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4 Well,” continuod thio pastor, ¢/ about to thousand
cight hundrod years ago theso Alps wero peopled bya
liardy aborlginal raco, speaking tho samo languago, or
tho germs of tho samo language, which is spoken hiero
to this day by thelr dorcondants. Theso aborigines
followed tho Instincts winch God would scem to havo
implanted In the hearts of all mountain raccs. They
wearicd of thelr barren fastnesses. They poured down
into tho Southiern plains. They expelled tho native
Umbrians, and settled ns conquerors in that part of
Italy which lics north of Ancona and the Tiber. Thero
thoy buiit citics, cultivated literaturoand tho arts, and
reached a high degreo of civilisation. When I tell
you that they had attained to this cminenes beforotho
era of Romulus; that they gave religion, language,
aund arts to Romo herself; that, according to the do-
creed fato of patlons, they fell through their own Jux-
ury, and wero enslaved o thelr turn; that pursucd by
tho Gaulor tho Celt, they Ged back at last to theso
eamo mountains from whicl they had emigrated long
centuries before; that they crected soms of those
stronglholds, tho imperishable ruins of which yot stand
8Love our passes; and timt in this Rixto-Romanseh
tonguo of the Grisons survive tho last utterances of
their lost pocts and historians—iwhen, cousin, I tell
you all theso things, you will, I think, havo guessed
already what the namo of that sucient peoplo must
havo bson?”

Now i happened somewhat unluckily, that M,
Trefalden bad lately read, somesvhero or anotker, a
revicw of somebody's book on this very subject; so,
when tho old man paused, quito warm and tlashed
with his own eloquence, hio found himself prepared
with a reply.

“If, said he, ¢ I bad not taken an impresslon—1if,
io sbort, I had not understood that the Etruscans
wero originally a Lydian tribo—-"’

“You took that impression from Herodotus!' in.
tertupted tho pastor.

4 Noj; for tho best of reasons. I never was Greclan
cnongh to do batto with Herodotas.”

“ ¥rom Tacitus, then?*

 Possibly frcm Tacitus.”

*Yes, Tacitus supportsthat theory, butho is wrong;
20 docs Merodotus, and ho is wrong; so do Strato,
Cicero, Scneea, Pliny, Ilutarch, Vellelus, Iatercalos,
Servius, and 2 host of others, and they aro all wrong
—utterly wrong, cvery ono of them !

“ Bat whero—-"*"

“ Livy supposes that tho cmigration was from tho
plains to tho mountains—folly, mero folly! Docs not
every examplo in history point to tha contrary? Tho
dwellers In plains fly to tho mouatains for refugo; bat
emigratioa flows as naturally from the beights to the
flats, as streams fow down from tho glaciersto tho
valleys. Hellanicus of Lesbos wotld havo us believo
thoy wero Pelasgians. Diopysius of Halicarnassus os-
serts that they wero the aborigincsof the soll.  Gorics
makes thern Phaenician—Bonarota, Egyptian—afle,
Cznaanite—Goarnacel . . . 7

“I beg pardon,” isterrupted Afr, Trefalden; « bat
when I s2id I had understood that the Etruscans were
of Lydisnorigin . . ."

* They wero nothing of tho kind!** cricd tho pastor,
tremtling with excitement. “If they had been hils
conntrymen, would not Xaatus of Lydia havo chroni-
cled thoe cvent? Ho mever even names them. Can
you concelvo an English historian omitting the colonl-
sation of America; or a Spaolsh historian passing
over tho conquest of Mexico? No, cousin, you must
forgivo mo for saying that ho whd'embraces theempty
theorics of Herodotus and Teocltas commits = grice
vous crror. I canshow you such archxological evl.
deneo. - -7

*I assure youw, sald 3fr. Trefxlden, lzagbingly,
+1hat X havo not tho least disposition to do anything
of thokind. It is=a sabject upon which1 know abso-
lately nothing.”

