and for the second time victory
rested with Mt. Assiniboine.

1 Ridge. #W. D. Wilcox in “ The Rockies of Canada,” p. 109.
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On the return to Banff the shortest route (geographi-
cally) was taken, by White Man Pass and down the
Spray Valley, but through some mismanagement or
worse, the guides went on ahead, the Wallings were
lost and, so the story goes, reduced to slaying a horse for
sustenance before they were discovered by a search party.
But the whole proceedings of the climb and the return
were never very fully given to the public.

Thus far the north-west aréfe and the north face had
been unsuccessfully approached, but Mr. Wilcox, mind-
ful of the easier appearance of the south-western side,
in 1901 made a détermined effort to achieve victory
from that direction. Mr. Bryant and two Swiss guides,
E. Feuz and F. Michel, completed the party.

The main difficulty of this route was the approach
to the mountain’s base with a camping outfit, my more
recent plan of access never having been deemed worthy
of consideration as even entering the region of practi-
cability.  So eventually, after a long and toilsome march,
they found themselves encamped in the deep gorge
beneath the huge steep mass of the great peak. 1 shall
have more to say concerning this side and their line of
ascent later; suffice it now briefly to chronicle that, after
attaining an altitude of 10,850 feet (just 1000 feet below
the top), the avalanching appearance of the snow, the
difficulties beyond, the lateness of the hour, and the
overburdening of Feuz (Michel having had an accident
on the way out), combined to drive them back.

Thus the fortress still remained inviolate; the east-
ern side a precipice, the southern equally impossible, the
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northern and south-western faces, if possibly accessible
yet strongly guarded, each holding a record of an attac]
repelled.  The glacds had proved too much for the
first party of assailants, the solid rampart of the first
line of fortifications beat back the next assault, and o
the opener, more vulnerable side, alpine artillery hac
to be brought into play in order to defeat the last
attempt.  Who should be the next to storm the citadel
and what the outcome?

This question was uppermost in many minds when
the disappointing news of the last failure became known,
and the pros and cons were most exhaustively debated
around Mr. Whymper's camp-fire in the upper Yoho
Valley, where I was having a glorious time amongst the
untrodden peaks and glaciers of that delightful region.
Peyto, our outfitter, Mr. Wilcox's companion on the cir-
cuit of Mt. Assiniboine six years before, added 11uch
fuel to the already consuming desire to examine and
if possible ascend the mountain, but the distance and
expense placed the enterprise beyond my reach, and I
had sadly given up the whole idea when Peyto, asserting
that for experienced mountaineers there was absolutely
no question of a failure, pledged himself that if I would
go and see and conquer he would undertake to get me
there within two days from Banff and bring me back in
less; and he proved even better than his word, although
the journey had never previously been made in less
than three days.

At the end of August, therefore, the weather being

fine, though showing indications of the inevitable break
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which comes each year about this date, bringing a snow-
storm to usher in the Indian summer of September, the
opportunity arrived. It was “now or never” for this
season, so I resolved to make a dash for the peak before
the snow should render it impossible, and, Peyto being
ready, a start upon the 3ist was hastily arranged.

Thanks to the ready and able codperation of Miss
Mollison, the incomparable manager of the Hotel at
Ficld, provisions, blankets, etc., were rapidly collected,
and on the afternoon of the zoth Christian Hisler,
Christian Bohren and I were in the train bound for
Banff. Here we were met by Peyto and conducted to
our tent pitched amongst the bushes near the bank of
the Bow River. Our object was kept entirely secret, and
scarcely a soul knew of the starting of the expedition
at all.

The next morning was occupied in final arrange-
ments, making up the packs and loading up, and
cventually at half-past one the procession set out.  First
the cavalry; Bill Peyto, picturesque and workmanlike,
led the way upon his trusty mare, then followed four
pack-horses, the fastest and most reliable of Peyto's
bunch, laden with tents, provisions, and our miscella-
neous impedimenta; and Jack Sinclair, our assistant
packer, also mounted, brought up the rear, to stimulate
laggards and maintain the pace. Then came the
infantry, comprising the two Christians and mysclf.
Both the guides were tried companions, especially
Hisler, who had already made several first ascents with

me.
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Mt. Assiniboine is only distant from Banff twenty

miles in an air-line, yet by the shortest route it cannot be
reached in twice that length of march; the trails are
rough and often blocked with fallen timber, and no small
amount of climbing is involved. But all of us were keen
and determined each to do his best to make the journey
to the base a record and the expedition a success.

The afternoon was sultry, with a haze about the sum-
mits and a look towards the west that boded rain; but
the barometer stood well and hope was high.

At first we passed along the dusty road, with the
cool, peaceful Bow eddying alongside, hemmed in by
green banks, with overhanging branches dipping lazily
in the current.  Then we turned off into a winding trail
that meandered among alders and small timber, with
fallen logs and an occasional morass to vary the mo-
notony. Close by, an eagle’s nest hung in the branches
of an isolated tree, the memorial of a domestic tragedy.
Earlier in the summer Mr. Whymper had discovered it,
had the two fine parent birds shot as specimens, each
measuring over six feet from tip to tip of wing, and sent
the baby to the aviary at Vancouver.

Behind us rose the impressive walls of Cascade
Mountain; on our right, across the valley, the sharp
pinnacles of Mt. Edith pierced the sky; and wooded
slopes flanked us on the left and rose to the fine summit
of Mt. Massive right in front.

Soon we reached Healy Creek where it emerges
from a narrow gorge, and crossed its double stream, the

pedestrians having to clamber up behind the horsemen
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4
g to make the passage dryshod. Leaving the broad, level
ré valley of the Bow, and with it every trace of civilization
Gt f for some days to come, we plunged into the ravine beside
wall '9 the swift, translucent river, until we mounted a very
en g steep trail through thick forest and emerged high above
ey ‘: the creek in a fine valley whence the retrospective views
Y were very beautiful, i
. i' Our path led through a tract of burned and fallen i,'-;.".
ut : timber to more open ground, trending steadily towards .‘ ‘ !4'
®  Simpson Pass, above which stood a gabled mountain, 1l ’}‘!
B 3 with a small glacier cradled on its bosom, against a ,H (g?
by i gloomy, ominous background of dark and lurid clouds. i ‘L‘é
];‘ } The valley narrowed before us, well wooded near the : i
“-', ¥ torrent-bed.  On one side rugged summits rose abruptly r '
th from the thickly timbered slopes; on the other, the more |
o open alps, interspersed with belts and groves of trees,
- bare cliffs and rocky terraces, merged into castellated
Vi peaks, the topmost crowned with snow. ' 1
r:I, v As the evening shadows lengthened, before our camp- |
ik ¢ ing-ground was reached, strong gusts of wind came ,'!
it =~ sweeping down the gorge, with driving rain beating piti- “‘
t lessly in our faces, but we pressed on until we found a ! _”
B ; pretty and fairly sheltered spot among the woods, where J
P _'? we pitched our tents. ( |
i 3 A busy scene ensues. Peyto and Sinclair unload ; |
it and attend to the horses; the guides are energetically ' ;‘
employed cutting and collecting fuel; fire and water, the I ' i'
% opening of boxes and unpacking necessaries are my it
k § allotted share. In an incredibly short space of time the 7
i o tents are up, the packs made snug, supper is ready, and
I
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we are all gathered round the blazing fire fully prepared
to do ample justice to the bannocks and bacon and the
huge saucepan full of steaming tea, under the black
canopy of pines and almost darker sky.

Next morning we were off at half-past seven, in fair
weather, though the trees and undergrowth were drip-
ping. We crossed the stream and, after twenty minutes’
gradual ascent, diverged from the main trail to Simp-
son Pass and followed a steep pathway to the south
through thick firs up a narrow rocky canyon till we
arrived in a beautiful open park. The carpet of luxuri-
ant grass and mossy turf was sprinkled gayly, although
September was upon us, with a wealth of flowers, dark
groups of trees bordered the rich expanse and crowned
the knolls that broke its surface here and there, and,
on ecither hand, the green slopes, broken by pictu-
resque rock outcrops, culminated in a line of rugged
pinnacles.

The timber-line is passed soon after, and we mount
steadily to a breezy, undulating alp, green and flower-
strewn, skirting the Continental watershed, and bearing
frequent pretty lakelets in the sheltered hollows. Ever
and anon a deep gorge dips sharply towards the east or
west, giving a glimpse of larger, wooded valleys, where
Healy Creck and Simpson River run to join the Bow
and Kootenay, and finally sink to rest in the waters of
the rival oceans.

This upland route was taken by Mr. Wilcox on his
second journey to Mt. Assiniboine, and it is undoubtedly

the finest way as well as probably the casiest and quick-
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est, in spite of a terrific 1500 feet of descent to the
source of the Simpson River.

About ten o'clock, from a lofty ridge some 2000 feet
above our camp, we caught our first glimpse of our ob-
jective peak, bearing from this point a remarkable resem-
blance to the Swiss Dent Blanche as it loomed through
the slight haze, fourteen or fifteen miles away, dwarfing
all the other points and ranges.  An hour later, from the
highest point upon our highland trail, about 7700 feet
above the sea, we obtained a still better view of the noble
pyramid, towering above a blue-black ridge hung with
white glaciers, which lay between us and its base.

Crossing and recrossing the *backbone of the Con-
tinent,” we skirted the walls of an imposing natural forti-
fication, fully 2000 feet in height, and, passing under its
frowning ramparts close to the shores of two or three
small lakes, halted for lunch near a round pond, from
which some ducks flew off at our approach, and which,
from the numerous tracks leading into and out of it, we
christened “ The Bears' Bath-tub.”

All this time the going had been good, and Peyto
made the most of it, leading at a tremendous rate, with
Sinclair driving on the pack-animals, we poor two-legged
tramps having to do our utmost to keep pace with them.

After lunch a new experience began, where we in
turn had a conspicuous advantage, — a tremendous drop
(1500 feet in 55 minutes, pack-horse time) into an ex-
traordinarily steep, weird valley, narrow and fire-swept, its
serried ranks of bare and ghostly poles backed by slopes
of scanty grass and a tumultuous expanse of rough gray
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rocks and tongues of scree. Towards the lower end an
intricate maze of fallen logs was encountered, through
which Peyto steered the horses with marvellous skill and
rapidity, until we gained the valley of the chief source of
the Simpson River, barren and boulder-strewn, divided
into rugged sections by great ridges traversing it from
side to side. Bare, burned trees reared their gaunt stems
about us, or, fallen, littered the valley-bed, where straw-
berries and raspberries, gooseberries and blueberries,
grew in wild profusion.

Crossing several of the strange barrier ridges, we
soon arrived at the head of the valley, a cul-de-sac, with
a grand amphitheatre of precipices and abrupt acclivities,
300 feet or more in height, blocking our way and tower-
ing above the rich green flat, on which we halted for a
brief well-carned rest beside a tree-girt lakelet, fed by a
fine cascade that leaped from the rim of the great cirque
above.

A zigzag track conducted us to the lowest point of
this imposing barrier, and a scene of indescribable bleak-
ness burst upon our gaze. The sun was hidden by the
gathering clouds and the leaden sky formed a fit back-
ground for the rock-bound basin at our feet, hemmed in
by gray, ruined towers, from which wide belts and taper-
ing tongues of tumbled scree streamed down among the
bare poles of the stricken pines, with a tiny tarn, sombre
and forbidding, in its depths.

It was a fitting prelude to the long valley on which
we now entered. Here was the acme of sheer descla-
tion. Green-gray rocks and stones were strewn and
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piled in wild confusion amid sparse, stunted pines and
firs; crumbling, drab-coloured side-hills were lost in
jagged, broken ridges and shattered pinnacles, that
loomed in sullen dulness against the mournful sky, while
a light drizzle bathed the scene in gloomy haze. Here
and cverywhere along the route the dreary silence and
the strange scarcity of living things —a notable charac-
teristic of the Canadian Cordilleras — were very striking.
The whistle of the marmot, the rare whir of grouse, a
hawk or eagle, and a little bird or two, with the occa-
sional tracks of bear or deer, marten or mountain goat,
alone betrayed that the region is not quite bereft of
life.

Thus we swung on mile after mile, till the melan-
choly conditions began to change: grass and light
undergrowth appeared, the clouds broke, and, as we
neared a rocky lake, Mt. Assiniboine came into view
once more, about five miles ahead, grander than ever
and, in spite of evening gloom, showing some detail
of its horizontal belts of cliff and smooth, shining icy
slopes.

Then came park country, rich green pasturage and
dark forest belts, with a winding coal-black stream-bed
meandering in the most abandoned manner through it
all; and above, on either side, sharp, serrated ridges,
severed by wide passes to the Spray and Cross Rivers,
converged in the mass of Mt. Assiniboine.

Still on we tramp, weary but buoyed up by the
knowledge that the goal is near. Darkness falls apace
and

e

.‘;-

e




54 IN THE HEART OF THE CANADIAN ROCKIES

“ Far along
From peak to peak, the rattiing crags among,
Leaps the live thunder! Not from one lone cloud,

But every mountain now hath found a tongue.”

A most impressive welcome from the still unconquered
mountain, but more sinister than those whose hopes
depended on fine weather quite appreciated.

At length, at 7.20, our chosen camping-ground was
reached, sheltered by a grove of trees, beside a trickling
rivulet with the dark waters of Lake Assiniboine just

visible beyond.

This lake, one of a dozen or more that nestle close
under the precipices of the giant peak, is nearly two
miles long, and, like many others in the neighbourhood
is without a visible outlet. The waters seem to drain
away through the loose limestone strata, and in some
valley far below suddenly burst forth from a mysterious
subterranean cavern, a full-grown stream.  This we were
able to observe for ourselves at the source of the main
Simpson River, at the head of the cu/l-de-sac, some miles
from the nearest body of water at a higher altitude
sufficient to produce so large a flow.

The night was none too promising— warm and
cloudy, with light showers at intervals and distant mut-
tering thunder; and, although later on the stars came
out, ominous clouds still hung heavy round the horizon.
The silence was broken again and again by the rumble
and crash of falling ice and stones from the glacier a
mile away, which aided the anxiety concerning weather

prospects to drive the slumber from our wearied frames.
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Nevertheless we were early astin. The moon was
shining fitfully athwart the clouds and lighting up our
noble peak with silvery brightness. As the sun rose,
we had an opportunity of studying the mountain. Our
camp, at an elevation of about 7200 feet, lay near the
shore of the lake, a long mile from the cliff over which
the northern glaciers of Mt. Assiniboine descend abruptly;
3000 feet above the glacier rises the mighty monolith, a
relic of the Carboniferous age. Two jagged ridges trend
sharply upward from the outlying spurs, until they meet
in a dark rocky apex just below the glistening, snowy
summit; between them lies the formidable northern
face, set at a fearsome angle, and banded with almost
horizontal strata, which form an impressive alternation
of perpendicular cliff belts and glassy slopes of ice.
The lowest band is specially remarkable — a spectacular,
striated wall of brilliant red and yellow rock, running
apparently entirely round the mountain, and particularly
striking where the erosion and disintegration of the
ridges leave a succession of coloured spires and pin-
nacles, radiant in the glowing sunshine.

By the advice of Peyto, the only member of the
party who had ever been near the peak before, we de-
termined to make our attempt from the south-western
side; but, instead of taking the horses by the long and
arduous route adopted by Mr. Wilcox and Mr. Bryant
on the occasion of their last attack, I conceived the plan
of crossing the outlying spurs at a high altitude on foot
from the usual base camp, believing that some way, for
practised mountaineers at least, could be discovered
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whereby the farther side might be reached and an open
bivouac be made a starting-point next morning, if it
proved too long or difficult a task to gain the summit in
a single day.

Being wholly unaware of the character of the moun-
tain on the hidden side, and anticipating considerable
difficulty in getting to the south-western ridge, by which
we hoped to reach the point where the last climbers were
compelled to halt, we had little expectation of being suc-
cessful on the first day, particularly as the nights were
closing in at a comparatively early hour. So off we
started at six o'clock,— Peyto, Hisler, Bohren and I, —
laden with two days’ provisions, minor changes of rai-
ment, blankets, and a light tent for the night, besides the
usual camera and sundry other paraphernalia.

Twenty minutes’ walk along the green flat brought
us to the first snow, and a steep pull up hard snow-
slopes and a craggy wall of rock, followed by an awkward
scramble over loose débris, landed us at half-past seven

on the ice above. The glacier, covered with congealed

snow and thin moraine, stretched away before us at an

easy angle, with-the great peak towering aloft upon our
left. As we moved rapidly along I took the opportunity
to scan with interest and curiosity the peculiar charac-
teristics of that remarkable face, but the result of my
observations was locked securely in my breast, and not
revealed until, on the following afternoon, we stood
upon the crest above.

Forty minutes of quick walking took us to the

summit of the sharp ridge which forms the sky-line to
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the west and merges in the main north-western aréte.
Two hundred feet below us lay another glacier, and
away to our left a second pass, at the base of the great

western ridge.  Dropping down to the ice, we followed

up the glacier, zigzagging to avoid the large crevasses,'
to the narrow little pass, which we reached at nine
o'clock and found ourselves about g6oo feet above the
sea and 2400 feet above the camp.

From this point the lower portion of the unknown
side of our mountain lay in full view, and, to our joy, we
saw that the anticipated difficulties were non-existent.
A comparatively easy traverse, along narrow but ample
ledges covered with snow and débris, across the ribs and
stony gullies which secamed the south-western face, would
bring us, with scarcely any loss of elevation, to the
south-west ridge, whence the climb proper was expected
to begin. Each of the gullies seemed to be a much-used
channel for stones and ice and snow, and was of exces-
sive steepness, so no inducement was offered to try an
upward route nearer than the line that Mr. Wilcox took
in his ascent from the valley. Below the horizontal
ledge of the proposed traverse the mountain shelved
steeply down in long expanses of loose stones and snow,
with not a little ice, into the depths of the contracted
valley far beneath, containing the inevitable lakelet.

To counteract, however, this piece of unexpected
good fortune, the light fleecy clouds, which had been
hovering over the lower western peaks and growing
larger and denser every hour, were blotting out the view

! Fissures in a glacier,
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and soon enveloped us in their chill embrace. With
little hope of a successful ascent, we nevertheless made
our way to the ridge, where we cac/ked our blankets,
tent, and the bulk of the provisions, and, after a second
breakfast, continued our upward progress at about half-
past ten,

Our circle of vision dwindled from one hundred yards
to fifty at the most; a steady drizzle, mingled with slect,
began to fall as we climbed cliff and ledge and gully,
loose rocks and slopes of débris, as each appeared
through the mists in front of us; and every few yards
we built a little pile of stones to guide us in returning.

At length, at about 10,750 feet altitude, out of the
gloom a mighty wall, seventy or eighty feet in height,
loomed before us, its top lost in the clouds. The face
seemed sheer, and actually overhung in places. None of
us had ever seen this side of Mt. Assiniboine, excepting
Peyto, who had left us a short distance below to prospect
for minerals, and we knew not where the summit lay.
Of course we went first in the wrong direction, Imag-
ining that this belt was as unbroken here as on the
northern face, we sought a cleft up which to clamber and
skirted the base to the right till we were brought up by
a tremendous precipice some 6000 feet in depth. We
had suddenly reached the edge of a gigantic buttress,
where its converging sides met at an abrupt angle.  Be-
fore us, and on either hand, was empty space, and at our
feet a seemingly unbroken drop thousands of feet deep.

Behind rose the sharp edge of rock like polished

1 Hid, A trappers’ term.
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masonry. Below the stony ledge by which we had
approached, the mountain-side shelved to the south in
rugged steepness into far-distant gloom; and as we
peered with caution round the angle, the farther side
disclosed a most appalling face of black, forbidding
precipice, one of the finest and most perpendicular it
has been my lot to see.

Here for some moments I stood in solemn awe,
perched like a statue in a lofty niche, cut in the topmost
angle of a vast, titanic temple, with space in front, on
cither side, above, below, the yawning depths lost in
the wreathing mists that wrapped the mountain’s
base.

Our progress in this direction barred, we now re-
traced our steps and spied a little rift by which, in spite
of a fair overhang for the first twelve or fifteen feet,
thanks to firm hand and foot holds, we were enabled to
scramble to the summit of the cliff. Working to the
left by a steep succession of ledges and clefts, we reached
a narrow, broken ridge running upward from the west,
with a sheer drop upon the farther side. We thought
that we had struck the main western aréte (for it is very
difficult to locate one's self in a dense mist, especially
upon an unknown mountain which we expected to find
a regular three-sided cone) and followed its lead, till in
ten minutes, to our great amazement, we found ourselves
upon a peak ! Narrow ridges descended to the east and
west, the steep face of our ascent lay to the south, while
upon the northern side a mighty precipice fell away vir-
tually perpendicularly for thousands of feet, broken only
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by a short buttress, with equally sheer walls and edged
with jagged pinnacles. spit
This “ Lost Peak”™ was to us most mysterious. It rnutc'
seemed a genuine summit, narrow and pointed though it A
was, in altitude a trifle over 11,000 feet. Yet where B
upon the mass of Mt. Assiniboine was such a peak? ?rcndt
We had imagined that the giant tooth rose more or less ":lguf:;
stretc

symmetrically on every side and judged the back ridge

= - It
by the two that we had seen. Hisler at first insisted |
. ; - we de
that we were on the veritable summit, but the elevation
. : : Here,
and configuration of our whole environment demolished
. » to th
such a theory. We strained our eyes; but, though the l
¢ : : and 1
breeze kept the thick clouds in constant motion, we
wet, !
could not see more than about a hundred yards ahead. k
. Rl S 4 : take
We shouted in this direction and in that; but our voices
’ : g : order
died away into space until at last held by some lofticr o
. . . with
mass, which echoed back an answer from the direction
. o spee
whence we had just come! Then we knew that we were
A g . desc
standing upon the south-castern ridge, which must be
G ' we s
longer and less steep, at any rate in its upper portion,
2 oy . ter-p
than any of the others, and possess a distinct minor peak, l,
separated from the main summit by a considerable break. |
. . ater
Such proved to be the case. After an hour spent in l
" . . the
the cold and wet, striving to pierce the clouds, hoping
: : cam
some stronger current of wind might waft them off, and
thus enable us to see the top and give us some idea of boi
. . . . Ol
its character and how we might approach it, we built a fiee
2 8 it
“stone man " to commemorate our visit, and, at half-past .
) : spit
one, returned along the west aréze until a chasm yawned |
pac

beneath our feet—how deep we could not tell (it proved
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about 200 feet) —and forced us to descend by our cliff
route and down the crack to the base of the big wall.
A few minutes’ going in the opposite direction brought
us to a broad snow couloir,' where the cliff receded and
trended upward to the gap into which we had been gaz-

i
:
§

ing from above not long before, and away upon our left
stretched the steep face of the great peak itself.

It was now too late to think of climbing farther, so
we descended rapidly and rejoined Peyto near the cace.
Here, during a meal, we held a council of war, and came

to the unanimous determination to shoulder our packs

- ———
— —

and return to camp; feeling that, if the morrow were i
wet, we should be better off there, and if fine, it would I
take but little longer to come round in light marching 1
order from the north than to make the ascent thus far !

with heavy packs from t o treeline. In spite of a very

= ‘
S——— —

speedy return, night fell upon us before we had quite i
descended the cliff wall below the northern glacier, and H
we stumbled into camp in black darkness about a quar- '
ter-past eight.

The clouds had begun to dissipate towards sunset:
later on the moon rose in a clear, star-spangled sky; and
the chill of frost augured favourably for our second i
campaign. ,

September 3rd, a notable date for us and Mt. Assini- ‘
boine, dawned brilliantly. At ten minutes past six our
little party of three set out from camp in the best of i
spirits, encouraged by the hearty good wishes of the
packers, and made rapid progress by the route of

1 Gully.
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the previous day. In two and a half hours we were on the
second pass, enjoying this time a wide view to the south
and the north-west of an expanse of indented mountain
ranges and deep yawning valleys, with a little lake far
below in every gorge. A brief halt here, and then on to
the south-western ridge, reaching the cac/e three and a
quarter hours from the start. Upward, past the coloured
belt, to our great cliff of yesterday. There, at half-past
ten, we turned off to the left and crossed the couloir, full
of deep snow upon an icy basis.

Bevond it lay the final thousand feet of the great
mountain, its steep and rugged face a series of escarp-
ments broken by tiny ledges and occasional sharp pin-
nacles, and rent at distant intervals by clefts and crevices
nearly vertical.  Slopes of solid ice or ice-hard snow,
demanding arduous step-cutting, intervened below each
wall and ledge and filled each cavity. The rocks were
very brittle and extremely insecure, and to the ordinary
difficulties there was added that abomination of the
mountaineer, zerglas, the thin coating of ice upon the
rocks from the night's frost after the rain and sleet of
yesterday.

The general line was diagonally across the face, but
frequent minor consultations were required, the problems
of immediate procedure being numerous.

Steadily onward the little party made its cautious
way across these difficult approaches: ever on the alert,
hand and foot alike pressed into service ; each hold fully
tested before the weight was trusted to it. A slippery

ledge demanded an ignominious crawl; a series of gym-
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nastic efforts were required to surmount some of the
straight-up rocks and buttresses, where holds were few
and far between. Detours were frequent to avoid im-

possible conditions; all sorts of cracks and crevices had

to be utilized; and icy rifts were sometimes the only
avenues of access to the tops of smooth, unbroken cliffs.

