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THE SKY LEAPERS,
A TALE OF MORWATX.

Mucr of the intsrest felt on beholding 2
chain of lofty mountains, arises: from the fee!-
ing that on lands such as these the foot of the
invader has seldom rested, and has never long
tarvied,  So often, from the pass of Thermo-
pylm 1o the heights >f Morgarten;have the brave
proved their owa hills to be impregna-

wi | counteract the feeling that a mountain-
land wo. won has been betrayed by the cow-
ardice of the dinhabitants. Of this cowardice
history unfortunately gives us some proofs.
But these few: instances ef weakness and trea-
chery only serve to give the force of strong
-sontrast to the bright examples of multitudes
«of higher and nobler spirits. These reflections
apply more especially to Norway, the scene
«of the tradition which now awakens them; and
which often rouses the warm Norse blood,
whan told by some of the older peasants to the
listeners round a cottage hearth on a long win-
ter’s evening.

In 1612€hero was a war between Norway
and Swaden, distingaished from a mass of the
forgotten conflicts at one. time so frequent be-
tween these rival and neighbouring countries,
by the tragic fate of Sinclair’s body of Scot-
tish allies, the remembrance of which is cele-
brated'in many a fine Norwegian ballad. 1tis
n matter of history that the Hcoits landed oa
the west coast, of Norway to join thew allies
the'Swedes, went along the only valley-pass
leading to Sweden, and were annihilated ia
the deep defile of Gulbransdale by the peasan-
try. At the time when they should have ar-
rived at Sweden, a small body of Swedes en-
camped in Jempteland resolved to meet their
allies, of whose movements they had intelli-
gonce, and escort them over the frontier, cros-
sing by the hill passes, and uniting with the
.8cots on the other side. The band, to whose
fortunes we attach ourselves, numbered but
three handred warriers; but they were the ve-
ry flower of Sweden. They resolyed to pene-
trate the barrier at the most inaccessible point,
believing that  the Norse would collectin the
southern country, where they were opposed by
a Swedish army, and rest secure in the deep
snows, which rendered the hills impassable,
for the defence of their mountain frontier.

So they came, says the legendary story, to
the foot of the wild pass of Ruden, a spot fa-
ted to be dangerous to the. Swedes, and since
strewed with the frezen corpses ef the hosts
of' Labanto end Zocga; whu poiished thero.
“Their company filled the few cottages of the
small hamie: on the Swedish side ef the barri-
er where they arrived early in theday. 'They
were eager in their inquiries for a guide, being
resolved to pass the hills ere night, lest tidings
should reach the Norsemen of their approach-
ing foes; but all their search proved fruitiess.
Many of the Swedes of the village bad Leen
over these mountaing, but none were on the
spot possesing that firm cenfidence derived from
certainty of knowledge, and from censcicus
sAntrepidity, which alone could make them su-
cure or willing guides in an expedition of se
much peril and importaace. At last, old
Sweyne Koping, the keeper of the little inn
which was the Swedes’ head quarters, shouted
with the joy of him who has at ence hit apon
the happy selution of a difficuity. ¢By the
bear!” cried he, ¢ could none of you think of
the only man in Jempteland fit for the enter-
prise, and he here on the spot all the while?
MWhere 13 Jerl Licens?’

A handred voices echoed the eager question,
and the leaders were told, that they wust wait
perforce till the morrow; fur the only min
able or willing to gride him. Lidens had
gone forth on u journey and would net return
that day.

