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the sublinîest objects I ever be-
held.

Leaving- the beaten track, 1
strolled up the glacier, whichi

il, ForýmtiO». loi

sapphiirc. I hurled my alpenstock
into one. andl after an interval it
wvas hurled back as if bv the in-
visible hiand of sanie indignant ice

rolled in huge ridges and hollows
for miles up the valley. Many of
the crevasses wvere filled wýith
wvater-c1ear as crystal, bine as

gnome fromi the fairy grottoes of
his, uncler-world. Others wvere
empty, but we could flot see the
bottoni. The large stones w'e


