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HE sun is shining gently through misty
clouds ; there isa feeling of soft freshness
in the aiv which tells of green grass
springing on the hills, and sending its

sweet breath abroad to whisper of the now life

which is fast approaching completion. It iy all
very tempting, and almost before wo have made up
our minds what to do wa find ourselves strolling
towards that Mecea of tourists—Princess St,

It is Saturday morning, a time when that
thoroughfare assumes the character of a grand
promenude for beauty, wealth and fashion.  Gay
groups pass incessantly. They seem to be gregar.
ious creatures, these Scotch full who are usually
defined as reserved and undemonstrative.

As we turn tho corner u handsome, aristocratic
looking old lady, in garmeptsof the very aewest
cut, passey, chatting confidentially with o contem-
porary who evidently possesses the courage of ber
convictions. No modern nonsense for her. A
coal scuttlo bonnet engulfs her placid features ;
from throat to knees extend a velvet pellisse under
which appears a short skirt, the flounces of which
are well distended by a crinvline.  Behind, stroll
two young exquisites, wearing light, kid gloves, silk
hats and overcoats of fawn and pale green, the
lapels of which are decorated with large bunches
of violete.

Jostling against their faultless attire isa young
boy with a sharp eager face.  He, too, has violets,
but they are slung on a tray about his neck. His
bare feet alinost tread on a pair of patent leather
shod ones, and his rags brush against & pale green
sleeve as he justily cries his wares, ¢ Violets, sweet
violets, pefiny a bunch ¥

On the stepsof a hotel a little further on stands
atypical * Mrx. Ponsonby,” with a small daughter
on onexide and a smaller son on the other. Very
demuro and stiff looking littlo ones they are.  One
can ecasily imagine the buy w be a minuture of
sfathab’ with hix long ulster, Christie hat, well
fitting kid gloves, and neadly furled wmbrella;
whils his sidter’s small nose givex promise of
developing the decided curve which venders her
muther's so imporing.

Thaee girls pasy with gluwing checks and brigat
eyes. They hold themselves arect and walk with
easn in the stout, heavy shoes, which are revealed
as the wind blows back their skirts.  They turn o
glance adiringly st two French poodles which
trot behind their young mistresses,

* Whas darlings,” eries one girl, as she surveys
the shaved proportions of the chunine prie. Both
dogs aro sleck snd well prown* their natural pro-
tection of curly black hair endr just at ¢he proper
spoty, and their tails wave like small dusky paln
treex.  One has a tap-kuot of black curls tied with
a2 Dow of bluv ribbon, and his illy, simpering
expression as thix Lebs over his blinking eyes,
mnkes one feed quite sorry, as fur ‘one minre vean-
sible dog gane weong,” They are very disereet
little dogy, too, atel keep their eves straight alicad,
even when a bus illed with shouting Loy s in piper's
costume rubies on its way ta the Ineraativaal
footlall mateh, where the impalave feevor of
Paddy is to be pitted against Sandy's canny
shrowdness.  Another “hus falliws clowrdy by hind
its exterior smothered in sdvertisements, itadriver
seated bLehind n barrier agen which are ret forth
in glowiny terms the wierits of & wellknuwa food
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for infauts; and as une glances at the fat, rubicund
countenanco above, vne wonders if it has been
placed there asa testimonial,

On our side of the broad thioroughfard are lines
of bandsome shops, where light straw bats and
bonunets, adorned with many colored flowers make
a brave show; and better than these actificial
creations, arc nature’s own spring beauties dis-
played ia many windows ; masses of violets, tulips,
lilaes, lilies-of-the-valloy, daffodils and hyacinths,
all fresh, and fragrant, and ridicuously cheap.

‘Yes ; its a real nice building,’ rewarks a fair
tourict, as shv gazes across the street to where,
from the summit of a cool, grey cliff, Edinburgh
Castle looks down in haughty isolation ; and ax
we, too, pause to adinire the scene, wearo aceosted
by a fair native of the place whuse acquaintance

we have ve-ently made, and having retired to

doorway, are introduced to her father, who stands
before us. very rigid, very grave, inthe profes<ionsl
top hat and frock coat.

*This is Miss M , father,—just from Caua.
dn,’ and the daughtcr waves her hand tuwards
Miss M. with the wir of a sho..mnan.

‘Oh! Ah ! says the old gentleman, adjusting o
pair of gold rimmed eyeglasses the better to
examine the new specimen  just offered to his
notice.

¢And this ix Miss B.——, father,—just from
Canada.’

