..*“\ -
KICKING
HOR/E
TRAIL




THE DEPARTMENT OF THE INTERIOR

HON. CHAS. STEWART, W. W. CORY, C.M.G.
Minister Deputy Minister

J. B. HARKIN,
C issioner, the National Parks of Canada

Ottawa



The
Kicking Horse Trail
Scenic Highway

from Lake Lowse, Alberta
to Golden, British Columbia

BY
M. B. WILLIAMS
NATIONAL PARKS OF CANADA



Bridge over Upper Kicking Horse Canyon, a little west of Kicking
Horse Pass



The
Kicking Horse Trail

“Cleaving the mountain barriers,
Opening the long closed gates.”

HERE are people who really profess to believe that this

is an unimaginative age. They refer regretfully to our

mechanical civilization, as if today men had ceased to
see Vlsnons and to dream dreams. Yet, in reality, was there ever
an age in which the imagination has been so daring and so
victorious! Dreams that our fathers counted for madness, how
they have taken shape before our eyes! Architectural and
engineering achievements that to them would have seemed
unthinkable, inventions that have given man a command over
space and time as wonderful as the powers bestowed by the genii
of the fairy tale—they are so rapidly becoming the realities of
commonplace for us that we are in danger of losing the sense of
their romance. Not the least wonderful among these, is the
“horseless carriage,”’ fantastic chimera for so many centuries
of wildly imaginative minds. A mere mechanical contrivance,
it is true, but already what gifts of new power and enjoyment
has it not brought to man? Out of the machine, in this instance,
there has come, if not a god, at least a genius of untold capabili-
ties. Already, in two short decades, have we not seen it prac-
tically revolutionize our way of life, sweeping away with one
gesture, the old measures of time and distance, and enabling
man, for the first time since he exchanged his nomadic existence
for the warm security of the fireside, to escape from the narrow
boundaries of his local parish and to enter upon a wider, more

joyous, more adventurous life.
Five



For the new genius had but to speak and what was once far
has become near, what was impossible, easy. At its command
the world over, east, west, north, and south, thousands of miles
of roads have unrolled like magic carpets. Engineering difficulties
regarded as insuperable have been surmounted, and into regions
long considered impassable a way has been found.

With this new contriv-
ance have come too, new
developments in man him-
self. Through it he is find-
ing his way back to new
health and vigour, to a new
companionship with the
sun and the wind and the
sky, to a new love of the
beauty of the Earth. At
the gates of all her loveliest
regions he is asking for
entrance and one by one
they are opening to let
him in.  Distance is no
longer a barrier, for a man
has but to step into a
motor car and he has
fastened wings to his
ankles like Mercury him-
self. The continent has
become his playground, his
holiday possibilities reach
to the uttermost ends of

the land.

White peaks soar at the end of long Among the logg-doseg
green aisles of forest regions of wonder an

romance into which a way
has at last been found are the Canadian Rockies. Each year
the door has been opened a little farther, until now a good part
of the most beautiful sections of these glorious ranges is within
the motorist’s reach. The completion of the new highway,
“The Kicking Horse Trail,” marks the fulfilment of one more
daring engineering conception, the building of a transmontane
highway through the heart of the Central Rockies, across the
difficult regions traversed by the Canadian Pacific railway.
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With snows eternal
Muffling its summit
And silence ineffable.

~De la Mare. Seven



The Three Sisters

The history of the motorist’s entry into the Rockies has
been progressive. In 1914 the completion of the Calgary-Banff
road opened the way to Banff in the Rocky Mountains Park,
admitting him to the great antechamber of the mountains. The
Banff-Windermere highway, completed in 1923, extended his
opportunities. [t carried him across the main divide, through
Kootenay National Park, to the Columbia valley, and, by linking
up with existing roads, provided a direct through route from
both the east and the west. The extension from Castle to Lake
Louise gave him the opportunity to see this exquisite lake—the
pearl of the Rockies—which is everywhere regarded as one of
the great landscape masterpieces of the world.
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Now, as has been said, with the completion of The Kicking
Horse trail, a new door opens. The whole beautiful region
from Lake Louise west to the Columbia valley—pre-historic
trench between the Rockies and the older ranges to the west—
is at last accessible. Following the same route as the first trans-
continental railway, the motorist may now cross the famous
Kicking Horse pass to Yoho Park, visit the magnificent Yoho
valley, see lovely Emerald lake, and then go on by the great
Kicking Horse valley, to the western confines of Yoho Park and
there cap his spectacular journey with the eleven-mile traverse
of the thrilling Kicking Horse gorge.

