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Owr new goods include  =ome very
SOLID  GOLD BELT
--Plain
Enamelled and Set with Pearls, These are
finer goods than have ever heen shown in
Canada hitherto. - Whilst the requirements of
our trade demand  such  goods, our stock in-
cludes a most exceptional line of similar goods
in STERLING SILVER, most artistic in de-
sign and most reasoitable in price.

Ryrie Bros.,

chaste  designs in

JEWEKLERN,
Cor. Yonge and Adelaide Sts.

flving svstem in space five thousand six hun-
dred and fifty millions of miles. But, vast
as this sounds, owr solar system sinks into
a speck when one retlects that if we should
represent the interval hetween the sun and the
(‘i}l‘lrll hy one inchi, then to put A/debaran into
his proper place and proportion  owr chart
would have to be nine leagues wide.. -Siv Hd-
win Arnold, m Nooth Amevicen Review,

RIVULI MONTARIL

Of the many pleasures of life which fall to
the lot of the leiswrely in summer time, none
is more grateful than to lounge with a rod
among green pastures, and by quiet waters.
When the sky is blue and haze fringes the
meadow, and the lark keeps time, with its
sony, to the ripple of the stream, earthly caves
take to themselves wings, and content comes
over the mind.  Yet ever and anon —mayhap
a reath of cool aiv from the hills is the cause

aman awakens to the fact that he is merely
dreaning away his time in a lotos-cater’s para-
dise ; that he'is getting as lazy as an ox, and
as weak and enervated as a tailor: that, in
truth, his only vewards have heen a hrown
skin, and a certain irrational peace of mind.
No he girdeth up his loins and hasteneth home-
wards, vowing to spemd his days henceforward
in climbing mountains, and tramping over
moors, and fishing in rocky hums in the far
recesses of the hills.

A day on the hills is full of varied pleasures.
A feeling of exhilaration seizes a man as he
tramps over the dew-covered grass and the
green shoots of the young heather, with the
“caller ™ mountain air blowingabout him. He
heartily despises lie-abed loungers, albeit he
was one himself the day before.  Every little
incident or sonnd gives him delight -the tind-
ing of a curlew’s nest, or a group of parsley
ferns, the cry of the hlack grouse, the confus-
ed muwrmur of awakening life from the valley.
He stops now and then to bury his head ina
!mnk of wild thyme, or watel an adder glid-
ing among the brackens.  His heart leaps with
jov, when he reaches the stream, to see the
clear hrown water eddyving round gray whin-
stone rocks, and falling in cascades into pools
where the black moorland trout lie. The fish
are very easily caught if vou once understand
their habits, It is no use to stand on a bank
with youwr shadow falling on the stream. In
sueh a position  you might whip the water till
Domesday, and get nothing.  But if you can
cast from behind some rock toward the foot of
one of the dark linn pools, vou will often have
the pleasure of getting a dozen or two in one
place. It is no uncommon thing here for a
wan with three flies, at one cast, to get a trout
on each. .

Sometimes the sights which one sees by
these streams are unique. [ know one burn
where the colour of the water is (uite the pur-
est sapphire.  The rudidy brown of some of the
mosses and lichens, the warm green of the oak
ferns, and the emerald grass contrast strange-
1y with the gray rocks and white shingle. Bat
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to see such places you must tramp many miles.
They are only to be found in the heart of the
areat upland region of Tweedside.  Words-
worth never penned a truer line than when he
wirete |

Trae beauty dwells in deep retreats.

At ome time nature must have been more
attractive than she is now-u-diyvs.  When a
kelpie dwelt in every stream, and  falries
danced on the green sward, and an honest herd
was in hope (or fear) of meeting a brownic
when e went out to the hill; with what
strange feelings o man must have fished these
waters.  But science and matter-of -fact phil-
osophy have driven away these idle dreams
and left. us only the rocks and the heather.
It is casy to see how simple people helieved in
stiel beings. A curl of foam is often like some
living thing, and the sound of angry waters
wmight be mistaken for the ery of a malignant
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demon.  Here we are on elassic ground.
blue, broken-backed hill in the distance is

Bodsheck Law, the scene of Hogg's famous
tale. You can see from the tops of some of
these fells the green Eildons, cleft in three hy
the Devil at the command of Michael Scott,
where Arthur and his knights, as the story
gous, lic sleeping until the chosen warrior
vomes (o blow the magic horn and set them
free to right the wrongs of the emrth.

