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NOTE

THIS book does not pretend to say everything that
there is to say about the Black Forest. It is the
record of several holidays spent there with the com-
panionship of a good many books, to the more
valuable of which I refer elsewhere. I would advise
readers who wish for a closer knowledge than these
pages can give them of the Black Forest people and
their customs to read the stories of Berthold Auerbach,
and of Dr. Hansjakob of Freiburg, and the works of
J. P. Hebel and J. V. Scheffel. The legends may be
conveniently studied from a more archzological point
of view than I have taken in regard to them in the
Badisches Sagenbuch, published by J. Waibel of
Freiburg. C. E. H.

BADISCHE
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

Baden-Wiirttemberg



BLB BADISCHE (s
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK Baden-Wiirttemberg



BADISCHE

AN INVITATION

A change of scene, of air, of tone,
These are your small requirements ? You,
Sated with toil, would play the drone,
And gather strength to toil anew ?
Your case, good reader, ’s mine; away |
We'll set our backs against the north,
Take, if you will, my arm. But, stay,
One word before we venture forth,

Where it shall rest my roving glance
(Wisely or not) discriminates ;

It lingers or avoids, and chance
Or passing whim alone dictates.

I know no rule to check or goad
Excepting this: to shake my head

And pause before I take a road
Marked upon tourist charts in red.

The full round curve of tree-clad hills 5
The hamlet where their path-veins meet :
The sigh of rock-encumbered rills—
These are the lures shall tempt my feet ;
T'll drink the tavern’s foaming ale
Served in the shadiest of nooks,
Where folk are met who'll tell a tale
Unfettered by the history-books.

The city’s newly sculptured pride ;
The loud memorial of the war,
Shouting of men who fought and died,
And what they killed each other for—

vii
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These and their like will move me less
Than lowlier stones that hear no praise,
Raised in efficient humbleness
By nameless hands in other days.

So, too, the dazzling garden plots,
Blazing with beds of formal cut,
Will touch me less than wilder spots
Where no official guardians strut—
Less than those purpled misty aisles,
Columned with tree-trunk, arched with green
Where heaven’s rich alchemy of smiles
Gilds here and there a space between.

Such are the charms I go to find,
Knowing the place they lurk in.

1f, reader, you be thus inclined,
Will seek them out in company :

If not, my blessing guard your feet ;
I wish you, free of all mishap,

In every train a corner seat,

In every corner seat a nap.

We,
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A BOOK OF THE BLACK
FOREST

CHAPTER 1
THE KINZIG VALLEY

Dragging in Strasburg—Former invaders—A choice of entrances
—O#ffenburg — Drake and the potato — Gengenbach — Haslach—
Churches and post offices—The Bell Fair—Wolfach’s ghost—St.
James’s Chapel—The devil at Schiltach—Lindgard of Wittichen.

ROM the topmost pinnacle of Strasburg Cathedral
one may see, curving north, east, and south like a
near skyline of waves, all the hills of the Black Forest.
Strictly speaking, I have no right to drag Stras-
burg into this book. Some few miles, as the crow
flies, separate it from the Black Forest, and there is
between the two places that unmistakable boundary,
the Rhine. None the less the town seems to me for
several reasons to be the most fitting point of depart-
ure. One reason—and the fascination of it weighed
heavily in my selection—is that it provides the distant
view which I have already mentioned. Another
reason, perhaps not less romantic, is that from France
and chiefly by way of Strasburg have arrived most
of the Black Forest’s mightiest visitors, visitors who
have entered—far more noisily, let us hope, than you
or I—with drums beating and banners flying and
I
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with all the din and circumstance of war. For the
Black Forest has seen battles. Many victors have
led their armies through its depths, but France alone
of all foreign invaders—and with such we travellers
must nnceﬁsariiy range ourselves — has left traces
distinctly recognisable in the constitution of to-day.

A hurried glance at the history of the Black Forest
may prepare us for our journey. The Black Forest
is part of what remains of the great Hercynian forest
of the Romans, that vast mysterious dense tract of
country of which none could tell the ultimate limits.
As we know it to-day it is the district, vaguely tri-
angular, which lies within lines joining Karlsruhe,
Basle, and Constance. Caesar knew of its inhabitants
as great-limbed, blue-eyed, fighting men, and the
Roman legions—the 2Ist had its headquarters at
Schleitheim in the canton of Schaffhausen—saw in
them no mean nor infrequent opponents. Rome at
that time did not invite conflicts, but the land
was too near to Gaul to remain for long unentered.
Drusus, Augustus’ stepson, made the first organised
advances against it, but he was confronted, so rums
the legend, by a woman of the Forest, whose words
of doom struck such terror into him that losing control
of his horse he was thrown and killed. Tiberius, his
brother, was more successful, and the arms of Rome
triumphed, until Hermann, “ beyond doubt Germany's
saviour,”’ brought on them under Varus “ the darkest
disaster in Roman story,”’—one of Creasy's fifteen
decisive battles of the world. Hermann's death at
the hands of his jealous countrymen gave Rome once
more the control, and Roman explorers opened up
the country, started many industries, and incidentally
discovered the majority of the medicinal springs
which have attracted more peaceful intruders since.
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THE KINZIG VALLEY 3

Roman authority weakening on the decay of the
Empire, Germany, and the Black Forest with it,
became once more the land of freebooters. Of these
the Suabians and the Alemanni made it their own, until
the day of the Franks under Clovis. This brings us
to the fifth century, and with the dawn of the sixth
came saintly missionaries. Monasteries and churches
and schools came into being. Then the Church,
growing in authority, joined temporal to spiritual
power. The knights, whose castle walls still crown
many a height, constituted themselves watch-tower
tyrants, and together they ripened the land for the
reforms of such heroic emperors as Frederick Bar-
barossa and Rudolf of Hapsburg. The Peasants’
and the Thirty Years’ wars, following on the Reforma-
tion, left their mark on many Black Forest towns,
but these things were all but a small part of the
) greater struggles of Germany. Definite aimed blows
Jand from without came later. Louis x1v seized Strasburg,

' and his devastating armies overran the Black Forest
from end to end. The War of the Spanish Succession
was brought to a close with the treaty signed
at Freiburg in 1714. The French Revolution was
the occasion of the next incursion. Germany had
attempted with miserable results to replace Louis xvr
on his throne, and France replied by sending Moreau
over the Rhine at Strasburg. Moreau won a great
victory in the Murg Valley, and then his colleague
Jourdan, having been defeated at \f'v'urzburg, effected
a masterly and historical retreat down the Héllenthal
—the chief of the Black Forest’s many Valleys of
Hell. A treaty signed at Rastatt should have ter-
minated this war, but the French commissioners
were murdered in the woods as they left the place
of deliberation and hostilities broke out afresh. Baden
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d from the conflict and remained ]
:ce the Duke of Wurtemberg ! fat
nd the Margrave of Baden }
which later became

and Wurtemberg retire
neutral. For this serv
received a king’'s crown, a
was given the title of Elector,
Grand Duke. Into the smaller troubles of the
middle of the last century we need not go. In 1870
Baden became a federated portion of the German

Empire.

This very brief survey will, I think, be sufficient to
justify my decision to enter the Black Forest by the
French gate, for we shall come from the land which
sent many of the earliest pioneers of civilisation, and
we shall tread the actual road that brought honour
to the rulers of the lands we shall visit. So I choose
to come by this way rather than by way of Pforzheim
—the legendary Roman gate of the Black Forest;
rather than by way of Baden-Baden, which is perhaps

nearer to England ; rather than by way of Basle i
or Constance, which have no particular claims on us, fg

though on the map they appear possible starting-
places. And there is another reason still. Strasburg
brings us nearest to the Kinzig Valley, which—I shall
, explain why later—is to give the line of our first tot
| journey.
So let it be Strasburg, and we'll make for a sight
of that distant horizon which T spoke of above.
The climb to the highest pinnacle of Strasburg
Cathedral—that single spire which looks from a dis-
tance like the forefinger of a clenched hand pointing
to heaven—is in itself worth making, and if there al
is any satisfaction in the thought, one is following
here, too, in good footsteps. Goethe mounted, at any
rate, to the Platform, a height of 216 ft., for his namé,
graved in the stone of the tower in the right-hand
corner as you come up, is there in evidence. Herder _
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THE KINZIG VALLEY 5

and Lavater have their names there too, and it is said
that Voltaire has his, though I have never had the
patience to find it; for there are names everywhere,
and so well carved are they, many of them, that
one suspects there must have been some one in the
town years ago who made a business of it. Or else
tourists had more time and better penknives than
they have to-day. Within the tower are tablets
commemorating the visits of S.A.R. le duc D’Angou-
léme in 1818, S.A.R. Madame la Daphine in 1828,
and other great persons—relics of the two hundred
years of French occupation which Strasburg is trying
hard to forget. So you will climb as one of a dignified
procession,

If you are not tired of stone stairs, go from
this first storey to the next, which is at the base of
the tapering openwork spire, and thence, provided
you are not over well favoured and short of breath,
to the top. The last part is in many places sheer
climbing. The steps wind and wind, most ingeni-
ously hidden in the delicate tracery which is seen
from below. It is a very clever piece of architectural
construction, and it requires energy to see how clever.
Ladies should not attempt it indeed, I am not sure
that they are allowed to. Having arrived you are
465 ft. up. Of the high buildings of Europe, it is
the seventh in order, counting the Eiffel Tower as
one, and the view on a clear day is superb.

To the north-east and east you can see far away
all the peaks of the Black Forest, and nearer you
can trace the road, winding out from the town, by
which you can arrive there.

This is the road that leads to the Kinzig Valley,
and that we might follow the line of this valley, was,
as I have said, one of the reasons why I chose Stras-
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6 A BOOK OF THE BLACK FOREST

burg as a starting-place. The Kinzig Valley divides :

the Black Forest geographically into two portions, e

and it is, in itself, as it were, separate. For much ‘ o
of its length it is the part of the interior which is

most intimately associated with the outside world,

for, in addition to a considerable river, a railway— at

and part of that the celebrated Black Forest Rail-

way—runs through its whole length up to Freuden-

stadt. Moreover, the Kinzig divides the Black

Forest ethnologically as well as geographically, though

1 am not quite able to explain why this is so. It is it

a fact that to the north of the Kinzig Valley the aw

people are on the whole less primitive and character-

istic in their customs and dress than they are to the al

south of it. And the scenery shows in some degree L

a corresponding progression as regards its beauty i

and its wildness. So by taking the Kinzig Valley

first, the land north of it next, and the land south of b

it last, we advance by almost imperceptible steps :

in our acquaintanceship. That I believe to be a i

good thing. We come to our end little by little. We i

\ grow by degrees acclimatised. We get the scenery I

gradually, the industries, the customs gradually,

until we feel almost that we are wearing one of the I

quaint country costumes, so unconsciously have we

assimilated it all. i

I propose, then, to enter the Black Forest by way I

of the Kinzig Valley, and follow that, with, for the B
present, very slight divergences to right or left, up
to Freudenstadt at its head. We leave Strasburg

by a pleasing shady road lined with plane trees, and

crossing a small backwater of the Rhine come im- I
mediately on a view of the great river itself—broad

and dignified, business-like, bland, yet practical— :

and so on to Kehl, which Napoleon fortified as an !

BADISCHE
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THE KINZIG VALLEY 7

outpost to strike terror into the Germans, but which
has long since doffed its armour. Towards the end
of its long street we turn to the left, taking the road
to Rastatt, but leaving it farther on at a turning
to the right for Neumiihl. The road to Neumiihl
i~ and right on to Offenburg lies between an avenue
Rl of fruit trees. For the walker it is good, if a thought
monotonous ; for the cyclist it is good on the whole,
though occasionally bumpy. At a certain time of
the year the bumps are frequently apples or pears;
the less pronounced ones are plums and the more
audible ones walnuts.

Neumiihl is a wvillage of huge cottages, cottages
after the great manner of the Black Forest dwellings,
and they give one a very good foretaste of what
the Black Forest peasant house is like. In England
the habitations of Neumiihl would be adequate farm-
houses, but here they are grouped all at haphazard,
attached to no farms unless the villagers have rights
in the fields through which the road has taken us.
e Be that as it may, there is enough room in each house
— in this village to hide completely at least half a dozen
of the cottages in an ordinary English hamlet. They
have what we should call an old-world appearance,
with their half timber work and the whited plaster
filling, but here they are not in the least old world.
They are old, some of them, but they are as much
new world as anything the dwellers in them ever
have in prospect, for all there is a brand-new and
very townish - looking school in the middle of the
village. The river Kinzig, which is to accompany

us into the heart of things, wanders along near it.
Taking again to the white road with its fruit-laden
avenue, we skirt Kork, and come to Willstitt.
Willstiitt is the birthplace of Hans Michel Moscherosch,
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the seventeenth-century mystic who under the
pseudonym Philander von Sittewald, and under
his own name as well, published volumes of his
visions, curiously illustrated with woodcuts, and
not without honour among book collectors. There
is 2 monument to him in his town, with a medallion
portrait. There is also a memorial to the heroes of
the war of 187071, the first of many which we shall
see. The Willstitt cottages are as big as those we have
already passed and similarly on the Black Forest
model, but they are not so seemingly farmhouses,
for the ground floor—there are usually at least three
storeys—are open as blacksmiths’, wheelrights’, or
carpenters’ shops. Many of the cottage gardens
are gay with flowers such as one would see in English
cottage gardens.

Before we have reached Willstitt we have begun
to note the distant hills, and after leaving it it be-
comes possible to distinguish the dark patches of
forest which clothe them. Griesheim comes mnext.
Outside it, by the side of the road—still the avenue—
to Biihl (not the important Biihl, which is farther
north) there are six curious monuments with quaint
reliefs showing stations of the Cross. A handsome
crucifix comes last. It dates from 1779, and combines
taste with piety in a manner which is none too com-
mon on the highway.

From Biihl an easy stage takes us to Offenburg,
a pleasant, orderly little town, which, standing at
the mouth of the Kinzig Valley, may really be reckoned
as part of the Black Forest, for hitherto we have only
been approaching from the outskirts. Offenburg is
properly our starting-place, and it has a claim to
be so in addition to that arising from its position
at the mouth of the wvalley. Founded in the year
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600 by Offo, an English king, it holds out a welcom-
ing hand to Englishmen, a welcome emphasised by
the fact that in the market-place, through which
passes a light railway with a supremely ugly engine,
there is a statue to no less an Englishman than Sir
Francis Drake, whose name appears unequivocally
thereon in good English. This surely is fair greeting
to the British traveller, though I ought to add that
certain matter-of-fact etymologists say that Offen-
burg is simply Offen burg, or open town, and nothing
whatever to do with Offo. Drake, too, is not honoured
here for the deeds that brought him fame in his own
country. The statue is erected not to the man who
first sailed round the world, but to the man who
first introduced potatoes into Europe. I do not know
why the people of Offenburg of all towns should honour
him for this, but I am inclined to the opinion that
they are right to do it. There is something rather
fine in having introduced a vegetable now so widely
pext necessary ; and apart from this there is in the feat
i something akin perhaps to having first eaten oysters.
i I cannot pretend, however, that Offenburg has done
i honour to Drake in a very fine statue, though perhaps
e that is not the town's fault, for it was presented by
the sculptor. Drake'’s left elbow rests on an anchor,
there is a globe at his right foot, and a vessel behind
him, and in his right hand he carries a map of South
America. In his left hand is a singularly well-grown
potato plant, potatoes and all. This all fits the
Offenburg point of view, but the face scarcely matches
the idea. It is a passable portrait, but the artist
has made it inane, impassive. It is not, I think,
the face of an explorer, but still less is it the face of
a man who would introduce potatoes into Europe.
It is not reckless enough, nor sufficiently scientific.
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Gtill onme looks at it with a patriotic thrill all the
same.

Drake shares the market - place with a memorial
to the war, and a fountain with a figure of Neptune,
on both of which he turns his back. He is at the
top of a slope leading to a very flourishing looking
brewery, but the face is discreetly averted. It is
averted, too, from the entrance to a very charming
public garden, beautifully laid out, shady and rest-
ful, a suitable place for one who has made great
voyages and discoveries—and introductions. No, I
think Drake at Offenburg, excepting as a pleasant
surprise, is not very successful. And there is not a great
deal else to see there. In history the place made some-
thing of a show, for it was one of several independent
towns in the Black Forest, but this glory has departed.

Offo also founded the town of Schuttern, which
lies in the Rhine Valley a little way south of Offen-
burg. Here, at least, he built the monastery of
Offenzell round which the town sprang up. He was
buried there, and his bones acquired such miraculous

' qualities that the pious zeal of neighbouring towns
gave birth to many fierce struggles for their acquisi-
tion. The people of Kenzingen and Endingen suc-
ceeded in getting near enough to destroy the king's
tomb, and the people of Schuttern were given free
trading rights in both places by way of reparation.
Offo coined money at Offenburg, and to judge by the
town’s look of prosperity the present inhabitants are
doing the same, though not so literally.

We leave Offenburg, passing down the slope with Sir
Francis at our back, and, bearing round to the left,
strike the road to Gengenbach on the other side of the
railway. Of two roads which make a fork here ours

is the right. We come once more upon the avenue
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of fruit trees, and a few bends bring us to Ortenburg,
with its long winding street of great cottages marked
half-way with a saint-crowned fountain (which few of
these villages lack). Above the village towers lthe
Castle of Ortenberg, a stronghold finely situated when
such things were needed, and excellent now for the more
peaceful lover of fine distances. Placed at the extremity
of a range of tree-clad hills, it commands the entrance
to the Kinzig Valley, and keeps an eye incidentally
on the haymakers below with their bicycles leaning
aganst the roadside fruit trees, and on the ox waggons
carrying in the corn. The castle is dominated in
turn by the Hohe Horn, but it has frowned for centuries
and now smiles with as little concern.
hlsbach, a little farther along the way, reveals but
a small part of itself to travellers who keep the high
road, but you must pass through it if you would g0 up
the Hinterohlsbach, a picturesque route to the heights
on the left. Here the road begins to show more of
the undulations that one expects in a winding valley.
Gengenbach is well worth a few hours. It is a
tiny medizval walled town—or was, for not all the
walls remain, though there are enough to kindle the
imagination. The watch-tower—Nicolaus Thurm—
is the first noticeable building. Quadrilateral at the
base, it rises into an octagonal top with a charming
pierced stone balcony round it. Near this we come
face to face with the market hall, an imposing build-
ing dating from the end of the eighteenth century,
but doubtless erected on the site of an older one,
for the history of the little town goes back many
centuries before that. In the middle of the market-
place is a fountain with a statue of Charles v in
armour. This commemorates his fondness for the
place and his frequent visits, but it is scarcely flatter-
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ing tofthe town’s hospitality, for he is shown as curi-
ously = emaciated jand unformidable, in spite of the
armour. To the right and left are two towered e
gates, the Kinzig Thor on the road leading along
the valley, and the Ober Thor guarding the way
towards the Mooswald, a peat moss on a spur of the
Kniebis. This gate has a curiously frescoed sun-
dial, and you may safely set your watch by it. Mid-
way between these two gates and standing a little
way back from the wide main street is the church
with its fine tower. The present structure is a good
specimen of the early Italian Renaissance, but history
tells of a church there much older, and the arched
columns within justify it. The interior is very
elaborately painted. One picture, beneath the north
clerestory windows, depicting the parable of the
Prodigal Sonm, is curious in that it combines the flat :
with a quaint low relief. Other notable features {
are the handsomely carved pulpit, a fine pair of old has
wrought-iron gates to the chapel in the south aisle, '
and the carved oak doors. It is worth while to take
/ a walk round the outside of the walls (passing through
the Ober Thor and on to the right) if only for the
luxuriance of the flowers in the public gardens which
are below them. A fritillary butterfly welcomed me
here on my first visit and helped me to admire. I
noticed one sunflower with a stem as thick as my wrist. !
Gengenbach, like Offenburg, used to be a free B
town, but there is record of a curious feudal service
which its people owed to the lords of Ortenberg. In
early times this castle had no supply of water—a
want since removed by the sinking of a deep well—
and Gengenbach had the duty of keeping its cisterns L
full. Four donkeys were kept in regular employ- !
ment and their driver was governed- by a special
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code of rules for their humane treatment, with pen-
alties of rigid severity. It is said that he was caught
once flogging one of his animals for stumbling over a
stone in the path, and that he was condemned for
a week to bear the water himself, assisted by one
of the Ortenberg retainers, who carried, and used,
the driver’s own whip.

Leaving Gengenbach by the Kinzig gate we cross
the river, and a winding length of the road and another
bridge take us into Biberach. In the well-cultivated
fields on either side you may see the tobacco plant
thriving. From Biberach a road to the right goes
to Schénberg (there is another Schénberg in the
valley), and near, on a rugged crag, is the ruined
Castle of Geroldseck, Its former owners made their
presence felt in the neighbourhood, but it is easy
now to pass it by without ever noticing it.

Biberach has little to attract one, excepting, per-
haps, a stork’s nest on a chimney in its most central
point—there is, by the way, another fine stork’s
nest at Gengenbach. It is, however, the station
for Zell which is accounted something of a favourite
with summer visitors. Zell is a good place from which
to make excursions up the Harmersbach and Nor-
drach valleys, the latter of which leads to the peat
moss mentioned above.

About half-way between Biberach and Haslach
is Steinach, a little village with a tree-shadowed
stream running through it. Its church dates from
oz, I the middle of the eighteenth century, and is surpris-
fir=i ingly large for the size of the place. But more sur-
el prising are the interior decorations. The altar with
itorni its curious garland-like canopy is striking, though
perhaps over gaudily gilded, but the flat painted
ceiling is for a village a triumph of delicate colouring.
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Steinach has suburbs—though that to be sure is too
pompous a name for such delights—of those great
Black Forest cottages.

On the road just outside Steinach 1 encountered
one August a superb Camberwell Beauty which
fluttered lazily across my path and made away to-
wards the railway. I know not whether from the
lepidopterologists’ point of view it had any right to
be there, but there it was.

The first building on the outskirts of Haslach as
we come to it, as also almost the last as we leave it,
is a very tiny chapel. The first is architecturally the
more interesting. It dates from 1603 and has curious
circular-paned lead glazing. Such small chapels
are frequently to be seen in the Black Forest, but as
a rule they are not so near towns. In that, these
are unusual, and particularly so since Haslach is by
no means lacking in religious buildings. The old
church, which until recently was the only one, is of
tolerable size and respectable antiquity. Its traditions
recall a twelfth-century Roman occupation. There
is, at least, in the doorway below the tower, a very
old bas-relief, said to be of Roman origin. I think
it represents the ejection from the Garden of Eden,
but I am not sure. It would be rash, and possibly
irreverent, to bind oneself to a definite statement
of opinion. Attached to the old church by this tower
is a new church. This, when I visited Haslach first,
was in process of building. It is now complete,
and imposing enough to satisfy a fair-sized town in
England. Showing a most effective kind of com-
bination of an ecclesiastical classic style with that
of the new art, it is all white inside touched with
gold—a fine piece of work, I think.

The accommodation provided by this and the
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old edifice should be sufficient to seat the population
of Haslach ten times over. But the people of these
little Black Forest towns seem to require plenty
of room for their devotions. Indeed, there are two
things which hardly fail to strike the stranger who
comes to them. First there is this spaciousness of
their churches—tiny Steinach has already given us
an example and there are many more; and next
there is the tremendous dignity of the post offices.
Villages such as we in England would consider amply
served by a post office which occupied a small corner
of the combined grocery and drapery establishment,
have in Germany magnificent buildings with lofty
entrance halls and many glazed peepholes each
manned by a uniformed official. They lend their
towns a great air of substance, but one wonders where
the business is that supports them.
The 4 Judged by this standard, for the post office is to
o By some extent a criterion of prosperity, Haslach has
' grown visibly in importance since I have known
it. It is curiously haphazard with its winding main
= street, and its side streets—if you can call a place
a street of which you can almost touch both sides as
you walk—a network separating confused little groups
of buildings, and for a long time the post office author-
ities were content to occupy the large old house on
the left as you enter. Thus it was when I saw it
first. Later, however, this was deemed not suffi-
ciently imposing. The building, perhaps, did not look
like a post office in the ordinary way because nearly
all post offices in Germany are built after a pattern,
just as Board Schools are in England. However
this may be, a new one was erected facing the railway
station, and so close that many people getting out
of a train there suppose Haslach to be all post office.
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I think that is the impression which the German
postal authorities like you to have of a place.
Leaving the small chapel at the entrance to the
town you pass into the central roar of the community
over a little bridge with a religious statue on the
centre of either | parapet. These are inscribed
quaintly : * Civitas me fieri curavit anno 1753.
The other chapel which I have mentioned at the
end of the village has the queerest almsbox I have
ever seen. It is hollowed out of a solid log of wood
two and a half to three feet high, with iron bands
running lengthwise and round. It stands upright
at the end of a seat in front of the altar. A hole
in the top receives the offerings; a door at the
bottom, stupendously padlocked and with hinges | o

almost like those of a dungeon door, lets them out.

The whole thing is not altogether unlike a stove. |
Although with railways creeping in amongst them ! all

in all directions the people of the Black Forest are i a

becoming more and more sophisticated, still they

retain a good many of their old customs, and Haslach

is not a bad place to be in if you wish to see some of

| them. On Whit Sunday a Bell Fair—Glocken Fest— Bat
’ is held at a place some five miles or so up the Hoi-
stettenbach Valley. To get there you cross the A
stream near the church, and joining the road beyond Gy
the meadows go on to Hofstetten, with the Hans- | Jngt

jakob chapel perched on a little eminence to the |
left. The church marks a fork in the road, and you
take the way to the right. It leads you up through |
a pleasantly shady wood—you may strike in to the
left and take paths if you care to risk being led astray
—auntil you emerge upon the open summit, yellow with
broom. Still following the road—for the paths, if
you have traced them well, bring you to this open |
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piece of country too—you come at last to an inn on
the right—the Rossle. In front of this, and in it,
the fair is held. One calls it a fair for want of a
better name, and if fair may pass certainly Bell Fair
is an adequate description. There is no doubt about
the bells. Originally I believe the idea of it was to give
shepherds and goatherds and cowherds—any drivers of
any animals, in fact, that carry bells—an opportunity of
exchanging the bells bought at Martinmas for others
whose sound might happen better to suit their musical
ear. The exchanges were not made with those who
sold them, but with other buyers ; a friendly sort
of arrangement which was not a matter of cash,
but a matter of harmony. Whether this was ever
done very much I do not know, but assuredly there
is no great amount of bartering done now. There
is a little of it, and there is a good deal of fun with it
all, and the bartering idea is just an excuse. You
may see some one with a cracked bell trying to palm
it off on some one for a perfect one—old lamps for new.
You may see some one trying to exchange a very
small bell for a very large one. But none of this
is at all serious. The grea thing is that everybody
who wants to take a really active part rings a bell.
All the boys in the district who have anything to
do with flocks and herds come in their best clothes,
jingling their bells. Girls come too, and older people,
but the boys bring most bells. As for what they do
when they get there, that is a matter of personal
inclination. The fair lasts all day, and things begin
to grow lively about noon. Early in the morning
you will see unwonted signs of activity in the inn,
for it is a rather lonely place ordinarily. You will
see the landlord and his family, and extra relations
pressed into the service from a distance, hurrying
2
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hither and thither arranging tables in the open, and
getting beer mugs in readiness. There will be a few
early arrivals. A party of boys, perhaps, who are
going to make a day of it, and believe in making it
a long day; a few, may be, who want to be sure of
seats in the inn parlour, for it gets crowded later;
probably one or two who make a point of getting
something to eat before the rush comes. A clanging
of bells from outside sends the boys rushing to the
windows, but it is only a few more of their own age.
But presently the tinkling starts in earnest. The
seats at the long tables begin to fill : the roadway is
thronged ; little stalls are erecting beneath the windows
of the inn. Superior folk arrive in carts. Sweet-
hearts, courting, come showily in and order wine
where beer is the mode. The little stalls begin to
dispose of an infinite deal of amusing rubbish—rings
and watches and watch-chains ; dolls ; mouth-organs,
trumpets, and all kinds of music ; indiarubber bladders
that blow out into sausages and expire with a wail ;
rolls of paper that, being inflated, uncurl with a flip
in your face, or double ones that fly out sideways
like a moustache ; and similarly mischievous weapons.
There are rosettes with buttons that bear sentimental
little legends, which young men pin daintily into
the blouses of young maidens. There are fantastic
cigar holders decorated with imitation flowers, and
with the help of these very small boys may be seen
smoking big cigars at a halfpenny apiece. And
there are eatables. Pastry of a primitive sort with
hard-looking jam in it; spongy rolls with a faint
sweetness ; bretzeln, those twisted double loops of
richly browned white bread speckl ed with salt crystals.
You may see eating these vast grandmotherly persons
with a small generation tugging at their skirts ; girls
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with a reserve supply in the pockets of their bulging
petticoats ; every one, in short. And over all there
is the jangle of the bells, all of the tea-cosy shape.
The clamour may stop momentarily as the attention
of the crowd is distracted by the arrival of more
beer in a great dray drawn by three white horses,
suitably decorated with an apron of network and
red tassels, but the Iull will be brief. Whether the
clanging be directed into somebody’s ear, a favourite
way of showing attention to a young lady, or
whether it be a mechanical accompaniment of
conversation, it goes on all the time. Later on
there is dancing, and later still the bells go jangling
home.

For lovers of the picturesque there is a good sprink-
ling of local costume at a gathering such as this, but
the local costumes are dying out. Young girls and
old men and women are seen to wear them. The
young women prefer Paris models (from Strasburg),
the young men London ones (from the same place).
Such local costumes as survive are generally, I think,
seen to best advantage in church. At Whitsuntide
and other festivals the churches are full of bright
colours, though these are not so much in evidence
on other Sundays. The new church at Haslach
makes a peculiarly apt setting for them.

Veiler, a very prettily situated village, is perched
on the slope at the entrance to a valley on the other
side of the river to the left as we leave Haslach., From
a distance it seems all church and trees, but the trees
hide a scattered cluster of cottages. From the tower
of this church you can just see above a jutting spur
of the hills the castle of Hausach, a ruin left with little
more than a tower by a devastating French army in
1543. Hausach itself hugs the main road for most
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ed street of brick-built shops
art of the ordinary German

type, with occasional side glimpses of somewhat closely
packed dwelling houses. It is a brisk little place,
for here the timber of the district is collected against
the wet season, when the Kinzig, swollen to twice the
width which it shows in the summer months, carries
down great rafts of pine trees to the Rhine. There
is a busy little saw mill on the left as you enter, just
before you come to the zigzag path leading to the
castle. The ascent is estimated locally at ten minutes,
but you can do it in less if you are not afraid of steep
scrambling short cuts over dry pine needles, and
between the trees that have dropped them. From the
top of the tower, which is provided with a circular
iron stair as matter-of-fact as the villagers who erected
it, you can get a very much better idea of the con-
formation of the valley and of the way folk go
to work there than you can get from the level road. -
The key of the tower is to be obtained from the
landlord of the Hirsch Inn, who makes no charge for
,‘ the loan of it. Opposite the path to the ruin a bridge
crosses the river, and the road wanders up the valley
of Linbach with the Brandenkopf, a high-tufted
hill, on the left. The railway station of Hausach is
beyond the village, and with the station hotel, the post ot
office, and a second church—the village proper has one,
and both look new—forms a quite important suburb.
A little way on the road forks, the right leading

of its length, an attenuat
and inns for the most p

to Hornberg, and the Gutach Valley, and the left going
on up the Kinzig. A pleasant winding road takes
us on by the side of the boulder-specked river to
Wolfach, heralded from afar by a couple of rather f
blatant factories, but nearer by a villa with a very b
charming garden. Next to this, and before the i
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town is entered, is a little restaurant whose tables
beneath the shade, with peeps at prettily laid out
flower beds, may possibly be welcomed. The arched
gateway of the old residence of the independent
princes of Fiirstenberg gives admittance to the town
with its long, broad central street. At first sight
one expects a walled town something after the manner
of Gengenbach, and the river, making a bend round
it, aids the suggestion ; but after this river is crossed
the illusion is lost, for there is a long-drawn-out
sequel of old and new houses which have no place
in the scheme and spoil the idea. And a very
fussy yellow motor omnibus, plying up the Wolf
Valley (which here joins the Kinzig), and down the
Kinzig Valley, settles it. I do not, however, wish to
suggest that Wolfach must be avoided because it is
not circumscribed with walls. The High Street has
a wealth of medievalism in the form of nooks and
gables and carvings. The Town Hall dates from
the middle of the sixteenth century, and though
it has been restored, still shows the old form under
the new paint. There is the regular stamp of the
Kinzig Valley town in the saint fountain in the middle
of the main street, but, too, there is a very modern
touch in the shrubs which line the curb in front
of many of the houses. A pleasant touch, though,
for there are inviting tables behind them where
you may eat, drink, and be rested.

If you follow the Wolf, you will come to Rippoldsau,
in a narrow part of the valley some way beyond
Schapbach, where the Wolf is joined by the river of
that name. The village lies at the base of the
Kniebis, and has some fame by reason of its
mineral springs, which it bottles and exports for
invalids who are unable to get there. But I shall
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have more to say of the Schapbach and Wolf valleys
later.

The neighbourhood of Wolfach has a ghost that
is said to haunt the fields. It is a spectral priest i
dating from a time when Duke Ernest of Swabia and ot 4
the Emperor were claimants for the dukedom of
Burgundy. Duke Ernest gave the priest protection,
and in return the priest led the besieging forces of
the Emperor by a secret path to the Duke’s castle.
Very rightly the traitor was condemned after death
to take long rambles about the scene of his infamy.
If you chance to meet him he will be recognisable
by his canonical attire. I have not had that good
fortune.

Following our course up the Kinzig we leave Wolfach :
behind. A short distance above the town, in the tha
middle of the fir forest, on the side of the hill and s
on the right as you go up, there stands a pretty and ol
fairly spacious chapel, dedicated to St. James. Travel- _
ling against the stream you may easily miss it, for it is i
quite invisible unless you look back. A signpost '
marked “S. Jakob” near a little wooden bridge
| marks the way to it. The place is for foot travellers by

only. Pilgrims in motor cars must leave them behind b
in the road. The path over the bridge takes you up }

a winding forest track, and the chapel may be reached I
in a hard-worked quarter of an hour after leaving iy
the road. But a shorter way to it if you are at Woli- Ak
ach is to be found on the other side of the river. The Fir
hill above Wolfach on the right as you enter it from P

Hausach is terraced—though trees hide the terraces |
from below—by numerous little paths which can
be reached by turning off in front of the castle of | ¥
the Fiirstenbergs before entering the town. These '
pleasant, if at first rather steep footways, take you
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eventually to the chapel, a fact which is not indicated
on the signboards at Wolfach. St. Jakob clings to
the side of its little groove in the hills, and there is
much timber activity near it. The buildings at the
spot are three, a cottage, a tiny shrine, and the larger
chapel. The shrine has an altar, below which,
through a grating, you can see a figure of the Christ
lying in the grave. This is accessible by steps leading
down from an outside door. The chapel is small, but
seating accommodation has been doubled by a large
wooden gallery extending over nearly the whole of
the body. It is pleasingly painted with wall and
ceiling frescoes. Outside on a corner there is a curious
sundial so placed that it can only be effective between
the hours of 7 a.m. and 2 p.m. The position of the
chapel and the restfulness of its surroundings—
despite the hewers of wood—constitute a singularly
pleasing picture.

A legend accounts for the chapel’s origin. A certain
picture of St. James, hidden in a cleft of a tree during
times of religious strife, was forgotten until a wood-
man on the point of cutting it down was surprised
by the sound of a voice singing. Investigation
brought the picture to light, and the chapel was
built where the tree stood.

In the Kinzig Valley Schiltach is the next place of
importance. It is some five miles from Wolfach.
About half-way we pass the railway station of Halbmeil.
Farther on we come upon a small wooden bridge with
a path leading to St. Roman up the enticing Sulz-
bach Valley that winds away into a purple distance of
firs, Farther on still a primitive rustic ferry marks
where the Heubach joins the Kinzig.

The Lutheran village of Schiltach is noticeable
chiefly for its church, a vast barn-like building of red
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sandstone, which by virtue of juxtaposition completely
dwarfs the post office. Country people round about
smile when you mention Schiltach church. Churches, |
as I have said, run big in this district, but Schiltach |
church is really too ridiculously big. It is so big that
the villagers, t‘llmu;:h they don’t confess it, have given
some of it up as a bad job, and many broken windows
testify to their neglect. Schiltach is an old place, but
commerce is wiping out its antiquities. It is prettier
from the railway than from the road, or at least |
from the railway side of the river. An old wooden
bridge once added a picturesque touch, but it is now
iron and safe and uninteresting.
The town, too, is from all accounts safer and less
interesting to live in than it used to be. So short
a time as three centuries and a half ago the devil
made it one of his favourite dwelling-places. In bl
particular he took a fancy to an inn which seems to
have stood next to the old Rathhaus. His liking for
this house appears to have aroused small interest
so long as he was orderly and well behaved. But _
presently he began to show the cloven hoof. He put Tl
' into operation all the most formidable accompani- ;
ments of haunting, and the performance was repeated
nightly. Voices were to be heard uttering words il
in a language which was the more terrible that it I
could not be understood. Pots and pans rattled § I
on their shelves; doors shuddered in their frames; e
the clamour of bells set in motion by spectral visitors } ¢
summoned substantial and sleeping servants from
their beds. Altogether matters came to a pretty O
pass, and for a long while none could make head or 1
tail of it, for no hint was given. At length the secret
was revealed. The devil gave it out one day that
he was responsible for the racket, and that he was
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in love. He had gazed with the eyes of longing
upon a young serving-maid, and the nocturnal din
was partly by way of serenade, and partly by way
of enlisting the townsfolk on his side by reducing
them to a state of mind in which they would accept
any terms to be quit of him. Having proclaimed
his passion, he put his case bluntly to the object of
it. Let the lady, he said, surrender herself to him,
and he for his part would trouble the town no more.
The lady said no, and the landlord of the inn, hoping
that the lover would depart in pursuit, packed her
off home. But the devil was too wily. He clung
to the inn, which by this time was beginning to suffer
with its custom. The landlord then had the girl
back and hoping for the best left the twain to settle
the matter. The fair one remained obdurate and the
devil in desperation set fire to the inn, and started
a conflagration which threatened to wipe out the
town. It then became necessary for the Town
Council to intervene, and they made short work of
it by flinging the servant-girl alive into the flames,
{ Do That seems to have answered the devil's requirements,
R for the fire immediately died down. A new Rathhaus {
dating from 1533 commemorated the fiend's work in '

a Latin inscription.

It is a pleasant walk from Schiltach up to Schram-
berg, and thence on to Hornberg. It is uphill a
great part of the way, but you must not object to
that. As you go up the Schiltach Valley you learn,
if you do not know it already, that Schiltach has the
distinction of two railway stations, one for Schiltach
and one for Schiltach Town. The second may be easily
recognised byits being well away from the town towards
the country in the mouth of the little valley. There is,
to be sure, a factory or so above it, but that makes very
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little difference. We pass Schiltach Town station, then,
and the road goes winding merrily along, more or less
with the railway, but not always. The valley, indeed,
does a wonderful amount of winding in a small space,
and the road and railway, enforcedly imitative, put in
every now and then a turn or so on their own account.
It is a pretty road. The sides of the valley keep
advancing to it and retiring from it with their trees
and their frowning crags for all the world like a figure
in a quadrille. And hereabouts it is an easy road.
Walkers, of course, would find very little inconvenience
in the rising gradient, but there is just enough to
make a cyclist feel that his pedals are there to be
worked. Still, once when I happened to be going
from Schiltach to Schramberg by train, a cyclist
started on the road as we started and kept pace with
us all the way. In fact, he won by a yard or two. It
was a most interesting race because,as I have suggested,
every here and there the road plunges away from the
railway and goes the far side of a mass of rock, or
performs some other evolution necessitated by the
geography of the place. And the excitement among
the passengers to see whether he would reappear round
the corner on these occasions was intense. As I said,
he won, but beyond such satisfaction as that may have
given him, I think he could have had very little pleasure
out of his bicycle in Schramberg, except perhaps to go
back again. All roads out of Schramberg run pretty
violently uphill excepting that which drops gently down
to Schiltach.

It is a surprisingly big place, is Schramberg, when
you have grown accustomed to the average size of
Kinzig Valley towns. It has, to be sure, a big railway
station, but you cannot generally judge by that. Ii
you do, though, you will be right in this case. The

ahan
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station takes up a good deal of one end of the town,
but a great deal more stretches up the valley beyond
and forks out into the other little valleys which lead
thence. One of these goes eventually to St. Georgen,
passing on the way the extraordinarily beautiful gorge
of the Berneck. Through this rushes a noisy little
stream, and this and the road take up all the space
there is between precipitous walls of tree-clad rocks,
scarcely out of the perpendicular. The ruin of
Falkenstein is also passed. The way to Hornberg lies
up another of these forking valleys, the Lauterbach.
Down this, under an arched canopy of trees and
surrounded by a Felsen Meer more picturesque than
the more noted one at Baden-Baden, tumbles the little
stream that forms the beautiful Lauterbach Falls.
From this waterfall one can reach the ruined castle of
Nippenburg (which, according to guide-books, “ com-
mands "’ the town) by taking the rough little flights of
stone steps that lead through the Felsen Meer. The
castle by virtue of its position may perhaps be said to
command the town because it stands on the top of a
spur of hills round the base of which the town nestles,
but it would be no difficult matter for the greater part
of the town to disobey any of its orders, for by any one
arriving there with the idea of a castle, like that of
Heidelberg, visible from any point, Nippenburg takes
a good deal of finding. However, it can be found—
there are plenty of paths to it—and it is a pleasant
and not too domineering place when you get
there.

When I first took the walk to Hornberg I discovered
a signpost above the waterfall—I daresay it is there
still—which said the distance was 23} kilometers, or
about 15 miles. (Eight kilometers are five miles for all
practical purposes.) Having come so far and being
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prepared for only about two hours more I was filled
with misgivings. Surely, I thought, I could not
have been so hopelessly out of my reckonings. I got
out my map and re assured myself, and walking on
found another sign, which s ml 23 kilometers. Know-
ing that I had not w: alked half a , kilometer I began to
feel better about it, mmn that there was some
mistake. As it tm'nc}fl out there was. I cannot
account for the misleading signpost, but the proper
kilometer stone appeared a little farther on with the
proper figure, 13 kilometers. Half of this is good uphill
work, and the rest drops.

A good deal of Lauterbach village would look
prettier if it were not there. The beginning ofitisa
collection of very townish-looking houses which have
not in the least degree the appearance of belonging to
a spot in the midst of the Black Forest. They look as
though they might be in Mannheim, which is about the
most uninteresting town I know, because all the streets
are alike. Lauterbach, however, grows better as we
get into it, and it is better still as we emerge on the
open ground above, with the silver birches dotted about
and—if the time of year] be right—yellow broom
blazing on the hillside. Here we are still rising,
and continue to rise till we pass, at Fohrenbiihl,
the boundary of Wurtemberg, and descend into
Baden. From here the road to Hornberg runs down.
It runs down indeed a great deal too much. I pity
the horse that has to drag a cart down it. I pity the
cyclist who, having pushed his machine to the top
in the hope of a bit of coasting, thinks to get it
here. It is altogether too steep, and as such is
almost unique in the Black Forest. Even walking
one feels top heavy on it. But the scemery is
superb.
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b But we are wandering from the Kinzig Valley, and
- I set out with the idea of following that up to Freu-
denstadt. After Schiltach the valley contains few more
villages worth a visit, though it remains beautiful to
the far end. About a mile above Schiltach the road
skirts the base of a rocky crag, on which stands the
ruined robber castle of Schenkenburg. At Schenken-
zell a valley road to the left leads to Wittichen, where
stood a convent which met the general fate of such
establishments at the beginning of last century.
Tradition dates its foundation somewhere about 1400,
and attributes its origin to a maid named Lindgard.
Pious acts in her very early youth gave rise to pre-
dictions of a saintly womanhood, and she received,
so runs the story, a divine call on the abolition of
the convent of Oberwolfach a few years after she had
entered it as a novice. Her mission was to find a new
home for her sisters, and she set out to beg for funds.
At Schiltach she was jeered at for her pains, but the
lords of Schenkenzell and Geroldseck granted her
land in the valley of Wittichen, and there the founda-
tions were laid. Her travels in search of further help
brought her many adventures—on one occasion she
converted a band of robbers who had captured her—
but at length a friendly abbess met her needs, and
the convent rose to her glory.

Above Schenkenzell the Kinzig Valley begins to
grow narrow, and both railway and road have en-
tailed considerable blasting in their construction.
But it widens again as we reach Réthenbach, and at
Alpirsbach, which confronts us with a great factory
of terracotta tiles and the like, it is spacious. Alpirs-
bach has an old benedictine monastery and some
older Roman remains, but the inhabitants have rather
outgrown their interest in them. Above Alpirsbach we
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come into typical Black Forest upper valley scenery, the
trees crowding close upon the road, and finally we
emerge on open table-land at Lossburg. Rodt is the
next place worthy of a railway station, and so
we teach Freudenstadt, the busy end of a busy
valley.
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CHAPTER II
THE MURG VALLEY

Unsociable worship—An official eyesore—Schonmiinzach—An
old industry—A wvalley of wvarieties—DMichel the Woodman—The
Knorr—The unjust steward—FPhantoms of the Rockert—Sharp
practice—Neu Eberstein.—The maid and the hermit—Capital of
the Murg Valley—Fairies in love—The price of a kiss—Friendly
birds—Schloss Favorite—A penitent Margravine.

REUDENSTADT is neatly placed on a table-land

of its own approached by long gradual ascents.

In plan it grows, as it were, from a great square of
gabled houses colonnaded like no other place that I
know of in the Black Forest. Occupying one corner
of this square is the church. This actually does
form a corner, for it is built as a right angle. Practic-
@lly, indeed, it is two churches in one. Towers,
identical excepting that one has a clock, are at the
end of each arm of the angle, and inside there are
separate aisles in each. The pulpit stands in the
apex. Men sit in one arm, women in the other, so
that both can obtain spiritual guidance without
worldly distraction from the opposite sex. The
church is colonnaded too, thus continuing the character
of the square. Beyond this square are rows of houses,
large, though rather squalid in appearance, and
forming fairly wide streets, but set so close back to
back that there can be little if any rear light or air.

Beyond this careful arrangement houses have spread
31
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with less regard for symmetry of position. Inter- |
secting the square at the middle points of its sides are '
the two main streets. To get a perfect conception of

the town you should be able to stand exactly in the |
middle of the square and look all about you. But chat
this ideal is withheld, for precisely at that enviable I
standpoint is the post office, an impudent new building
surmounted with a delirious cage of telegraph wires. bt
One should add, moreover, that the square is not all
open, as I think it should be, but covered, between
roads, with little private gardens and buildings.
These and the post office spoil a great idea. Freu-
denstadt might be one of the show places of Europe,
because it has a good deal of the inimitable charm of o
age—it dates from the closing years of the sixteenth ‘

century. But it is getting new-—approaching the

second childhood which is the lot of so many old ‘ or
towns. Not to harp on the glaring post office— M
though the metwork of wires above it suggests some | o
elaborate musical instrument—there is an hotel, half u
of which is as dingy looking and as slant-floored as |

any original Black Forest gasthaus, while the other
half is as new as Professor Bauder of Stuttgart—a
master of such work—can make it. Many German
hotels are to-day taking on this guise of New Art
luxury; and many of them are the better for i,
though, in spite of it, they are still less liberal with. _
salt-spoons and fish-knives than with tooth-picks. Fr

This reconstruction and redecorating of hotels all for
tends to the convenience of visitors, but it caused me '

on one occasion some slight temporary perturbation. Vi
I was staying at Freiburg, and on returning to my ing
room in the afternoon 1 was aware of a domestic S
upheaval. The old and uninteresting furniture was e

being replaced by new of a pleasing design. I was
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more than satisfied until the following morning, when
I came to pack my belongings for my departure.
Then I discovered that a pair of trousers which I had
intended to wear for the journey was missing. The
chambermaid searched the room and departed in
almost tearful despair, to return with the house-
keeper, who also searched. I was cross-questioned,
but could give no clue, and there was nothing for it
but an appeal to the highest source of tact and
sagacity. With an imposing tread the head waiter
ascended the stairs and advanced to the scene of
action. The ensuing investigation was exhaustive in
the extreme, but nothing more satisfactory was
arrived at than the discovery that I was wearing
a pair of trousers, and that therefore those must be
the missing ones. I argued the question on the
grounds of differences in colour and texture, and from
my own intimate knowledge of my wardrobe, but the
great man remained unconvinced. I felt that I was
under a cloud. The circumstances were suspicious,
and the suspicion rested on me. At this point I had
an inspiration. Could it be, I suggested, that the
garment had been carried away with the old furniture ?
There was a great sigh of relief. The head waiter
flew to the telephone, and so it was, and in due course
my belongings were returned to me.

By following the course of the river Murg from
Freudenstadt down to Rastatt—a distance of about
forty miles—one may realise very pleasantly more
than one aspect of Black Forest life. The Murg
Valley is essentially a working district. The timber
industry is everywhere in evidence ; and agriculture
is in many parts assiduously plied in what appear to
be almost impossible circumstances. And in addition
there is some of the finest river scenery that the whole

a
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forest has to show—certainly it is the finest in the
northern part, by which I mean that north of the
Kinzig Valley. The journey may be made easily by
a cyclist in one day, for from Freudenstadt, 720
meters of height above the sea level, there is a gradual
descent to the plain on which Rastatt lies some 200
meters high. From Freudenstadt to Baiersbronn is
one long downward sweep. From there, on a more r
level road, we pass Kloster-Reichenbach with a
monastic-looking building attached to its church;
Heselbach nestling on the slopes on our right ; Roth,
part houses, part rock, very much taken up with its
sawmills. Then we begin to get a hint of the beauties :
that lie beyond Schonmiinzach. Hitherto we have
had just that fresh expansive loveliness which ceases :
to be remarkable when one has travelled widely in '
the Black Forest. But about a mile and a half above
Schénmiinzach the sides of the valley tend to approach ;
one another, and in places the river swirls round '
the feet of rugged precipitous heights. So we reach .
Schénmiinzach, which is of commercial importance by |
reason of its glass works. Glass manufacture is one
of the oldest industries of the Black Forest, and
incidentally it has been responsible for the introduc- |
tion of a good many others, for the travelling salesmen |
connected with the factories in old days gradually |
assumed the character of general hawkers, and turned I
their hands to traffic in any article that seemed likely %
to find purchasers. Itis said that tin spoons and, more i
important, clocks were first brought to the notice of |
industrious Black Foresters by glass-hawkers. B
I hardly think that the village of Schénmiinzach »
itself is of all villages in the Murg Valley the most |
worthy of its name’s flattering prefix. It lies at a ¥
point where a little stream running down from Hornis-
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grinde, and partly fed from the Wildsee, joins the
Murg, and it is rather scattered and unkempt. But
it earns with honours the epithet “ beautiful ” from
the part of the valley which lies below it and stretches
right down to Forbach. This part is full of beauty,
and yet it is like no other beautiful valley of the Black
Forest. It has not the romance of the Héllenthal,
nor the grand spaciousness of the Simonswald, nor
the unexpectedness of those rock arches after the
aisled shadiness of the Alb. But it has other graces.
The road is now but a few feet above the clamouring
stream with its ceaseless brawling among rocks, and
its countless pools and eddies, now high above it all
with glimpses of it between the tree trunks. At one
moment you come upon bends in the road which hide
it from you altogether, and the next you are out again,
a fine shelving sweep of treed banks before you, and
the stream a boulder-flecked race hemmed between
them. Infinite in its variety it carries you on to
Forbach all too soon. Here the valley grows wider,
and you drop with a long serpentine sweep into the
village. Hence downwards the elaborate cultivation
of the hillsides forces itself upon your notice. High
up, the slopes appear continually to be marked out
into little well-planted plots peopled with a figure,
each “no larger than his head,” wresting from the
soil with assiduous labour the best that it can give.
And it is a valuable best. The road the whole way
down the valley is lined with fine cherry trees—we
are in the Kirschwasser country—and fruit and
vegetable produce do much to ameliorate life lived
on a scanty wage.

From Forbach there is a good up-and-down walk
right across the Forest to Biihl. One should plan it
to pass the Herrenwieser See, and the little high-
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lying village of Herrenwies, and so on to Sand, unless
the steep Baden Hohe and paths—a more sporting
route—be taken. One merit of this tramp is the
possibility of meeting Michel the Woodman, or at any
rate seeing traces of him. The people of the Black
Forest do not give very definite descriptions of his
dress, but I gather that there is a distinctly ancient
look about the clothes he wears which makes him
unmistakable. He has a way, has Michel, of putting
some mystic sign Or other on certain trees which
:\.ppar(‘.nﬂy he selects at huphazurd, or on some
system known only to himself. The trees so marked
are fated to carry ill luck with them whatsoever be
their lot in life. The house that is built of them will
fall. the ship sink. He is a terrible fellow this Michel,
and any one who does meet him ought to speak
seriously to him in the interests of the insurance
companies, if not of humanity. The Herrenwieser
See has also strange dwellers, who may be seen flinging
coins over the surface of the water as boys play ducks
and drakes with pebbles. They have not been about
when I have passed, and I have always consoled
myself with the thought that the coins are probably
obsolete, and no use for current expenses.

At Forbach—to return—we cross the river Murg
to Gausbach. When I passed it last this part was in
the hands of the engineers, to the detriment of both
road and scenery. The river, too, was, I think, being
taught the way it should go. But such disturbances
as these are temporary matters. They know how to
make roads in the Black Forest, and there must
needs be a beginning. The wonder is that one sees
so little of the machinery which has helped to produce
such perfection. Below Gausbach the river takes
many turns, and the road goes with it, creeping round
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the shoulders and flanks and thighs of hills with an
effect of rare enjoyment to the wayfarer. Much
blasting has been necessary, and at one place the road
passes through a rocky tunnel like those which we
shall see more frequently later in the southern valleys.
Just beyond this point the whole of the river bank
down below is monopolised by a huge sawmill, and
vast piles of cut logs around it show what it can do.
Here the Oltenbach, running down from the Hoch-
berg, where it rises not far from one of the streams
which feed the Oos, joins the Murg. On the slopes
there is a giant chess-board of those small garden
plots. So we come to Langenbrand, a pretty brown
and white village hugging its stone and rough-cast
church, and, a little lower on the left of the road, to
one of the tiny wayside chapels which are as much a
feature of Black Forest landscape as are ruined
castles. Beyond is a long stretch of factories, and
the road, now once more at close quarters with
the river, brings us to Au with its iron bridge, in
front of a tall church not over beautiful, leading
to a pretty high-standing little chapel on the other
side, and a few picturesque cottages crowding the
bank.

Passing Weisenbach we come to Hilpertsau and
Obertsroth which share with Gernsbach the attentions
of the Knorr. The Knorr is a very disagreeable
person to encounter. He was once a great oppressor
of the poor of the Murg Valley, and to judge from his
present methods he must have given a good deal of
thought to devising unpleasant methods of oppression.
You can never be sure what guise he will take. A
woman of Gausbach happened to meet a donkey in
her path, and unwittingly brushed against it. Forth-
with. the animal mounted on her back and did not
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leave her till she had staggered fainting into the town.
The donkey was the Knorr. Sometimes he does this
same thing in his own likeness, as the old man of the
sea with Sinbad. Sometimes he 1s a cat that gets
between the legs of horses or travellers, making them
stumble. Once he turned himself into a ball of flax,
and was picked up by a peasant, whom he bit and
scratched till the man successfully called the saints to
his aid. He is quite a disgraceful old rascal, and the
queer part of it is that his tricks are supposed to be
his punishment for his wicked life. One cannot help
thinking that he rather enjoys it.

In the part of the valley which he haunts there is
work, work, work everywhere, but, as we have seen,
romance is not yet dead, and as evidence visible to all—
for many folk pass down the Murg without ever seeing
the Knorr—one gets near Weisenbach a glimpse of the
castle of Neu Eberstein beyond a very large wood-pulp
paper factory. A nearer view of the castle is to be
had from Hilpertsau, where there is a choice of roads,
one for each side of the river. Obertsroth lies at
the foot of the hill on which the castle stands, crowning
its celebrated vineyards, where grow the dark purple
grapes that make a wine not despised by con-
noisseurs.

A story is told of one of the stewards, forerunner of
a long succession, who had the care of this vineyard
and other property of the Counts of Eberstein. His
oppression of the peasants was comparable only to
that of the Knorr or of the counts themselves. A
worthy pair are said to have died under his persecution,
and by way of keeping green the memory of their
tyrant, he ordered their daughter to make herself a
wedding garment of thread spun from the nettles that
grew on their grave, and also to make for him a shirt

Wl
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that should be sword-proof. A good fairy who dwelt
in the Rockert, a stretch of forest on the other side
of the valley, came to her rescue, and the task was
finished in a night. The sword-proof shirt, when he
donned it, put him beyond sword-thrusts by burning
him to death.

The Rockert is the dwelling-place, too, of another
being of a very different temper from that of this good
fairy. She is known, not over politely, as the Little
Rockert Woman, and some say that she is of Druid
origin, and sister to a spectral lady who gave Sir
Roland a deal of trouble in the Pyrenees. Personally,
I incline to the view taken by the Murg chroniclers,
who say that the Wild Huntress, as she is also called,

fod- was a Countess of Eberstein, She is of a somewhat
commanding presence with her great black hat and
her seventeenth-century costume, and generally a
number of hounds breathing fire precede her. A
mighty huntress in her day, she is fated to hunt still,
and when game is scarce she fills in the time by mis-
directing such rash wayfarers as mention her name,
leading them frequently into swamps and similar
unpleasant places. Her fate is the reward of a piece
of rather sharp practice. She disputed with the
Count of Wurtemberg, or, as some say, with the
inhabitants of two Murg villages, the possession of a
certain beautiful expanse of beechwood which she
could see on the far side of the river from her castle
windows. She had no manner of right on her side,
but she filled her shoes with Eberstein earth and went
off to meet the opposing owners at a spot in the disputed
territory. There she called the powers above and
below to witness that she stood on her own soil. The
powers below seemingly were so pleased with her that
they gave her possession for all time.
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Neu Eberstein, which dates from 1272, is the castle
to which the Counts of Eberstein removed from their
old stronghold at Ebersteinburg. It is still occupied
as a summer residence by the Grand Dukes of Baden.
Its situation is its greatest charm. Magnificent
views are to be had from the windows of its not very
spacious rooms, and from the terrace outside the main
entrance. There is a collection of old armour, and
another collection of the finest standard-trained
fuchsias I have seen anywhere. But for the tenth
commandment they would have moved me to more
than admiration. Hard by is shown the rock known
as the Grafensprung, or Hustein, from which Count
Wolf of Eberstein leaped on horseback into the river
to escape an invading horde under Eberhard of Swabia,
His horse perished, but he swam safely away, to return
three months later and turn the tables on his adver-
saries. Conspicuous in the entrance courtyard is the
stone figure of a boar, the ancient crest of the
family.

From Obertsroth, if the day be hot, the road on the
left bank will be found shady. It is best to take it,
for it passes before we get to Gernsbach, the modern
version of the Klingel Kapelle. Here, centuries ago,
under a great spreading oak, dwelt a hermit whose
simple piety was once, like that of St. Anthony
(though the hermit came off more easily), put to a
test heralded by the appearance of a fair lady. She
came to the door of his hermitage somewhat inde-
corously though richly clad in a single garment of
fine lawn, low-necked, short, and sleeveless, and
begged a blessing and protection, asking, as a favour—
an ominous request, in which, however, the good old
man saw nothing amiss — that the cross should be
taken from the altar. He was about to remove it
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when he heard the tinkling of a silver bell in the oak.
This saved the situation, for the lady heard it too
and straightway took fright and hurried away. The
hermit in gratitude erected a chapel, which fell upon
evil days, and was replaced in 1852 by that which is
now to be seen.

Gernsbach, a quaint old place with its streets all
hills, difficult enough to get about in in ordinary
circumstances, but far more so when they are entirely
filled with a fair as I have seen them, has come to be
considered the capital of the Murg Valley. It has two
churches,one Roman Catholic,one Lutheran, and tombs
of the Counts of Eberstein and members of their family
are to be found in both.

Gernsbach, as we have seen, is haunted by the
Knorr, but its burden is lightened by the occasional
visits of good fairies, who dwell in the Lautenfelsen,
a group of rocks in the neighbourhood of Lautenbach,
which lies on a height a little to the west of Gernsbach.
These fairies, though essentially well disposed, have
one tragedy to their account. Some years ago—one
ought perhaps to say once upon a time—they were on |
terms of such intimacy with the wvillagers that two
of them fell in love with two young men. The love
affairs were no secret. The fairies attended village
festivals, and were much in demand as merrymakers,
but, like Cinderella, they must without fail leave the
revels at midnight. One night, of course, they stayed
too late, and, though the young men offered to protect
them against all evil results, they sped away. The
youths followed, but a stain of blood on the grass
near the fairy retreat was all the trace they could
find. The swains died broken-hearted the same
night.

Horden, a little way down from Gernsbach, records

BADISCHE
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

Baden-Wiirttemberg



LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

42 A BOOK OF THE BLACK FOREST
in a Latin jingle the original difficult making of the
road so far back as 1786 :

“ Ex rupe fracta
Haec via facta.”

The railway makers, eighty-three years later, added
two more lines (in addition to their metal ones) thus :

‘" Aetate peracta
Haec ferrea tracta.’”

Our way down the course of the stream takes us
through Ottenau, Gaggenau, and Rothenfels. From
each of these two last a road leads to Michelbach,
where, if legends are true—and why should one doubt
them ?—untold wealth awaits any adventurer who is
gallant enough to do unflinchingly a lady’s bidding.
If you are such a person, here are the conditions.
At Michelbach there is a very old walnut tree which
has survived three storms which have torn it up
almost by the roots. Near this tree runs a stream,
and thither three maidens robed in white are in the
habit of coming to wash their clothes. If you see
them—they may be distinguished from other washer-
women by their beauty and the weird songs they
sing—offer your services for whatever they may need.
They will conduct you to the Mauzenberg, a mountain
not very far off, and quite too mear in such pleasing
company, and there they will show you a great cave
which is entered by a secret door. Here are stored
riches beyond, as one says, the dreams of avarice.
All this they will offer you for your own if you will
but kiss them in whatsoever disguise they may appear.
That is surely generosity itself, but no one has ever yet
been successful. The last to try was a boy from
Michelbach. He promised to kiss, but his heart
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failed him when he saw, in the place of the beauteous
three maidens, a toad, a snake, and a dragon. He
kissed twice, but the dragon was too much and he
swooned. When he came to himself the maidens were
there in tears. They were doomed, they said, to
guard the treasure, and they must continue to guard
it until some one less timorous should arrive. But
this could not be until a new-born babe had slept in a
cradle made from a cherry tree that had grown from
a cherry stone dropped by a bird in that spot. Of
course, this may not have happened yet, but—well,
there is no harm in going to Michelbach to see.

Kuppenheim, reached through cornfields, by the
same cherry-tree-shaded road that we have followed
all the way, is renowned in connection with Burkhard
Keller of the cross and picture, whose story we shall
hear later in connection with Baden-Baden. It was
the castellan’s daughter whom he was visiting when
the other lady lured him away. Kuppenheim is a
tidy-looking town. The Rathhaus, dating from 1730,
has a stork’s nest on its roof. Indeed, birds seem
friendly there. In the arched entrance to the yard
of the Sun Inn adjoining the Rathhaus swallows build
and perch tamely almost within reach.

Near Kuppenheim is Favorite, the country residence
erected by the widow of the Margrave Louis of Baden,
and one may turn aside from the road to Rastatt to
visit it if one has an hour to spare. Or it may be
made the object of a short trip from Baden-Baden,
whence it is reached by a winding, undulating pretty
country road which leads from the Oos Valley through
a not very repulsive brickfield, and the little village
of Haueneberstein. Favorite lies in the midst of one
of many little woods which dot the plain, and seen
from neighbouring heights look like patches of velvet.
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At close quarters the patch resolves itself into the
pleasure grounds of the chateau, a thicket beautifully
planted, though an opportunity has been missed for
a flower garden. The wood is crossed with long
avenues, of which one leads straight to the palace.
This was built by the Margravine early in the eight-
eenth century to serve as a retreat for her later years,
and very pretty work her whimsical tastes made of it.
It is of stone filled in with a coarse rough-cast, more
pleasing from a distance than at near range. The
interior, which is not materially different from the
state in which she left it, provides a wealth of in-
formation regarding the life of a cultivated German
lady living two centuries ago. Two of the rooms are
usually underlined, so to say, by guides and guide-
books. They contain alarge number of portraits, those
in one room being of the Margravine and her family,
and those in the other of famous authors and painters
of her day—a surprisingly numerous gathering, viewed
at this period of time. One of these rooms, moreover,
has the additional attraction of being decorated very
lavishly with mirrors, so that the pleased visitor may
see reflections of himself (or herself) from a great
variety of aspects all at one time, graduating from
shaving distance to a dim obscurity. You can see
yourself in the ceiling too. This room is called up in
evidence of the queer tastes of its mistress, and I have
even read a suggestion deduced therefrom, that at
the time at which it was made her mind was unhinged
(as it was later). I think this is to make too much of
a not very important matter. Looking-glass decora-
tions were not so very rare in the c.ig’;‘.te»:-_‘-hth century.
There is the famous room at Versailles in which Louis
xvi saw himself headless, and there are others. And
considered side by side with the decorations in other
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rooms of the little palace, the mirror room cannot
be given very great prominence. Each apartment in
the suite as you pass through presents a different idea
more or less consistently carried out. And some, I
think, are more bizarre than the looking-glasses.
One, for instance, has a profusion of pictures in
marble mosaic, wonders of ingenuity if not of art.
Another, described as the Chinese room, is devoted
to embroideries which I attribute rather to Japan.
Yet another has extraordinary tapestries and bead
decorations, the work of noble ladies of the Mar-
gravine's own circle. Throughout there are some rare
specimens of inlaid furniture, card-tables, escritoires,
chests of drawers—and the woodwork of the rooms
themselves, floors, doors, and so on, shows some
exquisite marquetry. The central hall is decorated
high and low with many thousands of Dutch tiles.
The ground floor—the old living rooms are all on the
first—contains a very interesting collection of china,
earthenware, and glass, and there are also some
beautiful old metal pots and pans. The Margravine
was a good deal of a lover of art, but she was a house-
wife too. Cooking was one of her studies, and the
china collection throws some light on it. There is a
quaint receptacle for spices—a sitting Chinaman
whose hands and feet are drawers to hold different
kinds. There is a great board with a list of eatables
which the cook could mark for the day’s menu. And,
perhaps most interesting of all on this ground floor,
there is a set of ware reproductions of table delicacies
two hundred years old. Among these one notes a great
cabbage and bundles of asparagus. Each piece in
this set opens so that it may contain the thing which
it represents.

