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PLEASANT HOURS.

grandeur of the cave, but our anticipa-
tions were fur surpassed.  The entire
leugth of the paswngen is said to be over
150 wiles.  We did not go through «ll
of them , but for mde after mile and
hour after hour we wandered, coming at
every mowent to new seones of wonder
and delight  Thiough spacious corri-
do. 8, xud vaulted dowes and chambers
we pars, some of them of mejestic sizo
and grndeur. One of the noblest of
theso 18 The Stur Chamber, shown in
the lurge eut on cur first prge. Itign
vast hatl 70 feet wide, 60 hagh, and
S0 long.  Here, o use the words of
another

A strangely beautiful transformation
scene 1w extnlated.  The lofty ceiling is
coute d with black gy psum, studded with
thoukands of white spots, caused by the
cfiorescence of the sulphate of wmag-
nesin,  Our guide usks us to sit down
on a log bench by the wall, and then,
colle cting the lamps, vanishes behind a
Jjutting rock; whence, by adroit mani-
pulations, he throws shadows flitting
liko clouds athwart the starry vault.
The eflect is extremely fine, and tho
illusicn is cumplete. One cun easily
persunde  himself that the roof is
temoved, and that he looks up from a
deep valluy into the real heavens. Yot
oves a hundred feet of solid rock is
sbove his head,

“ Good-night,” says the guide; “I
will see you agein in the morning.”

With this abrupt leave-taking he
plunges inte a gorge, and we are in
utter darkness.  Even the blackest
midnight in the upper world has from
Bome qua: ter a few seattered rays; but
here the glocm is without a gleam. In
the absolute rilence that ensues, we
hear the brating of our hearts. But
while we a2 roundly berating the
guide's treachery, we see in the remote
distence a fuint glimmer, like the first
streak of dawn. The light increases in
volume till it tinges the tips of the
rocks, like tops of hills far away. The
horizon is bathed in rosy hues, and we
arc prepared to seo the sun rise, when
all at once the guide appears, swinging
his cluster of lamps, and atking us how
we like the preformance. ~ Loudly
encored, he repeats the transformation
agnin and aguin,—starlight, moonlight,
thunder-clouds, inidnight and day dawn,
herulded by cock crowing, the barking
of dogs, lowing of cattle and varions
other farmyard sounds; until, weary
of an entertainment that long ago lost
its novelty for him, he bids ua resume
our line of march. Another gingle
chamber is 800 feet long, 300 feet wide
and 120 feet higb, and covers an area
ofover four acres—probably the largest
room in the world.

New objects of interest met us at
every step as we advanced. During s
moment's pause we wero startled b
what scemed the loud ticking of a
musical timwepiece. [t was but the
weacured melody of water dripping
into a basin hidden behind the rocks,
Drop by drop monotonously it falls, as
it hag falien, it may be, for a thouesnd
years.

The Giant’s Cofiin is near by—a
rcek shaped liko a mighty sarcophagus.
It is detached from the ceiling, walls
and floor, resting its weight on stone
trestles, and cquals in size one of the,

famous hlocks of Baalbek, being forty

feet long, twenty wido and eight deep.

Thero are also deep pits, down which
wo gnzo with awe into theimpenetrable
darkness. Then the guide takes from
his haversack a fireball which he ignites
and hurls down the abysa  Deeper and

deeper it fulls, lighting up the rocky
walis, 1 it renched the distant bottom
of the pit, end, flickering to extinction,
darkness und  silence resumo their
immewmorial and solitary reign. The
darkuess is intense and appalling—like
that of Egypt, “‘a darkness that may
be felt.”

Then lofty domes expand; one of
these, the Mammoth Dome, 18 estimated
ag 250 feet high. When lit up with
burning magnesinn or Bengul lights it
is most impressive and sublinwe, the
deep shadows cronching around, the
feeble glimmer of the tapers only
waking the darkness visible, and the
brillianco of the magnesian light illumi-
naiing the stately “ Egyptian collums,”
twenty-five feet in diumeter, and sup-
porting, ago after age, the massive roof.

