. e— e e

Yor. XIX.

TORONTO, DECEMBER 2, 1890,

N No. 48,

—
—

SOBNES IN ANTWERP.
BY TUE EDITOR.

Antwerp, 8 busy town on the *lazy
gcheldi,” was, under Charled V., the
most prosperous city in Europe. Bat
Spanish tyranny and the terrors of the
1nquigition reduced the population to,
at one time, 40,000. It Is strongly fur
tifled, and has stood many a slege. The
glory of the town {s its magnificent
cathedral.  Its lofty open spire Napoleun
compared to Mechlin lace, and Charles
V. used to gay it should be preserved in
2 Blagg case. Its interfor is unique in
this, that it has threo alsles on
eath wide of the nave. The
porspective of the arches, sup-
ported on 126 columns, is very
fine, The glory of the church is
Rubens’ masterpicce—his won-
derfu) “ Degcent from the Cross.”
I confess to & lack of apprecia-
tion of Rubens. T can see little
beauty in his figures, anud they
have often a vulgar coarseness
that i3 offensive to good taste.
Of course, the masterful life and
rich colouring of his pletures in-
dicate the consummate artist.
But there ig none of the poetic
fecling of Raphael, nor of the
seraphic purity of Fra Apgelico.
Crowded around the venerable
cathedral, ke mendicants
around the feet of a priest, aro
a lot of squalld old houses, that
greatly mar its beauty.

The Hotel de Ville, with a
splendid faecade 300 feet long,
rising to the helght of 180 feet,
contains some fine historic halis,
oné with an immense chimney-
plece, with famous Bible reliefs.
In a mpeighbouring church-yard
is an artificial Calvary, forty feet
high, crowded with statues of
saints and angels. Beneath is
a Brotio in imitation of the Holy
Sepulechre, and an iron-grated
purgatory, in which carved
figureg in painted Sames beseech
alms for massges to procure their
rélease. It has all the horror of Danto
without any of the poetry.

The picture gallery i{s wonderfully rich
tn ‘“chefs d'oeuvre ” of Flemish art; but
none jmpressed me more than a dead
Christ, by Matsys, whose dee -pathog
brings tears to the eyes. In the public
squares ars fine monuments of Rubens,
<Tenfers, and Vandyck, and the streets
bear the names of "famous painters.

In this prosale country even the dogs
have to work for their living, as seen in
the cut, which represents a common
street scene in Antwerp. The large
duilding gt the top of the cut flanked
with towers at the corners orizginally
formed & part of the old castle of Ant-
werp. It was afterwards the seat of the
Inquisitiol. and {3 now & museum of an-
tiquities.

My most delightful memory of Ant-
werp Is that of iis sweet chimes. There
are ip all, {n the cathedral tower, ninety-
xnine hells—tte largest, at whose baptism
Charles V. stood godfather, and gave his
own name, weighs eight tons. Every
quarter of an hour they ring out a beau-
tifal ¢« carilion,” znd at the full hour
they proclaim in more elaborate melody
the flight of time, iy botel was in the
Cathedral B8quare, and .at night I lay
awake listening to the exqulsite
strain and thicking of Long-
tellow’s musical lines:

“ Ag the evening shade descended,
Icw and loud and swectly
blended,
Low at times and loud at times,
And changing like a poet's
rbymes,
Rang the beautiful wild chimes.
Then with deep sonorous clan-
gour
Calmly answering thelr sweet

anger,
When d?de wrangling bells had

enaedq,
Slowly struck the clock eleven:
And from ottt the silent heaven,
Slilence on the towy descended,
Silence, ailencs everywhore,
On the earth and in the alr.”

'TBE LITITLE RED ROOKING CBAIB.'
| brought her out into the hall and set

DY W. BERY POaTEE. her fn the little vocker when he went
The neighbuurs up and down bouth { away ecarly in the morning to his days
, 8ldes of the narruw, nolsy streot knew | work, but that was only when it was
that chalt.  On every picasant day 1t very pleasant and warm, for nttic Berta
sal ln the duorway ol o tenoment house ; Was oot like uther children.  Sumething
, midway of the biuck, and many a passing ; waa the matier With her back, sumethieg
workman or busy housewifo glanced at ; had always been the matter with it from
y It with a smile. It was little and uil | babyhoud. She could nut walk far
,and red. There was a faded cushion on | without becoming tired, nor could sho
, the scat and a litile diamund-shaped | play hke the other children, and liked
, tidy un the buk, and the chair and the ; better to sit and rock in the liue red
y cushicn and the tidy belonged to little | chair and watch their rompa
Berta Guild. Once, far a long threo months, tho lit.

