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Kol*6 troughJiJ%*A»y 8<mJWiuls and froths and eddies. Whin3^ Sladen passed through the dour gloom of this
tn JL whiS^T100?lng/egion he fancled he was goingto be whisked into eternity, so perilous (said he} seemshiYa tTeTtles^anT riVer ledges' taping ravines^nnigh trestles, and burrowing through toDDlv-lookintrP"£2 ni° rieß' ♥'wh'le+the river below looksTs pure and£?? 2 h*l r°Ut^ stream-' But the good man was assafe a*s(if he were dozing in our nortih exm-ess nn ihlc:^Jce55b!J7 Plal« s- The! for twenty^delightful mUes wlskirted the southern shore of Kamloops Lake-a noble£1 ,Ttarn g^t water that danced toYe mom-beams as we passed. In the circling hills beyond thefar-off ripples are quicksilver mines of which good andgreat things are prophesied by those who pFofess to

r&iah'^^^s1611 we passed is the b° rder

North-Central Gold-lands.
Ashcroft through which we passed shortly after 11p.m., is the point of departure far the great Cariboo andother northern goldfields. Farther back-ten miles fromLytton-we had passed Nicomen. It was about trotr-one o'clock (9 p.m.). The little mining village wLalight, and the genial State official who was our guidVphilosopher, and friend showed us a spot on the oppositebank of the Thompson where the first gold in BritishColumbia was discovered in 1857. In Victoria (Aus-tralia) a decade of the golden ore did more to peopleanddevelop the country than would have been effected by aCy^ u
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lJie golden fleece- In the early days of flocksand herds the progress of Victoria had been that of anox-team. But when Esmond discovered payable '

wash
'

at Chines and the Kavanagh brothers followed up thisby their sensational finds 'on
' Ballarat, the wolrld ofadventure emptied rtself into Victoria, and the. neglectedstruggling and semi-bankrupt end of the Mother Colonybecame at a bpunU the richest gpldfield in the worldThe history of Victoria (Australia) repeated itself,though in a far less sensational way, in the rueeedmountain fastnesses of British Columbia.

Population Swarmed in
and swept in a struggling procession along the wild andnarrow trails of the hostile red man, and, later on, overthe now abandoned Cariboo wagon road and into thedeep heart of the mountains where the golden treasurelay a-plenty. Clunes, where Victoria's first payable coldwas found, is now in squalid decay. It bears the path-
etic look of a place that has seen'better days. So doesNicomen. It made history. It has not made a fortuneAnd some of the history that it made, is it not writtenas on a mural tablet to its own dead and vanishedgreatness ? But if Nicomen shrivelled, British Colum-bia grew. Its gold production in 1858 (all placer or al-luvial) was valued at 705,000 dollars (about £141 000)Last year the placer gold won in the provincehad risento the value of 1,073,140 dollars (about £214 628) itslade gold to 4,888,269 dollars (about £977,654)— t0talsome £1,192,282. New Zealand's gold yield for theyearending March 31, 1902, was £1,680,382. Our rich youngcountry poured into the capacious lap of the world'swealth up to 1901 no less a sum than £57,406,100 ingold. British Columbia's contribution in gold to theworld's pile up to and including last year represents agrand total of £37,945,707— a very respectable amountfrom a land that was till 1886 extremely difficult ofaccess, that is still wild and rugged to an extraordinarydegree, and a great part of which is unexploredor onlypartially explored even at the present day,

British Columbia is extraordinarily
Rich in Coal.

Its production last year amounted to 1,397,894 tons ofcoal and 128,015 tons of coke. Both represent a totalvalue of £966,451— equal to one-third of the wholecoal-production of the Dominion. Only £28,702 of all Can-ada's gold production in 1901 (£1,063,740) was raisedoutside British Columbia. In the same year silver tothe value of £598,733 was produced in the Dominion. Ofthis amount no less than £576,949 came out of BritishColumbian mines. The Dominion's yield of copper in1,901 amounted to £1,320,020. Two-thirds of this— or, tobe more precise, £889,393— was produced in BritishColumbia. The lead production of Canada in that yearwas valued at £439,957. All of this except what wasrepresentedby £39,400 was won from the mines of the
westernmost province. British Columbia is extraordin-arily rich inmineral as in forest wealth.