Thus step by step the advance continued, till, after a
final scramble up a gully lined with solid ice and almost
as steep and narrow as a chimney, we stood triumphantly
upon the south aréfe, the summit in full view not more
than 300 feet above, reached by an easy ridge of snow,
and Mt. Assiniboine we knew was ours,

The strangest feature of the ascent lay in the fact
that now for the first time we saw the actual summit, as
the cliffs rose so steeply during our approach that we
could never see more than a short distance beyond us.

White, vaporous clouds had been slowly drifting up
for the last hour, and, fearing a repetition of the previous
day's experience and the loss of the view, we hurried to
the top, pausing only for a few moments to enjoy the
panorama, to renew our acquaintance with our * Lost
Peak,” now 500 feet below us, and to take a picture
through the mist of the white summit, with its splendid
castern precipice.

A quarter of an hour sufficed to complete our victory,
and at half-past twelve we stood as conquerors 11,860
feet above the sea (Government survey altitude from
distant bases), on the loftiest spot in Canada on which
a human foot had then been planted.

The summit is a double one, crowned with ice and
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snow, the two points rising from the extremities of ai
almost level and very narrow ridge 150 feet in length, a
the apex of the sharp aréfes from north and south. O:
the western side snow-slopes tilted downward at a ver
acute angle, while on the east a stupendous precipice
was overhung by a magnificent succession of enormous
cornices' from which a fringe of massive icicles d
pended.

One at a time — the other two securely anchored —

we crawled with the utmost caution to the actual highest

point, and peeped over the edge of the huge, overhang-

ing crest, down the sheer wall to a great, shining glacie
6000 feet or more below.

The view on all sides was remarkable, although the
atmosphere was somewhat hazy and unsuitable for pan
oramic photography. Perched high upon our isolated
pinnacle, fully 1500 feet above the loftiest peak for
many miles around, below us lay unfolded range after
range of brown-gray mountains, patched with snow and

sometimes glacier-hung, intersected by deep chasms or

broader wooded valleys. A dozen lakes were counted,

nostling between the outlying ridges of our peak, which
proudly stands upon the backbone of the Continent, and
supplies the head-waters of three rivers,— the Cross, the
Simpson, and the Spray.

Far away to the north-west, beyond Mt. Ball and th
Vermilion l\’.mg(-, we could desc ry many an old friend
among the mountains of the railway belt,— Mt. Goodsii
and the Ottertails, Mt. Stephen and Mt. Temple, with the

1 Overhanging shelves of snow.
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ciants of the Divide, Mts. Victoria, Lefroy, Hungabee, l

ind a host of others, a noble group of striking points
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I'he main ridge northward, after a sharp descent of
1 feet, falls gently for a hundred vards or so, and then
( ikes a wild pitch down to the glaciers at the moun i
s base. When we arrived at  this point (only
¢ through my most strenuous insistence, for the guides i\
re anxious to return at once by the way we came), we | jf
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looked down on the imposing face that is perhaps
Assiniboine's most characteristic feature.

On the right the drop is perpendicular, a mighty
wall with frequent overhanging strata and a pure snow
curtain hanging vertically beneath the crowning cornice.
But the north face, though not so sheer or awesome, is
perhaps still more striking and unique. The shining
steeps of purest ice, the encircling belts of time-eroded
cliffs, sweep downward .with tremendous majesty. Be-
tween the two a ragged ridge is formed, narrow and
broken, like a series of roughly fractured wall-ends.

As we gazed, the scheme that had been simmering
in my brain since I looked upward to these heights the
previous morning, seemed more than ever practicable
and at last found utterance: “Could we not manage to
get down this way? " and the hope of crowning the tri-
umph by a traverse of the mountain, conquering its re-
puted inaccessible ramparts (and that, too, in a descent),
together with the prospect of an absolutely first-class
climb, decided the reply in the affirmative. True, at
least three great bands of rock lay there below us, any
one of which might prove an insurmountable obstacle and
necessitate a retracing of our footsteps, with the probable
consequence of a night out, at a considerable altitude,

among the icy fastnesses; but we had found some crack

or cranny heretofore in their courses on the farther side,

and — well, we would try to find an equally convenient
right of way on this face, too.
So, after a halt of nearly two hours, at 1.40 we em

barked upon our final essay.
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Well roped and moving generally one at a time, we
clambered downward foot by foot, now balancing upon
the narrow ridge, 5000 feet of space at our right hand;
then scrambling down a broken wall-end, the rocks so
friable that hand-hold after hand-hold had to be aban-
doned, and often half a dozen tested before a safe one
could be found; now, when the ridge became too jagged

or too sheer, making our cautious way along a tiny ledge

or down the face itself, clinging to the cold buttresses,

our fingers tightly clutching the scant projection of some
icy knob, or digging into small interstices between the
rocks; anon, an ice-slope had to be negotiated with labo-
rious cutting of steps in the hard wall-like surface; and
again, cliff after cliff must be reconnoitred, its slippery
upper rim traversed until a cleft was found and a gym-
nastic descent effected to the ice-bound declivity that feil
away beneath its base.

For close upon 2000 feet the utmost skill and care
were imperative at every step; for scarcely half a dozen
could be taken in that distance where an unroped man
who slipped would not inevitably have followed the re-
jected hand-holds and dééris, that hurtled down in leaps
and bounds to crash in fragments on the rocks and
boulders far below.

But with a rope a careful party of experienced moun-
taineers is absolutely free from danger; and, though it
took our usually rapid trio three and a half hours to
descend some 1800 feet, our confidence was fully vin-

dicated, for nothing insurmountable obstructed our ad-

vance, and, after a brief halt below the last cliff wall
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(where sundry relics of the Walling expedition were
observed), a gay descent, on snow that needed no step-
cutting, brought us soon after six o'clock to easier, con-
tinuous rocks, where we unroped.

A speedy spell swinging down rocks, with an oc-
casional glissade, landed us on the glacier in forty
minutes, and an hour later, in the gathering darkness,
we approached the camp, after an absence of thirteen
hours and a half, greeted by shouts of welcome and con-
gratulation from Peyto and Sinclair (who had seen us
on the summit) and strains of martial music from the
latter’s violin.

Before turning in, we took a last look at the splendid
obelisk above us, radiant in the moonlight against the
dark starstrewn canopy of heaven. A last look it
proved; for next morning we awoke to a white world,
with nothing visible of Mt. Assiniboine but an oc-
casional glimpse, through sweeping, leaden clouds, of its
steep flanks deeply covered with the freshly fallen snow.

The return journey was begun at one o'clock that
afternoon, and Desolation Valley was traversed in the
snow and rain, our chill encampment being made in the
flat pasture at the head of Simpson Valley.

Next day we made a most tremendous march in the
teeth of a driving snow-storm.  The valley, with its
gaunt, spectral tree-trunks, was drearier and more weird
than ever; the blackened timber, outlined against the
dazzling snow, showed in a mazy network; the bushes,
with their load of fruit, peeped out forlornly amid their

wintry environment, and every flower bore a tiny burden

on

was
we

ing
fore
the
ups
the
Ccro
reg
we

the
gui
arr

tim

cor
f!'()‘
clin
wa
per
ext
mo

acl

burg
asce
||)‘ 1
facil

cutt)




ot acde ot

St e st i, 2

R T
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on its drooping head. The steep ascent of 1500 feet
was made in ever decpening snow, and on the alp above
we met the fierce blasts of the keen north wind, sweep-
ing across the unprotected uplands.  Wearied with our
forced marches and two long days of arduous climbing,
the tramping through soft, drifting snow, the steady
upward trend of our advance and the hard conflict with
the driving storm, it was with deep relief that we
crossed the final ridge and could descend to calmer
regions through the dark, snow-laden pines.  Still on
we went, down Healy Creek to the Bow Valley, where
the packers camped with their tired horses, and the
guides and I tramped on two hours more to Banff,
arriving there just five days and five hours from the
time of our departure.

Our toils were over. In spite of adverse weather
conditions, the expedition had been intensely interesting
from start to finish, and more than a success from a
climber's point of view; and the fact that the ascent
was made upon the last possible day the weather would
permit that season gave a dramatic touch that added an
extra spice of satisfaction to the accomplishment of a
mountaineering feat, perhaps the most sensational then
achieved in North America.

NOTE. — In July, 1903, another Scotsman, Mr. W. Douglas. of Edin-
burgh, with ('hri~li.|;| Hasler and Christian Kaufmann, made the second
ascent, this time by the north face, along the line of our descent, returning

by the same route. Considerable quantities of snow, in excellent condition,

facilitated climbing immensely where glare ice had called for strenuous step-

cutting on the first occasion, and no special difficulties were encountered.
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CHAPTER 1V
LAKE LOUISE

“I uave travelled in almost every country under
heaven, yet I have never seen so perfect a picture in
the vast gallery of Nature's masterpieces as you have
brought me to this afternoon.” Such was the final
verdict of a close observer of nature and enthusiastic
lover of the picturesque, as we emerged from the shelter
of the forest pathway, where the glistening waters of
peerless Lake Louise suddenly burst upon the view,
and we stood fascinated by the enchanting scene.

As a gem of composition and of colouring it is
perhaps unrivalled anywhere. To those who have not

seen it words must fail to conjure up the glories of that

“ Haunted Lake, among the pine-clad mountains,

Forever smiling upward to the skies.’

A master’s hand indeed has painted all its beauties; the
turquoise surface, quivering with fleeting ripples, beyond
the flower-strewn sweep of grassy shore; the darkening
mass of tapering spruce and pine trees, mantling heavily
the swiftly rising slopes, that culminate in rugged steeps
and beetling precipices, soaring aloft into the sun-kissed
air on either side; and there, beyond the painted portals
of the narrowing valley, rich with the hues of royal purple
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and of sunset reds, the enraptured gaze is lifted to a
climax of superb effects, as the black walls of Mt.
Lefroy, surmounted by their dazzling canopy of hang-
ing glaciers, and the wide gable-sweep of Mt. Victoria,
resplendent with its spotless covering of eternal snow,
crown the matchless scene.  The azure dome of heaven,
flecked with bright, fleecy clouds like angels’ wings,
completes the picture, which not only charms the eye
but lifts the soul to closer contact with the Divine
Creator, Whose eternal love has given us these won-
drous beauties to enjoy.

At every season, every hour, it is wonderful. Whether
in winter, ice-bound and snow-beset, sparkling in all
the brilliancy of countless myriads of diamond rays, or,
suddenly bereft of sunshine, a weird expanse of mystic
white, whose still death-pallor strikes to the heart with
solemn awe. Or in the springtime, when the bright
glints of emerald leaves and buds illuminate the scene
with fresh-won life; or, under the spell of autumn’s
magic touch, when changing hues of crimson and of
gold, with an attendant train of countless interwoven
tints scarcely less regal in their richness, mingle with
the sombre evergreens, and the peaceful lakelet flashes
back the glory of their radiance.

It may be in the early dawning, with the long
shadows sweeping across the slumbering waters, and the
ruddy gleam of bright Aurora flaming full upon the
snowy crests of the far peaks; or, later, under the noon-
tide brilliance, when every pinnacle and fissure of the
uplifted crags and every bough and feathery tip of fir
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stands out in clearest detail, emphasized by the marvel-
lous effects of light and shade; or, later still, when twi-
light steals upon us, draping the foreground and the
middle distance in soft, tenuous mystery, while the snow
summits blush beneath the roseate embrace of the de-
parting day, and the ethereal skies whisper of God and
heaven : then the glow fades, the stars shine forth, first
one by one, then in advancing squadrons, till their hosts,
in the pure atmosphere, blaze forth from the dark vault
with an unearthly splendour that gives new character to
lake and cliff, mountain and glacier.

By night or day, in storm or sunshine, peaceful or
tempest-tost, in smiling innocence or swaying with
fiercest passion and the forces of omnipotence let loose,
the lake enthralls with a spell that is irresistible; and
above God reigns supreme. His “everlasting hills”
attest His might, His hand gives life and colouring to
leaf and rock and flower, and we, to whom He gives it
richly to enjoy, dare not lift up our eyes upon His world
and yet withhold our wonder, our worship, and our love.

“ (), watched by silence and the night,
And folded in the strong embrace
Of the great mountains, with the light
Of the sweet heavens upon thy face —
Lake of the Northland ! keep thy dower
Of beauty still, and, while above
Thy silent mountains speak of power,
Be thou the mirror of God’s love.”

This delightful resort, three miles from the railroad,
was one of the earliest discovered of the many beauty
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spots along the line of the Canadian Pacific Railway,
whose names are houschold words amongst lovers of the
picturesque.  The lake was named for the Princess
Louise, wife of the Governor-General of Canada at that
date, the Marquess of Lorne.

In the eighties a small log cabin served as an inn for
the few travellers who turned aside at Laggan to visit the
lake and its surrounding scenery. In 1891 Mr. S. E. S.
Allen spent a few days there and returned in 1893 with
Mr. W. D. Wilcox, of Washington, for a brief sojourn.
['he following summer both were lured back again, and
the party was increased by the advent of Messrs, Y.
Henderson and L. Frissell. They thoroughly explored
the neighbourhood. Mt. Temple and Mt. Aberdeen,
with sundry minor peaks, were climbed, and the accounts
of these expeditions, published by Mr. Wilcox in his
book, and by Mr. Allen in the A/pine Journal, did much
to bring the district into early prominence. $

Continuing our journey from our first halting-place
at Banff, the train traverses the green valley of the Bow,
ascending steadily beside the swiftly flowing stream.
Swinging round the end of the serrated Sawback Range,
we enter a long stretch that runs at right angles to our
recent course and parallels the watershed for seventy
miles to the most distant source of the Bow River at
Bow Pass. The railroad follows this for half the dis-
tance before turning again at a right angle to cross the
Great Divide.

At the first bend Healy Creek comes in from the
south and points the way to Mt. Assiniboine.  Farther
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7
on, beyond the ramparts of Mt. Massive and Storn
Peak, the low, forest-clad Vermilion Pass opens to the
left.  Meanwhile two dominating mountains have beer
looming ever larger and more imposing as we spee
along. First, on the right, the towering battlements of
Castle Mountain, like a gigantic medieval fortress,
vast mass of rocky walls and turrets.  Then, beyond it
on the other side, great helmet-shaped Mt. Temple rears
its lofty brow, crowned with a diadem of glacier, — the
highest summit seen from the railroad track, and nearly
7000 fect above it.'

To the left of the precipices of this splendid peak,
utterly inaccessible from any point within our range of
vision, lies the weirdly attractive Valley of the Ten Peaks
beyond the forest slopes that flank the stream locked in
their adamant embrace, the pyramid of Deltaform con
spicuous amongst the jagged summits.  Sweeping round
Mt. Temple's base, just as Mt. Lefroy and Mt. Victoria
in icy splendour come to view, the train stops and we
find ourselves at Laggan, the station for the * Lakes i
the Clouds.”

A walk or ride of three and a half miles leads to the
comfortable hotel on the shores of Lake Louise. By all

means walk if you can manage it. There is an upward

! According to the D. L. S. figures, giving 11,637 feet to Mt. Temple, and
11.600 to Mt. Goodsir. The latter figure corresponds with our party’s est
mate of the altitude of Mt. Goodsir, when we ascended within 1350 feet of tl
summit; but Professors Fay and Parker, who climbed to the top in 1903
have claimed an elevation for that peak of nearly 12,000 feet, though the
former in a very recent article (February, 1905) puts the height at 11,671
feet.

S0



md it
rears
— the

1car]

peak

round
ctoria
1d w

CS 1l

to th
By all

yward

ple, and
Vs est
t of tl
n 1903
1gh the

11,671

LAKE LOUISE 79

tilt about the road as it mounts 600 feet to reach the
lake, but there are so many excellent excuses to rest
upon the way and to cnjoy the exquisite peeps and
vistas, as we stroll along the forest track, that the end
comes all too soon.  The dancing waters of the tum-
bling rivulet are chattering amongst the boulders as they
go " 1o join the |1lilllll\il|g river” ; ]\i;‘.h ]H'.||n are reared
into the heavens above the feathered pines and spruces,
draped with *old man’s beard,” that close us in; whilst
the luxuriant undergrowth and countless flowers fill the
tale of brilliand ) and b auty,

Lire long a glimpse of gleaming silver strikes athwart
the trees, the ||ll1) crest of Mt. Victoria appears bevond,
we turn a corner, and the peerless panorama bursts with
startling suddenness upon our gaze.

The old-time * Chalet,” with its dozen guests when
i'w:H'\‘ crowded, is now no ‘llvvg\‘l‘ red t!;‘Nli/.lI»]n‘ in the en-
larged and well-equipped hotel that can provide accom-
modation for above a hundred. But the most cherished
memories linger around the little building, with its one
public room, looking out upon the lake and made so
COZY in the cool ('\1'llill;~ Il\ the blaze of four-foot Itlj;\
on the gigantic hearth.

In the sultry haze of summer heat, and in the deep
snows of winter’'s mantle, it is alike good to wander by
the lake shore, climb the steep woodland paths to little
Mirror Lake (goo feet above), a lustrous circle of un-
ruffled sheen, to lofty Agnes Lake (6820 feet above the
sca), cliff-girt and overhung with towering pinnacles; or

higher still to the quaint Bechive, than which no spot
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was ever more aptly named, or Mt. St. Piran, with the
most glorious view of all.

Across the ridge the Cataract Valley can be reached
by rugged climbing, and mountain goats still give the
hunter opportunity for plenty of arduous exercise and,
possibly, a far-off shot or two.

On the opposing shore Mt. Fairview affords a rival
panorama, with Mt. Temple's massive wall and little
hanging glacier rising 6000 feet above the deep-cut
trench of Paradise Valley, which gleams bright and ver-
dant at the base of grim Mt. Sheol,a quaint juxtaposition
of nomenclature. As we roam among the rocky heights,
the whistle of the marmot frequently breaks in upon the
otherwise insistent silence characteristic of the region.
Often, when alone, I have been almost startled by its
human tone and turned involuntarily to see who could
be sharing the quietude I thought mine alone. Some-
times they are seen perched on a big boulder or a pile
of rocks, and even permit, at times, prolonged and
close observation, and, on a rare occasion, photographic
portraiture.  Fine, fat fellows usually, with handsome
gray fur coats and abundant tails, and, if one could
so far steel his heart as to deprive them of their right
to live, their pelts would make up into splendid
rugs.

Two peaks stand out above all others here at Lake
Louise to lure the mountaineer: the one, Mt. Victoria,
the other, Mt. Lefroy. The latter, conquered first by
two days’ interval, demands a chapter to itself, since to
it pertains the melancholy notoriety of being the one
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mountain in the Canadian Rockies that has a fatal acci-
dent connected with its alpine history.

The scaling of Mt. Victoria was undertaken on the
3d of August, 1897 (most appropriately the year of
Queen Victoria’'s Diamond Jubilee), by Professor J. N,
Collie, Professor C. E. Fay (men who have in different
ways done more than any others to investigate and pop-
ularize the glories of the Rockies as an ideal haunt for

mountaineering, one in England, the other in America),

g,
Professor A. Michael, of Boston, and the Swiss guide,
Peter Sarbach, from St. Niklaus. At 3.45 they stole out
into the darkness from the comfortable Chalet, and em-
barked upon the lake to row to the upper end. Thence
to the glacier, which was ascended to Abbot Pass in four
hours from the start.

With Professor Collie in the lead the bold wall to
the north of the pass was soon surmounted, and proved
by no means so formidable as it looked, its rottenness
being its main difficulty. Then, after a second breakfast,
the rocks gave place to snow in the ascent, and the story
must be told from the narrative of Professor Fay.!

“The .\L"\'-]inc of Mt. Victoria as seen from the lower
end of Lake Louise gives the impression of a very grad-
ually ascending snowy ridge. A more careful study,
however, brings out two features which break this repose-
ful monotony: the first, a sag not far to the right of
where the profile of our mountain vanishes behind the
icy helmet of Lefroy; the other,an inconspicuous stretch
of rock wall about midway between this depression and

14« The First Ascent of Mt. Victoria,” Appalackia, Vol. IX, p. 5.
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the main summit, where for a space its dusky hue inter-
rupts the white at the meeting of mountain and sky.
In reality this sag separates from the principal mass of
Victoria a portion almost individual enough to have a

name of its own. It was upon the southern end of this

\. 0. Cowa

e LAKE LOUISE AND MT. VICTORIA

portion that we were pausing for our luncheon, . . . W
were about to pass over the dome of snow to the left of
the sag and as we supposed directly upon the sky-line
To our surprise, as we approached its summit, we found
an entirely different situation from what was anticipated.

The true crest of this mass is a palisade of rock lying a
i fe]

|
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'
ter- little back of the visible snowy one. This latter swet s
sky. g Ill!j\ over to its base.
s of “It was while passing along under this wall that there
¢ a was prepared for us the most dramatic surprise that 1
this ever experienced on a mountain,  Without a moment's

warning we found ourselves opposite a breach perhaps
fifty feet in width straight through this Titan wall, and

our vision, as if suddenly released from bonds, leaped

forth into the west over range after range to rest at last
upon the grand triple pyramid of Goodsir. Its imposing
mass was perfectly framed between the vertical sides of
the breach. Four distinct ranges lay between us and it;
ind what a tremendous gulf between ourselves and the

first of these! The snow on which we were standing

swept downward at an angle of forty-five degrees, ending

in a clear-cut line at the outer face of the palisade.
Beyond it lay a depth of air; and then, a half mile away,
the dark wall of Mt. Yukness. ... Never, not even
on Mt. Hector, did I experience such an impression of
profundity.

“Passing on we reached the point from which the
descent is made 1nto the Saf, « « » From here the sub-
ordinate peak called Mt. Huber is in full view. . . . But
still more did the peak of Victoria itself challenge our

Wi attention. Our way to it was now revealed to us; but
ft of how different from the easy grade we had been led to
line expect! How little like ‘a wall of uniform height’! It
und towered a graceful pyramidal spire before us. Our line
ited. of sight being parallel to the axis of the mountain, we

1g a aw in profile the snowy slope that faces Lake Louise.
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It swept rapidly up from the top of the cliffs at an
angle of forty to sixty degrees, steepening yet more as
it approached the clearly defined pinnacle.  * Hot plates’
broke its surface at frequent intervals, with suggestions
of imminent avalanches, which will always defend any
approach to its icy citadel from this side.

“ The climb of the long aréte soon depleted any stock
of exuberance the “\‘('|_\' descent [ln the bottom of the
sag] had developed. At every step we sank to the
knee, at many a one much deeper.  Gratitude to Collie
for the pioneer work he was putting in at the head of the
line mingled with admiration for his endurance as we
‘entered into his labors.,” It was with a decided sense of
relief that we at last reached the base of the parapet and
found what we had hoped, a point where it could be
scaled. Its crest proved to be exceedingly narrow, in
places not over a foot wide, and rapidly weathering ;
nevertheless, it offered a line of rapid advance — the
sooner, therefore, to come to an end and compel us
once more to take to the snow. We were now (about
eleven o'clock) at the base of the final peak. From here
to the summit we were to move —as indeed we had
been doing much of the time hitherto — along the very
ridgepole of the North American continent. . . . Stride
on, O Collie, we are right after you. . . .

“ At last! But why does he not stop? Now that
our eyes get level with where his thighs wallow out of
the snow, we see we were too sanguine; the highest

summit is that hillock, still beyond. One final push,

and at 11.45 ‘the great white peak’ is conquered.
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“The summit [11,400 feet above the sea-level] is
an ideal one. Discounting the cornice crowning over
towards the lake, there was hardly more than comfortable
room for our party. Unlike that of Lefroy, no rock
pierced the virgin whiteness.  To the north it fell away
suddenly into a deep depression filled with gendarmes,
separating it from a bastion, from which it scems hardly
}'l'lllhl'ill' it will ever be approac hed.  Immediate 1\ to the
west a snow aréfe falls away less rapidly, rising again
almost to our level in the most pointed snow peak I have
cver seen, 'l‘]h' \i(l(‘\ meet ill ”11' ]M‘l'lml apex of an
angle of less than eighty degrees. It seemed as if its
point would prick the palm that should be laid upon it.”

The descent was easy and rapid without any episode
requiring record, and the Chalet was regained at half-past
l’l\( (l.l ll‘l k.

My own first introduction to Canadian alpine climb
ing was also on this mountain, a day in August, 1goo,
witnessing an interesting scramble to the summit of the
northern peak. The Swiss guide stationed at the Chalet,
not knowing our qualifications as mountaineers, de-
manded a second guide to convoy our party of three
(Mr. J. H. Scattergood, of Philadelphia, my brother and
myself) up this simple peak; but the addition proved
to be a great hindrance and a source of weakness,
almost amounting to danger, to the party.

