not forgotten his obligations to the French,
and we can understand with what eclequence
of language and sincerity of emotion he
uttered the following words at a recent mecting
of the Royal Bavarian Academy of Scivnevs, in
reference to the future relations of Germany
‘and France :

"« The Academy seizes this moment to declure
openly that there exists no national hatred be-
tweenr the German and Latin races. The
peculisar character of the Germans, their
koowledge of langnages, their acquaintance
with foreign people, the past and present state
of their civilization, all tend to make them
just toward cther peeples, even at the risk of
often’ becoming unjust toward their own:
and thug it is that we recognize how much
we owe to the great philosophers, mathe-
maticians, and naturalists of France, who
have been in so maopy departments our mas-
ters and our models. 1 went fortv-eight vears
agoe to Paris to study chemistry: a fortuitous
circumstance drew upon me the attention ot
Alexander Ven Humbaohdr, and a single word
of recommendation from him caused M, Gay-
Lussac, one of the greatest chemists and phy-
siciste of his tine, mike me, A young
man of (wenty, the propesal to continue and
Anish, with his co-wperation, an analysis
~which I had commencad 1 he fatrodoced me
as a pupil into his aboratory : my career was
fixed after this  Never shall 1 forget the
sindness with which Amgo snd Thépard
received the German student ; and how many
compatricts. physicians, and others. could I
not pame, who, like rayself, gratefully remems
ber the efficacious assistance affonded to them
v French men of scienee, in finishinge their
studies! An andent sympathy for all that is
noble and grand, as well as a disinterested
hospitality, forms some of the most goble traits
of the Freuch character.”
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CHAPTER NIV .—Continyed.

She left her implements, ed me down a
stair close at hand, op-ned the door at its foot,
and let me out inte the high court. I gaszed
about me. I 'was as if I bad escaped from a
-prison-cell into the chamber of torture: 1
stond the centre of & multitude of windows—
the eyes of the house all fixed npon me. On
one side was the great gate, through which,
from the voof, T had scen the carriages drive
the night before: but it was closed. [ re-
membered, hownever, that Sir Giles had brought
me in by a wicket in that gate. [ hastened
it. There was but a bolt o withdraw, aud I
was frec,

But all was gleomy within, and cenial
nature could wvo longer enter.  Glittering
iewels of sunlight and dew were nothing but
dreps of water upon blades of grass.  Fresh-
bursting trees were no more than the deadest
of winter-bitten brauches, - The great vastern
window of the universe, yorgecus with gold
and roses, was bnt the weary <un making a
mss - about nothinz, My sole relief ley in
mation. I roamed 1 koew not whither, nor
how long.

At length T found myself on 8 height cast-
ward of the Hall, overlooking its gardens,
which lay in derp terraces beneath. Inside a
jow wall was the first of them, dark with an
avenne of ancient trees, and below was the
large oriel window in the endof the ball-room.
I climbed over the wall, which was built of
cugningly fitted stones, with mertar only in
the top row; and drawn by the gloum,
strolled up and down the averue fora long
time. At length I became aware of a voice |
had heard before. I conld see no one: but,
hearkening about, I found it must come from
the next terrace,  Descending by a deep flight
of old mossy’ steps, 1. came upon a strip of
smooth sward, with yew-trees, dark and trim,
on-each side of it. At the end of the walk
was an arbeur, in which T conld see the
glimmer of something wite, Too miserable
to be shy, 1 advanced and peeped in. The
girl who had shown me the way o the library
was talking to her mother,

“Mamma!" she said, without showing any

“eurprise, ¢ here is the bov who cume into our
room lagt night.”

« How do yon do?” zaid the lady kindly,

" .making room for me on'the bench twside her,
1 answered as politely as [ could; and felt a
strange comfort glide from the sweetness of
" lier countenance,
* What an adventure yon had last night!”
she said. ¢ It was well you did not fall.”
“ That wouldn't have been much worse than
having to »top where we were " I answered,
The converration thus rommenced went on
until I had told them all my histary, includ-
ing my last adventure,
“ You must have dreamed it,” said the lady.
‘8o I thonght, ma’am,” | answered, *¢ until
I feund my sword was gone”
4 Are you sure von looked
she asked.
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« Indeed, T did)”

« 1t does not follow however that the ghost
took it. It is more likely Mrs. Wilson came
in to see vou after you were asleep, and earried
it oft.”

« Qh, yes!™ 1 cried, rejoiced at the sug-
gestion ; ¢ that must be it 1 shall ask her”

“ 1 am sure you will find it so. Are you
going home soon 7°
" #Yes—as soon as l've had my breakfast.
It’s a good walk from here to Aldwick."”

%80 it ir —We are going that way too,” she
added thinkingly.

