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diamonds, emeralds, sapphire, and
rubies, as tho vari-coloured lightewnow
white, now green, now purple, now
crignson—played on tho snowy cascade
“with & wondrous heauty that words
cannot describe.  The effect was magi-
cal.  The hotel peopla did not forget
to put an item in the Lill for the
illumination, hut it was well worth it.

Here began miy Alpine trawmp ; nnd
this, let o say, is tho only way to see
Switzerlund groperly—on foot,  Be-
hold me, then)s rting out with knap-
mck on my bick and long alpenstock
in hand, just like the pictures of
Bunyan’s pilgrim faring forth on his
eventful jourpoy. For awhila all went
well. But soon the knapsack grew
intolerably heavy, and the sun very
liot, and I was glad to engago u guide
to carry myipack over the mountains
to Grindelwhld, (This is n method 1
would strongly recommend. It leaves
one freo to ehjoy the kcenery, instead
of toiling like s pack-horse.) ™ A fuith.
ful, obliging, intelligont fellow my
«guide proved. Dur conversation was
rather limited, for he could not speak
a word of EngHsh, and I very little
German, But I made the most of
that little, und itis surprising how far
a very little will.go when one has no
other medium of intercourse.

The path winds through fowery
upland meadows and bonesth balin-
breathing pines, enlivened by chalets
and herds.  In the bright sunlight the
wholo regin scems transfigured and
glorified. ~ All day the lofty peaks of
the Oberland form the sublime back-
ground- of tho view—the Engelhorn,
Wetterhorn, the Shreckhorn, the Eiger,
the Manch, the Silberhorn, and, grand-
est of all, the Jungfrau. These moun-
tain names aro often,very suggestive,
as the Angel's Peak ;ipeaks of Temp-
eat, of Darkness, and ,of Terror; the
Silver Peak, tho Monk and the
Virgin. \

The snow peaks pierce wedgeliko
the deep bLlue sky, cloud pennons

streaming from their sﬁnnmit. Up,

up, the vision climbs, alang sheer pre-
cipices of thousands-of fpet, s0 steep
that not even the snow. can find a
resting-place. At many of the grand-

€8t points of view the traveller is way-
laid by sturdy mountainedrs blowing
their Alpine horus, at whose challenge
the mountain echoes shout {back their
loud defiance. The Alp horn is a
Buge affuir, from six to vight feet long,
of either wood or metal.  Upon it
quite a musical air cah be produced
by a skilful player. The echbes are
often exquisitely sweet, growing fainter
and farther and dying away in the
lono mountain solitudes. They wmade
me think of Tenuysun's Bugle Song :
1
“O hark, O hear! how thin and clear,,
And thinner, clearer, fartler goingy
O aweet and far, from chiff aud ~car,

The hornsof Elfland faintly m..win}‘

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flyar i
Blow, b“cﬁ-ls' auswer echoes, dying, dyiud
18g. 1
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I gave afellow half a franc to fire
off his rusty cannon, and presently the
mountain walls returned the cannon.
ade, the echoes rolling and crashing in
deep reverberations through the valley,
like heaven's loud artillery. The
traveller is beset by aturdy beggars
who pester him for almas.  One rough.
looking fellow dropped his a¥e as I
camo up and held out his hat with a
whine, I demanded if he owmed the
roountain, and held out my hat spking
alms for & foot-wom pilgrim, when the

fellow ruther sheepishly wont back to
his work.

Tho descent into tho Grindelwald is
very sbrupt and fatiguing. T diverged
from the path to visit the celebrated
glacier.  An artificial grotto has bheen
hewn a hundred feot into the hearr of
the glagier, The ico reof rises a hun-
dred feet thick above our head, of an
exquisito cryatalline toxture, through
which a faint light of & weird uncarthly
uzuro huoe penctrates into the grotto,
T praced my ear to the solid wall of
ice and listened to the musical tink-
ling sonnd of the water trickling
through its veins. Tho somewhat
hilarious mirth of a gay tourist party
caused & deep gurgling sound of Jaugh-
ter to ¥un throngh the mass. One of
the patty fired off a pistol in the
grotto, producing an extraordinary
crashing noise.