The Rocky Mountain Lariat.—This new highway forms, too,
the final arc in a new scenic circle, a loop route that will
enclose one of the richest scenic regions in the Rockies, having
the Banff-Windermere highway as its southern arm, the
Kicking Horse trail as its northern, while the existing Columbia
River highway from Golden south will unite the two. Com-
bined they will form a
scenic lariat of 275 miles, 3
looping among snow-peaks %
and glaciers and winding ‘
about the feet of some of
the finest peaks in the
Rockies. To the new high-
way has been given an old
name, one associated with
the region since the time of
its first discovery and
which is already borne by
several of its most prom-
inent features. Five miles
from Lake Louise is the
famous Kicking Horse”
pass, the discovery of
which led to the selection
of this route for the first
transcontinental railway.
In the centre of the pass,
on the very ridgepole of
the continent, is born the
Kicking Horse river.

Castle Mountain
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Throughout the whole forty-seven miles
of its turbulent course the highway
accompanies this river, from its first
tempestuous journey into Yoho National
Park to its last mad rush through the
narrow Kicking Horse canyon where it
flings itself panting and exhausted upon
the bosom of the Columbia and is borne
away on its swelling tide to the far
Pacific.

“Honour and praise to the pathfinders,
Who through the wilderness dread.
Carved the trails where the world should come
And the feet of thousands tread.”

Sir James Hector.—It is fitting that the name of the high-
way should recall and help to perpetuate the memory of Sir
James Hector, the intrepid discoverer, who, despite the accident
which gives its name to the river, cut his way through the
tangled forest of the west slope and discovered the pass which
has made possible both the railway and the highway of today.
It is Hector's name, indeed that will arise in the minds of all who
travel, not only the Kicking Horse trail, but the whole lariat
highway. For it was Hector who seventy years ago on this
same journey discovered the route now followed by the Banff-
Windermere highway across the Vermilion summit, the pass
which he declared was in his opinion the most suitable of all
passes in the mountains for the building of a road.

Seventy years! What is that in the history of the mountains?
A mere moment, a brief tick on their tremendous horloge.
Scarcely long enough for an energetic glacial stream to cut
through an inch of limestone, for a slow leviathan glacier to
creep a few feet down the mountain side. There are men now
living, who were old enough to be at their Euclid when Hector
set out across the Divide. Yet seventy years ago the Central
Rockies was virtually an unknown wilderness, a chaos of tangled
forest and unravelled topography. The only trails were the few
made by war or hunting parties of Indians, and these were
usually long since overgrown. No white man, so far as it is
known, had then ascended the Bow valley from the plains. Sir
George Simpson, in 1841, it is true, had entered the mountains
by Peechee gap, passed by lake Minnewanka and down over
what is now known as Simpson pass, but though less than
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twenty years had elapsed, Hector
could not learn exactly what route
this distinguished traveller had
followed, and Simpson’s own des-
cription of it proved too indefinite
for a guide. The region was re-
garded as both difficult and dan-
gerous. Stories of the fierce tribes
along its shores who had compelled
the Hudson's Bay Company to
relinquish its post just outside the
mountains—the old Bow Fort—
still lingered in men’s minds. Rumours of wild beasts and lurk-
ing savages struck fear into their imaginations.

R .
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The Palliser Expedition.—But in 1857 an expedition, under
Captain Palliser, is sent out from England by Her Majesty’s
Government to find a road to the western sea, and with British
thoroughness they undertake the task. The Rockies are explored
in three divisions from the Athabaska river in the north to the
International Boundary to the south. Hector is assigned to
investigate the central regions, to follow the Bow river and
to explore as many passes as possible.

It is the third
of August, 1858,
when Hector and
his little party set
out across the foot-
hills towards the
mountains. The
heat of summer
is at its height.
The river is running
swiftly, and the Red
River carts in which
they travel are
frequently upser.
But the view of the
snowcapped moun-
tains is ‘exhilarat-
ing"’ and frequent
herds of buffalo

supply ample meat.