< Mr. Flder is & greatfriend of papa’s—iszn't
he, mamma 77 said the girl,

t Yes, my dear. They
vollege.”

1 have head Mr.
Osborne,” 1 maid. Do you live near us?”

++Not very far otf—in the next parish,
where my busband is rector,” she answered.
“ If vou conld wait till the afterncon, we
should be happy to take you there, The pony-
carriage is coming for us”

< Thank you, ms’'am,” T answered ; + but I
ought to go immediately after breakfust. You
won't mention about the roof, will you? |
oughtn't to get Clara into trouble.”

#+ 8he is a wild girl,” said Mrs. Osborne;
< Lut I think vou are quite right.”

“i How lucky it was I knew the library!”
said Mary, who had become Jjuite friendly,
from under her mother's wing.

«That it was! But 1 daresay vou koow all
about the place,” I answerad,

i+ No, indeed? she retarned. 1 know
nothing about it, As we went to our room,
mamma opened the deor and showed me the
library, else T shouldn't have been able to
help vou at ali”

»* Then you haven't been here often 7

#No; and I never shall be again—I'm
going away to scheol,” she added : and her
voice trembled,

“Spam 1,7 I said. @ I'm going to Switzer-
land in s month ortwa.  But then I baven'ta
mamma to leave behind me.”

She broke down at that, and hid her head
on her mother's bosom. I had unawares
added to her grief, for her brother Charley was
going to Switzerland too.

I found afterwards that Mr. Elder, having
been consulted by Mr. Qsborne, had arranged
with my uuncle that Charley Osboroe and I
should go together.

Mary Osborne—] never called her Polly as
Clara did—continued =0 overcome by her
grief, that her mether toroed to me and said,

<1 think you had better go, Master Cum-
bermede.” '

I bade her good morning, and made my way
to Mrs. Wilson's apartment., I found she had
been t0 my room, and was expecting me with
som* anxiety, fearing I had set off without my
breakfast.  Ala=? she knew nothing about the
sword, looked annoyed, and, I thought, rather
mysterious ; salkl she would have a search,
make ingairies, do what she could, snd such
like, bat begged T would say nothing about it
in the house.  Ileft her with 2 suspicion that
she believed the ghost bhad carried it away,
and that it wis of no use to go searching for it,

Two days after, a parcel arrived for me, 1
concluded it wax my sword; but to my
grevous disappointment, found it was only a
large hamper of apples and cakes, very ae-
ceptable in themselves, but teo plainly in-
dicating Mrs. Wilson's desire to console me
for whkat could uot be helped. - Mr. Elder
never missed the sword., I rose¢ high in the
estimatinore of my schoolfellows because ot the
wdventnre, especially in that of Moberly, who
did not believe in the ghost, but ineflectually
tasked his poor brains to account for the dis-
appearance of the weapon. The best light wax
thrown upon it by a merry boy of the name of
Fisher, who declared his conviction that the
steward had carried it off to add to his collec.
tion,
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CHAPTER XV,
AWAY.

I will not linger louger over this part of
my history—already, I fear, much too extend.
ed for the patience of my readers. My excuse
iz, that in looking buck, the eventa I have re-
corded appear Iarge and prominent, and that
certainly they have a close relation with my
after history.

The time arrived when Uhad to leave Eng-
land for Switzerland, I will =ay nothing of
my leave-taking, It was not a bitter one.

Hope was strong, and moted in present
pleasure, T was capalle of much happinesge

keenly respounsive to the smallest agreeable
impulse from without or from within, T had
goodd hiealth, and life was happiness in jtself,
The blowing of the wind, the shining of the
sun, or the glitter of water, was sufficient to
make me glal; and I had self-conacionsneas
enough to jgere the delight by the know.
ledge that T was glad.

The fact is I was coming in for my share.in
the spiritual inflnences of Nature, so largely
poured on the heart and mind of my genura-
tion. The prophets of the new blessing,
Waordsworth and Coleridge, I knew nothing
of. ‘Keats was only heginning to write, [
had read a little of Cowper, but did not care
for him. Yet I was nuder the rame spell as
they all. Natare was a power upon me. |

for, if thers be n God to praise.

was filled with the vague recognition of a
present soul in Nature—with a sense of the
humanity everywhere diffused through her
and operating upon ours. -1 was but fourteen,
and had only feelings, but komething lay at
the heart of the feelings, which would oue
day Llossom into thonghts,

