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HALF AN HOUR IN CONSTANTINOPLE.

No other visit could ever obliterate
the impressions made, as I stood on the
deck of a French steamer, during the
winter of 1877-8, just at sunrise, and
saw for the first time Constantinople,
the queen of cities, beautiful, beyond
all others, for situation.

Indescribably charming is the sight,
and you feel that all the dreams of child-
hood and the visions of fairy-land or en-
chanted grounds are realized ina twink-
ling of an eye, as you gaze with steadily
increasing rapture upon this old city.
It stretches around on the water for
miles, divided into three distinct parts
by the placid and beautiful Bosphorus
and the limpid Golden Horn; yet form-
ing a beautiful and complete whole, a
picture of houses, churches, old castles,
and marble palaces, interspersed with
the domes of mosques, gracefully taper-
ing minarets, and dark, tall cypresses.

An intense longing comes over you to
stay there always, and look upon this
lovely scene; but the charm is soon
broken by the rude advances of the rag-
ged boatmen, who vie with each other
in angry words for your passage to the
shore. You must go, and a little boat
<onveys you to land.

How striking the contrast! Assoon as
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your foot touches the shore, the beauty
then is in reuality a vision, for all is
dirt, filth, destitution, and misery. To
this, you receive a most cordial welcome
from the hamels (porters), guides, and
beggars, the latter bid you welcome in
words and gestures suited to a court,
extol you for beauty of person or grace
of carriage, then hold out their hands
and piteously beg for ‘¢ backscheese.”
You hasten on, along the narrow, dirty
streets, forming the only sewers of the
city, stepping daintily and cautiously
among the refuse and dogs, and gladly
breathe again the fresh air, as you stand
on the bridge across the Golden Horn.
Here, awaiting the arrival of one of
those little steamers plying so busily on
the water beneath, what a throng meets
your eye! From sunrise to sunset a liv-
ing mass are crossing and recrossing this
bridge; every nation, tongue, and kin-
dred are here represented. Sellers of
laces, silks, fine linen, and ‘“antiques ;"
long-robed jews, some with elegant Turk-
ish and Persian rugs hanging over their
shoulders, are pushingalong, cryingaloud
the beauty and cheapness of their mer-
chandise; a company of Greek priests
with unkempt beard, tall hats, and long
gowns, saunter along in close proximi-
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CASTLES ON

By Rev. JOHN

A somewhat extended tour in Germa-
ny was not complete without seeing the
Rhine. So an excursion up the river
from Cologne and back again through
that portion including the finest scenery
was determined upon. This arrange-
ment would enable us to see it twice.
We took the steamer at the usual hour
in the morning, having as fellow-passen-
gers a large number of English and two
Americans. The weather was cloudy
and chilly, and of course not the most
favorable for enjoying the scenery. We
took our seats on the deck, and by dint
of shawls and overcoats we managed to
keep comfortable.

Considering the fame of the Rhine and
the fact that some eighty thousand trav-
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But this is not the dear fellow
We kissed and sent away.

Tall as the man he calls father,
With a man’s look in his face,

Is he who takes by the hearthstone
The lost boy’s olden place.

We miss the laugh that made music
Wherever the lost boy went.

This man has a smile most winsome,
His eyes have a grave intent ;

We know he is thinking and planning
His way in the world of men,

And we can not help but love him,
But we long for our boy again.

We are proud of this manly fellow -
Who comes to take his place,

With hints of the vanished boyhood
In his earnest, thoughtful face.

back the longing

For the boy we must henceforth miss,
Whom we sent away from the hearthstone

a kiss.
L. Rexford, in Youths’ Companion.

THE RHINE.

LEYBURN, D.D.

elers pass along its waters every year, it
is not a little surprising that the steamers
are so poor. Instead of the floating
palaces of our American rivers, these
are not equal to one of our fifth-rate
boats—small, low, black, and with scan-
ty provision even of the most ordinary
comforts. It scems to be presumed that
the fine scenery is all one cares for. A
railway runs down one of the shores,
but those who come sight-seeing would
enjoy but little of the Rhine by flying
along its banks at the rate of twenty-five
miles an hour.

