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PREFACE.

A PRrrAcE is a thing of inconsistencies. Though it comes
first in the Book, it is last in the Author’s thoughts; tho first
thing with the reader, it .is the last with the writer and the
' printer. Though it is the shortest part of the Book, it is by
far the most difficult. And though it is #o part of the Book,
it is sometimes the only part read, and the longest remembered.

It is always demanded by custom, though oftentimes wholly
unnecessary. It is like a visit of ceremony, with half an ex-
cuse for not calling sooner, and half an apology for calling at
all. Tt is like the title Esq., which is no part of any man’s
name, and yet every man writes it on a letter to his neighbour.
It is like notes at the bottom of the page, which, if they contain
anything important, had better be put in the body of the work.
Finally, it is like standing at the door in a rain.storm, and
sending in the servant to announce your name.

A Preface in the present case might have been spared, inas-
much as there isan introductery chapter. But perhaps it may
/ be set down as one of those graces in book-life, like the touch
¢ of your hat to a friend across ihe street, which softens the
manners, and does not permit men to be brutes. This doubtless
is the philosophy of it, though the etymology intimates that it
is simply the art of putting the best face foremost.

It may be questioned whether it were not better not to have
published at all; but this should have been thought of before.
When I first wrote, I was thinking of dear friends, just as in
collecting my Alpine Flowers, and of the pleasure I would give
them, if ever permitted to show them my mountain treasures.
To write merely for the public is but poor business; it makes
a sort of commerecial traveller out of a man, who goes about
like an Argus, seeing with a hundred eyes, not one of which is
his own; seeing everything for the public, nothing for himself;
a kind of commission agent to trade with nature, and drive the
best speculations.
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* These tourists, Ileaven preserve us, nceds must lead
A profitable life!”

They climb the crags, and beat about the bushes, for mares’
nests, that they may show and sell the eggs. What can they
see of Nature’s own, of Nature’s hidden treasures, which come
to view all spontaneously, just as the graceful attitudes of child-
ren are seen only when you are not watching for them, and be-
fore they have been taught to dance.

On the other hand, to write for dear friends, and then pub-
lish, if need be, as an after thought, is not so bad. Nor need
the Author tell his reasons for so doing. If the public are
pleased, that is reason enough; if not, they care nothing at all
about it. For his own gratification and benefit, it is hetter for
the traveller in so glorious a region as that of the Alps, always
to write, whether he publishes or not; and then, the copying
and filling up of his journal is as pleasing as the revisiting of
a beautiful gallery of paintings. If he could make the deserip-
tion as interesting to his reader, as the visit was to himself, he
would never need an apology for a Book. I do quite de-
spair of this, and yet I have attempted my Pilgrim Story.

In speaking of the shadow of Mont Blane, and of Day and
Night, of Morn and Eve, of Sun and Moon and Stars upon
the Mountain, I could adopt what Danté says of the light of
Paradise, except that my dream of glory is better remembered ;
and this shall be my Preface.

¢ As one who from a Dream awakened, straight,
All he hath seen forgets; yet still retains
Impression of the feeling in his Dream;
E’en such am I: for all the vision dies,
As’t were away; and yet the sense of sweet,
That sprang from it, still trickles in my heart.
Thus in the sun thaw is the snow unsealed ;
Thus in the winds on flitting leaves was lost
The Sybil’s sentence. O eternal beam!
‘Whose Leight what reach of mortal thought may soar ¥
Yield me again some little particle
Of what thou then appearedst; give my tongue
Power, but todeave one sparkle of thy glory,
Unto the race to come, that shall not lose
Thy triumph wholly, if thou waken ought
Of memory in me, and endure to hear
The record sound of this unequal strain.”

Carey’s DantE, Paradise, Canto xxxiii.
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, nor musical nor theatrical nor statistical information much
, attempted in it. And yet it is possible to find in such a jour-
nal a book which may beguile and benefit both the traveller

WANDERINGS OF A PILGRIM

IN THE

SHADOW OF MONT BLANC.

CHAPTER I
INTRODUCTION.—INTERPRETATION OF NATURE.

HE Fasciculus of leaves from the journal of a summer’s

travel here presented to the reader is more like a familiar
letter than a book ; it was written at first for the perusal of a
few friends, and it makes no pretensions to depth or greatness,
but is a quiet expression of thoughts and feelings, which any
man may experience amidst the wonders of Alpine scenery.
There is neither political economy, nor geology, nor botany,

among the Alps and the pilgrim at home; a book which
meets us like a pleasant thought when such is wanted.”
Mere descriptions, be the scenery ever so grand, are cloying and
tiresome, and soon become tame. It is like living upon pound-
cake and cream, or rather upon whip-syllabub. But if, while
the eye is pleased, the heart may be active, and the mind  [liP®
awakened into deep thought——if the thought be such as befits '
the immortal tenant of a world so beautiful, then will the mind
and heart be at harmony with nature, and the language, which
the very frame of the world speaks, will be understood, and the
spirit which pervades such a world will imbue the being as a
calm and gentle element.
Nothing is more desirable than for a traveller so to converse / /&
with nature as well as with mankind. We do not con men’s
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features alone when we meet them; we do not report their
eyebrows, their noses, their lips, the colour of their eyes, and
think we have done with them ; we learn their habits, thoughts,
feelings ; we speak to their souls. And Nature hath a soul as
well as features. But a man’s own soul must be awakened
within him, and not his pleasure-loving faculties and propensi-
tics merely, if he would enter into communion with the soul
that is in nature  Otherwise, it is as with a vacant stare that
ke sees mountains, forests, bright skies, and sounding cataracts
pass before him ; otherwise, it is like a sleep-walker that he
himself wanders among them. What is not in himself he finds
not in nature; and as all study is but a discipline to call forth
our immortal faculties, no good will it do the man to range
through nature as a study, if his inward being be asleep, if his
mind be world-rusted and insensible.

‘It were a vain endeavour
Though I should gaze for ever
On that green light that lingers in the west ;
I may not hope from outward forms to win
The passion and the life, whose fountains are within.”

And hence the extreme and melancholy beauty of that pas-
sage in John Foster’s writings, where he speaks of the power
of external nature as an agent in our education, and laments
the inward deficiency in many minds, which prevents our
“ foster-mother ’’ from being able to instil into them her sweet-
est, most exquisite tones and lessons. It might be supposed,”’
he says, ‘“that the scenes of nature, an amazing assemblage
of phenomena, if their effect were not lost through familiarity,
would have a powerful influence on all opening minds, and
transfer into the internal economy of ideas and sentiment some-
thing of a character and a colour correspondent to the beauty,
vicissitude, and grandeur which continually press on the senses.
On minds of genius they often have this effect; and Beattie’s
Minstrel may be as just as it is a fascinating desecription of the
feelings of such a mind. But on the greatest number this in-
fluence operates feebly ; you will not see the process in child-
ren, nor the result in mature persons. The charms of nature
are objects only of sight and hearing, not of sensibility and

£
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imagination. And even the sight and hearing do not receive
impressions sufficiently distinct and forcible for clear recollec-
tion; it is not therefore strange that these impressions seldom
go so much deeper than the senses, as to awaken pensiveness
or enthusiasm, and fill the mind with an interior permanent
scenery of beautiful images at its own command. This defect
of fancy and sensibility is unfortunate amidst a creation infi-
nitely rich with grand and beautiful objects, which, imparting
something more than images to a mind adapted and habituated
to converse with nature, inspire an exquisite sentiment, that
seems like the emanation of a spirit residing in them. It is
unfortunate, I have thought within these few minutes, while
looking out on one of the most enchanting nights of the most
interesting season of the year, and hearing the voices of a com-
pany of persons, to whom I can perceive that this soft and
solemn shade over the earth, the calm sky, the beautiful stripes
of cloud, the stars and the waning moon just risen, are all
blank and indifferent.”

