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THE REVELLERS.

CHAPTER I

THE WARNING YOICE.
I say uatg all, Watch 1"

I roovenT I was walking through a valley on &
summer’s evening ; it was surrounded by hills
covered with the most verdsnt and lovely slopes
eye ever rested on; woods of every tender eolour,
and banks of fHowers, which fringed a delicious
stream in the middle, met my eye at every turn.
The trees were cut into glades green and grasey,
which were lost in the deep shadows of the over-
hanging boughs, But I could see nothing beyond,
The blue sky was on all sides set in the varied
edges of the summer foliage, like s fair picture in g
vast frame.

At the end of this valley I saw s stately
palace, surrounded with tall pillars and snowy por-
ticoes, on which the full red rays of the declining
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2 THE REVELLERS,

sun were falling in all their lnstre: flighta of steps,
the tops of which were logt in wandering flowers
sod shrubs, here and there met my eye, and far
above the stately boughs of the trees rose the upper
part of the building. When I firet entered this
besutiful valley, it was sleeping in the most soft and
gentle light which eummer’s evening could shed on
tree, sud leaf, and mossy bank, and purple hill. I
was 80 delighted with ita heanty, that I lingered
continually slong the windinga of tho Mue river
which wound its way through sandy shores and
bushy slopes, while on ite glassy surface the boughs
of a hundred trees fur and near were painted
in every hue which the sun of summer eould shed
upon it.

The air was still, and strange bright birds spresd
their soft wings slong the sky, while others shot
with arrowy flight slong the verdant branches ; in-
gects mused with jewelled wings around heads of
flowers which stood in wild succession along the
river's bank, ss if they were lingering to listen to
the music of the stream. Farup the valley the tall
snow-white pillars of the palsce were reflected in
the river's face, and the rosea which lnmg in luxuri-
ant clusters around them, were painted in scarlet
atars upon the clear surface,

But &= yet in this valley I saw no heman being,
and I wondered a place so lovely could be for the
enjoyment of insects, whose life is but till evening,
snd the arrowy flight of the glittering birds.

Whils I was thinking this, an old man, exceed-




THE EEVELLERE. a

ing reverend, with his hair as white as the moun-
tain snow, and the weight of cighty years upen
his furrowed brow, with his hand leaniog on a staff
and his pilgrim’s dress drawn loosely round him,
camo forward from the wood towards the river, and
having gazed for a few moments at the wandering
waler in an sttitude of deep meditation, he turned,
with & siph, towards & stone under the shadow of
the trees, and sat down, with his hesd lesning on
hie staff. I drew towards him. He looked up sz
I spprosched, and seemed sbout €0 rise, but I
motioned to him that he should not, and epoke to
him,

= Bir,” soid I, “can you tell me aught aa to this
secluded valley and yon fair palace? It surpriees
me so lovely a spot should remsin so secluded.™

The old man paused a moment, time enmough for
me to admire his ealm eye and chastened expres-
gion,

“Your question is hard to anewer at & word;
may be, if you will be content to linger here with
me & few hours, till yonder sun has gone down,
you will judge better as to your question than you
would from word of mine.”

I thanked him, and told him I wae a pilgrim,
with but little to hurry me, and would gladly accept
his offer; and sccordingly sst me down by his
side.

The old man said, * In brief, T would tell you that
this valley is called the Valley of Life, and yonder
fair palace is called the Templs of the World, and
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4 THE REVELLEES.

belongs to the Lord of Life, who owns this whole
domain. A Revel will be there to-night, for the
Lord is away, but he will return before morning to
thie valley, though at what hour it is uncertain ; it
may be at midnight, or at the first ery of the early
bird, or in the moming; and when he comes, those
who live in this valley are expected to meet him, to
go back with him to his own country; and this valley
will then become a wilderness.”™

The old man sighed, and fixing his eye on the
wandering water, soemed wrapped up in sad
thoughts,

“ And you I asked I with some hesitation,

“And T am placed here by the Liord to warn his
subjects to be on the watch for his appearing.”

“ But do they need it,”” esid I with some surprise,

“when the time i8 8o short for his arrivel, and the
reward 8o high for thoss who watch 7**
© “Ytis even so,” answered he; “as your own eye
will presently tell you; indeed, this revel to-night
runs great risk for all conesrned in it.”

I was deeply struck with the cld man's words,
and there was a silence, when, on & sudden, voiees
struck on my ear, and forth from the wood snd
under the boughs, which burnt with the evening
light, two figures approsched the spot where we
were standing.

One waa of & youth, tall and exceeding beautiful,
and on his arm leant a lady, whose graceful form
scarce touched the flowers she swept; each was
dressed in the purest white, and around the lady's




