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hospital (only unfortunately Hlibein died of a plague, and was buried
St. Catharine Cree, Vwhile Edward was stili in his nursery skirts),
immense Verrio, speIt Vario on the frame, of a New Year's visit--
custom stili continued by the reigning sovereign-paid by the Blue Coa
to Charles Il. at Whitehall ; an old piece by Copley, like a weak, preti
imitation of the work of that respectable person, West; and a go(
portrait or two; but the lady spoken of by Lamb I could find nowher
1 should like to have seen the very hall where the lads we know go well s
at meat, to have stood on the very boards, as is possible in the sine
refectory at the Cliarterhouse, trodden by the monks and clattered over 1
their boy successors ;but my guide does his best to invest this somewhi
garish room with softening touches bere and there which take my atte
tion fromn the gorgeons chandeliers and dreadful modern coloured gla
through which the sunbeams glimmer brightly. One of the walls stan(
in the ditch which. used to surround London, 1 amn told, and is buiît c
piles driven many feet deep ; and wheni the workmen were digging bei
Roman money wss found and a pair of Roman sandals. These invadei
left us, 1 think, after about three centuries of occupation, so the coins an
the shoes can boast of a tolerably long' existene, huried under rubbish,
fifteen hundred years. Thon I am shown the long tables, liacked ail ovE
with initiaIs (ll 'cm noi to do a ileing and they do it directly, was th
porter's comment on this infringoment of rules), and I try in vain to mak
out any namne that I know, but thougli there is every letter many time
repeated no carver lias had leisure or inclination enough to finish his worý

So we stroll ovor to the old parts, buiit by Wren, with bis fine rei
bricks of a peculiar small make, when tho fire, raging close at band, humn
the old church in the onter court, and destmoyed most part of the monastica
buildings, except the south side of the cloister. There are writing, matho
matical, and granimar schools, dormitories, long passages and staircasel
with ail of which Ilthat most deligbtful ani loving of mnent" as De Quince1calîs Lamb, must once have been very familiar, a roason I think suflicieni
to explain the number of visitors who ask permission to see the place, an,,
who, to a man, express regret at the notion, that soon it will exist no more
Bitterly as Elia speaks of tho abuses, more especially in the later essay
where time seems rather to have increased than decreased bis just rosent
ment, yet lie would not, I arn sure, have been without the many undeniabli
privileges among which, first, lie would have placed tlie deep affection witi.
whi2h,.through their lives and bis, lie regarded, and was regarded by stick
of the scholars as were bis friends, in the days wlien the good foolish:
Matthew Field answered, Yes, cliild, to some impatient specimiens oi
scliool, boy wtt, or cruel Boyer, with a lieavy lîand, doubled bis knotty flst
at a poor trembling scîtolar, "lthe maternai miik hardly dry upon its lips,'
these Ilogarthian little sketches of Christ's Hospital, a century ago, aie toc
well known to <luote: bogin a sentence and most people will finish it foi
you. Other essays we read: Lamb's we learn.

The porter, grey-eyed, placid of face, pationtly unlocks door aftor domr
for me, showing and telling me mucb, anon speaking of the traditions of
the school, now repeating to me storios of the city, of which lie and I are
equaily proud. A Hartford man by birth, lie bas been a Cockney for thirty-
five years, and -oes itever now to bis native fields, for bis own belongings
have Ilshiftod " lie says, or have dîod ; so contentedly lie waits in the court-
yard lodge for whatever may betide in the future :-country or town life,either will ho just riglit to this wise man who bias tastod the pleasuros and
drawbacks of both. The best thing 1 see under bis came is the by nook in
the cloisters where sat that good old relative witb the roast veal or griskin
in a hot basin ready to tempt the weak îtppotite of nepbew Chiarles. Z'here
was love for the bringer ; shame for the Mhing brought and the manner oJ ils
bringing; j 8mpathy Jor thiose who were too mwry to share it. It is easy to
picture the sensitive face of the chuld Elia at sucb an odd experience of bis
playhours. If you lîke you can, to-day, make sketches of this spot, un-
changed entirely, in which titis tragedy-comedy of a few minutes was go
often acted. The last words I hoar are froma the porter as I turn thmough
the gate into the Little Britain, wbo hids me look whore, white against the
biue sky, St. Paul's towers above us. Nothing else like it anywhere euse,
lie says, as lie too stands and stares at the streets with their old, old names,
at the gables and spires that are so full of fntorest, and with ahl of which
Ouida dames to find fault: and go we parted, lie, to bis lodge by the plane
tree, wliore a robin is whistling bis sweetest and cheeriest, undisturbod
hy omnibus rattlos, 1, to meet the Dranglitons on Snow 1Hill, Mr. Pickwick,
on bis way to the Fleet, Rawdon Crawley ruthfully turning in to Cursitor
Street, and so by way of the fashionabie parks, wliere young Bob Cratchitt
yearned to show himself, and where you may watch dear Amelia Booth,
with lier Illittie thinga " clinging to lier skirts, clieering lier romorseful
husband wîthb ler fond talk, any day you like to saunter through the leafy
alleys. Alas, the leaves of the coppor beechos are fading fast, and summer
is swiftly leaving us.

