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PREFACE.

The Preface ! What can the Author say to jus

tify the publication of a volume which narrates

scenes and events so often traversed by other

minds ?

In reply to the question, he might plead

a personal interest and devotedness. He will

ever cherish a lasting remembrance of the beau

tiful land of the Vaudois. It gave to his heart

glowing images and vivid associations, which

can never die. Intermingled with its scenes

of material benignity and beauty are the ac

tions of primitive believers, heroic martyrs, and

early Reformers, the influence of whose lives

can never be extinguished. Truly delightful

has it been to dip the pencil in those lovely tints
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and colours, which, respecting the scenes of

both Nature and History, shine so mildly and

peacefully in the Valleys.

He might plead the hope of promoting the

gratification of many who probably will never

have an opportunity of witnessing these scenes

for themselves. Many there are whose lot is a

fine illustration of the inspired record, that god

liness with contentment is great gain. Denied

the temporary relief afforded by a visit to other

climes, they are satisfied to feel an interest in

their scenes and associations, as described by

others. Pleasant is it to refresh the minds of

such. The spring of their enjoyments lies not

in any earthly source. They would not, if they

could, indulge in the mere sights of the tourist

or the traveller. Happy in their retirement,

they can say, with the Christian Hebraist—

" My path leads not through foreign lands,

O'er mountain, waste, or lea ;

I wander not with pilgrim bands,

Nor care the world to see :

There may be gems of art in Roine,

But I have choicer gems at home."
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He might plead the desire to place before the

young the principles and influence of the Pro

testant Reformation in a more attractive form

than that in which they are usually presented in

books of controversy. In communicating im

portant truths to the minds of such, it is desir

able that the most agreeable mode of instruc

tion be adopted. Historical sketches and de

scriptions of natural scenery are well adapted

for this purpose. The main facts of the several

histories lie in numerous larger works, not ac

cessible toall. They are here presented in a fa

miliar form, and in connexion with the places

where they occurred. In disputed cases the

authorities referred to speak for themselves.

He might plead a delight in the ways of that

Providence, which, when there was no nation

in Christendom that had not bowed the knee

to Rome, preserved amidst the inaccessible fast

nesses of the Alps a people whose faith remained

Scriptural, and whose lives were pure. With

out a voice to plead their cause, in palace or in

camp,—without a parliament, a general council,
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or a royal shield to befriend them, they en

dured, as seeing Him who is invisible, trans

mitting to us, through the tempest of ages, the

imperishable truths held by the Apostles and

primitive believers.

He might plead the request of many friends

who have become acquainted with the fea

tures of the work. Parts of the volume were

originally delivered in the form of lectures. The

first portion, embracing the Scenes by the Way,

was delivered to the Author's congregation im

mediately after his return from the Continent.

The description of the Italian Valleys was given

before the " Young Men's Christian Association,"

at the Rotundo, Dublin. The historical sketch,

drawn from a variety of authentic sources, with

the account of the Reformation in Italy, was

delivered before a city audience in the Corpo

ration Hall, Londonderry. On these several

occasions application was made for publication.

These are the reasons which have led to the

present volume. The Author has much plea

sure in stating that he owes his wanderings
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amid the several scenes described, to the renewed

kindness of one to whom he dedicated his brief

memorial of a former Continental journey. He

has now endeavoured to recall the pleasures,

which, in other lands they mutually enjoyed.

He would also record his obligation to Pro

fessor Malan, of La Tour, whose personal atten

tions in the Valleys, and subsequent corres

pondence, have proved of great value.

The Author will feel thankful, indeed, and

more than repaid for the responsible work of

publication, if a perusal of his labour of love

should lead his readers to feel a deeper inte

rest in the work of Italian evangelization, the

nature, progress, and prospects of which he has

sought to describe. It is more than probable

that the prevalence of religious truth throughout

Italy would facilitate its success in other coun

tries. And the state of the world at the present

time is friendly to exertions for the spread of

pure Christianity throughout that land.

And now, to the blessing of that Being, from

whom alone all good can proceed, this work is
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commended, with a devout hope that, through

His grace, it may become conducive to the in

creased enlightenment of many who feel an in

terest in the past dealings of Divine Providence;

and to the settling of those who, though profes

sedly Protestant, have been strangely fascinated

by divers illusions in religion ; and have much

need to be established in the great principles

and doctrines of Scriptural truth.

Kingstown, March, 1854.
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A YOICE FKOM THE ALPS,

CHAPTER I.

INTRODUCTION.

■* I love the present ; but the past

Hath such a spell around it cast,

That oft from all I hear or see

I turn, dead Time ! to gaze on thee ;

And o'er the grave of buried hours,

Bid mem'ry strew her pallid flowers■1'

'Montgomery.

For the mind to cultivate the study of history is to

enjoy one of its noblest exercises. As in a " palace

of intellectual empire," it can treasure up the pro-

foundest of earthly events, filling each chamber of

imagery with the legible names and well-defined

forms of the illustrious dead. How distinguished

thus is the intellect of man, which can not only dis

cern beforehand the dawnings of the future, but re

ceive and retain the more palpable lights of the past.

As seen and enjoyed in their writings, departed men

still continue their pilgrimage on earth, pervading us

with a sense of their presence, and storing our minds

with the richness of their knowledge and the value

of their experience.

But history, which thus becomes a means of great
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mental enlargement, confers also a true moral advan

tage. It lifts the mind above a dependence upon the

mere senses, and prevents those evils which come of a

constant grovelling among objects which immediately

surround us. It withdraws our nature from the domi

nion of what is seen, and makes the past and the

future to predominate over the present. In proportion

as this is done do we advance in the scale of intelli

gence, and in the true dignity of our being.

It is to a remote antiquity we have to go in

the historical outline which we now propose ; even

to ages which preceded the dawn of our own civil

ization. Such a task may, at first sight, appear

difficult, for what is distant may be obscure ; yet

does it abound with interest, and affords to the careful

inquirer after truth a full reward.

The last distances in space which bound the dis

coveries of the astronomer are not unlike the last dis

tances in time which are discernible in history. Both

possess objects not readily seen by the strongest

and most diligent observation. With what deep

emotion does the astronomer mark the last dis

cernible point, which trembles in the far depths of

the azure firmament ; and how vainly does he labour

for anything beyond. He knows that there are

more remote phenomena, but he cannot see them.

Thus is it with the observer in history. He seeks

to look far back into distant ages of time. Num

berless events and personages are seen crowd

ing the foreground. Beyond these are numerous

others, whose forms and deeds occupy the horizon

of a distinct revelation. But in the remotest

depth of all are others whose images are too faint
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and too trembling for any clear recognition. They

make a profound secret of their mission, and keeping

close to their retirement, will not emerge into any

plainer observation.

Thus in the nightly firmament of the astronomer

there are objects which are always looking down upon

us. They are candidates for a ready and constant

observation. From their beauteous thrones, with a

sort of intelligent sympathy and regard, they cast

their eyes over our cares, our labours, and our sor

rows. They watch us from the foreground of the

firmament. Their nearness is both refreshing and

beautiful. So familiar are their forms that we call

them all by names. The Divine Being, however, has

other stars than these. Their lot is cast beyond the

nearer curtain of the sky. Their images, therefore,

are unseen by the common observation of man. Yet

are they numerous, great, beautiful, and resplendent.

None, perhaps, may excel them in the value of their

mission, or the brightness of their glory. They were

made by the same Beneficent Creator ; and as nearer

orbs shine over the generations of men, so these may

illumine the pathway of angels, or beautify the throne

of the Eternal.

Thus, too, with the firmament of mind. In the long

moral night of the past human world, nearest our

own stand-point are the great and goodly stars of the

Reformation. How clearly do we discern them.

How sincerely do we love them. How do our con

victions and emotions accumulate as we dwell on their

memory. So familiar are they to our affections, that

we must cease to live, ere we can cease to love them.

We call them all by names— John Wickliffe, John
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Huss, Jerome of Prague, Martin Luther, Philip Me-

lancthon, John Calvin, John Knox, and a goodly

number of others. They stand forth in history, dis

tinct to the mind's eye. Their mission has been

clearly revealed.

But beyond these, far remote amidst the depths

of the world's midnight, are those respecting whom

our sense or intelligence may be slumbering. In

all ages there have been children of the Most High.

Thousands have shed a light unknown to history.

And as the light of unseen orbs may from an unknown

depth in the heavens, be even now falling upon our

pathway, so may the influences which emanated

from these moral orbs be, at this present, working for

our good. Of some, however, we have faint but dis

tinct glimpses. Their light forms a singular con

trast to the solemn gloom in the midst of which they

shone. Most of them, by reason of the troubled,

storm-beaten heavens, shed forth their illumina

tion but a brief time. They are seen, one by one,

retiring behind clouds of wrath and tribulation, which

rolled forth from the desolating region of the seven

hills. They shone not in vain ; nor are they in the

leastwise dimmed of their lustre. They are not lost—

" Such dead are like the stars by day—

Withdrawn from mortal eye,

But not extinct : they hold their way

In glory through the sky.

Spirits from bondage thus set free

Vanish amidst immensity ;

Where human thought, like human sight,

Fails to pursue their trackless light."

But whilst the study pf histoiy is thus interesting
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and useful, we have sought in the sketches before

us to unite its events with the several scenes in

which they occurred. This union gives a more life

like picture than we could otherwise obtain, and

satisfies that desire of our mind which we feel after

places as well as occurrences ; for we want to know the

locality when we hear of the event. A personal know

ledge of the places, with a direct observation of them,

in Holland, along the Rhine, in Switzerland, Savoy,

France, and Italy, has more powerfully impressed the

events themselves on the mind of the author, and in

fact led to the adoption of the union.

The several scenes described possess no small

amount of historic value, and their influence is still felt.

The Reformers, the Pilgrim Fathers, William III.,

and others have their own places assigned them ; but

the crown of chief interest is given to that noble race

of men, the Vaudois, who were fathers and founders,

as they were forerunners, in the great cause of reli

gion and liberty. Uniting their history with the

stupendous Alps, which for ages gave them a sanc

tuary and an asylum, they cover that vast realm with

a sublimity and glory greater than its own.

How true it is that, in regard to both persons and

places, the imagination, like all other powers of our

mysterious nature, has its passions and its wants.

The Christian, for example, looks wistfully towards

"the city that hath foundation," and longs for

his "last nearness" — enjoying a calm, confiding

hope — a hope blooming with immortality. This

is their noblest exercise. It constitutes one of

those great formative elements by which we are

made " meet for the inheritance of the saints in
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light." It is natural to grace. It is, in fact, the

stream looking towards the ocean—the bough richly

laden with fruit bending towards the stem and root

of its origin — the divinely-created ray of light look

ing to renew its purity and beauty in the fount of

that glory whence it emanated.

This passion can be variously applied. It is said

of Lamartine, that from a child his mind was filled

with an irresistible desire to tread that land in which

the Incarnate One once lived and laboured. He de

scribes himself as longing to take in his hands a

portion of that soil of Olivet, Gethsemane, and Cal

vary, over which it might be supposed the blessed

feet of the Saviour once trod.

With similar impulse had my own imagination

spread itself over the hoary heights and the sub-

Alpine vales of the vast Cottiau range. With a

longing passion did my fancy picture their great

moral relations — their stupendous, time-honoured

visions. It would be impossible to over-estimate

the value to human nature of this land of the first

Protestants. In comparison with it other lands sink

into insignificance.

The dawn of a stronger Protestant feeling was the

dawn of this passion. How did its very mention but

intensify this power in the mind. The Church of

the primitive time—the Church before Luther—the

reformers before the Reformation — "the Church of

the most ancient stock " — the Vaudois land, itself

an integral part of that beautiful but defenceless

Italian land, whose peninsular shores are washed by

the classic waters of the Adriatic and the Mediterra

nean, and whose soil once witnessed the footsteps of
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an inspired Apostle—that mighty, moral, parent land

of martyrs and confessors, of reformers and pioneers—

that land whose valleys still retain a remnant of peo

ple whose fathers were the disciples of Paul, whose

homes were churches, whose worship was primitive,

whose shed blood in the cause of freedom was to a

large extent the price paid for our own, whose prin

ciples, though sorely tried, were never found wanting,

and whose memory, though hated of Rome, is yet

dear to the Christian — fragrant alike in all nations,

and immutable as the Alps themselves. These me

mories of the Vaudois, together with the recognition

of that Supreme Judge in their midst, to whose mira

culous preservation both they and we are so highly

indebted, were among the chief incentives to so ardent

a desire.

Our history is truly Protestant, and, as may be

easily foretold, reflects but little credit on the Church

of Rome. It is in connexion with the Vaudois, that that

Church is seen in its worst light—so unprovoked, so

merciless, so cowardly were the murders it per

petrated upon them. It was in the Valleys that

its garments were not merely sprinkled with blood,

as was the case in England, France, Bohemia, and

Moravia, but were absolutely " wet with gore." That

cruel and relentless foe to our nature never ceased

to make havoc of a race who, often reduced to a

mere remnant, had no defences but the cold, ice

bound, storm-beaten, eerial solitudes of the Alps.

Often there did they pine in want and cold, being

separated from their dwellings and their substance,

having left behind them their wives and aged ones,

their afflicted and little ones, whose strength was
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unequal for the flight, but whose fate was brutal and

dismal in the extreme. Through the long roll of

ages and generations, a most galling fire of persecu

tion was kept up, not only from the battle-fields of

Dauphiny, from France and Savoy, but from the

depths of their own valleys. Never was the consti

tutional temper of the Papacy more evident ; never

did history receive upon its page a more unutterable

blot.

It is thus that our minds are exercised, while

in these Valleys we trace the terrible footprints

of Rome. The whole region is written over with

the foulest deeds done in the name of religion.

How is the mind bowed and awed under a sense

of those deeds ! I have felt that it were a thing

impossible to indulge in frivolity in such a realm.

Even the profane, as a rule, feel that in the presence

of a corpse, as it lies uninterred in the chamber of

death, they could not read a novel or a play ; so in

such a land of martyred remains, a deep sense of the

solemn, the spiritual, and the eternal comes un

bidden, and predominates over every other feeling of

the mind.

And there is in Alpine nature that which deeply

harmonizes with this solemnity of feeling. Every

hoary height and lone desert looks as if they did not

forget the groans which they heard, or the blood they

received. And they seem to yearn for the day of re

tribution, when they themselves, and the dust that

lies unburied in their midst, will spring forth to new

ness of glory and of life. Hopeful and solemn are the

strains which are thus swept from the chords of na

ture's orchestra :—
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" Weary, yet still

She sinks with longing to her wintry sleep,

Dreams ever of that birth for whose bright dawn

The whole creation groans."

It is only the Christian who can suitably respond.

He, too, is a prisoner of hope. God's silent hand

awakens the deep, solemn music of his heart. Thus

he sings :—

" Fair sail companion !

I join my sigh with thine ; yet none can be

Our sighs' interpreter but that great God

Who breathes eternal wisdom,—made, redeemed,

And loved us both ; and ever moves as erst

On thy dark water's face."

Thus a mighty voice comes from these Valleys,

and speaks to all nations of mankind. It was in

the midst of the sublime and desolate fastnesses

of their surrounding heights that the Scriptures

themselves — the material volumes —were so largely

preserved. That lamp but for them might have

been lost to the benighted generations who occupied

the middle ages. Often had the blessed volume to be

borne afar from the pursuit of the Papal foeman to

the desolate overhanging Alps, and hid like treasure

in the depths of their eternal snows. Like the rose

and the myrtle, which bloom unchilled on the very

verge of the frozen avalanche, and in the immutable

dominion of winter, that tree of life took deep root,

grew firm and steadfast amidst the storm, spread its

branches forth to an inclement sky, and on the wings

of the blast, gave forth its leaves for the healing of
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the nations. How sublime was the mission of the

war-horse and the spearman! How often does God

make the wrath of man to praise Him. And as

to the Vaudois, those noble benefactors of distant

times ! they were the true bush which, though always

burning, was never consumed. Their sorrows were

great, for—

" What sought they there ? Not summer skies,

Nor genial zephyrs, nor the amenities

Of golden spoils. Their strength was in the trust

That breasts all billows of the abyss of Time,

The rock of ages, and its hopes sublime."

Their labour, as we shall see, was not in vain. From

them came our first translation of the Scriptures !

And more than this, when all Europe had settled

down in a state of intellectual and moral gloom, with

its spiritual field for the most part waste and barren,

there was, as the result of their apostolic zeal, a

handful of corn upon the tops of their mountains,

which, when thrown forth by these Alpine believers,

or scattered by the storm of persecution, produced

no mean degree of fruit ; not only in the lands

whereon it immediately fell, but through them again

upon numerous others, and in all subsequent time.

Thus, it will be seen, that the portion which

fell upon our own English land, was not lost, as

was evident in the life and labours of its great Re

former, the morning-star of its Reformation, John

Wickliff. The same results were experienced in

Bohemia, where the first sheaves of a goodly harvest

were gathered by means of its noble martyrs, John

Huss and Jerome of Prague ; also in Germany, where
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abounding fruitfulness arose out of the labours of the

lion-hearted Luther. The Reformed Churches of

Holland, and Geneva, and Scotland, arose out of the

labours of Knox, Calvin, and of exiled Puritans, who

profess to have adopted as their model that which for

ages had existed in the Alpine Vaudois mount.

Thus, to change the similitude, is there a chain of

succession discernible, as descending from the far-

distant times of the Apostles, to those in which we

now live. It is a succession of true believers, mem

bers of the true Church of Christ. In vain has

Popery, renegade from the simplicity of the Gospel,

sought a thousand times to break in upon that suc

cession. It has resisted, and that bravely, each ter

rible encounter. Empires have crumbled away, dy

nasties have fallen, but this Scriptural succession has

never been broken, for its strength came from God,

and not from man — from Him who hath said, " Lo,

I am with you always ;" and that " upon this rock

(upon the truth concerning myself) will I build my

Church, and the gates of hell shall never prevail

against it."

Yet history, in this respect, has not been without

its neglect. Many volumes have in past days issued

from the press, in which the singular connexion be

tween the Reformation and those whence it came has

been but coldly admitted. As to what is usually de

nominated Church history, it has frequently been the

chronicle of almost everything but the Church ; of

corruption and deception, of vice and fraud, of usurpa

tion and suffering, of worldly ambition and profligacy.

This has been done when scarcely a mention has

been made relating to those who in earlier ages and
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in later times, from their primitive apostolic faith,

their holiness of life, their separation from the world,

did in reality constitute the true Church of Christ.

The pure but scattered grain of the kingdom has

been often overlooked, whilst the tares of the world

have been recorded with the greatest precision and

fidelity. History, however, is happily improving.

It is adjusting itself afresh for a more faithful appre

ciation of what the world has long since discarded,

and the fiery zealots of a gloomy tradition counted

worthy only of bonds and fires, imprisonment and

death.

Nothing assuredly can be more sublime than the

relation which the whole body of believers, in all

lands, sustain to those mere remnants of men, who,

in defending and conserving their principles, as in

the case of the Vaudois, chose rather to die in si

lence and neglect, along the summits of the Alps,

whose solitudes fought, as it were, their battles of

despair, than, at the cost of those principles, live in

luxury and refinement. We behold them as not only

suffering much and long, that they themselves may

not wear the chains of Babylon, but walking in their

strong mountain refuge, we discern in them the

types of our own freedom, the harbingers of our own

rights !

It seldom happens to the human mind to be pos

sessed of those high intellectual powers and moral

dispositions which, in the contemplation of such

scenes and associations can, in the spirit of a devout

gratitude, enjoy that fulness of interest and depth

of emotion which they are calculated to inspire.

And yet, how ought the soul to glory in the pri
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vilege of having a place given to it amidst works

so stupendous as the Alps, and recollections so

vast as those of the Vaudois ! The most devout and

grateful of the few pilgrims that come to meditate at

this the oldest of their Protestant shrines, feel that

they cannot render the homage which is due, or

sufficiently receive the truths which are taught. But

with shame be it told, many there are who, in a gay

summer month, wander among lands both cisalpine

and transalpine, yet cast not upon these Valleys a

solitary thought. With many such tourists, they

appear almost, if not altogether unknown. This

neglect indicates a low degree of Protestant feeling,

and a low sense of the power of association. How

easy, being at the Savoy side, for the mind to

dwell for a moment or two upon the stupendous

scenes transacted among their Italian slopes upon

the other. Something surely is due to the me

mory of the just, and something also to the realm

of material charm and magnificence in which they

lived ; for of all Alpine scenes, for combined beauty

and sublimity, but few, if any, can compare with

those of the Vaudois. Even the mere tourist should

lay out his account to visit the Valleys, possess

ing, as they do, forms and combinations of material

beauty and awe-inspiring greatness, fitted for the study

of the greatest and the strongest of minds. Reason,

genius, imagination, and taste may here find the most

ample scope. The region, however, is pre-eminently

adapted to the Christian, associated as it is with the

boundlessness of religious privilege, the beautiful

manifestations of Divine grace, and the preservation

of Pivine truth.
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In my own experience, I place it as amongst my

greatest temporal blessings, that I have seen these

valleys of desire. It has lodged in my heart one

of its holiest and happiest feelings. Not that I had

not witnessed scenes of interest elsewhere. But

these did more to enchain my regards than any or

all of the lands and lakes of historic and heroic me

mory through which I had passed.

Many a fair spot had I witnessed on my way.

But it remained for the Vaudois Protestant Valleys,

on the Italian slopes of the Alps, to open up the

chief mine of interest, and bestow the brightest

crown of delight.

What that interest may be personally to the Chris

tian—how deep, how solemn, and how profitable—we

shall not attempt to explain. The Divine Being

alone can tell what passes in the heart whilst engaged

in the silent contemplation of the connexion, near or

remote, which exists between his own religious history

and that of any region over which he may tread. The

Divine Being alone can tell what emotions are felt, what

sins are deplored, what prayers are uttered. And if, as

in the case with the Valleys, he has come to a spot

where those to whom he is spiritually related have

found their resting-place in the grave, only the same

Divine Being can mark the glance of his mind to

wards their glorified state, or note the feelings of his

soul as he hears the voices of the martyred dead

telling him that their conflicts were not in vain—that

they are not without their reward—that the doorway

of persecution opens into rest and peace—that he, too,

if needful, must, as some still do in the prison cells

of the papacy, resist unto blood, striving against
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sin—that he need not fear what man can do unto

him, for that now having escaped the fiery trials that

befell them, they suffer and sorrow no more, but

have passed with gladness, gratitude, and joy, into

the silent land.

" Into the silent Land !

To you, ye boundless regions

Of all perfection ! tender morning visions

Of beauteous souls ! Eternity's own band !

Who in life's battle firm doth stand,

Shall bear hope's tender blossoms

Into the silent Land !

"0, Land! 0, Land!

For all the broken-hearted !

The mildest herald by our fate allotted

Beckons, and with inverted torch doth stand,

To lead us with a gentle hand

Into the land of the great departed,

Into the silent Land !"
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CnAPTER II.

SCENES BY THE WAY.

" Oh, what a beauty doth this world put on

For him. who with a fervent heart, goee forth

Under the bright and gl 1rious sky, and looks

On duties now performed, and labours past I

For him the wind, the sea, and summer leaves

Shall have a voice, and give him solemn teachings.11

It was in the welcome month of May that we started

for the Valleys. But ere we enter their midst let us

mark a few of those scenes of chief interest, which

the Christian tourist may naturally take in the way.

Let it be pictured to the mind, that we have drawn

anchor from the still clear waters of Kingstown

Bay, and have crossed the Irish Channel; that

by means of the rail, as in a moment of time, we

have passed through the mysterious tube of the

Menai Straits ; that in London (that million-peopled

city) we have arrived at one terminus, and thence de

parted from another—that by way of Dover, and losing

sight of its old English cliffs, we have reached Calais

and Lille in France, and Ghent and Antwerp in

Belgium ; and that now after steaming for nearly

a hundred miles down the river Scheldt, passing

by the memorable Dort, we have arrived amidst

the noise of steam escaping from steamboats, and
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the hurried tramp of horses, and men in wooden

shoes, and sledges and drays, on the crowded busi

ness-like quays and thoroughfares of that fine old

commercial capital of Holland, the active, prosperous

city of Rotterdam. It is here that we shall present

the reader with our first sketch by the way.

HUtortram anb frasmus.

" Holland, that scarce deserves the name of land,

As but the oftscouring of the British sand,

Or what by the ocean's slow alluvlan fell

Of shipwrecked cockle and the muscle shell ;

This undigested substance of the sea

Fell to the Dutch by just propriety.

* * * * • *

Glad then as miners who have found the ore,

They with much labour fished the land to shore.

And to the stake a struggling country bound,

Where barking waves still bait the forced ground ;

For still his claim the injured Ocean laid.

And oft at leap-fiog o'ertheir steeples played."

Ah drew Marvel.

What land could prove a finer prelude to the Alps

than Holland ? If contrast can lend enchantment,

there it is. If Switzerland contain the highest land

in Europe, Holland claims the lowest. If Savoy,

Switzerland, and Northern Italy are remarkable for

noble hills and lofty mountains, Holland is not less so

for the absence of both ; and if in Alpine lands

there is, on the great St. Bernard-—

" A house, the highest in the ancient world,"

in Holland the reverse exists. For often may the

c
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cottager, whose dwelling is along the dykes, hear

the roar of waves on those ramparts along the deep,

which are rolling in some cases twenty to thirty feet

above the level of his cot. The inhabitants of the

provinces bordering on the sea or the Rhine are

" constantly threatened with the danger of submer

sion, and are not more secure than those who dwell on

the side of Etna, at the foot of Vesuvius, with a vol

cano beneath them." In fact, Alpine homes, many of

them, appear altogether won from loftiest regions of

aerial solitudes, whilst those of Holland have been

rescued from the dominion of the sea.

Holland, in contrast with another country, na

turally suggests itself— that country is Ireland.

Through a series of ages and generations, the Irish

have had a soil, but no suitable production. Through

a similar period the Dutch, from having at first pos

sessed none, are now famous for every kind of fruit-

fulness, the result of a careful husbandry. In Ireland,

the noblest streams still run to the sea in idleness.

But the Dutch, having no great rivers, have inter

sected every city, town, and hamlet with canals.

The winds too, in Ireland, pass a vagrant, useless life

among mountains ribbed with rock, or over dilapi

dated time-worn castles, and halls, and round towers

of the olden time ; but every breeze that ventures

into Holland is taxed to turn the wind-mills which,

nine thousand in number, look like " a congregated

army of giants," whose great business is war against

the sea, by pumping back its intruding waters. The

annual cost of this species of innocent warfaie is esti

mated at no less a sum than 3,600,000 dullars. In
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Ireland, millions have existed almost without the

efforts of human agency, the soil requiring, from

indolence at least, but a limited amount of care. In

Holland, were that agency suspended but for six

months, so great would be the desolation, that the

ocean would regain its ancient dominion, the land

would become a waste, and as a nation the Dutch

would be blotted out of the list of European states.

In Ireland, as a consequence of neglect, the people are

among the poorest under the sun ; in Holland, as a

reward of their industry, they are among the most

wealthy. Ireland, once a land of a primitive faith,

has long since abandoned it for the darkness of tradi

tion, and ever since has gone down in the scale of

nations ; but Holland, once in the dark ages, dates its

rise to the liberation of its people from the abandon

ment of that tradition, and now ranks as a European

state. Ireland, once Protestant, is now Roman

Catholic ; but Holland, once Roman Catholic, is now

Protestant.

Of all lands, Holland is, perhaps, the most sin

gular in the world. " Millions of solid beams lie

at the foundation of its towns and cities. These, to

gether with the houses, are literally built upon the

sand." "The laws of nature," remarks Murray,

" are reversed. The sea is higher than the land.

The lowest ground in the country is twenty-four feet

below high-water mark, and, when the tide is driven

high by the wind, thirty feet ! In no other country

do the keels of the ships float above the chimneys of

the houses, and nowhere else does the frog, croaking

from among the bulrushes, look down upon the

swallow on the house-top. Nowhere else does the
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sea appear to have half obeyed the command—' Thus

far shalt thou go, and no farther !' "

Rotterdam, the commercial capital, is pleasantly

situated on the right bank of the Maas. It is about

twenty miles from the ocean, and contains a po

pulation of eighty thousand. It has a canal in the

centre of every street, more or less filled with a

forest of shipping. By means of inland navigation

and foreign commerce, it conducts a most flourishing

trade. The houses, being built on stakes, often lean,

until from either side they nearly touch the masts of

the vessels. Numerous churches and public buildings

send up their towers and spires in all directions.

But the object most worthy of observation is

the house in which, in 1472, the great schoolman,

Erasmus, was born. Though worn by time, it is still

habitable, being used at the present as a mere gin-

shop ! We know not where the disgrace of this lies,

but such a thing ought not to be. It is a desecration

of the meanest and worst kind. The memorable

abode is situated in the Breede Kerk-straat. It bears

a small statue of its once illustrious inmate, with the

inscription, " Hcec est parva domus, maynus qudnatus

Erasmus."

We may look upon Erasmus of Rotterdam as Hol

land's chief citizen. Besides his labours in the cause

of Reformation in general, he did more than most of

his age towards that liberation of mind and freedom

of opinion which lie so intimately associated with

the rise and prosperity of the Dutch community.

Erasmus was born under circumstances of great

peculiarity. His father, Gerard, a native of the Low

Countries, devoted his affections, we are told, to a
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physician's daughter. " The principles of Christianity

did not govern his life, or at least his passions silenced

them. His parents and his nine brothers urged him

to embrace a monastic life. He fled from his home,

leaving the object of his affections on the point of he-

coming a mother, and repaired to Rome. The frail

Margaret gave birth to a son. Gerard was informed

of it ; and some time after he received from his pa

rents the intelligence, that she whom he had loved was

no more. Overwhelmed with grief, he entered the

priesthood, and devoted himself entirely to the service

of God. He returned to Holland : Margaret was

still living ! She would not marry another, and

Gerard remained faithful to his sacerdotal vows.

Their affection was concentrated on their son. His

mother had taken the tenderest care of him ; the

father, after his return, sent him to school, although

he was only four years old. He was not yet thirteen

when his teacher, Sinthemius of Deventer, one day

embraced him with rapture, exclaiming, ' This child

will attain the highest pinnacle of learning !' It was

Erasmus of Rotterdam. About this time his mother

died ; and not long after, his broken-hearted father

followed her to the grave.'"*

Erasmus was now left without parents, and desti

tute of money ; but his desire for education was in

tense. The energies of his mind in quest of knowledge

were irrepressible. Nowhere, perhaps, than in the

early lives of such men as Luther and Erasmus may

the young observe how knowledge may be sought

and found in the midst of what appeared to be insu-

* D'AubignA
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perable difficulties. Greek works, and clothes, and

sometimes even bread itself, Erasmus was often in

want of, and how to obtain them he frequently knew

not. It was only when suffering extreme poverty

that he would venture to solicit aid of his benefactors.

This state of dependence was not without its use, for

it led him, in after life, to exercise a kind regard for

poor students, from whom, we are told, his practical

aid was seldom withheld. Thus was it also with his

great German contemporary.

From childhood Erasmus was opposed to all mo

nastic institutions ; yet, for want of better occupa

tion-, and yielding to the solicitations of his guardians,

he entered a convent of canons regular. But he was

not made for a convent. Events soon indicated that

his mind and tastes were superior to the gross super

stitions and ignorant rites of his age ; and especially

were the low material pursuits of a convent opposed

to the thirst he felt for the higher attainments and

enjoyments of the mind. He declares of this convent,

that no sooner was he there, than he felt himself

oppressed in spirit as with an intolerable burden.

His spirit of investigation, along with a deep sense of

the need of human progress, led him to long for

greater freedom. Such habitudes of mind ill assorted

with monks and friars. We are told that he dreaded

the exercises of his own knowledge, lest he should

receive truths which the Church had denounced as

errors, and lest he should be compelled to receive as

errors what the Church declared to be truths. Yet

with all this he dreaded being thought a heretic !

Years passed, when, emerging from his convent,

we find him first at the court of the Archbishop of
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Cambray, and afterwards pursuing his studies with

great avidity, amidst want and poverty, at the Uni

versity of Paris. Books, clothes, and food were

still his wants. Yet it was at this period that Eras

mus became conscious of his great powers. Rising

rapidly into eminence as a scholar, his writings

in various lands gained for him great admiration.

Among his more powerful friends were many nobles

and kings. A cardinal's hat even was offered him.

Erasmus was now, in fact, at the head of the literary

world. In England he became the guest of Lord

Mountjoy and Sir Thomas More ; and being specially

invited to London, " he met a hearty welcome from

Henry VIII." Here "science and power," in the

words of his latest historian, "were found embracing

each other." How truly wonderful that from so

humble a beginning should arise this great eleva

tion. But the Divine Being had a greater design

in that elevation than Erasmus had contemplated.

How pleasant is it thus to trace His providential plan.

Among his published works was that of his cele

brated "Praise of Folly," in which Pope and priests,

stripped of their pretensions, are made to appear in

their true character. Such was the demand for this

work, that twenty-seven editions of it appeared in the

author's own lifetime. It " unveiled the disorders,

the ignorance, the impure habits, and the absurdities

of the monks." " Alas !" says Folly, "I am almost

ashamed of them myself! Do we not see every

country claiming its peculiar saint ? Every trouble

has its saint, and every saint has his candle. This

cures the toothache ! that assists woman in childbed !

a third restores what a thief has stolen ! a fourth
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preserves you from shipwreck ! and a fifth protects

your flocks !"

Never was satire more galling. No man, not

Voltaire excepted, knew the art better. It became,

in the hand of Erasmus, a master-weapon against

the idolatrous practices of Rome. For the man

who by his learning had now obtained the ear of

professors and rulers, and even of monarchs, was not

without the special observation of the people them

selves. What he said was heard by whole nations

with delight, because he uttered what whole nations

had long since felt.

But a nobler work than this awaited him — that

one great work of his life for the accomplishment of

which the Supreme Ruler had endowed him. He may

not give the Scriptures to the people, but he could

make ready that great weapon for the Reformers,

who would. This was an inestimable boon, for the

powerful use of which the same Supreme Ruler had

called into the world Luther, Melancthon, and

CEcolampadius. It is with mingled admiration and

astonishment that we hear the man who, in regard of

the bare name of heretic, is timid to an unpardonable

degree, exclaiming to the whole race ofpriests, monks,

and friars — giving them, at the same time, plentiful

and palpable proofs of the same — that " their

Vulgate swarmed with errors" and that " that cold

disputer of words, theology, must be led back to

its real fountain," namely, to a critical edition of

the Greek text of the New Testament — a fountain

before which the streams of Roman tradition were

manifested to countless multitudes as streams of

great impurity and corruption. That one Book,
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translated by Erasmus, and held up by the strong

arm of Luther iu Saxony, and by others in England,

made the half of Europe send forth the loud, earnest

demand for Reformation ; and it is to Erasmus in this

respect that we trace the commencement of that revo

lution ofopinion in England, which resulted in its sepa

ration from the See of Rome. Thus it was not Henry

VIII., as many have imagined, but the New Testament

of Erasmus, that was the first cause of the English Re

formation. Noble were the words by which Erasmus

ushered its advent. " A spiritual temple," he said,

" must be raised in desolated Christendom. It is not

from human reservoirs, foetid with stagnant waters,

that we should draw the doctrine of salvation ; but

from the pure, abundant streams that flow from the

heart of God. If the ship of the Church is to be

saved, only one anchor can save it — that anchor is

The Word."

" Never in England," remarks D'Aubign6, " had

any book produced such a sensation. It was in every

hand ; men struggled to procure it ; the words it

contained enlightened every heart." The success at

tending its circulation may be known by its effect

on the bishops and priests — those certain land

marks by which in all Papal lands we may trace the

progress or prevention of the truth. Horrible here

sies," they exclaimed — " frightful antichrists !" If

this book is to be tolerated, it will be the death of

the Papacy. We will drive this man from the Uni

versity, said one ; we will turn him out of the

Church, said another. " The public places re-echo

with their howlings," said Erasmus. " The fire

brands tossed by their furious hands are raising fires
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in every quarter ; and the flames kindled in a few

obscure convents, threaten to spread over the whole

country." " While this rude blast," remarks the

above-named author, " was rushing over England,

and roaring in the long galleries of the convents, the

still small voice of the Word was making its way, not

only into the peaceful homes of praying men, but

also to the ancient halls of Cambridge and Oxford.

In private chambers, in lecture-rooms and refectories,

students, and even masters of arts, were seen reading

the Greek and Latin Testaments ;" and abroad over

the land " animated groups were discussing the

principles of the Reformation."

How interesting thus is it to mark the footprints

of the Reformation in England. Closely allied with

this work, in the case of Erasmus, was that of Wil

liam Tyndale. His youth was passed in the fields

surrounding his native village of North Nibley,

beneath the shadows of Berkeley Castle, or beside

the rapid waters of the Severn, and in the midst of

friars and pontifical collectors. He was sent early to

Oxford, where he made rapid progress, particularly

in languages. "The young Gloucestershire student,

inwardly impelled towards the study of sacred litera

ture, read the celebrated book which was then at

tracting the attention of Christendom. At first he

regarded it only as a work of learning, or at most as

a manual of piety, whose beauties were calculated

to excite religious feelings ; but ere long he found it

to be something more. The more he read it the

more was he struck by the truth and energy of the

Word. This strange book spoke to him of God, of

Christ, and of regeneration, with a simplicity and
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authority which completely subdued him. William

had found a master whom he had not sought at

Oxford — this was God himself. The pages he held

in his hand were the divine revelation so long mislaid.

Possessing a noble soul, a bold spirit, and indefati

gable activity, he did not keep this treasure to him

self. He uttered that cry, more suited to a Christian

than to Archimedes : eilprjKa, I havefound it. It was

not long before several of the younger members of

the university, attracted by the purity of his life and

the charms of his conversation, gathered round him,

and read with him the Greek and Latin gospels of

Erasmus." " On the slope of Sodbury hill there

stood a plain, but large mansion, commanding an

extensive view over the beautiful vale of the Severn,

where Tyndale was born. It was inhabited by a

family of gentle birth. Sir John Walsh had shone

in the tournaments of the court ; and gentlemen,

deans, abbots, doctors of divinity, archdeacons, and

fat rectors were ever at his house." Tyndale was se

lected to educate his children. "Behind the man

sion stood a little church, overshadowed by two large

yew trees, and dedicated to St. Adeline. On Sun

days, Tyndale used to preach there, Sir John and

Lady Walsh, with the eldest of the children, occupy

ing the manorial pew. This humble sanctuary was

filled by their household and tenantry, listening at

tentively to the words of their teacher, which fell

from his lips like the waters of Shiloah that go softly.

Tyndale was very lively in conversation ; but he ex

plained the Scriptures with so much unction, says

the chronicler, ' that his hearers thought they heard

St. John himself.' If he resembled John in the
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mildness of his language, he resembled Paul in the

strength of his doctrine. . . . Before long the

manor-house and St. Adeline's church became too

narrow for Tyndale's zeal. He preached every Sun

day, sometimes in a village, sometimes in a town.

The inhabitants of Bristol assembled to hear him in

a large meadow, called St. Austin's Green. But no

sooner had he preached in any place than the priests

hastened thither, tore up what he had planted, called

him a heretic, and threatened to expel from the

church every one who dared listen to him. When

Tyndale returned he found the field laid waste by the

enemy ; and looking sadly upon it, as the husband

man who sees his corn beaten down by the hail, and

his rich furrows turned into a barren waste, he ex

claimed—' What is to be done ? While I am sowing

in one place, the enemy ravages the field I have just

left. I cannot be everywhere. Oh ! if Christians

possessed the Holy Scriptures in their own tongue,

they could of themselves withstand these sophists.

Without the Bible it is impossible to establish the

laity in the truth.' . . . Tyndale hesitated no

longer. . . While Wolsey was seeking to win the

papal tiara, the humble tutor of Sodbury undertook

to place the torch of heaven in the midst of his fellow-

countrymen. The translation of the Bible (for the peo

ple) was now the work of his life."* Thus by means

of, first, Erasmus, and then Tyndale, was the Eng

lish Reformation. It began independently of Luther

and Zwingle—deriving its origin from God alone. In

every province of Christendom there was a simulta-

* D'Aubign^.
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neous action of the Divine Word. The principle of

the Reformation at Oxford, Cambridge, and London,

was the Greek New Testament of Erasmus. Eng

land in course of time learnt to be proud of this

origin of its Reformation."

But aliis for Erasmus ! Little was he prepared

to bear the heat and the burden of the day on

which he had ventured. For although he was a

chief instrument in causing the Reformation, yet he

wanted the needful qualifications of a Reformer.

This is the melancholy portion of his history. His

desire, after all, was to serve two masters—the Pope

and his adversaries — a desire utterly vain, as the

melancholy close of his life plainly indicates ; for

judging that he could ■not hold to both, from a sense

of fear rather than love, he inclined to the former,

but was made to feel that he had pleased neither.

The fact was, the ladder of his attainments, great as

it was, did not reach to heaven. He wanted a

Christian enlightenment. His earlier course was one

of great power and triumph ; but when the Reforma

tion was about to 'reap its fruit, he neither had

strength or liking for the harvest. He resembled

the kingly Rhine, which for hundreds of miles

flows on in majesty and greatness, but which

when nearing the ocean, where its greatest volume

may be expected, is almost lost, being spunged up

by the sands ere it can reach the sea. Erasmus had a

fair start in his career, but, alas ! it was followed by

no corresponding close.