In Canada, as in the United States, "
westward

The Star of Empire
takes its way.' An almost unexampled flood-tide of Im-migration is pouring over the rich prairies that stretchaway in rolling leagues to the Rockies. John Soule'a

XV.— CANON AND MINE
By the Editor.'Curved is the line of beauty,

Straight is the path of duty.'
Egypt boasts a railway that runs for five-and-fortymilesin a straight line through the desert sands. New SouthWales has, however, a bigger wonder of this little classand can, Ithink, in a record-making and record-tweakingage, claim the record here. Far does not its piece ofrailway line from Nyngan to Bourke run as level as abilliard table and as straight as the path of duty or oflight for a hundred and twenty-six miles ? On the levelfloors of wind-swept, sand-rasped desert and water-formed plain such things can be. But in the heaved upbillows of the stone and scoriae of the mighty Rockiesthe railroad engineer must follow the line of least re-sistance. And this will commonly coincide with thevalleys that its chief rivers have, in the course of longages, gnawed and scooped out of the hard-ribbed hillsThe Canadian Pacific Railway runs through the valleys
of British Columbia's three mightiest rivers— theFraserthe Thompson, and the Columbia. Like Tennyson'sbrook, it ' winds about and in and out

'
in endlesscurvesand thus prolongs to over six hundred miles the travel-ler's enjoyment of those marvellous scenic attractionswhich are unsurpassed, and probably unequalled on anyrailway line upon our littleplanet. To the sightseer wholoves to look upon the face of nature in her wildast and

grandest moods, the winding path of the CanadianPaci-fic Railway through the Rocky ranges is indeed
A Line of Beauty.

Here and there the rapidly curving track through theeverlasting hills is diversified by a comparativelystraight run ot a few miles from North Bend toLytton, for instance, there are twenty-seven miles offairly straight track by the Frascr's banks. Most of itis along the wild and rocky canon or gorge of the rush-ing Fraser, past yellow, irregular, and unpaintedIndianvillages and farms, with their strangely decorated ceme-teries and pretty little spired Catholic churches. Thelast remnants of the old Cariboo wagon-road are still
to be seen along the left bank of the river. Portions of
it overhang the gorge, its rotten timbers still supported
by long, slender poles that m the distance look asflimsy and unsubstantial as the legs of a spider.

At Lytton the Thompson flows into the Fraser. Herewe parted regretfully from the noble Fraser. As we
whirledalong, its broad stream disappeared to the northbetween two massive lines of jagged, moonlit mountain
peaks that stood like battalions of ancient guards along
the course of its royal progress from the icy lakes and
perpetual snows of the far interior of the Cariboo. Thejunction of the Thompson and the Fraser forms' a richgreen delta. In the old wild day& this delta was

The Cockpit of the Indian Tribes
or nations for many a league of fhe mountains round
about. Here they brained, skewered, hacked, hewed, and
scalped each other in many a fierce encounter. The richalluvial soil of the delta is still bestrewn with flintarrow-heads that brought wounds or death to many apainted brave.

At Lytton we head along the winding valley of the
Thompson. The mountains draw together, and weplunge
into the Thompson Canon. It resembles that of theFraser and is indescribable in its wild and rugged gran-
deur. We watched its changing beauties in a clear andcloudless moonlight as we sped on for hours through the
scarred and rugged mountains towards Kamloops Lake.The scene was fascinating to a degree, and our littleNew-Zealand-Australian-Canadian party sat on the end
platform of the car till past the witching hour of that
bright, mellow, cloudless spring night, with keen eyes
alert to miss nothing of the charms that stood now
fully, revealed, now veiled, anon half-suggested, as shineor shadow played upon the scene. It was well past
twenty-two o'clock (10 p.m.) when our train snaked itstortuous way through the scene of desolation which hasbeen aptly named
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Christmas, or, at farthest, at Easter. Every officer inthe army knows that ;anyone who told them the oppo-
site was called names, ridiculed, and laughed at— he waseither a fool or a knave or (as they said of me) both 'But they speedily realised that the valiant and distin-guished General was a true prophet whenhe foretoM that4 the war would be of a nature which they had not thesmallest idea of,1
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