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It wasan inexpressibly tedious process. At
times he stumbled over stones he could not see,
and bruised himself, and nearly sprained his
ankle. At other times he sank ncarly to his
knees in the damp shale, which seemed to
threaten to absorb him like a quicksand. At
last, however. he got finally clear of the mor-
aine.  The ground was harder, and the rocks
werve fewer ; and he was able to clamber up the
tinal ascent.

Considering his inexperience, it was almost
a wiracle that he had got so far in safety.
However, he had only just reached the point
at which the real ditficulties begin,  He now
faintly perceived that he was in the midst of a
series of low parallel grassy knolls, and that, in
the hollows between the knolls, lay the begin-
nings of steep grass slopes, by one of which it
was necessary for him to descend.  There was
nothing to guide him to the scloction of the
right one, so he sat down and reflected for a
while. Then he started, experimentally and
cautiously, down one of them, holding his
alpenstock in veadiness to arrest a fall.

Before he had gone many paces, the decline
began to get ominously abrupt, and, just as the
advisability of turning back began to dawn on
him, he felt his foot slipping,  With all his
might he ground his alpenstock into the soil
beside him, and, dropping gently into a sitting
posture, managed to prevent himself from fall-
ing further. For five or ten minutes he sat
theve feeling the cold chill that runs through a
man when he has suddenly saved himself from
sudden peril. When he had recovered himself
a little, and turned to think of climbive hack
again to the summit of the ridge, he found thal
he had wholly lost his hearings. His nerves
were so shaken that it seemed to him that he
was lying with abysmal precipices on every
side of him, and he dared not erawl either up
or down, lest he should crawl over the cfifl’s
edge into empty space before he was aware of
it.

Yet he was resolved to live, if only for the
sake of his revenge.

“1 won't die till T've killed that man,” he
said to himself,” even if T have to sit here and
freeze till the fog lifts,”

Then he made his preparations to spend the
night upon the slope.  He kicked littlo clefts
in the turf in which to rest his heels, and push-
ed the iron-shod point of his alpenstock farther
into the ground, and sat there, resting both his
His fect
were wet ; the temperature was scarcely above
freezing point, and falling fast; there was
barely a tablespoon of brandy left in his task,
and he had nothing to cat except a single stick
of chocolate.  He ate it and sipped the cognac,
and so temporarily stayed the faintness thag
wag coming over him.  Afterwards, he got out
his pipe, and filled and lit it, and so waited for

hawds on it, that he might not slip.

the dawn.

No one but those who have beei, benighted
on the high Alps will fully realize the horrors
of that dreadful bivouac. Only a man with a
constitution of ecast-iron could have lived
through it. But Basil Gordon had a purpose
to live for, and it supported him.

Towards the norning he even slept a littlae,
The noise of a thunderstorm mingled with his
dreani, and he fancied that he was chasing
seorge Heriot through the mountains with his
revolver. Then he awoke to find that the mist
had scattered, and that the snowfields of the
Doldenhornd and Weisse Frau were crimsoned
by the newly-visen sun.
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‘At last,” he sadd to himself, “Now I
can go down to Kanderstee and shoot him.”

After all) he found he was nowhere neav a
precipice, and now that he could see the way
he was cagily able to clamber up again to the
place from which he had descended.  Nor had
he any difticulty in recovering the track, Some
rough steps hewn in the rock indicated the be-
ginning of it, and ordinary care enabled hiwm
to follow the remainder of the route.  There
were some chalets on the Oeschinen Alp, and a
small boy from one of them indicated the little
pathway that winds along the cliff high ap
above the Oeschinen See.  Basil Govdon fol-
lowed it without aceident until he reached the
little inn kept by the boatman at the
extremity of the lake.

The boatman himself was out upon the
lake ; but his wife brought Basil Gordon wine,
bread and buatter, and honey, and set on the
kettle to boil to make tea for him.  He ate and
drank, and, though still stifi’ and migserable,
folt revived.

After he had paid the bill, he strolled out
on the beach. The boatman was rowing buck
to the shore, and, as Basil Gordon stepped
down there, the keel was just, wrating on the
pebbles,

In the bows of the boat lay « ghastly bur.
den—the dead body of o man.  The face was
hidden by the boatinan’s coat ; but Basil Gor-
don drew the covering oft, and recognised the
features of the man who had deserted him on
the mountain, weaning that he should die
theve.

“1 found the hody there,” the bontman
sald, poiiting to a streteh of silver across
the lake, three-quarters of a mile away.

Basil Gordon lifted the ficld-glass he war-
vied, and swept the clitfs with it, ~What had
happened was clear to him beyoud doubt or
question.  In his confidence, George Heriot
had Tost his way without knowing he had lost
it ; he had started to descend the Wwrony grass
slope, and in doing so, had slipped and fallen.
And, when once aman begins to slide down
the steep grass slopes of the Oeschinen Alp,
there is no further hope for him.  Neither his
alpenstock nor his prayers can stay him, There
are no roots to cling to ; no houlders for his
feet to strike against ; but he will stide on and
on, faster and faster, until there is no more
grass slope to slide on, but only empty space
to fall through. The smiling hosom of the
little Oeschinen See receives hini, and the rest
is silence.

“Take care of the body,” Basil Gordon
said.  “T will sce that someone is sent from
Kanderstey to foteh it.  There will be no dith-
culty about identitication,”

Then le turned and struggled down the
short remainder of the path to the Hotel Vie-
toria, pondering many things.-—Francis Grih-
ble, iu The Idler.

IN THE HEART OF A SWAMP.

What a charm is there in swamp-lands and
how dear to a lover of wild, wet. green places
is the tracing of a streamn toits source in the
heart of & wilderness | We have followed one
to-day through broad, bright meadows and up
this great hill, climbing at times in mid-stream
wide tlights of stone steps, and it has been
altogether pleasant—this walk in the water
with the stream-bubbles breaking about our
feet and a rush of silver drops everywhere.



