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rate there was no Qign of him ; securely locked, the wick-
ets were opened for no one, and, indeed, nobody but my-
self seemed to have any wishl to go inside ; the casual
passers-hy, louingiîig slowly along, looked neither to right
or lef t, murmuring, if they spoke at ail to each other, of
the stifling heat, while the ordinary denizens of the Inn,
the lawyers and the lawyer's clerks had sauntered off under
umbrellas to the restauýrants about llolborn, froni which
retreats they were long in returning. A very mirage, the
beautiful gardens lay shimmering, steeped in sunlight
before my longing eyes. To me, out in the desert, it
seemed as if leaves and grass, and flowers and priceless
shade were as unreal as the wraiths on the terrace
amongst whom Bacon sat musing on the subject of lis next
essay, whjle Sir Roger de Coverley Ilcleared bis pipes " in
the fresh morning air. As there is neyer any use in keeping
one's mind fixed on the unattainable, I turned from the
inhospitable gates and wended my way through the court.
yards to the hall, as the rext coolest place after the
gardense meeting Mr. Perker and his clerk Lowten, fre-
quenter of "lThe Magpie and Stuînip," Jack Bamber, immor-
tal Mr. Pickwick, and I' my esteeîrred friend Parkle," of
whomn Dickens discourses delightfully in "lAn Uncommer-
cial Traveller." Dickens, I amn sorry te say, has spoken dis-
paragingly of the Square more than once, but I think hie
can't have knowrr it in the summiier when the most captious
person would not call it eîther diial or depressing. Then,
again, Gray's Inn no doubt bias altered for the better since
Mrs. Sweeney and Mrs. Mi'ggot were laundresses here, and
the dozein of lively Young leeches, escaped from the feeble
hands of the trembling ticket porter, were met taking
their walks abroad. So iniproved is the quarter, that in
one or two of the houses, tio longer let off in flats for
chambers, children were looking cout of their nursery
windows as 1l passed, and more than once there came &cross
the Square the shrill voice of a canary, and the sound of
familiar monotonous scales thnrnpect liv stali tired ingers.
The beantiful hall, with its raftered lo'uvre-roof of polished
oak, its many interesting 01N portraits, its delicate shields
anid lozenggs of stained glass, has been the dining-roomu of
the members of Gray's Inni for over 300 yeara%. Anyone
Caun go in who likcs: th(, doors stand open thirongh the
day. You cari rest on seats (iade. they say, of planks of
the Spanish ships driven on our shores in 1588), while the
maiden Qlucen, snrrounded ly lier' solemun judges, giances
at you from the walls. N'ou en watcl, th,- liglit streaàm in,
ail colours, through the great panes, and feÏ oi, tire saine
objects standing in precisely the saime places on the
oaken floor as rn the time her loyal Benchers wore blalck
ont the death -day Of thre martyr, Kin,- Charles) or Jacobite
studenits deýtianitly whistled ''LAilitlbullet-o'' as tie Young Che-
valier camne irearer and nearer to 1)erby. Peopled witin
tire figures of tlr'ý few successful lawvers, Coecis, Bacorr.,
Sydneys andi tire like, who once stt et ineat here on the
dais, and witlî those rîany unsuccossful irrembers (Il surely
eallQ d to the Bar," says l.)ickens, Il by deceiving spirits,
seoîng they are wanted there by no iiortal "),ndragygirig
tîrrougîr the weary days witiî nothing to do, the long 'hall
is far froin Ionoly, and is fu of interoat evntoto g
rant intruder who knows rrext to nothing of the originels8
of rnany of these portraits, or tire naines cOf tIre Owners of
these magnificent coats-of _armns which shine ini the jeweiled
window-panes.

As I stayed on in the dim, cool rootri, looking nrow at
my Lord Raymond, now at Sir Nicholas Bacon (the ruins
of whose houso I saw the other day at Gorhannlury) some
one came from across tlhe passage to tell me a little of the
history of thc Inn. Originaîîy, it seems, the property
belonged to Lord Gray de Wilton, who sold it, houses,
gardens, windmill and ail, to a Mr. Denny. Prom him it
came into the hands of the monks at Sheen, who let it as a
lodging for iawyers tili the evil days of the Reformation,
when Henry VIII. took it into his possession. 1 wft5
shown a carved high-backed chair, on which Queen Eliza-
beth sat when she came, attended by hei court, to see a
Masque or partake of a banquet;- and soîne glazed Roman
pottery, found when a new rouai was but nlot many years
ago ; and some excellent mezzotints and hune engravings of
portraits of those Benchers who have made themselves and
their Inn famous.