¢« Well, siid Eric Von Dalin, the <chief of
the Swedish detachment, * there is no help for

. - .
it. To-day we must depend upon the kind

entenainment of our host; but beware, wy |

brave men all, bewars of deep herns of ale er
mead, Remember,” pointing to the ragged
peaks glittering in  the snow, * remember that
all who would sleep beyond those to-morrow,
will need firm hands and true eyes.  And, good
Swoyne,” (addressing the innkeepar, who wus
the chief person of the hawlet, ¢ leok well that
po sound of our ceming reach these Norse
sluggards. "Thera may be some here who, for
their country’s safsty would cross the hill with

warning ’

¢« Thou art right, by Manheim’s freedom!”
cried the hoat, *here &its Alf Stavenger: he
knows these hills better than his own hunting
would thirk little of carrying the
) his countrymen. I am scrry,” hecon-
gnued, turning to  Alfy *verily 1 grieve to
ma'e an old friend a priscner; but you must

abice here in safe keeping till our 1oen are well
forward.”

<1 care not.ifl stay hare to-night and for
) now look-

1nd cot

evar,” replied the Norsegma. Br
nd for the first time upon the
{sased that hie had never beheld a tiver looking
wan. - In the prime ofths beauty of the north-
arn youth, Alf Stavenger was r le for a
wast of featares bearing fraces of ¢ ~hor mind
than ean be discerned in the cheerlul, lasty
faces of his country men
< Doea the valley marl

quired Sweyne
Ay . amswered the youth, * when you are

ie, you caa bul

man speak thus 2’ in-

iatwat forth from the fire

!
f
|
i
|
|

soek another roof. If your own lard casts you
ont, yen ars fain 10 cling to the strznger—the

{ enemy.’

Hzs Emlen’s father been rough?’ inguired
Sweyue.

‘Name him not!’ replied the young peasant
angrily. ¢ They have heaped refusal and insult
upon me, let them leok for their return! Ay,
8kialm Harder may one day wish T had wed
his daughter-—my name shall yet be feufully
known throughout Norway. Swede; T myseif
will guide your troop this mght over the Tydel.
Trust wmerfully, and you shall be placed to-
morrow beyond those white peaks.’

« You will have a fearful passage first,
said an old peasant; ‘ there is no moon now,
i will be pitch dark long ere you cross the

. i Naeros.’
ble, that mo tale of everwhelming numbers |

“The night is to us _as the noon-day,’ eried
a spirited young soldier; * for your crags we
fear them not, wers they as high as the blue
hedvens. Our life has been amongst the
tocks, and in our land we are called the ¢ 8ky-
Leapers.”’

¢ 1 will trust tYe young Norseman,” continu-
od the chief; *wounded pride and slighted
love may well make a man hate the land  that
has spruned him, were it his owa a kundred
times,’

As the day was fast wearing over, little
time was lost in preparation. Each man car-
ried with him his fir skates, to be used when
after climing the rough ascent, they wound
along those narrow and difficult paths which
skirt the face of the cliffs crossing the moun-
tains. Their gunide told him that be should
lead them, when it grew dark, by lighted tor-
ches, to be procured ane used as ke should af-
terwards direct them.

During their slippery and rugged journey,
AIf could not help admiring the spirit, coolness
and activity shown by the party in scaling the
dangerous rocks, and they felt insensibly
drawn one to another by that pataral
though unuttered friendship which binds
together the brave and high souled. Still few
words passed between them, though many
of the Swedes spoke Nerse very. well. and
Alf Swedish as thoroughly as his own tongue.
One both sides were feelings which led them
to commune with their own thoughtsiu silence.

After some hours of hard and successful
climbing, they halted, at the close of day, for
a few moments, on the snowy summit of a
ridge, which they had just ascended, to fasten
on their skates. They had now to traverse the
long slippery defiles so peculiar to Norway,
where the path runs upon mnarrow ledges of
rock, at an awfal height, windiag abruptly in
an cat along the rogged face of the hilis.
Here they formed insingle file, and their
guide, taking the lead ef the column, kindled,
by rapid friction, one of the pine branches, of
which each had, by his erders, gathered an
abandance on their way. Hesaid, in a few
brief and energetic words, ‘that hers most
they tempt the fate of all whe would conquer
Morway, unless they chose to returm: now
were they really to win the proud name of
Sky Leapers.” He bade them move along ra-
pidly and steadily, following close the light of
hig torch. Every man was to bear a blazing
pine, kindled from his; and thus, each pres-
sing close on the light hefore him, the track
would not be lost in the abrupt turns and wind-
ings