September is always reckoned the worst month in London of ail the
twelve, for now every one lias gone ;up tîli lately thoy have made false
starts, retumning, after an absence of a week or two, for a few days, and so
off agail. The seasidos are as full as they can lie, in spite of the appalling
weather; but these places of amusement have clianged their chamacter
within the last few years. The educated working classes, by which I
mean the painter, barrister, doctor, parson, author, no longer go to the
sea,; cheapor and frequent trains, aîîd the ubiquitous Iltrippor " have
ruined the cbarms of beocli and cliff, and the coriîfortable bow-windowed
bouses that the middle classes usod to rent for two or tbree months ovory
year are now let ont in sets of lodgings to people wbo picnic in two or
tbmee rooms for a fortnight, and who eat bot lobsters, and play the game
of Ilcutiets," as descrihed in"I Nobody's Diary " in Punch. Dickens would
now find Broadstairs impossible ; Leech wouid discover fresb liorrors in
Hastings every day, wbere the ovor-crowded parades are noisy froin early

in morn to dewy ove witb niggors and Saivation Army, a pleasing combination:
In while the pleasure of sncb charmncig spots as Yarmouth with its Copperý
-a field memorios ; as Wieyrnoutb, where at every turn you may meet George
ts the Third and bis Court, can watch Fanny Burney picking up pehbles 011
uy the shore, or walking over the bills, can visit the home of "lThe Trumpet
Ad Major ;" as "ldear, kind, inerry Dr. Briglîton," witli its wonderfui pavilioti
e. and suggestive old town, aire things of the past. And wheme are tbeYat gone, those great families of merry boys and girls whomi Leecli deligbted
I11 to sketch as tbey clambered over dripping rocks, rode rougb ponies on the
)y sands-tiose sweet girls with their fmank, untroublod eyes, broad fore-'
It lieads, wavy baîr and flounceci skirts, ail of a type wbîcb seems to haven- belonged to that croquct-piaying time I They have vanisbod entirelyi
5s leavîng their places occnpied by the sand-hootod, pnggareed tourist, milleIs and female. So if you desire peace and rest, it is wisest to settie a fe'w
n muiles froin the railway, and thonugl it is possible to bave fun evemywberee
,,e you must sometimes take it with yon, lIke the man wbom TliackeraY

~5quotes, for 1 doubt if it is a comtiodity oasily found in the silent street Ofd a country village. I amn led to these remarks by a visit 1 paid to Folkeý
)fstone the other day, wliere one baîf of the company wore yachting cap0Sr every description, and ate pears noisily on the beach, throwinog the skino

,e with mucît vig-our and procision of aimn at the passems-hy; anzd the other
e haîf, as odious in thteir genteel way, played tennis haughtily hy themselves
S in the squares, dovouring literature of the World and Yruth class hetweel

%their dames, their conversation being Ilavoured with allusions to Lord
~lThis a'nd Lady That, of wbose existence they would nover bave known if

t it wore flot for thiese unwholesonte shooets with their vuigar gossip and
1scandai.

