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A pyramid of ice, a hundred foet in | hearted voleane

height, stands on the verge of the
glacier. It is more regular than the
pyramids of Egypt. All the tints of
heaven and earth have been showered
broadeast on its slippery sides, In the
tremulous heat-waves, it seems just on
the point of tumbling headlong, From
the foot of the glacier, n white thread
issues and crawls away amid the rocky
desolation.  This white thread is one
of the sources of the Klickitat. From
ity two thousand feet below us, floats
at intervals the faintest murmur,

From the summit of the mountain,
St. Helen to the west, Hood to the
south, and north Tacoma, the mighti-
est, lie glowing in the sunbeams.  The
snow doesn't look cold where the living
sunlight touches it.  Rather does it
seem the cast-off vesture of last night’s
sunset.  The average height of the
range is much greater here than around
Mt Hood.  To the west and north are
it dozen or more peaks spotted with
Snow,

The Yakima and Klickitat valleys
occupy the greater part of the eastward
view,  Toward The Dalles, we see
the rolling plaing succeeded by the
hills, and they again by other hills and
plainsg until they all merge into the
sky.

The park lying south of the mount.
ain seems to extend nearly to Mt St.
Helen,  This most beautiful of peaks
has scldom been climbed, though it is
upparently accessible on the south-
castern side, 1t is said that on its
southern slope is a large Inke, full of
fish and water-fowl. These lakes are
one of the most attractive features of
all this beautiful region. There are
three on the southeastern slope of Mt
Adams, just below the snow line.  The
reflection of the surrounding trees
within their unruffled depths, is as dis-
tinct us the trees themselves,

As we view this varied expanse,
over which the sunlight plays, touching
the peaks with Hame, descending into
the canyons to brighten some lonesome
creek, ani chasing the shadows through
the woods, we cannot forbear the re-
flection: by how few, after all, is this
or any other scene of beauty and sub.
limity known and appreciated !

All the beuuty of pine trees and lakes
and waterfulls, the blood-brightening
and reanimating air of the mountains,
the sublimity of these ice-zoned, fire.

THE

100, all this :‘.u::i.; of
humanity as freely bestowed as air and
water, is seldom claimed by its legatees,
There is no llnllgvr of a wrangle among
the heirs-at-law over the last will nnd
testament of our life-giver, nature, for
it is seldom even opened,  Practieality
is the watchword of modern eiviliza-
tion. These native outgushings of foel-
ing we generally thrattle, or turn nto
n lume to run a saw-mill.  The Greeks
got more out of life, after all, than we,
They took their cups direct from na.
ture, kissing the hand that gave,
Beauty, health, happiness, for to-
day, letting to-morrow look out for

tselfy the finst article in the Greclan

creed, is certninly vastly more attractive
than ours of a far-off, feverish future
dancing through the heat-waves of a
smelting furnace, or the smoke of a
locomotive,

All visitors to Mt, Adums should
visit leecave, It ix about twelve miles
It can be

reached by an Indian trail by which

southwest of the mountain.

generations of berry-pickers and deer-
sluyers have gone into the mountiing
The entire distance to the cave, and
apparently for some distance heyond, is
through the grassy park of which we
have before spoken,  Hefore reaching
the cave we pass o number of lava.
beds and extinet craters. These ol
ersters are usunlly nearly circular in
form, thirty or forty fect in depth, and
from twenly to 8 hundred or more feet
in dinmeter. They are pretiy nearly
overgrown with grass and flowers and
shrubbery,  This whole park, now so
peaceful, has evidently been the scene
of volcanic action that must have
shaken the earth and melted the rocks
like snow, When we reach the cave,
we see nothing st first but o circular
opening about eighteen feet in diame-
ter, A chilly gust of air comes out of
the opening, so commingling with the
hot atmosphere outside as to give one
u perfectly realizing ides of spring in
New England, It i about fourteen
fret to the floor of the eave.  The floor
is sheeted with ice varying from two to
four fect in thickness, Advancing into
the cave, the light of pine torches re.
veals a small forest of icicles.  The lar.
gest of these are about ten feet in
length, tapering from the size of @
man's waist to a knife-like point, just
touching the ceiling of the cave, This
part of the cave terminates in a rocky
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wally peclorated by one narrew fissure
too small to admit a man of ordinary
siee. Judging from the sounds made
by dropping stones down, there must
be o deep cavity here. Just in fromt
of this cavity is n cluster of lcleles, look.
ing like the pipes of an organ,  Their
lower parts aro covered with the most
delicate tracery, like the finest silver
work,  The effect when a pine torely
is placed behind them, is indescribabiy
boeautiful, This fceschamber is about
!'urt:.- feet In length.  On the other side
of the circular opening bs another chais.
ber of about the same size, containing
ng feey, but plentifully supplied with
magnificent specimens of lava,  Some
hang like elusters of grapes, other look
like the most delicate moss,  Thiscave,
though so small, compuratively, is full
of beauty nnd interest,  The philosophy
of the fce-formation i still unexplained,
Surrounded with the seattered pines
through which deer can often be seen
feeding on the luxuriant grass, with
superh wild strawberries wmd huckle.
berries near at hand, with a fine (romt.
lake but a few miles distant, this now
silent wpot will in time attract many
visitors, To them we commend the
task of further expatinting on its beng-
Liow,

And so good-bye aguin to the mount.
ains,  They will wait for other visits,
Fuor best of all about the mountaing,
they can wiit,  The mighty Tacoma
still hawnts us from afur, 17 its clowdy
divinity shall sometime condescemd 1o
mlmit us up higher than we have yet
been, we progise to bring down thence
nsnow-Make and a slice or two of the
upper atmosphere for the readers of the
Wit Suonw,

WOMAN

Wonmnen are more pradent than men,
As a rule, women are more faithiul
than men—ten times as faithiul as men,
I never saw & man pursue his wife into
the ditch sl dust of degradation mwl
take her in his arms, | never saw a
man stand at the shore where she had
been morally wrecked, waiting for the
waves to bring back even her corpee to
his arms; l:ul'l have seen woman, with
her white arms Lift man from the mire
of degradation, and hold him to her
basom s if he were an angel—/uger.
soll,

“HKaw, do you mean 10 say that |

sk falsely 1" sald # person 1o a

rench leman, *No, sare, | say
wot dat Juare, | any you o
ahout the truth very much,




