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Zcrmatt Hicithorn. wliicli (..^ the icadtr may remind

himsfir l)y lookiiiii: hark to Chapter III) I had (liml)e(l

on September!*, IST'J. Tlien I was a sclioolhoy. Now
I was aeeompanicd by my daughter. It was to l)e

her first mouiitain-climh, as it had l)eeii mine. She

was, withi'i the compass ol" a Lent, tlie same a;^e that

I had been. We slept at the Tlu'-odiile lliit, and the

weather was pr()piti»)ns. but I loimd the final slope a

much more toils(»me aH'air than twenty-nine years

liel'ore. The view embraced all my lioary-hcaded

friends. Scarcely a peak i)t' any importance was in

siyht on whose simimit T iiad not stood. I saluted

them I'or the last time, but not re^rrett'ully. 'Tliey

had Lfiven me health, joy, luauty. I'riends. and rich

memories. Those I was not uciny to lea\e beliind.

They arc still mine and infinitely [)recioiis.
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