All this shows the normal Margravine. A few
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minutes’ walk from the palace, hidden among the
trees, is to be found evidence of a later time when her
reason lost its balance. It is the hermitage to which
she withdrew to pass the last two years of her life in
severe penance for a misdeed for which she never
forgave herself. Her husband was a great fighter
among the Turks—his people even nicknamed him
« der Tiirken Louis”—and back from one of his
expeditions he brought—rashly perhaps, but, it is
said, in all innocence—a fair Turkish maiden, Zoraide,
The Margravine—and here I doubt if she showed any
great peculiarity—looked askance at this Eastern
beauty. She did not believe in any Quixotic pro-
tection of a heathen girl by a Christian potentate.
Jealousy triumphed and the Margravine had the
stranger put to death. Afterwards when the flight
of years had set the Margrave’s character in its true
light his widow repented, and caused her penitential
chapel to be built. Here she secluded herself, passing
her time in religious exercises, eating food which her
attendants brought to the door, and which she herself
cooked at a table where sat, and sit yet, three wax
figures, the Virgin Mary, St. John, and a small white-
robed angel. They were never attractive table com-
panions, but time has made them less attractive even
than they were. Each lacks the left eye.

The chapel, though not a very substantial structure,
was designed with taste. In form it is octagonal,
and contains a central shrine with seven small rooms
round it. The central shrine is lighted from above,
the sun penetrating golden-tinted glass. Its decora-
tions comprise an elaborate set of symbols of the
crucifixion similar to those to be found on the rustic
crucifixes which I describe elsewhere, and other
objects of a more gruesome nature. One waxen group
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represents figures rising from the grave. Here, too,
are the scourge and a piece of barbed chain mail with
which the penitent tortured herself. In one of the
surrounding rooms, the majority of which communicate
with the central one by means of grated windows, is
a wax effigy of a skull in the clutches of various
horrible creeping things. A Latin motto points the
moral : *“ Such, sooner or later, will be my lot.”
The Margravine omitted no detail which could make
her life a living death,

To return to the Murg, our exploration of its valley
ends at Rastatt. Rastatt, a fortress since Roman
times, and one still, once the favoured town of the
Baden Margraves (who have betaken themselves as
Grand Dukes to Karlsruhe), and once, but now no
longer, washed by the Rhine, is a town covering a
good deal of ground. It is not yet all built, but when
in the fulness of time its houses do all spring up and
rise to perfection, their inhabitants will find close at
hand a vast brewery to supply their needs.
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A town with no sirangers—Banished gamblers—The Baden-
Baden springs—A humorous Elector—Frescoes—The Lichtenthal
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irm—An innkeeper in stone—The
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poet of the visitors’ book—From
ballroom to battlement—A ( in Penelope—The old castle—A
cure for the black death—Free silver—A fleeting vision—Well-
appointed dungeons—The poet again—Geroldsau Waterfall—
Burkhard Keller of Yburg—The three castles—A panorama—
Golfspeil.

—Confusing 1posts—The
Roman civilis: ]
elves of the

preachers—Alt Eberstein—The

CCORDING to a guide-book published in English

at Zurich, “ it is satisfactory to see the neat

series of distinguished Swiss sceneries continued with
an eminent grace in Germany, and first of all the
beautiful watering-place of Baden-Baden with its
environs, where art and nature combine in harmony
to form an almost ideal landscape scenery.” I should
not like this passage to prevent people from going to
Baden-Baden. Any one who has been much in
Germany will know pretty well what happens when
““ art and nature combine "' to form landscape scenery.
They do not combine in harmony, and the landscape
is not ideal. But Baden-Baden is not really like that
at all. Nor is it quite easy to say what it is like.
Art has combined with nature, certainly. There is
the supreme instance of the Lichtenthal Avenue and
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Gardens. But one can give a list of the possessions
which it displays to attract visitors—the Trinkhalle,
the Conversationhaus, the theatre, the Frederic Bath,
the two castles, and so on, and they bring you no
nearer. There is a charm in the place which is of
all these, and yet distinct. Somehow it invites you.
There are towns in which you feel lost—out of place.
You are as much a stranger in them when you leave as
you were when you arrived. Baden-Baden is not
one of them. I think if you were dropped into the
middle of it from a balloon you would not rub your
eyes and ask, “ Where am I?” You would just get
up, say, “ Ah, here I am then !’ and walk down into
the gardens by the avenue where rhododendrons and
azaleas, and lilacs, and may trees, so richly laden with
blossom that they seem all blossom, throw their hues
into one great smile of welcome. The secret is, I
suppose, that Baden-Baden is used to strangers. You
feel more or less at home in a town where the principal
bookseller paints the head of Shakespeare with those
of Moliére, Dante, and Homer on the frieze at the top
of his house. Yet this can help very little, for its
visitors are cosmopolitan (though Shakespeare, to be
sure, is that), as is to some extent its permanent
population. An unmistakable hint of this fact is to
be seen in the burnished dome of the Grzco-Russian
chapel which, standing on the Friesenberg, is visible
for a long way in many directions.

But the moving population is perhaps not so varied
as it used to be before 1872 when the gaming tables
were suppressed. They had had some seventy years
of a riotous prosperity attracting undercurrents from
the whole of Europe, and writers of the last century
dwell with righteous unction on the immoralities, the
dare-devilries, the inevitable downfalls of the gamblers.

4
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I wish I could have seen them. Now that all
this is done away with, the majority of the fifty
thousand people who are estimated to visit Baden-
Baden yearly are lured by the hot water which is
supplied officially at 130° F. for ten pfennigs a
glass in the Trinkhalle, in a corner of which hall,
by the way, is a relief map of Baden-Baden which is
most useful to those who have pedestrian tours in
prospect. To be a little bit scientific in regard to this
water, there are some twenty warm springs in Baden-
Baden sending water, so far as can be judged, from
a depth of 1300 to 1400 meters, with temperatures
varying from 110° to 158° F. They all contain the
same mineral components in more or less degree,
lithia, though it is always present, being the most
varying ingredient. Sensitive palates can detect a
flavour resembling beef tea. The water has also
official sanction in the Frederichsbad, which is built
on a most elaborate plan, and privately it is to be had
direct from the source at several of the hotels. One of
these, the Badisher Hof, was a monastery of the
Capucins, and dates from the early part of the seven-
teenth century.

In connecton with the waters, and with one of the
hotels, a story is told of a certain Elector of the
Palatinate who had a tremendous reputation—not
altogether justified by the only piece of evidence that
has come down—for his pretty taste for humour. It
appears that his jesting was once pulled up short by an
illness, which was judged to be serious when it was
found that he had not cracked a joke for three days.
At this crisis he was advised to take the Baden-Baden
waters. He lost no time in reaching the town,and
there put up at an inn, now known as the Baldreit,
much to the delight of the landlord, who foresaw a
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period of gaiety which must inevitably attract other
patrons. But he was doomed to disappointment. A
week of the waters put the elector into such high
spirits that he conceived the delirious jest of depart-
ing in the night without the formality of settling his
account. The landlord woke just in time to see him
make off on his horse. That is all the satisfaction he
got, excepting such as he derived from the supremely
courteous act of changing the name of his inn so as to
commemorate the Early Ride.

An incident of this story is depicted with others in
a series of fourteen frescoes in the columned front
of the Trinkhalle. The legends represented are :
(1) Burkhard Keller von Yburg, (2) The Mum-
melsee Sprites. (3) The Wildsee. (4) The
Angel’'s and Devil's Pulpits. (5) The Count’s
Leap. (6) The Castle of Alt Eberstein. (7) The
Convent of Fremersburg. (8) The Phantom Bride
of Lauf. (g) The Baldreit. (xo) The Rock Maiden.
(1) The Dean of Strasburg and Castle Windeck.
(1z) The Bride of Allerheiligen. (r3) The old Castle
of Baden, and (14) The Convent Church of Lichtenthal,

The Conversationshaus, which is near the Trink-
halle, is curiously so named. Part of it has a large hall
for concerts which may stimulate conversation though
the fact should not be advertised, and another part
is a reading-room which is well supplied with news-
papers and in which strict silence is enjoined and
enjoyed.

Perhaps the most pleasing way to enter Baden-
Baden is by the Lichtenthal, for this way will show
you best how art—and by art I describe broadly the
skill of the architect and of the landscape gardener—
has dovetailed itself with Nature. It is better, I think,
by this road to enter the town than to leave it, for
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there is more delight in being attuned gradually to a
climax than in running down the scale from the fine
to the ordinary. It should be, I suppose, against our
principles to place thus at the highest a town and at
the lowest Nature, but, after all, we are human beings,
and we must needs concern ourselves with towns. It
must be remembered, too, that my terms are com-
parative. The ordinary in the Black Forest need not
be ordinary elsewhere. Nor for that matter need the
fine be fine elsewhere. Baden-Baden has been made
very well, but better things, I confess, have been made
in other places. I mean there are few traces in Baden-
Baden of builders of other days having lavished those
rare gifts which attract travellers. But it is a very
charming town all the same.

Let us accept then the proposition that it is good
to enter Baden-Baden through the Lichtenthal. My
advice is that you should travel thither from Gernsbach
in the valley of the Murg. That is on the whole the
best way. But I doubt whether many people will
accept it. For various obvious reasons it is convenient
to go to Baden-Baden by train. One of these reasons,
to be practical, is that Baden-Baden is a good centre
for exploring expeditions, and whether you be walking
or cycling or motoring or driving it is not a bad plan
to keep there the less movable parts of your equip-
ment.

If, then, you are situated in Baden-Baden, I suggest
that an early excursion should be made to some point
on the road to the town from Gernsbach, and that an
entry be effected through the Lichtenthal before you
have penetrated that valley from the other direction.
Let us take the castle of Eberstein as the objective
of a journey. It should be a day’s journey if you walk.
Other methods, other times. The road from Gernsbach
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to the Lichtenthal crosses the road to the castle at a
point known as the Miillenbild. This is the highest
point which the road reaches, though forest paths and
cart tracks will take you a good deal higher. From
here the castle may be taken on a loop of road, so
that one need never go over the same way twice.
The road from Baden-Baden to the Miillenbild may
be found easily enough by going to the top of the
Sophien Strasse. From here one advances, rising
gradually, till the town, with its straggling villas not
yet mature enough to be very attractive, is left behind.
Part of the road is lined with those gorgeous may
trees, and it is almost worth while to select a time of
the year in which they are in full bloom. Soon the
road loses its kempt look and for a little it goes winding
through fields till the real carriage road is reached.
We have come so far really by a short cut, but one
will be wise to take warning against short cuts generally
in this part of the Black Forest. Often such things
exist ; often they may be invented; but to invent
them among trees which are all in masses beautifully
alike, is a very perilous thing to do. I remember
when I first took that road to Schloss Eberstein. I
had set out with the intention of going to the old
castle of Eberstein which is at Ebersteinburg, and in
a different direction altogether from the new castle.
I followed the signboards directing me to Eberstein
and got there, wondering all the while, from a vague
recollection of the map and a strong sense of locality
(which by the way is sometimes a dangerous possession
in the Black Forest), why I was going to the right
instead of to the left. It is in such cases that one
may gain experience. Most roads in the Black Forest
wind continually, but by keeping a very clear head
one can tell their main direction. At that time,
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though I felt I was going wrong, I lacked confidence
in my own judgment. Moreover, there were the
signboards which made no distinction between the
old castle of Eberstein, which is a ruin, and the new,
which is used by the Grand Dukes of Baden. To
prevent confusion it should be noted that the ruin is
indicated as Ebersteinburg. (One must have in the
Black Forest a brain well pigeonholed for names—
there are so many duplicates.) Anyway, I got to
Schloss Eberstein by a road which gave not one single
chance of a short cut, because it never doubled on itself,
as they so often do. And I was not at all distressed.,
For it is situated gloriously, as we have already seen,
with views over the Murg Valley. And, besides, it
sent me home again by way of the Lichtenthal.

I am not aware of any substantial reason for the
spot known as the Miillenbild being so called. Doubt-
less at some time or another there was there a picture
in some way connected with a mill, but I have not
seen it. Nor have I felt in its neighbourhood the
imminent presence of the evil spirits which are said
to be lurking there ready to spring forth on the
slightest encouragement. Two men of Beuern in the
Lichtenthal were the last, so I understand, to bear
witness of this. They were returning home at mid-
night from Gernsbach, where the gaieties of a fair
had urged them to a too rash patronage of local pro-
duce in the form of eberblut, the wine from the vine-
yards of Eberstein. They were both merry; and
one of them was valiant as well, for at the Miillen-
bild he declared, flourishing a dagger, that he was
prepared to face all comers, not excepting the devil
himself. Well, the devil, who is not hard of hearing,
took him at his word. The woods rang with the
tramp of steeds—this was, I think, rather unfair to a
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single-handed warrior on foot—and a voice which
chilled the blood in his veins accepted the challenge.
The man with the dagger was lifted bodily into the
air and borne along just out of reach of his terror-
stricken companion, who, after many stumbles,
called Heaven to witness that he could do no more.
His despair, however, had prompted the right course,
for at the name of Heaven the captive came tumbling
back to earth again, trembling and covered with
bruises. The pair got safely to their homes and
spread the mews. Since then, people have been
nice in their speech as they pass the Miillenbild, and
if you should be driving there and detect a note of
tenderness in the driver’s words of exhortation to
his horses, you will understand and applaud.

A word will be in place here of Mount Mercurius,
the base of which is skirted by the road to the Miillen-
bild and Schloss Eberstein. By nature the highest
point in this part of the forest, it is higher still by
reason of a tower having—I accept local authority—
upwards of one hundred and thirty steps. The
name Merkur on the signboards is a relic of Roman

. civilisation, as is a votive image of the god Mercury
which, found in the neighbourhood, was set up at
some distant date possibly to mark the boundary
of the three districts of Ebersteinburg, Staufenberg,
and Baden. The mountain has a fair share of the
many legends that have come to life in the country
round Baden-Baden. One of them tells of a Chris-
tian knight who loved a Moorish princess, Rosaura,
and was only united to her when, in their old age,
each had survived the opposition of would-be friends
and a generous share of the slings and arrows of out-
rageous fortune.

The road from Schloss Eberstein back to Baden-
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Baden takes us at first through typical Black Forest !
mountain scenery, as distinct from that of the valleys.
Shaded always by overhanging trees, it hugs the hill- ‘
sides with many warnings in enamelled iron to drivers
to go carefully. The warnings are not very necessary, [

for the edges are well guarded, particularly at sharp
curves, by strong walls rich with their clothing of
moss and fern. Looking up and down at times, one
sees grim, gloomy vistas between the gaunt tree ]
trunks intersected occasionally by waggon tracks; | |
but there are many openings, too, which give scope
for natural growth, and if you pass when early summer

has edged each feathery branch and top with golden of
green you will be inclined to wonder that the forest b
was ever called Black. Farther on, past the Miillen- 0
bild, the road begins visibly to descend and a serpentine T
curve brings us to Miillenbach, a cluster of white 2
cottages criss-crossed with dark half-timber work, ; i
Near by is the Fischcultur, a prettily situated breed- (
ing place for a good many different kinds of fish. 5
Here a pleasant branch road leads to Forbach. .
Lower, the road now flanked with fruit trees, we pass l
the Waldhorn Inn with the head of a former enter- -.
prising proprietor, carved by the French sculptor t
| Dantan, smiling at us from over the door. This is at (
Oberbeuern which with Unterbeuern dots with houses g
much of the length of the Lichtenthal. The name i
Unterbeuern has, indeed, almost given place to that F
of the valley. Houses, hills, and river Qos are all :
Lichtenthal, The village is a prosperous little settle- [
ment, trying, as such will, to make you forget as you r

pass through it the beauty that everywhere over-
looks it—even the square solid villa of a Russian ¥
count on the height to the left is not unpleasing. In .

one place, just as you enter, a great mass of rock
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remains in the line of houses in the street, forcing
its face in from the wilds. Perhaps some day the
villagers will blast it away and erect an inn in its
place. Then it will be all street. At present this
hard hint and the memory of what you have come
through keep you mindful that it is not a town, as
it tries to be, but a long, spun-out, not uncomely
valley village.

It is more than possible, though, that the villagers
will not blast away that big rock, for unless I am
mistaken it is the Kitchen Rock, and to do away
" with that would surely bring ill luck. In the heart
of the Kitchen Rock the mountain elves used to
have their kitchen, and folk say that once the elves
opened a secret door from it into the cottage of a poor
peasant who lived hard by. The peasant’s wife was
at home, and she was invited to dine. The dinner
and the room it was served in were of the costliest
description. Gold and silver and rare decorations
gleamed everywhere, and the food was similarly
attractive. The peasant woman had the time of her
life, and finally departed with handsome gifts. With
these she appeased her husband, who meanwhile had
been waiting for his dinner. This access of wealth
did not bring misfortune in its train as such wealth
generally does. On the contrary, the elves threw
themselves heart and soul into the matter of the
peasant’s aggrandisement and before long he was
the big man of the village. There is no telling when
the elves may repeat this act of generosity, so the
rock will probably remain.

At the end of Unterbeuern, enclosed by a high wall
with slit windows, and overhanging corner turrets, is
the convent of Lichtenthal. This is the only estab-
lishment of its kind now existing in the province of
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Baden. It did not escape the general secularisation
which was carried out by the reigning Elector in 1803,
but a ple:L of loyalty was strong enough to bring it
back its privileges. It has a record of many centuries,
Founded in 1243 in connection with Clairvaux (from
which name in its Latin form, Clara vallis, the name
Lichtenthal is derived), it grew rapidly in wealth and
in influence. The convent church and the mortuary
chapel have several historical relics. The church is
the scene of the legend depicted in one of the Trink-
halle frescoes. The story was born of the invasion
of Germany by the French in 1689. French soldiers
were encamped in the Lichtenthal, and the abbess of
the convent, calling the nuns to prayer in the chapel,
locked the doors and hung the keys on the arm of a
Madonna image near the altar. The nuns waited in
terror, which was increased by the news brought by
a peasant girl, that the soldiers had supped courage
from the cellars of a neighbouring castle which they
had sacked, and were marching on the convent. Soon
the doors of the church gave way before their blows.
They burst in, to be checked by a vision of the image
stepping from its pedestal, and advancing in a blaze
of glory towards them. On another occasion the
convent was saved, this time, also, from French
soldiery, through the advice of the Virgin, or, as some
say, another peasant girl, who directed the nuns to
strip the tiles from the roof of convent and church so
as to give them a deserted appearance. The soldiers,
supposing themselves to have been forestalled by
other plunderers, abandoned their attack.

The convent is now reduced to a complement of
twenty nuns, who busy themselves with teaching and
sick nursing. Within the precincts is an orphan
asylum erected and endowed by the wealthy London

i
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tailor, Stultz, who was born at Kippenheim, where
there is a monument to him.

Below the village of Lichtenthal, indeed, almost with
it, Baden-Baden really begins. The river, which
before had come rioting down between ragged banks,
here starts on a career of respectability. It begins to
be, in the words of a local guide, *“ well corrected.”
It flows between even banks of tended grass, to which
stretch private gardens. And the road enters the
famous Lichtenthal Avenue. But the change is not
sudden, else I would not have advised you to enter
Baden-Baden by this way. The Avenue at first
divides the road from fields that stretch to the wooded
hills. Then little by little come villas, with a variety
of delightful gardens, tennis courts, laid-out paths,
fountains, and all the pleasing trickery of civilisation.
And almost before you are aware of it that avenue of
maples, limes, and oaks has carried you past the alley
of shops leading to the Conversationshaus and the
Trinkhalle, and you are in the town.

A good circular journey for tolerable walkers from
Baden-Baden takes in the pulpits of the Angel and
the Devil, the old castle of Eberstein, and the old
castle of Baden-Baden. To get to the two pulpits
take the Gernsbach road, follow it out of the town and
on and up. The leafy beauty of it amply compen-
sates for the slight steepness. Indeed, one reaches a
very considerable height without taking much account
of it until one turns and looks back over the town.
The pulpits are not much over a mile away. If you
keep to the road and resist the charms of steeper
footpaths, you reach the Devil’s Pulpit first. It is on
the right of the road, and a little path indicated by
a signpost takes you to it. Here, according to the
legend, the devil, distressed at the progress which was

LB BADISCHE
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

Baden-Wiirttemberg



L8 LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

60 A BOOK OF THE BLACK FOREST

being made in the town of Baden-Baden—then a
favourite of his—by Christian missionaries, took to
delivering sermons of such seductive eloquence that
thousands of waverers swelled the already well-filled
ranks of his followers. Ewvery week-day he preached,
and on Sundays he made a special effort. Converts
flowed in. It looked like a triumph so easy that he
almost regretted that he had given so much trouble
to it. But the tide turned. In the midst of one of
his most vigorous discourses, just at a moment, it is
said, when he was pointing a fine period with an
impressive rhetorical pause, a clear, beautiful voice
rang out from a neighbouring rock. He looked and
saw an angel, and instantly the thread was lost. He
tried to brazen it out, to reiterate with additional
embroidery the tale of the rewards which he had
to offer to his followers. It was of no avail. The
recruits began to fall away, and soon there were none
left but ““a few old tinkers, witches, and humbugs.”
Enraged, the devil leaped from his pulpit and landed
on the other side of the Murg—a good leap, even for
him; thence he retired towards Wildbad and set
about the building of the Devil’s Mill, and the Devil’s
Chambers. His labours here met with little success,
and he rested in the Devil’'s Bed hard by. From
there he dragged his weary frame to the Devil’s
Grave. In all of these places capable eyes can see
traces of his hoofs, his claws, or his tail. Geologists,
who are disbelieving people at best, shake their heads
and use long words. But you can’t get away from
the legend.

Topographically the devil certainly chose his pulpit
well, It stands at the central point of a great amphi-
theatre of tree-clad hills with Baden-Baden down the
valley below and Yburg’s frowning height opposite.
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With a good voice he could have been heard by a very
distant visible audience. If he saw it as I have, with
rainclouds rolling up the valley and hanging a veil
over the wooded slopes, and revealing the faint high
lights of the roof of the old church with its silhouetted
spire barely visible against the background, he must
have felt that the scenery was suitable. But the
scenery had evidently not much to do with it, for
the angel won from a place with a less impressive
view (in my opinion) though perhaps there is more
of the town visible from it. The Emperor William 1
was fond of sitting in the Devil’s Pulpit, and a black
medallion portrait commemorates the fact. The
Angel’s Pulpit is reached by a path a little higher up,
beyond where the road turns to the left towards
Ebersteinburg. It stands a little above the Devil’s,
but that, which can be seen from it with its rustic
fencing, and Mount Mercurius towering over it, looks
more impressive.

Just here signposts pointing out Dr. Rumpf’s
sanatorium are much in evidence. I am ignorant,
perhaps culpably, of the particular kind of cure which
is here inflicted, but so loudly is it advertised that
searchers after health can hardly miss it if they get
so far.

The path to the old ruin of Alt Eberstein leads to
the right at the entrance to the village of Eberstein-
burg. It is a rambling, nondescript little village,
boasting a school and Rathhaus under one roof and a
nice-looking, moderate-sized inn. Going to the castle
we pass the cemetery on the left and one is struck by
a crude symbolical device which is painted on a number
of wooden crosses. It shows an attenuated weeping
willow with an anchor at its side and a cross at its
foot. I don’t quite know what allegorical meaning

BADISCHE
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

Baden-Wiirttemberg



BADISCHE
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

62 A BOOK OF THE BLACK FOREST

this has, but whatever it is it seems to make a wide
local appeal. From this path to the castle you can
get a good idea of the symmetry of Mount Mercurius.
The castle tower is worth climbing for a view which
will give you a better notion than any map can of
how the Black Forest grows gradually out of the
plains. Look in the direction of Rastatt—straight
before you as you come out at the top of the stair—
with the Vosges Mountains in the distance. Great
velvety patches of forest (in one of which is Favorite),
cluster round Iffezheim and Sandweier and away to
the Rhine which is just visible. To the right lies
the Murg Valley with Mahlberg and a range of hills

beyond. Hornisgrinde can be seen in the direction
in which the village of Ebersteinburg lies scattered
at your feet.

In the visitors’ book kept in the castle restaurant
is to be found, above a London signature and the
date 26th May 1908, the following impudent epigram:

“ Coming, the rain has poured like cats

5, and drenched me through ;
to d

ink, and that’s

Almost all water too."

Let me say in justice that the restaurant here is as

good as most restaurants are which are in places a
little difficult of access. I tried the tea and found it
better than the epigram. As for the castle not much
is left to commemorate the ancient glory of the Counts
of Eberstein, There is the tower and a pretty en-
closed keep. This with the house of the caretaker
is nearly all. But there are legends. One, pictured

in the Trinkhalle, tells of a ruse by which the Emperor
Otto tried to obtain possession of the stronghold.
During a war upon his turbulent barons he laid siege
to it, and, failing to take it, conceived the plan of

Baden-Wiirttemberg



BLB

BADEN-BADEN 63

luring away the leaders. With this object he invited
Count Eberstein and his two brothers to a tournament
at Spires. The invitations were accepted in good
faith, but during the festivities the emperor’s daughter
told the count of her father’s scheme. Forthwith the
count and his brothers left their fellow-dancers, and
riding at breakneck speed arrived home in time to
prevent a surprise. The emperor continued the
siege, and after a very severe struggle the count,
capitulating, obtained honourable terms, with the
emperor’s daughter into the bargain. The story is
told in verse by Uhland.

Another legend is of a more Homeric pattern.
Count Ulrich of Linzgau, an early possessor of the
castle, was given up for dead while away on a crusade.
Suitors for the hand of Wendelgardis his wife crowded
the halls of Eberstein. But Wendelgardis retired to
a convent and paid only yearly visits to her castle.
On one of these occasions, an old beggar, despised of
her many lovers, embraced her, and she recognised
her lord. She was released from her conventual vows
and returned to live happily at Eberstein.

The road through the village to the old castle of
Baden-Baden takes us past the inn I have mentioned.
It takes us, too, past several notice-boards which
amusingly tell just how many minutes we are from
the castle restaurant. When I went last along the
road it was under repair, or at any rate in the hands
of the roadmakers. It had not been knocked into the
shape which is the thing with Black Forest roads.
But they were at it. It goes practically on a level
to the old castle. At the beginning of it you may,
if you wish, take a path to the left up to the Felsen,
the rocky crest of the Battert, the ridge on the side
of which the road takes its way. I think, though,
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it is better to make an excursion from the castle back |
to the Felsen. You can then go one way and back
another, and both are worth while. Also the road
is too good to be missed. A little over half-way, on
the left, there is a giant beech tree which has been ,
singled out for the distinction of a rustic seat at its ' at
foot. It is unusually tall, though slender in spite of '
the chance it gets from the square clearing round it. |
The old castle was for many years the seat of the i
Margraves of Baden. Facts of its origin are lost. |
It was probably at the height of its prosperity during
the fourteenth century. In 1479 the Margrave
Christoph 1 abandoned it as a place of residence and

retired to the new castle which he built above the 3
town. He, however, died in the old castle. It ¥
continued to be inhabited until 1689, when the French 0
destroyed it together with the new building. Since I
then it has been a ruin. As a ruin it is in extent i
second only to the castle at Heidelberg, among all '
the castles in this part of Germany. It stands stolidly I

on huge masses of rock, ivy grown and moss covered, 8
in which small trees have found root. It is a bewilder- 4

' ing exercise to try to picture the complete pile from t
what remains. There are many inaccessible windows; §
numerous little flights of steps that now lead nowhere ; f
a wealth of different levels of earth, which form the ¥
floors. In its precincts is, of course, a restaurant. 8

And there is an aviary with many gay-plumaged
birds, and, in a wired den, a great dog, not too friendly

to visitors. f

One of the castle’s numberless traditions tells of f
a certain Margrave Katharine, who, in 1475, set up i
on its walls a tent to protect herself and her children A
from the black death which was then raging. Her k

advice to the townsfolk to wash their streets thoroughly
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with the hot water which came so plentifully from
the Baden-Baden springs, did much to exterminate
the pest. At least two ghosts, a grey lady and the
Margrave Christoph, haunt the ruins at night. I
have not seen them, but then I have not been there
at night.

There is another story about the old castle, the
truth of which I have not had the good luck to be able
to test. It seems that somewhere in the solid rock
on which it is built there is a secret vault with a store
of silver, which any one may take who is sufficiently
ready with his fists. I believe the only man who up
till now has managed to draw on this free bank is
a certain miller who lived at Baden-Baden. Times
were hard with him, and his mill was so badly in need
of repair that the local authorities served him with a
notice to rebuild. He was considering how this was
to be effected on a total capital of one old sack, when
he saw facing him a distinguished-looking personage
in the dress of a hunter. Being told the facts the
sportsman took the miller to the old castle, and with
a key which was lying in a cleft of the rock opened
the secret vault. The miller, having brought the
sack with him, was not slow to avail himself of his
friend’s invitation to carry away as much silver as he
wanted. The hunter then vanished, and the miller
set about rebuilding his mill. He spared no expense ;
in fact, he built so lavishly that his money was ex-
hausted almost before the structure had risen above
the ground floor. I fancy the pointed sneers of
envious neighbours were responsible for his deter-
mination to visit the silver vault on his own account.
At any rate, there he went, opening the door with the
key which was in the old place. On one of the strong
boxes crouched a dog, and the eyes of the dog were

3
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fiery and forbidding. But the miller thought of his
headless mill and spoke soothingly, though with
inward fears. The dog, having lived a life in which
there were more kicks than caresses, was taken aback,
and actually allowed himself to be wheedled from his
post. The miller filled his sack and turned to go. In
the doorway stood the huntsman black with rage.
Instantly the pair grappled, and ultimately the miller
won through a despairing cry to the Virgin for assist-
ance, for at the name the huntsman vanished, and
the miller returned home to spend the fruits of victory
among the builders. As it is pretty certain he did
not drain the supply of silver, there is still some
waiting. But the key is rather hard to find.

Above the castle a series of paths alternating with
flights of stone steps lead to the Felsen Meer—the Sea
of Rocks. The best view of the castle is to be had
from what one may call the first storey of the Felsen.
From this platform, just above the tower of the castle,
and by the side of the golden ball at the top of its
flagstaff, you may see the broad ribbon of the Rhine
whose course is traceable left and right. Nearer is
the wide level valley with those same velvety patches
of forest which we saw from the tower of Eberstein.
This part of the Felsen is roughly built about with
great blocks of stone which with the steps leading to
it give it almost the appearance of another ruined
castle. Higher up, the rugged grandeur of the rocks
themselves has this look without human help. The
Felsen, in fact, seem now as though Nature, mocking
the Margraves of Baden, had erected a vast stronghold
to overawe them. But, of course, the reverse is really
the case. The Margraves were the mockers and the
laugh is with the Felsen, which was from the first a
ruined tumble of great stones, and is one still. The
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greater heights are made accessible by more rough steps,
which are built of rock (not hewn out of it, as some
guides say). The best point for a vi ‘W—one must
be for ever talking of views in the Black Forest—is
from the Bridges, which are situated just below the
rustic shelter of the Black Forest Association. There
are various recognised paths and steep ascents, besides
others which the more adventurous may strike out
for themselves. One of the paths is known as the
Hermit’s Way, and it is the particular walk of the
ghost of a certain young man named Immo. This
noble gentleman—he was a baron—did nothing but
hunt. All day and every day, Sundays and all, he
hunted, and nothing else would distract him, be it
friend, foe, or fair lady. His old nurse even, so they
say, could do nothing. It happened that one Sunday
morning, resisting the entreaties of this affectionate
old person who wanted him to g0 to church and meet
the daughter of a neighbouring baron, he went forth
to the chase and started a snow-white deer, It led
him to the wild rough ground of the Felsen Meer,
where suddenly appeared to him a maid of dazzling
beauty, and he was powerless. He was sensible
enough to see that this vision (though foolish matter-
of-fact folk have tried to explain it as the old nurse
disguised) was by way of vindicating the power of
love and beauty. He abandoned forthwith the chase
of animals and devoted his life to hunting for another
vision of the lady. It never came, and he hunts it
still, a withered, grey-frocked and becowled figure,
to be seen by moonlight or at any time between sun-
set and sunrise, when the glare of day is discreetly
darkened.

The road to the town passes through the woods and
down to the new castle. Before we reach this there
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is a monument to the Marquis of Montperny, a simple
round stone column beneath a fine broad-spreading
oak, hemmed about with small beeches.

The new castle of Baden-Baden dates from 1479,
but there is little externally to indicate so early an
origin. It was enlarged by the Margrave Philip 11
about a century later ; but it remained for the Grand
Duke Leopold, whose statue is in the Sophien Strasse,
and his son Frederic, the late Grand Duke, to restore
it and bring it to its present condition of habitable
splendour. It contains an extensive collection of
grand ducal ancestors, not artistically remarkable,
and much finely carved furniture. It has also a very
serviceable suite of dungeons, which popular tradition,
probably wrongly, makes the scene of religious per-
secutions connected with the Inquisition. Some of
the cells are fitted with beautifully massive stone
doors, which swing on their hinges only with severe
muscular persuasion. And there is a superb oubliette.

Another walk out from and back to Baden-Baden
is up to Yburg Castle and down by the Geroldsau
waterfall. The Yburg road turns to the right from
the Lichtenthal Avenue and gets to work at once
with a sharp up-gradient. Villas are all the view at
first, but you soon rise above them, and get spreading
glimpses of the town. I think there is only one place
where the winding road may be shortened to walkers
by a segmental cut. It is not far from the bottom.
For the rest the way lies round the curved sides of
hills, and though not very short, is about as short as
it can be made. Half-way up or so, overlooking 2
grand prospect of the Lichtenthal, with Mercurius
and Staufenberg beyond, and Gunzenbach, to which
a path leads, immediately below, are the town water-
works, a massive bit of masonry suggestive of any-
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thing but water to the thirsty climber. A little
farther on, though, some natural waterworks send
a trickling stream—you can hear it as you approach—
under the road and down into the trough of hills.
A log hut marks the turning which you must take
to Yburg. You have come fairly high but you are
not there yet. There is a stretch almost level, some
down slopes, and finally the stiffest pull of all—whether
you take the carriage road to the right or the footpath
to the left. Then you are within the castle gate and
in the precincts of a shady and welcome restaurant.
The indoor part of it is at the base of the square
tower. There are views from the windows but those
from the top are better. The Rhine Valley direction
presents perhaps most of interest. Here Neuweier
is just below you, Steinbach beyond, Biihl farther off
to the left, the spire of its church conspicuous. A
ridge of wooded hills hides the beautiful Biihl Valley,
which provides a charming walk to the Murg Valley
on the other side. Strasburg Cathedral is easily
seen on a fairly clear day.

The restaurant has a well-stocked visitors’ book.
Pictures, bars of music, verses, are all to be found.
Hoping against hope, I looked for the hand which
had libelled the tea at old Eberstein, and found
it. The writer seemed better pleased, but was
cynical, and a thought strained. Still, here are his
lines :

“The toilsome climb to Yburg's amply worth
To see, mapwise, a corner of God’s earth ;
And, from this guest book, some idea you’ll win
Anent the witty fools who dwell therein.”

Going back, you must traverse the same ground
which you covered in coming until you get to the
log hut again ; unless, that is, you are for one of the
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places which we have seen from the tower. Sign-
posts will help you in either case. At the log hut
beware, if you are cycling, of the board which direets
you to the Geroldsau waterfall. If you have brought
a bicycle with an idea of the pleasure of free wheel-
ing down—not a bad idea, though the bicycle will
not help you at the waterfall, nor near it—you must
keep to the carriage road which is to the left of the
other—the one marked for Geroldsau. This last is
no more than a cart track, and in places a bad one
at that, The cyclist will find that it puts too severe
a strain on his brakes. Also punctures are more than
possible, and even upsets, for stripped pine trunks,
to say nothing of lesser branches, have a trick
of appearing across the fairway. For a walker,
however, it is a very charming way. The Zimmer-
platz is the point to make for. Signboards keep you
to your course despite their spelling of the word
with only one “m.” At Zimmerplatz, which
is the meeting-place of some half a dozen roads
and paths, you have a choice. A road opposite
here, broad, but soon to become narrow to the verge
of single-file companionship, takes you to the water-
fall. This way is tortuous but is probably the most
direct. The carriage road goes down to the left of
it to the village of Geroldsau. From here there are
two ways to the fall. One a road which approaches
the left side of it, the other a footpath which, shady
and pleasant, takes the other side and eventually joins
the path leading from the Zimmerplatz. Whichever
way you select I think you will not be disappointed.
The waterfall, to be sure, is not very much of a waterfall
as such things go. There is very little actual fall to
a great deal of sliding and slithering down an easy
slope. But this slope and the whole course of the
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water is grandly shaded. There is a wonderful pro-
fusion of ferns, though perhaps not many varieties.
Moss-grown boulders cling to the leaf-strewn soil.
There are mysterious distant glimmers of light
through the trees, and a dampness under foot. All
of which things are proper to waterfalls.

I The road through the wvillage, disconnected and

' wavering as are the greater part of the collections of
houses which in the Black Forest valleys are bound
together by one name, takes you eventually to the
Lichtenthal, and you are accompanied all the way
by the noisy little stream which the fall has brought
into being. This finally joins the Oos and goes with
it behind the convent.

Yburg has no legend of its own so far as I know,
but a young knight, Burkhard Keller of Yburg, is
the hero of one connected with a spot not far from
the old castle of Baden-Baden. There are two ver-
sions of the story. One accounts for the stone
monument at ,place called Keller’s Picture; the
other for a stc{@cross inscribed with his name which
is not far off. The picture story relates how Burk-
hard, one of the gentlemen of the court of the widow
of the Margrave Christopher, used to pay almost
daily visits to the beautiful daughter of the castellan
of Kuppenheim, in the Murg Valley. Riding home
one night he was suddenly confronted by a fair lady
whom he did not know. Discreetly he passed her
by, but was moved by curiosity to make inquiries.
All he could learn was that a heathen temple once
stood on the spot where he had seen her. Testing
this report, he excavated from the earth a marble
statue of a woman whose features were those of his
vision. He fell in love with the statue, and the statue,
like Niobe, so far reciprocated as to descend and
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clasp him in its arms. Thus embracing he was found
one might by his servant, who, flying panic-stricken
for help, returned to see his master dead. The image
of a saint was set up to mark the place, and the
seductive statue was broken and cast into the Murg.
Of the saint’s image there is nothing to be seen to-day.
Instead there is a square column with a square cap
containing a glazed niche, in which is a not wvery
valuable oil painting of a female face. This column
is dated 1709. The other story represents Burk-
hard as a faithless swain, who, while wooing a lady of
Baden, went gallivanting after a Murg Valley maid.
The Baden sweetheart followed him on one of his
visits and stabbed him. The place is marked by a
stone cross, once, I think, of Gothic design, but now
too weather-beaten to be very distinctly of any
architectural order. It stands on a small heap of
rocks.

To get to it from Baden-Baden it is perhaps best
to take the road to the old castle agli¢o descend by
a way which leads from the main ance past the
yard where visitors leave their carriages. From
here a path goes down the hill, and after passing a
large pool on the left reaches the cross. It is a
lonely spot. Following the path onwards we come
to another path to the left, and a walk of a few minutes
brings us to the Keller Bild. Here five roads meet,
or, more accurately, five roads and a pathway. Of
the roads one leads to Balg, one to Rothenfels, one
(that by which we have come) to Ebersteinburg,
one to the new castle, and one to Baden Scheuern
and Oos. The pathway is of them all the most inter-
esting to pursue unless your way lies definitely to
any of these places, It leads up to Hardtberg by
a fairly steep ascent to a log shelter at a point which
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gives a glimpse of the three castles, Eberstein, Baden,
and Yburg. Thence it goes on to Balg, and from Balg
you may get back to Baden-Baden along the Oos Valley
by a path which provides grand views not only of the
distant town with its background of hills, but also
of the Rhine plains and the Vosges. It is worth
while to walk this way.

Near Baden-Baden station, a little way before
you come to it, as you walk up this Qos Valley road,
a road crosses the railway line for the Friesenberg
and the Waldsee and the Fremersberg. The chief
points of interest in this part are the castle of Solms-
Braunfels—a modern imitation of a medieval strong-
hold with a fine view of the town—and the Graco-
Russian chapel whose gilded dome is a prominent
feature for many miles. The chapel was built in
memory of a young Russian prince. Within, the
statues of his parents stand enveloped in silken cover-
ings, to be removed on their death. Good roads lead
from the Friesenberg down to the Conversationshaus.

_ The top of the tower on the top of the Fremers-
s | berg is another glorious place from which to see the
lie of the land. There is an uninterrupted view on
every side. Starting from the old castle, which is
immediately behind you as you get to the top of
the spiral staircase—looking north-east, that is—the
Battert with the precipitous front of the Felsen is
very plainly to be seen on the right of the ruin. Then
between the Battert and Mount Mercurius is the
rising valley with the Devil’s Pulpit and the road
winding up to it. To the right of Mercurius is
Staufenberg with Teufelsmiihle, where the devil went
after his pulpit defeat, beyond. Then comes the
long, slow, upward slope of Hohloh. Farther round to
the right are Ruhberg, Seekopf, and Badener Hohe
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(with its conspicuous tower). Pliflig and Mehl-
iskopf are mnext. Then Hochkopf and Hornis-
grinde with Yburg in front of them. In this direction,
too, is Brigitten-Schloss, of which more later. Then
comes the great Rhine plain which spreads right
round behind us as we stand, dotted with towns
too numerous to name, too distant, many of them,
to be seen more than faintly excepting on the clearest
of days; and among them the Rhine, like some
transparent vein in the surface of the land, winding
here and there, now broadly visible, now but a faint
streak, now altogether hidden.

The Fremersberg has a piece of legendary history,
which may be true, in the story of the foundation
of a monastery which once stood on it. This was
built in 1450 by the Margrave Jacob out of gratitude,
so runs the tale, to two hermits who sheltered him
in their log hut, when, out hunting, he had lost his
way in the forest. A villa now stands on its site,
and a stone cross with an inscription, set up by the
Grand Duke Leopold, marks the position of the old
high altar.

The way up to the Fremersberg from Baden-Baden
turns off the Lichtenthal Avenue at the same point
as the Yburg road, keeping to the right, while that
keeps to the left. There is little to be seen as you
go up. Those who undertake the climb must take
an hour’s patience to last them till they emerge
above the treetops on the summit of the tower.
The road is a long zigzag which may be shortened
and made steeper by paths. Coming down you may
choose the way to the Jagdhaus and so to the road
from Qos to Baden-Baden. The Jagdhaus was built
by the Margrave Ludwig George. It provides good
views of the Rhine and the Vosges mountains. I
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lost my way once in this neighbourhood, and found
myself wandering among fields and orchards and
vineyards, accompanied on the rough cart track by
pairs of cows yoked to rustic waggons. I emerged
at length on the road not far from Biihl and came
home through QOos. Oos, by the way, to the people
of Baden-Baden, is the place where you go for golf-
spiel (which sounds a silly game) on a fair nine-hole
course, belonging to a good club.
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CHAPTER 1V
WILDBAD AND PFORZHEIM

Music and the waters—Protected wild flowers—The interrupted
bath—A lively motor omnibus—The wicked uncle—The devil's
mill—The German Emperor and the capercailzie—Unreliable in-
formation—The value of a map—A town of jewellers—Interesting
ruins—Guilds—Advice to wayfarers.

CTING on the precedent established by the
cloven-hoofed preacher of the pulpit legend,

we may jump conveniently from Baden-Baden to
Wildbad. Wildbad is a very restful, pleasant place
to stay in for a short time, but I think one should
avoid a long sojourn there, because it is one of those
towns whose atmosphere tends to bring one to a kind
of mental stagnation. It urges people to that con-
dition of isolated contentment in which nothing a
mile or two outside the town very much matters.
Inside there is not wvery much that does matter.
Wildbad is a place where many people go every year
to take the waters. The majority of them do not
want the waters, but they take them all the same.
Good instrumental concerts are given in the neighbour-
hood of the springs, and the music and the water
serve as excuses for each other and for a general
lassitude which wakes up occasionally into a public
ball. For the energetic there is practically nothing
to do at Wildbad but to go away from it, walking
in the mountains round about. Some of the invalids
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do this, too, in a leisurely way, measuring their
energies and gauging their returning health by
wayside stones marked with a red “T” which
Bismarck’s old physician, Dr. Schweninger, had
erected for his patients. Structurally Wildbad is
not much more than two long streets with a river
between them, a railway station at one end, and
a garden at the other. In the streets are hotels,
many of them bathing establishments. The river
is the Enz, and the Enz and the garden, prettily

. combining, make the bath endurable and help people

- to forget the railway which brought them. The
gardens, indeed, are really charming. Made on the
slopes of a narrow valley down which the river winds
under trees, they have enough of open sunny
space to produce flowers well. There is a delight-
ful collection of Alpine plants, too, rose-covered
pergolas, and a group of wild flowers, well, but not
obtrusively, bedded, and blooming as they ought
to bloom and will if they are given a chance. In a
corner of the garden is a model of a huntsman’s cottage,
hung with spoils of the chase, and provided with
the regulation fur-covered couch of romance. You {
may sit there in the shade and be a hunter to your \
heart’s content.,

The public supply of the town spring—a long,
covered promenade with a drinking fountain at each
end—is at the lower end of the garden. The promenade
is continued in a row of little shops, where the usual
kinds of mementoes are sold, and a detached book-
shop where those who have not succumbed to the
prevailing inertia and lost concern with the beyond
may get newspapers of many nationalities, and those
who have may borrow novels.

The medicinal properties of the Wildbad waters are
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said to have been discovered accidentally by Count
Eberhard of Swabia, who lmppcnr'd to see a wild boar
bathing a wound in the spring. In his later years he
seems to have taken himself and his rheumatism very
frequently thither. So constant indeed were his
libations, that on the occasion of an attack on the
town by Count Wolf of Eberstein, he was surprised
in his bath and only escaped through the timely help
of an old shepherd, who plucked him out as he was
and carried him to the castle of Zavelstein, some miles
away in the mountains at the back of the town—a
very respectable feat, if we neglect the question of
raiment.

If you should have elected to enter the Black Forest
by way of Pforzheim, the traditional Roman gate, you
can reach Wildbad easily enough by rail or road.
The road to Wildbad mounting all the way, though
not seriously, takes you through pretty little villages
preoccupied for the most part with their timber.
They are busy places, but peaceful. Neuenbiirg has
little on its mind but a railway bridge that rather
spoils the look of its river, but is useful in ways that
compensate. Hofen is similarly all logs and sawn
planks. All the villages are much of this nature, and
between them are orchards and fields dotted with
their hay sheds—a characteristic feature of the
district. But if you wish to get to Wildbad from
the Baden-Baden direction there is a choice of routes.
There is a road leading from Gernsbach through
Loffenau, Herrenalb, and Dobel, which joins the
Pforzheim road between Ncuenburg and Hofen,
and enters Wildbad that way. And there are foot-
paths over the mountains, These are the best, I
think. I have never walked along the road, but
I have travelled over it in the motor omnibus running
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in the summer months between Baden-Baden and
Wildbad. That undoubtedly adds interest to the
less interesting parts of the way—for there are parts
of it which are dull, notably round Rothensol. It
is not a very comfortable means of transit, this motor
omnibus. Whenever I have had occasion to use it
I have had the bad luck to find one with the seats
placed sideways instead of facing the front. Some
of the cars, are, I believe, of this latter type, but the
others have always been allotted for use on my days.
It is very difficult to sit at all, whether comfortably
or uncomfortably, on these sideway seats when you
are being flung round a sharp bend of the road. In
such circumstances it is no uncommon thing to assault
your neighbour opposite or be assaulted by him.
One cannot help it. There is a mutual understanding,
and, as I said, it relieves the monotony in one or two—
there are not more—tedious spots. It jolts you a
good deal, too, for villages have a way of proclaiming
proprietary rights in their part of the road, by making
it up with big granite setts, which are worse than
the cobbles in an English inn yard. Loffenau is one
of these. It is a delightful little place to look at,
timbered cottages all white, criss-crossed with brown
or black, and there is an inn of the same make, an
old posting-house, the Eagle (a double-headed one).
A calm place originally, but that motor omnibus
flings us into it and out of it as though we were crossing
a firing line. This village is three miles from Gerns-
bach, but it is some distance before you lose sight of
the little town on the banks of the Murg, with its
white church looking like a swan perched on a nest
of roofs. It keeps on appearing and disappearing
as the road winds up and to and fro. One loses
sight of it at last when the trees blot out the view
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and leave just unrecognisable patches of purple
distance between them. There is a long descent
into Herrenalb, with its small part of a ruined monas-
tery, and its ridge of cliff-like rocks running down
the valley.

From Herrenalb road or railway takes us to
Karlsruhe, through Frauenalb, Marxzel, and Ett-
lingen, following the course of a little river, the Alb,
which rises in the Langemahtskopf not far from
the Teufelsmiihle. The religious establishments at
Herrenalb and Frauenalb, the one a monastery the
other a convent, were founded by Berthold mr of
Eberstein. Herrenalb was a votive offering for his
safe return from Palestine; Frauenalb traces its
origin ultimately to a hunting adventure of a some-
what unconventional kind. It happened that Berthold
was afield with one Albrecht of Zimmern, and Albrecht
in pursuit of a deer was separated from his companion.
Suddenly a spectre beckoned him to a castle which
stood near. Albrecht entered, and was treated with
silent courtesy by a company of distinguished strangers
feasting at table, at the head of which was a command-
ing figure whose features seemed familiar. Not being
invited to join the revels, Albrecht made his way out
again, much mystified. Outside, the spectre ex-
plained that the chairman of the feast was the Baron
Frederick of Zimmern, Albrecht’s uncle, who was
doing penance after death for a life of oppression
relieved only by an interval of legitimate ferocity
during a crusade. Now Albrecht was something of
a tyrant himself, and I judge that he was also a martyr
to dyspepsia, for a possible fate which entailed 2
perpetual banquet made so serious an impression on
him, and also on Berthold when he in turn had heard
the story, that both men founded convents as a
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safeguard against any such disastrous future for
themselves.

Pursuing the Wildbad road from Herrenalb, we
mount a long slope through dense Wurtemberg forests
to the open land at the top—the dull, uninteresting
part. Then we are hurled down again and flung—
I am still thinking of that motor omnibus—among
Dobel’s timber yards, and before you can think of it
you are at Wildbad, dazed and dusty.

If this journey is not too exciting, it makes a pleasant
excursion from Baden-Baden to take the motor
omnibus to Wildbad and walk back over the hills.
It is a longish walk, but good. Up from Wildbad
there are steep paths and easy ones—very easy—and
a railway. You may choose which you will take.

An interesting route takes in the Wildehorn See,
Kaltenbronn, Hohloh, with the Hohlohmiss See, and
passing the Teufelsmiihle, approaches Gernsbach by
way of Lautenbach. This makes a long walk, which
may be shortened by going more directly to the
Teufelsmiihle, a spot which, as its name suggests, is
one of the favoured haunts of the Evil One. It is
said that that personage was building a mill here, and
owing to some unforeseen delay the work could not
be completed by one o’clock in the morning when,
according to a time-worn infernal custom, devils
retire to a well-earned repose. In a fit of rage—he
is hasty-tempered, from all accounts—Satan flung a
great boulder of rock at the unfinished building and
left it in a permanent state of ruin. It is those ruins
which visitors go to Teufelsmiihle to see and to climb,
and personally I think they are deserving.

Not far from Teufelsmiihle is Reichenthal, where
there is one of several inns of the Black Forest which
have the Auerhahn as a sign. The Auerhahn is the

6
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capercailzie, and that fine bird lures many people to
the Black Forest who go there for nothing else. I
have never tried to shoot him, but I understand that |
he affords sport which has many of the thrills of
melodrama. To taste of these the German Emperor
goes yearly to stay with the Prince von Fiirstenberg
at Donaueschingen, whence expeditions are made
to the Berneck Valley. It seems that the Auerhahn,
like some of our English wild duck, is regular in his
habits, and those who watch him may be sure of
seeing him in certain places at certain times. A
story was told me of a forester who earned a word
of praise and a pat on the shoulder from the Emperor
himself by predicting the arrival of a bird in exactly
three minutes. The Emperor stood waiting with his
watch in his hand, and it happened as the man had
foretold. There is something rather romantic, I
think, about that, but the stalking is more romantic
still, and a little sad, for it is in effect a love tragedy.

The bird is stalked where he alights, but so alert is
he that one cannot approach a step unless he himself ,
makes it possible. Every now and then he calls to his
mate, ruffling his feathers and uttering cries which
effectually deafen his ears to other sounds. It is
during the brief duration of these love songs that the
stalkers approach, and at length there are no more
love songs, but only a corpse in the undergrowth,
and elsewhere a fluttering heart that waits in vain—
or until the next mating season brings consolation.

I do not recommend any one to take the road which
leads out of Wildbad to Freudenstadt. It is rather
long, and there is not enough wvariety of scenery to
compensate the walker or the cyclist. It makes a
pleasing drive, though still rather too long, but if you
have to supply the locomotive force yourself it is
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hardly worth while. All this, let me remark, is
valuable information. I got it by experience, having
failed to elicit it by careful inquiries. If I remember
rightly it was in Rastatt that I asked about it.
The host of my hotel there, being himself no
geographer, referred me to one of his guests. I
think the guest must have been a commercial
traveller, for he said he had been doing that road
constantly for the last eighteen years. He spoke an
unintelligible German dialect, and in default of that
conveyed his meaning to me in the worst French
I have ever tried to understand. But I got at what
he intended to say clearly enough. For eighteen
years he had done that road, and it was 12 meters
from Wildbad to Freudenstadt. Here I began to
argue, adducing proofs in the shape of a map. I
showed him that the distance from Ruhstein to
Freudenstadt, which was a little over half of that
from Wildbad to Freudenstadt, was definitely 26
kilometers, because I had myself noted the kilometer
stones by the wayside. That was unanswerable,
but my informant had an answer for it. * From
Ruhstein to Freudenstadt must be a very bad road.”
One should have been chary of accepting any in-
formation from ome whose logic was so brilliantly
inconsequent, but I was young and reckless, and
anxious to be reassured, no matter by whom, for
I bad that journey from Wildbad to make and I
wanted it to be as easy as possible. So I went on
collecting facts from him. He said that it was level
the whole way. Thinking that he might have been
misled by a slight down grade—for I knew by the
positions of the two towns, one at the top of the Murg,
and the other at the bottom or near, that there must
be a rise somewhere—I tried to help him. Perhaps,
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I suggested, he had come only from Freudenstadt
to Wildbad. No, he had gone both ways. It was
almost level. As, subsequently, he reconsidered his
estimate of the distance, and in the light of my demon-
stration brought it up by gradual steps from 12 to
25, and from 25 to 40 kilometers, I accepted his
verdict on the question of hilliness. When the time
came for me to make the journey it was a very hot
day in June. I began to realise that one may not
rely on casual information if one wishes to travel
comfortably in the Black Forest. It is not well to be
without a good map (as I was then). My informant had
evidently gone over the road so many times that he
did it mechanically without noticing what it was
like. First of all, it is 44 kilometers, that is
about 27 miles, to Freudenstadt. There is a gradual
though not tedious rise all the way to Enzkldsterle,
a little place grouped about a bridge crossing the
Enz which comes with us all the way so far. At
Enzklosterle begins a distinctly perceptible rise.
Here keeping in mind my guide’s idea of the level
road, I made excuses for him. “ This is just a little
hill,” T said to myself; ““ he could never be able to
bear in his mind every small piece of up-and-down
roadway.” So I spoke for him, but it was not a
small piece of up-and-down roadway. It was a steady
pull past Gompelschener and Poppelthal and on.
Every now and then there was an extra little rise in
the road, and I said to myself, * This is really the
end. That bump marks it.” But that happened
over and over again. One was close to a mountain
from which flowed a stream which joined the Enz
lower down. I drank deep of the waters as they
began their flow, making a cup from a stiff leaf of a
sketch book, and thinking that the draught would
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cool me for the downward run. There was no down-
ward run for three miles. Up and up I went, through
pleasant woodland scenery, it is true—no Black
Forest scenery is really bad—but #p, and that was
enough to spoil all. At last I did begin to descend.
I felt the joyous run of my cycle wheels as they sped
on unassisted, but it came to an end. At the foot
of the short hill was the source of the Nagold, one of
the rivers that join the confluence at Pforzheim.
I drank deep of that too. Then up again. The
Nagold spring is 803 meters above the level of the sea,
but still the road went up. I passed Urnagold, a
hamlet all church, or at least with one great church
to four houses, and Besenfeld, a great scattered place
with a church scarcely visible, so small is it. And
then at last the road descended, in real earnest, with
a swoop into the Murg Valley. The view here is
splendid, but the descent is not much of a reward,
because it is too steep to be quite comfortably ridden,
and it is over too soon. The road joins the Murg at
Schonegriind, and thence, through one of the least
interesting parts of the valley, I rode on to Kloster-
reichenbach and took the train to Freudenstadt to
avoid the hill thither, Perhaps I have not done the
road justice. I may have been prejudiced by the
heat, and perhaps I was up too early that morning.
I was up early, though I did not start from Wildbad
until nearly twelve. Perhaps it is because a thick
log, left right across the road by some man building
a house near Enzklosterle, unnoticed by me till I was
close upon it, threw me clumsily from my machine,
luckily without hurt. Whatever be the reason I did
not enjoy that day, and it stands out unique in my
memory of the Black Forest. As I have said, it is
conceivably more enjoyable in more comfortable
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circumstances. The trip is a recognised one by |
carriage from Freudenstadt and back. In my opinion
it is not worth doing, but it is worth having done.
For one reason it marks the eastern boundary-line
of the part of the forest which it is good to visit. And
many paths lead from it on the right as you go
in the Freudenstadt direction. Several go up to the
Hornberg, and another goes through Sprollenhaus
and Kaltenbronn following a stream which flows from
the lake at the top of Hohloh to the Enz. Hohloh
affords a fine view of the Enz Valley, and of the
Wurtemburg Forest beyond, and, on the other side,
of the Murg and the heights around Baden-Baden.
A road leads down from it in the direction of Eberstein,
In the other direction from Wildbad the Enz runs
to Pforzheim, which is a place of ups and downs,
so far as its streets go, with a tradition dating back
to Roman times, and little to show for it. Some,

iith:
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indeed, have assigned to it a history even older, but it
of that there is even less visible evidence. As for a
the Roman associations, it was once called Porta b
4 Hercyniae, meaning the Gate of the Hercynian Forest, el
or of a portion of it, for the Romans so named forests (o

stretching far north of the present Black Forest.
How the town came to be called Pforzheim has been
matter for philological discussion, and those who
have juggled the present name out of the Latin may
triumph in having discovered the only Roman relic I
now left. The church, the oldest tangible thing leit an
in the place, was begun in the eleventh century. Itis
perhaps less interesting than from its antiquity it
ought to be, but it is curious in that it is divided into
two portions, one for Roman Catholics, and one for
Lutherans.

Geographically, Pforzheim marks the confluence of
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two rivers, the Enz and the Nagold, though one must
be well acquainted with the two and the town’s
surroundings to realise it. The Wurm joins the
Nagold at a point a little way up the valley. Down
the valley of the Nagold—we have seen already where
it rises—is not a bad way to come from Wildbad.

A road leads to Hirsau where there are the interest-
ing ruins of the Abbey of Hirsau. These cover a good
deal of ground, and though the profusion of the various
buildings is confusing, a good idea of an old monastery
can be obtained with the help of the plan posted at
the entrance. The foundation dates from very early
times—one of the first abbots was St. William, who
died in rogr—but parts of the great group of edifices
were used later for secular purposes.

The old Abbots’ Palace, at the south end, for
instance, was taken as a palace by the Dukes of
Wurtemberg. Here a great elm grows and spreads
its branches where once was the roof. Uhland has
a poem on it, with a Lutheran moral. A mile or two
above Hirsau is Calw, the peaceful and industrious
relic of what was once the feudal centre of the district.
Going down, the road passes Liebenzell with a square
towered castle frowning over it. Liebenzell is by
way of becoming a “cure” place, with vague am-
bitions, perhaps, of rivalling Wildbad. The road,
shadier and prettier lower than higher, though it is
pleasant all the way, passes Reichenbach, Weissenstein,
and Dillstein before it finally reaches Pforzheim.

A good part of Pforzheim has the quaintly irregular
gabled look of a seventeenth-century town, and such
juvenile age—juvenile, I mean, compared with its
Roman reputation—it really possesses. But it is fast
forgetting that. It has thrived too well on its jewellery,
in spite of Birmingham competition with its duo-
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decimal monetary system which is almost the despair
of those who export to England., The place has,
indeed, grown so rapidly through this trade that it is,
paradoxically, no longer recognisable at a glance, as
it was once, as essentially a habitation of jewel workers,
The jewellery trade grew out of an older Black
Forest craft, that of the lapidary. The Black Forest
lapidaries, with a guild at Freiburg, had a fame of
which more than one sixteenth-century writer takes
note. Freiburg saw little of them after the middle
of the seventeenth century, but Waldkirch and
Oberharmersbach have still a few survivors of their
descendants. But as the lapidaries’ craft disappeared
that of the jewellers grew into being, and Pforzheim
became its centre.

The origin of guilds may be traced to the dim mists
of pre-Roman times. Formed in the first instance
with objects of mutual protection against enemies,
they developed into bodies, akin to our City companies,
to safeguard the interests of particular trades. The
guilds had stringent regulations governing followers
of handicrafts, and aspirants were compelled to
apprentice themselves to duly authorised members.
At the termination of the period of apprenticeship
the apprentice had to travel for three or four years
to gain experience, and then, on the production of
a masterpiece of his own make, he might, if it were
approved, receive the freedom of the guild together
with the right to exercise his skill in a free city. The
travelling system endured until quite recent years,
and since the young men had no money but what
they earned it unquestionably taught them, literally
and metaphorically, to put their best leg foremost.

The Pocket Books of hints and instructions which
each of them carried form an interesting commentary
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on the trials and perils of wayfarers. I take the
following paragraphs from William Howitt’s Rural
and Domestic Life in Germany, in which he quotes
from the Berlin Handworker’s Pocket Book of 1842 :—

“ Keep as much as possible to the highways. Every
sidepath, every woodway, is dangerous. Thou mayest
not only diverge from the right track, if one of thy
companions do not know it exactly, but mayest run
into danger of being seized by robbers, and be plunged
into a variety of troubles. When thou leavest the
herberge, take care to inquire out exactly the right
way ; note down, in all cases, the guiding signs and
names of places on the road; yet, even in these
inquiries, be cautious; and when thou observest
suspicious characters, conceal as much as passible
the real direction of thy journey. When thou losest
thyself in the woods, mark the bark of the trees.
The rough side is towards the north ;: and from that
observation steer thy course. If thou meetest on
the highway other wanderers, be not too confidential
in thy discourse, decline the courtesy of the proffered
flask, and take heed to be the last in the troop.

“ Seek herberge in towns when possible, rather than
in villages, and never, or only under the most urgent
necessity, in lonely ale-houses, mills, wood-houses,
and the like. It is better to turn back again, or to
shorten the day’s travel, when thou canst not reach
the place thou hast intended, than rashly to rum
thyself into danger. Seek to avoid insecure districts,
or pass them only in a strong party, or early in the
morning. Perhaps waggoners may be on the way.
Join thyself to them, and advance beyond them only
with the greatest circumspection. Shouldst thou be
compelled to pass the night in suspicious quarters,
spend as little as possible ; avoid stupefying drink ;
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place thy knapsack under thy head ; grasp thy stick
in thy hand, and commit thyself to God in earnest
prayer. Shouldst thou be attacked, defend thyself
manfully, where the contest is not too unequal;
where that is the case, surrender thy property to saye
thy life.”

One regrets that time and Herr Baedeker should
have deprived such advice of its value. In the Black
Forest there are no robbers either on the road or in
the inns (where they are sometimes elsewhere). And
if you are walking it is surprisingly easy to get your
luggage conveyed ahead of you by rail.

: BADISCHE
BLB LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

Baden-Wiirttemberg



CHAPTER V
THE HORNISGRINDE

A way with waggon horses—Bored waiters—A road to nowhere
—Water nymphs—Bloodstained water-lilies—An old posting-
house.

OR lazy people (amongst whom at times I have
counted myself) who do not care for the walk,

a motor omnibus plies between Baden-Baden and
Hundseck, and it is not a bad plan for those who
wish to visit the Hornisgrinde and the Mummelsee to
go in it. It gets one over the greater part of the
long uphill road, and there is not likely to be any
mishap worse than the occasional blocking of the
road by timber waggons. This happened to me once
at a place a little above the Geroldsau Waterfall. Tt
was a long pair-horse cart loaded with logs of wood.
All the wheels in turn had to be prised up with a
special ratchet arrangement which the carters carry
for occasions when the roads are seared with ruts,
as they are in these parts more often than in the
more southern portions of the forest. Indeed, the
roads here seem to be made of softer stuff and in
wet weather they are the worse for being under trees.
The cart was not got out of our way until the horses
were changed to opposite sides of the shafts, an
expedient which seemed to me to smack of super-

stition, almost as one turns over the money in one’s
Q1
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pocket for luck. When this change was made, with
a cheer from the motor passengers who helped with
ineffective pushing, the waggon got under way again.
The motor rattles you along the road through Gerold-
sau, up by the waterfall, and on to Schwanenwasen,
Oberpliflig, and Sand, which is also the best way to
walk, though an occasional steep short-cut may perhaps
diminish the distance. All of these places are, arti-
ficially, little more than hotels, though naturally
they are all that one could demand in the way of
mountain air with a scent of pine forests. They seem
great edifices to be so far away, these hotels, though
in their season they are busy enough. Some of them
boast tennis courts, which indicate, even to-day
when Germany is far from unathletic, a life of some
strenuosity. They all call themselves Kurhaus, and
thrive only in the cure season. Out of their season,
when they are waiting for it to come, they are peopled
by many waiters, whose faces light up as you approach,
grow gloomy as you tell them you are not to stay
with them, and revert again to a normal serenity as
in your high compassion you cross their palms with
a few pfennigs. On the road you may pass a yellow
post van with a white horse harnessed on one side
of a shaft, which should have had two horses—a
common enough practice for country carts, though
surely a little undignified for the uniformed imperial
postman. Still, the van makes good progress with
its burden of parcels, for this and the motor carry
to these hotels much of their stores.

From Hundseck to Hornisgrinde, according to
immaculate local testimony, is a walk of two hours.
It can be done in much less, but it must be walked.
There is no proper alternative. Carriage roads of
a kind go part of the way, but there is no road on
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the top of Hornisgrinde. The road is comparatively
level to Untersmatt, where there is a bare, new-looking,
and not very inviting Kurhaus. Before you reach
it you should have had occasional glimpses of snow
on the heights lingering in crevices and hollows of the
rough ground. Then a rather steep ascent takes
you to a point where three roads meet. A roadside
cross erected to one Leopold Stribel, a young hero,
I imagine, of purely local celebrity, marks it. One
of the roads goes to Hunsbach and one to Hundseck,
whence we have come, and the third goes nowhere,
or used to. I followed it once, past a small dismal
swamp which you can see from above as you look
over, as you will, at the panorama of hills. Beyond this
it runs over the rockiest going for a road I have ever
experienced and then it stops—fades away vaguely
into the hillside. I felt more like a pioneer than I
have ever felt before or since. The way to Hornis-
grinde is by a steep footpath—the hilltop, as I have
said, is only for walkers, as is the Mummelsee on
the other side. At the top is a tower, with external
iron steps, which gives an extra few feet to your
altitude of vision. It is worth while to go up,
though you are already so high that the little
extra seems superfluous. One feels almost glad to
break away from the magnificent loneliness in which
it stands.