Sometimes I have gone for long walks over
the moortand, and slept. at night in herd's cot-
tages. 1t seemed likea journey into fairyland.
Kach day Iwought new pleasures and  new
seenes.  Freedom and elear aiv work a won-
derful change in a nan’s disposition ; and,
when I came down to the valleys again, I'look-
ed with a kind of compassionate condescension
on all lowlanders.  But if yvouware young and
strong, what is there to hinder you from sleep-
ing suh cdo with a plaid round your shoulders ¥
[ o mild night of June, in some sheltered cor-
Vie. a bed of hrackens is a couch for a king.

A man’s whole nature ix freshened. He
way be a porter, or underpaid clerk i town;
hut here he feels himself ona level with the
kings and great ones of the carth. In the val-
levs he may have little substance ad much
sorrow ;. on the moors he is rich with the
viches of nature which are not hought with
money, but fall 1o the Jot of the man, be he
peer or peasant, of good and honest heart. He
wins freedom and Hghtheartedness - a freedom,
not of twhid revolutionaries, and @ gatety
possessed Dy 1o feather-brained reveller.  He

Smay be ambitious of vain things, but the cool

breath of Athena in the heavens blows awiy
all idle fancies from his brain. It the old days
men of ruined fortunes broken men toak to
the hills and lived a free and casy Fife. So we,
who have not done all we wished in the world,
e find muel comfort and not alittle pleasure
in the mere horderland of sach an existence. -
tlentleman’s Magazine

PERILS OF MOUNTAIN TRAVEL

Under the title of **A Jowney to the
sacred Mountain, Sino-Outai-Shan,”  Henry
Savage Landor, in The Fortuightly, g.ivcs Q
pleasant, chatty deseription of travel in the
interior of China, which he, presumably un-
designedly, rendered doubly interesting hy
subjecting  himself to a perilous incident of
mountain travel which he thus describes

<« Not far from the temple, a curious natural
hridge of ice over a stream was quaint and
pretty, and the huge Siao towering over my
head, with large patches of snow and ice on
its slopes, made me long for the next morning,
to ascend its highest peak. The next morn.
ing came, and at o a.n T set out on the steep
track, accompanied by a Mongol guide.  As |
was walking too quickly for him, he was soon
left, far behind, and I proceeded by myself,
«ure that T conld find my way without him.
Things went well until] had reached an altitude
of over 9,000 feet, when the track I had fol-
lowed seemed to heanch off; and one hranch
went to the southwest, the other to the north-
west, round one of the smaller peaks, 1 took
the southwest one; it took me to a point
where no human being could go any farther.
Where I was, the slope of the mountain was
wuch that it required a steady foot not to he
sliding down into a precipice : a little farther,
a long glacier extended from top to bottom of
the mountain, so I left the track and attempt-
ed to climb the lower peak, just above me, to
see if from that point of vantage I could dis-
cover the right trail. It was easier said than
done, especially as T was carvying a water-
color paint-box and a block slung to a strap
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on my shoulders : still, after a good deal of
hard work, and going upon my hands and knees
[ managed to crawl up to the top, I was so
hot, and the view was so lovely from up there,
that I sat on a stone on the edge of the slope
and opened my paint-box to take a sketeh,
As 1 was sorting out the brushes, unluekity
the stone on which I was sitting gave way,
and | started sliding down the almost perpen-
dicular slope, and no effort on my part to stop
my involuntary tohogganing was of any avail.
I tried to cluteh the ground with my imils‘, 1
seized every projecting stone in hopes of stop-
ping iy precipitous descent s but, delas ! at
the speed I was going it was no easy matter to
hold on 1o anything that I even managed to
cluteh. '

