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tiled roof covered a home with a thrifty mother and train of
grave little children, the girls in short-waisted gowns, kerchiefs;
and frilled caps, and the boys in tailed coats, long-flapped vests,
and trousers, as soon as they were able to toddle We liked
them all, we liked the life ; we liked the mountain-high beds,
the coarse snowy linen, and the remarkable counterpanes ; we
liked the cream stewed chicken, the Kisé-lab, and fresh butter,
but, best of all, the hot bretzels for breakfast. And let not
the hasty city ima.gination turn to the hard, salty, saw-dust
cake in the shape of a broken-down figure eight which is served
with lager-beer in saloons and gardens. The Community bret-
zel was "of a delieate flaky white in the inside, shading away
“into a golden-brown crust of crisp involutions, mht as a feather,
and flanked by little pats of fresh, unsalted butber, and a deep-

blue cup wherein the coffee was hot the cream yellow, and. the ‘. :

sugar broken lumps from the old fashioned loaf, now a.las'
obsolete.

We stayed among the 81mp1e people and played at shepherd-
esses and pastorellas ; we adopted the hours of the birds, we
went to church on Sunday and sangy German chorals as old as
Luther. We even played at werk to the extent of helping
gather. apples, eating the best, and riding home on top of the
loaded four-horse wains. But one day we heard of a new di-
version, a suiphur-spring over the hills about two miles from
the hotel on land belonging to the Community ; and, obeying
the fascination which earth’s native medicines exercise over all
earth’s children, we immediately started in search of the nau-
.seous spring. . The road wound over the hill, past one of the
apple—orcha.rds where the girls were gathenncr the red fruit,
‘and then down a little declivity where the track branched off

to the Community coal-mine ; then a solitary stretch, through
: the thick woods, a long hill ’ with a curve, and at the foot a -
little dell with a patch of meadow, a brook, and a’ log-house
with overhanging root, a forlorn house unpainted and desolate
There was not even the blue door ‘which enlivened thany of the
Commumty dwellings. ¢ This looks like the huts of the Black
Forest, said Erminia. ¢ Who would have supposed that we
should find such an antique in Ohio !

¢I am. confident it was built by the M. B.’s) I replied.
‘They tramped, you know, extensively through the State,




