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[ Condinued from our dast fanve, |
ACT III.
IN THE VALLEY.

Il was uboutl the middle of the month of
February when Vendale and Ubeareizer set forth
on thelr expedition. The winter beiog a hard
one, the time wae bad for trayellers. So bad was
it that these two travellers, coming to Steasburg,
found ils great inus wlmost emply. And even
the few people they did sncounter in that oity,
who hed stacted from BEoglaod or from Paris on
business journeys towards the \nterlor of Switz-
erlnnd, were turning buck,

Many of the railrounds In Switzerland that
tourists puss easily enough now, were almost or
quite impracticable then, Bome were wot begung
more were nol compleled. Oan sueh ps were
open, there were still lurge gaps of old road
where communicntion in the winter season was
otten stopped; on others, there were weak points
where the new work was not sufe, either under
conditions of severe frost or of rapid thaw,
The ronning of trains on this last class was
not to be counted on in the wourst time of the
year, was contivgent upon weather, or was
wholly abandoned through the meunlbs con-
eldered the most dungerons,

At Btrasburg there were more travellers' stories
afloat, respecting the difficulties of the way far-
ther on, than there were iravellers to relate
them. Mauy of these tule: were as wiid as
usunl; but the mors modestly marvellous did
derive some color from the circumstance that
people were lodisputably turning back. How-
ever, a¢ the road to Busle was opea, Vendale's
resolution to push on was in no wise disturbed.
Obeureizer's resolution was noecesswrily Ven-
dale’s, secing that e stood at bay thas despe-
rately; he must be ruined, or must desiroy the
evidence that Vendule curried sbout him, cven
if he destrosed Vendnle with it,

The sinte of mind of each of these two fellow-
travellers towards the other was this, Oben-
relzer, encireled by lmpending ruin through
Vendale's quickness of action, and seeing the
eirele narrowed every hour by Vendale's cnergy,
hated bim with the animosity of a fierce, cun-
ning lower animal. He bhad always had lostine
tive movements in his breast agninst him; per-
haps, becanse of that old tore of gentleman and
peasnut; perhaps, beeause of the openness of his
nature; perhaps, beanusge ol Lis belter looks:
perbaps, because of his suceess with Marguerite;
perbups, on all those gronnde—tle two last not
the lcast, And now be saw in him, besides, the
hunter who was tracking him down. Vendale,
on the other Land, alwaye contending gene-
rously ngainst his first vague mistrust, now felt
bound to conténd seamst it more than ever,
remindiug hiwsell, e is Mirguerite's guar
diun, We nre on perfecily friendly terms; he is
my compauion ot his own proposal, saud can
have vo interested morive fu sharing tbhis unde
girable journey.” To which pleas 10 belinllf of
Obenraizer., c¢hance sndded ote consideration
more, when they came 1o Basle, after & journey
of more then twice the average duratiou.

They had had o inte dinper, und were alone in
an inn room there, overhnugiog the Rhine, al
that place rapid sud deep, swollem and loud,
Yendule lounged upon w couch, snd Obenreizer
walked Lo pud Iro—now stopping st the window,
looking at the orooked reflections of the town
lights 1 the dark water (sud peradventure
thnking, I I could fing um ioto it !”"), now
resuming his walk with his eyes upon the Noor,

“Where shaill I yob bim, if I can? Where
shall 1 murder him, if I must? Bo, us he pacead
the room, ran the river, ran the river, rao the
river,

The burden eecmed to him, st last, to be
growing go plain that he stopped; thinking it ns
well 1o suggest anotaer barden o0 his com-

anion.

“The Rbine sounds to-nteht,” he said with a
smile, “like the old watertall st home Toaat
waterfnll which my mother showed to travellera
(1told you of it onee), The sound of it chaneed
with the weather, #s does the sound of falling
wuters and flowing walers. When I was puopil
of the walchmaker, 1 remembered it as some-
times saying to me lor whole days, ‘Who are
you, my htile wretch? Who are you, my little
wieteh? 1 remembered It us saying, other
times, when Its sound was hollow, sod storm
was coming up the Puss, I"lwum'. boom, boon,
Beat bim, beat him, beat him," Like my mother
enrnged—if eho was my mother.”

“If she was?" sma Vendale, gradually chang
foie his atiitude 1o & sitting one, YA she was?
Whay do you say ‘i

“What do 1 know ' replicd the other, negli-
gently throwing ap his haads and lewting thew
tall ws they wounld, “What you would have!?
1 aw %0 obscurcly born, that how can Isay? |1
was very young, aud all the rest of the lamily
were men and women, and my =0 culled purents
were old. Angthing 15 poseible of n cnwd like
that.” il

“Did you ever doubt— ¥

41 told you once—I doublt the marriage of
those two,” be repiled, throwiog op his hands
agnin, 48 il he were throwing Lbe wuprofitable
subject away, “Buot here I nm in Creation, 7
come of no iine family. What does it matier ™

AL least you are Swiss,” sald Vendale, atter
following bim with his eyes to and fro,

“How do I know? he retoried, abruptly, and
stopping to look baek over his shoulder. ]
say (0 you, st least you ure English, How do
you kuow ™

“By what ] bhave been Lold fram fofanocy,”

Yah! 1 know of my=ell that way.”

HAand," wdded Vendale, purdiing the thought
that he conld not arlve back, “by my eartiest
recollections,”

“] algo. 1 know of myself that way—if that
way satisfies.” :

“gps it not satisly you ! .

“It must, There ls vothing Iltka ‘it must’ in
this ltle worid, It must, T'wo short words
those, but stronger than long proof or res
soning.”

