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MumVwÂ in the eastern part of Ohio lies the coal country;
round-topped hills there begin to show themselves in the level
plain, trending backfrom Lake rie; afterwards rising higlier
and higher, they stretch away into Pennsylvania and are dig-
nified by the naime of Allegbany Mountains. But no names
have they in their'Ohio birthplace, and little do the people care
for them, save as storehouseà for fuel. The roads.lie along the
slow-moving streams, and thefarmers ride slowly over them- in
their broad-wheeled wagons, now and then passing dark holes
intheé' bank from whene come little carts into the sunâhine,
and men, like iLouettes, walking behind them, with glow-
worm lampa fastened in their hat-bands. Neither farmers nor
miners-glance up towards the hilltops ; no doubt they consider
them useleas mounds, and, were it not for the ceal, they would
envy their neighbors of. the grâin-ceuntry whose broad, levé
fields stretch unbroken throughCentraT Ohio;. as, however, the
canaboats go away fuil, and long lines of coal-cars go away
ftll, and every man'icoal-shed is full, and money comes back
from the great iron-mni11s of Pittsburgh, Cincinnati, and Cleve-
land, the ceal ebuntry, though unknown in a picturesque point
of view, continues to grow rich and prospérous.

Yet picturesque·it is, and no part* more so than the valley
where stands the village of the quaint German Cornmunity on
the banks of the siow-moving Tuscarawas River. .One October
day we left the lake behind-us ândjourneyed inland; following
the ater-courses and looking forward for the first glimpseo
Ting ground; biue are the waters of Erie on a summer day,

ed and gôldén are ita autumn aunsets,.but so level, so deadly
1evel are ita shores that, at turnes, there comes a longing for the