The path to the Mummelsee winds away to the
right over the barren, rocky, treeless, and marshy
waste of which the summit of the Hornisgrinde is
composed. Soon one is among the trees again, and
a view of the Mummelsee from above—unquestionably
the best—is to be had. Seen from here the water
has a curious appearance of brimming over. Below is
the restaurant. The way down to this not unpleasant
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place on the edge of the lake is by a mnarrow path
bordered by rocks and tree roots that seem to clutch
at it with long snaky tendrils. It is a fit place for
legends and mystery and eerie figures. But the
legendsof the Mummelsee are peopled with fair maidens,
full of kindness, which is checked only by the curiosity
of its recipients. Every night—so say those who
know—beauteous females are seen bathing in the
Mummelsee. The first stroke of the sunbeams on
the tree-tops is the signal for their master, the lord
of the lake, one crowned with reeds, to rise from
the depths and put a stop to their revels. Then
their human shape changes to that of white water-
lilies, and they lie floating thus on the surface till
evening comes again. Once upon a time these water-
maidens would come ashore and spend happy hours l
amongst the peasants when their day’s work was ]
done. But it happened that one of them fell in love |
with a young labourer and took to meeting him every
night, until he naturally began to make inquiries about
her. She warned him to be satisfied with what he could
see, but he persisted, and one night followed her and |
| saw her return to the lake. Instantly there was a

peal of thunder and a wild, sad cry, and waves blood- [
flecked rose high on the surface. Mocking laughter \
greeted the departure of the horror-stricken youth, v
and a monastery saw the end of his days. Since ;I
then Mummelsee maidens have been more careful

about their excursions, but you may know that they t

are still there if you find a water-lily. Water-lilies
are not easy to find on the Mummelsee.

From the restaurant (and hotel), which has taken
the place of a more romantic though less beneficent
stone hut that, erected by unknown hands, used to
stand there, several ways lead. One may go to Achert
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and thence by the road to Freudenstadt or to Otten-
héfen, from which Achern or Allerheiligen are easily
accessible. In another direction one may go to the
Murg at Schonmiinzach, a delightful valley way. Or,
turning off this same way at a log hut not far from
the Mummelsee, you may follow a path through the
woods to the Wildsee. If you take this route you
must walk about five miles before you strike the
Achert and Freudenstadt road at Ruhstein. I think
this walk well repays the trouble of an occasional
stumble over a stone.

The Wildsee, easily found by the signposts, is
approached over a desolate piece of ground on which
the path takes the form of crude rock steps, a fitting
prelude to the dreariness of the scene which greets
you at the top. At the foot of an almost precipitous
slope lies the small lake, fringed with dark firs which
are reflected in its depths. Away beyond are the
spreading curves of the forest with never a way through
them wvisible. The Wildsee has a legend similar to
those of the Mummelsee. A water-nymph became
enamoured of a beautiful shepherd boy, who lived !
at a time when sheep grazed round the edges of this
pool. I know of none that graze there now. Then,
however, matters were different. The maiden emerged
one day and embraced her love, greatly, even in
those happy days, to his surprise. They arranged
clandestine meetings, but he was never to pronounce
her name. Days passed, and the youth, though
warned by a solicitous father who had found out all,
continued to haunt the stream. The lady at last,
in fear of detection—for she, like her sisters of the
Mummelsee, owned the sway of a hard-hearted lord
of the waters—announced that she could not meet
him for a short period. The youth came, nevertheless,

BADISCHE
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK Baden-Wiirttemberg



o6 A BOOK OF THE BLACK FOREST

and seeing her on the far side of the lake fondling
a deer and sweeping the strings of a lyre, he called
her by name. An anguished cry answered him, and
a water-lily covered with blood remained where she
had sat. The youth, distraught and witless, is, they
say, still seen.

At Ruhstein we enter Wurtemberg. Twin stakes
ringed with rival colours mark the boundary between
that kingdom and Baden. Ruhstein was not so very
long ago a posting village, and the arrival of the coach
was the event of the day.

Now there is a big post office which is half inn, the
two—a rare thing—not being very easily distinguish-
able, and a motor omnibus running between Achert
and Frendenstadt is scarcely looked at as it
stops. A pleasant and very favourite walk from here
is to Allerheiligen.

Down from Ruhstein to Freudenstadt, if you
have a bicycle, is one of those fine free-wheel
runs which the Black Forest provides in such ex-
cellence. The valley which the road follows is that of
the Rothmurg, which at Oberthal joins with the

] Rechmurg to form the Murg pure and simple. The
run down is not so extended as are many others, but
what there is of it, about five miles, is superb. There
is a variety on the hillside. Thick and sparse forest-
land, rock-strewn spaces, and spaces green with rich,
low-growing shrubs—all these are there. The hills
widen out at Oberthal, and the pines stand back to
give place to rich lush meadows. ‘

At Mittelthal, a busy little village, with many long
plank bridges across the stream to the pastureland |
beyond, the Murg begins to grow sizeable, and at

Baiersbronn, ten miles from Ruhstein, it is reinforced

by the Christoph from Freudenstadt, and other
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streams. Baiersbronn is a little town which began on
the side of a hill, but has taken to dropping portions,
including a railway and station, into the valley
below. Here we turn off to the right for Freuden-
stadt and climb to its tableland.

BLB BADISCHE
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK Baden-Wiirttemberg



CHAPTER VI
THE KNIEBIS

The Lamb—A monopoly of waters—The Valley of the Wolf—
Battleficlds—Watching the siege of Strasburg—Bathing establish-
ments—The Kirschwasser country—Wayside shrines—Deportment
in church—Prowess for its own sake—The foot at the wedding—
Reflections on boundaries.

NE may ascend the Kniebis, an expansive hill-
top full of interest, without serious discomfort
by the road from Freudenstadt to Oppenau. Itisa
good high-road of the kind in which the Black Forest '
excels, rising not too quickly for a reasonably vigorous
cyclist. The road leaves the southern end of the town
and takes at first a fairly long dip. Then the rise
becomes gradually noticeable. The Forbach stream
clatters along down the slope at your left. It is
reckoned a walk of two hours to the Lamb Inn at the
beginning of the summit—for the summit has several
miles of road to itself—and I don’t know that one
need try to do it in less than that time, particularly if
the day is hot, for there is not overmuch shade until
one reaches a pleasant little thicket of trees prettily
called the Abendwiese—the evening glade—through ' s
which the road passes a little way before the Lamb is
reached. The Wurtemberg Tourist Association has
placed a log cabin at a convenient point about half-

way, and here one may rest and utter a word of |
gratitude to this and other associations which do much |
g8
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in the Black Forest to make things easy for travellers.
The Lamb, with its shady shelters by the roadside,
stands at the point where the road turns off to the
left for Rippoldsau. Here we come again upon
boundary posts marking the line between Wurtemberg
and Baden. The way is steep, and a thought stony,
but a careful cyclist may take it without fear, pro-
vided he keeps a good grip on his brakes, and has
reliable ones. A long run down with a Z-shaped
finish brings you to Holzwald, a small hamlet with
paths leading back to the heights of the Kniebis.
From here to Rippoldsau is not far. Rippoldsau, as
you get near it, looks not unlike an old English
coaching inn, with its arched entrance. It loses this
appearance as you come up to it. Then you see it as
unmistakably what it is—a place where fashionable
invalids may take the waters. The inn with its arch
over the road is a great hotel embracing very nearly
the whole place, and ever widening the spread of its
arms with new blocks of apartments. You cannot
get away from the baths at Rippoldsau unless you get
away from Rippoldsau. There are several springs
there, and the hotel has literally captured them at the
outset, by erecting a building right over them and
encircling them with railings and steps. In this prison
the waters pay tribute to their masters. Part of
the building contains a bazaar of Black Forest
souvenirs—carved work of all kinds, dolls dressed in
local costumes, and so forth.

The springs are strongly mineral, and should be
taken with care, or under medical advice. They were
discovered originally by monks of St. Georgen, who
founded a monastery at Klosterle, a little way
down the valley. The waters enjoyed some medizval
repute, and an invading Swedish army destroyed a
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bathing establishment there so far back as 1643. The
hotel buildings now in existence have grown from
those erected on the seventeenth century ruins.

Of the monastery at Klosterle, little, if anything,
remains of the original building of 1140. The present
one dates from 1769, and a pretty bridge guarded by
a saintly figure, both in stone, which the road crosses
just beyond, dates from two years earlier. The large
church attached to the monastery, with its two squat
square spires, has inside a profusion of modern gilding
and painting of a respectable artistic mediocrity.

From Klésterle a way leads to the left to Freuden-
stadt. Down the main road clusters of cottages now
become frequent. There is a briskness among timber
workers and an untiring cultivation of the fields.
There are, too, the characteristic roadside fruit trees.
Schapbach is the next distinguishable village, for the
groups of habitations are scarcely to be sorted by
the passer-by into separately named bunches. They
are all very similar, excepting one row of much
blackened wooden houses not far above Schapbach.
This village has a pretty church on the slope on the
left. Below, a way leads to the right up to Wild
Schapbach, and to Petersthal, another place fre-
quented for its waters.

Here one may come, particularly on Sundays, upon
peasants wearing their distinctive costumes. They
are Swiss-looking in character, and with the woman
there is almost invariably a border of red on the
sleeveless jacket running over the shoulders and
under the arms. The men wear broad - brimmed
rough beaver hats of a clerical cut, and black tailed
coats of a length very little more than an English
boy’s Eton jacket. ,

A footpath turns off at Walke, some way lower
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down, to St. Roman, a lonely little spot in the midst
of the hills to the north of the Kinzig Valley. From
Walke to Wolfach the road is almost level.

We return, after this long digression, from the
summit of the Kniebis to the Lamb Inn where our
road to Rippoldsau branched off. Beyond the Lamb
the road to Oppenau takes us over the battlefields
which cover the top of the Kniebis, but they are now
battlefields no more. They are overgrown with fir
trees, and the blows of the wood-cutter’s axe are the
best of the blows that are struck there. DBut traces
of them remain. Three considerable earthworks,
the Alexanderschanze, the Schwedenschanze, and the
Schwabenschanze, which are still to be seen, throw
reflected glory upon tavern signboards. The Alex-
ander who has given his name to the first was Duke
Alexander of Wurtemberg, and the work rose as a
defence against invading Frenchmen in 1734. The
Swabian mound dates from 1796, when Colonel Roesch
was driven from it by the armies of the French
Republic. The Schwedenschanze is a relic of the
Swedes during the Thirty Years’ War. But the
immediate neighbourhood has a more recent connec-
tion with warfare than this. In 1870 the inhabitants
erected a high wooden tower whence they could
watch the siege of Strasburg. Strasburg is a long

T way off, but the Kniebis lies high and the point of
observation was well chosen.

Though the road to Oppenau by these earthworks
(whence also there are paths to Allerheiligen) is
shorter than another which passes by the Alexander
redoubt, I prefer to follow this because it takes us
down the beautiful Petersthal with its pleasantly
situated watering-places. Just beyond the Alex-
anderschanze we pass two more of those bewildering
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boundary posts of Wurtemberg and Baden, and then
the road begins to descend. Soon we get glimpses
of distant purple between the tree trunks, the first
hints of the valley through which our way lies. The
road winds continually, and with a bicycle one must
needs be cautious at the turns. A better view of
the surrounding heights is to be obtained from the
road than from Griesbach, the first village we reach.
Roads—or rather cart tracks—lead from it to the
Holzwillderhéhe, an imposing height, which from
here is seen with a side view of its ridge and looks
precipitously steeple crowned. The Glaswaldsee,
known locally as the Wildsee, may also be reached,
and there is a path to Rippoldsau. There is a further
duplication of nomenclature, a Devil’s Pulpit, near
at hand, but it is not the real one (which is at Baden-
Baden) and not, from the preacher’s point of view,
so effective. The approach to the village of Griesbach
follows a noisy little stream that rises in the hills at
our back as we descend, and joins the Wilde Rench
at the village. One is met, as at Rippoldsau, by a
great bathing establishment, with an arch across
the road. Beyond this begins a row of plane trees,
which is continued with intervals and with occasional
stretches where it becomes double and forms an
avenue, far down the valley. The village of Petersthal
also greets us with a bathing establishment, new,
with prettily laid out gardens and a rotunda guarding
a spring, known as the Sophienquelle, and wearing
generally a surprising air of importance and dignity.
But it lacks the historical standing of Griesbach in
whose Kurhaus the Grand Duke Charles of Baden
granted to his people the first constitution that was
ever granted in Germany. This was in 1818.

The slopes of Kniebis—for all this district may
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be broadly so described—are, indeed, speckled with
watering-places, which have been growing for the
last thirty years, to some extent in fashionable opposi-
tion to Baden-Baden,and are growing still. Rippoldsau
on the Wolf is, I suppose, the first in importance,
to judge from the names in its visitors’ book, and it
was so even when it was the least accessible of all
from the westerly direction. Before the building
of the Kinzig Railway, from whose station at Wolfach
you may now take a motor omnibus, it was necessary
to leave the railway at Oppenau and drive through
Petersthal and Griesbach and up to the Lamb Inn,
where the diligence stopped, and make your way
thence by private carriage. That was a rather long
journey, and the old yellow conveyance, driven by
a stage coachman in a uniform that one would look
to see in a musical comedy, made a sensational progress.
Another place with a chalybeate spring is Antogast.
People who take the road to Antogast stop there,
for the road goes no farther. It turns off to the right
from the Lierbach road out of Oppenau. There are
innumerable paths, of course, that lead to it, but, so
far as I know, only one road on which you may drive.
The name is said to be derived from that of St. Arbo-
gastus, a British missionary who set about converting
Germany in the seventh century and became Bishop
of Strasburg. Why this, particular place should
have been named after him, if it was, I do not know.
He may have gone there, though not, I think, for
the waters. Their fame is only some three centuries
old.

We return to the Rench Valley—for it is from the
Rench that we have wandered. It is throughout
a busy locality, though commerce has not yet robbed

it of its beauty. The brisk little sawmills are pictur-
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esque and picturesquely worked by water taken in
long troughs from points in the stream above them.
There is a considerable agricultural interest, and
fruit is everywhere. This, I think, is the true heart
of the Kirschwasser country—Oppenau and Ober-
kirch being its headquarters. Cherry trees in the
lower part of the valley take the place of the planes
by the side of the road, and are to be found right
down where the mouth widens out into the fertile
fields of the Rhine Valley.

Oppenau is a rather larger place than we have
hitherto come to in the Rench Valley. Its comely,
old-world streets lead mostly in the direction of the
big church, with a giant lime tree at its door. An
old arched gateway is on the road out to the Lier-
bach and Allerheiligen. The houses in the Rench
valley are of the Black Forest type, which I describe
more fully elsewhere, but many of them have over-
hanging upper storeys, an unusual feature. Below
Oppenau the river pursues its way between lush
meadows, to which the rounded hills stretch their
sides. Beeches here are more numerous than firs,
and there are a good many oaks.

A noticeable thing in this district is the frequency
of wayside shrines and crucifixes. Many of these are
of a respectable though quaint antiquity. There is
one dated so far back as 1681, and several have known
the eighteenth century. As specimens of sculpture
in which the reverent object of the designer has com-
pensated for any deficiencies of art, they are worth
nothing. Quaintness, however, is by no means in
this regard always the concomitant of age. There
is one little crucifix not far from Achern whose symbol-
ism is as puzzling, though simple, in design, as it is
crude in execution. It is not easy to describe it
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without a seeming disrespect. Eleven heads, grouped
about the cross, appear to be growing on stems which
are traceable to a goblet fallen on its side below.
What it means I cannot say exactly, but probably
the artist had in his mind some reference to the last
supper and the eleven faithful disciples. It is no
older than the end of the last century. The church
at Lautenbach is worth a passing visit. Its spire
attracts you as you round a breast of hill which hides
the village. It has a vaulted ceiling, which, by the
way, the church at Griesbach has too. The lines
make diamond patterns and are geometrically hard.
A pretty Lady Chapel is enclosed with Gothic work in
the body of the church, and visitors of architectural
tastes will see curiosities of detail here and elsewhere.
For example, the diamond pattern carving at the bases
of the columns round this chapel, and the detached
columns one on each side, at the west end of the
church. A winding stair from the choir leads to a
gallery over the rood screen, and there is a little
balcony with a door high up on the south wall. There
is a curious notice, too, modern, asking people not to
put their feet on the knee rests and not to spit on the
floor.

From Lautenbach the Rench winds on to Ober-
kirch—a quaint little country town overlooked by the
ow ruins of a castle in the midst of slopes to the right,

which are here thick with vines—and so on to Renchen.

Another castle, on the left this time, must be noticed
before we leave the Rench. This is Staufenberg,
reached by paths from Oberkirch or Appenweier.
Staufenberg is the scene of the legend of the Waldfrau
and the Knight Petermann. This gnntleman was
beyond all others in deeds of knightly prowess, but
one virtue of all good knights he seemed to lack. He
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performed all his exploits because he liked performing
them, and not, as others did, to win a smile from his :
lady-love. He had no lady-love, and apparently did
not feel the need. However, one day matters took a d
different turn. He met the fairy Melusine in the forest,

and fell deep in love. The fairy promised him lifelong

prosperity if he would take her to wife on one con-

dition. The marriage must be a secret. So secret,

indeed, that she would be visible to him alone. |
Further, if he were unfaithful, three days would see |
his death. He agreed, and for many years lived

happily in the compact. But it came about that the

Emperor gave a great tournament at Frankfort.

Petermann attended and came through with flying

colours. So pre-eminent was his success that both |
the Emperor and his daughter agreed that there could
be only one reward—her hand. The knight could
do nothing, poor fellow, but make protestation of
gratitude, and confess the facts of his secret entangle-
ment. Such a case was beyond the Emperor's ex-
perience, and he called in the bishops and clergy to
consult. The church saw an easy and obvious way
out of the difficulty. The knight, they said, was in the
clutches of the devil—this rather startled the warrior,
who had not looked at his wife quite in that light—
and there was nothing for it but to defy the powers of
darkness like a man by contracting a correctly and
ecclesiastically certified marriage. The knight con-
sented to do this, but Melusine, less in anger than in
sorrow, told him that her compact could not be so
easily broken. Warning him that his death would
result even as she had foretold, she left him. The
wedding festivities were put forward, Staufenberg
Castle took on a guise of revelry, the bride was there,
but the knight's heart was not. His forebodings
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were realised when, in the midst of the feasting, the
foot of a woman of rare beauty appeared through the
Ty ceiling. The guests fled in terror, leaving the bride
S alone with her ill-fated lover, who had swooned at the
apparition. Three days later he died. The Lady
Melusine lived on, and continued to appear at intervals.
It is on record that she appeared in the year 1779 to a
young peasant girl, whom she offered to conduct to
some hidden treasure if she would meet her at mid-
night on St. Wunibald’s day. The place of meeting
was to be at a spot known as the Twelve Stones in the
Stollenwald. The girl, however, took counsel with
the village priest, who repaired to the spot himself and
quenched the spirit of Melusine with holy water. She
has not appeared since.

The way to Achern from Oberkirch lies through
meadows, orchards, and cornfields, over which, on the
right, one gets frequent glimpses of the hills of the
Forest.

One is tempted, more by way of an exercise in
observation than with any idea of arriving at a
preference, to compare these country lanes and
meadows of the Rhine Valley, and the lower parts
; of the Black Forest, with our English byways. One
o ik might go casually through parts of these and see no
: very striking points of difference. In the villages, of
course, the distinction becomes instantly obvious, if
for no other reason than that the sign-writer’s craft
in Germany is a thing by itself. Apart from the actual
words or the peculiar lettering, one could never mistake
a German signpost for an English one ; nor the name
above a shop ; nor the superscription, and the notice-
boards on the post offices. But there are nicer dis-
tinctions than these. The German lanes and fields
have no hedges. The standing corn marks the edge
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of the cornfield. Quite often there is an invisible line,
no less real and no less imaginary than the equator,
between the gardens of adjoining cottages. Every
tree that is felled in the forests is marked with some
indication of ownership, yet only occasionally will
you see painted rings, or perhaps numbers, on road-
side fruit trees. How the proprietorship of the un-
marked ones is upheld, excepting by inviolable and
universally known traditions, I am at a loss to guess.
In England we are more precise. What we have we
hold, and we raise a fence to show it. An English-
man’s home is his castle ; a German’s home is Germany.
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CHAPTER VII
ROUND ABOUT ACHERN

A French oasis—The flying castle—Blackmailing a hermit—New
and Old Windeck—A maze of paths—A great lime tree—Hens as
fortress-builders—The Lady of Lauf—The ghostly wedding—A
thirsty lover—Midsummer night music.

/ CHERN is a town with a visible kernel of anti-
4 quity, and a spreading shell of modern villas.
The oldest of its streets are winding and irregular,
but a more easily intelligible arrangement is being
adopted for the many nursing homes and institutions
of a like nature which are springing up round about
it. It was to Achern that the poet Scheffel was
brought from the Mummelsee to die.

A not too exacting walk from Achern may be made
to include visits to the two castles of Lauf or New
Windeck, and Alt Windeck near Biihl, and a train
back from Biihl is convenient for those who have done
enough. From Achern one passes at Sasbach a
memorial to Turenne, who was killed here on the 27th
July 1675. A triangular stone on the mound of the
monument marks the spot. The monument itself, a
plain obelisk, with a long avenue leading to it, was
erected in 1829. It is an interesting relic of the time
when this was French territory. Indeed, until 1870,
when France and Germany went to war, it actually
was considered to be French territory, by virtue of an
arrangement between France and the rulers of Baden.
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A French veteran had the care of it, but the friendly
treaty lapsed with his retreat over the border on the
outbreak of hostilities. Still, it is not less carefully
preserved on that account by its present German
proprietors. Lauf is reached by winding roads
farther on, and the castle lies on the slopes of the hill
down which the houses are scattered.

Another castle will have been noticed far up on the
heights to our right as we approach Lauf. This is
known variously as Hohenrode, or the Brigitten-
Schloss. To reach it now entails a pretty stiff piece
of climbing, but that is because we are making our
visit several centuries too late. Some hundreds of
years ago—I am not quite sure how many hundreds—
the Brigitten-Schloss crouched comfortably and con-
veniently at the foot of the mountain. From all
accounts, however, its position was not wholly to the
liking of the dwellers round about, for the Lady
Brigitte who lived there was a very awkward neigh-
bour. She was in constant communication with the
devil, and this intercourse seems to have entailed an
inconvenient amount of thunder and lightning, which
played havoc among the fields and orchards. Finally
the peasants rose to protest, and the lady, realising
that they meant business, called in her partner, and
had the castle lifted bodily to the peak on which it
now stands. The spot was thought to be inaccessible,
but that was not so, for the castle continued to be
occupied until the time of another Brigitte, the
beautiful wife of the last lord of Hohenrode. This
Brigitte was of a temperament directly opposite to
that of her namesake and predecessor. So devoted
was she to religious exercises that her husband lost
patience with her and sought female society elsewhere.
He found it in the person offKunigunde of Rosenstein,
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a virtuous lady of rare beauty whom he met wandering
in the woods. It was not long before he proposed
marriage toher, but brief though their acquaintance had
been, she had taken the precaution to make inquiries,
and taxed himwith hisexistingwife. Theknight deemed
this an obstacle easyof removal. He had an old servant
who was atoning for a youth of dark deeds by amaturity
of penance in the guise of a hermit. On this hermit
the knight levied blackmail. Unless the Lady Brigitte
were spirited away, he hinted, the tale of the hermit’s
evil doings should be blazed abroad. The hermit in
fear and trembling went off to act on the suggestion,
but repented, and, hiding the lady in a cave, produced
her at the wedding-feast of the knight and Kunigunde.
As to what happened then there seems to be some
doubt. Kunigunde disappeared altogether, and her
lover is said to have gone on a pilgrimage. Brigitte,
however, remained to fill the countryside with gratitude
for her good works. No one has lived in the castle
since her time, and few leave the road to Lauf to go toit.

The neighbouring Sasbach Valley, though, is a very
good approach to the Hornisgrinde. The way lies
through Sasbachwalden, and affords grand views, not
only of the near fertile fields, no longer blighted by
the first Brigitte’s necromantic oppression, but also
of the vast-spreading Rhine plain. One passes along
the Geishélle—the Goat’s Glen—a charming spot with
a little torrent spanned by bridges. Higher up there
are cherry trees and much Kirschwasser.

As a village Lauf, for it is Lauf that we are really
making for, has more size and less arrangement than
most villages. Indeed, there is no recognisable plan
at all. The occupations of its inhabitants are largely
agricultural, though there are sawmills, and hats of
a kind are made. The houses, therefore, have appar-
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ently sprung up, wherever it seemed most convenient
to place them. The castle, with its square tower,
has from a distance, as one approaches it. something
of the appearance of an old village church in England,
clustered round with trees. A stair leads to the top
of the tower—the key is to be had from a cottage at
the foot—and the view from the highest platform is
worth the climb. Alt Windeck may be seen plainly
(though from Alt Windeck it is easier to see the church
of Lauf than the castle), but the road to it is not so
plain. In fact, it is apparently a good deal more
inaccessible than Hohenrode, and the finding of it
may entail inquiries, for such signposts as there are
are not too informative. Neusatz Windeck, a village
lying between the two castles, is as good a place to
make for as any by way of direction ; but one passes
through a small maze of paths skirting orchards
whichever way one goes. From Neusatz Windeck a
pleasant way leads up through fields and woods.
From the Biihl direction there are good carriage roads.

Alt Windeck is a better preserved ruin than its
newer partner. Two great square towers rise above
walls and courtyards in which some kind of scheme
is traceable. The taller of the towers may be climbed
by those who do not fear steps, on obtaining the key
from the keeper of the restaurant. From here you
may see the vast panorama of the Rhine plains, and
you may see, nearer at hand, how the vine-lands merge
into the forest. This tower is one of the few in the
neighbourhood which do not require a particularly
clear day to enable you to see the spire of Strasburg
Cathedral. You may even see this plainly as you
have your lunch—or whatever meal it happens to
be—on the restaurant terrace. The restaurant in
itself is an ugly building, and certainly from the path
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by which we have come it spoils the picture of the
castle (trees hide it from other directions). But there
my quarrel with it ends. It gives you a good deal
better welcome than the stones, ivy-grown though
they be, and the dark stairways of the old stronghold.

The way down to Biihl passes through Kappel
Windeck, and the picturesque spire of its church
attracts you as you approach. When you reach it
you find, as at Oppenau, a giant lime tree before the
door. But this, more than the other, is a wonder
among lime trees. Its lowest branches are supported
all round with horizontal beams and uprights, and
form a sort of gallery. Above this a second storey,
so to say, of branches also supported, forms a ceiling.
Apparently it has served as an arbour (as a tree
should), and one of a most fascinating kind, almost
like the tree house of the Swiss Family Robinson,
but it is not now in use. The church is old, and there
are decorative sculptures inside and out. The interior,
perhaps, is getting shabby, but the pews, the ends
1 L nicely carved with a classic feeling, have a deal of
wear in them yet.

Biihl church, whose openwork spire is a landmark
for many miles, is new. Built in 1873-476, it was
redecorated—very well—in 1906. The town has
another church, a very old one, for the building of
which a miraculous appearance of the Virgin is re-
sponsible. But the townspeople are more proud of
the new edifice. Beyond Biihl, out in the Rhine
plain, is Zell, one of many towns so named. It
f Sirastet produces a wine of some reputation.

] One must not dismiss the two castles of Windeck

as though they were ordinary ruins with ordinary

forgotten histories. They both have legends. That

of Alt Windeck relates to a feud, many generations
8
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old, which existed between the lords of Windeck and
the Prince Bishops of Strasburg. The fortunes of
war changed sides continually, but at the period of
which the legend treats the lords of Windeck were
in the ascendant. Some time previously one of
them had been held prisoner for three years by the
bishops, and only got free on payment of a very heavy
ransom. But early in 1370 the tables were turned,
and the Dean of Strasburg, dragged from his travelling
coach, was safely locked in a cell of Castle Windeck.
Things were at this pass when the Strasburgers
determined on a great and final effort to take the
stronghold. Spies discovered its weak points and
everything was ready for the assault, when one of the
spies, a young man, encountered during a storm an
old woman who lived hard by. She was a witch,
was this old woman, and one of the signs of her witch-
hood seems to have been a particular breed of pure
white fowl which she kept. When the young man
found her she had no difficulty in discovering his
business—it is one of the dangerous points about
witches that you have to speak the truth to them.
Forthwith she told the secret to the lord of the castle,
and offered, for a price, to save the place. The knight
agreed, and the witch forthwith set her hens to work
to scratch a large ditch round the castle. This was
done so effectively that it was deemed safe to leave it
while the garrison sallied out and defeated the Stras-
burg force in the open. Another and more romantic
version of the story tells how the dean’s two nieces
met the witch and told her that they were bent on
pleading for their uncle’s release. The witch, knowing,
as before, of an intended attack, was moved by the
girls’ tears to lend her aid. She entrusted one of the
white hens to the girls, telling them of its scratching
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powers, and advised them to address their prayers
rather to the count’s son than to the count himself.
They proceeded to the castle somewhat mystified,
but the count’s son listened to them while his father
scoffed, and the hen was put to work, with the result
that the invaders were beaten back, and the dean
was shortly afterwards released to solemnise the
marriage of one of his mieces with the count’s som.
The story of Neu Windeck has also to do with a
wedding. The ruin is haunted by a phantom—the
Lady of Lauf—the last of the Windeck race, This
lady in her lifetime was fair but pitiless, and it is said
that her haughty scorn broke the heart of a youth,
noble, but poor, who among many others sought her
form 1 hand. The lady smiled when she heard the news,
thinking herself well rid of a nuisance, but she had
not reckoned with the youth’s mother. This good
dame repaired to the castle, penetrated to the presence
of the fair one, and cursed her so emphatically that
she begged for mercy. The mother relented a little,
In the place of a loveless life and a grave which should
know no peacefor ever—the first fine effort of her fury—
the dame agreed to a time limit which should be reached
when a youth as true as her son should take the restless
spirit in marriage. With that the Lady of Lauf had
to be content. Matters turned out as the mother
had expected. The lady died unmarried, and the
castle remained untenanted but by her ghost, very
much to the terror of the surrounding country folk.
Years passed, and at length came a likely young man,
one Kurt von Stein. He was very weary and his
horse could go no farther, so the ruins were selected
for a camping-place. Tethering his animal he explored
the buildings and was surprised to see a maiden in
occupation. In response to his request for a lodging
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she brought wine and good things to eat. In view
of what followed and of the fact that Kurt’s is the
only evidence, hard-headed thinkers have suggested
that the wine came just a little bit earlier in the story,
that, in short, it was the cause of his weariness, but
of this I cannot judge. I do know that Affenthaler,
the wine of the district, and that said to have been
in question, is very well spoken of, but beyond that
I can only tell the tale as it has come to me. Kurt,
then, enjoyed his meal and he was particularly pleased
with the pleasant way in which the maiden waited
on him. So pleased was he, indeed, that he offered
her then and there his heart and fortune. The maiden Was
jumped coyly at the chance. She produced a ring—
some say two, but Kurt in his joy perhaps saw double
3 —and led him away to the chapel. As they went |
figures stepped from the pictures on the walls and ]
followed in a procession. In the chapel a stone effigy 1]
of a bishop came to life, and, his eyes flaming with wh
fire, put the momentous question, “ Will you take an
the Lady of Windeck——" Kurt heard no more. | :
/ He flung himself from the spot and awoke with the
sound of a cock crowing in his ears. He says he
swooned. Certainly the experience was enough to
make him, if—but of course there cannot be anything
in that scandalous gossip about the Affenthaler.
Thackeray in his Legend of the Riune has
given a rollicking version of this story. Thackeray
accepts without question Kurt’s own account of what
happened, and the sanction of such an authority
ought to be sufficient for the most sceptical.
Another tale of the Lady of Lauf pictures her as
a maiden whose lover left for the Crusades and never
returned—unless he was the very old man who, long
after she who still kept true to him had died, came
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back to breathe his last among the ruined stones of
the castle.

Yet another tale tells of a young huntsman who
came to grief through speculating among the ruins
on the amount of good wine which had been drunk
within its walls since they were built. His medita-
tions were interrupted by a damsel who handed him
a brimming goblet. He drank—the wine was Affen-
thaler as before—and made love, but the discreet
fair one warned him and vanished. He departed,
but was back again the next day, and the next, and
the next, but with no encouraging results. There
was no more maiden and no more wine. In the
end, it appears, he went up to the castle, and, like
Billy Pringle, lay down and died—a sad example
to the lovelorn and the thirsty.

In the Rastatt direction from Biihl lies Steinbach,
a little town notable as the birthplace of the architect
who was responsible for portions of Freiburg Cathedral,
and for the whole of that of Strasburg. Farther on
is Niederbiihl, where, if your ears serve you well, you
may hear strange music and the sound of bells at
midnight. It appears that near by, centuries ago,
there was a monastery on the ground now occupied
by a deep pool of water. The monks, once famed
for their learning and piety, gradually acquired a
reputation for laxity and extravagance. Wanderers
who sought their charity were shocked at the tone
of the songs that rose from the refectory, and hurried
away to face the terrors of the night, rather than
risk the society of such reprobates. The end came
which all right thinking folk anticipated. The Evil
One took the monks to himself, monastery and all,
dragging the building bodily ‘down into the earth.
A broad lake took its place, and its shores were cursed
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with a barrenness over which nothing but the rankest
of weeds could triumph. In the watery depths the
monks are doomed to a perpetual penance, and the
sound of their tolling bell and the wailing of their
hymns float sometimes up to the surface. It is
said that one can only be sure of hearing this on
Midsummer night, the anniversary of the disaster,
but I daresay that for any one who has a sincere
desire for the experience any other night will be found
equally good.

Baden-Wiirttemberg



CHAPTER VIII
ALLERHEILIGEN

Village justice—How to climb hills—The Grave of the Noble Lady
—An ass site-hunting—The gipsy bride’s ring—The waterfall—
Spurious rain.

THINK every one who visits the Black Forest
tries to go to Allerheiligen. All should. It is

a place where are united most of the qualities which
travellers thither go forth seeking. A waterfall, a
ruin—by far the finest ecclesiastical ruin in its part
of Germany—and surrounding scenery of the most
beautiful kind. Many paths lead to Allerheiligen—
it lies on a shoulder of that far-reaching monster, the
Kniebis—but perhaps the road to it most frequently
taken is that from Achern through Ottenhéfen. The
little Achernthal Railway will take you thus far, and
travellers who are pressed for time will not do much
harm by letting it take them. At Kappelrodeck one
begins to feel the embrace of the valley, and it gradu-
ally narrows into a land of undulating meadows and
orchards dotted with peasant houses. These, by
the way, show a small peculiarity, I think, of their
own. Their various storeys are marked by small
tiled slopes of roof shading the windows. Houses
with this characteristic are to be found elsewhere,
but I fancy that in this valley they are in the

majority, just as in the Petersthal are those with
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storeys stretching out one above and beyond the
other.

Kappelrodeck has on its record the putting into
operation about a century and a quarter ago of a
custom which is not unknown in certain English
villages. It is a case of lynch law in a mild form. A
man is unfaithful to his wife, and his neighbours,
provided that she is popular and he is not, serenade
him from his lair with a band playing on tin cans. He
is seized and flogged, and finally thrown into the
village pond. That is what happens occasionally in
our own eastern counties, and Kappelrodeck did
something of the kind on so stupendous a scale that
the story is still told. It is probable that it was done
thoroughly, for the people at Kappelrodeck at that
time were no strangers to hard knocks, and gave, it
seems, as good as they got, for somewhere about the
same period they kept a French force at bay and
compelled it to retreat. How that happened I do
not know, unless the goblin which is said to have
defended Rodeck Castle single handed in the Peasants’
War lent them powerful aid. Rodeck Castle stands
high on our right as we go up the valley, and is an
interesting example of an eleventh century stronghold.

Two principal roads lead out of Ottenhéfen, one to
Allerheiligen, and the other to Seebach, Achert, and
Ruhstein. This last is the most comfortable way to
the Hornisgrinde, Mummelsee, and Wildsee.

The signposts for the first road say that Allerheiligen,
with its waterfall, is a journey of an hour and a half.
This is pretty accurate, but you can reach the highest
point to which you must climb in about an hour if you
keep going well, and the rest is easy, because little
paths shorten the way, and besides, you are in sight
of your goal, which is everything. It is not a tedious
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walk though it is uphill—one does not look for water-
falls in the plains—and you will be surprised (unless
you follow the map closely) how quickly you have
got over the climb if you go the right way about it.
Since my experience on the road from Wildbad to
Freudenstadt, of which I have said enough elsewhere,
I have learned never to anticipate the end when
climbing a hill. Take hope with you by all means,
but do not let it give way to songs of praise until the
moment for them has unmistakably come. If at the
sight of every bend of the road ahead of you—and on
this road to Allerheiligen there are as many bends as
there are on most roads in the Black Forest—you
moan out that there at last is the top, you will be an
unconscionable long time before you reach the real top.
If you keep your praises for what you have accom-
plished you will soon have plenty to bestow them on.

A little beyond Ottenhéfen, at Unterwasser, a path
is indicated, which leads to the Edelfrauengrab—the
Grave of the Noble Lady. You may take this path,
and regain the road higher up if you will, but the
Grave of the Noble Lady is a somewhat insignificant
affair, and hardly merits the detour. There is a
tragic legend connected with it.

The Noble Lady in question had the misfortune to
refuse charity to a certain woman, who, with seven
children, came begging at her gate, and the woman
predicted that the hard-hearted one would bear seven
children at a birth. This came to pass, and the mother,
grown harder hearted with vexation, ordered their
nurse to destroy six of them. The lady’s husband
returned from hunting just in time to prevent this,
and the six were conveyed to a safe place. Years
passed, and their father, having obtained from the
mother an unsuspecting and emphatic statement that a
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woman who could be guilty of the crime which she had
committed deserved to be buried alive, confronted her
with her offspring, and inflicted on her the punishment
she had prescribed. It is not a pleasant story.

The last serpentine bends in the road to Allerheiligen
—they are a good deal shadier than the straighter
I reached near the point at which the path
from the Lady’'s Grave rejoins it. Eventually we
attain Hundskopf, a point where several ways inter-
sect. One on the right is an old road, now little used
since the one by which we have come has been
finished. Others lead to Sulzbach and the Rench
Valley. That to Allerheiligen here begins to descend,
and very soon we get our first fascinating glimpse
through the trees of the ruins.

It would be difficult to choose a more pleasing
situation for a monastery, and yet, according to the
legend, an ass discovered it. It was the idea of its
foundress, a Duchess of Schauenburg—a Guelph of
our own royal line—that an ass should beloaded with
a bag containing enough money for the beginning of
the work, and that where the ass dropped his burden
there should the building rise. It was a risky scheme,
but, starting from Lorsch, the animal made its way
through the Rench Valley (where he opened a spring
by stamping with his hoofs), and proceeded up the hills
on the south of the Lierbach Valley. Here at last he
let the bag fall, and it rolled down to the place at
which, in due course, the monastery was built.

This happened in 1191. It was a Premonstratensian
foundation, and became an abbey in 1657. Long
before that year it had grown vastly in wealth and
importance, and in time, though the monks were
noted rather for their austerity than for their learning,
it became a centre of education for young men of high
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family. One of these, Hans von Wesenburg, has
given the place one of its best known legends.
Wandering one day near the falls he met a gipsy
girl of surpassing beauty, and loved her at sight.
She loved him too, and, her tribe approving, they
were married. After the ceremony, performed in
gipsy style, an old woman of the tribe prophesied
that if the girl—Elsa was her name—ever lost her
wedding ring she would lose her happiness with it.
Sitting one day by the waterfall she took off the ring to
gaze at it, and it was snatched away by a raven, who
carried it to its nest on a rock above. To remove
her forebodings her lover climbed the rock to recover
it, and fell dead at her feet just as he was on the point
of reaching the nest. The gipsy’s seat is still shown,
and I understand she herself may still be found there
sometimes.

The falls, T suppose, are pretty much as they were
when this luckless pair made their vows, but of the
monastery little is to be traced but the church. Of
that the remains are of singular grace and beauty. i
There is a charming suggestion of a terraced garden |
below it, but beyond this one must search with a
sharp eye for remains. They are to be found every
here and there round about. Old pieces of stone
carving are worked into new springheads, and so on.
To judge from old prints, some of which are to be
seen in the adjoining hotel, even the garden is not
quite as it was. Changes seem to have been made,
apart from those which time has wrought. Every
two years the ruins are repaired. On one of the
columns is to be seen a plate in memory of a member
of the Student Corps, Saxo-Borussia, who fell while
climbing. The tablet was set there by his fellow-
students. The corps, in fact, seems to regard it as

BADISCHE
BLB LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

Baden-Wiirttemberg



BLB LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

124 A BOOK OF THE BLACK FOREST

one of its unwritten laws to visit Allerheiligen once
every year. Starting from Heidelburg a party makes
a tour of a week or so through the Black Forest right
down to Constance, and Allerheiligen is always one
of the stopping-places. The monastery was secularised
in 1802, and in the following year its buildings were
destroyed by lightning. The Biitten Falls—they are
more generally known by the name of the Monastery,
Cauldrons being merely a fancifully descriptive piece
of nomenclature—are approached by a path at the
side of the old garden. For a distance it passes
through a glade of most delicate beauty, the stream
—good for trout, I believe—rippling and murmuring
at its side. Trees that stretch far up on either side
shadow it, and the gaunt lichen-grown branches of
many of them lend it an air of ancient mystery.
Suddenly the glade gives place to a rocky winding
gorge. The level of the stream begins to fall away.
The murmur grows. The path goes to stone steps and
rustic wooden bridges, spanning the torrent, and one
can look over into clear pools at the foot of cascades
many feet high. The fall is altogether not very big,
but it is more beautiful than many bigger. Some of
the rocks and other features of it and its immediate
neighbourhood have names. There are the Gipsy's
Seat, the Horseman’s Leap (a rock whence a Swedish
soldier is said to have leaped across safely), an Angel's
Pulpit, and a Gipsy Cave. This is a little way down,
on the right of the path and above it as you descend.
The cave looks dark and mysterious, but it is not
very deep. At least it has no unexplored recesses.
At Allerheiligen, if you stay there, and the hotel
with its various annexes is big enough to accomodate
a big crowd of guests, the continual ripple of the
stream as it goes by to the waterfall is apt to damp
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your spirits until you find it out. It sounds like rain.
Indeed, when there is rain it is frequently not easy
to say which noise is rain and which stream. Once
when I was there, though, there was very little doubt.
A thunderstorm, the loudest I have ever heard—just
such a one, I imagine, as destroyed the old monastery
—broke over the valley. It seemed to break right
over my head ; and then the rain fell in torrents.
There was no question then which noise I heard. The
hotel, by the way, is not beautiful. Some one ought
to pull it down and build one exactly like the old
monastery, and then leave the place entirely alome
for a hundred years for Nature to do the colouring.
I think such an hotel would pay, but many people
would be the poorer for a beautiful sight during the
hundred years.

From Allerheiligen, unless you are on foot, when
you will naturally go down by the waterfall, you
must proceed to Oppenau by the road which circles
the hill on the left. It isa rather long way round, but
there are compensating glimpses of the valley below.
The Lierbachthal is a country of beeches and fruit
trees. The road, carved out of the hillside, is flanked
on its right for much of the way by a stone wall that
harbours an infinitude of fern and moss and wild
flowers. On the left we pass in the valley an isolated
crag, or rather a peaked spur, which ought certainly
to have been a Devil’s Pulpit, or an Angel’s. But the
makers of legends seem to have missed it. On the
way to Oppenau one comes upon many scattered
houses, but no gathering big enough to have a name
as a hamlet.
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CHAPTER IX

THE HARMERSBACH VALLEY

A road in the making—Stripped oaks—An emperor in a pigsty
—A charming hamlet—Black Forest houses—Peasant customs—
Rights of succession—A Gargantuan banquet—Weddings—The
question of trousseau—Local costumes—Vanished postilions.

PPENAU is a convenient starting-point for the
O Harmersbach Valley. The way to it lies up the
Petersthal, whence, below the village of that name, a .
road rurns off to the right (as you go up) and mounts . I
steadily till a point is reached which is known as
Locherbergwasen. Views at your back during the
climb give a very good idea of the contours of the
ralley and of the Kniebis ridge, but soon you are
among trees, and the view is all about you and near
at hand. (Have you ever noticed, by the way, when
walking over fallen leaves, what a variety of tint is
produced by the upper and under sides of a leaf being
different colours ?) At the highest point, by the road,
stands a pathetic nameless stone with an inscription in
primitive spelling and lettering, begging the “ Liber
Wanderer ” to pray for him whom it commemorates.
Not far from this there are other stones—natural ones—
and, I doubt not, more interesting to travellers. One
is something like a church, and is said to have been |
used as a church, or rather perhaps as a temple, in pre- |
Christian times. Heidenkirche is its name. Another
stone forms a bridge over a small ravine. The road
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hereabouts is rough. It is slightly better than a cart
track, but it has not yet come under the hands of
those who do such wonders elsewhere in the way of
road-buiiding. That, I think, will not be long, for a
little lower down, when I was last there, not such a
great while ago, I came upon a good road in the making.
A road merely cut like a level groove along the side of a
hill is a comparatively small matter, though of course
the maintaining of it is a question of incessant attention.
But here they were making a wide platform to allow of
- a sweeping bend at a corner. Many waggon loads of
earth had to be tipped over to form that platform, and
many blocks of stone had to be brought to keep the
earth in position. A light railway, working at an
amazing angle on the hillside, had been pressed into

the service.

I happened to descend to the Harmersbach Valley
at a time—it was June—when the oak trees were being
barked. Groves of young oaks are grown solely for
this purpose, the bark being of course utilised in
tanning, and when the work is in progress the trees
give a desolate look to the mountain slopes. The
young trees are barked standing. The worker moves
with a ladder, lopping all branches, and slitting the
sappy bark from bottom to top, so that when
stripped a long skin like the sloughed skin of
a snake hangs from an unpared piece at the top.
From a distance it looks exactly as though the
white barkless trees are supported by poles. In
the autumn the barked trees are burned to the
ground.

But in spite of this gaunt sight the Harmersbach is
not by any means a desolate valley. It is of the

orchard kind, on the whole, but there are several saw-
mills. Its peasant houses—of the regular Black
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Forest type—seem to have a distinctive feature, in that
the sloping roof reaching down to the second storey is
boarded across in front of the gable, thus making a
kind of projecting upper part, but different from
that of the Petersthal. The lower part of the house is
generally plastered. Here, too, I think, more than
elsewhere, they allow play to the imagination in the
matter of gaily coloured roof tiles.
Near Oberharmersbach, conspicuous by reason of its Iran
enormous and rather ugly church, is an elaborately
decorated crucifix of the kind of which I shall have Al
more to say when we come to the Prechthal. Here the _
allusive symbols which surround the principal figure are
not so numerous nor so well executed as they are else-
where, but the general idea is the same. Very similar
ones to this are to be seen near Achern, and at Unter- |
entersbach, a hamlet at the mouth of the Harmersbach | we

Valley. '
The Oberharmersbach church is painted inside with Ki

a profusion of wallpaper-like stencil work, but with the
lofty circular arched roof and side-aisles the general
! effect is impressive. Oberharmersbach once enjoyed
the privilege of political independence. This it earned
through the loyalty of one of its peasants, who, when
the unpopular Emperor Wenzel was fleeing from his
enemies, hid the potentate in a pigsty. For this
service the man himself was granted, in perpetuity, the The
licence of an inn which he named the Three Sows’
Heads, in commemoration of the number of fellow-
occupants of the Emperor’s place of concealment. So
that once upon a time Oberharmersbach was a village
of some distinction. But for all its ancient dignity it is

not very much to look at to-day. Zell, lower down |
the valley, is more attractive. Its church is pictur- at
esquely situated—you cross the river to it by bridges Je
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either above or below—and there is a pleasing

eighteenth-century fountain by the door, with a sunk

S iy, basin with steps in front. The design is good, but it is

not greatly improved by having recently been painted
““ proper,” as the heralds say. The church is curious
in plan. It is like a T upside down. Across the west
end, where is the principal door, is set at right angles
to the body an oblong building which presents a wide
front. It is as though the arms of the cross in the
more usuai church plan had slipped down to the base.
At the ends of these arms are chapels.

To follow the Harmersbach Valley out to the end,
one should go forward to where the stream joins the
Kinzig, near Biberach; but unless one’s way lies
definitely in the Biberach direction, I would recom-
mend the meadow path which turns to the left when
we have passed through the dignified old central street
of Zell. This road leads to Steinach, joining the
Kinzig Valley road before it gets there ; but, more
particularly, it goes through Unterentersbach, the
little village which I have mentioned above as possess- |
ot ing the ornate crucifix. But that is not all there is to '
see there. Scattered in the fields near a suitable small
g church—about the right size, according to our English
ideas—is a collection of perfectly charming forest
houses. Here they may be seen in splendid variety.
They are of the level ground pattern as distinct from
that for sloping ground. That is to say, all doors for
people, animals, and carts are on the lowest floor, and
not divided among two or three floors, as is the case
when the side of a hill gives different levels. The
church is an eighteenth-century building—1768 is the
date, to be precise. Another village, Bollenbach, lies
at the mouth of the Welschbollenbach Valley—beyond
Steinach in the distance on our left, on the way to

9
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Haslach—but it is not so good a one from all points
as Unterentersbach.

I have referred several times to the great Black
Forest houses, and before we go farther we may as
well get on more intimate terms with them. It is
said that you never see two alike, and that is strictly
true, although they are all built on general lines which
are the same. The design, I believe, belongs to the
sixteenth century, and occasionally I have come upon
one actually so dated, though I have generally had a
suspicion that the date has been added on the authority
of the oldest inmate’s recollection of family traditions.
But I daresay I am unjust. Timberwork wears well
in the Black Forest. Although, as we have seen, the
houses are to be found in level places, the design is in-
tended to take advantage of hillsides. A house built
on the side of a steep hill can have ground floor en-
trances on several storeys, and they all have them on
at least two. That is a great thing when people and
pigs, carts and cattle, all find shelter under one roof.
An upper ground floor always contains a hay barn
with an entrance big enough to take a loaded cart.
Below are the living rooms for the humans, and else-
where those for the beasts. The rooms for human
occupation can always be distinguished from the
outside by the windows and balconies, on which open
many doors. The general living-room almost invari-
ably takes one of the corners, thus giving a pleasantly
lighted space with window seats encircling the ancestral
round table. The panelled walls of the room are
frequently painted with crude designs. The great
stove is the focus of domestic activity, and religion is
centralised at a little niche with an altar and showy
decorations. There are also reserved places—the
warmest and most comfortable—for the old people.
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Big though these houses are, it is most unusual for
more than one family, with its dependants, to occupy
each. Occasionally one sees double houses, like, in
principle, a magnified pair of our semi-detached villas,
and these may belong to two different peasants, but
it is very seldom that their families are quite unrelated.
In the rare cases in which this does happen there is no
sharing. Each community is entirely self-reliant and
self-contained, just as in our suburbia—to make the
comparison again—you will see the column between
two front doors accurately painted half and half, so
that each side matches the residence to which it is
nearest. The great rule, however, is one family, one
house, for the prosperous peasants of the Black Forest
are men of weight and substance. In the majority
of cases they own their house and land, and Mark
Twain does not exaggerate very much when he sug-
gests that they measure their wealth by the size of
their manure heap. The farmer works with his men,
as does his wife with her maids, though he may be in
a position which renders it unnecessary. By a curious
custom, rights of succession are vested in the youngest
son, or, if there are no sons, in the eldest unmarried
daughter. A reason for this is to be found in the fact
that the father, as a rule, resigns in favour of his heir
during his lifetime, taking his place in his son’s house-
hold as adviser, with a good share of the best that is
going. By making the youngest son his heir he
lengthens his own period of tenure and is able to see
his other sons safely settled while he still has the full
strength of his own resources to back them.

Minute observers of the Black Forest peasants are
able to discern distinct characteristics, derived from
intercourse in the past with Austria and France, which
differentiate them from the Germans of other parts.
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To appreciate this to the full, one must associate with
them on terms of some intimacy, but there are super-
ficial indications of it in a gaiety which finds vent
noticeably on occasions of social or public rejoicing.
A typical Black Forest peasant wedding provides
perhaps the best occasion for observing the spon-
taneous jollity of the holiday-maker, for, though there
is at all times an innate vein of good humour, there is
also an innate vein of industry, and a special occasion
is necessary to give the holiday mood its full value in
the eyes of a stranger.

These weddings are tremendous affairs. It is no
unusual thing for a rich peasant to have five hundred
guests, and I know of a coachman of peasant parentage,
earning perhaps thirty shillings a week, who had a hun-
dred and fifty. And for these guests it is not merely a
matter of shaking hands with the bride and departing
after a polite bow or so. They come early and stay
late, eat and drink enormously, and dance almost till
they drop. Strangers viewing these functions from afar
off not unnaturally wonder how it is done. The secret
is that every one pays. Invited guests send presents
of food and drink or money, or all three. Uninvited
guests—and any one may go—pay for what they
have—food, nosegays, and so on. There is no lack
of these uninvited guests, who go for the fun of the
dancing, which of course is free. The wedding dinner
as approved consists of soups, boiled beef with horse-
radish, beef garnished with vermicelli, pork with
sauerkraut and sausages, roast veal, and salad, and a
very big cake of light sponge with raisins. This
usually has a great bunch of flowers inserted in a hole
in the middle. All these different items are served
separately as courses, and one is expected to treat
each as though it were the only one. This gastrono-
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mical feat is assisted by interludes of dancing, and,
of course, by a running accompaniment of liquor.
Coffee is generally taken at the end. It will be readily
understood that there must be very copious supplies
if this gargantuan banquet is to be kept going. Some
idea of the Teutonic conception of abundance may be
had from the following list, which I quote from Mr.
William Harbutt Dawson’s German Life in Town and
Country. The food was actually consumed during
the marriage festivities of a well-to-do farmer on the
Weser. “ One fat cow, seven pigs, seventeen calves,
two hundred and twenty hens, two hundred loaves and
cakes, three hundred and seventy gallons of beer, and
a large quantity of spirit and wine.” There is, indeed,
always more than enough. But it is not wasted. The
invited guests divide what is left and carry it home
with them, and not infrequently they are able thus to
keep their own households fed for a couple of days.
According to Mr. Henry W. Wolff’s excellent book,
Rambles in the Black Forest, affection is not taken
into account in these marriages. This may have
been so twenty years ago, when the book was written,
but so far as I have been able to learn the young
peasants of the present day have matters much more
in their own hands (or they leave them much more
in Cupid’s) than was formerly the case. There are
still a great many formalities between the parents—
formalities connected with finance, for a peasant does
not like his child to marry down—but the young
people take the first steps. Engagements, too, are
lengthening ; Mr. Wolff gives the couples three weeks
to see themselves through from proposal to consum-
mation. Nowadays betrothals are usually announced
at the New Year, and spring sees the wedding. Thus
three or more months are occupied. Possibly it is
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a question of trousseau, for the young idea is learning
how to shoot.

Whether this be so or not, in the Gutachthal the
actual bridal costume, though elaborate, is not the
result of much premeditation. Here all true Black
Forest brides, and frequently the bridesmaids too,
wear a great head-dress covered with a variety of such
glittering ornaments as those with which we decorate
Christmas trees. These formidable articles are heir-
looms, and they are the quaintest and least becoming
of all the many peculiarities of peasant costume.
They were formerly used all over the Black Forest,
but now the locality is more or less limited to the
Gutachthal.

The distinctive peasant costumes are, as I have
said elsewhere, disappearing, but there are still plenty
to be seen. The Gutachthal again is a good place
in spite of the fact that it is Lutheran, and the
Lutherans wear, as a rule, quieter colours than the
Roman Catholics. The Gutachthal hat, with its heap
of red or black soft-looking balls—pompoms, I believe,
English ladies would call them—as big as oranges,
is one of the most picturesque of all. A tall yellow
hat, something after the style of an Early Victorian
stove-pipe, which used to be wornround about Triberg,
has now, I believe, quite departed. I am rather
sorry, although those skilled in such matters say that
the interests of beauty are best served by its elimina-
tion from the Black Forest wardrobe. Of that I
personally have never been convinced, for it is im-
possible to avoid noticing about these Black Forest
costumes that the peasants who wear them wear
them naturally, They are not put on, as the costumes
are in parts of Holland, for the satisfaction of strangers
in search of local colour.
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One costume, by the way, that has quite disappeared
is that of the postilions who used to drive the mail
coaches and diligences, which are now giving place
to motor omnibuses. They had bright yellow waist-
coats, a hat of varnished leather, white buckskin
breeches, and jack-boots; and from their shoulders
hung a horn slung on a red tasselled cord. They are
credited with a lack of courtesy in proportion to their
grandeur, so perhaps we need waste no regrets on
them.
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CHAPTER X
HORNBERG AND THE PRECHTHAL

A lively railway—A ceiling clock—Black Forest painters—A
name outlived—Hornberg Castle—A doe as undertaker—The
family pew—Timber traffic—Rafting—A living picture—The
P echthal—A village gossip—The rural postman—A mutual ac-
quaintance—Rustic piety—Elaborate crucifixes—Votive tablets.

OST Black Forest tourists leave the Kinzig
M Valley at Hausach where the Gutach Valley
joins it, and make through Hornberg for Triberg.
Triberg is an excellent place to aim at, for there are
splendid walks all round it, if you are good at steep
gradients, and splendid drives, though slow, if you
prefer the more beaten tracks. But I fancy that the
great majority of the travellers who go to Triberg
go there merely to see the waterfall, and to travel
over the most interesting part of the Black Forest
railway. That is, perhaps, in itself a not insufficient
aim. The Black Forest is very proud of its railway,
and the engineer has, and he deserves it, a monument
at Triberg. But let me say of the Gutach Valley as
I have said of the Kinzig, that you can get but a very
limited idea of it if you rely on the railway for your
points of view. The object of any railway, no matter
where it may be, is to get a train from one place to
another place by the shortest route. That is no less
the idea actually of the Black Forest railway than
that of any other. It is in a way a lucky accident
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that this particular railway cannot frequently get
from one place to another without turning and
doubling and crossing its tracks like some hunted
animal, or going round and round like a spiral staircase.
It is not the only railway in the world that does
it. There is that which takes you to Innsbruck from
Switzerland for one, and that which takes you from
Innsbruck to Italy for another. But that is nothing
against it. And apart from the excitement of its
twisting manceuvres there is a surpassing interest
in the innumerable glimpses which it affords of rocky
gorges and peopled wvalleys. Each fresh tunnel
heralds a fresh picture for all the world like the dark
intervals in a cinematograph entertainment. I think
that it surpasses even the thrill of those rocky windows
in the tunnels on the line between Spezzia and Genoa,
each with its own bright flash of the blue Mediter-
ranean.

But, as I have suggested, all this is not the Black
Forest as I understand the Black Forest. If you
remain in your railway carriage you cannot even get
a proper idea of the towns, for many of them are
quite a distance from the stations which bear their
name. The railway is not concerned with the
picturesque, and the villagers who want to use it,
as very many do, must, like Mahomet and the moun-
tain, go to it. At Triberg the station is a good mile
to a mile and a half of stiff uphill road from the water-
fall, and a mile from the market place. Some of
the other towns or villages are nearer—St. Georgen,
for instance, and Peterzell—and you may pass them
thinking you have seen all there is to see that is worth
seeing. But get out and walk through any one of
them and your perspective changes.

Hornberg, of the situation of which you can get a
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tolerable idea from the railway, is supposed tomark the
the beginning of the ““ show ” part of the valley, but 3
there is plenty to look at lower down. Gutach is
reached from Hausach by a road leading from the
Kinzig Valley road to Wolfach. The way is delightfully bt
shaded and it keeps fairly near the river with its i
innumerable wooden bridges, formed, after the local
fashion, with a couple of firs laid parallel, and foot-
boards set crosswise. At Gutach, which takes its name
from the valley—as so many of these villages do to the
confusion of the map-searcher—there is a rather
remarkable old inn, the Linden, a typical Black Forest
hostelry, recalling the times when commercial travellers
were unknown and tolerable hostelries did not number
one to every five houses. Near it is the church with
an extraordinary clock in its flat ceiling. This church,
one of several Lutheran churches—at Hornberg, I
Rothenberg, and Schiltach are others—in a land which
is staunchly Roman, is of a size such as we in England
would think scarcely big enough for the village.
Indeed, it is so small that there is a very large gallery
at the west end and another smaller one across the
! east end behind the altar, thus very effectively bringing
into use a part of the church which dates from the
middle of the fifteenth century. Even with these addi-
tions there is none too much seating accommodation.
One might be tempted to the thoughtthatthe Lutherans
as a community worship less spaciously than the
Catholics, were it not for that tremendous edifice at
Schiltach.
In this very charming little village of Gutach live two
of the best-known Black Forest painters, Professor W.
Hasemann and Herr C. Liebich. Professor Hasemann
has painted the forest in all seasons and at all times of
the day. He has caught the glow of the antumn sunset,
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the shimmer of the summer sun at midday, the cold
grey atmosphere of snowclad winter. Liebich is the
painter of Black Forest sunlight. He is attracted by
strong colour effects—the blazing glory of yellow
broom, the many hued mosaic of flowers in a cottage
garden, or the strong contrasts of light and shade seen
when bright rays filter through trees. With less
definite effects he is not, I think, so successful. Both
painters have a rather minute touch, but Hasemann
has to my mind more poetry than Liebich, and his
minuteness is not in effect so photographic as
Liebich’s. Hasemann paints also the Black Forest
peasant. Many of his character interiors are full of
those touches of reality which only a good painter can

present.
Gutach is about half-way between Hausach and
Hornberg, the road to which begins to show signs of the
o ascent of the valley. Hornberg has been described as
o Fack the Nuremberg of the Black Forest, but I don’t know
that it is a good description. It might have deserved
it some years ago, but to-day utilitarianism is beginning
to assert itself. Factories, which until recently kept
themselves discreetly in the background of the valleys
that converge on it, are now creeping inwards, and the
railway which gives you a good view of the town when
you are in a railway carriage certainly does not aid the
effect when you are out of it. I do not say that the
place is yet made modern ; that would be very far
from the truth; but I have fears for what another
twenty years may do. But no amount of years can
affect its position. Nothing short of an earthquake
could spoil that. The valleys I have mentioned meet
below a jutting spur of rocky hill on which stands the
castle, and all round the base of this are scattered the
houses, with the river taking a winding course among
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them. The view from the castle tower is well worth
the rather tedious climb which it costs ; and that also
from the very excellent Castle Hotel, in whose grounds
the castle stands, is only less fine because it is from
not quite so high a point. Indeed, I am not sure that
with its restrictions it is not as good, for you can have
your dinner looking over miles of distance and never
see the scarifying railway bridge at all.

Hornberg Castle, one should be glad to know, s
properly equipped with a legend. It relates actually
to a building older than the present very old structure,
but the site is the same. The baron who lived there
had a beautiful daughter, an only child, for whom he
was always on the look-out for a suitably important
husband. After a good deal of searching he could
select no one better than a prince of the pagan Huns.
The girl Notburga saw the prince and fell in love with
him, but she was a Christian, and religion stood before |
love, so she fled from the castle and the marriage,
accompanied only by a pet doe, and hid in a cave.

Here, having written out a prayer for her lover’s con-

/ version, she died, and the doe capped the tale of its |
devotion by performing the funeral rites. Some time |
after, her lover, who meanwhile had been converted to
Christianity, was hunting in the forest, when he started |
a doe of remarkable comeliness. He aimed and missed, -
and the doe—need one say it was #he doe—took him to
Notburga's grave. He read the prayer and forthwith
decided to become a hermit. Many years later an

angel disguised as a pilgrim visited him, and, having

tasted of his hospitality, conveyed him to his sweet-

heart. I do not know the whereabouts of Notburga’s

cave, but there is a cave at the foot of the precipitous

rock on which the castle stands. It is not a very big

cave, but it might have been big enough. At any rate
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no beautiful lovelorn maiden inhabits it now. It is
used as a pig-sty.

Hornberg church is perhaps worth a passing
glance. Being Lutheran, one does not look for any
gorgeous gilding and paint, and one certainly does
not find it. The interior appears very bare indeed, but
there is somehow an attractive homeliness about it.
Perhaps the remarkable curved gallery under the
vaulting at the east end gives it a cosy look. At any
rate one does not feel repelled by its whitewashed walls,
On these walls are some rather quaint memorial
tablets. Two on the right of the chancel date from
the early eighteenth century. One on the west wall,
half hidden by the gallery stairs, belongs to the very
beginning of the seventeenth century. In the gallery
there is a most ducal-looking family pew, enclosed,
and with a ceiling of its own. Here chairs in elegant
disorder take the place of benches. The gallery, too,
has two more tablets, the most interesting of all, for
they are of early eighteenth-century marquetrie of !
crude rustic workmanship.

The railway at Hornberg helps one to get some idea
of the timber traffic at a time of the year when it is not
actually in full swing. The autumn and winter, when
the streams are swollen to their widest, is the season
to see it at its best. Then the great rafts which have
been gradually prepared during the dry months, the
huge trunks being bound together by means of willows
which are grown in various parts of the Kinzig Valley,
specially curved for the purpose, are sent rushing and
crashing and leaping on their wild career to the lap of
that great mother of all the rivers on this side of the
forest, the Rhine. But in the summer, when the
rivers have just a tiny rippling flow of water murmur-
ing in rock-strewn beds, the railway helps the work
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along. You may see trimmed tree trunks, fifty, sixty,
and even seventy feet long, stretching their great
length between two railway trucks, which bear them
slowly and very carefully to their destination.