**Youand poor Wildipg were born in the same
car. You were oesrly of an uge,”sald Ven-
ple, ngoin thoughtfully looking aiter him a8 he

resumed his proing up and down,

“Yes, YVery nearly”

Oould Obenvelgor be the missing man? In the
unkpown sesociations of things, was there &
subtler menning than he himeelf thongut, 1o
that theory so ofién on his lips abont the small-
nees of the world?  Had the Swiss letter pre-
senting him, followed so closs on Mrs, Gold-
siraw's revelation concerning the infant who
find been token awsy to Switzerland, hecause
he wee that infant growno 2 man?!  In a word,
where g0 many depths lle unsounded, 1t might
pe, The clapces, or the Jawe, —gall thew eliher,

—ihat had wrought ou' the revival of Vendale's
own scgoaintance with Obenrelzor, and hadl
ripened it into intimacy, and had brovght them
here together this prosent winter might, were
hardly less curlous; while rend by sueh s light,
they were seen to cohere towards the fartner-
ance of a continnous and an intolllgible pur-
pose,

Vendales awakenel thoughts rau high while
his eyes musingly fo'low ..J’ Obenreizer pacing
up and down the room, the river ever ronning
1o the tune:—*"Whese shall 1 rob him, If 1 can?
Where shall 1 rob him, If 1 must?" The secret
of hin desd frlend was In no hasard from Veus
dale's lips; bat jost as bis friend had died of its
welght, 8o did he in his highiter succession feel
the burden of the trust, avd the obligation to
lollow any clue, however obsoure, He rnpidly
avked himsclf, wonld he like this wan to be the
real Whding? No. Argue down his mistragt
#8 he might he was unwilling to put such a
subsiitute fo the place of his late gulleiess, out-
spoken, childlike partoer. He rapidly asked
himsell, wouid he Hke this man to barich ? No.
He had more power than emough over Margue-
rite ns It was, aud wealth might invoest him with
more. Would he like thin man to be Mar-
guerite’s guardiun, and yet proved to stand in
no degree of relationship towards her, however
diiconnected aond distant? No. Bot these were
pot conslderations to come between
fidelily to the dead. Let him see to it that
they passed him with pojother notice than the
knowledge that they Aad passed him, and left
him bent on the discharge of a solemn duty.
And bhe did see to it, so soon that he followed
his companion with ungradeine eyes, while he
still paced the room; that companion, whom he
supposed Lo he moodily reflecting on his own
birth, and not on enother man's—least of all
what man's—violent Death,

The road In advance from Basle to Neughatel
wis better than bad been représented, The latest
wenther bad done it good. Drivers, both of
horees apd mules, had come in that evening
alter dark, and had reported nothing more difii-
oult to be overcome thap trinls of patience, har-
ness, wheels, axles, and whipcord, A bargain
was soon striick for & earriage and horses, to
take them on lu the morning, and to sturt before
daylight,

“I'o you lock your door at night when travel
ling ™ asked Obenreizer, slandine warming his
hanis by the wood tire in Veudale's chamber
belore going to his own,

“Not 1, [ sleep too soundly,"

o admiring look, *'What a blessiug "

“*Anything bot o blessing to tbe rast of
house,” rejoined Vendale, “if I had to be
knocked up in the morning from the outside of
my bedroom door.”

1l

put your papers—aund, of course, your monsy—
under your pillow. Always the same place.”

“You are pot complimeutary to your coun-
trymen,” luughed Vendule.

My countrymen,” gald Obenreizer, with thut
light touch of his iriend’s elbows by way ot goud
night and benediction, I suppose, ure’ like the
wajority of men, And the majority of men witl
tnke what they can get, Adien! Agfour in
the morning.”

“Adweu! At fonr”

Left to himeell, Vendale raked the logs to-
gelher, sprinkled over tnem the white wood-
ashes )ying on the hearth, and sat down to com-
pose his thoughts, But they still ran high on
their latest theme, aud the ranning of the river
tended toagitate rether than togqmel them, As
he sat thinking, what little disposition he had (o
sleep departed. e felt it hopeless to lie down
Yot, and sat dressed by the fire. Marguerite,
Wilding, Obenreizer, the business he was then
tipon, and & thousand hopes and doubts that had
pothing to do with iy, ocoupled s wind &t once,
Everyilieg seemed 1o have power over him but
slumber. The departed disposition tosleep kept
far awav,

He had eat for a leng time thinking, on the
hearth, when hila candle buroed down aud its
light went out. Tt wue of little momenl: there
wus lelt ¢voagh tu the fire. He changed his
attitnde, and leaning hig arm on the chiair-back,
:m:l'ilf:-. chin upon that hand, sat thinkiog still,

But he sat petween the fire and the bed, and,
ns the fire flickered in the play of air irom the
fast-fowing river, his cularged shadow fluttered
on the white wall by the bedslde, His attitude
gave it an aar, ball of mournmg, aud hulf of
bendiug over the bed i.urlurlng. His eyes were
obeervint of it, when he became troubled by
the dispzreeable fancy that it was like Wilding's
shadow, and vot hus own,

A slight change of place would cause it to dis-
appear.  He made the chunge, snd the appari-
tion of his disturbed fancy vanished, He now
#at in the shade of a little nook beside the fdre,
tnd the door of the room was before him,

It bad & long eombrous iron latch. He saw
the Inten slowly and sofily rise, The aocor
opeued s very litile and came to azain, as though
ouly the air had moved it. But he saw that the
luteh was out of the hasp.

