Jome lat, 1894,

3 Wﬁ:ﬁsdlbont me, and used all thoss little
v graces she considers most effectual
o’iczsmns.

o't be angry pl. Mephisto, he's

u gry please, Mep )
Enap n;c: man, agd has a wife and family
what aﬁ Tt all girl-babies, just imagine
* 80 infliction, and yet he bears it like a

AL b
fom;ti;::»i»es’ he gave me a lot of useful in-

“Bug

&very ., my dear, if you give money to

: ;n:n with a wife and family, we shall
‘ fo“"Pl\irebzo retire to the obacurity of a
gi"’“you.'; ack. What information did he
&olov? !:! be told me about the water being

i 'Knd, that we should be strandel op-
do hig b:nlgstem’ and then he said he would
Awipg) » 8t to save us, and could the ladies

nI ,
Yater i;‘;tt 866 the necessity of swimming in
Tivgp» doesn’t cyver the bed of the

 amilg, Teplied, with an attempt to suppress

P
Whe, "elen.t.ly we approached S:handau,
the yiy; de Intended landing, and as I saw
rde green swarl stretching along
e the leu of the river,I asked Tim to tell
itg 4 8ond from which the town recelv-

L] Oh l"ame'

Yoro g #he replied indolently,and as if she
Y ing up, ¢ there was a fight on those
friong, g, .o 8d a man was killed by his
Date, ¢, © 8aid * Sshande, which is high
Younq |, T ‘it's a shams’; and then his
4o pla, Urting him, he said ‘ow, and so
tiggg» © 088 boen called Schandau ever

Whi
Sory, hich wag 5 very fair burlesque of the

The next, d

8

) cOO';nsifthe luxuriance of early autumn,
et pen t.t ligds of vivid green moss, the
lea, bat Sira‘ing scent of the pine need-
Young of :h ove all, the singing, lulling
bhe -tre ¢ wind in the upper branches of
Progyj :s’ Produced such a soothing im-
tolq Tin In my mental mechanism, that I
the vi“dtelt in the mood to write a poem;
!'llneg wh me nit, gaid these were the
“ °1 people were most dangerous,and

tog throhen they should be locked up and

ay we wandered into the

th:y hacil 8h a hole in the wall, not when -

abstracted iflo i

E wi gome triflo its owner was
the 30: 111;0‘“": 80 I suppressed my poem for
hﬁy dig hi my fellow-men, a3 the school-
the Othgr 3 measles out of consideration for
h‘p Scholars, Ii's a pity Tim always
I’°‘5tic&l vo. be with me when I am in a
hon, i¢ Ielhn. There was another occasion
i hag letnd only had pen and paper, and
ht. o me alone, I might have—well,
wve done ecome me to say what I might
s, an:i e had been climbing through
bla v émerged suddenly upon an open
?r“l‘e ote f“’h seemed in another world,
fhﬁ air e Tom every sign and sound of life.
Pothpe,, - Stmply divine in its purity and
Z‘Nt 8 'fa'“d 1ts sun-laden breeze came to
lelds, an 3uned our hot cheeks and fore-
fn logg fr-c aresged and kissed us like a
h“’ﬂe - tend, T was moved, and as Tim
Uiy thmed somewhat overcome, I said
Y, an da;; I wantod to write a poem very
Pape ahg ad she a pencil and scrap of
Quirgg Wil:;;l with her anywhere? She in-
H® over ) 8 look such as grandmamma
l‘ihle of the ‘;“ Spectasles at the infant ter-
te‘i Rote., amily, if I supposed she car-
t!“t w“O?kB in her hair? I explained
1)1011. She 8imply quivering with inspira-
b nt, g 281 I might do that if I liked,
* the qu Come too near her—the shivers

Emy :ﬁm might be catching.
® next morning Tim looked up
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the excursions in the neighborhood, and
wantd to combine them in one dy’s march,
but I summoned the landlady who assured
us Tim’s plan would give any ordinary
tourist hard labour for a week,so we sketch-
ed out a route that we thought would be
satisfactory. Our landlady smiled signifi-
cantly and asked if the ladies were good
walkers? That audacious Tim answered
that we were champion pedestrians,and had
walked our four miles an bour and keptitup
forty-eight hours on end,“‘many and many’s
the time,” explained Tim, with earnest
emphasis, and fixing the poor woman with
what I call her “take your affiidavit of it’
gaze. If this was a ‘‘white ons,” poor Tim
was punished for it with swelled feet and
aching bones long before we got back that
evening.