The timber trade is of course the real native industry
of the Black Forest, nearly all the others being im-
ported and not strictly dependent upon local con-
ditions. As is the case elsewhere in Germany, the
forests are all, irrespective of ownership, carefully
supervised by Government officials to prevent deteri-
oration. The State itself possesses an increasinglylarge
proportion of the whole. Towns are also large owners,
and their sales go to the relief of the rates. Other very
extensive proprietors are societies of timber merchants.
Trees may be cut down only subject to well-framed
laws, one of which is that a new tree must be planted
for each old one that is removed. The timber is
mostly sold by auction. Occasionally it is bought
standing, but not often. Cut trees are left two or
three years to season. From the sloping forests the
seasoned trunks are slid down clearings to the roads,
whence they are conveyed to the railways, or to the
rivers, on which they are floated in rafts, to the regions
of commerce. The rafts are built wedge shaped with
a few trunks abreast in front and a considerable width
behind. They look ungainly craft for the rivers which
carry them, and the voyages are exhilarating experi-
ences. The huge rafts to be seen on the Rhine are
made up of the smaller ones which are floated down
from the Black Forest rivers and elsewhere. These
are veritable colonies. A hut houses the crew and
their cook, and provides a concert-room for the
evenings, for the raft-men are good company, as their
occasional pleasure passengers can testify. To many
of the inland dwellers these raft-men who travel down
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the Rhine to Rotterdam are almost the only link with
the greater world, and there is probably some truth
in the notion that they, with their news, have been
pioneers of civilisation. Moralists have indeed at
times been not too pleased with the particular lessons
of civilisation which have found admittance in this
way to primitive minds. It is not always good to put,
as we say, ideas into people’s heads.

The upper end of the Prechthal is one of the least
frequented parts of the Black Forest within a reason-
able distance of Hornberg. The lower portion of the
Lauterbach Valley is another. In the latter case
there is comparatively little to attract the visitor, for
he can get scenery as good without climbing such a
very tedious carriage road for it. One does not object
to a mountain path being steep, but a road definitely
marked out with stones, as the more important roads
are, should at least be tolerably easy to walk on. For
this reason it is, I imagine, that one of the byways from
Hornberg—the left as you go up to Triberg—I have
already spoken of this road in connection with Schram-
berg and Schiltach—is not much frequented. The
other byway, the right, which turns off about a mile
below the town and leads to the Prechthal, is pretty
stiff climbing too ; but then it does not make so much
of itself as the other. It is not a main road, and it does
not pretend to be. It takes you at first through a little
pretty group of peasant houses, where things are going
on, not much otherwise than they have been for
hundreds of years, as though no inquisitive travellers
ever passed by. Not that these people are medizval
exactly. They do progress after their lights. It
looks wrong, somehow, to see a bicycle ready for action
leaning up against a doorpost of one of these great
houses, but it is no uncommon sight. The signpost
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at the turning from the Gutach Valley road says it is
a climb of an hour and three-quarters to the point at
which the way begins to descend, but I think that is
an excessive estimate. I have never timed myself
very accurately, but I certainly did it in less than an
hour and three-quarters on one occasion when I was
helping a bicycle up as well. Besides, there are no
inns on the way to detain youn. Anyhow it is a fairly
long climb ; but it is very good to be up there. Let
me try to dissect the great landscape which is there
painted for the world to see. The artist wanted, I
should think, eight different shades of purple to get
those ranges of distant hills—for you can see far beyond
the Gutach Valley, where a white puff of smoke shows
the railway with a train toiling up to Hornberg. Then
the Gutach Valley. A grand hazy patchwork of
greens and browns, and more purple where the sun
fails to strike it. There are some umbers, too, on
these hillsides working gradually into the dark green
mass of trees in the middle distance. These, too, have
a gauzy veil of purple. Then the warm green of the
nearer distance, and the rich glory of the foreground
—bright golden broom that no yellow can put on paper,
and tints of mauve and blue and pink and a paler yellow
where wild flowers show in the grass. And there is
the silver green of the aspen poplars flickering every-
where near. Those are some of the ingredients. Add
to these, if you can, the great open living spacious-
ness, the breath of life that is a second life, and you
will have something like the real thing. And when,
turning, you leave it behind, there is another picture
as good, or better, round the shoulder of the hill. Itis
the Miihlenbach Valley running down to Haslach. A
little way farther on you come to a sight of the valley
which you are after—the Prechthal.
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There is a little inn at the top where I waited once
for a few minutes, The old dame who kept it was
very friendly and talkative, and it required tact to
break away from a rather too long story of the post-
man and of how difficult he found it to get his bicycle
up the hills. A few minutes after I did break away
I saw this postman, with his bicycle, smiling upon me
like an old friend. It was the smile with which two
strangers greet one another, knowing that they have
a mutual acquaintance. It said to me as clearly as
words could have said it, “So you've been having
a dose of her too. Well, we all do.” Later on he
kept catching me up and dropping behind again to
deliver letters, and every time he reappeared there
was the smile. And vet T found her a very pleasant
old dame. But doubtless the people of the valley
knew her better than I knew her. They live there.
The Prechthal is, I think, one of the straightest
valleys in the Black Forest. From the top you can
see almost the whole length of it. It is also up-
questionably the part of the Black Forest which has
the most evidences of rustic piety. Nowhere else
have I seen so many crucifixes and roadside monyu-
ments of various sorts. Such things are not un-
common anywhere in the Forest excepting in the
few Lutheran districts, but here they are quite ex-
ceptionally numerous. There js hardly an old house
without either a crucifix or else a niche with a figure
of the Virgin or a group of little plaster angels. Above
Elzach, to which place the railway comes from
Waldkirch, they are to be found more frequently
than in the lower part of the valley. The railway,
perhaps, has brought worldliness, as the raft men
who go down to Rotterdam are said to have done on
the rafting rivers. But even in the lower part they
Io
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are almost more in evidence than in other parts of the
Black Forest.

There are two or three instances of an elaborate
type of crucifix which it is worth while to describe
in some detail. Simpler ones are of course very
plentiful. Many of them commemorate St. Peter’s
connection with the crucifixion, being surmounted
with a carved cock with a very blatantly painted red
comb. Some of them have life-sized figures ; others
are miniatures set high; some have hoods to protect
them from the weather ; some are buffeted by all
the winds of heaven, and the Black Forest can number
a good many. But the more elaborate ones are far
more than these. The pious ingenuity of their
makers has lavished on them signs which suggest
every imaginable incident in the greatest Christian
tragedy. They stand high and are invariably sur-
mounted with the cock. On the arms of the cross and
on the upright, surrounding the figure of the Christ,
are the symbols. The number of these varies and
the best show perhaps eighteen or twenty. Among
the emblems most frequently seen are a hammer, an
auger, some nails and a pair of pincers, and a ladder—
the tools used by the crucifiers. Then there are the
soldiers’ weapons and suggestions of the preliminary
sufferings, a spear with a sponge on its head, a scourge,
a sword, a spiked club, a column with a chain, a piece
of rope, and so on. A chalice and cup; a lantern
(for those who searched in the garden); a hand;
Judas’ bag of money; the seamless garment, and
the dice with which lots were cast—all these find a
place. And generally there is a little figure of the
Virgin. The emblems are carved in wood and
painted in something like their natural colours.
In some cases a Roman soldier on horseback is sup-
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ported on a bracket on the right, and this soldier is
occasionally to be seen Tepresented in the regulation
uniform of a German cavalryman. Crucifixes con-
structed in some such style as this are to be found
in parts of Tyrol and elsewhere, but I know of no
place in which there are S0 many within a short
distance of each other as there are in the Black Forest.
One of the best I have seen from the point of view
of the number of its suggestive decorations (though
it lacks a horseman) is at Furtwangen. There is
another on the heights above Triberg, and another
above Hornberg in the Niederwasser Valley. These
all show traces of weather or time, but in the Prechthal
the crucifixes are kept, on the whole, in good repair.
The people of the Prechthal, too, are accurate in detail.
The Roman soldier when he appears is not a Prussian
cavalryman but a proper Roman soldier, with a helmet
and shield and cloak of a conventional cut. For the
rest, the symbols are very much the same, though,
as I have said, I think the ingenuity of the Furtwangen
people has taken them a little way farther. They
have thought of one or two more things.

One of these crucifixes is just at the top of the
Prechthal ; that is to say at the foot of the first long
slope which takes you properly into it. There is a
more elaborate one beyond Oberprechthal soon after
you pass a rather interesting chapel. This little
place, whose inside measurements are about eight
yards by four, including a little bay which has ap-
parently been added for the altar, has a pillared
portico with a flight of steps imposing enough for a
fair-sized church. The interior is elaborately and
not so badly painted, but the most interesting things
in it are the votive tablets put up in the past by
grateful villagers., These consist of square pieces
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of wood most crudely painted. Most of the designs
include cattle, and one has pigs as well. They date
from about the middle of the last century. Two
chestnut trees shade the door of this tiny chapel and
nearly hide its tower.

There is another notable chapel—there would
appear to be no other but ecclesiastical interests in
the valley, but there are a few—on the Hornberg
which becomes prominent long before you reach
Oberwinden, and stays behind on your left between
Oberwinden and Bleibach. Here the valley shows
open country—as it has, on the whole, all the way
down—with a wonderful panorama of hills on the
left stretching their bases to within a quarter of a
mile or so of the road. On the right the wooded
slopes are nearer. The stream which bears us com-
pany flows now tranquilly with a frequent covering
of small white waterlilies, now boisterously over
little rocky cascades. Many irrigation sluices dot
the fields as we get lower, and at Bleibach the beauties
of the valley are almost at an end, for one enters a

! long, dull-faced outskirt of Waldkirch—new dwelling-
houses, necessary, but not much to look at.

BADISCHE
BL8 LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

Baden-Wiirttemberg



CHAPTER XI
AMONG THE CLOCKMAKERS

A contrast—Hell—A new portrait—A microscopic chapel—The
disappointed maiden—Sacrilege of the loaf—Thunder in mid-winter
—A place to stay in—The waterfall illuminated—A stage effect—
The useless sundial—A musical tree—Clockmaking—A dream of
waiters—A school for clockmakers—A church with five doors—
Confusing paths—The Sticklewald—An oval town—Martial
vicissitudes—A wheel wager—The last of the Black Forest giants
—Church service at St. Georgen—A new old town—Notices useful
and otherwise—Peterzell—The Moravians at Kénigsfeld—The
Berneck Valley—Imperturbability of railway officials.

HE road from Hornberg to Triberg follows the
T very beautiful Niederwasser valley. The railway
follows it too, but the railway’s sinuous course renders
it for the most part not easily discoverable by the
walker. One passes through scenery of the boldest and
wildest. Ridge upon ridge of hills spread with forest
broken by huge masses of rock : patches of fruitful
fields set at angles so impossible that one wonders
how their cultivators can ever contrive to work in
them, far less wrest from them their rich sustaining
harvest ; and dotted here and there are those wonderful
Black Forest houses of which there are no two alike.
Near one of these, which is passed on the right on the
way up, there is one of the more elaborate crosses
which I have already described.

The village of Niederwasser is very small, and a
suitably tiny bridge crosses the stream to it. Beyond
149

BADISCHE .
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK Baden-Wiirttemberg



150 A BOOK OF THE BLACK FOREST

the little group of houses rises the picturesque, square-
steepled church. Above this idyllic spot there is a
contrast terrific in name if not is reality. It is called
Hell, and certainly parts of it might have served as
models at least for the approaches to that locality as
conceived by Dante. Perhaps the name is not alto-
gether inappropriate, for the valley began with Heaven
round Gutach, though its position falsifies the facilis
descensus tradition. Many of the crags here are so
grotesque that local imagination has discovered in
them a very Valhalla of colossal statues. There are
said to be a fair lady robed in long flowing draperies,
and a crowned king seated in state ; and I have myself
discovered one not unlike the old German Emperor,
but doubtless the loyal respect of the country folk for
those who sit in high places has prevented this from
being known. The portrait is not very good.

The delirious curves of the road through Hell bring
you safely to Steinbis, where, half-way up the slope on
the left and commanding an extensive view away from
the Infernal region, is one of the tiniest chapels to be
seen even in a country which is sprinkled with tiny
chapels. If Charles Lamb could have seen it he would
certainly have transferred to it the playful description
of Hollingdon Rural Church which he wrote to his
friend John Dibdin. Far more than the little Sussex
church it ““ seems dropt by some angel for the use of
e hermit, who was at once parishioner and a whole
parish.”

It stands near a large farmhouse which is reached by a
steep and stony path wide enough to take a waggon if
it goes circumspectly. It is painted white, is this little
chapel, and its two windows, one north and one south,
are gaily outlined with blue. So, too, is the door.
Stretching down from it on one side is a very small
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vegetable garden with an old stone wall, and room is
found, in addition to the necessary crops (‘‘if the
glebe land is proportionate, it may yield two potatoes ")
for a bed of gay flowers under the chapel wall. It
dates from 1777, and I daresay as many as twenty
slim people besides the officiating clergyman might be
able to find seats in it. There is another of these
Lilliputian churches just above Triberg on the road to
St. Georgen, overlooking the village of Nussbach.
A mountain path leads from Steinbis to the ruined
castle of Althornberg which is notable chiefly for a
legend whose moral is only partially evident. Among
the ruins in the ravine, near by, you may happen to
meet a maiden of a rather disappointed aspect. For
some reason, which neither I nor anyone else apparently
can give, she is refused admission into heaven until
some youth gives her three kisses. I have never seen
her so I cannot say whether this is an inviting task,
but so far as I know she has only herself to blame.
At any rate here is her story : The Lord of Althornberg
of her time was a man, as they say, of loose habits.
His amusements were highly riotous and improper, and
nothing shocked him. One Christmas evening he pro-
moted a great deal of very unseemly revelry, of which
one of the features was a dance performed by persons
wearing hollowed out loaves on their feet. Now in
Black Forest tradition any desecration of bread is
: always visited with Divinewrath, so one is not surprised
that although it was the depth of winter a fierce
thunderstorm broke over the stronghold. In the
midst of this, our damsel, who worked in the castle as a
kitchen-maid, in a state of perpetual scandalisation,
entered the hall and in righteous indignation tried
to stop the dance. The baron, however, choosing to
regard the thunder as Heaven's applause rather than
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reproof, urged the performers to greater efforts, where=
upon a thunderbolt fell into the throng, the castle
broke into flames, and the maiden alone escaped alive,
to wait, as we have seen, till some lover was smitten
with her charms. It seems to me that she deserved
a better fate. But perhaps Heaven's wish is that
maidens should not be too difficult. That appears to
be the obvious conclusion. I leave it to the moralists,

From Steinbis the road, gradually ascending, goes on
to Triberg, passing the hamlet of Schonachbach, and
leaving, after the railway station has been seen across
the stream to the right, the road to St. Georgen on the
left.

Triberg presents to the traveller a long, steep, and
formidable hill. A motor omnibus plies between the
station and Schonach, which is upon one of the heights
to the right. It passes through Triberg market-place,
and there you will find yourself well on the way to
the waterfall. Besides the waterfall there is little in
Triberg itself, with the exception of a fine view over the
town and down the valley, to attract the traveller in
search of the picturesque. There are few buildings
there which are not either clock factories, clock shops,
or clockmakers’ dwellings. But the surroundings are
very inviting. Innumerable paths take you into the
forest, where vistas of grey trunks with their dark
foliage above and the earth rock-strewn and rich with
a luxuriance of bright moss below surround you on
every side. The open spaces at the top, where barley,

oats, and potatoes seem to flourish, present prospects
of that clear exhilarating expansiveness which can only
be enjoyed thoroughly when you have climbed for it.
Triberg is not a place to be taken, as some guide-books
suggest that it should be taken, in the interval between
two trains. It is one of those insidious places which

i
jui
k
Ay
It
g

Baden-Wiirttemberg



AMONG THE CLOCKMAKERS 153

with a little encouragement get their arms about you
and hug you almost into patriation. You may stay a
day there and leave gaily, thinking you have seen all
and must be moving. But stay a month and you will
wonder who invented months that they are so short.

I don’t know that I am particularly interested in
the fact that the waterfall at Triberg is the finest in
Western Germany, or that it is 500 feet high, or that
it carries over some millions of gallons of water every
year. But I am interested in the natural tunnel
which the dark firs form for it : in the huge boulders
of granite, worn to smoothness and splashed to
iridescence, that break the course of the water: and
in the voice of it, and the relentlessness of it, and the
almost malicious fascination of it. Bridges span the
most approachable of its boulders—bridges of fir
trees dragged from the forest and laid across with
rough-hewn footboards to cover them—and from
these bridges you can look down on the tumbling
torrent, and in the immutability of its purpose get
some idea of time, even as Tennyson did with the
brook. Prehistoric man never saw the trees which
shade you, nor the houses which you gaze out upon,
nor the bridge on which you stand. But he saw
that same waterfall.

On that way to it which passes the Schwarzwald
Hotel (where they speak excellent English, though
in print they instruct you to * wring the bell )
there is a kind of rustic tower crouching back from
the path. By day a notice invites you to throw your
waste-paper into a recess at its base, and having no
waste paper you pass it by, with just a kind thought
for the housewifely instincts of the Town Council.
But by night this tower is something much more than
a receptacle for litter. From the upper storey of it,
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reached by a stair that goes round at the back, a long
blmdm'r ray of electric light darts forth and illuminates
» falls. People travel over continents and oceans
m see that illumination, and they stay just a night,
and go back again conte nted. So poj )111’11’ 1s 1t that
the town feels justified in imposing on every visitor a
tax of thirty pfe nnigs a day (if you stay a week there
is the bargain rate of one mark fifty pfennigs), part
of which goes to pay for the electricity. But the fall
lighted l)\ electricity is really a very poor artificial
affair. Indud it looks much more artificial than it
really is. There is no speci 1l reason why a pretty
effect should not be obtained by throwing a ray of
light on some dignified natural oh;tct But somehow
in this particular case it gives it precisely the appear-
ance of a painted set-piece in a theatre. The strong
light thrown on the fronts of the trees L‘L%t': a- black
shadow behind them which outlines them and malkes
them stand out exactly like the sidewings on a stage;
and the light on the rocks and on the water throws
them all into a series of flat planes like masses of
scenery. You must stand very mnear to see any
rotundity. In fact, you must stand on the great
block of stone which an enterprising photographer
has appropriated as a foreground for groups of tourists
with the waterfall as local colour. Or you can get
a very good effect from one or other of the bridges,
though it is a rather perilous climb in the dark. But
if you stand some distance back where there is a good
view by day—just far enough for the ”rlqshnppers
to be heard above the roar of the waters—it is one
great ineffective piece of scene-painting. I am certain
that Mr. Arthur Collins could do better at Drury
Lane Theatre, or Mr. Tree at His Majesty’s.
Triberg has two Roman Catholic churches, but you
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might easily pass through the town without suspecting
that it has any at all. Neither of them to look at is
very remarkable. The smaller of the two is on a
little, very steep footpath leading up from the market-
place to a higher point of the main road—one of
those inviting short cuts which make you wish you
had held yourself patiently to the highway. The
older and bigger church lies tucked away on a slope
of the valley which leads up to Schonach, and has a
good deal of elaborate gilding inside on the balcony
pulpit and on all the three altars. There is a rather
effective transparent back to the high altar, letting
in a softened purply blue light. The adjacent Katho-
lisches Pfarramt, which is connected with the church
by a wooden bridge, has a curious kind of sundial,
but as the sun does not reach it after noon, and in
any case the numbers on it have been painted over,
I doubt if it is accounted of much chronometrical
value by those who see it oftenest. At the top of the
sloping footpaths by which the church is approached
from the road, there are little booths for the sale of
cheap rosaries and other objects of piety. It is, in
fact, a considerable place of pilgrimage by reason of
a miraculous happening—another of the musical tree
character—which brought about its foundation. It
was towards the end of the seventeenth century that
the heights round Schonach were occupied by Austrian
soldiers, a party of whom, scouring the woods near
Triberg, were attracted by strains of music which
proceeded from the top of a lofty fir tree. Search
revealed a carved image of the Virgin, placed there by
a peasant who had been cured of leprosy by the
waters of a spring which rises just behind the spot on
which the church now stands. The soldiers treated
their discovery reverently, and affixed an almsbox
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to the tree. Pilgrims to the spring made such generous
donations that the box soon yielded a sum sufficient
to justify the starting of a church. This was begun
in 1696 and finished in 1709.

A glance at the shop windows of Triberg, and at the

nameboards of the factories hiding behind the main the
street, and particularly at the permanent exhibitions of ha
local industries here and at Hornberg, will convince the of
visitor that he is well inside the clockmaking district.

Several of the factories may be inspected, but those who
go should leave their cameras outside, for there is a
dread, only equalled in frontier fortresses, of foreign
acquisition of secrets. If, though, you do not wear the

look of one who can remember from a glance the details )
of very elaborate and ingenious machinery, you may b
see the whole process of clockmaking from sheet o
metal to packing case. One feels, perhaps, a vague |;-
sentiment of regret that machineryshould so effectively 3 ]
displace the old hand-work which fostered the original f
Black Forest industry, but it does not altogether dis- | §
J place it. Hand and machine move side by side to the i
vast increase of employment. In the greater number '.
of clocks machines begin and hands finish, and the
fitting together of these machine-made parts occupies | :
very many people. I have been told that all the | [
waiters in all the hotels become clockmakers in the :
winter—a frivolous friend of mine suggested that they ;
live on tick —and it is a rather pleasant dream to | f
picture the majestic head waiter doffing his tails and I
putting together, with that supremely dignified manner {
of his, Big Ben, or something as important, while the | 2
piccolo gets back again into knickerbockers and erectsa f
cuckoo clock. But I am afraid the dream has little 1
reality. I have never yet broached the subject to any I

waiter who did not tell me that he flies away to Italy,
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still waiting, as soon as the Black Forest season is over.
And a waiter nearly always tell you the truth about his
private affairs. I knew a waiter once—but that is
neither here nor there.

The idea of making clocks was given to the people of
the Black Forest, as I have already told, by a glass-
hawker. The first primitive clock was brought by one
of these pedlars from Nuremberg about the close of the
seventeenth century, The peasants at Schénwald and
elsewhere soon established the industry, but some
fifty years passed before a striking clock was produced.
About the middle of the eighteenth century the wooden
mechanism which had till then served, somewhat
spasmodically, to mark the flight of time, was replaced
by metal. When metal wheels had spread into
common use, some one discovered how to imitate the
cuckoo, and so we come forward to quite modern days.
Many variations of the cuckoo notion have competed
for its popularity, but it holds its own, and I have a
suspicion that the inspiration of a good many letters to
English newspapers in the early spring might be traced
to its lifelike notes.

Machine-made timepieces, though now they are
responsible for a more prosperous state of things than
could ever have obtained on the old lines—a huge trade
is now done in ““ American Clocks,” dealt a hard blow
at the Black Foresters when they first came into the
field. The blow was fatal to much of the picturesque-
ness of the old industry. The hawkers with their
ticking load, once a familiar sight, are now seen no more,
and for some years it looked like being fatal altogether,
for the ingenuity which could imitate a hand-made
article could not rise to the imitation or invention of
machinery. But in 1877 the German Government came
to the rescue, and established a school for clockmaking
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and wood-carving, and the stricken workers rallied.
This school is at Furtwangen, where, in the museum, a
practical study of the history of the industry may be
most pleasantly made.

Omne of the many walks which are worth taking in
the neighbourhood of Triberg is out to Schonach by the
road past the old church—you can, if you like, climb the
worst part of the hill in the motor omnibus for about
fourpence—and back through the woods to the top of
the waterfall. If there you take the rather steep path
down to the right—it is unsafe in the winter, but I am
writing of the summer—you can get a better idea of the
falls’ 500 feet of height than you can get from below.
Under the little bridge near the restaurant above it
comes flickering along, and in between its innumerable
pools, with their surface scarcely rippled, it roars you as
gently as any sucking-dove. It isabout half-way down
that the real thing begins. You can recognise the
place, if you are likely to mistake it, by the stone built
electric power station which has been erected there.
This is not visible from below, by the way. Thence
downwards you may count the cascades, seven of them,
and sit between whiles in little rustic summer-houses—
the Jenny Rest, one of them is called.

Schonach has a church curiously well provided with
doors. As if the original one at the west end were not
sufficient, no fewer than four of the windows, two on
each side, have been opened down to the ground and
patched with the local granite. Inside there are a
quaint set of fifteen pictures representing stages of the
cross, and an interesting pulpit set balconywise in the
north wall. It is painted crudely to resemble marble,
and on the right of the preacher a hand stands uphold-
ing a crucifix, all painted in colours intended to be
natural. The central altar and the two on either side
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are elaborately painted and gilded in a style similar to
the pulpit, and are not very attractive, but there are
two very old-looking table lecterns, one for each of the
side altars, which took my fancy. They are of primitive
turnery, decorated with chip carving. The octagonal
spire is covered with the little wooden tiles which are a
distinctive feature of the fir-growing districts, and look
remarkably like small slates until you examine them
carefully.

The first time I took the walk through Schonach,
which I have mentioned, I lost my way. Not hope-
lessly, for I knew well enough the direction in which
Triberg lay, but the right path takes some finding,
in spite of the friendly signposts and little coloured
discs displayed by the various tourist societies, or
perhaps because of the over-minuteness of their
directions. Anyhow, I decided to go to Wolfbauer,

- where there is one of the very elaborate rustic cruci-
fixes, and where, according to the map, a road went
right and left, and the left was right. I took the
path shown by the signpost near the church over-

i looking the valley, which seems unaccountably strewn

{75 with granite boulders until you realise that the rich

: thick grass of the fields is merely a thin cloak for the
bed of rock. I found the parting of the ways and
followed the left, but it seemed to me that I was
striking inland in the Schénwald direction, and so
I left the road and struck across country. This
turned out to be very much more interesting than
the beaten track. I passed through stubbly tracks
of old fir roots and new young trees planted for some
future cutting, and I came upon a little copse where
granite workers were chipping and shaping the rough
boulders until they were fit for carting. Their little
settlement included a forge for re-sharpening the
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cold chisels. Several times I asked the way and
was always told I was right for Schonach, the one
place I wished to avoid. But at length by persuading
them that there must be a road, or at least a path,
to the top of the falls, I induced them to tell me that
there was, and I found it taking quiet tracks among
patches of wild flowers growing from the glorious
carpet of purple heather. There seemed to be some
fatal magnetism about Schonach. All roads led
there or were said to, rightly or wl':'m{_f_l_\-’, even as all
roads are said to lead to a certain spot in London.
But there #s a path to Triberg waterfall and I now
know where it is, I am not going to tell, though,
because there is infinite pleasure in the finding of it.
And there is experience too. You will learn the great
truth that belongs to Black Forest footpaths, namely,
that the one which seems to go to the place which you
wish to reach is mot mecessarily the one which will
take you there. Black Forest paths have a wonderful
trick of twisting and turning and doubling on them-
selves. I started on that walk from Schonach deter-
mined to keep to the heights, and it seemed that
whenever in a choice of paths I took the higher, it
came ridiculously back to Schonach, or else led to
the open country due south. I will give away this
much of the secret. The right path makes one dip
into a valley and up the other side. It skirts a farm-
house in the hollow and ascends the hill again. Then
there are three distinct tracks to choose from. Take
the one to the right. Experto crede. 1 tried all three.

A very favourite short trip from Triberg is to the
Stocklewald Tower, from which a fine panorama of
the surrounding country is to be obtained. You
can see far beyond the recognised limits of the Black
Forest. In the direction of St. Georgen, for example,
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and just to the right of it, rises the steep cone of
Hohenzollern with its castle, and on a clear day there
is a very distinct distant line of Alps ending in the
Bernese group. The tower is reached most pleasantly
by the new forest road which winds up from the
Schwarzwald Hotel. On this road the Geutsche
signboard is the one to follow. Or one may climb
to it by most of the paths which thread the forest
from the neighbourhood of the waterfall. The road
winds along the top of the hill for about a mile, and
then a signpost at a junction of the routes gives the
immediate direction. At this junction, if you have
a bicycle, and have taken the trouble to push it so
far, for it is too steep to ride much of the way, you
have the chance of a splendid piece of coasting. Take
the way to Rohebach, which is a scattered group of
houses with a big church and a big school, and thence
on to the high road at Schénenbach. You need hardly
use the pedals once the whole way. At Schénenbach
you may go to the right to Furtwangen or to the left
to Véhrenbach. From Véhrenbach there is a winding
uphill road to Langenbach, but it is not ‘too steep to
ride, and from there you have a run down of some-
thing like eight miles through Unterkirnach to
Villingen. It would be impossible to conceive any-
thing more beautiful of its kind than the road for
about the middle four of these eight miles. It is a
dense narrow tree-clad valley all the way.

Villingen wears the picturesque worn look of a
town with a past; and there are signs also that it is
a town with a present and a future. Its two broad
main streets crossing one another, flanked with
weather-beaten old houses, dotted with pleasing
fountains, not less picturesque because they are
useful, and terminated by arched gateways, are

IT

BADISCHE ’
BLB LANDESBIBLIOTHEK Baden-Wiirttemberg



LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

162 A BOOK OF THE BLACK FOREST

speaking records of what has been. And the new
villas, the factories, the busy railway, all without
the line of the old walls are evidence of a prosperity
to be continued. Villingen was originally an oval
town, well walled and formidable. The exact number
of the sieges which it has withstood need not trouble
us. In one year alone of the Thirty Years' War it
was beset some half a dozen times, and another single
year of the War of the Spanish Succession saw it
beleaguered four times. There were many other
occasions. The great thing is that it only once
capitulated. That was to an overwhelming force of
French and Bavarians in 1745.

It is said that the father of that Duke Berthold of
Zihringen who founded Freiburg had his seat there ;
but I hesitate to accept that theory, because it does
away with the romantic legend of the charcoal burner
of Freiburg, of which I shall have more to say in
connection with that city. Whether or not Count
Bezelin of Villingen was the father of Duke Berthold
of Zihringen, one thing is certain—that in course of
time the town passed into the possession of the Counts
of Fiirstenberg who still flourish as princes at Don-
aueschingen. Count Henry of Fiirstenberg founded
a Franciscan convent and a hospital of the Knights
of St. John in the town of Villingen. He also built

he Pfarrmiinster, his place of burial. A gold and
jewelled chalice still proclaims in a quaint inscription
the gift of him, his wife, and his seven children.
Later the town passed from this family to the Haps-
burgs, and the Austrian peacock feathers still adorn
its coat of arms. The town became part of Baden
in 1806.

The Pfarrmiinster has a curious reminder of the
town’s martial vicissitudes in a collection of cannon
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balls suspended in full view of the congregation. The
fourteenth-century pulpit, with its scenes in the life of
Christ, is worth inspection, as are the artistic relics, in-
cluding the Fiirstenberg chalice, in the sanctuary. Not
far from the church is the Rathhaus, a building afford-
ing glimpses of many aspects of medievalism. An
early sixteenth-century Council Chamber with some fine
carving gives evidence of civic importance. A dismal
suite of torture chambers, approached by an ancient
staircase, and known as the Witches’ Prison. tells of
departed zeal in the inculcation of moral rectitude.
And a museum contains various valuable examples of
ingenuity and art of a rare standard of excellence.
Here there are musical instruments, old books, coins,
metal work, pottery, and implements of torture. A
reputation as locksmiths, held in bygone days by the
workmen of Villingen, is here shown to have been well
founded ; and the potters are not less reputably repre-
sented. Amongst these last, Hans Kraut, the sixteenth
century master—he was born in 1520 and died seventy
years later—is pre-eminent. A stove by him is a
valued possession of the British Museum, Another
industry, that of the wheelwright, is worth mentioning.
Here is an old record regarding it : ““ In the year 1562,
on the Monday in Holy Week, Fiiglin’s son-in-law
made a wheel, a perfect one, and rolled it the same day
from Villingen to Rothweil and back, and spent as much
as the wheel was worth at the tavern—all in one day.
He did it for a wager ; Martin Billing bet a crown,
and Matthew Shiittle, the butcher. a thaler. The wheel-
wright won, and an honest councillor made him a
present of a florin into the bargain. This same wheel
is still to be seen here in the Rathhaus to this day.”
Rothweil figures more than once in Villingen
chronicles. Romeius Mans, the giant whose portrait
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adorns the tower of St. Michael, once lifted the gate of
Rothweil from its hinges, and, following a notable
Biblical example, bore it in triumph to his native town.
On another occasion Romeius assisted a pair of oxen,
who were unable to draw a waggon loaded with two
great tree-trunks, by putting the animals into the
\‘\’;},,{{g(!“ and drawing the whole load himself. He wasa
great man, this Romeius, the last of the Black Forest
giants, and by reason of his strength not only a hero to
the lesser folk of his town, but a sad thorn in the flesh
of the greater ones. Several times those in authority
tried to have the law of him for disrespect. Once they
got him into prison, but he escaped, to the great joy of
the populace. Finally, he went for a soldier and died
honourably on the battlefield.

I had the good fortune to be in Villingen on a day
during the very interesting exhibition held there a year
or two ago when the late Grand Duke of Baden paid a
visit. Such an auspicious occasion—I use the phrase
in its best possible sense, for the old Duke never paida
visit to a town which he did not leave the happier forit
__such an occasion gave the chief personages of the town
an unrivalled excuse for appearing all day in the full
glory of evening dress, and thus arrayed I had the
felicity of seeing them. But the occasion also afforded
an admirable excuse for the country folk to don their
distinctive costumes, and there was the chance—a
chance which is becoming increasingly rare—of seeing
at one time an example of every variety of the Black
Forest dress.

One of the things worth doing if you are making a
stay at Villingen is to go to church at St. Georgen, oné
of the few places—Gutach at the beginning of the valley
is another—where the distinctive local costumes are to
be seen. Most visitors do this from Triberg, but they
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must be up rather early in the morning to do it, for the
service begins at 9 a.m. and is over in about an hour.
There is sometimes a later service at one o’clock which
lasts till about half-past one, but the earlier is the one
best attended. The only way to get there from Triberg
is to take the road, driving or on foot. There is a train
from Triberg to St. Georgen at something after 6 a.m.,
but that would give you an hour or two of waiting
till the service begins, a tedious experience, for there
is not very much to see at St. Georgen, at least on
Sundays, besides the costumes. For the cyclist the
climb from Triberg to Somerau at the top of the hill is
rather steep and winding, and altogether too tedious to
be recommended. It issplendid in the reverse direction,
but going, no. The scenery is grand all the way to the
top,and you pass the particularly charming little village
of Nussbach, with a pretty church in its midst, and the
tiny chapel which I have already mentioned over-
looking it. The church spire of St. Georgen may be
discerned over the brow of the hill a very long time
before you reach it. It looks exceedingly new for a
town which usedtohave a Benedictine monastery dating .
from about the time of our William the Conqueror, '
and in fact it is very new. A fire took away the old
church in 1863, as another had swept off the monastery
some two-and-thirty years earlier. There is now very
little at all that suggests age about the town. It is
brisk and busy, but it finds time to keep its houses so
well painted that if any of them are old you cannot
detect the crows’ feet through the make-up. For
enamelling is one of the great industries of St. Georgen.
Clock faces and iron notices in various colours are the
chief products. The town does a very brisk trade in
those little labels marked *“ Verbotener eingang,” or
“ Halt!” which are so irritatingly frequent all over
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Germany. But useful labels are made too. In the
middle of the group of iron enamel plates displayed
when I last visited the town’s perpetual exhibition of
local work, I saw one marked ‘‘ Oxford Street.”” A great
number of clocks are made there, and there is also a
considerable amount of furniture. Plaiting of straw
and palm leaves, an imported product, which used to
keep a good many hands occupied, seems now to be
dying out. The Gewerbe Halle, like its brothers at
Triberg and elsewhere, is supplied with an orchestrion
of local manufacture, and those of them which I have
heard are remarkably good.
When you have done with St. Georgen 1 recommend
a further progress towards Peterzell, and thence to
the Moravian settlement at Konigsfeld. The church
at Peterzell, Protestant since about the seventeenth
century, is said to have been built in the time of
Charlemagne. I cannot vouch for the truth of this. It
has been enlarged to about twice its original size by
expanding the width, but it still remains small. Parts
of it are unmistakably very old, notably the tower,
with its rather weather-beaten death’s head set in the
J side wall, and the nave with its vaulted roof curiously
painted. There is on a bracket a quaint figure of the
church’s patron saint, Peter, displaying his key, but
this dates no farther back than 1787. The clock and
one of the bells—there are two, one a modern copy
of the other—are also of respectable antiquity. The
villager, the local St. Peter who unlocked the door
and showed me over, performed for my benefit a
number of interesting experiments with the clock’s
internal arrangements, with the object of proving tome
that it could still strike, which it could not.
There are two ways of going from Peterzell to
Konigsfeld. One is a good road leading from Peterzell
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railway station—which is some distance from the
village—through the forest. If you are driving that
is the only way, but for walkers and cyclists (who must
get off and push their machines) there is a stony cart
track branching off from the main road just beyond
Peterzell church. This is the better way of the two.
You go through the forest just the same, but you have
in addition a superb view over miles and miles of fields
and tree-tops and roofs, including those of Kénigsfeld
itself. About due east the distance is only bounded
by the mountains.

One's first impression of Konigsfeld from this
direction is that it is a remarkably smart little suburb
of, say, Berlin lifted bodily by some American house
juggler, and conveyed to this solitary spot in the Black
Forest for the benefit of visitors who go to be * cured ™
by its summer air. This effect is more or less fortuitous,
and due to the fact that the newest houses happen to
have been built on the Peterszell side, for on close
inspection the place loses this suburban character, and
appears more definitely what it is.

All Moravian settlements have a sort of family like-
ness in Germany. During a casual visit to Konigsfeld
there is very little of the distinctive dress of the
Moravians to be seen. When you do see it, a plain
white cap is the most noticeable article of the women's
attire. Married women have a blue ribbon on it,
widows a white one ; with girls under eighteen it isa
bright red, and with girls older than that pink. You
may be fairly certain of seing it on Sundays at the
meeting-house services.

If you are staying at St. Georgen and you happen
to have a bicycle with you, you could make worse use
of it than in riding to Schramberg or Schiltach, through
the Berneck Valley. From Schiltach, or, if you care
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to go on farther, from Wolfach, or Hausach, you can
take a train back to your starting-place. The possi-
bility of getting a train, too, makes it a convenient
walk, though I prefer it myself as a bicycle ride because
it is downhill the whole way to Hausach. At first,
that is after a short preliminary rise at St. Georgen,
it is all definitely downhill. After that the down
grade is just sufficient to make cycling easy. At St.
Georgen you have to find the Schramberg road. It is
in a part of the town which seems not over interesting,
until you recollect that somewhere in every one of the
rather blank-looking houses which you pass there is
some one making a cuckoo clock, or an orchestrion, or
a toy consisting of two bears beating alternately on a
block of wood. This may interest you, or it may not ;
but you must pass these dull-visaged dwellings before
you can get out on to the road you want. Once there
you climb just a little bit more—for you have been
climbing in St. Georgen all the while you have been
finding the road if you have been going in the right
direction—and you are on a level stretch with the pine
woods on each side of you. Emerging from this you
come upon an open tableland, the woods falling back
into position as distant boundaries. Your road is lined
with a variety of trees, some of them silver birches,
and between these, spreading over a stretch of hillside
away down to your right, you can see the village of
Juchenberg. It has a pre-occupied air and you pass it
by, for immediately afterwards on your left you get a
long glimpse of the valley down which you are to go.
It is really a continuation of the tableland, broad and
spacious, but as you descend into it, taking a long
sweep of road along which pine groves shut it from your
gaze, and emerging well in its midst, you find it full of
delightfuldetailsof prettiness. Youpassmany scattered
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houses, few of them sufficiently collected together to
seem worthy of a common name, though some of the
groups have one, and come at length to Thennenbronn,
which you see from a distance and recognise by two
church spires. One of these churches you pass on your
left in the village street—itsdoor is shaded with a couple
of horse-chestnut trees—and the other you see on your
right as the road winds out again under a small avenue
of more chestnut trees, leaving the village behind. All
this time one has been coming to closer terms with the
valley. There have been places where it has narrowed
for a few yards while the stream which is bearing you
company cuddles round a mass of boulders and the road
is edged over towards it by a brow of hills. These
little matters are just vague hints of what it has in
store for you later. In the narrowing part beyond
Thennenbronn it becomes increasingly difficult to tell
in which general direction the road is really going.
Continually you see ahead of you places where it seems
that it must stop altogether. These again are just
hints. Almost before you know it you are in a narrow
defile, a ravine, in a small way almost a cafion, and for
nearly a mile the road winds and winds so that it would
puzzle a Fellow of the Royal Geographical Society to
map it out from memory. In places it is so narrow that
there is barely room for both the road—a good fifteen
feet of the best the Black Forest can show—and thelittle
turbulent stream—a good trout stream, by the way.
Sometimes great masses of rock rise straight at your
side ; sometimes there is a slope, rocky always, with a
thick burden of trees and bright undergrowth. But
however it is you can never see very far ahead of you or
on either side, and if you look back you wonder where
you have come from. It is like all the Hell valleys in
the Black Forest rolled into one and multiplied. YetI
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think it has no such name. It is simply the Berneck
Valley without legend that I have been able to trace,
without romance of nomenclature. The ruined castle
of Falkenstein high up on the left marks where you
near the end of it. The actual end comes with a great
thin wall of jagged rocks beyond the castle. It is like
a giant’s saw, this wall of rock. Why the devil in his
numerous interesting incursions into the Black Forest
never made use of it only he can tell. It was there
ready for him until the simple rustic cross which stands
on the edge of its extreme end was erected by some
pious preventist.

Beyond this saw-toothed ridge you pass a row of
tenement houses of a type of which Scramberg seems
to be particularly fond, and you know you are in
one of the tentacles of that octopus of a town. The
valley road which takes you down to Schiltach is not
a bad sequel to the ravine, or prelude to it. It is of
the same close rocky formation, and its windings,
as I have said elsewhere, are bewilderingly numerous
for the space they are in.

I suggested the possibility, above, of taking a train
from Schiltach or one of the other Kinzig Valley
towns back to St. Georgen. If you decide to do this
you will possibly learn something of the official im-
perturbability of German railway men. On one
occasion after I had made this trip my train was due
to start from Hausach at 5.4 p.m. (Hausach is perhaps
the best station to get a train from, as you must
change there in any case). I arrived a little before
five o'clock and found the platform crowded. Soon
after twenty past five a disreputable-looking engine
panted into the station with a tag-rag-and-bobtail of
carriages. I made inquiries and was told that this
train went to Hornberg, and so, doubtless, to St.
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Georgen, though as to that I could get nothing definite.
I could learn only that it was run solely in the in-
terests of third and fourth class passengers. Taking
another look at the train, I saw that this distinction
was probably accurate. The carriages were mostly
fourth class. How it was to get to Hornberg I do
not know, because the engine-driver, whom I asked,
intended to take it to Schramberg, and no train in
its senses could get to Schramberg and Hornberg as
well. Then I made inquiries about my 5.4, which,
in the time-table at any rate, was a respectable train.
There were nearly a dozen officials on the platform,
all with very pretty uniforms, but none of them
knew anything about it. One of them showed me
his pocket time-table to prove to me that there really
was a 5.4. At last there appeared on the wall, whence
I know not, a notice to say that the 5.4 train coming
from Offenburg would arrive thirty-five minutes
later. Who put the notice there, or whether it was
given forth by some mysterious inner power that
worked the railway in secret, I do not know, but I
do know that punctually to the tick that train arrived
thirty-five minutes late. The other passengers all
took it as a matter of course. But then, to be sure,
there was a refreshment room open to the platform.
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CHAPTER XII

FROM TRIBERG TO WALDKIRCH

Trout for ‘‘cure” visitors—The real clockmaking centre—
Exhibition of local industries—Musical clocks—Unsaintly saints—
The Simonswaldthal—A modern miracle—Zweribach—The Angel
Inn—Three unpaid workers—Dangerous bell ringing—The birth-
place of barrel-organs—The Forest church—A bad bargain—Water
legends—The White Lady’s treasure—Golds
Emmendingen—A Christmas Eve pastime
Henry of Bourbon—The retired tailor.

‘n beans—Goethe and
Advice from a horse—

T\; Y favourite way of leaving Triberg, and I think
1V it beyond question the best, is by the road to
Schénwald and Furtwangen. This turns to the left out
of the Schonach road just beyond the old church, and
leads up the right hand side of the waterfall, It
winds about and about, as all these hillside roads do,
and its bends afford every now and then the best
views that are to be had over the town of Triberg.
So you can go on saying good-bye to the town from
different heights until at length that first piece of
preliminary sparring, with which the waterfall practices
for its great effort lower down, distracts your attention.
It is a good long way to Schénwald, and the way 18
all uphill, but you must not lose heart, for you are
to be amply repaid later for the climb. Personally,
I am not convinced that the little clockmaking place
justifies its name when you do reach it. It has a big
church in its midst, and a tiny chapel on the hillside
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above its houses, and they are not any of them par-
ticularly picturesque. But the air attracts many
visitors for the “ cure,” and they contrive to grow
rapidly convalescent on a diet of the excellent local
trout.

The road to Furtwangen out of Schinwald is still
on the upward grade, and remains so till the Cross
hostelry is reached. On the left we look acruss great
sweeping curves of open country, patched here and
there with firs, to the Sticklewald Tower. In the
middle of this vast lonely place there is another of
those tiny chapels. In the public room of the Cross,
an epicurean rhyme urges visitors to drink. I did
not gather that the exhortation was very necessary.

From the Gasthaus zum Kreutz there is a fine
piece of downhill road into Furtwangen. On the
right we pass what I take to be the original of the
very elaborate crucifixes which I have mentioned
before. This is the oldest of its type I have seen,
and is now not quite so perfect as it used to be. The
Roman soldier, in Prussian uniform, piercing the side
of the crucified figure is missing, but a great number
of the other insignia are there. Furtwangen is the
most important of all the clockmaking towns.
Triberg, I fancy, lays claim to the first place, but I give
the palm to Furtwangen, for here, as I have said,
the German Government has a school to assist the
industry. In Triberg the visitor will find a good
many more evidences of the local occupation than
he will find at Furtwangen, but this is due not to
there being more clocks made there, but to there
being more visitors. Furtwangen has no waterfall.
It has, however, a good deal better permanent ex-
hibition of local industries than Triberg. It has
indeed the best in the whole district. There is an
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extraordinarily fine collection of old clocks in which
one may trace their progress from one which is believed
to be the first Black Forest clock ever made. It has
been in existence since the middle of the seventeenth
century, and was made at Glashof, near Waldau, which
is a few miles away. It is a half-day clock, and
consequently commands the attention of a winder
every twelve hours, though nowadays the command
is not obeyed. Furtwangen made the first musical
clock, and it exercises a good deal of originality in
that direction still. There is an old clock with a
marvellously good imitation of a lark’s song. One
of the specialities here is clocks with toy figures,
which, when the hour strikes, toll bells or walk on
tightropes, or turn somersaults, all the more amus-
ingly because the actions are not remarkably lifelike.
Furtwangen also produces very pretty baskets of
plaited straw, and hats of the same material. It is
a place of ingenuities. I was particularly struck
when I was there last by an ash-tray at the door
near a notice forbidding smoking. This was divided
into numbered grooves in which gentlemen could
leave their cigars, to be reclaimed on coming out of
the exhibition.

Furtwangen has two churches, one of which, the
newer, covered entirely with the little wooden scale-
like tiles of the Black Forest houses, is chiefly remark-
able for its imitation stained glass windows. I don’t
think I ever saw anything of the kind quite so in-
efficient. They are made of some sort of white cotton
material, stretched on frames which fit into the inside
of the window spaces. On these are painted figures
which look wvery much less saintly than they are
intended to look.

Beyond Furtwangen the road goes up again, and
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we look back on the busy little town lying in the
midst of great sweeping curves of cornfields and
grazing ground. Farms are dotted.about, and you
may see children plodding off to school with a knapsack
on their backs, or making themselves very valuable
about the yards. I saw, when I was there last, one
tiny person driving a black brood of chicks and their
mother with a long-lashed whip. At the top of the
hill there is a little laid-out plantation with two very
welcome seats under trees where the road joins two
others, one leading to Neukirch and the other to
Giitenbach. You can see from here the distant peak
of the Feldberg, with its restaurant, a small speck on
the top. You can see, also, the Kandel farther along
on the left. To Giitenbach we descend, and begin for
the first time to taste the reward for the long climb
up. The village is a charming little place, nestling
under the hills in a corner of the road. Just beyond
it we come suddenly, and quite unexpectedly, so great
is the change, on the part which we have taken this
direction to see. It is the Wildgutachthal, or, more
generally, Simonswald. Its rugged grandeur breaks
upon one almost like a thunderstorm. You have
come down the road from the Hirsh Inn at the top,
and it has been charming, but not more charming
than what you have seen of the Black Forest has led
you to expect. But here, I think, Black Forest valley
scenery reaches its zenith. A steep rocky gorge
stretches down far below you, curving round into
the dim blue glory of the distance. A laughing
stream flings itself against the rocks of its bed in the
middle. Your way, like a mountain pass, hugs the
right hand side, the almost precipitous slopes stretch-
ing down from it to the tree-tops and up from it to
heights hidden with the massing foliage. On the
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far side are sprinkled houses with their little cultivated
squares of garden, and tiny paths cross and recross
the fields all set at an angle that must almost demand
an alpenstock. There are miles of this, the view
changing every minute as you pass through. And
always under your feet there is that marvellous road,
with its sides as parallel and its fifteen-foot width of
surface as smooth, and its edges as free from weeds
as a garden path. Gulleys at regular intervals are
cut in the beautifully trimmed grass at the sides of
it. There are rock-built walls in the more dangerous
places, and pieces of roughly hewn granite at others.
It curves wonderfully round the sides of the hills,
flinging itself hither and thither, seemingly, with a
rare eye for the only line it can take to maintain its
uniformity of gradient. The engineering of it is a
triumph, but the maintaining of it is something like
a miracle. It has one fault, perhaps. Though the
slope is slight, unless you are walking it takes you
down too quickly.

The name Simonswald is a corruption of Siegmanns-
wald, ““ Forest of the Conquerors,” an echo of the j
fighting men who drove the Celts from this valley into
the Prechthal. The men of the Simonswald long held,
subject to the convent of Waldkirch, certain rights
which they fought hard to preserve.

On the left below Giitenbach as we go down we pass
the Zweribach Falls, but in the summer they need a
good downpour of rain to make them worth a wvisit.
It is quite easy to go down the road on the right without
noticing them. To take the path by these falls is a
favourite way of ascending the Kandel. The valley
gradually widens,'and at the point where the road
begins to become noticeably more level there is a
delightful wayside inn, the Angel. It is one of the
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original Black Forest guest-houses, built in the manner
of the farms, and it is worth while, if you can spare the
time and do not demand a French chef, to spend a
night there. There is one thing at least that I can sa y
for it : no French chef could make better cofiee than
it can give you. And the landlord will not overcharge.
Indeed, the people of the valley have a reputation for
honesty, which, since it is due to the existence of a
certain playful being called the Aschenminnlein js per-
hapsa virtue made of necessity. This Aschenminnlein
makes it his particular business to look after those who
are worsted in deals. He paid out a cattle-dealer once,
who bought a calf from a peasant at less than half its
value. As the rogue was leading his booty home the
Aschenminnlein let the animal loose in a place where
it was impossible to follow. He did a good many other
acts of this kind, and now the folk of the Simonswald
deal fairly.

One of the buildings dependent on the Angel is a
very curious beehive—or rather colony of beehives.
It has a front painted with crude figures and flowers
and divided into a number of square divisions, each of
which has its hole for the bees to enter. In the middle
of these there is a doorway leading to a shed behind,
and above the door is a thymed motto which I venture
to render :

“Willing workers that ask no fee,
Are the mill, the stream, and the honey bee,”

In the middle of this doorway hangs a bell-rope
communicating with the bell above to summon the
surrounding people to service on Sundays. Judging
from the way in which the bees resented my last
inspection of them, I do not envy the bell-ringer,
even if he be the man who, so far as I could see,
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went about perpetually with his head covered in

muslin.

The distinctive dress of the women of this valley,
which is much worn and need not be looked for only
on Sundays, is a kind of black waistcoat—there 1s
technical feminine name for it—
of velvet and frequently decorated
r a short-sleeved white

possibly a more
sometimes made
with bright colours, worn ove
blouse, which is fastened with bands above the elbows.
The hat 1s low-crowned and broad-brimmed, the front
curved down over the eyes, and has black ribbon
streaming behind.

The roadside through the lower part of the valley
is dotted with houses at frequent intervals, and it is
avenued, as are all the lower valleys, with fruit trees.
Where several of the houses happen to be grouped
together they have managed to acquire a special
pname and to rank as hamlets with a toy chapel, but
for the most part the name Simonswald does for all
of them. A post omnibus with four horses plies up
and down, and one of the groups of houses 18 marked
by the Crown Post-House, another charming old inn.
Hard by it is a fine old lime tree, whose roots, with a
little cutting and coaxing,have formed seats, and whose
shade protects several surrounding houses. Opposite
the Crown is a garden which might be in England, with
its phloxes, lilies, and roses, and its orchard bcyond.
Indeed the flowers along this road are magnificent.
Where there are not gardens there are tubs with,
generally, hydrangeas.

At Bleibach we meet the railway, and the valley
broadens to a wide and fruitful plain, the Flzthal, well
fed by the river, which, beginning in numerous small
streams in the branching valleys of the Simonswald,
has at length become a waterway of respectable size.
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A lovely chapel on the Hornberg, above Bleibach—we
saw this from the Prechthal—commands a very
extensive view towards Freiburg. Waldkirch is about
a mile and a half farther on. First we pass through
Kollnau, which forms almost an outlying quarter of
Waldkirch, though it is on the other side of the river.
This part of the town, if we are to call it so, is not
attractive. It israpidly growing in the direction of the
Elzthal, and the growth is necessitated by its increasing
importance as a manufacturing centre, Excepting
a few pleasant villas there is little besides factories and
the workers’ dwellings. Waldkirch produces cotton,
silk, and linen, does a good deal of dyeing and stone-
cutting (which sound like consecutive ideas, though
they are not), and has some reputation as the birthplace
of barrel-organs, a reputation to which it lives up by
making orchestrions. These are all things of to-day,
but the town has a good many points of ancient
interest, including the old convent of St. Margaretta,
a building which has seen many vicissitudes, including
its use as a hotel.

The church, as the name of the place suggests, is on
the edge of the forest. The present building, which is
highly decorated internally, is not more than a couple
of centuries or so old, but a much older church stood
once on the same site. The ruined stronghold of
Kastelburg looks down on the town from a command-
ing position not far from the railway station.

Romantic legend places in this castle, the Schwarzen-
berg as it was formerly called, the scene of an interesting
act of supernatural justice. Sir Conrad of Schwarzen-
berg was in every possible way a badlot. He oppressed
his tenants ; his hunting parties rode over their ripe
corn; he was a terror with their daughters. A
certain peasant maid Janet was as beautiful as she
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was chaste. Her father, like George Washington’s,
had a favourite cherry tree which grew before his door.
Sir Conrad looked upon Janet and found her fair.
Determined to possess her he ordered her father to
deliver her forthwith at the castle. The father pro-
tested, and at length the knicht made terms. The
peasant must, he said, bring to the castle either his
daughter or his cherry tree, roots, branches, and all.
That, he reckoned, would settle the matter as he
wished it to be settled. The peasant took home news
of the impossible condition, and there were weeping
and lamentations. But a dwarf happened to hear,
and very soon he set things right. At midnight
appeared a great waggon drawn by three black horses,
and with surprisingly little trouble the cherry tree was
uprooted and hoisted thereon. The castle gates flew
open at their approach, and the sturdy dwarf sum-
moned its lord. Sir Conrad was very much :sm'prised.
and when the dwarf told him that the three horses
were three of the knight’s ancestors borrowed for the
night from hell, where they were expiating their crimes,
he fell down in a fit which proved fatal.

This castle seems on the whole to have been un-
fortunate. At an early period of its history it had no
water supply. This inconvenience was tolerated
until one day there arrived a stranger, who, by means
into which no one troubled to inquire, found a Spring.
Such was the joy of the dwellers that the knight
straightway gave the stranger his daughter in marriage.
But the stranger was not a marrying man. He allowed
the preparations to go forward until the very wedding
feast was served. Then the lady suddenly expired,
while from the spring came a torrent which flooded
the valley and permanently ruined the mines of the
district.
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Another spring legend relates to the Kandelfelsen,
a picturesque rock near by, at the foot of the Kandel.
The stream which gushes out at this spot dates, as did
the Schwarzenberg one, from a period in which water
was scarce. A reward was offered to any one who
could find a spring, and a stranger, possibly the same
stranger, arrived, and, selecting a particularly simple-
looking yokel, offered to show him how to win the
prize. The yokel told his sweetheart, and she, scenting
mischief but havin g an eye to the main chance, advised
him to do nothing without invoking the Deity. The
youth bore this in mind, and when the stranger
directed him to lift a great stone from the ground he
tried with the words “in God’s name.” Forthwith
there were infernal alarums and excursions—earth-
quakes, flashes of lightning, sulphurous fumes, and the
rest of it—but the stone came up and a remarkably
fine flow of water was the result.

Waldkirch is a good place from which to visit the
ruins of Hochberg. The road through Buchholz and
Lorch leads to them, and of these two hamlets Buchholz
is a particularly charming piece of rustic prettiness.
Hochberg lies behind Emmendingen—if one considers,
that is, that Emmendingen faces out towards the
Rhine. I am afraid that this is not a very accurate
description, but its position on the map gives it that
appearance. However this may be, Hochberg lies
pretty near Emmendingen, but one gets a glimpse of
it up the little valley of which Sexau fills the mouth.
The castle covers a good deal of ground and its legends
cover a good deal of paper, both pleasantly enough.
The earliest of its heroes is Hacho, one of Charlemagne’s
knights, who is said to have received the castle as a
reward for his exploits with his monarch in Italy. He
still dwells there, they say, waiting with eleven other
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warriors in some vast misty hall below the crumbling
ruins, till the day when Germany shall have need of
a deliverer. The majority of the romances relating to
the castle—I cannot give them all—have some con-

nection with gold. There is a White Lady who guards g
a great treasure-chest, and she, it seems, can be released I

of her trust only by a child born on a Sunday. Statis-
tics show that such children are not fewer than one-
seventh of all the children born, but luck apparently
does not bring them to Hochberg. One came once, a
peasant, who passed the ruin at night with a sack of
flour. The lady showed him her treasure and allowed
him to take just so much as he could carry home
without setting down the sack. Complying with
this simple condition, he was to make as many journeys
as he liked until the whole amount was taken. In
the event he made only one journey, and that was
not completed. On his way to his dwelling the
attractions of the village inn proved too much for him,
and he laid the sack on the floor while he drank
his beer. When he went to pick it up not only was
there no gold, but there was no flour and no! sack.
And that is the last chance the lady appears to have
had. The treasure is still there, as many reliable
witnesses attest. One of these was a peasant boy
who saw at noon in the ruins nine baskets full of beans.
He took a handful home and there found that the
beans were gold. Returning for some more, baskets
and beans had all vanished together with the gold in
his pocket. The lady, doubtless, had taken occasion
to investigate his birth date and found that it was
not a Sunday. Amnother witness was a shepherd, who
one Sunday afternoon happened upon twelve soldiers .
—possibly Hacho and his party—playing gkittles.
The shepherd’s services were enlisted to replace the
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skittles as they fell, and he received three gold pieces
for his pains. These he seems to have been clever
enough to keep, but he got no more, so there is still
plenty left. Visitors with Sunday birthdays should
go into training as weight-lifters and stay at an hotel
not too far away.

Emmendingen is, of course, the scene of Goethe’s
“ Herman and Dorothea,” but I believe there is not
much there to commemorate the fact excepting the
Goethe Platz. It is a quaint bewildering town with
its winding streets, and with, I think, some conceit of

: itself in that lying in the midst of fair fields it is not
1 am all agricultural. On the heights beyond Mundingen,
- which lies between Emmendingen and Koéndringen,
with its tapering openwork spire, are the ruins of
Landech, and near them is the Brittenbronn, or more
strictly Brigittenbronn, a well with an interesting
story. It turns on the idea held widely by German
peasants that bread (as we have seen in the legend of
Althornberg) is in a much more real sense the staff of
life than we hold it to be; that, in fact, it is a gift of
God, and not to be lightly despised. There was in this
district years ago a certain Lady Bridget, who, with
an arrogant contempt for the popular superstition, once
ordered that loaves should be put down so that she
could cross a wide and muddy puddle which prevented
her from reaching the well. Despite the protests of
the people, this was done, and as the Lady Bridget put
her foot upon the first loaf she fell dead.

We are wandering rather far from Waldkirch, to
which I must return, but it will be convenient here to
go on to Ettenheim and Lahr, and so complete this
piece of the Forest’s western boundary. The fringe
of this boundary consists mainly of sunny plains which
are less attractive to travellers than the shadier valley
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roads and the scattered tall poplars, which dot the
fields and lend a French appearance to parts of it, do
not provide much relief from the vine-planted low
slopes which, little more than mounds, are far less
picturesque than useful. On one of these mounds
near Hecklingen is the ruin of Lichteneck, which
seems to assume an importance that it hardly deserves
by reason of its isolation as an outpost among the
molehills. Those who have nothing better to do
on Christmas Eve may go to it and listen for the
silver bell, which on that night rings from the bottom
of the castle well.

Between Ettenheim and Altdorf stands what is
known as the Cross of Good Counsel. This marks the
spot where fate settled for a certain young knight of
Ettenheim a very momentous question. At a tourna-
ment at Strasburg he had fallen in love with two
ladies, each of whom was endowed with all the rather
stringent qualifications which he had decided his wife
must possess. They were young and beautiful, and
rich and well-born. One was fair and came from
Freiburg, the other dark and a Strasburg lady. For
the life of him he could not make up his mind which
to take—there was from the first no doubt as to
acceptance—and at last he left it to his horse. Start-
ing to ride from Ettenheim, his mount took him first
to Altdorf, and the chances of Strasburg rose, but
suddenly the animal turned about and galloped to
Freiburg, and Freiburg and the fair ladv had it. But
Ettenheim has seen more serious doings than this.
Towards the end of the sixth century St. Landolin
founded a monastery there. He was murdered by
Count Giso for objecting to hunting, and five springs
of medicinal power beneficial to the eyes sprang from
his five wounds. These springs still bring sufferers
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to the spot, though the religious establishment, not
without protest, went the way of all such in Germany
in 1802, and the monks’ cells were put to other uses,
including the manufacture of gold beading. The
suppression of this monastery, the last great event in
the town’s history, created possibly little less stir
than the occupation of the place by Mirabeau’s army
nine years before. Certainly it created far more than
the dramatic arrest of Henry of Bourbon, Duc
d’Enghien, two yearslater. Before the French Revolu-
tion, Ettenheim belonged 1o the bishopric of Strasburg,
and Cardinal de Rohan, whose name is inseparably
connected with the story of the Queen’s necklace,
retired thither when he was compelled to fly from
Strasburg, and lived there till his death in 1803. It
was in March 1804 that Napoleon’s soldiers succeeded
by a carefully laid plot in capturing the duke, who,
trusting in the security of German territory, had
taken up his residence in Ettenheim in a house to
which he gave the name of Chantilly. French spies
disguised as hawkers gained the confidence of his
attendants, and at dead of night he was awakened
to find the house surrounded. It was hastily arranged,
since the duke was unknown to the Frenchmen, that
Baron von Griinstein, one of his companions, should
allow himself to be arrested in his place, and this ruse
might have succeeded but that the same idea occurred
to the duke’s secretary, who entered the bedroom,
declaring that he was Henry of Bourbon, just as the
baron had made the same declaration. The French
officer accordingly made short work of it by arresting
everybody, and the duke was subsequently identified
unwittingly by the mayor of Ettenheim, who was
summoned by a message to the effect that the duke
wished to see him. The Duc d’Enghien was forthwith
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conveyed to French territory, and the story of his
anfortunate life ceases to be our concern.

Kippenheim lives in history as the birthplace of
Stulz the tailor, who cut the smartest clothes in
London in late Georgian times, founded the orphanage
in the Lichtenthal, and died, Baron Stulz von Orten-
berg, at Hytres in 1832. Lahr, at the mouth of the
Schutter Valley, is identified, among other things, with
the publication of a humorous almanac.
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CHAPTER XIII

FREIBURG

The shrewd charcoal-burner—An unpleasant dinner—Reading
history backwards—Freiburg Cathedral—Good pictures—Night-
watchers—An underground passage—St. Ottilien—A miraculous
spring—Too urgent signposts—Freiburg’s gates—A wife with a
turn for humour—The fountain that runs wine—The discovery of
gunpowder—The nail in the skull—San Loretto—A birds’ shelter—
The kidnapped brewer—The Venus legend—A great vintage,

HE road from Waldkirch to Freiburg skirts most
charmingly the toes of the Kandel. To one’s

left are densely wooded slopes ; above, an arched aisle
of trees; to the right fields gloriously fruitful, with
the river Elz making gay headway among them. In
the distance stand up the hilltops of that detached
volcanic island of the Black Forest, the Kaiserstuhl,
a kind of oasis, comparatively barren, in the middle
of the prolific Rhine lands of Breisgau. The railway
veers off from us here, to the right, to provide the
little village of Buchholz with a station. This our
road misses, and we pass on to Denzlingen, which is
remarkable chiefly for a very long street with a factory
of negligible cigars at one end. In the middle there is
a railway station, between one old church with a
curious wooden openwork spire and the standing
ruins of another, older and beautifully coloured by
time. And so we pass through Gundelfingen and

on to Zihringen, now practically a suburb of
187
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Freiburg, with its ruined castle on the heights to the

left.
This castle has a peculiar interest for the traveller
to Freiburg, for the builder of the castle founded the \

city. Berthold, the first Duke of Zihringen, was what
we should call a self-made man. That is to say, he was
a man of keen business instincts, and one who seized
his opportunities. To begin with he was a charcoal
burner. One day he noticed among the ashes of his
charcoal some molten metal, which some say was
gold, some silver, but which was certainly valuable.
Berthold burned more charcoal on the same spot,
with the same result, and it was evident that he
had discovered a mine. Soon he had a pretty hoard
hidden in his hut. Now Berthold, it will be seen,
was not confined by the limits of the charcoal-burning
industry. Although he dwelt in the middle of the
forest he knew what was going on outside. Thus it
came to his ears that a certain banished emperor was
living on the Kaiserstuhl. The emperor hadn’t a
penny to his name (that, by the way, is lost), but still
he was an emperor, and as such, argued Berthold,
worth financing. What does the charcoal-burner do,
then, but approach his imperial majesty and strike a
bargain with him. Berthold was to find the emperor
the means to run an army, and the emperor was to
find Berthold a title and as much land as he could see
from the highest point of the Kaiserstuhl. The
emperor agreed, and the matter went through success-
fully. Berthold got his land, built his castle, and as
Duke of Zihringen became the great man of the
countryside. He continued to be so, but he was not
very popular, from all accounts. He is recorded as
tyrannical, which doubtless means that, true to his
instinct he always got a good price. Some of his
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deeds, however, are unconnected with business.
Once, it is said, he instructed his cook to prepare for his
dinner a human child. This was done, and the duke
having by dinner-time thought better of it, the cook
was beheaded for his pains, while his master founded
by way of penance a couple of monasteries, one of
which was that of St. Peter on the slopes of the Kandel.
The duke's last act was characteristic. He took all
his personal wealth and melted it down into one solid
block, to encourage a hand-to-hand fight among his
children, and to ensure that it should be inherited only
by one who could show that he deserved it. History
does not relate the immediate results of this move, but
at any rate the duke was the first of a great family.
The Grand Duke of Baden is its present representative.

