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«THE LAST VOYAGE."

BY LADY BRASSEY.

VIL.

BOBNEO, efACAS&4R AND C.ELEBES.

Aki I HiAVE before noiw been
in tropical1 forests and
jungles, and they always

- produce the saine awe-in-
4. spiring, and indecd de-
- pressing eff'ect on mie. The

S almost so!id green walls on
- eiher side of the narrow

track; the awful stilineas
$3 tha.t prevails, only ocea-

sionally broken, or ren-
dered more intense, by the
shrill note of a bird, the
ci-y,c<r rathier pitiful wail,

ti P ofa monkey, the crashing
-~ of some large creature

~'-'S -~ '~- through the dense under-
growth, as weil as the pro-
found solitude, will easily-

~- "Y"account for these feelings.
SULIS AT SILAM, BORNEO. Continuing our difficuit

way, we at last emerged
frorn the green darkness of the -foîest and found ourselves within
view of the limestone rock or mountain ini which are the marvel-
loua birds'-nest caves whîch we had corne so far Vo see. The cliff
presented a striki ng effeet, rising white and shining in the bright
sunlight. The dark entrance Vo the caves, stuffy as it wvas, and
obstructed by the curlous framework of rattans on which the
nèst-hunters sleep and cook and stow their arms, was a pleasant
relief to the heat and glare without. Stili more welcome was the
sighv of the coolies bringing refrealiments and cool'ing drinks. If
1, who had been carried ail the way in comparative luxury, feit
glad to see them, it can be imagined what must have been the
feelings of the rest of the party, including Mabelle, who had
walked the Whole distance, and struggled gallantly over a most