Unfortunate, indeed ; for did not God design that the walls
of our external abode should be, as it weve, at least as the
scaffolding wherewith to help to build up the inward temple of
the mind, and that the silent imagery upon the one should be
reflected in the thoughtful treasures and instructive galleries of
the other? Nature is as a book of hieroglyphies, which the
individual mind must interpret.

What can be more desirable than an interior permanent
scenery of beautiful images, so formed? Much depends upon
a2 man’s inward spiritual state, which, even by itself, when its
pulse beats in unison with His Spirit who rules universal na-
ture, may supply what might have seemed an original defect
of taste and sensibility. So the great metaphysician of New
England, who never suspected himself, nor was suspected by
others of being a poet, and whose character might have been
deemed defective in its imaginative parts, was drawn, by his
deep and intense communion with God and the love of his
attributes, into such communion with external nature, and such
sensitive experience of her loveliness, so simple and yet almost
ecstatic, as Clowper himself might have envied. So certain it
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/' is that by the cultivation of our spiritual being we discipline
Y in the best manner our intellectual being; we come into a
"/l power of appreciating and enjoying the banquet whieh God
51" hath placed before all men, but from which so many do volun-
tarily exclude themselves. So it is, that one traveller meets
angels at every step of the way, and to him it seems as a walk
in Paradise; while another meets but the outward form of
things. One traveller throws a shroud over nature, another a
wedding-garment ; one clothes her with the carking anxieties
of his own mind, another sees no beauty in her.

¢ A primrose by the river’s brim,
Or at the cottage door,

A yellow primrose is to him,
And it is nothing more.

Not so does a mind read Nature, or listen to her teachings,
whose inward sight has been purified and illumined from above.
“God’s excellency,” says Jonathan Edwards, describing the
exercises of his mind after his conversion, *“ God’s excellency,
his wisdom, his purity, and love, seemed to appear in every
thing ; in the sun, moon, and stars, in the clouds and blue
sky; in the grass, flowers, and trees; in the water and all
, nature, which used greatly to fix my mind. I often used to
sit and view the moon for a long time, and in the day spent
g, ¥ much time in viewing the clouds and sky, to behold the sweet
"I glory of God in these things ; in the meantime singing forth,
with a low voice, my contemplations of the Creator and Re-
Y ) deemer.”

3 Sweet, indeed, was this frame of mind; delightful would it
ever be, so to wander over God's bright world, interpreting
I nature by ourselves, and singing, with a low sweet voice, our

Jf‘ %/ praises of the Creator. Then only do we feel the beauty and
' the glory that is around us, wben there is a mind at peaee with-

in us. Coleridge’s words are as true as they are beautiful.

“ O lady ! we receive but what we give,

And in our life alone does nature live ;

Ours is her wedding-garment, ours her shround*
And would we aught behold of higher worth
Than that inanimate cold world allowed
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To the poor loveless ever-anxious crowd,
Ah! from the soul itself must issue forth
A light, a glory, a fair luminous cloud
Enveloping the earth ;=

And from the soul itself there must be sent
A sweet and potent voice, of its own birth,
Of all sweet sounds the life and element !

You then, kind reader, are my companion by the way, so
long as you please to join me in these pages, and I shall talk
with you quietly and frankly in my pilgrimage ; supposing you
to be a friend. If you could answer me, you might suggest a
thousand thoughts, fancies, feclings, more beautiful than those
I utter to you ; I might find that you have a far deeper sym-
pathy with nature than I have, and a heart singing God’s
praises more constantly. If, therefore, you discover any vein
of thought in the conversation (which in this case I have all te
myself) that pleases you, I shall be glad; if any thing that
does you good, I shall be more glad; if you find any thing
that displeases you, I can only say, it would be somewhat won-
derful if you did not; but it is not certain, because it displeases
you, that therefore it is wrong. We are going through a glo-
rious region; I have only to wish that I could fill my journal
with thoughts as grand as the mountains, and as sweet as the

" wild flowers. We begin with Geneva, and some of the plea-

sant excursions amidst the scenery around that city. Then
we will visit the Vale of Chamouny, and from that spot make
the tour of Mont Blane, through the lovely Val d’Aoste in
Ttaly. After this, we have before us the magnificent Oberland
Alps, and the wonderful pass of the Splugen.

CHAPTER II.

MONT BLANC FROM GENEVA AND ITS OUTSKIRTS.

GENEVA is o spot where one may study the beauty of naturein
all its changas and varieties, and where that beauty passes also
into sublimity, in the mighty Jura range of mountains, and in
the magnificent view of the flashing snowy Alps, with Mont
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Blanc towering in tho centre. There are many delightful ex-
cursions within the compass of a few hours, or a day goine
and returning. There is the Lake, so grand and beautiful at
its other cxtremity, around Vevay—there is the arrowy Rhone,
80 bluo and rapid, and its Jjunction with the Arve, combining
S0 many points of interest and beauty, from the heights that
overlook the rivers. There are the various commanding views
of Mont Blane, especially at sunset, with the changing hues
from the dazzling white to the deep rich crimson, from tho
crimson to the cold gray, from the gray to the pink, till the
colour is lost in the dimness of evening. Then there are the
golden hues of twilight shadowed in the lake, and the licht
vail of mist drawing across the foliage of the valley as the
evening shuts in upon it. Then you continue your walk in the
sott light of the moon and stars, in which the vast shadows
and dark rising masses of the mountains appear so solemn,
almost like spiritual existences slowly breathing into your heart
& sense of eternity. How these forms of nature brood upon
he soul ! The powerful impression which they produce, so
deep, so solemn, like great types of realities in the eternal
world. is sometimes quite inexplicable. It is like the awe des-
cribed in Job as falling upon the soul in the presence of an
invisible Spirit. The heart trembleth, and is moved out of his
place. God thundereth marvellously with his voice. He cast-
cth the garment of his clouds around the mountains; then the
bright light is gone; then the wind passeth and cleanseth
them.  TFair weather cometh out of the north: with God is
terrible majesty.

