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y I'F YOU ARRIVE in the after-
jnoon or evening, mind that

yo>u just shut your eyes to
the seenery:" my trav-
elled friend lad said.
'It will be omething

you '11 neyer forget-
the morning sun on
that wonderful bine
water, and the yecHow
poppies swaying in the
wind."'

And so, after our lit-
tic journey in thc dusk,
in a Rolis Royee driven
car that runs ou rails
from the train to the
Chalet (vaguely exîtcnd-
cd there in the shadows)

-we etepped at last
into the great entrance
hall, with our thougîts
ail on thec morning, and
these yellow poppies
above the bine waters.

"Why, there's 'Sher-
look Holmes' again!1"
whispered Jean excited-
ly. "Funny how wc
meet -him at every
stop-"

Sure enough, the dark-
eyed young feliow iu
the cheeked cap whieh
had helped us to nick-
name h4m, was standing
near the desk in earnest
eonversation with an-
other chap. As lie caught
sigît of us, lie came forward, smil-
ing.

"You'll pardon me-" he said,
snatching off the. cap, "'but we've
just been arranging *a herseébaek
party for Moraine Lake tomorrow.
Perliapa you wouldàlke to go?"

After some hcsitation and murmur-
cd plaints by Jean that "she knew,
she positively knew, qshe'd f aïi off
and disgrace us " and reassuraneces
by Mr. SherloeiÏ to the effeet that
"these were sure-footcd montain
ponies-, comnfortabie as a rocking-
chair," and settlingr of the riding
togs and lunch questions, we finally
conscnted to lcnd our preseuce to the
"axrtiug eveut.

~urgess Pass in the Canadian Rock ie

Off to Early Btart.
And n*ow it was moruing-amoqst

the "crack of dawn", indeed, since

wc had arranged to be cal!led for a
very carly start. Jumping ont of
bcd, Jean dashed to the window, and
gave a cry of delight.

"Quick!" she called to me. "There
was neyer anything so beautiful 1"

Shc was right. From our windows
in the Chalet, a spacions lawn sloped
down to the water; and just at -its
edge was a host, amarching army, of
poppies as glorious1y yellow as the
lake was gloriou6ly bine. And -what
a strange bine that water wasi Not
a turquoise, exaetiy, and certainly not
an azure; but a strange., opaque,
baffiing shade, seen only in water fed
by a meiting glacier.

There lay the glacier, too, just
acros the bine interlude of t he lake
--g reenish-white, majestic, myster-

ious, outspread in the triangular
gorge of the great blýaek peaks.

It was a sacrilege, after that, to
think of breakfast

A iittle later, when
\~we crept slieep ishily
1% down the steps ini our
S borrowed rixding-breecli-

es-for it isn't eonsid-
<' ered safe to ride side-

saddle in the mountains
-and who wants to ride
side-saddlýe, anyway 7 -
th-ere were the " sure-
footed mountain ponies "
hfned up in waiting. Our
steeds iooked sure-foote-d
enougli, indeed, and also
sedate enough; witli
heads down, and au ex-
pressionl of pathetie
boredom, they were list-
iessly nibbMiug -at the
lawn. When we liad
býecu hoisted to the sad-
die - trying liard to
look cxperienced and
debonair--4he cavalcade
set forth.

We were a motley
party-as varied as the

I Canter~bury Pilgrins.
There were Jean and

-just average New
York girls; a breezY
young widow from Cal-
ifornia, dark and dash-
ing, and a graceful fig-

ure on horseback (the only suý
among us, 1 miglit add!1). Then, there
was a tail, lanky Irishman, with ai'
unquenechaible fund of limor;- a lit-
tic Scotch slip 's doctor who had
neyer beeu on a horse before alnd
soon hegan to realize it; a, tacituri'
Westerný lawyer; and SherloXd<
Hcoimes and his friend-both Hlarvard
boys. ("You eau always tell a Ilar-
yard man. - but you can't tell hi'
much."

We" passed through wonderfuî
scene'ry from the very startwOod'1
and mountain pastures, bGilder-
strewn valicys, and steep bi!ll-,sides
where rocks clattered down unde2'
our ponies' hoofs; and always dark
peaks looming up behind us and il~
the distance - black agaiast the pale-
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