"Poor, disappointed river!" remarks Cheever—

" what an emblem is it of the closing life of some

men who have made a great stir in their day, but go



30 A VOICE FROM THE ALP?.

out of mind before they die." Perhaps, indeed,

Cheever thought of Erasmus ; for it is in the school

man's own Holland that the Rhine, after nearly

a thousand miles of flowing greatness is thus nigh

well lost. The fact is, he was far from the posses

sion of that piety and devotedness which the

age demanded. He himself said martyrdom was

a special gift, and that he did not possess it. Ac

cordingly he would say that " a disadvantageous

peace was better than the most righteous war." And

how many Erasmuses have lived since ! He thought

that a reformation which might shake the Church

would endanger its overthrow. Let troubles, he

would say, be everywhere avoided. Thus he dreaded

the enmity which he knew the Reformation would

entail.

Such was Erasmus — great, learned, timid, hesi

tating, and time-serving. As an example of the lat

ter, when he was presented with " a diploma, every

word of which was dictated by the supreme Pontiff

himself," he received it with childish gladness, and

spoke of it as " an unprecedented honour." And

yet he had seen the Pope's falsity— had, as we have

said, written of the folly of his pretensions. It was

thus that the fine, noble schoolman failed to accom

plish what his age had a just right to expect from

him. Poor man !— he who could have done so much,

at length was afraid of doing anything. " It is

dangerous," he would say, " to speak, and it is dan

gerous to be silent."

The close of his life was but too sad an index of his

real state of mind. It indicated a want of faith and

peace. It formed a melancholy contrast with that of
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Luther, or, as we shall hereafter see, with that which

so beautifully distinguished the last moments of his

fellow-citizen, CEcolampadius. He felt the greatest

horror of death, and would, where it was possible,

remove from every locality or scene where he knew

fever or disease of any kind to exist. And as to suf

fering for conscience sake, " I fear," he would say,

" that should there be any disturbance, I should fall

(deny) like Peter."

And now, in conclusion, how full of present in

struction is this brief portraiture of Erasmus. Seek

ing to please all, he pleased none ; and pleasing none,

he pleased not himself. His is the uniform reward

of indecision and fear. How different was it with

Luther ! It was always enough for him that he

pleased God. A sense of the Divine approbation

made him feel the less for the loss of that of man.

Thus, in the midst of his greatest peril, his mind was

filled with rest and peace. How do we admire his

fortitude at the Diet, and the calm, deep serenity

which there followed upon his night at Worms ; also

his calm resignation at the Wartburg. It was the

same with Wickliffe. In the midst of his bitterest

foes, he enjoyed the peacefulness of a wood-side

existence, and exercised his large, still thoughts upon

the truths of religion and the realities of eternity.

And besides the loss thus inwardly felt, such men

as Erasmus, notwithstanding the greatness of their

talents, and the largeness of their deeds, can expect

but a modified reward in history. Since the grave

closed its dust over the schoolman of Rotterdam,

whole generations have been but faint in his praise.

This has been the case with both the friends and foes
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of the principles of which, at least, he was afraid.

Far different is it with Luther. The flowers of a

deep affection bloom with an undying freshness and

beauty over his tomb. His memory is more than

ever fragrant in the hearts, and words, and writings

of a countless multitude of men. Is it not well to

learn such lessons as these, whilst being in the place

of his nativity, we contemplate the greatness, and

deplore the defects of Holland's chief citizen, its

illustrious Erasmus? And now, for the present,

farewell to Erasmus of Rotterdam, that great school

man ! We shall meet him again. We have now

seen him in the place of his birth : at Basle we

shall stand upon his tomb.

ftb* fjagw anb BSilliam % fjrirb,

" Tis true, great name, thou art secure

From the forgetfulness and rage

Of death, or envy, or devouring age ;

Thou canst the force and teeth of time endure ;

Thy fame, like men, the older it doth grow,

Will of itself turn whiter too,

"Without what needless art can do—

Will live beyond thy breath, beyond thy hearse,

Though it were never heard or sung in verse.

Without our help thy memory is safe ;

They only want an epitaph

That do remain alone

Alive in an inscription,

Remembered only on the brass or marble stone.

Our country wounded was. and sick, before

Thy wars and arms did her restore."

The Hague is the Windsor of Holland. It owes its

rise and importance, not to its commerce or manu

facture, but to the residence of a court. Besides its

own nobility, many princes, princesses, and other
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persons of distinction, from various parts of the Con

tinent, take up their residence here every year during '

the season. From having been a mere village, it is

now a considerable town, possessing several excellent

hotels, and a splendid museum of pictures. About

a mile from the town stands the palace, or, as it is

called, " the house in the wood."

It is situated in the midst of a magnificent park.

"One of the few spots in Holland," says Murray,

" where the fine forest trees are allowed to grow as na

ture intended them, undipped, untrained, and in all

their natural luxuriance of spreading branches." The

palace is not possessed of any architectural splendour,

but is homely and well situated. Some of its rooms

are highly decorated with paintings, or hung with

rich Chinese silk. The great hall, called Orange

Hall, was erected by a Princess of Solms, grand

mother to William III. It is painted on every side ;

each recess and corner has some singular allegorical

story.

It was on a fine evening in May, when the beau

tiful tints of the sun, descending in the west, shed

their soft shadows over its spires and turrets that,

for the first time, I gained a sight of this charm

ing Dutch city. - I had often desired to see it ;

for it was the Hague that gave to England and the

world that noble champion of our liberties, William

of pious, glorious, and immortal memory. It was

there that he imbibed all those great elements of

character, which prepared him for the salvation of

England, and which placed him at the head of

European freedom. And now, being on the spot, we

naturally recall the more striking features of his life.

D
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William the Third was high, but not great, in

his natural descent. The House of Orange, like

Holland itself, was not remarkable for any singular

elevation on the one hand, or marked obscurity on

the other. It was at the Hague, in the year 1650,

the third year of the Protectorate of Cromwell, that

his then feeble spirit emerged into existence. As an

infant, he was delicate in the extreme, evincing no in

dications of that vastness of action by which he was

ultimately distinguished. Like the languid stream

which, at its birth, appears ready to die, but which

at length grows into the force and majesty of a

mighty river, this sickly child was raised up by

Providence to benefit and bless the lives of millions.

Humanly speaking, we owe much to that fine old

wood to which we have referred. It was young Wil

liam's constant resort. Frequent exercise and air

were believed to be necessary to prevent his threatened

early decay. There, beneath its far-spreading boughs,

he often wandered ; and as years increased, there, too,

did he take exercise on horseback. How easily, being

on the spot, can we imagine the pallid countenance and

thin frame of the rider, whose eye, full of brightness,

now meets our own as we pass in respectful recogni

tion. Pleasant is it thus, through the visible in

nature, to have our minds directed to the past.

Not that the wood, the walks, or the noble trees

are the same now as then—

*

" The leaves, we know,

Are gone these many summers, and the winds

Have scatter'd them all roughly through the world ;

But still, in calm and venerable strength,

The old stems lift their burdens up to heaven."
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The accounts given of his education appear defec

tive. Chiefly in his public capacity, as a states

man and ruler, we discern what were his more

striking literary and classical attainments. Bishop

Burnet states that he was equally well acquainted with

Dutch, French, English, and German, and that he

understood Latin, Spanish, and Italian so completely,

that he was fitted to command armies composed of

these several nations. Such was his acquaintance

with British affairs, that respecting them, there was

no minister whom he could not instruct ; and as to

those that were foreign, he knew the exact condi

tion of every Court in Europe, and had a complete

knowledge of their resources and intentions. His

mind turned everything to account that bore upon his

favourite pursuits ; and such was his memory, that

it amazed all about him. In his retired days at the

Hague, he attained a practical knowledge of men and

things, which seldom failed him, and was of un

speakable use when, in his attempt to deliver Eng

land, he had to engage in transactions of infinite

moment.

William was not without his decided opinions

in religion. We are told that he was a rigid be

liever in the great doctrines of Divine Sovereignty

and an overruling Providence ; that he was con.

stant in his study of the Scriptures, and in secret

prayer ; " that in the midst of greatest perplexities

and business he was devout, and constant in his

habits of private and Sabbath devotion." Still we

regret that, in ordinary periods, his mind was re

served on the existence of that inward sense of hap-

piness which religion affords.
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But if his utterances on experimental religion were

not as many as we could have desired, it was not

so with his Protestant principles. They were as

plainly marked as the lineaments of his physical

conformation, which we are told no artist could

fail to seize, and which, when once seen, could

never be forgotten. Notwithstanding the dark and

dismal omens that gatherend around the whole

European world, he had, whilst young, identified

himself with the great but imperilled interests of

liberty and religion. This was the one ruling prin

ciple of his life, which eventually placed him at the

head of European freedom.

But whilst decided in his views as a Protestant, the

Prince of Orange was not exclusive or bigoted towards

those with whom he felt any difference of opinion. On

the contrary, he said, " The enemies of the Reformed

Churches, though powerful and many, are united

against us ; let us cleave together in the same unity.

At the very beginning of his reign, he had brought

with him from Holland a Declaration, in which he

endeavoured to secure a union of learned divines,

both churchmen and dissenters, who had been long

anxious for some plan of comprehension. The

King plainly intimated that his convictions were

strong in its favour. Even the Church of Rome,

he argued, had of late been making some alterations

in her ritual. The Church of England had, in ages

past, changed many of her rules ; and this was a

favourable time for making easier and purer terms of

communion than those which now existed ; and his

proposal was, that, by royal authority, a select

body of men should be appointed to consider such

x
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matters as he would lay before the convocation.

" For this attempt at union, the severest reflections

were cast upon the King. It was soon visible,

that vie were not in a temper cool or calm enough

to encourage the prosecution of such a design."*

It is evident, thus, that in religion William

of Orange " was of a liberal and catholic spirit.

Equity, and not intolerance, was his great aim.

He came to England with the express desire

not only of rescuing it from the threatened dan

ger of the Papacy, but also of giving to its ha

rassed Protestant people the sweets of a free con

science and of a liberal ecclesiastical policy. He was

anxious that the nonconforming Protestant—such as

Sir Thomas Abrey, who, in 1700, was elected Lord

Mayor of London—equally with his conformist fellow-

citizens should be permitted to fill offices of trust ;

and he also stated himself to be favourable to such a

modification of the ecclesiastical system then estab

lished, as would allow learned and pious noncon

formist divines to enter within its pale. In the Par

liament of 1701, he brought the matter before the

House, " with such a speech, that no other prince ever

made to his people. He laid the state of affairs

both at home and abroad before them in a most pa

thetic manner. He laid it upon them to consider

the dangers they were in, and not to increase them

by their own divisions. As for himself, he expressed

a willingness to forgive all offences against his own

will, and wished they would be as ready to forgive

one another ; so that no other division might re-

* Smollett's " History."
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main, but English and French, Protestant and

Papist."*

No sketch of the several elements on which were

founded the character and actions of the Prince of

Orange could be complete, without a reference to

his well-known fortitude and valour. Some have

intimated that these qualities arose out of a vain

ambition. But a worthier cause may be assigned.

The great conception that appears to have obtained

complete mastery over him was, that nations should

be free, and religion pure. For this end, he devoted

himself to war, under the conviction that his mission

was pre-ordained to be one of ultimate triumph ;

hence, he never despaired under a defeat, or was

much elated after a victory. On his return, at mid

night, from the signal victory at the Boyne, after

seventeen hours of constant fatigue and excitement,

and suffering from a wound of no slight pain, " he

expressed neither sorrow nor joy, but only looked

cheerful," telling his physician to " see to the

wounded among his soldiers." There is little doubt

but that his mind was engrossed by grander objects

than those which met the eye of the mere soldier.

Hence, a single conflict like that of the Boyne was

only a point in that great movement by which the

liberties of the world were, if possible, to be put on

a secure and lasting foundation.

But William was not, as some have imagined, desti

tute of the more sensitive emotions or affections. These,

too, were under strong control. We are told by navi

gators that, among the waters of the ocean, there are

' " Burnet's Life and Times," p. 19.
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often under-currents, not always discernible on the

surface, which are known only by the effects they

produce. Such, to a large extent, was it with William.

Even in regard to the great event which transferred

the crown from the head of James to his own,

Burnet remarks :—" One day he became deeply af

fected, saying that he had no misgiving about the

justness of the cause in which he was engaged, but

that nature felt it to be hard to go in person and in

arms against King James ; that he himself felt it,

as also did the Princess of Orange." With regard

to Mary, though at an earlier portion of his life she

had some reason to complain of his coldness and

silence, yet did he subsequently manifest towards her

the deepest affection. He often, during his absence,

made special mention of her to Burnet, asking for

her special sympathy and prayers. At the death of

that princess, his affliction was greater than those who

knew him best thought his mind capable of. He went

beyond all bounds in it. " For during her sickness,"

remarks the last-named historian, he was in an agony

that amazed us all, fainting often, and uttering the

most violent lamentations. When she died, his spirits

sank so low, that there was great reason to apprehend

that he was following her. For weeks after, he was

so little master of himself, that he was not capable of

minding business, or of seeing company. He turned

much to meditation, to religion, especially to secret

prayer. After his death, when the lords in waiting

were preparing the corpse for embalming, they " un

tied from his left arm a black ribbon, to which was

affixed a ring, containing some hair of the Queen."

At the time when William was meditating his de
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scent on England, Europe was one scene of vexation

and sorrow. Louis XIV. of France was bent on

universal monarchy. His terrible encroachments in

volved the liberties of millions unable to resist. The

several free states on the Continent trembled for

their existence. How a barrier was to be raised,

was a problem which only the supreme Judge could

solve. England was now a second-rate power. Many

of its brave people were either exiles in their own

land, or emigrants on foreign shores.

Besides this political enslavement by France, there

were seen, following close in its track, the gloomy

footsteps of Rome. The King of England, too, was

an avowed Roman Catholic, and his chief advisers

were the Pope's nuncio and Louis XIV. of France.

It was at this melancholy juncture that the King

of France revoked the Edict of Nantes. Massacres

and executions followed. Dragoons were quartered in

the towns where the heretics were most numerous.

All Calvinistic ministers were commanded either to

abjure their religion, or to quit their country within

a fortnight. It is computed that fifty thousand fa

milies quitted France for ever.

The time was now come when, throughout Europe,

the beautiful but melancholy words of Baxter re

ceived their fulfilment. " Ordinarily, God would

have the vicissitudes of summer and winter, day

and night ; that the Church may grow externally

in the summer of prosperity, and internally and radi

cally in the winter of adversity ; yet usually their

night is longer than their day, and that day itself hath

its storms and tempests."

As to England, the House of Stuart, though nomi
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nally Protestant, was an enemy to the cause it pro

fessed.

The first James told both his Parliament and people

that they held all their liberties, civil and religious,

merely and solely during his pleasure ; and plainly

intimated that, in comparison of the hatred he had

for the whole generation of Puritans, his feelings for

the thorough-born Papists were those of veneration

and love. The first Charles remodelled the Star-

Chamber. He manifested decided leanings towards

the Papacy. His Queen was a Roman Catholic.

The second Charles, after having angered the na

tion by his persecutions, died confessing to a priest,

brought to him by his brother the Duke of

York, and who administered to him the transub

stantiated wafer. On his death, the Duke of York,

an avowed Papist, became King. Numerous poli

tical and social evils now spread over the land, and

caused general discontent. Those, however, which

affected religion were the greatest. When down,

no sect had more loudly clamoured for toleration,

than the Roman Catholics. They now looked to

James for ascendancy. Under a pretext for li

berty of conscience, each claim which they advanced

was granted. Meanwhile, a most remorseless perse

cution was conducted against the more godly Protes

tants. North of the Tweed, the King " hunted down

the scattered remnants of the Covenanters with a bar

barity of which no other prince of modern times had

ever shown himself capable." This was one of the

great steps which paved the way for the Prince of

Orange. Scotland to its core longed for revolution.

In England, " whilst pretending to abhor the laws
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which excluded Dissenters from office, his ablest,

best, and most faithful servants were dismissed on

account of their religious opinions."* Some of the

best of men were exposed to severe persecutions.

Bunyan was now lying in a prison at Bedford,

and Baxter was dragged to trial for no other reason

than that he had published a paraphrase of the

New Testament Scriptures. This was in May, 1685,

three years before the date of the Revolution. What

indignities these men endured can scarcely be con

ceived. An eyewitness of the trial of Baxter before

Jeffries, thus describes it :—

" When I saw the meek man stand before the

flaming eyes and fierce looks of his judge, I thought of

Paul before Nero. The barbarous usage he received

drew plenty of tears from mine eyes, as well as from

others of the auditors and spectators. He, Jeffries,

drove on furiously, like Hannibal over the Alps, with

fire and vinegar, pouring all contempt and scorn upon

Baxter, as if he had been a linkboy or a knave. He

called Baxter an 'old blockhead,' an 'unthankful vil

lain,' ' a conceited, stubborn, fanatical dog,' &c. And

when Baxter attempted to speak, Jeffries reviled him,

saying, ' Richard, Richard, dost thou think we'll hear

thee poison the court? Richard, thou art an old

fellow, an old knave ; thou hast written books enough

to load a cart, every one as full of sedition, I might

say treason, as an egg is full of meat. Come, what

do you say for yourself, you old knave ? Come,

speak up ! What doth he say ? I'm not afraid of

you, for all the snivelling calves you have got about

* Macaulay's " History."
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you,' alluding to some friends of Baxter who stood

by him in tears. And after much more similar

abuse, mingled with gross profaneness, Jeffries, of

whom history declares, ' that his track was marked

with blood and murder,' sentenced the man of God to

a fine of 500 marks, and to lie in prison till it was

paid ; and would have had him whipped through the

city, but that the other judges would not consent." But

why speak of individuals 1 Thousands of England's

best sons were fellow-sufferers. The star-chamber

and the gallows were in fearful requisition. The pri

sons, near and remote, were crowded with victims, and

the emigrant vessels with fugitive exiles.

Behind the throne, as we have intimated, was a

power greater than itself. Only evil could come of

that power. " If James," remarks the author of

the "Historical Essays,"* "had been suffered to

follow his own course for twenty years, every mili

tary man, from a general to a drummer, every

officer of a ship, every judge, every king's coun

sel, every lord-lieutenant of a county, every justice

of the peace, every ambassador, every minister of

state, every person employed in the royal household,

in the custom-house, post-office, and excise, would

have been a Roman Catholic

Every bishop, every dean, every holder of a Church

living, every head of every college subject to the

crown, would have been a member of the Church of

Rome. . . . The House of Commons would have

been the only legal obstacle against the immense

mass of power thus erected ; but it is not impossible

* Macaulay.
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that a house might have been packed which would

have restored the days of Mary."

To such an issue was England rapidly tending

when, on Nov. 5, 1688, William landed at Torbay.

On the Continent he had formed an alliance of the

Protestant states ; that alliance was a mere stepping-

stone, by which he could rise to the rescue ofEngland,

and through it again lift up a barrier against univer

sal enslavement. The booming of his guns down

channel at Torbay gave courage to the whole Pro

testant community.

For what words of promise now fell upon their

ears !—words which soon opened the prison cells, and

stayed the emigrant ship at her moorings.

" Since the people of England had ever manifested

a particular affection to his consort and himself, he

could not but espouse their interests, and contribute

all that in him lay for maintaining both the

Protestant religion and the laws and liber

ties of these kingdoms."

Brave manifesto !—written in the face of the whole

Popish world, and published on the market crosses,

wayside walls, and church doors of Old England.

Thousands read, and wept for joy. The effect was

prodigious. England, so long sick at heart, soon felt

the symptoms of rapid recovery and returning vigour.

As William advanced, the nation rose in expecta

tion. The steps of his progress we need not enu

merate :—

" Calm and resistless through the land he passed,

Like that bold Greek who did the East subdue,

And made to battles such heroic haste

As if on wings of victory he flew.
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" Nor was he like those stars which only shine

When to pale mariners they storms portend ;

He had his calmer influence, and his mien

Did awe and majesty together blend."

So auspicious was this beginning, that it awakened

universal expectation. " General joy," says Burnet,

" was spread over these nations, and all the neigh

bouring kingdoms and states." England having

risen around him, King James fled. The Prince was

requested to assume the crown. Accordingly, both

houses of Parliament being assembled, in the state

room of Whitehall, we behold William and his con

sort, the Princess of Orange, receiving that crown,

saying, " We thankfully accept what you have of

fered." There were thousands outside, many of

whom had not long since escaped from dungeons

and from exile, or hidden places of retirement,

who responded with shouts of joy. A similar joy

was felt throughout England and Scotland. Thus was

consummated what some would call a great rebellion ;

but what, with a countless multitude of others, we

shall ever consider a glorious revolution.

Numerous blessings ensued. The tree of liberty

spread forth its branches on every hand. No longer

did the Roman axe lie at its root, or the storm of

persecution beat upon its boughs. As illustrative of

this, we need only refer to a few of those facts which

are"clearly marked in our national history.

First came religious toleration, by which all classes

of Protestants were allowed the enjoyment of their

worship. This, considering what the country had
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been under James, and the imperfect views of the

age was a boon of inestimable worth.

" The storm of persecution, " remarks Mr.

Stoughton, " which for two years, in the reign

of James II., raged with pitiless fury, was the

last of its kind, and probably the worst ; like the

outburst of Diocletian's violence, which closed the

series of primitive persecutions by the Roman

emperors. Taken in connexion with what occurred

in the reign of Charles II., making about twenty

years of persecution altogether, it presents an

amount of suffering greater, perhaps, than had been

endured in the same space of time since the com

mencement of the Reformation. Jeremy White, we

are informed, collected a list of Dissenting sufferers,

containing the names of sixty thousand persons, five

thousand of whom died in prison. That their cause

should endure such an ordeal is a proof of its vitality

and strength. The historian of the Puritans records

the fact that the numbers of the Nonconformists did

not decrease, though the engines of intolerance were

so long and so assiduously worked against them ; and

this circumstance he attributes to their firmness of

character — their plain, practical, and awakening mi

nistry — the severity of their morals—their strict

observance of the Sabbath — their care for family

religion — a succession of able and learned ministers

among them — the disgust excited by the persecut

ing zeal of their adversaries — and, finally, the reac

tion produced by pushing High Church principles to

an unbearable extreme. But the storm had now

spent its fury, and a fairer sky began to shine on the
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harassed successors of the Puritans."* No more,

under William, were such men as Baxter and Bunyan

in jail, or Owen and Howe exiles in their own land.

With all its imperfections, the Act of Toleration,

which passed in 1689, gave rest and peace to in

numerable consciences, and must be looked upon as

the first stone in that noble temple of liberty which,

though still in progress, is the chief ornament of the

British Constitution, and the true conservator of

strength and peace.

Next followed reformation in the administra

tion of the laws. " Of this change," remarks Ma-

caulay, " no person can judge who is not acquainted

with the earlier volumes of the State Trials. Those

volumes are, we do not hesitate to say, the most

frightful record of depravity that is extant in the

world. Our hatred is altogether turned away from

the crimes and the criminals, and directed against

the law and its ministers. We see villanies as

black as ever were imputed to any prisoner at any

bar, daily committed on the bench and in the jury-

box. The worst of the bad acts which brought dis

credit on the old Parliaments of France, the condem

nation of Lally, for example, or even that of Calas,

may seem praiseworthy when compared with the

atrocities which follow each other in endless succes

sion as we turn over that huge chronicle of the shame

of England. The magistrates of Paris and Toulouse

were blinded by prejudice, passion, or bigotry. But

the abandoned judges of our own country committed

murder with their eyes open. The cause of this is

* " Spiritual Heroes."
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plain. In France there was no constitutional oppo

sition. If a man held language offensive to the Go

vernment, he was at once sent to the Bastile or Vin-

cennes. But in England, at least after the days of

the Long Parliament, the King could not, by a mere

act of his prerogative, rid himself of a troublesome

politician. He was forced to remove those who

thwarted him by means of perjured witnesses, packed

juries, and corrupt judges." But after the Revo

lution, Parliament after Parliament sent forth enact

ments that by degrees purged the courts of these

enormities, and the laws of their depravity. No more

could such judges as Jeffries exercise their brutality,

nor victims like Bunyan be wrongfully condemned.

Even the Romanist, who dreads the name of William,

owes much to this reform ; for whence that asylum

which the Sabbath affords from the arrest of justice

and a lodgment in the debtors' cell ?

But other advantages ensued. Learning and

science were revived. Institutions were established

for the promotion of education. Numerous colleges

and schools were founded by the King himself. Be

sides which, thousands of the young (their pastors,

parents, and patrons being liberated from the " Five-

miles " and "Conventicle Acts") were assembled

and taught without fear of molestation.

The extension of commerce also occupied the at

tention of the King. Holland at that time was the

most commercial country in Europe. Much of her

prosperity was attributed to the Bank of Amsterdam.

In the year 1695, within seven years after the com

mencement of his reign, William established the

Bank of England. None, surely, can even cast
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a glance upon the wide-spread building in Thread-

needle-street, without calling to mind the fact, that

it is only one of many illustrations of the national

revival and progress which we owe to the House

of Orange. We are told, that on Thursday, the

5th of June, 1734, "The Directors began to trans

act business at their new house in Threadneedle-

street. The business of the Bank had previously

been carried on at Grocers' Hall, in the Poultry. In

the hall of the new building was erected a curious

marble statue of King William III., with a Latin in

scription, of which the following is a translation:—

" For restoring efficacy to the laws,

Authority to the courts of justice,

Dignity to the Parliament,

To all his subjects their religion and liberties ;

And

For confirming these to posterity,

By the succession of the illustrious House

of Hanover

To the British Throne,

To the best of Trinces, William III.,

Founder of the Bank,

This Corporation, from a sense of gratitude,

Has erected this statue,

And dedicated it to his memory,

In the year of our Lord 1734,

And the first year of this building."*

Such are a few of the monuments which England

* The « History and Principles of Banking," by J. W. Gil

bert, F.R.S., p. 35.

E
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retains ofWilliam III. And now, having glanced at

his life, let us ask, what was its close ?

Hampton Court was the King's favourite Palace.

He enjoyed its retirement, and " lately had made the

royal apartments very noble." The fine trees in the

Park reminded him of the " Palace in the Wood" at

the Hague. By a fall from his horse, whilst riding in

the Park, he was so far injured as to intimate to those

who conveyed him to Kensington that he should

not recover. This was in the month of February ;

March opened with dreary omen for the friends of

the Revolution. The King was evidently worse.

Affairs at home and abroad were yet unsettled. Many

were the evils portended, and deep the anxieties

awakened.

But the soldier had done his work. "I shall

never" said he, "go through another campaign."

This was spoken to the Earl of Albemarle, to whom

also he said, " I am now drawing towards the

end." Standing over his worn-out frame, the Earl

of Portland sought to encourage him, by remind

ing him of the blessings which his reign had con

ferred. The King answered by turning off the Duke's

mind to a more solemn consideration. He said,

" Death was an event on which he had looked

without terror — that sometimes he would have

even felt glad to have been delivered out of all his

troubles ; but that now he saw another scene, and

could wish to live a little longer." " Often did he

look up to heaven, in many short ejaculations."

His sense of eternity was most vivid ; his views of

religion clear. Thus, in the fifty-second year of
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his age, died the great King William, with a full

presence of mind, and in a wonderful tranquillity.

" Those," remarks Burnet, " who knew it was his

rule all his life long, to hide, as much as possible,

the impressions that religion made upon him, did not

wonder at his silence in his last minutes, but they

lamented it much."*

The importance of his life was evinced by the joy

that diffused itself through the kingdom of France at

the news of his decease. " The person who first

brought the news to Calais was imprisoned by the

governor until his information was confirmed. The

Court of Versailles could hardly restrain their trans

ports. The people of Paris openly rejoiced at the

event." As to Rome, " all decency was laid aside ;

the King's death produced such raptures, that the

well-known Cardinal Grimani complained of them to

the Pope."f

How different the feelings elsewhere ! Sorrow and

gloom fell on the minds of thousands in England and

Scotland. In Ireland, though a Romanist country,

numbers were filled with regret. Besides his more

public services, he had done much in his private

movements, especially in the metropolis, to endear

him to their memory. At one time, for instance, he

had occupied his plain square seat in the old Cove

nanters' " Meeting-house," situated in Mass-lane,

At another, he had worshipped with the larger con

gregation beneath the time-worn roofs of the city ca

thedral. All classes of Protestants felt, that by exam-

* Burnet | Smollett's " History ■ "
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pie as well as by his arms, he had strenghtened their

cause. "Holland was filled with consternation.

The States' Representatives assembled, and for some

time gazed on each other in silent fear. They sighed,

wept, interchanged embraces, and vows that they would

act with unanimity in defence of their country." And

truly never were tears more worthily shed ; for, after

all abatements, William was one of the greatest of

monarchs. His monument endures : for the confe

deration of States which he organized not only saved

Holland and England, but broke the power of Rome ;

reassured the drooping cause of the Reformation; and

in the great battle of Blenheim, gave to Britain that

supremacy which, in all subsequent time has ren

dered her an asylum for the persecuted and a bulwark

for the free. May her sons at all times value the ad

vantages they have received, and, in the language of

an olden bard, with gratitude exclaim—

" Lords of the world's great waste, the ocean—we

Whole forests send to reign upon the sea,

And every coast may trouble and relieve,

But none can visit us without our leave.

Angels and we have this prerogative,

That none can at our happy seat arrive ;

While we descend with pleasure to invade

The bad with vengeance, or the weak with aid."
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$egbm anfc % pilgrim £vt\}tn.

' Where is the true man's fatherland ?

Is it where he by chance is born r

Doth not the yearning spirit scorn

In such scant borders to be spanned f

O yes, his fatherland must be,

As the blue heaven wide and free 1

* Where'er a human heart doth wear

Joy's myrtle-wreath or sorrow's gyves,

Where'er a human spirit strives

After a life more true and fair,

There is the true man's birthplace grand—

His is a world-wide fatherland."

Leyden, like most towns in Holland, contains but

little of marble pride or architectural adorning ; yet is

it described by an old historian,* " as a fair and beau

tiful city, and of a sweet situation." And such,

truly, it is. It stands upon a branch of the Rhine,

and forms one of its chief ornaments. It contains

a population of about forty thousand, and is ce

lebrated for the memorable siege which, in 1574, it

endured against the Spaniards ; aud for its Univer

sity, which is one of the most distinguished in

Europe. This University is remarkable for its origin.

The Prince of Orange, with the view of rewarding the

citizens for the bravery displayed in the siege, gave

them the choice oftwo privileges—either an exemption

from certain taxes, or a University. To the lasting

credit of this fair city, its people made choice of the

latter. In its general aspect Leyden is peculiar, for

' Governor Bradford.
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its air of respectability and for the retirement of its

well-arranged principal streets. There is neither

greatness nor gaudiness about them ; but they have

the charm of cleanliness, sedateness, and respectabi

lity. This is especially the case in the neighbour

hood of the University.

The chief attraction, however, in Leyden, lies in its

connexion with the Pilgrim Fathers. Who that

walks its silent environs can fail to call them to

memory ? Looking up at those old houses, whose

tops almost meet as they lean over the intervening

street, with the canal and its quaint Dutch shipping

in the centre, do we not seem to see good Deacon

Brewster awkwardly engaged as a printer, and with

him young Bradford, who, though in England " heir

of a considerable estate, and afterwards Governor

of New England, yet in his exile in Leyden had to

get his bread by the dyeing of silk 1" And how do we

stand amused as we hear them, awkwardly enough,

and rather unwillingly, attempting to master the

Dutch tongue, which with them was never a fa

vourite. And how vivid is the picture which we

have as we wander along the strand at Delft Haven,

where—

" When winds and storms were roaring,

The Pilgrims met for prayer,

And where, their God adoring,

They knelt in open air."

It was there they embarked in the Speedwell. Un

furling her scant sails to the breeze, that vessel bore

away in its bosom the "life-spark of the largest

nation on earth." Tender and subduing was the
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scene of their departure. The chronicler tells us

that good Mr. Robinson fell on his knees, and with

eyes overflowing with tears, in a most fervent and so

lemn prayer committed them to their Divine Protec

tor. What a beginning was here ! Well has one of

their gifted sons remarked—" When we contrast the

heart-stricken company which on that day knelt and

wept on the quay at Delft Haven, till the impassive

spectators, ignorant of the language in which their

prayers were offered, and the deep fountains of grief

from which their sorrows flowed, were yet fain to

melt in sympathetic tears —when we compare them

with the busy, prosperous millions ofour present New

England, we seem to miss that due proportion between

results and their causes which history delights to

trace. But a deeper and more appreciative study

reveals the secret."

But who were the Pilgrims ? In the words of the

historian Bancroft, "They were Englishmen, they

were Protestants, they were exiles for religion ;"

they were men disciplined by misfortune, cultivated

by opportunities of extensive observation, equal in

rank as in rights, and bound by no code but that

which was imposed by religion, or might be created by

the public will."*

Their history is by far too large for our present

purpose. We may, however, state that they were men

who were proverbial for piety, and whose lives were

regulated by the Word of God. From the light which

had come down to them by means of that Word, they

• Bancroft's " History of the United States."



56 A VOICE FROM THE ALPS.

were anxious that England should have a purer reli

gion than that which, by fires and pains, was being

enforced by the eighth Henry, who burnt Puritan, Pro

testant, and Papist alike ; or by Elizabeth, who, though

bold in her stand against Papal aggression, was, never

theless, by no means free from the sin of persecu

tion. In particular, they maintained that member

ship in a Christian Church belonged by right only

to persons who were Christian in their character, and

that none ought to be placed over them as ministers

who themselves were not Christian men. Puritan

ism in England arose out of a strong desire which men

felt for a purer Church in England than that which

the Reformation had as yet given. The Puritans

aimed at religious freedom. For this they contended

in Parliament under Elizabeth and James; and for this

they suffered. But so connected is religious with

civil freedom that the struggles for the one have

always helped the other. Such service did they do,

that Hume, whose cold nature could not sympathize

with their burning souls, was obliged to confess that

" to them alone the English owe the whole freedom

of their political constitution."

As among other Reformers, so among the Puritans

there were differences of degree. Some continued

within the pale of the National Church, and there

pressed their ineffectual attempts in behalf of the

principles they had embraced.

But what made them pilgrims ? The simple desire

for greater spirituality in religion appears innocent

enough, and in keeping with that line of progress

upon which the English nation had, to some degree,

-
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taken its footing, and along which, from the time

of the Reformation, it had sought carefully to tread.

But it occurred, first, to the Tudor princes, and

after them to the Stuarts, that these sentiments of

the Puritans were opposed to the doctrine of their

own ecclesiastical supremacy. And then there were

men like Laud, who were ready enough to prompt

their sovereigns to the enactment of laws by which

such sentiments had to be relinquished, or perse

cuted.

The question, why were they pilgrims ? calls up a

dark catalogue of woe, from which, as Britons, we

would gladly hide our faces. As an illustration, we

may cite the little band of Christians that used to

meet in secret places and private houses in Isling

ton, then a retired hamlet in the neighbourhood of

London. Henry Barrow, the son of a gentleman,

of large estates in Norfolk, and his friend and fel

low-student at Cambridge, John Greenwood, were

among the principal who engaged in conducting

such assemblies. Both of them were apprehended.

Their religious meetings were contrary to law, and

therefore a crime. "They were condemned to the

gallows. Conveyed to Tyburn, with the rope round

their necks, these brave confessors held fast the

faith and doctrines they professed. They declared

their unshaken loyalty, prayed for the Queen, and

for all who had borne a part in their sufferings

and condemnation. It was with their dying breath.

They were about to close their eyes on all earthly

things, when suddenly a reprive was announced.

They were led back to Newgate, amid the shouts and

acclamations of the people. The bitterness of death
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was past. The captives wrote to the Queen, but in

rain ; their reprieve was a heartless mockery. They

were secretly led back on the morrow to the same

spot where they had before so bravely faced death,

and executed with the ignominy of felons."* In like

manner, a multitude were hurried to the same fate

as martyrs, made such by sore trial and persecu

tion.

Thus was it in the times of Elizabeth. From

James I. little could be expected. Whilst he em

bittered himself to the Protestants of the land, he

was cultivating a friendly alliance with the Court of

Rome, where his accession to the throne of England

was celebrated by solemn religious rites and proces

sions. " Cardinal Aldobrandin, nephew of Pope Cle

ment VIII., exhorted the English Catholics to obey

King James, and to pray for him as their sovereign

and natural lord. The King instructed the Pope's nun

cio to tell the Sovereign Pontiff that peaceful Catho

lics should live in his realm without molestation."

It was under the peculiar favour which this prince

showed to Popery, that within a short time as many

as fifty thousand Englishmen had become proselytes

to the Church of Rome. When the Puritans com

plained of this, they were told to do what was

simply impracticable — viz., to convert as many

Spaniards and Italians in Italy and Spain.f

But this was not all. The more godly of the

land were severely punished. The dungeon, ba-

* Wilson's " Pagrim Fathers."

| See Dr. Stowell's " Puritans ;" Ranke, vol. ii. p. 294.
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nishment, and death were their constant lot. The

loathsome cell, the horrible pillory, and the gallows

were ever before them. And this because they

could not hold the truth under the arbitrary demands

of the royal prerogative, but felt bound to hold it

only according to the revealed Word. To obtain relief

a petition was signed by a thousand Puritan ministers,

Episcopal and Nonconformist, and presented to the

King, but in vain.

Nothing remained but voluntary expatriation.

Hence they looked about them for a place of

exile. Holland was a land of freedom. Besides,

it was near at hand ; for John Robinson, the fa

ther of the Pilgrims, had resigned his fellow

ship at Cambridge, and had retired to the city of

Norwich, where he gathered around him a consider

able number of followers and friends. Throughout

the eastern countries, moreover, there were numbers

of people who, having joined the Puritan ranks, had

" covenanted together to walk in the fellowship of

the Gospel, whatever it might cost them." But Ro

binson, though " worthily reverenced in all the city,"

was silenced by the Crown, and had to leave Norwich.

Many of his friends in Norfolk had fled to Holland,

whither he resolved to follow them. After three peril

ous attempts at escape, he arrived in Amsterdam,

which at first was chosen as the place of abode, but

subsequently Leyden.

" Common sympathies," remarks Mr. Wilson,

" had attracted these emigrants to Holland." In the

long struggle with Spain, that country had been the

barrier in northern Europe against civil despotism and

religious intolerance. England had been her ally,
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and garrisoned her walled towns with the island Pro

testants. Besides this, Holland possessed an eccle

siastical discipline which the Puritans of England

regarded with favour. Hundreds found in Holland

the peace and liberty of conscience they were denied

at home. But they felt themselves as strangers in a

strange land, and sighed for old scenes, familiar and

dear to them by many fond associations. Yet did

they honour their principles, and grow in numbers.

" The Church, under the care of Robinson, increased

until it numbered more than three hundred members,

consisting almost wholly of English exiles. Robin

son himself was greatly respected by the clergy of

Leyden and by the professors of the University.

He succeeded also in communicating his own well-

regulated temper to his charge. No community in

Europe exhibited more the wise simplicity of a primi

tive Church."*

But Holland was not to be their abode ; they did

not feel at home there. They felt more like travel

lers, who from a pitiless storm had taken refuge in

the friendly apartment of an inn, but who could not

think of living there long. They did not like the

Dutch tongue ; they did not like the climate : they

wanted, moreover, despite his treatment of them, to

acquire some new province for King James, where

they and their children might remain under a Bri

tish crown.

How wonderful are the ways of Providence. It

was thus, in this unrest of their minds, that He

was preparing them for their great mission. New

* Dr. Vaughan.
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England had been discovered, but not peopled :—

"That discovery," remarks Mr. Everet,* "may

fairly be considered the most extraordinary event in

the history of the world. In this, as in other cases,

familiarity blunts the edge of our perceptions. That

a continent nearly as large as Europe and Africa

united — spread out on both sides of the equator—

lying between the western shores of Europe and

Africa, and the eastern shore of Asia, with groups of

islands in either ocean, as it were stopping-places on

the march of discovery— a continent not inhabited

indeed by civilized races, but still occupied by one of

the families of rational man— that this great hemi

sphere should have lain undiscovered for five thou

sand years, upon the bosom of the deep — a mystery

so vast— within so short a distance — and yet not

found out, is indeed a marvel. Mute nature, if I

may so express myself, had made the discovery to

the philosopher, for the preponderance of land in the

eastern hemisphere demanded a counterpoise in the

west. Dark-wooded trees had drifted over the sea,

and told of the tropical forests where they grew.

Stupendous ocean currents, driven westward by the

ever-breathing trade winds, had wheeled their mighty

flextures along the American coast, and returned to

Europe with tidings of the everlasting breakwaters

which had stopped their way. But the fulness of

time had not yet come. Egypt and Assyria, and

Tyre and Carthage, and Greece and Rome, must

flourish and fall, before the seals are broken. The

* Speech at Plymouth Rock, in 1853.
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ancient civilization must be weighed in a balance and

found wanting. Yes, and more. Nature must un

lock her rarest mysteries ; the quivering steel must

learn to tremble to the pole ; the astrolabe must

climb the arch of heaven, science must demonstrate

the sphericity of the earth, which the ancients sus

pected, but could not prove ; the press must scatter

the flying rear of mediseval darkness ; the creative

instincts of a new political, intellectual, and social

life must begin to kindle into action ; and then the

great discoverer may go forth."

But though the discoverer had gone forth, New

England remained unpeopled. The Divine Being had

reserved it for his pilgrims, who, as " seed corn,"

were about to be productive of a mighty Anglo-

Saxon people. His providence had now made them

ready.

