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if it had not become so largely German in
its population, we can only conjecture.
The German element was at once con-
servative as to improvements and liberal-
izing, as the phrase is, in theology and in
life. Bituminous coal and the Germans
combined to make a novel American city.
When Dickens saw the place it was a
compact, smiling little city, with a few
country places on the hills. It is now a
scattered city of country places, with a lit-
tle nucleus of beclouded business streets.
The traveller does not go there to see the
city, but to visit the suburbs, climbing
into them, out of the smoke and grime,
by steam ‘‘inclines” and grip railways.
The city is indeed difficult to see. When
you are in it, by the river, you can see
nothing ; when you are outside of it you
are in any one of half a dozen villages,
in regions of parks and elegant resi-
dences, altogether charming and geo-
graphically confusing; and if from some
commanding point you try to recover the
city idea, you look down upon black roofs
half hid in black smoke, through which
the fires of factories gleam, and where the
colored Ohio rolls majestically along un-
der a dark canopy. Looked at in one
. way, the real Cincinnati is a German city,

and you can only study its true character

““Over the Rhine,” and see it successful-
ly through the bottom of an upturned
beer glass. Looked at another way, it is
mainly an affair of elegant suburbs, beau-
tifully wooded hills, pleasure - grounds,
and isolated institutions of art or charity.
I am thankful that there is no obligation
on me to depict it.

It would probably be described as a city
of art rather than of theology, and one of
rural homes rather than metropolitan so-
ciety. Perhaps the German element has
had something to do in giving it its mu-
sical character, and the early culture may
have determined its set more toward art
than religion. As the cloud of smoke be-
came thicker and thicker in the old city,
those who disliked .this gloom escaped out
upon the hills in various directions.
Many, of course, still cling to the solid
ancestral houses in the city, but the coun-
tey movement was so general that church-
going became an affair of some difficulty,
and I can imagine that the church-going
habit was a little broken up while the
new neighborhoods were forming on the
hills and in the winding valleys, and be-
fore the new churches in the suburbs were
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erected. Congregations were scattered,
and society itself was more or less disin-
tegrated. Each suburb is fairly accessi-
ble from the centre of the city, either by
a winding valley or by a bold elimb up a
precipice, bub, owing to the configuration
of the ground, it is diffienlt to get from
one suburb to another without returning
to the centre and taking a fresh start.
This geographical hinderance must neces-
sarily interfere with social life, and tend
to isolation of families, or to merely neigh-
borhood association.

Although much yet remains to be done
in the way of good roads, nature and art
have combined to make the suburbs of the
city wonderfully beautiful. The surface
is most picturesquely broken, the forests
are fine, from this point and that there
are views pleasing, poetic, distant, perfect-
ly satisfying in form and variety, and in
advantageous situations taste has guided
wealth in the construction of stately
houses, having ample space in the midst
of manorial parks. You are not out of
sicht of these fine places in any of the
suburbs, and there are besides, in every di-
rection, miles of streets of pleasing homes.
I scarcely know whether to prefer Clifton,
with its wide sweeping avenues rounding
the hills, or the perhaps more command-
ing heights of Walnut, nearer the river,
and overlooking Kentucky. On the East
Walnut Hills is a private house worth
going far to see for its color. It is built
of broken limestone, the chance find of a
quarry, making the richest walls I have
anywhere seen, comparable to nothing
else than the exquisite colors in the rocks
of the Yellowstone Falls,as I recall them
in Mr. Moran’s original studies.

If the city itself could substitute gas
fuel for its smutty coal, I fancy that, with
its many solid homes and stately build-
ings, backed by the picturesque hills, it
would be a city at onee curious and at-
tractive to the view. The visitor who as-
cends from the river as far as Fourth
Street is surprised to find room for fair
avenues, and many streets and buildings
of mark. The Probasco fountain in an-
other atmosphere would be a thing of
beauty, for one may go far to find so
many groups in bronze so good. The
Post-office building is one of the best of
the Mullet-headed era of our mational
architecture—so good generally that one
wonders that the architect thought it ex-
pedient {o destroy the effect of the mono-