The ckef got up to give us a recherché breakfast at
the early hour of 3 aMm.  We pulled across the lake
under the starlit skies, the ghostly pallid summits

beckoning us onward through the night. Soon we were
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far up on the stony flank of Mt. Whyte and entering
upon the traverse of the upper glacier, that streams from
Mt. Victoria's long ridge. Turning north, we then
climbed, ladder-like, a steep snow-curtain, 700 to 8oo
fect in height, and landed on the razor edge that
joins Pope’s Peak to Mt. Victoria, a grand series of
precipices marking the farther side.  Along this ridge
heavily corniced upon the side of our approach, we now
proceeded, a bitter wind blowing most violently, whilst
the clouds scurried low along the faces of the mountains
all around. Cautioning Zurfluh to be particularly mind-
ful of the cornice, and give it a wide berth, for I have
a special antipathy to these dread traps for the unwary
climber, I followed in his and my brother’s footsteps
with a confidence which received a rude and sudden
shock when, in an instant, I felt my previously solid
resting-place quiver, totter, disappear, and I shot down-
ward into space surrounded by a whirling mass of snow
and ice.

For the benefit of the curious, who may wish, like
sundry others, to know my first sensations, I can only
tell the grim, prosaic fact that the sole thought that
occupied my mind was, that I should have to climb
the whole of that long, weary staircase of 8oo fect
of snow all over again! I had forgotten all about the
rope that bound us all together, but in a fraction of a
second it brought its very real and tangible presence
to my memory by a stupendous jerk as it tightened

round my devoted waist, and there I hung, dancing o

air, somewhat uncomfortable about the centre, but in




ring
from
then
S00
that
's ol
l(l;r

now
hilst
Llil]\
1ind-
have
wary
st l:\
lden
solid
pwn-

NOW

like
only
that
limb
feet
the
of a
ene
ened

g ol

it

LAKE LOUISE 87

perfect safety. The rope, which had been kept quite taut
between us, cut into the soft snow and scarcely caused
the slightest drag upon my two companions, and they
held me without an effort. Calling to them to hold
steady, with a few strokes of my ice-axe I cut a st p in
the ice-wall to stand upon, and two or three more
quickly brought me to the top again.

The experience is one of real interest, though hardly

sufficiently so to make one yearn for an encore, even
under similar conditions of a safe issue, for which there
was great causc for thankfulness; though it cannot be
too strongly urged that, when the proper precautions are
taken — being tied together, keeping right distance and
a taut rope, with incessant watchfulness — there is little,
if any, danger of a catastrophe, even should one of the
party fall. In the case under notice, also, it should be
added that there would have been no accident at all
had the guide taken ordinary precautions to ascertain
the width of the projecting cornice or to give it a
reasonably wide berth.

It did not take us long thereafter to gain the snowy
apex of the north peak, where, in a piercing wind, we
obtained fleeting but glorious glimpses of as fine an
alpine panorama as one could wish to sce. The strik-
ing feature was the abruptness of the precipice of Mt.
Victoria and the marvellous ridge connecting our peak
with the highest point, referred to by Professor Fay as
“filled with gendarmes.” It is as torthy of the term
“knife-edge " as any in existence, but the knife has been

sadly maltreated, like one used as a can-opener or for
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some similar strenuous and unwonted purpose. It is
serrated along its entire length by jagged pinnacles and
towers, standing up in many instances for scores of fect
from the narrow joining ridges, and in places overhang
ing one or other of the vast sheer walls that culminat
in this appalling toothed aréte.

Later I planned to try a climb along this route to
the chief summit, which would in all likelihood provide
as high a test of mountaineering skill as any in the
world, but weather foiled the scheme and the ridge still
aw .1“\ d Hlllllll('l'ul',

The minor peaks around have all been scaled, — the
principal, Mt. Aberdeen, by Messrs. Allen, Frissell and
Wilcox in 1894, by an casy route; and the most difficult,
without doubt, by Mr. Edward Whymper's quartette of
famous guides in 19o1.  This is “ The Mitre,” a ragged
I’IH'I;-IDH(' on the I'it]j_gt‘ between Mt. Aberdeen and Mt.
l,t'f['w_\. which ])I’u\t'(l a first-class little bit of rock-work.

Mr. Whymper camped for several weeks that year at
various altitudes, doing very thorough work in his char-
acteristically energetic and patient way exploring in all
directions and making valuable observations in almost
every branch of scientific rescarch.

The two famous peaks are, even with guides, beyond
the powers or inclination of the multitude, yet many arc
attracted by the magnet of the glaciers, especially those
to whom their power is new; and Lake Louise adds to
its unique scenic charms the enjoyable feature of giving

the opportunity for one of the most striking and pictu-

resque lower alpine expeditions imaginable.  This is the
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crossing of Abbot Pass to Lake O'Hara and the Cata-
ract Valley, which is absolutely unapproached in interest,
variety, and charm on the Continent of North America,
and yet it is within the capacity of the ordinary walker.

Abbot Pass is a narrow V-shaped notch, cut deep
between the lofty walls of Mt. Lefroy and Mt. Victoria
upon the Great Divide. It is a glacial pass, whose
romantic and sccluded summit, hemmed in between
mighty precipices from which avalanches thunder with
constantly reverberating roar, has an outlook to nought
but naked peak and precipice, snowy steeps and cataracts
of ice, wild pinnacles tossed to the sky from the dead

world of rock and glacier, without a of life and

scarcely even a stunted shrub or blade of scanty grass
within the range of vision. It is a picture of weird
wonder and desolate majesty, almost incomparable and
boundlessly impressive in its might and its eternal sug-

o stiveness.

['his silent arctic passage links the bright environ-

ient of Lake Louise, on the Atlantic side, to the deli-

cious valley where Cataract Creck, taking its rise in
f;".ll ial heights, threads its torrential way down the steep,
ruggo d ‘I"i“ s from frozen Lake Ot¢sa, with brief resting-
places as it merges with the still waters of sundry
mountain tarns, to Lake O'Hara, fairest of mountain
celet gems, and thence to join the Kicking Horse, o
Wapta, River, forming the longest branch of that wild
tributary of the great Columbia.

Abbot Pass takes its name from the distinguished

climber, Philip Stanley Abbot, a Boston man, the first




|
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and only victim of a mountaineering accident in Canada,
who met his death upon the steeps of Mt. Lefroy in
1896, just above the little co/. The pass was first
reached by Mr. S. E. S. Allen, in 1894, from the O'Hara
side, and subsequently, in 1896, from Lake Louise by
the party which made the memorable first attempt on
Mt. Lefroy, thus demonstrating its feasibility as a route
across the watershed; but it remained uncrossed till
Mr. R. F. Curtis and Professor Fay made the trip in
1898, and no one followed till, three years later, the lat-
ter repeated the expedition in company with Mr. J. H.
Scattergood, Christian Hisler and myself, on July 23d.

We were on our way to try the ascent of Mt. Biddle
and chose this as the shortest, most scenic, and most
sporting route. The trip was unique by reason of our
being accompanied by a spaniel, belonging to the c/ef
at Field, and “ Nellie ” proved herself a splendid alpinist,
negotiating the difficulties of ice and snow, rock and
scree, in first-rate style, and winning fame as the first of her
sex and of her species to cross a glacier pass in Canada.

The customary, but ever fresh and delightful, pas-
sage of the lake in the early dawn led to the short
tramp through dew-saturated grass and bushes to the
Victoria Glacier.  Scrambling over the rough moraine to
the débris-covered ice, we made rapid progress along its
dry surface towards the mighty walls of the encircling
peaks which rose with snowy mantles and huge cornices
in stupendous grandeur straight from the floor of ice.
A striking specimen of a glacier table was met with, an

enormous boulder, fully six feet high and about thirty in
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circumference, being balanced on a delicate ice-pedestal

and surrounded by a circular basin hollowed in the

glacier by the heat refracted from the sun-smitten rock.
With some difficulty Hasler and I succeeded in clamber-
ing up the smooth, worn side, and, hoisting Nellie up, we

posed for portraiture upon this singular monument,

A GLACIER TABLI

Rounding the cliffs of Mt. Lefroy, the steep snow-
covered way to Abbot Pass looms right ahead, the close-
contracting walls of the two giant mountains climbing
sheer above, overhung by the edges of the ever moving
glacier masses that clothe their steep-pitched roofs clear
to the narrow ridge that forms the roof-tree of the Con-
tinent. These glaciers are fully 200 feet in thickness at
the point where they break off and avalanche from the
summit of the vertical cliffs, and during the summer
scason many hundreds of tons of solid ice are daily
hurled from their giddy eminence and shattered on the

glacier below. The frequency of these falls and the

H
!
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extreme narrowness of the chasm caused its earlicst vis-
itors to shun the hemmed-in passage-way, which they
named suggestively * The Death-trap.”  Mr. Abbot, with
greater perception and alpine experience, scouted the title
and persuaded his companions to make the first passage,
which has since been followed not infrequently: with rea-
sonable care and common sense danger is wholly absent,
and the early designation has happily become extinct.
Grand it is and wild and weird, as we thread our way
amongst the numerous crevasses that cross our glisten-
ing white pathway, which lies deep-cut between the
towering, close-pressing precipices. Onward and up-
ward till in four easy hours from the Chalet we gained
the narrow summit of the notch, about g8oo feet above
the sea and 4000 higher than our starting-point.  Almost
overwhelming in its sublimity and suddenness was, to
quote Professor Fay,' “the wonderful prospect that
opened so magically — the sudden plunge of the western
gorge, snowless in its upper half, its sloping sides and
narrow bottom lined with scree from the heights above;
the sea-green lakelets at its foot, three thousand feet be-

low us; the pinnacle of Mt. Biddle leaping up like a

petrified flame and pricking the clouds that levelled with

the tops of Victoria and Lefroy themselves; the remoter

array of peaks unfamiliar in this new aspect.”
Surrounded by this galaxy of noble peaks,

“Walls like the glittering domes on high

Reared for the dwellers of the sky

By heavenly architect,”

Y Appalachia, Vol. VIII, p. 139.
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what food for solemn meditation is prepared; what
memories, too, of human interest centre round these
ice-bound crags !

In solemn awe we gaze on the glazed steeps of Mt.
Lefroy, and our companion tells with bated breath of the
long toil of the ascent, the alternate hope and fear as to
the outcome, the satisfaction as at last success appeared
within their grasp; and then the sudden ghastly moment
of their leader’s fall, the agonizing watching of the inert
body in its downward course, the helplessness to stay
his sure destruction or to aid in any way; the slow
descent with nerves racked and intense, the Iuml)ing
last farewell, the fearful night spent on the pass in drift-
ing snow, the scarch for help, the long return, and final
carrying of the corpse of the loved friend to Laggoan.
And then the eye lights up again as memory strides a
year forward and on the anniversary the vanquished
leader’s plan is carried out triumphantly and the suc-
cessful first ascent is recapitulated step by step.  Next,
turning round, the same intrepid pioneer tells us the tale
of Mt. Victoria's conquest and of the first xl‘;\\illg ol
our pass.

Again, we look with mingled feelings to the triple
mass of Mt. Goodsir, the mi‘;lw'il st monarch west of the
Divide, which ul\!} a short week before had baffled us,
when within a few short feet of its proud crest, by the
extraordinarily corniced condition of the final ridge.
Then to Mt. Biddle, with a confident hope that, barring
accidents, we should be seated on its sharp pinnacl

within two days, and we wonder, as we study its sharp
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arétes and bands of girdling precipice, which is the most
vulnerable side and by what line of approach we are to
make the first attack. And so, with all the fulness of
interest of past and future, the present slips all too
quickly by and Hisler summons us to hurry up.
Then down, down, down, glissading here and there
on patches of old snow, striding with giant leaps through
the loose slopes of débris, till we halt briefly on the

”

ice ” lake, almost entirely

shore of little Lake Ogsa, the
frozen over even in mid-July, circled by precipices, fed
by a glacier tongue. A tumbling streamlet issues
westward, which we follow down through grassy, flowery
meadows, past tiny lakelets, each with its own distinc-
tive character and charm of form and colour and envi-
ronment: soon the brook disappears only to burst forth
from its subterranean channel some hundreds of feet
below, and finally to leap in an exquisite cascade of
interlacing silvery threads over a ruddy cliff in a frame
of waving fir trees, plunge into the peaceful depths of
Lake O'Hara and sink to rest on the broad bosom of
that enchanting mirror-like expanse.

At the lower end of the lake we spy, not without
mundane satisfaction, even amid these fairy-like sur-
roundings, the white gleam of our tents, and soon we
are reposing on the velvet turf, drinking in deep
draughts of tea and scenery (an excellent mixture), and
feasting upon Nature in its primitive simplicity and
grandeur and upon her products as modified by the

manufacturing and culinary arts of man,

The next morning, in contrast to the clear brilliancy
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of yesterday, dawned with weeping skies. Climbing
was out of the question, but the day need not be wasted
and, after vainly waiting awhile for a clearance, we
tramped off to visit Lake McArthur and to prospect
for the best route by which to tackle Mt. Biddle.
Forest and swamp, equally wet, alternated until we rose
towards McArthur Pass, and, rounding the rugged, stony
shoulder of Mt. Schaeffer, we soon arrived at the edge
of the lonely lake. Lying between two lofty spurs, that
rise abruptly hundreds of feet above, it nestles close
under the towering mass of the main peak, a fair-sized
glacier thrusting its crevassed tongue far into the
waters, which are frozen over almost all the year.

Our survey of the mountain resulted in the selection
of a route that appeared feasible, and, having thus
accomplished the immediate object of our jaunt, we
faced towards Cathedral Mountain and started back for
camp. The rain was heavier than ever, and hurry led
to a near approach to a somewhat undignified race, when
Professor Fay, in swinging off a ledge on to some loose
stones slippery with the wet, unfortunately wrenched his
knee severely and was put /Jors de combat. This mis-
fortune was Christian’s opportunity to display others of
his sterling qualities, and he mounted the Professor
on his sturdy shoulders and, with marvellous strength,
agility and sure-footedness, bore him on high over loose
boulders and down narrow ledges to the flatter ground,
whence he and Mr. Scattergood supported the limping
invalid until I met them with a horse which I had raced

to camp to bring to the Professor’s aid.
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The melancholy procession trailed into camp in due
time, and on the following day proceeded in the still
pouring rain down the rough banks of Cataract Creek,
with sundry crossings and many a shaking up for the
poor, suffering equestrian, till Hector station saw the
termination of his woes and on a convenient freight
train the remainder of the journey back to Field was
comfortably made.

Mt. Biddle has since fallen to the prowess of that
energetic climber, Professor H. C. Parker, of Columbia
University, and Dr. A. Eggers, who, under the invin-
cible guidance of Christian and Hans Kaufmann, as-
cended by a long and circuitous route from a camp in
Prospector’s Valley. The approach was across several
ridges to the south aréfe. *“Here,” Professor Parker
writes,' “ we enjoyed some most sensational rock-work,
for the aréte narrowed to a very knife-edge and fairly
overhung the vast depths of Prospector’s Valley. The
climbing was neither difficult nor dangerous, however.
. .. After a time the aréfe ended abruptly in an almost
vertical face of rock, but, as usual, Christian discovered
a practicable route to surmount this obstacle, and, climb-
ing through a most picturesque ‘window’ of rock, we
came out just below the final summit cliffs. These
cliffs, while not high, were unscalable from this side; so
we made an easy traverse over a slope of rock and snow,
and gained the northern side of the mountain just
under the summit,

“The face of the peak, which here towers majesti-

Y Appalachia, Vol. X, p. 208.

n

al




hat
\‘»Ll
vin-

as-

aral
ker
|I'L’.
irly
[he
ver.
10st
red
mb-

we

1CSC

ow,

just

sti-

LAKE LOUISE

cally over Lake McArthur, is extraordinarily steep for
the last few hundred feet, but, had the snow slopes been
in ;;A»l»(l condition, it would have I)rt'\l'lll<'(l little diffi-
culty. In place of snow, however, we again encountered
solid i(‘tn and so were forced for a short distance to take
to a slope of varied rock and ice, depending on the most
uncertain of hand- and foot-holds.

“ But soon we made our way upward by means of a
short chimney, so narrow that I could not get through,
but had to swing out over it. This passed, the summit
lay but a few steps beyond, and the last peak . . . was
conquered.”

Cataract Valley I visited on two subsequent occa-
sions: once, when traversing Cathedral Mountain after
the first ascent of that peak; and again, when mak-
ing the first demonstration of the possibility of reaching
Lake O'Hara directly from Field, across the Dennis
and Duchesnay Passes, an attractive but fatiguing ex-
pedition. The descent is by a beautiful, lake-strewn
and finely timbered valley, which joins the main valley
about midway between Lake O'Hara and the mouth of
Cataract Creck. Making this trip entirely alone on a
bracing October day, there was no check to the rapidity
with which my lengthy legs bore me along, and the time
taken so misled a party conducted by Professor Fay the
following summer, in which some ladies were included,
that I most unintentionally caused them to be overtaken
by darkness long before the lower valley was attained,
necessitating an impromptu bivouac with sundry attend-

ant inconveniences.
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Although fairly long, and somewhat wearisome as
far as Dennis Pass, the route is grand and beautiful for
almost its entire length, and for a good walker is un-
doubtedly the finest way from Field to the enchanting
fairy-land of Lake O’Hara and its neighbourhood.
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CHAPTER V
THE TRAGEDY ON MOUNT LEFROY

Tue list of fatal accidents in the Canadian Rockies
contains, happily, but a single name up to the present,
though in perusing the records of the earlier climbers
one is struck by the very special providence that has
watched over their initial efforts. Few of the pioneers
had any real experience of the “science ” of mountain-
cering : enthusiasm, natural athletic tendencies and some
scrambles on comparatively easy and safe mountains con-
stituted their chief stock in trade, and only one or two
had any practical acquaintance with the glacial world,
or of crag-work in its more difficult aspects. The rope
and ice-axe were also novelties to almost all.

These men climbed without guides, and ordinarily
at least one complete novice was included in the party,
sometimes more than one. To their intrepidity, sturdy
resolution and natural ability their successors must offer
a hearty tribute of admiration, mingled with congratu-
lation at the good fortune that attended them. As one
of the most prominent remarked to me: “ Our ignorance
enabled us somehow to achieve without accident what
now our knowledge would cause us unhesitatingly to
avoid.” It is the old story of rushing in where angels

fear to tread, and a special providence preserved them
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from dangers which often lurked unnoticed and un-
heeded, in numbers and of a character sufficient to appall
the seasoned mountaineer.

Glaciers and their ways take a lifetime to understand
fully. Snowcraft is an education which many guide
with the experience of years, are not yet masters o
and almost every season the treacherous snows w
claim amongst their victims men who have spent years
in studying their conditions, Many a vast abyss
hidden under an unbroken expanse of seemingly solid
snow, where even the keenest and most practised ey
cannot detect their presence; and frequently an intrica
network of these huge crevasses may be gayly passcd
over by an unskilled party, perhaps unroped, where an
experienced guide would have each individual on the g«
vive, the rope held taut, the eye and hand watchfull
ready, as he winds here and there, probing at every step
and noting indications of the most subtle type.

My recollection takes me back to an amusing epi
sode — amusing for all but one — some years ago, which
illustrates the dangers which even a good guide may fail
to recognize. Four of us were traversing the wide sca
of névé' at the upper end of the Durand Glacier, in
Switzerland. The Col du Grand Cornier had just been
crossed and the steep descent on the eastern side nego-
tiated. Above us towered the grand precipices of
the Dent Blanche and the Grand Cornier; before us
stretched a gently sloping plain of purest snow, its surface

scarcely marked by any fissure. Of course we were roped

1 The upper part of a snow-covered glacier.
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and ready for any emergency, although expecting none. !

Our guide was an experienced man, well versed in all

the problems of the glaciers and was no stranger to the

route. Not a depression of the tiniest description, no :

crack, no special softness of the snow, gave the least

indication of the presence ol a ¢revasse, w]lhlm;lx Wi

knew that numerous huge caverns lurked bencath the

heavy mantle of eternal snow. {
['he splendid summit of the Rothhorn rose in front

exquisitely lovely in the sunlight, and a halt was called to
take a photograph. The photographer, who happened
to be second on the string, set up his camera on the level
surface and ~T\‘[)]'Hl back a pace to focus the picture,
when, in an instant, he was not! Only a hole in the
white crust was visible where but a second previously
my friend had stood, and two narrow grooves cut by the
straining ropes that bound the departed to his surprised
companions. In a few minutes he was hauled out, none
the worse, quite cool,—he made some remarks about
the temperature down below, — and procecded with his
unfinished picture, after selecting another location, the
\l.ll\ilil_\ of which he this time took the lrl(l.lHYilrll ol
establishing beyond peradventure.

When 1 IN't'l'(‘([ into the hole he had so ruthle ~\|}'
made, I saw a chasm with glistening walls of ice, of every

shade of blue most exquisitely graded to the deepest

S

hues of night, where far below the darkness hid the
bottom of the cavity from view. This specimen was
probably at least 300 feet in depth, broad at the uppes

rims, yet so entirely masked that the guide and my
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friend passed over it unwittingly, and not one of us could
tell where space ended and the solid ice occurred
beneath the snowy covering.!

Still more appalling and even more difficult to re-
cognize are the limitations of avalanching snow. The
acuteness of the angle at which it lies, its consistency,
the character of the substratum, are all-important factors
in the questions of safety and speed upon a slope of
snow ; and considerable experience is necessary to know
just where and how to traverse it.

A kindred topic is the glissade, one of the most
delightful luxuries in a descent, but intensely fruitful in
mishaps. There are so many possibilities of accident;
from avalanching snow, from a patch of hard surface,
where the glissader loses all control, from dergschrunds*
or rocks at the bottom of an inviting slope. And the
temptation is so great, the perils are so easily overlooked,
that many a risk is run, sometimes with most disastrous
consequences.

Then come the cornices, the bugbear of every
climber, and they are far more frequently met with in
Canada than in Switzerland. Almost every ridge pos-
sesses one at least, and I have on more than one occasion
found on the same aréfe cornices overhanging each side
in turn, and springing from the steepest curtains of soft
snow and even from rock faces practically sheer. A foot
too near the edge and the huge mass may break away
and hurl the party to the depths of a fearsome precipice.

1 See also Appendix B, p. 445. for serious accident on Mt. Gordon.

2 The large fissures occurring at the point where a glacier breaks from the

mountain-side.
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The difficulties of crag-work are far less formidable

or dangerous to the inexperienced.  The average athlete,
especially if he has scrambled amongst rocks and cliffs
even on the lowest hills, requires a hundredfold less edu-
C‘llinll to become safe or even (‘\ll\‘l‘t on rocks than on

snow and ice.  He learns the limitations of his powers

.
L e

CORNICE ON THE SUMMIT Ol I

more rapidly. Dangers are more apparent and casily

a hidden and
treacherous foe that he has to battle with; and certainly

recognized. It is an open rather than

imongst amateurs for one Il\nlul!_‘_;h expert on snow and
ice there will be found ten or a dozen in the foremost
rank on rocks.

Yet there are many points to learn, apart from the

mere physical ability to overcome obstacles.  Many a
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novice has been trapped by making an ascent on a
troublesome face of rock and finding himself utterly
unable to descend, for almost invariably the former is
considerably the simpler problem, as one's work is right
in front and the centre of gravity tends inward. Often,
too, it is necessary to note the landmarks very carefully ;
|)ni1|l~ look so very different when seen from the reverse
direction, and often it is extremely difficult to recognize
the gully or ledge by which alone a way back to the
lower world is possible. Most precious hours of daylight
may be lost in this way, necessitating a night out in
the cold, foodless and weary, or perhaps an even worse
disaster.

But the most dangerous of all the contingencies
in crag-work, one which is ever present and singularly
aggravated in the Canadian Rockies, is the peril of loose
stones and rocks. Sometimes (ht‘_\' come in showers
froin above; sometimes the seemingly firmest of holds
gives way most unexpectedly, and even masses of many
cubic feet will break off as the climber rests his weight
on them. Nothing must be taken for granted or given
the benefit of the doubt. Each hold must be amply
tested, and then be deemed more likely unreliable than
not.

In addition to the actual features of the mountains
and their surroundings, there is much to be learnt in the
manipulation of the two invaluable accessories of modern
mountain-climbing,— the rope and ice-axe. The ice-ax
is the first possession of the budding mountaineer, and

what a thrill passes through the innermost being of the

hi
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novice, who has caught the fever of the peaks, when first
he grasps his own! The “ancients” used a long pole
shod with iron, and when steps were needed dug
out hollows laboriously with the point. When more
ambitious ascents commenced to be made and great
stretches of ice-walls and hanging-glaciers demanded the
hewing of a long staircase in the hardest ice, this early
method was impossible and hatchets were carried for the
purpose. Then the ice-axe was evolved. The pole was
shortened, and the top furnished with a steel head, fash-
ioned with a pick at one end and a flattened scoop at
the other. In hard snow the latter is sufficient to hol-
low out an adequate foothold, and the pick is employed
to cut steps in the solid ice.

For anchorage purposes the axe is very useful, and
comes in handy at times in pulling one's self up as well
as in descending. Its uses are innumerable on and off
the ice. In glissading it acts as a support and brake
simultaneously; it clears away débris, probes for hidden
crevasses, cuts steps, serves as a balancing pole when
crossing streams on fallen logs, or as a balustrade for

timid folks, chops wood for fires and boughs for beds, is

g
a distinct success as a can-opener, and, on an emergency,
comes in handy as a camera stand, two making a most
effective substitute for the conventional lli]»lu[.

