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inu, and which this poor offender gazed at fruin over this v'ery silI. Flore,
where it used to be securely fastened, is the mark of the rack, and omninoum
%tains and spiashes on the floor; there, just below the sign of the Cross,
is the great ring to which the ankle chains were fastcned, and not far oti'
the trap door is shown through which bodies, when donc with, were
lowered into the Thames, which then washed the stones of this building.
What a curious siglit must this gruesoîne dungeon have presented when
full to suffocation with the Lollard dissenters, the good Lord Cobhani iii
their midst-a curious sight, truly, for Humi wlîo said "lLittle children,
love one another." And the actors and audiences change places as the
years go on ; for now it is Protestants torturîug Catholics, now Catbolics
chaining Protestants, and this always in the naine of the religion preached
by the Man of Peace and Sorrows. The story goes that no0 prisoners
were here after Mary's ture-if we except Lovelace, the Cavalier poet,
contined for debt-the run on the prison occurring froni the beginning of
the fourteenth to the iiiddle of tbe sixteenth centuries. Now it is part of
the Bishop of Lichfield's townl bouse (the Archbisbops of Canterbury
having no use for the Towcr, it is lent to the Lichtield Bishopa>, and
many people climb up here to look ut a sight as interesting as any in
Lqndon. Just a sinaîl, square roomn, twelve feet by twelve, lightcd by a
narrow window, throughi wbich you caui sec the brown-sailed boats slipping
by to Battersea and Kew, and, across tic waters, can note the square
towers of the hîdeous chturcli erected in rneinory of Vanbrugb by bis
daugliters, under the shadow of wbicb dwells for ever for al] Dickens
lovers, the Doll's Dressniaker. Ouly a sinaît, square roorn, but deep-cut
froin roof to floor by the bauds of our ancestors, wbo yesterday siglied iii

the sunshineë that feil on their chainq; cut witb a verso remeînbered froîîi
the Psalms, or pathetic records by dots and lines of year-long înonthK
lived here, inottoos, Christian inies, and iany, inany titites repeated,
the sign of the Cross. The belis fron2 Lamnbethi chume for service :that
sound must ofteni have floated up, torturing tic prisoners, for tbe parisli
church is very old, and bas stood close against the Palace for mnany a
century. (Mouds float slowly past, the light shifts and pales, cries corne
froin the river youder. Nothing bas changed but buman nature. Those
terrible Inquisitors would hardly understand sucli inn as Arclibisbop
Benson and Cardinal Manning. 1

The day of the Battle of Trafalgar 1 guess will long bc renicmbcred in
London. 1 passed the Landsecr lions at half-past one, and found theni
g]aring over a regiment of police ; but overything was tlien ominously
quiet in the streets about. Constables, four abreast, marched continually
round the square, warning away loiterers, wbile squadrons of mourited
inspectors clattered up and down, Up and down, keeping a vigilant look-
out. It was a curious 8ight. A thousand visitor% leb t the " Grand " Hotel
during the last week, iii cousequenco of the scare, and the difference ail
this lias made in the number of country visitors to town is enormous. The
first brcach iii the peace occurred about tbree o'clock, when tbe sounds of
a brass band were beard in tbe direction of St. Martin's Lane. Tben the
iret engagement took place, Mrs. Taylor clinging to a banner crowned
with a Cap of Liberty, with both hands, and-liko a second Jeanne
D'Arc-swearing loudly she would die rather than surrender. But the flag
was captured by a resolute policeman, and Mrs. Taylor was carried away
in a fainting condition, and lier gallant bollowers fled in disorder towards
Holborn. A daughtor of Fredcrick Taylor, the water-colour painter,
found herself unexpectedly mixed up in one of the outlying mêées, and
was immensely alarmed, as she gays not only was the siglit itef horrid,
but the unearthly cries of the mob were quite appalling. The mob were
aIl armed witb cither tbick sticks or short pieces of wood. 1 am told that
the entrance of *the soldiers, a brilliant blaze of colours, was quite dra-
matic, among the black-clotlied policemen and the mud-coloured crowd.
Another attempt is expectcd, and every window for some distance fr0112
Trafalgar Square is engaged at ruinous prices by peaceable citizens wbo
wish to see the sights. WALTrER POWELL.

