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Columbia burst, and heavy rain

drove us to seek shelter under a
friendly rock. In five minutes
it cleared, and we were just

putting on the rope for our
ascent of the ice-fall, when with
a roar and a clatter some tons

of ice that had broken off

near the summit came tumbling
down, splintering into frag-

ments in their descent. The
five minutes' delay had been
a lucky one, so we took the

friendly hint and left that ice-

fall alone. The only alterna-

tive peak was Diadem, which
we climbed in about four hours,

three rock-chimneys and some
steep rocks near the top aflford-

ing us a certain amount of

diversion. The rocks were not
particularly difficult, but great

care was necessary, owing to

their excessive rottenness. The
snow crown proved to be 100
feet high, and from its top

(11,600) a wonderful panorama
bui'st upon us, in spite of the

murky atmosphere. Standing,

as we were, on the Great Divide,

we looked down upon a marvel-

lous complexity of peak and
valley, of shaggy forest and
shining stream, v/ith here and
there a blue lake nestling in the

recesses of the hills. Quite

close, as it seemed, the over-

powering mass of the supposed
Mount Brown (now called

Mount Alberta) towered frown-

ing 2000 feet above us. It was
a superb peak, like a gigantic

castle in shape, with terrific

black cliflFs falling sheer on
three sides. On almost every

side, far as the eye could

reach, the world of mountains
extended: taken individually, I

have seen finer peaks elsewhere,

but what impressed me here was
a sense of their seemingly end-

less continuity. Northwards, as

was to be expected, the land-

scape presented a sterner and
more forbidding aspect : indeed,

the softer and more homely
features of Alpine scenery were
everywhere absent. One missed

the green pastures dotted about
with brown chalets, and the

familiar tinkle of the cow-bells

would have sounded more musi-

cal than ever on my ears,—for,

as I think Mr Leslie Stephen
observes in 'The Playground
of Europe,' these evidences of

civilisation improve rather than
spoil mountain scenery.

Collie's surveying kept us

some time at the top, and
bitterly cold work it was. We
descended the peak through
pelting hail, while the thimder
roared and rattled among the

crags in grand style, 3o that we
were more than once constrained

to halt and throw aside our
ice-axes for fear of the light-

ning. In the woods we were
struck with a still worse storm,

with hailstones as big as—well,

of the usual p'"— that hurt

as they hit you ; and again
we ran down into camp like

three drowned rats. During
the night another thunderstorm,

the fifth in twenty-four hours,

broke over us ; but though the

drippings from our leaky tent

soaked my already damp sleep-

ing-bag, I slept soundly through
it all.

In the morning we struck

the tents and retimied over

Wilcox Pass to the camp. Pro-

visions were again running
short, so we decided to make
tracks homewards, and moved


