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Chapel, ini reverence îlot to tlic man
whose naine is thus e.ontmeniorated,
but to the mian who designed the
eaînnenîoratioîîi - lias inideed been
travellinig linfdfolded. The Hlorse

GîadWhÎtehall, ji4ivoin 's Inn,
and( Linetoin's Inn Fieldsf,-t.hese arc
itemsiiý in a catalogue of înd*spens-
aLbles One mnust flot overlook eveti
the ()Id Curiosity Shop, which is part
of another Iiondoîî-the City of
l)ickens-and the dozeuî and one cor-
niers ot* the great city whieh have
ltnd their place ini standard fiction.
Butilte tlîings, the monuments and
te u tfe locýaIîties, are no more
bondfoni thanir the eity hall tower in
ror-onto is Torontio.

Buit take, for intace hat we
îuighlt cho1ose to call Thte joUlies''
Theatre. Some nîght your evii gen-
ius miay lead you 10 that faînous
honteo of' ;llege(le humour. It is worthi
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purchasing a ticket, and even endur-
ing the unpieasant sensation of being
shut in an absolutely air-uight eellar
-for the ventilation of the theatre
is not at ail-to sc what passes for
an evenng 's entertainunent on the
part of flic lower îniddie-eiass Loui-
doner. rThe struaîming of two dou-
bie-coîtcerz grand pianos ini unison
takes the place of an orchestra. An
alieged humourist dominates the
stage. The doings are frightfully
"futiny," but nothing more. Slap-

stick triek feliows cluînsy loke until
it is tiînc for the clerk and itis wf
or the little broker'.,; assistant and h's
fianecec to escape froin flhc miausoiunt
iii tintei for tîte suburiban tb.'['le

paeis hhiled wiltlers-o aier
rov of' bad eotîtpicxîorts auJi îi*sfit-
tiîîg Engliît collarsý, >sattdiviolcd, ii
bet weut f'reslt-faced yotgwoatien
with jarrilîg colours it their dresses,
and poor eth. These are thc people
of one London, a dcpressing London.
In a year of two you unay meet soute
of these clerks in Canada, revived
witt the freer air of the Ncw Worîd,
earning better salaries, eating betler
food, sleeping in more whoiesotae
quarters. and dreaming big er
dreains than tlîey ever dreaated in
Engiand. But their places ''at
home" are aiways filled.

Close by the Biliingsgale Fish MNar-
ket is a public bouse caiied the Bell.
Visit il. Sit in the lîtile rooma ai the
far end of the bar front the door, ani
observe the men who enter-particu-
iarly ai noon. The proprietor of the
Bell is a short, rotund nman with a
red beard and kindly blue eyes. Be-
sides owning the Bell, lie does an
cuiormous business in the fisit market.
1his wife, a heavy woman with a
shrewd eye but a kindly moulh, looks
afier the house while the lîusband is
absent in the market. The dugliter,
a pretty, fresh-faced girl of nineteen,
with far more refinement of manner
than the average riblion-counter girl
in a Canadian departmental store,
waits on the bar. For some reason


