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L5 NE gots weary of adhmiring the beaunty ™ was the remark T heard from a

\_F tollgw-travellor on the Kotgarh Road. One is reminded of Ruskin's
advice that imagination is a weariable [aculty and it is often necessary bo
sake it from the mountains and lay it “on the grass to rest,”  Few
surely sould teamp many wmiles heyond Simla  without olben fecling theo
nocessity to lay that delicate faculty “on the grass”, though the beauty is

not” monotonous, and does not fail in variety. Just vound a curve in the -

soad and one is surrounded by bare, rocky steeps with a magnificence all their
own, and almost uneonsclously emotions come under thelr influenee.  Life
seoms 2 stern rugged duty, though note the less glovious, noble and majestic,
Hardly have hese imipressions sunle inte our souls when the nexteurvein
the road brings s o glovious pine-covered mountains, fheir slopes solt as
velvet with the effect of the shadows. Life appears 1o us less stern, our dubies
‘are softened though not less grand and roble. A sudden turn in the road and
we behold a great range of snow-covered moundains, ghistening white sumanits.
With auch a view we are awed inbo silence and can hardly shave the omobiong
whioh sweep over us, for our hearts are strangely stilled, and the messages
which are whispored in bhat stillness are sacredly our own.—And the valleys ?
They have a glory too. The Httle villages nestling down so cosily, securely
pfo‘oecteci by pins-covered slopes, fill ns with a strange tenderness. The sofbér
armotions ome over us, fender thoughts of loved ones, and ali the love and pro-

tection which have sheltered us through our wanderings seem - very real fo us -

just now, and we are stimulated to desive the soffer virtues of graciousness

and tenderness of which we are reminded by the valleys. i
The very hill sides by the road, appeal to our imaginabion-—such treastres
are hidden there—maiden-bair fern grows in profusion, columbines, FNEINOTHBE,

larkspur and oven lilies of the valley make their resting place noar the road.

Ono can almost believe that they delight in giving joy o the wayfarers. The

little waterfalls Tippling down the mountains seem to rejoice in their power . .

of vefreghing. Bometimes we speate tather glibly of erystal water ” but

truly the water, as it drops from these little water ways, might be orystals

_sparkling in the sunlight 1

T4 is hard 0 know where we can rest OUr imagination for everything
airrounding us seems full of messages and from the violols on the way side
%o the glorious snow capped summits of the mountains all whispoer their secrobs
to us. It is good for us that wereturn to the plains where for a season. our
imagination may be ab rest, though even there we can rejoice in the mysteries
which, wore revealed to us in the moungains.
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