It was as the summer of 1620 was declining,

and sober September skies overshadowed the seas

that they were seen setting sail from Plymouth

Sound. Ah! it was a memorable beginning of a great

end. They had said farewell to Leyden, " the city

of a sweet situation." They had said farewell to

the venerated Robinson, and a part of their number

who intended to follow them. A memorable fare

well was that. Robinson, amidst many tears, had

said to them, " Brethren, we are now quickly

to part from one another, and whether I may

ever live to see your face on earth any more, the

God of heaven only knows ; but whether the Lord

has appointed that or no, I charge you, before God

and his blessed angels, that you follow me no fur
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ther than you have seen me follow the Lord Jesus

Christ. If God reveal anything to you by any other

instrument of his, be as ready to receive it as ever

you were to receive any truth by my ministry ; for I

am verily persuaded the Lord has more truth yet to

break forth out of his Holy Word. For my part,

I cannot sufficiently bewail the condition of the

reformed Churches, who are come to a period in

religion, and will go at present no further than the

instruments of their reformation. The Lutherans

cannot be drawn to go beyond what Luther saw ;

whatever part of his will our good God has revealed

to Calvin, they will rather die than embrace it. And

the Calvinists, you see, stick fast where they were

left by that great man of God, who yet saw not all

things. This is a misery much to be lamented ; for

though they were burning and shining lights in their

times, yet they penetrated not into the whole coun

cil of God ; but were they now living, would be as

willing to embrace further light, as that which they

first received ; for it is not possible the Christian

world should come so lately out of such thick anti-

christian darkness, and that perfection of knowledge

should break forth at once." As the morning

dawned, after a night of prayer passed at Delft Ha

ven, Robinson, kneeling on the sea-side, in the same

holy exercise, gave to their departure the sanctity of

a religious rite. Anchor being drawn, a prosperous

wind brought them across Channel to the Solent,

whose clear waves, skirting the Isle of Wight, lead

into the Southampton waters. From that fine

trading capital of Hampshire, then a mere vil

lage, he Speedwell and the Mayflower departed on
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their way to the Atlantic. Adverse winds, however,

drove them disabled into Dartmouth. Repairs hav

ing been made, they again commit themselves to the

deep ; but dismayed by new dangers, they run into

Plymouth Sound, where the Speedwell is abandoned

with such of their number as were disaffected and

discouraged. And now one hundred and one souls,

after special service and prayer, depart for the world

of waters. How does imagination hover over this

outward-bound bark ! Having beaten down Chan

nel, the hills and headlands of Old England fade

away from their view. Yonder we seem to see

her— she looks like a mere speck upon the ocean

sea. How apparently insignificant — yet how truly

sublime ! That bark contains the seeds of a new

civilization—the founders of a new commonwealth—

the germ of a new world. But what dangers await

them ! Dangers, however, are nothing to them.

The fiery storm of persecution had made them

regardless of every other. The sorrows of the

sea were light in comparison to those they had left.

Often did they thus seek to cheer one another, as the

storm and yawning surf beat around them, or as

cold and hunger awaited them. Often, too, did the

fine, clear voice of Elder Brewster rise above the

noise of winds wailing in the rigging, and waters

breaking over the bulwarks, as he sought to compose

the minds of the exiles by prayer. And Bradford—

soon Governor of New England—how does he control

the fears and sorrows that arose around him, by

pointing out the hopes which awaited them beyond

the terrors of the Atlantic. But who can describe

the details of sixty-three long days and nights which,
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in their inclement voyage, they endured? Weeks

and even months of sorrows befell them. One of

their number had died ; looking for an earthly in

heritance, a better one was gained. The greatest

dangers seem to have been reserved for them on the

coast of their destination. We can readily imagine

the grim horrors of a winter's storm, bearing them

down towards a wilderness of rocks and crags, beetling

in the waters of an angry sea. Their faith, however,

never once deserted them. Wives and children, old

'men and young, notwithstanding the desolate scene,

sung, as it were, to the waves as they roared, and

the storm as it blew. Their mingled gratitude and

joy can be better imagined than described, when

rounding Cape Cod, and steering to the surf-beaten

shore, they, at length, cast anchor in Plymouth

Bay. A more desolate reception than that which

awaited them can scarcely be imagined. The land

itself, the sea, with the surrounding heavens, all

seemed to vie with each other in the several forms of

sublimity and terror which they presented at their

coming. Loud and grand were the sounds that rose

from the mightiest chords of nature's orchestra; fear

ful and solemn was the scene ;—

" The breaking waves dashed high

On a stern and rock-bound coast,

And the woods against a stormy sky

Their giant branches toss'd ;

" And the heavy night hung dark

The hills and waters o'er,

When this band of exiles moor'd their bark

On the wild New England shore.

F
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" Not as the conqueror comes,

They, the true-hearted, came ;

Not with the roll of the stirring drums,

And the trumpet that rings of fame :

" Not as the flying come,

In silence and in fear ;

Thej' shook the depths of the desert gloom

With their hymns of lofty cheer.

" Amidst the storm they sang,

And the stars heard, and the sea !

And the sounding aisles of the dim woods rang

To the anthem of the free.

" The ocean eagle soar'd

From his nest by the white wave's foam,

And the rocking pines of the forest roar'd—

This was their welcome home !

" There were men with hoary hair

Amidst that pilgrim band ;

Why had they come to wither there,

Away from their childhood's land ?

" There was woman's fearless eye,

Lit by her deep love's truth ;

There was manhood's brow serenely high,

And the fiery heat of youth.

" What sought they thus afar ?

Bright jewels of the mine ?

The wealth of seas, the spoils of war ?—

They sought a faith's pure shrine 1

" Ay, call it holy ground,

The soil where first they trod !

They have left unstain'd what there they found-

Frkedom to wokship God !"
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What followed would require volumes to narrate.

The Pilgrims, we are told, took possession, as loyal

subjects, in the name of "our dread sovereign, King

James," unto whom they say, " We promise all due

obedience and submission." They then sought the

capabilities of their destined possession. "Explor

ing parties tracked their way through the woods,

followed on the trail of the wild Indians, and strove

to familiarize themselves with the new country they

had come to take possession of. Their desires wera

humble enough ; their gratitude overflowed in thanks

givings at the least favour of heaven. After a long

and devious ramble, in which their slender stock of

provisions had proved inadequate for their wants, their

own journalist remarks :—

" ' About ten a'clocke we came into a deepe val

ley, full of brush, wood-gaile, and long grass, through

which we found little paths or tracks, and there

we saw a deere, and found springs of fresh water

of which we were heartily glad, and sat us downe

and drunke our first New England water, with as

much delight as ever we drunke drinke in all our

lives.'" Striking inland, they found a little path

to contain heaps of sand, one of which they

dug, musing what it might be. It contained the

bow and arrows greatly decayed, the simple memo

rials of an Indian warrior, one of the last of his race.

They left the others untouched, because they thought

it would be odious to ransack their sepulchres. They

met with many such evidences of death. " When we

had marched five myles into the woods, and could

find no signes ofany people, we returned againe ano
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other way. There wee found a place like a grave.

It was covered with boards. We mused what it

could be, and resolved to digge. We found trayes,

dishes, and such like trinkets. We found the bones

and the skull of a man. There was bound up with

them a knife and a packing-needle. We opened a

less bundle, and found the head of a little child. It

was bound round with bracelets of fine white

beads. It had a little bow and other odd knacks.

We covered up the corpse again. After this we

found no more corne, nor any things els but

graves."*

Melancholy sights these to disclose themselves to

our Pilgrims in this far off desert. "Wefound nor

any things els but graves!" Yet did the living soon

manifest their places of abode. " The first of the na

tives with whom the pilgrims had any intelligible in

tercourse was Samoset, an Indian ofthe Wampanoags,

who had acquired some smattering of the English

tongue, from frequent intercourse with the fisher

men who visited that shore. From him they learned

that a terrible pestilence had broken out among the

tribes of Massachusets only four years before, and

that out of these Indian nations, who had numbered

among them thirty thousand fighting men, scarcely

three hundred were left alive. There was no need

of the signing of treaties, or the smoking of the calu

met of peace, as in the negotiations of the founder of

Pensylvania. The land was without possessors ; the

succession of heirs had failed ; and the broad savan

nas had been gifted anew, by their great Suzeraine,

• " Journal of the Plantation f Wilaon'a " Pilgrims."
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to the wandering outcasts of the pale-faces."* All

honour to the manner in which our Pilgrims treated

these old lords of New England. " They," remarks

Governor Clifford, "were the first European colony

which observed that natural right of the Indian occu

pant to the soil on which he lived, and added all the

territory which was obtained by them, whether by

the barter trade of the two jack knives and piece of

wampum, or whatever else. Every inch of territory

they obtained was by a fair compact with those who

held the soil." And the celebrated Vatel has done

merited honour to the Pilgrim Fathers of New

Plymouth and Massachusets Bay, that they were the

first to establish this preceptive rule of natural jus

tice and national right.

How interesting is the rise of the first town in

New England built by civilized men : — "On the

9th of January, 1621, the first operations of

building the infant city were begun. The plot of

ground was divided by lot among them, and each

party set diligently to the task of providing a

shelter and a home in the wilderness for their little

circle. Their houses were built in two rows, for

greater convenience and safety ; and although these

primitive log-huts have long since been displaced by

the superior mansions of successive generations, the

local historian still delights to point to the old

thoroughfare of Leyden-street, as the avenue first

rescued by the Fathers of New England from the

primeval forest. But such operations were necessa

rily difficult and slow, amid the storms of winter and

* "Journal of the Plantation ;" Wilson's "Pilgrims."
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th e wasting fever of slow consumption, which already

preyed on many of that devoted band. Sometimes

for days together nothing could be done. Brief

glimpses of sunshine, between showers of sleet and

protracted snow-storms, were the only opportunities

the builders had for their important task. Occa

sionally the painful monotony of such difficulties is

relieved only by a change of sufferings. A party sent

to gather thatch lose their way in the forest, and are

forced to pass the night on the bare ground, amid

frost and snow, destitute alike of food or shelter ; or

an invalid, wandering a little way from the rising

settlement, is beset by hungry wolves, and narrowly

escapes to bear home the tidings of such dangerous

neighbours at hand. The house set apart as a shel

ter for the sick takes fire, and is with difficulty ex

tinguished ; the violent rain and winds strip their

half-built houses of the clay and mortar with which

their builders had hoped to shield themselves and fa

milies from the cold ; and the occasional discovery of

an India trail, and even sometimes the glimpses of a

native straggler, or the smoke of their distant fires,

fill the feeble band of colonists with anxiety and fear.

Thus did the infant settlement of New Plymouth

slowly progress, amid much suffering patiently en

dured. There were wives, and mothers, and sisters

there. There were infants fondly pressed to these

mothers' breasts, amid the privations of that dreary

winter. There were husbands, and fathers, and

brothers, too, sinking into untimely graves, who had

come from the far off land of their birth, only to find

a burial-place among the graves of the strangers."

Not far from Plymouth rock is their well-known bu-
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burial-place, "Cole's Hill,"a spot held dear and sacred

by every citizen of New England. It is the place where

the ashes of the Pilgrims were interred. On their land

ing, " the cold was severe, and the frost frequently

so keen that the water froze upon them, and made

their garments like coats of mail. Coughs and colds

followed, and the seeds of death were sown in many

of that forlorn band of pioneers in the wilderness.

The roll is printed in the recent American edition of

the " Pilgrim's Journal," from that copied by Mr.

Prince from the end of Governor Bradford's folio

manuscript. This list only gives the names of the

forty-one males who signed the original compact

drawn up on board the Mayflower ; and of this little

company twenty-one names are printed in italics, as

those who died before the following March. ' For

an undefiled conscience, and the love of pure Chris

tianity,' says Prince, ' they first left their pleasant

and native land, and encountered all the toils and

hazards of a tumultuous ocean, in search of some un

cultivated region, where they might quietly enjoy their

religious liberties, and transmit them to posterity,

in hopes that none would follow to disturb or vex

them.' But they were to be sorely tried. They had

gone from ' their pleasant and native land only to

find a grave beside the burial-mounds of the Red In

dian.'"

How solemn are the early records of the dead !

John Carver had been chosen as the first governor of

the infant republic. But death soon interfered.

" He had scarcely landed when he was called upon to

dig a grave for his son ; and Carver himself had

only felt the first breath of the south wind fan his
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fevered temples, when he sank under unwearied

anxieties, leaving a desolate and heart-broken widow,

who was soon at rest beside him in the same grave."

" March 24," says Governor Bradford, " dies Eliza

beth, the wife of Mr. Edward Winslow. This month

thirteen of our number die ; and in three months

past, dies half our company— the greatest part in

the depth of winter, wanting houses and other com

forts, being infected with diseases which their long

voyage and unaccommodate condition brought upon

them ; so as there die sometimes two or three a-day.

Of a hundred persons, scarce fifty remain ; the living

scarce able to bury the dead ; the well not sufficient

to tend the sick, there being, in their time of greatest

distress, but six or seven, who spare no pains to help

them." But since their interment, what a change has

taken place !—

" Look now abroad—another race has filled

Those populous borders ; wide the wood recedes,

And towns shoot up, and fertile realms are tilled ;

The land is full of harvests and green meads."

The mind stands amazed at the progress. In the

eloquent words of a New England citizen,* " From the

departure at Delft Haven to the Senate of the United

States is a mighty contrast, covering whole spaces in

history hardly less than from the wolf that suckled

Romulus and Remus, to that Roman Senate, which,

on curule chairs, swayed Italy and the world — from

these obscure beginnings of poverty and weakness, to

* Mr. Everett.
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that marble capitol, where thirty-one powerful states,

bound in indissoluble union, are gathered together in

legislative body, constituting a part of one govern

ment, which, stretching from ocean to ocean, and

counting millions of people beneath its majestic rule,

surpasses far in wealth and might any government of

the Old World when the little band of Pilgrims left

it, and which now promises to be a clasp between

Europe and Asia, bringing the most distant places

near together, so that there shall be no more Orient

or Occident." It is no uncivilized race of which this

is spoken. Not a nation, or a community of nations,

involved in the darkness of tradition ; but nations of

Anglo-Saxons — a vast realm, possessed of the great

ness and strength which ever come of true Protes

tant enlightenment.

These nations, with their growing millions, consti

tute a glorious monument to the memory of the

Pilgrims. Many nations, but one great united

people—

" Dear to each the South's fair land-

Dear the central mountain band ;

Dear New England's rocky strand—

Dear the praried West !"

What may be their further monument we know

not. The world's liberties may yet have to be

contended for by the Anglo - Saxon race. The

foundations of freedom and of our Protestant faith,

under Providence, are laid with them. Roman

tyranny can prevail over the world only as it lowers

the flag which floats over America and England.
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The same with all other tyranny. It may require

the combined influence of every free nation to

" grapple with the vast problem which at this moment

shakes its warning finger, and lifts its menacing

voice in the distance !"

How soon present disturbances in Europe may place

England and America against the combined powers

of despotism, time only can tell. Yet do the signs of

the age appear to indicate some such mighty mar

shalling of the forces. How wonderful, in this light

of our topic, does it seem that New England was not

peopled at the time of its discovery, for then it would

have been a realm of the Pope, a land of enslavement,

an enemy of truth. He who knew the end from

the beginning waited for his Puritan English

men, and they of the bettermost sort, that through

them he might make one-third of the globe a re

gion of enlightenment, a world-wide Protestant

dominion.

One thing remains to be accomplished ; — the

monument to the Pilgrims can never be complete

until it is done. It is, that in all that broad land of

the West there should be no trace of the slave — no

sorrowing and suffering " Uncle Tom"—no horrible

Legree—no scourging Loker. Brethren of the West !

for your own enduring greatness, we long for the

emancipation.

" There is a poor blind Samson in your land,

Shorn of his strength, and bound in bonds of steel,

Who may, in some grim revel, raise his hand,

And shake the pillars of your commonweal.''

Noble people of New England !—how do we desire that
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you should be foremost in this work of prevention.

The memory of the Pilgrims demands it. The

cause of humanity asks it at your hands. The

world's freedom, and the honour and the safety of

religion alike require it. Dangers and obstacles may,

indeed, abound ; but the sons of such men as those

who ploughed the ocean in the Mayflower are fully

equal to the task. Let England, too, and Ger

many — branches of the same Anglo-Saxon family—

purge themselves of the evils which yet cling to them.

Then may the coming conflict result in their advan

tage ; and then more than ever will they adorn that

eventful history given to them of God. Meanwhile,

all honour to the brave ! Peace to the memory of

the Pilgrims, and to the venerated name of Ro

binson, who, instead of following his brethren as he

had intended, died in March, 1525. In the old

church at Leyden, his ashes were interred—

" Peace to the just man's memory—let it grow

Greener with years, and blossom through the flight

Of ages."

§asle mtb its fcambs.

"The storm that wrecks the winter sky

No more disturbs their deep repose,

Than summer evening's gentle sigh,

That shuts the rose,"

Montgomery.

Nature and Art are long and abiding. Time leaves

no wrinkles on rivers but those which were given to



76 A VOICE FROM THE ALPS.

them at their hirth. The ocean is the same now as

ever. The ample fold of the sky has not yet been

consigned to the wardrobe of ages. And years

lend but a slow degree of change to art. The

tower that now stands may remain for a decade of

centuries. The broken arch, or dilapidated wall,

may long continue as they are. It is in such a city

as Basle that we are forcibly reminded of this. The

several objects within it, or surrounding it, which

have had a long continuance, are still visible. Still

flows its beautiful river, that child of perpetual

snows. The Rhine, which flows through the city, bears

no marks of weariness or decay ; it leaps along, full

of life and glee, as if it were now only in its youth.

And still, in the distance is seen, unwasted and un-

wasting, the wide Black Forest range, whose deep-

voiced sighs were heard, centuries ago, by Luther

at the Wartburg. And visible still are the meek,

steadfast " Jura "—those hills where it is pleasant to

see winter and summer, sunshine and snow, dwelling

together in unity. And continuing still, is the old city

itself, known for ages as "Basle on the Rhine,"

with its memorable, time-worn cathedral. These all

continue. It is not so with man. One generation

goeth, and another cometh. In all lands there are

millions of nameless graves. Human calculations

are inadequate to tell their number ; no arithmetic

can keep count of them. Millions of every genera

tion sleep in unseen decay.

But all graves are not alike. Nor is it true that

all are equal in the grave ; there is no equality

even there. " The mere handful ofdust and ashes of
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a solitary grave or a family vault, of a shroudless

burial and a rich winding-sheet—were this all, then,

indeed, it would be true that death is a common

leveller. Such distinctions as wealth and poverty

are soon levelled by the spade and mattock ; the

damp breath of the grave blots them out for ever."

No ; there are distinctions which even death and the

tomb cannot obliterate. The grave of the murderer

and that of the righteous believer are widely different;

and the reflections to which they give rise are equally

so. With what feelings of sadness do we stand on

the grave of a Voltaire, a Hume, and even a Byron !

How differently do we feel as we gaze on the resting-

place of a Heber, a Henry Martyn, a Wardlaw, a

Chalmers, or a Robert M'Cheyne ! Ah, no ; all men

are not equal even in the tomb. And when we who

now read these pages have joined the congregation

of the dead, it will make all the difference to the

feelings of the Christian survivor that we have lived

a life of conversion, of decision, of an elevated piety,

and self-sacrificing zeal. Then truly may it be said

of us—

" There is a calm for those that weep,

A rest for weary pilgrims found—

They softly lie, they sweetly sleep

Low in the ground."

Now, nowhere more than at Basle do we feel a

sense of such inequality as we have described ; for

there Erasmus, (Ecolampadius, Grynseus, and Meyer,

lie sleeping together — three of them side by side.

The great scholar rests, separated a few paces only

from the Reformers. It is these tombs that lend to
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Basle so deep an interest. They represent the times

of the Reformation ; they tell of the great principles

of good and evil which then were striving for mas

tery ; they remind us of the great heroism which

piety can give, but which intellectual greatness alone

cannot reach.

But, before going to the tombs, let us look around

for a minute on the old city itself. It is enough to say

of Basle, that it stands on the Rhine, surrounded by

those glades, and woods, and gardens, which make the

banks of that stream, for hundreds of miles, so de

lightful. It was in one such spot (a beautiful private

garden) I gained my first impressions of this time-

honoured city. The thought of that one recalls many

others to remembrance. " Pleasant Rhine gardens !

Fair scene, of peace and sunshine, noble purple moun

tains, whose crests are reflected in the magnificent

stream—who has ever seen you that has not a grate

ful memory of those scenes of friendly repose and

beauty ? To lay down the pen, and even to think of

that beautiful Rhine-land, makes one happy. At the

time of summer evening, the cows are trooping down

from the hills, lowing and with their bells tinkling,

to the old town, with its old moats, and gates, and

spires, and chestnut-trees, with long blue shadows

stretching over the grass ; the sky and the river below

flame in crimson and gold ; and the moon is already

out, looking pale toward the sunset. The sun sinks

behind the great castle-crested mountains ; the night

falls suddenly ; the river grows darker and darker—

lights quiver on it from the windows of the old ram

parts, and twinkle peacefully in the villages under the

hills on the opposite shore." In the midst of such
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scenes, where the Rhine first becomes navigable,

stands the venerable Basle. It marks the frontiers

of three lands — France, Germany, and Switzerland.

Though historically a part of Suabia, it politically

belongs to the Swiss Confederation. Its name is

said to be derived from Basilica, or Balilis, a queen

—a name which represents its opulence and wealth.

It contains 25,000 inhabitants, amongst whom are

many rich bankers, and merchants, and families of

ancient descent. The river divides the town, which,

on the one side, is German in its aspect ; on the

other, Swiss. Its surrounding heights command ex

tended views of the Black Forest hills, and tke Jura

range.

On an elevated site is the old Minster, on whose

foot-worn pavements and beneath whose ample roof

some of the most notable minds of the middle ages

were wont to associate. It dates from the com

mencement of the eleventh century, and, in spite

of its unadorned appearance, is a noble pile. Lead

ing from its choir is a staircase, which conducts to

one of the most memorable spots in Europe—a room

known in history as the Council-chamber of Basle.

It is a low apartment, with four Gothic windows, and

remains unaltered since the days of the celebrated

council which took place in the years between 1436

and 1444, and which arose out of the fact, that

the darkness of past ages had been violently dis

turbed by the labours of Huss and Jerome. Their

lawless and cruel death had excited the minds of

multitudes on questions affecting life and liberty,

for a due settlement of which Basle was selected

as the scene of a special council. The words uttered
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by the friends of Huss mark the progress already

made in the cause of freedom. Let us listen to

but one sentence, of which we may affirm that

many a volume has been written which does not con

tain one-half of such fine, heroic meaning. "We

have scorned neither council, nor Church, nor the

authority of the fathers ; but we have been condemned

at Constance without a hearing ; therefore we are

now here to prove our innocence, and we demand a

PUBLIC AUDIENCE WHEN THE LAITY ARE AD

MITTED."

But, leaving the council-room, let us go into those

quaint, picturesque, and old-fashioned quadrangles

and halls at the back of the minster. They are

the memorable Cloisters of Basle, where the above-

named notables used to assemble, and which were

made a centre of light for the whole west of the

European Continent. He who wants solemn medi

tation may find it here. "It is a place," remarks

Dr. Alexander, " where high thoughts and firm pur

poses might well be born and fostered. Dimly

lighted— seldom frequented— with no sounds pene

trating it, save the monotonous rushing of the im

petuous Rhine, heard from a distance, or the sober

caw of the steeple-haunting rook, and tenanted only

by the remains and the monuments of the dead, it

is a place from which the giddy and the profane

will flee ; but where those who have learned to com

mune with their own hearts and with God, will find

it a pleasant and profitable resort."

But that which mostly interests the mind are the

tombs. On the left of the altar, against a pillar, is

the red marble tombstone of Erasmus. It bears the
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date of 1536. Not far from the great schoolman

lie the three Reformers, CEcolampadius, Grynseus, and

Meyer.

We have spoken of Erasmus ; his character we

remember. It is with feelings of mingled admira

tion and regret, that, standing on his tomb, we

recall him to mind. Had he possessed a purer

regard for truth, and a more vital sense of the value

of the Divine favour, with less concern for his own

merit and standing, we should have better reflections

than those which now come to us. The words of

the poet describe the lesson which is taught at this

scene of meditation :—

" The love of God flows just as much

As that of ebbing self subsides ;

Our hearts, their scantiness is such,

Cannot sustain two rival tides.

" Both cannot govern in one soul ;

Self-love must first be dispossessed.

The love of God demands the whole,

Nor will it dwell in such a guest."

We turn with satisfaction and delight to the

grave of CEcolampadius.

Of all the Reformers, next to the character of

Melancthon, that of CEcolampadius is the most beau

tiful. We know not one whose piety was more

spotless — whose course was more steady and con

sistent. He did not possess the lion-like courage

of Luther, but he had greater constancy of faith

and peace ; and was, perhaps, less open to the evil
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which sin often produced on the strong passions

of that noble-hearted man. He had, moreover, in

many respects, a clearer knowledge of Divine

truth.

Great is our pleasure in calling him to mind.

The day in which he lived was full of labour and

care, yet in him did our nature enjoy a season of

rest. We call to memory his spotless life with

much the same feeling that we look back upon some

departed Sabbath. Delightful and solemn are our

meditations ! They open up to the imagination

" tracts of thought like golden furrows in an

evening sea," or like those glorious vistas which

endlessly expand in an evening heaven. We think

of the calm light which we have enjoyed, and of that

calmer and more lasting light in the heavenly sab

bath to which it directs our meditative looks. Its

memory so links the earth with heaven, that we are

imperceptibly led from the contemplation of the

one to that of the other. Thus is it with the

fair, clear life of CEcolampadius. We gaze upon

it with devout admiration. The golden ladder of his

rich and varied attainments — his enlarged Christian

experience—stands forth against the moral heavens of

the dark ages as an object of striking contrast, and

with great advantage. How divine a thing is it !

or its top reaches into heaven. It is not so, as we

have seen, with the ladder of a mere earthly scholar

ship. That possesses no absolute connexion with

a world where the pure in heart see God, and

where, for that vision, regeneration of life is re

quisite. We are far from saying that Erasmus was

not a Christian. We would rather believe the con
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trary. But what we feel is, that in Erasmus the

schoolman preponderated over the Christian, whilst

in (Ecolampadius the Christian was all evident and

predominant. Erasmus was more learned, yet was

(Ecolampadius more attractive, made such by Di

vine grace, and the fragrance of a lovely disposition.

But little is known of this last-named Reformer. Of

Erasmus we have numerous biographical records.

The lives of Luther, Calvin, Zwingle, and Melanc-

thon are happily well known. It is not so with the

Reformer of Basle — (Ecolampadius. The following

may serve as a brief sketch :—

He was born in Franconia, in the year 1483.

His parents, unlike those of Luther and Erasmus,

were rich and influential. There was something

significant in his name, which in Greek means " the

light of the house," a designation which beautifully

comports with his history as a Reformer, and his

life as a Christian. Like the gentle Melancthon,

he was possessed of a pious and devoted mother.

She would often look at her son, and with irre

pressible emotion declare that she had dedicated

him to learning and to God. He was her only

child ; death had removed several others from the

home-roof to the charnel-ground, where, we can

easily imagine, she would often linger with becoming

solemnity of feeling, holding the hand of her last

born with a trembling but ardent affection, which

such only can experience who have been similarly

bereaved.

The years of education having passed, his father,

anxious for his temporal welfare, sent him to Bo

logna, to prosecute the study of jurisprudence. He
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afterwards studied at Heidelberg. It was not, how

ever, until he had returned from these studies to his

native town, that he became possessed of any spiri

tual enlightenment. He then began the study of

the Holy Scriptures, and made his first attempts at

preaching, which met with signal acceptance among

the people. We are told that from the outset his

chief delight was to labour in his study with

the Word only, and to promote concord among

all who had received the truth. Thus serene was

the dawn of that lamp, which, in after days, was to

shed so bright a light over the gross darkness of

ages.

His removal to Basle arose out of the following

circumstance. Capito, who had known him at

Heidelberg, was on a visit at Franconia. He was

amazed and delighted at the preaching of the young

CEcolampadius. CEcolampadius, he said within

himself, must not remain at Franconia ; a greater

mission awaits him. A city of great attraction

was Basle on the Rhine. There the foundations

of our modern literature were being laid by Erasmus,

and a number of other learned men whom that lu

minary had drawn around him. There, moreover,

the Reformation, now dawning in Germany, was to

take deep hold on its numerous citizens, whose in

fluence on the several lands at their doors would be

naturally great. Thus whilst the instrument was

being prepared, a great work awaited it in this

Athens of the West. Capito sought means for his

removal, and secured his appointment as preacher

at Basle.

His reception at Basle was of the most encouraging
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kind. We are told by his historian* that " he preached

Christ with an eloquence which filled his hearers with

admiration." At the outset, Erasmus admitted

him into closest intimacy. CEcolampadius, we are

told, was charmed with the hours he passed in the

presence of this great genius. " There is but one

thing," said the monarch of learning, to him, "that

we should look for in Holy Scriptures, and that is,

Jesus Christ." He gave the youthful preacher, as a

token of his friendship, the commencement of the

Gospel of John. CEcolampadius, in his playful, af

fectionate ardour, would often kiss this pledge of so

valued an affection, and kept it suspended to his cru

cifix, " in order," said he, " that I may always re

member Erasmus in my prayers."f

But CEcolampadius was not yet a Reformer. Like

Luther, he had to go down into a deeper knowledge

of Roman corruptions ere he could become their en

lightened foe. How singular are the ways of Provi

dence, by which the very timidity, and perhaps car

nal pride of his instruments, are made subservient to

the ends he purposes concerning them! The proba

bility is, that had CEcolampadius continued at this

time at Basle, he would have settled down to the un

certain views of Erasmus, and have been lost to

Luther and the Reformation.

This portion of his history is thus described t—

" Having been invited to Augsburg, about the

end of 1518, as cathedral preacher, he found that

city still agitated by the famous Conference held

* D'Aubigne. f •****
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there in the month of May, between Luther and

the papal legate. He had to decide between one

party and the other. (Ecolampadius did not hesi

tate, and declared in favour of the Reformer. This

frankness soon gave rise to a violent opposition

against him ; and, feeling convinced that his timidity

and the weakness of his voice would be prejudicial to

his success in the world, he looked around him and

fixed his eyes on a convent of monks of St. Bridget,

near Augsburg, celebrated for their piety and their

profound and liberal studies. Feeling his need of

leisure, of repose, of study, and of prayer, he turned

towards these friars, and inquired, ' Can I live among

you, according to the Word of God V The latter

having replied in the affirmative, (Ecolampadius en

tered the monastery on 23rd April, 1520, with the

express condition, that he should be free, if the

service of God's Word should call him else

where."

But this convent gave not the repose he had

sought. "Eck, and other Romish adversaries, pur

sued him with their menaces, even in his calm re

treat." It could scarcely have been otherwise ;

for whilst there " he began to correct the rules

of his order by the Word of God. ' Do not, I be

seech you,' he would say to his brethren, ' set a

higher value upon your statutes than on the ordi

nances of God !' ' We desire no other law,' said

the brothers, ' than that of our Saviour. Take

our books, and mark, as in the presence of Christ

himself, whatever you find contrary to his word.'

CEcolampadius applied himself to the task, but was

almost wearied by the labour. ' Oh, Almighty God,'
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exclaimed he, ' what abominations has not Rome ap

proved of in these statutes !' "

Men of darkness cannot bear the light ! How did

these monks repel the beams of the rising Reforma

tion, which now, in the very heart of their convent,

began to fall on them. "Heretic !" exclaimed they,

"apostate! you deserve to be thrown into a dungeon

for the rest of your days !" They excluded him from

public prayers. But the danger from without was

still greater. Eck and his party had not relinquished

their projects. " In three days," he was told, " they

will be here to arrest you." He went to his bre

thren and said, "Will you give me up to assassins?"

The monks were silent. They had no desire to save

or to destroy him. At this moment some of the

friends of CEcolampadius arrived near the cloister

with horses to carry him off. On being informed of

this, the monks resolved to allow of the departure of

a brother who had brought such trouble into their

convent. " Farewell," said he, and was free. Thus

emancipated, CEcolampadius became another man.

His course became clear; made such by the know

ledge and convictions he had gained in his place

of bondage.

" I have sacrificed the monk," wrote he to a friend,

" but have gained the Christian." Divine truth

grew in him mightily. Letters and books fell

from his pen, which, along with his escape from the

convent, produced against him the most deadly oppo

sition. He became the subject of the most deter

mined hate. The floods of trial having arisen high

around him, he was obliged to fly for refuge.
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We have in anotherwork* described thebeautifulvale

of Kreuznach, near the banks of the Rhine, with its

fortress, belonging to the chieftain warrior, Sickingen,

where the tempest-worn Melancthon sought rest and

exile after the death of Luther. In this same castle,

in the spring of 1522, (Ecolampadius also was taken

into refuge.

It was in this old fortress that, like Luther at

the Wartburg, he was to prepare for the toils and

conquests that awaited him. Pleasant is the glimpse

we gain of him there ! Outside, among the Ger

mans, he read the Gospels and Epistles in their own

strong Saxon tongue. " As soon as these trumpets

sound," said he, pointing to the Scriptures, " the

walls of Jericho will fall down." In his solitude

he gave himself to meditation, reading the Word,

and prayer. The world had now put on its true co

lours, and religion its real value. How significant

of this were the words he uttered to the chiefs of

Ebenburg — " Christ is our liberty," exclaimed he,

*' and death, which men consider as their greatest

misfortune, is our greatest gain."

" Thus," remarks his biographer, " in a fortress on

the banks of the Rhine, and in the midst of illiterate

warriors, the most humble man of his age was pre

paring for that change which Christendom was

shortly to undergo. But Ebenburg was too confined

for him, and he felt the need of other society than

these armed men. The bookseller Cratander invited

him to Basle. Sickingen allowed him to depart, and

(Ecolampadius, delighted at the thought of seeing his

* " Rhine and Reformation."



SCENES BY THE WAT. 89

old friends again, arrived in the city on the 16th of

November, 1522. After having lived some time

simply as a man of learning, -without any public oc

cupation, he was nominated curate of St. Martin's

Church ; it was this call to an humble and obscure

employment that possibly decided the Reformation

in Basle."

We now look upon CEcolampadius as having

entered the lists of the Reformers. Thousands

heard him who became filled with a sense of the

enormities and corruptions of the papacy. His

Church was attended by a multitude, from whose

minds the darkness of the papacy rapidly de

parted. So decided was his success against the

priests, that even Erasmus was constrained to ex

claim, that " CEcolampadius triumphs." Though

inferior to Erasmus, he now exercised greater in

fluence. His mildness and meekness, combined

with the clearness of his knowledge, the ardour and

beauty of his eloquence, gained for him a multitude

of friends, who also were friends of the Reforma

tion, now rapidly growing at Basle. It was a fine

tribute which Zwingle paid him, when he said —

" This mild, yet firm man, spreads around him the

sweet savour of Christ, and all those who crowd

about him grow in the truth." " Often, indeed, a

rumour was circulated that he would have to leave,

and recommence his perilous pilgrimage. His

friends, and Zwingle in particular, were alarmed ; but

ere long the tidings of fresh victories gained by CEco

lampadius, scattered their fears and raised their

hopes. The renown of his lectures reached even to

Wittemberg, and delighted Luther, who talked to
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Melancthon every day about him. And yet the

Saxon Reformer was not without his anxiety. Eras

mus was at Basle, and Erasmus was the friend of

CEcolampadius. ' I much fear,' said he, ' that Eras

mus, like Moses, will die in the country of Moab, and

never lead us into the land of promise.' "*

That CEcolampadius was superior in his knowledge

of the truth, and in this respect a more advanced

Protestant than the great German Reformer, is evi

dent from accounts given of the meetings they

held, in which the truths of Scripture became the

subjects of conversation and argument. It was at

one of these that Luther, still holding to the doc

trine of consubstantiation, had said — " I protest I

differ from my adversaries, and that I shall differ

from them. Christ has said — ' This is my body.'

Let them show me that a body is not a body."

To which CEcolampadius replied, " What Christ re

jects in the sixth of John, I cannot receive. Christ,

who said, the flesh proflteth nothing, rejected the

oral manducation of his body. Since we have the

spiritual eating, what need have we of the bodily

one?" It is not difficult to see which of the two

Reformers was the best Protestant. But we must

not enlarge. From the commencement to the end

of the life of the father of the Reformation at

Basle, we can see nothing but what merits admi

ration. He was " a living epistle of Christ," not

interlined with contradictions, not blotted with

cowardice or fear of man, but clear, legible, uni

form, and consistent, " known and read of all

* D'Aubign^.
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men." He united a peaceful spirit with great firm

ness of purpose. Neither dangers, losses, nor al

lurements could tempt him from the steadfastness

of his faith ; nor did he cease to be an object of love

amongst the friends of truth. What John was

among the Disciples, (Ecolampadius was among the

Reformers. He combined the fortitude of Luther

with the meekness and eloquence of Melancthon.

His life was one continued protest against Roman

depravity and error ; and though a constant con

troversialist, his eloquent lips were never known

to utter what found a contradiction in his life.

Thus was this lamp of the house, which the Re

formers had dedicated to Divine Truth, pure in its

light, and steady in its burning. But its softest and

loveliest beams were reserved for the time of his

departure. The darkness of the night of death made

them more manifest and striking. " It is," remarks

Dr. Alexander, "a brave and hallowed story that of

the death-bed scene of (Ecolampadius ! As night

gathered, and the rumour spread that the Reformer

would not live till the morning, the ministers of

Basle, to the number of ten, hastened to his presence.

Already on a former occasion he had given them his

dying charge, beseeching them to be men of light

and men of love ; now he said but little, as he desired

to remain calm and still. ' Do you bring any tid

ings V exclaimed he to a person of rank who entered

the room ; the answer was in the negative. A feel

ing of self-reproach seemed to cross his mind for

asking such a question at such a moment, and he

said hastily, ' But I—I shall soon be with my Lord.'

By-and-bye, one asked him whether the light of the



92 A VOICE FROM THE ALPS.

lamp did not annoy him ; laying his hand on his

heart, he exclaimed, ' Here, here is where I have

enough of light." At length the day began to dawn ;

in a feeble voice he chanted the 51st psalm; and

then, heaving a sigh, said, ' Lord Jesus, come to

my help.' He spoke no more, but quietly breathed

his last. The sun now poured his rays into the

chamber, but they fell on that inanimate corpse,

and on the pale weeping friends who, with uplifted

hands, were kneeling around his couch. Does it not

seem striking that one who, answerable to his name,

had been such 'a bright and shining light' in the

world, should, in the last words he addressed to his

fellow-men, have spoken so firmly and joyously of

that light which was within him — a light in which

thousands had rejoiced to walk, and which calumny

has not been able to darken, nor death itself to ex

tinguish ! Striking, too, that one whose life had been

a long and earnest protest against darkness, should

thus wait for the morning light ere he passed away

to be for ever with Him who dwelleth in light, and in

whom there is no darkness at all !"

Thus lived and thus died (Ecolampadius. Of the

other notables—Grynseus and Meyer—whose ashes

are sleeping by his side, we possess but a scanty know

ledge. They, along with Erasmus, rest together

until the morning of the Resurrection, when their

several distinguished natures will rise to share those

momentous and lasting results, which, in the eternal

world, will have arisen from the transactions of

the present.
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ilnritb.

" Of old sat Freedom on the heights.

The thunders breaking at her feet ;

Above her shook the starry lights ;

She heard the torrents meet.

" Then stept she down through town and field,

To mingle with the human race ;

And part by part to men reveal'd

The fullness of her face.*'

Tehnyson.

On the night we entered Zurich, the Swiss Con

federation was celebrating its independence. The

streets were lined with an assembled multitude,

and the military bands were sending forth their

music to their well-known national airs. It was

a scene of some moment to the people, as it indicated

their love of liberty. The excitement of the city,

which continued until midnight, did not allay our

own. We had just, for the first time, seen the

magnificent Alps, covered with their hoary snows —

the spoils of ages. It is impossible to describe the

deep, passionate effect which such an event pro

duces on the mind. Imagination, long craving,

now satisfies its wants, whilst the whole mind re-

peoples itself with new forms of the desolate and

sublime. For the time everything else appears of

little moment. The eye turns again and again and

again towards the magnificent outline, and, contrary

to the ordinary rule, is satisfied with seeing. Thus,

doubtless, will it be, in a far higher degree, when it

enters on that everlasting survey of those mysterious

created forms, and the far more mysterious un
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created ones of power and glory, hereafter to be re

vealed.

But besides this first sight of Alpine grandeur, a

scene never to be forgotten added its terror to the

sense of sublimity already felt. The calm hush of

twilight had scarcely come, when the voice of thunder

was heard among the remote hills. Its distant

echoes gave sounds to creation, such as I had never

heard before. But with the storm, night blackened

the heavens from zenith to horizon ; and now the

thunder pealed and the lightning flashed directly

over us. A deep sense of awe and solemnity fell

upon every mind. Whilst the lightning continued,

the elements, all illumed, were seen rolling in

majesty along the snow-clad peaks, covering their

mighty outline with a sublimity that cannot be de

scribed. What could be more fitting for contempla

tion than the devout sentiment of Watts :—

" This awful God is ours,

Our Father and our love :

He shall send down his heavenly powers

To carry us above."

But Zurich gave a refuge from the storm ; and

being there, we naturally thought of those brave

and heroic men whom, in distant times, it had

sheltered from another sort of storm ; for when

the noble Arnold of Brescia fled out of Italy from the

Pope, Zurich received him ; and when the fires of

persecution were burning in England, and the blood

of martyrs stained the dreadful reign of Queen

Mary, many who escaped the flame fled to Zurich.

At that time freedom, coming down from the lands
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along the heights, had made the city its own. We

owe much to it. At several epochs of our his

tory did our persecuted countrymen find a home

among its people. Coverdale's Bible, the first entire

English edition, was printed there. Our English

Reformers, too, were more or less perfected in their

views of divine truth by the state of religion which

they found in Zurich. The city contains 15,000

of a population, and is proverbial for the energy and

industry of its people.

Among the objects of attraction is the fine old

cathedral, of medieeval origin. It was erected in the

tenth century, and was the scene of Zwingle's la

bours in the sixteenth. His old Bible, with his

handwriting in the margin, is still preserved. We

visited the house in which he lived, and the spot

where he died. In the public library are three Latin

letters from the pen of the lovely Lady Jane Grey ;

also writings of Luther, Bucer, and others of the

Reformers.