- 1 heard one anecdote, thougli, wvhile in Kent (I think of sending it t'
37'theiniimal V Vorld), which compensated me iii a mneasuire for my absence fraIti7towni. [t appears that the gentleman responsible for the story lias a Scotch

terrier, a remarkabie Scotch terrier, possossor of countless variety of trick0e
Swhicb animai, amongst othfer good qualities enjoyed, tili last week, the
*untried reputation of being an admirable watch dog, and so bad a privileged

sleeping place at the foot of the stairs. Weil, one niglit, heing very îate
*and haviing forgotten bis latcli-key, my friend had to solicit the aid of

f riendly policemnan who heiped Iiim over the balcony to where hoe couid ge
Iat the library window wlîiciî lie knew fromi experience ho couhd easily sli

up fr011 the outside. This lie rtanaged perfectly, and it was only wheti he
Iwas safe in thte room that ho remembered bis forocious terrierWOd

certainiy first alarrn the bouse and thon fly at the intmuder. An excell 1

opportnnity of testing Faitbful's mretal, thouglit bis owner, and stumbiIg
into the hall and waiting at every stop, for the familiar sbrill hark, 8'
souffle tlirougli the dark at some one whn the trnsty croatume could ollY
take for a thief. But not a sonnd: not go much as a mouse squeakod. ge
pnsbed agaînst the bat-stand, knocked over the dog's water dish, and at lot
in sheer desperation, struck a match in the dining-room-and discoverede
lyin g stiff and stark bebind the door, well ont of the way of any trotibfr
some burgiar wliatsoevem, the incomparable Faitbful, /eigning dead. Jo1
languago that was milfi though sad, like that of Monk Lewis' Maniac, d
in a few well chosen words, as tîte newspapers say, I hinted my disbelief Il
the accuracy of titis story, at which my friend waxod indignant and 5W0re
to the truth of every word. I shiah die a sceptic on the subject, J $1
afraid. Wliat, as a calrn and impartial judge, do you say ?

WALTER PoWBIlL
FRUM ONA UTA UQUA T'O PAKAMA.

Tim morning which our party bad cliosen for divîng fmom, Chautauqua to
the famous Panama Rocks was a heautiful one late in August.' The S'
was flecked with soft, white clouds, like a snowy ilotilla lazily ancbored i
the bine sea overbead. The air xvas wammn, odorous, and full of thOs0

musical wbirrîng sounds common to the flittering objeets wbich infest the
lake shores-sounds wbicb of tltemseives suggost bolidays, rest, and rustC
pleasuros.

We were a very rnerry party, altliou gh 1 confess we had not sae
the usual bickerings witb Jane about lunch baskets, nom contentions'et
certain disaffècted porsons who thought it was Il toot bot to go, whicb seei
to ho the 'ilements of overy picnic pamty. Those sligbt disagreeables 'We5 '
bowever, spoedily forgotten in the pleasure expemienced wlien once ila
tauqua's billy avenues and wooden, ticket-offices were left behind, "' dthe beauty of the country unrolled itself hefore oum maptumod visiol.b 13
bind us lay the siivery lake, dottod bore and there with pleasure Ol
bands playing, and gay-colonrod ponnants flying. Here too, we coUld03

the pictumosque summer mesorts along the lako; Point CliautauIquay 'itb

its pmetty red and white cottages munning right dlown to the shore . tilwood, the Saratoga of Cliautauqua Lake, adorned with elegant hioteOî111wide wliamves ; Mayville, iying snug under a bull ; Long Pointadelfui place for disciples of Isaak Waiton, and oum own Chautauqua rpi
almost hidden by ove-arching trocs. iefahgThe moad we were to trav'il lay white in the summer sunshuîî, .amid gently undulating fields of buckwheat, whicli resemhled th1gi
much as wide plains of snow, the very sight of which was cOoiin119_
masses of corn wavod regally in other fields, and bore and theme apP fashi
quaint farm-house, low-ceiled and gabie-moofed, with delicious old ah
ioned Il front gardons " crowded with sweet-Williarns, muddy holiY'h ko
swoot peas, plox, and gillyflowers. ilere harnyamd fowls mai a .
approacb with a great cackling, and the grave old watch-dog, 'inki a,"
the late moses, raised ltimseif up lazily, biinked one solemn yellowhIO
meditativeiy, and sunk clown again with bis tired old nose on bis fOre-Pawoe
evidentiy convinced that we were lionest folk who needed no watchilg.0

One titing whicht struck ns as being singular was tho fact that tlci
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