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Australia, as well as troope from the more distant mother-
country would disembark in a very short time upon the
shores of India and lie eped by the steam engine to the
gates of Afghanistan. Above ail others, however, in sucli
circumetances je the question of native loyalty. If the
feudatomy States, including the Mabrattas witb a popula-
tion of 6,250,000, armies of 59,600 men and 116 guns ;
the Hindoo States with 34 million of population, ammies of
.)75,000 men and 3,372 guns;, the Mohammedan States
with a population of 14,300,000, armies of 74,000 men
and 865 pieces of artillemy, stand firm in their loyalty to
the Britieli flag, there need be ittle fear of the msuit.
These native milens cannot but see that England govemns
them with justice ; that she protecte them from internai
discord and external aggreesion; that ste allowe them mfany
priviieges which Russia wonld neyer deam of permitting
and [ cannot but think that in sncb a war the wbole weight
of 350,000 trained oriental soldiere and 4,200 gune wouid be
added to the stengtb of the Britishi army. This ie borne
out by the recent offer of the Nizam of Haidarabad to contri-
bute sevemal lakhs of rupees towards the defence of the
indian frontier and the equally spontaneous way in whicb
hie example was followed in other directions.

The other day wben Dhuleep Singh addreesed a mani-
festo to the Sikhs from Ruesia, calling upon bis former
subjecte to revoit againet the Queen-Empmess lie was
anewered as follows: "lWe do not in the least degree
sympathize with you, or respect the letter. We are true
friende of the Britishi Govenment and are perfectly
assumed of ite kindness, justice, peacefulnees, generosity
and integrity. t je uneqnalled for justice amonget &al
earthly Governments. . . . In 1857, we remained
stauncli. We have accompanied tbem te Malta, Egypt,
Cabul and Bummali, giving ample proofe of our bravery and
loyalty. We tell yon witli sincere heart we are loyal to
the Britisli and wili fight againet you."

Sncb a emarkable document speake for itself and it
would eeem beyond donlit that the braver, more warlike
and intelligent portion of the Indian population are at
present loyal.

In conclusion it je evident tbat the strengtli of Ruseia
lies in the steady purpose of deepotiem, directing with
absointe autliority a cowed and uneducated nation, while
that of Great Britain lies in ite material trengtb, un-
limited wealtli and resources, coupled with the intelligence
of a highem civilization.

Tite patiotic detemmination of the British people al
over the worid, backed up by the loyal support of a vast
and diversified population, actuated tbougb it may be by
many varied motives, wiil, 1 believe, in the future, be
sufficient to hold together the wondeful fabric of Eastern
Empire whicli las been built up by the vigour and genins
of the sons of Britain on the plains of Ilindostan, and to
drive back, if need be, the bordes of a semi-civilized power
into those Asiatic recesses fromt which they may be said to
have eprung.

Torontao. J. OASTELL HOPKINS.

PARIS LETTER.

A PRIVATE view of the Salon, inetead of being a
pleasure, je simply a fatigue; theme are so many roome

to visit, so many infeior works to wade tbrougb, that the
head becomes lieavy, and next to incapable of analyzing,
or of ditinguisbing the grain from the chaif. t je only
at subsequent visite that the really interesting works are
discovered, and to whicb one retumns; as, in the case of
museume, we go to our favourite corner, and neglect othere
-desiring to see no more. There je on an average not
more than fifteen per cent. of pictures in a show worth
studying. Judge, then, of the extent of good fellowship,
of the innocent mania, that allows 80 mucli cbaff to accom-
pany the limited good grain. These good-natured admis-
sions injure art, by encouraging bopes that can neyer bie
realized. An art show ougt not to be a public bazaar,
wbeme everyone can be admitted to exhibit. This promis-
cuons accumulation of pictumes muet in the end bave a
depiorable effect on taste. t je thus that many artiste
paint very large pictures, almoet ceiling decorations, so as
to catch the eye. Gigantic frames enclose insignificant
subjecte. In presence of this spectacle, one feels in their
pocket for a picture by Meissonier. t je not tmue efforts
at art the jury sliould deal witb severeiy, but with nuili-
tics.