Mont Blanc is clearly visible from Geneva perhaps once in
the week, or about sixty times in the year. When he is visible,
a walk to the junction of the Arve and the Rhone, either by
the way of the plains on the Genevan side, or by way of the
heights on the side towards the south of France, affords a
wonderful combination of sublimity and beauty on the earth
and in the heavens. Tlose Snowy mountain ranges, so white,

80 pure, so dazzling in the clear azure depths, do really look 4

as if they belonged to another world—as if, like the faces of
supernatural intelligences, they were looking sadly and stead-

e
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fastly on our world, to speak to us of theirs. Some of these
mountain peaks of snow you can see only through the perspec-
tive of other mountains, nearer to you, and covered with ver-
dure, which makes the snowy pyramids appear so distant, so
sharply defined, so high up, so glorious; it is indeed like the
voice of great truths stirring the soul, As your cye follows
the range, they lie in such glittering masses against the hori-
zon—in such grand repose—they shoot into the sky in bright
weather in such infinite clearness, so pure, so flashing, that
they seem never to lose the charm of a sudden and startling
revelation to the mind.  Are they not sublime images of the
great truths of God’s own word, that sometimes indeed are
vailed with clouds, but in fair weather do carry us, asin a
chariot of firc and with horses of fire, into eternity, into the
presence of God? The atmosphere of our hearts is so misty
and stormy, that we do not see them more. than sixty times a
year, in their glory: if every Sabbath-day we get a view of
them without clouds, we do well; but wZen we see them as
they are, then we feel their power, then we are rapt by them
from earth, away, away, away, into the depths cf heaven!

In some circumstances, when we are climbing the moun-
tains, even the mists that hang around them do add to the
glory of the view; as in the rising sun, when they are so pene-
trated with brightness, that they softly rise over the crags as
a robe of misty light, or seem like the motion of sweet nature
breathing into the atmosphere from her morning altars the in-
cense of praise. And in the setting sun how often do they
hang around the precipices, glowing with the golden and crim-
son hues of the West, and preventing us from clearly defining
the forms of the mountains, only to make them more lovely to
our view. So it is sometimes with the very clouds around
God’s word, and the lights and shades upon it. There is an
inscrutability of truth which sometimes increases itz power,
while we wait with solemn reverence for the hour when it shall
be fully revealed to us; and our faith, like the setting sun, may
clothe celestial mysteries with a soft and rosy-coloured light,
which makes them more suitable to our present existence, than
if we saw them in the clear and cloudless atmosphere of a spi-

ritual noon.
12
=
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You have a fine point for viewing Mont Blane, without go-
ing out of the city, from the ramparts on the west side of
Rousseau’s Island. Ifere a brazen Indicator is erected, with
the names of the different mountain summits and ridges, so that
by taking sight across the index you can distinguish them at
once. You will not mistake Mont Blane, if you see him; but
until you get accustomed to the panorama, you may easily
mistake one of his court for the King, when the Monarch him-
self is not visible.

A still better point of view you will have at Coppet, ascend-
ing towards the Jura. In proportionas you rise from the bor-
ders of the Lake, every part of the landscape becomes more
beautiful, though what you wish to gain is the most command-
ing view of the mountains, every other object being secondary.
In a bright day, nothing can be more clearly and distinetly
defined than Mont Blane, with his attendant mighty ranges,
cut in dazzling snowy brightness against the clear blue sky.
The sight of those glorious glittering fields and mountains of
ice and snow produces immediately a longing to be there among
them. They make an impression upon the soul, of something
supernatural, almost divine. Altbough the whole scene lying
before you is so beautiful (the lake, the verdant banks, the
trees, and the lower ranges of verdure-covered mountains, con-
stituting in themselves alone one of the loveliest pictures in the
world), yet the snowy ranges of Mont Blanc are the grand fea-
ture. Those glittering distant peaks are the only thing in the
scene that takes a powerful hold upon the soul ; but they do
quite possess it, and tyrannize over it, with an ecstatic thral-
dom. One is never wearied with gazing and wondering at the
glory. I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills, from whence
cometh my help!

Another admirable point, much farther from the lake and
the city than the preceding, and at a greater elevation, is what
is called the promenade of the point Sacconex. A fine engrav-
ing of this view is printed on letter paper for correspondence ;
but there is not sufficient distinctness given to the outlines of
Mont Blane and the other summits of the glittering snowy
range, that seems to float in the heavens like the far-off ala-
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baster walls of Paradise. No language, nor any engraving,
can convey the ravishing magnificence and splendour, the ex-
citing sublimity and beauty of the scene. DBut there are days
in which the air around the mountains seems itself of such
a hazy whiteness, that the snow melts into the atmosphere,
as it were, and dies away in the heavens like the indistinct
outline of a bright but partially remembered dream. There are
other days in which the fleecy clouds, like vails of light over the
faces of angels, do so rest upon and mingle with the snowy
summits that you can hardly tell where one begins and the
other ends. Sometimes you look upon the clouds thinking
they are mountains, and then again Mont Blanc himself will
be revealed in such far-off, unmoving, glittering grandeur, in
such wonderful distinctness, that there is no mistaking the
changeful imitations of his glory for the reality. Sometimes
the clouds and the mountains together are mingled in such a
multitudinous and interminable array of radiances, that it seems
like the white-robed armies of Leaven with their floating ban-
ners, marching and countermarching in front of the domes and
jewelled battlements of the Celestial City. When the fog
scenery, of which I will give you a deseription, takes place upon
the earth, and at the same time there are such revelations of
the snowy summits in the heavens, and such goings on of glory
among them, and you get upon the mountain to see ther, it is
impossible to describe the effect, as of a vast enchantment, upon
the mind.

The view of Geneva, the Lake, and the Jura mountains from
Coligny, is much admired, and at sunset perhaps the world
cannot offer a more lovely scene. It was here that Byron took
up his abode, a choice which I have wondered at, for you can-
not see Mont Blanc from this point, and therefore the situation
is inferior to many others. Ascending the hill farther to the
East, when you come to Col. Tronchin’s beautiful rcsidence,
you have perhaps the finest of all the views of Mont Blanc in
or around Geneva. Go upon the top of Col. Tronchin’s Tower
about half an hour hefore sunset, and the scene is not unworthy
of comparison even with the glory of the sunrise as witnesscd
from the summit of the Righi. It is surprising to see how long




20 WANDERINGS OF A PILGRIM.

Mont Blane retains the light of day, and how long tho snow
burns in the setting sun, after his orb has sunk from your
own view entirely bohind the green range of the Jura. Then,
after a succession of tints from the erimson to the cold gray,
it being manifest that the sun has left the mountain to a com-
panionship with the stars alone, you also are ready to depart,
the glory of tho seene being over, when suddenly and unac-
countably the snowy summits redden again, as if the sun were
returning upon them, the countenance of Mont Blane is filled
with rosy light, and the cold gray gives place for a fow mo-
ments to a deep warm radiant pink (as if you saw a sudden
smile playing over the features of a sleeping angel), which at
length again dies in the twilight. This phenomenon is ex-
tremely beautiful, but I know not how to account for it ; nor
was any one of our party wiser than 1; nevertheless, our igno-
rance of causes need never diminish, but often increases tho
pleasure of beautiful sights.

Beneath the shadow of Mont Blanc there dwell side by side
one of the truest forms of liborty, and one of the most thorough-
going despotisms in the world, together with the brighest piety
and the deepest superstition. A line divides these kingdoms.
Bencath the shadow of Mont Blanc there have been transacted
some of the most glorious and most humiliating scenes recorded
in history. Wo are now on a spot consecrated to Freedom and
Trath. We can take our Bibles to the top of this tower, and
we might read from them and teach fror them, unmolested, to
as many thousands as could assemble within reach of our
voices. But in the dircetion in whieh you are looking towards
Mont Blane, you see the smoke ascending from the cottages
within the boundary line of tho kingdom of Sardinia. Step
across that line and enter those cottages, and your teachings
with the Bible in your hand will carry you to prison. There
is religious tyranny, here is religious liberty. The grass isas
green there as it is here; the air is as bright and sweet there
as it is here; you can see the kingly crown of Mont Blane
glittering there, as massive and silvery as it does here. The
difference is not in external nature, but in the world of souls.

