German Travel Notes

follows one drawn by a big dog. At a pump two
tiny girls are busily employed filling stone jars,
which by the beauty and purity of their outlines
might have been Etruscan. Mothers beat mats at
their cottage doors, and shrilly scream at their
children to get out of the way of the passing carts ;
and the world in this remote village goes on pretty
much as it does elsewhere.

But the fashionable life of Liebenstein does not
concern itself with such mean sights and bucolic
sounds as oxen-carts a«d crowing of cocks. It
takes its pleasure up and down the long avenues of
beech trees which lie between the Kur-Haus and
the Hétel Bellevue. It rallies round the band-
stand, and makes great show of studying the pro-
grammes of the daily concert. It chatters glibly
over the previous evening’s illuminations, and
describes them as * colossal!” and * wunderschon.”
Beauty is not in vogue at Liebenstein, judging by
the middle-class Kur guests who haunt the shade of
the beech trees. Indeed, if anywhere in the world
an Englishman might be forgiven for thanking God
that he is not as other men are, it would be here
among the ** Qber-Lieutenants” and ** Herr Pro-

fessors " and their mates. Figures, both male and
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