“ And, fatker,” began Saxon, laying hishand gently
op tho old man’s arm, ** I think yoa forget——"

“XNo, no, 1 forgot nothiag,” interrupted hisnnclo
too much posrossed by bls own argument to listen 20
anyona. *Idonot forgetthat Gibdon pronoanced
tho Lydiaa thoory a2 themo for only poets and roman-
cists. I donot forget that Stoud, whatever tho tepor
of his other opialons, stlcist admitied tho unity of the
Etruscas and Rhxtian tongoes, Then thero was
Nicbahr—although ke fell noder tho mistake of sap-
posing tho Etru~cans to boa mixed raso, ho bellovod
tho Rbertians of theso Alps t0 havo boom tho true
stock, and malntalned that they rodacod the Pelzszt
0 & stato of vassalage. Neidubr was & grest =zn, =

fino historian, an enlightencd echolar. I corresponded
with him, coueln, for years, on this vory subjoct; but
I could never succeed §n convincing hin of thoe purely
Rhxtian nationality of the Etruscan peoplo. 1fo al-
ways would havo it that they wero amulgamated with
tho Pelasgians, It wasa great pity?! 1 wishIcould
hava set him rightbeforo ho dled.*

Mr. Trefaldon looked at his vateh.

“ ¥ wish you could,” ho sald; *“but it grows late,
and I shall never fiud my way back before dark, if I
do not at onco bid you good cventng.””

Tho pastor put his hand to his brow in a bewildered
way.

«I—1 fear I havo talked too much,’” he said shyly.
« I havo wearied you. Pray forgiverno. When I be-
glo upon this subject, I do not know where to stop.”

“ This {8 becauto yon know 20 much about it,* re-
piled tho lawyer. ** DBut I have listencd with great
pleasure, 1 assure you.”

 Havoyou? Havo you, Indeed?”

# And havo learned 2 great deal that 1 did not know
before.*’

# 1 will show you all Niebulir’s letters another time,
and coplcs of my replies,” eafd the old man,” ifyou
care to read therm.”

tio was 201w quito radiant again, and wanted only a
word of encouragement to resuwao tho conversation;
but Mr. Trefalden bad hiad more than enough of tho
Etruscans already.

¢ Thaak you,” said hos ** thank you—another time.
And now, good-by."”

“ No no—stay 8 moment longer. 1havoso much to
say to you—s0 many questions to ask. How long do
you stay in Reichenau?”

Somo days—perhapsa week.”!

" Aro you on your way to Italy?”

“Notat cll. I wanted chango of air, 2nd I have
como abroad for a fortnight’s hollday. 2fy object in
choosing Reichienau for a resting place is solely to bo
near you."’

Thoold man’s cycs filed with tears,

“ How good of you!” ho said, slmply. *I should
neverhave ecen you if you had not found your way
hither—nnd, after sll, wo threo aro tho last of our
name Cousin, will you como hore?”

Afr. Trefalden hesitated.

*What do you meanl!” Lo said. * I shall como
agaln of course, 10 MOrrow."’

« I mean will yoa como hero for tho timo of your
stay? I hardly like to ask you, for X know tho “Adler
s far moro comfortable than our little desolato cyrie,
But still if yoa can put up with farmer’s faro and
mountaln babits, you sball havo o loving welcomo.*?

2AIr. Trefalden smiled, acd shook bishead.

« X thank you,” said he, **as much as If I ne-
cepted yoo r hospitality; but It is Impossible. Weo
Yondoncrs 1cad busy foverish lives, and becomo en-
slaved by sl kinds of unhicalthy customs. Your
babits and mino differ &s widcly &s tho habits of an
Esquimaux and a Fricadly Islander. Shall 1 confess
tho trath? You have lust supped—I 2m now golng
back to Reichienau ¢o dinper.””

“To dinner?"

¢ Yes, cight is my hoar. I cannot dopart from i,
wven when travelling; 60 you sco I dara not becomo
yous gaest. However, Ishall sco you daily, and my
young cousia hero must do tho honours of tho neigh-
bourhood to me.”

* That I will,”” sald Saxon, heartily.

2fr. Trefalden then shook hands with tho pastor,
and, Saxon having declared his intention of eccing
him down tho mmounfain, they went away togetber,

CHATTER V1. THX VALURX OF A XATOLTOXN.

As tho two ccusine passed neross tho grass-grown
court-yard, and under the gatewsy, with tho stork's
nest overkead, Ar, Trefalden pointed upto thobroken
scutchoon,

«JIs that a rocord of somo medixral fray?' asked
he.

¢+ Oh dear no!’’ replied the young man, lavghingly.
)y great-grandfather swashcd that heraldry whea
bo bought tho place.””

¢ Then ho was 8 zo3loas Republican?”

¢ XNot ho. Quits the contrary, I belicve. No—ho
defaced tho ehicld decausy tho chitesn was his, axd
tho srms wero not.”

*«JXsoo. Xodid notchooso to live in 2 honse with
aaother men'snamoopon hls door. Thatwasscasidle;
but homight bavo sobstitated hisown.

