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shown much sagacity in taking the matter up on the representations which
were made to thcm ; but surelv they are competent to deal with the
offence of the man who concocted the evidence of the girl Smith. The
ends of justice wiIl be defeated if that oflender is allowed to escape ; and
incidentally the investigation of his crime may lead to the public obtaining
some knowledge of the mianner in which it is thoughit lawful by these
private detectives to conduot their business.

SIAKESPEAR! 1 1 4 GHO ULS.

SHAKESPEARE, tby muse, like Atlas, holds a heaven
0f literature above our pigmny souls,
The science of its sbinimg Stars enrolîs
Full many a nmodern sage, to whom is given
A parasitie fame for having striven
To search the sparkling spaces of thy mmnd.
Fear not, Great Bard, though intidels unkind
The Maker fromn his universe have driven
On their poor ch arts. Forgive such crack-brained spite
IlThese undevout astronomers are mad,"
And in the bitter curse which thou didst write,
Include themn not ; although in truth as bad
As body-snatcher is the impious wight
Who delves to earth thy living naine froîn sight.

WILLIAML McGILL.

LO1YDON LETTER.

1 THINK it is a scent, a scent, and, in a fainter degree, a tune which recaîl
to one's remembrances, quit ker than anything cisc, episodes bclonging to
those better days whien winters were colder and longer, and summers wcre
hotter and pleasanter tlîan tliey are nlow. Haîf-forgotten ridiculous littie
adventures flash across one's rnory, because (perhaps) a tuberose
happens to be close to one's band :a twist of Travellers' Joy and a
branch of sweetbriar will make one start as if one liad met a ghost instcad
of a posy, while an air, grounld fromn a barrel organ, hias an effet of causing
squares and streets to disappear when Arcady, or whatever spot the tuile
may remind you, takes its place. And 1 have writtcn this truisni in con-
sequence of an odour of syriinga (wafted from over the gardens that give
onto this line-fringed Kew Greent), whichi infallibly produces for me, as
the fumes of the Arabian Jar produced the Geni, the figure of that kindly
clever artist, Mr. Ward, at the back of whose house in Kensington Park
used to grow bushes of these beautiful white flowers.

I cannot imagine a more deliglîtful companion than this painter of
history-faces, whose excellent reliablc memory was storcd with all sorts
of information always ready to hiand, and whose genial manner won for
him the affection of youiig and old ;and to this day 1 rememiber with
peculiar pleasure. vîsits paid to his studio wlien one could sec for ones,.lf
some of the great people who were then troobiing one's sehool days.
Louise of Prussia and Napoleon, Charles thc IX. at the bedside of Coligny
the best of the later pictures) Marie Antoinette and lier dauglter-

dressed in their bravcst, highi liglits very accentuated, eyes and complex-
ions at their brightest, visions, as I tiien thought, of loveliness. But if I
were flot discriminating about the art, I was wise enoughi to feel the
sterling qualities of the artist, and auj -lad to think I have knowneue at
least of that brave nid set of painters Who xvere famious in their different
ways iii the mniddle of titis century. 0f Mr. \Vard you may read a
sympathetie account in Lord Ronald Gower's Reminîscences, and those of
us who remember the bandsome grey-eyed man-coutenporary of Land-
seer, Maclise, Phullip, Creswick, Clarkson Stan field- endorse every word
of the eulogy. Mrs. Olipliant's " Mr. Sanford - ini the Corii, a month
or two back, reminds one to a certain extent of Ward's troubled last days ;
that was inevitable, but the clever, painful story, with its shrewd touches,
applies to many anotiier of bis conirades. I do not believe that wc, the
public, ane fickle :wc are quick to understand tbe work that appeals to us,
and stick to our old favourites, taking iîîterest year after year iii those,
who give us what we iiest uîîderstand. Fashions change to a certain
extent in art, but ninety itine out of a lîundred of us care notiig for that,
and contendedly crowd round a Village Wecddiing or a Race Course, a bit
of Thames scenery, or an illustration froin Il The Vicar of Wakefield,"
undisturbed by any critical rciiarks whatsoever. But the people who buy
pictures are made of diflerent stuif to those wlîo oniy look at themi they
understand, of course, the market value of the canvases, and can tell you
te a month when the dealers lef t off' patronîzing Brown and took to buy-
îng Joncs' pieces as fast as lie could turn theni eut ; and, in the bauds of
these patrons, the fate of the ordinary artist lies. Once tue Stream of gold
turns from the studio doors it neyer retraces its steps, and if from care-
lessness, or wbat not, the waters have not been dammed, woe betide the
dwellers by tiiese dry, dusty banks. Meni, whio from lîaving more work
than tlîey could get titrougli during those prosperous Manchester years-
from, say 1850 te 1875-lîave since then hiad to seli their pictures, if tbcy
seil tliem at ail, for the simallest of sums, and only by seme lucky chance,
of -%viich they are fully av are. Make hay wbile the sun shines, say you,
but have you ever kîîown aîîyone in the front lines, or even in the rauk
of this army of painters, who lias been endowed witli prudence 1 It bardly
exists, 1 think, when the temperament is oily as mucli as tinged with the
many-iîued magic flnid called Artistic Feeling, and when that charmng
fairy gift colours every quality I am persuaded that its ewner neyer
pessesses the excellent old-faslîioned cardinal virtue.

