from the Tyrolean valley of the Inn, and
wain and again tl sund of battle has echoed
to these rocky walls since Duke Guelph of
Bavaria fortihied  the spot in 1097, Fort
Nauders, which guards it now, was built
n 1840,

Lifting the eves again from the lower road
and the foaming river, one s them rest on the
soft and distant outlir { the blue mountain
that lies athwart the « the gorge, giving

1 touch of distance | infinity to the too
narrow and gloomy vale A charming little
hotel here offers a good halting-place for the
night, and so does the pretty inn Fischers-
heim, by the green waters of the

Reschensee,

where many an ardent angler comes to spend
a week or two, It is not an unimportant item
that the charges at this inn, which is clean
and comfortable, are little more than half the
tariff at the great Is in the valleys

ind the trout you catch is deliciously cooked
im blau ’ .

From Fischersheim, the road slopes down
ward across a long plain of moderate width,
till recently a barren heath, but now entirely
brought under cultivation And now, having
passed the culminating point of our road and
entering the valley of the Etsch or Adige, w

sce before us the snowy range of the Ortler
group, the Kaiserspitz and the great Ortler,
What is there so touching in the sudden

aspect of snowy mountains 7 What is there
in their ever fresh loveliness that overpowers
the soul 7 Witness the tender line of the
Alps that bursts on those who cross the Jura,
as Lamartine and Hans Andersen have so
well  described. Iheir  tender, unearthly
beauty, pure as the clouds but more sparkling,
more real, makes the heart beat and the sight
Crow like the high pathetic note of a
woman's perfect voice

With this fair prospect, changing its aspect,
yet before us, we went
horses trotting not stopping at the

dim

cver

merrily,

7HE TYROL.

noted inn N S| nig, where Fra
best of | il the English
nfortable \t lace bearing the 11
nam I Gomagol, w t Post-wagen |
went on by landau I ne long mil l
the Suldenthal itse
Sulden proper 1 « 1
in with mountain 1
smaller nestling ev I

ul (like the neck ol
nd narrow gorge e
marvellously by the
road.  Lovely arc

lovely the

foliage, ever changing vet evar

similar points of view for the traveller who
passes through this gorge by daylight,  «7Th
shades of night were falling fast™ as we mad
our way up it, however, anl a sense of gloom
ind mystery hung heavy on us, till at last
cmer ng into e, W saw lour reat
el g it scemed, midway
between carth and heav

I'hese were the electric lights of the Sulden
Hotel, and for a moment the modernness of

the idea seemed a disillusion.  Yet why should
Is not the spirit of the old fairy
f these sequestered valleys here meeting
final solution ? 1Is not the Giant of th
Lightning at length mastered by the Gnon

Invention, and made to work for man's daily
use ke Samson for the Philistines 7 «Th
song of the eclectric light ™ has vet to be
wi 1, but is no mean subject for an od It
would match, in worthy hands, that marvel-

lous song of the stre
called Makhomets Gesan

At last, with much loud cracking of the
whip, our Jehu brought us to the door of the
Sulden Hotel, where a genial manager receive
us and steered us through the two rows of
somewhat over-inquisitive eyes in the hall, A
night's rest in a clean, tile-floored bedr
with bear-skins thrown upon the tiles, and all
the furniture of pleasant varnished pine, pre-

m which Goethe has

pared us to be well pleased with our surround-
| And they weare very 1 ' I
Whit recipe w v nice as well
cliective 1w, Int carly dawn we lool
forth, and saw opy our window the |
Ve ol [ W mountan \ \
us, star ( 1 cam
yi and even as we looked t
uck them and Kindled 1t witl
It vet vivid orange fire Lhe rosy 1 Lol
Swiss dawn we never saw i
hough at " 1
cem to tra CONUIY TOCk
them half transparent
Before us was the Great Ortler, 12,800 feet
higl Its outline is very graceful, and though
on this side the snow only covers its summit,
descending  the mountain l¢ in gl |
streaks, yet the rocky shoulders of a solemn
but tender grey scem to spread protectingly,
maternally, over the little villag nd church
of St. Gertrude at its foot
All the lower slopes are pine-clad exce
the south, where the valley is closed by a
group of white peaks, underncath which lic
the great glacier that racts the tourists
nd beneath this again is the brown morair
that the glacier has left bare in its retreat,
nd the Suldenbach pouring its white wat
wd its dash of spray down to the level
I'hese glaciers are the gr ttraction t
the English. In the evening, partics would
wend their way, under charge ol a guide, by
narrow mountain path some two hours
teady climbing brought them to one of th
Alpine Club huts, where they supped and
peas the night in an atmosphere so thick tha
you could *cut it with a kmfe.” Then in th
catliest dawn, they were up and away, over th
masses of ice, and some WYy summit
gloryving in the sparkling air, and tl
ense of lightne 1 freedom
As the t sun shoots up into the blu

weird  change

over the mountains ;