How to carry it to the climber's best advantage and
the least danger to his comrades’ eyes and limbs is not
learnt in a day, and many a slip would be avoided and

far more rapid progress made if its use were better

understood.
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As to the rope, its value can scarcely be overesti
mated. Although perhaps amongst experts it is rarely,
if ever, in rock-work called upon to help a climber physi
cally, its moral support is quite incalculable. The differ-
ence in climbing up or down a really difficult cliff, with
or without its presence, must be felt to be properl
appreciated. The strain is minimized, the danger virtu
ally nil, when the rope is there. And, as a precaution,
no sensible man would be without it when there is an)
likelihood, or, in certain cases, any possibility, of a con
siderable fall.

Whilst of appreciable importance in rock-climbing,
the use of the rope on glaciers and steep snow slopes i
absolutely imperative. The masked erevasse, the slip
pery surface, the frail snow-bridge, the tendency to
avalanche, demand every possible care to guard against
an accident. And though on both rocks and sno
instances may be cited when a rope has dragged one o
more victims with the fallen climber to destruction, yet
the cases where it has been the means of saving life and
limb are vastly more numerous; and the frequency of
wholly unnecessary disasters because of its neglect wit-
nesses to the immense advantage of its use.

But Zow to use the rope properly is by no means so
simple as at first sight appears. It is quite an art. To
keep continually taut the eighteen or twenty foot length
between one’s self and the next man in front is not
all easy when the varying conditions of the surface ai

taken into consideration. The “feel ” of the rope beh

as well as in front must be attended to, lest a sudd
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jerk catch the climber unawares, and instead of holding
up he is pulled down himself. Watchfulness and readi-
ness to aid on either side must be constant, and assist-
ance, if required, given on the instant, or it may be too
late. Beginners are apt to let the rope get slack or
twisted, to catch on rocks, to sweep down stones and
débris on the heads of those below, to jerk their neigh-
bours unnecessarily, possibly in a ticklish place, and so
on. Such constant care is most undoubtedly a nui-
sance and often causes a slower gait, but it may mean
the difference between defeat and victory, between death
and life.

Taking all these things into consideration, it is a
marvel that there were not several fatal accidents in the
Canadian Rockies in the early days. Fortunately the
peaks immediately adjacent to the railway line present
no serious difficulties for the most part, and the few
really first-class climbs were wisely let alone.  The strati-
fication of the mountains of the watershed and their
prevailing tilt cause many of the peaks to have one
very easy line of access, and as the prime art of the
first ascender is to find the simplest route, a long
list of successes has been achieved with but one fatal
incident,

My own experiences on Mt. Victoria, Cathedral
\lountain, Mts. Habel, Collie, Vaux, Columbia, Lyell,
and many others, together with observations of peaks
that had been previously climbed, lead me emphatically
to the conclusion that the average Rocky Mountain

peak is extremely easy from the point of view of a fairly
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experienced mountaineer, and admirably adapted as a
splendid field for the beginner in the study of the craft.
Now that the Canadian Pacific Railway furnishes excel-
lent guides, all danger is eliminated, and every possible
facility is offered for the enjoyment of the exercise and
scenery which are the glorious rewards of mountaineer-
ing and to be obtained through it alone.

By the strange fate that is so often noticeable, the
victim of the tragedy on Mt Lefroy was the most
unlikely of all the climbers to meet with such an end.
Philip Stanley Abbot was undoubtedly the most expe-
rienced amongst the l)iunu'l’s who visited the Rockies.
He was a Boston man, one of the most enthusiastic and
probably the most expert of the members of the Appa-
lachian Mountain Club, to whom all mountain-lovers
owe so great a debt for opening up these fastnesses and
calling attention to the preéminent position of this
region as the American Switzerland.

He \nllj_;lll no bubble I'r|vlll.\ti<vn‘ as, ;l],l\ is too often
the case in these days of “records” and competition.
He loved the mountains, studied them with all his
energetic, thorough nature, appreciated their character
istics and their moods, enjoyed with all the born moun
taincer’s keen ardour the battle against the elements

and all the varied forces of nature in its wildest, most

titanic sphere.  More than one season spent among th
giants of the Alps had given him the opportunity of
learning something of the craft of mountaineering. The
opportunity, as was natural to a man of his rare calibr

was eagerly grasped, and characteristically made th
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most of. Then he joined the little band of pioneers in
the Canadian Rockies, which he at once recognized as
the natural home of alpine climbing in America, and
brought his best powers of experience, energy and judg-
ment to bear upon their problems in the field, and in the
enlistment of the sympathies of kindred spirits and the
rousing of the energies of eastern athletes to invade
and conquer these new and matchless worlds, where
»-lel in its ]li;l\l\l, purest form can be t‘mm_\'tl].

In 1895, Professor Fay, Mr. Abbot and Mr. C. S.
vl]\l?l”])‘”f] were at Lake ],m;i\l‘. surrounded by the
mountains, listening to the crash of the avalanche and
the mysterious whisperings of the “ Spirit of the Peaks,”
that lured them on to the enchanted land. The fires
within, already kindled and brightly glowing, were
fanned into a flame by the magnificent vision of Mt.
Lefroy, as seen one afternoon from the shaly summit of
Goat Mountain. The northern slopes in profile showed
1 most promising and really simple line of ascent, pro-

ded the top of the great cliffs, 700 to 8oo feet in
height, that girdle the lower portion of the mountain,
could be reached. ['his vertical black wall was cleft at
one point by a couloir, filled at its base with snow, and
casy \'IN'H‘\']\ most of the distance up; but the details of
rocky fissure above could not be clearly seen and
ippeared extremely problematical.  So a reconnaissance
1s made.

his couloir had previously attracted Messrs. Wilcox,

Frissell and Henderson as perhaps a feasible approach

to the enticing slopes above, and an attempt to climb it
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resulted in an accident that might easily have proved th
first fatality in the region; strangely enough, upon tl
same mountain that afterwards gained such unenviabl

¢ xtnl'i(‘()‘.

“On either side of us,” writes Mr. Wilcox,' “ ther

were overhanging walls, decayed limestone pillars, to
tering masses of broken stone with daylight showin
through the cracks, and a thousand rocks resti

threateningly balanced and apparently ready to fall

a feather's touch. That we were not dismayed at thi

hopeless prospect proves that we were more audacio
than prudent.

“ At length when reaching upwards for a handhol
with a boost from below and my face against the lim
stone, I saw a large and dangerous-looking stone pois
above us. ‘Fellows, we must look out for that ston
said I, *and not let the rope touch it A mom
after, Henderson and I were above this, climbing a
other rock ledge, when we heard the grinding sou
of the large stone moving. We turned in time to
Frissell falling. The rope tightened and held him o1
ledge ten feet below, but the tremendous stone, wh
must have weighed a ton, was rolling over and com
down upon him. For a brief but awful moment, he
less and immovable, as in a frightful dream, we saw
stone leap out into the air to descend upon our p
comrade, but he made a desperate movement, press
hard against the cliff, and escaped the full force of
blow. Then the whole place resounded with the hol

1 4The Rockies of Canada,” p. 4o.
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ittle of falling stones as they danced in a shower of
death below us.

“We found that Frissell could not stand, one leg

o

being perfectly helpless, while he was so dazed by the

hock that he fainted twice in our arms. . . . Uncoilin

the full length of the rope, one end was fastened round
iis waist, and the other round mine. With an ice-axe
uried to the head in the snow as an anchor, 1 paid

1t
1 OUl

e rope and lowered our helpless friend fully fifty feet
hen Henderson went down and, anchoring himself in
manner, held him while I came down. This opera

, repeated a number of times, brought us soon upon
» comparatively level glacier.”

Help was brought by Mr. Wilcox from the Chalet,
d the invalid carried thither on an improvised litter,
here he was attended to by a doctor who arrived on
hand-car from Banff, thirty-five miles distant, and ere
ng he happily recovered.

['he trio of 1895 met with no physical mishap, but,
ving hl]l[).ll'(‘l)ll'\l to insufficient respect for the diffi-
ties to be encountered, deferred their start until 3 v,

were most unfortunately overtaken by darkness a

critical point. Aided by a short and narrow tongue
snow, just strong enough to cross, they reached the

pper rocks and worked their way up a “chimney ” for
some distance till a mawuwvais pas was encountered, with
the top still out of sight. Though impressed with the idea
it a passage might be forced, there was no chance of ef-
ing it before daylight disappeared,and, discretion being

wiser course, an immediate retreat was determined on.
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Next morning they returned to the attack, but again

the fates were contrary. A warm spell of weather and

a drizzling rain had rendered the snow tongue unsafe, s
a sccond chimney was attempted.  This formed a most
effective watercourse, with smooth sides glazed her
and there with werglas, down which an icy show
was gayly plunging, soaking the climbers to the
skin and overcoming the ardour of at least two of
the party. Once more retreat was obligatory, and tl
]:Iv»\lll'm of the couloir has, | believe, never }\'l bed
\‘V‘l\l'll.

Since then a charming pathway has been fow
l\«.tl’l‘\ de I’HIHI when snow i\ Llil‘} tl'l\ll upon 1]\1‘ pea
by means of an ample ledge running almost horizontall
along the eastern face of the mountain, from the c
spicuous mass of avalanche snow about its centre to
apex of the buttress at the north-cast corner. Thus tl
summit of the cliff belt is easily attained, and the 1
mainder of the ascent is of comparatively little momes
unless the mountain is in a glazed condition.

Meantime, however, this solution of the problem of
Mt. Lefroy was not yet discovered, and a new line of

ascent suggested itself to Mr. Abbot, in spite of t
emphatic opinion of an earlier explorer, Mr. S. E. 5.
Allen, who alone had viewed the peak from the su

gested point of attack. This was on the western side,
directly from the pass now bearing the honoured name of
him who conceived the bold scheme and in the exce

tion of it lost his life. Mr. Allen had ascended th

pass from the O’Hara Lake direction and examined
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the steep, white slope of Mt. Lefroy from close at hand.
He judged that ordinarily so great a quantity of step-
cutting would be involved as to render an ascent im-
practicable within the limits of a day, making a start
from Lake Louise. This verdict proved more of an in-
centive than a deterrent to Mr. Abbot, and the following
summer found him, with his previous companions and
the Rev. George Little, ready for another assault upon
the fascinating peak.

On August 3rd, 1896, the Chalet was left behind at
6.15 —a somewhat noticeably late hour in view of the
distance and the difficulties that lay before the party.
In an hour and a quarter the glacier was reached,
and seventy minutes later they roped up opposite the
familiar cowloir. Soon they turned the shoulder of Mt.
Lefroy and entered on the new ground of the magnifi-
cent gorge dividing that mountain from Mt. Victoria.

The usual thunders of frequent avalanches greeted
their ears, and the superb cascades of powdered ice and
drifting snow were at their best. With but a single
brief halt they pressed towards the narrow V-shaped nick
at the head of the long snow slopes that rise steadily to
the level of the cliff walls which form the confines of
the glacier below.

Not till 11.50, however, did they gain the longed-for
crest, and turned to scan the massive mountain-side,
whose ice-crowned pinnacle still towered 2000 feet above
the pass. Almost immediately the joyful exclamation
came from Mr. Abbot’s lips, “ The peak is ours!” And

(to quote from Professor Fay's intensely graphic account
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of the occurrence)' “surely his confidence seemed justi
fied. From here an unobstructed way was seen leading
up to the long summit aréte, which still frowned nearly
2000 feet above the pass. The vast mountainside ros

in a sloping wall, ice-clad for the greater part, yet with
here and there long upward leads of rock that probably
could be scaled, as the dip was in the right direction. . . .
At 12.30 P.M. . .. we again set forth to complete, a

we fondly believed, the largest enterprise in the way of
mountaineering that has ever [1896] been accomplished

on Canadian peaks. Our record shows that in the first

half-hour we made excellent progress, for at one o'cloc
our aneroid reading was 10,400,— 300 feet above ou

lunching-place. Of the next four hours and a hall

the writer of this narrative has a very vague recollection
. These hours were spent either in cutting steps
our zigzag course up ice slopes, or in wary advance up th
unreliable slopes of rock, the effect of a slip upon whi
would differ slightly in ultimate results from a slip «
the ice itself. . . . At 5.30 we drew up under an i

mense bastion possibly seventy-five feet in height, behind

which lay the summit, of which as yet, owing to forc-

shortening, we had had no satisfactory view. This ‘
frowning face rose sheer from a narrow margin of tol: I
ably stable scree that lay tilted between its base and tl 1
upper edge of the sloping ice that we had just left behind :
us. Looking past it on the right we saw, a few hundrcd .
i feet beyond, the tawny southern aréte, so shattered as to I"
be utterly impassable. In one place a great aperture, -
Y Appalachia, Vol. VIII, p. 140.
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perhaps forty feet high and five or six in width, revealed

the blue sky beyond. Evidently our course did not lie

in that direction. On the left the dusky northern arése
rose with an easy gradient possibly an eighth of a mile
away, but across an ice slope similar to that up which
we had so long been toiling, and in truth a continuation

of the same. To cross it was perfectly feasible, but it

would take so long to cut the necessary steps that a

descent of the peak before dark would have been out

of the question.

“ But now Mr. Abbot, who had moved forward along
the rock-wall to the limit of the rope, cheerfully an-

nounced an alternative.

His view beyond an angle in

the bastion revealed a vertical cleft up which it was
possible to climb by such holds as offered themselves.
Bidding Thompson and me to unrope and ke p under
cover from falling stones, he clambered some thirty fect

ip the rift, secured a good anchorage, and called upon

Professor Little to follow. This the latter [»:n.s'u]ul to

do, but while standing at the bottom of the cleft prepar-
ing to climb, he received a tingling blow from a small
stone rli\|u(!;§('«] |1_\' the rope. A moment later a I.HL;« r
one falling on the rope half severed it, so as to require a
knot.  As danger from this source seemed likely to con-
tinue, our leader had Little also free himself from the

rope and come up to where he stood. From here a

shelf led around to the left, along which Abbot now

proceeded a few yards and discovered a gully leading
upward, unseen from the point first attained, and this

also he began to ascend. To Mr. Little’s question,
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whether it might not be better to try and turn the bas-

tion on the shelf itself, he replied: ‘I think not. I have

da gml(l lead here.

“ These were the last words he ever uttered. A
moment later Little, whose attention was for the mo-
ment diverted to another portion of the crag, was con-
scious that something had fallen swiftly past him, and

knew only too well what it must be. Thompson and I,

standing at the base of the cliff, saw our dear friend
falling backward and head-foremost, saw him strike the
upper margin of the ice slope within fifteen feet of us,
turn completely over and instantly begin rolling down
its steep incline.  After him trailed our two lengths of
English rope —all we had brought with us — which wi
had spliced together in our ascent over the last rock
slope, in order to gain time by having less frequent
anchorages than were necessitated by the short intervals
of one sixty-foot line. As the limp body rolled down
ward in a line curving slightly towards the left, the rop
coiled upon it as on a spool,—a happy circumstanc
amid so much of horror,— for not only did this increas
of friction \\‘H\illl_\' affect the \\'|m‘il)‘ of the descent of
goo feet to the narrow plateau of scree above mentioned
but doubtless the rope l)\ cate hillg in the scree itself
]1!\'\'1'1‘\“'(1 the unconscious form from ll'u\.\ing the nar-

Had

passed this, nothing, apparently, could have stopped

row level and falling over the low cliff beyond.

short of the bottom of the gorge Iul(ling up to the pass

from the western side of the Divide,—a far more fear-

ful fall than that already made.”
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At 6.30 the slow and sad descent was commenced by

the awed and heartbroken survivors.  Without a rope

the circumstances called for unremitting

great self-command. Fortunately the steps on the ascent

caution and

had been made exceptionally large, but for three long

hours, while sunset radiance gave way to dusk, they
worked their “slow way downward, and at length stood
beside the motionless form that all this time had lain in
full view. To our surprise life was not yet extinct,

A faint murmur, that my imagination interpreted as a
recognition of our presence and an expression of grati-
alone broke

the silence for a brief moment, and then we three bared

tude that we at least had escaped from peril,

our heads in the I\‘.f”_‘\']:(. belic \iH}g that his generous
spirit was already passing.”

He lived a short time longer, however, while with
gentle hands they bore him to a better resting-place,
and then he peacefully breathed his last.  To bear
the lifeless body farther without assistance and in the
dark was utterly impossible, and, sorrowfully leaving
the remains of their comrade on the snowy platform, the
three survivors with difficulty retraced their footsteps of
the bright, hopeful morning in the deep gloom of night
and grief. The night was spent on the cold wind-swept
pass, and, setting out at 5 o'clock next morning, they
reached the Chalet at 9.30 in the midst of a rain-storm.

Obtaining the willing aid of Messrs. T. E. Wilson
ind Astley, the party in half an Liour were once more on
the way. Reaching the pass at 2.30, mists and snow-

squalls enveloped them and made their task increasingly
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difficult. At four o'clock the work of lowering the body
was begun, and even with the united efforts of the five
it proved a long and perilous proceeding. Once the
glacier was gained progress was more rapid, but dark-
ness overtook them ere the lake was reached, and again
the body had to be abandoned for the night. The fol-
lowing day a party of bridge-builders, sent by the
sympathizing officials of the Canadian Pacific Railway,
carried the body to the station, and the long journey to
the East concluded in the quiet service at Mt. Auburn
on August 12th, when all that was mortal of noble Philip
Abbot was laid to rest in hope and confidence of a
future life.

The cause of the accident remains a mystery.
Whether a slip occurred, or the climber trusted to a
mass of rock which suddenly gave way, or was struck
by a falling stone, cannot be determined. The intens
rottenness of the Rocky Mountain quartzite lends strong
probability to the view that a hold may have proved
treacherous, and Professor Fay's “impression” gives
additional weight to the idea. “I know not how to
account for my immediate impression,” he writes, “un
less I actually saw something to create it during the
momentary slackening of his swift rush past us, but it
was an increase of horror lest a large stone, clasped in
his arms, should crush him as he struck the slope.”

Abbot's caution was proverbial amongst his com-
rades, though combined with an enthusiastic boldness
and a slip is the least likely of the three contingencies.

The strange neglect to coil the rope is quite inexplicabl
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to any experienced mountaineer, and the trail of its
nearly 120 feet and liability to catch on the numerous
projections and jerk the climber backward in a critical
position, suggests another possible explanation of the
fatal fall.

On the first anniversary of this terrible disaster a
party of nine set out from Lake Louise to make a fresh
attempt to conquer the mountain that had so fatally

repelled the last assault. It was quite an international

combination. America was represented by six mem-
bers, Professor C. E. Fay and Mr. C. S. Thompson of the
previous campaign, the Rev. C. L. Noyes, Professors
\. Michael and H. C. Parker, and Mr. J. R. Vanderlip.
They were joined by Professors Norman Collie and
Dixon, of the Alpine Club, hailing from Scotland and
England respectively, and Peter Sarbach, the first Swiss
guide to visit the Helvetia of North America.

The route taken was practically identical with that
made sadly memorable by the death of Mr. Abbot, and,
although the abnormally large number of climbers,
divided into three trios, was contrary to the accepted
canons of mountaineering custom, a laborious but satis-
factory climb resulted, and the proud peak was scaled
successfully.  Starting at 3 A, the pass was reached in
five hours, and the summit at eleven o'clock.  The snow
was in fine condition and enabled them to ascend the
steep slopes without the trouble of cutting more than a
few steps here and there. The condition of this snow is
the crux of the ascent. Even on that day of victory it

was perilously near an avalanching state, for two days
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later when viewed from the crest of Mt, Victoria the
snow had disappeared, leaving “an unbroken wall of
gray ice. The entire layer from ten to fifteen inches in
depth, then welded to the ice beneath, . . . had mean-
time evaporated under the intense rays of the August
sun. Our attack was made in the nick of time. A day
later would have made it perilous, and exceedingly toil
some, if not impossible.”!

Since 1897 the peak has been ascended more than
once, the regular route being the safer one by the ledge
on the eastern face and up the northern slope. No longer
formidable, the mountain still retains its interest, The
shapely lines, stupendous cliffs and ice-capped crest still
lay their fascinating spell upon the visitor, and this inter
est has gained an added power and intensity through
the solemn and melancholy tragedy of that brilliant
August afternoon in 1896.

The lesson taught at so terrible a cost has not been
in vain. The enthusiastic love that Abbot had for
Nature’s noblest works has been transplanted by hi
death to other hearts. The craft he so (]\‘tht('(l in has
gained adherents through his memory; whilst at the
same time the awful shock of accident, occurring to a
most skilful and habitually cautious mountaineer, ha
proved a valuable and perhaps much-needed warning
lest undue familiarity, a moment’s want of thought
care or adequate testing of conditions, should involve not
one life only but very likely several.

Though the poor shattered body lies in the peacefu

! Professor Fay, in Appalachia, Vol. IX, p. 9.
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shelter of a New England tomb, the

spirit of Philip

Abbot lives again in many of tl I

10se¢ who knew him not,

as well as those who had the privilege of intercours

and friendship with a rare personality; and his true
monument is not within the lowland precinets of Mt.

Auburn, but — standing majestically amongst the crags

and glaciers he loved so well —the splendid peak of
Mount LEFROY.




CHAPTER VI

THE VALLEY OF THE TEN PEAKS

Eastwakp from  Mt. Lefroy, between the over
shadowing heights of that peak and Mt Aberdeen
projects a fantastic little pile of rugged rocks, appropri
ately named * The
Mitre.”  On eith
side a narrow ridg
connects the smalle
point with its huge
massive  brethr

From these sha

sweep down, unitis
early in their cours
and fill the vall
east of Mt. Leh
as they descend
meet the great \
toria Glacier.

A few days aft
.\]l‘.]'Iliw\']l'wllnf

in the couloir of Mt. Lefroy, the rest of his compani
journeyed up this glacier on exploration bent. Tl
carliest adventure was the collapse of a frail bri

124

notches glaciers
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crossing a ¢revasse, which gave one member of the party

a new and undesired experience, before he was pulled

out of the icy chasm, and he reported that he could

distinctly hear the gurgling of the water at the bottom
of the depths over which he hung suspended by the
pre .lllliull‘ll"\' rope.

Selecting the left-hand, or eastern, pass as hav-
4 ]

ing the casier appearance, Mr. Allen found strenuous
employment in cutting steps up the steep slopes of

hardened snow. *“ After three hours,” Mr. Wilcox chron-

1

icles,! “ of slow and tiring work we had climbed only

ne thousand feet. It was a cloudy day with a damj
and cheerless atmosphere, and at this altitude of eight
thousand feet there were

occasional showers of h:

d snow. Chilled by the long exposure and t

hie
ry slowness of our progress, every memben

.‘:_\ became silent and (Ix']rl’l ssed. . .. l'o ‘\.rlgv !r},‘
ir surroundings alone, we might have been exploring
some lonely polar land, for our entire view was limited
by high mountains covered with glaciers and snow and

together barren of vegetation.
o

“The last few steps to a mountain pass are attended

a pleasurable excitement equalled only by the con-

est of a new mountain. The curtain is about to be

used, as it were, on a new scene and the reward of
many hours of climbing comes at one magical revelation.

“ Arrived on the summit of our pass, 8500 feet above
sca-level, we saw a new group of mountains in the dis-
tance, while a most beautiful valley lay far below us.

14 The Rockies of Canada,” p. 46.
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Throughout a broad expanse of meadows and opx
country many streams were to be seen winding throug
this valley, clearly traceable to their various sources

glaciers, springs, and melting snowdrifts.  With all

diversity of features spread like a map before our ey

this attractive Ill.l('l' was scen to be « luwl_\' invested «
the south by a semicircle of high and rugged mountai
rising steeply from a crescent-shaped glacier at the
united bases. . . .

“ At the time of our arrival on the summit, a s
den change took place in the weather. The wind ca
from another quarter, and the monotonous covering
grey clouds began to disclose blue sky in many pla
The afternoon sun poured shafts of light through
moving clouds, and awakened bright colours over forests
meadows, and streams.

“This beautiful scene opened before us so sudde
that for a time the cliffs echoed to our exclamati
of pleasure, while those who had recently been 1
depressed in spirit were now most vehement in ex)
sions of delight.”

The place was christened * Paradise Valley,” and tl
climbers quickly descended the 1500 feet between
pass and valley-bed, and traversed the green deptl
with many a hardship incidental to fallen ti
swampy ground and legions of mosquitoes, which
have interfered somewhat with their sense of the fit
of the just-given name, albeit to the eye this fairy
at every step revealed new wonders. Perhaps thi

enchantment of the flesh may have had something
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with the transition to the name of “ Sheol ” given to the

black bastion that projects into “ Paradise ” from the

westward range. Eventually the inn at Lake Louisc

vas reached in two detachments, one at 8 pa., the

ther not until the following morning after a sleepless

bivouac.
At the head of Paradise Valley another col, just

_Hu»\il\‘ the Mitre Pass, opens to the south, between

the spurs of Mt. Hungabee and Mt. Temple; and, a few

days later, from its summit, the sa

e party vie wed for
the first time the Valley of the Ten Peaks, then called

by them, in contrast to the verdant vale of their ap-

proach, “ Desolation Valley.”

This mountain-circled valley, which is now becoming
famous as one of the wildest and grandest corners of the
mountain world, was thoroughly explored by Mr. Wilcox

during the summer of 1899, and when I visited the place

in 1902 a broad and easy pack-trail was almost com-

pleted to the borders of its central lake, preparatory to
the establishment of a chalet where the modern traveller
can enjoy in luxury the quondam almost inaccessible

retreat.

