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A WOMAN.

{128 shapo from alr its lightnoss secmed to tako;
With quict robed, {€in her sorious micen;

But folt hier steps in hiaste liko flako on flake
With graceful apeed alighting on tho greon.

Not a wild roscecup's nowly-gpeaed curve

Could match tho porfect outlino of hor cheek;
Nor the smooth blendings of its coloug servo
That fair complexion’s unstuined bloora to speak,

I'ho rich soft brown of her luxuriant hair

In orbs of light hier eycs again expressed ;

Tho smilo of hier sweet mouth outsmiled compare,
Moviug to speech, or closed in dimpled rest.

Words wero her life that cooled with pleasant breath
Tho angriest chicek, and actions strewn aroand

Of delicato design, Jiko bolis of heath

Whose thousands give its colour to tho ground.

Her fino perception picrced tho roughoest act,
When it encrusted gems of kindliness,

Could rein her wind-wild spirits, and with tact
Approach tho leaves of scusitivo distress.

Guilt’s pupil checked his words in their carcer,
With crimsoned awe, beforo her bended brow,
Which liko a rain’s bright ovening would appear,
When sorrow prayed her with a purer show,

Stern to herself, no primrose pressed so light
Tho ground beneath, as sho an crring soul;
And, sin abhiorring, from Compassion’s height
Shono upon thoso who mourncd jn its control,
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CHAPTER IV. THE CHATEAU ROTZBERG

AMID tho many hundred miles which {t traverses
from its sourco in tho glacier-land to its dispersion
among tho border flats of the Zuyder Zco, the great
Rhine river fows through no district so full of strange
interest, so wild, so primitive, so untrodden, as that
decep und loncly valley that lics between  ur and
Thusis in the Canton Grisons, Tho passing traveller
hastening on to tho Splugen, tho wandcring artist
eager for Italy, aliko hurry past with scaice a glanco
or a thought for tho groy peaks above, or tho stony
river-bed below, the beaten highway. They little guess
what green delicious valleys, what winding ravines,
what legend-haunted ruins, and fragrant uplands
Jjewelled with Alp-roses and purplo gentian-blossoms,
Jio all unsought among tho slopes aund passes of tho
mountains round about., Still less do they dream that
to somo of thoso crumbling towers from which tho
very ivy has long sinco withered away, therocling tra~
ditions many centuries older than Christ; or thatin
younder scattered chilets, somo of which cluster liko
swallows, ncsts on shelves of granite six or cight
bundred feet abovo the level of tho valle, , there is yet
spoken a languago unknown to the rest of Europe.
Only tho Listorian an archixologist caro to remember
how therolio imbedded jnthat tonguo tho last frag-
mentsofa forgotten languago; and howin the veins of
tho simplo mountuineers who speak it, thero yet linger
somo drops of the blood ofa lost, a mi-lty, and a
mysterious people.

Thus it bappened that William Trefalden, who was
neitlier an archxologist nor an historian, but only &
brilliant, unscrupulous man ofthe world, every fibro of
whose activo braln was busy Just then with a thousand
projects, neither knew, nor cared to know, any of
thieso things, but took Lis way up tho valley of Dom-
losehig wwithout bostowing a thought upon its poopleor
traditions.

It was about five o’clock in tho afternoon of tho
fourth day from that on which ho left London, He
Liad been on thae road two nightsout of three; and yet
his eyo looked none he loss bright, and hischeck none
tho paler. As ho strodo along in the deep shade,
glancing up from timo to timo at tho sunny hcights
abovo his head, bisstep grow freer, and his bearing
more assured than usual. Thero was not & soil of
travcl on his garments. Tho ehabby offico coat so in-
scparably associated with its wearer in the minds of
lis clerks, was discarded for a suit of fashionable cut

and indehnito huo, such as tho British tourist deligh.
toth to honour, 1lls gloves and linen were faultloss.
Even his boots, although ho was on foot, wero almost
freo from dust, ITo looked, in short, so well dressed,
and so unlike his dally solf, that it may be doubted
whether even MMr, Abel Keckwitch would hiavo recog-
uized his employer at tho first glance, If that astuto
head-clerk could by any possibility havo met-him on
tho way.

