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islied and bedragg led hcad against the i4crce bine w"hite, sky,
loolzing ats if it -were longiuig to lie down in peace to die, if it
conld only bend that stift, slondor trumk. flore and thoro a
village lahsinto sighit, a clunîp of thatched innd houses, a
gr1oup of large trocs, a shrieking crowd of dancing childrn-
atnd it is gono. Now we shoot past the, gratoful gloomi of a
niangro gYrove, Mid ont into the glare ag Tnhei only relief to
the dazyzled eyc is the soft bine outlie of the hlis, whîther w~e
arec bound, imow growing, iiarer and more distinct with overy
mnile of our journey. At lust thc end is coile, and wve stop out
on the station p1atforin at Mo-ltla-polliuii. Upon doing so, a
broath as ont of at hcatod oven sinitcs us in the face. The

tosphere quivers ovor the bare, grayeldadtcgaoi
blinding.

F4roni M~-, thc ascent.-Wenty-two miles to Coonoor,
thirty-fonr to Ootz-is mnade in various M-inds of co:îveyanccs.
Onie mnay go up in thc «"tong(a," a vehicle of thc mail cart species
drawn by four skinny but expcditious animais. This trip is
made by daylight. Or one mnay patronizo the humble and
unostcntatious o-x-cart aund inake the ascent in the night. flhc
latter mcethod of procedure has its disadvantagcs;- onec does not got
mnnel of the sconery, but it is not devoid of a certain chari for
those wvho love thc night. A tender, subtie charm lies iunde"r
the starligyht, dwclls in the hush of Natnre, and spcaks peace to
thme wcary and care-worn, a charni poculiar to ««Nirht's soft
presonco," w'hich flics bofore thc approach of Day.

Thie a.scent is begun, our carts are crceping up the hli, thc

tinkling of the bells on thcen' necks echoingS undler the trocs
alongr the sides of thc roads. Up, up, Up, winding along thc
road which circles the hlis ainand again, crawý%lingt aIong.
their siopes, (living down into the valicys, climibing up thc
sLccps, travorsingr thc brink of thc precipices, stcalingr under the
recat over-arching bluffés. The night is still, brcatthlcss. Only

thc stars look down upon us fromn tîjeir steadfast hicighlt.
Up, np, np, tlirongrh the cool, sweet darkncss laden with thc

fragrance of niany ai hidden mountain blossom, full of the
cecalin, maje.stic presence of thc niigylt." Up, up, farther up, and
now the mountain breezo begins te stir in the troc-tops, rushies
clown thecr orge and sweeps past us to the plains, and a littie
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