Looking from the tower, a little to the left, across the grove




MONT BLANC FROM GENEVA 21

which surrounds it, you see a delightful work of the taste and
picty of Colonel Tronchin, in a private hospital, erccted and
supported at his own expence, wherc a number of tho poor and
sick are taken care of with the utmost benevolence, without
any distinetion as to their religion, whether they be Protestants
or Romanists. There is religious worship and instruction in
the hospital, and sentences from the Scriptures are engraven
here and there upon the walls, as in some of the cottages of
Switzerland; and results both unexpected and delightful have
been known to come from the perusal of these lessons. We
attended the evening worship in this benevolent little retreat.
Coloncl Tronchin read the Scriptures, with some familiar and
deeply interesting remaiks, and led his ncedy flock, gathered
from the highways and hedges, in prayer. No visitor can come
to this spot without blessing it, nor can any go, without feel-
ing that its excellent proprietor has here put his money into o
bank, where his Lord, at his coming, ¢ will receive his own
with usury.”

CHAPTER III.
CLOUD-LAND AND MOUNTAIN SCENERY FROM THE GRAND SALEVE.

I MUST not omit to carry you on one excursion from Geneva,
which many travellers miss entirely, either because tliey are
not in the region at the season in which it is to be enjoyed, or
because they have not time and curiosity, a combination quite
requisite for undertaking the expedition.

In the autumn, when the fogs prevail, it is often a thick
drizzling mist in Geneva, and nothing visible, while on the
mountain tops the air is pure, and the sun shining. On such
a day as this, when the children of the mist tell you that on
the mountains it is fair weather, you must start early for the
range nearest Geneva, on the way to Chamouny, the range of
the Grand Saléve, the base of which is about four miles dis-
tant, prepared to spend the day upon the mountains, and you
will witness one of the most singular and beautiful scenes to e
enioyed in Switzerland.
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Tho day I set out was so misty that I took an umbrella,
for the fog gathered and fell like rain, and I more than doubted
whether I should see the sun at all. In the midst of this mist
I climbed the rocky zigzag half hewn out of the face of the
mountain, and half natural, and passing the village that is
perched among the high rocks, which might be a refuge for
the conies, began toiling up the last ascent of the mountain,
seeing nothing, feeling nothing, but the thick mist, the vail of
which had closed below and behind me over village, path, and
precipice, and still continued heavy and dark above me, so that
I thought I never should get out of it. Suddenly my head
rose above the level of the fog into the clear air, and the hea-
vens were shining, and Mont Blane, with the whole illimitable
range of snowy mountain tops around him, was throwing back
the sun! An ocean of mist, as smooth as a chalcedony, as
soft and white as the down of the eider-duck’s breast, lay over
the whole lower world; and as I rose above it, and ascended
the mountain to its overhanging verge, it seemed an infinite
abyss of vapour, where only the mountain tops were visible, on
the Jura range like verdant wooded islands, on the Mont Blanc
range as glittering surges and pyramids of ice and snow. No
language can describe the extraordinary sublimity and beauty
of the view. A level sea of white mist in every direction, as
far as the eye could extend, with a continent of mighty ice-
bergs on the one side floating in it, and on the other a forest
promontory, with a slight undulating swell in the bosom of
the sea, like the long smooth undulations of the ocean in a calm.

Standing on the overhanging crags, I could hear the chime
of bells, the hum of busy labour, and the lowing of cattle buried
in the mist, and faintly coming wp to you from the fields and
villages. Now and then a bird darted up out of the mist into
the clear sun and air, and sailed in playful circles, and then
dived and disappeared again below the surface. By and by
the wind began to agitate the cloudy sea, and more and more
of the mountains became visible. Sometimes you have a bright
sunset athwart this sea of cloud, which then rolls in waves bur-
nished and tipped with fire, When you go down into the mist
again, and leave behind you the beautiful sky, a clear bracing
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atmosphere, the bright sun and the snow-shining mountains, it
is liko passing from heaven to carth, from the brightness and
serenity of the one to the darkness and cares of the other.
The whole scene is a leaf in nature’s book, whieh but few turn
over, but how rich it is in beauty and glory, and in food for
meditation, none can tell but those who have witnessed it.
This is a scene in Cloud-land, which hath its mysteries of beauty
that defy the skill of the painter and engraver.

The bird darting from the mist into the sunlight, was a very
beautiful incident. <¢¢ That,’”’ said Dr. Malan to me, as I re-
counted to him the experience of the day, «“is Faith, an e¢m-
blem of Faith;’ for so as that soaring bird from the carth,
when it was dark and raining, flew up and up, and onward,
undiscouraged, till heaven was shining on her wings, and the
clouds were all below her, and then returned, not to forget that
sight, but to sing to her companions about it, and to dwell upon
it till clear weather; so does our Faith, when all looks dark
and discouraging here, when within and around there is nothing
but mist and rain, rise and still 1ise, and soar onwards and
upwards, till heaven is visible, and God is shining in the face
of Jesus Christ, and then, as it were, comes back with glad
tidings, to tell the soul to be of good cheer, for that heaven, is
not far off, and to sing, even like the nightingale, in the dark-
ness and the rain, for that soon again there shall be day-break
and fair weather. And the memory of one such view of the
gates of heaven, with the bright Alps of truth glittering around
you, is enough to sustain the soul through many a weary day
of her pilgrimage. When you see the face of Christ, all the
darkness is forgotten, and you wonder what it was you were
doubting about, and what it was that could have made you so
perplexed and desponding. Because it is mist and rain here
below, you are not therefore to suppose that it is raining on
the mountains: it is all clear there. And besides, you know
that the mist, the rain, the showers are necessary, and we can-
not have them and the sunshine at the same time, though the
showers that water the earth are as requisite to make it luxu-
riant as the sun's clear shining after rain. Any time Faith
may get upon the mountains and seo the Alps, though it is not
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to be done without labour. Tlere must be much prayer and
spiritual discipline, before you find that your head is above the
mist and heaven is shining around you.

The poet Wordsworth has given two very vivid descriptions
of these mist phenomena, under different aspects from that in
which I witnessed them. The first is contained in his descrip-
tive sketehes of a pedestrian tour among the Alps.

“’Tis morn : with gold the verdant mountain glows,
More high, the snowy peaks with hues of rose,
Far strotched beneath the many-tinted hills
A mighty waste of mist the valleys fills,

A solemn sea ! whose vales and mountains round
Stand motionless, to awful silence bound.

A gulf of gloomy biue, that opens wide

And bottomless, divides the midway tide.

Like leaning masts of stranded ships appear

The pincs, that near the coast their summits rear.
Of cabins, woods, and lawns a pleasant shore
Bounds calm and clear the chaos still and hoar.
Loud through that midway gulf ascending, sound,
Unnumbered streams with hollow roar profound.
Mount through the ncarer mist the chant of birds,
And talking voices and the low of herds,

The bark of dogs, the drowsy tinkling bell,

And wild-wood mouniain lutes of saddest swell.”

