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with an internai fire. But, as the
daylight fades, tlie fire pales to
rosy red, and palest pinki, and
ashen gray, and ghastly white
against thie darkcening sky.
Thiroughi a strong telescope I
could se the silhouette of a
chiamois goat sliarply defined
against thce lighited window of the
but at Grands Mulets, five miles
distant on the mnountain slope.

In thie afternoon, w'ith a good
glass-after sweeping up its suc-
cessive zones of pine-forest, bare

rock, glacier, and everlastin g
snow-I could sec four black
figures like eninets, whiichi, I was
told, were men climibing the
miountain. But w'ith ail its
g<randeurMn Blanc -,vill xnot
compare witli the inimortal loveli-
ness of tlie Jungfrau, the \Tirgin
Qucen of the Bernese Oberland.

TIIE GLACIER IN OG

Longfellow describes thie glacier
as the glittering gauntiet which the

Frost King bias tbroxvn in defiance
of thle Sun, and in thie following
fine poem Mr. L. L. von Roten
finely recounts the associations of
thie mystcrious river of ice.
Thie glacier shîmiibers li iÈs rocky be(l.
And silence as of xniidnighit reigns around,
Save w-heui froîîx craggy cliff ror nioutain-

heaà
A suddcn tuiult wakcs the vast profound,-

Thie aval anIche sweeps wvildly by,
And sings the glacier's lullaby.

The niouutain-peaks lin stately circle wait,
Like sonie proud nionarch's lordly retinue,
l3caring aloft a canopy of state,
A gein- bespanglcd tent of deupest bilue.

0'cr ail tis scene, so stili, so výast,
The moon lier silvery liglit doth cast.

lIn silent mieditation thus it lies,
Wrhile night's refreshing h)reezcso'eritswýeep,
And ail the starry eyelets of the skies
As faithful sentineis their wvatches keep;

Only at intex-vals a tone
la hieard, that seems a hollow nioau.

So lies the glacier in the place assigned
By nature, like sonie niighity frozen st.ream:-
Hcedless of flashing skies and blustering

Nwinds,
lIt dreains in peace its tranquil, blissful

dreamn-
0f hierdsxnen's life on Alpine lieighta
0f heroes' deeds lin freedoim's fig'is.

The torreat wvelling frcin that icy breast,
Leaping in thunder dowvn the rock-strewn

siopes,
]3attles its way towards the far-off West,
Iinparts to distant lands its dawninig hopes,

And whispers to the foaining son
The glacier's dreani of liberty.

So spread the happy tidin gs far aud naat
Like soine briglit fairy talc that poets; sing,
To nicuî whose chlecs lives arc blank and

drear
Nev spriugs of action and ncew joy they

bring,
The exiger listeners licar a voice
That bids thecir downcast hicarts rejoice.

Snon with resistiess force are, swcept aside
M'ho fain wvould frcdoni's progrcss yet dle-

lay,
And tliat giad v,%oice,ircsoulndingfatr aud -,vide,
11roclahnis of liberty the dlaing day,

\X'hose splendour now the highlauds tinta,
And iii briglît hues the future paints.

And-as fromn out the glacicr's dcep recesa-
That once shail brighten te fuil liglit of day
(Mlthouýglî by attife aroused and by distress)
Xich lu the niorning-rcd long hidden iay,

Till triuinphs, to the furthcst North,
Whiat in thiat dreamn -%as shadowed forth.
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