«'Do you know that an invitation to dine at Gray's
In], is considered a very great compliment indeed?
Lwrites Frith, R.A., in a letter, the receipt of which this
inorning sent me down to Holborn to see the pictures lie
mentions] I autneflt now much. of a diner-out, but as
those great lawyers seemed to desire my company the
Other day, I resolved to bestow my tediousness upon thema.
Every one assembles in the library, a modern room up-
stairs, from whence the guests are conducted down to the
hall, eaccl on the armi of a Bencher, who wears a solemn
black gown. Being late, I missed that part of the cere-
fllY, se was taken straight to the hall, which seemed to
MY bewildered eyes to bc filled with a multitude of people.
Au awful Presence, carrying a rode went in front ; witb
his staff he struck the ground three times, announcing in a 1
loud voice, Mr. W. P. Frith, R.A. There rushed up a 1
figure ini flying robes to welcome me. Then, 6'You know 1
the Lord C bief Justice, I think P' ho said, and the chef,i
in shaking hauds, remarkod : ' Yeu have good reason for1
remueumbing me.' Ilis tone was net throatening. He i
aat, You know, to me in my picturo of the Private View ati
the Royal Acadomy, a function lie neyer attondod excepti
for Wy beniofit. After more knocking, a stontoriari vonce1
announiced dinner was served, and the multitude, consisting i
of barristers and studonts, soparated themselves from theo
Benchere and their guests (the élite), and took their places(

at the long tables linirrg the hall from the dais to the
magniicent screen at the end of it. There were about
twenty of us grandees at the upper table. Next the Lord
Chief Justice sat Mr. Manisty, a great jodge and a great
fisherman, over eighty years of age, whose favourite amuse-
ment is salmon fishing. He stands for hours with the
Scottish waters up to bis waist, an experience likely, f.
shold have thooght, to be fatal to much younger people
than the judge. Then came Mr. Justice Stephen, and then
Mr. Justice Bowen, who, my neighbours told rire, had just
recovered from a severe illness. Mor-loy was there, a mari
whose genins [ admire and whase politics I detest, and,
nearly opposite, a nophow of his, anothor Morley, who is
exceedingly handsome. 1 should like to paint that youth-
fol M.P., and if he should fail in theo buse I can promise
him a decent livelihood as a modol. This off or is worth
notice, for at tho next election 1 hope-but I wiil forboar.
Sir Charles Russell looked very worn on the edge of the
Irish Commission, te say nothing of the terrible wear and
tear of his other suits. Near him wvas a gentleman with a
very astute face, ornaînented by one of the most provekirtg
noses I over saw. Tirore is no nistaking the handwritirrg
of Providence on theiruman face, and I wasn't surprised to
find that this was Reid, Q.C. The t-est of the coropany
cousisted of courmon nobility in whoin 1I didn't feel inter-
ested. The dinnor was splendid. My kind ueighbour told
nme ail sorts of interesting tbings. lie toid me the hall
was fiuislied in the reign of Elizabeth, that Bacon was a
Beucher, and that there are two portraits here of hiru,
'The smail one wiiciî hangs there to your right,' he went
on, 1 is, we believe, a genuine picturo, and the tradition is
that he sat for it. Ther-'s Queeu Elizabeth, the one on the
screen behind the chaplain. Sirakespeare may have sat
where you are, you know. Bacon may have asked him to
dininer. We'vo nio record connectod with him, except that
it's pretty sure one of his plays wvas acted bore, but we
don't krrow which. We often think it is a pity the cloth
is flevr-ýr reinoved, for nnderrreatli this one we have a highly
polisired tabla nmade froin wood Ltakeri from tire Spauish
Armada. Speeclhes ? No, wve've rio speeches ; just the
usual fort- toctt;, tire Royal i4'enily, anrd one special crie.
tuie healtb of Q,ýeecu Elizal)getli.'' 'Tho health V' said i,
'Tlire menory-tlte i nurortal nIîerory, .1 mean,' answered
îny friend, laughing. Airother and a longer Latin grace
(WO i)egan dinner witlî onot-> fror thre chaplaiti, and thon
tire lovitirg cup appeared, snoli a beautiful silver tliiîg, filled
with sack, the veritable sack of Shakespeare's ine, made
front a rteceipt, a great secret, in the possession of thre
socitty, anrd datiîig baek front E iabetlr's days. The guests
rose andi bowed to eachl otfietr. 1 I drink tire glorions,
pions an(l iainrortal nwntory of good Qineen Elizabeth,'

