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AMONG THE ROSICRUCIANS.

[i-
THE EXCURSION.

I AM penning these lines in a little village in

the Alpine mountains, in Southern Bavaria,
and only a short distance from the Austrian fron-
tier. The impressions T received yesterday are
still fresh in my mind; the experiences which
caused them were as real to me as any other ex-
perience caused by the events of every-day life;
nevertheless, they were of such an extraordinary
character that I cannot persuade myself that they
were more than a dream.

Having finished the long and tedious labor of
investigating the history of the Rosicrucians, and
studying old worm-eaten books, mouldy manu-
seripts hardly legible from age, passing days and
parts of night in conveut libraries and antiquary
shops, collecting and copying everything that
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seemed to be of any value for my ebject in view,
and having at last finished my task, I made up my
mind to grant to myself a few holidays, and to
spend them among the sublime sceneries of the
Tyrolian Alpa.

The mountains were not yet free from =now,
althongh the spring had advanced; but [ was
anxious to eseape the turmoil and noise of the
city, to breathe once more the pure and exhilavat-
ing air of the mountain heights, to see the shining
glaciers glistening like vast wirrors in the light
of the rising sun, and to shave the feeling of Byron,
the poet, when he wrote the following verses:

“ He who ascends to mountain tope shall find
The loftiest peaks moat wrapp'd in clouds snd snow ;
He who surpasaes or subdues mankind
Must look down on the hate of those below ;
Though high above the sun of glory glow,
And far Beneath the earth and ocean sprend,
Round him are iey rocks, and londly biow
Contending tempesta on hia naked head,
And thos reward the toils which to these summits led,”

Boarding the train at K., I soon arrived at S.
Thence I wandered on foot, highly enjoying the
change from the smoky atmosphere of the crowded
streets to the fresh air of the country, pregnant
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with the odor of the pines and the daisies, the
Iutter of which were appearing in places from
which the snow was gone. The road led up
through the valley of the viver, and, as I ad-
vanced, the valley grew more narrow and the
gides of the monntain more steep. Here and
there were clusters of farmhouses, and some rus-
tic cottages clinging to the projecting rocks of the
mountains as if seeking protection against the
storms which often blow through these valleys.
The sun was sinking down below the western
horizon, and gilded the snowy peaks of the moun-
tains and the brazen cross oun the top of the spire
of the little village church, from which tolled the
cuifew, or, as it is here called, the Ave Maria,
when I arrived at O, which was the place se-
lected as a sturting-point for my excursions into
the mountains.

Finding a hospitable reception in the village
inn, 1 soon retived to rest, and awoke euwrly in the
morning, having been arcused from my sleep by
the tinkling of little bells hanging around the
necks of the goats, which were sent out to their
pasturage. 1 arose and stepped to the window.
The shadows of night were fleeing before the
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approach of the coming sun; the dawn had beguu,
and before me in sublime array stood the grand
old peaks of the mountains, reminding me of
Edwin Arneld’s description of the view to be
had from the windows of Prince Sidddrtha’s pal-
ace, Vishramevan. There the grand mountains
stood, —
“ Ranged in white ranke against the blue-untrod
Indnite, wonderful — whose uplands vast,
And lifted universe of crest and erag,
Shoulder and shelf, green slope and foy hom,
Riven ravine and splintered precipice,
Led elimbing thought higher and higher, until
Tt seemed to stand in heaven and speak with goda.™
Soon I was on the way, and wandered farther up
through the valley along the river-bed; but the
river was hiere merely a small stream, rushing and
danecing wildly over the rocks, while farther down,
where it had grown big, it flowed in tranguil ma-
jesty through the plains, The valley through
whieh I wandered seemed to cut through long
ranges of mountains, and other valleys opened
into this. Some of these valleys were known to
we, for I had roamed through them and sxplored
their mysterions recesses, eaves, and forests some
twenty years ago; but there was one mysterious
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valley which had not yet been explored by me,
and which led towards u high, bifurcated mountain
peak, whose summit was said to be inaccessible,
and upon which the foot of no mortal had ever
trod. Towards this valley I seemed to be attracted
by some invisible but irvesistible power. T left as
if, intss its unexplored depths, at the foot of this
inaccessible mountain, the secret and undefined
longings of my heart were to be satisfied; aa if
there a mystery was to be revealed to me, whose
solution could not be found in books.

The sun had not yet risen above the horizon,
and the dark woods to the right and left were of
a uniform color. As I entered the narrow, mys-
terions valley, the path rose gradually, leading
through a dark forest along the side of a mountain.
Slowly and almost imperceptibly it ascended; at
first it was near the rushing stream, but as I pro-
gressed the roar of the torrent sounded more and
more distant; the fonming stream itself seemed to
sink farther down. At last the forest became
thinner and the dark woods were now far below
me; but before me and above the intervening trees
rose the naked cliffs of the inaccessible mountain.
5till the path led up higher. Soon the distant
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