The door opened again very slowly, until it
op ped wide enough to admit some one. T
af terwards remained stll for a while, as though
caulionsly held open on the other side. Toe
figure of & man then entered, with its face
turped towards the bed, and stood gquiet LIM
within the door. Until it said, in alow, half
whisper, at the same {ime taking one step lor-
wards, *Vendale I

“Wbhat now ™ be answered, springing from
his #seal 3 **who is it 17

1t was Obenrelzer, and he uttered a ery of sur-
prise us Vendale cawe upon him from that un.
expecied direction. “Not in bed ™ he said,
catehing him by both shoulders with an 1nstine-
tive tendency Lo a siroggle, “Then sometuing is
wrong !

“What do you mean ™ sald Vendale, releasing
himself.

“First tell me; you ure not 1™

“Ii7, No.”

“] huye bad a bad dream about you. How is
it that I see you up snd dressed

“My good fellow, I may ns well ask you how
ig it that I see you up and undressed.”

“I have told you why, | bavehad a bad dream
about you. I tried to rest atter if, but it was
fmpossible. 1 could not make up my mind to
siny whera 1 was, withont knowlrg you wers
snie; and yet | could not make up my mind to
come in bere. T have been minutes hesitaling
at the door. It 1 =0 casy to laugh st u dream
that you have pot dreamed, Where is your
candle ™

*Burnt out.”

“l have a whole on¢ ln my room,
felch it

‘Do s0,"

His room was very pear, and hé was absent
for butl a few seconds. Coming back with the
candle in his haud, he kueeled down on the
hesrth und lighted it. As he blew with his
breath & charred billet into flame for the pur-

one, Veudale, looking down at bim, saw Lhat

Is lips were white and not easy of control.

“Yes!" sald Obeurelzer; setting the lighted
oandie on the tuble, *it was o bad dream, Quly
look at me "

His feet were bare: his red-flannel shirt was
thrown back al the throat, aud 18 sleeves were
rolled above the elbows; hils only other garment,
a pair of nuder pantaloons or drawers, renching
to the ankles, fited him close and Light, A ger-
tain lithe and savage appesrance wWas oo his
bgure, apd hig eyes were very bright,

*If there had been a wrestle with s robber, np
I dreamed,” sald Obeunreizer, “jyou see, | was
stripped for It.”

“And armed, too,” sald Vendale, glancing at
his pirdle,

*A traveller's dagger, that 1 slways carry on
the roud,” he unswered, onrelessly, half drurlur
it from its sheath with bis left hand, snd put-

Bhall 1

tiog 1t buck again, *“Do you oarry no such
thing "

“Notling of the kind "

“No platols ¥ said Obenreizer, glancing at the
iable, and from 11 to the untouched puiow,

bim nud |
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‘“Nothing of the sort,"

“You Englishmen are so confident | You wikh
to sleap ™

I have wished to sleep this long tim», bat 1

| ean't do "

| the pocket-hoo
“You are s sound sleeper,” he retorted, with |

the |

too,” said Obenreizer, “leave open my |
room. But let me advise you, a8 4 Swiss who |
knows: always, when you travel in my country, |

“1 neither, after the bad dream. My fire has
goue the way of your eandle. May I come and
#il by yours! Two o'clock! It will 20 soon be
four, that it 18 not worith the trouble W go o
bed wgain,”

*] sball nol take the trouble Lo go lo bed al
all now;” seld Vendnle; “eil here aud keep me
t‘omrany. and we come.”

Golug back to bis room (o arrange his dress,
Obenrener soon returned in a loose cloak wnd
slippers, and they sat down on opposite sides of
the hearth. In the Interval, Vendale had re
pienlihed the fire from the wood-basket in his
room, and Obenrelzor had put upon the table o
fusk and cup from his,

“Common cabaret brandy, I am afraid,” he
said Eouring out; “bought upon the road, and
not like yours from Cripple Cortier. But yours
i= exhausted: so much the worse. A cold might,
& cold time o! night, n cold country, and
I"(I|llnll|;ﬂlu’. This may be better than nothing;
try it’?

Vendale took the cup, and did so,

“How do you find it7"

“It har a coarse after-flavor,” snid Vendale,

iving back the cup with a slight shudder, *and

don't ltke .Y

“You are right,” said Obenreizer, tasting, aod
smacking his lips; it has a coarse alter-Havor.,
and I don't likeit. Book! it burne, though!”
He bad fung what remained in the cup upoa
the fre.

Each of them lepned an elbow on the table,
reclined his bead upon his= hand, and gnl looking
at the flaring logs., Obenrelzer remained watch-
ful apd still; but Vendale, alter certain nervous
twitches and starts, in one of which he rose o
his teet sand looked wildly about him, fell into
the strangest confusion of dreams, He carried
bis paprrs 1n & leather case or pocket book, iu
an Inner breast-pocket of his bultoned travels
ling coat; and whatever he dresmed of, in the
lethargy that got possession of him, something
importunate in these papers called bim out of
that dream, though he could nol wake from It,

He was belated on the steppes of Russin (some
shadowy person guave the pmnme of the place)
with Marguerite; and yet the sensation of a
hand at his t, softly fecling the oatline of
as he lay asloep belore the fire,
wis preseot to him.  He was shipwreoked in an
open bout al sea, nnd haviog Jost bhis cletbes,
had no other covering than an old sail; and yet
n creeping hand, tracing outside all the other
pockels of the dress he actually wore, for
papers, and finding none answer its toach,
warued bim lo rouse himeelf,

He wus io the ancient vault at Cripple Corner,
to which was transferred the very ved substantial
apd present in that very reom at Basle; and
Wilding (not dead, as he had supposed, and yet
he did not woader much) shook him, and whis-

red, “Look at thal man! Don't ﬂ'uu see he
uis rigen, and is turning the pillow ? Why
thould he turu the pillow, If not to seck those
papers that are 1 your breast? Awake!™ And
yet he slept, and wandered off into other
dreams,