At the coach-office in the county-town, |
first met my future companion, with his father,
who was to gee us to our destination. My uncle
accompanied me no farther, and I soon fonnd
myself on the top of the coach, with only one
thing to do—make the acquaintance of Charles
Usborne,  His father was on the box-seat, aud
we two sat behiond ; but we were both shy,
and for some time neither spoke.  Charles
was about my own age, rather like hie sister,
only that his eyes were blne, and his hair a
lightish brown. A tremalousness about the
mouth betrayed a nervous tempersment,  His
skin was very fair and thin, showing the blue
veins, As he did not speak, I sat for a Hittle
while watching him, without hewever the
least speculation concerning him, or any effort
to discover his chameter. 1 have nat even
yet reached the point of trying te find people
out. I take what time and acquaintance dis-
closes, but never attempt to forestall, which
may vome partly from trust, partly from want
of curiosity, partly from a-disinclination w
unoecessary mental cetfort.  Rat as I watched
his face, hali-unconsciously, T could net help
observing that now and then it would light
up suddenly and darken again almost instantly.
At last his father turned round, and with some
severity said :

Y You do not seewn to be making any ap-
proaches o mutual scquaintance.  Charles,
why don’t you address your companion 77

The words were atterad in the slow tenr of
one used to matters too serivus for commen
speech,

The boy cast & hurried glance at me, smiled
uncertainly, and moved uneasily on his seat.
His f{ather tarned away and made a remark o
the coachman,

Mr. Osborne wasa very tall, thin, yet sjaare-
shouldered man, with a pale face, and large
features of delicate form.  He looked severs,
pure, and irritable.  The tooe of his voice,
although the wonds were measured and rather
stilted, led me to this Iast conclusion quite as
much as the expr i of bis faee ) for it was
thin and a little aerid. I soon observed that
Charley started slightly, as often as his father
addressed him : but this eight be becanse his
father always did <o with more or less of ale
ruptness, At times there was great Kindness
in his manner, seeming. however, less the cut-

comne of natural tenderness than s sense of
daty.  His being was evidently a weight npon

his son's, and kept down the natural move-
ments of his spirit A number of small cic-
cnmstances only led me to these conclusions
for nothing remarkable ocenrred to set in any
strong light theic mutual relation. For his
side Charles was always atteotive and ready,
although with a promptitude that had more in
it of the mechanical impnolee of habit than of
pleased obedivure. Mr. Osborne spoke kindly
to me—1 think the more kKindly that [ was not
iris son, and he was therefore pot <o responsibile
for me. But he looked as if the vare of the
whele world lay on his shonlders: as if an
awrl destruction were the most likely thing
to every one, and to him were committed the
toilsome, chance of saving some,  Donbtless
he would not have trusted his boys =6 far frem
home, bt that the clergyman to whotn he was
about to hand him over, was an old friend, of
the same religions opinions as himself,

I could well, but murt not, linger over the
details of our journey, full o me of mest
varied pleasire. The constant change, not so
rapid as to prevent the mind from reposing a
little upon the seenvs which presented them-
selves ; the passing vision of countriex and
peoples, maaners and moder of life, so digfer-
ent from our own, did much to.aronse and
develope my nature. Those flasher of pleasure
came upon Charles's pale face more and more
frequently ; and ere the close of the st day
we had begun to talk with some degree of
friendliness.  But it became clear to me that
with his futher ever blocking up our horizon,
whether he rat with hig broad back in front of
us on the coach-box, or paced the deck of a
vessel, or perched with ng under the hood on
the top of a diligence, we should never arrive
atany freedom of speech. 1 sometitnes won-
dered, long after, whether Mr Osborne had
begun to discover that he wax overlaying and
rmothering the youag life of his boy, and had
therefore adopted the plan; zo }ittl to have
been expected from him, of sending his xon
to foreign parts to continte hix edsiation

I have no distinet recollection of dates; or
even of the exact reazon of the yvear. I be.
lieve it was the early summer, but jn my
memory the whole journey is now 'a mass of
confused Ioveliness and plessare.  Not that
we had the best of wenthor all the way, 1
well recollect pouring rains, and from the fact
that [ diatinctly remember my first view of an
Alpine height ] am edrtain we must have had
days of mirt and rain immedistely befare.
The sight, however, to mo more like an indi-
vidual revelation or vision than the impact of
an object upon - the tirain, standa in my mind
altogether izolated from preceding aud follow-
ing impressions—alone, & thing to praise God
If there be

SeersxpEr 16, 1871,

%

not, then wag the whole thing a grand and
lovely illusion, worthy, for grandeur and love-
liness, of » world with a God at the heart of
it. Butt ¢ grandeur and the loveliness gpring
from the operation of natural laws; the laws
themselves are real and trn—how could the
falie result from them? -1 hop» yet and will
hope that | am not a bubble Aled with the
mocking breath of & Mephistopheles, but a
child whom his intinite Father will not hardly
judge that he could not believe in him so
much as he would. I will tell how the vision
came

