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Lraveling on the Rhine. 47

high hill, covered with short broom. 1In all my excursions upon
the banks of the Rhine, I saw nothing so beautiful. * As fir as the
eye could rench were prairies, waters,and magie forests resembling
bunches ol green feathers. It was one of those places where we
imagine we see the tail of that magnificent peacock which we eatl
Nature.

Behind the hill on which I was seated, on the sunumit of a
mount covered with fir and chesnut trees, 1 perceived a sombie
ruin, @ colossal hicap of browst basalt, in the form of a citadel
What castle was it 2 1 could not teil, for I did not know where
I was. To examine a roin al hand is my manic ; thereiors, ab the
expiration of @ quarfer of an hour, I was wandeving shrough it,
seavching, {oraging, and turning over huge stones, with fie hope
of finding an inseriplion which wonld throw some light upon this
venerible rain.

On leaving the lower chamber, the corner of a stone, one end
buried in the rubbish, strack my view. 1 immediately stoopad,
and with my hands and {ect cleaved everything away, under the
impression of finding upon it the name of this mysterious ruin.
On this larze block of sione the Jizuve of & man, clothed in armonr,
but without o head, was senipiured @ and under his {vet were the

following lines t——

“Vaw taeelt periit e,
Now redt et reil endbra vir carel in temba qro coret effigies.”

I was still in ignovance. ‘Luis castle was an enigma. I had
sought for words ; L had found them : thabis, an inseripiion with-
oud a date—an epitaph withont & name-—a statue without w head.
While buried in reficetion, a distinet sound of voices vaached me. [
listened. It was a quick dizlogns, a few words only of which I
conld distinguish mid the shouts of langhter and of joy. These
were, Sl of the mountain—Sublerrarean passaye—\Very bad jool-
path.”  On xising from the tombsione, Ihaheld three yonng givls,
clothed in white, with fair faces, smiling checls, and bright blue
eyes, Nothiug could be more magicul, more charming, for o
pevenr, so siluated, than this apparition. It would have Dbeen
pardonable for w poet to have taken them for angels, or saints of
Heaven; I must aflirm that, to me, they were only three English
girls.

1i suddenly crossed my mind that by profiting by these angels,
Lmight find without farther trouble, the nume of the castle. They
spoke Buglish; thevefore, I concluded they belonged io that
country. To give wme countenance, I opened my portlolio,
called to my aid the lidtle Buaglish of which I was mas-
ter, then began to look inie {he ravine, murmuring to myself,
« Baaubiful view ! very fine! very prefly waterfall I &e., &e.

Phe young girls, surprised 2 niy suddcsn appearance, began,
while stiiling their laughs, to whisper to cach other.  They looked
charming, bub were evidently laughing at me. I summoned up



