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Next xnorning I started with the six-horse diligence for the.
ride of fifty-three miles to Geneva. A score of passengers rode
ini the large open carrnage, with a canopy overhleadj 'affording an
uininterrupted view of the miagnificent scenery. Mount Blanc
seemned to tower higher above the Titan brotherhood as we
receded, and to reign in lonely majesty the monarch of the
mountain world-"i on bis throne of rock, in bis robe of
éloud, with his diadem of snow." Yet amid tl•ese subJ.imi-
tics of nature the condition of the people wvas very abject.
As ýve cbangaed horses, hideous eretins came to beg. Their
idiotic faces seemed to indicate cynly intelligence enougli to,
hold out their palsied hands for alms. The women were
toiing in the fields, and carrying on their heads, along steep
mountain paths, great Ioads of hay, which made theni look like
walkingr haystacks. Their clotbing was coarse, their cabins
squalid, their food Ineagre and poor, and their 'rude life ieft its
reflex in their rude and uninteligent features.

Few places in Europe possess greater historical interest than
Geneva. For centuries it hbas been the sanctuary of civi. aud
religious liberty, and its history is that of the IReformation and
Of free thougît. The namnes of Calvin, -Knox-, 'Beza, Farel, the
iPuritan exiles, and later, of Voltaire, Rousseau, Madame de Stael,
and niany other refugees from tyranny, are forever associated
with this littie nepublie. Geneva is the handsomest city for
its size I have ever seen. 'It lias less than 50,000 inhabitants,
yet it -abounds in splendid *streets, squares, and gardens; publie
and private buildings and monuments; a nd its hotêls are sump-
tbons. It lies on either side of the rapid Rhone, where it issues
from the lake. The waters are of the deepest blue, and rush by
with arro'wy swîftness. It lias many interesting historie build-
iugs. As I was looking for the sexton of the cathedral, a Roman
Oatholic priest whom 1 accosted went for the key, and himself
did the honouns of the building. "This used to be ours," he
said, and hie pointed in confirmation to the keys of St. Peter on
the outside and the beautiful Lady Chapel within. It wasstrange
to have him. point out Calvin's pulpit, bis chair-in whîcli 1 sat,
nithout feeling my Armainian ortbodoxy affeted-and other
relies of the great Reformer. Near by, 1 visited-Cal-vin's house in
a nanrow street, but bis grave îs -unknown, as lie expréssly for-,
'bade the erection of any inemonial. I found, too, the bouse of
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