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thay to the top; as they plodded along fastened together by

Sing €mpen cord, their progress seemed to be very slow,
afy € the snow was about a foot deep and they hadto make
itESh Path asthey advanced. High above was the sum-
» Which presented the appearance, which one attributes
e North Pole, that of a round circular top covered
Wlth Snow, .
ung €ascension of Mont Blanc is even now a very dangerous
ertakmg. It requires two days and one night, which
€ must be passedat the Hut atthe Grand Mulets, halfway
mlistbwo guides each of whomgets onel'mndred francs aday,
¢ takenas wellasoneporter andsincefood at the Hutis
tetlrfageOusly expensive, a bottle of common wine costing
thanrancs» the whole trip cannot be undertaken for less
o one hundred dollars and even then one has the chance
lany g one’s life, Ifas Bompard told Tartarini, Switzer-
ofth:’(e;re hollow and fitted with trap doors_like the floor
0 rand Opera, and that when one fell into a crevice,
tain\gﬁs 8reeted with, «“Sir, have you no luggage 7" moun-
Noge Imbing would not be dangerous but in rfeahty, feet,
and ears are often frozen, while loss of life even has
an Tequently .occurred.
0 toe l’?eXt morning, the father, Jacques and myself set
Samg Imb the Mentanvert, (6,500 ft.,) which stands on the
the to ide of the valley as Mont Blanc. We reached
M., P about eleven and at once proceeded to cross the
C ame Glace, a glacier which flows into the valley of
gy Omx: As we crossed this glacier, the poor Frencl_l-
4 u;iWas In mortal terror for his son, who persisted in
Some "€ himself by running and leaping across crevices.
How lmes, he would throw a bit of ice down one to see
tolg o <P it was but the dull thud which we heard not only
the P S It was deep, but also increased greatly the fear of
thoy c;:)r' father. We reached the opposite side in safety,
Who]% It took some time to find the path, since the
Stre ng acler for a width of about twenty-five yards was
by the With bolders, which had been torn from the rocks
Satig a vancing glacier, Itis rather an unpleasant sen-
Soy, o €€l that it is just as probable one is standing on a
and j ~ost or an icebridge over a crevice as on the firm ice
reache(zjannot say we were not relieved when we once morce
We erva Firmna,
M‘luminow made our way down what are called the
o S.Pas ; these are steps, in some places not more than
gl"icierWl © cut in the side of a precipce which borders the
S‘ldderﬁ fon bars are placed along the side and if one
Y feels ag [ did, a peg running into one's foot,
Such 5 SYOSs the glacier pegged boots are necessary,) to
a hefkd these bars are a god-send.
Whilg " MUt at the foot of the Manwais Fas, I had luncheon,
"y bac{ tl‘ench companions after saying adieu made their
© Chamounix. I had sent my luggage to Martigny
aving determined to cover the distance my-
Uty hmOOt. aving had a smoke during my short rest
ﬁly handCheon» I set off about one with my alpen stock in
aqul‘ or and found myself still fairly fresh after my five
n?.regardnmg tramp. The Swiss people have quaint ideas
fglle or the comfort of travellers, for [ was met at every
anr ew é Y a young urchin with a pitcher of goa}t s mlllk ;
v 4] Stentlmes one could freely indulge one's thirst,
Sty Dea fsay [ often did so. This valley presented a
otul ang picturcsque appearance, with its quaint

self rlage, |

oSt i
Wh?he ,SCS %ﬁat'Sheds and its hay stacks. The cheerful ring
of lle the]}:) €S in the field, came softly down the slopes
traq“iet PeaW bleatmg of the goats helped to lend a charm
Sit Vellerg Cefulness to the scene. Frequently I met other
¢ 4 were unfortunately bound in the oppo-
I remember meeting a party of Japanesc
with their alpen stocks, knapsacks and
presented the appearance of veritable
ang g met one fellow on a bicycle, but the
digy.. that th €epness of the road over the passes made one
Ty Tt bey were rather out of place in this mountainous
ly eNOir out six I arrived at the inn ncar the top of

Qlinlb?xt]s' Who
Oupt.» Doots
Kngyp Sicerg,
lnfer

e . v
lorg wﬁgss: here I intended to pass the night. The
Was a very pleasant fellow soon made me
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comfortable and after my ten hours tramp, a dinner was
something greatly to be desired.

They had a telegraph office here which was presided
over by a very pretty Swiss girl.  She spoke both French
and German and was now learning nglish; as I looked at
her English grammar, I truly appreciated the debt I owe
tomy parents for the fact that I am English.  Our French
and German grammars may seem difficult but when com-
pared to that English grammar they are easy.  Imagine to
have to learn capable of, able {0, sorry for, etc., etc., not to
mention the enormous list of irregular verbs, about some of
whose parts English people themselves are not always posi-
tive,

The next morning I viewed the wonder of the vicinity.
This consisted of a massive rock, caught between two cliffs,
while under it rushed a raging mountain stream. I paid a
small sum for the key to this Sanctum Sanctorum and
as I left the main road four ill-looking individuals followed
me down the mountain side to the gate. Judging dis-
cretion to be the better part of valour, I admitted them,
but the wildness of the view did not seem to be contagious,
for after mildly expressing themselves as very much obliged
for my kindness, which was really timidity, they made off
down the valley.

I set off about ten o'clock towards Martigny, where I
should again be able to travel by train. = The day
was rather warm and this together with the stiffness of my
body did not add to the pleasure of the tramp. The ever-
welcome boy with the pitcher was however nearly always
in sight and this helped torefreshmeandto spur me on. Occa-
sionally when I felt tired, I would turn aside into a wood and
lyingdown with my bundle under my head try to sleep. Iam
afraid I should never make a good tramp, however, for 1
was never able to go to sleep, but did the next best thing
which was to close my eyes and muse. It was delightful
in that valley, the hum of the crickets at play among the
fresh cut grass, the buzz of the grasshoppers as they scam-
pered about, now lighting here, now there, the soft bleating
of the goats as with their bells tinkling merrily at their
necks, they gracefully moved along the fresh green slopes,
all tended to soothe my feelings, while the fragrant
odor of the new mown hay being wafted to me by the
gentle summer breeze increased the sweetness of my
reverics.

With arecital of these reveries [ shall not burden the
reader since being essentially of the egotistical castle build-
ing kind, they might appear to him common-place and
since those give usually most pleasure which are tinged
with our own personality, T shall allow him to indulge

them where’er his “own sweet will” may lead.
B. P. H.

THE SONG OF A VARSITY GRADUATE.

I love to think of the dear old days,
When a Varsity life was mine.

And I often wish I'd felt more regret
When 1 left it in '8qg.

But I was young, and my path in life
Seemed to lead to joy and fame,

So 1 gladly went to impress the world,
Which would cry aloud my name.

Alas! my boys, for the dreams of youth,
For the dreams that could not be,
The cook’s traditional cousin has died,
And she's gone off on a spree;
It’s cold outside, but my wife indoors
Is keeping things pretty hot,
And my infant son just announced with glee,
He has swallowed the coflee-pot.

Hurrah, old chaps! for a Varsity life,
And enjoy it while you may. )
“Twould be bliss to me to be back again,

If it were only for a day. —Adapted.,