Absorbed in thought as ho was, howover, Mr. Tre
faldon paused overy mow and then to recounuitr
tho principal features of tho vulloy, and make cortain
of his landmarks, Tho villago from swhich ho bhad
started was alrcady left two miles behind; and, savo
a ruined watch-tower on a pedastal of rock somo
cighty feet above tho level of tho road, there was no
accossiblo building §n sight. Tho Hinter Rhine, with
its groy watersstill duill from thoglaclor, ran braw.
ling past him all tho way. There wero pino forests
climbing up tho spurs of tho mountains; and flocks of
brown goats, with littlo tinkling bolls about their
necks, browsing over thogreen slopes lowor down,
Far abovetho sound of theso little bells, uplifted, asit
were, upon gigantio precipices of baro granito, roso,
terraco Leyond terrace, o wholo upper world of rich
pasturo Jands, cultivatod ficlds, mossy orchiards, and
tiny hamlets, wiich, scen from tho valley, looked liko
carved toys scattered over tho velvet sward, Higher
still, cameo barren platcaus, groups of stunted firs, and
rugged crags among which tho unmelted snow Jay in
broad, irregular patches, whilo far away to tho right,
whero another valloy scemed to open westward, roso
a mountain loftier than all tho rest, from tho summit
of which a vast glacier bung over inicy foldsthat glit-
tercd to tho sun, liko sculptured drapery depending
from tho shoulder of somo colossal statue,

But William Trefalden had no eyes for this grand
sceno, To him, atthat moment, tho mountains wera
but sign-posts, and tho sun a lamp to light him on his
way. Ho was secking for o certain roadsido shrino
bobind which, Lo had becen told, hig should find a path
Ieading to tho Chitcau Rotzberg, Mo knew that bo
Lad not yet passed tho sbrine, and that by this time
Lo must bo near it. I’resontly a chapel-bell chimed
from tho heights, clear, and sweet, and very distant.
Ho pansed to glanco at bis watch, aud then pressed
forward more rapidly. It was alrcady a quarter to
five, and ho was anxious to reach his destivation
beforo tho afternoon should grow much later, Thero
was an abrupt curvo in tho road a fow yards further
on. He had been looking forward to this point for
somo minutes, and felt 80 suro that it must bring him
in sight of tho path, that when it actually did so, ho
struck up at oncothrough tho scattered pines that
fringed tho wasto ground to tho left of tho road, and
trod tho beaten track as confidently as if ho were
familiar with ovory foot of tho way.

As ho went on, the sound of tho hurrying river dicd
away, and tho scattercd pines became a thick planta.
tion, fragrant and dusky, Then the ground grew
hilly, and twas broken up hero and there by mossy
boulders; and thon camo open daylight again, and a
#paco of smooth sward, and o steep pathway leading
ap to anothor belt of pines. This second plantation
was so precipitous that tho path had in somo places
been Jaid down with blocks of rough stoue and short
lengths of pino trunks, 60 43 v» form a kind of primi.
tive statrcaso up tho mountain-side. Tho ascent, how.
ever, was short, though steep, and Afr, Trefalden had
not been climbing it for many minutes beforo bio saw
a bright shaft of sunlight plercing tho fringed boughs
s0mo fow yards in advance. Then tho moss becamo
suddenly golden beneath his foet, and ho found him.
self on the vergo ofan openr plateau, with the valley
lying in deop sliade some four hundred feot below,
and tho warm sun glowing on his face, Theroran
tho stecl-grey river, eddying but inaudible; there
oponcd tho broad Rheinthal, leading awar milo after
mile into the dim distanco, with glimpses of whito
Alps on tho horizon; while closo by, within fifty yards
of tho sput on which ho was etanding, roso the fvicd
walls of tho ChAtouu Rotzberg.

This, then, was tho homo to which his great-grand-
fathar’s cldost scn had emigrated one bundred years
beforo—-this, tho birthplaco of the beir-atlaw! Wil-
Uam Trofalden smiled gomewbat bittesly as ho paus-
od and looked upon it.

It was a thorough Swiss medlxval dwelling, utterd,
irregular, and consisting apparently ofa cluster of
somo flva or aix square turrote, no twe of which were
ofthe same sizo or holght. They were surmounted

alike by stecp alated roofand grotesque westhearcockss

and tho largost, which had boon sufforod to fall to ruin,
was green with ivy from top to bottom, Tho rost of
tho obitcaa gavo eigiu3 of only partial habitation.
Many of tho narrow windows wero boarded up, while
others showed a scrap of chintz on tho funer side, or
a flowerpot on thosill. A Jow wall, enclosing o small
court-yard, lay to tho south of tho building, and was
approached by a quaint old gatoway supporting o
sculpturcd scutchicon, closo abovo which a stork had
built his nest.