s ri(nebegant. Ilieni lteenp was pesse(1 on to the uext
person, and as we, eaeltinn tnt-n held it we reîîeated the
toast. 1 tasted sack for the fitst tirne; it was pecîliar,
and not very nilce. Th'Ie students wert- quite quiet at the
long tables, except for an occasional bun-st of larnghter.
'Tlney will find their toigues when we beave,' 1 was told.

Their sihince dont prove any great announit of respect to
the uppor table ; each of thern thinks ho has a judgo's wig
iin his pocket.' After dinner, the Lord Chief Justice lead-
ing, we went upstairs to the iibrary (nmodern, full of
ancien t books) to dessert: fruit, ices, and wliat was to me
of far greater importance, cigare. . . - As i left I
passed the hall, aird, hearing melodions sounds, looked into ind they proceeded froîn a baud of studeuts who were
1'waking tire niglit owl with a catch.' IBy the way, and
not apropos of Gray's Inn aud my entertaifment, I forgot
to tell you Sidney Cooper's eyesight, at eighty4ourlias
retnrned. fie can't account for it, but says simpiy that,
after years of spectacles, ho can now see without them as
weii as ever he did at twenty-five. Tlrere's a curions
tring. I-is pictures prove it is true. lu tire Acadry
thîs year you eaui sec how precise and delicate lins teucli is,
not in the least ike anr old man's werk. This beats Bes-
wick's grand mother, who eut a uew sot of teeth at soventy.
fi ve."'

The other day i came acress theo "Poems atrd Letters of
Bernard Barton,"1 the good Quaker poet of Woodbridgo,
whoso daughter Edward Fitzgerald urarried, and whe was
the iifeloug friend of Lanmb and Soutthey. Clad in a sober
suit Of grey, the smaîî volume lay unheeded on a bookstalî.
T'rire lls of St. Clemerut Danes, Psalm-ringiug overhead,
set t1ho bits Of rhymes to music as I turned tire pages:

Midnight bas stolen on me. Sound is noue,
Save where light, tinkliiîg cinders, one by eue,'
Fait frü,m ry tire, or its low, glittering blaze
A faînt anti fitfuli noise at tintes betrays;
Or ditant bayiug of the watclr-dog, caught
At iutervals ; rt is the hour of tlrought.
Caneit thon then marvel nrw that thought is free,
Memnory should wake antd fancy fIy to thee?

The belle have no bard task, anrd the words, written by
Elia's friend to Elia, trip lightly to the dhiure from the
steeple. We ina> burn our caudies at many sbriues, saye
Mr. Birreli in hie "6 Obiter Dicta," se I ight my penny
taper in front of this modest table, where the wild flowers
bloom, raised by Bartoîr in honour of Poesy. If yeu wish
for priceiess altar-pieces, for oruaments of gold and silver,
rnch hangings or fragrant incense, you will not find tbem
bore. The geutie Quaker oniy offers bis goddess a liaudful
of wild roses and a branch of swect briar. Yet the manner
ru whicb the posi'ýs are armanged is wortliy the attention of
idle worsbippers, who, wanderinrg from oue gergeous jewel-
led shrine to another, would net waste their tinte if tbey
stayed for fivo minutes by this ]oneiy, neglected littie
side-altar, wbere the blossoms are se sweet anid the scout
of the beaves so fresh.WALTER POWELL.

Q17A TRAINS.

'ruE lictor slow unties bis rod,
Lest the dooured mrain repenît,

But slower utoves the kill of Qed
Unto rman's punishirrenît.

For pleasure, do irot swerve
Aside iin thinre employ;

Content if thon deserve,
Lot other men eu.joy.