We are among those who feel regret that the pious

Zwingle should ever have added the use of the sword

to that ofhis preaching and pen. Yet, must we remem-

berthe peculiar age in which his lot was cast. "TheRe-

formers," remarks Cheever, " as well as the Apostles,

worked and wrote much of their time with death full

in view. And there is nothing like that to give fire

to a man's thoughts, fervour to his feelings, and such

an earnestness and solemnity of tone to his utter

ances, as will compel men to heed them. Almost

every word was like a last word, and like a testimony

amidst the fire. While this was the case, their com

munications one with another, and with the people,
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had a grave, sublime impression and prophecy of dan

ger and of suffering, very powerful upon a soul under

seizure of Divine truth and grace." It was when

death was full in view, and freedom was menaced

with immediate overthrow, that the brave Pro

testants of Zurich sought their own preservation,

and that of religion, by resort to arms. They

looked to their pastor to stand by them in their day

of trial. Let those who condemn, rather record

their indebtedness to Divine Providence, that they

are not in circumstances of like trial and danger.

We readily admit, that no Christian can delight in

the sword. Melancholy, indeed, is the false glory by

which its terrors are overlaid. One murder makes a

villain ; but a million makes a hero ! This is the

ill-adjusted view taken by the friends and abettors of

war.

It is delightful to turn from these warlike asso

ciations, and cast a glance or two upon those waters

of stillness and beauty which we saw resting in

their subalpine bed at Zurich. The azure lake is

surrounded by shores of rich cultivation, and white,

pleasant-looking houses. At the extremity it bends

round lofty headlands and mountains, covered with

verdure, beyond which, in the far distance, are

the white-robed peaks and glaciers of the Alps of

Glarus, Uri, and Schewytz. These Alps are seen

to greatest advantage at evening, when their hoary

summits are tinged with the most delicate tints and

hues of the departing sun.
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ft\t <fnmt of 'guhs.

" That sacred lake, withdrawn among the hills,

Its depth of waters flanked as with a wall.

Lifting our thoughts to God

From godlike men ....

That in the desert sowed the seeds of life,

Training a band of small republics there,

"Which still exist, the envy of the world."

Faik, lovely scene is Lake Lucerne ! Of all Euro

pean lakes it is assuredly the most beautiful. As we

approach it from the road which comes from Zu

rich, by way of the wooded heights and magnificent

slopes of the Albis, it looks like the crystalline pave

ment of some palace in nature, whose surrounding

alpine walls, adorned with every variety of sublimity

and beauty, terminate only with the fine over

arching ceiling of a resplendent sky. The waters

of Lucerne are proverbial for their retirement. Un

broken by island or rock, and withdrawn among

the mountains, they form themselves into bays and

coves of great loveliness, flanked here and there by

walls of precipitous headlands and rocks ; whilst far

above and beyond, as if suspended in the heavens,

are the crimson-tinted snows and jasper rocks of the

Alps themselves.

It was on a Saturday evening that this scene of

unrivalled magnificence burst upon our view. We

much needed the rest it promised. The previous

Sabbath we had spent at Amsterdam. Since then

we had come up from Holland into Switzerland, by

H
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way of the Rhine, travelling in its hoat two days

and a night. We had passed and repassed on the

German rails ; and taking the diligence at Basle, we

had come to Zurich, thence had crossed the Albis,

so remarkable for its splendid views of the snowy

chain of the Alps, extending from the Sentris to the

Jungfra. Never more, perhaps, than when travel

ling, does the Sabbath afford a greater proof of the

wisdom and love of Him who ordained it, or of its

exceeding preciousness and value. The constant

excitement of mind, pleasurable as it is, needs a

limit at least once in every seven days. Like the

limb of the labourer, the thoughts require rest and

peace.

It seemed to us as if nature kept perpetual Sab

bath at Lucerne. There is scarcely a sail on the

lake, or a bird on its wing. There are but few habi

tations of men along the shores, and the old Alps

themselves, always immutable in their strength,

seemed equally so in their solemnity of rest. The

whole scene affords to the eye the contentment

and refreshment of an earthly Eden. It is a realm

of which, as in our own case, it were a privilege

indeed to say—

" I come

To this sweet place for quiet ; every tree,

And shrub, and fragrant dell, and mountain path,

And flowing mound, that gives unto the winds

Its morning incense, is my friend."

But the town, which stands at the head of the lake,

knows but little ofa Sabbath. It is, of all Swiss towns,

the most popish. Of its 9,000 people only 160 are
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Protestant ! How pleasant was it in such a spot to

meet with even a few Christian friends to whom we

were known. Two Bristol families, proverbial for

Christian benevolence, agreeably surprised us by

their presence at the inn (Hotel des Swisses). Never

shall we forget the pleasant services we enjoyed in

one of its large upper rooms. In the morning, the

subject of our contemplation was the 8th chapter of

the Romans ; in the evening, the 17th of John, The

fair, paradisaic scenes of Lucerne lose none of their

interest by their association in our minds with the rest

and peace which these services afforded.

Lucerne is renowned for heroic deeds in connexion

with Swiss liberty. Near the town is a huge lion,

carved out of a rock, which represents the Swiss

guards, who died defending the shield of France in

the massacre of 1792. And at the edge of the lake

is a quaint, celebrated bridge, containing on its roof

and sides nearly a hundred pictures.

But what shall we say of the lake ? Looking at it

from the shore at the hotel, it is sheltered on the right

by the tall Pilatus, a large, gloomy mountain, called

after the sinful Governor of Judea ; the seat, it is

imagined, of clouds, and darkness, and fearful hail,

and tempests. Such were the superstitious notions

of even the Government, that until lately the law did

not allow any person to ascend it ! Casting the eyes

from the edge of its summer waters to the summits

of the wintry Alps, the four seasons may be seen

at a glance. Yonder, along the lofty ridges,

are the snows of ages — January, with its frozen

desolation. Just below, where vegetation com

mences, the sear and yellow leaf trembles on the
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stunted wood— such is November, in its faded tints

and deepening decay. Lower down, the violet and

primrose, the harbingers of spring, with orchards and

gardens, are all in bloom — such is April, with its

new-born beauty. Along the bright, shining strand,

the fruits are ripe, the grain in ear — such is June,

in all its fruitfulness and glory. Thus, the twelve

months of the year may be traversed in so many

hours !

But it is the union of what is desolate in the high

er regions with what is verdant and cultivated in the

lower, that lends so great a charm to Lucerne. "It

is upon this," remarks Sir James Mackintosh, " that

its superiority to all other lakes depends. The vast

snow-capped mountains rising on every side, and

closing at the end, with their rich clothing of wood ;

the sweet spots of verdant pasture scattered at their

feet, and sometimes on their breast ; and the expanse

of water unbroken by islands, and almost undis

turbed by any signs of living man, make an impres

sion which it would be foolish to attempt to convey

in words."

Far down the lake, where the waters terminate in

the bay of Uri, there is a region of surpassing

grandeur. Frightful precipices, savage, pathless

headlands, without an inch of ground between, flank,

as with a wall, the lake to its bed, to the depth of

some hundreds of feet. On the east stands the

chapel of William Tell. That memorial of the

hero is built where he escaped from the boat in

which he was being carried prisoner to the dungeon of

Kiissnacht, when a sudden storm on the lake induced

the keeper to remove the irons from his limbs, in
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order that he might avail himself of Tell's skill as a

steersman. The heroic captive, however, deter

mining to avoid a more terrible danger than the

storm, put the helm to port, and sprang to shore.

The view from this spot, with its associations, are

thus described by the last-named author: — "The

combination of what is grandest in nature with what

is sublime in human conduct affected me in this pas

sage along the lake more powerfully than any scene

I had ever witnessed. Perhaps, neither Greece nor

Rome would have had such a power over me. They

are dead. The present inhabitants are a new race,

who regard with little or no feeling the memorials

of former ages The inhabitants of

Marathon or Thermopylse know no more of these

famous spots than that they are so many square feet

of earth. England is too extensive a country to make

Runnymede an object of national affection. This

solitude of the Alps is a sanctuary destined for the

monuments of ancient virtue."

But the chief scene of sublimity is presented

from the far-famed summit of the Riyi. It exceeds

in height the loftiest mountain in Britain more than

six thousand feet ; and commands a wonderful

panorama, extending over a circumference of three

hundred miles ! During the season, as many as

three, and even four hundred visitors, of many lan

guages and lands, make its ascent, that thence, at sun

set and sunrise, they may survey its wonders. But

the Rigi often deceives them. Cloud land will fre

quently close the whole scene against them, giving a

sore disappointment, which they thus curiously

describe :—
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" Nine weary up-hill miles we sped,

The setting sun to see ;

Sullen and grim he went to bed,

Sullen and grim went we.

Seven sleepless hours of night we passed,

The rising sun to see ;

Sullen and grim he rose again,

Sullen and grim rose we."

This, however, is not always the case. At three

and four o'clock in the morning, innumerable Alps

are beheld all kindling into golden splendour, as

the dawning rays of the yet useen orb cover their

snow-clad summits. As the sun rises, forests, hills,

rivers, towns, and villages gradually become revealed.

" But of all features in this wonderful panorama,"

remarks Murray, " the lakes of Lucerne and Zug

are the most striking. The branching arms of the

former extend in so many different directions as

to bewilder one at first ; and both lave the base

of the mountain so closely that the spectator might

imagine himself suspended in the air above them.

The smaller lakes, as seen from the Rigi, look like

pools, and some of them like water spilt upon the

ground."

An incident occurred, whilst leaving Lucerne and

in the neighbourhood of the Rigi, that I shall never

cease to remember with pleasure. All around was

cloud-land and incessant rain. So far as the

wonders of Nature were concerned, we might as

well have been in London or Dublin. In the midst

of drifting wet, and not a little disappointed, our

horses drew up at the door of a small inn, situated in

an obscure country village. Whilst we were waiting,
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a venerable-looking old man came by. I was taken

with his appearance, and entered into conversation

with him. He told me that he had been in many-

wars, having served a soldier under three crowns—

England, France, and Holland ; that in later days he

had been in the service of his own Swiss Canton ;

but now had retired. I replied, "You will soon

want rest ;" and, pointing upwards, added, " I hope

you will enjoy it there'' As these words fell from

my lips, he looked up at me with deepest affection ;

his eye glistened with delight, as he drew from

his bosom a copy of the Bible, saying that even

now he had found its beginning ; Jesus was his

rest and peace ; and he was only waiting the

time of his dismissal hence, that he might have

it more abundantly. How delightful, in such a realm

of material majesty on the one hand, and of moral

gloom and superstition on the other, was such a tes

timony as this ! That aged man was alone, as he

told me, in all that village, in his delight in that

Word which had made him wise to salvation. The

several steps of his conversion were remarkable.

Whilst in London, his officer had given a tract which

led to reflection and anxiety for his soul, which

being known, his benefactor gave him a copy of the

Bible— the same that he had shown me. Having

studied the Scriptures, he left Romanism, and had

ever since enjoyed a good hope through grace. How

truly lovely does Divine grace appear when it warms

and elevates the hopes of the aged and the poor—

filling their minds with sweet serenity and clear con

fidence of heaven and glory ! How precious are the
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words, " I have found that rest in its beginning :

Jesus is my rest and peace !" How little, I reflected,

on departing from this aged disciple, does the Tract

Society know of one-half of the benefits which, under

the Divine blessing, it has conferred upon the souls of

men ! The case of the old Swiss pilgrim, whose lot

is cast beneath the shadow of the Alpine Rigi,

never found its way into the list of fruits usually

recorded in its annual report. I felt, that in the

love he manifested for the Word, and the clear ex

pression of his assurance of faith, I enjoyed far more

profit and delight than had the skies been clear,

and the lands and lakes about Lucerne all spread forth

to my admiring gaze.

§nubu.

" Lake Leman woos me with it* crystal face,

The mirror where the stars and mountains view

The stillness of their aspect in each trace

Its clear depth yields of their far height and hue'

Geneva is a spot I had often desired to see. For

many years the mere mention of Lake Leman, or

Lemanus—for such was the name which the Romans

gave to it — awakened in my mind a deep sense

of desire, mingled with that of sadness. There,

along those classic shores which embrace its clear,

blue wave, I had imagined the somewhat dark

and troubled shades of Rousseau and Voltaire ; and

skirting along the sands at Chillon, I had pictured
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"dungeons deep and cold," with "their dark vaults

and floor so damp." I had heard, as it were, the

groans of the captive, associated with the lone "rip

ple night and day," which on the prison wall chimed

the requiem of his liberty. And mingling with

Chillon's sighs were those of the noble bard himself.

"Who can hear them unmoved ?—

" Clear, placid Leman ! thy contrasted lake,

With the wild world I dwelt in, is a thing

Which warns me, with its stillness, to forsake

Earth's troubled waters for a purer spring.

This quiet sail is as a noiseless wing

To waft me from distraction ; once I lov'd

Tom ocean's roar, but thy soft murmuring

Sounds sweet as if a sister's voice reproved,

That I with stern delights should e'er have been so moved."

Poor, melancholy bard ! Perhaps he thought

of another ocean, on which, having crossed the

few sands of time, he must soon embark. The

soul will sometimes feel its immortality ; and, de

spite the creed of the infidel, manifest signs of

fear and foreboding. Scarcely could anything be

more melancholy than his closing scene, excepting,

perhaps, that of the infidel Shelley, who, it is said,

confessed that he had done all that he could to blot

out the last trace of Christianity from the gifted mind

of Byron. Let us hear him, as he sits in sadness

on the shores of the bay of Naples :—

t' Yet now despair itself is mild,

E'en as these winds and waters are ;

I could lie down like a tired child,

And weep away this life of care,
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Which I have borne, and still must bear,

Till death, like sleep, may steal on me,

And I might feel in the warm air

My cheek grow cold—and hear the sea

Breathe o'er my dying brain its last monotony.''

How different from this is the calm faith of the Chris

tian ! even the humblest and meanest, who, at the last

moment, can confidently say, " I know in whom 1

believed. For me to live is Christ, and to die is

gain. I have a desire to depart to be with Christ,

which is far better."

Anotherremarkable spirit stands associatedwith this

classic lake. It is that of Gibbon, who, on its banks, at

Lausanne, completed his History. " It was on the 27th

of June, 1 787," he says, " that I wrote the last line of

the last page. How do we seem to see him sketch

ing the ruin of the palace of the Csesars, and the

decline of the empire. It is pleasant to reflect,

that now another pen is labouring at a more useful,

if not a more enduring monument of literature,

in the person of D'Aubign£, who is still at his great

task of reproducing the life-like scenes, the nature,

progress, issues, and responsibilities of the Reforma

tion.

The lake itself is of charming extent and variety.

Nearing it, just as you descend the hill to Vevay, on

the road from Berne, its azure expanse opened with

great effect upon our view. On the opposite shore,

the Alps seemed to meet us at our coming. All

on a sudden they revealed themselves in a con

gregated body. They reminded us of a troop of

maidens on a bridal morn ; for the light fleecy clouds

hung modestly and gracefully over their brows in

'
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veil-like beauty, disclosing only parts of their fine,

yet gentle images of loveliness and splendour.

The most wonderful phenomenon on the surface of

the lake is the shadow of Mont Blanc, which falls

from the distance of sixty miles. It is as if Snow-

don cast its image on the waters of Kingstown

bay, or over Sackville-street, or Carlisle-bridge !

Such is the purity of the atmosphere, that, on an

average, sixty times a year that alpine monarch is

visible from Geneva, where his vast piles of ambrosial

ice and snow, as if suspended in the evening heavens,

are clearly seen ; nothing, at sunset, can exceed

their grandeur. No language can express it ; none

can look at it without feeling a deep sense of the great

ness and beneficence of that Being whose workman

ship it is ; and the feeling is strong, that of a long

ing to be nearer to the glory and, as it were, nearer

its Creator.

And what shall we say of Geneva itself? — and

of its time-honoured associations ? Geneva is a name

dear to the Protestant and the Christian. " Placed at

the head of its own placid and beautiful lake," re

marks Mr. Haldane, "where the blue waters of 'the

arrowy Rhone ' rush onwards to the ocean, this free

city, as if designed to be a witness for God against

Popery, whether Ultramontane or Gallican, stood

between the Jura and the Alps, themselves the types

of beauty and sublimity. Within its hospitable gates

were received several of the distinguished French and

Italian families, proscribed for favouring the Refor

mation. It was the city where Knox, with other

British exiles, found an asylum, and whence he im
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ported into his own favoured land that form of

Church government, to which Scotland has so fondly

and firmly adhered. At a later period it welcomed

many of those noble confessors who fled from the

bitter persecutions which both preceded and followed

the revocation of the Edict of Nantes. Geneva was,

indeed, the glory of the Reformation, the battle-field

of light and darkness, the Thermopylse of Protes

tantism, from whose Alpine height the lights of

Gospel truth once streamed athwart the blackness of

Papal superstition." The great Calvin was its chief

citizen. We visited the room in which he died (now

used by The Young Men's Christian Association).

Long did his fine Protestant spirit pervade the

minds of its people. Our own countrymen were

often their debtors : for many were the exiles which,

in the days of English and Scottish persecution, Ge

neva received within its friendly gates.

But melancholy was its decline in religion, when the

infidel Rosseau could tauntingly inquire—" It is asked

of theChurchof Geneva, ifJesus Christ beGod ? They

dare not answer. It is asked if he were a mere man ?

They are embarrassed, and will not say they think so .

A philosopher, with a glance of the eye, penetrates

their character. He sees them to be Arians, Socinians,

Deists; he proclaims it, and thinks he does them

honour. They are alarmed, terrified ; they come

together, they discuss, they are in agitation; they

know not to which of the saints they should turn,

and, after earnest consultations, deliberations, con

ferences, all vanishes in amphigore ; and they neither

say yes nor no. Oh! Genevans, these gentlemen,
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your ministers, in truth are very singular people !

They do not know what they believe, or what they do

not believe. They do not even know what they

would wish to appear to believe. Their only manner

of establishing their faith is, to attack the faith of

others."*

But Geneva has had its revival, which came

instrumentally through the excellent Robert Hal-

dane. " Pointing to a suit of apartments overlooking

the gardens on the Boulevards, to the east of the

Palais plain, and with a southern prospect towards

Savoy and the Alps, and addressing a French pastor,

M. Merle D'Aubigne' exclaimed — ' Viola le bergean

de la Seconde Reformation de Geneve.' There the

students of Divinity were wont to assemble, despite

their irate professor, M. Chenaviere, who was accus

tomed to walk under the shade of the trees on the

Promenade at their hour of meeting, chafing with

indignation at their disregard of his wishes, frowning

on them as they entered Mr. Haldane's door, and

noting down their names. In two spacious saloons,

communicating by folding doors, between twenty and

thirty students were accustomed to sit on chairs

placed on each side of a long table, on which were

laid Bibles, in French, English, German, and other

modem languages, besides the original Greek and

Hebrew. It was as the expositor of the Bible that

Mr. Haldane came, and to no other authority what

soever did he make his appeal." Of the students

that thus met Mr. Haldane, as many as seventeen

were savingly impressed with Divine truth. Among

* Letter of Jean Jacques Rosseau from the Mountains.
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these were the historian D'Aubigne, the excellent

Csesar Malan, Felix Neff, and others of greater

and lesser celebrity. " The Gospel sounded forth

again from Geneva, and its echoes reverberated

through the mountains and valleys of Switzerland,

till, passing the Jura, they are now heard in France,

Belgium, and even in Germany." Thus interesting are

the reminiscences, ancient and modern, of this time-

honoured city.

WestiMt to Wtnxt giant.

' Mont Blanc is the monarch of mouatainH,

They crown'd him long ago,

On a throne of rocks, in a robe of clouds,

With a diadem of snow."

The Vestibulum, as used by the Romans, was one of

its most remarkable forms of architecture. It was

not properly a part of the house, but an empty space

before the gate, through which there was an access

to it. The vestibule of the golden palace (aurea

domus) of Nero was so large that it contained three

porticos, each a mile long, and water like a sea, and-

was surrounded with buildings like a city. It con

tained, also, a statue of himself, of colossal magni

tude, being 120 feet high, with other ornamental

attractions.

We have nothing like this in modern architec

ture. But nature far surpasses art. Mont Blanc

is deservedly known as the monarch of moun

tains. The walls of his palace are without a rival.
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Many of his secret places are as yet unrevealed to

man. How.truly grand is the long, silent vestibule

which, carved out ofmountain and rock for fortymiles,

from Lake Leman to Chamouny, conducts the pilgrim

into the solemn regal presence of Mont Blanc. As

we enter we are reminded of those closing scenes

which lead into eternity. The sense of awe which is

felt on approaching the boundless in nature may

not unnaturally be compared with the feelings we

cherish in regard to what is infinite and eternal.

Time is but a narrow vale, which opens out at last

upon the greatness and grandeur of futurity. It is,

in fact, a mere margin which borders upon untold

discoveries and issues — the preface of that great

volume of immortality which lies open for our inspec

tion and study beyond death and the tomb. Thus life

is unspeakably great, not so much in itself as in its

relations and issues ; for, according as we have

rightly used or abused it, will be our condition,

immutable and immeasurable. How solemn a

thing, then, is it to tread the vestibule of life — the

mere prelude of a greater life to come ! And how

should every man, having the pulse of immortality

within him, take heed to his ways, passing the time

of his sojourning here in fear. How should the

soul—

' Walk thoughtful on the solemn, silent shore

Of that vast ocean she must cross so soon !"

The most frequented way to Mont Blanc lies along

the valley of the Arve, which unites Geneva to Cha
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mouny. In itself it is a scene of wonders, which, if

there were no greater beyond, would afford an ample

reward for the journey. Crossing the Savoy barrier,

and leaving the old watch-making place of Cluses,

the valley becomes exceedingly narrow; in some places

it is straitened in between the waters of the river

and the most stupendous precipices, whose lofty sum

mits here and there overhang the traveller. In some

parts the valley, on both sides, is walled up, to the

height of thousands of feet, by a long and lofty chain

of mountainous rocks, which, in castle-like attitude,

keep guard of the defile. Behind, and overlooking

their ramparts, as if spectators of our progress, are

the tall, snowy Alps themselves.

It is a fine prelude to Mont Blanc. The valley

overlaid with softest verdure, is embellished by flower

ing orchards, gardens, corn fields, and meadows at

the water's edge, which afford a fine contrast to the

overhanging rocks and ice-clad hills. The silence of

the valley would be complete, were it not for the fall

of streams and the hymns of cascades, the gentle

music of which is well fitted to attune the mind

for sublimer scenes and sounds soon to be dis

closed.

Who, that has seen the cascade Arpenaz, can

ever forget it ? Its waters come from a number of

lakes which lie among the Alps. From over their

lofty walls they descend, precipitous, into the under

lying valley. This waterfall, the highest in Sa

voy, has all the appearance of a white bridal veil.

Its shape is extremely graceful, and its termination

half-way down the rock is most remarkable. It
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descends in the form of spray, made white as silver

by the beams of the sun ; it then gathers up its

waters into some ledge or crevice of the precipice,

whence, unseen, it finds its secret way to the river.

There is another cascade in this part of the vale,

whose appearance is that of a long, narrow, fleecy

cloud. There it seems to rest, an object of true

beauty and refreshment, relieving the gloom and

cooling the brows of the tall precipice over which for

ages it has passed. Thus the most cold, and appa

rently the most savage nature may find some object

to sooth it— some means by which feelings of ten

derness may unite themselves with it.

But, passing by Maglan and the beautiful Arpe-

naz, we near the subalpine village of St. Martin's,

where a scene presents itself which thousands my

riads of minds have come to behold. How excit

ing — how truly engrossing is the moment when,

having crossed kingdoms and seas to witness this

greatest of all European mountains, we are on the

very eve of having hope realized or lost ! " On the

Bridge of St. Martin's," says Murray, " is one of the

noblest views in the Alps of Mont Blanc." " Shall

we, or shall we not see him ?" was the question. For

thirteen days he had not been visible to mortal.

We had just turned the last winding headland of

the valley, near to the bridge, when there, in his un

clouded splendour, stood the great mountain ! The

effect cannot be described. The vestibule opened

upon his greatness—a greatness better seen from the

distance than when immediately under him. The

noon-day sun shone fully upon his unclouded, gigan

tic structure. " How sublime ! how majestic ! how



114 A VOICE FROM THE ALPS.

solemn ! how glorious !" were exclamations which

came at once to the mind. But we will not at

tempt to describe him. This much may be said,

that no one can look at Mont Blanc, as we have seen

him, at the bridge of St. Martin's, before you come

to Chamouny, without feeling that the human soul is

capable of impressions infinitely greater than any that

have ever yet possessed it.

Leaving this scene of magnificence, how varied and

how grand is the remaining part of our vestibule,

which brings us to the very presence of the mo

narch ! There are ravines, and chasms, and rocky

slopes, and verdant woods, and steps along which

the Arve rushes as down a mighty staircase, and

soft, rich meadows. There are paths, high and

low, to tread which we shudder with dismay. There

are mountain basins and mountain streams ; and,

coming down from their Alpine beds, are glaciers,

reaching their cold hand of ice and snow into the

very realm of summer. There are gorges, where the

breath of winter ceaselessly dwells, and the reign of

darkness never terminates. There are eminences, from

which are seen from afar Lakes Leman and Annecy,

with the distant range of the Jura mountains. But

we need not describe them. We are now in the pre

sence of the solemn height, the " silent cataracts,"

and the " motionless torrents " of the monarch him

self.
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ffjfe Potrartjj of glmmiaros.

- Above me are the Alps,

The palaces of Nature, whose vast walls

Have pinnacled in clouds their snowy scalps,

And throned eternity in icy halls

Of cold sublimity, where forms and falls

The avalanche—the thunderbolt of snow I

All that expands the spirit, yet appals,

Gather around these summits, as to show

How earth may pierce to heaven, yet leave vain man below."

At Chamouny the eye naturally turns towards Mont

Blanc. There are innumerable other Alps, which,

from their lesser stature and structure, often disclose

their domes, and pyramids of snow, and pinnacles of

ice, when the eye gazes in vain for the summit of

him in whose presence day and night they stand.

His hoary head often lifts itself above the clouds, and

in full communion with the clear azure depths be

yond, when the traveller, who has crossed kingdoms

and oceans for the purpose, cannot discover him. " I

have been here for two long months," remarked an

American gentleman, whom we met in the steamer on

Lake Leman, " and am now about to cross the At

lantic again, and have not seen Mont Blanc." Hence

a sacredness and solemnity rest upon the moments

when, emerging from his retirement, he manifests

his glory. " No man can then look upon him," re

marks Cheever, " without feeling himself a more

responsible being." No printed creed, no catechism

of human compilation could so impress the mind

with the greatness and glory of the Creator. Besides

the immensity and variety of the structure itself,
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Mont Blanc is seventeen thousand feet high ! that

is eight times the height of the loftiest of our Wick-

low hills. Nothing can exceed the first impression

which this stupendous mass makes upon the mind.

Neither frequency nor familiarity can lessen or re

move it. Thus is it not with mere human produc

tions. Thus will it he for ever with all divine dis

closures. None of them will ever weary or exhaust

our powers of admiration.

I have observed that the lovers of nature are like

the lovers of men. They have their chosen ones,

their favourites , We need not cite any living example.

Departed excellence will afford illustration enough.

Some speak of Newton, and Bacon and Locke ;

and very truly say that there is nothing like them.

Others of Milton, and Shakspeare, and Byron ; and

say there is nothing like them. Others—and we are

among their number — of Hall, and Chalmers, and

Foster ; and conclude that there is nothing like

them. These all were great, but dissimilar ; and

thus is it with the glorious natural phenomena.

Some speak of Lebanon — the goodly mountain ;

some of the Greek isles — those stars of the sea.

Some tell of the Grampians — of Snodonia ; of the

tender, bewitching lakes and isles of Killarney; of

Macgillicuddy reeks ; of the lovely Killeries of Gras-

mere ; of Ffestigniog ; of the Trossacs. Of these,

their several admirers declare that they know of no

thing like them. It were sad, indeed, if all were

alike. A vast and endless variety is a law of creation.

The same law is seen in revelation. No two chap

ters of Scripture and no two writers are the

same ; and one apostle differed from another. How
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beautiful the diversity existing between that disciple

whom Jesus loved and the chosen Gentile apostle !

Who does not delight in the characteristic variety

afforded by the Gospel of the one, and the Epistles

of the other ?

And thus to gaze upon the sublime scene at

Chamouny, what other in creation can compare

with it ? We may not wander, in a boat, among

sunny isles, and catch the music of echoing bugles, as

on the "upper lake." We may not see the uncovered

ocean, as at the sublime Killery Bay. We may not

tread over scenes of tenderness and cultivation, as

among our English and Scottish lakes. We may

not drink in the classic lore which shed an enduring

charm along the Greek isles. We may not feel the

awe-subduing love of Lebanon and the Holy Mount.

But, among all these, we look in vain for such com

binations of the beautiful, the sublime, the tender, the

desolate, and the vast, as everywhere abound in the

shadows and along the heights of this monarch moun

tain. Of what other region in this well-furnished

globe could we utter the awe-inspiring hymn of

Coleridge 1 How truly sublime, how unrivalled are

his descriptions of each feature of the dread magni

ficence ! Let those who have read it read it again.

Like the reality it describes, it never wearies — it

cannot satiate :—

: HYMN BEFORE SUNRISE IN THE VALE OF CHAMOUNY.

" Hast thou a charm to stay the morning star

In his steep course ? so long he seems to pause

On thy bald, awful head, 0 Sovran Blanc ?

The Arve and Arveiron at thy base
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Rave ceaselessly ; but thou, most awful form!

Risest from forth thy silent sea of pines,

How silently ! Around thee and above,

Deep is the air, and dark, substantial, black ;

An ebon mass : methinks thou piercest it

As with a wedge ! But when I look again,

It is thine own calm home, thy crystal shrine,

Thy habitation from Eternity !

" 0 dread and silent Mount ! I gazed upon thee

Till thou, still present to the bodily sense,

Didst vanish from my thought : entranced in prayer,

I worshipped the Invisible alone.

" Yet, like some sweet beguiling melody,

So sweet, we know not we are listening to it,

Thou, the meanwhile, wast blending with my thought,

Tea, with my Life, and Life's own secret joy,

Till the dilating soul, enrapt, transfused

Into the mighty vision passing—there,

As in her natural form, swelled vast to heaven !

" Awake, my Soul ! not only passive praise

Thou owest ! not alone these swelling tears,

Mute thanks and secret ecstacy ! Awake,

Voice of sweet song ! Awake, my heart, awake !

Green vales and icy cliffs, all join my hymn.

Thou first and chief, sole Sovereign of the Vale !

O, struggling with the darkness all night long,

And all night visited by troops of stars,

Or when they climb the sky or when they sink ;

Companion of the Morning Star at dawn,

Thyself earth's rosy star, and of the dawn

Coherald ; wake, 0 wake, and utter praise 1

Who sank thy sunless pillars deep in earth ?

Who filled thy countenance with rosy light ?

Who made thee Parent of perpetual streams ?

" And you, ye five wild torrents, fiercely glad !

Who called you forth from night and utter death
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From dark and icy caverns called you forth,

Down those precipitous, black, jagged rocks,

For ever shattered, and the same for ever ?*

Who gave you your invulnerable life,

Your strength, your speed, your fury, and your joy,

Unceasing thunder and eternal foam ?

And who commanded (and the silence came)

Here let the billows stiffen and have rest ?

" Ye ice-falls ! ye that from the mountain's brow,

Adown enormous ravines slope amain—

Torrents, methinks, that heard a mighty Voice,

And stopped at once, amidst their maddest plunge !

Motionless torrents ! silent cataracts ?

Who made you glorious as the Gates of Heaven

Beneath the keen full Moon ? Who bade the Sun

Clothe you with rainbows ? Who, with living flowers

Of loveliest blue, spread garlands at your feet ?

God ! let the torrents, like a shout of nations,

Answer ! and let the ice-plains echo, God !

God ! sing ye meadow-streams with gladsome voice !

Ye pine-groves, with your soft and soul-like sounds !

And they, too, have a voice, you piles of snow,

And in their perilous fall, shall thunder, God !

" Ye living flowers,f that skirt the eternal frost !

Ye wild goats sporting round the eagle's nest !

Ye eagles, playmates of the mountain-storm !

Ye lightnings, the dread arrows of the clouds !

Ye signs and wonders of the elements !

Utter forth God ! and fill the hills with praise !

" Thou, too, hoar Mount, with thy sky-pointing peaks,

Oft from whose feet the Avalanche, unheard,

* Besides the rivers Arve" and Arveiron, which have their

sources in the foot of Mont Blanc, five conspicuous torrents rush

down its sides.

t Within a few paces of the glaciers, the Gentiana Major

grows in immense numbers, with its " flowers of loveliest blue."
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Shoots downward, glittering through the pure serene

Into the depths of clouds that vail thy breast—

Thou too, again stupendous mountain ! thou,

That as I raise my head, awhile bowed low

In adoration, upward from thy base

Slow travelling with dim eyes suffused with tears,

Solemnly seemest, like a vapoury cloud,

To rise before me—rise, O ever rise !

Rise, like a cloud of incense from the earth !

Thou kingly spirit throned among the hills,

Thou droail Ambassador from Earth to Heaven,

Great Hierarch ! tell thou the silent sky,

And toll the stars, and tell yon rising Sun,

Earth, with her thousand voices, praises God !"

But what pen can succeed in taking a true picture

of Mont Blanc 1

" Face to face with the monarch of mountains, and

separated only by the vale of Chamouny, rises the

Breven, to the height of 5,000 feet above the plain,

8,500 above the sea. This mountain, nearly three times

the height of the highest in England, serves only as a

station from which to view its mighty neighbour. From

its summit you look across the intervening vale, and see

the mountain in all its beauty, and horror, and glory,

with its glaciers, its pinnacles, and its snow-fields, spread

out like a map before you ; and by the aid of a glass

you may, when travellers make the ascent, watch the

little black specks moving on the mighty white."

From such an eminence how magnificent the scene !

The mountain itself, with its summit unveiled in the

blue, cloudless sky, appears "like a white throne set

on the earth." The glaciers look like mighty roads

leading up into the mountain's heart, and you might

almost think that you had come upon the old

home of some gigantic extinct race, and saw
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before you the paths ploughed and trodden by

their feet, as they went up into their icy lair. " Say

rather," might some old heathen exclaim, "yonder

glittering pinnacles and silver dome must be the pa

lace of the eternal gods, and those are the footsteps

of the immortals as they mounted to the crystal si

lence of the sky."

There are secret places in this mountain which

belong only to the Creator. There are others to

which man can be admitted only at given periods.

For, were he to go too soon in the season, ere the

avalanches had fallen, or the snows melted, there

is the "death house" to receive his stiffened corpse,

or mangled frame. Far into the heart of the moun

tain, surrounded by mighty glaciers, and magnificent

peaks, there is a little, sheltered rock, where, in the

midst of this sublime desert blooms a garden of beau

tiful flowers. " The excursion to the Jardin," says

Murray, with all the emphasis of unwonted italics, is

" one ofthe most striking in the whole range of the

Alps." But Robert Ferguson adds, " Some part of

the way requires a good head !"

I found it to be even so. Not knowing the back

wardness of the season, or that frightful avalanches

aloft were still waiting for a mere breath to stir them,

or an echo of human voice to bring down desolation

upon the speaker, I was awed into silence and con

sternation, as on the sea of ice, standing on its huge,

stiffened billow, I saw scenes of savage grandeur and

desolate terror, which utterly prevented all farther

approach.

A wondrous sea truly is the Mer-de-glace. Imagine

Dublin Bay at its narrowest breadth shut up seven
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and eight thousand feet high among the summits of

innumerable Alps. Imagine that at some Alpine gap

the waters sought their liberty—that they are now

rushing down in full-grown tide to the under-lying

depths of the valley, when, lo ! on a sudden, they

are met by a storm at their coming, are thwarted,

chafed, and stopped, nay, driven back in wildest

fury, billow after billow rising in wildest dismay.

Imagine that, whilst in this furor, the hand of an

inexorable winter laid hold upon them and made them

rigid, stiff—at rest, as it were, in their maddest rage.

Such for ages — how many who can tell 1 — has been

the Mer-de-glace.

"A wondrous sea it is — whose wreck is of gra

nite, and amid whose scattered heaps you may pick

up rare minerals, brought from unknown and un

trodden heights, as the sea strews upon its beach

strange shells, which no eye may see in their native

depths ! A wondrous sea — in which the rose-leaf

sinks, and upon which the rock rides like a cork,

floating only the higher the huger its mass, as the

shadow of the great rock shields the ice beneath it

from the sun ! Though imperceptibly to the eye,

the tide is ever moving onward ; the sun of summer

quickens its pulse ; the cold of winter retards its

progress, — yet still it never rests ! And at night,

when the mountain life stands almost still — when

its countless little veins are frozen up, and the

murmur of its thousand rills is hushed to rest — the

glacier's giant pulse alone beats heavily and slow.

Yet, though silent and unseen be the progress of the

sea of ice, it is moving with a force which nothing may

resist — bearing along upon its bosom all that meets
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it in its track — polishing, as it passes, the granite

rocks like glass, it holds on its onward course. Mark

yon curious-looking rock going down the stream.

Forbes pictured it years ago, and there it is, as if it

had never stirred from its place. And yet it has

never rested for a moment, day or night. Half a cen

tury ago De Saussure left a ladder high up on the

ice. Forbes lately picked up some of its fragments,

after it hadtravelled downwards some 13, 000 feet. And

it may be, perhaps, along with the minerals and the

fragments of granite carried down from the heights

above, it may bring the bones of some poor wanderer

who perished high up on the mountain, and by the

time that the orphan who mourned for him has be

come a grey-haired man, may lay them in his native

valley at the foot.

" Now let us turn for a moment to the practical

side of the question. The glacier, it seems, is eter

nally moving onwards, and that with a power of

10,000 horse. Here, then, is a great motive force

lying idle—here is a power that requires to be ' taken

up.' Come ! ye hard-headed sons of industry ; Nia

gara is making himself useful — is there no way to

make this Samson work ? If the glacier can lift a

rock, why not a forge-hammer ? — if it can grind

stones to powder, why not spin cotton?"

It was emerging from this scene of desolation into

a house intended for the refreshment of the living

and the reception of the Alpine dead, that, having

nothing but danger menacing a safe return to

Chamouny, I penned in the " visitor's book," sub

stantially, at least, the following entry. It may
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serve as a warning to adventurers, that they go not

before the sun has melted down "destruction's

heights " :—

(copy.)

" I wonder to think of the snow I have passed through, some

times more than knoc-deep, with awful precipices on either side of

my tread ; and to find that I am the first to have ventured to this

scene of awful grandeur this season. How am I menaced with

danger ! The avalanches are falling around me. Their thunder

is on every hand. Across the path which I have trod, a whole

strip of pines, on the side of the mountains, has been completely

torn away, leaving only a few feet of their mangled stems, giving

the aspect of a lone, desolate charnel-ground, covered with me

morials of ruin and decay. I now know why among these Alps

there are " houses of refuge," used sometimes as temporary vaults,

in which the stiffened bodies of unfortunate travellers are depo

sited. This is a solemn situation. I never more felt how entirely

I am surrounded by the power and presence of the Divine Being,

than in this scene of stupendous sublimity and awful grandeur j

itself surrounded b}' scenes of wilder horrors, and more savage

solitude. How far do I feel from the land of my home and

from the members of the flock. Ah ! who can tell whether we

shall ever kneel together again at the throne of grace on earth,

or mingle again in the sanctuary of prayer ? Whole kingdoms,

and seas, and these mountains are between us. Yet is the mercy-

seat near. How blessed to be at peace with the Father in heaven,

and in such a scene to rely afresh on the merits of Jesus. 0, Cal-

• vary, how precious also are my thoughts of thee ! From thee

the river of salvation flows as through a vale of peace, and thy

righteousness is plentiful and continuous as the waves of the sea.

At all times there is but a step between us and death. But

here in this realm of danger the solemn truth is felt. Here

are icy seas — and precipices fearful to look upon — into which

one slip of the tread on the trackless snow may plunge me.

Though on an eminence of 7,000 feet, there are above me glaciers,

and snow-clad pinnacles, towering on their alpine walls, beyond
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the height of as many thousand more. Forcibly, indeed, am I

reminded of the solemn words of the poet :—

" ' Lo ! on a narrow neck of land,

'Twist two unbounded seas I stand ;

Yet how insensible I

A moment's time, a point in space,

Removes me to yon heavenly place,

Or shuts me up in hell !'

" Of the thousands who visit this spot how few it is to be feared

ponder the sentiments of truth and solemnity which these lines

describe.

(Signed) " J. Denham Smith,

" Kingstown, Dublin.

" June 2nd, 1S53."

And now that I had ventured, how enlarged are

my ideas of Alpine nature ! — how awed my spirit at

the remembrance of Him whose works, in all their

diversified forms, are but reflections of His justice

and His love!

But how changed was the scene ! What pen can

describe the peaceful serenity of the evening that

followed 1 As darkness gradually fell from the wings

of night, the stars came forth by degrees, a great

multitude. They looked like golden coronets on the

lofty brows of the Alps. The moon looked down

upon the splendour she had given, and seemed to

share the admiration which her silent footsteps along

the heavens caused on the earth. Did the dark my

thology of paganism still obtain, I could fancy the

spirits of other worlds walking along the silvery peaks

that overhung the vale, comparing the wonders of

this orb with those of others, whence they had come.

But Scripture, and not mythology, does tell us that
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they minister to such as ourselves, and that they

may, therefore, be spectators of the same scenes of

nature and providence. Directing my looks towards

the star-spangled heavens, I could not fail to ask if

any of their tenants looked down that night upon us ?