But this extract is not to be compared for power to the fol-
lowing from the same poem, describing an Alpine sunset after
a day of mist and storm upon the mountains:——

“"Tis storm, and Lid in mist from hour to hour
All day the floods a deepening murmur pour.
The sky is vailed, and every cheerful sight
Dark is the region as with coming night,

But what a sudden burst of overpowering light !
Triumphant on the bosom of the storm

Glances the fire-clad eagle’s wheeling form,
Eastward, in long perspective glittering, shine
The wood-crowned cliffs, that o’er the lake recline.
Wide o'er the Alps a hundred streams unfold,
At once to pillars turned, that flame with gold.
Behind his sail the peasant tries to shun

The west, that burns like one dilated sun,
Where in a mighty erucible expire

The mountains, glowing hot, like coals of fire "

Mr. Coleridge used to adduce this extract, from a poem written
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in the earliest period of Wordsworth’s career, as a rich pro-
phecy of the fruits that would come from his maturer genius.
And indeed superior to both theso preceding passages is tho
other sketch of cloud scenery among the mountains, which is
to be found in the second book of the Excursion. The scene,
however, i3 not in Switzerland, but in Scotland.

“ A step,
A single step, that freed me from the skirts
Of the blind vapour, opened to my view
Glory beyond all glory ever seen
By waking sense, or by the dreaming soul.
The appearance, instantancously disclosed,
Was of a mighty city,—boldly say
A wilderness of building, sinking far,
And self-withdrawn into a wondrous depth,
Far sinking into splendour without end !
Fabric it scemed of diamond and of gold,
With alabaster domes, and silver spires,
And blazirg terrace upon terrace high
Uplifted ; here, screne pavilions bright, *
In avenues disposed ; there, towers begirt
With battlements, that on their restless fronts
Bore stars,—illumination of all gems !

O ! ’twas an unimaginable sight !

Clouds, mists, streams, watery rocks and emerald turf,
Clouds of all tincture, rocks and sapphire sky,
Confused, commingled, mutually inflamed,

Molten together, and composing thus,

Each lost in cach, that marvellous array

Of temple, palace, citadel, and Luga

Fantastic pomp of structure without name,

In fleccy folds voluminous enwrapped.

Right in the midst, where interspace appeared
Of open court, an object like a throne
Beneath a shining canopy of state
Btood fixed ; and fixed rescmblances were scen
To implements of ordinary use,

But vast in size, in substance glorified ;

Buch as by Hebrew prophets were beheld

In vision—forms uncouth of mightiest power,
For admiration and mysterious awe.

Below me was the earth ; this little vale

Lay low beneath my feet ; *twas visible—

I saw not, but I felt that it was there,

That which I saw was the revealed abode

Of spirits in beatituds.”
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CHAPTER 1V,
JUNCTION OF TIHE ARVE AND THE RHONE.

TaE junction of these two rivers, the Arve and the Rhone, is
ono of the pleasantest excursions in the neighhourhood of
Geneva. You go out of the gates of the city towards France,
and you follow the course of the Rhone from country seat to
country scat along its borders. The banks increase in height
until they hecome craggy ard precipitous, and from the over-
hanging cliffs you gaze down into the deep blue swift water at
your feet, and you can at one view almost trace the river’s
course from where it issues from the city and the lake to the
point immediately beneath you, where the brawling, furious,
muddy Arve rushes into it. The Rhone is the higgest river,
but the Arve is very pertinacieus. The Rhone is majestic in
its depth and volume, and as swift and graceful as an arrow
in its flight; but the Arve is shallow and noisy, and makes a
great sand-bank in the effort to come into the Rhone with as
great space and pretension as possible. The Rhone is as clear
and delicious an azure as the lake itself, almost as deep and
bright and transparent a colour as that of the heavens reflect.
ed in its bosom; but the Arve is as muddy as Acheron, and as
cold as death. The Rhone comes from the erystal sleeping
lake, the Arve from the restless grinding glaciers,

The Arve endeavours to rush into the Rhone almost at right
angles, and to mingle its muddy, turbulent current with the
crystal depths of the lake-river; but the Rhone refuses the
mixture, and flies on hy itself so that the Arve is also com-
pelled, though much mortified, to keep on its own side, being
able to unite with the Rhone only in little eddies or ringlets,
like the tresses of a fair-haired girl beside the curls of an
Ethiopian. One hardly knows how the Rhone is able to con-
quer, but the two rivers flow on without mingling, so that you
have the cold mud on the one side, and the clear erystal on the
other. From the commanding height, where you stand above
the banks of the Rhone, you see with the utmost clearness the
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play, the sport, the coquetry, aversion and conflict of the
waters, the hatred of amalgamation and anncxation on the one
gide, and tho desire for it on the other.

But you feel that the Rhone is clearly in the light, while
the Arve is an imprudent intruder. The Arve is the child of
Night and Frost, while the Rhone is the daughter of the Day
and of Sunshine. The Arve roars, discoloured and angry,
from its black ice-cavern, to the music of the Avalanche; tho
Rhone shoots, like a river of foaming light, from the quiet
bosom of the lake, amid the busy hum of industy, to the song
of the mountain brecze. The Arve strides sullenly like a
bectle-browed villain; the Rhone dances like a mountain-
maiden. Nature has forbid the banns between the two rivers,
and all that the Arve can do is in vain, for his offers and his
menaces are both rejected, and he has to pass on in cold and
single blessedness.

Now, here is a curious symbol of many things; but I have
thought that it shadows forth very fitly the forced union some-
times attempted between human philosophy and the word of
God. Philosophy is meant to be the handmaiden, and not the
partner, and whenever the marriage is attempted, all Zoes
wrong. Human philosophy apart from revelation is almost
mere mud. It has its origin in the debris of creation, amidst
frozen glaciers, in the uncertainty of death and chaos, and
when it would force its muddy guesscs into competition and
union with the Divine Word, the celestial stream refuses the
connection, and flows on in iis original purity and indepen-
dence. A man may stand on the banks of the water of life,
and drink and fill his pitcher only from that side, and then he
has the truth pure and fresh from heaven. Or he may go
where the philosophy and the truth are coquetting and con-
flicting, and he may drink of both together, and Il his pitcher
with hoth together, and then he has generally as much mud as
clear water, though he often thinks he has drawn up the truth
much clearer than he who drank only of the crystal stream.
Or he may go clean on the other side, and drink only of the
scientific metaphysic mud, of the cold stream of human guess-
ings and rationalism; a melancholy sort of drinking, to which,
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however, men become so much attached, and get their tasto
thereby so completely perverted, that tho mud seems a sweoter
and more wholesome draught to them by far than the clear water.

There is another thing which these two streams, the Arve
and the Rhone, at their junction, may symbolize, and that is,
the streams of Romanism and the Gospel in Geneva and Sar-
dinia, The stream of Romish superstitions, born at the foot
of frozen glaciers in the caves of pagan antiquity, rolls on, fu-
rious and turbulent, striving to be acknowledged as the Gospel,
and usurping its place. But ihe Gospel cannot unite with it,
and flows on, undisturbed by it, a pure river of life. The peo-
ple who drink of the stream of Romanism, and live on that
side, are lean, poor, and ignorant. They love their own stream
to desperation, muddy and gravelly as it is, and cannot endure
the other; though sometimes a single drink at the other operates
to open their eyes and change their whole heart and life, inso-
much that the authorities are afraid of it, and pass severe laws
against using it, or circulating or selling it. If any of the
priests get to tasting it, or become attached to it, and attempt
to declare their preference, it is said that the others, if they
can catch them, shut them up and send them to Rome, where
they have a way of curing them of their appetite for pure water.
Meantime the mud flows on, and the stream just now is evi-
dently increasing and getting more turbulent. But the Gospel
stream flows on likewise, and will do so for ever.

