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father’s calling him hexlwmorning ; he was up “i‘hithing on such a glorivus moiping?  lHark, chere
twe tark, and sovon in the field. ' t1s the beit ui Lichten 2 Does not its juyous votce
Another week passed like the preceding, and secm to claun a 1ight 1o be heard 1 such a scene,
the triendship of the two boys.every day grew und speak a language intclhgibie to the glad crea-
swronger,  Another melancholy sabbath came for (yres mound ¢ ° )
poor “3“5:'15‘09 another joyiul week, and so time|  Aany, he could sce, were already answering it
sore on.  ‘The fiicnds dia not talk much on very {for 1rom all sides peuple were directing theis
decp, cerlagnly not on theological subjects; butisteps towards the hitde church. But in:?wimn«
e oppression which every Sunday, as it camme, tLat there was always some risk in what he was
semed 10 cause on Han’s spirits, puzzled greatly about to do, se delermied to resesve himself for
ws kind Lricad. ‘It cannot be right, it cannot be'the second, which be kuew trom his liiend was the
nghty’ Said poor Fritz to himsell one SaturdayIselemn service. He employed his tne, theretore
evening as they parted, and he shook his Iittlc{as well as he could ull nine, when the bell a«'an;
head most gravely. ¢ The religion which can yzave forth its cheettul note, and then directed his
wake God’s own day gloomy and cheerless cumes sleps towatds tle \h’-.&gc. From every collage
not trom there ;> and he looked, and pointed with around, along every paih, tamily parties were

ws hoger, towards the golden heavens, in which
e sult bad just set, steeping every mouatain in
lighty while the flood of rays that still rose from
Lin dashed against the elouds and seemed to break
w0 waves of glory. ¢ God,” he continued * who
wade the produce of His six work-days so gor-
geous, >0 lovely, so gladsome, cannot have intend-
ed e counterpait of His festival day of rest to be
wean, and hateful, and sad.?

streanming towards 1t: he was staitled to° see them
so joyful. ‘T'he people in their gay Sunday attite,
so particular and besutiful in Swuzeland, with
thewr lutle ones tripping before or frishing around
them, and plucking wild flowers as they went
along to make themselves a nosegay, or to place
befote some aitar, or on the grave of some dear bic-
ther or sister, chirping more merrily than the buds
themselves, could it be Sunday bhe asked himself

Tuat evening Hans received a scrious lecturelor was each of these a bridal paity going upon a
R{:ma his father, upon the duty of being up betunesispccial crrand of joy 2 But as they reached the
bext morning, and not begwnning the Lord’s day door of the saered building a fecling of 1everence,
thimsell with an act of laziness, and obliging him thouzh not of gloominess, secmed to come over

o begin it by anger and reproof, The lessou was
frot turown away, when Gottlob went to rouse him
ko his bed, he found it empty : Hans was aliea-
fdy gone out. At first he was pleased ; but when
Etie hour of piayer came, and no lans appeared,
Ehe became mote than ever angry. ‘The day went
gon, 1t was church time, still no tidings of him. To
glook for him was out of the question—it was the
Erabbath-day, and nobody could be sent out on so
¥profane an eriand. The father began to feel alarm-
fud as well as angry . but nothing could be done.

What, then, had become of Haus? Why the
ypoor boy’s head had long been working at the pro-
gbiem, of how it was possible tc make Sunday
Echeerful and bappy, and finding no solution, had
Ebeen working hunself up to the resolution to go

revery heart.
!

Silently yet freely they took their
places, the men on one side, the women on the
other. Hans felt a certain misgiving as he paused
|l'or a moment on the threshoid : his heatt beat,
his flesh erept with a certain horvor, as all 1ushed
to his mind that he had heard of the idolatries and
dark superstitions practised in Catholic ehurches—
was it possible that he was on the point of witness-
ing these ¢ But he had made up his mind to see
and judge for himself, so forward he went, and Jid
not halt till he found himself not far frow the
chaneel -or sanctuary : for he was determined to
see every thing.

Poor llans’s ideas of the inside of a church were
very simple : walls and pillars scrupulousty clean,
but as plain 2s whitewash could mauke thewm; its

gsome Sunday, and see how Fritz managed it. His only furniture a pulpit ; its only minister a clergy-
jlattier’s lecture settled the malter : he detcrminedlman in a black gown. He was, thercfore, per-
R run any risk to escape from one wretched Sun- ifectiy bewildered 2s he looked cautiously around

jday at least. So he arose before any one was
fsirring, and darting out of the viilage, tripped up
Eibe mountain’s side briskly towards Lichten. He
fhad never been in the fields before on a Sunday.
&' Why,” he mused with himself, ¢ the birds are
Rsnging as gaily as on-a week-day, and the sky
looks as bright, and the.turf as green, and the.dew
fas brilliant.  Will God be offepded with me
ibceause I'listen and look with the same pleasure
s on other days 2. Is man to be the only,sad

'him. Every thing to his eyes was rich and
splendid ; the gilded altars with their pictures and
silver ornaments (for such one may yet see in the
mountain churches of the Alps) seewed quite
magnificent. But ‘the high altar, decked out in
splepdour for the solemn function perfectly daz-
zled him. He had never seen a picture in bis life
Lbefore, nothing beyond a penny print, .or a gtim
old.portrait. Over the.altar was the beautiful pic-
ture to which Fritz had alluded : of a lady mejes-