Fuir English girls were sketching
by the radside as I entered the village
in the warm glow of sunset. Long
after the twilight filled the valley, the
snowpeaks burned with golden light,
which deepened to a rosy glow, and
then gleamed spectral white, like glant
ghosts in the cold moonlight. My
guide liked‘his servico so well that he
asked perniisaida to accompany me the
following day. To this I heartily
agreed, and he went to sleep in & hay-
lott, and I to the comfortable re
of the quaint old Hotel du Grand
Eiger. The midday luncheon of sweet
mountain milk and bome-made bread
had been delicious ; but that did not
lessen the appteciation of a substantial
dinner after u bard day’s work.

Tho next day, July 24th, was one
of the greatest ?ﬁgue and greatest en-
joyment of my\life. I started early
for a long hard:climb to the summit
of Mount Minnlichen, 7,700 feot high,
The mountitfas threw vast shadows
over the vallay, but out of thess I soon

very hot, although the shade was very
cold. Soon I felt a difficulty in
breathing the keen and rarified moun.
tain air. The effort to loosen some
stones to roll down the mountain side,
where they went bounding from led
toledge, quickened painfully the action
of the hexrt and lungs. I felt also an
intense thirst, which I tried to allay
by copious draughts at (bé‘n‘ frequent
ioe-cold springs, and by eati g snow
gathercd from the snow-fields ovér
which I passed.

But the sublimity of the view more
than compensates for all the fa tigue,
There rises in mid-heaven the s ining
Silberhorn with its sharp-cut ou ine,
lize the wind-chiseled curves of a uge
anow-drift. The Finster-Aarhyrn
towers 13,230 feet in air, bearing
on his mighty flanks the accumulated
xnow of myriads of yemrs—suggesting
thoughta of the great white throne ot
God in the heavens. But the sublime
beauty of the Jungfrau—the Virgin
Quecn of the Rerness Oberland—is a
tevelation to the soul,
mortal Joveliness xnd inviolsble purity
\nlio i liko the New Jerunlem coming
down out of heaven—adorned as a
bride for ber husb.nd. :

' An I reached at length the crest of
the Minnlichen, there burst upon my
sight a view unequalled elsewhero in
Euiope. There Iay, balf in deep
shadow and half in bright sunlight,
the narrow valley of the Lauter
bruaien, 5,000 feet deep, 50 near that
# seemed as if I could leap down into
it. 62 ite opposite side could be

climbed into the gunshine, which was b

80} —with a strange,

In her iw-|D

traced, like a silver thread, the snowy
torrent of the Staubach. The birds
woro flying, and light clouds drifting,
far beneath- my feot, and from thmt
height of oyer 7,000 feet I looked up
6,000 more; to tho snow-cowled Monk
and silver-veiled Virgin, whose mighty
aweep from’base to summit was clearly
seen acroas the narrow valley. Sud-
denly across the deop, wide stillness

There votnes an awful roar,
Gathering snd sounding on,

It swelli into a prolonged roll like
thunder, and dies slowly away. It is
the feafful avalanche, Its whole
course cin readily be truced. It looks
like a vdst cataract, pouring for thous-
unds of feet down the mountain side,
leaping from ledge to ledge, and then
swallowéd up in tho abyss beneath.
The heat of the afternoon sun loosened
several gnow masses, weighing, 1 sup-
poée, mahy tons, which swept, like a
solid Niagara, into the depths. This
sublime phenomenon is well described
by Byron in his “Manfred,” whose
scene 18 laid on this very spot.

Tha descent into the valley was very
steep, and dlmost more fatiguing than
the climb hp. T.e grassy slopes of
the Wengern Alp were covered by
hundreds of cows and goats, each with
a large bell ‘sttached, and each bell
seemed to possess a difgrent note.
Instead of the'discord that might have
been expected, the strange musical
tinkling, at a Jittle distance, was far
from unpleasing. More canapen firing
and Alp horns| followed. On the
latter are played the simple Swiss
Ranz des Vaches} or cattlo call, which,
when played in foreign Jands, awakens
such intense hole longings in the
exiles from these Alpine valloys.

