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assembled in ihe\ Wartburg to give thoir remarkabile performances,
ini w%,hich 'we think the modern Gerinan opera music had its
origin. Among them came, no doubt, the great Sebastian, who
liad taught the whiole «f Germany the beauty and xnajesty of) lis
-vonderful art, and who lived his simple life in the quiet town,
and improVised, daily wonderful straius on the rude organ in the
old monastery chapel.

How the centuries sha 'ke hands in this ancient hall!1 'for,
between Walter von der Vogelwied singing bis quaint, sweet
songs to the sunny silence of the woods, and the grave, solemun
grandeur of the chorals and symphonies of SebAstian Bach,
rising amid the arches and pillars of great cathedrals, what
miracles of art lad been accomplished! The space is not greater
between thc saints and Madonnas of Giotto in the wayside chapels
of Italy, and the sybils of Michael Angelo on the walls of the
Vatican.

lu the pietorial. decoration of the eastle the charmn of historie
association unites the early song tournament with the life of
Eliiabeth of Hlungary. On a corridor that leads to the chapel
Moritz von Schwind kIas painted a series of medallions to com.-
memorate some of the most touching incidents in Elizabeth's lis-
tory, from lier arrivai in the castie to lier death in the couvent of
Marburg. The artist has thrown around his heroine the tender,
ideal tone that hovers about ail genuine mediSval forms, but
which in him neyer deteriorates into the merejy sentimental
characfer of many ascetic and monastie painters. Nothing can
be lovelier in feeling than the beautiful child standing in lher
silver eradie, lier deieate face shaded by the soft fur hood, and
lier slight form. bent forward, toward the outstretched arms of
old Landgrave. Not less full of touching tenderness is the part-
ing of Elizabeth and hier husband, on bis departure for the EIoly
Iland, or the old story of the bread and roses so carefully pre-
ýserved and still haîf believed by the Thuringian peasants.

Leaving this interesting corridor, we wandered on to the
banqueting-room. and armoury, the latter a miniature tower hung
with mail and weapons that had shatterèd the brains 0f many a
turbaned Turk, and been worn by men whose existence seems, in
these days, as mythie as the heroes of the Heldenbudli and Nie-
belungen Lied. Judging from. the size of the armour, there n-iust
'have been giants in Thuringia scarcely less mighty than those
.of Eastern fable, and having seen the dimensions of the mail, we
no longer wonder that Friederick of the Bitten Cheek was held
in. wholesome a-we by ail the neighbouring Saxons.

Ùp meandering stairs and along intricate passages to the very