Watchful and still, with his elbow on the table
and his head upon that hand, his companion at
leppth sald: *“*Vendale! We are called, Past
Four!” Then, opening his eyes, he saw, turned
eidewsnys on him, the Almy face of Obeareizer,

‘*You have beeu in a heavy sleep,” he said.
"’l‘|lé¢*1n{atlg-le of constant travelling and the
co

“I am bread awake now," cried Vendule,
epringing up, but with an upsteady looting.
“iaven't you slept av all ¢

*I may have dozed, but [ secm to have been
patiently looking at the fire. Whether or no, we
must wusli, anod breakfast, and turn out. Past
four, Vendale; past four i

It wns sald in a tone to ronse hifm, for atready
he wns half nsleep again., In his preparation
for the day, too, and at his breakfast, he was
ofien virtually asleep while in mechanical ac-
tioy, It wasnot until the cold dark day was
closing in, that be bhad any distineter impres-
sloug of the ride than jingling bells, bitter
wewther, slippiug horses, frowning hillsides,
bleak woods, and 8 stoppaze at some wayside
house of eutertainment, where they had passed
through a cowhouse to reésch the travellers'
room above, He had been conscious of little
more, except of Obepreizer sitting thoughtiul at
his #ide ull day, snd eyelng him much,

But when he shook olf his stupor, Obenreizer
was not al his side, The carriige was stopping
to bait at another wayside house; aud & line ot
long narrow carls, laden with casks of wine,
and drawn by horses with a quantity of blae
collar and headgear, were baiting too, These
came from the airection in which the travellers
were going, and Obenreizer(not thoughtful now,
but cheertul and alert) was {alking with the
foremost diiver. As Vendale stretched his
limbs, circulated his blood, and cleared off the
lees of his letbargy, with s sharp rou to and fro
in the bracing air, the line ol carts moved on;
the diivers all saluting Oboureizer as they
passed him.,

*“‘Who are thore I asked Vendale,

“They are our carriers—Defresnier and Com-
pauy's” replied Obenreizer, *‘I'hose are our
cueks of wines” He was siuging to himsell, and
lghting » cigar,

“] have been drearily dull company to-day,”
snid Yendale, I don’t know what has been the
multer with me."

“You had ne sleep last night; and a kind of
brajn-congestion irequently comes, at first, of
such cold,” gald Obenrcizer. *“1 have scen It
often, After all, we shall have our journey lor
nothing, it seems.”

*“How for nothing "

“The House is at Milan, You know, we are a
Wine Houte at Neuchatel, and a Silk House at
Milan? Well, 8ilk happening 10 press of s soad-
deun, more than Wine, Delresnior was sammoned
to Milan, Rolland, the oither parly, has been
tuken il sinee his departure, and the doclors
will allow him to see voone, A leiter swalia
you at Neuchatel to tell yoo so, 1 have it irom
our chief oarrier whom yousaw me taliing with,
He was surprised to see me, and =aid that he had
that word for you if he mer you, What do you

do? Go buelk ¥

“Go on,” said Vendule.

“On™

“Ont Yer, Across the Alps, and down to
Milan,” Ouenreizer stopped in his gwoking to

lcok at Vendaele, and tben smoked heavily,
looked wp the yoad, looked down the road,
locked down of the stones In the road al his
feet,

*l bave o very seriouns matter in charge,”
sald Veodale ; “more ol these missing forms
may be turned 10 85 bad pecosut, or worse ; 1
am urged to lose no time In helping the House
{,0 ‘f'f:“ the thief; aud nothing shall tarn me

ack.

“No " cried Obenrelzer, taking out his cigar
to smile, and giving his band to his tellow-

traveller.  *“Then notaing shall turn me back,
Ho, driver! DPespatch. Quick there! Let us
push on "

They travelled throngh the night, There had
been spow, and there was o purtial thaw, sud
lheg mostly travelled at & foot-pree, snd always
wit um:{y alopﬂagua to breathe the splashed
and floundering horses.  After an hour's broad
daylight, they drew rein at the lnn door al
Neughatel, Laving beeu seme eight-snd-4dwenly
hours In conquering some elghtly English miles,

When they hada  hurrl refreshed aod
changed, théy went tpgether to the house of
busiuess of fre!'remicr and Compauy., There
they found the letter [which the wine-oarrier
had desoribed, enclosing the tests and compari-
sons of band.writing essontiul to the discovery
of the forger. Vendale's determinstion to presa
forwird, without resiing, belng alrcady taken,
the only question to delay them was ‘y what
pass could they cross ithe Alps! Respeoting the
#late of tha two Passes of Lhe 8. Golthard and
the Bimplon, the guides and mule-drivers
differed greatly; und both passes were siill far
enough off to prevent the frayellers from

baving the benefit of any recent experience of
cither.  Besides which, they well knew that n
fall of enow might altogether change the
deseribed conditions in a eingle hour, even If
they were oorrmt}_{ sinted. But, on the whole,
the Bimplon appearing 10 be the hopefuller roate,
Vendale deeided to take \t, Obenreizer bore
little or wo part fn the discussion, and scarzely
spoke.