A Stoney Indian
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At the site of old Bow Fort, four days later, they camp “‘on a fine
level shelf a few hundred yards up a creek that joins the Bow
river at this point.”” The carts must be left here since they are
too unwieldy to cross the mountains. There are three Red
River men, Peter, Brown and Richards, well versed in the ways
of the woods. Their guide is a Stoney Indian whose native name
meaning ‘‘the one with a thumb like a blunt arrow,” proves so
unpronounceable that Hector calls him ‘“Nimrod” for short,
and as Nimrod he goes down to history. There is a horse for
each man and three for the carrying of instruments, ammunition
and bedding, for Hector has heard that there is an abundance of
game in the mountains and so takes “‘no provisions excepting a
little tea and a few pounds of grease.”

““The fallen timber requires hours of chopping”

Following the gravel flats of the river with an occasional
plunge into the woods they come to what is now Banff and camp
near Cascade mountain, whose Indian name, unfortunately lost,
meant “‘mountain where the water falls.”” Wild sheep and goat
are abundant but extremely difficult to secure. They are told
of one, shot on Cascade mountain, and wounded in five different
places, which climbed out on a ledge and remained there seven
days before he fell dead to the valley.

From Banff they turn westward to find a pass to the south-
west, once used by Cree war parties and Kootenays on expedi-
tions of barter or friendship, now long neglected. At Castle
mountain, after two days spent in drying the meat of a moose,
they leave the Bow, turn to the south along the valley of the
Little Vermilion, known today as Altrude creek. It is hard
going and the climb is steep. The August sun beats down
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fiercely. They have to hew and hack their way through a tangle
of deadfall that reaches at times breast high to the horses. Six
hours are required to make the nine miles to the Divide. The
weather breaks. There come soaking mist and rain, and they
travel through steaming woods, wet to the skin. Worse still,
their carefully dried meat spoils under the continued heat and
moisture, and the ‘“‘abundant game” does not appear. Each
day the men take to the woods in the hope of picking up a game
trail but without success. By the time they reach the crossing
of the Kootenay river the last of their provisions is almost gone.

Here, Hector turns north, following the Beaverfoot in the
hope of finding some transverse valley that will lead them to
the Columbia. In this whole region, now so abounding in game
of many kinds, they can find none. They attempt, without
success, to catch a few mountain trout and have to fall back on
raspberries to fill out the increasing thinness of their menu.
The fallen timber, requires hours of chopping and continued
thunderstorms and rain add to their discomfort. There is, too,
no grass, and the horses legs “‘are getting very badly cut by the
constant leaping and scrambling over the fallen timber, so that
3n f}}‘e whole they have their tempers and patience tried a good

eal.

The food problem is now growing
serious and so, at the junction of the
Beaverfoot and a stream flowing from
the northwest, Hector turns eastward.
It is near here, on August 29, that he
meets with the accident which is des-
tined to give its name to the region. A
little way above the junction of the river
they are following and another stream
from the northwest, they arrive at “a
fall about 40 feet in height, where the
channel is contracted by perpendicular
rocks.” Scarcely have they passed this
cataract—now known as the Wapta falls
—when one of the tormented pack horses,
to escape the fallen timber, plunges into
the stream where it forms an eddy. The
banks are very steep and the whole
party has to turn to, to help pull him to
safety. Hector's horse, in the meantime,
in the way of all cayuses, roams into the
woods on adventures of his own, and
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when Hector goes to re-
capture him, he lashes out
with his heels and kicks
his master in the chest.
“Luckily,” says Hector's
journal, “I had got close
to him before he struck
me so that I did not get
the full force of the blow.
However, it knocked me
down and rendered me
senseless for some time.
This was unfortunate as
we had seen no tracks of
game in the neighbour-
hood, and were now with-
out food.”

Unfortunate, indeed,
since it means that Hector
cannot travel. His first
thought on regaining con-
sciousness is for his men.