He placed the coolest and most ac’ive in the
rear, that they might pass lightly and skilfally
over the snow roughened by the track of their
leaders, and keep the line of lights. which

- was their only heps of safety, campzct and un-

| no danger! On,

| speed.

severed,

What a change from the toilsame climb-
ine which had wearied the most elastic
limbs, and tried the most erduring apirit!
They flow oyer the narrow slippery paths,
pnow in a long straight arrow-course of fires,
now lost and then emarging in the sharp turn-
ings of the cliffs. 'The daugers of Naeroo,
which makes even the natives shudder at the
giddy parrew path and awful depths, wera
ha!f nunseen in the darkness, and all unfeared
by thase brave men, who darted exultingly
througn the keen, bracing night-breeze of the
hilla.

At every step the winding became more ab-
rupt, and it seemed to his nearest follower,
that even the gmide looked anxious and afiaid,
when, almost coming close to him at a turning
he saw, by the joining light of their torches,
the countenance of Alf turned back towards
the long line of flying stars, with a troubled
and sorrawfal look. To encourage him, he
cried, in a bold and cheerful tone, ¢ No fear!
brave Stavenger! The Sky-
Leapers follew thee!’ « On!’ shouted back the
guide,” with a ery that echoed through the
whole bLand, and quickened their lightening
Their torches now flew along in one
unbroken straight stream of fire, till a wild
death-scream arose, marking the spot where
licht after light dropped in the dark silence.
The depth wus so terrible, that all goand ot
f But that ery reached the

f was unheard.
Jast of the siaking line, and their hearts diad
within them: there was no stopping their arrow
flicht—no terning  aside without leaping into
the sheer

{ Stavenzer shuddered at the death-leap
of these brave men over the edge of the ro ~k.
H | had been bound to tham in the brief
together, und had they not come aa
invaders, he would have loved
But

Jtis

his countr
them as brothers for their frank courage.
AIf was at heart a tree son of Norway.
true he had resolved. in' the desperation of his
sorrow . to leave his fatherland for ever; still
when he saw this band coming to lay waste
the valleve which he knew to b fed,

his anger was in a woment for

his ot Norse bloed was atirred within hin,
fle wns detained, »s we have veen, from ctow-
sing the hill to warn his cooatrymen; and he
knew that when Jerl returmed, he wounld be
well able and willing to guide the Swedes over
the pass. He soon planned his daring scheme.
| <Ay,’ thought he, while the waving train * fol-
lowed his leading torch, *Itold them that
here they-should earn the proud name of Sky-
rst~—thut here those who warred ‘with
way should brave their fate! 1 'snid that
Im Harder wonld wish he had given me
his fair davghter—ihat my name should ba
known over my land for a deed of fear and
wender! 1 promised they should sleep to-
night on our side of the hills! Now will 1
well keep all that [ have sworn. Tisa pity
for them, too, so brave, so young, S0 unsus-
pecting; but two words have made my heart
won—LEmlen and Norway.’

Alf well remembered -ope point, where a
long straight path ended suddenly in a peak of
rock, jutung far into the ewpty air. "T'heroad
was continned round sp sharp a re-entering an-
gle, that much caution and nerve were need-
ed, even by one well aware of all the danger,
to wheal rapidly and steadily round the face
of the abrupt precipice, and avoid shooting
straight long over the ledge of rock. He fixed
upon this spot for the death-leaps; indeed the
Swedes never could have passed it safely, with-
out having before been fully warned of the
peril, and afterwards cautioned at its approach.

