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DUNGEONS OF 

    N proximity to the wild 
Le scenery of the Black Forest 

stands the modern, elegant, 
and brilliant town of Baden- 
Baden. I have no intention 
of inflicting a description of 
the Kursaal, the promenades, 
the Conversations. Haus, the 

hotels, the gaming- -tables, and the scamps, 
these two last being the bane of all the 
German watering-places. But I ask the 
reader to accompany me across the little 
river Oos, and to climb the steep streets 
of the town that lead towards the pine 
forests. 

Baden, I believe, has always had zz 
it or over it the castellated abode of the 
lords of the duchy; and their earliest 
residence, the Alte Schloss, as it is called, 
built in some long-past period of what are 
called ‘‘the good old times,” is now a 
picturesque ruin, thanks to the destroying 
hand of the French soldiers, who in the 
wars of the Palatinate spread devastation 
all over the plain of the Rhine. Some two 
miles above the town, it is a good climb ; 
and if on a warm day you are not tempted 
to sit down on a bank of moss, inhaling at 
your leisure the perfume peculiar to a pine 
forest, and listening to the music which the 
-breezes make among the slender boughs, 
you have not as keen an. appreciation of 
nature’s charms as I have. 

If I were writing an account of Baden, 
I would try to give you some idea of the 
magnificent panorama that spreads itself 
before the gaze from these ruins ; but I 
only mention them at all to introduce you 
to the “Neue Schloss,” the castle which 
was built on the destruction of the old one, 
and which is much lower down the hill, 
and, indeed, barely outside the town.. It is, 
comparatively speaking, a modern erection, 
having been built, if I remember rightly, 
somewhere about the year 1689; and ex-   
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‘THE BLACK FOREST. 
ternally there is but little to excite attention. 
It is a solemn, heavy-looking building, and 
its smooth face, and the apparent absence 

of means of defence, detract from its 

castellated appearance, and give it an air 

of innocence which in reality it has no 
business to wear: at least such were our 

first thoughts; but a little closer inspection 
showed us that it was not so devoid of 
battlements and other warlike appliances 
as we had thought. All the rooms are 

freely shown to visitors, in the absence 
of the duke and his retinue, and we saw 

in them much fine furniture and a goodly 
array of portraits of former lords of the 
duchy. We saw, too, the room in which 

the assemblage of crowned heads met, 
some years ago, for the Baden-Baden con- 
ferences, when Savoy and Nice were 

quietly handed over to Louis Napoleon 
and France. 

This was all well enough, yet not quite 
what I wanted, for I knew that other and 

more soul-stirring scenes had been enacted 
within these walls in “the good old times” ; 
and, turning to our guide, I said,— 

“But are you not going to show us the 
dungeons ?” 

“Oh yes, we should see the dungeons ;” 
and, taking us out at the front door, he led 
the way to a tower which adjoins, and, 
indeed, forms one corner of the building. 

Originally there was no entrancé to this 
tower from the outside, and the door 
through which we passed had been made 
in later years. If tradition is to be believed, 
the unhappy prisoners who were destined 
to the dungeons below were brought into 
the main. building blindfolded, placed in a 
chair, and drawn to the top of the building 
up one side of. a narrow.shaft (which still 
exists) communicating. with the dungeons 
below, and’ then lowered down the other 

side. ; 
After some little descent Gorn the door