Baxon’s lip carlod sanclly.

¢ Bah|” 22!2 Lo, ** what d0 we want of arma? Wo
aro only &rmore. We bava no right to them™

¢ Nelthor has any ono clse, X shonld funcy, in 2 ro-
publio liko this,** observed Mr. Trofalden.

“ Oh yes—sou.» havo. Tho Rotzbergs, who l{ved
hero before us, tho I'lantas, the Ortensteins, aro all
noble. Thoy twero counts and knights hundreds of
ycars ago, when tho fendal system provalled.”

# Nobles who subscribo to a democratio rulo forcgo
thelr nobility, my young consin,'” safd Mr. Trefalden,

¢ I havo Leard that Lefore,” replicd Saxon; “butl
don't agree with it.”

This young man had a sturdy way of cxpressiug his
opinions that somewhat amused and somowhat dis-
mayed Mr, Trefalden. Ho had alsoa frightful facllity
of foot that renderod hima diflicult companion among
such paths as led down from tho Chiteau Rotzberg to
tho valley below.

)y good fellow,” sald the lawyer, coming to a
sudden stop, ‘“do you want mo to break my neek?
Iam not a chamois!"’

Saxon, who had been springing fromledge to ledgo ot
tho slippery descent with tho light and fearless step of
a mountaincer to the manor born, turncd back at
onco, and put out his hand.

“ I beg your pardon,’” ho said, apologetically, ¢ 1
had forgotten. I supposo you havenever beeh among
mountalns before?”

¢ Oh yes I have—and I can keep my foet hero quito
well, thank you, if you do not ask me to como down
in a coranto. I havo been up Snowdon, and Cadar
Idris, apd plenty of smaller heights—to say nothing of
Molborn Hill.”

Saron laughed merrily.

Why, what d¢ you know of Holborn 11ill?” sald
Ar, Trefalden, supriscd to find that emall jeit appro-

ciated.

+ 1t is a hill rising westward, on the right bank of
the Flect river.’

4 But you bavo never visited London?”

¢« I havo never been further than Zurich in my life;
but I havo rcad Stowe carcfully, with / map.*’

Ar. Trefalden could not forbear a smile.

¢ You must not supposo that you thereforo know
avything about modern London,” sald ho. ¢ Stowo
would not recogniso his own descriptionsnow. Tho
world has gono roand onco or twico sjoce-his time.””

* So I supposo.”

« 1 should liko to take you back with me, Saxon.
Tou'd find mo a betler guido than the medizyal sur-
veyor."”

+To London?"

« Ay, to London.”

Saxon shook his head.

“ Yon do not mean to tell ma that you havo no
curiosity to visit tho most wonderful city in tho
world?"

“Not ot all; but thero arcothierawhich I had ratho
sco frst.”’

s¢ And which aro they "

“ Romo, Athens, and Jerusalem.””

* Then I bavo no hesitationin prophesying thatyou
would bo greatly disappointed in all throe.  Ono is
always disappointed in places that depend for their
Interest oa remoto easoctation.'

Saxon made no reply, and for 2 fow moments they
wero both ailent.  Whea they presently left the last
belt of pines behind them and emerged upoa the level
road, Ar. Trefalden paused and sald:

4 1 ought not to Ictyoun go any further. XMy way
lics straight beforo mo now, and I cannot miss it

I wilt go with you as far as tho bridge,” replied
Saxon.

« But it Is growing quito dusk, aud you bavo thoso
mountaln paths to climb.”

¢+t X conld climd them blindfolded. Besides, we havo
arranged nothlog for to-morrow. Would you like to
walk over tho Galenda to Ifcfiers?”

“ How far is it?" asked Ar. Trefalden, withaglance
of miegiving towards tho wmonntaln In question, which
looked lofticr than ever in tho gloaming.

« About twenty-thiree or four miles.””

¢ Each way?"”

*¢ Of coarse.”

“ X smmach oblized to you,’ sald tho dawyer, * but,
8 I said before, I am not & chamols. No, Saxon; you
must como over to tho Adler to-morrow morning to
breakfzst with mo, and aftes droakirst, 12 yoq liko, wo
willwalk to Chur. X bear it & a curious old place, and
I shonld liko to eo3 it

© 23 you plcaso, consln. Atwhathonr?’

«X fear I X say Ralf-past oight, you will think it
terridly 1sto.”?

“XNot at sll, sizco yoa do not dino till cight st
n!gh‘.."



