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tears down the dust-covered panes, and 

listened to their monotonous “ drip, drip,” 

while a pale sickly reflection from the 

evening sky lighted up the silent company 

round the walls. 

While it cast a supernatural splendour 

upon the head of Christ, it seemed, on the 

other hand, to invest the eyes of the 

Pharisee with a , diabolical expression. 

euickly I placed the picture against the 

walland quitted the room with a “ good- 

night” to its inhabitants as hastily as 

though I feared that my loudly-expressed 

wish might be returned in the same man- 

ner. With regained composure, and the 

practical determination to seek a comfort- 

able resting place, I began to promenade. 

through the rooms, evading, however, the 

one containing Brenghel’s “Hell,” “The 

Murder of the Innocents,” and other similar 

ones. Iam sure many of you have noticed 

that in a dim uncertain light, strange life 

seems to stir in paintings. Even some with 

which we are familiar in our own homes, 

assume something peculiar, and often fear- 

ful, in the pale twilight of evening or 

morning; how much more so a whole 

collection of pictures in a wide and other- 

wise empty space! Putting aside such sad 

representations as death-beds, scenes from 

the lives of tortured martyrs, and others of 

the same class, simple and homely subjects 

even look often ghastly enough under the 

influence. of struggling light and shade. 

Raised arms seem to drop, lifted hands to 

fall powerless, an advanced foot appears to 

move forth from its frame, calm features 

look rigid, agitated ones distorted. Full of 

such unpleasant thoughts, I wandered on to 

the outer or Old German room, without re- 

membering that here I should step “ out of 
the frying-pan into the fire.” The first glance 

‘showed me that the soft and touching figures 

painted by Durer, Kronach, and others ap- 

peared like a veritable company of ghosts, 

over whom Adam and Eve seemed to 
preside. 

Retracing my steps speedily, I sought 

protection with Holbein’s “Madonna,” but 

even she did not inspire me with the usual   

admiration. There was a painful reality 

about the suffering Child in hér arms, and 

the forms at her feet raised their stiff arms 

threateningly to keep me off. I could not re- 

main here, so I turned back to my Italians, to 

the cheerful Albano, the sweet Carlo Dolce, 

to Raphael’s * La Belle Jardinitre,” and the 

“ Banquet” of Veronese. From Correggio’s 

“Holy Night ” astream of light passed into 

my agitated heart, and I wondered why I 

had not stayed near it from the first. 

But a few steps brought me into the snug 

little cabinet memorable to all who have 

visited the Dresden Gallery. Here I felt 

quiet and at rest as I stood before Raphael’s 

“Madonna.” I placed my trembling hands 

on the railing enclosing it, and forgot all 

else for the time, as I gazed on her calm, 

heavenly face. 

Those who have seen the “ Madonna di 

Sisto” may remember the red sofa which 

stands opposite to this painting. Many 

have been seated there lost in contempla- 

tion of its grand beauty. Many may have 

dreamt there with eyes open, but I trust 

none have been overcome by sleep im reality. 

I stood stroking the velvet bolsters on the 

couch, as though in apology for seeking 

rest there, and, if possible, sleep, in place of 

enthusiastic and ardent admiration. 

According to my reckoning, for I did not 

carry a watch, it was then about nine o’clock. 

Thelight from the windows had grown so 

faint that I could barely distinguish the 

outlines of the figures on the canvas. When 

these had also disappeared, I could think 

of nothing better than to lay my head on 

the soft cushions and endeavour to sleep. 

This resolution was more easily formed 

than carried out. Unpleasant thoughts and 

feelings increased, and my heart beat 

wildly. 
I applied the remedies of childhood, such 

as counting, repeating poetry, etc., to calm 

my_agitated nerves. In vain! JI was too 
painfully conscious of my situation to forget 

it for an instant, and if minutes appeared 

like hours already, to what fearful length 

would the dark, dreary night stretch itself? 

Who has not experienced how acute the


