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Buddhist temple, the ‘Temple of the
Tooth’ ; and, too, we meet the pastor
of the little Baptist church, a Cingaless
gentleman, who in very good English
tells us of the work there. But we
must hurry on, for we are bent on see-
ing Newara Eliya, and as our train
climbs upward, we look out over thou-

eugine puffs and pants its way up, ever
higher, higher up, but always, every-
where, on the sides of the hills, on all
the ledges, is the tea. We cannot linger
over deseriptions of the beauties of
Newara Eliya, only we must say that
the view from the top of Mount Padro,
the highest peak on the Island of Cey-
lon, will never be forgotten.  Above
the clouds we stood, great fleeey billows
they rolled at our feet, then disap-
d, disclosing plantati And
lains, roads looking like ribbons, and
ere and there lakes glittering and
flashing in the sunlight. Back to Col-
ombo we hasten, and are soon on board
the Gernian mail liner, There are hun-
dreds of passengers, and bye-and-bye
we find congenial friends among them.

P

‘“It is four days to Penang, and an-

other day to Singapore. At both places
we ashore. e beautiful Govern-
ment Gardens are the chief attractions.
The variety of foliage in its rich color-
ing, and the luxuriant hgrowth Beggars
description. To eyes that have looked
upon tue seorch withered, parched
palms of India, the grass in Penang
really seemed greener than any grass
we had ever known,

““From Bingapore to Hongkong, it is
five da; ve days in the China Sea,
where the awful typhoons we read of are
of such frequent occurrence, With
thankful hearts, we sight Hong-ko
and find ourselves safe in its
cent harbor. Travellers tell us that,
from the harbor, Hong-kong reminds
them of Edinbulirgh, built as it is from
the water’s edge up the face of the
hill. We find it true that ‘distance
lends @Wchantment to the view’ of the
Chinese quarter, which, upon eloser in-

- speetion, is squalid and and un-
nttr:eﬁve. zodln :{hniu :Aklo! the e
of horses and car n Hong-kong.
We enjoy the ladln‘eﬁh--, and are for-
tanaté in having a clear day for our
trip to ‘the Peak,’ from w! ‘we have
a view—a bird’s-eye view of the city
and the harbor with its fleet of native
boats, which are reslly the omly home
‘thousands of Chines¢ know, for on those
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boats they are born, live their lives, and
die, The steamers at their berths are
interesting. They their country’s
flag, and nearly all the flags are there.
The British gun-boats, and countless
launches puff their way in and out of
the maze of shipping. Aecross the busy
harbor is the town of Kowloon, and
—back of Kowleon the ghastly yellow sul-
phur hills,
It is

at Hongskong we take the
Canadian

steamer ‘wmpress of India,’
and three days later, find that a day in
Shanghai is possible. We go up the
river Yangtse in the Canadian Pacific
Company’s tender, and at the jetty hiré
a carriage, for we want to see Shanghai.
We are driven through the French, the
German, and the English conecessions,
and out the Bubblingwell Road to the
bubbling well, an n well, the water
of which is really bubbling. Then we
go to the native city, at the gates of
which we are told that wé must see that
on foot, and, indeed, there is no other
way, for the gates are too narrow to
admit a horse and earriage. The streets
irside are narrower still; stretching out
our arms, we easily touch the walls on
either side, and these narrow streets are
full of Chinese men and women, and
the filth is indeseribable, and the odors
like unto nothing that we have ever
imagined. We do not linger in the na-
tive eity, few are its charms for us;
the beautiful Foreign City just outside
itse walls is more to our liking. - We
say good-bye to Shanghai and to China,
realizing that we have seen omly the
ports, not the real China—the China
of the interior:

‘“The beauties of the Inland Sea of
Japan delights us through the long,
sunny hours of one day. The few hours
ashore“at Kobe and Yokohama, fill us
with a desire to ik.now Japan and the
energetic, enterprising little Japanese
poopf:, and we resolve that some day
we will come to Japan and get ae-
vainted, but just now we are homeward

nd. Twelve uneventful days there
are bet Yokobama and Vietoria,
and, after twelve days out of sight of
land, (he snow-clad mountains of Van-
couver Island and the mainland, look
good—very good,  Vietoria has a
homey ait about its wharves even, and
the five hours between Victoria and
Vancouver, are full of delights, and, on
the wharf at Vancouver, are friends
with welecoming smiles and.
hand-elasps, and we are at home!
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