Wandering eastward from the shores of Lake Louise,
the wooded flanks of Fairview are first skirted, llvlwli;‘ll
ternating belts of timber, carpeted with bright green
I

s and brilliant flowers, and stretches of bare

Frock\
rround, the track of old-time avalanches. And by the
way, in their due season, a feast of berries often offers
welcome refreshment in these woods and on these

slopes.  Soon, through the forest, looms the vast mass
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of Mt. Temple, the apex of whose gabled top ris ‘
some 6000 feet above, ornamented by an exquisit
hanging-glacier. ;
The dark sheer walls, their horizontal strata fre-
quently picked out with streaks of purest snow, stan
almost perpendicular above the sunny depths of tl [
sweet green vale that separates them from the scarce |
‘less impressive cliffs of Mt. Aberdeen, terminating
the black precipice of “ Sheol.”  This is the entrance 1 3
Paradise Valley. The sunlit Wastach' Creek, findi
its main source in the Horseshoe Glacier, beneath tl |
splendid summit of Mt. Hungabee, flows swiftly throug
the open meadows and dense forest ;I'H\\lh to join t ‘
Bow, and, crossing its merry stream, we wend our w ’
round the wide-swelling base of the great mountain, 1
But to sece Mt. 'l]‘m]vlp in its noblest ;l'.llulrul' [ ‘
would take you to the Saddleback. This is a bro
green alp, nearly 2000 feet above Lake Louise, a vi
favourite hour's ascent by trail, between Mt. Fairvi
and the projecting “ horn” of the Saddle Peak. Cros
iH.;x the I)I.llkxlll to the llx't'f!'ill;t"] brink of the ab
beyond, our gaze is carried straight across the chas
1500 feet in depth, to the huge peak, at whose far ba ‘
nestles a small azure lakelet (Lake Annette), like a ti
bit of sky dropped from the heavens and almost |
in the depths of the sombre firs.
We can descend this abrupt mountain-side a —
joining the lower trail at the Wastach bridge, conti

round the flank of Mt. Temple, till we reach the shores

1 & Beautiful ® — an Indian word.
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of Moraine Lake. This lake, which occupies the centre
of the Valley of the Ten Peaks, is very similar in size
to LLake Louise, and likewise hemmed in on three sides
by the relentless mountains, but there the resemblance
ceases. Our new location is wild and bleak and deso-
late. Mr. Wilcox, its real “discoverer,” thus graphi ally
describes the view from the lower extremity:'—

“ Ascending a ridge about fifty feet high, there lay
before me one of the most beautiful lakes that I have
ever seen. This lake, which I called ‘Moraine Lake,
from the ridge of glacial formation at its lower end, is
about a mile and a half long. A green forest covers the
north shore, while the t)[)]uhilr side is i'\t‘l"\llll""‘ I))'
a high precipice. Two large piles of @ébris from the
mountains dip into the lake and encroach upon its
surface in semicircular lines. An imposing cliff, like a
Tower of Babel, makes a grand terminus to the range
of mountains on this side of the valley. Beyond the
water is a succession of high peaks rising five or six
thousand feet above it, with a few short glaciers among
them. The water is very clear and of the characteristic
blue-green colour. A number of logs were floating on
it in various lrl.lu'\ while others crowded the shore and
raised the water level by damming up the outlet stream.
Part of the water escapes by subterranean channels
among the quartzite and shale ledges of the moraine,
and the rest flows out at the north-west end through an
immense mass of logs. . .

“ At the time of my arrival the lake was partly calm
14 The Rockies of Canada,

p- 199.




132 IN THE HEART OF THE CANADIAN ROCKIES

and reflected the rough escarpments and cliffs from its

surface. No scene has ever given me an equal impres-
sion of inspiring solitude and rugged grandeur. I stood
on a great stone of the moraine where, from a slight
elevation, a magnificent view of the lake lay before me,
and while studying the details of this unknown and
unvisited spot, spent the happiest half-hour of my life.”

North of the Tower of Babel opens out a little valley
of singular beauty and restfulness, aptly designated “Con-
solation Valley,” gemmed by pine-fringed lakelets and
terminating in a snowy pass, above which rises to the
right the ice-bound crags of Mt. Fay. From the latter
stretch the Ten Peaks which give their name to the
quondam * Desolation Valley.” These summits werce
named by Mr. Allen from the numerals of the Stony
Indian language: they lie upon the Continental water-
shed, commencing with Mt. Heejee (No. 1), swing round
the curving head of the deep valley, which they wall in
with a line of well-nigh vertical escarpments, and termi
nate in Mt. Wenkchemna (No. 10), which connects with
Mt. Hungabee on the north, and with Mt. Temple on
the east. The Wastach Pass, whence the first view
of the valley was obtained, and a minor crest of rugged
crags — Pinnacle Mountain — form the link with huge
Mt. Temple, which fills the entire north-west side of
the valley and dominates it in most strikingly majestic
fashion.

Between peaks Nine and Ten lies the one easy pass
the range affords, Wenkchemna Pass, leading over to

Prospector’s Valley, a tributary of the Vermilion River,
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which flows into the Simpson, itself a feeder of the Koo-
tenay River, and this in turn joins the Columbia River
beyond the Kootenay and Arrow Lakes.

So far as the writer has been able to ascertain, but
two of the Ten Peaks have as yet been climbed. Nep-
tuak (No. g), lying imnu-«li.llv].\‘ south of the Pass, was
first ascended on the 2nd of September, 1902, by Messrs.

Collie, Stutfield, Weed and Woolley, led by Hans Kauf-

mann. From the pass, to quote the narrative of “ Climbs

and Exploration in the Canadian Rockies” (p. 315),
“turning to the left, we traversed a small but steep snow-

slope and got on to the aréte. For some distance the

going was casy enough, but presently we found our way
barred by some formidable-looking walls and towers of
rock. On our left we looked down the tremendous
sheer precipice facing Desolation Valley: below on the
right were shale-slopes and cownloirs, now sheeted with
ice, down which stones and icicles were falling with un-
pleasant frequency. We thercfore decided to stick to
the aréte; and the result was one of the best climbs of
the trip. It was good hard scrambling nearly the whole
way, the rocks being almost vertical in places and the
hand-holds not over-abundant; and, being a party of five
on one rope, we made but slow progress.

“During the ascent we made a closer acquaintance
with the variegated strata seen in the cliffs from below.
First we encountered a layer of light-coloured limestonc
very much shattered; then came a bed of much firme:
dark brown rock, then more pale loose limestone, and

near the top almost black limestone with light veins.

33
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Towards the summit the inevitable cornice was encoun-
tered, and traversing some distance below it, we climbed
a narrow ridge of rocks overhung with snow and foun

ourselves on the highest point at 3 rm. Our height

appeared to be 10,500 feet.”

HUNGABEE, MT. DELTAFORM AND MT. BIDDLE

The chief amongst the Ten, however, is Mt. Delta
form, this title having been conferred by Mr. Wilc
owing to the similarity of its form (as seen from Mora
[.ake and the railroad) to the Greek letter A, and h
ing unfortunately quite supplanted the Indian nume
“ Saknowa,” meaning No, 8. It has long appealed to
climbers, but by reason of the practical impossibility of

gaining the summit in one day from civilization, even as
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represented now by a camp at Moraine Lake, and the
necessity of making one's base in distant Prospector's
Valley, no attempt was made until on September 1st,
1903, Dr. A. Eggers and Professor H. C. Parker,
guided by Christian and Hans Kaufmann, succeeded
in making the ascent.

From Moraine Lake they climbed by coxloir and
aréte 1o the crest of the ridge between peaks Four and
Five, traversed behind peaks Five, Six and Seven, then,
after a troublesome descent to the base of Mt. Deltaform,
they rounded the shoulder of the latter into Prospector’s
Valley, and, in rain and darkness, reached a camp await-
ing them beyond Wenkchemna Pass half an hour after
midnight. Meanwhile, during their circuit of Mt. Delta-
form, they had observed a very promising line of ascent,
and next afternoon they moved their camp across the
pass and located in a beautiful spot at the foot of Mt,
Neptuak.

The account of the climb must be given in Professor
Parker's words.,! *“ On the morning of September 1, in
fine, clear weather, we left camp about six o'clock and,
skirting the base of Neptuak, made our way over the
lower slopes of Deltaform to the foot of the cowloir by
means of which we had determined to commence the
attack. Sometimes by means of couloir, but more often
by means of treacherous rock slopes, we made ovr way
teadily upward, and at last, emerging through a chim-
ney, found ourselves on the crest of the south-east aréte,

and the summit apparently within our grasp but a few

YV Appalachia, Vol. X, p. 295.
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hundred feet above us. At this point we partook of a
second breakfast, and then for a considerable distance
made rapid progress until our way was barred by a great
rocky buttress. Its walls were too vertical to climb, so
we were compelled to make a traverse along its base
trusting to insecure holds on the rock, and with a nearl
sheer fall of thousands of feet below us.

“This difficulty passed, even worse conditions were

encountered just beyond. The rock gave place to solid

ice, so hard and flint-like that an ordinary blow frem an
icc-axe seemed to make but slight impression upon it.
But Christian, balancing in his steps, swung his axe
with mighty strokes, and, sending the ice in showers
of flying splinters down the slopes, hewed safe foot
holds. We kept close against the rocky wall and,
turning a corner, made up a cownloir to a rocky shelf
above us.  All this time, while Christian was cutting
steps, we clung by most uncertain holds on rock or
ice, chilled and numbed by a piercing wind. The shelf
was covered by loose rock, and it required the utmost
care not to send this flying down upon the companion
directly beneath. From the shelf we crossed a couloir
of solid ice, where Christian cut hand-holds as well as
foot-holds, — for here our axes were of no avail as a
means of securing a hold, and a slip by any one of us
might have carried the whole party from such precari
ous footing. Having crossed the couloir, we clambere]
through a narrow chimney and came out just below the
summit cliffs, Here we met with a most trying slope of

rock and ice, offering no holds that could be trusted.
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“In one place, where Christian was only some four or
five feet above me, he could not take another step either
in advance or retreat, so great were the chances of a
slip. Then Hans, with the utmost caution, slowly
worked his way past me and with great care helped
Christian down to a more secure position

“ Another attempt, and we scaled the icy slope, com-
ing upon a splendid cornice leading directly to the sheer
pinnacle of rock forming the summit. To me this final
rocky spire looked inaccessible ; but without a moment's
hesitation Christian led us across the cornice and, say-
ing our work was over, clambered up a narrow chimney
I had failed to note, and presently we stood triumphant
upon the utmost summit. .

“The summit of Deltaform culminates in two great
pinnacles of rock; the higher is the ecastern one, on
which we stood ; the other terminates the western aréle
leading up from Neptuak. ... We had no sooner reached
the summit than Christian said: ‘ We must not stay
here; we must get down.” It had required ten hours to
make the climb from our camp some four thousand feet
below, and it was now four o'clock in the afternoon. It
must have taken nearly four hours to make the final
climb from the foot of the buttress, possibly a vertical
distance of three hundred feet. ... At 4.25 we com
menced the descent. If the climb had been difficult, the
descent was decidedly worse ; but somehow, after a space
of what seemed like hours of almost imperceptible
progress, we gained the foot of the buttress without a

slip or mishap of any kind.
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“The weather had been rapidly growing worse, and
now on the aréte we were enveloped in a driving
snow-storm. We reached the halting-place of the morn-
ing and commenced our descent through the chimney as
the gloom of evening fell upon us. Then we plunged
downward over treacherous rock .~|n|n', difficult cliff,
and dubious couloir, in the semi-darkness. At times
the moon appeared through the drifting clouds long
enough to reveal the depths below, and then once more
the veil would intervene.

“ About two o'clock in the morning we rested on the
rim of the last conloir, and as we waited heard the dull
crash of a rock avalanche just beneath us. It was past
three o'clock when we finally arrived in camp, after
twenty-one hours of almost continuous work. The
descent had taken eleven hours.”

About six weeks previously Mt., Hungabee, at the
head of Paradise Valley, had succumbed to Professor
Parker and the same two splendid guides. It is one of
the most striking peaks in the entire Rocky Mountain
region, although, on account of its entourage of lofty
summits, some surpassing it and others almost cqualling
it in altitude, and by reason of its rising from'a very
high connecting ridge on either side, it does not possess
the grandeur and impressiveness of more isolated moun
tains. Its sheer sides, narrow aréfes and broken cliffs
marked it as a problem of extreme interest to the
mountaineer, but, as with Mt. Deltaform, the difficulties
of approaching it prevented any attempt to climb its

fascinating peak until, in 1901, Messrs, C. S. Thompson
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and G. M. Weed, with Hans Kaufmann, tried it from a
bivouac high up in Prospector's Valley; but, after a fine

climb, they were obliged to desist when not very fai

from the summit. Bad weather kept Professor Collie's

party from the peak the following year, and the same

cause frustrated my designs that summer. So it

remained for the present party to achieve

SUCCeSS,

Starting from Lake Louise, a pack-horse carried

their *“impedimenta”™ to Moraine Lake, where they

shouldered heavy packs and crossed to the head of
Prospector’s Valley by the Wenkchemna Pass. This
pass was first traversed by Mr. Allen in 1894, during
his exhaustive exploration of this range of mountains.
On July 21st, 1903, at 3.50 A they left their bivouac
in the direction of Opabin Pass and had an easy climb

for 2000 feet by an aréfe.  * At this point,” writes Pro-
fessor Parker,' “ farther progress was barred by a wall of
vertical cliffs. Directly in our path this rocky battle-
ment was broken by a narrow icy couloir and a much
narrower chimney filled with ice.  After inspecting the
chimney would be the

safer means of ascent, and so, after sceing that Hans and

conlorr, Christian decided that the

I were in as secure positions as the circumstances would
admit, and with directions not to move from our places
close against the rock, he disappeared around an angle
and commenced the perilous climb.

“It was only by watching the rope that Hans and

[ could judge the progress Christian was making above
us,

For minutes at a time, it seemed, the rope would be

Y Appalackia, Vol. X, p. 291.
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motionless, then inch by inch it would slowly disappear
up the chimney, and the crash of falling rocks and ic
would warn us that we must cling even more closely and
find what protection we could beneath the rocky wall

“ At last Christian gave the signal that I was to fol
low, first cautioning me most earnestly not to knock an
rocks down on his brother Hans, for a slight mishap fo
any member of the party in a position like ours might
mean a catastrophe for all. A short space of breath
less effort, a strong pull on the rope from Christia
and I stood by his side at the top of the chimn
Then, slowly and carefully, Hans made his way up and
joined us.

“ Above us we could see a smooth steep slope lead
ing to the final summit aréte. This slope consisted of
snow covering treacherous rock, but, thus early in th
morning and while in shadow, it was in fine conditic
and we made our way easily to the great shoulder of the

mountain just under the final peak and almost overhang

ing Paradise Valley. On this shoulder a second break-

fast was eaten, and we anxiously studied the route that we

must follow. The summit was only a few hundred fect

above us, but the aréfe, broken by vertical cliffs at tl
point, was impossible to scale.  'We had only one alt
native left, to make an exciting traverse over a t
mendously steep snowslope at the base of these cliff
and so reach the final cone.

“We did not discuss the possible dangers of sucl

course, but cautiously made our way beneath the clifis

turned a most sensational corner almost in mid-air above
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ppear Paradise Valley, and then scaled a nearly perpendicular
d e cliff by means of a convenient crack,  We were now on
v and the aréte and but a very short distance from the sum-
4\“ mit.  Only one more difficulty confronted us: a narrow
ks o) ‘gabel,’ or break in the aréte, only a few feet in width,
k an it is true, but with a nearly sheer descent of thousands of
ap ! feet on either side. This gabel must be crossed to reach
might the summit. The aréte was far too narrow to allow a
reath jump being made with safety; so, slowly and carefully,
stia while firmly grasping the rock on one side, Christian
it thrust his feet forward until they touched the other and
p and his l)«ul) bridged the chasm; then a strong forward
swing and he stood safcly beyond the gap. For me,
len aided by the rope, the matter was far less difficult, and
od of soon we made our way over the intervening aréte,
o 1] gained the corniced summit, and Hungabee, the grim
liti old ¢ Chieftain,” at last was conquered.”
f 1 The ascent had occupied almost seven hours and the
hat way down was fairly rapidly effected, with two unpleasant
e experiences.  One, the snow-covered slope, where the
- hot sun was producing a disagreeable quantity and qual
4 feet ity of slush, a portion of which, not many moments after
t 4 they had crossed it, slid downward and avalanched over
alt; the cliffs below. The other was the passage of the chim
b ney, which was now spouting water and demanded as
cliffs quick a descent as possible; then, “somewhat wet Dut
very happy,” they proceeded onward to camp at 6 r.w.
U While for the alpinist who yearns for a “first-class ™
cliffs climb with its attendant features to test his skill and

pluck and energy, Mt. Hungabee and Mt. Deltaform are
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without a doubt the pick of the surrounding mountains
Mt. Temple still remains the monarch, alike in impres
sive majesty and isolation as it stands supreme in alti
tude. It rears its noble glacier-crowned crest 11,637 feet
above the sea, and out-tops all the peaks of the Divid

as far as Mt. Assiniboine, thirty-five miles distant to the
south-east, and Mt. Lyell, nearly twice that distanc
to the north-west. It is a strange fact that, in all that
stretch of a full one hundred miles (and half as far agai
at least if all the windings of the watershed are followed

the three most lofty and far the most prominent peaks
are off the line of the Continental backbone; viz. Mt
Temple and Mt. Forbes, projecting on the eastern sid

and Mt. Goodsir, the king of the Ottertails, in a separati
little group on the Pacific slope.

Mt. Temple, therefore, has its own particular attra
tion, and also merits distinction from the fact that it w
one of the very earliest of the big peaks to lend its
to the explorer as a point of vantage from which tl
region could be surveyed in a bird's-eye view. Tl
panorama is a truly glorious one, and, as the climb is |
no means difficult, it affords one of the best opportunit
for the ordinary mortal to indulge in the sublime ex)
rience of looking down upon a world where myriads
peaks, far-reaching valleys, countless glaciers, streams,
and lakes, go to make up a vast, bewildering whole, tl
voices with its thousand tongues the praise of Him

made it all, and speaks to us in tones that surely n

uplift our souls and bring them into closer touch wil

the Creator.
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It was in August, 1894 (the 18th, to be exact), that
Messrs. Allen, Frissell and Wilcox attained the summit
of Mt. Temple. But this was not the first attempt.
The previous year, the first and last named climbed
11(':1!'1)' to 10,000 feet, where a ste Ccp pre i])i\‘(‘ confronted
them and the only visible means ¢ getting higher was
by a narrow gully, glazed with ice. There was a pierc-
ing wind, clouds drifted round the highest peaks, and
then a snowstorm capped the climax and drove them
back to camp.

The next attempt was undertaken under better
auspices and with complete success. From a camp in
Paradise \‘AIH("\' ll\l‘} ascended to the pass between the
summit and its offshoot, Pinnacle Mountain. This is
about gooo feet, and for 2000 more the climb was “merely
a careful selection of gullies and scree slopes, with occa-
sional rock ‘Iim}:inj_g.' eve AES ln'ij_;]\l of 11,000 feet
we had a discussion as to the better route of two that
appeared. One lay at our right and seemed easier,
while the other probably lay to our left, and though it
was concealed from view, the previous study of photo-
graphs convinced me that this would be the better route,
and it took some time for them to agree on that point,
A short scramble among flat shales and very rough cliffs
led us suddenly to the great south slope of the mountain,
ind we knew our prize was all but taken. At noon we
cached the summit and stood at the highest point then

reached in Canada.”

1'W. D. Wilcox, “ The Rockies of Canada,” p. 244.




CHAPTER VII
FIELD AND MOUNT STEPHEN

My happiest recollections of the Rockies centre
round Field. The pleasant sojourn of a week in 1900
led to its becoming my headquarters for the next two
years, The little Chalet of the former seasons and the
larger Hotel that now exists were alike pervaded with
a home-like atmosphere due to the personality of Miss
Mollison, who “made” Field as an abiding-place.

.\(‘\(]il\;{ close under the :.;ij_:.ll]li(‘ ]H‘\‘(‘i|li1 es of Mi
Stephen, beset on either side by rugged mountain-crags,
the little hamlet stands beside the eddying, glacial waters
of the Kicking Horse River. Far up, the valley narrows
to the Pass of the Divide; far down, the mighty pyramids
of the Van Horne Range, their ruddy slopes streaked

with snow and usually softened with deep purple

shadows or wreathed in billowy clouds, complete the

circle of majestic heights.

“I lift my eves, and ye are ever there,
Wrapped in the folds of the imperial air,
And crowned with the gold of morn or evening rare,
O far blue hills,”

The scenic way to come to Field is from the cast

and by far the most satisfying method is on foot. M
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some nineteen miles, and the whole distance is well
worth seeing thus if one is equal to the lengthy tramp,
though most of the earlier stages can be almost as well

FIELD AND M1 STEPHEN

appreciated from the train.  But no one who can

manage to walk six or seven miles downhill should miss

the privilege of leisurely enjoying the succession of

\]“«‘Hlihl. pictures afforded on the way

down to Field.

from Hector

145

brother and I walked all the way from Lake Louise,

!
:
!
!
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In journeying from Laggan, alternating with the
retrospect of the ice-clad summits of Mts. Victoria,
Lefroy and Temple, comes the glimpse up the broad
valley of the Upper Bow, Mt. Hector prominent on the
one side and the long escarpments of the Waputik
mountains on the other. The wide fields of #évé which
clothe the massive shoulders of Mt, Balfour and Mt.
Daly, breaking occasionally through the rampart walls,
send forth many a glittering ice tongue into the dark
forest world. Quite near the railroad track, one of the
most important comes from the flanks of Mt. Daly, on
our right as we traverse the gray wilderness of fire-swept
forest that covers the entire region in the neighbourhood
of the Great Divide.

The curse of fire, alas, has devastated thousands of
acres of the grand primeval forests of the Rockies. In
place of the dark sweep of feathery firs and pines that
once lent stately grandeur to the rugged peaks, whose
base they thickly clothed and towards whose lofty pin-
nacles they climbed with dauntless insistence, giving
warmth and life and colour to the scene, now stands a
countless host of bare, gaunt poles, mingled with black-
ened stumps and hollow, burnt-out shells of former
giants, blending with the barren limestone crags and

boulders in a wide gray expanse of desolate uniformity.

True, it has its picturesqueness, its weird beauty, its
solemn majesty, but it is that of death, not life; of gloom

not joyousness; of human inroad on the domain of N

ture's paradise. Civilization has its drawbacks as w

as its advantages. The careless trapper or prospector,
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the construction gang of railroad enterprise, have all

contributed to the great change from Nature's un-

touched g]”l"\ to these too fre quent scences ol desolation.

These fires are one of the saddest features of the

mountain districts. The ravages of the past are visible
in almost every valley; and every year fresh arcas of
living green are being swept by the pitiless flames and

left a melancholy wilderness.  The ease with which a

forest fire is started is astounding and only rivalled by
the rapidity of its progress when once it gains a hold
upon the trees, and by the extent of the destruction ere

the blaze is quenched. A single lighted match thrown

carclessly upon the ground, a shower of sparks from
a passing locomotive, a camp-fire insuffic iently extin-
guished, may be the origin.  And from this tiny cause,
“how great a matter a little fire kindleth.”

The masses of thick moss which carpet much of the
forest land will hold the smouldering sparks concealed

for days, and sometimes weeks; but gradually and

silently they creep and spread, until a breeze fans them

one day into a flame. The resinous needles of the pines

and spruces are touched, and in an instant the sudden
blaze leaps into the sky with a hiss and roar like a dis-

play of fireworks, and a tall tree becomes a giant torch

of solid fire. Another and another follows till the hill-

side or valley-bed is wrapped in flame. Vast columns

of dense smoke arise, and, borne on the winds afar, ob-
scure the light and obliterate the view for scores of

miles around. The sun is hidden at mid-day and the

giant peaks are blotted out.
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For weeks this gloomy pall will sometimes float
through the valleys and across the mountain-tops, bear-
ing the odour of the burning trees, and telling of the
devastation of a wealth of scenery and many thousands
of dollars’ worth of valuable timber.

To the traveller, particularly the explorer, surveyor,
and photographer, the existence of a large fire is terribly
disheartening. Little or nothing can be seen, and the
camera is practically useless. During the summer of
1901, the latter portion of our sojourn in the Yoho
Valley was very largely spoilt.  Mt. Stephen at a distance
of five or six miles was quite invisible, and the haze at
the best of times was far too dense to give clear views of
objects even close at hand; yet the fire that caused the
trouble was more than eighty miles distant in an air-line.

Each summer adds its quota to the sorry tale; some

large, some small, but all bring melancholy ruin in their

g
train, and spoil the holiday of many a nature-lover in
addition to the serious depletion of the forest area. Mor
care, however, is now exercised by campers, and one may
reasonably hope that every season will witness a diminu-
tion of the evil. The only consolation is, that those
who have seen the utter devastation and felt the thrill of
disappointment and sharp pang of pain that fills the
heart as one passes through these tracts of desolation
and of death, must realize with a new intensity and

added power the wondrous charm of the feathery forest

growth, which, in the plan of the Creator, decked these

rugged mountain valleys, softened the terrors of the

frowning precipice, encircled peaceful lakes with a price-
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less setting, and outlined in bold relief the sparkling
torrent and the gleaming glacier.