When helooked back, as he led the line
rapidly to their unseen and dreadful fate, he
shuddered to think on-whata death the brave
and light hearted men who follewed him were
rushing. A word from the nearest follower
roused him, he shouted to hasten their rapid
flight, and darted boldly on, throwing his
leading torch far over the point where they
ghould have taken the sudden'turn; but he had
nearly fallen into the ruin of his followers.
With the sounding speed of the flyers pressing
hard upon his footsteps, all his nerve wus
barely sufficient, after flinging his blazing
pine straight forward as a lure, to check his
own course, and bear’ him round the point
which severed life from death.

His speed was slackened by tarting and
for a second, he fell giddy and senseless; eve-
ry nerve had been strung for the decisive mo-
ment, and his brain reeled with the struggle.
He awakened to consciousness, te see the last
of the line of torches dart into the empty
space—then sink for ever; and he listened
with a cold thrill of awe and terror to the
echoes ‘of the death-screamn of the last of the
Sky-Leapers.

i

From the Christian Treasury.
By Vol o0 B X

Tuz joy-bells peal a merry tune
Aloug the evening air;

The crackling bonfires turn the sky
Ail erumson with their glare ;

Bold music fills the startled streeta
With mirth inepiring sound ;

The gaping cannon’s reddening breath
Wakes thunder chouts around ;

And thousand joyful voices cry,
¢ Huzza ! huzza! a victory 1”

A little giil stood at the door,
Aad with her kiten played;
Less wild acd frolicsome than she,

That rosy pratling niaid

Sudden her cheek turns ghastly white;
Her ey= with fear is filled,

Axd rushing in-of-doors, sbe screamr,
My bromer Willie’s killed !”

And thousand jeylul voices ery,
**Huzza! hvzzal a viclory g

A mother sa! in thoughtful ease,
A-knitting by the fire,
Plyiop the needle’s thrifty task
With handsthat never tile.
She tore her few gray hairs, and shrieked,
“ My joy on earth is done
O! who will lay me in my grave ?
O Gou! @y soa, my son!”
And a thowsaud joytul voices cry,
“Hozza ! huzza! a victory !

A youthful wife the threshold cromed,
With matron’s trezsure blesesd ;

A emiling iof.at meatlieg lay
Ia slumber &t her breast.

She spoke no word, she heaved no sigh,
The widow’s tale to tell ;

But, like a corpsa, ali white and stiff,
Upon the earth-lloor fell ;

And thousand joylul voices cry,

s Huzza ! huzza! & victory!”

An old weak man, with head of snow,
And years threescore and ten,

Looked in upon his cabia home,
And esguish seized him then.

He help’d not wife, nor helpless babe,
Matron, nor little maid ;

One scalding tear, one choking sob —
He kaelt him down and prayed ;

b

Awnd thousand joyful voices ery,
* Huzza ! hozza! a vietory!”

Frem (hambers's Edinburgh Journal.
THE MANTLE OF LOVE.
‘1 wisx, mamms, that you would bsy =®
a satin mantle like that which Caroline Morri
son had on to-day,” exelaimed Emily Thers-
ley, Jooking wp anxiously into her mother®

! face 2 she spoke. * Did ‘you net remark ke

slegant it was, and how beautifully it WA
tricmed with gimp and fringe?’ ehe added,
finding her parent did ot reply. i

+To own the truth, 1 took mo notice of Mis®
Morrison’s dress, my thoughts were tee mq"‘
engrossed Ly the conversatien 1 war holdmg
with her mother,” Mrs Thernley made 80"
swer. * Perbaps, Emily,’ she continued 2 I
tle reproachfully, * you were #o taken up wiih
yeur admiration of the mantle, that you di
not listen toit: wag it 802’ Emily blushed, as¢
hung down her head. <1 feared as much
the Jady resumed. *Now, my dear, 1 wue!
say that I think you would hive boen better
employed in listening to Mrs Morrisons accoest
of the good eflected by the Infant School ebe
has opened for the peor of the village, 1ha®
observing either the textare‘tr the trimvisg?
of a mantle.’