With the poet, I sent forth to their far thrones

thoughts of inquiring admiration, asking—

" 0, sacred stars of evening, tell

In what unseen celestial sphere

The spirits of the perfect dwell,

Too pure to live in sadness here.

" Roam they the crystal fields of light,

O'er paths like these by mortals trod—

Their robes with heavenly lustre bright,

Their home the Paradise of God ?

" Souls of the just!—and may you soar

Amid those radiant spheres sublime,

Where countless hosts of heaven adore,

Above these bounds of earth or time ?

" Oh ! who would heed the chilling blast

That blows o'er time's eventful sea,

If bid to hail, its perils past,

The bright wave of immensity ?

" And who the sorrows would not bear

Of such a transient world as this,

When hope displays, beyond its care,

So large an entrance into bliss ?"

But to turn again to Mont Blanc. How profuse

of life are even his desolate heights ! Byron has

said :—

" No insect's wing

Flits o'er the herbless granite."
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" But the brothers Schlagentweit," remarks Fergu

son, " give a very different account. On the contrary,

there are five kinds of spiders at the height of

10,000 feet, eight spiders and thirteen beetles at

8500 ; and the most curious circumstance is, that

they are invariably black, even in the case of the

species which is usually bright. What, then, is

the reason ? — for nature never works without a

cause. Is it in order that the birds which feed

upon them may lose no time in searching for their

prey among the snow, in situations where it must of

necessity be scarce ? Or rather is it not—black being

the colour which absorbs in greatest degree the rays

of the sun — in order to keep them warm in their

icy home 1 And they need it all, too — the insects

that are frozen every night to sleep, and thawed up to

breakfast by the morning sun ! But the reader

will be surprised to hear of other inhabitants of

those Alpine heights The

spider—a climber by profession—is the insect found

at the greatest elevation ; for though Mr. Fellowes,

when upon the very summit, saw a butterfly floating

upon the wind above his head, it appeared to be

merely in transitu—flying over the garden wall. Ah !

poor butterfly — was it instinct told thee of Italian

flowers across the Alps ? But thou didst not wisely

selectt he pass ! Among animals, the chamois is, of

course, the highest climber, attaining the height of

10,500 feet. The fox, however, which is found at

the height of 10,000, is not far below him."

These are living wonders. But far down in

the surrounding vales there are others of a dif

ferent kind :—young rivers in their infancy — the
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Arveiron, the Rhone, and the Rhine, all prattling of

life and liberty, as they emerge from the snow and

ice-beds of their nativity ; corn fields, gardens, and

orchards, with various summer fruits, overhung by

the realms of winter ; beautiful pasturages, scooped

out of rocks, whose heights are covered with

forests of pine, and sprinkled over with flowers of

every form and hue. But we need not enlarge—

the scene is endless. Farewell to Chamouny !—fare

well to Mont Blanc ! How solemn is the remem

brance of their beauty and sublimity !—and how hu

miliating, too ! — for, like a multitude of others, we

have looked where millions have looked before us,

and where millions still will look who have known,

and will know nothing of us. How is pride thus

humbled ; and vanity and egotism, how are they laid

in the dust ! The wave of time will close in upon

us, as it has done with thousands of other spectators—

close in as the tide of the sea closes in upon the stone

dropped on its surface, or as its waters resume their

course after the unseen touch of the wing of some

sea-bird has been upon their plastic wave. Such was

the feeling mingling with my last impressions of

Mont Blanc.
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Crossing % gJps.

" Ask the swain

Who journeys homeward from a summer day's

Long labour, why, forgetful of his toils

And due repose, he loiters to behold

The sunshine gleaming, as through amber clouds,

O'er all the western sky I Full soon I ween

His rude, expressive, and untutored air,

Beyond the power of language, will unfold

The forms of greatness smiling at his heart,

How glorious I how commanding I"

AKEK8IDE.

The poorest and humblest of men will, at times, fall

into secret meditation, whilst gazing upon the more

striking instances of created splendour. This is the

case even where the relation between external nature

and themselves has never been philosophically ex

plained. Emotions may be awakened, telling them,

without voice or language, that they are capable of

greater impressions and pursuits than those which

ordinarily engross them ; and that there exists a

nobler life than that which they ordinarily lead.

How may the traveller feel this who wends his

way over the Alps into cisalpine or transalpine lands.

Sublime and comprehensive is their physical relation

ship ! A mere glance on the geography of our globe

will show that the Creator, as if by design, has

thrown a great rocky girdle, made up of alps,

around its circumference. That girdle runs along

the region to which we have come. The Alps are

united to " the noble Pyrenean range, on the one

hand, and on the other, first, with the Tyrol and

Styrian Alps, then the Carpathian; then the ranges
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of the Epirus and Macedonian mountains ; and

beyond them again, the Caucasus, the Taurus, and,

last of all, the mighty Himalaya." Thus highly

are they related. As we stand in their midst, or

cross their summits, how ennobling and enlarging is

the bare imagination. For aught we can tell,

they may lend a connexion with other orbs; for

"when the rounded edge of our planet roughens,

as it turns up Switzerland and Savoy, the astronomer

of another sphere may look out for the white moun

tains of our earth ;" and by this means of recognition,

mark its course in the heavens, and meditate, if

known to him, its wondrous history and destiny.

But now let it be imagined that the snows are too

deep for most of the other gateways over the Alps ;

and that having returned from Chamouny to Ge

neva, and gone from Geneva to Chambery, thence

along the valley of the Arc, we are now at the foot

of the great Mont Cenis. Let it be imagined that

we are drawn upwards and onwards by seventeen

horses and mules ; and that we have before us a

twelve hours' climbing and descending over a height

whose distance from side to side, at its base, is only

about seven of our English miles. Such will be the

length of the rail which will soon penetrate into

Italy, through the very heart of the Alps !

At the time of commencing the ascent, we leave

the fertile vales of Savoy, enjoying the height of sum

mer; as we rise, however, in the ascent, we soon

enter December. Snow and ice everywhere abound.

The period during which we were crossing was in

every respect favourable. As we commenced, even

ing gave to the snow-clad summits above us, and
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the underlying valleys behind us, an aspect of great

loveliness and splendour. The setting orb shed

his glory along the hoary peaks, which looked like

islands of gold resting in an ocean of blue. At

such times, the Alps look supernatural, reminding

one of—

" The sapphire throne, the living blaze,

Where angels tremble as they gaze."

As we proceeded, the glory of the sun was

followed by that of the moon and stars. Crossing

the Alps at midnight can better be imagined than

described. But the crowning scene was that which

opened with the dawn of twilight, and the gor

geous tints and hues of sunrise. What pen can

delineate the beauty, the splendour, and the solemnity

of the sun's first dawn ? In all ages the painter has

dipt his pencil in its colours. Many and diversified

are the scenes of its presence :—

" It sheds its holy light

O'er dim and dying eyes ;

'Tis calmly smiling where

The wayworn pilgrim lies.

" Through painted Gothic pane

Its rich deep lustre falls,

And struggles through the bars

Of gloomy prison walls.

" It streams in lordly hall,

Where pride and beauty dwell ;

It glads the wilderness,

And lingers in the dell.
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" It bathes in ocean deep

With freedom uncontrolled,

Until the mighty waves

Roll out like molten gold.

" Its rosy light is o'er

These frozen Alpine snows,

Where, like a mighty flood,

The golden radiance flows."

Many were the objects of interest which daylight

disclosed. How solemn, among the frozen summits

and wintry deserts, did the Houses of Refuge appear.

Twenty-six in number, they were erected to afford a

shelter for the living, and a place of deposit for the

dead. The.stiffened corpse, whom the cold, or hun

ger, or age, or the avalanche had made such, is there

taken in, until owned by those to whom it was re

lated. How humane is this ! Man desires not iso

lation even in the grave. " When our kindred die,

we wish them to lie near where we are ; and

when we anticipate our own death, we like the

thought of being gathered to our fathers, and of

sleeping side by side with those who were our com

panions in life. It is true that, as far as the feeling-

less bodies are concerned, it matters not where we are

laid. But there are cases in which feeling carries it

over cold reason ; and this is one of them." To the

true Christian it matters not where he dies, or where

he is interred— it may be far away among savage

strangers, or unseen amidst Alpine snow, or deep

down amidst the caverns of the ocean — he will be

sure of a reunion with all other Christians at the

resurrection of the just. Yet is there something in
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expressibly pleasant in the prospect of sleeping with

those who sleep in Jesus, and of meeting early their

joyful salutation on that solemn morning, when—

" Opening graves shall yield their charge,

And dust to life awake !''

Who can tread this Alpine pass without feeling

that man is not the creature of a day, but that what

he sees will hold him to be a more responsible being

for having seen them. Amidst these symbols of

decay to which we have referred, are those of life and

beauty. Like stars on the face of a frozen sea, are

flowers innumerable, which bloom in great profusion.

Only the Divine Being could keep watch over them

there. Turning aside from the road, I once and

again ventured into a region of ice-waste and snow,

that I might take them in my hand. How beauti

ful their colours ! — and beautiful, too, the words

which the fair, gentle poet has uttered to describe

them :—

" Meek dwellers 'mid yon terror-stricken cliffs !

With brows so pure, and incense-breathing lips,

Whence are ye ? Did some white-winged messenger,

On Mercy's missions, trust your timid germ

To the cold cradle of eternal snows ?

Or, breathing on the callous icicles,

Bid them with tear-drops nurse ye ?

" Tree nor shrub

Dare that drear atmosphere ; no polar pine

Uprears a veteran front ; yet there ye stand,

Leaning your cheeks against the thick-ribbed ice,

And looking up with brilliant eyes to Him

Who bids you bloom unblanched amid the waste

Of desolation. Man, who, panting, toils
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O'er slippery steeps, or, trembling, treads the verge

Of yawning gulfs, o'er which the headlong plunge

Is to eternity, looks shuddering up,

And marks ye in your placid loveliness—

Fearless, yet frail—and, clasping his chill hands,

Blesses your pencilled beauty. 'Mid the pomp

Of mountain summits rushing on the sky,

And chaining the rapt soul in breathless awe,

He bows to bind you drooping to his breast,

Inhales your spirit from the frost-winged gale,

And freer dreams of heaven."*

Thus there are few scenes of desolation but pos

sess some alleviating features. The coldest human

heart has a fire-place within which may only need

a careful stirring. The darkest night of some sor

row-stricken hearth hath its pale, comforting star of

hope and sympathy. The most corrupt Church, as

in the case of Pascal, Anselm, and others, has its

true believers. As isles of loveliness stud the waste

of ocean, and as these flowers bloom on the verge of

eternal snow, so do the fairest virtues of our nature

dwell and reign tindecaying, surrounded by the cor

ruptions of an evil heart, and lodged in a body of sin

and death.

But passing by these gems of natural charm and

beauty, how, in crossing the Alps at Mont Cenis,

are we reminded of the vanity of worldly greatness

and ambition. In the ninth century, Charlemagne

crossed with his army : and, in modern days, Napo

leon did the same. The vast, gigantic masonry of

the road by which we descend into Italy was con

structed by him. It is " a monument to the genius

* Mrs. Sigourney.
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of the imperial road-maker," and reminds us that

he who could overcome the obstacles of a passage

over mountains and rocks, could not rule the pride

and lust of his own will. Both of the great men

named are gone, and these places of their fortitude

and skill which once knew them, will know them no

more. Thus is it with all human glory.

And now descending the pass, how changed is the

scene which opens on the traveller ! The magnifi

cent Rochemelon, a stupendous Alp, stands un

covered before him, with every form of vale, and

wood, and river, and ravine, and cultivated grounds,

spread around its gigantic base. Beyond are the

great plain of Mont Cenis, the beautiful valley of

Novalese, the corn-fields of Susa, and the goodly

plains of Piedmont.

And having entered Italy by way of Susa and

Turin, what remains but that we record our deep

sense of the Divine preservation. We shall do

so in the words of one who crossed Mont Cenis

before us. It was in regard to its perilous heights,

and after having encountered, first, a dreadful snow

storm in their midst, and afterwards a deadly ma

laria in Italy, and almost shipwreck on the waters of

Genoa, that Addison composed his beautiful ode.

It indicates a memory of the Divine care, and breathes

a spirit of gratitude which we would make our

own :—

" How are thy servants blest, 0 Lord !

How sure is their defence 1

Eternal wisdom is their guide—

Their help, omnipotence.
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" In foreign realms and lands remote,

Supported by thy care,

Through burning climes they pass unhurt,

And breathe in tainted air.

" Thy mercy sweetens every soil,

Makes every region please ;

The hoary Alpine hills it warms,

And smooths the boisterous seas.

" From all my griefs and straits, 0 Lord!

Thy mercy sets me free ;

Whilst in the confidence of prayer

My heart takes hold on thee.

" In midst of dangers, fears, and death,

Thy goodness I'll adore ;

And praise thee for thy mercies past,

And humbly hope for more.

" My life, while thou preserv'st my life,

Thy sacrifice shall be ;

And oh may death, when death shall come,

Unite my soul to thee !"
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CHAPTER III.

THE YAUDOIS VALLEYS.

" Land where religion sanctifies the vale,

Smiles on the grove, and triumphs o'er the hill,

Lifting the sufferers to the realms above i

Thy lowliest home, thy mountain's meanest rill,

The soul with themes of deep reflection fill.

'* 'Tis here the martyr's dust, the patriot's worth,

Have hallowed every rood of native earth ;

Inspires what their pure faith alone inspires—

A strength which, like yon Alps, when storms rush forth,

Defies the blast, as their immortal sires

Defied of yore the Inquisi'■oriul fires."

We now cast our contemplations over one of the

sublimest realms in nature, with its still more sub

lime moral and religious associations. It is, in

deed, a pleasurable duty to trace out the locality and

describe the features of the venerated land of the

Vaudois. It is laid in the lowermost division of the

great Cottian Alps, and constitutes the north-west

corner of Italy. Overlooking its seclusion are two of

the loftiest mountains of Europe — Mont Viso and

Monte Genevere. On its east lies the great plain

of Piedmont ; on its west, the lofty border-mountains

of Dauphiny in France. Thus great are the imme

diate physical relationships of its subalpine valleys.

I had long felt a desire to behold the lone solitude and
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desolate grandeur of the Cottian Alps. As a lover

of nature, I had pictured to my mind their unrivalled

magnificence. As a child of our Protestant faith, I

had often lingered over the story of a people who for

ages preserved, in their mountain refuge, the lamp

of truth, when it had become obscured or extinguished

in other lands.

Looking at those Alps from a distance, as they are

approached from Mont Cenis, or the south, they ap

pear like a band of mighty brothers, who, in their

congregated attitude, are holding calm, close commu

nion with each other. The shoulder of one great

Alp appears to lean directly against that of another ;

but a day's journey into their midst will soon dis

cover that their contact is not so close as it appears ;

that far down between them there are deep gorges,

cold and dark, and awful chasms, into which

the breath of summer never ventures, and the light

of day never penetrates. Long winding paths may

here and there be entered, which disclose scenes of

unutterable terror. Above are the Alps, untrodden by

human footsteps, unread by the human mind. Yon

der, giving to the hills the voice of thunder, rolling

from peak to peak, in awe-inspiring majesty, falls the

avalanche of snow. Deep laid in the underlying

ravine, are waters untraceable and incalculable, the

meet abode of solitude and gloom. All around, as if

coming down to forbidden depths, are mountain

torrents—

" Stopped at once, amidst their maddest plunge,

Motionless torrents, silent cataracts."

And yet, embosomed amidst these savage wonders—
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like beauty sleeping in the lap of terror — are soft,

rich spots, such as our Protestant valleys. They

are lovely in themselves, but more so in contrast with

the hoary desert whose solitudes they fill. They are

among the chief embellishments and adornings of

that great stony girdle of the globe to which we

have referred. They lend to it—

" The power, the beauty, and the majesty

That have their haunts in dale and piny mountain—

Of forest, by slow stream or pebbly spring,

Or chasms, or watery depths."

How delightful is it to tread this palace of nature !

for its storied and heroic memorials are truly great,

and contain, for all ages, an undying influence.

Apostolic truth and mediseval Christian nonconfor

mity found within its sublime mountain-walls a refuge

and a sanctuary. Those walls are written over with

deepest meaning. They once resounded to the sim

ple hymns of primitive believers and the glad strains

of Gospel love, as they fell from the lips of the first

Evangelists. We need not look around for material

carving and enrichment, as in other palaces—on mar

ble or stone, or for pictorial designs on tapestry or

canvas. There are mighty moral associations which

linger along the rocks and in the cave, along the se

questered glen, and in the deep desolate gorge of

separated mountains.

Other palaces, whose regal halls were once adorned

with arras, and velvet, and cloth of gold, and paint

ings, and history imaged on stone, whose aisles and

corridors once resounded to the footsteps of kings

and nobles, are wasting to decay. The proud towera
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of Babylon are laid low in desolation — the walls of

Jerusalem (that once favoured and beautiful city) are

in the dust—the regal abode of the Csesars is a ruin—

the gorgeous temples of the East are crumbling to

desolation ; but these sublime Alpine walls, the once

honoured home and refuge of our faith, are reserved

from all such wasting and decay. They show no

marks of decrepitude, and their lofty peaks are

crowned and covered with historic memories and holy

Christian associations, which shed upon the mind

that sees them unspeakable solemnity and joy.

And now hail to the memory of that people whose

undying influence meets us at our coming ! Hail

to those old heights where, for a thousand years

and more, as in a mighty casket, they preserved

the priceless jewel of Divine Truth. At first sight

we marvel greatly at that preservation. For the

valleys contain no walled towns or cities, no warlike

fortifications, no traces of military embankments, no

dilapidated walls, no " ivy-mantled towers," no ram

parts on the hills, reared by the wealth, and power,

or pride of man.

Would we know what was the means of their pre

servation ? We must speak to the earth, and it will

teach us. We must speak to those innumerable

masses of shapeless, overhanging rocks, with their

seas of ice, and barrier lakes which unite them, and

they will tell us. " The bounds of their habitation

were fixed" when the Divine Being "formed the

strength of the hills." Their defence was the

munition of rocks. No emotion can be too great

or too profound with which to gaze on such stupen

dous benefactors. They are clothed in history with

a sublimity greater than their own.
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Looking at them thus, they seem to conduct our

minds into the secret of their very creation— for,

going back, as it were, to everlasting, we seem to

know why they were made. The human mind,

unlike all other forms of terrestrial existence, can, in

its mysterious exercises, go back, not only to the past

ages in time, but to those of eternity also, and there,

through the means of Revelation, read the secrets of

the Divine purposes.

Do we ask why those scenes of majesty and ter

ror 1 — why those deep enscrapements on the moun

tain ?—why those awful mountain gorges, stopped far

up in their course by barriers of eternal ice and over

hanging snow ? — why those seas of ice, with their

billows taken at their maddest plunge, and made

fast by the inexorable hand of winter? — and why

have—

" Mountains fallen,

Leaving a gap in the clouds, and with the shock

Rocking their Alpine brethren ; filling up

The ripeg reen valleys with destruction's splinters ;

Damming the rivers with a sudden dash,

Which crush'd the waters into mist, and made

Their fountains find another channel"?

If any one reason may preponderate over others, it

is ours—for this sublime realm was not given to our

world for the generation of tourists merely, nor for

the mere enjoyment of the adventurous traveller, nor

for the mere recreation or advantage of the poet and

philosopher ; nor was it made to stay the march of

armies, to curb the lust of war, to define the bounds

of empire, to try the might, feed the ambition, or

stay the flight of kings. Far nobler in the history of
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human nature has been its mission ; more illustrious

far has been its use. The annals of the Vaudois

Alps are not simply European, but world-wide, in

their interests and their issues. How plainly are

they told by the Vaudois fathers and confessors

themselves, in that beautiful and life-like hymn which

the loved genius of the bard has placed on their

venerated lips, every line of which affords a truthful

revelation of their indebtedness and ours to their elect

Alpine abodes :—

" For the strength of the hills we bless Thee,

Our God—our fathers' God !

Thou hast made Thy children mighty

By the touch of the mountain sod.

Thou hast fixed our ark of refuge

Where the spoiler's foot ne'er trod :

For the strength of the hills we bless Thee,

Our God—our fathers' God.

" We are watchers of a beacon,

Whose light can never die ;

We are guardians of an altar

Midst the silence of the sky.

The rocks yield founts of courage,

Struck forth as by Thy rod :

For the strength of the hills we bless Thee,

Our God—our fathers' God.

" For the dark resounding cavern,

Where Thy still small voice is heard ;

For the strong pines of the forest,

That by Thy breath are stirred ;

For the storm, on whose free pinions

Thy spirit walks abroad :

For the strength of the hills we bless Thee,

Our God—our fathers' God.
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" The royal eagle darteth

On his quarry from the heights,

And the stag that knows no master,

Seeks there his wild delights.

But we for Thy communion

Have sought this mountain sod ;

For the strength of the hills we bless Thee,

Our God—our fathers' God.

" The banner of the chieftain

Far, far below us waves ;

The war-horse of the spearman

Cannot reach these lofty caves ;

The dark cloud wraps the treshold

Of freedom's last abode :

For the strength of the hills we bless Thee,

I Our God—our fathers' God.

" For the shadow of Thy presence

Eound our camp of rock outspread ;

For the stern defiles of battle,

Bearing record of our dead ;

For the snows, and for the torrents ;

For the free heart's burial sod :

For the strength of the hills we bless thee,

Our God—our fathers' God."

On the way from Mont Cenis, and about half a

day's journey near the Valleys, stands the subalpine

capital — the stately Turin. We shall describe its

present remarkable interest when we come to consider

the subject of Vaudois Italian Keformation. Passing,

then, for the present, this city of the Dora, and also

the rather melancholy-looking town of Pignerol, we

shall enter the Valleys. They lie among the Alps, in

the form of a triangle, the apex of which significantly

points towards the Italian peninsula and its gloomy
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Papal capital. They contain a population of about

23,000, the great majority of whom are Protestants.

Our description will commence with—

At the very gateway of this subalpine valley, there

stands in its centre a fine lofty mountain, which

affords a magnificent panorama of objects a hundred

miles distant. At its base, and along the Valleys,

are gardens, and orchards, and vineyards innumer

able. Beyond them the lofty Envers lift up their pa

triarchal heads, as if in silent admiration of the scenes

they overlook. Far off in the south is the glittering

summit of Mont Viso, majestically rising behind

and above innumerable Alps which intervene. A

more beautiful object can scarcely be imagined, when

the sunlight is playing upon his head.

In an opposite direction is the great Mont Cenis.

Towards the east lies stretched out in the distance

the goodly plain of Piedmont, dotted over far and

near with towns and cities, including not only Turin,

but the far off Milan ; whilst here and there, like

threads of polished silver on a carpet of emerald, are

its oft-winding national rivers, with their tributary

streams.

Leaving this eminence, the valley enters the parish

of St. John, where, along its level, it is covered with

rich, beautiful meadow land, whose sod, not unlike

parts of Somerset and Devon, appears to have re

mained unbroken for ages. What has been said of

that region which lies between the Alps and the

Jura, describes with equal justness this spot of rural
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security and pastoral beauty. " It, perhaps, more than

any other portion of Europe resembles the English

plains. Here are the same rich fields, the same smooth,

ever verdant meadows, the same prevalence oforchards,

gardens, and fruit trees ; the same beautiful hedge

row timber, the same spread of the cottages of the

poor, in fearless security, at a distance from the vil

lages. In Spain, Portugal, and elsewhere, experienced

insecurity has compelled the cultivators to take refuge

in walled villages, and the shelter of mutual protec

tion. . . The most ardent imagination, however,

fraught with the richest stores of poetical imagery,

can conceive nothing approaching to the beauty of

the scenery. Presenting often in a single landscape

every gradation of vegetation, from the sakifrages and

mosses, which nestle in crevices of rocks on the verge

of perpetual snow, to the olive and the vine, which

flourish amidst the balmy breezes of the Mediterranean

sea, it exhibits the varied features which characterize

similar lofty ranges in other parts of the world; but

to them it has added a charm which is peculiarly its

own._ . . .

"The charm of cultivated scenery has been diffused

into the wildest recesses of savage nature. The

smiling cottage, the shaven green, the flowering

orchard, are to be seen on the verge of perpetual de

solation ; the glacier bounds the corn field ; the mea

dow is carved out of the rocks ; and, by a peculiarity

which belongs only to Alpine nature, the extremes of

sterility and riches, of amenity and grandeur, of

beauty and sublimity are brought into close proximity

with each other. Nooks and dells, beautiful as fai

ryland are embosomed in its most rugged and gi-

L
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gantic elevations. The roses and myrtles bloom, un-

chilled, on the verge of the avalanche."*

It is not uncommon, within the same enclosure

to behold, first, along the hedgerows the fine, tall,

grown walnut trees ; then the mulberry, in long,

straight lines across the field, with intervening rows

of well-trained vines ; whilst beneath their several

foliage is a luxuriant growth of corn. These trees

cast no injurious shade. The sky is Italian, and the

sun finds a path for its rays beneath each wide-spread

ing bough. Thus is it with the subalpine field ; but

along the ridges of the hills the ice and snow of winter

look down upon trees ripe with cherries, and beds of

strawberries fit for gathering.

Dwelling amidst this first spot in our Valleys, is

a population of 2,500 souls, the majority of whom

are the free-born children of Scriptural enlighten

ment and freedom.

In the heart of this valley is La Tour, the village

capital of the Vaudois. It contains 500 of a rural

population. Hail to its heroic memory. It is

situated at the base of the bold rock of Castleuzzo,

at one time the last refuge of Vaudois freedom. Its

rocky eminences, which rather engage the mind than

the eye, are all more or less baptized with the blood

of martyrs. It is on account of this time-honoured

rampart that La Tour enjoys the distinguished de

signation of " the Lacedamen of the Valleys."

The present interest of the Vaudois capital is

great. We can only name its beautiful chapel, with

its large and enlightened congregation ; the normal

* Alison's History.
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training-school, with its fine staff of young men ; the

schools for children, who in large numbers flock for

instruction ; the academic institute, with its devoted

band of students for the ministry ; and its pro

fessors, to whom we were introduced by notes of

recommendation by Drs. Merle D'Aubign6 and Csesar

Malan.

No one can overestimate the importance of these

institutions. From what is at present transpiring in

Italy their value to that laud alone is truly great. A

freer and riper age, which, notwithstanding present

gloom may yet come, will, doubtless, place them

among the chief means of its production. Over the

Valleys, with their 23,000 souls, they exercise an

untold amount of moral and social advantage.

In keeping with the rural simplicity of La Tour,

and the humble condition of the Vaudois is the

unpretending character of the Inn. It bears no

resemblance to the palace-like hotels of the " Three

Kings " at Basle, the " Three Crowns " at Vevay,

or "the Swiss" at Lake Lucerne; yet its simple,

suitable fare may] yield to the Christian pilgrim a

large degree of genuine comfort and contentment,

whilst it serves as the centre to a scene, the peculiar

interest and charm of which can nowhere else be

found.

Seldom is scenery subject to greater change than

in the Valley Lucerne. Now we gaze upon a region

of cultivation, with corn-fields, and vineyards, and

orchards ; and now upon a realm of unmixed sterility,

or of frozen desolation. Here you walk over a soft,

verdant glade, with single trees, and mountain-

streams, and banks of lavender in its midst. Else
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where, and in a moment, we alight upon masses of

stones, the remains of some mountain rock fallen to

destruction. At Prali, and around it, we have am

ple illustration of these ever-varying features. Along

its heights are twelve lakelets, which fill the solitude

of their Alpine desert.

It was in the midst of this region that Leidet,

of heroic memory, pursued his ministerial labours.

His life was one of great usefulness. His death was

akin in its interest to that of Huss and Jerome.

We are told by his historian, that after having been

found at his devotions under a solitary rock, he

was seized, conveyed to his Inquisitors, and, without

trial or examination, consigned to execution. His

treatment was cruelty itself. Taken by an armed

force to the Duke of Savoy, then residing at An-

grogna, he was shut up in the towers of his palace,

where he continued for several months, existing

on bread and water, so heavily loaded with fetters

that he could not lie down The

monks, who incessantly attacked him on the subject

of his religion, determined that he should either re

nounce his doctrines, or die as an example to others.

Their arguments and threats were in vain. The

auditor Salvay pronounced the fatal sentence, which

Leidet heard with feelings of marked composure and

resignation. On quitting his prison for the fatal

spot, he calmly said, " This day brings me double

deliverance ; it releases my body from captivity, and

my soul from its corporeal prison ; it breaks my

earthly bands, and gives me an inheritance with the

saints in light—those who, through much tribulation,

inherit the kingdom of heaven." He mounted the
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scaffold with a holy joy and invincible resolution,

despising alike the pardon offered him on condition

of apostasy, and that death which his enemies had

surrounded with additional terrors. "At the foot of

the scaffold he prayed with such fervor," says the

same authority, " and with such an expression of

calm resignation in his features, that even those most

familiar with such spectacles were deeply affected by

his language and manner." His last words were,

" Into thy hands, O God, I commit my spirit."

Even the monks, who had never left him from the

day of his imprisonment, and were now witnesses of

his martyrdom, confessed that he had died like a

saint.*

" In his calm look, where heaven's pure light was shed,

They saw no fear—no recreant symptoms read,

Nor passing trait of sordid earth could trace ;

But in the pale repose that lit his face

There shone that placid light—those tints that lie

Like Hope entranced on summer's evening sky ;

That softened radiance which the sunset flings

O'er the fair frame-work of terrestrial things ;

That glory which, withdrawn from human eyes,

Sets with the promise of a brighter rise !

Nor Papal curse nor torture could control

His mind's deep majesty. Faith on Ms soul

Spread forth her shadowless, her sunny wing,

And from the spoiler plucked the dreaded sting."

And now passing Villar and Bobbi—a spot memo

rable in Vaudois history—and the well-known Bridge

of Subiesque, the scenery changes from the beautiful

to the sublime, and even to the awful. The valley

• MS. Biography of " David Mondon, Capitaine Vaudois."
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contracts into a narrow strip, then disappears.

Thence, up the stupendous French boundery, there

is " nothing but deep, and apparently unfathomable

ravines, in which lie the channels of the head-streams

of the Pelice and its highest confluent, overhung by

masses of rocks. "There is not," remarks Dr.

Baird, "in all the Alps a region more grand or

imposing." But, crossing the mountains, the eye

alights upon—

%\t JWkg of gora.

This is the smallest of the Protestant Valleys,

but by no means the least interesting. It is some

thing to think that there, amidst its wild mountain

solitudes, in the dark ages, the memorable words

were uttered by its brave, defenceless people— ut

tered in the hearing of priestly inquisitors — " We

prefer death a thousand times to the Mass, since you

have never been able to show that Jesus Christ and

his Apostles celebrated it. If, after burning our

houses, you should cut down our trees, our Heaven

ly Father will be our provider." Noble sentiments

these, spoken in the face of that papal midnight

which rolled its thunders everywhere around them.

This one utterance endears Rora to the Protestant

heart and memory.

It was in this Valley, after it had just suffered a

great fight of affliction, that the brave Janeval was

born—that heroic man, who, when told that he must

abjure his faith, or be doomed to the Inquisition, thus

replied to his popish accusers :—" The terrors of your

Inquisition are mild compared with the upbraidings
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of conscience, and I shall never incur the one by

shrinking from the other." We think of Luther at

Worms, of Wickliffe on trial ; but here they are

again in this heroic confessor. But why speak of

him alone ? Every stone in sequestered Rora is

sacred, made such by generations of martyrs. The

words of Janeval were the sentiments of the whole

region, whose people for ages were soundly Protes

tant. It is said of them that they always united the

greatest courage with the calm resignation of meek

ness and patience, which spirit was but ill requited.

" They asked for freedom, but the tyrant gave

Freedom of conscience only in the grave ;

For there alone the heretic transgressor

Might hope to find a refuge from the oppressor."

Memories such as these lend an unspeakable inte

rest to the mind that, being on the spot, surveys them :

and they lose none of their influence by their charming

physical association ; for Rora is embosomed among

Alps, whose everlasting ramparts seem to deny all

means of ingress. Peaceful as it now is, and serenely

as the day glides away, and is succeeded by another

as bright, let us never forget that time has been,

when every rock over which the broad chesnut throws

its fruit and foliage, has echoed to the shouts of a

brutal soldiery, and the unavailing shrieks of a help

less population.

" But these are past, and now the zephyr brings

Health in its breath, and freedom on its wings."

In many places, Rora is not unlike parts of Con
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nemara. Along its depth the ground is covered

with large boulders of rock ; on the higher ground

nature holds a fairer dominion, having spread at her

feet a rich carpet of vegetation, whilst lying down at

peace are flocks, and herds, with the Vaudois pea

sant in attendance, himself the living exposition of

that calm contentment which reigns around.

It is in one of its deepest solitudes that the village

capitol, called after the name of the Valley, is si

tuated. Overlooking all are the stupendous Alps

themselves, with the sublime summit of Mont Viso,

which together stamp the scenery with an aspect ini

mitably sublime. But leaving Rora we come to—

%\t SKMejr of ^trgrmjra.

Angrogna contains a population of 2,200. For

beauty and magnificence of scenery, as well as for re

markable historical events, it is the queen of the Pro

testant Valleys. It lies in a region of great sublimity,

and looks as if some mighty hand had carved it out of

the most stupendous and savage elevations of Alpine

rocks. These rocks form natural barricades, which,

in times of danger and slaughter, often became an

asylum to the affrighted inhabitants. When the

brutal soldiery, with some priest and cardinal, as

seen from the heights, were wending their way from

Tuirn, the defenceless people would flock to Angrog

na. Intrenched amidst its fastnesses, and guarded

by its frozen ramparts, they could watch from afar

each movement of the foe, and make ready for a

reception. There, oftentimes, in this central Valley
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was " freedom's last abode ;" and there, amidst al

most serial solitudes, the faithful watchers " guard

ed, for themselves and for us, the beacon whose light

could never die." There, too, it was that the rocks

gave founts of courage, whilst in lowly fellowship

and mutual communion they committed their way to

Him who is invisible.

It was amidst these heights of Angrogna, that

more than once was realized the statement of the

bard — for below were the " war horse of the spear

man," and the foot of the spoiler, and the waving

banner of the priestly chieftain ; but above and be

yond were the snows and the torrents, the silent sky

and the guarded altar, the dark, resounding cavern,

the forest pine, and the true heart's burial sod. And

there, moreover, by degrees, was realized the kindred

story told of fellow-sufferers, who, in our own islands,

once covenanted with each other and God, amidst

the storm-beaten heights of Cameronian hills. Like

those fellow-sufferers, they too, in their mountain

exile, were " prisoners of hope," made such by years

of repeated trials—

" Long ere the dawn, by devious ways,

O'er hills, through woods, o'er dreary wastes, they sought

The upland moors, where rivers, there but brooks,

Dispart to different seas. Fast by such brooks

A shadowy glen is sometimes scoop'd, a plat

With greensward gay, and flowers that strangers seem.

But 3'ears more gloomy follow'd, and no more

The assembled people dared in face of day

To worship God, or eyen at the dead

Of night, save when the wintry storm raged fierce,
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And thunder-peals compell'd the men of blood

To cronch within their dens ; then dauntlessly

The scatter'd few would meet in some deep dell,

By rocks o'creanopied, to hear the voice—

Their faithful pastor's voice."

It is somewhat singular to note that but few of

these Valleys contain any architectural remains. The

simplicity of the habits of the people, along with the

primitive character of their faith, did not require the

costly creations and decorations of art. Hence there

are no erections, the remains of a traditionary igno

rance, pagan or papal ;—no superstitious mound ; no

Druidical rock ; no Gothic superstructure, with broken

arches, and walls crumbling to decay. These all, if

they ever existed, have utterly vanished ; not a tra

dition remains to tell that they were.

There is, however, one dilapidated, time-worn ruin,

lovely and lonely in its decay, which meets the eye at

the very entrance of Angrogna—it is the old Vaudoia

Church. It stands at the beginning of the defile.

" Its situation," remarks Dr. Beattie, " is solitary and

picturesque ; but its serene, tranquil loneliness ac

quires a tenfold interest when viewed in connexion

with those times when the pastor and his oppressed

flock met within its walls; when (amidst darkest

ages) they expounded together that Word on which

their faith was built, and on which they grounded

the justice of their cause. If the fragments of some

heathen temple have the power to draw the curious

traveller aside for the indulgence of some classical spe

culation, the holier influence which still clings to this

deserted shrine, cemented by the blood of martyrs,
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cannot fail to actuate the Christian stranger with

feelings of the highest order.

" It seems as if a voice addressed him from this

sanctuary ; as if the sepulchral tablets with which its

walls are here and there encrusted brought back the

dead. Every name recalls some feature in the history

of those struggles out of which, like gold from a fur

nace, the Vaudois rose with brighter and more abid

ing lustre. At this altar they met in holy communion,

left it to sustain various trials, in which life and pro

perty were sacrificed ; and here again they returned

to the exercise of that worship for which they had

suffered so much. Here, too, mingling his ashes

with the obscure members of a kindred worship, the

Protestant exile of northern and eastern lands rests

with his elder brethren of the south."

How truly beautiful, and how solemn is this pic

ture of the pious dead ! The memory of the just,

always blessed, seems peculiarly so here. It matters

little where is the place of the believer's burial ; but

such a spot as this, so calm, so secluded, is surely a

candidate for his ashes — so unmolested are its rest

ing tenants !

It requires but little imagination to conceive of

other precious associations which linger in the midst

of this, one of the oldest of their Protestant shrines.

There, " on the right, is a portion of the disjointed

floor hallowed by the steps of those who have long

since passed away, and indicates the spot where

marriage and baptismal vows have so often given a

deeper interest to days of sufficient solemnity. There

stood the Vaudois bride, in her simple attire and

singleness of heart, consecrating her days to him
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whose name, perhaps, was already registered in the

black roll of the Inquisition. And here the young

mother presented her babe. But where was he who

should have shared in this solemnity, and whose

name was now transferred to his child ? Like hun

dreds of his martyred brethren, he had perished in

the bands of executioners who had wasted the fairest

portions of Angrogna with fire and sword !" This is

no ideal picture, as we shall see in our historical

record. Often were the glades of this valley, and

even its snow-clad polar regions stained with silent

and inglorious torrents of human blood.

But a spot of, perhaps, even greater interest al

lures a visit in this Valley of Angrogna : a spot

where truly and literally the ancient Vaudois motto

was fulfilled—" Lux lucet in tenebris;" for there the

light did shine, illuminating the dark ages with its

rays of divine truth.

At the well-known Pral-de-tor, the Vaudois had

their school of instruction for young men who had

devoted their lives to the work of the ministry.

When all Europe was like one huge religious corpse,

there was pulsation, life, and light in this one spot.

From it missionaries were sent out, two by two, into

all lands, but more especially to Bohemia and Mo

ravia in Germany, parts of France, Italy, and Switzer

land, with the countries along the Rhine, and also to

England.

But of the building whence they emanated not a

stone remains to tell the exact spot where it stood.

The enemy left not a vestige, either in fragmen

tary wall, or along the line of its foundations. But

none could destroy the truth it extended ; it were
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easier for the solemn defile itself to be blotted out

of its carved bed, or removed from the midst of

its surrounding rocky elevations, than that one ray

of that truth should perish from the earth. No

one should visit this martyr-land of the Alps with

out making a special pilgrimage to this time-honoured

" Shilob." It is about eight miles from La Tour,

and may be easily reached. Our next subalpine

scene is—

% ©alleg ai |Urmi«.

It lies nearest to Pignerol, and besides its history,

is famous for its old military road. It enters that

great defile in Pragala which connects Italy with

France. Here we meet, as it were, with the shade of

Julius Csesar, who once trod this way, leading his

memorable expedition into Gaul. Also that of

Hannibal, the great Carthaginian general, who, by

the same defile and road, effectuated his descent

into Italy, and made his invasion of Rome. And

being the direct route from Rome to Lyons, it is

scarcely open to a doubt, that the early disciples and

evangelists, who passed from the one to the other, con

veyed along this scene the glad message of Redemp

tion. Not a few believe that it was once hallowed by

the presence of Paul. Thus felt the pious Fletcher,

who, when riding along its midst, desired that

he might alight, saying that he was now treading

the soil once known to that chosen vessel, the Gentile

Apostle.

With these recollections and images the mind be

comes fully absorbed ; yet is there much to demand
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observation. There is the defile itself, with its

wild, celebrated Fenestralee—that great frontier bar

ricade between Piedmont and France. Then there is

Monte Genevere, a scene of wonders in itself. Be

yond is the valley of Durance, the descent to which

is by way of Briancon and Embron. The route along

the road to which we have referred runs, for the

most part, along the river ; at times the scenery is

bold and rugged, particularly on the right bank ; but

variegated with patches of cultivation, crowned with

straggling forests, and enlivened with cottages, which

appear as if they were projections of the natural

rocks which for ages have been the refuge of the in

habitants. Those heights form the modern frontiers

of the Vaudois to the east ; and rising from the

river's channel, in beautiful gradation, fade away at

last into the Cottian Alps.

Numerous traces of inundations, embankments

broken down, bridges swept away, corn-fields de

stroyed, show with what impetuosity the lateral

torrents rush at times into the Clusone. The situa

tion, like parts of the Valley of Perouse territory, is

held on a very uncertain tenure. Surrounded by so

many destructive agents, it requires to be watched

like a city exposed to a constant danger of assault.

For—

" While the peasant sleeps,

Dreaming of golilen harvests, in a night

Down from the hills a rushing tempest sweeps

His ripened field ; there leaves the dismal blight

Of barren sand—ploughed up and piled in heaps

Upon the scene !" *

* Dr. Beattie.
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Of this scene of sublimity nothing further need be

said. It contains a hardy population, and next to

Vale Lucerne is, perhaps, of all the Valleys, the

most fruitful.

$alkg of St. Ularlin.

