German Travel Notes

originally sheltered has revolted against its sham
marble pillars and grotesque entablature, and be-
taken itself elsewhere! Nowadays the paint and
plaster are peeling off the columns, and its door is

padlocked. Happily—although a melancholy warn-
ing to the educated—it remains a source of pride to
the peasant, who loves his shabby temple as the
Romans deo the marble glories of their Vesta.
[tnmediatcly behind the temple are the springs
of Georg and Kasimir, at which stand two charming
maidens ready to fill your glasses. No conventional
and hideous hat or bonnet disfigures the neat
outline of their heads. No travesty of Berlin or
Paris fashion burlesques their sturdy figures.
Theirs the traditional costume of the Thuringian
female peasant—a dark skirt, and white, short-
sleeved chemisette, a blue apron and the daintiest
of white silk kerchiefs, fringed sparsely and
brocaded abundantly with red roses. Albeit their
arms are red and coarse with the combined effect of
iron-water, hot sun, and exposure to the air, their
faces make ample amends in their innocent, good-
tempered comeliness. They greet you with a
kindly ““ Guten Tag” or “ Guten Abend,” and, in
the case of a lady, seldom omit the pretty * Gnidige
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