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puts bis watch and inoney in a tin box, which he lochs and
fastens the key to his girdie. A strawv hat is tied firmly on the
head, and felt sandals on the feet, to prevent slipping on the
rocks or wooden steps.

Now, accompanied by a sturdy guide, we go down a winding
stair, from whose loop-holes we catch glimpses of the cliff rising
higher and hiigber as we descend. We are soon at the foot of
the stairway, and foilow a beaten path over the broken débris
whieh, during fimmemorial ages, bas formed a rocky ledge at the
base of the cliff. We at length, reach the grand portai of the
'< Cave of the Winds." It is a mighty arch, near]y a hundred
and fifty feet Iighyl-one side formed of overhanging clifi', aiid
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the other of the majestic swveep of the fali. The latter seems
like a solid wall of water many feet thick, glossy green at the
top, but s0 shattered and tomn near the bottom that it is a snowy
white. ]3eneath this portai we pass. A long, steep stairway,.
covered with a green confervoid growtb, leads dowil into a dim
abyss of spray and deafening noise. Now the benefit of tlie
feit sandals is feit; without, them we would assuredly slip and
fait Firmly clinging to the arm of the guide, we go down, it
seems almost into the heart of the earth. Great fragments of
the seething cataract-not mere drops, but wvhat seem, to be solid
07unfk8 of water, rent from the mùin body-are hurled down
with catapuit-like violence, upon our lieads. The air is filled
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