This is the only remaining Protestant Valley which

requires a notice. It lies towards the base of our

triangular region, somewhat across the termini of the

others, and is characterised for both the beauty and

the terror of its natural phenomena.

At the entrance of the defile is Pomerat, so called

because it stands in the midst of a region of orchards.

It is watered by the Germanesca, and flanked by

rocky precipices and vineyards, which give a Rhenish

character to the scenery. The rugged enscrapements

which defend it on the north, resemble, on various

points, the remains of ruined battlements, mantled

with vines, sprinkled with patches of cultivation, and

thus presenting the aspect of mixed fertility and

desolation. This spot contains all that was mortal of

the pious Peyran, whose ashes sleep in the village ce

metery. The stranger who visits Pomerat may turn

aside and read what was the good man's state—

" Learned like Paul, but like the Apostle poor ;

Pining in health, with many cares perplexed,

But weaned from this dark world's corrupting store—

The pastor's store was treasured in the next."

Thus was it with Peyran, who, educated at Ge

neva, was a learned and devoted minister of the val

ley, where his name is still preserved and honoured.
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Farther up the defile, the Vaudois historian,

Leger, was born. He thus relates the fact : — "I

was born in Ville Secke, on the 2nd February, 1615,

during one of the most tremendous hurricanes ever

remembered, which unroofed the houses, and up

rooted the trees. To me that storm was the pre

sage of the furious shocks and tempests which ' the

prince of the power of the air ' was preparing for my

destruction, and under which I had certainly sank,

had it not been that my house was firmly built, and

my hopes fixed on the Rock of Ages, which neither

the winds can shake nor the torrents undermine." In

this parish there are nearly two thousand Protestants,

who delight to revere the name, and propagate the

opinions of their illustrious countryman.

Parts of the valley, in its lowermost bed, are

dreary beyond description, whilst its sides and

surrounding heights are sublime, and oftentimes

savage. Nothing for grandeur can surpass the nar

row gorge a few miles only from Pomerat. It is a

spot at which a handful of men may prevent the

entrance of an army. The waters of Germanesca

rush along the bed of the defile ; the heights, all

desolate, rise on either side. A few rocks hurled

down from the summits may soon block it up, and

afford an asylum to the invaded villagers. It is of

such spots as these that Murray says, " They con

tain some of the grandest assemblages of Alpine sce

nery," and " for wild magnificence in the defiles

and mountains, there is no part of the Alps that sur

passes the Valleys of the Vaudois."

We are now, in this valley, amidst the " high

Alps." Around are innumerable peaks, with soli
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tary lakes in their midst, now drifted by storm, now

at peace beneath the fine, clear sky ; their lone waters

circulate along regions, sometimes of snow, sometimes

of wood. The valley, at its termination, is not only the

highest, but the most barren and desolate of all theVau-

dois territory. And yet it is not destitute of a fine, in

dustrious population. Nearly 600 Protestants people

the wild scenes of upper Germanesca, whilst as many

as 800 dwell in the barren district of Prali.

Around this last region the avalanche is more

or less a constant terror. At times the stillness

of death is said to possess the labourer who has

to tread near its presence. It is well known that the

least noise is sufficient to detach it from its place on

the Alps. The bells on the mules are either taken

off, or filled with hay, so that no sound may vibrate

on the terrific, overhanging foe. It is melancholy to

relate, that when eighteen individuals were making

their way from Pomerat to Prali, inl832, an"iceblast,"

followed by the avalanche, fell on them, and, with the

rapidity of lightning, thirteen of their number were

consigned to instantaneous death. It was through

this perilous region that the brave Arnaud and his

companions passed to take possession of their Valleys.

Such scenes of desolate grandeur as the Alp Guig-

nevert were but watch-posts for hundreds and thou

sands of the Vaudois fathers, who there maintained

the purity of their faith and the safety of their lives.

From the foregoing description of the Valleys, it

will be seen that they are rural, primitive, and

natural, and contain but little that is artificial

M
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and commercial. We look in vain for great cities,

such as Turin, or any of those dismantled remains of

ancient origin, which adorn and diversify the banks

of the Rhine. There are no great canals, as in

Holland ; nor any decorated grounds and walks,

such as those of Frankfort, Geneva, or Berne ; no

navigable rivers, like the Rhine and the Danube ;

and no Government, marking it as an independent

self-controlled body politic. So diminutive are these

Valleys, so remarkable their simplicity and obscu

rity, that they are scarcely recognized on the map

of Europe, or even named by the students of the

oretic geography. They afford a singular illus

tration of the fact, that the Divine Being often makes

choice of weak things, and apparently of foolish

things, when the largest and grandest purposes are

to be achieved, so that no flesh may glory before

him, and that the excellency of the power may ob

viously be of God, and not of man.

Such being the character of the Valleys themselves,

the people are simple in their occupations and habits.

They follow the primitive lives of ploughmen and vine

dressers, of shepherds and herdsmen. There is an

exception, however, to what is purely primitive. In

the midst of the great excess of foliage which marks

parts of the Valleys, as, for instance, in that of Lu

cerne, we see the bare and inelegant limbs of the

mulberry tree.

The Romans did not know the use of this tree until

centuries after they had received the product of the

silk-worm from India. They imagined that silk, like

cotton, was ofvegetable growth—a product of the soil.

Now numerous parts of Italy are covered over with the
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mulberry, the leaves, and not the fruit of which form a

large source of its wealth. Myriads of these little in

sects, the multitudinous offspring of the small band

originally transported from the banks of the Ganges,

are found in various parts of the Valleys. At the time

of our visit they were most industriously engaged in

wrapping themselves up in the soft, silken shroud

which had been spun out of their own bowels, and

which after their decease would be worn in Rome, in

Paris, or in London, adorning alike the babe in its

cot, the bride at the altar, and the queen on the

throne.

It is marvellous to behold the attention which is

given to these little artificers. More care is taken of

their persons than is afforded to multitudes of human

beings. The poor man in Connaught or on the moun

tains of Connemara would be a prince in his com

forts, were he attended like one of these. Night

and day people watch their condition and guard their

constitution. The invalids are attended with sisterly

tenderness. In some places, as at Venice, there are

hospitals for their reception. All skill is used for a

recovery— hydropathic, homcepathic, and alapathic.

The former is the most generally used. The patient

is put into cold water, which either kills or cures. If

the constitution be sound, he is restored to health ;

if not, the workman has done his work— he dies.

Yes, has done his work, and done it well, too —

well for a creature so minute, so irresponsible, so

circumscribed in its opportunities ; for it has but

one talent, but one means of usefulness, and but one

brief life to live. Ah ! what a lesson to man, whose

opportunities are great—whose being is real, respon
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sible, and eternal ! Perhaps more remarkable than

even the care is the affection which is shown to these

little artificers, so plainly verifying the words of the

poet :—

" There is no form upon our earth

That bears the mighty Maker's seal,

But has some charm to draw this forth —

We need but hearts to feel.

" I saw a fair young girl ; her face

Was sweet as dream of cherished friend—

Just at the age when childhood's g race

And maiden softness blend.

" A silkworm in her hand she laid,

Nor fear, nor yet disgust, was stirred ;

But gaily with her charge she played,

As 'twere a nestling bird. >

" She raised it to her dimpled cheek,

And let it rest and revel there :

O, why for outward beauty seek ?

Love makes its favourites fair.

" That worm—I should have shrunk, in truth,

To feel the reptile o'er me move ;

But, loved by innocence and youth,

I deemed it worthy love.

" Would we, I thought, the soul imbue,

In early life, with sympathies

For every harmless thing, and view

Such creatures formed to please ;
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" And when, with usefulness combined,

Give them our love and gentle care,

O, we might have a world as kind

As God has made it fair !

" There is no form upon our earth

That bears the mighty Maker's seal,

But has some charm to call this forth—

"We need but hearts to feel."

There is yet another form of life strikingly mani

fest in the Valleys, which, to an Englishman, cannot

but be of interest. It is the firefly. Sometimes

at night they cover whole trees, giving "them the

appearance of sparkling gold. It was late in a calm,

fine evening, that I witnessed, for the first time,

troops of these singular phenomena. The lofty

peaks, around and above, had just lost the rosy tints

of the departing sun, but were yet dimly visible,

when, at night-fall, "faithful to the hour," they

kindled their nocturnal lamps. They rose and fell

upon the dark-green close-shaven sod, with a bril

liancy of beauty, alternately opening and shutting

their phosphoric lustre. How fantastic, yet how fine

their movements ! At times, when beneath the

dark sky they descended to the earth, they looked

as if some great invisible hand were engaged scatter

ing ingots of gold, and filling the vale with treasure.

I had never seen them before ; and, as a first impres

sion, they afforded a pleasurable, and, it may be, not

unnatural reflection. Such, I thought, for ages were

the Vaudois themselves. They were God's gold men

—lights that shone brightly and serenely when the

night-fall of the Papacy had settled down upon the
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earth elsewhere, in place of the departed sun of a pri

mitive Christianity.

There is another phenomenon of Alpine nature

which we cannot silently pass over, whose cold form

extends to the very summer glade over whose ver

dure the fantastic firefly may have been regaling

itself— it is the Glacier. As viewed by Professor

Forbes, how instructive does the study of this won

der in nature appear. "Philosophers and poets,"

he remarks, " have delighted to compare the course

of human life with that of a river ; perhaps a still

apter simile might be found in the history of a glacier.

Heaven-descended in its origin, it yet takes its mould

and conformation from the hidden womb of the

mountains which bring it forth. At first soft and

ductile, it acquires a character and firmness of its

own, as an inevitable destiny urges it on in its career.

Jostled and constrained by the crosses and inequali

ties of its prescribed path, hedged in by impassable

barriers which fix limits to its movements, it yields,

groaning, to its fate, and still travels forward, seamed

with the scars of many a conflict with opposing ob

stacles. All this while, although wasting, it is re

newed by an unseen power— it evaporates, but is

never consumed. On its surface it bears the spoils

which, during the progress of its existence, it has

made its own ; often weighty burdens, devoid of

beauty or value—at times, precious masses, sparkling

with gems or with ore. Having at length attained

its greatest width and extension, commanding admi

ration by its beauty and power, waste predominates

over supply, the vital springs begin to fail ; it stoops

into an attitude of decrepitude—it drops the burdens
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one by one which it had borne so proudly aloft.

Its dissolution is inevitable. But as it is resolved

into its elements, it takes all at once a new, and live

lier, and disembarrassed form. From the wreck of

its members, it arises ' another, yet the same ' — a

noble, full-bodied, arrowy stream, which leaps re

joicing over the obstacles which before had stayed its

progress, and hastens, through fertile valleys, towards

a freer existence, and a final union in the ocean with

the boundless and the infinite."

How striking are the reflections thus awakened !

For how, after a few years, does waste in the mortal

framework predominate over supply ; how inevitable,

too, is dissolution ! And yet how vast is the enlarge

ment of the human soul as it enters the ocean of the

Infinite ! — how blessed the resurrection of the body

after it hath arisen from the wreck of its members,

and from the time of its being purified iu the

grave !

All Alpine lands are proverbially pastoral. Among

the higher regions in Spain each flock oftentimes con

tains as many as two and even three thousand sheep.

In Switzerland and Savoy they are equally nume

rous. In the Valleys they lend one of the chieffeatures

to the landscape. There is a striking feature in the

Vaudois cattle generally which may teach a valuable

lesson to the sons of men. ,

During winter, the flocks are gathered into the

lowermost valleys, or are secured in folds made ready

for their use. But when, on the return of summer,

the snows are gone, they become restless and impa

tient, and look with longing eyes to the hills which

have uncovered their verdure. They gather around
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their herdsmen and shepherds, and by many palpable

signs will not rest until led to their midst. This

annual migration of cattle has been thus referred to

by one who is yearly an eyewitness of the scene :—

" Why do our flocks appear thus uneasy 1 —

they are restless in their attitude, impatient in

their gestures, and eager, without delay, to seek

the benefit of a change of pasture. We will comply

with their instinctive desires. It is not our in

terest to resist or oppose them. We will leave our

lowly dwellings, and conduct them to the hills, that

we may escape the sultry heat, and taste the cool,

fresh air. Our flocks will soon adorn those distant

Alps, and joyfully feed on the wholesome mountain

herbs. Let this change of abode remind us that we

are all strangers and pilgrims on earth, having here

' no continuing city ;' let us constantly look forward

to the everlasting habitation, which God has prepared

for every believer."

Thus from the inarticulate signs of the unintelli

gent creation, may we learn to " look to the hills

whence cometh our help," knowing that here we have

no abiding place, and that on earth we cannot live

always.

Such, in few words, are some of the objects of in

terest which meet the eye in this realm of peaceful

cultivation and refreshing retirement. Many others

might be named, but these will be sufficient.

And now we cannot leave the Valleys without once

more directing our looks to the Alps themselves. What

scenes can present a greater variety of interest, or

afford larger scope for meditation than their ve

nerated heights ? Sometimes, indeed, we know
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only in part, for mists and clouds partially obscure

them. Thus is it with all great truths — the soul,

religion, God, immortality, and eternity ; they are seen

only as through a glass, darkly. But sometimes,

after concealment, they manifest their greatness.

Thus, too, doubtless, will it be with spiritual reali

ties. When the clouds of earth and the shadowy

land of death are passed, we shall see as we are seen,

and know as we are known. Sometimes the Alps

are altogether hidden. The traveller may be treading

where the most stupendous heights overhang his path

way, without knowing that they are there. Thus is

it in the moral world. God, in his divine essence,

is not far from every one of us. Eternity, too, with

all its joys or sorrows, is ever bordering on beings

whose connexion with it is everlasting. Yet no man

can see them.

One great peculiarity is, that the eye never tires in

its survey of these sublime phenomena. Other ob

jects may for a time take off our attention, but, faith

ful to a devoted admiration, we return to them again ;

constantly, and almost intuitively, do we seek them.

Nothing could more plainly indicate the power which

they exercise. Thus again will it be with the sublime

truths which will form the study of eternity. The

glorified mind of man or angel will never weary of

the infinite nature ofthe Creator—the uncreated glory

and beauty of the Redeemer.

Then there are their own peculiar associations. I

have felt as I have gazed uponthem that they demanded

something more than a merely silent admiration. They

appeared as if they were candidates for a more palpa

ble fellowship. I have said, Ah, noble mountains !
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creation's patriarchs! what scenes have ye witnessed !

and what aid have ye rendered to the cause of free

dom ! what hymns and prayers, for ages, were ut

tered amidst your frozen solitudes ! What do we not

owe for the shelter you have given to our friends in

dark and troublous times ! You kept watch over the

inspired record, which was safe in your keeping when

the Roman foemau was below in the plain. Who can

look up to you as we do now, without feelings of ve

neration, and gratitude, and affection ? Stand on,

ye monuments of freedom ! and tell your tales

to ages and generations to come ! And ye, Alp

ine lakes and rivers, that formed a barrier for the

brave, when the enemy was in pursuit, we know not

how sufficiently to admire you. Flow on, ye em

blems of a liberty greater than your own I We now

leave you with regret. Yet, for the present, fare ye

well ; yes, fare ye well ! Farewell each stream and

solitary lake—

" Wave of the wilderness, adieu !

Adieu, ye rocks, ye wilds and woods !

Roll on, thou element of blue,

And fill these awful solitudes."
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CHAPTEE IV.

HISTORICAL MEMORIALS.

* Even of them who kept the Truth so pure of old,

When all our fathers worshipped stocks and stones.''

Christian jSattiqwfjr.

The Vaudois history spans uot only the middle age,

but every other, from the times of the primitive be

lievers down to the present. As a people, their

youth, manhood, and vigorous old age have been

given to the cause of truth. To them belongs, not

an imaginary, but a real, antiquity. By them, to a

large extent, the Church of Christ has held its con

tinuance in the earth. It is an error to imagine that

there were none, or but few who adhered to Christian

doctrine before the times of the Reformation, and that

there were no Protestants before Luther. Strong as

the expression may appear, we are prepared to affirm

that there were millions. Their numbers are indi

cated by the large expenditure of means which sought

their extermination.

It is computed that during the first half of the

thirteenth century a million were put to death in the
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southern provinces of France alone.* We are told

by an eminent Romanist historian,f that when exqui

site punishment availed nothing, and the evil (of he

retical continuance) was only exasperated by the re

medy (martyrdom) which had been so unseasonably

applied, their numbers increased daily, so that at

length complete armies were raised, and a war of no

less weight than what had before been waged against

the Saracens, was determined against them. The

result was, that they were slain, put to flight, spoiled

everywhere of their goods and possessions, and dis

persed abroad. These sufferers were but a branch of

that Christian people, whose root was laid in aposto

lic times, and whose memorials are now before us.

With the dawn of history, remarks no less an au

thority than Sir James Mackintosh, we discern a body

of Christians in the Valleys of the Alps, under the

name of Vaudois — a name natural to their locality.

From the Latin word vallis came the English word

valley, the Italian valdesi, the French vaudois. The

name is of great antiquity, and was never known to

symbolize with any other.

Respecting their religious faith, they themselves

declare that it has beenfrom time immemorial, from

father to son, since the times of the Apostles. Its in

troduction at this early period appears both natural

and probable ; for, as we have seen, the great road

by which the Romans passed from Cisalpine to Trans

alpine Gaul, lay through their midst. That road,

* "Mede on the Apocalypse," p. 503. Clarke, in his " Mar-

tyrology."

t Thuanus.



HISTORICAL MEMORIALS. 1 73

supposing he had taken his journey into Spain, must

have been hallowed by the footsteps of the Apostle of

the Gentiles. There, too, trod the early Evangelists,

who at the beginning of Christianity were at the for

mation of the several Churches that were in Gaul.

It has always been the cruel policy of the Church

of Rome to destroy the early records of the Vaudois,

and then to deny their antiquity. But in vain is

that denial made ; strong evidence exists from both

friends and foes.

A Romanist Inquisitor, addressing Rostagu, Arch

bishop of Embrun, " deposes, says, and intends

to prove that these men of the Valleys, through

these times, and other times, from such a duration

of whose beginning no remembrance exists among

men, have been, and for the present are here

tics."*

" As for the Vaudois," says Beza, " give me leave

to call them the very seed of the primitive and pure

Christian Church They never were

in rome, hut always preserved the true religion,

without ever suffering themselves to be corrupted by

any of its temptations."f

Sleider the historian remarks:— "These people

never acknowledged the Roman Pontiff." Peter Boyer

says : — " They were planted in the field of the

Church from the time of the Apostles. . . . In

spite of the rage of the whole world, they were al

ways preserved in the valleys of the Alps."

The Inquisitor Raynerus Sacco speaks of one

* Allix. Pied. p. 298, and in the MS. in the Cambridge Library,

f Les Vrais Portraits des Hommes Ulustres en Piete et Doctrine.
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of their ministers, who lived in the third century,

and affirms that no sect was so pernicious to the

Church ; and for three reasons : first— because the

most ancient of all ; second — because the most ex

tensive— there being scarcely any country they had

not penetrated ; and third — because instead of in

spiring horror, as other sects did, in blaspheming

against God, they believed rightly on God, lived

justly before men, received the Apostles' doctrine, and

blasphemed only against the Romish Church and

clergy."

Samuel Casini, a Franciscan monk, in his Victoria

Triomphale, declares that " the Vaudois error con

sists in not admitting the Roman to be the sacred

mother Church ; and that he could not deny that

they acknowledged the Christian Church, and had

always been, and still continued to be, members of it."

" Many of them," remarks one of their own histo

rians, were descended from these first Christian refugees

from Italy, who, after St. Paul had there preached the

Gospel, abandoned their beautiful country, and fled,

like the woman mentioned in the Apocalypse, to these

wild mountains, where they have, to this day, handed

down the Gospel from father to son, in the same pu

rity and simplicity as it was preached by St. Paul."*

Such plainly is their antiquity ; but such is not the

antiquity of the Church of Rome. This Church has

lost all signs of a changeless incorruption. It had a

fair beginning ; but it is not every flower that blooms

in spring that bears fruit in autumn. Having de-

* " Glorious Recovery by the Vandois of their Valleys," Preface,

p. 14, translated by 11. D. Acland.

X
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parted from its original simplicity of faith, it is now

a huge body of dissent, and altogether modern in

many of its inventions.

And yet the learned among its writers make their

boast in antiquity ; and the poor among its members

dwell with an ill-bestowed confidence upon the idea

that theirs is the true faith and the true Church

founded by Christ and his Apostles, and that the

reigning pontiff is an exact pattern of St. Peter, the

fisherman disciple. The Protestant faith, they ima

gine, is of recent date, having had no existence prior

to the times of the Reformation. And many, alas !

have seceded to their fold on this supposed fact of

antiquity, who, if they had known our history better,

might have spared themselves the deep stain of

apostasy.

But the claim to antiquity, and, of course, along

with it that of infallibility, by the Church of Rome,

is plainly invalid. Most of its doctrines are new.

But do we err, not knowing the course which that

Church has taken ? Certainly not ; the origin of

each papal innovation is distinctly laid down in her

own recorded history. Here, then, there ought to be

no controversy. Nearly a century of years had

rested on the hill of Calvary after the crucifixion, ere

the first errors were made absolute and binding as mat

ters of faith. We cite the Roman Church before the

bar ofher own historians. With their pages lying open,

we may ask where was her singular doctrine of holy

water before the date in the Christian era of one hun

dred and twenty ? — and where penance ere the year

one hundred and fifty-seven ? — and where thefirst

monk prior to the year three hundred and twenty
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eight ? Where the Latin mass before three hundred

and ninety-four ? — where the worship of the Vir

gin (making the " blessed among women " an object

of a wild idolatry) before the close of the sixth

century ? And the Pope, where was he prior to the

beginning of the seventh century ? And the ignoble

practice of kissing his toe ! ere the end of that same

century ? Thus of other inventions—transubstantia-

tion, the baptism of bells, indulgences, confessions,

dispensations, celibacy, canonization, the Inquisition—

where were they before the first half of the thirteenth

century 1 The primitive Church in Rome knew

nothing of them. They are looked for in vain in

any of the writings of the Apostles ; but were fore

told, many of them at least, as signs of apostasy,

which would sooner or later occur. The dates to

which I have referred are distinctly recorded in the

councils and synods of the Roman Church. Any

inquirer after truth can search and see. The Ro

manist who values the integrity of his faith, the

peace of his mind, the safety of his spiritual in

terests for eternity, should candidly examine for

himself. He will find that history and chronology

are against him. But the rise of apostasy through

the Bishop of Rome may be easily traced. " If

Rome is the queen of cities, why should not her

pastor be the king of bishops ?—why should not the

Roman Church be the mother of Christendom?—

why should not all nations be her children, and her

authority be her sovereign law ? It was easy for the

ambitious heart of man to reason thus. Ambitious

Rome did so. Thus when Pagan Rome fell, she

bequeathed to the humble minister of the God of
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peace, sitting in the midst of her ruins, the proud

titles which her invincible sword had won from the

nations of the earth."*

From this state of worldly corruption the living

members of the Church naturally retired. Religion

took up its abode in a few solitary hearts. There

the Divine Word was hid and enjoyed. When per

secution came, these few were glad with the refuge

which the silent vales north of Rome had presented.

They often met their fellow-believers in retired places

and private houses. Their worship had become re

markable for simplicity and spirituality. Prayers,

the singing of hymns, reading the Scripture, with

exhortation, the celebration of the Lord's Supper,

and preaching of the Gospel, were among the ordi

nary acts of divine service. The connexion existing

between them was of the most endearing and friendly

kind. This plainly was after the apostolic method.

"I can prove," remarks an eloquent writer,f "that

in the primitive Church the laity and ministers

together went preaching the unsearchable riches of

Christ. Many would be astonished, if they should

happen to hear it, that in the first three centuries of

the Christian Church, nothing was more common than

for the bishop, as he was then called — for all minis

ters were then called bishops—when he ascended the

pulpit, and saw in the congregation a pious and gifted

layman, to beckon to him, and bid him come up into

the pulpit to address the people. This is the patris

tic precedent — this the practice of the ante-Nicene

Church." This was the practice of the primitive

Vaudois.

* D'Aubigne. t Dr. Cumming.

N
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Such was the antiquity of their faith. But what,

it may be asked, were the precise views which

that faith included ? We often imagine that Scrip

tural truth becomes increasingly clear, and is the

more purely held in proportion as time advances

and believers multiply. These conclusions are erro

neous. We know of no age since that of the Apostles

in which a greater clearness of Scriptural light was

enjoyed than by the Vaudois. We often wonder at

the measure of knowledge which Wickliffe discovered,

which Huss and Jerome received, which the Refor

mers enjoyed ; yet was it both limited and defective

in comparison with theirs. Let those who imagine

that the highest degree of Scriptural enlightenment

has been reserved for our own times, ponder the opi

nions of the Vaudois, as clearly laid down in their

writings :—

" We believe," they say, " in one God ; Father, Son, and Holy

Ghost. We hold the following books to be sacred Scripture (here

follows the list of books held as Scripture by all Protestants).

That Christ is for us the truth, life, justice, andpeace; an advo

cate, oblation, and sacrifice ; that be died for the salvation of all

the faithful, and rose again for our justification. We also hold

that there is no other mediator or advocate with the Father, except

Jesus Christ. We believe the Virgin Mary to have been humble,

and full of grace, and that she, with all other saints, awaits the

day of judgment, and the resurrection, &c We hold all to be

abomination that is against the Word of God, and invented by

men : such as fasts, feasts for saints, and vigils, holy-water (so

called), and, above all, the mass. We abhor all human traditions

as anti-Christian. We believe that the sacraments are the signs

and outward forms of holy things. We accept no sacraments

except those of Baptism and the Eucharist."

Could anything be plainer or more Scriptural ?
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These opinions were not of hasty origin, and in all

subsequent time knew no change.

" The following is from the writings of Claudius of Seyssel,

Koman Archbishop of Turin, in the year 1517.* He was a vio

lent opposer of the Waldenses. It is, therefore, curious and inte

resting to observe how Am account of the Waldense faith agrees

with their own ; and, also, how unaltered their doctrines remain,

after the lapse of centuries. He says :—

" ' They receive (as Scripture) only that which is written in the

Old and New Testaments.

" ' They say that authority to hear confession of sins belongs

alike to all Christians following the precepts of the Apostles, be

cause St. James says, " Confess your sins one to another."—

James, v. 16.

" ' Their BarH (so their clergy were anciently called) have

frequently preached doctrines which attack the worship of the

glorious Virgin and saints.

" ' They believe that Christians should not recite the angelic

salutation to the Virgin, alleging it to be a mere salutation, and

not a prayer ; and they desire to take away from the Virgin the

worship due to her ; even asserting that it is not permitted to

adore her or the saints.

" ' They affirm that the saints cannot know what we do here

below.

" ' They say there is no need of holy-water in the churches :

that neither Christ nor his Apostles used or recommended it, and

they speak as if we were only to do and say what we read that

these did.

" ' They maintain that lying is a mortal sin.

" ' Putting aside their opinicns, so contrary to our faith and

religion, they lead, as to the rest, a much purer life than that of

other Christians. They never swear, unless obliged to do so : are

hardly ever heard to take God's name in vain, and they scrupu

lously adhere to their promises.'

* See V. E. P. Claud. Seyselii Archiep. Taur. adv. error, et

sect Valdens, tractatus, 1517.
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" Another Boman Catholic writer, Eeinero Sacco, says, speak

ing of their moral conduct and life :—

" ' One may know the heretics by their manners and conversa

tion, for these men are strict and modest in their ways. . . .

They do not care to accumulate riches, but remain content with

the necessaries of life. They are chaste, moderate in eating and

drinking; they do not frequent public-houses, nor dances, nor

other vanities. They abstain from anger : they continually labour,

study, and teach.' "

For a long course of generations the Vaudois

Christians were allowed the unmolested enjoyment of

numerous privileges. They lived in great simplicity,

possessing a freedom from all those cares, allure

ments, and temptations which belong to a more public

existence. Beautiful was the bloom of that enjoy

ment, the stem of which was probably planted by

the hand of the Apostle.

We marvel greatly at that stupendous miracle of

modern piety and zeal, the British and Foreign

Bible Society, the fruits of whose benevolence extend

like the beams of day, to all lands. We look with

surprise and gratitude at its miracles of art, as dis

played in Earl-street, of mysterious type and letter

press, of binding with roan, morocco, and calf, with

their clasps and edges of gold. The " Earl-street "

of the mediseval age was, if possible, more marvel

lous still. Large numbers were engaged in making

manuscript Bibles, thousands of which were put into

wide circulation. The sacred volume was translated
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and copied by monks and friars, many of whom

were devoted to its study. But they never enter

tained the idea of its dissemination among the nations

of the earth. Portions of the Word were found dis

tributed through the pages oflearned men ; but these

seldom, if ever, met the eye of the multitude. Dark

ness covered the earth, and gross darkness the people.

Corroborative of this diffusion of the sacred writings

in the works of the learned, is an interesting fact, told

by Dr. Walter Buchannon, of Lord Hailes, who had

been asked the question, " If all the New Testaments

in the world had been destroyed, could their contents

have been recovered from the writings of the first

three centuries ?" That question, said Lord Hailes,

quite accorded with the turn of my mind. I knew I

had all the writers of those centuries. I began imme

diately to collect them. Pointing to a table covered

with papers, he said—" There have I been busy for

these two months searching for chapters, half-chap

ters, verses, and sentences of the New Testament,

and have marked down what I have found, and where

I have found it, so that any person may examine for

himself. I have actually discovered the whole New

Testament, except seven verses, which satisfies me

that I could discover them also. Now, said he, here

was one way in which God concealed, or hid, the

treasures of His Word, that the enemies of the truth

never thought of, and if they had, they never could

have effected their destruction."

But what took this noble antiquarian two months

to collect from the writings of the learned, was in

ready and constant circulation in our Valleys, whose

Alpine believers may be looked upon as the founders
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of institutions, which sought to do what our great

societies are now so effectually doing on a larger

scale. This one institute of Bible circulation shone

forth as a light in the midst of great darkness, not

only in neighbouring lands, but across the Py

renees into Spain, along the banks of the Rhine,

in Flanders, in countries bordering on the upper

and lower Danube, in Germany, Dalmatia, in Italy,

and in England. In all these regions did the mis

sionaries make known the knowledge of salvation.

This they did for hundreds of years before the days

of the Reformers. And when, at intervals, the times

were such that life was menaced if found connected

with the open preaching of the Word, they employed

the services of itinerant Christian merchants, along

with whose wares and goods they distributed manu

script chapters, and sometimes entire copies, of the

Scriptures, thousands of which were incidentally sold

or otherwise disposed of. The following beautiful lines

are descriptive of the manner in which, thus, from

the tree of life, its leaves were dispersed among the

nations. It is a translation of the Vaudois mis

sionary ode ; and is expressive of a practice at this

moment going on in places where the public sale of

the Bible is legally disallowed :—

" 0, lady fair ! these silks of mine

Are beautiful and rare—

The richest web of the Indian loom

Which beauty's self might wear.

And these pearls are pore and mild to behold,

And with radiant light they vie ;

I have brought them with me a weary way :

Will my gentle lady buy?
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" And the lady smiled on the worn old man,

Through the dark and clustering curls

Which veiled her brow as she bent to view

His silk and glittering pearls ;

And she placed their price in the old man's hand,

And lightly turned away :

But she paused at the wanderer's earnest call—

' My gentle lady, stay !

" ' 0, lady fair ! I have yet a gem

Which a purer lustre flings

Than the diamond flash of the jewelled crown

On the lofty brow of kings ;

A wonderful pearl of exceeding price,

Whose virtue shall not decay ;

Whose light shall be as a spell to thee,

And a blessing on thy way !'

" The hoary traveller went his way—

But the gift he left behind

Hath had its pure and perfect work

On that high-born maiden's mind ;

And she hath turned from her pride of sin

To the lowliness of truth,

And given her human heart to God

In its beautiful hour of youth."

And where, we may ask, elsewhere in the middle

age was there another such institution as that of

the school of Angrogna ? We look with wonder at

this school of piety and learning. From what we

see of its nature, aim, and labours, it may be looked

upon as a model institution. It was such as Cor

nelius Winter among the Dissenters, and Simeon
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among the Churchmen would have richly delighted

in. Its aim was simple and direct, that of making

the man of God perfect for his glorious work of

preaching Christ and winning souls. The men who

went forth from it were sound in doctrine, and of an

incorruptible faith. Fathers and founders were they

of the several bands of Protestants which arose over

Europe, under the name of Lollards, Cathari, Leon-

ists, who again were the glorious pioneers of the Re

formation. Thus did the School of Angrogna shed

forth its Scriptural rays, to illuminate the darkest

times.

And where again, we may ask, in the middle ages,

did any other realm contain such a series of plain,

suitable erections as the Vaudois places of worship ?

We see them nowhere else. Along the barren vales of

the French Alps the poor Alpines met in each other's

houses. In England, along the Rhine, in Germany, and

in Italy, such signs of dissent from the Papal establish

ment would have been marked for extinction. Such

erectious in London, Rome, or Turin, would have had

cardinals and priests declaiming for immediate re

moval. With such a prey of heresy in their midst,

the eagles would soon have gathered to devour it.

These centres and sources of light, shining in the

midst of so troubled an age, were of the creation of

Him who plants his footsteps on the sea, who rides

upon the storm, and who, in his wise design, sees the

end from the beginning. It is in their midst that we

discern a people full of truth and faith, with the

Word only as their means and rule of life.

It is with untold satisfaction that we look upon

this halcyon period of their history. Here the pen
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may be that of a ready writer. Fair flower of li

berty ! the foot of the foeman is not yet ! How do

we delight to contemplate thy growth, so early, so

vigorous, so continued in these sequestered parts.

Sitting beneath thy shade, how did the congregation

of the faithful—

" Even them who kept the Truth so pure of old,"

delight to continue '* steadfastly in the Apostles'

doctrine and fellowship, and in breaking of bread,

and in prayers."

How singular that they were allowed such privi

leges ? There was great persecution in Dauphiny,

and in lands south of the Alps. But whilst heretics

in countless numbers were consumed by the flame in

Italy and France, they were as yet endured among the

Valleys. This may have arisen from the fact that

their venerable retreats were neither so well known,

nor so easy of access. Some of their dwellings were

among valleys 6,000 and 7,000 feet elevated above

the level of the sea. It arose, too, doubtless, in

great measure, from the weightier labour which the

armies of the Pope had elsewhere in hand. The

extreme simplicity and poverty of the people, too,

preserved them from the ambition and envy of the

foeman. We wonder most at the extent of their

continuance. Leger, their great historian, states,

" that all the petitions and addresses of these people

to their sovereigns, from the earliest times, contained

a sentence to the effect that " They had been in the

enjoyment of liberty of conscience, ' da ogni tem

po, da tempo IMMEMORIALE ' —from all time,
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from time immemorial?' And, he asks, " is it not ex

traordinary that it has never once happened that any

of the Dukes of Savoy, or their ministers should have

offered the least contradiction t"

We dwell with equal pleasure upon what we can

discover of the piety of these early believers. To

stand alike prosperity and adversity, it must have

been enlightened and pure. This was a miracle of

Divine grace. It is not nature, that when nearly the

whole body of humanity lies in disease and death,

any one member should not perish ; and those

energies in vegetation must be irrepressible where a

green spot keeps its own amidst surrounding decay.

The Church in the Valleys was like one of its Alpine

flowers, whose stem is literally surrounded by props

of ice and snow, and whose blossoms hang over the

lap of an unchanging winter.

We are apt to imagine that, without temporal

wealth, no Church can prosper. Such imagina

tion is wrong. The people whose history we now

describe were, for the most part, poor. They were

far removed from the great cities of commerce, by

means of which the inhabitants of other lands were

enriched. They were husbandmen, and vinedressers,

and herdsmen of an humble scale. Even their bi

shops, or barbs, as they were called, often, like the

Apostle of the Gentiles, laboured with their own hands,

lest they should be an undue burden to the fold.

They had, however, in the state of their minds, what

was far more conducive to human contentment. It

indicates our native grandeur, that we are not de

pendent on objects of sense ; anything short of the

Divine Being leaves man in misery and want.
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Emigration to % gilps.

Although for centuries the Valleys were the

fatherland of a multitude of people, yet numbers

were added to them from other climes, to whom

they gave a cordial welcome. At one period the tide

of Christian immigration set in from the east, at an

other from the west. Often, too, did single families

and individual refugees arrive from Rome and other

cities and towns of the south. We shall now trace

the two principal bands of exiles, commencing with

that from the east.

It was as early as the first half of the seventh

century that numerous individuals, who had been

driven by persecution from Rome, Constantinople,

and other European capitals, were seen wending

their way to the town of Mananalis, situated

amid the stupendous range of the Armenian moun

tains — a region great in its associations. For

there, thousands of years before, the Ark of God

had found security above the danger and calamity

of the desolating flood. It was a region marked

by the magnificent Euphrates and Tigris, whose

united waters for a time roll along in one vast vo

lume, then separate — the one taking an eastern, the

other a western direction. The Euphrates survived

the great physical changes produced by the Deluge.

It watered the rich plains of Babylonia. Along its

shores many great social changes have transpired.

Mighty nations have risen and fallen ; great cities
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have flourished and decayed. The earliest fathers of

our race walked along its banks. Revelation shed its

first light upon its borders.

" The religious independence which the exiles had

assumed in the cities whence they had been driven,"

remarks Dr. Vaughan, "could not fail to provoke the

high-minded displeasure of the clergy. . . Their

history is, in consequence, that of piety assailed by

persecution in every possible form, and with a most

relentless perseverance. Measures the most atrocious

were resorted to by ecclesiastics and by sovereigns, and

that through many centuries, with a view to annihilate

every vestige of opposition to established rule. . .

Judging of its effect, it would, indeed, be reasonable

to conclude with the Romanist, that a Christian

Church, distinct from the Papal communion, could

have no permanent existence in the ages previous to

Luther." It is only consistent with all else that is

nefarious in Rome, first, to do its utmost to annihilate

all other communions of Christians ; and then coolly

reason, that from the earliest ages she alone, as a

Church, had an existence.

We can readily imagine the state of these exiles.

Stripped of wealth, reduced to weakness, they came to

the scene of their adoption as to an untried, friendless

region. Pilgrim-like, their countenances betokened the

sorrows they had endured, the solemnity they felt.

They looked like meu who had just come from some

recent encounter with the foe. Many bonds had

been torn asunder. Behind them they had left the

graves of their fathers ; in a foreign land they were

to meet their own. But one thing they now pos
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sessed which was dearer than life — they had free

dom to worship God. In the enjoyment of that

liberty they could indulge in what has been beauti

fully ascribed to them, "a lingering fondness for the

purer ages of the Gospel."

But, alas ! they had no continuous city ; their

asylum was soon to be invaded. As long as they

continued in silence they enjoyed their resting-place,

but as soon as they began to lift up a testimony in

the hearing of the perishing around them, it was no

longer allowed. A noble-minded Reformer had

appeared in their midst. His zeal was not to be con

fined to the few who had known the truth. His de

sire for the salvation of others led him to devise

means for their enlightenment. We are happy in

being able thus to call attention to one of the

earliest of the noble line of Reformers — one not un

worthy of being classed with the Bohemian martyrs

or the intrepid Luther. History has not failed to

admire his fortitude amicst^ danger, his fidelity to

the truth, and his choice of death itself, when to re

linquish his opinions was the only price for which his

enemies would consent to continue his life ; yet have

the multitude been slow to recognize even the name

of Sylvanus. He is one of those martyrs for the

truth whose voice is so far removed from us, that the

general ear is inattentive to its testimony. A few

facts concerning this Reformer cannot fail to be of

interest.

It happened that a Syrian stranger, on his jour

ney from captivity, found his way to one of the

abodes of this Protestant colony. Weary with his
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journey, and needing refreshment, a welcome was

given to him by Sylvanus. The stranger proved to

be a genuine Christian. He belonged to a fellowship

kindred to the one now formed along the Euphrates.

Sylvanus was not, at this time, fully awakened to the

truth. On his departure, his guest put into his

hands a present of two volumes, very rare—one con

taining the Gospels, the other the Epistles of St. Paul !

The stranger departed ; but what a treasure had

he left in his stead ! Sylvanus applied himself to

its study ; and, through its means, became the sub

ject of a deep and momentous change. Absorbed

with the writings of Paul, and renouncing the cun

ningly-devised fables of Rome, he and his follow

ers were soon known by the name of Paulicians—

a name familiar and influential in the middle age,

as well in the west as in the east. Each Epistle

became a sharp two-edged sword to the body of error

and corruption. There were thousands throughout

Asia Minor who became the willing trophies to its

power, and whose minds Paul, and not the Pope,

decided between the conflicting opinions of truth and

error.

But this could not continue. " A royal mandate

sentenced every Paulician document to the flame ;

and such as should conceal them, or retain their opi

nions, to an ignominious death. Sylvanus himself

was seized, and dragged ferociously to cruel martyr

dom. A multitude of his followers shared a similar

death. But teachers and churches arose in succes

sion, as from the ashes of the slain. So rapid was

their increase, that the Inquisitors who explored the

recesses of Asia Minor, declared that in a few years
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a hundred thousand Paulicians had been despatched

by the sword, the gibbet, or the flames."*

But numbers escaped, whose dispersion was now

great. In a short time they were scattered over the

whole region extending from the summits of Arme

nia to the Valleys of Piedmont.f Thousands of

them, either singly, or in families, or in companies,

took up their abode in the Valleys, where, in the

year 900, we find the Paulicians merged in that

Christian band of people whose history we are seek

ing to describe.

But whilst this line of witnesses tracked their steps

to the Valleys from the east, there was another, not

less illustrious, that came from the west. They were

the followers of Waldo.

The world was lying in midnight darkness when,

in the twelfth century, Peter Waldo was born.