Freiburg is entered from Zihringen by the long
central street which, beginning and ending with new
and prosperous-looking boulevards, passes through and
out again straight to the Giintersthal. I think that
this is the best way to enter it, for it gives you at a
glance some idea of the town’s history. Indeed, the
name of this street, the Kaiserstrasse, has in itself a
hint of history, for it is named not after the emperor
of 1870, who is honoured in streets and market-places
innumerable, but after the Emperor Joseph 11 who
carries us back a good century earlier. We read the
town’s history backwards, of course, in our progress
along this street, starting from now, with the very new
great buildings which will be shops and flats, and most
comely ones, when they are finished, and wandering
gradually into the mists of tradition as we see the
imposing mass of the Martin’s Gate across the road
ahead of us, and then get that first glimpse of the
Cathedral up the narrow little street to the left. But,
after all, do we not always really read history back-
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wards ? However perfectly we may be able to project
ourselves in the mind into past ages, there is always the
conscious comparison. We look from our present
standpoint ; our investigations are an anachronism. 1

Freiburg has a history which is worth reading. It
was founded as we have seen by that versatile charcoal
burner Berthold, first Duke of Zihringen. This was In
1000, but it was under Berthold the third Duke that it
received its present name and began to assume more
respectable proportions than those of a mere village
nestling at the feet of the castle of Schlossberg. Bert-
hold 111 was taken prisoner by a warlike bishop of
Cologne, who treated him so cruelly in his captivity
that he determined if he should ever regain his freedom
to celebrate the event by making a free town of his
village, and build there a cathedral. In course of time
he did get free, and from Cologne he brought with him
the architect and workers to carry out his scheme.
Freiburg was enclosed with a wall and there were four
towered gates, of which only two now remain, and the
Cathedral was begun. As the Cathedral stands now, it
J is among the finest Gothic buildings in Germany, but
the oldest parts—the side towers, and the transept
without, of course, the incongruous renaissance screens
at each end—are distinctly Romanesque in feeling, for
they were built at a time when the Gothic style in
Germany had not yet been known sufficiently long to
have produced masters. The nave and aisles were
built next, and the choir, begun in the middle of the
fourteenth century,was not completed till the beginning
of the sixteenth. The tower dates from the thirteenth
century, and is a triumphant combination of simplicity
of form with elaboration of detail.

Externally the beautiful proportions, the profusion
of statues and quaint gargoyles and other decorative
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sculpture, form a whole which to my mind is not less
impressive than Cologne, in spite of the greater clear
space which that city has been able to provide.
The old market-place at Freiburg, with its fifteenth-
century Merchants’ Hall roofed with the quaint snake
skin pattern of tiles and adorned with its vaulted
colonnade and its statues of emperors of Germany,
forms, set askew as it is, a far more fitting frame
for the great pile than the modern railway station
and hotels of Cologne form for her Cathedral. The
only jarring note outside is the matching, with a cor-
responding portico on the south side, of the eighteenth-
century screen of the transept.

Within there are more signs than there are outside
of the flight of years. Hands less skilful than those
of the early artists have made their additions. The
statues of the Twelve Apostles, for instance, which
stand on brackets on the nave columns, are scarcely
worthy of their position, but on the whole there is
not much visible to the ordinary worshipper that
need distract attention by its lack of harmony. Some
of the modern stained glass can bear comparison with
the old, dating from the fifteenth century. The
two side altars are superb specimens of carving,
particularly that with the * Adoration” group.
The pulpit, the work of Jerg Kempf in 1561, is said
to have been carved out of a solid block of stone ;
this is not the case, though the joins are well concealed
and the component parts are very large. One of the
things which visitors should make a point of seeing
is the very fine “ Crucifixion,” by Hans Baldung Grien,
at the back of the high altar. This seems to me to
be a piece of painting quite as worthy of notice as * The
Nativity” and “ Adoration of the Magi” by the younger
Holbein which attract very much more attention.
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There is'one little fact about the spire of the Cathedral
which brings one frankly face to face with the march
of civilisation. Some ten years ago it was the pictur-
esque custom to have men watching there by night
for fires in the city. These watchers, one with a lantern
and one with a great horn, took their stand at the
part of the tower from which the tapering steeple
springs. A longblast from the horn made the announce-
ment, and the lantern was hung out to indicate
the direction in which the fire was seen. In those
days a fire by night was witnessed by hundreds of
hastily dressed citizens. Now there are watchers
still, but they have a telephone, and the fine fire
engines play before but a sparse audience. It is less
romantic, but I don't doubt that the fire brigade
and the insurance companies are better satisfied.

1t is said that from below the choir of the Cathedral
of Freiburg an underground passage led to the castle
or to one of the castles, for there were two, both
destroyed by the French in 1744. If this be true,
the entrance to it has long since been closed up and
it has passed out of mind. One regrets such blue-
pencilling of a paragraph of history. There is a
romantic fascination about a good underground
passage such as this must needs have been, which,
even if one may not come to practical acquaintance
with it, should not be bricked out of existence. Cer-
tainly it must have been a stupendous passage, long
and steep, and none too well ventilated. For the
castle—there is little left of it now—stood high up
on the hill which overlooks the Cathedral, and the
straightest line which could be drawn between the
two places would be a long one. The Schlossberg is
reached by a very regular zigzag path which starts
from the foot at the nearest point to the Cathedral.
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One may reach it by taking the narrow passage—
a good deal of the width of which is a waterway of
the kind that is everywhere to be seen in Freiburg,
carrying water from the river Dreisam—leading from
the market-place surrounding the cathedral. The
path takes you to a succession of terraces and promen-
ades, from which are to be had a variety of views of
the town spread round the hill below. Higher is a
pavilion with a metal plate showing the direction of
the points which are to be seen from it. It shows
also the direction of various places which cannot be
seen from it. London is one of these. So that if
you are in a hurry to get back you know exactly which
way to go. Higher yet, through woods threaded with
a mazy network of paths, there is a bridge leading to
Feldbergblick. A visit to this spot is a good prelude
to an ascent of the Feldberg, for from it you can get
some sort of an idea what that fine monster means
for you in the way of uphill work.

A walk of perhaps three-quarters of an hour from
the Schlossberg brings you to the chapel and spring of
St. Ottilien. On the way, placed where meet several
forest paths and three roads, one to St. Ottilien, and
two to different parts of Freiburg, is a pretty curiosity
of the log hut kind. It is something like a small
circular Doric temple, but the columns are all covered
with a smooth moss-grown bark. Itisa good specimen
of such artificiality. Instead of following the road to
St. Ottilien, you may take a path running practically
level on the hillside through woods of beech and oak,
This at length brings you to a glimpse, through the
trees, of three little groups of buildings shaded and
almost hidden by other trees. If you have not seen
the beauties of the way in coming, you will certainly
see them in going back, for the spring that rises in the
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chapel crypt has—or is believed to have, which is the
main point——miraculous powers of healing the eyes.
At the west end of the chapel, which is pleasingly
painted inside, one descends a flight of steps to a
little grotto enclosed within the chapel walls and
under itsroof. Here the spring rises in a small dungeon
of its own behind an iron grating duly padlocked.
Under this it trickles out and along a gulley in the
flagged floor, and thence out into the valley below.
Around the spring rustic piety has erected some very
artificial-looking rockwork on which are a group of
figures, besides flowers, mOss, ivy, ferns, and the
initials of the more barbaric and less blind pilgrims.
St. Ottilien has attracted a good many people in its
time, though I am not sure whether the spring or the
dancing floor which used to be there has been the
greater lure.

The legend of the spring of St. Ottilien dates from
the early days of Christianity, and its principal actors
are not Black Forest people but dwellers on the far
side of the Rhine. A certain great baron had a
beautiful daughter, Ottilie, whom he was anxious,
like the Lord of Hornberg, to wed to a heathen prince.
The maid objected, but objections were useless, and
so she fled and found a boatman to row her across the
Rhine. He landed her on the edge of the forest, and
here she wandered in despair, Meanwhile her father
had discovered the direction of her flight, and he was
soon scouring the country in pursuit. The hunted
girl took refuge in a little cave where she was at last
found. As she was about to be seized she made 2
final appeal to Heaven. The rock closed about her,
and nothing remained but a tiny stream of water.
On this spot the chapel was built. I do not know
by what virtue the water is good for the eyes, nor do
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I see that that has any very logical connection with
the legend. But so it is told. Objects of piety may
be bought at a stall near the chapel—rosaries, cruci-
fixes, and the like—together with picture postcards,
but as the grotto is in too confined a space for the
makers of picture postcards to do justice to it, one
must needs see the spring itself to get much of an
idea of it.

Back from the St. Ottilien Chapel another forest
path leads to the Jigerhdusle. I cannot help thinking
that this Hunting Lodge gives the sign-writers more
trouble than it is worth. From all directions finger-
posts urge you to it—through an endless number of
delightful paths, it is true—but when you come to it
it is nothing more than a rather second-rate restaurant
with high-falutin ideas as to prices. But from the
shady terrace where you consume these costly dainties
—more costly than dainty—you get a pleasing view of
the town in the distance, with the great mass of the
cathedral on the left. The view is not so good as
those to be had from the Schlossberg, because it is
not from so high a point, but it is good.

The two gates which remain of the four originally
givingadmittance to Freiburg are known as the Martin’s
Gate and the Swabian Gate. They are picturesque
buildings of some height. In regard to their width,
and the space that they allow for traffic, they are as
such things should be, or as it was right that they
should be when they really were gates—not over
hospitable to let in every one unquestioning, not too
narrow for friends. The Swabian Gate has now
plenty of room on one side of it, so that this is of no
great importance, but the Martin’s Gate might in a
busy thoroughfare such as the Kaiser Strasse, where
it stands, be considered to be in the way. It is to the
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credit of the town that its people and its electric
trams are willing to dodge through and round it
without any thought of a grumble at being cramped
for space. Temple Bar, it will be remembered, once
stood in Fleet Street.

On the St. Martin's Gate there is a fresco depicting

that episode in the saint’s career when he shared stat
his coat with a beggar. The other gate has a picture he
illustrating a legendary incident in the town'’s history, iy
and below it is a little grotesque figure carved on a “F
single stone, showing an imp taking, I think, a thorn 00V

from his foot. This, I am afraid, has no record. It
is just a freak. But the picture’s story may be told.
It presents a pompous peasant standing gazing out

of the picture at the town. In the background an dis
underling is urging on a heavily laden waggon. The av
story is that this peasant, hearing that Freiburg was an
a place with some sort of a reputation, evolved in his fro
brain, like the rich Yankee with Stratford-on-Avon, an
the great idea of buying it. So he told his wife to fes
pack up all his wealth in a bundle for him, to take |
to offer. His wife, not over enthusiastic, sent him loy
on his journey, and when in due course the good man Th
came to bid, he found to his surprise not only that lit

the people of Freiburg treated the suggestion with
ridicule, but that his wife had done so too, for she
had filled the bundle with gravel.

It is impossible to relate all the legends connected

with the stones of Freiburg. They would make a en
book by themselves. And to trace some of them to i
their sources would require another book still. It is loc
said, for instance, that any one who will take a bucket st
alone at midnight to the fifteenth century fountain, the
a charming little sculptured medley of soldiers and i
ecclesiastics, which stands in the Kaiser Strasse, up
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oppositetheendof the street that leads to the Cathedral,
will find not water issuing from it but wine. I have
been alome by it at midnight myself, and I have
awakened next morning without a headache. But
possibly the bucket is essential. Another tale,
perhaps not so difficult to account for, concerns the
statue which commands the open space in front of
the old and beautiful, though recently restored,
university, This statue shows Berthold Schwarz,
“ Franciscan monk, doctor, alchemist, and the dis-
coverer of gunpowder.” People say he got the
secret by selling his soul to the devil. The more
matter-of-fact moderns who erected the monument
in 1856 placed on it two bas-reliefs depicting the
discovery. There is no devil. There is only, in one,
a very harassed monk poring over chemical apparatus,
and in the other a very surprised monk half turning
from a crucible from which come fumes not unlike
an exaggerated version of the Prince of Wales’
feathers.

One should mention just one other little sign of a
love for the supernatural. It is in the old cemetery.
This is situated in Herdern, a suburb of Freiburg, a
little way from the Zihringen Strasse, which is a con-
tinuation of the Kaiser Strasse. In the middle of the
cemetery is a mortuary chapel, whose porch, by the
way, is adorned with a quaint series of pictures of
the Dance of Death. In front of the chapel is a
crucifix, and at the foot of the crucifix is a skull
with a frog peeping from below it, and a nail—it
looks more like an iron ring—transfixing it. The
story is that a rich burgher died suddenly and
that his widow remarried, almost more suddenly,
immediately after. Years later a gravedigger turned
up a skull to which he was attracted by its seeming to

BLB BADISCHE
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK Baden-Wiirttemberg



198 A BOOK OF THE BLACK FOREST

move. He discovered a frog to be the cause, but,
more important, the investigation revealed the nail.
He took it home as a curiosity—gravediggers do not
object to such ornaments—and its fame was noised
abroad. Conscience smote the widow and her lover,
and they confessed to having murdered the burgher.
They were hanged, and the skull with the frog and

the nail was reproduced and set up as a caution to Bey
evil-doers. I am not over-keen on haunting cemeteries, Toi
but were it not for this rather gruesome piece of work the
the old cemetery is a wonderfully restful place. It In
is a mass of trees and tombstones and graves, much et
overgrown and neglected. And somehow that whi
neglect—kept, I have no doubt, within reasonable Th

bounds—gives it a great unpeopled calm.
The San Loretto Chapel is reached by an easy
walk under the Martin’s Gate and on to the Loretto

Qtrasse. An electric tram will take you this distance th
for ten pfennigs. Turning to the right at the point 50
where the tram ejects you, you pass the swimming in
| baths at the entrance to the Giintersthal on the left,
and immediately afterwards take a steep sloping
pathway leading between enviable private gardens. W
The chapel, shaded by magnificent walnut and chest-
nut trees, faces you at the top. There is little to see 1
on the spot, but there are magnificent views on three
sides, over the Giintersthal, the town of Freiburg, and F
the spreading plains of Breisgau backed by the hills il
of the Kaiserstuhl, and, if you have chosen a clear ¢l
day, the far more distant peaks of the Alps. It is best by
to come in the evening. The chapel itself, though a
small, is divided into three, the largest in the middle b
and two smaller at each end. Behind it, as you P
approach from the town, is what you expect on a e

German viewpoint, a restaurant, which is actually con-
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nected with the chapel by a wooden bridge. I have
no great wish to quarrel with the German authorities,
but I think that this connecting link might have been
refused sanction. And I think, too, that some other
place than the walls of the chapel might have been
found for the blue and white enamelled iron plate
indicating the name of the path which runs past it.
Beyond the chapel, up a further slope, is the Hilda
Tower, whence a view over a wider range of country,
though not necessarily a finer view, can be obtained.
In this immediate neighbourhood I was reminded
recently of one of the numerous little German societies
which carry on unostentatious work in the forest.
There is a diminutive wooden shed erected on a post
under one of the trees, and one wonders what it
can be until one sees the name of the association
which placed it there—the Vogel Schutz Verein—
the Birds' Protection Society. To appreciate this
society’s work at its true walue one must be
in the Black Forest during the winter. Then it
really does, by sprinkling food, save a great number
of birds from dying of starvation. But in the summer,
when birds can conceivably shift for themselves, the
society’s little wooden shelters look—shall we say—
a trifle babyish.

The Giintersthal, which lies on our right as we face
Freiburg, is worth exploring. The village of Giinters-
thal had once a Cistercian convent which has seen
changes, including its use as a cotton mill and as a
brewery. Beyond the village is the castle of Kyburg,
another place which has developed. Once its knights
had names which were household words. Now
people think more of the beer supplied by its
restaurant.

On the left of Loretto is the Hexenthal and, beyond,
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the Schénberg, where once stood the castle of Schnew-
berg. Here, unlike Kyburg, beer and knight made

their reputation together. It seems that this knight not
was a particularly lawless confiscator of everything of Th
worth which travelled into his domain. He was has

known widely for this engaging peculiarity, but his
fame could not be considered to have been established
until on a certain day he held up a Bavarian peasant,
who was driving by with a great barrel. The knight an
insisted on knowing what the barrel contained, and W
the man straightway poured him out a foaming
tankard. It was beer, but the knight had never tasted :
beer before, nor had he ever heard of it. He drank
deep and approved, and the countryman lost no
time in explaining that it was a rare vintage which he ‘
himself brewed, and one, moreover, which he could it
brew, if desired, in the knight's own castle. The b
knight most certainly did desire it, and the peasant was

&
given permission to produce as much of the exquisite b
beverage as he could, provided that the knight and his b
men drank free. The Bavarian set to work and soon ¢
made a good thing of it. His beer became popular
with the folk of the countryside. So popular, indeed, {
J did it become that he felt justified in taking a high !
hand, and that was the beginning of the end. He g
refused to supply the knight and his men on the old g
terms. The knight threatened to cancel the licence, :
but his men would have none of that. They wanted :
their beer, even if they had to pay for it. The upshot I
of it all was that the knight got together a trusted t
band of followers (who were doubtless teetotallers)
and stormed the brewery. Then the god of good {
liquor intervened and blotted out castle and brewery ;
with an earthquake. Beer may still be drunk on :

the site, but the castle is no more.
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Schénberg itself is famous for a certain cavern, the
abode of a lady named Venus, whose charms were
not less potent than those of her classical namesake.
The legend—it is substantially that of Tannhiuser—
has many homes, and nearly as many variations. In
some the lady is actually the ancient goddess. The
Schénberg version tells how a virtuous knight, married
and with children, was caught in a storm while hunting,
and took shelter in Venus' cave. Her allurements
were enough thenceforward to wreck his life. He
was unable to resist her attractions, although he had,
we are told, every desire to do the right thing. So
desperate was he about his immorality that he
managed one day to drag himself away from the fair
one to consult the Pope at Rome. The Pope said
that the problem was beyond him. When his stafi
budded, he declared, and not before, would the
knight find release. With this cheerless consolation
back he went to the arms of his mistress, who took
him, horse and all, into the cavern and closed the
entrance. Soon after this the Pope’s staff actually
did bud, and so His Holiness instituted a search for
the poor unwilling lover. When the search-party
broke into the cave they found the knight and his
steed turned to stome. Venus has never been seen
since, but doubtless she is lying in wait for some other
quarry as interesting,

At the foot of the Schénberg lies Ebringen, whose
neighbourhood has the respectable distinction of being
the first land on which the vine was cultivated in
Germany. And the wine itself has claims to dis-
tinction, too. In 1839 and 1840 so plentiful was the
grape harvest that there were not enough casks to
store the liquor. Old wine was emptied out to make
room for new, and empty casks actually sold for more
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than full ones. In some places peasants were com-
pelled by their masters to drink the old wine as serf
duty, and when they got drunk on it the masters fined
them, and so got their price—a truly Gilbertian
transaction.
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CHAPTER XIV
THE KANDEL

Footpaths only—A superfluous bicycle—The Kandelhof—The
guest-book poet once more—A dancing floor—The sheep-dance—
Recruiting witches—St. Peter—A jubilant innkeeper.

’I“I—Ili ascent of the Kandel is a favourite excursion

from Freiburg, and I think it is best climbed
from the Waldkirch direction, though there are others
to choose from. Not a bad way, as I have said before,
1s from the Simonswald Valley at the point where the
Zweribach waterfall joins it. It is rather farther to
the top by this route, and there is the disadvantage
that unless you happen to be staying near, and not just
travelling from Triberg, you lose much of the Simons-
wald, which is too good to lose, though you get a view
of part of it from the lower heights of the Kandel.
Another way is through St. Peter, or up the Glotter-
thal from Freiburg. Whichever way you select it
must be a walk. There are no roads at all on the
upper part of the Kandel. In places there are vague
cart tracks distinguishable from the grass by reason
of their being more worn and more stony. There are
very pleasant forest paths, but no roads. Therefore
you cannot do the Kandel sumptuously in a carriage,
nor will you find a bicycle of much use to you. Maps
show a road some distance up from Waldkirch, past
the Altersbach Hotel, but it is a poor sort of road, and
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it gradually tails off into no road at all. From the
Lower Simonswald Valley a similar road wanders up
a little way from Ettersbach, and there are several short
ways up in the St. Peter direction. But all these
come to very little. The good road from Freiburg
to St. Peter, after a few evolutions in a small space,
turns back and goes down the Glotterthal to Denz-
lingen. So you must walk.

I do not know whether it is worth recording, ex-
cepting as a possible caution, that some long time ago
when I was younger and less provident than I am,
I took a bicycle over the Kandel. I scarcely re-
member now what particular circumstances induced
me to do it, but I know that I had my bicycle at
Waldkirch, and my other various belongings, in-
cluding friends, at Freiburg. I wanted to climb the
Kandel—it was my first time. I might have sent my
bicycle to Freiburg by train and walked unencum-
bered. I might have done many things, but I elected
to keep my- bicycle with me. A vague pleasure that I
had in prospect was a run down into Freiburg from
St. Peter, and this T got and enjoyed, but I doubt, even
at this distance of time, when the minor discomforts
are forgotten, whether it really repaid me. There
was the glory, of course. My bicycle, when I reached
the top with it, made something of a stir. It was the
first that ever burst into that silent scene, and perhaps
that was worth it. But I am not sure.

The way from Waldkirch takes you past a pretty
little waterfall half hidden in the trees, though a path
leads to a bridge over it. You are within sight or
hearing of the stream which makes this fall for quite
half of the ascent, and afterwards other streams bear
you company. Stepping over frequent felled trees
that have buried their heels in the path, and crossing

S aan e o

g o L S M g

P

Baden-Wiirttemberg



THE KANDEL 205

and recrossing the little stream, you have gone two-
thirds of the way when you reach a welcome log-
shelter called the Albinhiitte. Here a wvery cold
spring, the Rau Quelle, starts its course down the
hillside, and a piece of verse posted on a tree above
tells its story, and draws a moral.

Close by another poet has been at work with some
more verses on much the same subject. The German
peasant is fond of this kind of thing.

From the Rau Quelle the path begins definitely to
take distinct zigzag lines up the hillside. Two long
laps, and seven shorter ones among the pine trees,
whose dark green is pleasantly brightened by the lighter
green of occasional beech trees, will bring you within
sight of the Rasthaus, an hotel and restaurant practic-
ally at the top. Two or three hundred yards more,
and you are at the steeple-shaped erection which marks
the extreme summit, and supplies you with far more de-
tailed topographical information on what you may see
from it than I can give. It includes, at any rate, much
of the Black Forest, and the Vosges, Jura, and Alps.
i After duly studying the chart on the summit, I advise
r dxm you, unless your climb has given you a particularly
i g | dainty appetite, to visit the old inn just beyond the
' Rasthaus. The Kandelhof will not offer you rare
wines nor any wide choice of delicacies, but it will give
you a good idea of the Black Forest peasant Gasthaus.
The inn is constructed on the model of the great
peasant houses. The slope of the hillside gives a higher
level that communicates with barns on the second
floor. On the ground floor you must be careful which
door you enter or you may feed with the cows, for the
doors of their room and the public room are side by
side. I found it interesting, when I was there, to
observe how the running stream from a spring was
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utilised to make a sink, always full of clear water,
a cooler for the larder, and a very handy place for
the stone that sharpened the innkeeper’s tools. The
inside of the house has been adapted to modern pur-
poses in some degree, but it is still essentially what it
was. The panelled walls and the tables and benches
are all of the old pattern. The ceiling of the public
room is the floor of the room above, and you can hear
what is being done upstairs more plainly than what
is being done close beside you. One of the modern in-
novations is a visitors’ book,which had been in use some
time when I was there last. As soon as the landlady
brought it to me I thought of my London {riend, on
whose heels I had trodden at Alt Eberstein and Yburg.
It seemed hardly likely that I should find him again
here, but there he was. He was rather profane this
time, but I quote him in gratitude—though he may
not appreciate it, in which case I apologise—for the
pleasure I got from running him down a third time.
These are his lines—I give them from memory :
«The foot of the Kandel was hot as Hell,
The top of the Kandel was hot as well;
And the trade of the Kandelhof mainly depends
On the Kandel thus burning at both of its ends.”

I think some one had tried hard to explain the
outrageous puns to the landlady, but without success.
Her verdict was that it was stupid. And, on the whole,
I daresay she was right.

The Kandelhof is not so picturesque as the Angel
in the Simonswald Valley, but it is better equipped
in that it owns a dancing floor—a kind of platform
raised on posts—to which on Sundays and holidays

country folk flock from places miles away. A popular
dance on these occasions—it is a great favourite, too,
ta weddings—is the sheep-dance. A rope is stretched
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across the room and a light is so arranged that it will
burn and sever the rope  Couples take turns to dance
down the room below the rope, and the couple on
which the severed rope falls is presented with a sheep
—the gift of the landlord or the host,

But dancing of the sociable kind is not the only
dancing which the Kandel sees. Hither on certain
red-letter days—I have no accurate information as to
: which days—come all the witches of the Black Forest
i riding on broomsticks, or pitchforks, drawn by flying
cats. At these times young candidates for witchhood
are initiated, all the old ones waiting on them at the
feast and finding them the handsomest partners from
the selected band of young fiends who are sent from
below to assist. This ingenious arrangement, I under-
stand, always results in a large enrolment of recruits,
and it is not until future occasions, when the novices
are called upon to lend in their turn the same aid to
enlistment, that they realise that the life of a witch
is not all dancing and revelry. I believe one may
also join the ranks at meetings held on the Kastelburg
at Waldkirch, but, being as a mere male ineligible, I
have never looked into the question very closely.

The way down the Kandel to St. Peter leads through
shady woods for a space, and then emerges on broad,
high-lying fields with the snowflecked Feldberg in the
distance. St. Peter, with its conspicuous two-spired
church, lies away to the left. One seems to be offered
a fine selection of enticing routes, but on investiga-
tion they resolve themselves into two, the Glotter-
thal, which takes you out to the Rhine plains at
Denzlingen, and the Eschthal, which takes you from
St. Peter to Freiburg. In this part, where the roads are,
as I have said, frequently but faintly indicated cart
tracks, it is possible, in spite of the numerous signposts,
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to miss the direct road to St. Peter, and take that to the
Glotterthal by mistake. One can get to St. Peter by
this road, too, but it is longer. The clue is to avoid the
road indicated as leading to Rohr and St. Peter, though
it looks better,and take that pointing to Sédgendobel and
St. Peter. Almost the whole of St. Peter, as well as the
old church, was once a Benedictine Abbey. Part of
it is now a Catholic seminary. The church, a remark-
ably beautiful building full of artistic details, contains
the remains of four of the earliest Dukes of Zihringen,
including Berthold 11, who founded the monastery,
Berthold 111, who founded Freiburg Cathedral,
Berthold 1v, and Conrad. Painted effigies of the first
six dukes are in the church. They are striking figures
of their kind, but they suggest the imagination of the
artist rather than actual fact—though T may be doing
them an injustice. The founder of Freiburg is the
only one who is clean shaven. |
The way down from St. Peter, where you get on |
to the good road, plunges you among orchards and
meadows and hillsides tinkling with goat bells, and
gives many beautiful distant glimpses of mountain
J scenery. You pass Eschbach and Stegen, and enter a
land of hayfields and standing corn—I am thinking
of June, when I saw it last. Through these the road
wanders, almost lost but for the view of Freiburg as a
guide ahead. Ebnet, where there is an old castle, is
the last village we come to before Freiburg. Here I
saw one of the village inns en féte—for a new proprietor,
I fancy. A whole fir tree, sixty feet high, barked to
within ten feet of the top, where the branches were
left and adorned like a Christmas tree, was erected
against the corner of the house. It was decorated
with wreaths and garlands, and a profusion of red
and yellow flags. The Christmas tree is a common
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sign of jubilation in Germany—it generally denotes,
for instance, the completion of the building of a house—
but I have never seen anything quite so extravagantly
lavish as the use of this whole fir tree,

At Ebnet, where there is a choice of roads, it is worth
while to take the shadier one, that going to the right,
while the other crosses the river to the left. By this
road we pass the charmingly situated Karthaus, once

: a Carthusian monastery, now an almshouse. And so
we get into Freiburg by the Swabian Gate.
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CHAPTER XV
THE FELDBERG

Duplication of names—NMany ways up—Titisee—The submerged
convent—Elusive gold embroidery—A bad portrait of the sun—
Incongruities—A quaint chapel—The beautiful Valley of Hell—The
Falcon Rock—The sleepy knight—Grim humour—Villars’ jest—
A masterly retreat.

N OMENCLATURE in the Black Forest, though

frequently very felicitous, strikes one occasion-
ally as lacking in fecundity. Names are repeated in
various places with confusing frequency, though there
is generally one of the number which is accounted
to be the one. There are more than one Gutach, but
the Gutach below Hornberg is the one that would
receive your letters, if you put no qualifying direction.
There is a St. Georgen in Breisgau and there is a
Haslach close to Freiburg, but the St. Georgen on the
Brigach and the Haslach in the Kinzigthal are the
ones that count. So, too, there are many Hollenthals.
Almost wherever there is a narrow valley with very
steep sides local imagination has named it the Valley
of Hell. But the Valley of Hell which stands first
before all others is that which leads from Freiburg to
the Titisee. As in the Hell between Triberg and
Hornberg, there is a Heaven at the lower end of it—
represented here by Himmelreich. To preserve the
correct sequence of ideas we must come down the
valley from the lake, and so pass through the Inferno
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to Paradise. Letus start, then, from the Titisee. There
are several very pleasant ways of getting there. If
you are a good walker, the best thing to do is to climb
the Feldberg by one of the numerous footpaths. As
good a way as anyisfrom Kirchzarten through Oberried,
but it is rather long. Guide books will enable you
to make a choice in accordance with the time and
energy available, and the numerous signposts make
it easily possible to put your choice into practice. The
great thing is to get to the top of the Feldberg and to
descend it in the direction of the Titisee. One can, of
course, get straight to the Titisee by train, but that is
not worthy of mention. The Feldberg is the highest
point in the whole of the Black Forest, and a record
of having climbed it should not be missing from the
annals of one’s journey. The district, by the way,
provides the scenery for some of William Black’s
novel, In Silk Attive.

Letus say, then, that you have seen the fine panorama,
from its summit—the Bavarian Alps, and the real
Alps with Mont Blanc, and, nearer, the great forest
stretched out like a huge raised map ; that, perhaps,
you have broken a bottle of wine at the Feldbergerhof,
in the large low-pitched eating-room with the long
tables ; that you have passed the tower, built in
1859 to commemorate the marriage of the late Grand-
Duke of Baden with Princess Louise of Prussia ; that
you have gazed at the Feldsee, that freakish little
lake, reputed bottomless, that has forced for itself
an exhaust way right across the mountain ridge, and is
inhabited by mischievous water sprites ; that yon
have left the little clockmaker’s shop with its wonderful
flute-playing and cuckoo clocks, the work of the old
man who keeps it ; and that you have passed down
the beautiful Birenthal to the Titisee. It will not take
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you very long to walk the length of the lake, but you
will see it spread out below you—provided that you
have struck the footpath near the Adler Inn at Béren-
thal—long before you get to it, and you may ponder
on its legends.

The chief of these tells the origin of the lake. It
is said that in the midst of the land which the water
now covers stood once a great convent whose inmates
were beautiful heiresses. No young lady was ad-
mitted without a banker’s reference, and when they
got in, apparently, they lived on the best that money
could buy. They were feasting one stormy night when
a knock was heard at the door, and the most recent
novice was sent to peep out. This novice had not
yet imbibed the doctrines of high living and plain
thinking which her more experienced sisters held, so,
when she saw a weary old man, white haired, who
begged a night’s lodging, she felt sorry and asked the
Lady Abbess to shelter him. But the Lady Abbess
laughed at the idea, and would do nothing more than
drink his health. That night the valley was flooded,
and from the deluge only the young novice escaped,
rescued in a boat by the old pilgrim. There are two
ways of testing the truth of this lecend. One way is to
peer into the depths of the lake and catch a glimpse of
the pinnacles of the submerged building. The other is
to dive in. Whoever does this, it is said, can hear
“ deeper than ever plummet sounded "’ the bells of
the doomed convent. I have never been successful in
either test, perhaps because I have neither looked nor
dived deep enough. For the Titisee, like the Feldsee,
is said to be bottomless.

One may turn off to the right at the head of the
Titisee and make through Lenzkirch to St. Blasien,
or one can go more directly by avoiding Lenzkirch. 1
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think, though, that if St. Blazien is the objective from
this direction the little town with its clock-making and
straw-plaiting is worth the detour. Either way takes
one to the Schluchsee, a bigger and more picturesque
lake than the Titisee.

About Titisee the village there is not much to say
excepting in praise of its position. In itself it is little
more than a railway station, hotels, and wooden
booths for the sale of souvenirs. We turn off to the
left—the road to the right leads to Neustadt, and I
think is scarcely worth following unless you wish to
go straight on to Donauechingen, in which case you
pass Rothenbach, Loffingen, Doggingen, and Héfingen.
I went to Neustadt once, lured by the rumour that
they made gold embroidery there. I found no gold em-
broidery, but only a town which looked—I speak from
documentary evidence, not from memory—far more
picturesque a hundred years ago. They gave me
good trout to eat there, but that can be had elsewhere,
We get on the rising ground above Titisee a view of
the plateau in which lies Hinterzarten. It is dotted
with farmhouses. We pass on our right a curious
sundial on the side of a house, the sector coming
from the mouth of a small flaming face—a bad portrait
of the sun. We may pass, too, such queer incon-
gruities as oxen and horses yoked together to the same
waggon. We reach the summit of the rising ground
and go down the other side, past Oberhéllsteig and
through a bewildering number of curves, one of which
circles the Ravennafelsen, a sugar loaf mass of rock
surmounted with a crucifix standing in the middle of a
ravine which should be explored from the celebrated
Stern Post-House below. This we pass a little later,
having descended the Hollensteig, or Mount of Hell.
The Stern is now a very much frequented pension,
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but was once the most important posting-house of the
valley, where as many as six four-horse coaches in a
day changed animals. Just below the innis St.Oswald’s
chapel, a relic of rustic simplicity untouched either
for destruction or adornment by modern vandals. It
contains some curious fifteenth-century paintings, and
a retedos carved and painted, but the furniture other-
wise is of the crudest and barest.

From this chapel the descent is long, straight, and
easy, and almost before you know it, you are in the
gloomy, marrow way called Hell. One need not
describe it. It is enough to say that there would be
more sinners than even there are if the real hell were
half so beautiful. At the narrowest point the figure of
a stag set high up on the left commemorates a leap,
perhaps not altogether fabulous, made by a stag
pursued by a hunter. The sides were doubtless
nearer together then than they are mow that they
have been blasted to make room for the road, and it
is conceivable that a desperate stag might have
leaped across. Even then the space was too wide for
a man, for the story has it that the hunter tried to
follow and perished.

And so the valley gradually widening, we get to
Heaven—a place much more like Heaven, one would
guess, than it was six centuries ago, when the knights
of Falkenstein occupied the castle that now stands
in ruins above the village of Falkenstein.

The name Falkenstein—the Falcon Rock—has its
origin in a story dating from crusading times. A
young knight, Kuno,who was newly married, then lived
there, and, fired by the preaching of Peter the Hermit,
he went off to the Holy Land, leaving with his wife
1da the half of a gold ring, and taking half himself,
as a token that though separated they were still one.
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Seven years was, he said, to mark the limit of his
absence. After that his lady was free to find another
husband. His adventures in the Holy Land were such
as he had hoped for, and he acquitted himself well,
until he was taken captive by the Saracens. The
seven years dragged slowly on, and when the last day
arrived he was still a prisoner, and a very despondent
one. In the midst of his lamentations there appeared
to him an aged and austere looking man, and Kuno was
not long in recognising that his visitor was the Devil.
Being a Crusader he was not over ready to have much
to do with him, but when the old man offered to
convey him home in time to prevent his wife marrying
again, Kuno accepted the offer, and he accepted it the
more readily that the only condition was that he
should remain awake during the journey. The means
of transit was a flying lion, and the knight mounted
the beast’s back and was soon on his way. But, try
as he would, he could not hold his eyes open, and
repeatedly he would have dozed off had not a white
falcon hovered above him and kept him awake by
pecking him and flapping its wings. In the event,
much to the disgust of the Evil One, he arrived safely,
just in time to stay the marriage of Ida with his cousin
Berthold, who had proclaimed himself heir to Kuno’s
possessions, including his wife.

Succeeding knights of Falkenstein were less chary
of association with the powers of darkness. They
robbed and maltreated every one who passed up or
down the walley. Merchants, of course, with their
goods, were unquestionable game, but they had no
respect even for religious wayfarers. No booty was too
insignificant for them. Pilgrims bound for Rome were
despoiled and sent on their way penniless. Nuns
made many involuntary contributions to their treasure
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chests. One was robbed of her rosary, another left
her mantle, and a third, by a stroke of grim humour,
was sent shivering on her road in a single scanty
garment. The end came in 1390. Wolfrianne, a
maiden of the Falkensteins, had marriedone Schneider,
a rich citizen of Freiburg, and thereby brought upon
him and herself the enmity of her family—a condition
of affairs which, as we have seen, did not require much
to bring it about. The people of the castle managed
to capture Schneider, and when his wife went to plead
for his release he was returned to her—another piece
of grim humour—headlong from the highest point of
the battlements. Thereat Freiburg rose in arms to
avenge its townsman, and the castle was laid in ruins.

The Hollenthal’s sinister reputation endured though
the cause was removed, and its natural characteristics
made it a formidable obstacle to various armies which
traversed the Black Forest at different times. The
existing road, which, of course, removed many of its
terrors as a trackless defile, was made by the Austrian
Government in 1770, that Marie Antoinette might pass
safely on her bridal journey. In 1702, Marshal Villars
refused to conduct his French army through it to join
his Bavarian allies. ‘ Cette vallée de Neustadt que
vous me proposez,” he wrote to the Elector of Bavaria,
“ c’est le chemin qu’on appelle le Val d’Enfer. Que
votre Altesse me pardonne 1'expression ; je ne suis pas
diable pour y passer.” At that time there was only a
mule track, but even after the road was made, and the
valley was definitely opened up for traffic, it was
regarded as a very dangerous place to take an army.
Moreau’s retreat through it in 1796 is regarded as an
outstanding feat in military history. “ So ably were
the measures of the French general concerted,” writes
Alison, “that he not only passed the defiles without
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either confusion or loss, but debouched into the valley
of the Rhine rather in the attitude of a conqueror
than that of a fugitive.”

The Romans held a strong position in this district
with headquarters at Tarodunum, now Kirchzarten,
where there are Celtic earthworks and other things of
archaological curiosity.
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CHAPTER XVI
THE KAISERSTUHL

Alt Breisach in silhouette—A toy train—A vineyard mascot—
Roman potteries—An auspicious birth—The defeated wizard—A
witty notice—The key of Germany—A pleasing confusion—
Diirer’s pupil—Obliterated frescoes—The obstinate relics—Neun-

linden.

HOSE who go from Freiburg to the Kaiserstuhl
by train, as most visitors do, miss a very pretty
piece of country road. It lies between Lehen and
Gottenheim, and is one of the most charming that I
know in the Rhine plains near the Black Forest. One
takes it in conveniently by cycling straight to Breisach,
a place well worth seeing. When I was last at that
town I approached it from the other direction, making
a complete circuit of the Kaiserstuhl. I leave the hint
conveyed in this statement for what it is worth.
Possibly a good many holiday cyclists would find
certain stretches of the road wearisome, though for
my part I think it worth some exertion to get the
distant view of Breisach in silhouette which is
obtainable only from a point on the road near
Bischoffingen. But the value of that, again, is 2
matter of taste.

I propose, however, to follow this road here, and
those who come after may follow me or adapt as they
will.

From Gottenheim, then, with its stork’s nest on the

ard
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church tower, we turn to the right where a simple
eighteenth-century crucifix marks a fork in the road.
With us here plies, on a little toy rail, a little toy train
which surprises us, though it is labelled grandiloquently
“South German Railway Company,” by disgorging
quite a crowd of real people. This line appears and
reappears as our road winds through Bé&tzingen
(which has also a stork’s nest on its church tower),
Eichstetten, and Bahlingen, and goes in fact all round
the Kaiserstuhl, though we see little of it later. In
this part less than elsewhere are we reminded that
the land is kind to its vines, for the scenery most in
view is the pleasant plain dotted with aspens. But
the vineyards are on the slopes on our left, and Bah-
lingen is of peculiar interest in connection with them.
The people of Bahlingen have what blunt-spoken folk
would call a fetish, and more polite ones, a mascot. It
is the wooden figure of a boy, and its possession
brings good results from the grape harvest. Once it
left the town, rashly sold to a wine merchant who was
also a collector of curios. Its absence being marked
by the worst grape years within memory, the chief
man of the place, who had consented to its sale, was
petitioned to get it back. He was successful, and
prosperity was restored. Bahlingen has a monument
in coloured tiles commemorating the Duke who gave
the town a charter of incorporation, and commemorat-
ing, too, unconsciously, the fact that pottery is one
of the oldest industries of the district. It dates,
indeed, from the time of the Romans who first planted
vines there.

A pottery was established by the Romans at Riegel,
where the Celts had a settlement. The Emperor
Hadrian still lives there, in effigy, in the town’s
municipal seal. Just above Riegel our compassing
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road turns to the left for Endingen, which has many
quaint signs of age in its odd scraps of carving, its old
iron signs, and the general irregularity of its plan. We
have already heard of the people of Endingen in
connection with the pious, if somewhat violent, struggle
for the body of the English King Offo of Offenburg.

High up on the slopes behind Endingen is the chapel
of St. Catherine, a grand viewpoint. This may be
approached pleasantly from Bahlingen or Riegel
through Silberbrunnen. Or one may go to it from
Kénigschaffhausen through Amoltern ; or from Roth-
weil, which we pass later, through the Hessenthal.
Whichever way one chooses one need not fear to be
disappointed of wayside beauty.

At Konigschaffhausen a road goes away to the right
to Sasbach and Limburg, the birthplace in 1218 of
Rudolf of Hapsburg. Portents hailed his coming.
The Emperor, Frederick 11 of that period, was hunting
near by at the time, and falling asleep he dreamed
that he was directed to stand godfather to the boy. a

He gave his godson a rare hunting-knife as a baptismal gli
gift, and with this later the boy killed a wolf single- t
handed. At Limburg, the finding centuries ago of a

golden statuette, possibly a relic of heathen worship, I

has given rise to a romantic little story of love which
is still repeated. A young shepherd found the image, I
and was denounced by an unfriendly wizard, who

declared that by black art the youth had converted b
into gold the child of a widow which was lost on the F
same day. The youth was thrown into prison, but W
his sweetheart worked his release by finding the lost th
child and turning the tables against the accuser. The fo
figure, it is said, fetched a high price in Freiburg, and ds
the loving pair, united, lived happily thenceforward to
on the proceeds. tig
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Just beyond Leiselheim, a village with an early
5 seventeenth-century fountain, I came, during the
e i ride of which I am writing, upon an example either of
: local ignorance or of local wit. A hill rises from the
village, and near the top of this, and facing me as I
went up, there was a notice directing cyclists to go
slowly. It marked a point at which it was impossible
to do anything else but go slowly, and the board was
obviously intended to warn, not cyclists coming up
the hill, but cyclists coming down, against whom it
was turning its back. Either some humorist had
twisted the board round, or else the person who
erected it did not know what the notice meant. I
fancy it was the work of a humorist, for, although I
did not myself laugh very much, I noticed a couple
of road-menders near by who did.

Through Leiselheim we leave the road to Sasbach
on the right and pass Jechtingen and Burkheim, a
red-roofed little town prettily perched on the slopes
among its vines. It is here that we get that silhouette
glimpse of Breisach, a momentary sight, just where
the road reaches its highest level.

One needs not to look twice at Alt Breisach, even
lacking the eye of a medieval leader of armed men,
to see that it must have been a grand fighting place
in the old days. It was the key of Germany, and a
good many people tried to turn it. Rudolf of Haps-
burg held it after a long succession of Allemanic and
Frankish small potentates. Bernard of Weimar,
whose love was the Reformation, died, and was buried
there with his half-realised ambitions. Louis X1v built
fortifications—or Vauban did for him—and France
dwelt within them for two centuries, treating the
town kindly, excepting during the years of the Revolu-
tion, when the Republicans set fire to it in spite
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against the Royalists who made it their refuge ;

1870 let in Germany once more, and on holidays
Germany (from Freiburg) overruns it gaily, rejoicing

in its antiquities and in its beer-gardens overlooking 4
the Rhine.

The best features of the cathedral happily survived
the fire of 1793. It is a fine and interesting piece of
work, partly Romanesque, partly Gothic, the two
styles being mingled with an indifference which may
be the despair of purists, but which is most pleasing
to the ordinary unlearned observer. Within there is a
superbly carved altar and a scarcely less beautiful
screen. The altar, dated 1526, is the work of Franz
Lieverinck, a pupil of Diirer. The curious bowing
curve of the central finial is said to have had a romantic
origin. Lieverinck was in love with the daughter of
one Rubacher, a member of the town council, with
whom rested the selection of the sculptor. Rubacher
did not favour the artist’s suit, and, since all his
colleagues wished for the young man’s work, he
managed to get certain difficult conditions inserted
in the commission. The altar must measure just so

much from top to base, and it must stand just so
high above the floor of the choir. The dimensions
were cleverly calculated so as to bring the top of the
altar, if it were constructed to measure, unpleasantly
near the roof. Rubacher congratulated himself that
he had set a poser, but chance showed Lieverinck a
solution. He had planted a rose in front of his sweet-
heart’s window, and one day he noticed how the wind
beat the little tree over in a graceful curve. Thus he
curved the top of his altar.

The inner walls of the cathedral were once, I under-
stand, all covered with old frescoes. They now glare
with modern conventional ecclesiastical designs, and
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only the west transept reveals a few faint survivals of
the oldwork. Outside, below the altar,is a curious open
crypt—so to say—containing a representation of the
Garden of Gethsemane. Rockwork and a few plants
in pots make the Garden, and crudely painted figures
people it, yet it attracts many pilgrims. Pilgrims,
indeed, flock plentifully to Breisach,for in its possession
are the relics of St. Protasius and St. Gervase. These,
originally at Milan, were claimed for Cologne when
Milan was destroyed by the Emperor Barbarossa.
Bishop Reinhold of Cologne himself superintended their
removal, and he placed them in a boat to float down
the Rhine. But the boat stopped at Breisach and
would go no farther, so there the relics were landed
and there they remain. They have worked many
miraculous cures despite an official papal slur on their
authenticity.

Continuing our circular tour we pass Ihringen and
Wasenweiler and so get back to Gottenheim. Ihringen
is one of the best grape districts of the Kaiserstuhl, as
its wine attests. It is also a good point from which
to make the ascent, by way of the Lilienthal, of the
Todtenkopf, the Kaiserstuhl’s highest point. This
is perhaps better known by its name of the Nine Lime
Trees, Neunlinden. Here was the ancient seat of
justice as dispensed by the medizval German kings.
Those who go there to-day hoping to find nine lime
trees will be disappointed, for a storm in 1884 wrought
havoc among them. But those who go to get a view
will find it as good now as it ever was, and for that
it is hard to say too much. One may descend by way of
Botzingen, by way of Bickensohl and Achkarren, or by
way of Rothweil, passing on the left the old church of
St. Pantaleon, whither on Fridays, through the sur-
rounding vineyards, walk many pious wayfarers.
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CHAPTER XVII

THE VALLEY OF ST. TRUDPERT, BADEN-
WEILER, AND THE BLAUEN

Natural and artificial attractions—Exhausted silver mines—An
unfortunate gift—Gullible robbers—St. Bernard’s favourite disciple
—A knocking spirit—Where Dr. Faustus paid his debt—A seat of
the Guelphs—Roman baths—A car caretaker—A chance for
curio-hunters—The Dance of Death—Another toy train—The
paternal post office—Picking apples—A walk before sunrise.

~HE wvalley of St. Trudbert may be approached
’I from several directions. One may take it ina
circular trip from Freiburg, going up the Giintersthal
to Eck and Giesshiibel, and so up and down and out
again by way of Staufen and Krotzingen to which town
a light railway connects Staufen and the main line.
One may approach it from Schénau in the Wiesenthal.
This is not a bad way for cyclists who do not mind
a little preliminary climbing. Those who come by
train from Freiburg, as many do, and set out from
Staufen, have a choice of roads in the upper part of
the valley, at Obermiinsterthal. Here a new and
good road, that going to Schénau, starts up the hillside
to the left of the rock-strewn stream, and fine views
are to be had from it, particularly from a little shelter
erected on a jutting crag. The old road follows the
course of the stream to where it is a cascade tumbling
down among trees and ferny boulders, and eventually

joins the other road again at the Scharfenstein, a
o4
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towering precipice which is the natural feature that
attracts visitors.

The artificial feature which attracts is the Abbey
of St. Trudpert lower down. This was founded by
the Irish missionary St. Trudpert in the year 640, but
the present buildings date from very much more
recent times, having risen, not without beauty of the
rococo order, on ruins left by various invaders. An
ancient aisle of lime trees leads to it. The interior of
the church shows a mingling of fine coloured real marble
and distempered stucco, well carved oak and painted
deal, but it is by no means so gaudy as many ecclesi-
astical interiors of the Roman faith, and the effect is
cool-looking and pleasing. The pulpit, whichis pointed
out as having been brought from a monastery at
Freiburg, is elaborate but not very remarkable. The
adjoining buildings, long since, of course, secularised,
seem to wear an air of patient regret for their past
glories. For St. Trudpert’s was a great place in the
old days. Wealth came to it from silver mines near
by, now no longer worked, and that meant power.
It also meant popularity, for once a year, on St.
Barbara’s Day, the abbot kept open house to all who
cared to come to a feast which lasted twenty-four
hours. It was a custom at these feasts for young
peasants to give their sweethearts handkerchiefs, and
a tale is told of one who was not a peasant presenting
a handkerchief to a maid, very much to the discontent
of her accepted lover. This lovesick youth took the
matter so much to heart that he broke out into acts
which brought him under the eye of the law as a
poacher. He was condemned to wear antlers and saw
wood with them in Breisach Prison, a task which,
however, he escaped by opportune repentance.
There is no feasting or giving of handkerchiefs in the
I5
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valley now. Such quiet pursuits as brushmaking and | Dr
the noisier sawing of timber (with saws, not with 7'1"-'
antlers) take up too much time. It is one of those '
primitive places where the price of bread is posted K
daily on the Rathhaus. But it was not all revelry, It

even in the old days. Robber castles at Scharfenstein

and Regelsburg flourished on a big income of booty. I
Of Regelsburg there is nothing left, and of Scharfen- (
stein there are only a few feet of ruined wall scarcely L
distinguishable from the precipitous face of the rock (
on which they are built. The fall of the knights of t
Scharfenstein is said to have come about through i
a ruse which ought not to have been too much for E
such wily hands. They had taken a rich citizen of {
Basle and were holding him to ransom, when his |
nephew, disguised as a wandering knight with a 1
record that commended him to them, called and !

proposed a joint expedition. They consented, and |
were led into the arms of a band of warriors whom
the nephew had placed in waiting for them.

Ruined Staufen, the crowning point of a hillock of
vineyards, stands guard in front of its town at the
mouth of the valley. It is not beautiful, but ex-
pedience doubtless weighed more than beauty with
those who made it. The lords of Staufen were not
of a class with those of the castles higher up. Henry
of Staufen, indeed, was the favourite disciple of St.
Bernard. The castle is said to be haunted by a
knocking ghost, the shadow, seemingly, of a spirit
which in early times was wont to give warning,
by three knocks, of death or misadventure to any
member of the Staufen family. I have not heard
this survivor knock. In fact, I find it difficult to
believe that he really does, for there are no members
of the family left to warn. It was at Staufen that
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Dr. Faustus lived, in constant communication with
Mephistopheles, and it was through a window in one
of the houses that he was spirited away, in 1548, to
keep his compact. The wall of the Lion Inn has a
painting of this important event.

If we follow the Rhine boundary of the forest south
from Staufen, Badenweiler is the next place to merit
our attention. It is a place of remarkably even
temperature. Some doctors recommend it as bracing,
others as mild, and strangely enough the patients of
both go there and return satisfied. The fact is that
it is a rather pleasing place to be in. The park offers
shady walks and shadier seats, and the mineral spring,
of which visitors are supposed to drink, is not in the
least degree nauseating. There is in the park a
ruined castle, standing on a hill, and visible from
some distance. Here once lived the Guelphs, an-
cestors of our royal family. It is a sixteenth century
structure, very massive, but it was laid in ruins by the
French in 1678. Here the real invalids climb when
they have drunk their glass of the waters, and look
down on the soi-disant invalids below who are too
feeble to attempt the exertion. Very fine views are
to be had from the castle walls. But there is more
of interest at Badenweiler than the park and castle
(though they are excellent) and the Kurhaus, which
is more than half restaurant. There are the remains
of the Roman baths. These give to the ordinary
visitor, unequipped with precisely those details of
classical arch®ology which should tell him what to
look for, a remarkably good idea of what the baths
were in their original state. The ground plan is in
the main very complete. At the entrance is an altar
to Diana Abnoba, the Roman goddess of the Black
Forest, standing among walls overgrown with moss
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and ferns and ivy, and inside one sees a symmetrical
arrangement in which everything is in duplicate.
The men and the women were treated equally.

Judging from the few remaining relics of marble the W
original was a very fine building, but it has suffered b
from various periods of ill-treatment. The baths were v
discovered in 1784, and excavated. Twelve years {
after this an Austrian army saw in them convenient {

stabling for their horses, and that is not likely to
have done them any good. At present they are
covered with a tiled roof supported on wooden columns ;
and beams. There is a caretaker, but I am not '
convinced that she takes very great care. When I |
was there last I walked in unaccosted. The good
lady was, I believe, doing her week’s washing some-
where not very far off, but it would have been the
easiest thing in the world to get away with some of
the pieces of engraved stone and other relics which are
shown in a not very secure-looking cupboard. And,
moreover, there is no particular reason why any one
feloniously inclined need walk in at the gate at all.
The gate itself, which I found unlocked and open, is
about the most formidable part of the surrounding
protection. On the whole, therefore, I do not blame
the Austrian horse hoofs for all the damage and loss
that the Roman baths have sustained. It certainly
seemed to me that there was less evidence of the
original marble on the occasion which I have mentioned
as my last visit, than there was when I first knew of
them.

Another of the things to see in Badenweiler is
the Lutheran church with its old frescoes. There is
nothing in the appearance of the church outside or
inside which would suggest the possession of anything
of antiquarian interest. I gather that the pieces of
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painted plaster which are now fixed round the walls
of a little room at the north-east corner of the church
are all that remains of some very different building
which stood on the same site. Admission is obtained
by getting the key from the schoolmaster’s house,
which stands behind the church as you face it from
the road. And there seems to be here as little care
taken, or as much confidence placed in visitors, as in
the case of the Roman baths. I am only judging here
from my own case. I don’t know whether I look
particularly reverent or respectful, or whether I have
the stamp of an archzologist. Be this as it may, I had
only to mention the word key and the servant-girl
who answered the door of the schoolmaster’'s house
rushed to get it for me, and I proceeded alone to the
church. Now I maintain that this is inviting de-
struction or even theft. I can only say that I left
the frescoes as I found them, but I fancy from a
description I have read of them elsewhere that not all
those who have seen them have been so merciful.
During a recent restoration of the church they were
removed bodily—doubtless as carefully as might be—
and they are now fastened with iron clamps to the
walls of the little room which I have mentioned
above. But the inscriptions in old German are not
so legible as they would appear to have been when the
description was written to which I have referred, and
something has evidently happened in the meantime.
The frescoes include a * Dance of Death,” which is
believed to be older even than the famous one attri-
buted to Orcagna in the cemetery at Pisa. The
picture shows three kings met by three skeletons.
The idea, of course, as suggested by the almost effaced
legends round each figure, is that of the text ““In the
midst of life we are in death.” Each skeleton makes
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some warning speech, and each king puts it aside.
The figures in this fresco are not dancing, and it is
suggested that this is proof of the antiquity of the
painting, inasmuch as the dancing idea was a later
elaboration of the original crudely sedate notion.
Badenweiler is a fairly gay little place, and its l\
position makes it a perfect centre for short excursions.
A great number of French people come to it during
the summer months for that very unirksome course of :
treatment known as a “cure.”” You may get to it
from Freiburg by train, and the country passed,
though fertile in the extreme, is, I am bound to say,
void of interest sufficient to justify one in suggesting
a more tardy advance through it. One goes by way
of Miilheim, whence a rather pleasing little light
railway completes the journey to Badenweiler. The
tiny train seems to be imbued with the gaiety of the
holiday-makers who travel in it, and to have an up-
roarious contempt for those of them who are really
ill. For much of its way it looks and feels as though
it were going to tumble into the little ditch of a river
that it runs beside, a ridiculous river eight feet across,
with all sorts of mature bridges and dams as though
/ it were the most business-like river in the world.
And this train is fully provided with cautionary
notices. Where an ordinary dining and sleeping express
train would say merely, “ Do not lean out,” this little
upstart says, ““ It is forbidden to lean out on account
of the accompanying danger!” Having told you
what to expect, the reckless little thing, with its
two carriages and a luggage van in addition to the
engine, screams and dashes with the impetuosity of a
frivolous steam roller through the outlying parts of
Miilheim, which lies some way from its station, and
on until it actually indulges, on a small scale, in those l
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tortuous windings which are characteristic of the
Black Forest Railway. Thus it gets to Badenweiler
and emits you, and you find your way up the hill
marvelling at the luxuriance of the flowers and foliage,
and at the freshness of the green. Badenweiler is on
the whole a rural place in spite of the pretensions of its
Kurhaus which is mostly restaurant. The paternal
German post office thinks it necessary here, as it does
in most of the country places, to put a notice on the
letter boxes to remind you to see to the address and
the stamps of your letters. In the middle of the
village street, which is largely made up of hotels and
pensions, there is a fountain dated 1756, which I
liked much better than the Kurhaus one with its
bas-reliefs of Moses striking the mountain, and the
woman of Samaria at the well. But it probably gets
less attention. And I saw a trick for picking apples
off high trees which rather took my fancy. There
was a spiked circle of iron, something like the crowns
of old-fashioned kings in pictures, or like three or
four of Neptune’s tridents joined together and bent
into a ring. This had a bag fastened inside, and there
was a long pole to it. It was pushed up under the
apple ; the prongs dislocated the fruit, and it fell
into the bag. Excellently simple and ingenious.
Perhaps it is an old dodge, but it was new to me.

The ascent of the Blauen is one of the great and
worthy things to be done at Badenweiler. I don’t
know, perhaps, since the roads are easy enough, that
it is very great, excepting that the best time to do it
is sunrise, which visitors, no matter where they are,
like Mark Twain on the Matterhorn, frequently fail
to see. At sunrise the Alps are all a-glitter. After
sunrise sunset is the best time. Some indeed prefer
the view then, for if the sky is sufficiently cloudless you
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can get a picture of the Alps, as it were, in miniature,
with the sun shining across them. But of course the
Alps are not the whole. The Rhine Valley is laid out
before you like a map, with Basle quite plain, and
Strasburg not very indistinct. There is something
to be seen of France and the Vosges Range, and the
chief heights of the Black Forest are there as well.
Altogether, if the weather serves you properly, it is
worth the climb. There is a good carriage road up,
but it winds and winds, and naturally takes you
longer than if you were on foot and ready for the
numerous forest paths. Besides, the foot traveller
has a chance of coming upon the ancient Celtic en-
trenchments, for which the Blauen has some fame with
archeaologists.

There is a good walk to be taken from Badenweiler
over the Belchen to the Wiesenthal. The way lies
through Sirnitz, leaves the Kohlgarten on the right,
and goes over the bare-topped mountain to Schénen-
berg and Schénau. There is scenery ranging from
rocky defiles to smooth, undulating hillsides, like our
Sussex downs,
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CHAPTER XVIII
KANDERN AND THE LOWER WIESENTHAL

Denaturalised oaks—Biirgeln—Loyal portraits—Treasure-hunters
—A rural town—No pigs—Bretein—Historical conjectures—A new
Naples—The polite husband—Istein—The solitary lover—A super-
fluious sweetheart—Many ghosts—An army of virgins—Three
convents—A termagant—The restless coffin—The Black Forest
bow—Good tea—The gnome’s cave—White flies.

GOOD and interesting journey is to be made by
bicycle from Badenweiler to Sdckingen. It en-

tails a little walking, but not overmuch, and you can
do it in one day or two, according to the thorough-
ness of your explorations by the way. The road from
Badenweiler at first mounts, but you come soon to
down grades which at times carry you almost too
swiftly. The first diversion from the main route is
to Schloss Biirgeln. The position of this is a trifle
confusing to the stranger, though he cannot miss it.
The signposts near Badenweiler indicate Biirgeln
and Kandern, and then Biirgeln drops out and you
think you have passed it by. But keep on in hope.
Later, about three or four miles from Badenweiler,
at a place where the road divides, Biirgeln gets a path
to itself, and you are safe. It is rather steep, that
path, and, on a hot day, rather tedious. Half-way up
there is a finger-post pointing the way to the Hilda
Oak. I confess I have never actually met this tree.
I stood afar off, and, gazing at it, spurned it for all its
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grateful shady surrounding seats, because it seemed ! Duks
to me that it was no oak at all, but a beech, a giant The
among the numerous more slender ones which abound Was
here to the exclusion of firs. I believe I did it an Kno
injustice. There are oaks here too, but somehow they had
have not the gnarled look of our oaks at home. Cer- whi
tainly the Hilda Oak is very different from the sort of apy
oak tree of the same age we should expect to see in 8
England. In fact, the oaks in these districts seem Th
almost to lose their individuality, and to try to take L
on some of the characteristics of their more plentiful B

neighbours. Later on in the same trip between
Schopfheim and Hasel, where there are firs once more,
I came upon an oak which was trying very hard to look Iit
like a fir. It had the smallest possible ridges of bark,
there were no lower branches, and it had the most

absurd globular tuft of foliage on the top, like a tree Wi
from a child’s toy farmyard. Poor oak! I felt sorry to
for it, though against my patriotic instinct. sl

But about Biirgeln. When you do get there you 2
find it almost more like a French chateau than a f
German. You enter through an arched gateway and fl

get into the house, a big, square, many-windowed
building, by double curving flights of steps. Within, 7
it is half restaurant and pension. The public room is g
adorned with a quaint assortment of clocks, a portrait -
of “ Our Grand-ducal Pair,” other portraits of a smug-

faced little boy who doubtless on inquiry would be t
introduced by the proprietors as ““ Our Willie,” and 2
a bird’'s-eye view of San Francisco. It is all, then, d
essentially German. Any picture is good enough to !
decorate the public room of a small German pension, (
but there are generally loyal portraits. The ‘‘ Grand-
ducal Pair " picture is typical. There used to be
something rather touching in the way the late Grand
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Duke and the Grand Duchess of Baden were venerated.
They are so still, and deservedly, though the point
was more noticeable when they were both living.
Knowing the almost filial regard which their people
had for them, they were not above meeting it in a way
which in England would seem undignified. They
appear together sometimes in photogravure sub-
scribed ‘“ Fidelitas,” in the Grand Duke’s writing.
There is about that in Germany no bathos, nothing
‘““ cheap.” The Germans are not afraid of sentiment.
But we are wandering again.

Biirgeln. The antique part of the castle is to be
seen by visitors. There is a very elaborately decorated
little chapel, a remnant of the days when the place
was an ecclesiastical building dependent on the monas-
tery of St. Blasien. It is still used for worship. The
wide staircase from the paved entrance hall takes one
to a large room lined with old portraits, some of con-
siderable merit, though there are not any recognised
as by masters. The staircase itself is of interest in
that it shows a rather crude inlay of lighter wood into
the dark oak. The charming garden outside, with
its very fine views—Hebel, the Black Forest dialect
poet, made a poem on them—completes the sight-
seeing Biirgeln offers, and you take the steep way
which leads down again to the high road to Kandern.

Our way passes, on the left, Sitzenkirch, where
there was an old conventual foundation. Near by
are the ruins of Sausenberg, a great place in the old
days for treasure-hunters. On fine days, it is said, a
white lady appears here, combing her raven tresses.
Once she spoke to a young man who ventured to ap-
proach her, and told him to bring three friends to dig
at midnight in a spot she indicated. There, she said,
was buried a great box of gold, and if they could get
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it she would be free. The young man brought his
friends, and they did their best, but the obstacles were
too much for them. They found the box, but they
also found an ugly black poodle with fiery eyes sitting
on it. This they overcame only to discover a goblin
with a nose a foot long, dangling a huge millstone
above their heads at the end of a slender thread which
he was trying to cut with a pair of scissors. This
scared them off, much to the distress of the lady, who,
owing to their timidity, was doomed to wait another
hundred years for her release. Very naturally the
box of gold became the object of frequent expeditions,
and at length, so they say, a poor shepherd found it.
I am not quite sure whether this is true. If it is, the
discovery must have been made without the lady’s
knowledge, for, according to all accounts, she still
haunts the place with her comb.

Estate agents in England would describe Kandern
as truly rural, and I fancy it is not certain whether
it still remains an agricultural village or whether it
is a coming manufacturing town. I am inclined to
prophesy that the latter is its fate, though you may
still see distinctly agricultural implements and carts
in almost any of its irregular streets. One reason I
have for this conjecture is, that it seems to have given
up making the earthenware pigs which were once its
specialities. I went there recently, with memories of
what it used to be, hoping to get one of those pigs
for a friend at home who collected local ware of this
nature. There was not a pig to be seen, either of
flesh or clay. The people of the place seemed to
be devoting whole-hearted attention to the manu-
facture of more serious pottery in the way of bowls
and drain-pipes. They have not, however, given up
making their other speciality, the ‘ bretzeln,” a kind
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of very crisp rolls of richly browned bread, shaped
into a circular knot enclosing two smaller loops.
These biscuits, if one may call them so, are supposed
to represent the ropes with which Christ’s hands were
bound before the crucifixion, and they were first made
only in Holy Week. I do not know whence the pattern
was taken, but I have noticed the sign in several seven-
teenth century gravestones, among those ranged along
a wall by the side of the church, a building dating from
1825, but reared on a much older site. The curious
may compare notes by inspecting the first and sixth
stones counting from the left, and the sixth counting
from the right. The third from the left I am not
sure about. It contains a symbol certainly very much
like it.

