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Ciniversity is far off from touch Wth ttiecity; stili fartiier ban

from the Dominion;- and sadiy so f rom the Continent and -R a

the World. t feels no pulse but its own, and vven in that 11o

excludes the healthy, active aud wholesomc hieat of the wi

graduates and undergraduates. These, whether consuited and

or unconsulted, constitute the real and vital sap of the vii

University. Consulted, they should forai a force at once ta1i

conciliated, powerfui, and enthusiastîc. rfnconsitltpd, they BEl

stili remain a force, and one, either of actuai opposition Rh

or, what is worse, of hopeless alienation and indifference. litt
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WKAs Ltere lie beauty, then, in barreil sE'm, toy

No syînmetry in jagged twig anîd liiî, - w

ihat slow discarding lustrous diadeni i

Lay etched upon the sunset's orange rini . fl
Sul

XVrc it, too, hetter never to have beenii l

A thing leaf-crowned and wholly, fieshly fair ;art

A being ail benignant, purely green, yiý

Sheitered and sheltering, innocent of care t
tiý

Strane-that for haif the year the tree tuust go ti

lincrowned, unclad, soul shivering ta the blast, r

Bach glossy leaf be trodden deep in snow, ni

Bach acorn to the ground be roughly cast Tý
b ~t'

(Jareless of coming frost alof t it looks,H

All confident of nîany another spring be

O'er'dry, brown fields anîd saddened, slent brooks, th

And woods where not a bird is left to sing. ha
ni

TIhis the great secret of its grand content, fa

Thjis the f ull meaning of its giant caii, on

This the truc measure of the reverent w

Straiglit mien that springtiîne's swetest airs elEbalIi. v
th

0, ta have been the tree-and not the man! It

To grow in ever wheeling, circling pride, Pl

0Consciaus of ail the noble, gracious plan ri
'rhat smiled at Doubt, and gave a God te guide 1 i

si

Think i to have harboured orange oriole, ni
And flaming tanager and chattering jay,w

And wisie gray sparrow-would noV this console b

The weariness born of miany a leafiess day '1

Since it wcre known-they coule again in tE vc
Or six nonths' timie of waiting, then to wait, a]

E',veni through songIess seasons, were to thri ves

On sweet probation, though in somibre state. c

Wcre it noV biiss, some melting rnorn in June,b
'liook and sec amang one's cru mpled leaves- 1

1 ýate Vo unfold, but deep at hcart in tune s

With ail of green the Young wood interweaves - f

A flash of living i ight, incarnate gemi,0
That holds a vaice'in quivering ruflled throat,

'['at hangs, a jewel, on the budding stemE,t
That sings a song of H-ope-Dcath's antidote
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LONDON LETTEJ?.

0 a part of London comparatively littie known 1 pi- 1-

grimaged to-day in order ta say my prayers in thei

riverside St. Mary',, over the low graveyard watts of which i

(ineer Georgian edifice Turner ieaned to watch the brown-
sailed boats slipping silentiy past to the sea,--that church

where Blake was married, where Pope's St. John was
buricd. In the eariy marning, the sky, a wonderful grey

of xany shades, iooked as if rain were imminent, but a

chilis wind swept the drops away directly they began ta

patter on the pavements, and soon beautiful white clouds

drifted acrass the steel colotir through which here and

there a faint blue background was to hc seen. Most

cockneys become as weather-wigc as are couintryfolk and

can foreteil quite as accurateiy as the shephierd on the

his what prospect there is of a fine day;, but ini London

who cares for such a trivial inatter i One has go nxh

else to think of that showers or fogs are hardly considered;

we are above being influenced by atnîospheric effects!

By Westminster Bridge -1 took to the water, ieaving

the streets behind me filied with the sound of church-bella,

with great crowds trooping from every direction ta go to

the Abbey, to st. Margaret's to that hideails building in

the centre of Smith Square under the shadow of which

lives the Doil's Dressmaker, and as we cast off from the

ricketty landing-stage and slowly began to make our way

towards the Ilouses of Parîi%nnent, a dingdong sounded

framn both ides of the land in the prettiest, mnost bar-

menious fashion. Thon the mists, beginning te rise fram

over law-lying Lambeth and Vauxhail, showed me where

the picturesque Palace stands with its face turned te the

tide, that grave grey face on which the centuries have lef t

go littie mark ; and mysteriaus Miilbank on the right (one

is reminded of Nenice, "a palace and a prison on each

hand,"> seemed to meit into those rows of bouses small

and large which modern taste has planted on the marsby

lands about the Groavenor Road. And as the blue in the

sky becomes deeper iii tane, and the air ail around altored

in-ol 1-,th-pnorama uinfoiding, itself on the right-hand
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ink disclosed tirst the Crees and iroli wickets of aid ga 1t

