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On the square the oriel window, where in old lieroie days
Sat the poct Melchior singing Kaiser Maximilian's praiso.t

Everywhlere I see around mo rise the wondrous world of Art:
Fountains wroughit ivith richest sculpture standing in the common mart.

And ahove cathedral doorways saints and bishops carved in stone,
By a former age commnissioned as aposties to our own.

In the churcli of sainted Sebaid sleeps enshrined his holy dust,
And in bronze the Twelve Aposties guard from age to age their. trust;

MELCHIOR'S -UN DOW.

In the church of sainted Lawrence stands a pix of sculpture rare,
Like a foaniy sheaf of fountains, rising througli their pninted air.

ilere, %vhen Art was still religion, with a simple, reverent heart,
Livcd and ]aboured Albrecit, Dürer, the Evangelist of Art;

Hence in silence and in sorrowv, toiling stili ivitfr busy hand,
Like an emigrant he wandered, seeking for the Better Land.

Ewîiùravit is the inscription on the tomb-stone wherc he lies;
Dead he is not,-but departed-for the artist xiever dies;

f Meichior Pfinzingwias one of the niost celebrated German poets oÎ the six-
tccnth century. The hero of his 2Tcucrdank wvas the reigning einperor, Maxi-
iiilian; and the poem was to the Gerinans of that day what the Orl-ando
Fvrioso was to the Italians. Maxiiniilian is inentioned before in the-BelJry of
Bruge8.


