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sweeps along the winding river and
niake i- mighty.

Does my sarcastic reader laugh at
the idea of Pink and white snow?
Here ini Newfoundland, as the set-
ting, sun catches the top of moun-
tains, have I seen snow appear evcry
color in the lights, sometimes rose,
sometimes pale yellow, sometimes
lavender, perfectly compleniented in
the shadows. Perhaps best of all
is a «rcrgeous fiame-color; an eniblein
of purity lit by the light of God's
warîn love, which we may behold
from the shadow of the plain, but
which blinds us if we dare ascend
into the light.

But this is not on the Trhaines ! It
has other beauties and divers. Ye
strict ones, read flot the next few
lines, for therein is contained

a confession. The Philosophic oars--
man, he sometimes makes his gig
his church. Whîle he hears the
music of the belis of churches
eall their hamlets to service,
hie worships sincerely the Powver
that made these surroundings so,
harmonious to hiniself, with ail his-
heart. And, after ail, if hie only
does himself good perhaps the deed
is better for the day, and certainly
hie is less likely to lose his texuper
on Monday.

Lastly. after a hard day*s workî on
the th-%vart, lie likes to let the blades,
lie on the water and hear the sound
of curfewv rung froni soxue old river-
side tower, steal softly to his ears.
aeross the placid water, as hie watch-
es the sun go down.

.Reginald Iza

THE LITERATURE 0F TRAVEL AND ADVENTURIE.

T HE richest fruits of incident and
imag-ination are to be found in

the records of nomadic man, garner-
ed by a goodly array of poets and
historians, travellers and novelists
in ail ages fromn Homner to Kipling,
Herodotus to Peary. The lover of
nature, the eceentrie and fine liter-
ature, may ehoose to wander with
Stevenson through the Ceveunes, or
hobnob with Borrow's gipsies and
prizefighters or se adventure in a
cruise with Rob Roy. The craving
for the sensationai drives others io
seek the excitement of a Railway
Deteetive story or a midniglit trip
to Whitechapel-journeys and ad-
ventures "1alone amid crowds. " The
serious and the studious follow the
perilous discoveries of a Livingstone
and Franklin or the more prosaic
wandenings of a Darwin and a
Young.

These writings have a charm and
a value-they have their appointed
place in thýe rcpublic of letters.

They ail pale in interest, however,,
before those works of facts and
fiction intertwined, which prescnt
us to ourselves, the men-in-the-street
(to use a hard-pressed simile) which
portray our own daily life on the
crowded Kingr's Higrhway. lIn mod-
ern literature Dox Quixote, Tom
Joncs and the Pickwvick Papers,
rcach the higrh water mark on their
depietion of movement and life;
they stand ahove and apart from all
others in the estimation of the crîtie
and the crowd. These immortai,
works mirror life in the saddle and
on the coachi in the days of Spain 's
commercial -nrosperity and England's
solid well-being. The weird pictures
they afford of dead and dying epochs
are as valuable to the historian as,
the canvasses of a Hogarth or a
Rembrandt-the form and fashion
of txiose ages live again under the
magie touch of Cervantes, Fielding-
and Dickens. lit is hard to realise-
the immense value of these conteni--


