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woekh i, vor o ket bold ot T,
amd’ then U most delighttul dimurerios follow,
1 baxutne Ga) | this Ul “Ahe J‘?‘“‘I,“'.
and mew l‘..ﬁmllﬂ rﬂﬂj}mh

16 wasin the yeur 1807 that my mind wua
el on Mayreuth., | -fﬂun‘l% wh

lere Was o mure reason why lide u_hqulﬁ
séOm’ ‘WI«J until 1 had seen the famous
elly this perticalar  summer than it lad
been for many wunimers beiore, But my
h\.‘lhinﬁl towards  Wagoerism een
graduaily bewnunf mwore  apd  wore pro-
nounced, til now | was fain to sy 1o mys
elly 1 will gird up oy doios Ko and
woe what it s with my own eyes.

HA, who like been, hus come home run-
rum apd lneullferable with his enthuslism,
3, who has not boeu, proeunces the whole
thing & feaud; and C, who goes cvery year,
won ¢ way anything, but Lears a 100k in his
eyes s o o secl & vision, and ls as
mule us Zacharsas when he came out of the

temiple.

"It s weeloss for me Lo prelend to undor-
stand Waguer merely [rom having read his
worksa—in twn wortal volumei—or from bav-
mg studied hi= Rt aml seen and bheard
them as they are cnpctel bore. How can

Lannbauser, AU 1 Lialsn by o cvt jany
who sang ‘1l Trovatore yesteoday, anil wiil
slog ‘ldnda di Chanmoumx’ te-morrow, and
cut (o suit the tante of un [ukan conductor,
be the "Tannhawser' which Wagner wrote?

"I caunot reckon wyself o real though
humble adherent of  what is  ealied
Tho Cause’ till | know by esperience what
| am talking about. Up then! let me pack
my bag and be off,”

‘The next thing 1 knew was that I was
on the Flushing boat, my bug comlortably
registered through in the security ol a cosy
eabin—booked tor Bayreuth,

The common-pluces of Coutinental travel
have been suthiciently threshed out, and it
s 1ot my inteotion to use up space and the
reader’s patience with a curomele of the
niner adventures that occurred on. the
Journey from Londou to Aurnberg—my
titat stopping-place. |

No town in the world but Nurnberg
possesses that medieval atmosphere =0 ne-
cessary for the cortemplation of Wagner's
lart. \Why, here we wepe in the very heart
‘of Wagner's country.. Wax it not liere that
Huns sachs lived?  MHeee in Lis house, here
the very window at whieh bie st on that
iciiuiaine g wWhed WAIther vob S0t
ing €0 nearly turned pretty Eva's head,
Hera is the church in which, as you remens
ber, theso young lolks belinved ro shame- |
fully dunog the service. lere are all the
old houses Just as they stood then, with
their courts in which you could build a
church, their winding staircases, up which
you eould dnve a cart, and their beautiiul
balconies, with lovely wrought-tron ratlings
full of the Ircshest flowers. You expect
every moment to run full Glt agunst
=achs, Vogner, Vogebang, and the pest ot
them u:l‘?hcir way to the guecting of the
master-singers. rFrom the tewer of the
citadel you can seo the Johanniswicse,
where \Walther came off so crealtably, and
hiero at every turn you cross the venerable
Pegnitz, which has scen all these wonder.
fult sights, besmdea mapy others, and
runming on As calmly as ever, turning the
same old mill swheeis which 1t wurned
those famoun days,

‘The eveming ay Nuraberg I speat in an |
honest beergarden, where | heard the very |
worst brass band 1 have ever heu! in my |
life. First, they slaughtered the overture
to “Athalie,”” and then they put a “Pot-
pourri” on “Lohceugrin' to  the torture,
and having succedni maimdd and dis.’
membered 1t, and gouged it cyes out, and
skinned and sealped it, they tossed the gory
remains froeen them . with' ene fiendisa
whoop. It was awfull h .
Next morning, alfter nn,_:-'lnphan’unu angd
wmfernal nighitmire, brought” on” by the’
cchoes of those ‘blatant bladts, 1 apent in
reful medstation—gving a tinal glanece to
the score of “Parsiial,” and at noon em-
Barked on the train that was Lo bear me to
the promisod land. i
1 cannot hope to tell you what my feel-
ings were on approaching this Mecca of all
my hopes. I hung out of the window fully
an hour before there was any chance ol
weing anytlnng, and risked catching a cold
i o eve atk] o cinder in the gther, rather
than miss the firt glimp- of Bavrouth.
And at last, thero stond the Jlouwse of
Magie, wolemn end solitary, on ita pme-clad
hill' without the town, a noblér .
approposte motumentd 0 Wagner's genius
and inspared obstipacy than any which
kings or natious may ultimalely raise,
bad just time to rudh to Wagner's house,
Wahmfried, and stare at the culside in true
Cockney fastdon—yet, moved, Lhope, by a
noblor  impuolse thin mers curfosty—and
thetn straight 10 the thealre, _
el g it i
gran eulsgivings, an e m
mesft alnrost Tolt a pang of regret that 1 Lad

