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Hero 3es tho Conl-heaver,
Beloved of God, but abhorred of men.

1 do not doubt but that if onc w. merely told
that the portraits of theso two men were some-
whero in this great collection, without name or
number to distinguish thew, one could pick them
out for one's self. Cardinal York, too, tho last
descendant of tho unbappy Houso of Stuart—he
that had tho medel struck in his owa bonour,
Henricus Nonus Magn. Brit. Rex. Non desiderus
hominum sed voluntale Dei—nas just the features,
half-priestly, half-aristocratic, w holly self-satisgied,
which might be expected in such a character.
Paley and Horne Tooke, divines who hang alost
side by side, are in expressivn as separate as the
poles, as different from cach othier in appearance
43 they were in character, and each, it strikes one,
locking the very man hie was. Richard III. is
artful and suspicious in feature as in mind.
Wilberforee is intelligent,benevolent,and winning.
Byron's haudsowe fitce i3 instinct with self-will.
Smeaton is keen as a sun-ray, and looks ready to
defend his geeming-audacious plans against all
objectors. Dibdin i3 juyous and spirited as oue
of his own songs. Ganuck with an intensity of
expression that is scarcely scen in any but an
nctor,  Macintosh, subtle, yet strong—onc of the
most characeeristic faces in the whole Gallery.

Upon tho other hand, in not a few <ases, the
person of whom you have mmade a picture in your
own brain, instead of looking as he ought to
look, disappeints all eypectation.  Sir Walter
Raleigh has the appearance of a hairdresser's
assistant objecting to the introduction of some
novel(y of the day—such as a rotatory machine.
Harvey looks as though Ais biood, at ali events,
had never properly circulated ; while his neigh-
bour, Archbishop Laud—fur the arrangement of
the pictureg is quito arbitraiy—Dbhag cvidently
taken 100 much liquor. Nay, even the portrait
of Mary Queen of Scots—one, by-the-by, ¢ of re-
markable authenticity '—thils altogether to give
one the idea of a beauty. She i3 represented
covered with jewels—as though almost to imply
that her face was not ber fortune—and at theage
of cighteen ; but when compared with real beau-
ties, such as Nell Gwynne and La belle Hawmilton
in tho adjoining room, she is almost plain. Anpd
yctsho bas the advantage of being placed side by
sido with Sir Nicholas Bacon, who i3 quite as
much liko an orang-outaug as a man. Wesley,
100, looks less like the impassioned preacher that
he was than a fashionable curate. Dear Captain
Cook—swhom ¢ cvery school-toy knows,” and so
justly admires—bas g mean bad fuce. Arkwright
is heavy and sodden, although bis cyes somewhat
redcem him. Wordsworth, true poet and philo-
sopher though bo was, has a dull lack-lustre
look, but it should be added, that the portrait
was taken when he was far advanced in years.
Tho expression of the merry Monarch is not only
vicious, but truculent; and Dr. Parr is at least
fivo parts Sot to ono part Scholar. Nay, one of
the most beautiful faces in the collection, with a
tender melaucholy about it, and soft and lan-
guisbieg eyes, is that of Jeffreys, tho judgoe of
¢ the Bloody Assize! Itis the most unexpected
countenanco cne can imagine, and though taken
after ho was Lord Chancellor, so young! 1o
was but just forty, however, when he died.

The youth of many of the persons represented
—in caces where the portraits have been taken
withina yearor two of their decease—strikes one
as very remarkable; for when people aro ¢ histo-
rical) ono i3 apt to imagino them as old. Yet
Richard III., whom most of us identify with the
wicked old unclo of tho Babes in the Wood, did
not reach his thirty-sixth birthday. General
Wolfe, taken within twelvo months of his glori-
Jus death, & young man of thirty, with a very
turn-ep nose—like Goldsmith's—and nothing
particular in his fuce, savo a certain eagerness.
This eager look, but intensified to actual comba-
tiveness, is also tho characteristic of Jobn Keats.
[a thoe portrait by Severn, even more than in that
by Hilton (for there aro two pictures of tho au-
thor of Hyperion), the extreme youth of the man
who could think such deep as well as beautifal
touglts is strikingly apparent. Of the persons
of real note, Keats is the youngest who bas won
his way to tho National Portrait-galicry; but
thers is & picture of Southey at twenty-four, and
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also of Coleridgo at the samo age—tho latter a
sparkling countenance, sadly different from the
dougby “ lecturing” faco it grew to thirty years
afterwards. Ilisown touching lines of Youth and
Jge are therein sadly illustrated.