Sometimen big Jim Guild, the .abman,

tle chalr was empty. Bometimes It atowd
in the doorway just the sams &» ever, hut
Berta lay upon her tiny bed within and
wonderced what the street looked llke In
the wiutry weather. The doctor, who
had taken a more than ordinary Interost
in het, told Big Jim that his littla glel
might run and Jdance and be happy like
uther littlo glrla before the anuw flew
again, and they all walted tor that time
longingly.

At last the time arrived when she
would gu vut, when she could walk quite
a little way e by herself. It was a
gala day for tho street. Everybody
nodded and smiled at the red chalr
(pewly palated for the occasion)
and Its tittle occupant, and the
wintry-faced old woman across the
street whn kept tho notlon store
could hardly keep away from her
window lopg enough to attead to the
needs of her customers. Her old
face falrly boamed through {ts
wrinkles tbhefore the day was
over,

* And to-morrow,” sald Tilly Gullg,
Berta’s older sister. stoppink to gos-
slp with the old lady when she ran
across in the eovening for a yeast
cake, and to-morrow Berta and 1
aro going as far as papa’s stand.
Won't that be fine 1

* Indeed It will!” declared the old
lady.

And 1lndeed the whole atreet
thuught su when the two llitte glrls
started off the next morning for
~papaa stand”  Tley camo back
in an hour. and Berias cjoa shone
Hhe twin stars. The world was o
pleasant, and it was su goud tu walk
like other little girls®

She sat dowa In the little red
rocker, her faco animated with the
self-importance that comes with
convalescence—and for another rea-
son . Sister Tilly had gone across to
the queer little shop to buy two
cents’ worth of candy. Papa had
given each vf them a penny. It was
because of this that her eyes were
fastened on tie shining window of
the store, behind which sho could see
Tilly eavnestly conversing with the old
1ady. She ocould see them quitoe plalnly,
and she knew they wero talking of her,
for they were looking her way, and once
Tilly waved a reassuring hand to her.

* And pleathe, Tilly, doa't gossip,” had
been Berta’s parting Injunction, and
Tilly was surely forgetting it. The llt-
tie lips quivered and the eyes were
dimm2d with tears. Waliting Is very
hard when one is convalescent,

“Yes," THly was saylng volubly.
* Berta's all right now, and mamma let
us go as far &3 papa’s stand to-day.
3y, but he was glad to sco us!” Tilly
was as fond of gosslp at fourteen as the
old 1ady herselt. “ Ho let us sit inside
the cab,” she pursued, “and he'd have
taken us for a drive, only he was afraid
of losing a fare, and the cab busiaess Las
been so bad this spring. No, [ don't be-
lleve 1'd better have any of them coloured
drops, because papa sald they mightn't
be good for Berta, an’ the worst of chew-
in' gum !s she always forgets an’ swal-
lows it; she's that hurryfdd—"

There was a sudden confusion ja the
street—a shout, tho rattle of heavy
wicels, the pounding of fiylng bools.
Tilly ran to the door, her bair flying,
her eyes wild. She glanced across st
the doorway of the tenemsnt house. The
iittle red rocking-chair was cmpty.

The white-faced driver pulled in his
frightened horses at the corner acd
100ked back. He gaw the glrl run out
of the little shop and gather the iitle,
sti!] figuro up {rnm the dirty street. He
heard her single agonized cry as she
pressed little Berta to her bosom. Then
the crowd shut out hls vicw, aud he
climbed weakly down from kLls scat and
went back,

The Jittle red chalr stands sometimes
in ihe doorway now, but peopie who
know aurry by with avorted faces; aad
the wripkled old woman in the store
across the street docs not go near her
window the days tho empty chair rocks
in tbe hall, and often wipes her eves
while she waits upon her customers.