For about twenty miles after leaving
Cologne the scenery is tame and uninter-
esting. It is not until we reach Bonn
that we enter upon the renowned portion
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of the river. In one sense, however,
all of it is renowned, as the Rhine is in-
terlinked with a long succession of most
important historical events. Its memo-
ries embrace Roman conquests and de-
feats, chivalrous feats of feudal days,
the coronation of emperors, and the bat-
tles and negotiations of more modern
periods. We found along its broken
shores traces of these by-gone times.

Bonn owes its celebrity chiefly to its
university, comparatively a young insti-
tution, having been established as late as
1818, but nevertheless enjoying a high
reputation. Among the distinguished
men who have adorned its chairs, are
Niebuhr and Schlegel. The university
occupies the palace of the old electors
of Cologne, and has a library of one
hundred and fifty thousand volumes;
Prince Albert was educated here.

From Bonn there is a beautiful view of
Seven Mountains (Siebenberge), on the
opposite side of the river. This is a
grand group, and softened as they are by
this cloudy day, their undulating outline
and the intermingled shades of green,
blue, and brown on their furrowed
sides, have a fine effect. They are the
highest and wildest mountains on the
Rhine, and their picturesqueness is en-
hanced by the ancient towers and ruins
with which they are crowned. The
Drachenfels, which is one of them, is
frequently ascended by tourists.

.Down the Rhine, Cologne is distinctly
visible ; not far off is Bonn with its uni-
versity and quaint towers; on every hand
are castles and old ruins mingled with
the mountain heights, while below are
villages, farm-houses, and the gracefully
flowing river. Amid the wild moun.
tains in the rear are the ruins of the
castles of the archbishops of Cologne.
The ruin on the Drachenfels is the re-
mains of a tower, all that is left of the
stronghold of a bold and noble race who
dwelt on the mountain in ancient times.
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Immediately across the river is Roland-
seck, an abrupt, precipitous rock, on
which rises a broken arch, the vestige of
an old baronial castle and a striking
object as seen from the river. These
mountains of the Rhine not only have
their picturesqueness enhanced by num-
erous old castles, carrying back to feudal
times, and the daring deeds of bold rob-
ber chiefs, but also have their interest
increased by the romantic legends which
have been hung around them. Roland-
seck is thus invested. According to the
tradition, Lord Roland, the nephew of
Charlemagne, having won the heart of a
beautiful maiden and made her his be-
trothed, went off to the wars. After
anxious months the tidings came that
the noble young knight had fallen on the
battle-field. The heart of the loving
maiden was crushed by the cruel stroke,
and having nothing left to live for, she
took upon her religious vows, and en-
tered the sisterhood of the nuns in the
convent on the island just beneath.

Scarcely had she done so when her
lover, who had not been slain, but was
alivé and unhurt, returned to make her
his bride. But alas! it was too late;
the irrevocable vows were upon her, and
she dare not, and could not if she would,
retrace her steps. Two fond hearts are
now broken, and Lord Roland, disconso-
late, as his only resource, builds himself
a castle on yonder rock, so that day and
night he may at least have the satisfac-
tion of looking down upon the walls which
inclose all that he holds dear. Year after
year he kept watch from his tower, until at
last hiseye caughtthe line of a funeral pro-
cession at the convent. The nuns were
burying a dead sister, and that sister—
his heart told him—was she who should
have been his bride.

The broken arch on the mountain top
is the only memorial of the touching
story. Schiller, as the reader may re-
member, has appropriated this legend




and made it the subject of his beautiful
balled, “The Knight of Toggenburg,”
changing, however, the locality. The
Nonnenwerth Convent is still in posses-
sion of the Ursuline nuns. It occupies
a beautiful site on an island in the mid-
river, embosomed in rich foliage. Na-
poleon, during his campaigns, was about
to despoil it, but spared it in accordance
with the earnest entreaties of Josephine.

