
Glaoiersq and theiir Foi-mation. 0

Tiiere it gleamed against the deep
blue slcy, -like-so it seems to
mortal thoiight-the great white
throne of God in the heavens.
The winding path, the deep ravine,
the balm-breathing pines, the
brilliant sun-lighted foliage, the
fragrant mountain flowers-violets,
harebelis, anemones, an-d les clo-
chettes, or fairy-bells, and littie
blue forget-me-nots-that swing
their sweet censers in the per-
fumed air-it xvas li*à<e the Delect-
able Mountains in Bunyan's vision;

IlO Sovran Blanc,
The Arve and Arveiron at tlîy base
Rave ccaselessly; but thou, iniost awful forni,
Risest fromi fortli tlxy silent sea of pice8,
How silently.

Ye ice-falis!1 ye thiat fronm the niotintain's
brow,

Adown enormous ravines siope amain-
Torrents, niethinks, that 1heard a mighty

Voice,
And stopped at once, amid the maddest,

Motionless torrents ! sulent, cataracts!
Who made yen glorious as the gates of

heaven ?
And who conimanded (and the silence came)
Here lot the billows stiffen and have rest?
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MOUNTAIN CIXAMOIS.

and the broad grassy valley of
Chiamounix gl,,eamed in the distance
like the asphodel meadows of the
land which the pilgrirns sav afar
off. 1 descended the rnountain,
entered a huge ice-cave, and got
wvell sprinkled with the falling
water. P'rom a vast arch of ice
in the glacier leaps forth the river
Arveiron in a strong and turbid
stream, soon to join the rapid
Arve. As we sat gazing on the
siglit, -Coleridge's sublime hymn to
Mont Blanc came irresistibly to
the mind:

Thon, too, hoar mount, with thy sky.
piercixig peaks,

Ail niit long visited by troops of stars,
Or whiilc they climb tie sky or wlien they

sink ;
Thou kingly spirit throned anlong the his,
Thou dread amibassador froni eartli to

heaveni-
Great Hierarcli! tell thon the sulent sky,
And tell the stars, and tell yon rising slin,
Barth wvith hier thousand voices praises God."-

The sublimest aspect of Mont
Blanc, I think, is when illumined
with the golden glow of sunset.
It seems converted into a tran-
sparent chrysophrase, burning
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