CHAPTER V.
TIE TRUTH OF CHRIST AND ITS DEFENDERS IN GENEVA,

GENEVA ought to be the cradle of the finest race of ministers of
the Gospel in the world. There is no place in the world where
all admirable influences of nature do so conspire to aid the in-
fluences of divine grace in building up a noble character, and
giving firmness, independence, and an ardent love of truth.
But how strikingly does the history of the Genevese church
show that all natural and human advantages will prove worth-
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less when divive grace is suffered to die out of existence, and
the truth ceases to be kept in love. The danger to Geneva at
first was from the prevalence of Socinianism, which indeed has
had its day, and has been **as the dryrot in the flooring and
timbers”’ of the National Church and Republic. But now the
crisis of danger is from the Resurrection of Romanism ; the
indifference of the National Church, its want of love for and
interest in the truth of the Gospel and the kingdom of the Re-
deemer, greatly increases this danger. The dependenee of tho
National Church upon the State makes the crisis more difficult.
Socinian error holds its place in Geneva mainly by the secular
arm. Were it not that the National Church is salaried by the
State, its pulpits would soon be occupied by men preaching the
truth as it is in Jesus. And if the National Church were evan-
gelical, there would be comparatively little to fear from the pro-
gress of Romanism, Romanism increascs in Geneva as it does
in our own country, by emigration. Fifty ycars ago there was
not a single Roman citizen in Geneva; now not less than two-
fifths of the population of the canton are Romanists. At this
rate, therefore, between the execution of their own plans and
the indifference and ecarelessness of those who ought to be on
their guard against them, they may, at no distant period, gain
a majority in the city, and so in the couucils and government
of the Republic; and if this sbould be once accomplished, fare-
well to the freedom of the Genevese, farewell to their long-en-
Joyed religious privileges.  Should this be once accomplished,
Rome and the Jesuits may rule here even as they do in Sar-
dinia; but such supremacy could not be gained without conflict
and bloodshed.

The possibility of these things, and the gradual approach of
them, do fill the minds of good men and lovers of their country
with great alarm—and well they may. It would be a fearful
day for Geneva, when Romanism should gain the ascendaney
in her councils. Meantime there is a knot of precious men,
a circle of noble soldiers of Christ, gathering close around the
standard of the Croes, and doing all in their power to prepare
for that conflict, which seems inevitable. There are no finer
minds, nor better spirits, nor more resolute Christians, than in
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the circle of D’Aubigné, Gaussen, Malan, and others, who are
lifting up the standard, while the enemy comes in like a flood.
The Evangelical Theological Seminary is a strong citadel for
Christ, a school of the utmost importance, both in its position
and its influence.

Geneva has seen great revolutions, but has had great men to
carry her through them. Nearly a thousand years ago the coun-
try was held as the entire possession of Ecclesiastical Sove-
reigns, temporal and spiritual in one; next came the reign of
ducal despots, then the light of a religious reformation, then a
republican and religious freedom, in which the world wondered
at, and sometimes imitated the great sight of a Church without
a bishop, and a State without a king; then came the fires of
the French Revolution, next the gloom of infidelity and the
coldness of a spiritual death; lastly, a simplicity of cqual and
represeutative citizenship, and a fresh, healthful, spiritual
awakening, in the glow of which Geneva is again producing
MEN for the world. God is causing tho little republic to live
not unto itself, Great voices come from it, the voices as of
kingly spirits throned among the hills, striking deep responsive
chords in the heart of other nations. And now from the bosom
of the mountains, on the eve of a great new universal conflict
between Rome and the Church of Christ, the watch-word and
the battle-cry is given out through Europe, Christ and Spiritual
Liberty, Dependence upon Christ and his Truth !

It has been remarked, and probably without exaggeration,
that no State so small ever filled such a space in the history of
the world, or exercised an influence so great over other nations
since the age of the Greeian Republics, as Geneva. All things
considered, even those Republics give place to the little Swiss
Canton; for the light of the Gospel of Christ has been the hid-
ing and revealing of the pawer of Geneva. Here it pleased
God to set a great fountain fed by his own word, at which the
nations drank, and from which the water of life was carried
far and wide amidst the rage of persecution. Here it pleased
God to kindle a fire, at which great and good men of other
lands lighted torches, and carried away the flame to kindle
other fires, which are to burn till the earth itself kindles in the
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fires of the Great Judgment. John Knox eamo to Gencva,
" and carried this fire into Scotland. The Puritans of England
caught it, and made it burn across the ocean, on the rock of
Plymouth, over hill and valley, a purer, hrighter flame than
ever. And in later times, the children of this light have gono
back with it to those mountain altars where it was first kindled,
but where, meanwhile, it had woll-nigh gone out, and thero
agein it is beginning to blaze with a more heavenly glory be-
cause both the altar and the fire are God’s, not Cmsar’s. Wo
look with hope and confidence to the time when the whole
Church of Geneva shall be no more a National Establishment,
but Christ’s Free Church.

Tho national part of it, the humar, the Casar in it, has been
evil from the heginning. The Church-and-State Republic has
fallen into erimes and inconsistencies of depotism, of which
neither Chureh nor State alone would have been guilty. The
connection has produced a brood of evils, a family of serpents
inwardly consuming and self-destructive, as sooner or later it
always does. A dreadful progeny—

“ For, when they list, into the womb
That bred them, they return, and howl and gnaw.

The history of Geneva is singular as containing within itself
a demonstrationthatunder every form both of Truth and Error,
the Stato and Church united are intolerant. The State op-
presses the Church—the Churel, in her turn, tempted by the
State, oppresses those who differ from her, and so the work
goes on. At first it was the State and Romanism—the fruit,
intolerance; next, it was the State and Unitarianism—the fruit,
intolerance; next, it was the Stato and Calvinism—the fruit,
intolerance; in the Canton de Vaud, it is the State and demo-
cratic infidelity—the fruit, intolerance. The demonstration is
such that no man can resist its power. Inoculate the Chureh,
so to speak, with the State, and the same plague invariably
follows; no constitution, not the most heavenly, is proof against
the virus.

