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the ci.meadow?"' The steep siope, shown in our eut, is wliat they
eall a xneadow iu this land. of mountains. And higher stili is thé
cave in whieh îsleep the patriot three, to awake in their country'.
hour ofdanger, to defend lier ancieut liberties.

"Wheq the battlo-horn is blown
Till the Schireoklorn's peaks reply,

When the Jungfrau's ciifs send back the tone
Through theGir eagle's lonely sky;

When Uri's beechen woods wave red
In the burning hii-lût's light-

TMien from the cavern of the dead
Sia11 the eleopers wake iii mighl "

Near by is the noble Schller monument, a rocky pillar eighty,
feet in height, fashioned iu the morning of the world by Nature
herseif for the bard who was to hymun the rise of Helvetian free-
dom. The rock bears the following simple inscription, in golden
letters:

DEVI SINGER TELL'S
FRIEDRIOH SCHILLER

DIÉ URKANTONE
1859.

"To the Bard of Tell, Frederiek Schiller, the Forest Cantons, 1859."

Nearly opposite is the famous IITell's Chapel," so familiar from
pieturos, where the hero leaped -ashore, and where for four hun-
dred years the simple peasants have worshipped at this tiny
shriue ini the sublime cathedral of'the mountains. The whole-
region is rife with legenda of William Tell. Critics try to inake
us believe -that lie neyer existed, because a similar story is told
in the 4indoo:rnythology. But 1 am not going to give up my
faith in, Tell. I' was shown the village in whieh he was- born,
and bis statue, with a erossbow in bis hand, ereeted on the very
spot where he is said to have fired the arrow. A hundred and'
fifty paces distant is a fountain, on the place where bis son is said.
t. have stood with the apple on bis head. After ahl this, how cau
I, hqclp believing the gr'and old story? I erossed the noisy
Saaehen, in whieb, when an old mnan, he was drowned whule try-
inig to save the life of a littie ehild-a deatli worthy of bis herocè
faine.

ili above Tell's Ohapel, hewn out like a narroW shelf in the
beetling erags., is the famous- Axenstrasse,* or publie highway, in

* On the 1occasion of my first visit I walked some miles along the Axen-
strasse-a road hewn in the mountain side, high above the lake, and be-
neatli tremendous overhanging cliffs of tortured strata, which in pIac,-s are
pierced by tunnels-~and lingered for hours enchanted with the blendeil
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