“Theve T had death staring me in the face,
for another hundred yards would have brought
meon the edge of the precipice, and over |
would have gone, taking a fatal leap of several
hundred feet. My hab stood on end, as every
second T was approaching the dreaded spot’;
and how well T remember the ghastly sound of
my heavy paint-hox  which had preceded me
in my disastrous descent.  How well 1 remen-
hered the hollow sound of it, banging from
houlder to boulder, echoed and magnified a
thousand times from one mountain to another .
Then there was a final bang from down  far
far below ; the ccho weakly  repeated it,
and all was silence one more. Another Iml%
minute and the echo would have vepeated a
hollower sound still ! Tshut iy ey .o

A violent shock, which nearly tore my
hody in two, made me think that 1 had goue
over:; hut no as luck would ha \'t:‘, it
[ had suddenly stopped. 1 opened my eves,
but T did not dare move, for my p‘nsit‘.im‘t‘
though much improved, was far from h(-,inx:'
safe yet. 1 was now only about ten or Iiftoe;
vards from the edge, and in the most \'inl(:“t
state of excitement, partly due to the lu'iuv'hl‘
look-out of the delayved leap and at the p]cca‘l.s-
ant hope of saving my life altogether. 1 was
half unconscious when this hetm)unml, and it
it took me some minutes to realize how and
where T owas. 1 knew that T was hanging
somewhere, but to what I was hanging C:mﬁ
from what, and how, I did not kllf)\\?, as '] Wi
hanging from my back. Tt was a state of sus
pense, bat that was all!

“As T slowly got my wits about me again
to my great horror, 1 discovered that n: \’01',
my life was hanging to a hair like Damocles’
sword, My coat aud o strong leather strap
which 1 had slong under my arm had  just
canght over a projecting stone, and that Wi
what had stopped me from proceeding any
farther towards certain death ; but the slicht-
est false movement on wy part, as a jzn-k
might still place me in great danger, Stowly, ;1;
my hack wasslightly resting on the nlmust.pul‘“
pendicnlar slope, I tried to get a footing, and
when this was done the great diffieulty \?’L% ta
tarn rowd,  After several minutes oflimxiut\'
which seemed ages, this feat waws also sne s
fully accomplished, and there §stond, half-
lving, with my hody on the ground, and ¢luteh.-
ing the rock that had saved my life, until my
commotion had entively passed away, and T
hegan to crawl up as I had done ll‘éfm'e, as
hest T could, cat-like fashion,

<1 reached the treacherous trail again, and
followed it hack to where it purted, mil th‘m'e |
fm}ml the gujdc, squatting on his heels, and
quietly smoking his pipe.  He showed me the
right track, andaway I walked by nwself&wuiﬁ
as he was such aslow walker, made himbgiv(l
me my oil-paint box, which he was ual'l'\'ilwl
for me, and with it, following a (:mnp;u‘utiv\'ol:
casy but steep track, 1 tirst reached a sort of a
small, solidly built shed, and then climbing
up the steeper and fairly dangerous part of
the track, finally reached the summit of the
highest peak, L said ¢ fairly dangerous,” for
the last few yards before one reaches the top
of the pinnacle are not more than one foot
wide, and on both sides is a precipice, the end
of which one can hardly see.  In fact the per-
formance for those few yvards was not unlike
tight-rope  walking, only at an altitude of
about 12,000 feet.,

< The summit of the highest peak is noth-
ing but a huge barven vock, and on the top,
only about ten feet in diameter, the eredulons
pilgrims have erected asmall wooden shrine,
some three o four feet square and six feet
high. The poor bronze mages of  Buddha
nwl.dc it were stuffed with bits of paper, for
which purpose a special hole is provided at the
Lise of the tmge, and on which prayers were
written, or else *wishes’ that pilgf'im‘s‘ were
anxious to obtain.™ - Literary Digest, )