Instead of thirty salles or roome packed to the ceiling
witb pictures, fifteen roome would enifice. The show this
year at the Palace of Industry is of higber menit than for
several yeams. Tbe eye on entering the Salon je pleaeed
by the variety and the ageeable selection of subjecte.
There je more of landecape, and happily lese of nude. This je
probably due to the division wbicb bhas taken place; the
two Salons produce competition-a new rivalry which je
always effective wben applid!d to art. More thonglit, more
idea, are put into pictures, and the drawing bas become
more careful. t was only a Gaspar Poussin who couid,
with ease, paint a large landscape in a day.

The emaller paintinge exhibit infinite came in detail;
the large ones display action, eloquence and life. The por-
traits are, as a general ule, well doue; wbile features are
not neglected, very great effort bas been devoted to repro-
duce the colour and texture of stuifs, as the manufacturer
lias given tbem to the market. The Salon je full of
pictumes that we can admire without diepleasume, and there
je everywhere evidence of honet effort to succeed. Among

the very first paintings in the firet liine are, IlLady Godira,"
by Lefebre. It ie a large picture ; the horse is led by a
nun, through the shuttered-window streets of Coventry ;
hier iadyship is seated in puri8 naturalibus. The horse is
admirably drawn; the coiouring je rich in contraste, andthe
iight piays adm*labiy on the nude figure. Perhaps Lady
Godiva looks a littie too giriish for a wife ; but ehe was
"timid as a lamb, gentie as a dove."

Munckacsy contributes"I Italian Renaissance," a. ceiling
allegory for a Vienna museumf. The figures are bold, the
composition fulil of space and suggestion; he lias intro-
duced hie own portrait "I ooking before and after," in one
of the figures. Carolus Duran sende a ciStudy ;" it is a
emaîl pictvre of a lady playing a piano by candie iigbt; the
liglit admirably shows off hier features and delicate bande;,
the dark sober gown of the performer does not afford
opportunity for the dispiay of toilette ekili, of whichlihe is
so great a master. There is a quiet, perfect Meissonier-
finish of detail, which is charming.

Vibert contributes a gem-the "lMalade Imaginaire;"
an oid Dives reclining in an arm chair, in a ecariet dress-
ing robe ; hie fat monkieli features, hie coral lips, a picture
of good health; whiie hie eyee twinle with cynical fun at
the doctor in a sugar-loaf hat, feeling hie wrist and count-
ing the pulsations with pouting lips, thinking him out
of-esorts, while hie wif e, a stately dame, in gorgeous toilette,
wliere siik ehimmers and velvet trembles, carnies on a emali
tray, laden with exotic fruits, cakes, and champagne-she
knows bis ailment and prescription.

Bonnat paints tbe President of the Republic. M.
Carnot muet be the easiest of sitters to depict ; hie features
have no expression; hie does flot even look the silence of
a sphinx ; lie seems to be aiways uncomfortable, as if
about to ask the visitor, "lHave 1 done anything wrong 1 "
Contrast him with the admirable speaking portrait of M.
de Soria, contnibuted by Aima Tadéma- ail fleeli and
blood, and life. Bouguereau'sIl"Holy Women at the
Sepuichre," admirably drawn, but classicaily cold ; full of
grace, and the "1Angel inside the Tomb, " display ail the
silvery finish of the painter. But hie ie not Modern Art.
In hie other contribution-" Les Mendiants," two
beggar.ginie are walking bare-footed on a country road.
Tbe faces are those of princesses, not of vagrante. Only
Millet, Clourbet, or Baetien-Lepage could deal witli the
lowly, the humble and the poverty-strilren.