âneiagb Gardons, thon the fire-red lîuiidings of Chelsea Ba

1os1îital, and, ail too soon, the Apothecarios' Cedar hy oui

hich Sir Hans Sioaîîe stands on his pedestai in lus wig wh

d embroidered coat, while on tht boit (so like one's first exi

iw aifRotterdam) tho serried ranks of warehounses and tal

JI chimneys were broken by the shadowy iawns of mne

àttersoa Park. Tbey may talk as they wiii af the sui

bine and its wonders. The twopenny ruins, and pretty dei

,t mouintains and diqappointiEig vineyards, the giaring sta

rite villages, bave been burnt into one's mdiîory by the lhe

-orthing sunshine, but ane nover looks back ta the voyage th

rom Cologne ta Biebrich with bal tht fondness with Ei

7hicb one remenibers tht sbortest of joumnoys on our wa

casant Thames. The legends connected with the iviod iný

wers are mucb iess interesting than are the stories of th4

;hich aur streets are fulli; the sharp outiincs and bizarre lat

îes ai the duil settiements an the edge of the Rhine are ri%

ot ta be compared ta the misty smoke-wreathed London viml

uburbs with their dim background of vague meadow and svw

lb, their surprising capacity for ail sorts of artistit

rangement and symphonies. But ah, friendly meader, if th.

,ou have ever indulged in the luxury ai a steamboat down ov

i Chelsea, yau wiil remembor botter than I tan describe lis

,e manifold charms upon wiiich your eyes feul; and if on as

le contrary you were iiever iunfashionabie enough to A

xavei that way there are a hunidred chianes ta ont against ce

ny making you realize the dcliglht of sucli a proceedinig. ni

ao anyoiîe who bad cars Vo hear the air was fuit of voicos, ai

1e pathways crowded with oid.worid Quaiity, the Sulent vi

lighway teemied with the gay barges ani qîiaint %vber-ries ta

jelong'o .ing' ata another Tinte thanu Our awîî. l{ardiy ont of lit

,le sound ai Bow-Belis, we yet aire Vauching of cither tli

and the real Country, as the ciidrcn say, or ait boast as w

much ai it as a Londoner tan understand,-not the empty ni

Eriorn country, history-less, but tammons peopied witlî w

ne's beroos and beoines, iawns on wbicbh Iorace Walpole A

went walking with my Lady Carabine Petersham, gardons ci

wheme Pope andi Chesterfield aired Choir besit imaxnersi in C

tho company af Queti Anne's faithfni $ecretary ai State. ao

.t requires a deal af self-control Co imiake me land at my tI

praper destination ; for Ciiiswitk Mal], sacrod ta the a

nemory af Miss Pinkertaîî, 1 knew Vo be round that 0

iiver-grey corner, and Kiew (Areen, a ittle furtber on o

.gain, is ai ail plates the inast ciîarming Of a Sunday p

nmning«. But if I hadl noV thon disemharked-a great c

ward, that, as applitd ta a penny steamer!- -fwonid have r

been too laVe for any service, il

On leaving tht landing, yon came very soan ta tht il

churcb wbich Mm. Gilchrist lias described in bis best t

Iarlylese manner in the 1"Lif e af Blake," which building bias

altered very littbe since the poot and artist kneit by the

side af bis Ilbeloved " bore, except that the painted

curtains and goid imitation tassels fmom the band af the

Vicar no langer drape the east wail in which the Eliza-

bethan window is set over the aitar. The lunettes cf the

L4amb and Dove, abborred ai Biake's biographer, are

stibi in their places, and high up in the galiery there are

fine medallions hy Roubiliat af Lord Bolingbroke and bis

second wiie, the French Mamchioness de Villette. A chapel

of sorte sort bias stood home for centuries, says Thornbury,
but it is te be haped the aider churches were in botter