It has been impossiblo to mention one quarter
of tho very interesting pictures which aruto be
seen in this collection ; whereas those that are
not much ivorth looking at—whose claims to bo
there, we mean, seem to bavo been too casily
allowed—might be disposed of in twenty words.
A few politiciang havo fuund their way into this
Valhalla—for it may be fitly called so, since iost
of the inmates have died, of not in batile, yet
ywith their harness on"—upon pretence of having
begn statesmen, such as Sir Leolino Jenkins; and
perhaps an author or two, without sufficient re=
putation to be called ¢ national,” such as Arthar
Murpby, whom most or the visitors to the Gallery
will probably identify with tho cditor of tho
Weathier Almanac. But as ono must not look
gift-horses in the moutb, so, we suppose, in gift-
pictures onomust not be too exacting as to repu-
tationg, and, on the whole, the cxhibition is well
sclected and admirable. It is in contemplation
to remove it to much larger apartments at South
Kensington, where it will doubtless receive great
accessivns by loan as well as by gift and purchase.
But even now, in its present confined space, it
affords o gratuitous treat such as all educated
Englishmen should bo thankful for. Iad it
nuthing to shew but the Chandos Shakspeare,
thousands might well flock to sco it: not ono of
your mere handsomo faces, such as Monmouth’s,
though very manly and well-looking, too, but
with a brow heavy with thought, as becomes the
wisest of all bhuman kind. Perbaps, however,
the mest noticeablo thing to many will be that
the author of Humlet and King Lear wears car-
rings.

COLONEL AND MRS. CHUTNEY,

IN FIVE COAPTERS. CHAPTER L.

T won't do, Wilson,” said Mrs, Chutney;
“five and nine aro rourteen, and seven are
trenty-one ; the currio powder threo shilliags,
and tho chillies thrco and fourpence. You are
cightpenco short.” And she looked up into the
severo functionary’s face anxiously.

«\Well, 'm,” returncd the injured cook, # Thave
lived in tho best of families, and kept the books,
and I must say it's discouraging to have insinua-
tiong—-"

I am snre, 1son,” interrupted Mrs. Chutney,
timidly, # I bw . no intention of insinuating any-
thing. I am rather nervous this morning., I
cannot count up coolly now, for Colonel Clintney
will be down dircetly. I will try agein after
breakfast. And ob, Wilson, do make tho toast
crisp.”

“I’)I‘hc toast!” repeated Wilson, in a high key.
#Well,’m, I did think you kacw as thats the
page’s business.”

“Qh! it is tho page'sbusiness? I didn'tknow,”
said Mrs. Chutrey, slightly humiliated. “You
may go now, Wilson, and take thoso books with
you.”

But before Wilson coula obey, Colonel Chut-
ney cotercd and cut off her retreat.

The colonel wasaccurately attired ina morning
suit of dark brown ; a fresh-looking, dark-haired,
dark-cyed man, with broad shoulders and a
powerful frowe, A quick frown camo and went
babitually on his brow, against which was often
balanced a swile of some sweetness, A super-
ficial observer would say he was a very energetic
person. A deeper insight suggested irritability
and preciscness.

He walked silently to the breakfust-table, whilo
Mrs. Chutney rang the bell, and then bastily
regulated her writing materials.