‘Gh! Ab!’ ranarks father again, in exactly
the same tone as before, while he transfere his
aauze of intereated curiosity to my humbie self. As
his pointed observationxappear to call for no reply,
we venture upon none, aud he surveys us in turn
and in silence for the space of a minute, when he
says with his soft Scottish burr, ‘Ah, so you are
just out, are you ¥’

We hint that this is rather an unplessant. way
of putting it, being suggestive of coavicts or
lunatics,

*Ab, indeed t’ ho answers mildly ; and dropping
hix eveglasses suddenly, relapses into meditative
silence until we bid himscif and his daughter fare-
well and proceed on our way.

Turning from the ever changing, prasperous
looking throng we passioto s side street, and after
mounting a hill, enter a stonv archway. Bvery-
thing is stono her, pavements, steps, houses. It
is dark and damp and our footstepx ccho dis.
mally as we traverse several vights of steps and
praceed along a narruw passaye wallesd in by tall
houses,  Some men lounging ina doorway glance
ivjuiringly atux as wo pass, but make no remark.
They are ragged and hand  featueed and have a
look of dogged mixery. Presently wo issue on
Higa strect, and are vnce more in the midst of
teeming human life.

Fut what a contrast to *he carcless thng we
1vo sast lefi! Spring aillinery is evidently ot
- tronizead here unlex: jou dignify by that name
the straw hat with ity tawdrey feather hanginz
limply on the fnnesy heal of a young girl, whoxe
face wears a set amile raore pitifal than tears, or
the torn tartan shawl pratecting the grey hairnof
the wretelrd, leering woman who staggers aeross
thestreet, clutching a black inttle tightly in wne
hand. Put for the most part a luxuriant and
unesred for hesd of hair ix considend satllicienr
covering. Groups of women atand and gossip
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here as on Princess street, but in plaze of sleek,
pampered poodles, led by silver chains, there are
emaciated babiez wrapped in coarse shawls; and
<nere is a furcibleness of expression not permitted
in polite circlex.  But, after all, surely this is a
merry place. Listen to thy Inughter ; don’t think
of the hollowness, the conrseness of it.

And hero comes a Hne ‘soncy lussie’ with a
physique which many a man might envy. She is
a fish wife, with her beavy shoes, home knitted
stuckings, short coavse blue serge skirt, loose
jacket with sleeves turned back to the elbow, red
kerchief showing at her throat, and the heavy
creel on her back supported by a steap crossing
her forchead.  She is cleanly, bealthy and ener-
getic, and asshe steps briskly on her way her oyes
aro fastened on tho kaitting which her fingers are
busily plying.

Yes, but look behind. A pitiful figure shuftles
along. A young woman in a ragged old gown, a
thin shawl partly thrown over her red hair, purtly
wrapped about & puny infant. As she hurries
past, her red and swonlen eyeslook vucantly before
her in dumh misery. The dirt on her thia cheek
is furrowed by recent tears. In her blind haste
sho almest stumbles upon a tiny urchin who is glee-
fully serubbing the pavement with an old blacking
brush, while his baby brother sits near and howls
with envy, malice, and all uncharitablencss. Svme
moro small bays are intent upon o game of fout-
ball, their dicty bare feet receiving many a hard
knock, as they kick a projeciing cobhlestone in
the roadway, justead of the bundle of tags which
does duty for a ball.

We peep into some of the ¢ closes,” ¢ courts,’ or
fwynds, ns they are calied. Most of thun arv
entered by a stone archway which leads to a nar-
row passage wrnlled in by dilapidated houses, ¢n
the doorposts of which you may often find some
old inscription or coat of arms; for Cannongate
was once the aristocratic residence quarter.  And
whereas now clectricity sheds its cold white light
on scenes of squalor, noise, and dirt, flaring
torches once lit up gay pageants and showed iy
lord and Jady stepping forth from one of thess very
tencmenty, perchance on their way to dine with
an carl farther down the street.

For three centuries hiavo somoe of these houses
locked upon varied seenes; grandevr and rovelry,
battle and death, life and misery. In that plain
wvtene church farther down the street, the beauti-
ful Mary Stuart was macricd to Boswell, and =
brilliunt followng of Iadiex and cvurtiors passed
from the gateway where now some neglected look
ing children aro playing hop Scutch with a pdece
of stone—~—children overywhere, playving, working.
fighting, laughing, weeping. .

In passing & tiny shop in the wndow of which
arc somo dusty Papers, we spy & quaint fzure
within, and enter, ostensibly to buy a pencil. A
little bit of & woman, whose thin groy locks an
fantastically arranged in curl papers rises to prect
us.  Sheis very friendly, and on my lifting the
corner of a shabby littls photograph album Iring
on the enunter, she beams upon me, aud proceed:
to exhibit it< conteats,

* Mn son. en! but he's a bonnie Iaddie, wi* hi
curly pov.  An' ma brither, th’ raeenister, a ricl
and wuid mon—te ho an Epresoopalian, Yo'
Epeescopalain yerseld  Ab, weell 1 hae nae det



