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He thrust the poem in the fire,
And struck again his laughing lyre
With such a force and earnest will
As far excelled his former skill.

FINALE.

When that dread hour, the last on earth
Came to this humble priest of mirth,
Once more an angel near him stands,
Displaying in his outstretched hands

A scroll whereon gold-lettered, shines
The brightest of his witty lines,

While thus he spake—¢ Lo, the reward
Of virtue which could disregard

The ghoulish fame by sorrow brought
Behold thy one immortal thought.”

Winntay McGiLy.,

PARIS LETTER.

T year's Salon is happily distinguished from its predecessors by the
82 number of remarkable works sent in by known and unknown artists ;
3mong the latter M. Maignan has achieved a great success with his Les
% du Tocsin, which represents a huge bell from which issues a cloud of
Bhantoy, spirits rushing forth to spread the alarm of fire far and wide.
warq Detaille, the well known military painter, has obtained the gold
Wedal for 7, RBéve, a powerful exposition of a striking subject. A regi-
Tﬂent‘ lies sleeping on the ground, their muskets stacked together in a way
5% instantly suggests to English eyes a Sussex or Kent hop field in carly
Pring, the distant camp fires throw a warm glow over the scene and
OV€ in the clouds the victorious legions of whom the vanquished soldiers
kneo Teaming rush past. This fine picture reca..ll.s one of Kaulbach’s best
Hu:’n Woxjks,' that in whl'ch he portrays the spirits of the Goths and the
bOrlis continuing to fight in the air above the battle ficld where their dead
¢ are lying,
" '€ number of pictures illustrative of war and camp life are specially
Onexceable, awmong the most sb.nkmg 18 Lg Ser?(/ent Mort, a small work by
> of Meissonier’s best pupils, the subject is taken from one of Paul
foulede’s finest poems.

- Mais un jet de sang noir s’echappa de sa houche,
Un éelair traversa ses grands yeux éblouis,

Kt $’étant soulevé dans un élan farouche,

Le Sergent retomba, disant, * Pour mon Pays !>

“:hlother, specially noticed is the Mort d’un héros, by Morcau de
Ry % Portraying an episode that occurred during the Crimean War, the
heara t‘e"‘ thfﬁ fall of the Malakotf Tower, when the _bod}.' of the standa}‘d
Rrase?’ Ganichon, was found buried under the débris, his dead hand still
PIng the colours confided to his care. o .
pl e"_’Ong the portraits, M. Bonnat's Cardinal Lavigerie ho.lds the first
hay bem public estimation, and ']tustly go, for years nothing so good
Aty ®0 produced by a French artist ; indeed, many of the great European
of Whg onsider this picture to be equal to any by the old Venetian School,
e lch. - Bonnat is known to follow the methods. Julqs }Ferry, by the
(;Ener&l‘tlst, is powerful and lifelike, curiously enough Bin’s portrait of
the d(-l Boulanger is placed close to it, this frlnajbles the. public ‘to note
hig .. erence between the handsome but finitrier looking soldier and
det, Tea rival, whose keen, rugged face indicates great strength and
mu18.1;i0n, )
%) m?“'blus Duran has seat a charming portrait of his young daughtier,
Sain €T, the head of the same model that he painted last year, and a t].ne
he eb“‘”":fm, full of the strong contrasts of light and shade, for which
lengt Mous, The eccentric Van Beers is represented by a small full
Very Portrait of Sarah Bernhardt lying back in a high, narrow chair,
Th Bracteristic and carefully worked out a8 to detalls.. o
"%ewe 16w President of the French Republic seems desirous of reviving
Mo, 3 of the traditions of a court, so instead of spendmg the summer
i pe! 36 his owy country place, as did M. Grévy and his family, M.
ch&te& e, Carnot have determined to inhabit one of the great historical
o, bt Bear Paris. Rambouillet and Fontainebleau were both thought
req‘liredt & Government were unwilling to spend the sum .of money
]‘"Pge, to Put them in order. As the Palace of Versailles is far too
Boge’s ® Trianon has been chosen, so the grandson of one of the men
In the Strumeng) in causing Marie Antoinette to be guillotined will live
b) od ¢ 5 and rooms specially given over to her use, :}nd whlch_grea.t'ly
Q%Dar. > ke her unpopular with the people who disliked her living in
b e“TIV.e PriVacy at the Trianon instead of in sEate at the. palace:
fnve ke Manon is the one plaq<z remaining In ’I‘ rance which clglms }tlo
l."‘nitu,.p b up the tradition of Louis the AVI.s.unfortunate wife, the
:lghteenih 33 for the most part remained as it was in the latter half of the
b iy, e wriong i bl i, e s o
t ) E“gla ful bureau inlaic with Wedgewood plaq as son
® Tyips 204 soon before she left Versailles never to return. ose to

ri . . ) .
}?ntoineinon 18 the toy village, still in fair preservation, where Marie
er, te blayed a¢ bergere, actress, or milk maid, as the fancy seized

8kip, 116 vi)) : : . Comtesse de Provence
Ty, age consists of a dairy, where once the Comte .