COnNE, ,
What wonk) the resalt be?  Wae T about
{0 ma the truth, or should 1 be in dis
enchanted, and this time without of
son? . Should | come oat of thia
theatre happy in baving witnesed a grand
marufestalion of

="

and more,

Wognerians indulge ing
Lark almgst imm Enlo'l"
Lo m{r o Lhe e
min !}rr this aston :
marvellons OrnAnoe {
to fall into the very sin | 5o much
One must spell art with I!l?]l
one is speaking of this, for it
highest t-nm}n of pure art in all jte b
ches that thia geoeration, or, '
other generation, has ever seen.

to the festival playbousa pretty e
the mood in which you come Lo any oth
play-house, andd in a quarter of an

you are overwhelmed with a feel '
and ;t"l’rn":llﬂ such as you Have
nowhere cise, excoeplog,

vast ‘cathedral dubng the pen

mere dream. , '
i It ts only loog afterwards ﬂnﬁf
dream which we call Life bax taken posses
sion of vs again, that we l?m to realse
what a wonderful product of art we ‘h:a
scen. Then only do  we IPW: e
merits of this astonishivg orchestra, and
the =kill of ita still wore ast ng
ductor; the m:ftmﬂmdr:?tﬁun of all these
ariials, many W T m H |
ing parta in the first tﬁﬂm-n of Germany,
are willing to come here and take

e beaut,

to say, Then only do we recall
of the various scenes which ha
before our eyes, and tue masterly colonng
and grouping which ealled them into eing.
Every movement of each character stems
to bring some new pictare into exutencs,
which, tramferred to canvas, would live
fﬂrtﬂﬂi It is the art of Raphael pliesd
on the stape, |
What of the musc? (Edipus himeet
might be puszled to angwer so Sphinxdike
A query. =
It groww like o flower o the sun, apd it
choses like a Hower to the night, and with
the sumre organic orderlipe: ite wotion 18
perioctly monsuned, # never pbbers, of
stares, or halts, it goes “right ou™ with the
imspirad dnovitablencss of o planet,
The worshippers of the sun adored be-
cause they thought the beauty of the mun
contuined o great deal which it does Dot
comtain; now that we no Keger worsnp
the sun, we, novertheless admire  that
beatity and accord 1o 3t our full t
knowing its mowsure atd the ghory of its
comanent. 1
Therefore, it is that dnee [ do not protes
to be a worshipper at the sbrnine of any
mesical supersizton, | find it ell the wore
pxvssar)y” Lo aocvunt for the faith
in me, and (o give sonse Teasons, !lﬂ I
perconal they mmay be, for m ldﬂul;li-lm of
and unbounded delight in ** al,”" not as
a sun~worsupper, Dut, let us sy, e 80
astronomer. It i"uﬁlm to 7 mﬁ
tremo or “oppontunist’’ L H
tend aguinst people who  denounce the
opcta, like 11~r[n~ll(-'n “Tewelsdroch,” a8
o much “elotted tionsense,” or, ca the
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other hand, to acvept without rome quakii- :
cation enthusastic amortions of ubsolite I
perfoction. 3

One word ax to the charges which have
been gty Bncied outi
» emy an Y.

As to blasphemy, 1 have already said
more than enough to shox what sort of
effect is produced on the mind thi
wark. . If to elevate and mnctily iﬂl-L
agination, filling it with exquizite plotures,
0 that men brought up in thix age of ma-
terialism leave the theatre with hushed
reverenes, |,mlunr¢ with lears in their
eyes; A lth“ntl‘:* blasphemy, whero is the ]
ut W : -
ﬂ'::lnn muumﬂn{‘lvrhwr, it iz an {nsult
to the memary agonor.

His relipion is  undying, lrlfuﬂihh?‘

ot

lave, in which he finds the quintossenea
all religious helief, e, ).

“An the sublimest featuro of reli :,; ;‘m '




