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on one cerner, claps bis wings and fis the whole edifice 'mith
his warning, crow.

Here we leave the river again for a time, to cross eo er the
Black Forest; our next view of it wilI be xîearer its source. Me
take the train running northward tu Baden-Baden, whicb lies in
picturesque beauty at the base of the Black Forest his. Baden
is, perhaps, even more farned than flomburg for its minerai
springs, bat certaiuiy more for its gambling helis. The buildings
and surroundings seeui even more gergeous, while near at band
is what they cail a.baziar, but what te, my mind was a perfect
counterpart to Bunyan's Vanity Fuir.

The New Castie is of peculiar interest; though called new, it ùs
centuries old. It is se called te, distinguish it from a stili more
ancieut ruin flot, fir away. After visiting the differeut splendid
rooms of the palace-castie, re descend te the dungec ns, whieh
are now only used to show how justice was administered in the
c« good eld times" of long ago. You pass through long dair,
passages inte apartments small and damp, where ne ray of suu-
shine ever strayed. Yen see the iron ring, and the low door of
once solid atone a foot tliick, and u1cely hung, poised1 on a pivot,
and fastened with massive bars. A prizener might yell witb
the velue of a Jiundred stentors iiout the least hope of being
heard beyond his living tomb.

ONE LORI).

BY J. G. WHITTIER.

0 LORD» and Master of us aUl,
Whateer our narne or sigu,

We own Thy sway, we hear Thy cal],
WVe test our lives by Thine.

Apart fromn Thee ail gain is loss,
And labcur vainl> done;

The solemn shadow cf Thy cross
Is better than the sun.

Alone, O Love ineffable!
Thy saving naine is giver1;

To turn aside from Thee is hell,
To walk with Thee is heaven.