3
Ho who singa itever nakeri

No discord in bis seiing
Ilt who speaka rn-,tr sp' aks

The word that is mot wronrg.

4
AIl comes toe him that waits,

If iris desire bc pure;
M~aster lie will ail fates,

[lis victury is Hure.

5
Question net, but î-njoy

Sean not too curiorrsiy,
Lest thy close soarch destroy

The charinr of sympatiry.
MAT'rr~V IH% icfiEv KNIcrui.

THE PI ILIOSOIIY OF "Bo)WS."

ACCORDING to a reliable authority, faîniliar at ioastAin name tob ,inrant aud iearîred alike (Webstet.'a
Utrabridgod), a bow im1a " beîrditrg or art incîining of the
itead or body in token of respect, Irom1age, coudescension,
roverenrce or civiiity," whicir defirriion, so fat- as it goos,
is preciso and troc enough. But niy t-adet-s wiil allew,
with a knowing smile, that tire " unabridged conventional
interpretation of this very intt-restitig anr opeesv
monosyllable is vastly more than the naine implies ; in
faet it is a questiotn whetlter an im-abridgtrd couveutional
definition would trot carry its writer into au infinity of
researchi, for tire suSjei(ct ns pregnant with other important
aspects titat tonîpt the keen obser-ver ittto fertile argumrents
(1 ifitu.

It is ovideut, tiiorefore, that inr a necessarily short
essay of this nature tire question cari be littie more tin
touched upon in a few of its strikîug coinninuplaco phases.
Space, or the want of it, wil l ardly allow me to analyse
the subject as an expouerit, in individual cases at anry
rate, of mou's seif-taughit social bel iefs; for not even this
simple geeture bas escaped thte omnipotent influence of
our times, which, though a would-bo occuit power, is very
plainly revealed in tIre smallest actions of worldly mon and
women. Lot us eall tbeso rosuits tho fruit of involuntary
motives, of imrpulses tirat are strouger than the force of
ordinary human resistance, concomitant with that inward
garowth whicb seemes in so mauy instances te outreacb eut-
zealous controlling efforts, if by se doirng we throw a straw
to the porishing dignity of our botter nature. This ie
mereiy, however, a spoctlative act of charity wbich a review
of stubborn reaiity canuot and does net encourage te any
extenit.

1 muet deuy inyseif the pleasure of taking the extreme
limite et my subject as my starting and iuisbiug points.
Were I te begin with, I shahl not say "Ithe nod that
ratifies the will divine," but boid my quili te eatly con-
fines, and begin iustead witb the imposin-, net to say
solem3nly majestic, bond ef the getlemann usher ef the
Black Rod on the occasion of the OPoiug ef Parliament,
and ceme caret ully down thegamutto tîrat boart-warmiug(l>
B'i *gn ef recognition, a bow with the "eyelids" (if my
inexperieuced reader eau narrow bis conception of unkuown
tbings te sucli a fine peint as to understand wbat a Ilbow
with the eyelids " means), I should htave te resign myself
to a task which tinne and labeur wouid magnify inte
matter for nuany essaye. But the subject prima jacie
suggosts a groat deal froem which very practical reflections
may ho deduced, witbout prebing any fartber than the
surface-aspects.

The obvieus differences betweeu thoso signe et mutual
recognition which we callI" bows," make it almoet unueces-
sary for me te qualify them accomding te the sentiment
that inspires tbem. Any public thorouglifame will serve
more satisfactemiiy to vividly illustrato tue trutli ef what 1
intend te say on the subject of Ilbows " tban any argu-
ment, I came net bow subtie uor bow convinciug, that I
miglit adduce.

One neede ne extraordinary power of disquisition to
distinguisli between bows of equality and bews et
inequality ; the former, though cortainly the nnost natural
and unaffected, are perbape also the meet uniuteresting ef
ail bows. Their substance is a simple sign of mutual
recognitien, a passive token of civility, unînsinuative et
either coudesconsion or unwotîy adulation. The bew ef
inequality lias a rareP and more saveury interest fer the
siy observer, f romn the supercilious nod of the self-infiated
social or political Il snob " te the servile bend et the over-
affable criugeling.

By a slow and subtie precess, from eitber of theue


