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my will. My lips open. Several mouthfuls of
water enter. is fresh |
Eternal God!' TILx_e wttir_isfl;ve k! I
have druni !:7’1 live again! Life has suddenly
returned to me ! I no longer wish to die !C His
I cry out. Myecry is heard. Robert Cu s
appears at the side of the raft and throws me“
rc}:pe, which my hand seizes. I haul myself up
and fall on the platform.
My first words',a,xe,—-—
“ gﬁhh ::::: 1” cries Robert Curtis. ‘‘Land
* t%;:'e! is yet time. The murder has not bein
' committed. The victim has not been :tl:llx;se
Curtis and Andre have struggled st these
cannibals, and it is at the moment t?xt y
about to yield that my voice is hear be words,
The struggle ceases. I repeat the ;v .
¢ fresh water,” and leaning over the raft, I drink
greedily ana lonig. the first to follow my exam-
1:1 lssCl\;Ir‘:{s:qI"‘alssten, and the rest hasten tt: this
Eou'rce of life. Those who were a momﬁn va::gno
ferocious beasts, raise their cries to eg. .
s?ome of the sailors cross themselves, iasn t x
out that it is a miracle.. Each one kneels al
side of the raft, and drinks with ecstac; low our
Andre and his father are the last to follo

example.
we?” I cry. . )
:: I‘il;se:metwenty miles from land !” replies
Cu\r\tll:look at him. Has the captain gone madl'xl’
There is no coast in sight, and _the raft sti
occupies the centre of the watery circle. has it
Yet, the water is fresh. How long dl-
been s’o? No matter. Ou:es;nses are not de
el i t 2 1 3 3 21}
ce:‘\:eg;sa?mlg itshx]xr:t ixf }:i(zht, but it is there !
s the ’m tain, ’pointing to the west.
it What land ?”’ asks the boatswain.
¢« America,—the land where flows the Amal;
the only river with a current strong enougts
tz: n,freshen the ocean twenty miles from 1
mouth !”
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For want of space, last mpnth, a n:x:l;
ber of the extracts from th}s work ¥hl h
we had marked were omitted. e
we will give in this number :—

LA BARRANCA GRANDE.

. . irted
k on which we ascend is engt
Wl;l;lhat urp?le hills. It is level, and hart(i as
a dancing-goor, and the horses all dance az CI};
touch it, and have a gay gallopade over i

Was my ignorance, probably of that sort of floor
}i‘muce that made me mage so poor a display.
T'he Coloradoist of the party said it was very
like the parks of that country. It is fine for

ing, though I judge it is too high and dry
Or most other culture. A half hour brings us
to its abrupt close,

c2 Grande opens at our feet, Youdo
not know what a cais? Nor did I' till
that day, I wish you could learn it the same
way.  Conceive of a level plain forty miles
wide, with a border of mountains. Ride along
over it leisurely and rapidly, a little of both,
chattinf or singing as the spirit moves, when
you halt, without reason as far as you can see.
You move on arod or two slowly, and down
you look two thousand feet {ten times the height

of Trinity steeple or Bunker Hill Monument),
no black chasm

down, l?o}‘:m’ own.  That is

into whic YOu are peering, but a broad rden,

green and brown, He:lgg. hill rolls up lg: it, a

mole scarcely noticed on its handsome face.

There a bamboo cottage hides itself without
The green forests are ful] of deer.

anas, oranges, every delight is flourishing

rise into wild, rocky mountains, and both sides
come seemingly together forty miles above—
though it is only seeming, for the canon takes a
turn, and goes on and up between the moun.
tains. Eastward it has no visible end. It
descends, it is said, through to the Guif.
The sunlight of a warm September afternoon,
so it feels, pours over the whole, glowi
grandly on these mountains, pouring a flood of
light on the upper terminations where the hills
clasp hands over the valiey, and glistening
sweetly from the home-like landscape below,
One would not tire of gazi
down, though the latter is an
former a second’s. i

‘““Where rolls the Oregon and hears no sound
Save its own dashings,”

So here sleeps this wonderfy] ravine, with its
towering mountains, in sup or moon, in mid-
night blackness or midday splendor, and rarely
looks on the face of man. 0es not the Giver
of every good and perfect gift enjoy His own
gifts? “For His pleasure they are and were
created.” Then the Barrancy would be satis-
fied if no mortal eye ever took in its beauty.
It smiles responsive to the smile of its Lord.
Long we hang above the picture, At risk of
life we creep to the outermost twig, and gaze
down. It stands forth a gem of its own. No
rival picture intermeddleth therewith. ‘It is
worth a journey of a thousand miles,” said a
distinguished traveller to me to-day, ““to see the
Barranca Grande and the Regla Palisades,” And

Isaid ““ditto” to Mr. Burke,