Charles Giron in hie "lTons de Suie" bas an artietic
effort of much power; it represents a eweep, holding a
bright-co]oured orange in hie bande on hie breaet ; the
eyes are bine and white ; the lips red and the naile their
natural colour. A contraet je hie "lTons de Fumée," a
young lady enveloped in cloude of a white tulle baIl toilette.
The selections of religions subjecte are numerous, thongli
these do not qnite harmonize with modern Frenchi taste.
Aubert'e IlLast Moments of St. Claude " is superbiy
painted ; the dying monk'e features are cadaverously
beautifali, as the prieet administere to bim the larit rites.

Benjamin Constant'e"I Beethoven execnting hie Moon-
liglit Sonata in a darkened room "jes a very powerful work;
the composer, and tbree rapt, listening friende appear as
shadows, whule a giimmering ray of pale moonliglit fails
across the instrument, to make darknees more visible.

"La Bouteille de Champagne," by H. Briepot, is a
strikingiy realistic, fairly-drawn, and weli.colonred picture,
wliere a Parisian, at a peasant family'e "lat home," je
drawing the cork of a bottie of champagne, and the happy
gueste are ianghing, or frightened, at the coming "lpop."
The portrait of M. Jules Simon, by Healy, je hnng too
bigb ; the eminent senator seeme to be shriveiled up, and
je too ruddy-coloured. Those wbo advocate the employ-
ment of doge in war muet admire Bloch'e Il Moustache,"
which at the battle of Austerlitz tore the shattered tricolor
from the bande of an Austrian soidier, and ran off with
it to hie regiment. Marehal Lannes decorated the dog
with the Legion of Honour. How many members of
the sanie order have superior dlaims to the patriotic
"Moustache " for the red riblion 1

The Municipal elections of Paris have extinguished
Boniangism. It was full time to inter that farce. Piayed
out by tbe general elections in October laet, the Boulang-
iste boasted that they wonld come up emiling at the
"lMunicipale." Ont of 80 councillors to eiect, tbere je
every prospect that no Boulangiet wili, after the revision
of tbe poiiing, enter the town council.

But it je the eudden mobiiization of the Labour classes
over the worid that absorbeaial attention. The event
seeme to have taken even mIlers by surprise. Ie it the
Gemman Emperor wio lias sown the wind ? The Firet of
May manifestation per 8e je eclipeed by what it fore-
shadowe. It is the firet struggle of the working clase, of
the poor, of the majority againet the idi minority. But
the labour majomity je now organized, and determined to
carry on their campaign, not oniy in great cities, but in
ail manufacturing centres, whether in town or country.
A genemal univereai etrike je not on the carde-
at present ; but evente are swiftiy marching to that
end. Where countries can etrike individually, they
will ; then will come the collective etrike of nations. The
plan of campaign seeme to be to federate the working
classes; no longer aiiow them to be employed as mere
ekull-crackere for the governing classes ; present to
national parliaments, not only petitions, but bille for the
redrese of labour injustices, and act according as these
demande are welcomed. Above ail, no figbting, but cool,
steady, unflincbing agitation, in press, pulpit, and Legis-
lature, with the annual holiday to show strength of
numbers. Z.

DI0iVYSUS.

"'HomE sweet home! " a wandering losel sang
In that fair city by the Danube's tide.
"lHome, lost home 1 " full many a soul lias cried

Ite nobler yearninge iing o'er the twang,
0f sensuons sounde, base as the Bacchieclcang

0f shoute and cymbais, orgies void of sense
And shame-foul rites no Orphie hymne could

cieanse,-
When round Lenean elirines the revel rang.

Yet none called clearer to the soul's tmue home,
Than Dionysus, ere corrnpting powers

Had ref t of temperance hie worship pure:
Glad Spring, giad fiowere, glad dances 'neath the dome

0f gilded sapphime, waehed by silver ehowes ;
Embleme that after death young life je sure.

NICOLAs FLOOD DAVIN.

THE ROMA!«?E 0F A (7HILD.