At the actual summit of the pass, 5296 feet above the
sea, a rustic arch has been erected, through which flow
— when there is any water!—two tiny rivulets, the off-
spring of a single stream that takes its rise in the wild

i(‘)‘ solitudes above. A few yards farther they diverge
abruptly and, murmuring a soft farewell to one another,
commence their infant pilgrimage towards the distant

oceans where they finally will sink to rest,

“From that cloud-curtained cradle, so cold and so lone,

From the arms of that wintry-locked mother of stone

By hills hung with forests, through vales wide and free,

Thy mountain-born brightness glanced down to the sea.”

After 3000 miles of rushing travel from the Atlantic
seaboard, climbing steadily upward to the farthest
source, we step across the little stream and face the
sunset seas of the Pacific, with another trickling rivu-
let at our feet, commencing here its downward course,
which we must follow through its troubled, wild career.

This is the Great Divide — the symbol of the turn-
ing-point in man’s career. A fraction of an inch to one
side or the other at this “parting of the ways” deter-
mines the future course of many a little drop; thousands
of miles sum up the distance of their goals. A moment
in the balance, the slightest swerve, an influence almost
imperceptible, and the decision is irrevocable; the Divide

is crossed, the current, now fast, now slow, carries it

onward, ever farther from the other stream, for good or
ill, until the end is reached.

149
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_lll\l on the Pacific side a little lrw]_\ lake reflects the
mountains for a fleeting moment; the downward grade
begins, and in a couple of miles we arrive at Hector,
named in recognition of the explorer who discovered this
route across the watershed. A section-house and water-
tank comprise the entire resources of the place.  Wapta
Lake, an almost circular sheet of the bluest water, usu-
ally a perfect mirror, lies to our right; a tumbling, tur-
bulent cascade, the upper portion of the Kicking Horse,
but here denominated Cataract Creek, flows in from the
south, and points the way to beautiful O'Hara Lake, some
eight miles distant by a good trail.  This is the easiest
way to reach that loveliest of lakes, but the approach, if
possible, should be made by Abbot Pass, and this trail
used as an exit only.

The white shoulder of Mt. Victoria’s northern peak
is grandly visible above the creek; right in front towers
the north-eastern spur of the Cathedral massif (whose
topmost pinnacles were in full view on the Divide), and
at the base of these splendid ramparts a deep, sombre
chasm opens beyond the outlet of the lake. This is the
famous Canyon of the Kicking Horse, and its passage
on foot should be one of the most sacred duties of every
visitor who enjoys majestic scenery. Ample time is thus
given to appreciate the exquisite views that render every
step of the way delightful, and, though the train goes
very slowly, occupying forty-five minutes for the seven
miles, the artistic and nature-loving heart is always cry-

ing out for time to stop and revel in the grandeur of the

succession of new and peerless visions. The engineering
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is of surpassing interest in itself. The gradient is one
of, if not quite, the steepest on the Continent, averaging
nearly 3 per cent, and reaching sometimes as much as
200 feet in the mile,  In the ascent three or four locomo-
tives are usually employed, one being necessary for every
three cars on the train; and even then it is a strenuous
climb, spasmodic puffs and the futile whirl of wheels
that cannot grip being by no means an infrequent varia-

tion from the steady powerful pant and throb of the giant
engines. In the slow descent the greatest care is always
exercised and the train ]\1[)( under lnlll]lh'lt' control.
Three safety switches are also in readiness, at judicious
intervals, in case of any tendency to run too fast. They
are kept always open, until a signal from the on-coming
train that all is well permits them to be closed, so that a
runaway, instead of rushing onward down the steep, sinu-
ous track, would be diverted on to a straight stretch of
rails and carried up a hill so sharply graded that the
impetus would easily be checked and the flying train
brought to a speedy standstill. It speaks well for the
Company and the care exercised by the engineers that no
passenger train has ever been obliged to have recourse
to this extreme resort, or met with accident upon the
“hill”; so that the most timid traveller may marvel at
the thrilling triumphs of engineering skill and revel in
the matchless scenery simultancously without a qualm,

Many and many a time have I luxuriated in the
delights of this section of the route, from dawn to
sunset, and under the moonlight’s spell. By train —

inside the coaches, in observation cars, upon the top of
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a freight car, on a flat car, in a locomotive’s cab, or on
the cow-catcher; also several times on foot. The last

is the best of all (particularly when the raspberries are

ripe), but the cow-catcher or the top of a box car is

the choicest of propelling methods, unless one can get
a ride on a hand-car or a speeder, with opportunity to
slacken speed or stop whenever one desires.

Passing through a cutting, we leave the Wapta Lake
behind (best seen at sunset with the glowing hues
of evening lighting up the distant range of the Slate
Mountains, reflected in the pearl-gray, placid waters
in their darksome setting of the night), and plungc
downward beside the tearing river, its waters clear as
crystal and shining with that wonderful translucent
tinge of green that marks the stream of glacial origin.
Its bright cascades, hemmed in by rocky barriers, ar
fringed with spruce and graceful underbrush, and abovi
them tower the cliffs of the Cathedral Mountain.

One afternoon, as we were slowly creeping upward
past the almost continuous succession of foaming cata
racts and eddying rushes, a fellow-passenger inquirc
the name of this tumultuous and energetic river, an
on being told “ The Kicking Horse,” chuckled witl
keen amusement and exclaimed, *“ Well, I guess that'’s
about the fittest name a river ever got, for it's tl
darnedest style of bucking bronco that I ever ra
across!”  The history of the title is, however, rath
different and bears no reference to the fascinating cha
acteristics of these upper reaches. In 1858 Dr. Hecto

probably the first white man who ever looked upon
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waters, was journeying down the valley of the Beaver-
foot, and arrived at its junction with an unknown river
of considerable size, at a point close to the modern
station of Leanchoil, some fourteen miles below Field.
\When camping there, the Doctor's horse became restive
and kicked him violently on the chest, delaying the
expedition for a day or two in consequence; and in
memory of the incident, the men bestowed the name
“ Kicking Horse ” upon the newly discovered river.
Soon the ‘ll«llli]lnilll\ of the Cathedral .\I’ili s appear,
darting into the soft skies. What strangely weird little
pinnacles they are! so tiny and attenuated that it scems
illl]nl\\ilblv 11\.\( any once Hvllu| scale lin 11 ~-m'nrlh, st P
sides and reach their sharp aérial summits; and vet we

found (]Hih- a comfortable resting-place on the tip of one

of them on a well-remembered September afternoon.
,\‘L:.lin the eventide i1s the finest time of 4“_\ to see these
gothic spires that nature has fashioned here on a colossal
scale. Some fortunate circumstance enables the ruddy

rays of the departing sun to break through the barrier

of the western ranges and single out the

g towers and

spires of this Cathedral of the Titans, amidst the general
shades of night, for its superb illumination. Bathed in
the glory of richest crimson colouring, cach crag and
pinnacle leaps like a fiery flame into the pale Dbluc
heavens.

Just below the highest safety switch a graceful stec
bridge spans the ravine and affords a striking view
of the deep wooded chasm below, where the surging

waters flash in foaming cataracts amidst the sombre
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foliage. Round the base of the Cathedral we swing ;
Mt. Stephen’s massive dome, adorned by a little hang-
ing-glacier, stands right ahecad, and across the valley
rise Mts. Field and Wapta, while to the right there
gradually opens out the dark and wooded cleft of
the Yoho \'.'l”t"\'.

Away at its head gleam the eternal snows of the
great Wapta icefield; the sharply pointed summit of Mt.
Habel dominates the distant view, and a long tongue
of glacier streams into the deep recesses of the verdant
valley. This is the home of the farfamed Takakkaw
Fall (the most imposing in the Rocky Mountains), the
exquisite Twin Falls, and other beauties worth ten times
the journey to behold.

An outlying buttress of Mt. Stephen projects across
the track. Far up, the galleries of a silver mine are
seen, clinging to the bare walls of nature’s masonry; far
below, the valley widens to a broad shingle flat, through
which the river winds meanderingly in a maze of tortu-
ous channels, A moment in the shadows of a tiny
tunnel, and the lower reaches of the Kicking Horse lie
spread before our gaze, the shapely pyramids of the Van
Horne Range in the background, and Field immediately
in front.

Tramping along one August afternoon, in the year
1900, hot and dusty after nearly twenty miles of walking,
but well repaid by the feast of glorious scenery, the
little Chalet looked delightfully cozy and comfortable

to my brother and me the day we first approached its

hospitable portals. Miss Mollison’s pleasant greeting

44
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made us feel at once “at home,” as her tact and genial-
ity invariably do, whoever the stranger may be. The
domicile of *Scotland ™ in the Hotel register appealed
to her national instincts, the offer of afternoon tea was
gratefully accepted, and when real Scotch shortbread
was produced for our especial delectation our hearts

were won for good and all!  Thenceforward Field be-

came my Rocky Mountain home.

Field and Mt Stephen are inseparable. That

majestic summit soaring 6400 feet almost straight above
the \i”.lg(' is part and par el of one’s life at Field. The
sojourner is never weary of gazing at its noble form,

the same yet always different.  Each month from sunny

June to white December I have gazed at it.  Always

the same grand massive outline, yet each day, almost

each hour of the day, brings out some new effect.  Sun-

rise and sunset; brilliant noon and clear, calm night;
sun, moon, and stars; the thunder-storm; soft, clinging
cloudlets, or steely clearness, with all their variations,

combinations, and contrasts, provide an ever changing

fel
series of wonderful, enchanting scenes.

To mountaineers, of course, its appeal is irresistible.

It captured us at once, and the first evening of our stay
we made arrangements to climb it on the following day.
Mt. Stephen is the most climbed mountain in the
Canadian Switzerland; with Mt. Sir Donald, in the
djacent Selkirk Range, an easy second. This is but
natural, they being the most impressive and the most
cessible of the l‘llj_'\"l’ |n:lL‘~ AIullg the railroad, and

wmirably situated for panoramic views. Of the two,
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Mt. Sir Donald is the more difficult, and provides un-
doubtedly a finer and more interesting and varied climb;
but both should be ascended and the intenscly in-
structive contrasts of the rival peaks and ranges, in for-
mation, climbing opportunities, and environment, will

‘ more than adequately recompense the climber for the

CATHEDRAL MOUNTAIN AND MT. STEPHEN

double effort. I'he earliest record of an attempt
recach the proud summit of Mt. Stephen is inscril
upon a great cliff about 600 feet below the top, whe

large black letters are painted the names of Hill, WI

t]

man, and Ross, with the date, September 6, 1

; These men are said to have been connected witl
4

| railroad ; but evidently the alpine character of the
el

cluding portion of the peak proved too much for
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powers, unprovided as they were with ice-axes or even
;l]])(‘l\\lun ks.

The first successful climb was made in the interests
of science, by Mr. J. J. McArthur, of the Dominion
Land Survey, to whose enterprise and energy so much
of our knowledge of the country is due. Impressed
with the importance of the mountain as a topographical
station, he determined to brave the difficulties and
dangers of the ascent. Insufficiently equipped though
he and his companions were with proper mountaineer-

ing implements, and unskilled in work amongst tl

ne

realms of snow and ice, they persevered and overcame,
Mr. McArthur's accounts of his ascents in 1887 and
1892 are amongst the most thrilling cver published in
a Government report; and though they sound exagger-

ated to a practised mountaincer, the experiences of the

party must have been both exciting and hazardo

armed only with alpenstocks and apparently without
a rope. Starting from Field at 4.30 A, on September

{

oth, 1887, they had to force their way through the bush

and reached timber-line at half-past eight.  Finding
considerable difficulty amongst the rocks and screes
r\h'mlilzglh\mllu’}i'n to the turreted walls of the final
600 feet, and following a line which I find some dift

culty in identifying but apparently a good deal mor
troublesome than by the regular slope that forms the

ky-line as the mountain is observed from Field, tl

1, Tht

eventually arrived at the lofty cliff, where they discov

cred the names of their predecessors.

Here the character of the climb changes entirel

i
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From a scramble, fatiguing perhaps from the loose scree

and rotten rock, but perfectly simple, one turns to formi-
dable cliffs and icy gullies. The dangers are by no
means few or far between for ropeless, axeless, inexperi-
enced men. First came a hundred feet of extremely
| steep ice, pouring down between precipitous rocky walls,
| “Foot by foot,” writes Mr. McArthur,' “ we worked our
way, cutting steps with our alpenstocks, and in time
reached the ledge of rock and looked back down the
perilous slope. A slip on this glare surface meant death,
and how we were to get down again caused us no little
anxiety. Crawling along dangerous ledges and up
steep narrow gorges we poked our way, expecting at

every turn that one of the perpendicular walls would

finally stop us with its impassable front. At last we !
reached the top of what we had judged from below
to be the highest point of the mountain. We were N
' not a little disheartened to see looming ahead of us t
; another wall several hundred feet high. We moved .
along the broken ridge, and when almost at the foot a
of the wall we came to a deep chasm, which was the top fi
of the ice-gorge up which we had already cut our way. f
The distance across was about three feet, and immedi si
ately opposite rose the perpendicular face from a narrow al
| ledge. Leaving our alpenstocks behind, we stepped m
across and with face to the wall moved along the ledg a
to a slanting rift, up which we clambered, our entir th
weight sometimes dependent on the first joints of out cli
ric

fingers. After a perilous climb of about a hundred feet

1 D. L. S. Report for the year 1887.
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we reached a débris-covered slope leading to the top of

scree g b st
. the ridge. . . . The top of this ridge was like a much-
ormi- o @
L 5o broken wall, in some places not more than three feet
"]n-ri wide and descending in perpendicular sides, sometimes
—_— .
mely forty feet, to the steep slopes of the ridge. It required i
s all our nerve to crawl about one-cighth of a mile along {t
valls, ) o o i
. se i e . » hiches |
b ity on the top of these half-balanced masses to the highest {‘”
1 ste s 18z fee » » rai Al
. point on Mt. Stephen, 6385 feet above the railway track. | l"
the Nine hours had elapsed during the ascent, and after ".‘
an hour more on the summit the party commenced i
eath, ) / |
litt] the return journey, and fortunately found the difficul- il
e ) )
up ties of the descent far less than had been anticipated. {
Timber-line was gained by 6 r.m., and they were back ‘,
g at S / /
yitd in camp an hour and a half later, the entire climb
. . - '
b we having occupied fifteen hours, ‘
e In 1892 Mr. McArthur desired again to occupy his [
T station on Mt. Stephen, and on August 3oth ascended ;
b s to a camp near tree-line, in order to give him a longer [
stay upon the summit. Ne norning he ar is |
el \ I s Next mo V.‘“ he and hi |
foot assistant were off at seven o'clock, carrying a flag and a i
+ top fifteen-foot pole to plant upon the summit. The route
kD followed was practically the same as on the first occa-
wd'i sion, but a surprise awaited Mr. McArthur on his !
- arrival at the icy gorge, which was a source of so
yped much difficulty then. Fully 200,000 cubic feet of rock, i
according to his estimate, had fallen into the amphi- !
,(];, 3
i theatre below, and in consequence they were able to |
® L ]
o climb up easy rocks instead of an ice-staircase. * The l:
) . ’ . ) {
oot ridge,” by his account,' “must be at least twenty feet “
1 D. L. S. Report for the year 1892, g‘

i

B o
e~
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lower than at the time of my former visit, and where
at that time we had but to step across a narrow chasm
on to a ledge, we had now to reach the ledge up an
almost perpendicular wall, and it seemed at one time
that we were to be balked; but with the help of my
assistant and the long flag-pole I managed to sur-
mount it, and then pulled my assistant up with the
rope.”  This time five hours from timber-line sufficed
for the ascent, and the return was also far more rapid
than in 1887.

In 1894 Mr. R. F. Curtis and Professor Fay made
the first attempt from the mountaineering point of view,
pur et simple.  Time, aided by missing the path to the
fossil-beds, was principally responsible for the result
of a compulsory return after the marked rock had been
attained. But the following year, reénforced by other
members of the Appalachian Mountain Club, a fresh
assault was made. In spite of the previous repulse
and the fact that two ladies were included in the party,
a start was not made till half-past eight, and one is
continually struck by the astonishingly late hours in
dulged in at these early times.

Thus it was 4.30 before the cliff was reached where
the real climbing may be said to begin. It was soon
judged quite impossible to get the whole party to
the top before night. So Mr, Curtis and the ladic
returned, while Messrs. Abbot, Fay, Field, and Thomp

son proc eeded to the final task. This <n’t‘ll])i«'t| two

hours more, and nearly the same time was required

for the descent, so that it was 10.30 when they reache
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the floor of the amphitheatre, and midnight had passed
when their camp at tree-line welcomed the belated
mountaineers,

Though this attempt on the part of the fair sex to
set their foot upon the summit was disappointed, the
feat was successfully accomplished by Miss Vaux, of
Philadelphia, in 1900, who thereby gained the distinc-
tion of being the first lady to ascend a mountain over
10,000 feet high in Canada.

Although already several times ascended, Mt. Stephen
lacked nothing in interest to us, who were yearning for
another panorama to fit on to those already seen from
Cascade Mountain and Mt. Victoria,

In view of the past records, the great length of time
occupied by every party, and the reputed difficulty of
the last 600 feet, we resolved to get off as 1'.1!']}' as a
September day would allow of.  The *best on record”
was seven hours from the Hotel; we wanted time to
explore the fossil-beds, plenty of leisure on the top, and
the advantages of a morning view.

Modern conditions with a trail for more than 2000
feet simplify the carlier stages immensely, and Christian
Hiisler, our guide, led us upward at a good, steady pace.
In about an hour and a half we reached one of the most
interesting places in the Rockies. An extensive bed
of fossil trilobites is here ('\])()\l"l on the flank of the
mountain, nearly at timber-line, and myriads of speci-
mens strew the f\'lulln(l for a considerable areca. One
cannot avoid trampling on hundreds of them, and one

can sit down and pick up dozens without changing his

M
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position. Many are visible at once, staring us in the

face, whilst any of the countless slabs around can be
casily split up and numbers of these wonderful relics
of a prehistoric age displayed.  Large and small, singly
and clustered close together, perfect specimens are there
in millions for the taking.

Thenceforward the march is more laborious, follow
ing the long, straight ridge that forms the sky-line as we
face Mt. Stephen from below.  Ledges and rocky stair-
ways, a short expanse of what Professor Fay graphically
describes as a “stone lawn,” " and long, tiresome slopes of
sliding débris, are in turn surmounted, and just four
hours have elapsed when the marked rock is reached,
nearly 6000 feet above the toy-like village and shining
thread of railroad track.

Here Christian counsels a halt for a second break-
fast before tackling the bit of climbing. I object. The
weather, from a cloudless sunrise, is looking most unin-
viting. Mists are gathering on the mountain-sides and

so rapidly advancing

that I want to hurry on and get
the view before it is blotted out. * Surely six hundred
feet cannot take us long,” I urge, “and we can break
fast on the top.” * But it will take two hours,” replies
Christian.  * Oh, nonsense, that is far too long for us,”
is my rejoinder, “ 1 know that is the popular estimat

but we don't intend to take half that time.” However

I Professor Fay's description cannot be improved on He savs : “ Fron
one-half an inch to an inch above the surface rose thin lamina of shale, per
haps a millimetre in thickness, and from one-cighth to one-third of an inc
apart, of varying lengths vet none of many inches, giving with their light and

wi under our footsteps.

shade a general effect of dry grass, and breaking I




n the
an be
relics
singly

there

1|H1Y\\’
as we
stair-
ically
wes (if

four
l'l\('(l.

ining

reak-
The
nin-
and
get
(ll‘l tl
cak

plies

FIELD

AND MOUNT

STEPHEN

I'rj
an hour and a half was the utmost limit that he would
allow, and it was much better, he considered, to halt at
once. Weakly I gave in and consented to remain, We
wasted a precious thirty minutes at the base of the
cliff (although we certainly were able to enjoy magnifi-
cently so much of the view as could be seen from this
elevation, including almost as much to the west, south,
and north as from the summit), and then we com-
menced the “terrors” of the “dangerous " part.  The
glare ice-slope does need step-cutting when it happens
to be in bad condition, but it was preferable to the
rocks just then: various ledges demanded care: one
or two long strides and a rock scramble or two came
in, and the limestone was, of course, extremely frail.
But, including the steps, it only took thirty-five minutes,
and we did not hurry at all!

Nevertheless, the halt had done the mischief. The
driving mists enveloped us in an impenetrable cloud be-
fore the top was gained; and, though we obtained weird,
shining glimpses of peak, and glacier, and valley, in a
shifting frame of whirling cloud, as the strong wind
opened a window here and there for us to get a tanta-
lizing, momentary peep, the panorama was extinguished.
After waiting more than a full chill hour on the nar-
row crest, covered with heavy snow, no better fate was
granted, and we were forced to beat a sorrowful retreat.

Something, however, had been seen,  The strikingly
majestic pyramid of Mt. Assiniboine was visible in the far
distance, and the Ottertails, particularly the magnificent

three-headed mass of Mt. Goodsir, were extremely grand ;




164 IN THE HEART OF THE CANADIAN ROCKIES

and all the nearer mountains, wreathed with fleecy mists,
and flecked with light and shade, displayed their rugged
forms and richest colouring to the best advantage.

In the descent, instead of taking exactly the same
route, we followed down the ice-gorge, soon finding snow
that we could traverse fairly fast and hurrying helter-
skelter into the depths of the huge cirque of rocks to
the south-cast of the summit. The walls that stretch
across the eastern side are very striking in their per-
pendicularity and form a noble rampart facing the less
vertical, though steep and rocky, cliffs of the main peak,
scored by ice-filled gullies and glistening with frozen snow.

No sooner had we got a few hundred feet below the
top than we emerged from the obnoxious mists and en-
joyed sunshine and warmth all the remainder of the day,
though the great peaks were wrapped continuously in
the gathering clouds. In the hollow we spent some

time in an interesting search for crystals, which are to

be found in great abundance, and some are really fine,

though most are small and closely clustered. It is quite
a neighbourhood for crystals. A cavern, just above the
track, a mile or two from Field on the flank of Mt.
Stephen, was a famous resort for some time, owing to the
quantity and beauty of its crystals, until the place was
blown up and completely ruined in an attempt to break
away the sparkling masses. The greater number are
yellow or clouded, but mauve and reddish ones are also
to be found. I had the good fortune to obtain a speci-
men on the slopes of Cathedral Mountain which was said

to be the finest seen there of late, and was honoured by
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permission to present it to H. R. H. the Princess of
Wales, as a memento of her visit to the mountains.

A further prolonged stay at the fossil-beds helped to
make our riick-sacks tremendously heavy for the rest of
the downward journey, which was concluded at a tem-
pestuous pace, and we were back in the Hotel by 2 rv,
our actual time while on the move amounting to four
and a half hours up and two hours down.

The result was terribly disappointing, both as regards
the view, which, however, remains magnificent if only a
fine day is secured, and, particularly, as to the climb.  Pre
vious narratives had led us to expect some stiff climbing,
especially on the upper part, which we hoped would be
really first-class, but the whole climb turned out to be
absolutely simple for practised mountaineers, with or
without a guide. The rock, of course, is rotten; the ice
conditions may often be rather troublesome, and certain
points undoubtedly are likely to be trying and even
alarming for the inexperienced; but with a rope and axe
and a guide or first-class amateur, there is no danger for
even a beginner.

The ascent on a fine day will always be worth while,
as the position of the mountain is admirable, the climb,
though somewhat laborious and monotonous in parts, is
short and easy, the start is made from a comfortable
hotel, and varied geological interests are thrown in,

The weather during our first stay at Field was most
unsettled,  We snatched a charming day for a walk to
the Yoho Valley, to see the splendid Fall,

Of course
we visited the Natural Bridge, which is less than three

S
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miles away, and which is a highly interesting phenome-
non, besides being situated in most picturesque surround-
ings with Mt. Stephen as a superb background. The

bridge is formed by the wearing of a narrow archway

THE NATURAL BRIDGE

through a massive wall of rock, which stretches right
across the river-bed, and the whole volume of the Kick-
in:.: Horse foams lll!'(illj_g‘l the contracted orifice in this
mighty barrier with tremendous force and a fine display

of lashing spray and turbulent disorder.
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Barely two furlongs farther, the harassed river enters
a narrow canyon, down which, with tortuous course and
several thundering cascades, it tears its way between
constraining cliffs, presenting a succession of effective
“bits " to wanderers above on either bank.

The enchanting walk by the left bank of the river is,
alas, largely spoiled by the new course of the railway.
Although the farther wooded bank and the surrounding
mountains abide unchanged and ever beautiful, the ex-
quisite foreground has been torn and mutilated by pick
and dynamite, trees have been overthrown by hundreds,
and picturesque promontories defaced by cuttings; bal-
last and steel rails now take the place of a winding wood-
land path, and piles of @éris that of shrubs and ferns and
flowers. Thus has the picturesque to pay toll to the re-
quirements of modern travel. I am glad I saw it and
enjoyed it over and over again in the old days, for it was
one of the loveliest walks in the whole mountain region.