taste than the prosont ont (mebuiit in 1777), whicb is by

no meaus a first-rate specimen ai evon the architecture of

that tasteless periodh The plate, however, munst aiways be

interesting, because ai the presence af the paet wbo wrote
IlThe Sangs afIinnocence " (I takre it for granted yan know

by beart IlPiping Down the, Valcys Wide," and IlLittle

Lamb, Wbo Made Thee 1 ") the artist who designed the

fine illustrations ta Biair's "lGrave," and because that

extraordinary genius Turner tîntimingly paiuted for boums
in the vestmy by the porch, entbrailed witb the sbifting

views ai the river caugbt tlîrough the tîneer shaped
windaw af the little roam. Ho wonld caule acrass ironu
the cottage wbere hoe lived, and which stili stands in
Chelsea covered with creepers, and romain for heurs, for-

getini af timue, absorbed in ivork. Wbat a bappiness te

ho possessed ai a painter's seul, ta ho able ta sec ail Chat
Turner saw in sunlight, in a stretch ai cioudland, in a

taii-masted boat- tho most beautif ni thing man bas
invented-in the restless tide, these every day wonders art

aiways regarded, mare or boss keenly, but even tuie rnest

observant ai us, af course, don't realize lhall af what is
before us. NoV only ta soc more than othîers, as if saie
f airy had' toucbed onc's eyeiids with a magie fluid, but Va

ho able ta me-croate ori canvas, what inust tlîat be like?
Turner, the unan ini bis gioomy Queen Anne street galleries,
ini the ivy Chelsea cottage, is nat an heroit figur.e by aný
mneans, mare's tbe pity ; but aiter ail it is olily with
Turner, the artist, that you and 1 have Vo (Io. Tbough
'.le stoî-y af bis evemy-day lice is perplexing enough, and

ful oifa shadows, the iigbt Ctn ver was on land or sea
shines fromt bis work, the work is the miai, periected.
His bmushes, speaking a language that is easiiy understood,

tell af their awner notbing but goad. Lt is useiess ta pay
attention ta the biographer. 1 douht il Turner himself
knew wbat ta muakeofai is blundeming, weak alter ego,

the other self who talked witb a coarse accent, wbo drank
with the sailors,~ The reai man is the refined, painter, who
speaks the flnest language itbe finest way, the campanion
af kings and princes, hoe wbo shows us familiar English
scenes, and draws for ns Swiss mountain and Germa5

river, who spends bis days at the foot ai Nature. And
we have no rigbt Vo ask anytbing beyond wbat hoe bas
chosen ta tell us.
1The choir had sung their iast iîymn long ago, tt1

1iingered still in tht aisies, w1hile, outbide, thet congregation

*hercd in the fitfui sunshine, (IiHcoursinig of ali-absovbiig
ttersea topics, or of the leas intercsting afrairs of th-,

der world. 1. was fortunato enough ta find someone

ho told mue that part of Lord Baiingbroke's bouse stili

.sts net far front here, and that the present owners

,:e the greatest came of a certain cedar parlour (an apart-

ent which aiways remind mue of Sir Charles Grandison),

posed ta be the writing-room of a littie crooked poet,

îpised of Lady Mary Wortiy Montague. [le of ten

ayed here, as is wcll known, with bhis beioved St. ,John,

3who .%vas among the few, as Pope told Spence, possessing

Ltruc nohleman-ook-you'll recoiiect one, of llaziitt'H

says on the subject of this peculiar look, NMy friend

as se communicative, and told nie so mucli worth hear-

g, that it was late before 1 could tear myseif away fi-oui

te eightoenth century and the village of Battersea, se

,te that wben at last J reached the other side of the

vor .1 found ail the studios in Tite Street packed fuil of

iitors, and the yeariy round of picturc-seeing in fuil

ing.
1 have the most confused recolloction of the rest of

ie aftemnoon. 1 know Il saw mnany clever pîctures whosî:

mners were very maodest, who would hardiy bear te

sten to any commendation of their work, terribly nervaus

sthoy were at the chance of its gatting hung in the

Lcademy. And 1 saw a great many miediocre, or inint-

re, or affected picces, the painters of which wore in too

any cases concoited and arrogant, scorning any word of

[vice. 1 can tell you how pretty wero somte of the

sitars' gowns, how charming the low bonnets after the

ll nionstrosities that have been worn so long. and .1

Lve vivid rocoliections of stupid speeches mnade in the

lrry of the moment by stupid would-bo critics, and of a

ise sentence or two spoken by somecone who knew the

ght tbing ta say. Only the outsiders showed to-day :