The city of his birth was Lyons, in France. Few

cities possess greater historic interest. It stands

on the banks of the magnificent Rhone. Lyons, of

all places whose histories are allied to the Christian

religion, is one of the most ancient. There are the

tombs of the earliest primitive martyrs. There, too,

are the relics of the Palace of the Csesars. The site

of the city was laid before the Christian era had sent

to its pagan tribes the Gospel of life.

Peter Waldo was not the founder of the Vaudois

community, as many have imagined, but rather one

of its disciples. The Vaudois had existed, as we

have seen, for a thousand years, testifying the truth,

* Gibbon. f Vaughan.
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before the Lyonese Reformer was born. To use the

words of the poet :—

" Ages ere Waldo raised his voice to preach

la Gallic ears the unadulterated Word,"

the Vaudois progenitors enjoyed their subalpine

vales and safe retreats, free from the sword and

tyranny of Rome. Waldo was not a priest, but a

wealthy merchant. His conversion occurred on an

occasion of great solemnity. One of his friends, who

had taken supper with him, was seized with sud

den illness, turned pale, and died. The event led

him to devote the rest of his days to the interests of

that eternity to which his mind had been thus aroused.

Thousands around him heard the testimony which he

now gave of Christ and salvation, and many were

formed into a Christian fellowship.

His labours were immense. Europe is indebted to

him for the first translation of the Scriptures into amo-

dern language, namely, into the provincial French—

a matter of great moment, for Latin had then ceased

to be used in common life. Besides this, he and his

disciples went everywhere preaching and teaching the

Gospel of Christ.

As in the east, so now in the west the wrath of

Rome could not be silent. Waldo was cited before

the archbishop, who demanded that he should speak

no more as he had done. Waldo told him that,

" though a layman, he could not be silent where the

eternal welfare of souls was concerned." From this

time his apprehension was sought ; but, so highly

was he respected, that, for three years, no citizen

would surrender him.
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The Pope, Alexander III., however, demanded not

merely silence, but extermination. A horrible mas

sacre began. Waldo fled first into Dauphiny, thence

to Germany, and afterwards into Bohemia, where, in

1 1 79, he was released from his exile by death. His

followers in like manner had to escape with their

lives. But it turned out to be a glorious dispersion.

In Bohemia alone, in the fourteenth century, they

had grown into the surprising number of 80,000 !

whilst numerous Churches were planted in Bulgaria,

Dalmatia, and Hungary, where many of the nobility

embraced the new doctrines, and adhered to them

with the more zeal, in proportion as they saw the

riches and the pride of the Roman clergy increased.

A vast body settled in the valleys of the French Alps,

amidst those "bare, tottering cliffs and sombre, frown

ing rocks, which, from their fatiguing continuity, look

like a mournful funeral pall, never to be raised — a

land that man never would have chosen but from

the strictest necessity." The largest number, how

ever, after many difficulties found their way to the

fairer and safer asylum of the Vaudois Valleys of

the Cottian Alps, which opened to them, as it had

done centuries before to their suffering brethren from

the east. Thus interesting is it to trace this junction

of Christians in the middle age, brought about by

persecutions which, in other and distant lands, had

led them to unite. Fair, peaceful asylum ! gained

only after seasons of deep sorrow and trial.

" Many times the sinews ached, and half refused the struggle ;

But now all is quietness, a pleasant hour given to repose."
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Utarlgrbom.

With the dawn of the thirteenth century came a me

lancholy change over the fair land of the Vaudois.

It has been affirmed of the Mediterranean that its

whole channel must be strewed with human bones.

Carthaginians, Syrians, Sidonians, Egyptians, Per

sians, Greeks, and Romans—that there they lie, side

by side, beneath the eternal waters ; that the modern

ship that fetches freight from Alexandria sails in its

whole course over buried nations ; and that it may

be the corruption of the dead that now adds bright

ness to the phosphorescence of the waves. A similar

state of mortality has marked the Valleys, every spot

and stone of which may remind us of innumerable

beings whose martyred dust lies silent around. Fe

rocious and multiplied were the deeds done in the

name of religion. How dreadful an instrument is

the Inquisition! " In it is found the blood of souls."

It is said that the number of human beings it has

openly slain amounts to several millions. But who

can calculate its murders in private ? Rome has the

unenviable possession of this instrument—

" She wove the winding-sheet of souls, and laid

Them in the urn of everlasting death.

She wrote

Her name on lands and cities desolate,

And clamber'd to her throne, in garments dripping

Wet with gore."

We speak ofmillions suffering the tortures of this im
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placable foe, but who can tell what the figures mean ?

It is a statistical fact which fails to convey to our

minds any adequate sense of what it represents. It

means that millions, deprived of liberty, are hurried

away from their peaceful connexions, to die a slowdeath

in some desolate cell. It means that a vast number,

besides the actual sufferers, are made martyrs; that

widows, and fatherless ones, and orphans, are plunged

into misery and woe. It means that for evey one who

has suffered, a home has become desolate, and hearts

have become broken. It means what no statistical

calculation can tell — that innumerable hopes, once

fond and buoyant, have withered and died ; and that

innumerable affections, once cherished and ardent,

are crushed and blighted for ever. It means that

in the death of its victims the day of human pro

bation has been, so to speak, taken from the hand

of the Supreme Judge, and transferred to its own.

O, system of implacable hate! how will the righ

teous hail its approaching doom !

Where is there a region of similar dimensions over

which this weapon has shed so much innocent

blood as in the valleys of the Vaudois ? There is not,

remarks their historian, a single town under a Vau

dois pastor where our brethren have not been put to

death. Martyrs dear to the people are associated with

innumerable spots. And as to the tortures which

were invented, we cannot bring ourselves even to

name them. The mind is sickened at their bare con

ception. It was a light thing to be burnt alive, or

gashed with sabres, or left to perish with cold and

hunger on the snows. Mild, indeed, were such

cruelties. There were instances of Popish torture
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which we dare not name —such as the mind cannot

bear even in imagination. Thousands perished, whose

lives are unknown to fame—

" Their ashes flew—

No marble tells us whither—with their names.

No bard embalms and sanctifies his song ;

And history, so warm on other themes,

Is cold on this."

If their murderous inquisitors, the priests and

cardinals of Rome, were to arise from the dead,

and wander among the lonely vales, the silent moun

tain gorges, and other spots, known as the places

of their infamy, how would they stand pale and

affrighted at the deeds they had perpetrated. What

melancholy associations would crowd upon their me

mory ! Like so many murderous Cains, they would

fly with horror from the angel of vengeance while

he confronted them, and pointed to the spots where

they had shed innocent blood. The moans of

past ages, the dying testimonies of martyrs, would

haunt them to distraction. But why do we speak

thus? Memory elsewhere has given up its dead; and

vengeance is repaid by Him to whom it belongs.

We may, however, speak of the living members of the

Church of Rome. If any sense of blood-guiltiness

rested on their minds, how would they shun com

munion with this charnel-ground of martyrs, a region

so full of swift witnesses against the desolating prin

ciples of their faith !

With what spirit the Vaudois beheld the approach

of persecution, may be seen from their own recorded
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sentiments. They thought that they saw in the

threatened vengeance of their foes the gathering of

Gog and Magog for the destruction of the saints.

With Christian fortitude they resigned themselves to

their duty, and said—

" We have only to imitate Jesus Christ, and to do his pleasure,

And to keep firmly that which he has commanded,

And to be well advised when Antichrist shall come,

That we may give no credence to his doings or to his sayings.

But according to Scripture, there are many antichrists,

For all who are contrary to Christ are Antichrist.

Many signs and great wonders shall be from this time forward."

Their belief, founded on Rev. xx. 7, was, that the

Gospel having been preached for 1,000 years, Satan

was to be loosed, wickedness would increase, and

that the end of the world was at hand. To this view,

the following passage refers, at the opening of the

treatise known as the Noble Lesson, and bearing date

1120:—

" Oh, brethren !

We ought always to watch and pray,

For we see this world is near its end.

We ought to be earnest in doing good works ;

Eleven hundred years are fully completed

Since it was written, the end of all things is at hand.

We daily see the signs of this accomplishment,

In the increase of evil and the decrease of good ;

These are the perils that the Scripture mentions,

Which the evangelists have recounted, and St. Paul has written."

But the end was not yet ; years more gloomy came,

followed by centuries of blood, the details of which

would weary the strongest arm to record.
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It was not until the year 1200, the papal chair

being filled by Innocent III., that the term " Inqui

sition into heresy" was heard of. And, strange as

it may appear, that saint in the calendar of Rome,

whose name is so often invoked by Cardinal Wiseman

in favour of the re-establishment of the faith in Eng

land ! viz., St. Gregory, had the honour or in

famy of being its author ! The words of the

historian are truly applicable. "That artful judge,

grown old in habits of subtlety, along with his sly

secretary, practises his cunning in interrogating a

prisoner, to fix the charge of heresy. Now he fawns,

and then he frowns ; now soothes, and then looks

dark and angry ; sometimes affects to pity, and to

pray ; at other times insults, and bullies, and talks

of racks, and dungeons, flames, and the damnation

of hell. One while, he lays his hand upon his heart,

and sheds tears, and promises and protests he desires

not the death of a sinner, but would rather that he

would turn from his wickedness and live ; and all

that he can do for the discharge, ay, the preferment

of his imprisoned brother, he will. Another while,

he discovers himself deaf as a block, false as the wind,

and cruel as the poison of asps."* Who would not

wish as little of the patronage of such a saint as pos

sible ? One touch of his favourite engine would

make some in England forget their foolish leanings

in favour of Rome.

It was in the year 1400, that the first great inqui

sitorial outrage was committed upon the Valleys.

Prior to this, individual heretics had been martyred,

* Robinson's "Ecclesiastical Researches."
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or otherwise persecuted, but the people found refuge

in the civil power, as exercised by the house of Savoy.

It was in the cold of Decemberthat the attack was made.

Over mountains covered with snow those who were

swift to shed blood followed the defenceless fugitives.

Thousands who could not reach the higher rocks and

caves, perished in the flight. After a night of slaugh

ter, the morning dawn disclosed mothers and infants

together lying dead on the hills. In one spot four

hundred infants had been discovered. Escaping the

sword, they and their mothers had died of cold and

hunger.

But eighty years of rest followed, on the expiration

of which a merciless havoc was again made. Archdea

con Albert was the Inquisitor, made such in the year

1487, by Pope Innocent VIII., who declared to him

in a commission, given at St. Peter's, Rome, " that

his desire was that the Catholic faith may in our time

be propagated, and that the evil of heresy be rooted

out of all the borders of thefaithful."*

The archdeacon, having levied his troops, placed

himself at their head, and led them off to the Pro

testants of the Alps. He first decimated all within

reach of his arms on the French side, and then

crossed, executing a similar havoc on the Valleys,

where still remaining, they issued their processes,

and delivered to punishment and death as many as

they could find. The place of ambush, where the

Inquisitors lay, was in a convent near Pignerol. For

a time the people sought refuge in " the strength of

the hills." The rocks and caves were their homes,

* Moreland's " Church of Piedmont."
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the deep ravine the place of their public worship.

But the precious grain had been sorely winnowed.

Only such as had robust constitutions could endure

the cold, wet ice of the Alps. And many could not

reach them at all. How low thus was their state—

" Hid from their foea on stormy moor,

These worshippers were few and poor."

Having wearied the patience of their foes, they

returned to their Valleys, and began, as of old,

their more open assemblies for worship. This

aroused the anger of a new inquisitor, the Arch

bishop of Turin, who instigated the Duke of Sa

voy to take fresh measures against them. The un

suspecting people were engaged in preparing the land

for their sustenance when an army of horse and foot

entered their midst, and demolished the lives of all

who could not regain the passes and gorges of the

Alps. The poor, vacillating Duke, alarmed at the

havoc, declared that he could no longer be responsible

for the innocent blood that was shed, but left the

foul work in the hands of the priests, saying, that

for the future whatever they did they must not ex

pect help from him—that they must do it themselves.

It was during this persecution that as many as 3,000

perished in one cavern alone !

But time rolled on, and with it the dark, deso

lating course of the Inquisition. The Christians

of other lands, as in Calabria, had become wholly

extirpated, and it was believed a similar result

was now determined for the Valleys. The in

strument of this dreadful episode in their history

was Francis I., King of France, who had said,
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that "he did not bum and destroy in every part

of France, to permit a nest of heretics to rest

secure in the bosom of the Alps."* They were,

therefore, on pain of death, to " exchange their pas

tors for priests ! their hymns for masses ! and their

prayers for penances and fasts !" " No :" they re

plied, "we can obey no commands which interfere

with the laws of God" and we cannot follow " the

fancies and inclinations of men."f Noble, heroic

Protestants, these, and good soldiers of Jesus Christ !

A steadfast tree was this Vaudois Church ; for though

its root was laid in a land of barrenness, yet did it

continue to bear all needful fortitude. Its history in

this respect is not unlike what sometimes happens

with those forms of life in the vegetable world, which,

in the midst of decay and death, manifest their in

domitable and irrepressible energies :—

" Thus, from its nature, will the lannen grow

Loftiest on loftiest and least sheltered rocks,

Booted in barrenness ; where nought below

Of soil supports it 'gainst the Alpine shocks

Of eddying streams ; yet springs the trunk, and mocks

The howling tempest, till its giant frame

Is worthy of the mountains from whose blocks

Of rude, bleak granite into life it came,

And grew a giant tree."

To destroy it was not easy. The Koman

woodmen — the inquisitors — reported, that " to

rid the country of the heretics would be an hercu

lean task, and performed at the expense of so much

* Perrin's " History of the Waldenses."

f Sir Samuel Moreland's " Churches of Piedmont.''
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blood, that to exterminate them was nothing less

than the work of a king." In the dark year of

1557, the attempt was made. We draw a veil over

the cruelties that were perpetrated. Multitudes

dragged to Turin, were cast into burning flames

in the midst of thousands of spectators, many of

whom were won to the faith of the martyrs ; whilst

such as had wavered were made strong in con

fidence, verifying once more the well-known saying,

that the blood of the martyrs is the seed of the

Church.

And now years of alternate gloom and rest suc

ceeded until 1572, when, on Bartholomew's Day,

the massacre of the Huguenots in France, oc

curred. It would seem that the slaughter in France

had suggested to the Duke of Savoy that a similar

one should be made in the Valleys. Over Europe

several princes had formed a league against their

Protestant subjects. The storm rose apace over

Savoy. The tops of the mountains were again the

resort of such as could fly from the foe. The Popish

party went forth like lions out of their dens, and

sought, by every possible means, the destruction

of the Vaudois. Thousands fell in this terrible

slaughter.

But the greatest of inhuman barbarities ever

inflicted on mortals was reserved for the year 1655.

An armed force of 15,000 men, of whom 12,000

were Irish Romanists — entered the Valleys.

They told the inhabitants that they need not fly;

that they had come for spring quarters, and in the

spirit ofpeace. The people having given them shelter

and food, were asked to recall their fugitive breth
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ren who had fled to the hills, which they did. But,

alas ! for Popish truthlessness and treachery ! " On

Saturday, 24th April, 1655, at four o'clock in the

morning, the signal for a general massacre was given

from the tower of the castle of La Torre. The sol

diers, forewarned, had risen early, fresh with the

sleep they had enjoyed under the roofs of those

they were about to slaughter. The men whom,

under the solemn engagement of security, the

Vaudois had fed and housed, were now on foot

throughout the valley, converted, by the arts of

Rome, from brave soldiers into cowardly assassins.

To give an adequate idea of the horrors that ensued,

one's eye must, at a single glance, comprehend the

entire valley, take in each house, each room, view

every act of death and torment, distinguish, amid the

immense voice of aggregate anguish and desolation,

each particular cry of destroyed honour, of parting

existence. Literally, indeed, did the unhappy Vau

dois suffer the things of which the Apostle speaks :

* They were stoned, they were sawn asunder, were

tempted, were slain with the sword ; they wandered

about in sheepskins and goatskins ; being destitute,

afflicted, tormented (of whom the world was not

worthy) ; they wandered in deserts and in mountains,

and in dens and caves of the earth.' Young children,

writes Leger, were torn from their mothers' arms,

dashed against the rocks, and their mangled remains

cast on the road Next, after massacre

and abduction, came incendiarism : monks and

priests, and other zealous propagandists, went about

with lighted torches and projectiles, burning down

the houses previously ensanguined by the soldiers
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with the blood of their owners and their families.

The terrible narrative given by Leger of these atro

cities was prepared by him from the testimony of

eyewitnesses, who gave their depositions before two

notaries, who accompanied him from commune to

commune for that purpose. The pen, he says, well

nigh fell from his hand as he transcribed the horrible

detail. Here, a father had seen his children cut in

pieces by the sword, or absolutely torn limb from

limb by four soldiers ; there the mother had seen her

daughter cruelly massacred before her face, after

having been as cruelly outraged; there the sister had

seen her brother's mouth filled with gunpowder, and

the head then blown to atoms ; there the husband had

seen his wife, about to become a mother, treated in a

manner which it would outrage humanity to describe.

The universal conflagration of theVaudois houses suc

ceeded the massacre of their inhabitants. In several

communes, not a single cottage was left standing ; so

that this fair valley of Luzerna, as Leger expresses it,

resembled a burning furnace, whence cries, fewer and

fainter, attested that a people had lived."*

But we drop the vail, thinking of Him who hath

said—

" He shall not fail nor be discouraged,

Till He have set judgment in the earth."

" He shall deliver the needy when he crieth,

The poor and him that hath no helper."

" He shall redeem their souls from deceit and violence ;

And precious shall their blood be in His sight."

* " Israelof the Alps."
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HJritrsfj ^rotation.

It was one morning in June, in the year 1655,

that tidings of the massacre reached the palace

of Whitehall. It is said, that when Cromwell read

the account, he was affected to tears. Another

morning did not dawn, ere he was in close

consultation with Chief- Secretary Milton, from

whose pen fell no less than five letters of remon

strance, addressed to the principal crowned heads

of Europe. The one to the Duke of Savoy, de

manding that the persecution should stop, was dic

tated, every word, by the Protector himself. In

addition to the correspondence, Sir Samuel Moreland,

as Envoy Extraordinary, was despatched, first to

Paris (for the King of France had aided by his arms

the bloody slaughter), and thence, crossing the Alps,

to Turin. The very presence of Moreland in Turin

caused no little uneasiness of mind to the chief per

petrators, who were speedily convened to hear the

instructions given to the British Envoy. The Duke

became excited ; the Queen trembled and prevari

cated ; the priests feigned indignation, but were in

tensely alarmed. It was a moment, this, of which

every Briton may feel proud. Moreland had plainly

intimated that, unless the havoc of the people of

God were discontinued, the English guns would

soon be heard booming on the walls of Turin.

It is with great satisfaction that we look upon

this period of British history. For, whilst More
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land was on his mission, and the princes addressed

were meditating their letters, religious London was

one scene of excitement. Sermons were preached,

and prayers arose from the city pulpits. Besides

this, subscriptions were raised for the impoverish

ed sufferers, to the large sum of 3640,000, ae3,000

of which the Protector gave from his own purse.

Milton having avowed the sentiments of the Go

vernment, now made manifest his own.

Brave and beautiful are the words of his well-

known sonnet, the strains of which, whilst they

kindled the feelings of Protestant England to their

highest intensity of ardour, struck terror into the

heart of persecuting Rome ! How significant of the

heroic spirit of the Puritan Protestant of the olden

time is this piece of enlightened imprecation !—

" Avenge, O Lord, thy slaughter'd saints, whose bones

Lie scatter'd o'er the Alpine mountains cold.

Even them who kept thy truth so pure of old,

When all our fathers worshipp'd stocks and stones,

Forget not ; in thy book record their groans,

Who were thy sheep, and in thine ancient fold ;

Slain by the bloody Piedmontese, that roll'd

Mother with infant down the rocks. Their moans

The vales redoubled to the hills, and they

To heaven. Their martyr'd blood and ashes sow

O'er all the Italian fields, where still doth sway

The triple tyrant ; that from these may grow

A hundred fold ; who having learn'd thy way,

Early may fly the Babylonian woe."

Such sentiments, coming from the Secretary

of Foreign Affairs, together with the correspon

dence of the Protector himself, caused no little
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perplexity in the minds of the persecuting princes.

What were they to do? was the question. Were

they to obey England or the Pope ? Cromwell,

strong in the justness of his course, cared little which

they obeyed, provided religion was not persecuted.

As may be supposed, France was not a little dissatis

fied with its position. The French Ambassador in

London desired an audience that he might withdraw.

He was plainly told he was welcome to go. A fa

mous cardinal, too, on being told that he was not

proceeding with his extermination of heresy, replied,

" that he did not know what to do — for if he did

not prosecute his work, he himself would be called

a heretic at Rome ; and if he did, he was menaced by

the dread of Cromwell."

This was a bright episode in our diplomatic history,

for the Vaudois were not British subjects, but foreign

Protestant sufferers. Such sufferers are seldom heeded

now. Even the free-born Englishman may look in vain

for protection from those obsolete persecutions which

are being so rapidly revived on the Continent. With

out notice or trial, the dungeon or the galleys may be

the lot of such as simply possess a copy of the Scrip

tures or the writings of their countrymen.

But why is this ? England is as strong for the re

quired protection of her subjects now as she was in the

days of Elizabeth, or Cromwell, or William III ; and

stronger far than when Queen Anne uttered her

memorable statement to that Grand Duke of Tus

cany who, in her time, had molested the chaplain of

her embassy at Leghorn, because of his religion.

Bold and explicit are her words, as uttered by
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the Earl of Sunderland, who says : — "If there be

any molestation given to her Majesty's chaplain

residing at Leghorn, she shall look upon it as an

affront done to herself and the nation, a breach of

the peace, and a violation of the law of nations;

and shall, by her fleets and armies, which will be all

the year in the Mediterranean Sea, not only demand,

but take satisfaction for any such injury offered ; and

that the priest of the Grand Duke's minister here,

and all frequenters of his chapel, must expect the

same treatment. And if they talk any more of the

Pope or Court of Rome, you must cut the matter

short by telling them, her Majesty has nothing to do

with that Court, but will treat with the Grand Duke

as with other independent Princes and States. And

this you must do in the most forcible manner pos

sible."

Our desire is that among the Governments of

England, who have befriended the persecuted at home

and abroad, the historian of future generations may

not find an exception in that of our own. Happily

the moral power of public opinion, and the allied

efforts of institutions, are seeking to supply its defi

ciency. Decided steps have been taken west of the

Atlantic for the purpose of sustaining the Govern

ment there in negotiating with Papal countries for

the same liberty to worship God and bury their dead,

for American Protestants, as is given to the inhabi

tants of such countries residing in the States. No

thing less, assuredly, can satisfy the claims of free-

born Britons.
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And now the scene is changed— the long-dreaded

event has come at last. The land is waste, and its

homes without inhabitant. The foe, after centu

ries of persecution, has at length prevailed. In vain

with deepest fidelity and affection did the sorrowing

sufferers cling to each other's embrace. The Papal

soldiery had severed the bonds which existed be

tween pastors and flocks— brother and sister, husband

and wife, parents and children. As to the latter,

thousands were hurried off to monasteries and con

vents, that, forgetting the heresy of their fathers,

they might be taught the religion of their persecutors.

How are we reminded of another separation and

departure, of which the poet Goldsmith, in his

" Deserted Village," so touchingly sings :—

" What sorrows gloom'd that parting day,

That called them from their native walks away ;

When the poor exiles, every pleasure past,

Hang round the bower, and fondly looked the last.

With loudest plaint the mother spoke her woes,

And blessed the cot where every pleasure rose;

And kissed her thoughtless babes with many a tear,

And clasped them close, in sorrow doubly dear ;

While her fond husband strove to lend relief,

In all the silent manliness of grief."

This melancholy event is of easy explanation.

Cromwell was dead, and James II. having said that

he saw no reason why he should interfere with the

affairs of religion on the Continent, and especially
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why he should keep faith with heretics, the Papal

emissaries, taking advantage of this period of non

intervention, instigated the Duke of Savoy to make

a last effort for their extermination. Many fled,

but the most part, eleven thousand in number,

were forced to abandon their valleys. They were

conducted first to Turin. "A bare recital of the

miseries which the prisoners had to suffer during

their confinement is sufficient to sicken the heart.

Eleven thousand human beings were distributed

among only fourteen jails or castles. We were

fed," they say, " for months upon bread and water ;

the former, in which we often found lime, glass, filth

of various kinds, was so bad as scarcely to deserve

the name ; while the latter, in many instances brought

from stagnant pools, was scarcely fit for the use of

cattle. Our lodging was upon bricks or filthy straw ;

the prisons were so crowded that during the heat of

summer they became loathsome and intolerable.

Deaths were daily taking place ; but for every corpse,

a living Vaudois was placed in its room. Many dis

eases were engendered ; and such was their condition

as it regarded vermin in their worst forms, that they

found no rest or sleep night or day. Many expectant

mothers were lost for want of care and attention.

Their infants shared the same fate."*

But, ashamed of this brutal treatment, the Duke

of Savoy granted the victims release from the dun

geons, only, however, that under military guard, he

may march them over the Alps, with the express

condition that any attempt at return would be visited

* Jones's Church History.
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with capital punishment. To eight thousand of their

number death had granted a far more acceptable re

lease. He had come as a welcome messenger, as a

long-wished-for comforter. Night dews fall not more

softly, or worn-out winds retire more gently, than did

these storm-tried pilgrims embrace that "land of the

great departed," into which so many of their com

panions in tribulation had already gone. It was in

the depth of winter that the remaining three thousand

were driven forth from Turin to Geneva, by way of

the frozen pass of Mont Cenis. Of these, many

died on the road. The old, the sickly, and the

feeble, half-starved and almost naked, could not en

dure the fatigue of the journey. Being unable to

proceed, they were left to die in the midst of ice and

snow.

But now having crossed the Alps we behold the

defenceless remnant seeking entrance at the gates

of Geneva. Brave city ! how do we delight in the

welcome it gave ! The citizens brought them food,

and gave them shelter. But this was not enough ;

for the exiles could not always be dependent on

bounty. Hence, some of their number left for

the Swiss Cantons, in quest of employment ; some

for cities along the Rhine ; some ventured as far as

the land of William Penu ; whilst others joined the

settlement of the Pilgrims in the rising state of New

England. Thus our Valleys, after a lapse of sixteen

long centuries and more, are despoiled of their

rightful possessors. The good seed, however, is

in all lands, and a better time is coming. God

never leaves his people ! The hospitality of Christian

strangers and the fond recollections of past plea



212 A TOICE FROM THE ALPS.

sures, still gave them relief in their sorrow. How

kind is that plan of Divine Providence which thus

uniformly sets one thing over against another !

" There's not a realm, however rude,

But hath some little flower

To brighten up its solitude,

And scent the evening hour.

" There's not a heart, however cast

By grief and sorrow down,

But hath some memory of the past,

To love and call its own."

3Tofo of Couttirg.

Love of country is a part of man's birthright. It

has marked the histories of the noble and the brave

in all lands, and in all ages of the world. Patriotism

has shone in their brightest crowns. It was ma

nifested in the Jewish exiles by the Euphrates and

Tigris. It was incorporated with the lives of the

prophets, patriarchs, and apostles, and tenderly min

gled with the tears of the Incarnate Saviour him

self. Every man feels an interest in his own country

which he does not feel respecting any other.

But the man who thinks of At* own soil feels,

by the laws of nations as well as by those of na

ture, that he is the rightful and exclusive owner

of it. That soil " is the space under the centre sky,

where the generation before moved in its round

of duties, and he feels himself connected by a visible
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link with those who are to follow him, and to whom

he would transmit a home. Perhaps his farm has

come down to him from his fathers. They have

gone to their last home ! but he can trace their foot

steps over the scenes of his daily labours. The roof

that sheltered him was reared by those to whom he

owes his being. Some interesting domestic tradition

is connected with every enclosure. The favourite

tree was planted by his father's hand. He sported

in boyhood beside the brook which still winds

through the meadow. Through the field lies the

path to the village school of earlier days. He still

hears, as it were, the voice of the Sabbath bell

which called his father to the house of God ; near

at hand is the spot where his parents laid down

to rest, and where, when his time should come, he

would be laid by his children. These are the feelings

of the owners of the soil. Words cannot paint

them — gold cannot buy them ; they flow out of

the deepest fountains of the heart— they are the

life-springs of a fresh, healthy, and generous na

tional character." And who would deprive our

constitution of this noble, we may say valuable,

sense of exclusive right ? An island or a conti

nent may be better spared from the framework of

the globe, than those pleasures and recollections of

the human mind which come of the endearing love

of fatherland.

Our expatriated Vaudois never lost, but always felt a

lingering desire after home. However numerous were

the kindnesses elsewhere enjoyed, they felt that love

for their own country made them strangers in every

other. At one time they were told that the States
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of New England would be most desirable for them, for

many of their brethren in past times had fled thither.

The Prince ofOrange, too, intimated that Holland, and

other members of the United Provinces, were open to

them. The growing prosperity ofthese lands, with the

prospects of wealth and fortune, were laid before

them. It was intimated that in them they might

have a peaceful close to their long day of labour and

trial. They were reminded that the purely pastoral

character of their valleys would allow of no such

prospects, either for themselves or their posterity.

Besides this, they were assured by those who had

lately come from their lands that thousands of re

bels from Ireland, and Romanists from France, had

been put in possession of the chief spots of beauty

and richness. But all this failed to produce any ra

dical effect. Love of country was uppermost. All

that was brilliant and enticing elsewhere was viewed

by them as little worth in comparison of their con

secrated homes. Those homes were to them what no

others were—the homes of their fathers—their own

by right ; their own by a long chain of inheritance.

With all their trials they were preferred. The senti

ment of the poet was that of each patriotic Vaudois :

" Ne'er tell me of glories, serenely adorning

The close of our day, the calm eve of our night ;

Give me back, give me back the wild freshness of morning,

Her clouds and her tears are worth evening's best light."

Often, whilst separated by intervening barriers of

mountains, and seas, and kingdoms, did the patriots
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long to enjoy their Valleys. They loved each spot

for its own beauty and glory—

" Each landscape there

Was green and woody, and refreshed the eye."

Besides, each had its associations and memories,

over which our exiles lingered with a melancholy fond

ness. This was all the more felt, as in most other

lands they were not allowed a peaceful exile. Their lot

was that of men who lived with the dungeon and

the sword still in view. For, wherever the priests

could control the civil power, their religion was treated

as a crime.

How wonderful a link in the chain of Providence

was this love of country ! Truly God moves in a

mysterious way. Without it one of the fairest

realms of nature would have been lost to the Pro

testant world, and Italy, including the whole Papal

States, would be without the light which now shines

at its very doors.

l&tkatu to % ©alkgs.

** There's something street in scenes of gloom

To hearts ofjoy bereft ;

When hope has withered in its bloom.

When friends are going to the tomb.

Or in the tomb are left1'

A people long instructed to contend for the rights

of conscience, have uniformly learned to contend for

other rights also. It was thus that the Puritans in
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England, having strenuously opposed the encroach

ments made on religion, often silently, and some

times successfully, opposed in the parliament those

made on the nation by the Crown. Their cause ga

thered strength as the people became better in

structed ; and when at length tyranny, impatient of

restraint, appealed to the sword, liberty became tri

umphant. Even Hume, though he has drawn an

unfair portraiture of the Puritans, acknowledges

that to them we are indebted for our free institutions.

Thus was it with the Vaudois. They had learned to

endure great suffering for religion. Though reduced

to a mere handful, they were now equally prepared

to suffer for their temporal possessions. How they

were ever again to regain their Valleys, no one before

hand could have told.

To scale the Alps, under their impoverished cir

cumstances, was in itself a weighty undertaking.

But how could they descend to their Valleys, now

in possession of a multitude of men trained by re

cent acts of rebellion, to slaughter and blood? And

especially how could they, a few hundred men,

dream of successful warfare with a power so terrible

as Rome, which, in the eloquent language of Burke,

had fresh " drenched with gore the golden plains of

Italy, the market-places in England, the mountains

of Switzerland ; which stained with silent and in

glorious torrents the snows of the Polar regions,

and had made the heather of Caledonia blush a

deeper crimson " ? Yet they conceived the idea.

About true men there is a boldness of courage which

cowards and robbers know nothing of. A thief in the

night may tremble when only a leaf seems to be track
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ing his path. But a sense of right and justice will

make a man fearless of death itself. We can only

trace a few of the events of their miraculous return.

It was in the year 1689 that these pilgrims,

aided with funds by William III., commenced

their journey. Yonder, at dead of night, upon

the waters of Lake Leman, are several boats, pass

ing and repassing in their mission of conveying

to the shores opposite to the wood of Nion, about

800 to 900 men. This was in the night of Friday,

the 16th of August. Many were the hopes which

swelled the bosoms of the voyagers. The storm

rose high on the lake, but served only to drive

into their midst a boat filled with their own brethren,

who had come to join them from Geneva. Landing

on the Savoy side, they formed themselves into a re

giment, divided into nineteen companies, with the

brave Arnaud (now colonel as well as pastor) at their

head.

Of Arnaud, Calamy states, that he more than once

had an interview with him, when afterwards he came to

England to apply to King William for assistance :—

"I heard him," he says, " deliver a plain, serious ser

mon at the French Chapel, in Threadneedle-street,

on a lecture-day ; and he seemed to be a very pious

man, and a warm, serious preacher. One thing, he

says, I shall add, that was a little diverting. On

being introduced to Dr. Bates, Monsieur Arnaud

made a handsome speech to the Doctor in Latin,

which the Doctor told me he did not understand. It

having been explained, the Doctor made a gentleman

ly and Christian-like answer in Latin too, when the

same office of explanation had to be performed for
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Monsieur Arnand, who had said that a word of the

Doctor's speech he did not understand '."

Such, in brief, was Arnand, who now became

leader of the returning Vandois. Six of their com

panies were exiles from Langnedoc and Dauphiny.

Being formed into three divisions, viz. : the advanced

guard, the main body, and the rear guard, they

knelt down and solemnly invoked the Divine blessing

upon their journey. Many were the remarkable ex

ploits which followed. In some places, where oppo

sition was offered, the leaders were taken prisoners,

and made to march at the head of the first regi

ment. If they entered a village under arms, and

where it was likely blood would be shed, they sent

a messenger before them with the following written

notice :—" An expedition is arrived here, composed

of 2,000 men. We can assure you that all that they

want is a free passage. They pay for all they take.

We, therefore, request you not to sound the tocsin,

or raise an alarm, but to withdraw your people, if

under arms."

This, and similar notices, produced a kind of

emulation on the way as to who or what place should

give them most readily what they wanted. Most

amusing were many of these gifts. Some placed

before them casks of wine, which, for fear of poison,

they did not drink. Others gave them carts and

mules ; others again fruits and bread. At one time

a monk is opposed to them, who is made a prisoner.

A dagger is found under his frock ! He is made to

march with the rest of the prisoners !

We have already described the beautiful valley of

the Arve — the vestibule to Mont Blanc. On the
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second day, after leaving the Lake, they entered this

retired spot. Advancing along the river to Cluse, they

found mountains and hill-sides, on either hand co

vered with people, prepared to withstand them. But

they made friends of the Governor of Cluse, and

were allowed to pass on. Salenche — which also we

have described as affording the best view of Mont

Blanc — was now before them. Four monks came

out to cajole, if possible, witli false promises. Ar-

naud seeing this, was determined on teaching them a

lesson. His soldiers were commanded to take them

as hostages, but the fathers tucked up their frocks,

and took to their heels, and so briskly did they run,

that only two of them were taken ! who were of great

use in securing a free passage through many towns

in their journey. Delighted for once were the

Vaudois to turn their influence to so good an ac

count. Thus, in the midst of an armed popula

tion, they passed on their way without the shedding

of a single drop of blood !

And now, with ice and snow up to their knees, they

climbed the rugged heights of Bon Homme—a moun

tain where, the year before, ramparts and intrench-

ments had been made by their foes, who had notice

of their coming. Expecting a bloody engagement, they

found the place a solitude ; not a guard even was there

to indicate that any resistance was contemplated ; a

mercy, we are told, which led our exiles to pause upon

the spot and offer up special thanksgiving. Descend

ing, however, they found themselves in a long, narrow

defile, with armed men posted along the heights, who

simply contented themselves with looking down upon

their progress, until, coming near to the village
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of Say, at the call of a horrible peal of bells, people,

with muskets, and forks, and scythes, came down

upon their path, who soon, however, found it safer

to fly. Their priest, which the Vaudois said " would

make a good bird for our cage," had to escape at full

gallop ; and the lord of the valley, notwithstanding

all the bluster of bells and the rallying of the people,

shut himself up, for fear, in the walls of his own

castle !

Many were the adventures and trials which be

fell them. At one time, eighty of their number

are missing, having been driven to some distant re

fuge by the overwhelming forces of an armed foe ;

at another time four hundred men are found on the

far heights of Lucerne, where the French, feeling that

they could not ascend with safety, think it better to

let them remain. Now, at dead of night, for want of

food, they escape to places of concealment in the

valleys, where, looking about them, they find chest

nuts near Malpertus ; elsewhere, when in great want,

they make " soup of violets and wild sorrel," after

which they are refreshed and strengthened. At one

time they lie in dens and caves, being afraid to stir

themselves, lest their track on the snow should be

discovered. At another time, watching the move

ments of two thousand French soldiers who are seek

ing their blood, they retire, under cover of fog and a

fall of snow, to some solitary place, where, kneeling

with their faces to the ground, they engage in devout

prayer, after which a sermon is preached by the

colonel, from the words, "Many a lime have they

fought against me." Elsewhere, as at Prals, they

alight upon one of their old churches, from which
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they cast forth all the " images and candles " which

the Irish and French Romanists had placed there,

and twice meet, for their own time-honoured worship,

within its walls. At Bobbi, on the 1st September,

Arnaud preached in the open air, after which the

people entered into a written covenant, declaring

their determination to adhere to the truth, and,

under all trials, to each other. On the evening of

the same day, they illustrated their sworn " hostility

to the cruel woman of Babylon," by taking down a

Romish bell which had been placed over the Church

at Bobbi. At the "Mill of Machil" they are

grieved to see the head of one of their own com

panions elevated on a pole, that the people may say,

" Such is the end of the Barbets I" but are rejoiced

to find that at death he had said, that "he was

happy to die in such a cause, and that for every

Vaudois who fell, God would raise up five hundred

more "—a prophecy which was more than fulfilled.

But in all the annals of the brave, where is there

anything to compare with their preservation at La

Balsille 1 There, on that storm-beaten summit, did a

handful of men, who looked like a mere speck in

the rocks, defend themselves, and that through a

whole winter, against a trained force of armed

men. So marvellous was it, that the French soldiers

themselves were heard to say, " that Heaven took a

visible interest in their lives, and that their retreat,

under cover of mist and cloud, was nothing less than

a miracle."

" Does it not," asks one of their own biographers,

" surpass imagination, that though these people were

more than eighteen times engaged in conflict, during
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the efforts they made to penetrate their Valleys, they

lost only thirty of their number, whilst their enemies

lost 10,000 men, without effecting the object they had

in view?"* But this was not all. There were other

dangers besides those of men in armour and instru

ments of blood. Who can withstand hunger ? " We

were in such straits for provisions," said Arnaud to

Calamy, " that we were in great fears of starving.

At one time (so marvellous was the Divine interpo

sition) there came a sudden thaw, which, in one

night, melted the snows, upon which we discovered a

considerable quantity of wheat, ready for the sickle,

which had been standing from the foregoing summer,

but was covered for the winter by a sudden fall of

snow. Our poor destitute people beheld it with ad

miration and thankfulness. Without it we must

have perished•."f

Now, who that delights in the marvellous, the

eventful, and the brave, let him tread these regions

of the Vaudois ; let him — leaving the fictions of

romance and the legends of superstition—climb the

heights of La Tour, or wander along the sides of

Guignevert—

" Yes, go to the hamlet vales

Of the Alpine mountains old,

If thou would'st hear immortal tales,

By the wind's deep whispers told !

Go, if thou lov'st the soil to tread

Where man hath bravely striven,

And life like incense hath been shed,

An offering unto Heaven I

* " La Eentree Glorieuse," and Henderson's " Vaudois."

| Life of Calamy.
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" For o'er the snows and round the pines

Hath swept a noble flood ;

The nurture of the peasant's vines

Hath been the martyr's blood !

A spirit stronger than the sword,

And loftier than despair,

Through all the heroic region pour'd,

Breathes in the generous air."

And now, like that golden light — calm, soft, and

serene — which sometimes gilds the summits of

the Alps, is their present peaceful condition.

After many settlements and re-settlements with

their French and Savoy Sovereigns, they are, through

the liberal Government of Sardinia, in the un

molested possession of their Valleys, and in the

full enjoyment of liberty of conscience. Interspersed

in their midst are many Romanist neighbours, with

here and there a priest and a monk, reminding us of

what often occurs along the sands of the sea. " Who

ever after a storm, has strolled along the sea-beach,

must have observed not merely the many shells which

the wind had cast on shore, with their difference of

form and variety of tint and colour, but also how

those usually found only in regions far apart, have,

by the currents of ocean, been brought here into

strange proximity." Many and great were the

storms of human conflict that led to the occupa

tion of the Valleys ; and now that the strifes

and passion of ages are past, the Vaudois Pro
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testants and their Romanist neighbours have their

dwellings together. Nothing can be more delightful

than to contrast their past disabilities with their pre

sent privileges. The few hundred, whom Arnaud led

back to the Valleys, besides having extended them

selves elsewhere, have now multiplied to the number

of 20,000 of an active Protestant population.