To Geneva, to Lausanne, along the level mar.
gin of the lske 1o Vevay, so iuto the windine
valley between the spurs of the mountains, and
into the valley of the Rhone, The sound of the
caxrringe-wheels, ns they rattled on, throagh the
day, through the night, became ns the wheels of
a great clock, recording the hours. No change
ol wealher varied the journey, after it had
hardened mto & sullen froet. In a sombrae yel-
low sky they saw the Alpine ranzes; and they
saw enough of snow on nearer and muoh lower
hilitcps and hilisides, to sully, by contrast, the
purity of lake, torrent, and waterfull, and make
the villages look discolored and dirty, But no
smow fell, por was there any snow-drift on {he
road, The stalking along the valley of more or
less of white mist, changing on their hair and
dress into i2icles, was the only varlety between
them and the gloomy eky, And stlll by day, and
still by uight, the wheels, And still they rollel,
in the hearing ol ovneof them, to the burden,
altered from the burden of the Rbine:—"'The
time is pone for robbing him alive, and I must
murder him.”

They came, at length, to the poor litlle town
of Brieg,jut the toot of the Simplon. They came
there atter dnrk, but yet counld see how dwarfed
wen's works and men became with the immense
mountains towering over them. Here they
must lle for the night: and here was warmih of
fire and lamp sod dinner and wine, and after
conference resounding, with gaides and drivers.
No human creature bad come across the Puss
for four daye. The snow above the snow-line
was too soft for wheeled carringe, aud not hard
enovgh for sledge. There wus snow in the sky,
There had been snow in the sky for days pasi
and the marvel was that it had not fallen, an
the certainty was that it must fall,  No vehiele
conld eross. The journey might be tried on
miules, or it might be tried on fool; but the beat
goides must be pald danger-price In sither case,
und that, too, whether they succeeded in tuking
the two travellers neross, or turned for safety
i 1d brought them back,

In this discussion, Obenreizer bore no part
whatever., He egal silently smokiug by the fire
until the room was cleared and Vendale referred
to him,

“Buh! T am weary of (hese poor devils and
their trade," he said, in repls. “‘Always the
same story. It 18 the story of their tiade to-
day, as it was the story of the!r trade when 1
wie a ragged boy. What do you and 1 want?
We want s kpapsack esch, and a mountuin-siaff
each, We wapt no gul'e; we should gaide
him; he would not guide us. We leave our
portmanteaus here, and we cross together, We
Lave been on the mountains together belore
now, and I am mountain-born, and I know this
Pass—Pass |- rather High Road!—by heart.
We will leave these poor devils, in pity, to trade
with others: but they must pot delay to make a
pretense o) earnlng money. Which s all they
meow”

Vendale, glad to be quit of the dispute, and
to ent the kpot, active, adventurons, bent on
getting forward, and, therelore, very susceptible
1o the last hint, readily ussented. Within two
hours they bad purchased what they wanted
lor \he expedition, bad packed thelr knapsacks,
and lay down to sleep,

At break of day they found half the town col-
legted in the narrow atrect to see them depart.
The people tulked together in groups; the guides
and drivers whikpered apart, and looked up uat
the sky; vo one wished them a good journey.,

As they bezan the agcent a gleam of sun shone
from the otherwire unaltered sky, nand for u
mlumc-.ut turned the tin spites of the town to
sllver,

**A good omen " sald Vendale (thongh 1t dled
out while he spoke), “‘Perhaps our example
will open the Pass on this side.”

“No: we shall not be followed,” returned
Obenteizer, looking up at the gkv and back at
the valley., **We sha!l be alone up yonder,”

ON THE MOUNTAIN,

The road was lalr conough for stout walkers,
aud the air grew lighter and cusier to breathe
a8 the two sscended. But the settled gloom
remained a2 it had rempined lor duvs back,
Nature seemed o bave come to & pause. The
tenge of hearing, no 1088 Lhan the sense of sight,
wae troubled by haying to wait so long for the
change, whatever 1t might be, that impended,
The sllence was a2 palpable and heavy ns the
lowering clouds, or rather cloud, for there
epemed 1o be but one l,|i|,alI the sky, and that ope
covering the whole of it, _

Althoogh the light was thus dismally shrouded,
the praaPecr. wns not obscured, Down in the
vulley of the Rhoue behind them, the stream
could be traced through all its many windings,
oppressively rombre and solemn in its one
leaden hue, & colorless waste. Far and high
above them, glaciers and suspended svalanches
overhung the spots where they must pass by-
aud-by; deep and dark below them on their
right were awful precipice snd roaring torrent;
tremendons mountains arose in every visia,
The gigantic landseape, uncheered by o touch of
changing Heht or a solitary ray of sun, was yet
ternbly distinet in e ferocity. The hearts” of
two lonely wen might sbrink a little, if they
had to win their way for nnles and hours among
& legion of silent and motionless men—mere men
like them=elves—all looking at them with fixed
and frowning front, Bul how much mors, when
the leglon s of Nature's mightiest works, and
the frown may turn to fury in an insteot !

As they ascended, the road became gradually
more rogged and difficuls, But the spirits of
Vendale rose as they mounted bigher, leaving
so much more of the roand behind them cou-
quered, Obrenrelser spoke lttle, nud held on
with a determived purpose. Bolh, in reipect of
pgility end endorance, were well qualided for
the expedition. Whatever the born moun-
taineer resd In the weather tokens that was
illegible to the other, he kept to himsalf,

“Bhall we gol across lo-day ! asked Vendale,

“No," replied the other, *‘You see how muoh
deeper the spow les lere thao it lay hall a
leazue lower. The higher we mount, the
veeper the spow wih lie, Walking 1 half
wadlug even now. And the days are so short!
It we get ns high as the 6ith Reluge, and le to-
night at the Hosplee, we shall do well.”

“I& there no dauger of the weather rising In
the nieht,” asked Vendale, auxiously, “‘and
spowing us up?”

