
A CanadiLr in? Europie.20

I glave an old fellow haif a franc to fire off' his rusty cannon,
and presently the mountain walls returned the cannonade, the
ecloes rofling and crashingr in deep reverberations through the
valley, like heaven's loud artillery. The traveller is beset by
sturdy beggars, wbo pester him for alins. One rough-looking
fellow dropped bis axe as I came up and beld out his hat with a
whine. I demanded if ho owned the inountain, and held out
rny bat askçing alms for a foot-worn pilgrim, when the fellow
ratiier sheepishly went back to bis work.

The path Iay over the Grendel Alp, along a narrow " hoa's
back"- ridge, giving, magnificent views of the mountain and
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valley. Tbte Wetterhorn rises ini a buttressed and pinnacled
fagade, three or four thousand feet high, that seems almost to
overhiarig the pavh, and then sweeps up to the height of 11,400
feet.

The descent into the Grindelwald is very abrupt and fatiguing.
I diverged from the path to visit the -celebrated glacier. The
splintered and pinnacled mass creeps down its rocky bed with a
slIoi, grinding motion, tomn and rent by crevasses, crushing and
scratching the rock, and leavingr a huge moraine on either side
and in front. Au artificial. grotto bas been hewn a bundred feet
ilito the heart of the glacier. The ice roof rises a hundred feet
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