“Louisa,” began the colonel, portentously,
¢ whose duty is it toattend tomy dressing things,
shey ¢

“Why, Sopbia’s, dear.
hope 77

#«YWrong! When is snything right in this
house ? Thero are oy boot-hooks on the wrong
sido of tho table again—a second time, by Jovel
1f T had thege Iazy vagabonds in the East, cgad,

Nothing wrong, 1

————

I'd give them stick ¢'.ough.  ButlI wae a fool to
leavo Rudnuggadhar for tho misery and noglect
of this wietched rat-hole1”

“ But, my love, I am suro ¢veryono trics all
they can to make you confortable. Do not talk
of that horrid hot place. Seo Low nico and
€0ol—®

# Cool 7 repeated tho colonel. ¢ tell you, I
never suffered so much from hicat in all my life,
as I enduroin England, Everything isarranged
liere for wintor, and, when a few hot days come,
phew ! youare melted, scorched, burntup, IHot
clothes, hot streets, hot houses, and confound it,
worse than all, hot beert?

gisguslcd, ho scated bimself at tho breakfast~
table.

“ Where is that confounded boy ? And”(poiat-
ing to cooky ¢ what is sho doing here?”

Mrs. Wilson, who had been waiting for her
turn to come, bastily retreated.

% You sce,” began Mra. Chutney, hesitatingly,
“1 thought I should have time to go over the
books with her before you came down, dear”

« Hal just yourusual way. Everything out of
place; everything out of time. Thero you are,
hurrying over your books that require tho utmot
deliberation, keeping Wilson here whilo tue ball
isin disgraceful confusion”

Tho pago cntered and set on the breakfast,
while the irate colonel continued: * I gtumbled
over & broom and a mat! a mat and a broom, by
Jovel as 1 came down. Lift this” pointing to
the cover, and addressing the page. ¢ Hal bloat-
ers again I”

“ But you said you liked bloaters,” urged Mrs
Chutncy.

¢ Who said I didn’t?” returned her husband,
“but tho next time I get them twico in the
s:lm;)o” week, Pl go and breakfast ot the
club.

Tho repast now proceeded in peace—that is,
silence—for a while, when the page re-entered,
and informed Colonel Chutney that histailorhbad
waited on him by appointment.

# Show him into the dining-room. I will be
with him directly,” returned the colonel.
“ Louisa,” he continued, “write a note to Samper-
ton; ask him to come and dine on Thursday, or
to fix his own day. We'll get Thompson and
Mango, and Mr. and Mrs, Bullior to mect him.
Nice woman, Mra. Bullion ! Quits a woman of
the world ; has her witsabout her. I would not
mind laying long odds that Bullion mnever
stumbles over mats and brooms when ke comes
down to breakfast.”

# I wish Tom was in town ; he is always so
agreeable at dinner” said Mrs. Chutney, wisely
ignori; g thedisparaging conclusion of the colonel's
speech.

% Whero i3 that scamp of a brother of yours ?”
asked her husband.

% Qb, he is improving greatlyl de bas gone
out of towwa somewhere to study; und is so deter-
mined to work, that he will not give his address
to any one, fearing to bo interrapted.?

“ Hal ke may bave other rcasons. However,
you have finishcd breakfast, so sit down, writeto
Samperton, and I will post the noto mysclf”
Mrs. Chutney rose obedicntly, and scated
herself at tho writing-table. # Don’t forget,”
continued the colonel, o ask him for an
answer.”

. “ Why, of course he will send an answer
i —7’

% There's no of course in the case,” said Colo-
nel Chutney, sharply. ¢ Just writo as I tell
you;"” then turning at the door, he added, “and
bo suro you writo to Deal about that ottoman,
1t is too big, It is disgraceful 1” And he left the
room.

Mrs. Chutney dipped her pen in the ink and
began. She was a gentlo timid woman, and had
been carly left an orphan to tho care of a gevere,
strong-minded maiden aunt, her father's sister.
Although shehad o trifling independence, enough
to pay for her maintenance and education, ber
aunt, nevertheless, treated her as if she was the
mostabject dependant, Herbrother, a year or two
older then herself, had, for no particular reason,
selected medicine as his profession, and was the

-very typo of a medical student. Ho wasasource

of constant auxiety to hissister, whoso princi-