“There |8 dapger enough about us,” sald Ohen-
rerzer, with a cautious glance onward und up-
wsrd, 'lo render silence our best policy. You
bave heurd ol the Bridge of the Ganther ™

I have crogeed 1\ ouee,”

“Jp the summes )

“Yes; in the travelling season.”

“Yes; but i Is another thing st this geason;"
with o sneer, as though he were out of temper,
“This 18 not u time of year, or a state of things,
on an Alpine Pass, that g:u gentlemen holiday-
wavellers know musch about,”

“You iiu'e m Oullde.” ll'lld Vendale, good
humoredly. ‘'l trust to you."

“] um your Guide,” suld Obenreizer, “‘and [
will guldé you to your journes's end. There ls
the Bridge before us.”

They had made a turn into & desolate and dis
mal ravine, where the snow lay deep below
them, deep above them, deep on every side,
While lD?lklt:f, Obeurseer stood pointing sl
the bridge, and observing Vendale's fuce, with
a vor y slngnlar axgt.:llon. on hisown.

YT T, ns b‘nm sent you over there, in
ndvanece, and ouraged you 10 give a shout or
Lwo, you m‘:!l_u. bave brought down upon yoor-
self tons nnd tons and tons of snow, that would
not only have siruck you dead, but buried you
deep at & blow, "

*No doubt," said Vendnle,

“Nodoubt. Buttihet I8 not what [ have to
do, a8 gulde, B pass eilently, Or, poing as we

go, our indiseretion might else crash and bory
me, Lot us go on!"

There was & great accumulation of snow on
the bridge; and soch enormous sccumulations
ol smow overhung them from projecling masses
of rock, that they might have been making thele
way throogh a stormy sky of white olouds,
Ueing his stall skiltully, sounding as he weni,
and looking upwand, with bent shoulders, as it
were o resist the mere Idea of a fall irom above,
Obenreizer softly led. Vendale closely followed.
They were yet In the midst of their dangoerous
way, when there came a mighty rush, followed
h{y ® sound as of thunder. Ubunrelzer clapped
his hand on Vendale's mouth, and pointed to
the track behind them. Its aspect had been
wholly changed in & moment. Au avalanche
bod swept over it, and Iglvl:n-nmd into the current
at the boltom of the gull below,

Their appestance at the solitary inn not far
beyoud (his terrible bridge, elieited many ex-
pressions of astonishment from the people shut
up in the honse, “*We stay but to rest,” said
Obenreizer, ehaking the suow from his dress st
the fire. *“Thois geullemnn has very preasing
cocasion to get across; tell them, Vendule,”

"Aﬂeurndl;. 1 have very pressing occasion, 1
must cross,’

*“You hear, all of yon. My friend has very
pressing occarion o get across, and we want no
adylce und no belp, T am as good s guide, my
fellow-countrymen, as apy of you. Now, give
us to eat and drink.”

In exactly the same way, sud in nearly the
same words, when it was coming on dark and
thiey had struggled through the greatly iucreased
difficulties of the road, snd had at last reachod
the r destination for the night, Obenrcizer sald
to the astonished people of the Hosplee, gather-
ing nbout them at the fire, while they were yet
in the act of getling their wet shoes of! snd
shaking the snow from their clothes,—

4 is well to understand one another, friends
all. This gentleman—"

—'"Has," eaid Vendale, readily takiong him up
with & smile, ‘‘very pressing occaslon jto get
across. Must cross,”

*You hear?—has very pressing occasisn to
gel acrogs, must cross, e want no advice and
no help, I am mountain-born, and act as Guide,
Do not worry vs_ by talklog about it, but ley us
have supper, and wine, and bed.”

All throvgh the intense cold of the night, the
same awlul stillness, Again at sunrise, no sunoy
tioge to gild or redden the snow. The same
interminable wastie of dealbly white; the ssme
immovable air; tne same monotonous gloom in
the sky.

“Travellers " a friendly volce callad to them
from the door, after they were nfoot, knapsack
on back sund staff in bhand, as yesterduy; ‘'re-
collect! There are five places of shelter, near
together, on the dangerous rosd before you;
and there i the wooden cross, and there is t!ge
next Hoepice. Do not stray from ithe track,
It the Towrmente comes on, lake sheller in-
stantly !

“'i‘hfz trade of these poor devils!” aald Oben.
refzor to hig friend, with a contemptuons back-
ward wave of his band towards the voice. “How
they stick to their trade! You Enelishmen say
we Swiss are mercenary, Truly, it does look
hke it"

They had divided between the two knapsacks
such refreshments as they had heen able to
obtain that moruing, and as they deemed it pro-
dent to tuke. Obenreizer carried the wine as
his share of the borden; Vendale, the bread sud
meat and cheese, and the fingk of brandy.

They had for some time labored upwards and
onwards through the =pow—which was now
above their kuees in the track, snd of upknown
depth elgewhere—nnd they were still laboring
upwards and onwards through the most [right-
ful part of that (remendous desolation, when
snow began to fall, At first, but a few flakes
descended slowly and steadily, Aftter a little
while the fall grew much denser, and suddenly
it began, without up{nmr-nl canse, to whirl 1tsell
into epiral shapes. Ivstantly ensuing upon ths
Inst chauge, an icy blast came roaring at them,
and every sound and force mprisoned until now
was let loose,