Where all the silver rivers go Commanding them to cover

Casles T Sin N F. him up and lay him under

a tree, he sends them all off

to look for game. One by one, weary and dejected, they return
at night without success, though Nimrod has seen tracks of a
herd of wapiti. By the next day their leader is a little better
and at noon insists upon taking a meridian observation. The
latitude is 51° 10' N. Again the men go hunting, again without
success. Peter and Brown, it is true, shoot a white goat, but it
falls over a precipice and they have to leave its much desired
meat lying far out of reach below. Nimrod, searching again for
the wapiti, has the misfortune to run a large spike through his foot.
Their plight is now growing desperate. If they remain
where they are actual starvation is staring them in the face.
They must, it is clear, make an effort to go forward. Once across
the Divide game is almost sure to be more abundant. Hector
declares he is well enough to travel, and although every step
of the horse gives him great pain, they set out again on the
trail. It is a dreary little cavalcade, Hector ill and suffering,
Nimrod hampered by his lame foot, the horses battered, bruised,
emaciated and ill-tempered from their hard travelling, the men
haggard and dispirited with anxiety, fatigue and lack of
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food. They beg Hector to slaughter one of the horses, and
there was an old gray, prone to every kind of trouble, whom all
would have sacrificed apparently without regret, but Hector
hesitates, knowing the danger of once resorting to this desperate
resource. He encourages his men to a little more endurance,
points out the probabilities of relief once they are across the
height of land, and on the promise that if no game be secured in
two days more he will yield to their wishes, they go on. Yet, in
spite of the fact that he is ill and suffering, Hector still makes
his regular entries in his journal, noting with the calm observa-
tion of a scientist the latitude and geological nature of the
country through which they are passing.

They travel along the wide valley of the river which his men
now call the Kicking Horse, past its junction with what is now
the Amiskwi, through the canyon, where they spend a night,
past the falls, Natural Bridge, the present site of Field,
and on September 2 begin the steep ascent of the west slope.

Camp in Yoho Valley

Their way lies among deep pine woods and through occasional
openings in the forest they catch glimpses of a far-reaching
panorama that today arouses the admiration of thousands,
but they are too weary and anxious to give it more than a
passing glance. For five days now they have had only a few
mouthfuls of food, for twenty-four hours none at all. Eagerly,
therefore, they snatch up handfuls of blueberries which they
find growing abundantly along the trail. It is unsubstantial
nourishment, but it serves to dull the worst edge of their hunger.
The ascent is steep, the deadfall requires constant chopping
and in their weakened condition they have the greatest difficulty
in crossing the moss covered rocks that wall the stream, now
boiling and leaping through a deep rocky channel.
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Moraine Lake, Valley of the Ten Peaks

Yet destiny affords a little comic relief. Gray, the pack-
horse, the notorious trouble-maker, in passing along a ledge
which overhangs a precipitous slope, about 150 feet in height,
loses his balance and down he goes, bumping over trees and
deadfall straight towards destruction. Luckily the trees catch

Lake Duchesnay, Yoho National Park

Sixteen



at his pack and lessen his momentum, until at last he comes to
a temporary pause by falling right on his back, the pack acting
as a sort of fender. ‘“‘However,” says the journal, “in his
endeavours to get up he started down hill again, and at last

The Great Divide

Monument to Sir James Hector, discoverer of the Kicking Horse Pass, to right.

slid on a dead tree that stuck out at right angles to the slope,
balancing himself with his legs dangling on either side of the
trunk of the tree in a most comical manner. It was only by
making a round of a mile that we succeeded in getting him back,
all battered and bruised, to the rest of the horses.” A round
of a mile and two hours’ delay at least, for weary and starving
men!

But the summit is gained at last. The beautiful pass, with
its grassy alpine meadows, the little lakes shining on its floor,
which is destined to form the main key to the Central Rockies,
lies before them. Without realizing it they have discovered
the object of their long search. But they are too weary to guess
its significance and, crossing the pass, they camp at its farther
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side. The green meadows supply plenty of food for the tired and
hungry horses and they fall to without delay. The men are
less fortunate but Hector manages to kill one fool-hen and
this “boiled up with candle-ends and grease” has to suffice as
a meagre meal for the five. The first frosts of Autumn are
beginning to skim the ponds with ice, so that in this high altitude
and their half-famished condition the men suffer a good deal
from the cold. Shivering, weary and hungry, they lie down to
sleep with no thought at all in their minds that they have that
day made history, that beside the very spot where they are
encamped the story of their achievement will be carved in stone
to be read by the countless thousands who in a few years will
travel with the traffic of a continent by the path that they have
made that day across the peaks.