[Translated from the Journal de Geneve, Feb. 13th, 1M9.1J

j E i at the present time a dearth of books, a dearth

have had no material for this chronicie had 1 not come
acrose a page of Pierre Loti's whicli appeare to be an ex-
quisite peari. I found it in a new book now in course of
publication in the Nouvelle Revue, and it will be a work,
rare, if not unique in our language. Lt je called the
"Romance of a Chiid." The first chaptere only have
appeared.

It is an autobiography of hie early childhood written
for tlie Queen of Servia. With a pen infinitely delicate
and true, the writer goes back as far as leie j able into hie
recollections, notes hie tiret infantile impressions, the pro-
gressive unfolding of hie new soul, the firet ciearneee
faliing into the night of unconsciounees, from which hie
personaiity emerges eiowiy. We have liere a document of
childieli psycliology of great intereet and immense vaine.
Neyer lias literary author, poet, or philosopher explained
to us witb sncb detail and precision hie intellectual and
moral origin. Lt je too soon to speak of the book, but, in
conimon witli many, we will return to it wben it je quite
completed. I wieli to detacb from it for your readere one
infiniteiy toncbing page, that in which Loti speaks of hie
mother. The page is rather long but I cannot abridge it.
No one wiil complain 1 am sure, and they wbo thank me
will be those wlio preserve and contempiate in their
memomies the bleeeed face of a mother:

IlMy mother!1 already two or three times in the course
of these notes have 1 prononnced lier name, thougli only
in passing. t seeme to me that from the beginning she
was but my natural refuge, the asyinm from ail the terrors
of the nnknown, and from the gloomy griefs that had no
definite cause. But 1 believe that the moet remote period
in wbicli lier image appeared to me as real and living, in a
ray of tmue and ineffable tendernese, was one morning in
the montb of May, wlien ebe entered my room foilowed
by a beam of sunehine and bringing me a bouquet of rose-
coloured hyacinthe.

14I was recovering from some chiidisb iilness-measles
or whoopingcoug-and had been ordered to remain in
bed for warmth, and as 1 divined by the beame tbat
fittered tbrongb the cloeed windows sometbing of the
eplendour of the sun and air, I felt sad behind the curtaine
of my littie wbite bed. I wished to rise, to go out, and,
above aul, I wanted my mother, my mother at any price.
Tbe door opened and my mother entered emiling. Oh!
how well 1 see lier now juet as sire appeared to me framed
in the doorway, coming accompanied with a lit tle of the
eunnhine and fresbnese of the outer air. I recail it ahl,
the expression of lier eyee as tbey met mine, the sonnd of
ber voice, even the details of ber dress,-a toilet that
would seem very odd and superannuated to-day. She
wore a traw bat witli yeliow roses, and a iilac bèrége
ehawl, trewn witli little bouquets of a deeper violet.
The littie black curle-those dearly-lnved cnrle-whicb
bave not loet their form, but are, alas! thinner, and
snowy-wite,-weme then mixed witli ne silver tlimeads.
Witli ler came a beatb of eunnhine and summer. Her
face, as on that morning, fmramed in the large bat je vividly
befome me now. She bent over my bed and embmaced me,
and then I wanted nothing more, neither to weep nor to
rise, or go ont, for site was witb me and elie wae every-

"Imuet have been a littie more than tlimee yeare of
age at that time, and my mother foty-two. But 1 bad
not the leaet notion of my motber's age. I neyer aeked
myseif if she were young or oid. t was even a little later
that 1 perceived that she wae vemy pretty. No ! at that
time she was Il Mother," that wae alI-that is to eay lier
face was so unique that I neyer dreamed of comparing ber
witb others. From hem radiated (for me) joy, secumity,
tenderness, fmom bher emanated ail that was good. Tbrough
ber I firet comprehended faitli and prayer." J. T.

MR. HENnR M. STANLEY, in an interview witb a New
York Ilerald correspondent, said that the Aruwim fomeet,
whicb beIong,3 to the Congo Free State, wae enormonsly
richer in everything, eepecially in rubber trees, than the
Amazon foreets. This section of Africa, lie deciared,
wouid lie the rubber reservoir of the world.
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