But we had one other climbing ambition to fulfil
during this first brief stayat Field, and that was to attack
the delicately graceful spires of Cathedral Mountain and
try to reach their topmost pinnacle. An attempt had
been made earlier in the season by Professor Arthur
Michael and Mr. J. Henry Scattergood, with Christian
Hisler.  After an arduous and lengthy climb in shock-
ing weather, they were compelled to turn back, owing to
the lateness of the hour, only a few score feet below the
summit, having reached a position where they could
see no feasible way of getting up the final cliff, which

towered absolutely perpendicularly above.
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We, too, were nearly frustrated in our desire, through
an unfortunate misunderstanding. Our stipulated week
was up, and the weather had prevented any climbing
since our Mt. Stephen expedition; but a more promising
appearance the last evening decided us to stay one fur-
ther day if there was any chance of success. So we gave
instructions that if the following morning were fine, we
should be called at dawn and try the peak; but if it were
wet, we would go on to Glacier. Between the two stools
we fell. It was a glorious morning, but the message
had got mixed and Hisler imagined that we were going
away in any case; so when I woke about seven and found
the sky cloudlessly brilliant, my disappointment may be
imagined.

Coming down to breakfast, I discussed the matter
with my brother and the guide, and wished to try the
climb, however late. But Hisler stood firm, and in spite
of our Mt. Stephen precedent demurred. The previous
attempt had been frustrated largely by a late start (7.30);
we could not possibly get off till nine, and to be beaten
twice on the same mountain was not on Hisler's pro-
gramme. Consequently my brother and I went in to
breakfast and ordered lunches to be prepared, intending
to go ahead without a guide. 'When this rumour filtered

through the kitchen and reached Hiisler's ears, he at once

reconsidered his position and reported himself as ready

to come along, despite the hopeless prospect.

So at last we got away. It was nine o'clock and a
cruelly hot day for rapid going; but needs must and a
good pace was set. Three and a half miles up tl
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railroad track to a point some five hundred feet above
Field was the first instalment, and then came a rough
scramble up the rocky sides of the mountain’s base,
through thickets of undergrowth, up stony gullies, clam-
bering over boulders and charred fallen logs, till we
reached a loose expanse of débris, the result of the con-
stant erosion and disintegration of the limestone fabric
that now towered like a titanic gothic fagade high into
the Italian azure of the sky. This was a weary bit of
pilgrimage, but soon we got to the lower edge of a
narrow glacier tongue, protruding at a tremendously
steep angle from a snow-field above, between two close
and lofty cliffs.

The Cathedral Mountain is a large triangular mass,
filling the arca between the valleys of Cataract Creck
and the Kicking Horse. It has three main summits,
besides numerous outlying spurs.  The loftiest peak
lies to the south-east and is invisible from the railroad
after the watershed is crossed. The “Spires,” so con-
spicuous as one descends the hill from Hector, form the
north-western corner of the massi/, and a long buttress
ridge projects from them towards the Great Divide.
The Spires, our objective point, are undoubtedly the
most fascinating of the three chief points, both from
a structural and mountaineering point of view, hence
their selection by the previous party and our own.

Our route lay up the small glacier that separates the
Spires from the northern outpost. It led round to the
northern face of the peak, by which side alone access
to the top seems possible. The former climbers, having
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scaled a steep gully to the ridge east of the pinnacles,
had to make their way to the northern side in order to
attempt the final problem.

The ice was steep, slippery, and very hard, so Hisler
had plenty of work for his ice-axe, until we got well

under the grand cliffs between which the ice-tongue has

forced its way. Bearing to the right, we kept close to

the wall, occasionally making a detour on ledges or
slopes of débris. We halted finally on one of these
ledges for lunch, and then worked diagonally across a
shoulder of the glacier, finding easier slopes beyond and
being able to abandon step-cutting altogether.

Up the névé we circled round to the base of the final
pinnacles, having a great advantage over our predecessors
in facing the rocks we had to climb, and we were able to
make a careful study of their difficulties. Two or three
variations seemed fully practicable, and it was evident
that the ascent was assured, and ample time remained.
A few moments were permitted for breath, after a stiff
snow pull to the foot of the rocks, and we then enjoyed
an agrecable change from the somewhat monotonous
ice and snow grind to the really interesting scrambls
up the rock face.

Although, of course, the limestone was extremely
friable and called for constant caution, and some of the
straight-up rocks, narrow ledge traverses, buttresses, and
knife-edge ridges gave us an opportunity to exercise our
muscles, skill, and experience, I was usually able to fol-
low very closely in my brother’s wake and to keep mov-
ing all the time.
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The actual summit is more like a gigantic wall than
anything else, sheer for about eighty feet on the west side,
beyond which a twin wall rises at a few feet distance,
equally sheer and almost of identical height. The pin-
nacle, none too large or massive at the outset, seems to
have been riven from end to end to form this long, deep
chasm. Our wall was often less than a yard wide near
the top, constructed of nearly horizontal strata, the slabs
of which were mostly loose. It was broken down in
irregular steps at the eastern end, by which we ap-
proached, and provided a simple route, though balanc-
ing had to be resorted to occasionally.

Seated on our narrow perch, we could hang a leg
over on either side and comfortably enjoy the extensive
panorama. Being only 10,100 feet high, our view was
partly cut off by Mt. Stephen and the main Cathedral
peak, respectively 400 and 180 feet loftier, but the
Ottertails and Lake Louise peaks were strikingly effec-
tive, and the vista up the Yoho Valley to the glaciers
and mountains circling round its head, together with the
tremendous drop from our aérial position into the depths
of the canyon of the Kicking Horse between, was par-
ticularly beautiful and impressive.

Time would not wait to let us make the higher sum-
mit to the east, or even allow of more than an all too
brief stay at our present resting-place. Soon we were
off again on a very quick descent, taking only a few
minutes to the rock-base, and barely an hour to the end
of the glacier. A perfectly exquisite sunset lit up with

crimson flame the whole facade of the Cathedral from
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base to topmost pinnacle, illuminating each detail of its
sculptured buttresses and towers and spires with rich-
est splendour, and leaving a glorious picture indelibly
impresscd upon our memories as we hurried down
the rocky and timbered slopes to the railroad track.

Darkness overtook us shortly before reaching Field,

but we arrived at seven o'clock in splendid spirits, well
pleased with our hurried but most successful dash.

A year later, after returning with Mr. Whymper
from the Yoho Valley, I had the opportunity of finishing
off my exploration of Cathedral Mountain, by a traverse

from Field to Hector by way of the highest peak. In

company with two of Mr. Whymper's guides, Klucker
and Bossoney, I left Field at 5.25 on the 26th of Au-
gust, 19o1.  We followed up the railroad track for over
an hour, going considerably too far, owing to some
advice by Mr. Whymper, given by mistake, and had to
work back as well as upward until we struck the aréte
descending to the west, at an altitude of 7000 feet, the
time then being eight o'clock. Looking up at the great
southern precipices, I was much struck by the varied
and brilliant colouring of much of the rock. Yellow

prevailed, but it was banded by reddish, olive-green, and

dark slate strata, and some of the cliffs were absolutely
black. Disintegration is proceeding at a rapid rate, falls
of rock, tons at a time, occurring at intervals during our
climb. These masses appear usually to break away from
the sheer faces in relays, commencing at the base, so
that enormous canopies of rock overhang, one above
another, and the actual summit projected several feet
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beyond the foot of the southern wall. The weather

causes also a good deal of erosion, resulting in numer-

ous sharp ridges and gendarmes, giving an appearance

similar to the dolomites.
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( \1i7(7HfI~‘\] SPIRES 1?|

From Cathedral Mountain i
|
The quantity of @ébris accumulated on the lower I‘
slopes, which we now had to traverse, was enormous and "
extremely loose: rolling stones and boulders, sliding ’
scree and shifting shale, made progress slow, erratic, and ]
intensely wearisome, as well as cruel for our boots. In {l
time, however, it was accomplished, and, having passed !
the couloir by which Professor Michael's party had 1‘\;‘1
ascended towards the Spires, we turned up the last gully i ‘
before the sheer cliffs of the main summit. !

This was
filled with snow and ice and débris, not to speak of a
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cascade at one point, which we had to avoid by a small
traverse and scramble on the rocks at its side. Steps
were necessary at times, but on the whole we made good
progress and scrambled to the top of the conloir by half-
past ten.  We found ourselves on the ridge connecting
the chief peak with the Spires, which looked extremely
well from here, although only rising seven or eight hun-
dred feet above the broad glacier which sweeps from the
long aréte towards the west (the tongue of our previous
ascent) and the north-east.

Swinging round to the right, we mounted by narrow
snow aréles to the highest point (10,284 feet) in thirty-
five minutes more. The swinmit is a small one, covered
with fragments of broken rock, with its south-western
rim overhanging, and a short, gentle slope on the other
side, falling away sharply a short distance down. One
strange feature of this shaly surface was the forming of
two or three circular basins and channels, the former
four to five feet in diameter and sinking symmetrically to

lepth of two feet or more.  One was only six feet from

i overhanging edge. They appeared to be caused by
the splitting of the rock beneath, forming a cavity, down
which the débris was working its way as in a funnel. It
made one meditate on the transient nature of the actual
summit, and, taken in conjunction with the repeated
rock-falls, renders it highly probable that the form and
height of the mountain may be altered considerably
every year, and that a tremendous smash may one day
change its character at one fell swoop.

The view was of great interest, especially (to me) in
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the bird’s-eye panorama of the valleys to the south; both
were studded with bright lakelets, O’Hara Lake seeming
to be the largest, but in the nearer valley, between Mt.
Odaray and us, I counted eight beautiful little sheets
of water, mostly set in trees and verdure, making the
valley a most attractive spot.

We remained two hours on the top, and at 1.10
retraced our steps as far as the large castern glacier.
This we descended in the direction of Hector station,
leaving the ice (2000 feet below the summit), in forty
minutes; and, after a quick trot through the timber, we
struck the Cataract Creek trail at 2.40, and were at
Hector thirty-five minutes later.

Having plenty of time, I took the opportunity of
going down the hill on foot: it cannot be too often done.
All the way down it was exquisite, the colouring mag-
nificent and the views superb. We travelled at our
leisure and spent a good twenty minutes indulging in
a bountiful feast of raspberries, which live and appear
to flourish amongst the cinders and coal-dust that
smother the track and its vicinity, They are, at any
rate, famous for their size, abundance and superior
flavour, and they were most acceptable to us after our
long and rapid climb. Eventually we arrived back at
our quarters at the Mt. Stephen House at 5.45.

Minor climbs and expeditions, some new, some old,
but all enjoyable, and many repeated with small varia-
tions over and over again, abound in the neighbourhood
of Field and have given me exercise and interest during
sundry weeks at various seasons that I have spent at
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my beloved headquarters, alternating with the develop-
ment of photographs. None of these merit a prolonged
description, but one or two notes about some of them
may be of passing interest.

One of the first was a “ training walk ” with Professor
Fay and Hasler, preparatory to our Ottertail expedition.
We climbed to Burgess Pass, the most enchanting of
the smaller trips, scrambled up the shaly flank of Mt.
Field, and, crossing the ridge, descended directly into
the Yoho Valley. It had been our intention to try Mt.
Wapta, but the weather emphatically forbade such a
proceeding, and heavy rain caught us on the crest and
followed us most of the way back. The descent was
abrupt, enlivened by some glissades, in the course of
one of which the feet of a distinguished member of the
party sank in too deeply, halted that end of his anatomy
with startling suddenness, whilst gravitation caused the
upper being to continue the descent, with the result of
a plunge headforemost in the snow and a complete som-
ersault of transcendent grace, which would have done
credit to a professional performer.

Farther down, we encountered thick woods and a
dense undergrowth (which is often designated by the
expressive term “shin-tangle "), and, as every leaf was
dripping with the heavy rain, we soon were saturated
from head to foot and had a rough, wet march down
the valley, which is blocked with huge masses of rock
as well as fallen trees, both covered largely with moss,

apt to scale off and cause a sudden fall. The uncovered

boulders and rocks were slippery with rain, and progress
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was pretty hard work. Keeping well to the right, where
the Yoho stream makes a wide detour we rounded the
long, rocky spur of Mt. Field and reached the Kicking
Horse a little way above * Silver City.”

This imposing name was given to the two or three
shacks which formed the habitat of the miners when
the silver mines of Mt. Stephen were being worked,
but at present both mines and city are left desolate.
We crossed the river by a dilapidated and insecure log
bridge, struck the railroad just above the tunnel, and
returned home by the track. But the walk or ride on
the opposite bank of the river is one of the most charm-
ing round Field. In the older, wilder days it was fairly
rough, trackless in places, and frequently under water
in sections, hence our preferring the other route; but
now a carriage road has been constructed all the way,
entirely on the level, and the views of Mt. Stephen and
the Cathedral are extremely fine, by far the grandest
obtainable without considerable climbing.

A fortnight after this futile attempt to reach Mt.
Wapta, Mr. Scattergood, Christian Bohren and I set
off one glorious morning to have a good long day in
the vicinity of Emerald Lake, incidentally including
the aforesaid peak. We got it all: Mt. Wapta, and the
day, very good and very long. We were lazy in the
start and only got off at 9 a.m., but climbed apace,
arrived at Burgess Pass at 11,05 and luxuriated in the
inspiring view of Emerald Lake in its mountain and
forest setting. Being in a comprehensive frame of
mind, I suggested that we might have lunch on the

N
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top of Mt. Field and add its quota of scenery to the
day’s menu. The steep, shaly slopes are most fatiguing,
the screes slip and slide beneath one’s feet, and it took
forty minutes of really hard work to reach the more
solid rocks near the top, where we arrived at one
o'clock.  The view of the peaks across the Kicking
Horse is intensely imposing from this point.  The
summit is almost sheer above the river-bed, about 5000
feet below, and the great walls and precipices of Mt.
Stephen face us across this giant chasm and tower
another 1500 feet above our elevation.

After lunch and an hour's halt, we made our way
along the ridge towards Mt. Wapta, looking for a feasible
line of ascent in the precipitous cliffs of the latter.
The walls facing us offered no inducement, so we skirted
their base on the southern side until we came to a
couloir, which might possibly provide a way to the top.
We started up a slope of old snow, which gradually
became steeper and icier; so we roped up and, by
rocks and ice, with some step-cutting, worked up 200
feet or so, when the direct route became impracticable,
sheer walls lining the gully beyond. Seeking a way of
escape, we turned along a ledge to our right and tried
a chimney. This would have been all right, if a young
waterfall had not been making use of the same passage
that afternoon. I urged going on, in spite of the cas-
cade, being out of the reach of the water at the time,
but the other two, finding it cold and damp, besought

an investigation first, in case a better way existed.

Bearing still farther to the right, we worried round an
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awkward buttress and were fortunate in finding a broad
and dry couloir running directly to the summit of the
cliff belt, with no real obstacles ex route.

Gaining the slope of loose talus that crowns the wall,
we pushed rapidly upward to the second belt of cliffs,
below the actual apex. Two or three ways up this are
possible, for we examined its entire length; that from
the near corner being most direct, but under certain
conditions none too easy. So we preferred, as time was
getting on, to traverse along about half the length of
the wall, then, taking to a narrow ledge, with one or
two objectionable corners to wriggle round, we gained
the eastern extremity of the final ridge and travelled up
the jagged crest to the tiny rocky apex. Time, 4.55, an
hour and forty minutes from the bottom of the couloir.

Here, what a view was ours! The mountain,
though little over gooo feet, is admirably placed and
commands a superb panorama; the Emerald Lake and,
above all, the Yoho Valley affording an admirable con-
trast of colouring and life to the wide chaos of peaks
and glaciers that surround us on every side. For a
bird's-eye view of the Yoho Valley, Wapta Peak is prob-
ably unsurpassed, though striking views are within my
own experience to be obtained from several points,
notably Cathedral Spires and Angle Peak. Certainly
the picture of the green alps and sombre forests, the
stream and waterfalls, little lakes and glaciers, and the
entourage of mighty cliffs, is most .entrancing.

The limitations of time demanded only a short stay,

and by 5.20 we were off, descending quickly to the talus
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and romping down the snow-slopes, scree, and grass of
a large amphitheatre which opens towards the President
Group.  Striking across country, through bushes and
forest,—a laborious undertaking,— we struck the Yoho
trail at 6.45, and in an hour arrived at the shacks at the
lower end of Emerald Lake. The sunset visions as we

Mt Habel Yoho Peak Mt. Collie Mt. Gordon Mt. Balfour

THE YOHO VALLEY
strolled along the water's edge, with all the glories of a
sky lit up by the most vivid gold and crimson hues, the
framework of dark precipice and forest slopes, and the
unrippled mirror of the glowing lake, were like a peep
into fairy-land.
Arriving at the shacks, some friends, who were stay-
ing the night ex »oute for the Yoho Valley, refreshed
us with bread and jam and tea, and we wound up

with a charming walk in the gloaming and the moonlight
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through the solemn aisles and avenues of pines and
balsams; reaching Field at 10 r.m.

Twomonths later,on September 24th, Iagain ascended
Wapta Peak, with Mr. Whymper, Hisler and Bohren,
mercurial, cameras and theodolite.  This time we started
from the shacks, reversing our previous route and going |
up by the amphitheatre. We descended this way, too, il
and went to Field by Burgess Pass. On this occasion ':\
the beauty of the scene was greatly enhanced by freshly (tf |
fallen snow, which mantled the upper world, and by a
magnificent show of clouds just clearing the peaks and I
piled in all directions like gigantic, snowy billows. |

Mt. Burgess and Mt. Dennis were among the smaller
climbs, both easy but possessing delightful views, espe-
cially as one gets to know better and better each detail of
the region and so many of the peaks both far and near.
On the former I was on one occasion compelled, much
against my will, to take a rough and highly objectionable il
route on my way down. When on the summit, I acci- |
dentally dislodged my camera case from its resting-place,
and it started on an impetuous descent by increasing
leaps and bounds of the most violent description.  Select-
ing a steep gully in the direction of Mt. Stephen, it
disappeared from my view, and, though I had intended
crossing the mountain to Emerald Lake, I was perforce !
obliged to go to its rescue. It was discovered more than |

1000 feet down, none the worse for its adventure, except

for a few small scratches; but I was too lazy to climb up
again and, in my attempts to get to the base of the pre-

cipitous cliffs in the line indicated by the truant case,
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a particularly interesting scramble resulted, with several
considerable problems; but, eventually, sundry cracks
and ledges, gullies and chimneys, were discovered in
various directions, and by twisting here and making a
detour there, the Burgess Pass trail was reached and
Field regained in safety.

The route up Mt. Dennis from the railroad about
two miles from Field is simple; but I had quite a climb
one bright but cold October day trying it from Dennis
Pass, between that mountain and Mt. Stephen.  Earlier
in the season traverses of ledges would in all probability
enable one to make the ascent without difficulty, but
when I was there ice and snow were prevalent.  The
ledges, sloping and treacherous with snow-covered débris,
were far too dangerous for a lone man, and my progress,
an exhilarating one by the sky-line, was checked by an
overhanging cliff, which could be turned only on the face,
where these hazardous ledges formed the only way.

The same day, however, I reconnoitred a second
pass, named after the late Mr. E. J. Duchesnay, which
gave me a delightful trip a few days later. Dennis
Pass, by itself, is of no real value, as it only leads into
the narrow valley of Boulder Creek, and brings one
down to the railroad track about four miles beyond the
starting-point, but in combination with the farther co/
it makes an interesting and direct mountain approach
to Lake O'Hara from Field.

I cannot let the name of Mr. Duchesnay pass without

my mite of tribute to his memory. Field and he are

inseparably connected in the minds of all who have wit-
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nessed or enjoyed the development of the beauties of the
vicinity, and especially of those who had the immense
privilege of meeting him there in 1900o-1901.  No book
on the Rockies could be complete without a reference
to him.

To him are chiefly due not merely the facilities for
reaching the places of interest, but also the inestimable
advantages that result from the fact that an artist's eye
as well as a master's hand was at work in laying out the
trails and selecting points of view and sites for chalets,
His love of nature and genius for grasping in an instant
the picturesque and practical advantages together, were
only equalled by the enthusiasm which inspired him and
with which he infected all with whom he came in con-
tact, be he visitor or labourer; and his kindly geniality
and courtly gentleness and readiness to help, advise, or
serve, were particularly attractive traits in his simple,
noble character.

Apart from his high merits as a civil engineer, apart
from the heritage he left in the opportunities to enjoy
the beauties of the neighbourhood, as a worker, keen,
conscientious, full of energy, one could not but admire
him; but, better still, as a man, a Christian, gentleman,
and friend, he inspired a deep and lasting affection. His
tragic death, occurring characteristically in the course
of helping another, through a fall of rock in a burning
tunnel, evoked a sympathy and caused a blank in the
lives of hundreds such as few are able to induce.

The news of the fatality, greeting me on my return

in triumph from the sensational traverse of Mt. Assini-




<—

184 IN THE HEART OF THE CANADIAN ROCKIES

boine, took all the gilt off the climax of a successful sea-
son: he was the last to wish me success, none would have

rejoiced more heartily in the achievement; but his warm,

enthusiastic heart was stilled, one of the best of
friends gone on to join the ranks of those who have

passed within the veil,

The double pass to Lake O'Hara was suggested to
me by Mr. Duchesnay himself, who was very anxious for
me to investigate it and report on its suitability for a
trail for horses, similar to that made by him across the
Burgess Pass. This unfortunately I found to be imprac-
ticable, but for pedestrians it affords a charming trip,
although perhaps a trifle long for all but first-rate

walkers.

Following the path to the fossil-bed, I struck off to
the right towards Dennis Pass, close to the junction of
the streams from the pass and the Mt. Stephen amphi-

theatre. This 1400 feet of ascent occupied forty min-

' utes, but the rough going and deepening snow (it was in
! October) caused me to take just over an hour for the next
i 1800 feet, and I arrived at the co/ (c. 7300 feet) at half-

past nine, having started at 7.45. Profiting by my

previous experience, I made straight for the base of

Duchesnay Pass, which connects the outlying ridges of
, Mt. Stephen with Mt. Duchesnay on the south. Keep-
ing along the grassy side-hill, with a slight downward
trend, a rough piece intervened before a steep pull up
the rugged wall that marks the head of Boulder Creck.
A large quantity of snow made the going heavy, and I

frequently plunged in at least knee-deep. (There was
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sufficient to give me a delightful ride on an impromptu
avalanche the first time I descended on that side.)
Nearly an hour was required for this part before I
landed on the broad summit of the pass, about 8500
feet above the sca.

Lest any should be disappointed in future expedi-
tions by this interesting route, it may be well to state
that, though the snow was a considerable hindrance, and
would be absent entirely in summer, I went enormously
faster than the average gait, being in good condition,
alone, and impressed by the distance and novelty of
the way, as well as the shortness of a mid-October
day. My two and three-quarter hours might ecasily be
almost doubled by an average pedestrian,

The long tributary of Cataract Valley which opens on
the farther side is specially remarkable for the number
of its lakelets, some of them extremely pretty, embos-
omed in trees and bordered by a fringe of shrubs and
grasses. Swinging well round towards Mt. Odaray (on
the right), I received much assistance from the snow
in the descent, several glissades being available. Then
came a long tramp from timber-line, through forests,
green and fire-swept, thickets and underbrush, over logs
and boulders, till T struck the (then) poor trail from
O’'Hara Lake just at the end of the eastern spur of
Cathedral Mountain. Being now in no hurry, I took
my ease over the remainder of the journey, and arrived
at Hector station soon after three o'clock, four and a half
hours from Duchesnay Pass (including lunch), and seven

and a quarter from Field. I was fortunate in finding a




186 IN THE HEART OF THE CANADIAN ROCKIES

convenient locomotive just about to start, and finished
my tour successfully in its warm and comfortable cab.

One more incident must be alluded to ere I depart
from Field, and that is the visit of their Royal High-
nesses, the Duke and Duchess of Cornwall and York,
who passed through Field twice in their journeys across
Canada. As Field was the first place reached in British
Columbia, a special welcome to the Province was dis-
played on the triumphal arch erected in front of the
Hotel, which was simply but tastefully decorated in
honour of the future King and Queen.

Happily the weather on both occasions, and through-
out the royal stay on the Pacific slope, was all that
could be desired, and both the Prince and Princess
expressed themselves as filled with admiration and
astonishment at the grandeur of the mountain scenery,
and were most kindly interested in the accounts of
mountain feats already accomplished and still awaiting
the mountaineer, asking a number of questions about
the scenery, the opportunities for sport and the details
of climbing methods and adventures.

As the royal train started eastward, with five huge
engines panting and puffing as they bore their precious
freight up the steep incline, one felt that the mountains
had gained new and lasting friends, and that their charms

and grandeur had, as always, by their marvellous spell,

enriched their lives with a precious gift of priceless, life-

long memories.
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CHAPTER VIII
THE YOHO VALLEY

Withnour a doubt the chief attraction ot Field,
beyond the ever present glory of its mountain, is its
proximity to the justly famous Yoho Valley and the
Emerald Lake. The approaches to both are very dif-
ferent now to what they were in the days when I first
was introduced to their beauties so recently as 19oo, and
they are accessible with ease and comfort for almost
every one.