The banks of the Rhine are ground
too thoroughly beaten to permit the pres-
ent writer’s detaining the reader by at-
tempts at description, nor did the day’s
ride include the most striking portion.
Not far above the Drachenfels is Sinzig,
avillage near which tradition says Con-
stantine saw his vision of the cross when
on his way to attack Maxentius. Near
Bruhl, on the opposite shore, is found a
sort of volcanic stone resembling the
tufa at Rome. It was formerly used for
making stone coffins because of its pos-
sessing the quality of absorbing the moist-
ureof the dead body. From this circum-
stance they gave these coffins the name
of ¢ sarcophagi”—flesh-consumers.

As the afternoon advanced the cloudy,
chilly weather passed off and the clear
skies hung brightly over the vine-clad
mountains and shining waters. Before
evening we were in sight of the magnifi-
cent fortress of Ehrenbreitstein, seated
in proud consciousness of its resistless
strength on the lofty heights, its yellow
walls illumined, and its wide-mouthed
guns looking all the more grim and black
under the rays of the brilliant setting sun.

At Coblentz we tarried for the night.
This prosperous town is beautifully situ-
ated at the confluence of the Moselle and
the Rhine. It drives a brisk trade in the
celebrated wines produced in the neigh-
borhood, and in various other products,
and is a great rendezvous for travelers
up and down the Rhine, across to Paris,
to Frankfort, and to the neighboring fash-
ionable watering-place, Ems. We were
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too late to gain admittance into the Cas-
tle of Ehrenbreitstein, but in the morn-
ing I walked up the hill commanding
much the same view with the castle, and
a very charming view it is; the bright
waters of the Rhine and Moselle, enliv-
ened by a passing boat, or raft, the vine-
clad shores, castellated mountains, nu-
merous villages, the town beneath with
its fortifications, towers, and bridges,
and the vast frowning fortress serving as
a striking culmination for this most at-
tractive prospect.

The fortifications of Ehrenbreitstein
have been constructed with immense
strength, under the direction of the best
military and engineering skill, and at a
great cost. The fortress mounts four
hundred cannon, and is capable of
accommodating one hundred thousand
troops, though five thousand is consid-
ered sufficient for its defense. The mag-
azines will contain provisions for eight
thousand men for ten years. The cis-
terns will hold water enough for three
years, and there is also a well four hun-
dred feet deep communicating with the
Rhine. The steeps by which it is sur-
rounded, its strong walls, frowning bat-
teries, and vast extent give it a most for-
midable and almost sublime aspect. By-
ron’s lines about it are no doubt familiar
to the reader.

Whilst strolling around Coblentz in
the morning I wandered into the public
square, on one side of which stands the
Church of St. Castor, remarkable for its
great antiquity and for having been the
place where the sons of Charlemagne
met to divide his vast empire into Ger-
many, France, and Italy. In the middle
of the square is a monument erected by
the French in 1812, on which is inscribed
the keen Russian sarcasm so often quot-
ed by tourists. As the French passed
this way on their expedition against Rus-
sia the French prefect of this depart-
ment inscribed on this monumental foun-
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tain, “ In memory of the campaign against
Russia. Prefecture of Jules Doayan.”
After Napoleon’s disastrous retreat, the
Russians pursuing arrived here and saw
the boastful French inscription, and, in-
stead of erasing it, their commander sim-
ply and waggishly used it after the manner
of passports, inscribing underneath, ¢‘Ex-
amined and approved by us, the Rus-
sian Commandant of the city of Coblentz,
January 1, 1814.” 1f the French ever
have the opportunity they will either add
another or wipe out one or both of those
inscriptions which for years have turned
the laugh on them.