From Kandern onwards the scenery assumes a
character very like French. Fertile fields bounded
by rows and dotted with groups of tall poplars would
make you believe yourself in France, but for the
absence of roadside crucifixes, for this is a Protestant
country that we are now in, reaching to Basle and over
the broad mouth of the Wiese Valley to Schopfheim.
It has something of Germany, too, for in the far
prospects one sees just such little round balls of trees
as those with which Diirer so wonderfully indicated
distant perspectives of fields. But there is little of the
Black Forest. The Black Forest farmhouse as it
should be is here not to be seen at all. For one thing,
the country is too flat, on the whole, for a type of house
which is designed to be built on the side of a hill.
And besides, this is a distinctly manufacturing part
of the Black Forest, and the manufactures are of the
outside world, not of the woods. Mr. L. G. Séguin
in his book on the Black Forest describes the Lower
Wiesenthal, to which we are coming, as the Lancashire
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of the Black Forest, “ a Lancashire without smoke,
without grime, without squalor, without ugliness.”
That was written some thirty years ago, and I am
afraid the description hardly fits to-day. The district
is not without smoke. In most of the towns and
larger villages you will find it difficult to look upwards
to the dome of blue sky and see it without a smear of
black fume from a neighbouring chimney. It is not
without squalor. Indeed, passing through some of its
hamlets, I was repeatedly reminded of some of the
little habitations in the outskirts of Naples. No one, I
think, can deny the squalor there. They have only
their beauty—from a distance—to recommend them.
“ See Naples and die "’ was never written inside the
town. In this degree, then, the lower Wiesenthal is
without ugliness. Seen from any of the heights
which overlook it, it is indisputably beautiful, but
when you come into it I fear it is not over-attractive.
There are, of course, exceptions which I hope to
make more of later. This unattractiveness may be
due partly to the roads, which are not nearly so good
as those which a tour in the wilder parts of the Black
Forest leads one to expect without disappointment.
Possibly I have chanced upon the road at times when
repairs were just being contemplated. If so, my bad
luck here was exceptional, for on very few occasions
indeed have I passed over elsewhere anything but
the perfected thing. Once or twice for small stretches
I have caught the steam roller and its minions at work,
but in the lower Wiesenthal I saw no steam roller nor
any navvies. And they were needed badly.

Leaving Kandern our road takes us through several
small villages, the majority of which are very tiny
congregations of houses round the church, or perhaps
just a roadside inn with a kind of outgrowth of
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cottages evidently so placed that their inhabitants
might be near the public drinking room, which is
everywhere a good deal more of a social club than
the public bar is in England’s rural places.

One of the villages, a little way off the road to the
left, is Egerten, and near Egerten tradition speaks of
that most fascinating among great tragedies, a buried
town. Proof of its existence is found in the story of a
woodcutter who acquired some of its wealth. One
day he saw a woman with a basket on her head, and,
greeting her with a polite benediction, because, so the
story runs, he mistook her for his wife bringing his
dinner, he was surprised to see her fling down her basket
and make off. He found that the basket contained
broken pieces of porcelain, and these he took home
for his children to play with. In the evening the
pieces had all turned into gold. “ He then knew,”
says the quaint record, “‘ that the woman had been a
spirit from the sunken town; he was very grateful
for this unexpected wealth, and by using it wisely
became a respected and well-to-do man.” And
doubtless he went on being very polite to his wife.

The church at Wittlingen, to resume the road, looks
as though it were nearly half a barn, and that half
the part in front of the door, for there is erected a
huge lean-to roof stretching the length of the wall to
serve as a porch. We come at length to signposts
indicating the proximity of Basle, and we know that
soon, to keep on the Black Forest side of the Rhine,
we must bend round to the left. To reach that
romantic corner of the Rhine called Istein we must
bear off here to the right, taking the Basle road.
Or, better, perhaps, go there direct from Kandern.
Its legends make it worth seeing.

The oldest of these has been charmingly told by
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Joseph Victor Scheffel, the poet and author who,
better perhaps than any one else, has employed rare :
literary skill to give the traditions of the Black Forest s
a new lease of popular favour. It is said that the
bodies of all persons drowned in this part of the Rhine
float to Istein, and have done so since the fifth century
of the Christian era, when a hermit named Hugideo ¥
made his abode in a cavern there. Hugideo was not
a religious recluse. He was a lover who, being a
German, had hoped in vain to win the hand of a
Roman maiden. So he dwelt in the cave, adoring a :
marble statue of his loved one. But the peace which
he enjoyed was not the lot of those who lived round "
about him. One day he heard the tramp of hostile ]
armies, and on the same day his marble statue showed ‘
signs of life. He leaped to clasp it in his arms, and :
it fell into the river below. As he gazed on the water
he became conscious of a glow in the sky. The Huns [
were attacking the Roman settlement where lived his [
lady, and a great fire was completing their work of :
destruction. Then Hugideo knew that a sign had ‘
been given him. He dug two graves on the shore, and |
waited, and at dead of night came the body of his love
floating from the burning town to his arms. He buried
it, and lay down to die himself, and the fishermen in
the morning closed up the second grave.

Another legend of a later date tells of a young
knight, Veit of Istein, who was also a lover, but not
quite so faithful a one. He was betrothed to the Lady
Jutta, who dwelt in the Castle of Sponech which
stands in the neighbourhood of Breisach. The pair
were about to be married when the Count of Angen- .
stein, a castle on the heights known as the Baden I
Jura, near Basle, most inopportunely announced a I
great tournament. Now Sir Veit was by no means a I
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lukewarm lover, but he did’like a tournament, and
this was too good to be missed. So, with the ingenuity
of a man already married, he put forward all sorts of
reasons why he should be allowed to go to try his
luck. The tenor of his arguments was that, with all
the glory he would win, he would be so much the more
worth marrying. Jutta was not in her heart con-
vinced, but she agreed, and off he went. As matters
turned out, Veit did win a great deal of glory. He was
first in every event, and so outstanding was his merit
that the count’s proud and beautiful daughter Bertha,
who had hitherto spurned all mankind, made eyes
at him. This did not escape the notice of the count,
who, not at all displeased, did all he could to encourage
the young man. The young man, it must be con-
fessed, needed little encouragement, and soon the
news of a new betrothal spread. In time it reached
the unbelieving ears of Jutta. Jutta, however, was
quickly convinced of the fact, and, being convinced,
she had no doubt of the cause. Bertha must be an
enchantress. She determined to confront her be-
guiled lover, and, with the sight of her own beauty, not
only bring him back to herself, but confound the siren
who had bewitched him. But the scheme failed.
Veit, walking with Bertha, cut her dead, and with a
shriek of despair she flung herself into a stream which
carried her to the Rhine. The shriek brought the
young man to his senses. Leaving Bertha to faint,
unassisted, he followed Jutta. At the bank of the
river he took a boat, and in midstream caught a
momentary glimpse of the dead face of his sweetheart.
Home he hurried to his castle, and from the high
rock on which it stood leaped into the river to wait
1 his bride's coming. In the morning the bodies were
4 | recovered and buried together at the foot of Istein,
. 16
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where a small chapel, since demolished, was erected
in their honour. As for Bertha, who after all was not
an enchantress, but just a rather badly used young
lady, the legend, with the quaint justice of so many
of those legends, leaves her, as did her swain, to pick
herself up as she might and make the best of a bad
case with no word of sympathy. I am rather sorry
for Bertha.

Returning to our road from Kandern we climb a
hill on a road through a great meadow, and go down
the other side into Lorrach. To our left on the top
of this hill, overlooking the broad flat valley below,
with Lorrach and Brombach near, and the pleasantly
wooded slopes of the Dinkelberg beyond, is the castle
of Rotteln. This extensive ruin, standing immediately
above the hamlet of Haagen, was once a residence of
the Margraves of Baden. A fifteenth-century building
on an older site, it became a mark for hostile artillery
in the Peasants’ War of 1525. The Thirty Years’ War,
too, left its mark on it, and it was destroyed by the
French in 1678. The church of Rétteln is also of
respectable antiquity, for it is said to contain the
oldest bell in Germany. It was cast in 670. The
pleasing little church attracted me first by its gabled
spire, which, like several others similarly built in the
Wiesenthal, has a stork’s nest perched perilously on
the ridge.

There is not a great deal to attract you to the castle
of Rétteln. Unless, that is, you are a member of
the Society for Psychical Research. If you are, it
should keep you profitably busy. Legends say that
there is a great treasure hidden somewhere in the
castle, and that a lady in white garments guards it
until she can find some one brave enough to relieve her.
Once she tried to induce a boy whom she saw passing
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to come with her and help himself, but he was afraid,
and ran away and died, as he had lived, in poverty.
In the old days, when exciting things really did happen,
fiery dragons haunted the ruins by moonlight, but
these have given place to serpents, which, unless you
understand them, may do you harm anywhere on
their side of the Wiese. This river, I gather, marks
the limit of their hunting ground. Rotteln is also
the house of a wild huntsman, Hapsberg, whose many
followers stall their horses somewhere within its walls.
All these fascinating beings are at Rétteln for those
who can see them.

Lérrach, again, offers little to the traveller unless
he be commercial. Its domes and minarets are
factory roofs and chimneys, and, I believe, they
justify their existence.

Just beyond Lérrach, on the way to Basle, is the
picturesque site of the old convent of Obertiillingen,
one of three which have an English interest. They
date from the time of the British Princess, Saint
Ursula, who, in the year 237, made a pilgrimage to
Rome with ten companions, each of whom, as well as
herself, was accompanied by a thousand virgins,
eleven thousand maidens all told. The great army
suffered at the hands of the people of Cologne, and
only three ladies escaped alive. These, Saints
Chrischona, Ottilia, and Margaret, made their way
along the Rhine and landed at Wylen. Here they
determined to found three convents in view of each
other. Saint Chrischona chose the place which still
bears her name in the heights between the Rhine and
the Wiesenthal, a spot just north of Wylen. St.
Ottilia selected Obertiillingen and St. Margaret a
place beyond Basle. Before Basle succumbed to an
unromantic Calvinism, all three convents were

BLB BADISCHE
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK Baden-Wiirttemberg



244 A BOOK OF THE BLACK FOREST

favourite places of pilgrimage from that town. The .
pilgrims nowadays go nominally for the fine views,
but they spend most of their time in the restaurants
eyeing a limited perspective (of pewter).

We turn our backs on them and on Lérrach, and
take the road to Schopfheim, which lies at the entrance
of the Upper Wiesenthal. Half-way there is Steinen,

a curiously zigzag kind of place, if you follow the main
road through it. Its streets, indeed, seem to take
their course from the shuttles of the looms which y

work up the cotton so industriously made there. f
Still, it is not unpicturesque for all its strenuousness,

and it has a very picturesque legend to help to bind t
the past with the present. It is connected directly (
with the castle of Higelberg which overlooks it. l
Hebel, the poet, who was born hardly two miles from
Schopfheim, has put it into verse. :
In this castle many years ago lived a knight and his (
lady with their daughter, and the three of them seem ' I
to have devoted the whole of their time to devising (
schemes for annoying the peasants of the district. (
The daughter was perhaps the worst of the three. <

She was an adept at those petty arts of irritation |
which are called ““ going on at people ”” and ** ordering
about,” and there was no end to the demands which
she made for the gratifying .of her whims. One of
her ideas was to have the path from the castle to the
church covered with white linen, so that, like Queen
Elizabeth, she might pass the puddles dry-shod. In
course of time her parents died, and none too early
to please the villagers. She died too, and her coffin
was carried with all honour to the churchyard, and i
buried. Next morning it was found outside the gate. |
It was buried again deeper, and with the same result. (
When all further attempts to re-inter it had failed, it '
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was placed in an ox-waggon for the beasts to take
where they liked. The oxen set off through the forest
till they reached a well at Hifnet, and into this they
threw their load. From that time the well has been
haunted by a malicious sprite, whose particular
pleasure is to comb the hair of any unkempt-looking
young man who passes. This she does so vigorously as
to draw blood. I have not noticed that there is on this
account any remarkable neatness about the hair of the
young men of the district, but doubtless they are care-
ful as to the direction in which they take their walks.

Parts of Schopfheim have, I think, an idea of trying
to be like Venice, only its river which is directed in
channels between the houses moves much too quickly,
Its age is more or less forgotten in its latter-day
usefulness. As a productive factor it turns out paper
and wool, and the broad black ribbons which, through-
out the Black Forest, even unto the streets of Stras-
burg, are worn in great bows set squarely on the heads
of the womenfolk. I think this bow is the commonest
of all the Black Forest costumes. There are varieties
of it. In some places the loops have long streamers
hanging down on each side. Elsewhere the streamers
are behind. I have no preference. I think all are
becoming.

I believe it is worth recording that at Schopfheim, the
last time I was there, I got about the best pot of tea
that I have ever had in this part of the Black Forest.
It is only of recent years that it has been possible to
get tea at all in Germany, and even now, when English
travellers are fairly numerous, and it is recognised that
English travellers like tea, it is difficult to get it made
with a reasonable proportion of tea to water. The
German idea is like Falstaff’s bill, *‘ this little bread to
this intolerable deal of sack.”” The bread stands for the
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tea. You pour it out and see a faintly coloured fluid.
“ Patience,” you say ; ‘‘let it stand.” You pour out
again and still there is that faintly coloured fluid.
Then one looks into the pot and sees a few vague
leaves whirling round like the playthings of a windy
autumn. To add to the disaster, there is always a
large jug of boiling water to replenish the pot ; and
there is nearly always a strainer to catch those solitary
leaves. Well, at Schopfheim I got the real thing.
You can get it, mind, at good hotels in frequented
towns, but Schopfheim has no hotels that one could
call good. It has good inns, good hostelries, what
you will, but not hotels. They are Gasthofs. And
at the Gasthof zum Pflug at Schopfheim I got good
tea. At the end of the private road leading from the
inn there is a wooden arch painted with a rhyme
which I venture to translate :

“If the Plough has cheered you on your way,
Don’t forget to come another day.”

In case I do not return myself, let me recommend
it to others.

The direct road from Schopfheim to Sickingen goes
by way of Wehr, but, by turning aside when you have
got over the little hill that you climb outside Schopi-
heim, you can go to Hasel and see the Mannikin Cave
—the Erdminnlein Héhle. Personally I think the
detour well worth the trouble. We take, then, the
left-hand road to Hasel instead of the right to Wehr,
and come down into the village. From a point in
the road where there is a turning which leads to the
station at Hasel you will be able to see a little white
house which is the entrance to the Hole, but you must
go into the village to get the key and a guide. I made
my only visit there at a time which I suppose was
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after hours, for on inquiring at the village inn, which
also houses the post office, I was answered by a man
who seemed to be engaged in Imperial affairs con-
nected with the sorting of letters. As a matter of
fact he was the guide, and a change of uniform—the
substitution of the post-office cap for another with
Erdmann Héhle on it—made the matter evident. A
short walk through fields brought us to the little white
building' Here I donned a white robe with a hood to
protect my head from the dripping water—for it is,
of course, a stalactite cave—and we descended. The
place is lighted with electricity, and the effect is weird
in the extreme. The explored portions of the cave
do not occupy very much ground, but there are un-
explored places—mysterious holes leading no one
knows whither or how far. Many of the rock forma-
tions have received names. There are the Death’s
Head, the Oak, Gambrinus—** the Beer King,” as my
guide explained—and others. There is a mysterious
little lake, there is a river whose outlet is not known,
and there is a “chapel ” with three hollow stalactites
which, being struck, give out three notes said to make
a perfect chord. They did not seem to make a perfect
chord when I was there, but the fault may have been
in the striking, and anyhow I had not brought a
tuning fork. Some of the stalactite forms are re-
markable, among them being those with the appear-
ance of hanging drapery, with folds exactly reproduced.
For naturalists there is the excitement of looking for
white flies and blind white spiders. It is one of my
S regrets that I had no time to be a naturalist. And
e to see the good-natured gnomes who also dwell there
’ under their King Bodenboser, one needs to have still
more time on one’s hands.
There is a cave of similar geological character at
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Beuggen, on the Rhine near by, but it lacks Hasel’s
versatility of appeal.

In returning from Hasel be careful not to take the
road that leads to the station unless you wish to go
by train. It leads only to the station. The road to
Wehr goes up again by the way you travelled to come
down. Wehr is a considerable little country town,
witha guarantee of its loyalty in the form of a memorial
to the war of 1870—71, not so common here as in the
districts more north. Brennet, a little farther on, has
the appearance of being mostly railway station, post
office—bright yellow with bright blue window-frames
and blinds—and a huge factory. These make the
place look prosperous, and an inn opposite the station,
with a very noisy skittle-alley and an equally noisy
mechanical music-producer, sounds happy. Farther
on, the road takes us through Wallbach, a long agri-
cultural village with few noticeable shops and an
ugly church. But it gives us the first glimpse of the
Rhine, before we reach Sickingen a mile beyond.
Of Sickingen I shall have more to say later.
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CHAPTER XIX
THE UPPER WIESENTHAL AND ST. BLASIEN

Markgrifler Land—A dialect poet—An impressive funeral—
Todtnau—Handy people—A nursery of foals—The marks of saintly
knees—The Gascons and the nails—Schénau redressed—Dead Man's
Swamp— A miraculous conversion— Difficult roadmaking — An
unmistakable site— A lonely road — Inviting sunstroke — St.
Blasien—The monks and the Feldberg demon—* Cure ' discipline
—TFirearms from monastic cells—Birthplace of the Winterhalters
— The line of Alps— The Albthal— Rudolf of Hapsburg— The
whipping-top season—Naming Waldshut.

F ROM the Lower Wiesenthal, Markgrifler Land, the

way tothe upper valley lies through Schopfheim.,
From here as far as Zell there is a branch of the rail-
way from Basle. Higher, as far as Todtnau, the
villagers are served by a marrow-gauge line, pretty
generally overgrown with weeds, though it is much
used. The valley has, in fact, the same com-
mercial character as the wide plain which its stream
helps to water and to supply with trout. It is not
so picturesque as its neighbour leading up from Wehr,
the Wehrathal, but still sufficiently so for it to contain
the village of Schonau, which has been in its time the
village above all others frequented by painters. The
first little place above Schopfheim, Hausen, has the
distinction of marking the boundary line between
the Lutherism that spreads south to Basle and
the Romanism that spreads northwards, and the

greater distinction of being the birthplace of Johann
249
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Peter Hebel, the poet of the Black Forest dialect.
Born in 1760, he lived most of his sixty years in or
near his native valley. He was for a long time a school-
master in Lérrach, but the closing years of his life were
spent at Karlsruhe where he occupied a professorial
chair and where now a fine memorial to him stands in
the palace grounds. Hausen does not cover very much
more space now than it did when Hebel knew it,
but there is a very large factory at the upper end
which he would not recognise, within full view of
the meadows—dotted at regular intervals with their
irrigating sluice-gates—of which probably he knew
every blade of grass.

Zell, which we come to next on the way, looks very
much as though some one years ago had poured a
cupful of very thick house-mixture down the hillside
into the little valley branching from the main one,
and then cut ways through it across and across as one
used to divide home-made toffee with a knife. The
chief way through lies straight down the middle.
On the last occasion on which I was there I saw vivid
evidence that I had crossed the religious boundary
line, for the place was mourning the death of the
Sister Superior of an ecclesiastical house in the neigh-
bourhood. The long funeral procession went slowly
up that middle street to the church. In front the
local band in top hats played Chopin’s * Dead March ”
as solemnly and finely as I have ever heard it played.
(Zell, by the way, has some claim to be called musical,
for there dwelt the father and the grandfather of
Carl Maria von Weber, the composer.) Behind the
band came a group of veterans with many medals,
but nearly all of them in mufti, some shouldering
umbrellas like rifles. Then came the younger men
in two lines; then the coffin on a poor little hearse
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wreath-decked and drawn by heavily draped horses.
Attending it were the priests. The sisters followed,
with two lines of young girls in white, carrying two
garlands. Then the women in two lines, and finally
many villagers—more than one would have expected
to find in the villages for miles around. Nothing
could have been more impressive. The crowds in the
streets—for there were still folks left who were not
following—ceased their occupations. Men let their
cigars go out, and it takes much to bring that about.
Beyond Zell the light railway gives its passengers,
= warmed in cold weather by a big stove in each carriage,
entrancing glimpses of their neighbours’ and their
own back gardens. The valley grows narrower and
wilder in character, and more rocky, though it is
still fertile enough. As youapproach Todtnau you get
into a district which was once busy with mines, and
it is easy to understand whence the town got its
knif. | rather unpleasant name suggestive of death. For
he o the hillsides surrounding it have great dead patches
of stone, almost like slag. Occasionally even now
you see notices warning you to beware of the mine
explosions, when there have been mo explosions, I
suppose, these twenty years. Todtnau, the highest
town of the valley, has in itself little to attract the
visitor. But it is a good centre and there is its water-
fall, formed of the Wiese and Bergerbach, rushing
down from the Feldberg. This is in a ravine above
the town, but the town itself is not very interesting,
at least in appearance. Some thirty years ago it was
burned, lock, stock, and barrel, and a new Todtnau
has arisen on the ashes of the dead, even as that had
risen on the ashes of another burned by the French
under Mélac in 168g. It is set square, though not
particularly fair, in the trough of hills that Nature
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has made for it. As a manufacturing town it is
well occupied. It is the heart of a large brush-making
industry, and it makes almost every kind you can
think of. It has done things with its hands for many
centuries. Silver-mining was about the first, and
that started its prosperity some nine hundred years
ago. Latterly cotton-spinning was introduced from
Switzerland, and then paper-making began. After
that, tinder, and finally brush-making. The town has
also in its time turned out a good many lucifer matches.
On the Gisiboden, one of the hills near Todnau, there
is subsidised by the Government a nursery for foals.
Schénau, which I have mentioned as the goal of
many painters, is the next place of importance below
Todnau. Utzenfeld lies between them, and also Schén-
enbuchen, though that is now almost part of Schénau.
At Utzenfeld, as also at Mambach and Atzenbach
lower down, are some of the oldest Black Forest houses
I have noticed. Several of them have moss-grown
thatched roofs, a thing seldom seen now, and those at
Mambach are a good deal too mear the railway to
be quite safe from sparks. Schonenbuchen has a
quaint little very old chapel. Outside it is remark-
| able for two things, one a glaring new red-tiled roof,
and the other the fact that the light railway very
nearly grazes it as it passes. Inside there are also
two things to note. One, the great picture which
occupies the north wall, and the other the tiny crypt
which is reached by an open stair in front of the
pews of the aisle opposite. Here, on a piece of the
rock foundation which emerges from the pavement,
St. Peter and St. Paul are said to have knelt. Great
furrows, which tradition attributes to the saintly
knees, are to be seen in it. Doubtless they were hard,
firm kneelers in those days. Certain nails preserved
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as relics are shown to devout inquirers. These are
connected with the story illustrated byjthe picture.
This commemorates the defeat of certain Gascon
warriors in the year 1444. Charles vii of France
had lent these turbulent men to the Emperor Frederick
because he could find no mischief for their idle hands,
and it seems that they were as much a source of worry
to their new leader as they were to their old. Anyhow
Frederick sent them to conquer the Wiesenthal, and
possibly they would have succeeded had not an angel
thrown down into their path great spiked nails which
they mistook for each other’s weapons, with the result
that they defeated themselves by mutual annihilation
like Kilkenny cats. The nails shown in the chapel,
which was erected on the battlefield, are said to be
some of the originals.

Schinau is not now the idyllic piece of untouched
rusticity which it was thirty years ago. Electric light,
which is almost everywhere in the Black Forest, has
replaced the oil lamps which hung between the houses.
Modern brick dwellings have encroached on the old
wooden ones which are of the Black Forest type
though they stand mostly in rows. The old church
has been almost entirely rebuilt. Only the lower
part of the old tower remains, and this is crowned
with a new spire. The new nave is not even rebuilt
on the site of the old, but the direction of its length has
been adjusted so that the tower stands curiously
askew to it. Still there is much that is original yet
to be seen in Schonau. The cows and goats driven
outwards and homewards through its streets still find
of their own accord their stalls and their favourite
drinking fountains, as of old. And the artists still
come to be turned away from hotels already over-
flowing with summer “ cure ™’ visitors.
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A good excursion from Schénau is the walk to
Todtmoos, to which people go for various reasons,
One is that the air is good. Another, perhaps, is
that the name attracts, for there is something rather
fascinating in what we should call “ Dead Man’s
Swamp.” But there is a better reason than any of
these for going there. It is impossible to get to
or away from the town without journeying through
superb scenery. From Schonau the way lies through
Mambach and Happach, a way hemmed about with i
frowning granite walls and pine-clad slopes, which ‘u
follows, as do nearly all these mountain ways, a
boisterous little stream. Mambach is credited in
history with a very early conversion to Christianity in
which a miracle assisted. The daughter of the pagan

chief of the district nursed to health a young Christian ]‘"::[
who was picked up wounded on a battlefield. He l
converted her, much to the displeasure of her father, ) “
who was about to stab her with a daggerj when the 2
weapon broke in his hand. He accepted this as a %
sign, and not only became a convert himself, but took I
care that all his followers should do the same. At i
J Happach we begin a winding ascent, getting with !
every step better acquainted with the distant Belchen, &
and then a shaded road takes us down into Todtmoos. |
That is one way. At Todtmoos there is a generous f
choice. 'We may work back to Schénau either through
the Wehrathal to Wehr and then round by Schopfheim, d
or by the road that goes to Schopfheim through >
Gersbach, direct, though not particularly straight. b
The Wehrathal, the Murgthal—a different one from h
that running from Freudenstadt to Rastatt—and I
the Albthal are together perhaps as good as anything ¥
the Black Forest can show in the way of pioneering o
under difficulties. In each of these valleys an ex- I
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cellent road has been made in many places absolutely
through solid rock, and the value of such work to
those in search of the picturesque can hardly be
over-estimated. The favourite spot in the Wehrathal,
christened the Sonnenblick, is where the road crosses
the stream. This point is certainly beautiful, but
I am not sure that I prefer its beauties to those through
which one passes to get to it. The Murgthal is another
of the ways out of Todtmoos, and though it is different
from the Wehrathal, it is not easy to put the differ-
ences in writing. It is enough to say that each
whets the appetite for the other, and both make you
determined not to miss the Albthal, the third of the
fine trio, of which I shall have more to say.

At the mouth of the Wehrathal, perched up on our
left as we go down, are the ruins of Birenfels. Not
far off on the heights which bear the castle is the Berg-
alingen Wall, which is said to be the most extensive
relic now existingin Germanyof the old Teutondefences
against the Romans. Yet another road, leading from
Todtmoos, goes by way of Mutterslehen to St. Blasien.
From this, if the weather is kind—an occurrence by
no means rare—one may see the Alps. I recommend
travellers on foot or on bicycles to traverse this road
from Todtmoos rather than o it, for in the direction
from St. Blasien three-fourths of the way are uphill.

The village of Todtmoos itseli—for we have wan-
dered round about it long enough—lies at the top
of the district from which it takes its name. To its
church on the Hochkopf, with its double row of little
huts where trinkets are sold, rising one above another
like flights of steps, many thousands of pilgrims have
worn a path. This building, erected in 1627, owed
more to its position than to the art of its makers, for
its position was not of their choosing. For that a

BADISCHE
BLB LANDESBIBLIOTHEK




BADISCHE
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK

256 A BOOK OF THE BLACK FOREST

miracle was responsible. What exactly this miracle
was it is difficult to say. One account tells of a priest
who was directed to the spot by the Virgin, and in-
structed there to make a hermitage. Another men-
tions a woodcutter who, as in the case of St. James
near Wolfach, was prevented by strains of music from
cutting down a tree in which was found a picture. Yet
another makes the Virgin appear to a hermit installed
there. Whichever version we accept—and I don't
know that it matters much—it is certain that the site
was definitely indicated and a church was built
there at an early date. Some say that Rudolf of
Hapsburg, afterwards Emperor, was responsible for
its foundation, and there is a tradition that the Devil
did his best to frustrate the scheme. By 1439 it had
acquired such importance that four hundred burghers
of Basle went there in procession to petition Heaven
for the removal of the plague which was raging in
their city. The present church, as I have said, dates
from 1627. The main portion, that is. The choir
was added a hundred and thirty years later by the
Abbot of St. Blasien. Todtmoos is a great place for
fairs, or it used to be when fairs were more frequent.
On these occasions the local industry of weaving
makes a good show among the stacks of imported
trifles which always find favour at such times.

I think the most pleasant path for leaving Schénau
—ifor it is from Schénau that we have made this
incursion into the pleasing swamps of Todtmoos—is
by way of Utzenfeld to St. Blasien, and thence down
the Albthal to Albbruck. The walker can stop con-
veniently at St. Blasien for a night, or, better, for
a week, Cyclists can do the journey very comfort-
ably in a day, putting up for preference at Waldshut.
Utzenfeld is a hamlet of agricultural interests, and
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it wears on its face the mark of many centuries, but
its church is very new-looking. It had just been
rebuilt when I passed it last, and the new bells, sus-
pended on a kind of gallows decorated with flowers,
were displayed on the ground in front. The road
rises gradually from here, and indeed to here from
Schénau, but the ascent is not yet tedious—I am
thinking of cyclists. For walkers no part of the
road need make very much difference. You pass
between rocky slopes rich with moss, and many kinds
of fern, and I have seen heather and forget-me-nots
(or a flower very like them) blooming together. On
your left is the Prig, a little stream feeding the Wiese,
which it joins near Schénenbuchen. Presently the
road crosses this stream, leaving a road on the right
which wanders through the valley up and then down
to Todtmoos (yet another way thither). Beyond the
bridge the road to St. Blasien begins seriously to
rise, and the cyclist will do well to dismount and
take things easily. There is a long climb before him,
a climb which has many deceiving points where he
will think that surely here is at length the top. But
the top, as I say, is a good long way off. Before you
reach it you come to a strangely desolate valley.
Inhospitable patches of grey stone, like those around
Todtnau, break the green of the slopes, and balance
accounts with the beech trees. You meet no one.,
There is no house is sight, though perhaps in the
distance you may see the faint blue haze of smoke
that indicates a habitation, and the sun beats down
pitilessly on your head, for those beech trees are not
near enough to give you their shade, and the road-
side trees are just here not very kind. But telegraph
wires, the numbered pegs that tell the meters you
have travelled, the heaps of broken granite, and
17

BADISCHE
BLB LANDESBIBLIOTHEK Baden-Wiirttemberg



258 A BOOK OF THE BLACK FOREST

perhaps initials cut in the trees, show that man is
not really very far off. There are, too, paths wander-
ing criss-cross on the mountain, and occasional little
stacks of cut logs. But it is solitary for all this,
with no sound but the whisper of the hills and valleys
— that inscrutable voice that comes partly from the
wind in the trees, partly from the rushing brook
below, and partly from beetles, grasshoppers, and
innumerable insects. You pass through this into
a wilder part which is more friendly, because it is
shadier. One of the most tantalising things about
hill journeys in this part of the world is the sight
of your road winding back a little above you, but
separated from you by some insuperable barrier of
steep slope. This is frequent in the Black Forest,
but there is little of it in this particular spot. The
road goes straight forward nearly all the way, and
you must climb and climb and enjoy the scenery,
and perhaps, as I did, a drink from that busy little
river.

Well, you get through it at last, and there is the
rush down on the other side. You come upon a great
| undulating plateau dotted with single houses and

little clusters of them. There is one bigger cluster,
Innerlehen, which more than the rest of these very
exposed dwelling-places seems to invite sunstroke.
For, although it is the only one that has any trees
to speak of, they are all on the slopes below its houses.
The church is at the top, then come the houses, then
the shady wooded slope, then a cool stream. IfI
were the sun I think I should pay the village out
for such reckless contempt of cover.

We leave this exposed plain and enter thick fir
woods, and through these eventually we have a glimpse
of St. Blasien, that curious chip, so to say, from the
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mason yards of Rome, with its surrounding little
houses trying to look as though they belonged to it.
My first thought on seeing it was one of regret that
such an opportunity for white marble had been
neglected. If only that domed church had been
copied from Santa Maria Della Salute at Venice
instead of from the Pantheon at Rome !

St. Blasien has a record unrivalled among the
monastic establishments of the Black Forest, and
in many respects, notably its traditions of scholar-
ship, it has had few rivals anywhere. Its abbots
ranked as princes of the Holy Roman Empire, and
they ruled over no fewer than thirty-six parishes.
Their ecclesiastical treasures were deemed not un-
worthy of imperial depredations, and the Emperor
of Austria, when stress of circumstances deprived
him of his sovereign rights in these parts, took valuable
pickings to his palace in Vienna. As civil potentates
the abbots were less important. They were required
to contribute six and a half foot soldiers and one and
a half horse soldiers in times of war, an arithmetical
feat which doubtless their learning enabled them
to perform to a nicety.

The monks had, seemingly, no very great reputation
as fighting men, owing possibly to their many un-
successful campaigns against the demon which at
one time haunted the Feldberg. This cheerful spirit
delighted in stealing the monastic poultry, burning the
monastic hay, turning loose the monastic cattle, and
disturbing the monastic slumbers by ringing the
monastic bells at midnight. The monks were very
much annoyed, but they bore the annoyance patiently,
as monks should, for a long time. At length, how-
ever, they decided on more aggressive measures.
Holding council together, they arrived at the con-
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clusion that the demon must be corked up in a bottle,
and on various occasions they tried hard to do this.
The cellarer provided the empty bottles—there was
no lack—and the more courageous monks did their
best. But there was no success. It was hinted that
two or three of the brothers introduced a leaven of
unrighteousness into the expeditions by taking out
full bottles and emptying them on the way, and
that the demon being cognisant of these weak spots
in the battalion always managed to slip through the
advancing lines. Be this as it may, he was never
caught. Once the monks tried to attract him with a
great fire, but he defeated this scheme by lighting a
greater—he knew all about fires—and swung their
own weapon against them. It is said that when
the monastery was suppressed he followed the
brethren to their mew home in Carinthia. At any
rate the Feldberg knows him no more.

St. Blasius is the patron saint of woolcarders, a
position which, apparently, he owes to the fact that
his martyrdom consisted in his body being lacerated
with iron combs. I understand that he is one of
fourteen saints in the Roman calendar who are invoked
by those suffering from pains in the neck. The body
of St. Blasius was placed at St. Blasien in the year
goo, and people have flocked there in great numbers
ever since, though I suspect that the superb position
of the little village is the attraction in the majority of
cases. People go there for walking, shooting, and
fishing (for trout). And German doctors prescribe it
for lung complaints.

In fact, one may there see as well as anywhere
the extreme rigour and vigour of a German " cure
hotel.” The system is everywhere in evidence, but it
forces itself upon ome perhaps with the greatest
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insistence at the meals. There is a great hall with
long tables for the general, and a few smaller ones
for the particular, guests. The guests are seated. A
regiment of waitresses, each of whom bears a dish of
food, surges into the room. A bell is struck by a
portly gentleman in a frock coat, and the regiment
presents nourishment. A certain time is allowed for
eating, and as soon as the course is finished the plate
is whipped away, cleared of its knives and forks, and
stacked with others in a pile. The hand strikes the
bell, and the regiment wheels through the doors with
its piles of plates, and reappears to await the signal
again to open fire. Once I had the temerity to put
my foot into the machinery. In a spirit of devilry
I asked for more spaghetti. The sun once stood still
for Joshua. It is on record that Oliver asked for
more, But I think the deadlock which I created was
the most impressive. While that hand hung poised
over the bell a hundred and fifty eyes (there may
have been more) watched me eat spaghetti which I
did not want. When the last coil had left my plate,
and only then, the hand descended. Instantly there
was a rush of feet and a sigh of relief. One should
exercise great circumspection at a ““ cure hotel.”

The domed church of St. Blasien is a notable piece
of architecture. It spans 106 feet—not far short of
St. Peter’s at Rome—and stands 19z feet high.
Twenty Corinthian columns built of great blocks of
stone support the dome, which now covers what is
only a kind of forecourt to the small church beyond.
Its floor is bare earth, with the exception of two
paved pathways which cross at a circular space in
the centre. The church has monolith columns, some
of granite and some of marble, of which the rest of
the interior is painted in imitation. Its glories of
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decoration have, indeed, departed, with the pomp and
pride of the monastery, in whose buildings very secular
workers have taken the places of the old students.
St. Blasien used to send classical professors to all
parts of Germany. It now sends cotton spun in the

monastic cells. And there was a time when it sent out il
firearms. In fact, it is said to have produced some )
of the first breech-loaders, and actually the first th
rifled cannon ever turned out of a factory. This last d
was in 1823. o

The town of St. Blasien itself is a compact little i
place, clustered about its ecclesiastical buildings and {
a shady small public garden in which there is a ¥
pleasing monument to E. F. Krafit—a solid block ¢
of stone with a bust portrait in a niche, and a girl I
with a garland below. ',

I shall not attempt to enumerate all the places I
which can be reached comfortably by walkers from \
St. Blasien, chiefly because I do not wish to spoil for (

visitors the rare pleasure of exploration for which the ]
spot is ideal. But two or three of the routes should
be mentioned, inasmuch as they contribute to the
network which we are tracing over the whole of the
Black Forest. First of all there is the ascent of the
Feldberg. This is made by way of Menzenschwand,
back along part of the road, by which we came from
Schénau, and turning from it at the point where the
Alb River leaves it. Menzenschwand, I may mention
incidentally, is the birthplace of the Winterhalters,
one of whom painted several portraits of Queen
Victoria and other members of the English royal
family. Beyond Menzenschwand the way, getting
steeper, passes below the Feldsee to Todtnauer
Hiitte, and so past the stone tower to the
summit.
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Another walk, a short one, takes us to the Héchen-
schwand, where there is a small village with a big
reputation for its air cure. On a clear day one can
see from here a range of Alps stretching from Mont
Blanc to Tyrol, which, reduced to a question of arith-
metic, means that no fewer than one hundred and
sixty-one peaks are visible. That is not only worth
the climb, but it is worth waiting for. A good hotel
does what it can to prevent days which are dull
atmospherically being dull in any other way. There
is a road from Héchenschwand to Waldshut—one of
the few roads of any importance in the Black Forest
which have no river to bear them company. One
ought to mention, in order to avoid confusion in
nomenclature, the Waldkirch through which it passes.
The important Waldkirch, of course, is to the north of
Freiburg. But one must mention the road, too, for the
views which one gets beyond Héchenschwand. In the
other ways by which one may reach the Rhine from the
heights of Todtnau, Todtmoos, and St. Blasien, one’s
view is confined largely to the very beautiful sides of
the valley down which one travels. On this road, the
Alps, which are the asset of Hochenschwand, may be
seen, for a great part of the way, rising ridge upon
ridge, the last a dim faint line like the teeth of a pale
opal saw biting the clouds. Below, when this is lost
to view, one gets a supreme survey of the Rhine
Valley, which everywhere hereabouts is worth getting
up high to see.

The road down to Albbruck takes you through the
valley of the Alb. The first two-thirds of the way are
not particularly interesting, though the scenery is
always delightful. Now the road is shaded over with
trees, now open to prospects of distant fields. There
are few houses, and you pass hardly a village of any
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note. But always there is the stream on your right
for companion, winding its way in the place which it
has made for itself. It is a mild-mannered companion
at first, but suddenly without warning it leaves you
and plunges downwards ; or perhaps it is that the road
rises from it. I think there is a little of both. How-
ever this may be, you find yourself, if you are cycling,
as I have been, whirling round curves to a view of
it from a bridge which spans the valley far above
it, and you realise that your gently rippling friend
is a mountain torrent lashing its way among the
boulders of a rocky ravine. The road over the
bridge leads to several mountain villages. Our road
continues on the left bank, or, I should say rather,
on the face of the left side, for it is no longer a bank.
The road, in fact, terraced like a mountain pass, clings
as it were to the sheer front of the rock, going up
and down and following its bends. On your left, dense
foliaged trees and moss-grown crags interspersed with
ferns press down to the roadway. On your right the
same, only you are looking down on them as they crowd
to the water far below. This, with infinite variety,

! takes you as far as Tiefenstein, where there is a little

/ inn. I have paused there and drunk to the accom-
paniment of a phonograph with a triple trumpet—
all three mouths baying at once, like Cerberus. I
think one should be a teetotaller to drink to such
music.

Crumbling ruins are all that remain of the castle of
Tiefenstein which had once a reputation something
similar to that of Falkenstein in the Hollenthal.
But the lords of Tiefenstein had serious rivals in the
Counts of Hapsburg, from whom sprang the Emperor
Rudolf. So persistent, indeed, was the Hapsburg
aggressiveness, that a certain Baron Hugo of Tiefen-
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stein, who flourished in the thirteenth century,
abandoned the lifelong struggle and became
a hermit. Rudolf's name figures large in Albthal
legend, and peasants still point out a great tree
under which he slept and dreamed that the
surrounding pines bowed to him and hailed him
emperor.

At Tiefenstein we come to close quarters again
with the stream, but as we proceed the torrent is
once more at its pranks, and our road, ascending
almost imperceptibly, leaves it severely alone. But
we do not desert the valley. Between here and
Albbruck is the most frequented part of this fine
piece of roadmaking. Our way passes through five
successive tunnels in the rock before at length we
reach the highest ground and go down to Albbruck.

Albbruck is chiefly concerned with the making of
paper for news sheets, and the bridge from which it
takes its name is prosaically the iron viaduct which
carries the railway over our versatile friend the Alb.
The village of Alb lies below at the point where the
river mingles with the Rhine. The last piece of road
down into Albbruck is, or was when I cycled over
it, very bumpy, but this improves on the way to
Waldshut. Half-way there we pass through Dogern,
an old rustic place beginning, as we come to it, with
its church and graveyard, with a curious arched flight
of steps leading up from the highway. There are
ancient houses in Dogern—one of them bears date
1563—but there is otherwise not much to arrest
one. I judge that those who dwell there are mnot
cold in the winter, if the stacks of cut firewood
against the front walls of every house are any
evidence.

Waldshut is an ideal little town to enter. You come
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in through a towered gateway, and you go out through
a towered gateway, and in the long street which has
these two arches at its ends you feel or ought to feel
four centuries younger. I should have, only I had
the misfortune to enter it first at the height of the
whipping-top season, and the illusion was spoiled.
So careful had I to be of my eyesight that I felt nearly
fifty years older. On inspection one finds there is a
good deal more of the town than lies between these
two gates. A good deal more even of the old part,
I mean, for of the new there is unmistakable evidence
outside before you enter the gates at all. On the
western gate of Waldshut there is a painting of a
little man supporting a shield with a coat of arms.
This not very beautiful piece of artistry is the portrait
of the ingenious peasant who thought of a name for
the town. When it was built by a certain Count
Albert of Alsace, he offered a prize of ten gold pieces for
the best suggestion, and Waldshut, meaning guardian
of the forest, was not only considered generally the most
suitable, but was also the most flattering to the noble
founder. So the man with the idea—he came from
Hozenland, which lies about Sickingen and the Lower
Wiesenthal—got the reward together with a rainbow-
hued immortality. ]

I have mentioned several ways from St. Blasien to
Waldshut, but there is another way still up to the
Schluchsee and through the Schluchthal. Ome gets
entangled over comparisons, but I am not sure
that this route is not to be recommended before all
the others which I have mentioned. Going to the
Schluchsee one sees a little of the Schwarzathal, and
that is a pleasure in itself, but it is as nothing beside
the winding wild variety of the river which bears one
company later. Not far from Waldshut is the ruin
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of Gutenburg, once the home of a certain warrior
minstrel Ulrich, who on fine spring nights still sings
beneath his castle walls. His song is not unlike the
music of the wind in the trees, and waves laughing
among rocks.
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CHAPTER XX
WALDSHUT TO DONAUESCHINGEN

Varied scenery—More railway manceuvres—The poet of the
Niebelung—A daring lover, but a cautious husband—A peasant
leader—The Danube controversy—An interesting museum—The
ducks’ castle—The mausoleum at Neudingen.

HE Schluchthal road from St. Blasien enters
Waldshut from the east,joining alittlewaybefore

it reaches the town, the road which,following the course
of the Wutach, tershed of the Rhine
and the Danube. The journey across this water-
shed gives a good idea of the variety of scenery which
is open to the traveller within the limits of the Black
Forest. There are all kinds of prospect conceivable
between the two extremes of rocky gorges and spread-
ing plains. The railway, which follows generally
the direction of the road, provides for those who
accept its accommodation a not unattractive couple
of hours. That part of it which passes through
Grimmelshofen is perhaps the most interesting.
There the line makes one of those spiral curves which
are so often necessary in mountain railways to achieve
the gradual ascent, but it makes it almost impercept-
ibly. You do perhaps see the same crag of stone
more than once, and wonder if you have slipped back
without knowing it and are now catching up again,
but the curve is so slight that one has the impression
of going straight forward all the time. At Fiietzen
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and beyond, one sees more of this kind of twisting, and
it is more interesting. Fiitzen'is a big village with
a church in the middle, with one of those gabled spires
with an outward curving roof.l It is a conspicuous
point, this church steeple, and we continually see it.
The line circles almost round the village, centring
apparently about a little chapel on the slope over-
looking the church. Then it rounds a wood-capped
bluff and there is Fiitzen again a little farther off.
Epfenhofen is also mearly circled round before the
tortuous railway gets to work again in the direction
of its destination. Unless one is ready for these
windings one gets the idea that for so bare a country
as this great spreading tableland it is singularly well
supplied with railways, for one is constantly seeing
viaducts and stretches of lines on either side. But
they are all ome, and you ftraverse every piece
before you are through. Indeed, you are tired of
that tableland before you leave it, and excepting
that its villages are picturesque and the railway like
a Chinese puzzle in its machinations, you might regret
coming to it. But all these windings get you at last
to a respectable height, and there are fine views
of distant mountains on clear days.

But to take the road. Thiengen comes first, a town
with rough stone streets and fountains and flights
of steps, and generally a good deal of picturesque-
ness combined with modern readjustment. Thiengen
is at a point where the Wutach Valley widens before
the river joins the Rhine, and near it on the brow
of a hill once stood the castle of Ofterdingen, one of
the reputed birthplaces of Henry of Ofterdingen, the
poet of the Nebelung. The knights of Ofterdingen
were so uniformly notable as warriors that it is im-
possible to distinguish one more worth mentioning
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than another. A certain Sir Berthold Strobel, how-
ever, is remarkable as having abandoned the battle-
field for a hermitage. He was the intimate friend
of the great Rudolf of Hapsburg, whom he helped
to imperial dignities. After that, having apparently
become sated with the easily won glories of the chase
and the tourney, he set up as a hermit at the con-
fluence of the Wutach with the Rhine. There he
lived out his days, scornfully refusing the abbacy
of a monastery at Konigsfelden on the score that
it was founded with the spoils of war.

From a point a little way up the walley from
Thiengen one may follow the Steina to Ebnet, near
Bonndorf. Our road runs by way of Ofteringen and
Eggingen to Stiihlingen. At the castle of Stiihlingen
well-informed villagers can show you the print of a
horse’s hoof which has a story. It is connected
with the castle of Hohenlupfen, which attracts our
attention as we come up the valley. It is told that
the daughter of the lord of this castle once in jest
ordered her lover to prove his love by leaping with
his horse from the window of the great hall down the
precipice which dropped sheer beneath it. The young

| man, Curt Ewatingen, took her at her word. He

led his horse upstairs into the great hall, mounted, ]
and leaped from the window. He alighted safely, 1o
and rode off—to marry some one else with less 8l
dangerous tastes.

A legend connected with the castle of Stiihlingen D
gives a fanciful reason for the peasant rising of 1525. G
Hans Miiller, a young man of humble birth, had t
gained such distinction as a soldier that he was wel- le
comed to the compnay of his social superiors, and l
in course of time fell in love with the daughter of h
the Landgrave Sigmund; who resided at Stiihlingen. s
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Thusnelda, the young lady, favoured his suit, but
had doubts as to how her father and mother would
regard it. Hans summoned up his courage and
approached the parents, only to be very definitely
put in his place. The Margrave was dignified, and
dismissed the matter from his mind with a brief
speech. The Margravine, however, determined to
teach the young man a lesson, and proceeded to pit
her influence with the peasantry against his, by issu-
ing petty orders. On one occasion when they were
at work in the fields she sent her steward to order
them immediately to gather five thousand snails.
Hans forbade them to obey the frivolous command,
and it was not long before the whole countryside
was in revolt. Hans triumphed for a year, and then
paid the price of power with his head.

The Wutach Valley, which runs down fairly straight
from Grimmelshofen, there wanders away to the
left till it eventually finds Titisee and the Feldsee,
where the river rises. We leave it and make for
Donaueschingen and the Danube by way of Fiitzen,
Riedbohringen, Behla, and Hiifingen. At Hiifingen
I think the elaborately carved doors of the church
deserve a glance as you pass through.

Donaueschingen lies in the midst of gaunt, bare,
rolling waves of tableland, intersected by long
straight roads fringed with tall aspen poplars. But
for these it might a be magnified piece of our South
Downs. Without the hills it might be Holland.
Certainly Hobbema could have found there some-
thing not at all unlike his “ Avenue ” in that which
leads to Diirrheim. Diirrheim, by the way, has deep-
level saline springs, which supply many tons of house-
hold salt and are utilised for some much-frequented
salt baths. In Donaueschingen (now quickly recover-
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ing from a great fire which two years ago laid nearly
half of it in ruins) you enter the atmosphere of one
of the oldest controversies in Germany, which is
saying much for its antiquity. It is the question
of the source of the Danube. There is an old rhyme—

“Brigach und Breg
3ringen die Donau zu weg,’

'

which one may perhaps translate (without much
respect for the metre, the rhyme, or the Danube)—

“PBrigach and Breg
Give the Danube each a leg.”

Therein is the bone of contention, The people of
St. Georgen, near which town rise the Brigach and the
Breg, claim that they hold the source of the Danube.

But the people of Donaueschingen have what they

say is the one and only true source. To prove it they

have enclosed it in a handsome fountain, suitably

inscribed. As additional proof, I suppose, they have

erected another fountain in the town decorated with

dolphins, which certainly indicate a distinct connection

with the sea. The source is marked with a circular

} balustrade with rows of flowers round a basin. On
the inside of this balustrade are two tablets inscribed :

“To the sea, 2840 kilometers,” “‘ Above the sea, 678

meters.”” Above the spot where the spring rises 1s a

fine allegorical group of statuary, representing Baar,

the parish, clasping her daughter the river, and

whispering instructions for her journey. The sculptor

is Reich. Opposite the group are steps down to the

basin, from which visitors may get a cupful of the

Danube to drink. The cup, an old enamelled iron

one, is not very inviting, but I believe the original

design included a handsome pitcher and goblet.
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The stream from the spring flows out through a
conduit from its basin into the combined Brigach and
Breg, which passes through the town, It is at this
point a scarcely moving piece of ornamental water
full of trout, and the best part of it may come from
the spring or it may come from St. Georgen. Any-
how the outlet from the Donaueschingen spring is
marked “Donau” in letters of gold, and surely no
one can dispute that. I am personally inclined to
give the honour to Donaueschingen partly because
of the tasteful enterprise which erected that fountain,
and partly because it is a far more important town
to my mind with its library and museum than St.
Georgen, and it has always taken more pains to make
much of its river, if it be its river, than has St. Georgen.
If the Danube should ever flow back to its source,
wherever it may be, there would be many gallons of
wine to drink at Donaueschingen, for in the Middle
Ages it was the custom for visitors to pour a cup or so
into the stream as an oblation. There is no record of
that being done at St. Georgen.

Donaueschingen, as I have said, has a library and
a museum. The library contains an invaluable
collection of early manuscripts, including one of the
three best extant of the Niebelungenlied, Germany's
epic. The museum has many relics of the princes
of Fiirstenberg, to whom it and the library belong.
They include jewellery and a most curious selection of
coloured meerschaum pipes. Also there are walking-
sticks, chessmen, pocket-knives, and a thousand and
one articles which give clues to German life in bygone
years. There is besides a fine selection of casts from
the classic masterpieces, and a beautiful set of statu-
ettes of the world’s great men of genius, including
Shakespeare. Natural history and geology are ex-
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cellently presented. And above all there is a very
interesting collection of pictures, of which the gems
are a set of twelve Stations of the Cross by the elder
Holbein. These are skied in the first room on the
left of the top floor. I think they should be given a
better position. Perhaps then they might be well
copied for use in modern Catholic churches, instead
of the mediocre sets of such pictures which now too
often find places there. The collection includes a
good selection of German painters from the earliest
times to the present, and it affords an opportunity
for studying the growth of art in Germany. The
beauty of German landscape has, it seems, made
but a small appeal until practically our own day.

A good circular walk of about fifteen miles from
Donaueschingen takes in Pfohren, Wartenberg,
Geisingen, Neudingen, and Hiifingen. Of these,
Pfohren and Hiifingen have little that is of much in-
terest, and nothing that would justify a special visit,
but they are pleasant incidents on the way. Pfohren,
which is reached by a long straight road flanked
with tall aspen poplars, is celebrated in some degree
for Schloss Entenberg, the ducks’ castle, so called
because it was built originally in water. As it now
stands it is in a field near the River Danube, which
possibly swells and surrounds it in very wet seasons.
The building itself, once square with a circular tower
at each corner, now looks like a barn, for the tops of
the towers have been cut off at a slant, and the
pointed roof goes over them all almost as though
they were not there. Schloss Wartenberg stands
high and dry on a little hill of its own crowned with
trees, as the hills in this generally flat tableland
mostly are. Good roads lead up to it. Neudingen is
an exceedingly rustic hamlet, though it has a railway
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station. You must walk warily in all its streets
to avoid the ducks and geese, and the cows will hustle
you if you don’t hustle them. But the place is worth
a visit because there is the Mausoleum of the Princes
of Fiirstenberg. This is a fine little building, con-
spicuous for some distance by reason of its dome,
resembling that of St. Peter’s at Rome. The whole is
sometimes described as St. Peter’s in miniature,
but that is very far from the fact. On close acquaint-
ance with it, it is difficult to discover any resemblance
at all. The interior has some good frescoes and two
very fine angels in white Roman marble by Professor
Heer of Karlsruhe. There is also an interesting
carved table lectern, dating, I judge, from about the
end of the eighteenth century. The village of Fiirsten-
berg lies on the hillside above.
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CHAPTER XXI
THE HEGAU

Scheffel as travelling companion—A river at hide-and-seek—The
fanatic—Swiss freebooters—Wolf of Hohenkrihen—The antics of
Poppele—A medizval vision— Hohentwiel—A disgraceful surrender
__Cross-country adventures — Schof feln — Protecting frescoes—

Banishing snakes—Valuable relics.

~\NE reads from time to time discussions as to the
best books to take on a journey,and theproblem
occasionally presents difficulties. But for a journey
through the Hegau there can be no question. Scheffel’s
Ekkehard, of which there is a good translation in
the Tauchnitz series, peoples this country with folk
who give new life to all the landmarks.

The road which takes one through the best part
of the Hegau, the land of towering castle-crowned
peaks, the land of legends and traditions innumerable,
is that which leads from Donaueschingen, through
Pfohren and Geisingen. Thus far it follows the
Danube. At Geisingen it crosses the river by an
old wooden covered bridge and makes off by way
of Hausen to join later the River Aach which comes
by some mysterious underground route from the
Danube near Mohringen. From Hausen there is a
long gradual ascent, leaving on the right Stetten with
its little castle, which is hidden by forest, though
the view from the partially restored ruin is by no

means so circumscribed. But the climb brings its
276
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reward when we emerge upon the heights down which
runs the road to Engen. The prospect stretches
away to the white arm of Constance on the left, and
four castles in a line mark different distances in the
plain which separates us from it — Hohenstoffeln,
Hohenhewen, Hohentwiel, and Hohenkriihen. Beyond
all are the Alps.

Hohenkrihen, which points one’s direction unfail-
ingly from Engen and is seldom hidden for long,
lies just beyond the village of Miilhausen. It was
at Milhausen, then doubtless a more important-
looking place than it is now, that Thomas Miinzer,
the fanatical anti-Lutheran leader in the Peasants’
War, promised his followers to establish an earthly
Jerusalem. Friends and enemies alike of the Refor-
mation united to oppose him, and a crushing defeat
at Frankenhausen saw 5000 of his gooo men dead
on the field, and brought him to the gallows.

Near Miilhausen and Hohenkrihen stands the
Miégdeberg with a ruined convent which is said to
date from the time of Ursula,—perhaps even it was
founded by her,—the British princess who led that
great pilgrimage to Rome of which, as we have seen,
more definite traces remain round Basle.

Hohenkriahen has been a ruin since 1634, when it
was in the hands of one of the bands of Swiss free-
booters, who were ready to serve any leader who had
money in his purse, and, failing that, any leader
from among themselves who was conspicuous enough
to justify selection. For upwards of a century these
gentlemen had possessed it, it having been rebuilt
after destruction by fire in 1470. Before that date
it had been the centre of operations of a succession
of robber knights of whom the district was well rid. |

The story of the last of these, happily named the
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Wolf, is told with great unction in old chronicles.
Wolf was a fierce uncouth ruffian who had no eye for
a lady ; but his young brother Werner had. Werner
was no fighter. He was fond of a love song which
he would sing sweetly to the harp, and the fair Barbara
of Hornstein was particularly attracted. Came a
great tournament at Constance, and both Wolf and
Werner were there. There, too, was Barbara, and
Wolf saw her and fell in love, and when Werner,
the gentle harp-playing Werner, cried *“ Hands off!"”
there was strife between the brothers. But Wolf
did not do battle for the lady as Werner would
have wished. Instead, he laid wait for him near
Radolfzell, and murdered him. Thereat the peasant-
folk rose in indignation, and, Otto of Bodman leading
them, put an end to Wolf and his doings, while poor
Barbara entered a convent at Engen.

A more popular legend of Hohenkrihen is that
of Poppele. Poppele is a mischievous rascal who

is always up and down the countryside playing
practical jokes. Innumerable stories are told of
him. A miller of Radolizell returning from the
J market at Engen, or, as some say, the fair at Mohrin-
' gen, lost every coin in his pocket, and found them,
to an accompaniment of mocking laughter, at intervals
along the road over which he had travelled. A woman
with a basket of eggs had every egg thrown to the
ground, and picked them all up without a break.
Travellers were misled by imaginary lights in imaginary
windows; misdirected by twisted sign-posts or
by earnest people whom they met; or landed in a
ditch which they thought was hard high road. And
always there was the mocking laughter at the end,
and generally some small stroke of luck to compen-
sate. Unless, that is, the victim happened to have
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been doing some one a bad turn himself. There
was a glazier who overcharged a poor priest for
mending the church windows, and going home leaned
his case of glass against a stone. That stone was
Poppele, and the glass did not survive. This, by
the way, is the only occasion on which Poppele,
however indirectly, helped a priest, for he was no lover
of priests. And for a sufficient reason, for Poppele
was no other than Christopher Poppelius Mayer,
steward of Hohenkridhen, who took a liberty with the
Abbot of St. Gaul and was condemned to eternal
unrest for his pains. This was how it happened.
The Abbot was on a journey and stayed a night at
Hohenkrdhen. Christopher did him well, as they
say. The best of food and wine was on the table
and the Abbot grew merry. So merry, indeed,
that he indulged in personalities,. Himself a man of
robust habit, he cracked a jest at the expense of the
steward who was at the other extreme. Poppelius
did not like it, and, rising from the table in wrath, he
swore that the Abbot should not leave the castle till
he was as thin as his entertainer. Nor did he. But
when the reverend man did go forth, thin as a lath, he
uttered a curse which made of Christopher—Poppele.

I do not think that Poppele still haunts the highways
and byways, though when I was on his beat last I
very nearly did think so. I was at Singen and was
making my way to renew an old acquaintance with
the Hohentwiel. Gradually as I advanced up the
road I became aware of a new feature in the landscape,
or rather an old feature which I could not remember
to have seen before. On the left on a little ridge of
the hill stood a medizval building, with something of
the look of a castle and yet with a good deal about
it that seemed peaceful and domestic. Towers and
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gables rose in pleasing profusion. Old walls, old
timber, old windows—a gem all mellowed with age.
And I wondered where it could have sprung from,
for surely I had not noticed it on any previous visit.
And then I wondered whether Poppele had before
for some reason borne a grudge against me and thrown
dust in my eyes, for some sort of likeness of it would
surely have remained in memory if I had seen it.
But when I got near the truth was revealed. Singen
had been bitten with our English pageant mania
(or perhaps England caught it from Singen, for Singen’s
case is of older birth), and here was the playhouse. A
big ‘hall with an arched roof had been most cleverly
hidden with this medi@val dress of lath, plaster, and
paint. It is an excellent piece of work, but not more
excellent than the music which may be heard at the
annual festival performances.

3eyond Hohenkrihen, Singen is the next town of
importance to which our road takes us, and there, how-
ever one may fail to see the playhouse, one cannot
miss Hohentwiel. It rises, a majestic tree-grown
rock with its castle walls peeping over the highest
crags. Never was there a place better created for
a castle, and since the days of Charlemagne it has
borne one. In open siege it never fell, and it never
would have fallen but for treachery. An ignominious
capitulation to Vandamme in 1800 is the one blot
on a history which included a blockade of no less a
period than fifteen years, from 1635 to 1650, during
the Thirty Years’ War. Wiederhold was the com-
mander. Onwards from the latter part of the seven-
teenth century it did duty as a State prison—the
State of Wurtemberg, by the way, for though it lies
in the midst of Baden territory, it has been a treasured
possession of Wurtemberg since 1538, a fact of which
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one is reminded by the coloured boundary posts that
greet one on the way up.

As a State prison Hohentwiel is said to have been
remarkably well equipped. There were dungeons
which had never seen d: wylight, as there ought to be
in State prisons. Some very dark cellars are to be
seen there now, but prisoners of the Duke of Wurtem-
berg were provided with far less attractive quarters
even than these. All this was done away with
when, after its betrayal, the castle was des troyed
by gunpowder. As a ruin it repays the toilsome
ascent, and the view from the summit of the tower
is of course supreme, though those in charge would
do well to place a new direction-table there. Much
of the action of Scheffel’s story centres about Hohen-
twiel, and a good bas-relief portrait of the author,
together with one of B1:;11u11r1\ is fixed in the \\all
near his favourite spot.

The pretty town 01" Radolfzell brings us to the
waters of the lake, though only to one of the many
irregular arms into w }m h it is broken round the town
of Constance. It is worth while to note here an
interesting cross-country route from Hohenkrihen
to Radolfzell. At the foot of the castle rock one
takes the road which leads to Hohenkrihen railway
station, and follows it to Schlatt. Thence a pleasant
field road—narrow, but a good deal better than a cart
track—goes to Beuren. From Beuren one may go
to Friedingen with its finely situated little castle, and
S0 on to Béhringen, or one may go to Steis slingen and
thence to Radolfzell, being careful not to take the
road which leads to Singen, I did this once, cycling,
and being anxious to catch a train to Constance did not
bless the paucity of signposts, and the local lack of
knowledge as to whither paths led. Guarded against
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such misadventures with a good map, one finds
these byways more interesting, because more topo-
graphically and ethnologically informative, than the
main roads.

Between Radolfzell and Constance lies the island
of Reichenau, connected with the mainland by a
narrow causeway planted with a long regiment of
poplars. They are sturdy, aged sentinels, these
poplars, and botanists can tell, perhaps, why they
all have a rich thick velvety moss on one side—that
facing towards Radolfzell. 1 cannot, but I know
that it gives them a less gaunt look at close
quarters than they bear from a distance. One
must pass down the long avenue which these trees
make, to reach the island, unless one has brought
to life the infrequent ferry from Hegne, or Allens-
bach. I think there is no regular service, but
boats with very slow oarsmen come into being at
urgent request.

Going along the causeway we pass the ruins of
Schopfeln, of which not much remains but an angle
of wall built in massive masonry. Probably raised
by the Romans, it came into the hands of the monks
of Reichenau, whose monastery lies a little way farther
along our road, and was by them used for various
purposes not intimately connected with their religious
offices. One of these, together with an ancient feud
between the Abbot of Reichenau and the Bishop of
Constance as to the exact boundaries of the island,
brought about its downfall. It happened that a
fisherman of Petershausen, now a suburb of Constance,
was fishing and inadvertently rowed his boat over the
line of demarcation, a thing not difficult to do, for
the line was as imaginary as the meridian of Greenwich
and not nearly so mathematically determinable. In
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the midst of his labours there came upon him, rowed

in a galley, the Abbot Mangold, whose cross and

crozier are still shown in the Abbey church. The

Abbot demanded the fisherman’s explanations of

his trespass but did not wait to hear them, and had

him hauled away to one of the subaqueous dungeons

of Schopfeln. Here his only daughter, who had gone

in search of him, discovered his presence. Having

applied in vain to the monks for his release, she pleaded

e | his cause with the burghers of Constance, who were

[ glad enough to have some definite complaint against

the Abbot. Remonstrances were successful in re-

| claiming the prisoner, but not before he had been

deprived of his sight. Thereat the burghers rose in

arms and laid the old stronghold in ruins. This
happened in 1370.

The old church of Oberzell is near the ruins of
Schopfeln. Parts of this date from 1620, but parts
are very much older. An ingenious scheme has been
adopted here in regard to the fast fading mural g

| paintings. Copies of them have been made on canvas, '

and these are hung in front of the originals, and serve
the double purpose of screens from the destroying
rays of the sun, and vivid reminders—perhaps too
vivid—of the building’s past beauty. That the church
is still the centre of a wide parish is shown by the
fulness of the adjacent graveyard with the vineyards
all about it, and the vines growing even on its
railings.

The monastery of Reichenau dates from very early
times. The church was consecrated at the beginning
of the ninth century, and the nave and tower are
original and fine specimens, but tradition places the
foundation of the ecclesiastical community at a date
nearly a century before that. St. Pirminius is the
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reputed founder, and he is said to have prepared the
ground by banishing snakes from the island. A
quaint old painting inside the church shows the saint
actually doing this. Here monastery and church
are fully built, and formidable serpents are taking to
the surrounding water in obvious terror. The legend
in the corner of the painting gives the year of this
miracle as 724, though the evidence of an artist who
lived many centuries later cannot be taken as very
definite. More satisfactory proof of the antiquity
of the edifice is to be found in the stone marking
the grave of Charles the Fat, the great-grandson
of Charlemagne. This potentate was dethroned
in 887, and his tablet bears the date of the
following year. A picture of him near by, painted
probably by one of the monks a couple of hundred
years ago, shows him in armour, and not so re-
markably stout, though he is certainly not thin.
But perhaps Germans weighed less in those
days.