From a balcony, banging like an
eagl's eyrie 2,000ifeet above Lauter-
runnen, watched {over evermore by
the snowy Jungfrau—and lovelier
‘Happy Valley ” eyen as never
beheld—a delightful bird's-eye view ig
obtsined. Many ofithe Swiss have g
very peculiar way of speaking French,
xpostulatory, al-
most whining.accentt The keeper of
this eyrie inquired very solicituously
ubout—madams, Ty wife, and Jes en-
Jants, my children, and hoped that I
would bring them to see his beautiful
country, which X assured him I should
very much like to do,. I exceedingly
admwire the kindly, home.like ways of
the Swiss peassutry, I found them
extremely obliging and polite. Their
life ix one of austere toil, carrying great
burde up and down thLoss steep
mountain sides.

The Staubach, leaping down the
wountain’s side, 980 feet in a single
.bound, gleams, to use the extraordin.
ary figure of Byron, like the tail of
the Pale Horse of Death, dedcribed in
thé Apocalypse. On nearer approach,
the appropriateness of its nam$, * The

ustiall,” is seen, as dissipated in
vapous, it drifta away upon tHe wind,
Or, perhaps it looks more like & bridal
veil, whven of the subtlest Ytissue,
waviog ‘and shimmering in the air,
There are in the valley some thirty
similar “Yustfalle.” It well deserves
the name \of Lauterbrunnen— noth-
ing but fouptains.” Twelve hours on
foot had earned a night's repose, but
80 wondrous the spectral bemity
of the Jungirau, gleaming in the

could soarce shut'out the ight.

moonlight like ‘s lovely ghost, thu‘%

“ABIDE WITH ME.

“ oy BlDEdwi'!.h me, fast falls the even.
tide,’
Asimple maiden sang with artless fegj,

ing.
“The da_r(llmm deepens, Lord, with p,
i ”

)
While in her voice the tender accenty
stenling,
Fell, softly as the dying day,
From those sweet lips, and died away,

“Abide with me” She could not know
the plea, .
The utter consecration, in her dréaming ;
Joy, like a bird, made life a melody,
And Spring, its sun, along her pathway
beaming,
St;irrcd ker young heart with gentle
res,
And quickencd her with sweet desirey,

“The darkness deepens,” Slowly fell the
sound,

A~af with plaintive grief the notes were
aden ;

Yet not a sorrow had her bosom owned,

Or ever sadncss tonched the lovely

maiden,

How :.ould she sing “ Abide with

me;
Or know ita hidden mystery 7
“The darkness deepens” and the years go

¥
The maiden ’neath the shadows out
wandered,
Joy, like a bird, has 1eft its nest to fly,
4nd bonds of love and happiness are
sunde
Lo, all the friendliness of earth,

Despair, the tearless offapring of all Wwoe,
The. lonely progeny of a world of
sorrow,
Has turned upon her like a sudden foe,
To anatch Hope's « nly legacy—to-mor-

Tow,
And, shuddering, in ber dumb dis-
tress,
She drinks the cup of bitterness,

O Life! She knows the anguish of its
Cross,
Love turned to hate, and Dlesssngs o

Yeverses ;
She, too, has felt the fever of remorse,
With its deep dregs of agony and curses,
& When helpers fail and comforts flee”
She dare not ask, “ Abide with me.”

Her vojee it will not sing, the notes are

e
But in theirstead, like some pale phan-
tom haunting,
Weird cchoes, through her memory, mock-
in

g dread,
Breathe the dead dong her aching heart
is wantin
# Abide with me,” she cannot sing,
But mutely brings the offering.

““Fast falls the eventide ;* yet to her cyes

The golden light of mom is faintly
awning,

‘“Earth's joys grow dim,” but from the

eternal skies .

Is born the answer to her spirit’s long-

ing.
Andgnow, as “falls the eventide,”
She whispers, “ Lord, with me abide.”

She ‘knlow- it now, the faith that comes at
ast—
Child of the pang and travail of her

spint,
Born of the withering passions of the past,
Its heavenly voice she lingers long to
Lohe?xrit ;hth valley of despai
through the valley o I,
Her song has sung iu{lf to pnye}.
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Has taken wings with joy and mirth,

for tobacco would amount in tweaty--