*e have ta wait another week CI the Academicians and

.ssociatos arrange their canvases in the hest iight, fling

)pen, their front doors and invite us ta tea and cake.

o nfused, we raiicd in and out, following the samne set

Ef people everywhere, listening al Vhroughi the aftemnoon

i the samne sort of remarks. If J arn noV able ta describe

iccuratoiy ail the iandscapes 1 saw, 1. at least heard a doal

f gossip, and if 1 have oniy a vague recoliection of soume

fî the portraits, I don't tbink it mattered mnuch ta the

ainters. No amnount of praise wouid have satisfied the

conceited artists, and as for the înodest ones, they wauld

rather not talle of their own work. rThat Studio Sunday

i succesaful as an entertainment no anectan doubt, andi it

as nc way of aur seeing pïcturos for which, unfortunately,
there may be no other means of exhibition.

WALTER PoWIElýl.

BETWEEN TUE LICrHT$ W-fITH U LD BOOK)S.

THE IIOUSE OF THE SEVEN (4ABLIE5.

1 WONDER how many people still edNtail1lw
Ithornel 1 amu afraid not many. lit these aso

naking many books, the good aid favoumites af fine flavour

and delicate amoma become too easiiy lost sight of under

tbe piles of bran-new literatume that ioad the shelves of

our bookstores, tricked out in the most tempting of covors

and Iltaking " of titles. Sncb nianstraus or grotesque

personages as Dr. Jekyli and M'r. Hlyde, and Shbe, or

such vulgar and commitonplace anes as 21fr. Si(as ''pa

and Mr. Barnes of New York, and their frientis and

acquaintances crowd ta the waii the fineiy drawn and

tmuiy artistic creations af Tue Marbie Faien, lIhe Searle(,

Letier, Plie HOUase0/ the Seven Gables. TUhis last 1

have been lately reading, as it happens, for the irst timie,

and its perusal bas greatly iresbened and î1uickened au

appreciation ai Hawthorne, dating fromnt a juvenibo perusai

of the Scarle' Leter, which a mnaturer judgmnent showb

ta have been noVt only weil fionnded, but noV noeamly equal

ta the mnerits of this great artist. And, whatever dilfer-

once ai opinion there nlay be in regard ta the 'Pale of

Fiction," the present mania for what is merely stsa

tional and grotesque, as comparod with far nobber anid

mare enduring attractions, does net speak weil for the truc

intellecttiai elevation of aur much reading and writing age.

The "-plot " of T'he House of the Seven (?Gables, is

simple enough, and the "incidents " and " action " about

as sligbt as ean. be conceived. There is aniy oeut exoiting
"4situation," and that iii exciting, simply because the fine,

powerfui drawing bas se enlisted aur interests in bis beo

andl heroine--by no gnians interesting at tiret sight--

Chat, for the time being, we live in their lufe and make

their feelings and fortunes aur own. The lieroîneoaf the

story-if such wc miay tait lier - -i a solitary, shy, anti-

quated spinster, of gaunt farm, and with an invoiuntary

Ilscowl " that maiiciousiy belies hier charactýer, who is

unceremoniously styied by bier humble neighbaums, I"Old-

Maid Pynchean," and who, at the outset of tiie stary, i

in the agony ai a confliot between a family prido inberited

front generations cf baughty purîtan ancestars, andt the

prosaic necessity of apening a littie stîop ta eke, ont lhem

scanty iiveiihaod. The hero is hiem brother---a newiy

reieased convict-amiabiy self-indulgent and pleasure-

ioving by nature, and seemingiy rendered hait imbocile by

his long confinement witbin the prison celle. The iight

that irradiates 'these two sombre portraits is the self -for.

getful devotion of the sister ta bier unfortunate brother-

the ane love of ber otberwise lovcless life. In strang and

sweet cantrast ta these twa owls-as the author himseli

quaintly cails them-is the iresh, fair, whaiesome littie

Phoebe Pynchean, with bier country bloomn,lber gentie

serenity, lier practicai New Engiand coiwiioa-sense. The