The sacristy has a number of relics, which, if they
are not of great value themselves—I can give no
opinion—are certainly, some of them, enclosed in very
valuable caskets—far too valuable indeed, according
to our English ideas, to be so easily accessible. When
I was there last, I walked straight in through the open
door, and might, I believe, had I been so minded,
have carried away the tooth of St. Mark, set in gold
dated 1723. This with many other things was shown
me casually enough by the sacristan, who took them
from the unlocked cabinet in which they were stored,
gave them into my hands, and returned them as
though they were articles of most ordinary value.
Nor was he particular about leaving me alone.
Doubtless rustic piety is a sufficient local safeguard,

BADISCHE
LANDESBIBLIOTHEK Baden-Wiirttemberg



THE HEGAU 28g

but not all visitors could resist an attempt at depre-
dation. I am not, as I have said, able to guarantee
the authenticity of the relics—they include, besides
St. Mark’s tooth, a small crucifix containing four
thorns from Christ’s crown, the head and arm of
St. Bartholomew, the skull of St. Constantine, and
arms of other saints—but I can vouch for the very
fine workmanship of the shrines and other ornamental
pieces which make of this sacristy a most bewildering
museum. There are some further relics of St. Mark
brought from Venice in a casket of the thirteenth
century, with twelfth-century enamel medallions. A
twelfth-century box with silver plaques and enamelled
inlaid decorations contains remains of St. John and
St. Paul. Other caskets of the fourteenth and
fifteenth century, all of rare excellence, hold relics of
other saints. There is a cibarium in carved ivory of
workmanship dating from about the sixteenth or the
seventeenth century. There is a two-handled bowl
of the year 926, and there is a Roman bronze vessel of
charming form of about the same period. A fifteenth-
century monstrance has a series of exquisitely finished
miniatures. The sacristy contains also a good piece
of oil-painting in the form of a panelled tryptich, said
to be fourteenth-century work of the Ulm school.
Elsewhere in the church there are some quaintly
inlaid cupboards with the arms of the monastery
and other decorations in early eighteenth-century
marquetrie; and also some beautiful old wvest-
ments.
: These are proof of the monastery’s ancient power.
Its wealth was almost incredible. It is said that the
Abbot could travel to Rome and stay each night inja
palace belonging to his own foundation. But it all
went, and the income of the brotherhood dwindled
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to a few marks in the year. The monastery was
secularised in 1799.

In Petershausen, which lies on our way to Constance,
we pass another old monastery, now used as infantry
barracks.
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CHAPTER XXII
THE SOUTHERN BOUNDARY

Idle waiters—Zeppelin's birthplace—The city of Huss—A youth
of prompt action—The great Council—The coming of Pope
John xx1m—Reforms and reformers—The valiant butcher prentices
—A link with Ireland—Ignaz Heinrich von Wessenberg—Decorated
villages—A disreputable though artistic abbot—The illusive frontier
—The falls of the Rhine—Schiller’s bell—An involved tale—A lure
for Scottish travellers—The three Wagtails—A well-earned lack of
rest—Laufenburg—The curse of fire and water— Sickingen and the
trumpeter—In the track of Ruskin and Turner—A frontier stronghold
—Impertinent efforts—A villainous iron bridge.

ONSTANCE, with its background of snow-
tipped Alps, greets us pleasingly across the
water as we take our way back from Reichenau along
the avenue of poplars. It is not my practice to
recommend hostelries, but at Constance I think I may
make an exception. Here one should stay at the
Insel Hotel, which is now the name of the old
Dominican monastery standing on a small island close
to the Rhine Bridge. It has been transformed, but one
may still dine in the old refectory, walk in the old
cloisters, sleep in a very comfortable monk’s cell,
and gaze out between whiles over the lake towards
Switzerland and Italy. It is a big hotel, and at
seasons it is not always full. I have been to it at a
time when, if you raised your finger, five waiters would
rush, not to get what you wanted, but to put your
finger down again. Thus does enforced leisure beget
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a desire to do things which are useless. “ Satan
finds——"" as Dr. Watts said. But these are ex-
ceptional occasions, and a sojourn at the Inselhof is
always enjoyable.

A notable list of happenings belong to its history
between the old days when it was a Roman fortress,
and when, later, the bishops of Constance made it
their palace, and the very modern days when Count
Zeppelin, who was born there in 1838, pays it frequent
visits while he is resting from his aeronautics. It
was in the very uninviting basement of the tower that
juts out from the face of the building looking towards
the lake that John Huss, the reformer, spent, in 1415,
part of the period of imprisonment before his execu-
tion in the same year. Gottlieben, on the Swiss side
of the Rhine between Constance and Reichenau,
provided his dungeon for another part of the period,
and Gottlieben, too, held the Pope, John xx111, who had
convoked the Council of Constance which tested
Huss’s heresy, and who, before the “ heretic” was
condemned, had been himself proved guilty of every-
thing of which a pope should not be guilty. Huss
suffered death by fire at a spot outside the town
of Constance, which a stone indicates; John XXIII
bought himself a pardon for a few thousand marks.

Constance is the city of John Huss scarcely less
to-day than it was those five hundred years ago.
One is reminded of him continually. But things
happened there before Huss's time, and have happened
since of possibly equal importance. There are few
calculations more difficult than an estimate of the
comparative values of historical events, particularly
when one of those events is a martyrdom. A martyr-
dom tends to pale other occurrences by its glamour.
I mean no disrespect, for I judge that the martyrdom
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iy of Huss certainly deserves the first place in the history
- of Constance. But other of its records deserve a pass-
ing word too. Let us run over them briefly in order.
According to a certain learned Benedictine, Gabriel
Bucelin, Constance was built by the grandchildren
of Noah. It is not known where this authority got
his information, but his word is not very generally
credited, even by the most patriotic citizens of the
town. A settlement of lake dwellers, of which
remains were discovered when the new harbour was
made in 1872 and 1873, marked probably the first
definite human occupation. The name is said to have
come from the Roman Emperor Constantius Chlorus
in the fourth century, though here again doubts are
raised by philologists, who give it a Celtic derivation.
The eighth century a.p. brings us to certainties.
Charlemagne and Hildegarde stayed in Constance
while on the way to Rome to receive the crown of
the Holy Roman Empire. That chivalrous emperor,
Frederick Barbarossa, held several Reichstags there
after 1152 during the thirty-eight years of his reign,
and the Peace of Constance was signed there in 1183.
Four years later Barbarossa led a German army on
the crusade in which Richard Ceeur de Lion earned
his name. In this expedition he lost his life, though
for many hundreds of years it was believed that he
was only sleeping, to awake when Germany needed
a deliverer. His grandson, Frederick 11, a boy of
seventeen, who, though acknowledged by Pope
Innocent 111, had to win his empire by force of arms
from Otto 1v, entered into his kingdom at Constance,
having arrived there and received the allegiance of
the townsfolk and of the neighbouring potentates just
three hours before Otto appeared with his army at
the gates. Frederick was a youth of prompt action
10
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and he made the most of his time. Had he wasted
those three hours it is possible that we in England
might have known other rulers, for Otto was
nephew of Richard 1, and a Guelph of our own royal
house. The year of Frederick’s death, 1250, saw
Constance laid in ruins by a great fire—the second
it had known in seven years.

The Great Council, the big event in the town’s
history, opened in 1415 and lasted nearly five years.
At this time Christendom had no fewer than three
popes, Benedict xir1, whose seat was at Avignon,
Gregory x11, who directed affairs from Spain, and
John xxmr. Pope John was the successor of Alex-
ander v, who had been elected by the Council of Pisa in
1409, and it is by no means certain that he did not
assist in creating the vacancy which he was chosen to
fill, for Alexander, after a year of pontifical power, died
in circumstances which even in those days of plausible
accidents were considered to be unusual. It was
perhaps natural that Pope John should endeavour to
dispel the atmosphere of suspicion that surrounded
him, and to this end he announced a desire to reform
the church. After some preliminaries an cecumenical
council was convened at Constance. Constance was
selected for several reasons. It was a free town; it
was the seat of a bishop under the Archbishop of
Mayence ; and, perhaps, above all, it could give the
necessary accommodation. In regard to the actual
number of persons who attended the Council accounts
differ, but it is certain that there were many thousands
of visitors, for all the most learned men of the civilised
world were there, and the principal rulers and nobles
of Europe made it an occasion for rivalry in the
magnificence of their equipment and retinue. These
great folk very naturally attracted lesser ones, and
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there followed a motley crowd of mountebanks and
players, gentlemen of fortune and ladies of misfortune,
Among the more reputable, it is interesting to note,
were English mummers, who, with their repertory of
““ mysteries,” were the originators of dramatic per-
formances in Germany.

From a very circumstantial account written in
1460 by Ulrich of Reichenthal, a citizen of Constance,
we get the exact moment of the arrival of John xx111
(I quote a translation from The Shores and Cities of
the Boden See, by Mr. Samuel James Capper): “ As
we reckon from Christ’s birth I4I4 years, on St.
Simon and St. Judas, on the evening of the Holy
Twelve Apostles, on the seven-and-twentieth day,
which was a Saturday, after lunch, between the
twelfth hour and one, came the most Holy Father
Pope John xxm to Constance.”

Those who desire it, and can read old German of a
not too abstruse kind—it is beyond me—may have an
account equally circumstantial of all the proceedings.
I am compelled to be more brief.

The meetings of the Council were held in the Cathe-
dral and in the monastery, and not, as is sometimes
stated, in the Conciliums-Saal or Kaufhaus. It was
to this Council that John Huss, the reformer, was
summoned by the Emperor Sigismund to answer
charges of heresy. Huss, born at Husinec, in Bohemia,
in 1369, and educated at Prague, had won the hearts
of his countrymen by his zealous opposition to the
many abuses which had gained ground in the church,
and by his advocacy of wholesome reforms. Pope

Alexander v excommunicated him, and Pope John
xxmr formally declared him a heretic. None the
less he was held in high favour at the Court of Bohemia,
and his summons by Sigismund to the Council was
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coupled with a “ safe conduct ”’ from the Emperor
himself. Moreover, King Wenceslaus 1v of Bohemia,
Sigismund’s brother, deputed three Bohemian noble-
men to attend him. Such precautions for the safety
and freedom of his person might reasonably be sup-
posed to have sufficed, yet after the first day of his
examination he was thrown into prison—thrown
literally, I imagine, for the dungeon at the island
monastery is not a place where much ceremony of
entry could be observed. Before he was removed
thence, Pope John, accepting the suggestion that his
abdication would be for the good of the Church as
simplifying the confusion by giving an opportunity
for starting afresh with a new pope, had voluntarily
resigned the pontifical power. He had resigned and
accepted the fervent thanks of devout churchmen
for his magnanimity, but he did it with no intention
of being a loser. Aided by Duke Frederick of Austria,
he fled from Constance to Schaffhausen, but prompt
action on the part of Sigismund suppressed the
incipient rising in the ex-Pope's interest. Duke
Frederick returned as a suppliant to Constance, and
subsequently handed over the fugitive John, who was
forthwith confined in a stronghold at Radolfzell. At
the twelfth session of the Council he appeared to answer
a list of charges, which included simony, gross immor-
ality, and murder, and, being handed over to Sigis-
mund, was imprisoned at Gottlieben, whither John Huss
had been removed. Huss stood his last trial before the
Council in its fifteenth session, held on 6th July 1415
—the flagstone on which he stood in the cathedral is
still shown—and on that day he suffered, as I have said,
martyrdom by fire. On the same spot, eleven months
later, his follower, Jerome of Prague, met a similar fate.
The Council, having thus begun its work of reforming
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the Church by removing the greatest reformers of the
age, then settled down to serious work. Aconclave held
in the Concilinms-Saal elected a new pope,selecting
one Otto of Colonna, a man apparently fitted in every
way for the high office. But the simple and thrifty
cardinal, for such were his qualities, made by no means
a simple and thrifty pope. Martin v gave a new
licence to the old evils, and, as an early result of his
rule, John xx111 regained his freedom. Pope Martin
left Constance at Whitsuntide 1418, and the members
of the Great Council, together with all those who had
come to observe the spectacle, finally dispersed. One
notable person, however, did not return. Robert
Hallam, Bishop of Salisbury, died during the sittings,
and was buried in the chancel of the cathedral.

An official tariff had been ordained in the town, so
that visitors should be saved the impositions of raven-
ing innkeepers ; but, while this kept down the prices,
it did not ensure payment of them, and there was some
littledifficulty about billswhenthe Emperor Sigismund’s
own followers wished to depart. This matter was
settled with the aid of a pleasant and tactful speech
from Sigismund, and a deposit of silken cloths, woven
with gold, in lieu of a cash payment. After that,
Constance, having obtained what we should now regard
as a fine fillip in the shape of a world-wide adver-
tisement, reverted to its former humdrum prosperity.

Just a hundred years later the town was once again
the scene of religious activity ; but this time the pomp
and magnificence of the Great Council were absent,
and the reformers meant business. The teachings
of Luther had provided the necessary stimulus to the
forces of revolt latent in a downtrodden peasantry.
The ecclesiastical treasures of Constance were looted
by an iconoclastic mob, and the citizens, declaring
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for the reformers, signified their wishes to the Emperor,
Charles v. Charles allowed them twenty years of
Protestantism, during which time, with the aid of
Spanish mercenaries, he conducted a deliberate cam-
paign of retribution through southern Germany,

against all towns which had taken a like stand to i
that of Constance. As her turn approached, Constance &
tried to avert her fate by submission, but the Emperor i
would have no peace measures. An army of Spaniards Jor
advanced on the city, and a conflict ensued, in which the lll' |
successful defence of the Rhine bridge by fifty butcher £
prentices is historic. Constance held her own, but '
she could not come to terms with the Emperor, and It

finally, as the price of intercession on her behalf, she
surrendered her rights and liberties to the Archduke
Ferdinand of Austria, and ceased to be a free town.
This surrender entailed a reversion to the Roman lod;
Catholic faith, and the dismantled churches and
monasteries were reconstituted.

The fine cathedral of Constance contains a link
with England other than the grave of Bishop Hallam.
In one of its chapels there is a copy of the Holy
Sepulchre at Jerusalem, built in the thirteenth '
century on a suggestion made three centuries earlier
by Bishop Conrad. This distinguished ecclesiastic,

the patron saint of a large part of the Black Forest, sr
was a Guelph, and to commemorate this member of fot
her family Queen Victoria presented the chapel with o
a silver statuette of him. i

It is only within recent years that Protestant worship
has been permitted in the city ; but the religious houses H
were suppressed some years earlier than those in other i
parts of the Black Forest. In the year 1777 a visit 5

was paid to Constance by the Emperor Joseph 11, a ruler
with ambitions for the good of his country, which, for
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the most part, his country was not enlightened enough
to gratify. Joseph found the population, which had
shrunk to about 2000, poor and priest-ridden, and his
first step was to remove the tyrants. In the island
monastery, thus emptied, he installed a party of
Genevan watchmakers and jewellers, who, having
emigrated to escape the aristocratic oppression rife
in their own city, had founded a colony in Water-
ford, and abandoned it in bitter disappointment.
It is to these Genevan settlers that Constance owes

the germ of her present prosperity.
I have said that Constance is the city of John Huss.
It is also in some measure the city of Wessenberg.
Ignaz Heinrich von Wessenberg was the last of its
great reformers. As you walk through Constance,
the Huss Strasse—wherein is the house where Huss
lodged before his examination, paying exorbitantly
(as he said) for his bedroom, at the rate of about a
shilling per week—the Huss Strasse takes you into the
2 1 Wessenberg Strasse, and to the Wessenberg Institute.
i Hilkn The greater part of Wessenberg's life was spent as
vicar-general to the Bishop of Constance, and as ad-
ministrator of the bishopric. Though he was a zealous
Catholic, his broadmindedness on doctrinal questions
e brought him, mutatis mutandis, into much the same
! B sort of conflict with the Pope as Huss had experienced
four centuries earlier. But the temporal powers were
on his side, and he remained to exert an active influ-
ence for the well-being of all, whatever their faith,
who lived in the district of which he had charge.
His work is traceable in modern Germany in many
directions. The improvement of the national school
system, the establishment of technical colleges, and
the freedom of the press, to name only three of his
interests, owed not a little to his advocacy. He was
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a great collector of pictures, and these were at his e
request bought at his death by the Duke of Baden,
the price being devoted to the endowment of the
Wessenberg Institute, a home for young girls, Pro-
testant or Catholic, which by the founder’s will was
never to come under the influence of the Jesuits,
From Constance we must turn westwards again, and
there is a choice of three ways. We may take the
Swiss road through Gottlieben with its historic prison,
we may take the road back to Radolfzell, or we may be
go by boat. It makes a pleasant journey to go to
Stein by water and thence on to Schaffshausen by
land. Stein is one of the few villages at which the of W
boat calls that are worth getting off to see, for though
these little places are attractive enough as ome
approaches them; they contain not much of sufficient
interest to occupy the two or three hours during
which the steamer service compels one to wait.
On the occasion, however, of my last journey along il
this route, nearly all the towns and villages had
assumed a fascinating guise. They were decorated
for Frohnleichnam, the Roman Catholic festival
which is held ten days after Whitsun. The streets
were adorned with garlands, and particularly with
young trees—generally beeches—cut down whole,
or with big branches of them, and the roads were
strewn with leaves. The churches, too, were of
course decorated, the trees giving a very sylvan look
to the columned aisles. In such a town as Waldshut,
whose principal street appears to be enclosed by walls
with a gate at each end, one seems at such times
to have stepped into a real garden city, for the shops
are all shuttered, and the tree stems, leaning thickly
in front of them, have a look of actual growth so
long as they remain fresh. i
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Stein, with its old monastery of St. George, and
its quaintly frescoed houses, is dominated by the
Castle of Hohenklingen, and legends tell of a great
revolt against its lords, led by one Heinz of Stein.
This young man’s father had lost all his small pos-
sessions through some tyrannical act on the part
of Count Nellenburg, then the owner of the castle,
and on his deathbed he bound his son to devote
his life to revenge against all those in high places,
be they lords temporal or lords spiritual. Heinz
set to work, and before long he had beaten up no fewer
than ten thousand recruits among the worshippers
of Wotan and Thor, and had himself been proclaimed
an outlaw. He joined forces with Rutard Weissen-
burg, who, having murdered the Abbot of Rheinau,
was also an outlaw, and a night was spent among
the soothsayers on Hohenstoffeln, a noted centre
of the ancient worship, where Rutard’s sister
Gunhilde was a priestess. The following day the
forces of Heinz and of Count Nellenburg joined battle
near Schaffhausen, and the trained warriors of the
count made short work of the peasant rabble. Ru-
tard was killed, and his sister, searching for his body,
came upon Heinz, fell in love with him, and married
him. The happy pair set out for foreign parts, where
they turned their hands successfully to the plough,
quite oblivious of the lingering hope among the pea-
sants whom they left that Heinz, their deliverer,
as they called him, would place himself once more
at their head. He never came. He had laid aside
his sword and found metal more attractive. Thus
all important, even in those days, were the
domesticities.

The monastery, long since converted to meet
the requirements of a private dwelling-house, shows
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many interesting relics of its ecclesiastical occupa-
tion. Some of the relics, notably the wall paintings
in the old oak-beamed refectorium, are not in the least

degree ecclesiastical, though they were placed there Sing
by order of one of the abbots. This worthy, Abbot Hoh
David, who flourished at the beginning of the the

sixteenth century, was, according to all accounts,
even less ecclesiastical than the paintings. He
was an artist, as the beauty of his architectural
and other adornments of the abbey prove, but he
was besides a sporting cleric of a rather loose type.
He hunted, and he did a good many other things
very much more open to criticism, so that life in his need
monastery became a glaring scandal. In 1524 he x4
found his monastic duties so irksome that he came
to an arrangement with the town of Zurich to take
over the control and pay him a comfortable stipend.
A controller was accordingly installed, and he kept
so sharp an eye on the monastic manners and morals fove
that one night the abbot and a number of the monks
escaped by rope-ladders, shipped the best of the
abbey’s valuables, and made their way to Radolf-
zell. Here the disgraceful old gentleman died and
was buried, and the abbacy died with him,

The great days of the monastery were during the
thirteenth and fourteenth centuries. Founded in
1005 by monks who had migrated from the bleak
austerities of the Hohentwiel, the community had
rapidly grown in wealth and literary fame. Among
the more curious relics of this period of activity is
a treatise on chess, written by Conrad of Ammen-
hausen, a monk of wide learning, which he applies
to the characterisation of the various pieces as types
of various ranks of his countrymen.

From Stein we may go on by boat to Schaffhausen,
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but, as I have said, I recommend the road. It leads
through Helmishofen, where one must be careful to
keep to the left, and avoid the way to Ramsen and
Singen. Through fields over which one can see
Hohentwiel standing out in the distance on the right,
the road winds up through the most delightful of
beech woods and thence down again to Diessenhofen.
Before entering these woods, do not forget to look
back for the view of the Rhine and the Castle of
Hohenklingen. For that alone it is worth while
to have left the boat.

Diessenhofen lies in Switzerland. Indeed, one
needs to be a frontier expert to know on this route
exactly which country one is in. The boundary
line, sometimes in the Rhine, makes irregular sorties
on to its banks, with a bewildering frequency. Stein,
for instance, is Switzerland, as is Diessenhofen, where
customs officials greet you at the end of the old
covered wooden bridge. But Gailingen, a few yards
north of Diessenhofen, is Baden, and we plunge once
more into Switzerland just before we reach Schaff-
hausen. All this, however, is more formidable on the
fied & map than it is in reality, unless you carry contraband,

and the German language is not only spoken every-

where but used officially in notices. The road from
Gailingen makes a long swift descent, with the pretty,

! isolated church of Biisingen, a prominent point ahead
for much of the way, into Schaffhausen. This irregular
picturesque old town loses importance in the eyes of

ot visitors owing to the nearness of Neuhausen, where
g are the magnificent falls of the Rhine, with the castle
: of Laufen on the rocky promontory round which
they swirl, and that of Worth just across beyond

the bend. Truth to tell, no one can be blamed for

the preference. The malicious rush of that torrent
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of water, with the glorious colour of the river, its
foliaged banks, and the sweeping distance, make a
picture for which much may be forgiven. And
to see the blue of night gradually blot the picture
out, while the roaring white foam struggles to retain
a visibility which it never quite loses, is to get very
near to what our cynics call sentiment.

But Schaffhausen is worth a sentence or two as
we pass. Many factories, of which tales are told
of fabulous profits gradually reduced by competi-
tion, press about the feet of the old town, clutching
eagerly at the water that squanders valuable horse-
power. Behind and above there are many winding
ways and gabled roofs and curiously carved door-
ways. And above all is the grim old tower of Murroth,
with walls twenty feet thick. The Romanesque
cathedral has large cool cloisters which enclose a
weird overgrown wilderness of a graveyard, and lead
to a small open space where rests the great bell which
Schiller has made more famous than it was. Cast
in 1486, it has a curious old inscription in German,
of which part is broken away and part very difficult
to decipher. The purport of it is said to be that
of the Latin motto, Vivos woco, mortuos plango, ful-
gura frango.

Good roads go from Schaffhausen to Stiihlingen
and to Thiengen and Waldshut by way of Neunkirch.
I prefer, however, to follow that which marks our
southern boundary and holds to the Rhine. Through
Altenburg we come to Rheinau, perched on a hill
which the Rhine nearly encircles, and reached by a
long covered bridge, through which we again cross the
frontier. From Rheinau, where once was an im-
portant monastery, we cross the Volkenbach to Balm,
now a sleepy, guileless little hamlet, but once a very
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dangerous place for unguarded travellers. A castle

which once existed there belonged to the Counts of
| Hapsburg-Laufenburg, the original lords who bore
[ its name having been exterminated by the vengeful
daughter of a certain King Albrecht whom one of them
had murdered. The stronghold was eventually razed
by the combined forces of Schaffhansen and the
Abbot of Reichenau, in response to an appeal from
a merchant of Ulm who, having been captured, had
been liberated by the robber count’s daughter, whom
subsequently he married.

But the destruction of the castle of Balm did not
disinfect the district. A long story is told of the
misadventures of Burkard Jiintelen and of his friend
Sir John Conrad of Griessen, the Abbot of Rheinau.
The pair, with Burkard’s daughter, had been cele-
brating the abbot’s birthday at Rheinau, and late at
night they set out for home. They were waylaid
at the bridge over the Volkenbach near Balm. The
daughter was captured, but help arrived just in time,
in the persons of one dressed as a pilgrim, and
his servant. Rescuers and rescued proceeded to
Burkard’s castle, but on the way were stopped by
officers of the law who were searching for a notorious
Tyrolese rebel, one Ulrich Geging, who was known
to be disguised as a pilgrim. The pilgrim had not
waited to hear his description, and the rest of the
party waited no longer. There was a wild chase over
hill and dale, and a temporary shelter in a hermitage,
| only to result in the arrest of Ulrich, though his
| companions managed to escape. How Conrad and
Burkard reached home I do not know. The account
is too confusing. But when they did it seems that
Burkard set out again to rescue his rescuer and himself
came under the eye of the law. But pardons were
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freely given and Ulrich married Burkard’s daughter
and lived in the ‘castle of Jestetten, which is within
easy reach of Rheinau.

One may cross the Volkenbach by taking a footpath
from the road that connects them, and itis as pretty
and as peaceful a path as one could wish for. Through
Balm and Lottstetten and Rafz we get to Swiss Eglisau.
Its conspicuous church with its gallery supported
on eight curiously unsymmetrical columns has little
of interest, but there is a delightful old covered bridge
with what seems to me a remarkable cantilever scheme
of timbering. Eglisau nestles beautifully upon the
Rhine, long downhill roads leading to it, and tree-
grown banks hemming it in. A lofty and graceful
stone bridge carries the railway over a little lower
down.

From Eglisau the principal road runs through Biihl
to Griessen, where there is a spring said to have been
started miraculously by Nothburga, an exiled Scottish
queen who tried to introduce Christianity among the
pagans of the district. Compatriots of Burns will
doubtless take this way, but I recommend the road
on the Swiss side to Kaiserstuhl. It goes through an
enchanting piece of country to Rheinsfelden and
passes Neuhaus, a solitary farm a mile from any-
where, and, despite its name, apparently not newer
than the hills it has gazed at all its life. Above
Rheinsfelden we get a glimpse of Hohenthengen,
prettier from here than it is nearer. Of Kaiserstuhl
only an old tower is to be seen before one is actually
there, for thevillage lies over the edge of the steep bank
up which it scrambles from the river, On the other
side is Castle Rotteln. This and two other castles a
little way down the river are known as the Wagtails,
Red, White, and Black. The story is that an old
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baron who lived in Rétteln was in difficulties as to
the disposal of his property among his three sons,
Jacob, Curt, and Marquard. A wise woman whom
he consulted at Hohenthengen advised him to give
all to the one whose name was called to him by some
living animal. As he went home a great raven cawed out
“ Ja-a-ch, Jach, Jacob,” and that satisfied him until he
heard a frog croak «“ Mark, Mark, Marquard.” Finally,
a wild pigeon called ** Cup-cur-curt,” and he resolved to
divide his goods among the three. So the White and
the Red Water Wagtails were built for Curt and Jacob,
while Marquard got the Black. It is not stated what
the wise woman got, but doubtless she was wise
enough to draw something in the way of a house-
agent’s commission from the three tenants.

Lienheim and Rheinheim take us to Zurzach, where
we are once more in Switzerland. The last time I
was there I took the road leading to the ferry at
Kadelburg and went through the woods to Thiengen—
a charming approach to a charming town. From this
way, just beyond Zurzach, there is a fine view of the
distant castle of Kiissenberg, from which a good deal
better one may be had by those who climb for it.
Those who do may also see the ghost of Count Rudolf
of Sulz, who lived there as Landgrave of the Klettgau
during the Peasants’ War, and inflicted a defeat upon
the insurgents in 1525. He was not accustomed
to knuckle under to peasants, and it is the memory
of this, they say, which prevents his spirit from resting.
Beyond Thiengen the Steinach and the Schwarza run
into the Wutach, which joins the Rhine near by. It
is not a great way on to Waldshut, which we have
already visited.

Beyond Waldshut the next townof interest is Laufen-
burg, but to reach it one passes Dogern, Albbruck
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(which marks the outlet of the Alb River) and Hausen-
stein with its cable ferry and its ruined castle. The
houses of Laufenburg seem to have been toppled
from a sack upon the hilly bend of the Rhine, on
which they rest. Then I judge they were set up
in the places where they fell, while the swift river
washed away those which fell between the two banks.
I fancy that the Swiss side received rather more than
the German, and it has the advantage of an old church
and a few older towers than the other. But a bridge,
partly covered, joins the two parts, a bridge of rough
timbers, as all these old Rhine bridges are, between
which you can see the water rushing along below your
feet, It is a superb little corner of the river, with
its great spray-washed rocks and its walls rising from
them. It has attracted a good many painters, and
incidentally, I may add, a good many salmon fishers.
As I have mentioned before, Hornberg has been
described as the Nuremberg of the Black Forest. I
make no question that if 1 were to be called upon so
to describe any town of the Black Forest I should
name Laufenburg. Arched gateways leading to
narrow winding streets; here and there pieces of
Gothic tracery ; dormer windows jutting out from
the roofs with pulleys for raising merchandise
all these make a very passable sort of Nuremberg,
and an infinitely better one than anything to be
found in Hornberg. It was at Laufenburg that the
young Viscount Montagu was drowned, thus ful-
filling part of the curse which, uttered at the time
when Henry viil granted Battle Abbey to Sir Anthony
Browne, the viscount’s ancestor, predicted the exter-
mination of the line by fire and water. Lord Montagu,
with his friend Sedley Burdett, tried to shoot the
Laufenburg rapids in a small boat. They were
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drowned at a point a little way down where the eddies
converge. This happened in 1793, and in the same
year the viscount’s Sussex home, Cowdray, was burned
to ruins.

A long downhill sweep of road, splendid for the
cyclist, takes us from Laufenburg to Sickingen, past
Murg and the Murgthal. Sickingen has presented
a stony face to the Rhine for centuries, and presents
it still, but it is kindly enough inside, behind the
wall. From the middle of it springs out the old
covered bridge to join hands with Switzerland, and
to invite international friendship strictly supervised
by the customs officers at each end. In Sickingen
the last house on the right as you cross the bridge if
you are a German, the first on the left if you are Swiss,
was from 1850 to 1852 the dwelling-place of Dr. Joseph
Victor Scheffel, the poet. There is a tablet on the
front to commemorate this fact, and in addition there
are some bad mural decorations, including an un-
flattering portrait. A good deal better one in bronze
stands on the pleasing monument in the market-place,
with the Trumpeter below. There is naturally a good
deal of Trumpeter about Sdckingen. Pictures of him
and of his love~making, statuettes of him, reprints of
Scheffel’s verses about him, fill the shops. You may
buy trumpets in size from an inch almost to an ell.
He and St. Fridolin, in fact, share the worship of the
place, and keep alive its romance in the face of com-
merce and the railway.

The Trumpeter of Sickingen was a certain Werner
Kirchhofner, who rose to fame after many struggling
years, through his skill with the trumpet. His early
musical progress was, as frequently happens, not
much appreciated by those who watched it, and it
was partly his passion for trumpet-blowing which

20
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got him expelled from Heidelberg, his native town.
From Heidelberg he wandered through the Black
Forest to Sickingen,fwhere he fell in love with
Margaretha, the daughter of the baron of the town,
who lived in a castle on the river bank, since turned
into a factory. His love was returned, but though
the Baron thought a great deal of the young man’s
trumpetings, he would have none of him as a son-in-
law. The couple were therefore separated and years
passed. At length Margaretha went on a pilgrimage
to Rome, and there she found as Chapel Master to the
Pope her lost trumpeter. Seeing how matters stood,
the Pope conferred a title on him, and finally, of
course, the Baron relented and the pair were wed.
Their grave is in the cemetery at Sickingen.

Gt. Fridolin founded the fine church of Sickingen,
which holds his tomb and such of his relics as were not
stolen by an Austrian Archduke in 1337 and conveyed
to Vienna. An Irish monk, he has the credit of being
the first Christian missionary to venture into the
Black Forest, and his day, the first Sunday after the
6th March, is kept as a high festival throughout the
district. Many miraculous doings are ascribed to
him, and he has to his credit not a few real ones,
including the improvement of Sickingen by diverting
an arm of the Rhine. In addition to two religious
houses in this town, and several others, the Bene-
dictine monastery at Gengenbach in the Kinzig
Valley was his foundation. Sickingen church 1s
elaborately decorated inside with paintings, the
majority of which, being of that distorted perspective
which is deemed necessary for ceiling pictures, aré
more comfortably noted as a whole than in detail.
The pews have some interesting old oak carvings,
and the hinges and latches of the main doors at the
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west end should not be missed by lovers of ecclesiastical
artistry and ingenuity.,
Beyond Sickingen there is Brennet, where the
Wehr adds its stream to the Rhine, and then Beuggen,
where once the Knights T emplars had a house, which
has since done duty as an orphan asylum and
school. Near Beuggen, too, is a rival of the Hasel
caves called the Tschambcrhi:’-hle, where there are
natural sculptures and a waterfa]] some twenty-five
feet high. The passages are nearly half a mile in
| extent.
- Rheinfelden is the last town to be noted before
' we finally leave the Black Forest and enter Basle.
| Rheinfelden is Swiss with a growing and not beautiful
' German extension, but we may rightly include the
older part because it was formerly regarded as a
frontier stronghold with a very watchful eye on Black
Forest freebooters, Rheinfelden, too, is one of the
five towns which, I think, make it worth the while
of any one to travel down this piece of the Rhine that
I am regarding as our southern boundary. The other
four are Neuhausen, Schaffhausen, Laufenburg, and
Sdckingen. These five towns are especially worthy
the careful attention of English travellers because
Turner made superb sketches of them. For the
benefit of those who care to compare the pictures
fhe 5 | with their originals, I quote from Ruskin’s notes on
one of the drawings of Schaffhausen -

** The line of the fall is straight and monotonous in
reality. Turner wants to get the great concave
sweep and rush of the river well felt, in spite of the
unbroken form. The column of spray, rocks, mills,
and bank, all radiate like g plume, sweeping round
together in grand curves to the left. . . . The little
spring splashing out of its trough, is to give contrast
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with the power of the fall—while it carries out the
general sense of splashing water.

“ This spring exists on the spot, and so does every-
thing else in the picture ; but the combinations are
wholly arbitrary, it being Turner’s fixed principle
to collect out of any scene whatever was characteristic,
and put it together just as he liked. The changes
made in this instance are highly curious. The mills
have no resemblance whatever to the real group as
seen at this spot, for there is a vulgar and formal
dwelling-house in front of them. But if you climb
the rock behind them, you find they form on that
side a towering cluster, which Turner has put with
little modification into the drawing. What he has
done to the mills he has done with still greater audacity
to the central rock. Seen from this spot, it shows,
in reality, its greatest breadth, and is heavy and
uninteresting, but on the Lauffen side exposes its
consumed base, worn away by the rush of water,
which Turner resolving to show, serenely draws the

| rock as it appears from the other side of the Rhine,
and brings that view of it over to this side. Finally
the castle of Lauffen itself, being, when seen from
this spot, too much foreshortened to show its extent,
Turner walks a quarter of a mile down the river,
draws the castle accurately there, brings it back with
him, and puts it in all its extent, where he chooses
to have it, beyond the rocks.”

A good deal of this may be studied at the falls
to-day. The little spring is still there, but “cor-
rected.”” The outline of the central rock may be
recognised though the place worn away by the water
has been partly repaired. Lauffen Castle is as it was.
But the mills are changed. Others more serviceable
have taken their place in spite of protest from those
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who would restore the old order of things. I expect
they will remain. ““ Whatever is, is best.”

At Rheinfelden it is less easy to follow Turner.
Ruskin went there in 1858, when he had finished
arranging Turner’s ﬂkeffhes in the National Gallery,
and he made two very beautiful little drawings from
points which Turner had chosen. These are repro-
duced in Modern Painters, together with two of
Turner’s drawings of the old bridge. I spent an
afternoon not long ago searching these points out.
Where Ruskin sat to draw his view of the old bridge
there is now the garden of a pretty villa situated
near the German railway station, and though I made
earnest, if impertinent, efforts to obtain permission
to enter the garden, I was unsuccessful. But the
view is very much changed. An ugly iron bridge has
replaced the old wood one—or that part of it which
Ruskin drew. The rest of the bridge (which, being
at an angle with it, is hidden by foreshortening)
remains as it was. The charming * fishing house ”
at the German end of the bridge has been removed.
Ruskin’s second drawing is taken near “ a small dark
tower "’ which qppmw in his first, and still exists.
Of this he says : “ Getting round nearly to the foot
of it, on the “outside of the town, and then turning
back so as to put the town walls on your right, you
may, I hope, still see the subject of the third plate, -
the old bridge over the moat, and older walls and
towers, the stork’s nest on the top of the nearest one ;
the moat itself now nearly filled with softest grass
and flowers ; a little mountain brook rippling down
through the midst of them, and the first wooded
promontory of the Jura beyond. Had Rheinfelden
been a place of the least mark, instead of a nearly
ruinous village, it is just this spot of ground which,
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costing little or nothing, would have been made its
railroad station, and its refreshment-room would have
been built out of the stones of the towers.”

Ruskin’s picture may still be traced. The stork’s
nest is still there. The small dark tower is still there,
and it overlooks no railway station—the Swiss one lies
hidden at the back of the town, while the German is
on the other bank of the river. But there are differ-
ences. Houses have sprung up to hide a great part
of the old town wall; an iron rail surmounts the old
bridge over the moat; trees have grown and inter-
fered. And Rheinfelden is not any longer ruinous.
With hotels in its midst, curehouses pressing it close,
and factories, of which there is a hideous group just
above on the Baden side, coming very near, it bids
fair to be anything but Ja ruin, as that villainous
piece of iron bridge seems to bear witness. Changes,
I know, are inevitable. We live in an age when
few old places may resist the beckoning hand of
modernity. Towns are towns, and the elderly must
toe the line with the youngsters. But I wish that
the builders and the engineers could have found it in
them to deal more kindly with that old bridge. One
dreads lest the scar may spread. The Black Forest
is far too sweet a place to be overlooked by a new
Rheinfelden, a pheenix stronghold glaring injflames
of red brick.

That, at least, is my view, and it is my hope that
this record of my wanderings may bring others to
share it.
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Aach, 276

Achern, 95, 105, 107, 109 sq., 119
Achert, 94, 95, 120

hkarren, 223

zel’s Pulpit, 59 sq.

Alb (near Wildbad), 8o

Albbruck, 256, 263, 265, 303
Albthal, 254, 256, 263
Alexanderschanze, 101

Allensbach, 282

Allerheiligen, g5, 96, 101, 104, 110 sq.

Hardtberg, 72
Jagdhaus, 74
Keller’s Cross, 71
Keller's Picture, 71
Lichtenthal, 51 sq., 56 sq., 68
|  Mercurius, 55, 73
| Miillenbild, 53, 54
|  New Castle, 67
| Old Castle, 63 sq., 73
Solms-Braunfels, 73

J Baden-Baden (continued)—
[
i

Alps, 161, 198, 205, 231, 255, 263, Trinkhalle, 50, 51

277
Alpirsbach, 29
Alt Breisach, 218, 221 sq.
Altdorf, 184
Altenburg, 300
Althornberg, 151
Amoltern, 220
Angel Inn, 176 sq., 206
Antogast, 103
Appenweier, 10§
Aschenminnlein, 177
Atzenbach, 252
An, 37
Auerhahn (Capercailzie), 81 sq.

Baden, Grand Dukes of, 5, 164, 211,

Waldsee, 73

Yburg, 68 sq., 73, 74
Baden Hohe, 35, 73
Baden Scheuern, 72
Badenweiler, 227 sq., 233
Bahlingen, 219, 220
Baiersbronn, 34, g6, 97
Balg, 72
Balm, 300, 302
Birenfels, 255
Biirenthal, 211
Basle, 232, 237, 239, 243, 248
Bechives, 177
| Behla, 291
| Belchen, 232

Bell Fair, 16 sq.
| Benedict x111, Pope, 290

235
Baden and Wurtemberg boundary, Bergalingen Wall, 255

28, o6, g9, 101, 102, 280
Baden-Baden, 48 sq., o1
Angel’s and Devil’s Pulpits, 59 sq.,

i3
Battert, 63, 73
Conversationshaus, 51, 73
Felsenmeer, 63
Fischeultur, 56
Fremersberg, 73, 74
Frescoes, 51
Friesenberg, 73
Golf Club, 75

Bergerbach, 251
Bernard of Weimar, 221
| Berneck, 167
| Besenfeld, 85
! Beuggen, 248, 307
| Beuren, 281
| Biberach, 13, 129
| Bickensohl, 223
| Birds’ Protection Society, 199
| Bischoffingen, 218
| Bismarck, Prince, 77, 281
Black, William, /n Silk Attire, 211
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Black Forest Railway, 136
Blauen, 231
Bleibach, I4R 178
Bollenbach, 120

Bonndorf, 270
Botzingen, 219, 223

Cross of Good Counsel, 184
Crucifixes, wayside, 104, 128, 129,
146 sq., 173

| *“Cure” resorts, 92, 93, 253, 260,

Boundary of Baden and Wurtemberg, |

28, 06, 99, 101, 102, 280
Brandenkopf, 20
Bread, traditional reverence for, 151,
183
o, 272, 273
gau, 187, 198
Brennet, 248, 307
Bretzeln, 236, 237
3rigach, 272, 273
Brigittenbronn, 183
Brigitten-Schloss, 74, 110
Brittenbronn, 183
Brombach, 242
Buchenberg, 168
Buchholz, 187
Biihl, near Achern, 35, 69, 109, 112,
113, 117
Biihl, near Offenburg, 8
Rithl, near Schaffhausen, 302
Burdett, Sedley, 304
Biirgeln, 232 sq.
Burkheim, 221
Biisingen, 200
Biitten Falls, 124
Butterflies, 12, 14

Calw, 87
Capercailzie, 81 sq.

Celtic remains, 217, 219, 232
Chapels, 14, m 22, 37, 40, 147, 148,
150, 151, I();. 214, 220, 252

Charles the Fat, 284
Christoph, g6
Churches, curious notices in, 105
Clockmaking, 34, 156 sq., 173, 174
Conrad, Bishop, 204
Constance, 281, 287 sq.
Cathedral, 291, 292, 293, 204
C luuhuma Saal, 291
Great Council, 290 sq.
Insel Hotel, "’3?
Kaufhaus, 291
Rhine Bridge, 287, 204
Wessenberg Institute, 206
Costumes, 19, 100, 134 5q., 164, 167,
178

263. See elw-) Springs, .U(r!’wnmf’
Customs, 16, 107, 120, 131, 208, 209,
206

D'Enghien, Duc, 185

““Dance of Death” frescoes, 228
S(“

Dancing, 206

| Danube, 268, 271 5q., 276

Dawson, W. H., German Life in
Town and Country, 133
Denzlingen, 187, 204, 207

| Devil’s Pulpit at Baden-Baden, 59

5q.
Devil's Pulpit on the Kniebis, 102
Diessenhofen, 299
Dinkelberg, 242
Dobel, 78, 81
Dogern, 265, 303
Diiggingen, 213
Donaueschingen, 82, 213, 271 sq.,

Drake, Sir Francis, his statue at
Offenburg, 9

Dreisam, 193

Diirrheim, 271

Eberstein, Alt, 53, 61 sq., 72, 73

l.er-\le, Neu, 38, 53, 55

Eberstei m.JuTg {&l[ Eberstein), 53,
61 sq., 72, 73

Ebnet, 209, 2?0

Ebringen, 201

Eck, 224

Edelfravengrab, 121

Egerten, 239

‘glisau, 302

Eichstetten, 219

Elz, 187

Elzach, 144

Elzthal, 178

Emmendingen, 181, 183

Endingen, 10, 220

Engen, 277

Entenberg, 274

Enz, 77, 84, 86, 87

Enzklisterle, 84

Epfenhofen, 269

Erdmannlein Hohle, 246
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Eschbach, 208
Eschthal, 2oy
Ettenheim, 183, 184
Ettersbach, 204
Ettlingen, 80

Falkenstein in Héllenthal, 214
Falkenstein near Schramberg, 27,
170
Faustus, Dr., 227
Favorite, 43
Feldberg, 193, 210 5q., 251, 271
Feldbergblick, 193
Feldsee, 262
Felsen Meer at Baden-Baden, 66
I'elsen Meer at Schramberg, 27
Fences, lack of, 107
Fischcultur, 56
Foals, nursery for, 252
Fohrenbiihl, 28
Forbach, 33, 36, 08
Frankenhausen, 277
Frauenalb, 80
Frederick Barbarossa, 3, 289
Frederick 11, 289 sq.
Freiburg, 32, 88, 117, 187 sq., 203,
207, 218, 224
Castle, 192
Cathedral, 189 sq.
Cemetery, 197
Fire Alarms, 192
Fountain, 196
Hilda Tower, 199
Jdgerhiusle, 195
Karthaus, 209
Martin’s Gate, 189, 195, 196
St. Ottilien, 193 sq.
San Loretto, 198
Schlossberg, 192
Schwarz Monument, 197
Spanish Treaty signed at, 3
Swabian Gate, 195, 196
Frescoes, 51, 222, 228
Scheme for preserving, 283
Freudenstadt, 30 sq., 73, 74, 82, 95,
96, 97, 98, 100
Fremersberg, 73, 74
Friedingen, 281
Friesenberg, 73
Frohnleichnam, 296
Fruit-picking, 231
Fitrstenberg, Princes of, 21, 82, 273,
275
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Furtwangen, 147, 158, 161, 172,
173 sq.
Fiitzen, 268, 269, 271

(‘:aggcnnu, 42
Gailingen, 299
Ganzenbach, 68

| Gausbach, 36

Geisholle, 111
Geisingen, 274, 276
Gengenbach, 11
Gernsbach, 37, 38, 40, 41, 52, 78, 81
Geroldsau, 7o,
Geroldseck, 13, o1, g2
Gersbach, 254

Geutsche, 161
Giesshiibel, 224
Gisiboden, 252

Giso, Count, 184
Glashof, 174

Glass, manufacture of, 34
Glaswaldsee, 102

| Glotterthal, 203, 204, 207, 208

Goethe, 4
Herman and Dorothea, 183

| Golf, 75

Gompelscheuer, 84
Gottenheim, 218
Gottlieben, 288, 292, 296
Gregory x11, Pope, 290
Grien, Hans Baldung, 191
Griesbach, 1oz, 103, 10§
Griesheim, 8

Griessen, 302
Grimmelshofen, 268

| Guelph family, raz, 22y, 262, 290, 294

Guilds of handworkers, 88

| Gundelfingen, 187

Giintersthal, 198, 190, 224

| Gutach, 20, 134, 136 sq., 164

Giitenbach, 175, 176
Gutenberg, 267

Haagen, 242

Hacho, 181.

Hadrian, Emperor, 219

Himet, 245

Higelberg, 244

Halbmeil, 23

Hallam, Robert, Bishop of Salisbury,
293, 294

Handworkers’ guilds, 88

| Happach, 254
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Hardtberg, 72

Harmersbach, 1

Hasel, 246

Hasemann, Professor, 138
Haslach, 14, 130, 144
Haueneberstein, 43

Hausach, 19, 138

Hausen, 248, 249, 276
Hausenstein, 304

Hebel, Johann Peter, 235, 244, 250
Hecklingen, 184

Hegan, 276 sq.

Hegne, 282

Heidenkirche, 126

Hemishofen, 209

Henry of Bourbon, 185

Henry of Ofterdingen, 269
Herder, 4

Herdern, 197

Herrenalb, 78, 8o, 81
Herrenwies, 35

Herrenwieser See, 35
Heselbach, 34

Hessenthal, 220

Heubach, 23

Hexenthal, 199

Hilpertsau, 37

Himmelreich, 210, 214
Hinterohlsbach, 11
Hinterzarten, 213

Hirsau, 87

History, 2

Hotels, 32

Hochberg, near Baden-Baden, 37
Hochberg, near Waldkirch, 181
Hochkopf, near Baden-Baden, 74
Hochkopf, near Waldkirch, 255
Hiichenschwand, 263
Hofstetten, 16

Hollensteig, 213

Héllenthal, near Freiburg, 3, 210, 214
Hollenthal, near Triberg, 150
Hofen, 78

Hohe Horn, 11

Hohenhewen, 277
Hohenklingen, 297, 209
Hohenkriihen, 277 sq., 281
Hohenlupfen, 270

Hohenrode, 110, 112
Hohenstoffeln, 277, 207
Hohenthengen, 302, 303
Hohentwiel, 277, 279, 280, 281
Hohenzollern, 161

Hohloh, 73, 81, 86

| Hohlohmiss See, 81

Holbein, the Elder, 274

Holbein, the Younger, 191

Holzwald, 99

Holzwilderhohe, 102

Horden, 41

Hornberg, near Triberg, 20, 25, 28,
136 sq., 139, 147, 149, 156

Hornberg, near Waldkirch, 148,

179

Hornberg, near Wildbad, 86

Hornisgrinde, 34, 74, 91 5q., 111

Howitt, William, Kwural and Domes-
tic Life in Germany, 89

| Hozenland, 266

Hilfingen, 213, 271, 274

Hundseck, 91, 92, 93

Hundskopf, 122

Hunsbach, 93

Huss, John, 288, 291, 5q.

Ihringen, 223
Industries—
Barking oak trees, 127
Barrel organs, 179
Baskets, 174
Brushes, 252
Clocks, 34, 156 sq., 173, 213
Cotton, 179, 252
Dying, 179
Enamelled iron, 165
Glass, 34
Gold beading, 185
Guns, 262
Hats, 110, 174
Jewellery, 87, 295
Linen, 179
Matches, 252
Orchestrions, 166, 179
Paper, 252, 205
Pottery, 163, 219
Precious stone-cutting, 88, 179
Silk, 179
Silver-mining, 252
Straw-plaiting, 213
Tiles, z9
Timber, go, 141 sq., 191
Tinder, 252
Tin spoons, 34
Watches, 205
Wheels, 163
| Innerlehen, 258
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Inns, old, 138, 176, 178, 205, 206, 213 | Langenbach, 161

Istein, 239

Jechtingen, 221

Jerome of Prague, 292
Jestetten, 302

Jewellery making, 87, 295
John xxi1, Pope, 288, 291 5q.
Joseph 11, Emperor, 189, 295
Jura Mountains, 203

Kadelburg, 303

Kaiserstuhl, 187, 188, 108, 218 sq.
Kaiserstuhl, in Switzerland, 302
Kaltenbronn, 81, 86

Kandel, 175, 176, 181, 187, 203 sq.

Kandelfelsen, 181
Kandelhof, 205

Kandern, 235 sq.
Kappelrodeck, 119, 120
Kappel Windeck, 113
Karlsruhe, 80

Karthaus, zo09
Kastelburg, 179, 207
Kehl, 6

Kempf, Jerg, 191
Kenzingen, 10

Kinzig, 5 sq., 101, 129, 136, 138
Kinzig Railway, 103
Kippenheim, 186
Kirchzarten, 211, 217
Kirschwasser, 35, 104, 111
Klingel Kapelle, 40
Klidsterle, g9, 100
Kldster-Reichenbach, 34, 85
Kniebis, 21, ¢8 sq., 119, 126
Kohlgarten, 232
Kéndringen, 183
Kénigsfeld, 166, 167
Konigschaffhausen, 220
Kénigsfelden, 270

Kork, 7

Krafft, E. F., 262

Kraut, Hans, 163
Krotzingen, 224
Kuppenheim, 43
Kissenberg, 303

Kyburg, 199

Lahr, 183, 186

Lamb Inn, 98, g9, 101, 103
Landech, 183
Langemahtskopf, 8o
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Langenbrand, 37
Lapidaries, 88, 179
Lauf, 109, 110, 111, 112
Laufen, 299
Laufenburg, 303 sq., 307
Lautenbach, near Gernsbach, 41, 81
Lautenbach, near Oppenau, 105
Lautenfelsen, 41
| Lauterbach, 27, 28, 143
Lavater, 5
| Legends—
Allerheiligen, 123
Althornberg, 151
| Alt Windeck, 113 sq.
Angel’s and Devil's Pulpits, 59 sq.
Aschenminnlein, 177
Baden-Baden Castle, 64 sq.
Bahlingen, 219
Baldreit, 50
Balm, 301
Berthold of Zihringen, 188
Brigittenbronn, 183
Brigitten-Schloss, 110
Burkhard Keller of Yburg, 43, 71
Cross of Good Counsel, the, 184
Eberstein (Alt), 62 sq.
|  Eberstein (Neu), 37
| Egerten’s buried town, 239
|  Falkenstein, 214 sq.
Favorite, 43
Feldberg Demon and St, Blasien,
the, 259
Frauenalb, 8o
Freiburg Fountain, 196
Fremersberg, 74
Grave of the Noble Lady, the, 121
Gutenberg, 267
Hagelberg, 244
Hecklingen, 184
He nz of Stein, 297
Herdern Cemetery, 197
Herrenwieser See, 36
Hochberg, 181
Hohenkrihen, 277 sq.
| Hohenrode, 110
Hoof-printat Hohenlupfen, the, 270
Hornberg, 140
Introduction of Beer, 200
Istein, 239
Kandel, the, 207
Kandelfelsen, 181
Kastelburg, 179
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Legends (continued)—
Kitchen Rock, the, 57
Klingel Chapel, 40
Knorr, the, 37
Kiissenberg, 303
Launtenfelsen Fairies, the, 41
Lichtenthal Convent, 57, 58
Limburg,
Mambach, 254
Mercurius, 55
Michel the Woodman, 36
Michelbach Treasure, the, 42
Miillenbild, 54
Mummelsee, 04
Niederbiihl, 117
Neu Windeck, 115 sq.
Oberharmersbach, 128

Peterman and the Waldfrau, 105

Poppele, 278

Rockert Woman, the, 39
Rétteln in Wiesenthal, 242
Rétteln on Rhine, 302

St. James’s Chapel, Wolfach, 22

St. Ottilien, 193, 5q.

St. Trudpert, 225
Sausenberg, 235
Scharfenstein, 226
Schiltach, 24

Schnewberg, 200
Schopfeln, 282

Schonberg, 200, 201
Schinenbuchen Chapel, 252
Schwarzenberg, 179
Staufen, 226

Staufenberg, 105

Swabian C
Three Wagtails, the, 302
Titisee, the, 212
Todtmoos, 255, 256
Triberg Church, 155

Trumpeter of Sdckingen, the, 305

s5q.

Venus and the Knight, 201

Waldkirch, 180

Wildbad, 77-8

Wildsee, 95

Wittichen, 209

Wolfach’s Ghost, 22
Leiselheim, 221
Lenzkirch, 212
Lichtenthal, 51 sq., 56 sq., 68
Liebenzell, 87
Liebich, C., 138

ate at Freiburg, 196

| Murg, near Baden-Baden, 33 5q.» 8s,

Lienheim, 303
Lierbach, 103, 122, 125
Lieverinck Franz, 222
Lilienthal, 223
Limburg, 220

Linbach Valley, 20

Local information, unreliability of, 83

.‘1"].
Liéicherbergwasen, 126
Loffenau, 78
Loffing

y 24
Lorsch, 122
Losshe 3
Lottstet
Louis X1V, 221

Louise, Princess, of Prussia, Grand

Duchess of Baden, 211
Luther, 293

Mambach, 252, 254
Maps, 83

Marie Antoinette, 216
Mark Grifler Land, 249
Martin v, Pope, 293
Marsxzel, 80

Mélac, 251
Menzenschwand, 262
Mercurius, 55, 68
Michelbach, 42

Mirabeau, 185
Mihringen, 276
Montagu, Viscount, 304

Moravians, 166

Moreau, his march down the Héllen-

thal, 3, 216
Moscherosch, Hans Michel, 7
Motor omnibuses, 79, 9I, 103
Miihlenbach, 144
Miilhausen, 277
Miillenbild, 53
Miiller, Hans, 270
Mummelsee, 91, 93 5q.
Miinzer, Thomas, 277
Mundingen, 183

86, 95, 06

Murg, near Sickingen, 254, 255, 305

Murroth, 300
Mutterslehen, 255

Nagold, 84, 87

| Names, repetition of, 210
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Neu Eberstein, 38 sq., 53, 55
Neuenbiirg, 78

Neudingen, 274

Neuhaus, 302

Neumiihl, 7

Neuhausen, 299, 307
Neunlinden, 223

Neunkirch, 300

Neu Windeck, 112

Ne

ungenlied, 269, 273
Niederbiihl, 117
Niederwasser, 147, 149
Nippenburg, 27
Nussbach, 151, 165

Oaks, 127, 234
Oberbeuern, 56
Oberharmersbach, 88, 128
Oberhollsteig, 213
Oberkirch, 104, 105, 107
Obermiinsterthal, 224
('J]\r:rp]iiﬂig. 92
Oberprechthal, 147
Oberried, 211

Oberthal, g6

Obertsroth, 37, 38, 40
Obertiillingen, 243
Oberwinden, 148
Oberzell, 283

Offenburg, 9, 10

Offenzell Monastery, 10
Offo, King, g, 220
Ofterdingen, 269
Ofteringen, 270

Ohlsbach, 11

Oltenbach, 37

Oos, 37, 43, 56, 72, 74, 75
Oppenau, 98, 101, 103, 104, 125
Ortenberg, 11, 12
Ottenan, 42

Ottenhifen, 95, 119, 120, 121
Otto 1v, 289 sq.

Paths, 53, 160, 281, 282

Peasant houses, 7, 100, 119, 127, 128,
129, 130 sq., 143, 149, 252, 253,
265

Peasants, 131 5q.

Peasants’ War, 3, 120, 242, 270, 277,
293, 303

Petershausen, 282, 286
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Petersthal, 100, 101, 102, 103, 126
Peterzell, 137, 166

Pforen, 274, 276

Pforzheim, 78, 86, 87

Pictures, 274

Piety, rustic, 146 sq., 173, 183
Pliflig, 74

Poppele, 278

Poppelthal, 84

Post offices, 14, 32

Pottery, 163, 219

Prig, 257

Prechthal, 143 sq.

Froperty rights, 107

Radolfzell, 281, 282, 292, 296

Rafz, 302

Railways, 42, 136, 170, 219, 230,
249, 268, 269

Ramsen, 299

Rastatt, 34, 47, 117

Rau Quelle, zo5

Ravennafelsen, 213

}'{(e.r:‘hr'ruJ,rg1 96

Regelsburg, 226

Reichenau, 282 sq., 287

Reichenthal, 81

Reinhold, Bishop, 223

Relics, 284

Rench, 102, 103 sq., 122

Renchen, 105

Rheinau, 300, 302

Rheinfelden, 307

Rheinheim, 303

Rheinsfelden, 302

Rhine, 206 sq.

Rhine Falls, 209

Rhine watershed, 268

Riedbéhringen, 271

Riegel, 219, 220

Rippoldsau, 21, 99

Roads, 36, 83, 91, 93, 121, 127, 143,
176, 238, 254, 255, 265

Rodeck Castle, 120

Rohan, Cardinal de, 185

Rohebach, 161

Roman baths, 227 sq.

Roman encampments, 2

Roman remains, 282

Roman settlements, 86, 217, 219

Romeius Mans, 163 sq.

Riith, 34

Riéthenbach, in Kinzig Valley, 29
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Rithenbach, near Neustadt, 213

Rothenberg, 138

Rothenfels, 42, 72

Rothensol, 79

Rothmurg, 96

Rothweil, 220, 223

Ritteln, near Lirrach, 242

Ritteln, on the Rhine, 302

Rudolf of Hapsburg, 3,
256, 264, 265, 270

Ruhberg, 73

Ruhstein, 95, 96, 120

Ruskin, John, jo7 sq.

Sickingen, 233, 246, 248, 266, 305,

o307 -
Sigendobel, 208

Sand, 35, 92

Sasbach, near Achern, 1009, 111

Sasbach, on Kaiserstuhl, 221

Sasbachwalden, 111

Sausenberg, 235

Saxo-Borussia, Student Corps, 12

St. Arbogastus, 103

St. Blasien, 212, 235, 255, 256, 257,
258 sq.

St. Catherine’s Chapel,

St. Chrischona, 243

St. Fridolin, 305

St. Georgen, 99, 137

9

220

164 sq., 272,

273
St. Gervase, 223
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Staufen, 224, 226, 227

Staufenberg, near Baden-Baden, 68, 73
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Wittlingen, 239 | Yburg, 68, 73, 74
Wolf Valley, 21 |
Wolfach, 20, 101, 103 | Zdhringen, 187
Wolff, H. W., Rambles in the Black | Zdhringen, Dukes of, 162, 188, 190,
Forest, 133 | 208
Wirth, 209 | Zell, near Achern, 113
Wurm, 87 Zell, near Gengenbach, 13, 128, 129
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Headley W.). DARWINISM AND
MODE] SOCIALISM. Cr. Boo. ss.

rel.

| Heath (Dudley). See Con

25,
| Heywood (W.). See St. Fr:
| lh]l(Cl.lc)- ]

um (IIcﬂr;\ B.A.,

Heath (Frank R, ) See Little Guides,
sseur's Library.
ow of Exeter

Henderson (B. W.),
Col ' O

LIFE AND
IPEROR

) and cheager
nef,
25. 6d, net.
L:EORUE
POET,
in Photo-
6.
y and

J
RE 1\0] ‘\z L
gravure. §
lenderson (

), and Watt (Francis),
GF TO-DAY. With 20
d 24 0\1 er lllus

C

Ht‘-nley(“v" !‘

| Whibley (C.) A BOOK
OF ENGLI :
AN

SE, (_,El ARACTER,
INCIDENT, 1387-1645. Cr. 8va.
. et

2
Herbert (George). See Library of Devotion,
Hf_rl‘ :rt of Cherbury (Lord). See Minia-
: A SHORT HIS
TO "

DEAT ”
. With
b

GLISH
N THE
Cr. Bva,

Ilew t (Ftht.l M.) A GOLDEN DIAL.
\ D\y k of Prose and Verse. JFeap.

y Surrey Education Com-

. H.), City and Guilds

A b, OO])\\OI\L
- L. Ilustrated. 420

‘*\Lc Texth u(:

Hi
I

School, Wo
‘\'F“TUC

1|I'|p Sr:cr)» rf!' i/
Hirst (F. W.) See Bockso

Hobhouse (L. T.), lat
Ozxford. THE THE
LEDGE. Demy 8vo.

low of (‘CC
OF i\{)‘.\r’

6d.
! PKOBLE‘.M;‘; Ol" 1‘0'\"] RTY. An Inquiry
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Hu ins (‘Sr \\fllimm) K.C
ER ROYAL
TATE AN

llustrations.

1of the Poor.

" Wide

See Romantic His-

l[mchlnson {Hﬂruce (I} THE NEW
T. with

AH '
OF }'\'IJ] I5H J,.'\\'\r. fﬂ Four Folumes,
Vels, L, IL, III. Demy Each
6d. nel.,

‘-\conl
(J. ¥
J, \! A.

d
Ho!I nd (i-L

M. .-\

See Six Ages of

TI \I!
L8 1-'5. 6dd, net,
Holmes l'l bl.oti

. See
Horsburgh (L. l.. S.),
lfl . ] ‘\( NIF [

tions. -
2 . | Hutton (R. H.). &
e Hutton (W. H.),
I'I CIO : With Plans. Second Edition. SIR THOMAS
ey Drs n\mhs

See 1‘<o {leoru 'I-J')gl a
Horth (A, C.). See T
llnrtﬁ'lc”

z REPUBLIC.
A nrﬂmq

WiLsow., Third
1’:'&\ S

! { £
Inge (W. R, J, ow and Tuter of

Cr. Bvo. 3. 1 College, C CHRISTIAN
Howell ((_l.)), ’1‘[{ x YE UN lOWlk\im\rw ‘\1\: STICISM. ('l‘h ton Lectures of

anNp Ovp, vtk Edition. Cr. Erve. 899.) ,-’ e, "!'-.o 12 6;;’. nel.

2f. 6.
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Innes(A. D.), M.A. A HISTORY OF THE | Jonson (Ben). See Standard Library.
]:]iI ].le I\ INDIA. With Maps and | Julnn (Lady) of Norwich, REVELA.
E s 6s. TIONSOF DIVINE VE Ed hy(:lmcx
DER THE TUDOl\h. W

“With '\I'\p& Second Edition. Demy Bv
105 6d.

I\NO\V:

Innes ("r‘lary s SCIIOOLS OF PAINT Second

Kaufmann (V.), M.A. SOCIALISM AND
MODERN THOUGHT. Second Edition

Revised and Enlarged. Cr. 8vo. 25 6d.

55, Hel,
Isalah. SeeCh
Jatkson (C. E.),

'| ING. With Illustrations. C». Boo

nan's Bible.
A. Sec Textbocks of

Keats (John). THE POEMS

ee hIntroduction and Notes £

Jacob (F.), \I A Sie hm'n Lx‘\mmauon “ourT, M.A. With a Frontispiece in

Series, Second Edition Revised.

Jutns (l. chnil\.m TRUSTS
AS

. nel
S OF GOLD. Selections from the
Feap. 38. 6. net,
Abrarv and Standard

THE {‘J{RT‘:’T IAN YEAR.
by W, Lock,
Tllustrated
ition  Scad.
IRTE 6a e" *‘a’m’ 2OroCee, 58
AMERICA Seealsa 1 |1>r'u:, of Devation.
sHions spd A Kelynack (T. N.), M.D, M.R.C.F. See
New Library of Medicine.
Kempis (Thomu.-, &), THE IMITATION
OF ST. With an Introduction by
D Illustrated by C. M. GERE.
Feap. Bvo. 15 6d.; fadded

OF THE
sE.  With

‘\OR H

HOFOCED,

Jenner (Mrs. .fll.). e Liitle Books on Art, Also J“c(‘l,”“]"wd by C. Bicg, D.D. Cr.

Jeiuings{.-\. M See Handbooks of
! ! .D. EARLY WOOD-

so Montmorency (J. E. G. de),
gs (Oscar), M. ibrary of Devotion, and Standard Library.
CUT INITIALS., Demy yto. ﬂ”, Kennedy (James iloughtcn}, D.D,, Assist-
Jerningham fcilﬂrles Edwa HE ant Lecturerin I tyin the University of
MAXIMS OF ‘\I-\R"I-\IJUhL Feap. Dublin. See 5t. Paul.
8o a 55, Kerr (S. Parneil). GEORGE SELWYN
See Leaders of AND THE WITS. With 16 Illustrations.
Demy 8ve. 125 6d. nel
Kimmins (C. W.), THE CHEMIS-
TRY OF LIFE A HEALTH. Illus-
trated, C». 27-9, 25,
Kinglake (A. W.) SLL Little = Library
hl]"hng {I{ud}.:rd). BARR 1\(}0
AL greh Thowsand. Twenty-
Cr. Bowo. 65 Also Feap.

.'-—')

0=

Thowsand,
Gs.  Also

68tk Thowsand.
Bwo. 65, Also

NT '\I D“T“;S Eighteenth
65, Also Feap. 8vo,

THE COMPLETE
n  so Iilustrations.

Y
Jam’:s(‘l. r.} ur.lu
Jones (L. A. Atl 'I(.rl(.)} K. M
Bellot (Hugh H. L,), M.A,
THE '\II'\? R'SGUIDETOT
MIN REGULATION ACTS AND
THE LAW_ OF EMPLOYERS A}\D
WOREMEN. Cr 8vo. as 5
COMMERCE IN WAR. )?ojm’ Deney Bves 5. 6.
Jones (R. Compton), M.A. POEMS OF | Knowling (R. J.), ¥
THE INNER LIFE. Selectedby. Thir- Testament
teenth Edition. Feap.8vo. 25, 6d. nel. London. See

.y Professor of New
s at King's College,
stminster Commentaries.
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THE COURT OF A | Locker (F.), See Little vk
ations, Demey Locock (Kath
{]h\-er).