Our steamboat trip was resumed after
breakfast, carrying us through the choice
part of the Rhine scenery, far surpassing
that of the day before. The mountain
sides in many places are covered to the
tops with terraces supporting the vines
from which the most celebrated Rhenish
wines are produced, and we were scarce-
ly ever out of sight of the ruins of old
castles. In the middle ages these cas-
tles were the strongholds of chiefs little
better than lawless brigands, who helped
themselves to whatever they could put
their hands upon, levied blackmail on
whomsoever they could,and made slaugh-
ter and devastation their pastime. To
such chieftains these old castles were a
watchtower and a fortress, many of them
strong as to natural position, and ren-
dered almost impregnable to the means
of warfare of those days by means of
moat, drawbridge, portcullis, and thick,
massive walls. One can almost fancy,
even now, as he sails up the smiling river,
that he sees the wild chieftain on his
tower, and hears his bugle echoing
through the mountains, as he summons
his followers to arms.

Could some magic art but bring up for
an hour those days and their actors, that
we might look in upon one of these old
castles and see it as it was—the wild,
bold chieftain with his warrior band
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around him ready for some deed of dar-
ing, or seated in the banquet hall, making
merry over their spoils, it would be a spec-
tacle as well worth seeing as are the charm-
ing prospects of the beautiful Rhine.

One of the choicest of the old feudal
castles, Stotzenfels, built by the arch-
bishop of Treves, and long a favorite res-
idence with them, was bought some years
since by the town of Coblentz, and pre-
sented to the then crown-prince. It was
restored and fitted up at much expense,
and one would think would have proved
a most inviting residence, at least during
the summer—its commanding position,
bewitching views, wild mountain rides
and walks, internal comforts and beau-
ties, and its romantic associations, mak-
ing it all that heart could wish. But
somehow the royal owner did not fancy
it, and made but little use of it.

Stately and romantic as is this Castle
of Stotzenfels, the guide-book tells us
that it was once offered for sale for sev-
enty dollars and did not find a purchaser.

Some hard-hearted people inhabited
these beautiful shores in the feudal days.
On the opposite side of the river from
Stotzenfels, and higher up, is the Castle
of Marksburg, an unaltered specimen of
a stronghold of the middle ages. It
abounds in mysterious, narrow passages,
curiouswindingstairways,dungeon-vaults
hewn in the rock—one of which is a hor-
rible pit into which the wretched prison-
ers were let down by a windlass as into
a well—and a chamber of torture, where
until recently, remained the rack which
had extorted so many cries of agony from
unfortunate mortals. Such relics of in-
humanity show that sadly in contrast
were the occupants of these castles with
the unsurpassed charms by which they
were surrounded. Nature was almost
heavenly in its attractions; man was
degraded, remorseless, and cruel. His
dwelling-place was amid scenes celestial;
his spirit and his deeds were diabolical.




On the same shore, not far from the
town of St. Goar, is the vast Fortress of
Rheinfels, the most extensive ruin on
the Rhine. It was erected in the thir-
teenth century by a certain count who
had an eye to his purse, and who man-
aged to fill it, unmolested for a time, by
levying a duty upon all passing merchan-
dise. But as the count’s gains increased
his tariffl became more exorbitant, until
the burghers of the neighboring towns
rebelled, and for fifteen months besieged
him in his stronghold. Though they
were not successful, their movement led
to another, which resulted in despoil-
ing the castle, and putting an end to
the bandit’s rich spoils. After various
changes the castle was ultimately blown
up by the French, and has since served
only as an additional romantic ruin to
decorate the scenery of the Rhine.

Tourists who have plenty of time at
their command, and are disposed for a
delightful excursion, can land at St.
Goar, and ascending the adjacent heights
enjoy some of the most picturesque
sights on the river. The saint after
whom the town is cilled was a remark-
able person in his way—a holy hermit,
who, if we can believe the tradition,
once performed the miraculous exploit
of hanging up his coat on a sunbeam.
A certain St. Elizabeth, however, dim-
med the glory of St. Goar’s miracle,
comparatively at least, by hanging out
a whole washing of clothes on a sun-
beam.

Not far above St. Goar is a perpen-
dicular cliff remarkable for its echo.
The German students in order to amuse
themselves, here among the head men
of Oberwesel, ask the echo, ‘“Who is
the burgomaster of Oberwesel?” The
echo answers *‘Esel” (the German for
ass).