Nono of theso detalls escaped the practised eyo of
William Trefalden. Ho saw all fu a moment —povore
ty, picturesquencss, and neglect. As ho crossed the
open sward, and camoln slghit of a steop road winding
up from tho vatley on tho other side, o rewarked
that there wero no tracks of wheels upon it. Passing
under tho gatoway, ho observed how tho heraldic
bearings woro effaced upon the shield, and how thoso
fractures woro such as could only havo been dealt by
tho haud of wan. Not oven tho grass that had sprung
up amid tho paving in tho court-yard, nor tho mossy
peutbouso over tho woll, nor tho cmpty kennel in tho
cornor, remained unuoticed as he went up to tho door
of tho chiteau,

It was standing partly open—a massy oaken portal,
studded with iron stanchions, and protected only by a
heavy latch. William Trefalden looked round for o
bell, but thore was nono. Then ho knocked with his
clenched hand, but no ono camo. Ho called aloud,
but no ono answered. At last ho went {n,

Tho door opencd into a stono hall of hrregular shapo,
with a cavernous fircplace at ono cnd, and a largo
modern window at tho other. The ceiling was low,
and tho rafters wero blak with smoko. An old
carved press, a sereen, somo chaies and scttees of an-
tiquo form, a great osk tablo on which Jay a newspaper
and a pair of clumsy silver spectacles, a curfous Swiss
clock with a toy skeleton standing in a tittlo seutry-
box just over tho dial, a spinning-wheel and a lincn-
press, wero all tho furnituro that it contained. A
couple of licavy Tyrolean rifies, with curved stocks to
fit to theshoulder, were standing behind tho door, and
an old sabre, a pair of antlers, and a yellow parchiment
in a black frame, hung over tho mantelpico. A second
door, also partly open, stood nearly opposito tho first,
and led into & garden.

Havingsurveyed this modestinterior from the thresh
old, and found himself alona thero, 3Mr. Trefalden
crossed over to tho fireplaco and cxamined tho parch-
ment at his leisure. It was Captain Jacob’s commis-
sion, signed and sealed by Xis Most Gracious Mejesty
King Gceorgo tho Sccond, Anno Domint seventeen
hundred and forty-cight, Turning from this to the
nowspaper on tho table, hio saw that it was printed in
somo Janguago with which ho was not acquainted—a
languago that was ncither French, nor Italian, nor
Sparish, but which sceined to bear a vaguo reeemn.
blanco to all three. It wasoentitled ¢ Amity del Pie. ¢l
Having lingered over this journal with somo cu.riosity,
holaid it down again, and passed out tbrough the
socond door into tho garden.

Ilere, at least, ho had expected to find somo ono bo-
longing to the place; butit was a merg kitchen garden
and contained nothing highcrin tho scale of creation
than cabbages and potatocs, gooscberry-bushes, and
beds of carly salad. Mr. Trefalden began to sk him.
self whether his Swisa kindred had deserted e Cha.
teau Rotzberg altogetler.

Strolling slowly along a side-path shelieced by a
high privet hedge, and glancing back every now and
then at tho queer Jittlo turrctted bullding with all its
weathercocks glittering in the sun, hesuddenly became
awaro of voices rot far distant. 1o stopped—list.
cncd-—went on a fow steps further—and found that
they proceeded from somo Jower lovel than thaton
wbhich ho stood. Having onco ascertained tho direce
tion of tho sounds, o followed them rapidly enougls.
His quick oyo detected a gap in tho hedge at tho upper
end of thogarden. From this gap, a flight of rough
stepsled down toa little orchard somo eighteen or
twenty feot below—2a mero shiclf of verduro on the face
of tho precipice, commanding a glorious view all aver
thovalley, andlyiogfulttoihosunset. It wasplanted
thickly with fruit-trecs, and protected at the verge of
tho cliff by a fragilo rajl. At the further end, built up
in an apnglo of tho rock, stood a rustic summer-houso
newly thatched with Indian corn-straw. Towards this
point William Trefalden mado his way through the
deep grassand tho wild flowers,

AS he drew nearer, ho heard tho sounds ggain.
Thers was but ono voico now—a man’s —and he was
reading.  YWhat was horeading? Not Gorman. Not