Nowhere in Europe has industry been more de

servedly rewarded. Fine lands are under cultiva

tion, which appear to have been won from realms

of ordained sterility. Much of present prosperity

is due to the liberal policy which the Government

has adopted ; but far more is owing to the cha

racter and habits of the people themselves. Not

withstanding all disabilities, a Protestant population,

as a rule, will be possessed of more temporal comfort

than a Romanist. There are exceptions to this rule.*

No cultivation could be greater than in the Romanist

countries of Belgium, parts of Sardinia, and several

of the Swiss Cantons. In all these the luxuriance

of vegetable growth is great, and the art of produc

tion carried to a great height. Thus, after having

looked upon some of the plains of Savoy, and the

clean, fine husbandry of Belgium, the hills of Dover

and the corn lands of Kent appear positively bare.

Still these are the exceptions. It is far otherwise

when we look to the two Americas — Spanish

and British ; or to Scotland and Ireland, two mem

bers of our own empire ; or to the north and the

south of the last-named land. Protestant truth,

the world over, appears favourable to national

* See " Ireland," by Jonathan Pirn, Esq.

v
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prosperity. The religion of the Scriptures teaches

the importance of combining activity in business with

fervor of spirit. It genders a self-relying energy.

It prompts to moderation, temperance, and self-re

spect. These again beget, in behalf of its possessor,

the confidence of others, without which no system of

commerce can be successful.

But the moral and religious condition of the Val

leys, is, if possible, of still greater interest than

that which is social. Truthfulness, honesty, and

civility are the acknowledged characteristics of the

humblest and poorest of the Vaudois. Even those of

their number who lead a wandering life, gaining

their livelihood by the use of the hand organ, in our

streets, are never known to commit a theft or break

the peace. Their music, though poor and discor

dant, is sacred, whilst their low stature, dark com

plexion, and patient look usually bespeak a passing

kindness from such as are interested in the land of

their birth. A new scene has opened on the ques

tion of education. The whole childhood of the Val

leys are allowed its blessings. Voluntary efforts, at

home and abroad, are yearly increasing for its further

diffusion. Besides this, the Vaudois are in direct con

nexion with the British Government. Although

Charles II. seized, for his own private purposes, the

public fund raised by the exertions of Cromwell, yet it

was revived again in 1826, and is paid to this day. The

fund is expended exclusively on poor pastors and

schoolmasters. Fifteen of the former and ninety of

the latter receive a yearly assistance. The Vaudois,

as we have already stated, have a college at La Tour,

whose students take their degrees of theology in Ge
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neva. Such happily is the freedom of the press,

that they publish two newspapers, one at Turin, the

other at Chambery. On almost every hill-side, as

along each valley, may be seen the church and the

school, whilst numerous pastors are devotedly en

gaged in the instruction of their flocks.

How wonderful is this change ! Time has removed

the gloomy invader. The providence of God has inter

vened the shield of Prince Victor Emanuel, and the

blessings of a free constitution. No more stained with

blood, "the waste places break forth into joy," and

"beautiful upon the mountains are the feet ofthem that

bring good tidings, that publish peace, that bringeth

good tidings of good, that publisheth salvation, that

saith unto Zion, Thy God reigneth." The soul of the

people is " escaped as a bird out of the snare of the

fowler." "The snare is broken, and they are es

caped. They are like them that dream. Now is

their mouth filled with laughter, and their tongue

with singing. The heathen say the Lord hath done

great things for them. The Lord hath done great

things for them, whereof they are glad." Thus de

lightfully is fulfilled the prediction, that " they that

sow in tears shall reap in joy;" a joy, as in similar

changes, corresponding to the measure of sorrow by

which it was preceded.

" With joy the sailor, long by tempests tost,

Spreads all his canvas for the distant coast ;

With joy the hind, his daily labours done,

Sees the broad shadows of the setting sun ;

With joy the slave, worn out with tedious woes,

Beholds the bliss that liberty bestows."
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CHAPTER Y.

THE REFORMATION IN ITALY.

* In the desert there is built a house

For Freedom."

Nothing is more remarkable than the preservation

of the Vaudois people. In the midst of persecution,

captivity, exile, and a general dispersion among the

nations, they have never ceased to exist, but have

maintained their integrity for more than fifteen hun

dred years. We naturally inquire into the reason of

this. Travellers tell us of numerous monuments

scattered over central Italy, erected by tribes of men

now no more. None can tell whose were the skil

ful hands that moulded the beautiful ornaments and

vases still laid bare in old tombs and vaults recently

discovered. The ancient Etrurians, whose active

generations once trod the space which lies midway

between the Adriatic and the Mediterranean, have

wholly disappeared.

It is the same with other tribes. " Are the de

generate race that now inhabit the valleys of the

Nile, the descendants of the mighty Egyptians that

built the Pyramids ? Are the embalmed mummies

of Thebes the only representatives of that powerful
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people which gave art and learning to Greece ? Are

the wandering Arabs, that pitch their tents on the

mounds of the Tigris, the descendants of that great

Nineveh that once ruled the east ?

" By the lakes of Central America the traveller

stumbles on mighty ruins, reared by a people that

can be found no more. On the prairies of the West

are mounds of several acres in extent laid off square,

and rising by successive terraces to a great height ;

whether designed as fortifications or as tombs no

man knoweth. The race that built them had va

nished before the Indians took possession of the con

tinent.

"And now the Indians themselves are yielding to

the same fatality. The dusky races that once roamed

along the Atlantic coast, proud in their savage free

dom, have retired far to the west. Their spirit is

broken. In a hundred years they will probably

have perished."

It is not so with the Vaudois. The trampled

flower blooms with renewed vigour, and bids fair to

shed a long perfume over ages yet to come. Per

haps a reason may be found in the fact, that, like

the Jews, they were conservators of Divine truth.

Peoples like individuals are immortal until the work

which the Divine Being has assigned them is com

pleted.

1. The Vaudois are suitable Missionaries for Ita

ly. — They are Italians of a remote antiquity, and

as such are respected by thousands of their country

men. Many Romanists even are beginning to avow

that the Vaudois Church is an Apostolic Church,

and the ancient Church in Italy. Deep and intense
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is their love of country ; a love which dangers and

trials cannot quench. Their valleys, too, situated at

the head of the peninsula, constitutes " a great door

and effectual," by means of which other Christians

through them may go in and possess the land.

Then in seeking the enlightenment of Italy the Vau-

dois have no natural or material barriers to surmount

—no mountains to cross — no seas to navigate — no

language to adopt—no climate to change—no preju

dices to overcome — no foreigners to encounter. Be

sides this, their loyalty and devotedness are pro

verbial. . Their prince has spoken of them as being

among his best subjects. Equally in their favour is

their well-known general character, which has won

golden opinions from almost all classes. Their mo

rality stands unimpeached ; their spirit is concilia

tory and gentle ; their influence, always favourable

to progress, is popular.

These antecedents, combined with their present

freedom, render them pre-eminently fitted for the

great mission which lies before them. How beautiful

at this moment is the bloom of that freedom ! The

strains of the Gospel, no longer driven back to caves

and rocks, but passing the barrier which for three

centuries restrained them, are now preached with

Apostolic fervor, and heard with heartfelt gladness

over all the towns and cities of Piedmont. We have

reason to know that even in Rome these descend

ants of its ancient Church would be welcome ; for the

name and memory of the Vaudois are held by many

in the highest veneration, and some, through them,

have obeyed the warning cry which, in 1848, was

raised along the Tiber, saying to the victims of the
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cruel woman of Babylon, " Come out of her, my

people, lest ye be partakers of her plagues."

2. Italy needs such Missionaries. — Wearied with

the groaning of its prisoners, the city of the Tiber

looks around for relief. A much longer continuation

of suffering can scarcely be expected. Every age

since the commencement of the Christian era has it

been a scene of blood. Time has brought no change.

" No human tongue can tell," remarks a competent

witness, "the baseness and the atrocities of the priests

in the Papal provinces. The deeds of barbarity daily

perpetrated remind every one of the worst days of

the Inquisition. By hunger, sleeplessness, flogging,

and other torments, the poor prisoners are constrained

to declare, even with their signature, the denuncia

tion either of events unknown to them, or of accom

plices whom they never had ; and these declarations,

thus extorted by tortures, are made in the presence

of special judges, who are, indeed, executioners in an

official attire. At Ancona, Bologna, and in all the

cities of Romagna, they are chained by their feet,

or have an iron collar at their neck and fixed to the

wall. . . At times, when the priestly judge is un

satisfied with their answer, priestly wrath redoubles

the torments. . . . Covered with cutaneous

eruptions, some are dying, some longing to die."

It is a sense of such evils that has kindled anew

the old Roman energy and eloquence, as in the per

son of Padre Gavazzi. It is a similar sense which

had led a celebrated cardinal to"1 say to a French

officer, " Let us know when the troops are likely to

withdraw, as we should like to withdraw with them."

3. Italy is ready to receive these Missionaries.
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In the year 1848 the Gospel was openly preached

in Rome. The Romans flocked to hear its mes

sage. Other Papal cities were desirous of the

same privilege. Florence, that beautiful city, as

its name indicates (flower of Italy), was a scene

of great mental excitement and spiritual inquiry.

" I was there," writes a Vaudois pastor, in a letter

lately received, "in the years 1850-52, preaching in

chapels and in private assemblies. The people felt

a great need of instruction ; and now that we have

been exiled, the Lord remains with His Word."

One peculiarity respecting the work going on

in the south, is the unobtrusiveness — we had

almost said the silence— of its operations. There

is no public controversy, and but little excite

ment. Like the kingdom of heaven, the work of

conversion comes not with observation. Great honour

has been put upon the Sacred Writings. Though the

hand that introduced them has for the present with

drawn, yet by their means the work continues. As

a specimen of the manner in which truth wins

its way, we may refer to the case of Clementina,

as given by the Christian pen of one who signs her

self " Hopeful."* Added to the names of Rosa

Madiai and Jane Cunningham is this young sufferer

for conscience sake. Amidst long-continued trials

and persecution, she delights in the study of the

Word, first made known to her by two Christian

Vaudois ; and despite a mother's tears, a father's

entreaties, and the imprecations of the priests, with

* See a tract entitled, " Light in Darkness." Oldham, Suf

folk-street.
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the convent menacing her liberty, still finds courage

to persevere. "When her Bible was taken, some

Christian friend found means to convey to her a

small New Testament, which she kept hidden in the

straw of her mattress, and whenever opportunity al

lowed, she would hasten to her little chamber, and

refresh her soul with the words of life." How beau

tiful a picture. As some plants in nature, when

trampled upon, renew their fragance, so this gentle

convert, the more she is tried, the more lovely does

she appear; Clementina is but a specimen of nu

merous others.

A friend who laboured in Florence in 1848, in

formed me that, such was the demand for the Scrip

tures in Tuscany alone, that thousands of copies

a-week were disposed of. Since that period, as many as

twelve thousand copies had been taken into custody,

and marched off to little cells cut for them in the Tus

can dungeons ! But such is man's curiosity, that

having nothing to do, the soldiers take down here

and there a prisoner, cut open the leaves with their

bayonets, and carry them off to the buyers out

side. Of course it is the interest of the sol

diers to take them prisoners again ; for no matter

how often they are seized, purchasers are readily

found. As a set-off against this demand for the

Scriptures, the priests resort to their old habit of

miracles. At the time we were in Italy, there was a

grand day in honour of the Virgin. With great

pomp and ceremony, the officers of state and the

whole body of clergy kept the famous celebration of

Mary. The Church wanted an exact likeness of

Mary. The artist to whom the task was committed
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had taken all but the face. Whilst meditating on

what was her exact and most endearing expression,

he fell into a sweet sleep ; on awaking, he found,

to his wonder and joy, that Mary herself, de

scending to the canvas, had taken the pencil, and

completed the task ! But this sort of answer of

the priests to those inquiring for the Bible does

not do. It helps, rather than retards, the demand

for Reformation in Florence. " I have," writes a

friend, " great hope for a people whose minds enter

tain so strong a desire for the Word of God."

4. Missionary labours have already been successful

in Italy.—It is towards Northern Italy that the

eyes turn with the most pleasurable hope ! There

Reformation is not simply matter of desire, but one

of fact. Its progress is truly great.

At the head of the Italian peninsula stands the capi

tal of Sardinia, Turin. Our historical memorials

have indicated its past condition. For ages, it was

only another name for cruelty and fraud. In it

was found the blood of an innumerable army of

martyrs. At one time, as many as forty thousand

Vaudois were doomed to its inquisitorial torture. Its

princes were bigots ; its priests were inquisitors ; its

royal palace was a cloister ; its people were priest-

ridden and gloomy ; its Government was low-

thoughted in its subserviency to Bishops and Cardi

nals ; its laws, for the most part, were cruel edicts,

made after the pattern laid down in the Vatican at

Rome. It never possessed a literature, and its

language, we are told, was so corrupt, that many of

its citizens fled to Florence, that they might hear

the people talk Italian ! Nowhere did monks and
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friars, and nuns, nestle in greater numbers, or in the

midst of grosser corruptions.

" Not more than ten years ago," remarks an eye

witness, " the Jesuits darkened every street ; the

friars of every hue, black, grey, and white, issued

in long processions from its churches. It was a city

of priests, with an army to defend them. The Sardi

nian clerical staff amounted to twenty-three thousand

individuals. Out of a state revenue of eighty-five

millions of francs, the clergy drew nearly twelve mil

lions." From such a condition it would seem hope

less to look for improvements; for—

" Where such fairies once have danced,

No grass will ever grow."

Yet what a change ! Turin, more than any other

city in Europe, is indebted to the Revolution of 1848.

That revolution gave it a new constitution. " That

constitution," remarks Farini," has availed more than

a victory to its prince, Victor Emanuel. Under it,

and bringing with them their wealth, exiles from every

part of the Papal States have flocked to Turin. The

energies of the people have been put forth, and the

wholecountry developed. While thesouthern cities are

decaying, and the whole population of some of them

reduced by thousands, in about eighteen months of

1851-52, no fewer than one hundred and ten houses,

containing seven thousand rooms, have been built in

Turin. Rome sits widowed on the Tiber, among the

monuments of a glory that has departed ; the palaces

of Venice are mouldering away on the lagoons ; the

grass is growing on the streets of Mantua, as if it

were a city of pestilence ; but new life is beating in
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the heart of Piedmont. Whilst the miserable policy

of Duke Leopold of Tuscany has ruined the trade of

Leghorn, lately the first of Italian sea-ports, a liberal

Government has given Genoa an impulse which pro

mises to place her keen merchants and hardy seamen

at the head of all her rivals." *

But far more than this — and hence the sorrow of

the Pope—the civil and political equality of the citi

zens, notwithstanding differences of religion, has been

established by fundamental laws. " Clerical immu

nities have been swept away ; the Jesuits have been

banished, and the Parliament is now contending for

freedom of education ! " Thus much is already

achieved, but more is being demanded by the people.

Thus far in the midst of defenceless Italy is this

city of the Dora rising into freedom. Pleasant was

it in June last to wander along its book-stands, placed

at every corner of its fine, long streets—to witness, as

signs of that freedom, numerous copies of the Scrip

tures in French, German, and Italian. Also, though

under prohibition in the southern cities, " Bunyan's

Pilgrim," and " Uncle Tom's Cabin." I knew not

which to admire most, the splendid glimpses of the

distant Alps disclosed at the terminus of each long-

drawn street, or these signs of reformation.

But the matter of crowning interest in Turin is the

reformation from Popery. The number of Protestants

amount, it is said, to 7,000 individuals. The new

Vaudois Church is a beautiful structure. At the

time of our visit it was near its completion. The

Pope had signifiedhis displeasure in vain. When

* North British Quarterly.
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a deputation of bishops waited on the King to

induce him to withdraw the permission to build

this church, he replied that the matter did not

rest with him, but with his Parliament and Minis

ters ; at the same time, he put the searching question,

" Did they, or did they not, believe in the truth of

the Catholic faith ? If they did not, there was nothing

to be said ; if they did, they could not be alarmed at

the building of a house called the Vaudois Church."

Despite the bishops, and before the eyes of all

Italy, has this liberty been granted. " Thus there are

40,000 witnesses in Piedmont ; Italians from every

land — from ' blue Friuli ' and the subalpine lakes,

to Reggio and Cape Misene — have seen the mate

rial evidence of constitutional liberty, in the erection

of the Church of the Vaudois. It is a noble edifice,

in the Lombardo-Gothic style, capable of containing

about 1,400 people. Over the doorway is the fol

lowing inscription :—' Stand ye in the old ways, and

see, and ask for the old paths, where is the good

way, and walk ye therein, and ye shallfind restfor

your souls' Yesterday, the morning Italian ser

vice was attended by about 1 ,300, the aisles full of

men standing, and the evening by 1,000 or 1,100—

among whom were the British Minister, the Prussian

Charge d'Affaires, and General Beckwith, the well-

known persevering benefactor of the Vaudois. The

French sermon, one of noble Christian simplicity and

evangelical boldness (in which entire dependence on

covenanted mercy was combined with an appeal to

man's reason and moral perception), was preached

by the Rev. M. Revel. The Italian sermon, in the

morning service, was preached by the Rev. M. Meille,
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one of the pastors of Turin. It was a detailed expo

sition of the principles and doctrines of the Vaudois

Church, in which history was appealed to to show that

its origin was purely Italian, and that its apostolic doc

trines were professed by Claud, Archbishop of Tu

rin, about the year 800. The last service, at seven in

the evening, was conducted in the old chapel. The

minister commented on Acts, ii., urging the necessity

of building up a Church ofliving stones, and the obli

gations of Christians to receive the Word with glad

ness, and to continue in the Apostles' doctrines and

fellowship, with the breaking of bread, and in prayer."

How touching the prayer of this multitude—" Lord,

we beseech thee to choose this place— this new sanc

tuary — as a place of thine habitation, in our dear

Italy !"* Who does not respond, amen ?

Thus favourable is the work in the capital, but not

less so is that now in operation in the provinces.

Genoa, "the Queen city of the Mediterranean,"

was the " head-quarters, even in recent days, of the

influence of the Vatican." A year and a-half ago

it contained scarcely a single professed Protestant ;

but now, even here, there is the dawn of Gospel

light. How truly interesting is the course of the

young Genoese Church, rising into a strong, active

existence — a Church, whose place of assembling,

ere long, will be one under whose roof mass was

said and the wafer worshipped. " We have just

obtained," remarks a correspondent, " an old Ro

manist Chapel at Genoa, which had been sold under

the French Government, and converted into a lead

* Christian Times.
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manufactory. Including the price of the purchase,

and the expenses of the repairs, we have contracted

a debt of •£3,000. We do not yet know how long

it will be ere we shall succeed in defraying it, but

we did not hesitate in taking the step, because it

was a necessary one. Our public meetings increase

every day. Several hundreds of those who come to

hear the preaching of the Word cannot find room in

the large hall we are at present hiring. The pro

prietor, too, suborned by the priests, has declared

that in the month of June he would no longer allow

heretical assemblies in his house at any price. We

should then have been in the street, and our mission

in Liffuria would have been seriously hindered in its

present cheering course—perhaps even stopped." In

connexion with this mission in Genoa, there are

four devoted labourers, whose whole aim is that of

winning souls to salvation, and nourishing them with

the bread of life. One is an ex-priest, whose mind

is deeply imbued with the spirit of the Gospel. Ano

ther is a distinguished advocate of Naples, who also

is a convert from Rome.

How cheering is this in a city where hitherto

Rome has been alone in its prevalence of error. Still

do we rejoice with trembling. As at Turin, efforts

are being made to prevent the opening of the new

temple. Every priest is furnished with a copy of

an address to the king, to which signatures are ear

nestly sought. But the coming month of May,

the time fixed for the opening, will tell how far

their influence will prevail.

In the province of Genoa is Favale, a spot of no

small degree of interest to the cause of the Gospel,
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owing to a family of forty members having received

its {ruths. Neither caresses, threats, nor persecu

tion have succeeded in shaking their constancy. " I

had the pleasure," writes a friend, "of seeing them

a few days ago, and was delighted with them. They

desire to have a small chapel and a shoolhouse

erected. We wish it to be provided, for it is but just

to grant them this witness. The Rector of Favale,

at the point of death, could do nothing else than put

himself and his people under the protection of Mary,

against the invasion of heresy. What folly ! The

mother, if she had any power, would not exercise it

against her own Son."

Next in importance to the cities named in the cause

of Italian Reformation, is that of Nice. The com

mencement of the work has been thus described by

one who was there when the first importation of

Bibles into Sardinia took place : — " The difficulty

was to find a person who would undertake the sale,

as a warning had already issued from every pul

pit. A chemist at length undertook it, and was, in

consequence denounced, with the usual graphic elo

quence, from every altar, in language such as could

be scarcely equalled by our lowest rabble. While

this had the desired effect of well-nigh ruining the

chemist, it nevertheless advertised the sale, and per

sons from Genoa and other parts came to Nice to

purchase Italian Bibles.

Since that time, Protestantism has made rapid

strides, and Nice has taken the lead, by the opening

of an evangelical church. Hitherto service had been

conducted in a private room.

The traveller in Nice, as in other cities of Sardi
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nia, discovers a marked difference in all classes of the

people, now that liberty of conscience is granted.

A spirit of free inquiry and discussion is gaining

ground, not so much on political as on religious sub

jects ; even the professed Roman Catholic papers do

not hesitate freely to discuss these matters ; and it is

truly refreshing to see the natives of Tuscany and

the Papal States pass through this country : they

seem to breathe a purer atmosphere, and give vent to

their feelings in no measured terms."

Other spots of greater or less note have likewise

received the truth. Of Casale a friend writes :—

" We have a flock under the pastoral care of a con

verted Romanist— a lawyer by profession. The

Gospel has spread its sweet fragrance of Christ, not

only here, but to the surrounding localities also."

On the way from Turin to the Valleys stands the

gloomy town of Pignerol, a town of unenviable noto

riety in Popish history. There, for ages, in monas

teries and convents, did the enemies of the Vaudois

form their plans of extermination ; yet even there

has a congregation been gathered, and a site for

the building of a chapel been taken. Nothing can

more indicate freedom of conscience than this ; for

no place in past days was more shut up to the ig

norant superstitions of the Church of Rome. This

fortress of evil, which contained every implement of

torture, has at length welcomed to its midst the mes

sengers of the martyr Church, from whose lips many

receive with meekness that Gospel which their fathers

sought to destroy.

Such are some of the spots which, outside the

Valleys, are now receiving the Gospel. Besides up
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wards of one hundred schools, in which a multitude

of young are being taught, there are in active em

ployment a large class of Evangelists and a numerous

band of colporteurs.

6. Motives to exertion in Italy. — A member of

the Chamber of Deputies, himself a Romanist, thus

speaks of this great work :—" Rome," he affirms, " is

carrying war into the very bosom of the Protestant

Church. It behoves the friends of Protestantism, of

civil and religious liberty, to turn their own efforts

towards Italy, to the very seat of Catholicism. The

kingdom of Sardinia is the only constitutional and

independent portion of Italy. In connexion with

the states of Sardinia, two interesting facts are par

ticularly striking — first, that this kingdom of Sar

dinia is the only state in Italy where, after the com

motions of '48, the people, through their wisdom,

their energy, and their moderation, have been enabled

to found and to maintain a representative govern

ment ; secondly, that whatever the actual creed of

Christian Europe may be, there does scarcely exist

in it, with the exception of the Vaudois, a popula

tion and a spot where, at one time or other, the sway

of the Roman Catholic Church has not been fully

recognized. Bible and missionary societies have

achieved great things within a certain sphere ; but

there is a new arena for them, such as they could

never have dreamed of before. Let them make the

Vaudois their missionaries in Italy, and they will

speak to those who are willing to listen and to re

ceive the glad tidings earnestly." And as a reason

for this course, our Deputy adds :—" Their religion

approaches nearest, perhaps, to that of the Apostolic

R
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times ; that they resisted, from the earliest period of

their existence, the dogmas and assumptions of

Rome ; and as they never acknowledged, so they

had no occasion for rejecting a religion which had

never been theirs. They are, therefore, neither Re

formers nor Protestants, but they are Christians of

the Primitive Church. They recognize the inspira

tion of the Scriptures, the Trinity, original sin,

and the atonement. The Vaudois are warmly sup

ported by the Liberal party in and out of Parlia

ment, who see that political is inseparable from reli

gious liberty. Under these circumstances it becomes

the bounden duty, certainly the interest, of those

who are attached to what is called the Protestant

principle, not only to give help to the Vaudois of

Sardinia, but to direct their devoted energies to this

spot principally."

These are emphatic words, to which we add those

of a number of eminent men in Piedmont, who, in a

public document, declare, that, " looking at their own

immediate duty, the only thing to do is, to repeat

the words and warning of Savonarola, and utter

again the great and beneficial word, ' Reformation !'

For the Church ought to rise from the material to

the spiritual, from temporal power to moral instruc

tion, from the rite and the pharisaical practice to the

possession of true piety."

Such are the evidences which attest that a new-

day is dawning upon the Vaudois, and through

them upon Italy. Should any doubt their reality, we

refer them to the murmurs now rising from the city of

the Tiber. "We have," says the Pope, in his late al

locution, " benignautly received the prayers for the
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diminution of the number of holidays in the States

of the Most Serene King of Sardinia ; which we

have granted, not only to aid in relieving the poor,

but also to give a proof of our long-suffering,

and to dispose the Government of the Sardinian

States to make reparation for what it has so un

happily done in that kingdom against the Apos

tolic See and against the right of the Church,

which it has violated and trodden under foot.

Even though our expectations should be disappointed,

we shall be far from repenting of having gone to

the furthest limits of moderation. Meanwhile, we

declare, that we will never listen to any demand

contrary to the dignity of the Apostolic See, or to

the good of religion.

" You perceive, venerable brethren, that every day

new tempests arise against the Church."

" New tempests arise," proclaims the Pope. We

cannot deplore them. Sardinia is free ! " How hath

the oppressor ceased! the golden city"— the exac-

tress of gold — " ceased ? The Lord hath broken

the staffofthe wicked ! " even ofhim " who smote the

people in wrath with a continual stroke .'" Nor Sar

dinia alone. Events foretell the fulfilment of the

prayer uttered in behalf of the martyr Church, by

the great Milton, where he sings—

" Their martyr'd blood and ashes sow

O'er all the Italian fields, where still doth sway

The triple tyrant ; that from these may grow

An hundred others, who, having learut thy way,

Early may fly the Babylonish woe."
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CHAPTER VL

CONCLUSION.

** Although on earth we never shall behold

"With eye of sense their outward form and semblance ;

Yet to our hearts they never will grow old,

But live for ever young in our remembrance."

A

Many and instructive are the lessons which are sus-

gested by the lives of departed excellence. Some of

them are general, others national and personal, but all

of great practical value : and

1 . We learn, That the Divine Being often chooses

the humblest and the weakest instruments to accomplish

the most important purposes.

We owe it not to the wealth, the science, or

the numerical greatness of the Vaudois, but to

their genuine piety and devotedness to Divine

truth, that such stupendous results followed upon

their labours. They were utterly ignorant of the

favour which in these ages was to crown their

history. In some respects they were like those

unconscious instruments in the Creator's fingers,

which, in keeping with certain ordained laws

are ever tending to some gigantic results. Thus,

the "coral reef grows up into the foundation of

a solid land, and the primeval forest is overthrown

that after silent ages it may furnish fuel for
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nations." How humble and obscure were the

fugitive Paulicians along the Euphrates or the

Danube ! How despised as well as persecuted

were the shepherds dwelling in Provence and Lan-

guedoc ! How overlooked by the pride and conse

quence of men were the Lollards in London ! How

lost to all worldly importance were the exiles of the

Alps ! Yet, how boundless was their moral relation

to the best interests of men. How traceable is their

connexion with all that is valuable in the cause of

national peace and human freedom.

The learned historian of the German Reformation

has spoken of that epoch as " a primitive type." He

has shown that, " in its organic development, it bore

the character of a revolution, not limited to any par

ticular nation, but which concerned the whole world ;

that it was a primary planet, with all the other Refor

mations as secondary planets revolving around it—de

riving light from the same source, forming a part of

the same system, shedding each a different radiance,

and always possessing a peculiar beauty." But

whence the rays that rose on those planatory orbs ?

The writings of Wickliffe were the means of the con

version of Huss and Jerome, who became surrounded

by thousands of exiles who had fled from the perse

cutions in the Valleys, or had arisen out of the labours

of Waldo. Their numbers in Hungary, and the

strength they gave to the Bohemian Reformation,

have been plainly indicated by Dr. Craig of Ham

burgh, in his recent work on Hungary. He says

that, " Formed into separate congregations, and la

bouring with great zeal for the spread of their doc

trines, they caused the Church of Rome much
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anxiety. About the year 1315, we find the numbers

of this people enlightened by the Word of God, in

Bohemia, Austria, and neighbouring lands, amount

ing to eighty thousand ! Rome did her utmost to

have them suppressed. But " they lived in free Hun

gary, under the protection of the powerful, almost

independent, nobility, with little to annoy them till

the reign of the Emperor Sigismund, when they re

ceived the name of Hussites, and at which time the

days of trouble and visitation came."

Such is a mere glimpse of their mission in nations

north of the lands whence they had originally fled.

Equally evident is that which Divine Providence had

assigned them in our own islands. Wickliffe, known as

the first British Reformer, and "the greatest English

man of the middle ages," was in no small degree in

debted to them. Their proceedings did not escape his

vigilant eye. Hence the Romanist historian, Thuanus,

tells us that "they preceded Wickliffe, who simply re

vived their doctrine." And Dr. Vaughan, in his noble

and picturesque volume, just published,* adduces evi

dence of the existence in England, in the fourteenth

century, of a strong, wide-spread feeling of dissent

from the claims and practices of the Church of Rome.

He shows that there were " elements in operation

among the people, of a Protestantism more radical than

that which afterwards became the basis of the Re

formation. Much of this early Anglican Protestantism

was, doubtless, the creation of Wickliffe himself ;

but much of it preceded him, and served him as a

vantage ground."

* " John De Wycliffe," a Monagraph.
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And what served as a vantage ground for Wickliffe

became such also to the lion-hearted hero of the Ger

man Reformation—even to Luther—

" The solitary monk who shook the world "—

from whose labours innumerable blessings have de

scended to our race, blessings which no human power

can calculate. All the advantages which distinguish

the present 'age are, more or less remotely, descen

dants of the several epochs of Reformation. From

them we may trace the rise and progress of our Eng

lish constitution, together with the existence of those

laws, privileges and advantages which have made

Britain the envy of the world. And then, casting

our eyes across the waters of the ocean, we discern,

on the western continent of our globe, religious

freedom and Protestant intelligence, which arose from

the simple stem planted by the Lollards in England,

and was afterwards transplanted to New England

by its Puritan founders. How vast, then, the effects,

directly and indirectly, of their labours ! How ho

noured of God their storm-tried mission!—a mission

by no means completed ; for to the Anglo-Saxons,

who have maintained the truths early taught them

by martyrs and confessors, has God now committed,

humanly considered, the liberties and destinies of

the world. Thus the light that once trembled in the

mountain cave, or was hid in the dens of the earth,

now mingles itself with the freedom of nations.

2. We learn, That our present religious privileges

were obtained by great sufferings, and hence arise

our obligations, not only to prize them ourselves, but

also to use every exertion to transmit them t(> others.
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The world owes all its freedom, under Divine Pro

vidence, to those principles which are entwined

with sound Protestantism. The great enemy of that

freedom is Rome. History has shown that nothing

but its destruction would satisfy her ambition. It

is obvious she is still an insatiable power, to whom all

concessions are made in vain. Equity and justice are

cared for only as they prepare the way for supremacy.

Her demands, even under her present circumstances

of humiliation, are as encroaching and as monstrous as

they were during the former times of her insolence and

pride. Hence her aggression bills in England and in

Holland, and hence the spirit of hatred towards all

Protestant states. As to our own sea-girt land, "the

world," says one of the Pope's officials, a member of

the Neapolitan Government, " can never have peace

until England is wiped away from the nations of the

earth — until the English are dispersed like the He

brews — until London, like Jerusalem, shall be in

ashes and ruins—then Europe will be safe. We con

sole ourselves in God. The time approaches."

Our history will thus be found to possess an in

tense present interest. For evil, Rome is immutable ;

the same now as ever. No lover of freedom, no ge

nuine Briton can neglect to observe her movements

without inflicting a positive wrong on his cause.

More than ever, just now, is the enemy to be watched.

We need not simply suspect, with some, that as one

cause of her present insolence, and haughtiness, and

self-confidence in these lands, Rome is bringing to

completion some " deep-burrowing plot," which,

when discovered, will create such a revulsion that

no power or government will be able to withstand.
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This may be true. But Rome has never made

any secret of her designs upon England, or of her

hatred to our independence. There is not a single

Protestant Englishman who is not the subject of a

specific yearly curse at Rome. Once a-year does the

Bishop of Rome associate him with the dread symbols

of inquisition—bell—book—and candle ! This, hap

pily, for the present is all that he can do. If the curse

is not carried into effect, it is not for want of dispo

sition, but of power. As it is, out of England,

the Protestant can have, if he dies, only the burial of

a dog, and that at night, with none daring to follow

him to his grave but the gravedigger and the bearers

of his corse. As for the native Protestant in Naples,

Tuscany, Portugal, and Spain, he is consigned now,

as in ages past, to the dungeon of the Inquisition,

where he lies, perhaps, for years pining away, and

dying by piecemeal, until released by the friendly

hand of death. The same indignity awaits our own

persons, in our own country, when the power to

inflict it shall have been obtained.

Even the highest personage in the land lies under a

yearly imprecation from the lips of the Roman Pontiff.

By no crowned head in Europe should Protestant his

tory and Papal iniquity be more profoundly studied

than by the Queen of Great Britain. The Queen of

England, as temporal head of a Church possessing edi

fices, and lands, and emoluments, which are claimed

as legally due to the Bishop of Rome, is doubly

cursed, for she is counted not only a heretic, but an

usurper. This ceremony is performed with great

pomp, and in the presence of Pope and Cardinals.

Added to this malignity of disposition, are insolence
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and arrogance of conduct. The map of her kingdom

lies open once a-year upon the table of the Vatican.

Its possessions, if needful, are re-adjusted and settled

by wax, paper, and seal. They have been divided and

sub-divided, and given to cardinal princes and mitred

bishops. Each cathedral has its papal owner. Each

tithe land belongs to some expectant possessor. Each

parish is made over to some priest. Even the venerable

Abbey of Westminster has been assigned to another

dean and chapter than its own. Whether these

curses, and paper allotments may ever be turned into

reality, time only can tell. A single war in Europe

may so far alter the whole aspect of the powers which

may hereafter govern it, that all conjecture is vain.

This one thing is certain, that they who can treat

any portion of our Protestant history with disregard,

know not the signs of the times, nor the value of

those privileges which, as Britons, we enjoy. The

power of Rome is far from being lost ; nor ought

it for one moment to cease to be the object of our

dread. It is potent yet for untold changes and evils,

and that too in our own Protestant land.

3. We learn, That the most effectual means of

qualifying ourselves for usefulness in the Church or

the world is by cultivating in our own minds all the

excellencies of the Christian character.

Our religion, like that of those whose lives we have

considered, should be Scriptural, simple, and devoted.

The observations we have made on the piety of heroic

martyrs and devoted saints entail upon our minds

an undying responsibility. We plainly see that a

name or a creed only, will suffice but little in the

hour of trial and in the day of our decease. We



CONCLUSION. 251

may not become martyrs or confessors, but death

in his ordinary approach will make upon us the

same solemn demands which, in the form of per

secution it made upon them ; — the same conver

sion and regeneration of heart, the same holiness and

devotedness of life, the same sincerity of trust in the

atonement of Christ, and the same incorruptible hope.

Thus it was to every responsible creature, and not

merely to the reformer or martyr, that the Saviour

thrice reiterated the words, " Verily, verily, I say

unto you, except a man be born again he cannot enter

into the kingdom of heaven."

The power by which this change can be effect

ed is not of man. Nature can never rise higher

than itself. The grain of the husbandman can

only produce its own fruit. That which is born

of the flesh is flesh. Hence it is the Spirit

that quickeneth : it is the Spirit that maketh

alive. And the result of such piety in us will be

the same as that which we have delighted to

admire in the peaceful confidence of those whose

earthly lot we have endeavoured to portray ; for

what is suited to our renewed desires will satisfy

them, and that not only in calm days, but in dark

ones as well. Thus religion is not a matter of tem

poral ease, but of inward fitness — not a question

of residence or clime, but of personal possession.

"The happiness of a rational creature," remarks Ro

bert Hall, "must be congenial to its nature. The

body may be made happy by corporeal objects

adapted to gratify its senses ; mind can never be

made happy except by mental objects — it rejects

with contempt and disdain all sensible delights as its
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portion. The understanding must be satisfied with

the light of truth, or we cannot, as rational crea

tures, be free from disquietude; the affections must be

satisfied in the lovely qualities of character before the

heart can find rest. When these requisites are wanting,

men often languish in the midst of plenty ; though

surrounded by the means of enjoyment, they cast

a lingering, despairing view around, and sometimes

feel disposed to envy those inferior creatures which

are placed beneath the level of rationality. But the

spiritual excellencies requisite to constitute the ade

quate portion of spiritual beings, can only be found

in God, who must, therefore, be the proper good of

a thinking creature."

Any other good is temporal, and soon becomes

uninteresting ; it is finite, and fails to satisfy. But

the mind that rests in the Divine knowledge and ap

probation, though surrounded by sorrow and pain,

can feel a peace which passeth understanding, and a

joy unspeakable and full of glory. Many and beautiful

are the illustrations of these truths afforded by the

devoted exiles and heroic martyrs, the story of

whose lives we have sought to consider, and the

end of whose faith we would follow, which was

Jesus Christ, "the same yesterday, to-day, and

for ever."

Such, then, in conclusion, are some of the more

prominent lessons and influences which come to our

minds whilst contemplating the lives of departed

excellence ; and such, too, the interest of the places

which those lives once occupied. We have seen that

when the mind becomes absorbed with the former,

the latter cannot fail to reap an advantage. Thus
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the earth and the world present themselves as writ

ten over with truths of deepest meaning, whilst the

lives and actions of departed men mingle with the

varied forms of the framework of nature — a frame

work which, though for the present tainted and in

jured, is nevertheless suhlime and majestic, even in

its ruin ; for—

" Though sin has shattered every limb, how comely are the frag

ments,

And music leaveth on the ear a memory of sweet sounds,

And broken arches charm the sight with hints of fair complete

ness;

Thus, whilst humbled at the ruin, we are grateful for the relics,

And freely speak of beauty marking still the world."

THE END.

Dublins Printed by George Drocght,6, BachclorVwalk.
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—Gcdway Warden.

" Sketches of the lovely scenery of our western shores, which

fix the reader's attention, whether he will or not."—Advertiser.

" Scene after scene of beauty and grandeur open on the imagina

tion with charming effect. Such descriptions, coupled with still

nobler moral scenes of Reformation now opening up in Connemara,

will shortly rank that romantic region with the most classic

grounds in the British isles. Its pages often sparkle with beauty,

and are redolent of the balmy love of the Gospel."—Literary Ma

gazine.

" We are all engrossed with the animating and encouraging

accounts."—Britannia.

" It has already helped to remove the prejudices of some, and

interest the minds of others concerning the work of Reformation,

and evinces that there are Christian ministers and men whose

hearts expand beyond the circle of their own denominational com

munity."— Christian Examiner.

"If, as is often said, the Protestants are a garrison in Ireland,

1 Connemara' shows that the garrison is no longer content to defend

its walls, but have issued forth into the open field."—Atlas.

" The author has a painter's eye and a poet's pen, and places be

fore us the various scenes which he successively portrays with all

the vividness of reality. Every friend to the cause of Protestant

ism will be delighted with the accounts here given."—Liverpool

Courier.

" An able and most interesting volume."—Ltirgan Messenger. '

" It breathes the spirit of intense patriotism, ardent Protestant

ism, and true Catholicity."—Londonderry Standard.

" The writer never allows denominational differences to detract

from the heartiness with which he bears witness to what he saw."

— Cork Constitution.



By the same Author, price 2*.,

THE RHINE AND THE REFORMATION ;

OR

EUROPE: PAST AND PRESENT.

THIRD EDITION.

" The fact of this work having already gone through a second

edition, is a sufficient proof of the public estimation in- which it is

held. Fervently eloquent in the description of the localities, the

memorable incidents and the lives of the great Protestant Re

formers, the reverend author carries the reader with him in his

enthusiastic and glowing narrative."—Globe.

" Never before were John Huss, Jerome of Prague, Martin Lu

ther, and Philip Melancthon, so served up by way of mental meal

to the people of England.1'—British Banner.

" The beauties of nature speak eloquently to the religious mind,

but the prayers of expiring martyrs are more eloquent still, and

the Rhine and its associations chiefly present to our author's mind

the sufferings and triumphs of the early Reformers. In his own

words, ' we behold him in close communion with the mighty

dead : Huss, the Bohemian confessor ; Jerome, his companion in

tribulation ; Martin Luther, Philip Melancthon, and a goodly

number of others."—Britannia,

OLIVER CROMWELL;

OR

ENGLAND : PAST AND PRESENT.

FIFTH EDITION.

" We are not extravagant when we breathe a wish that all

the young men of England had heard the orator, as he poured

himself out in this noble strain of Protestant eloquence, fragrant

with Gospel odour, and stamped by the most enlarged and lofty

views of liberty. Mr. Smith has, to our taste, given one of the

best shilling books extant."—British Banner.

" The cheapest work on the subject that has hitherto issued

from the press, and gives a faithful picture of the character of a

man and his associates who have been sufficiently maligned and

vilified by historians of by-gone days."—Dublin Evening Packet.

" It happily, and on the highest historical grounds, vindicates

his memory from the aspersions so generally cast upon him ; and

presents the distinguishing points of his history, and the magnifi

cent results of his administration, in a manner peculiarly satisfac

tory. We would warmly commend it as one of the best and

most comprehensive sketches of this wonderful man, and his ad

ministration of public affairs.—Evangelical Magazine,
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