¢Oh, now you remind me, mamma, ] de
rernember all abou: it, but | was thinking jes
now much I should like to have such’a mas”
tie, and I forgot for the moment.’

<This is aproof that such frivolons thing®
occupy your thoughts to the exclusion of sub-
jects of utility.”

¢« No, mamma, ene must think of one's dres
sometimes; and you know that you were #
kird as to say that you would take me with
yen to town to morrow for the purpose ©
buying something of the kind for the 88"
tumn.’

+1 did, my dear;and I do not intend t#
disappoint you of a suitable dress for the sea”
son: but yon must remember that Mr. Morrt
son is more wealthy than your papa, and es3
afford more expensive dress for his fair daogh-
ters,’

« Oh, I dont think Mr Morrison is very riahs
mamma, though Caroline and Georgina alway$
hold their heads up higher than any one als®s
Emily interposed, ¢ Crroline would scarce!f
notice me té day, because I was not so smart
as she was, and so I should very much like ¥
kave such a mantle, if it were only to sho¥
her and her sister that you can afford to dres
me as well as their papa and mamma can dres®
them.’

< That is an unworthy motive, Fmily, and
you certainly do not advance your own interef
by such a plea,’ ¥rs Thornley observed.
wag®sorry 1o find that ‘your thoughts were 50
much taken up by a trifle, that you could fe®
no interest in the benevolent ~cause whie
formed the subject of conversation, but I 8®
still more grieved to dissover that the wish 1®
rival your friend was stronger than yeur admi
ration of the article in question.’ :

* Well, mamma, but everybody says ke
proud the Miss Morrisons are.” .

¢ T never observed it; and I am of opinio®
that your everybody consists of soms few a0
vious girls, who; like yourself, Emily, hav®
the desire, without the means of making 8 9
milar appearance.’

¢Qhno; indeed T do assure you it iv 9
mamma.’

< Well, we will not dispute the matter, ®/
dear, but I should much like to ses yea po*
sessed of a mantle which wounld become g0t
better than the one Miss Morrison had en ¥
day.’

“You mean something plainer and more ¢’
rable, mamma?’

<1 mean something more durable, Emily bet
one which would be at the same time mo"
beautiful.

The little girl looked astonished. ¢ What o
be more beautiful than that figure satin?’ she
interrogated.

«The wantle T refer to,” the mother ref®
med, * would make you appear. more attra?®”
tive than the richesi satin gaeld do, and’
would at the same time aflord you more pi®*
sure than the urgenerous and unamiable g3 'j
fication of competing with your friend. I ®
Inde to the mantle of Charity or Love.
ily looked disconcerted. ¢ This mantle,
tinned Mrs Thornley, ¢ would lead yo®
ramark the estimablegualitics of those arod”
von, rather than their failings; and as it
much more gratifying to the leeling to conte”
plate that which excites our admiration, th
those actions which arousa resentment or’
dignation, you would yourself be the guintf ‘
it.”

<B twe cannot avoid seeing psople’s M5
whe+ they are so very obvions,’ Emily int?
posed. .

¢ They may not be so obvions to one Who,;;
not pn‘-xlamrminud to observe them; of wht t
a convineing proof has this morning been ¥
ven. | saw not the slightest indication
pride in Miss Morrizon’s demeanour; b“[',y
the contrary, observei with great plemsure
lively interest she evidenty takes o the Phl;
of benevolence her parents are executing: "
is most probable that this cumstance .
the real occasion of ber seemingly distant m of
Thus yeu see, M)/ Jos
girl, T who was looking for her geod qu“h:in{.
veadily discovered them; whilst you, | "d 0
your thoughts {ull of emvy, not only fab
see what was trath estimable,
an act ef positive injusiice, by putting lnhi‘h
favourable construction on the motives o
actuated her conduct. Now, which thnt ]‘!
derived themost pleasures from Miss MO«'"")VW

_voll

’ gof’

fasl?

ner towards yourself.

presence—I who was admiring, or
were condemning?’
Emily answered
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