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stately, higli-browed Landgravines, and minstrels sane7, and -lords
and ladies feasted and made love, in days when chivalry was in
full bloom. Could the old walls speak, they miglit divulge xnany
a state secret as well, for these banquets played their parts in- the
affairs of State. Often important alliances and friendships were
formed, kings' crowns disposed of, and a love for startling ad-
venture and chivairous deeds encouraged by songs of minstrels
and tales of warriorý. Songs from, the Niebelungen Licd are stili
sung in the castie with many a nute, no0 doubt, that lias rever-
berated from. the far-off olden times, and links forever the beauti-
fui home-life of the present Duke of Saxe-Weimar with the oid
romnantie days of Hermann of Thuringia.

Going out of the castie and crossing the court by way of a
lovely, výine-covered arbour, wliere in true German fashion the
ducal family. sometimes take their coffee, we enter, througli a
rude doorway, an ancient knight's house, iu which, dùiring the
stormy days of the Reformnation, Martin Luther was held iu
"friendly bondage " by the brave-hearted. Elector of Saxony.

More than three hundred years have passed since Luther went,
up and down the rickçty stairs, but the smali square room is just
the samie, save, perliaps, more timie-worn and nearer decay. A deep
recessed window looks out upon the Thuringian forest, where we
eau imagine lie often sat ga.zing out over the barriers that
separated him. fromn lis friends at Wittcnburg, until, impatient
with his bondage, lie broke forth to Melanethon in those turbulent
letters.that contain ail tlie fire and restlessness of lis rebeillious-
spirit. On the floor is the large vertebra of a whale which Luther
used as a. footstool.

On the wall is the ink-spot that Coleridge says -,every traveller,
uniess lieis incnrious or supercilious, inforins himseif by means
of his penknife wliether or not it is proof against destruction."
We, liowever, made no sudh searching investigation, quite satisfied
that tlie solitary student suffering from. an overwrouglit brain
miglit, eitlier in his waking or sleeping hours, have imiagined
liimself in deadiy confict witl Satan, and, tired of lis companion-
slip, liurled at him his only weapon of defence--being the leaden
inkstand that lie lad used in ilbicai translation.

Coleridge is, perhiaps, the oniy pilgrim. to the Wartburg who,
lias gone into a philosophie expianation of what at best seems
mythic; but being himself a seer of visions, anything that
toudhed upon the supernaturai. lad for iim thc fascination of a
drea.m.

Tlte room, we are glad to say, is flot cifilied up," and contains
only a few quailt pieces of furniture, witli portraits of Hans and
Gretha Luther done with Oranach's masterly power. The miner s
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