But the worst of their troubles are
now over. The nextday Nimrod comes
back in great glee, having shot a
moose, a lean doe, it is true, but starv-
ing men are no choosers. On the fol-
lowing morning, a friendly Stony
arrives and leads them to his camp
eight miles up towards the Bow pass,
where they are received with warm
and generous hospitality, and fed upon
all sorts of Indian delicacies. In a few
days’ time Hector's strength returns
and they are able once more to set out.
So Hector goes, taking the trail across
the Bow pass towards the North Sas-
katchewan, without a look backward
to the Kicking Horse pass and scarcely
a word in its commendation. It is
the Vermilion pass which in his final report he recommends as
most suitable for a road.

Yet, twenty-two years later, on October 31, 1880, to be
exact, representatives of the new Canadian Pacific Railway
company sign their names to a contract with the Government
of the Dominion of Canada for the construction within ten
years time of a railway across the Prairies and through the
Rocky Mountains to the Coast. And the route selected for the
crossing of the main range is no other than that Kicking Horse
pass discovered by Hector a score of years before but which,
curiously enough, he had not even referred to as a possibility
in his final report. Soon along the Bow valley and across the
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Kicking Horse pass surveyors are laying the road, looping the
line down the precipitous west slope to Field in a gigantic spiral
which reaches at times a gradient of over four per cent.

The Building Just five years from the date of the signing of

the contract, in November, 1885, with distin-
guished representatives of the railway and press
on board, reverberating through the astonished mountains goes
the first through train from the East. The last spike is driven
at Craigellachie, the little station which commemorates the
Gaelic message meaning ‘‘stand fast” sent by Sir George
Stephen, later Lord Mount Stephen, to Sir Donald Smith,
afterwards Lord Strathcona, in one of the darkest hours of the
construction days. The gigantic enterprise is at last completed.
The barrier of the Rockies has been conquered. The tides of
the life of the great Dominion are free now to flow uninter-
ruptedly from coast to coast.

For many years the railway struggles with the problem of
the “Big Hill" at Field. Every day four huge engines, dragging
the heavy freight and passenger trains, puff and pant their way
laboriously up that tremendous slope. Every day the west-
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bound trains slide, as slowly as may be, under full brakes, down
the steep incline, gathering momentum with each mile. Here
and there spring switches are installed and unless the engineer
signals that his train is under perfect control, the switch springs
open and carries the train up the mountain side until it has, so
to speak, recovered its feet. Then, its impetus lost, it backs
out again to the main line, and once more begins to creep down-
ward. A costly business this and dangerous, albeit there is
never an accident in twenty-four long years. Too costly and
too slow for the rapid increase of travel. Some other solution
must clearly be found. The best engineering brains are set to
work on the problem. The precipitous mountain walls on each
side of the valley offer no secure footing for a railway. Great
spiral tunnels through Cathedral mountain and mount Ogden
become a necessity. Burrowing from each end the steel drills
bore the giant curves through the dark entrails of the mountains,
meeting in the centre only one-half inch apart. In 1909 the
railway abandons the old line, relinquishing, it is true, part of
the magnificent views on the descent that had so delighted
travellers, but through the use of the tunnels, gaining immeasur-
ably in safety, time and expense.
The Comi Now, in 1927, comes the last chapter, the open-
e Coming .
of the Motor mg.of a through way for th.e motor car across the
region traversed by the railway, a road awaited
with keen expectation by motorists, not only because it will
give them access to practically the whole of the Central Rockies,
but because it forms the last link but one in the great project of
a transmontane motor highway from the plains to the Pacific.
The distance from Lake Louise to Golden is fifty-four miles.
With the two extensions—to Emerald lake and up the Yoho
valley to the Takakkaw falls—eighteen more. Seventy-two
miles in all, and every mile of it through mountain scenery of the
most sublime grandeur.
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Train climbing the “Big Hill”" near Field, B.C.