John Knorx, escaping from the Castle of St. Andrews in

Scotland, and compelled to flee the kingdom for his life, found

security in Geneva, because there his religion was the religion

— P - =t - y e e - s



- ] =
o 3 -

32 WANDERINGS OF A PILGRIM.

of the State. If it had not been, he would merely have gone
out from one fire for another fire to devour him, Servetus,
escaping in like manner from a Roman Catholic prison in
France, where he would otherwise have been burned in person,
as he was in effigy, fled also to Geneva ; but #is religion not
being the religion of the State, the evangelical republic burned
him.  And thus the grand error of the Reformers in the union
of Church and State occasioned what perhaps is the darkest
crime that stains the annals of the Reformation. The burning
of Servetus in Roman Catholic fircs would have added but an
imperceptible shade to the hlackness of darkness in a system
which invariahly has been one of intolerance and cruelty. But
the man was permitted by divine providence to escapo, and
come to Geneva to be burned alive there, by a State allied to
o system of Faith and Mercy, to show to all the world that
even that system cannot be trusted with human power ; that
the State, in connection with the Church, though it he the
purest Church in the world, will bring forth intolerance and
murder. The union is adulterous, the progeny is sinful works,
even though the mother be the embodied profession of Justifi-
cation by Faith. God’s mercy becomes changed into man’s
cruelty. So in the brightest spot of piety then on the face of
the earth, amidst the out-shining glory of the great doctrine of
the Gospel, Justification by Faith, God permitted the smoke
and the cry of torture by fire to 20 up to heaven, to teach the
nations that even purity of doctrine, if enforced by the State,
will produce the bitterest fruits of a corrupt Gospel and an
infidel apostacy; #hat is the lesson read in the smoke of the
funeral pyre of Servetus, as it rolls up black against the stars
of heaven, that the union of Chureh and State, even of g pure
Church in o free State, is the destruction of religious liberty.
It was this pestiferous evil that at one time banished from
the Genevese State its greatest benefactor, Calvin himself ; the
working of the same poison excludes now from the pulpit of the
State some of the brightest ornaments of the ministry in mo-
dern times—such men as Malan, D’Aubigné, and Gaussen. It
is true that it is the corruption of doctrine and hatred of divine
truth that have produced this last step; but it could not have
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. been taken had the Chureh of Christ in Geneva been, as sho

should be, independent of the State. Such measures as theso
are, however, compelling the Church of Christ to assume an
independent attitude, which, uuder the influence of past habit
and example, she would not yet have taken. Thus it is that
God brings light out of darkness and good out of evil.

These are the views of great men in Switzerland, Vinet and
Burnier, D’Aubigné and Gaussen; and in this movement it
may be hoped that the evangelical church in Geneva will yet
take the foremost place in all Eurcpe. But as yet, says Merle
D’Aubigné, ““ we are small and weak. Placed by the hand of
God in the centre of Europe, surrounded with Popish darkness,
we have much to do, and we are weak. We have worked in
Geneva; and we maintain there the Evangelical Truth on one
side against Unitarian Rationalism, and on the other side
against Papistical Despotism. The importance of the Chris-
tian doctrine is beginning to he again felt in Geneva. Our
Canton is become a mixed one, and we are assailed by many
Roman Catholics coming to our country to establish themselves
there.”” Nevertheless, our lLope is strong in the interposition
of God by his good Spirit, whieh will yet take the elements ot

evil and change their very nature into good.
~ The Evangelical Society of Geneva, founded just fiftecn
yeors ago, was crushed out of the wine-press of State and
Church despotism, and is one of the best proofs and fruits of
God’s awakening breath in that Republic. Let any man per-
use the successive Reports of that Society from year to year,
and he will see an electric path of truth and life running
through them, indicating the presence and the steps of Christ.
Ilere are the first fruits of Christian liherty, for the Society is
as purely a voluntary offering to God as any of the benevolent
and missionary societies in our own country. The Theologi-
cal school under its care is one of the best in the world, con-
sidering its youth and limited means, and in all probability is
destined to becomo a bulwark of Cbrist’s Free Church in
Europe. Iis establishment amidst encmies and dangers was a
conspiracy for the spiritual deliverance of Switzerland more
glorious than that of the threc patriots at midnight on the ficld
12 - L 0
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of Grutli. The Christian stranger who happens to be present |
in Genova, at the period when the prayerful opening of the
session of the School takes place, may look in and see Christ
dropping into ground prepared by his Spirit the germs of trees
whose fruit shall shake like Lebanon. The grandeur of tho
enterprise, the apostolical simplicity of the meeting, the de-
portwent of the professors as affectionate shepherds and parents
of their flock, the students as children and brethren, the dis-
course of the President, the word of instruction and exhorta-
tion by the teachers and patrons in turn, and the closing pray-
ers by thoe students themselves, make it a scene of the deepest
interest. It is there that D’Aubigné first utters some of those
voices of truth and freedom—those declarations of independ-
_ cnce which afterwards go echoing through the world. g
b This is God’s way, when he intends to save a people from *;
[ their sins ; he puts in the leaven of the Gospel, and lets it work
till the whole bo leavened; he saves men and States by work-
ing in them to will and to do. God works by the voluntary sys-
tem ; man is always disposcd to compulsion. God is long-
suffering ; man is impatient, intolerant. God speaks in a still
small voice ; man roars like a beast, and thinks it is God's
thunder. God takes an erring man and rcnews his heart; &
man takes him and burns him at the stake, or cuts off his head.
! 7" Wo greatly prefer God’s way to man’s way. Who would not |
' Mk much rather have his heart made better, at whatever cost, by
. God's forbearance, than lose both head and heart together by
. /  man’s impatience ?

The world has been a world of extremes, oscillating like a
great pendulum, swinging now in one direction and now in
another, heyond the possibility of regulation. It has had some
periods of stillness, but a regular and regulating activity in har-
mony is what is nceded. This can never be found, never csta-
tablished, so long as the main-spring of socicty is constrained
and tampered with. That main-spring is religion, religious
conviction, religious opinion. It must be left to itself under
the word and Spirit of the living God. If Government tamper
with it, it will for ever he out of order; if the State undertake
to regulate it, there will be commotion, violence, internal con-
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flict, constraint, and disorder, instead of free growth, quiet-
ness, and happiness. It is as if you should tie the main-spring
of a city clock to a great steam-engine. It is as if you should
plow with an ox and an ass together. Let Cesar talte care
of the things whieh are Ceesar’s, but let him not meddle with
the things that are God’s.

CHAPTER VI.

DR. MALAN, DR. MERLE D’AUBIGNE, AND DR. GAUSSEN,

“ Two voices are there ; one is of tho Sea,
One of the Mount2ins : each a mighty voice,”

WoeN Wordsworth penned this twelfth of his Sonnets to
Liberty, he thought the voice of Switzerland had perished.
But how wonderfully God works! Which voice is now the
mightiest, that of the Mountains or of the Sea, Switzerland or
England? The voice of tho Mountains surely! the voice of
Switzerland is the noblest, in Geneva at least, and therefore
the mightiest.

“ In this from age to age men shall rejoice,
It is thy chosen music, Liberty !”’

Wherever you catch the tone of stern religious principle
against oppression in any people, you feel that they are strong,
their voice is mighty. The voice of a nation is the voice of its
great men; and the voice of the great men of England just
now is the hoarse, melancholy cry of expediency, in the sacri-
fice of principle; while that of the great men of Switzerland
is the clear, ringing, thrilling shout of Spiritual Liberty! May
it ring and never cease as long as the eaglo screams in tho
mountain pines, as long as the tempest roars, as long as the
avalanche thunders.