Last autumn in the Saltaire picture gallery 1 camte upon the great

ILexicographer (very like him whom Sir Joshua painted, only more 80)
Sitting at dinner with ugly Wilkes and self satisfled Boswell, aud other of
our friends, over a dish of roast veal. We ail know the scene; have w8
not been of the party a score of times ? Thougli the canvas was uusigned,
I recognized it for a Ward as one recognîzes writing witli which one is
familiar, thougli the signature may not be attached ; and, looking at the
brilliaut lights, dextereusly-painted velvet coats, silk stockings, silver
swords, and shining eyes, at ail the tricks and miaunerisms I kîîew so well,
1 seemed again to hear the paiuter's deliglitfal talk-stories and mimiorY
of good old Lord Northwick, descriptions of Bulwer Lytton and Kneb-
worth, tales of student days at 1'orne-and again I listeîîed to the laUgh
and quick answer to somne idie joke. -I think it was Dr. Johnson who said
that the size of a mali's understandiug miglît always be justîy measured
by his mirtb : lie could not have failed to have formed a high estimate Of
Ward's wit and parts, had bie met the artist before repeated disappOit
ments unnerved hîm.

Mr. Ward died at Windsor cîglit or nine years ago ; but here, i
the sun on Kew Green, with the smell of syringa round about, it seems 80
if hie mîust stili be living i n the weli remembered London villa, cheerfU4l
courageous, hopeful; certain that the dealers would again flock to liN
painting room,' as in the days of The South ,Sea Bubble and The Landing Of
I William olf Orange, quite sure and certain that the depression was 0111Y

tenîporary. Alas, those good times neyer did return ; though one is no-ue
the worse for lioping, I take it.

In the centre of this charming old green is the village chuîrch, and as
look over the low wali that divides the cricket players from the croS860
and flowers, halting verse and pathetie epitaphs with which we decorate
our dead, I cati sec the grave of Gainsboroughî, wio lies by the side of his
friend Kirby, tue arcîtitect, and net far fron Zoffauy and Meyer: and 1
am again reîîîinded of Ward, for it was he wlio restored the tonîb of Sir
Josbua's rival, and set a tablet to his memory on the south wali of th e
quaîîît Qucen Anne cliapel. As a favour, I am shcviu in the mausoleuWmi
at the back ef the altar, the velvet and gilt coflin of lis Royal ilitie8o
the fluke of Camîbridge. A golden crown is on the bcd cushien -abolit
are licaped wreatbs of inînimortelles. This son of George IlL[ lias been dead
thirty-seven years, but lus wife, whose wedding Qucen Charlotte attenided,
is still alive, aîîd listeits contentedly te tue mîusic cf the baud playing Out-
side bier Windows in St. James's Palace-and listeuing in the cool fragi ance
cf the aisies, the verger tells me this or that, points eut the organ and the
Royal pew; but I licar witiîout hîeeding, for the stroîîg smeli of paints d
turpentîtte is in îmy mentory, ovcrpowci ing the flowers, and XVard's qiet
hearty toue drowrts the voice ef iny guide.

