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SAXON SWITZERLAND.

And now we are aflsat, having received
strict injunctions from our landlady to avoid
the draughts on the steamer. Our point
of departure is the wharf of the Bohemian
and Saxon Steamship Company, and our
-destination Wehlen, three miles up stream.

About an hour befors reaching Wehlen,
the stone-quarrying, which forms so impor-
tant a part of the industry of the Elbe
Valley, begins. Tnis adds a human interest
to the scene, but marsits beauty. Not so,
however, with the boats, rafts, et:, which
navigate tke little river, and are oae of the
most charming features. The diminutive
pize of everything, the signs of quiet and
ordered astivity, together with the highly
picturesque character of the scenery, the
shut-in aspect of the whole, and the ever
Ppresent, gently-flowing stream, leave an im-
pression on the mind as of a paintad scene
presenting all the serenity and beauty of
life and nature, with every coarser element
left out. The boats above alluded to are
varied, both in color and form; the major-
ity are of a pale burnt sienna tint, and they,
a8 well as the tiny rafts, fl at down the river
peacefully propelled by it alone, neither
sail nor oar being seen, Many of the boats
were crvered in by a sort of low, sloping
roof which gave them the quaintest possible
appearance and caused Tim to dub them
Noah'’s Ark boats ; great was her curiosity
a8 to their contents, and if the sole object
of our expedition had been to discover the
secret of their cargoes, her questions could
not have been more frivolous, nor her sup-
positions more unfounded. Later we learnt
that many of them were laden with fruit—
picked by by pretty Bohemian girls—on its
way to Hamburg.

The morning following our arrival in
Wehlen, after drinking our morning portion
of coffee, we felt inclined for a ramble in
the lovely woods which form one of the
chief attractions of the neighborhood, and
lead through the * Uttervalder ground "—
ravine or gorge—up to the ¢ Baster” or
Bastion, the most conspicuous point of the
cliffs which at this point rise to a conasider-
able height above the river, The formation
of the rocks in this part of the country, and
indeed, throughout Saxon Switzerland, is
peculiar, the sandstone being deeply scored
down and across—the surface more or less
rounded, showing no angles, so that in
many places it looks as if boulder hal been
piled upon boulder by giant hands, and gives
free play to an imaginative people for the
invention of saga and legend. The rocky
walls of the ground presented this same pecu-
liar appearance, and the picturesque effuct
was heightened by the moss-covered boul-
ders at the base of the cliffs, with ferna
and bilberry bushes nestling in their cran-
nies, and here and there a pine-tree, tall
and stately, measuring its majestic height
against the rocks. Referring to the bril-
liant lichen with which the cliffs were paint-
ed I asked Tim if she knew why the rocks
were 80 yellow? She confessed sbe did
not.

“Thereby hangs a tale,” I replied,
4 which you would have known, if, accord-
ing to contract, you had read up the sagas
of this district. 1t is related that his Sata-
nic Majesty tried to smoke out an anchorite
who lived in this ravine, and whose devotion.
al habits annoyed him, He didn’t sucseed,
but the sulphur used for the purpose stuck
to the rocks and disclosed his malign inten-
tion to all succeeding generations.”
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“Poor old Devil !” said Tim sorrow-
fully.

“ What do you mean?” I exslaimed,
greatly shocked

‘¢ Oh ! nothing, only I always sympathiz:
with the losing sid».”

“ That's an amiable weakness if it isn’t
carried too far; where human beings aro
comcerned T aimit that extenuating circum-
stances.”

“ And why not here too? The poor old
chap may have been terribly bored down
there,” pointing mysteriously to where she
suppased the cen‘re of the earth to be, “and
in need of some slight diversion, which of
course, with him would take the form of
mischief.”

“ You make an excellent special pleader,
Tim, but you will allow that the saga ac-
counts for the color of the cliffs,”

“ Yes,” answered Tim, glibly, ¢ but not
for the milk in the cocoanut,”

“QOaly a Celtic intelligence would be
equal to that feat. Suppose you exercise
you fertile brain upon it.”

T should like to give the mattes the
consideration it deserves, and when the
chocolate man appe irs, he shall taks m> to
a South Pacific isle, and providing me with
all appliancay neceisary for studying the
problem in the place where it growsg, tak>
himself off, or, in more eloquent laaguags,
disappear.”

“ Where to?" I askad, in some amaz2-
ment,

“ Boneath the borizin, of course. I
could not tolerats chocolate men lounging
about the horiz)n as long as I'm engaged
solving problems ; it would disturb ths phil-
osophical atmosphere too much.”

Just at this point we came to a charm-
ing spot, and while eating our lunch here
Tim became attracted by an iridescent blue
and green beetle on its back among the
pine-needles, struggling wildly, with its
half dozen legs in the air, to regain its nor-
mal position.