The first section of the new road, from Lake Louise to
Field, a distance of sixteen miles, was built by the Canadian
Lake Louise National Parks Branch and opened for traffic in

to Field 192(). In addition to its hlst_orlc back-ground this

section of the road has great interest both from the
geographic and engineering points of view. Geographically,
because it crosses the Continental Divide of the great Rocky
Mountains and within a few yards of the point where the
waters born on the slopes of mount Niblock, divide, one stream
flowing west to the Pacific ocean by way of the Kicking Horse
and the Columbia rivers, the other east by way of the Bow, the
Saskatchewan and the Nelson to Hudson bay and so to the
Atlantic. From an engineering point of view this section is also
interesting through the successful way in which it has handled
the problem of grades. Starting from Lake Louise at an altitude
of more than a mile above sea level, it drops 1,500 feet in sixteen
miles before reaching the town of Field, yet with no grades
greater than eight per cent, and this only for a short distance.

From Lake Louise the highway runs on the south side of
the Bow valley, the railway on the north, the road crossing the
Great Divide at a point several hundred feet from its steel
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companion. At Wapta, at the western portal of the Kicking
Horse pass, the highway picks up the old right of way abandoned
by the railway when the tunnels were built and utilizes it for the
steep descent. A four per cent grade means hard going for a
locomotive, but it is not enough to necessitate a change of gears
on a modern car. Through old rock cuttings the road begins the
descent, affording from several look-out points—where all who
are wise will pause—magnificent views of the two great valleys
of the Yoho and the Kicking Horse, and of the glorious peaks,
Cathedral, Stephen, Field, Burgess, and Wapta, which tower
up nearly a mile and a half above the valley floor.

Since the building of the
tunnels many visitors to Yoho
park have frequently left the
train at Hector and walked
down the seven miles to Field
so as to get the uninterrupted
view. This is undoubtedly an
experience well worth while for
all who have the leisure and
energy at their command. But
for those who have not the
highway will now afford the
same pleasures. Gliding swiftly
downwards, the blue sky
above, the mountain air in his
face, the great bowl of the
valley below, the motorist will
catch at every turn a new vista
and see from different levels
the looping and interlooping
of those great serpentine coils,
thrust into the very heart of
the mountains themselves, by
which the steel python rears Switchbacks, Yoho Valley Road
itself to the pass.

At Field, as has been said, two short but interesting exten-
sion roads are open, one of eleven miles up the wonderful Yoho
valley, with its magnificent Takakkaw falls and an ice world at
its head which will tempt many to linger, another of seven miles
to Emerald lake—exquisite mirror of sylvan and alpine loveli-
ness—where a charming Swiss chalet and colony of bungalows
provide accommodation.
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From Field the main highway
leads westward, following the
yellow Kicking Horse, here spread
out into a wide valley with many
gravel bars but soon contracted
again and tearing its way through
the rocky barrier known as the
Natural Bridge, to hurtle over the
Kicking Horse falls; in a few miles,
taking to itself the waters of Em-
erald creek, the Amiskwi, and the
Ottertail, and flowing through a
wide wooded valley which is a
favourite haunt of moose and deer.
As the road dips and rises fine views
open in all directions. There are
glimpsesof mount Vauxto thesouth,
and as Leanchoil is approached, of
Chancellor peak which becomes the
dominating summit of the scene.
Half a mile from Leanchoil a trail
leads south two and a half miles to the Wapta falls where the
Kicking Horse river plunges wildly in a spectacular fall of forty
feet. Two miles beyond Leanchoil the highway leaves the
Yoho National Park and enters upon the section built by the
Government of the province of British Columbia which extends
eastward from Golden for sixteen miles. The last section forms
West Gate of Yoho 2 magniﬂcent 'climax to the traverse of the

Park to Gold Rockies, and is, perhaps, the most thrilling

arie fo Totden — from the motoring point of view of the whole
route. For the first few miles the road runs along the wooded
side hills to the north of the Kicking Horse river, but gradually
the walls of the valley begin to close in. Below, the river now
practically clear of sediment, runs greenish-white over thick

Bighorn, or Rocky Mountain
sheep

Bungalow Camp, Yoho Valley
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