Do you kîîow the red brick palace past the gates that face this green?
Onîce, net long ago, soîne one uulocked the great front doors for me, and
was prîvileged to waiîder up and down the corridors, into the dismaittîS
roonîs, whcre sol t te your tread fine Turkey carpets hune the floor, a'Id
girtandoles (tuc twinkling lights are but just put eut) branch front the wIllo'
and itîto the corners are puslied, agaiust Ste narrow, dini looking-glas0j
pieces of old furniture-a card table or a straight-backed arinchair.
declare I could heur the king's boarse voice, as hie talked, talked te bis doc'
tors in Slîat dark Saloon, and I saw the pages oit their steols in the asgo
and heard the rustle of the- ladies' silk gowns, as they went te and f0
the anxious, sad Qucen and the crying Prness ginst the window
cf the pewderirîg closet woed pigeons cooed just as their ancestors i
wheni little Amehia threw cruînbs to tliem over hier nursery bars, and Cbe
evening sbadows fel ou the sundial, aiid tue leaves and grass were e XtlîSy
of thti saine quality cf green as wlîen the company lingered on the luw"8

here after supper, a liuudred years ugo. Yesterduy the belîs tinkled (yOD
eati sec te naines new cf ecd: ',Princess Auausta's IRoom " Say' n
inscription; 'lThe King's Li brary," says anetlier), and tlie teacu 5ps Cinlke
and te children laughed ever their gaines, and lier Majesty wePt. Whoi
certain documents were brought lier froim tewnl which told lirI o
imperatîve a Regent should be appointed. Tiien Fielding was ra
tiiese trees (pace Mr. Stevenson) and Eveline, Mr. Rîcitardson's moral Workoy
and Dr. Brownings Travels in (ierî?aîzy. To-day on the bench uttder td
uinies lie the letters cf t>orotli Osborne-cf course, you, tee, are ber de votey ro110fiiend and humble servanît. Everycue is quotiug lier sensible, humero

worsc.nyiigMr. Temple bis first perusal cf them-and w COCkneyl
aie free to peer with curicus eyes at this sacred Royal hmIo u
aîîd forloru, on which the attention cf the Engiish people once was frt
Stand if you will in the avenue that leads te the river, and watel th'. eth"e
bound for R~ichmond or Greenwich ; foliow the grass-grown patlis Withîfl t
enclosure, and yen cornc te the Tea-bouse, lîung witî ilogartSIl al,
nisicd witli chairs and cushicîts, eîîtbroidered by those who are de" fo
gene long since. Acress the Brentford Ferry claugs the bell, tOll"O, 0that Ilero who belbngs net te Gerîitany alone, but te ail the world, oi
deatli lias just new cliined. "Et ùi Arcadia ego" is paintcd Ont a t
in a Poussin landscape on tue Louvre walls. If you go te the tt
yoîîder among te elmns, wliere tue fine folk played at siruplicitYe 0iýe0
the Palace surreunded by sîtîiling gaîdeits, tuaS dismul Sounîd stili StretI
upon yeur cars ; arîd even -Dorotliy's ccmpany, sud lier natural, uttaif j,
tulk (by Ste side cf which lier editor, a sort cf the late Sergeant par* a8 d
the way, shows te disadvantage) fail te tomn the mind from tbe oit 1 i
theuglits tliat crowd into cne's mnenory at the episode in the history O1
times, for wiîich the belîs ring Shrougli titis peaceful afterncon. Ulloi

Did it require Laurence Oliphiant, I wonder, te write from the "'ird
cf Mount Carmel with an iîîspired pen (ut least, lie says It 18i5p inP
and hie eught te kuow), did it require Mr. Oliphant, I say, te convdinc w
that there is, in very Sruth, that Hcreufter wliich, frein Ou hlde 131be
have been taught te respect, that abede, wliere, in thc beau tiu U b0
language, ail tears shall bc wiped front our eycs, and wliere sh5
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