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sentinel, the Terrapin Tower. For a moment the waters seetn
to pause and shtidder before the3' make the fatal plunge.

,«Stili do these waters roll, and leap, and roar, and tuxnble al
day long'; stili are rainbows spanning them a hundred feet beko x.
Stili, when the Sun is on thern, do they shine and glow like
molten gold. SURl wben the day is gloomy, do they fail likçe
snow, or ,jeem, to crumble away like the front of a great chalk
ouif, or roll down the rock likce dense white smoke. But always
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does ùhe rnighty stream appear to die as it cornes down, and
always froma the unfathoinable grave arises that tremendous
ghost of spray and mist which ia neyer laid, which lias haunted
this -place vith the saine dread solemnity since darkness brooded
on the deep, and that first flood before the deluge-Light-came
rushing on creation at the Word of God.

«Stable in its perpetual instability; changeless in its everlastingy
change ; a' tbing- tu- be ( pondered in the heart ' lik e the revela-
tion to, the meek Virgin of old: -with no pride ini the briliant
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