
106 The M1ethodist Magazine.

its banks.* Oiiw provisions ran low,
and we turned back disheartened,
Haskis loading the forest gloom,
wi th, edlIess iniprecations. Mean-
Minue, the canoe had been slowly
adVancxng, so tliat we miet the party
before our flour'was quite run out.
The dingy' littie tent and the brown
facies of* my partners w'ere very
w'eleoie after the privation and
wretclidness of our foot journey.

Once more on wîth the dug.out,
IIIaskils,wli'ow~asa skilfal if reckless
c.infocinan, taking comnmand. The
river was falling, and slippery
stretches of wet, mossy boulders, or
s.indbars, wvhere the print of the
litted foot ivas quickly iilled ivitli
wvater<- afforded tracking ground.
Iu other places the vater wvas
shallowr enougli for poling; and
once or twice, as a blessed change,
a great eddy bore us gently haif
a mile on our course, while the main
streaim ruished on its w'ay a few
rods off. TPhe scenery grew even
bolder than before. One towering
suiniit, îvith a glacier gleamingr
Nue and white on its flank, looked
dowx on us more than hiaif the way
to Lapt)-rte. t ,:eeiiied impossible to,
<Seupe its sulent presence, the eim-
bodiïnent of changeless d igu ity.
compared w'ith the fuming, muddy
Columnbia, whichlage at its foot.
At last, rounding a curve, Laporte
'vas before us, ruined Iog-lmouse
or two, a, shabby tent on the 10w,

gras\-beahand Qhat wvas ail. I

confess to having been disappointed.
IIowever, it wias truly "Thrle Port,"
for navigation stops a mile or two
above at the Dalles de Mort, wvhere
years ago sixteen mincis met their
end, giving the spot its ominous
name of &,Deatli Rapids."

A tramp of twenty miles over a
fairly good trail brougrht us to the
gold region, wvhere a quarter of a
century aigo thousands of miners
were at work, thougli now bushesî
and saplings have begun to hide the
scars left on the Iandscape by their
labours; and the lonely valleys a~re
sulent except for the sound of ramn-
swollen creeks. Righit million dol-
lars in dust and nu-gets are said to
have found their way, in two or
rAhree summers, from this wild re-
gion into the great gold-loving
w'orld outside.

My holidays were nearly over,
and after a fewv days of geological
wvork, I made miy way baek to
Laporte. ilaskins was before me,
hoîvever, and hiad coolly taken our
canoe and slipped dowvn to the
Dalles on his w-ay to F17arwell. For-
tunately for me the trail was nearly
finished, and parties were beginning
to comie in îvith horses; so thait iii
two or thrce days a, dilapidated
proféssot; witli a heavy bag of speci-
mens, rode a stili more dilapidated
pony safely into Farwell. Tien
good-bye to, the Columbia, and whiz
and rush across the continent to
meet my classes in the East!

PILGIM SON.\,.

RS>IESITO F<:IANItII U OIIEnT WIT0.

ME reeeîallvt 75011 illa l",uZoircaceld, our vvantdriîîgs cense
xion> David, 11rls traliquilla Il] )a.vilis lioile of traiffilil pcace,
('1ijus fader aluctor Iluis, Wh'lose huilder is the Lord of liglit
('tjjtzs porua. liguluilii crels, %Vhocsc -ates are Nvond froinClay lieiglit
Cutjus claves liigua Petri. whose itcys are tlurucdi at Nes %wordt
Cujus cives sempe*r laeti, \Vluse lieolc's hymuus of pinise are heard
Cu1jus illuri laisivu.lohse walls are liiîilt of living stoules
("ujitý ustw lie\~ c festýivius. Wliose Kceper is the Lord aloone.
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