One of the dismal galleries through which the
road is earried at that perilous point, a eave
cked out by arches of great strength, was near
at band, They strugeled into it, and the storm
raged wildly, The noise of the wind, the noise
of the water, the thundering down of displaced
masges of rock and snow, the swfal voices with
which vol ouly that gorge, but every gorge o
the whole moustrous range, seemed to be sud-
denly endowed, the darkuess as of nizht, the
violent revolving ol the snow which beat and
broke it into spray and blinded them, the mad-
ness of everything around Insatinte for destrue-
tion, the rapid substitution of furious violence
for uwonnstoral calm, sud hosts of appalling
sonnds for silence; these were things, on the
edee ol a deep abyss, to chill the blocd, though
the fierce wiad, made actually solid by ice and
suow, had failed to ehill it,

Ubentelzer, walking to and fro in the gallery
without censing, signed to Vendale fo help him
unbuckle his knspeack., They could see each
other, but counld not have heard each olher
fpeak, Vendale complying, Obenrelzer pro-
duced his bottle of wine, and poured some out,
moticning Vendale to take that for wurmth's
sake, and not brandy, Vendale again comply-
Ing, Obeureizer seemed to drink alter him, aad
the two walked backwards and forwards, side by
side, both well knowing that to rest or sleep
would beto die.

The suow came driving heavily into the gal-
lery by the upper end, at which they would puss
out of it, if they ever passed out; for greater
dangers lay on the road behind them than be-
fore. The snow soon began to choke the arch,
Au bour more,and it soon lay=o high as to block
out half of the returning daylight, But il [roze
hard now as v fell, and could be 2lambered
through orover, The violenco of the mountain
slorm wae gradually yieldiog to a steady snow-
full, The wind still raged at interyals, but not
necssantly; and when (U paused, the snow fell in
heavy flakea,

They might have been two hours In thelr
frightful prison, wheu Obenreizer, now erunch-
1ng 1ato the mound, wow creepiug over it with
his head bowed down and his body tonchingthe
tor of the arch, maide his way out, Vendale
followed cluse upon him, but followed without
clear motive or caleolstion, For the lethargy
of Basle was creeping over him agsin, and mus.
tering 1.1s senies,

How far he had followed out of the gallery, or
With what obstacles he had sluce conteaded, he
¥new not, He became roused to the knowledge
{hat Obenreizer had set upon him, and that they
were stroggling desperately in the snow, He be
came roused Lo the mnnm‘:mnoe of what his
assallant ourrted in a girdle. He felt for it
drew it, atruck at him, r~lrugﬁled nin, strock
at him agaln, cast him off, an .to:ffuco to lace

with him,
"I promiscd to guide you to your journey's

end,” sald Obenreizer, “and 1 haye kept
Q{mmlao. The journey ol your life emhp h:;?és:

Nothing can prolong It
you stand,” -
"ri;pu are & vlllain, What have you done to

‘You are & fool, I have drugged you. You
are doubly n fool, for 1 drugeed you once birfore
upot: the jouruey to try you, You are trebly a
fool, for I am the thief and fo , and in nﬁau
moments I shall take Lhe proofs agatust the thief
nnd forger from your lnsensible body,”

The eutrapped man tried to throw off the
lethargy, but ils faial hold upon him was so
sure that, even while he heln‘r those words, he
stupidly wondered which of them had been
wouudoed whose blood it was he saw
sprinkled on the snow,

“What have I done to yon," he askad, haavily
snd thickly, “that you should be—so base—n
murderer

“Done 1o me! You wounld have destroyed
me, but that you have cowe to your jouroey's
end, Your cursed actlvity inte bebwoen
mwe and the time 1 had counted of ¥ which 1
might bave replaced the mouey. ne to me?

ou, are sleeplng as

You bave come In my way—not ouoe, nol

but again and sgain and again, Did I

ah?;nntng. or no
Youhwm”not to be shaken off. Therefore yoa
die here,

Vendale tried to think coherently, tried {
speak coberentl f. tried to plek up the iron-sh
stafl ho bad let fal'; fmiling to touch I, tried lo
stagger on withount ita ald, All in wvain, all in
valu! He stumbled, and feil heavily forward
on the brink of the deep chasm,

btupeled, dozing, unable to stand upon hig
feet, & veil before hils eyos, hig sense of heard
dendened, he made puch a vigorous rally that,
supporting himselfl on his hands, he saw his
:'}Iilﬂm, t}mdlug oalmly over him, and heard

m speak,

“Yl?n call me murderer,” sald Obenreizer,
with & prim Inugh. “The vame matiers v
little, But st least | have set my lle agal
yours, for 1 am surrounded by daugers, and
may never make my way out of Lhis place., The
Towr mente s risiog again, The snow s on the
whirl, 1 must have the papers pow, KEvery
moment bas my Jife in it,?

‘btop!” eried Vendale, in a terrible volee,
stageering up with a last flash of fre bmaklné
out of bim, and cluteliing the thievish handa
his breast in both of kis. ‘Stop! Stund awky
from me! God Dbless my Marguerite! Hape
pily shejwill never know how [ died, Stand off
irom me apd let me look at your murderous
fece, Let it remind me—of something—Ilelt 1@

&“ '"

'}'he slght of him fighting #0 hard for his
eenses, and the doubt whether be might vot for
the instant be possessed by the strength of &
dozen men, kept his opponent still,  Wildly
g}m:lng at him, Veudsle ialtered out the broken
words,—

“1t_khall not be—the trusi—of the dead—bes«
trayed by mc—reputed parents—misinherited
for1tune—see 1o it1"

As bis head dropped on his breast, and he
slumbled on the brink of the chasm as before
the thievish hands went once more, quick and
busy, to his breast, - He made a convulsiv?
altempt to ery “No I" dt-sgcmtals rolled bimesel
over into the gulf; and sank away from hia
enemy's touch, like & phantom in & dreadful
dream. * e - A

The mountain storm raged again, and passed
again, The awful mountain-volees died away,
thie moon rose, and the soft and silent snow felly

Two men and two laree dogs came out ut the
door of the Hosplee. The men looked enrefally
around thom, snd up at the :al:{. The do
rolled In the sunow, and took it into the
mouths, and cast it up with their paws.