Knox (Winiired F.).
SAINT. With. 16 11
105, 6. ne.

Kropntkm (Prl\nce

A,

ing (Rt.).

. THE SUE-
AI LIED WITH
for Parents
0. 28 rm‘

'T]IL TERROR IN
to tk \ :icm

See Bix Ages of

» M.A. ETHICS AND
With a F =,

I!mlkestcr
SCIEN
\\-’ll.] many
Colour, Cr
Law (\Vi!!iai

which z are in

IN GRAHAM. Second Ei
' : WATERS
rations in
and 32 other

in One Vol

With

¢ AND.

L !.,L(-'“ |r;mn.t LJ pok

Lees (Beatrice).
History.

Lees (Frederick).
TOURAINE.
Colour by Ma
from Photogra

Edition. De

With 16 Hlus-

er DEXT

Super Ko
Lindsay (W. M.

Oxford. Se
Lisle (Fortur (5
Littlehales (H. J.
1 h.\\.('ll\'n (Owen)

rel
of Jesus College,

Attle Booksorn

v's v
=Hill (L.).

( With &5 |
Iock mamr), D.I of Keble |
le PAUI ER-
I ‘R. Sfmmf I-ar’ o, 5. 6,
THE BIBLE AND CHRISTiA 2

Cr.8vo. 6
See also Keble (J.)and Leaders of Religion.

N Du;uQLE Nag-
Feap, Buve.  53.
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COOD COMT‘(\\\ A Rawry or Mexn. T]'\U’ER:\\IC]" READER. Cr. 8zve.

Muldun (H. E.), M.A, ENGLISH RE-
CORDS., A G p\mon to the History of
England. C». :

THE RIGHTS .-\N‘D

cap. B
(J\L 1?\\ A\[} \\llliIP.I\ ’\\m.bnb
)"

See CITIZEN. Seventh E
Lucian, ¢ 5 wlmns 15, 6
Lyde (L. W,), mercial Series. See also School Histories.
el 5.) PRELIMIN ARY | Marchant (E. C.), M.A., Fellow of Peier.
RY. With numerous Diagrams. house, Camb; JREEK. AN

s,
| See also Junior School Books,
.yttcltun(Hon Mrs. A W
J. HEIR \\\]‘}\ Cr.
1. LR } 7

llow and Tutor oF
THE THRES-
. Cr Bzo. 35 6d

Exeter College,
HOLD OF LLLI{;
net.

Marks (Jeannette) M.A. ENGLISH
PASTORAL DRAMA from the Restora-
tion to the date of the publication of the
'L‘ric'\l Ballads® (1660-1798). Cr. Boe.

: o0k (
IEN AND | Marett (».. R.), M

rn:!o wanes. Cr. Bo

, MLA. See Commercial 5. 7.
'\'l-xrr(J E.) E.R.5 l"cllnwof‘?tjclm s C \.l-
ly Very Rev. F. lege, Cambridge. THE SCIE
A y 0.5 F. LT AYOF T ”I STUDY OF ’.1\\ ?'ai'x:'rdf; t
| CHU 1-.(,!1 OF ROMI Second Edition. Revised. lustrated. Boo, 63,
Demy Boo, 73, 6d. mnet. r\fﬂ\ICULTU]{ ‘\]_. L'LOLUG\ Ilustrated.

| MacCunn_ (Florence A MARY 65,
STUART. W ith 44 Tllustratio i Mar ott(C arles), A SPANISH HOLI-
i ! With 8 Illustrations by A. M.

yERAKER, R.B.A., and 22 ulhcr Illustra-

g
New and Cheaper Edition. Large Cr. 8vo,

6s. ions, Demy 8o, 75 6d. n
See also Leaders of Religion. Marriott (J. A. R.), M.A. lHl“ LIFE
I\'h:Dermott( . - s on Business., AND TIMES Ol LORD FALKLAND.

(Oxon., M.B. | With 23 Ilhust : Second Edition,

S‘m CITON TO |  Demy 8vo.

Second Fd. See also §
| Marvell (Andrew).
See Oxford Biographies. | Masefield (Io]1n) 1
| MacF le tRomh! C )s " B. SON'S T1 “':Lh 16 Tlustrations, Cr-

Library of Medic Boo., 35, 6d.

| Mackay (A. M.), B.A. See Churchman's | ON THE 91‘\\I°1H M AIN :
i EncrisH Fo 5 E:
'H.u.k(.nite (W. Leslie), MA., M.D., Darien. With = !1
D.P.H., ete. THE HEALTH OF THE Pcnw Bvo.
SCHOOL CHILD, Cr.8ve. os. 64. A ILOR'S G
Macklin (Herbert W.), M.A. See Anti. d b, Secon
quary's J.awLu | _3.\' GLISH
See Westminster scted and
i‘.lnbkdl{;\ k S
ST. CATHER- | Mason(A. J.), D.D. S

AND HER TIMI Masterman (C. -7

Second E. s .

1\.L1 IG]ULH |
TEACHER.
THE CONDITI
Thivd Edition.
Masterman (J, H
of European Hi
Matheson (E. COUNSELS OF
| LIFE. Feap. 8vo. 25 6. net,
H . | Maunde (J. H.), M.A. See Handbooks of
- 5 |  English Church History.
£ \ |
HE-‘ ,:17,.5_0] f ”Lj May (i’hll) THE PHIL MAY ALBUM.

-5-.
ENGLAND.

6s.
B ), \' A. See Six Ages

With 31 lustration

(F
M.n:tlan (F. W.), M.A., th ROMAN |  Second Edition. 4fo. 15 nef.
ANON LAW IN THE CHURCH OF | Mayne(f‘ hel Colburn). ENCHANTERS
1 \I(;I..A\ D. RoyalB8uvo. | Wn.h 24 Ilustrations. !).wy
Major(H.), B.A., B.Se. AHEALTH AND | ;
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Meakin (Anneile M. B.), Fellow of the A\ D POVERTY. difion Demy '
Anthropological Institute. W OMAN IN i, Als 15, nel 5
T 65, f Manchester. See N

AND OF SPAIN,
Map. Demy

of History
)|\[f 1\;\!

S T STORY
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr

M.ériﬁle:}d(! -
'\‘h,lhua_n (A.
DY

See Simplified French Texts
M.A. TH l
TH "R

A & S
verard), COROT '\\url’iil L\‘r. R J. O !
With 28 Illustrations. 11ST Y OF RUSSIA P R
:lxi" AT TO . DER IIL p
A ; 3% 6d. 0t
{xamination
T10 . (h
'J.'I'IF I’C!\\ ER OF don. THE it
lIn\A’ To Acouir hird )’m".m 74 Illustrations. (s
. Boo. 35 Gdl
J“."lﬂls (J- (l ) HE LIFE AND 1. SToRY OF A
TE JOHN E » By Him
\Ui I r\]‘\ P ntofthe Ro i
With many II |t||\|‘|k nl‘ \l]|]._|| 2 , : P
: .| With g Tilustrations. !?zu) B
! mel.
ies. Morris (Joseph E.). See Lil .
ORIAL GARDEN- | Morton (A. Anderson). (M.). P
21 ll]u\traliuns. Crown Sovo. '\‘hl)ull:(ll C]( )y D.1 hop of Dur. i
1AM, . . B,
See Textbooks of | Muir M. A THE >
CH Tlustrated.
A HISTORY OF Cr

LE. | Mundella (V. AA, MA

-'liulro(R » M.A L1,

ROMAN RU
3 g Gr.

| '\hls:,(,t(.\"red de). See Simplified French P
Library and THE COMPLETE
. PLAYER. W
Minchin (H. C.),M.A ‘ L ;
Mitchell(P. Chalmer I
OF BIOLO P.1 |
Second ee New Library of |
Mitton (G. E.
H]IR TIMES. D, D.P.H.,,F.R.S.E. :
and Cheaper E \]r-u ine. :
See Library
Moﬂat H’r'iﬂry M OUISA OF |
15, Fourth See I
( D Se : e Library.
Moir (D. M.), § 1y. Nicklin % MINATION
MD"“DS (Dr. Michael dE}- Hcc Library of PAPERS1 HUCYDIDES. Cr. 8ve. 25, P
Devotian. Nimrod. &S o
Money (L. G. Chiozza), M.P., RICHES | Norgate (G. Le ljr_','s) THE LIFE OF
— =5
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SIR WALTER SCOTT. With 53 Illustra-

tions by JENNYWyLI1E _{)eur; Bue. 75.64. net.
Norway (A. N f s

PRESENT.

NATURE IN STERN NORFOLK.
With 12 Illustrations in Colour by Frank
"x)n..n.l,)\ g, R.B.A. Second Edition. Cr.

T,

WILD LIFI. ON A NORFOLK ESTU-
| ARY. With 4o Illustrations by the Auther,
and a Prefatory Note by Her Grace the
Ducuess or Beprorp. Demy  Bwo.
104, 6d. mef.

AND NATURE ON TIDAL

‘.V\lI 'RS.  With Illustrations by the

. Author. Cr. 8we. 6s

e CHURCH | Pes acock (Netta)., Seel ulle lior;ks on Xrt

Peake (C. M. A.), F. .S, C

extbooks of CISE  HANDEOOK

3 ANNUAL ND HII-:X J
O'Iiph'mt (Mrs.). See Leadersof Religion. With 24 Illostratio ap. Epo

Y 'i .mmas, M.D. See New Libraryof | Peel (Robert), and ;\‘Iuchln (H. C.

ici OXFORD. With 1os Illustrat

Oman(C. W, C.), M.4., ' | Colour, € 8uw

Oxford. 115 Pe :,I (Sidney),

OF W \!\ IN |

). Seel.
(W. J.}.
A PRIMI
FHS,CAT
(":

OII\lm.ld

h_;lnv\ of All So
Tk

v of Trinity College,
to Llo Royal Com-
I

i

t)\\-eﬂt’Uquzn:
Oxford (M. |\ %

BOOK . Fron THE
Cr. °wr B8 \.\"f TH DvNASTY. Sivth Edi Ton.

Pakes (W, C (, ). THE \’ul IL. '1 HE XVIIte anp XVIIITH
HYGIE Illustrated. Desry ASTIE 12,

. Bro. 1gs, Fourth
Parker (Eric). A B(}(\h 01" THL’ ¥
2003 Bv Dav anp Nicur. With 24
I m Phutr"mnha by Hexzny

H DyNasTIES.
THE PTOLEMAIC

3.
. Ecyrr unpER l{mm\ RLLE I.G.
T1iLNE, ] \t A.

A LOVER'S

MiboLe Aces.

R »\\D “ONSCIENCE 1IN

‘\’\IC‘” NT EGYPT. Lectures delivered
at University College, London. Illustrated.
Cr. Boo.

"ROM THE TELL
ﬁ

6.

.\.]J'.b Translated from the

‘vconn Serie th to xrxth
I]‘untmru! by TrisTRAM EL

el

ORATIVE

and Cheaper Edition.

¥ T », Bvo. 6s.
ed in | U I’- AI 0\(, AND DOWN - ALONG
R.B.A, Second {1 i by CLAUDE SHEPFERSON.

‘ on,  Demy B
| Patterson (A. H.
|

COAST NATLU
| Colour by F.
’ Edition. Cr. Bvo.
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~ 1
Phythlan (J. Ernest). TR IN NA- | Ragg (Lonsdale) B.D., O DANTE R
v MYTH, AND AR With =24 AND HIS I v Ilustra- |
ions. C 70, 68, tions. Demy Bro. . |
larr (Victor G.) See School His- | Rahtz (F. J.) ll!l‘"HF]\
tories. I \f 1 ISH. ' on. B,
Plato. See Standnrd Library. I
Plautus. THE I'IvV1, 1, with | JU \l ]r Jh GLISH. Feurth Editien. Cr.
an Intreduction, Textual Not B A
entary, by W. M (B. W.), D.D. See Library of
Tesus College, Oxford. k
Plowden=Wardlaw M.A. A ¢
School Examination Seri " SCOTLAND f
Podmore ank). ISWORT I‘ AND ;
TUALISM. o Illustra Demy Svo. 125, K
; R
1A, ]—I.,.m and R
(8] 3 \(_
Cr.
"nlInrd (Alic
i rd (Alire R
AND HOW TO | R
206 I1i ations. Sec
& R
| I\‘aw«:ornc (Lawrence, [ B
| I 0! mj (Walter). R
FTHE R
by =N - I
Power fJ. 0'Connor). B
OF AN ORATOR. C»
Price (Eleanor C.). B
THE OLD OF
trations. De»
Price (L. L.), X
Qxon, A .} { B
POLITICAL E | Rcup.nh{H. AL, ., D.Litt. See West- .
SMITH TO minster Cormr
Fifth Edition. Cr.
Protheroe (Erne:t‘l
OF MAN.
R
R
A Omller Couch).
OLDEN POMP. A P
¥ Lisu Lvrics Rli‘hli\\' H.
Y | Roberts (M
Robertson
ied in a Colonial | :
B.), M.A. See West
(.,, mmentaries.
Ragg (Laura M.). THE WOM)
ISTS OF BOLOGNA. 8
trations. Demty Sva. g
o
i e Lol L
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Robertson ir I St. Cyres (Viscount). See Oxford Bio-
J. q. L A HIS graphies.

St, Francis of Assisi. THE LITTLE
FLOWERS OF ’I'H E GLORIOUS
SER N HIS FRIARS.

55, nel.
Devotion and

rary of

r | St. Luke.
St. Mark.
Churehman's
| St. Matthew. ¢ Junior School Books.
St. Paul. { D THIRD
| EPISTI 3
TO THE CORINTE
James Houmnn\ J'

Roscoe (E. 5.)
Rn-n: (Edward).
1l lustrated, C»,

Salmon {A L.){
bii'lder“ifl Invd]

Rose [{; H\
Gould (5).

IMP

THE RIAL

‘\
f-_-chahe}d (AT
ham Hosp
Medicine.
| Scudamore (Cyril). See Little Guides.
'-u:upull {Dnm. L.). See Library of De-
|

OF OUR

See Simplified French

‘i«]:nwur‘ttF de.) “-"r K
Sélincourt(Hugh de). G
With 26 Illustrations.

nes
5 (\". P.), M.A,
DAILY LIFE,

]

(W’ Clark). T
111\ AL LORD CO

,\ GuUsTA GuesT,
Set,

R_}ley (M.
THE REN
trations.

Sainsbury (Harr
PRIN C IPIA

(Lond.), Ph.D.

; 1632 ; 1664 ;
r a complete set,

St. ﬁ.usclm.
St. Aug’ustme. Librar of Devotion.
St. Bernard. See Library of Devotion.

AM SHAKE.
\‘ ith an 1nlrcduumnand Notes
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by GEoRGE WY¥YND!
i1t dof, 108, 6

Demy Bvo.  Buck- | Southey (R.). ENGLISH SEAMEN
|  Edited by Davip Hannay.

bt:m.hrd | Vol. 1. (Howard, Clifford, Hawkins,

Second Edition. Cr.

f}'\lfll-\m Hawkins, Grenville,

‘-sin.llt,y {!’er(} ﬁ }. Standard
I-,ilepp'lrd (H. F.), M.A. See
Gould (5.).
b"ierwdl f.-‘\rthur)
.( Iy LJL' . dha

D\rkl;‘\) M.A. THE PAPER
riptive and Histori
ms and Plans. De

125, 6.
Spooner (“- A ), M.A. See Leaders of

Shin:le,v (Manf E.)-
(Z!I'IE

iI]‘wItJ] Y Horton), M.A. See Junior

Gi umbe). THE GUILDS OF
CE Nlustrated. Second Edifion.
165, mel.

. W.), B.D. See Library of

GOLF DO'S AND DONT'S.

Simonson (0. A.). 3
GUARDI. With 41 Plates, ons on Elemen-

lnperiai £3SOTIS O men
nih Edition. Feap.

SH0 Y« See Little Bocks on 0
Eleventh Edi-
SkIpton (H. P. K.). See Little Bocks on

5Indt.n (Douglas).
Winter 1
Second 9.
Smallwaood (M. G. )
Art,
Smcdleyt’F E.).
Smith

ILY: The New

Illustrations. 18mo.

TIONS FROM CJ
War, Fourth
ILH{G

FOR UNS
centh Ed. Fe

LASY TIN PASSAG
II \\‘~T ATION. 77

A. First Exercises

With Vocabulary.
THE
AND

Little

See

] HOUGHTS FOR
by. Feap. Buve.

& Wardsworth (W),
A BOOK FOR

K OF EXMOOR. el
REPE-
. according to Sub-
Sixteenth Edition. Feap. Bvo.

1llustrated. 61,
Snowden(C. E.). A HANDY DI(
BRITISH HI l'(JE\\ )’Jruu
Sophocles. ‘e:l’_ 15, 6. i
Sornet (L. A.), ane See | A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS.
Junior School Bookt.. 18meo. Fourth Edition. 1s.

8
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STEPS TO GREEK. Fourth Edition, | R,—\BP LAIS. From the translation of Sir
18mro HART and P. A. Mot x. With
“IIORLEE:{ G&RFFh T‘RI\TLI\ Third a I'ortl’al.t:l!\ Photogravure. Cr. Sve. gs. 6d.
. 15, 6a,
SES TO.\ UNSEEN Stnne (5. J.)», POEMS AND HYMNS.
{7 ith a Memoir by F. G. ELLERTON,
\ . With Portrait. Cr. 8zo. 65,
Storr (Vernon F) A., Canon of Win-
| chester. DEVE PMENT AND
| DIVINE PL'RIJOSL Cr. Bvo. 55 mef,
S:or}' (.f\ d: T AMERICAN
IN E SLAND. With 4 Il
iuq.uucnsm Colour, and 19 other Illustra-
i cap. 6d. tions. Crown Bvo. 6s.
Ps 10 l‘lxI' \CH :‘r:m’i’t Edition, See also Little Guides,
84. Straker (F.). See Books on Business.
CH LESSONS. Ninth Edi- | Streane(A, W. ), D.D. See Churchman's Bible.
Streatfeild (R. A, MODERN MUSIC
AND MUSIC With 24 Iilustra-
tmn-. Second E Der g5 6. met,
See also New L ibrary of
-1 Strm:d (Henry), D.Sec., N
TARY PRACTICAL P
-:-.anr"ms Second B

the use of Schools, \\ ith Introduc-
\oh:x and \u)L.\.mI"ny Hourth

15,
ASSAGES FOR UN-
Sirtk Edi

ELEMEN-
28, With

s revised. Cr.

pig, 27,

o, 45. Bd,
FOR RE- bturch (F.), Staff lrs.n.c.mr to the Surrey
| County cil. MANUAL TRAINING
DRAWI (WO 0D WOR k
Sol to Examination Questions,
graphic, Isometric and Oblique Projection.
With so Flates and 140 iu,nreu. Foolscap.
55. mel.

) ‘iuudqrdscr—‘ ) Sco Qtrr\loﬁsoh(C )3
btepheusou (f.. )y of cal Lo]'c"r Surtees (R. S
jradford, and Sllddﬂrds (F.) of the | Sutherland ( i::rn), Of D AGE PEN.
1S ds. ATEXTEBOOK | SIONS IN THEORY AND PR’\C'II(“L,
R [IENTAL WITH SoME ForeIGN ExamrLEs. Cr. 8oo,
SV 34, 6. net.

Member of the British
FUNGI AND HOW
16 Coloured
and 32 Mono-

s te.r ne ( Laurence),

Plates by M. K.
Steuart (I\uthurlm
WATE

taml”-r'c: r.-r 55, el

| Symes (J. . THE FRENCH
REVOL U'l lU\I Secomd Edition. Cr. Sve,
25, 6d.

Sympson (E. Mansel), M.A.,, M.D. See

Tabor (Margaret B.). THE SAINTS IN
ART., With 2o Illustrations. Feag. 8ve.

35, 6d. net. ,
Tacitus. AGRICOLA. Edited by R, F.
5, MLA,

Water.,” Dem
Stevenson (R, L
ROBERT LOUIS
FAMIL Y

d

MEMORIES.
Tatham (Frederick
Tauler (J.). e |
Taylor (A. E.).
METAFPH
0. 108,
aylor (F.G.
lq}[nr(l‘ A.)
[‘.J)rlor (John
THE SAIN With 26 Illustrations.
Denty Bvo. 75, 6d, nef,

£ (G
venson {M. 3
10 THE MAR(

Gos

&-toddart (-’\nnﬂ M.} See Oxford Bio-
graphies.

Stokes (F. 4.), B.A. HOURS WITH

BADISCHE
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Taylor (T. M.), M.
apd Caius

'le-m}son U\lired
POLEMS. Edit
Introduction, b\_.'

Cr. Brvo.

Thompson (
Thompson llrum_

ary.
t'}x nrui Biographies. | on Art.

A.,

AND THE

1 I;; J. CuorTOoN ‘wc"junlor

! Tyrrell=C (qi:runces}. See Little Books

uary's Book

ELEMENTARY | Unwin (George). See Antig
\rnr:fuu {Il.lt'ry]. THE C
R, 3

e Li

(H!:ba_rt MJ I
THE ROY. \]
JART,

d Wade (J. H.),
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VoL. 1.—THE RiNG oF THE NIBELUNG. and Cooper (C. S.), F.R.H.S. THE
: |  YOUNG BOTANIST. With 8 Coloured

Vor. L, LoHEWGRIN. and | and63 1.‘.:ck and White Plates drawn from
RAIL: h.ul_m- by C. F. NewarL. Cr. 8o, 34. 64.
Vor. Al
\Vamem.ln (P‘aul). A 5U W[ui:ley (C.). Sec Hen]ey (W. E.)
FIN .-\.\l]'i With Whibley (L.), M.A., Fellow of Pembroke

r | College, Lamund*e. GREEK OLIGAR-

Demy Sovo. CHIES : THE ER ORG ISATION

| AND CHARACTER. .C

. | White (Bustace E.)» THE
H.{JC!\I ¥ PLAYER. W nh
tions, Secomd Edition. .-"cn‘)qrn r:

\-Vhlte (George F.), Lieut.-Col.

TURY OF SPAI\ AND xORlLLrAL

Drm}r 8vo. 128, Ol mel

White (Gilbert).

Whitfield (E.
Series.

| Whitehead (A. W.). GASPARD DE
COLIGNY, Apmirarn or Frawnce.
With 26 Illustrations and 1o Maps and
Plans, Demy Bvo. 125, 64, nel.

YWhiteley (R. Lloyd), F.I *rincipal of
[m’: Munic |ml b{. )1 “-cc.t. ,_mr“-

L )

| Cr. 8po, 28,64,

| Whitley (Miss). See Dilke (Lady).

Whitling (Miss L.), late Staff Teacher of
the National Training School of Cockery.
THE COMPLETE COOK. With 42
Illustrat Demy Boo, 75, 6d. net,

Whitten (W.). Sece Smith (John Thomas).

Whyte(A. G.), B.Sc. See Bookson Business.

‘Wile:nriarce (Wilirid), See Little Books
on Art.

Wilde (Oacqrj. DE PROFUNDIS.

7

Herne B: \v
ON ENGI 'i

Walters (H. L ).
and 7

dard Library.

ee
) M.A. See Commercial

\\' }, -I ‘A. See School Histories
u L. T.tun (Char

Weatherhead
T[O'q PAPE

rge W ; {
)lul{%l’H‘s OF I"HI B

With Maps and Diagrams. Cr. Twelfih Edition. Cr. Bve.  ss. net.
THE WORKS OF OSCAR \V[LDE In
. €.). See Textbooks of Techno- 12 Volumes. Feap, 8vo. Gilt fep. Deckie
edee. 55, net eack volume,
“ c:gull (Arthur E. P.). AGUIDE fﬂ I. Lon": Am‘luw SaviLe's CrRIME and
E Mr. W. H. 11. ToE

i AN J.l(‘L'llll S OF UPPER
VP'.[ From Abydos to the Sudan
th 67 Maps, and Plans.
78, 6. et

| Y Pm M8 (includ-
"I he ]»'\Uml of Reading
5"} 1. Lapy
oMman oF No
HussanD.
EAN\ITSI
%,
and

{ storical
ance,’ ¢ London
XIL SALOME,
Lo SamTe

H.), B.A. THE ALIEN
Cr. Bvo.  2s. Gd.

iams Noel)) THE WOMEN
BONAPARTES. The Mother and three
Smrprr-of Napoleon. With 36 I]Iu:uauom

DY : MARIE :\DL[ DE OF
sk DE Bource Mot HER
With a Fro
16 other
Demy Buvo,
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(‘\'TEljur J. E.}, R.
15 OF TE

D.A.Q.-M. I'J.
TORY & I}

CIVIL ¥

See

el P
stopher), M.A.
THE i‘OT,.\IS QOF.

No

Begi
Wilmot-Buxton (E. M.), F.
MAKERS OF EUROPE.
European H ry for the Mid
e 12 Maps., Tenth K

1
A
16 11I;
A HISTORY
FROM THE CoM
THE YEAR 187 0.
fion. Cr. Boo.

AD AND RIV!

Churchman’s

rIﬂ:(C Gordon). ‘*u Dante.
v_'llt J.

op
i5 FOR RE

| w att (Kate M. )
w;,,me(,x B

N
ETITION. Feap, Bveo,

See Gloag f\F
M( {

Wilson (H.
Wilton (Rich
TORALIS

Home. | Wi
Winboelt (S. 155, mel.
LATIN Wyllie (M. A.).
I A'l'lN H ¥ jL?f\LH
Composi

Windle (B. C ’\.

C[)\[T’I,T‘TJ’

" THE
. Wit

.Sfc:mf!* o
Wood (J. A. E.)
Technology.

“f'l)ﬂd {J. l‘l' i
an'm_rn (Antonia), WHAT IJO WE
NING ELECTRI-

15. 6, met,

Wood L“- Blrkhe;k‘r
Worcester College, O

Edmonds | CITY? Fe

Ancient Cities

General Editor, B. C, A. \\'I’QT)LE. D.Se., F.R.S.
Cr,

RrRGH. By M
ated by He
p

, M.A.,

C. A
H. N
A.O.F

Ev BE.
Ilustrated by E.
Dusrin.

by W. C. (
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H/EOLOGY
Ey R. Munr

CerLTic ArT
T

st
D.,

George Clin,
tions.
H Mon.

,-\:4 TONY AND
Case,

HamLeT

1 C.

Hart.

BELLs oF ExcLa

Raven, D.D., With 6o 1llustra- By George Unwin, With 37 Illustrations,
tions, Second . Mavor awp MawortalL Recorps, THE.
Brasses oF Ewcrawp, Tue. By Herbert By Nathaniel J. Hone. With s4 Illustra-

- Meprevarn HospiTaLs oF Encranp, THE.
IN Pacan anp CHRISTIAN By Rotha Mary Clay, With m'my 1llus-
By J. Romilly Allen, F.S | trations.
Wi 14-1 Plates and numerous Illustratio OLp vice Booxs oF THE Encrism

Cuurch FurnrTure. By J
F.5

ExcrisH COSTUME. ]"
to the End of the Eig

ot C:nquu 0.

An edition of Shakespeare in single Plays. Edited with a full Introduction, Textual

.-ur 's WeLL Trar Exps WeLL. Edited by | *Maceers.  Edited by H, Cuningham.
f. O. Brigstocke, MEASURE FOrR MEasure. Edited by H. C,

Cruperivg. Edited by E. Dowden.
Comepy oF Errors, Tue. Edited by Henry “}'_: 5 \L]:::LH oF Wnpsor, THe. Edited by
Cuningham. A Mipsvmmer Nicgur’s Dream. Edited by

Edited by E. Dowden. Secomd H. Cunin

Y Edited by W. J. Craig. or Arnexns. Edited by K. Deigl
RICHARD 1L Edited by A. H. | Trrus Anprownicus. Edited by H. B. Eaildon.
ompson. Trom.vs awp Cressipa.  Hdited by K,
Lire anp DeaTH oF King Joun, The. Edited Deighton.

by Ivor B. John.
Love's Lasour's Lost. Edited by H. C. by R. W. E

GENERAL LITERATURE 25

The Antiquary’'s Books
General Editer, J. CHARLES COX, LL.D., F.S.A,
Demy 8vo. 75 Gd. net.
AND Farse ANnTIQUITIES. | Forx-Ton As aN HisToriCAL SciEnce. By

o, LL.D. With 8z Illustrations. G. L. Gomme. With 28 Illustrations.
Tug, By Canon J. J. | GiLps axp Compawies or Lowoon, THE.

M.A. With 85 Illustrations. tions.

Cuurcn. By Christopher Wordsworth,
M.A., and He:ury Littlehales, With
. | _ 38 Coloured and other Illustrations.

AR A o .B. | Pamisit LiFe 1v Meprevar ExcLaxp. B
S st F b | the Right Rev. Abbott Gasquet, 05]3y

Prehistoric Times | With 39 Illustrations. Second F:’a.wn

Cﬂt‘hlc.{.‘ﬂ‘l'l:\' f%y R}.:u N5 OF T][E PrREHISTORIC AGE IN

With 1- ; ‘II.'l:.Jsu-m | LNGLAND. B. C. A. Windle, D.Se.,
- : P.R S. \Vuh o4 Illustrations.  Secomnd

= f:r'Jmm

By the Right Rev. | Rovar Forests or Encranp, Tue. By J.

: h so Illustra- | ¢, Cox, LL.D,, F.S.A. Withas Plates and

Fourth 108 23 other Illustrations.

J. Harvey Bloom. | SHRINES oF BriTisH Saiwts. By J. C. Wall.

With 28 Plates and 5o other Illustrations,

T By Adolpl
With oy I].ustr., on

ch, F.

AsTIC L

The Arden Shakespeare

Demy 8vo. 25, 6d. net eack volume.

Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page,

CreoraTrA. Edited by R. H. | " Hart.
MercHANT oF VeEnick, Tur. Edited by
| K. Pooler.

| OTHELLD. ed by H. C. Hart.

Edited | by M. Macmillan, PericLEs. Edited by K. Deighton.
Edited by H. A. . Romeo AND JurLiET, Edited by Edward
Pr. 1.  Edited by H C. Dowden.
Taming or THE SHrEWw, Thr. Edited by
Pr. 1. Edited by H. C. R. Warwick Bond,
K. Pooler. TempesT, THE. Edited by M. Luce.

Two GENTI r\m‘v or VErona, THe. Edited

| TweLFTH NJC‘I{I Edited by M. Luce.
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The Beginner's Books
Edited by W. WILLTAMSON, B.A,

By W. | Eas¥ Sto

Encrisu IIr.Tovv By
on;, F.R.Hist.5. Fift

Rr;\t AN H'
-Buxton., Secomd

Books on Business .

Cr. 8vo. 25 6d. net.
AvtomosiLE Inpustry, TuE, G. Holden- | Law v Busings H, A. Wilson. ;
Miming InvesT

A.

+ Baker,

; Marker, Tue. F. Straker.

MonoroLr 's, Axp Kamrteris. F.
cULTURE, Tue. A. W. H
Ports A

s Douglas Owen.
RANCE, THF A, J. Wilson.
. Fidler. With 15

: Its History,
nce, Dawvid
sTRY AND Trapg, Tue. S. J.
With & I" strations.

v: Licaring,
« G. Whyte,
RON IH«U)— aF GreAT Britamw, The. J.
S. Jeans. With 12 Illustrat

Second

TrapeE Unions. G. Drage.

Byzantine Texts
Edited by J.. B. BURY, _\1..-\.. Litt, D,

Tue Syriac CuroNicL : Edited by C.
ZacnariaH oF Mitviene. Translated e a8, emy B () |
F. J. Hamil <D CHRONICON ATHEN
Demy Bro, Professor S, P. Lambros.

Evacrivs. Edited b

dited by John
Parmentier. Dem .

The Churchman’s Bible

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D,, F.R.S.E.

Feap. Bvo. 135, 6d. met each.

Barnes, D.D.

ined ]:}, W. E.
W .

ted by A. W, Streane,

PAUL - |
' |
A
. THE \|c~||1[ TO
Ex- .
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s |

The Churchman’s Library
General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D.,F.R.S.E,
Crown 8vo. 35, 6d. each.
or Excrisu C IANITY. E NeEw TESTAMENT PROBLEMS. By
W' | Arthur Wright, D.D. 6s.
Tﬂ THE | THE WoRri -m'r-smp oF THE PravEr Boox :
L3 ..-\ \I Mackay, B.A. l Its LELchr{_)mldi al Aspects. By J.

Dowden Second Edition, Revised
and Enlarged.

Son

Tue BEGINK

By F. B. Jevons, MLA., Litt.D.

Clagsical Translations
Crown 8wo.

ian Trilogy (Agamem-

ranslated

\Ff-c:wi.ps—v—'l heOr cE—The Odes and Epodes. Translated

D. Godley, M.A. as.

—5Six Dialogues Translated by S, T,
s MLA. 35 64,

SOPHOCLES—

E. D. Mo

Translated by
.

la and Germania. Trans-
Townshend. 25 6d.

L—Thirteen Satires. Translated by
‘: G. Owen, M.A., 25.6d.

Chssic% of Art

. LAING.

Gilt top.

By Edward Dillon, M.A. With a
siece in Photogravure and 483 Plates.

Exs. By H. B, Walter
nd 128 Illustrations in the

RS OF THE

Rex By A. P. Oppé.  With a Frontis-
D. hotogravure and 200 Illustra
net.

plr:t_t in
tions. 124,

Master | *Trrran By Charles Ricketts. With about
o Plates. 200 Tllustrations. 12s. 6. mef,

yez. By A. de Beruete, With g4
108 Gd. mel

Jes
125. Ca.l’ net.
pato. By Gerald 5. Davies

o e

er | VELA:

Commercial Series
C?'au'u Swvo.
AND COLONIES FRO

Gibbins, L\ t.D.,
CoMMERCIAL ExamiNATION PAPERS.
sibbi D., M.A. 15 64,
tMERCE, By H. de|
.D., M.A, Second Editi

rciAl CORRESPONDENCE. By
With Vocabulary. Secosnd

A L-},u“.\\ Com
Bally, With V.
MERCIAL GROGRAPHY OF THE BRITISH
By L. W. Lyde, M.A, Seventh
A Comumercial. GrocrarHY oF ForgiGy
NaTions. By F. C. Boon, B.A. 25

By S. E.

SR-KEEPING
B. M*Allen, N
. By W. Dougla
5.

A Primer or Business
MLAL :
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The Connoisseur’s Library
Wide Royal 8vo. 255, net.
il Davenport. With 40
e

LUROPEAN NA .
3 | hame, C.B. W
PORCF‘LA!\ By [ rd Dillen. With 19 and Half-
in Colour, 20 in Collotype, and & in
avure.

By Henry H. Cunyng-
54 Plates in Collotype
4 Plates in Colour.

11THS' Work., By
h sx Plates in
spiece in Photo.

]

By Dudley Heath. With o
in Colour, 15 in (vl‘u;) pe; and 15 in

« With 37 Illus.

gravire
; By A, ;\T nk]\t_lL With 8o Plates in | 12 in Colour.

S. Robinson, | S b y Birch. h 5

e '\m‘. one in t . pe and a Frontispiece

CoLouRED Bv Martin | JE By H. Clifford Smith. With so
rhr.,l( With 28 Illustrations in Colour 1 | t in Colour.

and Collotype.

Handbooks of English Church History
Edited by . H. BURN, B.D. Crown 8vo. a5, 6d, net.

NSOF THE Encrisa CH

=i, | THE B

A,

L CHURCH AND THE Paracy

Norman Con- | Tu ATION Pemion. By Henry

] G
The Illustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books
Feap 8vo. 35, 6d. net eack volume.

COLOURED BOOKS
rge Paston. ‘ ILJL H ¥ OF _Imm:w Quaz Ge:

Orp Corouren Books. By G
With JJCO.Uurcd Plates. Feap

of * Dut_r.ur

1 Plates,
A

17 Colour rll’
Text by John Le
\IR

Jomrrocks' Jau
Surtees. W
Alken. Second X

Ask Mamma. By R,

oloured Pla[t
W |I|nm(r‘cm\n |

"sur(cu With 13 the I\"tmljleG

Coloured Plates and 70 Woodcuts in the |
Leech.

Text by _Iu 1

515 O HuNTIN
R. ‘-urlce 7 C
Henry Alken, and . 43 Il
1"m Tovr oF D

Iy Pierce Egan,
lore Lane,
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ILLusTRATED PockeT LisRARY OoF PLAIN AND CoLourED Books—cenfinued.
Tux NATIONAL .Sr'os;'rs 0? GREAT B‘E!TAI\ | Rear Lire 1w IrELaND, or, the Day and
Night Scenes of Brian Boru, Esqg., and his
by Henry £ Tken. | gant Friend, Sir Shawn O'Dogherty.
g | By a Real Paddy. With 19 Coloured Plates

JRES OF A PosT Cartain. By by H 1, f\hrf: ote.,

With 24 Coloured Plates | Tyg Apventures or Jounny NEWCOME 1
THE Navv. By Alfred Burton. With 16
Coloured I’latc-. by T. Rowlandson.
s Squire: A Poem. By
With zo L.uh)::lr:d

'by Mz, Williams.

Gamon1a : or, t‘xe ArL of Pre
i Me

by me_rxe ¥
Caoloured Plates . '\clerm:c,
un(‘sand
ty, being
t, Eccen-
With :.u Coloured
CruiksHang, and many

wood. Twe Folumes.

i with a

By Geofirey

75, nel,

EO ODKES

PLAIN

: '],QW| R OF

Loxpon, By W. Harrison
and 58 Woodcuts
ikshank.

Smedley. With

!N Gco—gr f,rm
pY. By Samuel
by the Author.
T ANGLER. By Izaak Walton
les (_,Gl[o 1. With 14 Plates and 77
"oodct'ts in the Text.
Tue Pickwick Parers. By Charles Dickens.
: By W, Ha'nmn Ainsworth. With the 43 Tllustrations by Seymour and
With 22 PLzLe and 87 Woodcuts in the Text FPhiz, the two Buss Plates, and the 32 Con-
by George Cruikshank. temporary Onwhyn Plates,

over. With 24
gravure.
RATIONS OF THE Be

InAL

Junior Examination Series
d by A. M, M. STEDMAN, M.A. Feap. 8vo. 15

JNIOR AL GEBRA Examrvation Pargrs. By| Junior GEoGRAPHY ExaminaTion PAPERS.
By W. G. Bs M.

¢ PAPERS. J‘,\I{JE G

. Voeg

By | _]m.m'c GrEEX Examivation Parers, By T.
C. Weathe I Ke 5. mel.

%10k LATI s ByC.

th Edition. Kev,

AMINATION PAPERS. By

G. Botting, B.!

I-\A\nw\ | a5 6d. nel.
. Kes .., Junior HisTory
W. O. P. Davies

TioN Pare
35, 64,

AMINATION ParErs. By

Methuen’s Junior School-Books

Edited by O. D. INSKIP, LL.D., and W. WILLIAMSON, B.A.

By | A Junior Excrisu GRammar. By W. Willi

I on, B.A. With numercus p for par:

L 1nd a chapter on Ezsay Writ
fon. Cr. 8o, 25

CueMisTRY. By E. A, Tyler, BA.,

Three Maps, C With 78 Illustrations. Fifeh Edi-

TuE GosrEL ACCORDINGTOST. Mark. Edited tion. Cr. Sve. 25 6d. o

by A. E. Rubie, D.D. With Three Maps. Tue Acrs or THE Arvostims. Edited by

Cr. Bvo. 1. 6d. A. E. Rubie, D.D. C» 8vp. 2s.

A f_.H\" Book oF DictaTion Pi
Wil 1/

Lr Bro.
THE Gosrel. ACCORT
Edited by E. Wilton §

E.
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: ScHooL Bo

es by Williar
ree Maps. Cr.

By H. G. Ford,

H. N. Asman,

Leaders of Religion
Edited by H. C. BEECHING,

n of Westminster,

The Library of Devotion
With Introductions
Small Pott Svo, ¢l

{5 OF 5T,

d (where nec

s 25 7 leather, 25. 6

A.  Edited,

lerbert Pentin,

D.
Way. By J. Taule
» Hutton, MLA. ~ Second
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AL Monpo:
nd - Immor:
rl of N

ion
tditor of *
Death.’

Tug SririTuAL Guipg, which ]')1~l-ral1.|rvl:1

S the Soul and bring
ACRA PrivaTa.  Edited to the Fruition of Perfect
and the Rich Treasure of h
Dr. Mich 1
fmiri hel

v J

’\" LS I
] ed, with an Imrom.cuon by
‘anon C. Bodington.

PrivaTae. By Lancel nE Andrewes,
of Wincheste I
by Canon F. Irightman.
an I|;lmdm_.uu., by A. E.

THE GLorlOUS
A

A Day Book from the

¥ W.
s of Many Nations.

tion by A. G.

Little Books on Art

With many [lustrations. Demy 16mo. 25, 6d. net.

pages, and contains from 3o to 40 Il

J. W. Bradley.

-I"‘-JATL;R'F‘-.
OuR LADY 1N
RAPHAEL. A.
REMBRANDT.
Turner. F. T].rrc
Vanpyck. M. G. Smallwood.

W. Wilberforce and A, R.

i, Jenner.
Second Ldition.

1 G. Paston.
. H. B. Walters.
o Boucner. E. F. Pellard
Mrs. G. Fortescue.

silbert. 3
Watts. R. E. D, Sketchley.

The Little Galleries
Demy 16mo. 25, 6d. nel.

Each volume contains 2o plates in Photogravure, together with a short outline of
of the master to whom thc book is devoted.

kY OF REYNOLDS. A Lirtie GaLLErY oF MirLais.
oF Roms A Litrie GaLiervy oF Hwcrisi PoeTs.
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The Little Guides
With many Illustrations by E. H. NEw and other artists, and from photographs,
Small Pott 8vo, cloth, 2

The main features of these Guide
trations from plmLc}gr.}phs and by well-kn
ad \q_:m: but com ntati

t treated,

“ompkins,

The Little Library
With Introductions, _\'rJ:r.‘_c;. ind P]]U[(“"r"’\’l!rt 1”-1:1 5
Small Pott 8vo. Each Volume,
Anon, A LI.'I TLE BOOK OF ENGLI
LYRICS i,

Second

Crabbe r(lcor;:c\ SELEC nr
ii_]J CRABBE., E

ATHE
l..T.le){!\\

| Brownmg (Robert). SELECT

FROM THE EARLY POI
ROBERT J\E\O\\\I\U Editec
Harr Grirrm, M.A.
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Tre LitteeE Lis
Deane (A. C.
HT VE

Rucheioucnuld (La). THE MAXIMS OF
L OCHEFOUCAULD. Translated
i.r} lJc_a.a Stanuore, Edited by G. H
PowELL.

Smith (Hnraccand.]nmeﬂ REJECTED |
ADDRESSES. Edited by A. D. GobLEY,

A SENTIMENTAL
tdited by H. W. PauL.

THE F ‘\]\TV
LORD T}

“With an Intro-

and Notes by J. Edited by ELZABETH

ArETH WORDSWORTH.
NITY FAIR.
hree Volumtes.

Edited by 5. GWYHN,

BOC 5. GWYNN.
n (Itcllr}\ IOI MS OF
\Id‘k". AU n_ul'.-a\ Edited by EDWARD

f LONC

HuTTto
l FarTar Walton {[zauk) 'll(L COMPLEAT
Marvell (Andrc“) THE POEMS OF ANGLER. Edited by J. Buchan.
\- REW MARVELL. Edited by E. | Waterhouse (E !|raheth1 A LITTLE
BOOK ﬂl I]] K ) DEATH. Edited
.'\‘iil!'.on (.Iohn). THE MINOR POL ‘~IL> by, Twelfi

Lorlﬂ‘fa low [I! SELECTIONS

LLOW. Edited by

N MILTON. Edited by H. Wordswo u(W IONS FROM
M.A. \\{)th\\ Ol{ll[ d by NoweLL

C. SMITH. ¥
F. HENDERSON. Wordsworth (W.)and Coleridge (S. T.).
N:chois(J B.B.). A LITTLE BOOK OF LYRICAL BALLADS. Edited by GEORGE
ENGLISH SONNETS. SAMPSON.

The Little Quarto Bhakespeare
Edited by W. J. CRAIG. With Introductions and Notes.
FPott 16mo. JIn 40 Volumes. Leather, price 15, net eack wvolume,

Mahogany Revolving Book Case. 105 tichs

Miniature Library
Reprints in miniature of a few interesting books which have qualities of
humanity, devotion, or literary genius.
and Modern In-
rGerald.  From

Pickering in
, 25, nel

By i Poronivs: or Wise

ion pub- stances. By Ed

J"):a:zyi the edition put
|

1852. De:
Tue Rupki

32 Leather, 25, net.
Tue [n or Epwarp, Lorp F
Y. Written by himself. F Edward FitzGerald. From the st edition
n printed at Strawberry Hill in the of 1859, Fowrth Edition. Leather, 15
764,  Demy 3amo. Leather, 25, net. nel,

oF Omar Knavvism. By
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A New Historical Series

H. N. ASMAN, M.A,, B.D.

Historv. By E.
0, 18, O I

V.

Edited by the Re

*STomiESs rROM A
Bower, B.A. Cr

¢ HisTory
-R.Hist.

The New Library of Medicine
Edited by C, W. SALEEBY, M.D., F.R.S.Edin. f-'r'.-‘f;,"S:-'ﬂ.

: Han IT. H. Sainsh
eases. A, T. Sc

CARE or THE Bop F. Cavanagh,

. Tur. Right

louston.

iH( o,

Lu‘uulc “Chas. P. Ch

Newman.

IPATION. Sir Thomas | Pwr—

. T
h lIIB. Artl

in its Medico-Soc
]n);‘mrll.\mcru ]:.hlll:i_hjl N. Kelynac
75. 6d, nel.

The New Library of Music
Edited by ERNEST NEWMAN. Demy 8ve, s, 6d. nel,

Huco Worr, By Ernest Newman. With | HaxpeL. By R, A. Streatfeild. With 12
13 [llustrations. |.l trations.

Oxford Biographies
vl mwr, cloth, 25, 6d. net ; leather, 35. 6d. nel.

T. F. Henderson.

Dante Ary

M ‘Dowall.

na M. Stod-

With 12

3y Walter Sichel. With 12

By H G La

F. H. Capey. With 12

TENDER. By C. 5. Terry. iscount 5t Cyres. L

ations.

Romantic History
Edited by MARTIN HUME, M.A.  With Ilustrations. Demy

A series of attractive volumes in which the
such as afford romantic human interest, in adc

Tue I-'ms-r G NETHER- | 1] D
By | T
AND PHILIP, By |
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School Examination Series
Edited by A. M, M. STEDMAN, M.A. Crown 8vo, 25 6d.

SH ]IISTDK!’. ]

Greex Exa

Stedman,
Kev.

| History AND Gusckamw EXAMINATION

P s. By C. H. Spence, M.A. Thira

NATION P
i

M. M.

|
| Fﬂuﬂ‘a‘
~ E | th Edition. Gr nmel.
Morich | Prvsics EXAMINATION Parers. By R. E.
Kev. |~ Steel, M.A,, S

School Histories

Tllustrated. Crown 8vo. 15. 6d.,

A “Cm\m His or WarwicksHire, By | A Scroor Historv oF Surrev. By H. E
C. > R Malden, M.A.

By

* | A Schoor History or Minpresex. By V.G.

vy ]I Plarr, M.A., and F. W. Walton, M.A.

CH
W. E. Rb-_\._:

Simplified French Texts
Edited by T. R. N, CROFTS,; M. A,
Feap 8vo.  1s
Appartan. By Edouard Laboulaye. Adapted | Le Docrevr MaTufvs, By Erckmann-
y J. A. Wilson. | Chatrian. Adapted by W. P. Fuller, M.A.

Deux ConTes. By P. Mérimée. Ads 1| M. pE BEAUFORT A VINCENNES. Ly A
by J. I'J“IQL‘.ca:i:s’ g | " "Dumas. Adapted by P. B. Ingh

. | UIPAGE DE LA Be
Epmoxnp ‘}A\JEH By A. Dumas. Adapted | phonse Dauadet.
By MCICE P | Crofts, MLA.
JEAN Var . By Victor Hugo. Adapted LHl«mlM& p'unvg Turire. By A. Dumas.
by F. W. A, Adapted by T. R. N. Crofts, M. A, Second
La BATAILLE D
Chn rian. £
BourLLiE Au
\( apted by P. B 11‘ h & Ad:\])'u‘lh
La Cuavson pe RoLaxp, A(.:lptcd by H. | D '\.JAccmA SAmNT [

Rien, M.A. Second E oy Adapted by F. W. M. DNAPBL, M.A.
Le ConscriT pE 1813, By Erckmann-Chatrian. | REmy LE CHEVRIER. By E. Souvestre.
Adapted by H. Rieu, | Adapted by E. E. Chottin, B-es-L.

Simplified German Texts

Edited by T. R. G. CROF’I‘S, M.A. JFeap. Buo. 15
Der MuiLer am Rueme. By C. Brentano. | Diz Noruevrer, By W, H. Riehl. Adapted
Adapted by Florence A. Ryan. by P. B. Ingham, M.A.
Die GESCHIC! vow PeTER ScHLEMiHL. | Usoise usp Huipseawp., By La Motte

BEyA.v. Chamisso. Adapted by R. C, Perry. Fouqué. Adapted by 1. R. N. Crofts, ML A.

Baden-Wiirttemberg



-

36 MESSRS. METHUEN'S CATALOGUE

Six Ages of European History
‘dited by A. H. JOHNSON, M.A, With Maps
AGE oF THE, | E

Croton Bvo. 25, 6d.

ND

By 1273-1453

E EnvicuTENED DESPC
.. A. H. Johns

Mippre Ace, ThE,

REFORMA-
. Lees, 5

THE, 476-g18.

Methuen’s Standard Library
volumes, 15, 6d.net.  Paper, 64, net: dot
M AURELIUS. | THE [
1

John N
Thomas

SHELLEY.

Robert Southey.
THE NaTurar HisTORY AND ANTIQUITIES OF
SELBORNE. Gilbert White.

JR. Ben J
's REVELs.
Jonson.

FoeTAasTER. Ben |

Texthooks of Science
Edited by G. F. GOODCHILD, M. A., B.Sc., and G. R. MILLS, M.A.
Ful #

With many
6.

and School.

By C. E.

Jackson,

¥ Prvsics.
e,

COMETRY.
Cr. Boo,
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Textbooks of Technology

sty

s of Theology

By A,

v ( HRISTLAN DocT
Saker, M.A., Demy

e History or | T
. Jevons: ‘M.A.,
3. DemcyBro. 103, 6al

The Westminster Commentaries

| Tue Boox or G
duction and

Tur Acts oF THE ArosTLES. Edited
B. R ity B

- o
M*2 s, B.D: \hlu a \[1,; and 3 Plans.
Z

L.  Edited H. A. Red-
t. Demy Bvo. 105, 6d.

'HE Bo
pa (‘r- M.A., D.Li D.D. _{,’em) Bvo.

G

" Part II.—FicTION

Aibancsl(E Maria). S

AH AND TIIL IN
0\' L OTHER. Fourt .. Cr

n\.\ TO .\T.\hl‘ A Dnrqc
e Co.
JkERY, A P. THOMSON.

‘HE
dred F, Bark

E.

515,

5 b)f CS R. Driver, D.D,

ited by E. C‘ S D!hscn.
. G5,

YI\(,II’L}"

By J. A. E. Wood.
Boa. 11, 64,

Stupy oF TEXTILE
Demny

s R. | Ax InTrRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF THE

Bumn, D.D, Demy

icion- 1N ExncLanD
lJrL'd. Caldecott, D.D.

General Editor, WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of Keble College,
Dean Ireland’s Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford.

Edited with Intro-

108, 6.

Dty Boo.
l:,dmvd with ln

AMELIA: Tnu
Third Edition.

[
TIHJ T’T 'DFR Or AN INNOCENT. 3 'y (’\'L'!u.de's THIS DAY'S MAD-
Second bs. Second Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s.
CAPRICIOU (_\ROF Second Edi-| Anstey (F.). A BAYARD FROM
Cr, Bvo. 6Gs. BENGAL. Mediumns 8vo. 6d.
H ND LOUISA. {(: nd  Edition. ,.-\uv.terl (J&'Irle} PRIDE AND PRE]JU-
6s.  Also Medi 6. DICE, Medium Buo. 6d.

G5,

'R, A PARASITE
JROWN K

Aveli Francis). ARNOUL THE ENG-
LYES OF MARY., Third | LISHMAN. Cr. 8ve. 65
Cr. Bva. 65, | Bagot (Richard), A ROMAN MYSTERY.

! 1 KNO\‘\-’- A MAIDEN. Third Edition. Third Edition. Cr. S;ﬂ. 63.
&dd.

Cr. Evo, 65 Also Medium 8vo. 6d. Also Medium Boo.
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THE PASSPORT. Fourth Edition. Cr. | Barr(James). LAUGHING THROUG
: C:

A WILDERNESS,

TEMPTATION. Fifth Editien. Cr. Bve. | Barr (Robert), '\”T?‘:T OF
- A T Cr. Bzo.  6s
ANT ”0\" CUTHBERT. Fourth Ediiion
Cr : Fifth

Bﬂliour fAndrevf

SWORD, Med,
Ball (Oona H.) (F
O\] fJRL? YE!

With 16
J2g, 6
Fifth

'URI'I'TI. 7 . CroBoo. 65

E\O \L OF THE SEA. Seventh

Als
THE VINT ’\C]._

Medium 8vo., 64,
1 Benson (M
| “VAN .

JUETHER.
s,
THE Q E " LOVE. Fi
Cr. Bve. G5, Also Mediveme Bro.
JACQUETTA. T

KI ALONE.
Medium 8

on. Cr. 8vo. 6.

:ﬂri‘!-fwn. Cr. BOWI(‘S ((_l ]
Ilustrated, | . DITTY BOX. Second Ed. Cr. 8vo. 15,6
gl Br{rl!gcrton (Ralph Harold. THE

MIL "

on. Cr.

Second

e AN }IO\ EST M/
Ilust:

2 -
D\R'] "[001\ ILJ\ LL"
GUAVAS THE TI

. C

Saceds il iy onte\CImrlntteJ SHIRLEY. Medism
&,

fro,

Bloundalle).
S. Mediu
Cafiyn (Mrs.) (‘ lota’).
VERER. |,
anphell
Second E,
Capes
| DIN

ACROSS THE
"3,

NNE MAULE.
6.

FERRIBY,

(Bernnrd
CONE
f{.’.r)’.

SWISLAND, Second £d. Cr. s ‘{fﬁgﬁf}&?{
ROBISH
s0 Med:
Do '\]1 TTIA. Il i Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6.
MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGENVEN,
Crown Boo, 6s. |
LITTLE TU'PENNY. Medium8vo. 6d.
FURZE BLOOM. MediumSvo, 6. |
B:lrﬂe(t (Edith A.). A WILDERN
WINNER. Secomd Editi

R Ed. C
Second K,

AN D F ]‘:HL.
TR

AGEDY. Second Editien.
MYSTERY.
A

3T. BEL. Second

SKEN E
2,
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TERIg ‘ THE LAKE OF WINE. A
Carey (Wymond). LO 4

Seconcd Edition. {"
Castle (Agnes
i 'HI]' OF

Crockett (S. R.), LOCHINVAR. Illus.
[r.m:r.l. Third Edition. Cr. 8ve. 6s.

Medism B 6.

R | T”I‘ |. ANDARD BEAT

| LI""J!\I’.‘I’ f‘\'lr.:.‘li._IM % T

Cr. Bwo, G
, OLD CAN-

Cr. 8vo. Gy,
Fowrth Edifion.

WONDER. Third

Chesney \“r E\lﬂlﬂr}‘_\ s
OF A BUNGALOW.
Cr. Boo. 6s.

Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). THE
WELL OF DOROTHY
Gorpon BrowNE. Secoma
3. £d.

A FLASH OF SUMMER

MRS. KEITH'S CRIM

Conrad({Joseph). TH
A Simple Tale. F

A SET OF SIX. Fourih

Lcrb-.tt (Jul

E \kln\x Seve
We.

raeme Boe

| \\[.IFI d Sro. 65
¥ | Also M :
" | A STATE SECRET.
. 35 Gl Also Medium
?TEL\I\R THE ARROGA
5 on, Cr. Bro.  Bs.

(Mar}) DISCIPLE._ Second Ed.

hird Edition. Cr.
Gt
T. Firth

o

Cuthc[i il:dlﬂ‘l E.). ONLY A GUARD-
ROOM DOG. Illustrated by W. PARKIN-
_n}\ Cromwn D" 35, Gd.
Dawson {\Vurrmgton). THE SCAR.
Second Ed . Cr. Bve. G5
THE SCOURGE Cr. 8wve. 6.
| Deakin (Dorothea). . THE YOUNG
COLUMEINE. With a Frontispiece by
Lewis BaAuMER. Cr. 8ro. 6s.
Deane (Mary)., THE OTHER PAWN
| Cr. Boo. 65
lHL. SOUL (o] Duylc (a‘\. Cnnan) ROUND THE RED
ion, Cr. 8vo. 6 | LA Edition. Cr.8ve. 6
\H(J’{\I\\ 00D. 644‘!{3‘»&1’!‘ Cr. Bra, 6a, ,\I-.u ufad. w Svo. 64,
3: A DREAM OF THE | Dumas (Alexandre). Seepage 46,
AGEDY. JForty-Fourth | Duncan (Sara Jeannette) (Mrs. Ewverard
E D

8' 6s. .r\'nﬂ Medi
Corelli (Mane) A ]\l'?\

LJ“* Taveni J J

Gs. Cotes). THOS LIGHTFUL
S OF SATAN. Fifly-Fifth AMERICANS. Medium 8vo. 6d.
ion. Cr. Boo, 6s. A VOYAGE OF CONSOLAT LGN 1llus-
ASTER CHRISTIAN. fdrt{}r)'r | Third Edition. Cr Bvo. 6s
177tk Thousand. Cr. Bvo. 6s. Also Medium 8vo. 64,

CINDERELLA. Second Edition,
. Bzo, 6s.

THE BURNT OFFERING. Second
Edition, Cr. Buo, 63

FOWER:

GOD'S G( nOT_) MAN : A SIMPLE LOVE
STORY, 7 i 150th Thou- [~Idndge(ﬂeorgLD‘) IV'I‘HE POTTER'S
sand. (' e SE. s, Boo. 6.

HOLY ORDE THE TRAGEDY OF A E ho‘t (Georgc) I]

otk | +
tion. 12004 | FLOSS, Medism Szo.

| E rshme {Mrﬂ. Sleaart} Tl—IE MAGIC
PLUMES. Cr. Bro. 6s.

Fenn (4. Manville). SYD BELTON; or,
The Boy who would not go to Sea. Illus-

% s trated by Gorpon BROWNE. Second Ed

CAMEOS. Twirteentk Edition. Cr. Boo. 6. Cr. 8vo. 35, 6d.

| Cotes (Mrs. Everard). = Duncan (Sara | Findlater(J. H.). THE GREEN GRAVES
Jeannette). OF BALGOWRIE. . itk Edition.

Cotterell (Consmuce,. THE VIRGIN Cr. 8uo. 65 Also Medium Bvo. 6d.
AND THE SCALES. Illustrated. Second T!IT' LADDER TO THE STARS. Second

Edition, fis. | Edition. Cr.8uo. 65,

‘\IILL ON THE

Toventy-seventh

enth Edition. Cr. Boo,

Cr
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A l1ﬂis]: (J. C.). IN THE GRIP OF THE
o TRUSTS

A Srtorv or 1gr4. Cr. Bva

Findlate; (’\‘lur}}-
15 nels

'J'HI IIR%’I CLAIM.
+, 8w,

| Hamliton
. Second E, %
Harraden (Bc.itricc\

MOODS, Four

IIurrnd(F ):’}- nces Fnrht.s Rnbcrtmn\
THE TAMING OF THE BRUTE, Cr
Boo. ' 61

| liart

K. Second

OF THE
Second f fon, Cr. Boo, 61,
Fraser (Mrs. Hugh). THE 3
OF TH ]‘ SWORD. Second

Cr :
lilcilcns fR'ﬂ)( t. THE PROPHET OF The
SQUARE,. Second Edition. 1

Third

THE LORD.

DD \r.‘n!: E

IC
Ed.

Gaskell (Mrs.). CRANFORD. Medrum

Sme ! Second  Edition.
MAR
THE

6. |

. JTH. GOD IN
( ‘e:mor). THE PLOW Wﬂ\!\\ " e,

0,
Ger; (I]urnﬂu:ﬂ
MONY. Medi
MADE OF

HOLY MATRI. |
el

trated, Eighth Edition.

5 MIRROR. Fourth Edition.

y .‘rcn Cr. Boo. 65, L

Cr. Bvo. 65

1"[ HI IC. Tilus-
o, Bs.

h a Fron-
Third Ed.

L] LIQL

MISS DRIVER. Witha =
H. Buckranp, Feurth =
og, .

ﬁrlmm( Fllel‘}rntherq) GRIMM'SF.
TALES., Illustrated. Medium

AIRY
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TALES, 'J(m”xwx 6d. | Cr. Bvo. 6s.
Housman (Clemence). THE LIFE OF
SIR AGLOVALE DEGALIS. Cr. 8ro. 6s. |
Hueffer (Ford Madox). AN ENGLI

l‘in\rliljunk (E. W.). DEAD MEN TELL | THE CROOKED WAY.

8:}6‘. 6,
GIRL: A RomaNceE. Second Edition. | THE TRAITOR'S \\"AY

Cr, Buvo. Gs. Linton(E. Lynn). TH
MR. APOLLO: A JLQT‘ Possisre Story. C.‘i." JOSHUA DAV
Second ition, Cr 6. Bzo. 6d,
Hutten(Barouesq v
5y

Hyne

BUCCANEE
C#. Boo.
L'\u'
NOVELIST, y4ard 7T

GION: A Mo
tion. Cr.Bvo, 6s.

AM: \':x'J.T.R OF CR/

Gs.

LIGHT FR
OwEN

rrci PEASANT LIFE.
Cri 8zo. 65
M'Carthy (Justin H.).
LU\ ALTY HOUSE.
Edition. Cr.Bvo. 65
THE DRYAD. Second &

Cr. 8vo. 3s. 64,
| AT SUNWICH
| Wi Oy Ninth £
DIALSTONE LANE.

OwEN. Seventh Edition,

ODD CRAFT. Il ted by WiLL Owen. |  Cr. Bve. 65
Third Edition. . 35 6d. | Macdonald (Ronald),

Ilustrated. |
f

Ef
SALTHAVE

Second Cr. Svo. 6.
SAILORS
OweN, &8 r. 820, ,.s‘ &d. FE. Fourth Edi

James (Henry). THLSOFT SIDE., Second
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 65,

THE BETTER SORT. C» Boo. 6.

THE GOLDEN BOWL. Tiird Edition.

A LDU\UEL OF PE
Edition. Cr.Bvo. bs.

Le Queux (William), THE HUNCH- | O
BACK OF WESTMINSTER. Third £d. |

Cr. Bvo, 635, Also Medium 8va. 6d.

g
1§
3

A] 50 ,i}cd:'tt»! 8

ALLEY OF THE Smapow. | Cr&e G
d.  Third Edition, Cr.Buo. s, | THE PARISH NURSE.

i THRONE. Third Edition. Cr.
GRAN

ORR ‘\I'\'
6s.

'1 HE HALO. | London (Jack). WHITE rx\'G‘
. Frontispiece by CuARLES

e J. Cunlme\ MR. HOR- BuLL. Seventh Edition.
ROCM, PUR‘J}R Fifth Edition. Cr. Lubbock (B'ls )  DEE

ustrations.

Lucasl"‘t John), "FIH Tl‘RSl ROUND.
THRONE OF Second Edition. Cr. Boo.
Ly.l“ (Edna). DERRIC

35, 6. Also Meaium 8t al
Maartens (Maarten). THE N
N NovEL.
OweN, Nintk 4 S 0. : THE PRICE 0[-' LIS DORIS.

More QTD'HEE

THE LADY OF

THE DUKE'S MOTTO.

TRINITY. Second Edition. Cr

Macnaughtan (S.). THE FORTU
CHRISTINA M*NAB. i/ E

ﬁIaIEt{Lu:ﬁsl. COLONE Lg"iDFRBY S
W1 i 7

ECTION. Second

Also Medinm Bvo. 64,
THE WAGES OF SIN. Sirfeenth Edition.

BARRIER. Fifth Edi-

| Cr, 8o, 65 Cr. Bvo. 65
hcn}s (H. A. Mitchell). HE THAT | THE CARISSIMA. Fifth £d. Cr.8wa. 65
ETH BREAD WITH ME. COCr. Also Medium Sve. A
Eeo. 61, THE GATELES
Kester (Vaughan), THE FORTUNES OF tion. Cr. Bvo. B
THE LANDRA Cr Bzo. 6s. THE HISTORY OF

SIR RICHARD
Lawless (Hon, Emily), WITH ESSEX | © CALMADY. Seventh Edition. Cr.Buvo. 65,
IN IRELAND. Cr.'foe. 65 Maga (Mrs. M. E.).. ULI\'I A'SSUMMER.
{4 6.
A \frr:{“n’ Cr. Bve, 6.
&d.

IE;E CLOSED BOOK. T#ird Zdition. | 1y pARISH OF HILBY. A New Edition.

MA'S JANE. Cr. 8vo.
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SAM'S SWEE - it Bvo. cixud
Maud (Cor J
K A N

'b:,' M. B. ]
RNOLD
y N

FABULOUS

A MOMENT'S

Marriott (Char iy of .

Marryat (Captain), X X e
M 4

elton (R.).
Edition. C
| Meredith (E
‘ =~ HEART.
Second | mriller (

OF LOYE, Third. ¥ fedin

=AY APV AL Mitford (Bertram).
MIRACLE.

COLONEL KATE.

f

MANY JUNE!: ] E ALIEN.

[
Mason(A. E. W
Ilustrat:

6s,
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TO LONDON TOWN,
Ty &
]

Nesbit (E.). (M

Norris (W.

|
‘ SILE ILBY.
DIT

6.

| RODIGALS.

| L TWO MARYS. Me

| Ollivant ., OW
REY S AR

Oppenheim (E. Phillips).
MEN. Fe e Edli

Also M

Parker (Gilbert).
PEOPLE. 5i
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DIVERS VANITIES. Cr. 8ve. 6n
3 H

H. Bland). T

FicTion 43

ARD THE LUCKLESS.

| Pemberton (

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC:
Story Napoleon.  Sixéh

Pretty Pisrre’

1llus-
(18

ure (Mrs.
RANT,. Second £
Patterson (J. E.).

bR

C

O£
MORNING. Second

tion. Crw. 3o, b5

Crown fvo.
SAID
Cr. 8o
Cr. Boo. 65
Third Edi-
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; QuillerCouch) THE WHITE | A MARRIAGE AT SEA. Medinum Svo. 6d.
T . Cr.8vo. 6s Ryan (Marah E . FOR THE SOUL
! d) | TOF RAFAEL. Cr.B8ve. 6s.
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