Great stalactites of fantastic forms
hang from the roof, formed by the
dripping, through countless centuries,
of the limesnturated water upon the
floor, where huge stalagmites are
tormed. In places the stalactites and
stalagmites have met and form a huge
column of alabaster, supporting the
roof like the pierain a Gothic cathedral.
Indeed, one chember is 80 named, and
here religious service is frequently held,
and more than once a marringe cere-
mony has been performed. The wall
in places is studded with exquisite
crystals of snowy gypsum simulating
the form of every imaginable flower.

“ Floral clusters, bouquets, wreathes,
garlands, embellish nearly every foot
of the ceilings and walls; while the
very soil sparkles with trodden jowels.
The pendulous fringes of the night-
blooming cereus are rivalled by the
snowy plumes that float from rifts and
crevices, forever safe from the withering
glare of daylight. Clurups of lilies,
pale pansies, blanched tulips, drooping
fuchsias, sprays of asters, spikes of
tuberoses, wax-leaved magnoliss—but
why exbaust the botanical catalogue?
The funcy finds every gem of the green-
house and parterre in this crystalline
conservatory.”

One of the most striking adventures
is the sail on Echo River, which flows
in darkuoess well-nigh 200 feet below
thesurface. Itisthus vividly described
by an accomplished writer:

On entering River Hall, we found
our path skirting the edge of clifis 60
feet high and 100 feet long, embracing
tho sullen waters of what is called the
Dead Sea. Descending a flight of steps,
we came to a cascade, but a little
farther on, said to be a re-appearance
of the waterfall at the entrance, sug-
.gesting the idea that the cavoe has
doubled on its track. Passing the
River Styx and Lske Lethe, we come
to Echo River. Four boats await us
on the banks, Each has seats on the
gunwales for twenty passengers, while
the guide stands in the bow and propels
the primitive craft by a long paddie, or
by grasping projecting rocks. The
river's width varies from twenty to
two hundred feet, and its length is
about three-quarters of a mile,

The low arch rises toa height varying
from 10 to 30 feet, while the plummet
shows a still greater depth below.

A quiet lady in black velvet led us
in sacred song. The concord of aweet
.;gqunds was surprisingly agreeable; but
;tho tones followed each other too rapidly
to securo full justice. A single aerial
vibration given with energy, asby a
pistol:shot, rebounded from rock to
rock. The din awakened by discordant
sounds was frightful. On the other

hand, when the voice gave the tones of

a full chord seriatim, they came back in
a  aweeping arpeggio.  Flute-music
produced charming reverberations. The
fineat vocal effect followed the utterance,
as strongly and firmly as possible, of
the keynote of that long vault, letting
all other sounds meanwhile cease; the
wonderful vibrations thus caused were
prolonged from fifteen to thirty seconds
after the original tone had been de-
livered. +

Anextraordinary result was obtained
by the guide's agitating the water
vigorously with his broad paddle, andl
then seating himself in silence by my-
side. The first sound that broke the:
stillness was like the tinkling of silver
bells. Larger and heavier bells then
seemed to take up the strange melody,
as the waves sought out the cavities in
the rock. And then it appeared as if
ull chimes of all cathedrals had con-
spired to raise a tempest of sweet
sounds. They then died away to utter
silence. We still sat in expectation.
Lo, 83 from some deep recess that
hed been hitherto forgotten, came a
tone tender and profound ; after which,
like gentle memories, were re-wakened
all the mellow sounds that had gone
before, until River Hall rang again.
This concert was prolonged for several
minutes, until the agitation of the
waters had wholly subsided. Those
who try their own voices are pleased to
bave the hollow wall faithfully give
back every shout and song, whimsical
cry or merry peal; but the nymphs of
Echo River reserve their choicest har-
monies for thoge who are willing in
silence to listen to the voice of many
waters, - J

Another prominent writer says of
the ride on Echo River: “This alone
is worth a tripacross theocean, Dark-
ness indescribable, stillness which can
only be likened to the tomb, yet
gliding over waters without a wavs, a
stream without beginning or end.
‘Rocked in the Cradle of the Deep,’
sung in a deep, manly voice, wakes the
‘echoes’ and the reverberations go
down the cavernous depths for miles
and continue sounding in fainter and
fainter tones until they seem to finally
die away at an immenss distance.
‘William’ (the guide) then sings the
‘Sweet By-and-By’ and more melody
is heard than was voiced by the ‘Swed-
ish Nightingale’ in days when whole
citieshung upon her tones. ¥f Nilsson,
Kellogg, or Gerster would golthere and
sing, the music would surelyjcall back
to life the ‘dwellers in the cfves,’ and
bring out the rock-riveted mblodies of
the lost ages.”