Ounc ol the men sald o the other, *‘We may
veuture now. We may find thom in one of the
five Refuges,” Each fastencd on his back a
basket; each took in his hand a strong spiked
pole; each girded vnder his arms o loopm.r end
of n stout 10pe, o that they were lied together,

Suddenly the dogs dealsied from theirgambols
in the snow, stood looking down the ascent,
put their voses up, pul thelir noses down, becama
greatly excited, and broke intoa deep, loud bay
logether.

The two men looked in the faces of two dogs,
The twe dogs looked, with at leust equal intelli-
gence, in the faces of two men.

“Au secours, then! Help! To the rescue 7
cried the two men, The two dogs, with a glad,
deep, generous bark, bounded nway.

“Two more mad ones!" said the men, stricken
motionless, and looking away into the moon-
hght. “Is it possible insuch weather! And
one of them & woman |"

Fach of the dogs bad the corner of a4 woman's
dresa in tis mouth, and drew her wlong. She
fondled their hieads as she came up, aud she
coame up Lthrough the anow with an accostomed
trend. Not to the large man with her, who was
spent and winded.

“Dear guides, dear friends of travellers! Tam
of your country. We feok two gentlemen crosss
ing the Pass, wha should huve scached the Hog-
pice this evening,”

*“I'hey have reached it, ma'amaelle.”

“Thank Heaven! © thunk Heayen i

“But, un huq)ily. they have goue on again.
We are setting forth to seek them even now, We
had to wait unutil the Tourmenle pussed,
been fearful up here.”

“Dear guldes, dear friends of travellers!
me go with you,
love of God!
my husband,

twice
to shake you off In the

It bas

Let
Let me go with you, for the
One of 1hose geademen is to be
I love him, O s0 deunrly., O s0
duarlly ! Yongeel am not faint, you see I am
not tired, I am bLorn a pessantgizh. I will
show you that [ know we | how to fasten myself
to your ropes. 1 will do it with my own hinds.
I will ewear to bo brave and good. But let me
go with you, let wme go with you! If any mis«
chince should have befullen him, my love
would find bim, when wvothing else coold,
Ou my knees, dear friends of travellers! By
the love your desr mothers had for your
iathers |1

The good rough fellows were moved, “‘Afler
all,” they murmured to one snother, “she
speaks but the truib, SBhe knows the weys of
tue mountains, Sga how marvellously she
has come here! Bub as 1o Mousicar ihere,
ma'amselle

“Deur Mr, Joey,"” suld Marguerite, addressing
him in bis own tongue, “you will remain ul the
houee, and wait for me; will you not

“1f 1 kpow'd which o' you {wo recommended
i growled Joey Ladle, eyeing the two men
with great indienation, *I'd fight yon for n
slxpence, and give yon bhall & crown lowards

our expenses, No, miss, I'll stiock by you as
ong as there's auy sticking left o me, and 'l
dle for you when I can't do better.,” The siata
of the moon rendering is highly imporiant that
no time should be lost, and the dogs showing
pipns of great uneasiness, the two men quickly
took their rezolution. The rope that yoked them
together was guickly exchanged for s longer
one; the party were sccured; Marguerite second,
aod the cellarman last, and they set out for the
Refuges; The sotual distance of those places
was nothing—the whole ve, and the next Hos«
pce 10 boot, being with rwo miles—but the
ghagtly way wis whitened ont and sheeted over,

They made no miss lnreaching the Gullery
where the two had taken stelter. The second
storm of wind and snow had =o wildly swept
over it since, that their tracks were gone. Bul
the dogs went 1o and fro with thelr noses down,
aud were confident. The party stopping, how-
eyer,at the farther aich, where the second
storm bad been especinlly furious, and where
the drifl was deep, the dogs became troubled
and went sbout and sboul, in questof & lost
purpose,

The great abyss belng known to lieon tha
right, they wandered too much to the left, and
bad to regnin the way with infinite labor through
n deep field 'of snow. The leader of the line
had & it, and was taking note of the
landmarks. when one of the dogs fell to tearing
up the snow a ilttle before them, Advsuciog
and stoopivg to look mt it, thinking that some
one might be overwhelmed there, thoy saw thit
it was slalned, and that the siain 'I: &a

The other dog wis now seen to look over
brink of the gulf, with his forelege *""ﬂ“*"}ﬁd
out, lest hie should fall into it, and to trem 3
n every limb, Then the dog who had foun
the stafned snow joined bim, wud thon (BEy T
o and fro, distressed aud whlulnx.m b l.!'d
they toth & on the brink fo 0 08
ectiing up their heads, howie x

“‘I‘h‘éreph some one )ying below," sald Mar«
guerite, L .

1] hiak so» aaid the oremst mi, Ciend

@ two Ingt, .
‘,l‘h;nlrl.tmﬁm gd ed two torches from bla
barket, and

d em forward. _
taklug one, h:l&.dl:mlwﬂte the olber,
looked down: now

ghadipg the forches, now
hs% t or left, now rolsing
&ml:'ﬁw ‘:r:lhﬁuﬂllhhn;. a8 moonilght far
bafﬁn conlended th blsck shudows, A
I"lﬂ'ghl ory from ucrite broke & long
nlenoe,
" God ! int, where a
‘m&gt ice nre?:hr: I‘o'.‘-’mo?? ihe torrent, L

#ee 8 human form IV
“Where, mp'nmselle, where ™