In the year 1897 Mr. Jean Habel, of Berlin, an
enthusiast in all that concerned the Rocky Mountains, —
as indeed every one must be who has once tasted the
sweets of mountain exploration in that fascinating
region,—and a charming man, whose sudden death in
1902 was a sad blow to all his many friends, spent sev-
enteen days exploring this valley, and was the first to
call attention to the magnificent waterfall which is its
chiefest pride. Entering the valley by way of Em-
erald Lake and the pass now known as Yoho Pass, he
travelled right to its head and some miles up the long
glacier beyond to the great Wapta snow-field. On his
return he kept along the valley-bed and emerged at its
junction with the valley of the Kicking Horse, about
four miles above Field.

189
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The account he brought back of the beauty of the
region, its grand ice-fields, and, above all, its splendid
waterfalls, was the main factor of its exploitation by
the Canadian Pacific Railway Company, and in 1900

a trail was roughly made to a lookout point opposite
the Takakkaw Fall.

Desiring to sce this fall, the fame of which was mag-

nified at first by vast exaggerations as to its height, my
brother and I determined to spend one day of our so-

journ in making the pilgrimage to the Yoho Valley. In

order to have ample time, we were to spend the night
in one of the log huts erected on the shore of Emerald
Lake, and make an early start from thence.

The journey to the lake is one of my treasured mem-
ories. It was on a Friday, early in September; rain
had been falling in torrents all the day and previous
night. Towards evening it began to clear, and indica-
tions of better weather became so promising by six
o'clock that we made up our minds in a great hurry to
take advantage of the opportunity of a fine day on the
morrow, in case Monday should be wet again.

Miss Mollison's ever ready help was secured; pro-

j visions were prepared and packed in our knapsacks; a ;
i railway lantern was procured from some kind official ﬁ
{ at the station; and off we marched in the gathering ‘
' gloom. Crossing the river, we had an casy mile along '
the flat to the beginning of the woods, into which we |
;!Efl turned in absolute darkness, save for the glimmer of our :
!' lantern. {
ff g The narrow trail was deep in mud, slippery and sticky i
15
|
i
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by turns; the waving bushes and occasional fir boughs
swept across our faces and bodies in the darkness,
streaming with the moisture of a twenty-four hours’
rain.  The tall, black spruces towered aloft on either
side, sometimes meeting like the arch of a tunnel above
our heads, at others disclosing a long, narrow strip of
star-sown sky between their feathery tops.  So, up and
down, in the soundless solitude of this wild forest,
black and weird, almost uncanny, yet infinitely majestic
and impressive, we followed the little trail, plunging
through the darkness and the mud, until a gleam of
water shot through the densely growing trees, and in
a few moments we stood beside the lake,

A brief spell of silent contemplation of the entrancing
star-lit scene, and we passed into the welcome shack, lit
a big fire, made some good hot tea, dried our saturated
garments, and then tested the merits of the camp-beds
under a mighty pile of thick, warm blankets. We
needed them all, too, for the night was cold and frosty;
but we slept well, got astir fairly early, made an excel-
lent picnic breakfast and were off by seven o'clock.

Nowadays, a luxurious wagon-road leads to the lake,
and a most charming chalet, well appointed and sup-
plied with every comfort, takes the place of our old-time
shack. But the lovely lake, the noble forests, and the
castellated mountains are the same. The drive is a
lovely one, particularly where the *long-drawn aisles”
of stately firs open out a vista piercing the tall, tapering
trees, that form a grand enshadowed avenue nearly a
mile in length, beyond which the white sunlit crest
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of glacier-crowned Mt. Vaux leaps high into the
heavens,

The lake does not belie its name: it is a gem of per-
fect beauty, whose colouring is marvellously rich and
vivid, constantly changing under the shifting lights
and shades, and the varied effects of morning, noon and
eventide. The Chalet is situated on the edge of a small,
wooded promontory, lapped by the peaceful waters, with
pleasant paths meandering through the forest growth
along the shore, and cozy corners everywhere for rest
and scenery to be enjoyed. It stands beset by alpine
slopes and rocky pinnacles, Mt. Wapta's castled ram-
parts and the splendid precipices of Mt. Burgess; and
in front, the sheer face of President Mountain, with its
snowy curtain and encircling glaciers, far above: the
whole rich setting reappearing in sharp detailed dupli-
cate upon the mirror surface of the tree-girt lake.

On the occasion of our first visit there was but one
trail, along the western shore. Then, quitting the lake,
a stretch of gravel flat was crossed, and a steep path
wound past some pretty falls and ere long buried itself

in the thick woods, through which we steadily ascended
until the summit of the Yoho Pass was gained, at an
elevation of just 6000 feet, between Mt. Wapta and the
eastern spur of President Range. Here, nowadays, a

trail converges from the right, a beautiful alternative
by which to come direct from Field or to return.

It is a way replete with lovely pictures. The pines
and firs and lowlier growth upon the slopes and ridges

of Burgess Pass form a succession of admirable frames




THE YOHO VALLEY 193

and foregrounds for many a striking view, so that the
3000 feet of ascent, by a good pony trail, seems scarcely
half the altitude, so constantly enjoyable has been the
scenery — down the valley where Mt. Vaux's elegantly
moulded glacial apex shines against the blue; up the
narrow, wooded canyon to the Great Divide ; or straight
across to Mt. Stephen’s splendid mass (seen here perhaps
to better advantage than from any other point) and the
Cathedral’s ruined spires and towers,

As the narrow ridge of Burgess Pass is crossed, the
President Group bursts on the sight, with the bright
lakelet in its leafy setting 3000 feet below, more ex-
quisitely emerald in colour from this vantage point than
from a lower altitude, whilst the tremendous wall of
Mt. Burgess towers above our heads.

The trail now skirts the bases of Mts. Field and
Wapta, trending downward at an easy angle, to join the
lower one on Yoho Pass. A few score paces on the
farther side a restful little lake comes into view, en-
shrined in forest, with a fairy peep of whitened summits
far beyond, and a sharp rock peak its dominating feature
in a backward look. This has been dubbed the * Par-
sons’ Peak ” locally, in commemoration of our ascent of
it on the afternoon of our first visit to the Yoho Valley;
but some other title is more likely to be officially adopted
for the small but striking pinnacle.

We passed round the lower end of Yoho Lake,
crossed the little stream debouching from it, and resumed
our pathway through the forest. Ere long a booming as
of distant thunder reverberated with ever growing vol-
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YOHO LAKE AND THE PARSONS' PEAK

ume and intensity, and in half an hour we emerged from
the trees in full view of the grand Takakkaw Fall' on
the far side of the valley and about a mile across in an
air-line.

['he great névé between Mt. Balfour and Mt. Niles
gleams white above ; a crevassed glacier-tongue streams
down a narrowing gully, worn in long ages in the face of a
tremendous wall of rock, nearly 2500 feet in height; the
torrent, issuing from an icy cavern, rushes tempestuously
down a deep, winding chasm till it gains the verge of the
unbroken cliff, leaps forth in sudden wildness for a hun-
dred and fifty feet, and then in a stupendous column of
pure white sparkling water, broken by giant jets descend-
ing rocket-like and wreathed in volumed spray, dashes

1 ¢ Takakkaw,” an Indian word signifying * It is wonderful
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upon the rocks almost a thousand feet below, and, break-
ing into a milky series of cascading rushes for five hundred
feet more, swirls into the swift current of the Yoho River

Down the far-stretching steeps, clothed with a wealth
of living green, or rugged in their barrenness, dash other
silvery cascades; the river gleams below; majestic lincs
of cliff and jagged pinnacles cleave the clear sky; and

;1].!1 iers and snow-ficlds lie J}HH; their base

THE TAKAKKAW FALI
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Such a scene as this compelled a lengthy stay at the
Lookout point, but at last we resumed activity, and, to
vary the route and try to get a yet more extensive pano-
rama of the neighbouring mountains, we struck straight
up the slopes, along the track of an ancient avalanche,
that had cut a broad swath through the timber, leaving
a steep, open pathway, now green with tiny trees and
bushes. Keeping to the left of the fringe of glacier
which stretches along the base of the President cliffs,
we soon reached the divide, a thousand feet or so above
the Yoho Pass.

As we were bearing round the rocky shoulder of the
“ Parsons’ Peak,” I suddenly came face to face with a mag-
nificent specimen of a mountain goat. He was advanc-
ing gayly round a buttress on a somewhat narrow ledge
as I was soberly progressing in the opposite direction.
He was so surprised that he stood still for several sec-
onds in sheer amazement, and I was very nearly able
to pull his venerable beard ere he recovered from the
shock and saved himself from such a gross familiarity
by a most unceremonious departure in a whirl of dust.

Making the ascent entirely on rocks, we succeeded
in obtaining quite an interesting scramble to the sharp
peak we were aiming at, and quickly reached the little
pinnacle, about 8500 feet above the sea and 2500 feet
above the pass. It proved to be the terminal point
of the long eastern ridge of the President Group, but
little elevated above the aréte connecting it with the

next in the series of minor peaks, yet presenting quite

an imposing appearance from below. We crossed the
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peak, descended on the farther side, and made a rough
and enterprising way down the cliffs to the head of the
cascade above the Emerald Lake flats.  Then swinging
along beside the water's edge, we picked up the remnants
of our possessions at the shacks and completed the
impressive forest journcy down to Field by dinner
time.

Many a time since then have I visited the lake, and
had the great privilege of spending more than a fort-
night in 1901 in the upper portions of the Yoho Valley
as Mr. Edward Whymper's guest, having the pleasant
opportunity of doing the first mountain-climbing from
that attractive centre.

On August 6th, 1901, Mr. Whymper and I, with Chris-
tian Klucker (one of Mr. Whymper's four Swiss guides),
Christian Hisler and Tom Martin, spent a day in fol-
lowing up the North Branch of the Kicking Horse (now
the Amiskwi River) to the mouth of its chief tributary,
Kiwetinok Creck. This stream rises near Kiwetinok Pass,
which separates its head-waters from those of the Upper
Yoho Valley, where Mr. Whymper's camp was situated,
and our object was to reconnoitre this side in order to
find out whether a satisfactory route could be made
from the camp to Field by way of the intervening
pass.

Next day we started for the camp by way of the
Emerald Lake trail, driving to the lake and tramping
ACross lh(' \-HIH) l)‘l\\. \Il l l‘:. Wilson «lllll K]lll Ll'l‘
completed the party. Leaving Yoho Lake upon our

right, we struck off along a trail made only the previ-




i —

198 IN THE HEART OF THE CANADIAN ROCKIES

ous week by Mr. Whymper's men. Ascending a few
hundred feet through the woods, timber-line was soon
passed, and we skirted the end of a series of glaciers
that cling to the rugged base of the President’s eastern
spur.
A magnificent view of the Takakkaw Fall here
:4 challenges attention: our elevation is almost exactly
that of the top of the upper fall, and the glacier-tongue,
the rushing torrent from its icy cavern and the gigantic
fall of scething water form a complete picture of re-
I markable interest and effectiveness.
Part of our way lay over alps, clothed, as usual, with
luxuriant flowers, the yellow mountain lily very promi-
M nent, and flaming painter's-brush, purple asters, white
| dryas, and anemones also abundant. A rough traverse of
an ancient moraine and the crossing of a mountain tor-
rent lent variety, and as we rounded the shoulder of the

i north-west buttress of the President Group, a splendid
\ view of the entire valley was vouchsafed, with the Upper

Yoho tributary descending from the south.

| An amusing round-up of an antique porcupine, to

gt enable me to take a portrait of his excellency, was

’3 "l somewhat unsuccessful in its main result, as it was too
i dark for instantaneous work and the subject was too ;
i flustered to look pleasant or remain quiescent. About

dark we struck the camp, situated at the edge of a flat ‘
meadow, fringed with fir trees and overlooked by jagged
{ ! \ and snow-clad peaks. Here we were heartily welcomed
ﬂ"‘ } by Mr. Whymper's three other guides, Joseph Bossoney,
; Christian Kaufmann and Joseph Pollinger, Bill Peyto,
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the outfitter of the camp equipment, and Jack Sinclair,
his aide; and we spent a cheerful evening round the
roaring fire.

One of the chief delights of camp life is the fire. Its
cheerful blaze and lusty crackling logs lure every one
to its vicinity and invite the greatest sociability. It is
a democratic institution of the most powerful and valu-
able type.  All are equals under its potent influence, and
conversation flows apace. The yarns attributable to its
influence are endless and of infinite variety, though
sometimes perhaps there is a lack of absolutely historical
accuracy, which does not necessarily detract from their
interest or their value. Tales of the mountains of this
and other lands, of hunting experiences and cowboy epi-
sodes; tales of the gtrl(lﬁt'l(l\ mingl(' with the slil'l‘ing
themes of war, and adventures, grim and gay, by land
and sea, in almost every clime, contribute to the nightly
entertainment and while away the passing hour. The
Yoho camp was one of the most interesting possible, for
Mr. Whymper and Pollinger had been in South America,
among the Andes; Peyto was one of the Canadian con-
tingent in South Africa, and had an ample share of work
in the fighting line ; Sinclair had hunted gold in Australia
and the Pacific islands ; and I had wandered in most of
the countries of Europe as well as Palestine and Egypt.

Plans and preparations for the succeeding day took
up some time, and finally we turned in and buried our-
selves cozily in the depths of-blanket sleeping-bags, upon
a springy couch of scented boughs, beneath the white

canopy of our comfortable tents.
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Next morning (August 8th) we were early astir with

a double programme in view. Mr. Whymper, with

Wilson and Klucker, intended to cross Kiwetinok Pass,

at the head of our valley, enter the Kiwetinok Valley,

( (the tributary of the Amiskwi up which we had pros-

pected two days before), swing round the shoulder of the

President massif, and so reach Field, making an entirce

tour of the group. This they accomplished successfully

; after a long and fatiguing tramp of some seventeen

| hours, being much impeded by heavy timber-work on
" the slopes of Mt. McMullen.

b Pollinger and Kaufmann were told off as my com-

i panions for a reconnaissance to the north-west. Both

i parties started together and leisurely mounted the easy

slopes which lead to the pass. The President Range

stood on our left, with considerable glaciers sweeping

down into the valley: rocky spurs rose to the right, out-

liers of the main ridge running south-ecast from the peak
(=] f=]

: | known as Signal 18, one of the Dominion Land Survey
i stations.  Just below the co/ a picturesque tarn lies at
l an altitude of about Sooo feet, nestling beneath the
{ sheltering cliffs of a minor peak, which terminates the

above-mentioned ridge, and forms one of the guardians
of the narrow pass. The lake was still almost wholly
i frozen over, and a small glacier appeared to run right
into the upper end, where deep snows were massed upon
the frozen surface and the shore.
£ In two easy hours from camp we arrived on the

summit of the pass, a desolate plateau of brown shale

and débris, patched with snow and strewn with angular
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blocks of limestone. Before us opened out the bright,
green expanse of the Kiwetinok Valley, trending sharply
downward between steep grassy banks and as a thickly
wooded canyon disappearing from view round the final
buttress of Mt. McMullen. Away in the distance rose
the Selkirks, glcaming white with their splendid mantle
of perpetual snow, beyond the ruddy pyramids of the
Van Horne Range.

A photographic halt ensued, and we bade farewell
to the Field contingent, turning our footsteps upward
towards the peak above the lake. Good snow led to a
steepish climb, a scramble over an awkward serund, and
a breaking through a little cornice, but we soon reached
the long aréfe and, continuing by its edge, in an hour
gained the rocky summit (9600 feet).

We were now perched on a pinnacle overlooking the
two streams that unite to form the Amiskwi River, with
a splendid array of peaks around us. The President
Range, close at hand, was naturally most conspicuous,
with the fine pyramid of Mt. McMullen particularly
striking. But to me by far the most interesting outlook
was to the distant mountains of the north, and I obtained
my first glimpse of the region I had read and dreamed
about, the region of the Freshfields and Mt. Forbes,
Mt. Bryce and Mt. Columbia. Our view only took in
the south-west corner of this vast mountain region, but
Mt. Mummery and the Freshfield Group, with their
grand glaciers, gave a first - impression, deepened and
extended by subsequent views, which eventually led to the
most fascinating summer holiday that I have ever known.

o B
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Of course photography and sundry observations were
indulged in,—g¢a va sans dire in this vast land where
such huge areas are unknown and unmapped, — then,
christening the peak * Kiwetinok,” the Indian name

already given to the stream and valley which it over-

hangs, we retraced our steps to the point where we had
gained the ridge.  Pollinger returned to the pass to carry
back some instruments of Mr. Whymper's, and Kauf-
mann and I continued along the aréte towards Signal 18.
Passing over two subsidiary points, each with a spur

extending to the Upper Yoho Valley and giving the

appearance of a peak from the depths of our camping-
ground, an hour sufficed to bring us to the snowy summit.

We found the survey cairn set up, and spent some
time enjoying the fresh beauties of the scene unfolded
here.  The distant view was very similar to that of the
carlier peak, but the magnificent sweep of snow-ficld now
lying at our feet was worthy of any alpine region. An
upland glacier stretched from the crest of our mountain
on cither side of a strangely shaped rocky island — named
Isolated Peak —to the Upper Yoho Valley and the far

larger Habel Glacier, a huge expanse filling the semi- ‘

circular basin above which Mt. Habel rears its sharp,
white apex. Beyond this, without a break in the snow-
covered surface, the névé of Mt. Collie leads to the yet
vaster Wapta ice-ficlds (from which the Yoho tongue {
flows into the valley of that name), and they, in turn,
curve round the valley head and, behind Mt. Gordon,
unite with another dozen miles or so of glacier that

forms the snow-field of the Waputik.
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This succession of glaciers, some thirty miles in
length, sends down long tongues on both sides of the
watershed between each pair of peaks that form the
retaining walls of its enormous arctic mass.

At 11.30 we left the top to return to camp by way of
Isolated Peak and the eastern glacier. As we skirted
the ice-cliffs above the Habel Glacier, we espied upon
the snow, close to the edge of a wide-yawning erevasse,
a dark, round object, which at first we could not recog-
nize. Changing our course to get a nearer view, we saw
it was a monster porcupine. But whether he was dead,
asleep, or wrapped in meditation, it was impossible to
tell.  Venturing as far as was prudent (o the upper lip
of the erevasse which separated us, I photographed this
candidate for alpine honours, and then, to find out his
condition, ignobly snow-balled him. This took immedi-
ate effect. At the indignity, he hastily uncurled him-
self and waddled off along the rim of the deep fissure.
Again I took his portrait, just before he disappeared be-
hind an icy projection. A moment later we saw him try
to turn, but, alas, he slipped and fell, and the last seen of
the unhappy mountaineer was a faint wave of his black
tail as he crawled slowly over a snowy mass wedged far
down in the recesses of the frozen chasm, apparently un
hurt but hopelessly unable ever to return. And there
we had to leave him, another victim to the dangerous
habit of climbing alone and of venturing upon a glacier
without a rope!

What he was doing or seeking at an altitude of ncarly

gooo feet, 1500 above timber-line, I cannot say, but it
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was certainly a surprise to meet with him upon the chill
expanse of a large ice-field, with a long and difficult, as
well as foodless, journey evidently accomplished to reach
his record situation,

Our scheme for August gth was the ascent of the
highest point of the President Range. It is formed by
two ridges, containing a number of more or less promi-
nent peaks, converging to a sharp angle, thrust like a
wedge between the Upper Yoho and the Yoho Valleys:
within the angle lies the Emerald Lake. The highest
peak, * The President,” stands almost in the centre of
the principal ridge, running nearly north and south. It
rises about 6000 feet above the lake, but not much more
than 3300 from our camp, so that for shortness and also
case the Yoho Valley starting-point is much the more
advantageous.

Off at 6.50 with Pollinger and Kaufmann, fifty
minutes were spent on stones and dry glacier before we
roped up, when we made rapid progress over the wévé
towards a narrow dip east of the chief peak. Numerous
bad ¢revasses were encountered, but in two hours from
camp we reached the white pass, at a height of about
9800 feet. The travelling speed of our trio was in all
our expeditions well above the average, and any who
may follow in our footsteps should make due allowance
for three special elements: splendid mountaineering
craft (whichever guide was leading), the ideal number
on the rope, and a constitutional tendency towards rapid

going in all three of us.

Mr. Whymper and C. Klucker were the first and,
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up to date, the nn]_\‘ ones to cross this co/, the Emerald
Pass.  They traversed it carly in August, en route for
Field. Its glacial conditions demand experience, but
otherwise there are no special difficulties and by far the

most disagreeable and fatiguing part was the descent

merald

through trackless thickets to the flat above

Lake.

On the morni of our climb the weather was

g
singularly unpropitious: after a clear dawn, clouds
gathered thickly, threatening snow, and, what was fa
worse to me, a loss of view. So we made but the
bricfest halt on the c¢o/, and turned to the steep snow
slope of our mountain, which forms one of the abrupt

walls hemming in the pass.  Kicking or cutting steps
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in frozen snow or ice, we zigzagged upward till an
casier gradient and better footing on rock or solid snow
furnished a simple approach to the summit. A splendid
cornice overhung the eastern face, whose curtain of
purest snow was scored by the tracks of falling masses
of ice from the wide arctic eaves above.

We found the altitude to be about 10,200 feet, very
slightly higher than Mt. McMullen, the pyramid that
terminates the massz/ to the south, and than the peak
immediately to the north of us, which in form strongly
resembles that on which we stood and bears the name
of “The Vice-President.” The view was interesting
in the extreme. Far below, some 6000 feet, lay the
brilliantly emerald waters of the lake; the imposing
precipices of Mt., Burgess and Mt. Wapta rose beyond,
and my old friends, the mountains in the neighbour-
hood of Field and Laggan, stretched grandly across
the distance. Again the far north-western peaks were
visible, and the great sweep of the ice-fields, surmounted
by prominent summits, was seen to good effect.

One of my principal objects in making the ascent
was to determine which of the many points in the group
was the one climbed in 1900 by Professor Michael and
Christian Hisler. The designation of that point by
the title “Emerald Peak” had naturally given the
impression that it was the chief summit of the group
of that name (the names “ President Range " and * The
President™ having only recently been substituted for

the earlier designations of “ The Emerald Group” and

“ Emerald Peak™); but the details of the ascent by way
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497

of the glacier under “Parsons’ Peak " led me to con-
clude that they had only reached a minor elevation on
that ridge.

On arriving at our peak, evidently the highest of
the range, my surmise was confirmed by the absence
of any cairn such as was stated to have been erected
to commemorate their climb., I was anxious to ascer-
tain beyond a doubt which was their peak, and we
should have traversed the entire ridge had not the
weather taken a share in the argument and falling
snow decided us to seek the shelter of the camp, as
no satisfactory results could be obtained in the cir-
cumstances. The ¢o/ was reached in twenty minutes,
half an hour later we unroped, and finally arrived in
camp after just an hour and a quarter's going from
the top.

Four days later the investigation was resumed, and
we ascended the Vice-President, lying next to the main
peak on the north. A gilacier and co/,— President
Pass, — somewhat similar to those on the (»I»]m-ilt' side
of the highest peak, divide the two summits.  Our way
lay up the centre and right bank of the glacier to a
rocky spur protruding westward from our objective
peak, and along this we next proceeded, sometimes on
rocks, more often on the snow, and finally by zigzags
on frozen snow to the white top. This occupied three
hours, including one or two brief halts, and the eleva-
tion is approximately 10,000 feet.

Finding no traces here of Professor Michael, we fol-

lowed along the crest of the aréte to a sharp point where
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e towards the east. This snowy little pinnacle, which I

called Angle Peak, is a magnificent coign of vantage

‘\ the ridge turns abruptly at less than a right angle
|

|

|

1

|

[ g - .
‘ from which to obtain a survey of the Yoho Valley. It
|

projects into the angle between the Upper Yoho and

!
!

I | the Yoho Valleys, rising as a glittering cone above the
!: dark forest slopes and deep canyons four to five thou-
fl sand feet below.

ih Still keeping to the aréfe, in a short time we came to

' a little elevation, slightly lower than the Angle Peak,
; where we discovered the “remains” we sought,—a tiny

. cairn, a good-sized bottle, and a record, bearing date

“Sept. —, 1900.”  Their climb had been a very long

and most laborious one from the shacks at the lake

shore, and the length of time taken, together with the

v shortness of a September day, prevented their going

farther; otherwise, no doubt, they would have made for

the second peak and perhaps the highest, though the

eastern side of the latter is anything but a pleasant |

problem to undertake.

We lunched on the spot, took several photographs,
especially admiring the grandeur of the chief peak from |
this point of view, and then made tracks directly for the
8 col above our camp (thirty-five minutes), and had our

) customary quick descent over the glacier in forty min-

4 utes more.

Mr. Whymper had meanwhile returned, and on the
i 14th we made a triumphant expedition in force to the
top of Isolated Peak. All the four guides, Mr. Whym-

per and I were of the party, as a large theodolite, with
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a huge, cumbersome tripod, a Fortin mercurial barom-
eter, large camera, and sundry smaller articles had to
be transported to our destination. The height of the
little peak is not of imposing dimensions, being barely
9300 feet, but its position is extremely valuable for a
survey of the glaciers surrounding the head of the Yoho,
and of the various tributary valleys.

It was a strictly business enterprise, though the gran-
deur and wild beauty of the whole environment is thor-
oughly enjoyable. As regards the climb, it is scarcely
worthy of the name. A pleasant pul