In this river my son had the good
fortune to catch one of the strange
eyeless crawfish which haunt its dark
depths. As no ray of light ever pene-
trates its eternal gloom, they have no
need of eyes, and in the lapse of ages
thess uave disappeared. He slso pro-
cured one of the eyeless fishes, which are
80 great a curiogity as to be preserved
in the .museums of London, Vienna,
and Berlin. But space will not permit
to recount our adventures in traversing
the rugged route of Sparks-Avenue, in
scramblingthrough “Fat Man's Misery,”
and in wriggling our way up the wind-
ing ¢ Corkscrew ;” nor to describe the
strange stone houses in which a number
of invalids once dwe ¢, in the hope that
the dry and equable temperatuza of
the Cave would cure consumption ; nor
the queer salt vate, in which, during
the war of 1812, vast quantities of
saltpetre for manufacturing gunpowder

aghall fully-deseribe

were leached. Weghall

these and many other striking aspects
of the eave in an parly number of the
dfethodist Magazipe, to bo iltustrated
with 14 elegant e)gravings, much finer
and more beautiful than those given in
this article. .

Bayard Taylor, after visiting all the
great natural wonders of the Old and
Now World, says of the Cave: “1 had
been twelve hours underground, but I
had gained an age in a strango and
bitherto unknown world; =an age of
wonderful experience, and an exhaust.
loss store of sablime and lovely memo
rics. Before taking a final leave of
the Mammoth Cave, however, let me
assure those who have followed me
through it, that no description can do
Jjustice to its sublimity, or present a
fair picture of its manifold wonders.
It is the greatest natural curiosity I
have ever visited, Niagara not excepted,
and ho whose expectations are not
satisfied by its marvellous avenues,
demes, and starry grottoes, mnust either
be a fool or a demigod.”

We were not 50 long in the cave as
he—only about half the time. After
travelling underground forabout twelve
miles, we emerged into the starry night
at two o'clock, and in the comfortable
beds of the hotel soon forgot all our
fatigue,

Mammoth Cave is only eightv-four
miles south of Louisville, on the Loui:-
ville and Nashville Railroad A visit
toit can be easily combined with one
to the Great Southern Expositicn,
which we had also the pleasure of
visiting. The Interrational Sunday-
school Convention will be held next
June in the city of Louisville, and
doubtless many Canadian delegates will
degire, when so near it, to visit this
great natural curiosity. For their
information we may say that round
trip tickets are issued by the Louisville
and Nashville Railway, entitling the
tourist to, we believe, a night’s lodging
and one meal at the Cave Hotel for
$8.75.

FOR THE BOYS.

SHE Wide Awake gives the fol-

& lowing story, which is all the
~ better for being true:

Two men .stood at the same table
in 8 large factory in Philadelphis,
working at the same trade. Having
an hour for their nooning every day,
each undertook to use it in accom-
plishing a definito purpose ; each per:
severed for about the same number of
months, and each won success at last,
One of thess two mechanica used his
daily leisure hour in working out the
invention of a machine for sawing a
block of wood into almost any desired
shape. When his invention was com-
plete, he sold the patent for & for-
tune, changing his worki': o’s apron
for a broadoloth sunit, and moving out
of a {enement-house, into a brown-stone
mansion. The other man—what did
he do? Well, he spent an hour each
day during most of the year in the very
difficult undertaking of teachinga little
dog tostand on his bind feet and dance
a gig, whila he played the tune. At
last accounts he was working ten
hows a day at the same trade and at
bis old wages, and finding fault with
the fate that made his fellow-workman
rich while leaving him pcor. Leisure
minutes may bring golden grain to
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mind as well a8 purse, if one hervests |} §

wheat instead of ch-f,




