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great limestone rocks, which near Liebenstein rise 
sheer out of the plain, nestle charming villages, and 
long avenues of poplars conduct you where you 
would go along the high roads. By the roadside a 
wealth of flowers is yours for the picking—wild 
thyme and asparagus and mallow, periwinkles, and 
the picturesque dock and crowfoot. The woods are 
starred with flowers, and the perfume of the pines 
is a revelation.

The humbler houses of Liebenstein (for the 
greater part timber-framed and red-tiled) straggle 
up the immediate hills which surround it. Those 
of more pretention and inevitable ugliness range 
themselves decently and in order along two parallel 
roads. Aloof as this village is from “ the madding 
crowd’s ignoble strife,” it has yet been touched to 
its undoing by the ruthless finger of conventionality. 
The inevitable Kur-Haus and bandstand and 
Anlagen are here; worst of all, a Trink-Halle ! 
The Trink-Halle stands a mute and awful warning 
to the vaulting ambition which overleaps itself, 
since a classic temple in the heart of Liebenstein is 
surely as much out of place as a tiara would be on 
the head of the peasant woman who hands you your 
daily portion of Stahlwasser. Even the spring it
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