Things went pleasantly enough till we
came to the three hundred odd steps lead-
ing to the “ Brand ;” half-way up we were
both panting more than becane profession-
als, but by dint of interchanged sarcasms
and recourse to the benches provided for
the debilitated tourist we reached the
« Brand,” and were rewarded by the sight
of all Saxon Switzerland lying in sunlit
beauty at our feet. Oi course there was a
restwrant here, and of course Tim wanted
gomething to eat; I compromised with

‘cakes and ale, and while partaking of these,

we wore able to observe the very poculiar
character of the rocky formation of the
country before us, which gives the scenery
go picturesque, and in places, so wierd and
almost unnatural an appearance. Nature
is here in her mjst compliant mood ; she
has dashed the rocks t> pieces, and piled
them up again in fantastic groups ; she has
raised stone plateaux high above th> sur-
face of the earth and nicaly smoothed and
roundsd them off at the top, 8o that they
cry out to bo fortified , and she has burst
out into queer rocky shapes, as to the Pre-
bisch Thor and sacks of meal, which are, a3
it were, ready-made sagas in stone. In-
deed, nature is here almost too compliant,
for sh» seems to have broken up her grand
primeval rocks with too gingle an eye to
the advantige of guides and hotel-keepers.
As Tim says when she is by way of baing
transcendental, what we need most, is to
repose upon immensity, and you can’t do
that on spikes of rock,” concludes she in
her daring criticism.

Having finished our repast, we procaed-
ed to view the aforesaid sacks of meal,
which, according to tradition, were turned
to stone by an irate friar who received ill-
treatment from the giants formerly residing
on the top of the Brand, and whose sole
occupation was to brew beer and drink it
with the help of a dog, a cat and a croco-
dile, who formed the rest of this extraordin-
ary menage. As usual I had to inform
Tim of the details of the legend, in which
task I was helped by a burly countryman
in & blouse. I enquired if those were the
originil, genuine and authentic sacks of
which the legend speaks ?

% Yes,” he replied with so pronounced
a Saxon accent that I had difficulty in fol-
lowing him, * There they stind, as God
created them,” thus evincing a decided bias
to scepticism with respect to the traditions
of the district.

We did not raach the place where we
intended to dine till three, and then ware
in nead of a long rest bofore going further.
The place itself was conducive to indolence
—a narrow space of verdure shut in by
rocks where one would willingly remain
indefinitsly to dream away the tims, cher-
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ishing the idea that no world lay bayond
its precincts.

After we had finished our portions, I
sighed, and Tim asked me in the vernacular,
what was up !

#QOh! nothing, only I wish it were all
to bagin over again,”

* What, the walking?”

¢t No, the dinner. There is gomething
particularly stimulating to the appetite in
in dining a-la-carts,. Do you know, I can
hardly believe there ever was a time when
one could have a second helping without
due considsration, and I look upon our
present discipline as a punishment for all
the good things refused—roast beef, tender
and juicy, mutton chops, fit for the grds of
Olympus, puddings, pies, cikes, jollies—"

I might have gone on_indefinitely with
painful reminiscences, had not Tim put her
fingers in her ears and exclaimed,

“ For goodness’ sake! Mephisto, don’t
call up the ghosts of the past. Why, I re-
member the time when we used to sit down
to three full meals a day, to say nothing of
the tea-table on the lawn at five ; even the
servants—"

“This sounds very like the prodigal
son,” I remarked, “but suppose we have
coffse to drown care, and here is something
on the bill-of-fare that looks hopeful—apple-
charlotte, shall I ordsr it for two?”

“ Eis,” said Tim, lapsing into content
and baby-talk at the same moment.

But it did not prove all our fancy paint-
ed it—it was decidedly stodgy. Tim made
gome remote allusions to the ‘ Sorrows of
Werther” and said she could understand
the young man putting an end to himself.
I confessed I could not see what that hal
to do with our pudding, and laboured on
with the stodginess before m3, halting miles
behind Tim, who went on letting off bril-
lians little things with an ubter disregard
to my Anglo-Sixon inability to keop up
with her little incapacity for measur-
ing time. S1s wont on ordering ons cup of
coft se after anothar uatil I told the waiter
she would not require any more that after-
noon. I hurried her up the steep incline
leading to the ¢ Hockstein,” where Weber
conceived the idea for his * Freischutz,”
and allowad her far less time than she need-
ed for sentimentalizing—indeed, on our
way through the ¢ Polenzthal” back to
Schandau we had no leisure for admiring
the exquisite baauty that lay before us in
the gathoring twilight. I had been walk-
ing on, heroically endeavouring mnot to
slacken my pace, when looking back, I per-
ceived Tim sitting on a stone in a most de-
jocted posture; I retraced my steps and
asked her if she had sprained her ankle?
No, sh3 replied, but said she was going to
rest on that very stone until she felt able to
g> on, and that there was no use wasting
strength or argument, I didn’t, but sug-
gested dynamite and told her to hurry her
bones—* vulgar,” muttered Tim, and deiga-
ed no further reply, upon which I consider-
ed it polite to capitulate and bade her tell
me when she was ready to go on. This
course seemed to mollify her, and in ten
minutes she said she could get on to the
next nice stone.

“ A pity they don’t have lamp-posts on
these country roads, Mephisto,” she said,
« g lamp-post is such a convenient thing to
lean up against.”

This speech shed a gleam into the moral
depravity of of Tim's past, across which, as
her friend and chaperons, I feel in honour
bound to draw the veil.

When we reachsd Schandaa the shades