It is needless to weary the readereven
by the mention of the various pictu-
resque old castles that one after another
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were presented to our view as we steam-
ed up the placid stream, each turn
bringing out new candidates for our ad-
miration. After reaching Bingen, the
romantic scenery comes to an end, and
the shores gradually subside into the
same tame character with those below
Cologne. We stopped at Bingen and
spent several hours very agreeably at its
pleasant hotel. The castles seem to
thicken on approaching Bingen. The
secret of the ruin of almost all these
ancient strongholds, is that the depre-
dations and outrages of their robber
chieftains became insupportable and the
League of the Rhine carried out the
sentence of the Diet of the Empire, by
storming and demolishing them. The
robber chiefs, the Diet, and the League,
perhaps, had little idea that between
them, they were making an invaluable
contribution to the gratification of thou-
sands of wanderers from many lands,
who annually drink delight from the
fountains of beauty and romance afford-
ed by these shores. What would the
Rhine be without its ruined castles? It
would still be a beautiful river, flowing
between picturesque shores, but the
charm of romance, one of its chief glo-
ries, would be gone.

As to the mere river and shores—the
natural scenery—I must say that in my
humble opinion, the Rhine does not
exceed the Highlands of the Hudson.
True, the picturesque region of the for-
mer is much more extended than the latter
and the terraced vineyards also add to
the effect of the Rhine; but after all the
chief element against the Hudson in the
comparison is that those grand, beauti-
ful mountains lack the old castles with
their dreamy romance.

In the afternoon of the same day we
took the return boat for Cologne. The
speed of the steamers in ascending the
river is about ten miles an hour: in
descending about fifteen. The boat
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on which we then embarked was in-
ferior to that on which we had come
up, and most of the passengers were
Germans. The weather was more fa-
vorable than at any time for some days
past; it was a splendid afternoon, and
the scenery appeared to much greater
advantage under such joyous skies.
Night overtook us not long after we
had passed Coblentz and sublime Ehren-
breitstein, but not until we had feasted
our eyes upon the finest portion of the
scenery. Though it was quite dark we
still sat on deck, listening to the Ger-
man jargon, inhaling their vile tobacco
smoke, gazing up into the spangled
vault above, watching the ever-changing
outline of mountain and castle against
the background of the sky, or the suc-
cession of hamlets, villages, and towns,
as their sparkling lights went floating
past us. Drachenfels and romantic Ro-
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landseck looked solemn and sublime in
their ebon mantles, while a lighted win-
dow here and there in the long walls of
the Nonnenwerth Convent showed that
some of the sisters were still keeping
their vigils. Before eleven o’clock we
could trace the massive proportions of
the Cologne Cathedral, and soon after
we had landed, bidding adieu to the
Rhine.

‘‘Adieu to theeagain! a vain adieu!

There can be no farewell to scenes like thine;

The mind is colored by thy every hue;

And if reluctantly the eyes resign

Their cherished gaze upon thee, lovely
Rhine !

'Tis with the thankful glance of parting
praise,

More mighty spots may rise, more glaring.
shine,

But none unite in one attacking maze

The brilliant, fair, and soft, the glories of old
days.”

THE CANTAB.

With two spurs or one, and no great matter which,

Boots bought or boots borrowed, a whip or a switch,
Five shillings or less for the hire of his beast,

Paid part into hand; you must wait for the rest.

Thus equipt Academicus climbs up his horse,

And out they both sally, for better for worse;

His heart void of fear, and as light as a feather,

And in violent haste to go, not knowing whither.
Through the fields and the towns, see, he scampers along,
And is looked at and laughed at by old and by young,
Till, at length, overspent, and his sides smeared with blood,
Down tumbles his horse, man and all in the mud.

In a wagon or chaise will he finish his route ?

O, scandalous fate! he must do it on foot!

Young gentlemen, hear! I am older than you,

The advice that I give I have proved to be true,
Wherever your journey may be, never doubt it,

The faster you ride, you’re longer about it.

—Cowper.

Our grand business is, not to see what lies dimly at a distance, but to do what

lies clearly at hand.— Carlyle.
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