LYRIGAL TRANSLATIONS.*

NOT often in a country like this, whicb is yet in the mtruggling aiid mioney-
getting stage, and wliere intellectual and literary efforts are apt rather to
tke the so-called practical turn, shail a man be fouîîd wlio has bad the

heart to devote the best of bis hours to the study of pocts in foreign and
even dead languages. StilI rarer will be tbe man who han had the industry
and ability to render these poets in any highly acceptable inanner into
English verse. The office of the translator, too, albeit rather a thankless
one, and not of ten rewarded with a very higli degree of fame, is nevertheless
go rare, so useful,'and so, honourable in the eyes of the eager student of
lettera, that the latter will hardI, rank hirn below the original creator, if
bis work be at ail freely and faithf ully done. For these reasone this very
amall. and unpret.entious work by Mr. Charles J. Parham is deeerving of
much more than a paesing notice, and should be greeted kindly by the
lovers of good books, nlot orîly for what is in it but because it must be the
first fruit of better things in the future. Lt je onîy a little book, but it

centaine translations of single short lyrics froin no leu than thirty-one
authors in the Spanish, Portuguese, Italian, and Provençal tongues. Here
the reader will find tensaons froin the old troubadours, a famous .sirvente of
Bertrand de Born, the warrior.poet of Coeur de Lion's time ; madrigali
and letrillas froin the Prince of Esquilache, Camoëns, Moeo, and others of
the Spanish and Portuguese ; lyrics, playful or serious, from Metastasio
and various Italians ; anciones fromn Riojo, Calderon, Gil Vicento and so
on. It ie very little, but the promise is good, for Mr. Parham does not
translate after the manner of those who think that it is sufficient to have
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traià4ferred ait approximation to tîe îueanîng 'Lnd feeling of the original
into soine common set form of English verse:; the reguit 'being nothing
more thani a very commînplace English poem. He has aimed at retaining
in his translation the genuine seuse, flavour, fori, and rhiythmn of lis origi-
uial, and in many cases he bias completely sucoeded. Ris translation of the
famous Address to the Nig htingale, Pajarillo que Cantas, of the Prince of
Esquilache, is a beautiful and charrning poein, and rnust retain a great part
of the excollenoe of the original Spanish. Mr. Parharn has appended two
or tbree pocins of bis own, one of which, The Siesta, breathes the spirit of
bis translation, and proves bini to be tboroughly saturated with the lux-
urioug fancy and feelings of the South. A. LAmPMAN.

THE1 BODY l'O THE SOUL.

[SuenfeI~' translation of ait oid Saxon poeuî, "The SouI to the Body.'

RAiiiry frieîîd, with .ioy 1 greet tho,
For I of t bave longed to ment tliee,
flaving inucli 1 bain would agie thee
\Vhich to answer may o'ertask the#-,
Seeing thou art but a shade,
And no more inay'st clii mine aid.

Hast thou tdieu full1 liberty,
iieing looscd froni bonds co nie?
flaving gaincd the freedi prizoîl
[lave tby dreains boon realised 1
('an'st thou roami wit.hout control
O1er the eartli broni pole to polo I
Or on greater journeys far
Wing thy fliglit from star to star?
Are the mysteries which vexed tbce
lu thy days of flesli, perplcxcd thee
With their aspects so iuvolvod,
'lo thy spirit vision solved ?

'ilion were wont iii bygoîïe days
'lo revule iny laggard wvays,
('raniping tbee when nobly stirred,
1-indering tliee in deed and word,
Even thine înmost tbouglîts disturbiîîg
Witb my base, incessant curbing,
Dragging tbee from airy heiglit,
By ignoble appetites,
In thy perfect liberty
Faren it botter now with thoe
Can'st tliou reason without strain
Hanipered by no flagging brain
Was it flesb ohscured thy sight
ls it now most clear and brîgbt,
Fed by pure, ethereal liglit?

0 vain boaster, proûd to caîl
Thyseîf survivor of the paîl,
Phoenix broin funereal pyre,
Sole dofier of Deatli's ire.
lCnow'st tliou flot eternity
ls for me as well as thee?
Thougli heneatli the range of life,
Still 1 wage incessant strife
To effect a resurrection
Froin the eartli-clods' loathed coniioction
For my power cannot be hid,
Oozing through the coffin fid,
Like a genius of the deep,
In a gaseous borin 1 creep
Upwards, climbing evenl as thîou
Tbought'st to soar when on my brow
Deatb's cold, clammy touch w sa laid-
Magic toucli which straigbtway made
Me a corpse and thee a shade.
Thug 1 reacli the surface wbere
I can ecent the morning air,
Through the blossoms of the rose
Which upon my hillock growe,
Through the flowers that live and blooui
In the fouI breath from the tornb.
Once escaped to îight of day
Proie the hampering clode of dlay,
On the winds 1 speed away :
8porting througb the realin of air,
F'lying here and flying there,
Coinrade of tho wayward breëze,
On the meadows, on the treels,
Stooping down with viewleàs feet,
[n the rain, or snow, or sîcet,
Findiniz forma to animate,
Suited to my altered etate;
Thug existence 1 inherit,
Cbanged from body into spirit,
Live and niove witbout thine aid,
Wbat more canst thou do, vain shade t WM. M0G1îuý