“There's a pretty bit of color. Poor
thing ; put him on his legs again, won'c
you ¥’

¢ 8) that he may get into my boot!
No, thank you, he remains on his back.”

“ I do call that mean ; you shouldn’t hit
a man when he’s down,” quotes Tim, rather
inappropriately.

1 do hope he'll win, poor dear,” says
Tim, meditatively. ‘ What would you do
if he did %" turning to me,

“ Turn him on his back again,” I say
decisively, clutching at my umbrella.

¢ Oh, you savage !”

“ Don’c call names, Tim. You know
you would be the first to lose your senses
if he began to crawl about your sacred per-
son.”

¢ Beautiful creature!” continues she,
after a pause,  how he does shine and glit-
ter in the sun! Do you know,” coaxingly,
I should like to see his back ; I think it
must be pale blue with green stripes,”

Whereupon she begins to manipulate
him with the end of her parasol. Presently
she is on her knees bending over her troa-
sure and seems absorbed in silent admira-
tion ; in & minute, however, there is a pierc-
ing shriek, and Tim is dancing like a wild
Indian beneath his red cedar-tree.
not need her gasping ejaculations to tell me
what has happened, and I would hasten to
her aid were I not laughing too much to
rise. At last I control my mirth, and tak-
ing a few steps towards her, say in sympa-
thetic tones:

¢ In your boot, dear?”

It does -
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“ No,” screams Tim, ¢ up my gle'”

and round my back and everywhere. him
with a long-drawn sigh, “1 can_ feel e
walking over me. I shall die In & mt
ute.” e
To avert such a catastrophe, I 'OV.erf’o o
my dread of anything with a multiplicity n
legs and in a few minutes Tim is freed fro”
her tormentor, but by this time is in te&
of fright and anger, stamping her'foob “:'
calling the beetle names ; he is again 8pr3
ing on his back, and Tix, after exha‘}st};g_
her vocabu'ary of abuse, says she cant l'ke
agine what Noah wanted to pat a thing!!
that in the ark for. des
“ (>me, Mephisto,” she conclude
‘ take me away. I don’t see how you °°".‘b
bri:g me to a place like this, infested ¥!
reptiles.” . s
I remain in speechless inlignation for
moment, but as I am about to lead the W"',yo
out of the wood, ask her if she wouldd
like the betle wrapped up in paper ag
take him home, stripes and all. Tim
Again we are afl)at. I have got ‘l
and her belongings on board, with the hf;P
of all the memYers of the baker's fam! ys,
where we have been lodging, and ther® ls
nothing left bshind but good impressl‘on'
ani more current coin in the way of &7 o
geld thax I quite approve of, but when one
is told one’s ideas in money matters E‘Zt
microscopie, and it is hinted tha' one h“‘_mes
aay sou!l to speak of, then, I say, it req‘l“'o
more firmness than some people posse s, &
to turn a mark into two, and two mbol
thaler, which piece of juggling conseq'lent‘g
took place, leaving the common purse mord
debilitated than ever, for one of Tim's “m'l;
ble weaknesses is the amount of trm’{!}e
she expects to get out of a ten-mark Ppiec®
and pay the rent with the remainder.
We were passing one of the pre
bits of the river, when I saw Tim comlﬂg'
towards me from the direction of the 003
ductor’s offic:, looking supernaturally go? ‘
Thisg is one of her best performances, o
anything so sublime in the way of expr®
sions as she can assume when on her w:i
to, or coming from, a bad a:tion, must it
seen to be approciat:d, I knew what le
was. She had been tipping the handsom"
conductor and tipping him out of all P""s
portion to his expectations and our me“n.;
“ Look here, Tim,” I said crossly, ** th{
won’t do, our funds are getting a‘m‘mmgi
low and we shall soon be stranded hiB]
and dry upon the barren shores of penury: d
“Qur funds are getting low,” repea"‘;
Tim dreamily, leaning over the gunwal®
the boat, “ so is the Elbe, and there i# ef’fﬁg
probability of our being stranded 8 lib ;
further on, as the bed of the river is chi't
cely covered. I thought in that cas® 1l
didn’t much matter who had our Bm?
changs, Mephisto,” said Tim solem? Y
and straightening herself as though to0 1°°r
the worst in the face, ‘prepare to meet Y ot
fate like a man and a dev—I mean,a WO
and a sister.”

But I was not thus to be turned from m]’
purpose of reprimanding Tim for & ré¢
lese expenditure of copper-coin. 20

“Tim,” [ said, fixing her with & 8% u
she could not evade, ‘“‘you gave that m“n
twopence, and you know he would have bee
perfectly satisfied with a penny.” gho

Here Tim changed her tactics. i
threw off the disguise of a heroine of roz-
ance—six foot high at the lowest comp¥
tion—ready t> step into a watery g"“t A
without a shiver ; an1 descended rapidly
the mental condition of a girl baby %
three and a half years old ; frisked 8"
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