« Great men have been among us,”” England sings, *“ hands
that penned, and tongues that uttered wisdom, better none.’
Great men are now among us, Switzerland may say, and free
spirits, that by their deeds and thoughts are planting the germs
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of goodness and greatness in many hearts. There is a circlo
of such spirits, not alone in Geneva ; but I shall be constrained
to limit my personal notes of them to the memoirs of the three
with whom I have been most acquainted. Thinking of theso
men, and of others whom I have met in Switzerland, and of
the simplicity and frecedom still living among those proud
mountains, I cannot help warning my readers against the
sneers of some English men and books—Murray’s Hand-book,
for example—in regard to the moral and politieal condition of
tbe country. In some parts it is bad'enough, we all know ;
but I have thought that sometimes the English really seemed
vexed and cnvious at the existence of so much freedom, happi-
ness, and greatness, in a little, unaristoeratical, republican
canton like Geneva. May I'be forgiven if I judge them harshly;
but such envious hatred is s hateful thing. I am sure the
great body of Englishmen would not feel it ; but Toryism and
Puscyism together do make queer mixture of despotism and
prejudice. Through such glasses the mind sees nothing good,
or will acknowledge nothing ; green-eyed jealousy squints and
looks askant, both at civil and religious liberty ; a titled nobi-
lity and a mitred priesthood do sometimes rail away against a
Clureh without a bishop and a State without a king, in a
manner 8o unmerciful that I am apt to think it is because they
feel inwardly self-condemned in the presence of such great forms
of truth and freedom. Those forms stand to them in the shape
of accusers, and very glad they are to have some such shadow
of excuse for their own bitterness, in the case of our own coun-
try for example, as is afforded them in Mississippi, repudiation,
Irish riots, and negro slavery. But they have none of these
things in Geneva.

Dr. Marax was honoured by divine providenee to he among
the foremost instruments in the spiritual awakening with
which it has pleased God to bless Geneva. Ile was a preacher
of Socinianism in the national church in 1814, and was also
one of the Regents of the College. - Ile was much admired for
his eloquence, and continued to preach and to teach for some
time in utter ignorance of the truth as it is in Christ crucified.
At length it pleased God to visit him, and give him light ; as
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early as 1816 the darkness was removed from his mind, and
Christ the Saviour was made known to him in so blessed a
manner, with so much assurance and joy, that he felt as if the
delight which filled his own soul, by the view of the grace of
God in Jesus, must certainly be experienced likewise by all who
heard him. But he was greatly mistaken. Ilis views were
deemed new, strange, and erroncous ; he was ordered not to
repeat them; then the churches interdicted him, and at length,
on preaching in the cathedral a discourse in proof of the doc-
trine of justification by faith, he was finally deprived of the
use of the pulpits.

This was in 1817. The severity with which he was treated,
being expelled from all employments in the College and the

Church, together with the boldness and firmness of his bearing,

the fervour of his feelings, and the power of his discourses,

drew crowds after him; men were converted by the grace of
God; and in 1818 an independent chureh was formed, and a
chapel built in a lovely spot, a short walk outside the city, of
which he continues the pastor to this day. IIe has been often
in England, and the friendship and prayers of warm-hearted
English Christians have greatly sustained and animated bim;
they in their turn have also found in Geneva the conversation
and holy example of the man, together with the exercises of
divine worship in his chapel, as a fountain of home religious
life in a forcign country. He and his family have become im-
bued with the language, the literature, and the friendships of
England, without losing their Swiss republican simplicity and
frankness.

All his life he has been indefatigable and remarkably suc-
cessful in the use of the press as well as the pulpit. Ilis
writings in the shape of tracts and books have been numerous
and useful, especially in revealing the Saviour to men in the
errors of Romanism. Some of bis tracts are like the Dairy-
man’s Daughter of Leigh Richmond, for simple truth and
beauty. They present the living realitics of the Gospel in a
manner most impressive and affecting to the mind, in narra-
tives, in dialogues, in familiar parables and illustrations. He
loves to dwell upon the bright persuasive side of Truth Divine,




M———————-—

a8 WANDERINGS OF A PILGRIM.

~ and leads his flock in green pastures beside still waters; though
some of his peculiar speculative views and shades of belief may
sometimes not bo reccived even by the very hearts he is so suc-
cessful in winning and comforting.

Ilis extensive missionary tours have been attended with a
great blessing. Indeed, of all men I ever met with, he seems
most peculiarly fitted for familiar conversational effort to win
men to Christ, With a decp. fountain of love in his heart, an
active mind, full of vivacity and impulse, an extraordinary
fertility of illustration, a strength of faith whieh makes upon
the minds of his hearers the most successful impression of ar-
gument and conviction, and with great sweetness and happi-
ness in his own Christian experience, he goes about among the
mountains, pouring forth the stores of thought and feeling for
the guidance and the good of others, comforting the tempted
soul, and pointing the distressed one to the Saviour. In his
encounters with the Romanists, nothing can withstand his pa-
tience, his gentleness, his playfulness, his fulness of Christ.

The Romanists well know him, and the clergy fear him, on
aceount of the manner in whieh he wins his way among them,
fearlessly opposing them, appealing to the Bible, and winning
them by argument and love. When I was among the Wal-
densian Christians of Piedmont, I asked them if it would not

| be exceedingly pleasant and profitable for Dr. Malan to make
! onc of his Missionary visits among them? Ah, said they,
the Romanists know him too well to suffer that. Probably

they would not let him pass the frontier; certainly they would

not suffer him to preach or to teach in the name of Jesus; and

if he attempted to do it, the least they would do would be to

{/ put him under the care of gens d’armes, and send him back to

¢ the Canton of Geneva.

Dr. Malan traces his own ancestry to the Waldenses, says
| ho is one of them, and pleasantly remarks, * We are not of
| .| the Reformed Christians; wo have always been evangelical; a

. true Chureh of Christ before the Reformation. Ile frequently
expressed a desire to visit the Waldenses, but told me an
nnecdote of his personal experience of the tender mercies of
Sardinia, which I have secen in Dr. Tleugh’s excellent book on
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religion in Geneva. If I remember correetly, hie was ona visit

at Chamouny, and had given a Bible to some of the peasantry;
certainly he had talked with them of the Saviour and Divine
Truth; he would not be anywhere without doing this. He
was, however, accuscd of distributing tracts pcrnicious to tho
Roman Catholic faith, and under this charge was arrested, put
iu the custody of two gens d’armes, and sent to prison. It was
a bold step; but, not being able to prove their accusation, they -

" werc compelled to let him go; not, however, till they had un-

wittingly afforded him an opportunity, of which ho gladly
availed himself, to preach tho Gospel to the soldiers who at-
tended and guarded him. Probably they never before listencd
to such truth; and Dr. Heugh remarks that < there is good
reason for believing that one of these soldiers, employed to in-
carcerate the ambassador of Christ, was himself brought to the
Saviour, and introduced into the glorious liberty of the sons of
God.” Very many have been the incidents of this nature in
the expericnee of Dr. Malan, and sometimes among the Romnn-
ists he has had very narrow cscapes.

Tho dealings of God with him have been abundant in mereys,
though at first he had to pass through a great fight of afthe-
tion, and his own peculiaritics in the Christian faith. or rather
in the manner of presenting it, may be traced probably to the

. discipline of the divine Spirit with his own heart, and the man-

ner in which the Saviour was first revealed to him. lle has
said most beautifully that his conversion to the Lord Jesus
might be compared to what a child experiences when his mo-
ther awakes him with a kiss. A babe awakened by a mother's
kiss! What a sweet process of conversion! Now if all the
subsequent teachings