Although comparativelt few people visited
Switzerland in thore dayvs, Mr. Osborue had
been there before, and for some reason or
other had determined on going round by In.
terlachea. At Thun we fuonnd u sail-boat,
which we hired to iske us and our Ingpage.
At starting, an incident  happencd. which
would not be worth mentioning, but for the
tmpression it made upen me: a Freoach luly
aceompanicd by a youny girl approached My,
Osborne—doubtless perceiving e wasa clergy.
man, far, being an Aeaagelicad of the  mont
pure, honest aid narrow type, he was in every
point and line of his vonntenance marked a
prieat and apart from his  fellowmen—and
asked him to allow her and her daughter to
wo in the boat withias to Interlachen, A glow
of pleasure awoke inme atsight of his courtly
Behavionr, with Lfted hat and bowed head ;
for 1 had never been in the company of such
a gentleman before. DBut the wish instantiy
followed that bis son might have shared in his
courtesy,  We partook freely of biy justice
and benevolens s, Lt he xhowed no such gruce
as be showed the Iady. T have since observed
that sons are ensliessiy grateful for courtesy
from their fathers.

The lady and her danghter sat down in the
stern of the bosty and theselore Charlie and
I, not certainly Lo our discomfiture, had o go
before the mast,  The men rowed oot inio the
lake, and then haisted the sail. Away we
went careering b fore s pleasant breeze.  Ax
vet it blew fogr amd mist, bat the hope was
that it woald socn blow it awny,

An unspoken fricndsbip by this time bound
Charley and me together, silrnt in fts begin.
ninges aud slow in it growith—not the worst
pledges of enduranoe. Apd now for the fira
time (o our junrney, Charley was hidd-o from
his father : the sl came between them,  He
glanced at me with a slight sigh, which even
then | took for an involnotary sigh of relief,
We lay leaning over the bows, now leoking
np at the mist blown in pever-ending voluted
sbeets, now at the sail swelting in the wind
before which it fled, and again down st the
water through which oar beat was plonghing
it evanescent fuerow, We vould jew very
fittte,  Portions of the sbore woetld now and
then appear, Jim like reflections feom a tar.
nished miror, sod then fude back into the
depths of clowdy  ddbesolution Sl it wae
growing lighter, anst the man whe was on the
outlonk leaaine less anxious in his forward
wuge, amd  less in his calls to the
felmsman. T wns byving half over the gunwale,
lenking into the strange-colonred water, biue
dimmed with undissalved waite, when s ey
from Charles made me start and ook up. It
was indend a Grod-dike visien,  The mist yet
rofled thick hedow, bt away up, far away and
far up, Fet ax if close at hand, the clonds wers
broken into & mighty window, through which
Looked in upon us a hige monotain peak,
swiuthed in xpow,  One great level band of

vast, sharve which

trogueeqst

darker cloud crossed js b
rase the peak, trinmphant in valmness, and
stound unutterabdy solemno and ceaud, in clouds
as white an it< own whiteness. It bad been
theree a1l the time ! T sunk on my kuees in the
boat and pazed ap,  With a sudden sweep the
clonds surtained the mighty window, and the
Jungfray withdrew into tts Holy of Hollea, 1
am painfully conscious of the helpleasness of
my speech. The vision vimsnes from the
words asit vanished from the bewildered eyes,
But ‘from the mind it glorified it has never

vaniphed, | have Aeen tnore over since that
sight. To have beheld a teuth §< an apotheo-

#ik,  What the truth was 1 could not 1l ; bt
T Liad secn something which mised me above
my former s and made me long to vise
higher yet.. It aweke worship, anda belicf in
the incomprehensible divine : bot admitted of
being analveed no more than, in thist transient
vision, my intellect could—aere dawning it
vanished—analyce it into the deserts of nek,
the gulfs of green jce and owing water, the
savage solitides of snow, the mysteriovus miter
of drapzried - mist) that went to anake up the
sivion, rach and &ll virential thereto.

{ had been too much given to the attempted
production in myself of etfects to justify the
vague theories towards which my inborn pre-
posuessions carried me, - L had felt enough to
believe there woas more to be felt; and such
ftray seraps of verse of the uew order az, loat-
ing about, had reached e, had set me quoese
tioning and testing iny own lifeand perceptions
and sympathies by what these swoke in me at
second-hand. T had often doubted, oppressed
by the power of these, whether 1 could myxelf
ree, or whether my sympathy with Nature was
not merely “inapired by the vision of others..
Fiver after this, if auch a doubt returped, with
it aroee the Jungfrau, looking into my vaery
sonl. :

“Oh, Charlie " wag all' T conld gay. On