i(VI. ea e_m'ialk and made sy]la}l,),ubs, the water mill where Louis the

Slng i > Diller, 5 presbytery where the Cardinal de Rohan played at

88 curé till the famous afaire du collier led to his disgrace

and banishment. A curious little ruined tower and small stream and
pond completes this strange and lonely little hamlet,

Even the historical palace is not really kept up, many of the pictures
illustrative of Napoleon I. victories are getting ruined through damp
and want of proper care, in fact, the only historical spots in Versailles
well preserved are the ancient jew de pawme, where Mirabeau made his
famous speech, and where a sort of historical muscum has been established,
and the Hotel des Reservoirs, once inhabited by Mme. de Pompadour,
and, in 1870, the head-quarters of the Prussian Staff, who spent four
months there grimly waiting for Paris to be starved out. The table
where Bismarck and Von Moltke always dined, is shown to the foreign
visitors who have cared to spend a day in this forsaken, curiously-
provincial town, once one of the centres of the civilized world.

The decrease in the value of autographs was curiously noticeable at a
great sale held lately at the Hotel Drouot, and which was attended by
many well-known collectors.  Rare letters from, if 1 may 80 express
myself, old celebrities, are decidedly at a discount ; thus a curious missive
from Henri TIT. found a buyer at two francs, letters from Bossuet and
Buffon fetched the same price. On the other hand an unpublished letter
from Mozart to his sister, in which he presents the compliments of Frau
Weber and her three daughters, one of whow, Constance, afterwards
became his wife, fotched the comparatively large price of two hundred
and five francs; and a note sent by Schiller, Jjust before his death, to
Gthe, one hundred and seven francs.

Among modern autographs, that of Theophile Gauthier, the rough
copy of his Ghazel fetched ninety-two francs, A letter from Victor Hugo,
written in 1826, forty francs ; and a pathetic epistle from Rachel, written
from Aurillac, and dated August Hth, 1849, shortly hefore her death, only
twenty-seven francs, though to anyone who cares to know what the great
tragédienne was really like as a woman, the following—a passage from
the letter sold the other day-—must prove interesting : “Tt would have
grieved mc much to have been buried far from Paris, but T think that I
have no longer cause for immediate fear ; I may yet have time to choose
my own tombstone and compose a flattering epitapi.  Sometimes I won-
der whether my great triumphs will 1ot turn out to have been but
a short, happy dream ; if so, alas for the awakening! But no, God who
has protected me for the last cleven years will not now abandon me.”

Two new literary works have been exciting public curiosity the last
few days, General Boulanger’s I Jneasion Allemwind: and Vietor Hugo’s
Toute lu Lyre. The former is appearing in penny numbers, of which a
million are said to have been distributed throughout the length and
breadth of France gratis.  The general has received two hundred thousand
francs for the copyright of his book, from Rouff, the great Paris publisher,
the largest sum probably cver paid in France from publisher to author ;
in England, 1 believe, that George Eliot and Lord Macaulay alone received
similar sums.

Toute o Lyre has been the name given by Victor Hugo’s executors to
the two posthumous volumes of his poems, which have been received in
Paris with the greatest enthusiasm. Awong the pathetic pieces which
abound in these volumes, the following lines on the death of a listle child
are peculiarly in the master’s early vein :

Kntre au clel.  Ta porte est la tombe.
Lie sombre aveniv des humains,

Comme un jouet trop lourd qui tombe,
Iehappe L tes petites mains.

OWest devenu Uenfant? T niire
Plewre, et Poiscaun vit, chantre aild,

Lia mire croit quil est sous terre
Lloiseau sait qu’il est envold,

And in another style these livies addressed to fellow poets :

Horace, et toi, vieux La Fontaine
Vouns avez dit: Il est un jour

Ou le cceur qui palpite i peine
Sent comme une chanson lointaine
Mourir la joie et fuir Uamour.

Le tewnps d’aiimer jamais ne Passe
Non, jamais le cour west fermé !
Helas ! vieux Jean, ce qui sefface.
Ce qui ¥en va, mon doux Horace
Cest le temps ou l'on est aimé.

It has fallen to the lot of the French people to point more morals, to
emphasize more lessons from their own experience than any other nation in
modern history. Parties and creeds of the most conﬁicbing types have
appealed to Paris in turn for their brightest example, their most significant
warning. The strength of monarchy and the risks of despotism ; the
nobility of faith, and the cruel cowardice of bigotry ; the ardour of repub-
lican fraternity and the terrors of anarchic disintegration—the most
famous instance of any and every extreme is to be found in the long
annals of France.

W have captains of industry and finance, Why have we not captains
of education—men of leisure and culture, capable of enthusiasm and initia-
tive, ready to throw themselves into such g cause and give it their earnest
consideration, their generous and active support! Among the Greeks,
Plato, Socrates, and Kpictetus, were the teachers. Where shall we look
for our great leaders, masters, patrons, who will see education in its
true light, and force us to recognize teaching as one of the grandest of the
arts—the art of arts, for it goes to the building up of the artist himself,
and of ever nobler types of humanity ¢




