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LONDON LETrTER.
Liea valueless rougli stone framied in the finest setting, Bushey lies

auiong these lovely ulplands and delicately-tinted woods, as much out of
Place as would be a Yorkshire village if carried from bare nioors swept by
le0rth.Eat blasts to triim sliady meadows through which I amn sure oniythe geuttest of ~Southî winds ever venture to sigh. Those gaunt gray
cottftges in harmony among desolate hbis and dales are here out of charac-
tér, and their bare wais unadorned with any sort of creeper afford nule-
cOOKing backgrounds to the oesthetic young men and maidens who are very
1niuch en evidegice this delightful summer afternoon. A second Bedford
]Park sibould arise, the onlycfit, abodes for these pince-nezed students, who
'118t endure bitter pangs inideed at being forced to inhabit such uncon-
ellnial homes which even the useful draperies of honeysuckle and roses,
Ilorning glories and clemnatis, would fail to make artistic. Miss Greenaway

Iud design and Mýyr. E.lis should build model red-brick cottages for these
Mallaiseg and Orcliardsonis, Miss Montalbas and Madame Canzianis of the
fuue It is flot right that they should be asked to grace with their
Presence these battleînented aniali villas or unpretentious six-roomed littie
bouses, where any one without the ieast knowledge of art might be content
te live ; and though they make the best of their surroundings with LibertyClirtains, black-fraînue(î uîczzotitits and the like, stili the moat casuai unsym.
pathetI'e Passer-by niust fee that Cockney roadside dwellings are hardly
Worthy these enthusiastic youilg people, who have dressed their part with
ail Propriety, Iearnt theiî' wordm8, and are only lacking the set scenles, theaIgetIve iliteriors, necesqýry to inake their existence comiplote. The

1TiageFi full to overliowing with Professor Herkomer's guests, toil up the
1011g hill, passing by the way the pretty old church with the tranquil
Village pond lying at its feet, passiuîg the charming Qneen Aune Manor,
and Bo, in~ te heart of the straggling sheot, hait at the gates of the thoatre

(cetedissonting chapel), where the play is abolit to begin. Into the
!~dtof this qu iet-Iookiiig colony London has sent representatives a hum-drdand twenty-five strongc, ready with townbred straitness, maybe to

aP , .)certainly to crltlcl8sp overything we seo and hear, and London
Ourîng into this sinaîl oblong roomn wbere shrouded electric lights gleam

scroillwork and carved pillar decorate, setties itself comfortably,
ryfor any sensation which. kind fortune rnay have in store.

di T'h rgam (a wonderful portrait, photogravured, of Miss Gilbert,
t he g Sorees" formns the frontispieco) occupies our attention firat;
belo thruei is read, and dien as the first bar of the mnsic is hoard from

o' testage, our fluttering papers are laid down, our busy chatter isStlddand we concentrate our attention on the golden-brown curtains
archel just about to part.

'k last they swing aside. The camp fire gleama in our attentive faces
4 Watch the group of gypsies lying sleeping, lights the figure of theI.res 8j Qneen (Il litho as panther forest roaming ") wandering hither and

i4aer,1 9mpatient for the return of the chiid, and by its fitfni glaire throws
I% dee8per shadows chat part of the wood it fails to touch. Acroas the

41'that " orlièd maiden with white tire laden " (the moat realistic of
. oni beating the famous Ilsweet regent of the sky " who iooked down
te days of long ago on the attempted murder of dear Colleen Bawn>

%týw5 ber fair beains a-glitter on the sieepy water and on the draperyý1Wr1t the Queen's tent ; and the Wagnerian music throbs on ; and the
than the Pacs to and fro anion- lier subjocta. Anything more effective

Xith hadowy scenle and the weird music cannot bo imagined; it was
r ir hia IY the rea thing but the charm was rndely broken by some one,

tyl "l whre he uppsedsinerwas .4tanding, giving ns an incantation
thl" iss Gilbert coining in a trille late with appropriate gestures. After

foîît "bock the action became brisker, and a lullaby (ail ont of tune) was
,weddedy a serenade from Mr. Wehrschmidt, in which ridiculous words
tihe to charming mnusic were chanted in a pocuiiarly epiritless fashion ;

Ot atra few fair chortises, a good dance, and one or two angs (still. f tuile) the gypsies at the approach of dawn gather up their belong.
I4iaa Wander off, with their Queen and the stolen chid in their

'Pehen cam la to me, after that sulent admirable opnnwas byfar
bfth lg in the whole performance. The camp fire bas beon stamped

li9lt Colour of the sky bas altered, for the suni is noar at hand;
th seem . to blow through the wood, cieansing it from any taint of
018 ioy, drinking crew over whom the Sorcerees reigns ; one almost

1ir thil awakening notes of the birds. The charactor of the music changes;
>h aint0e., sweeter, more tuneful. To thiis spot strays a shepherd-in. br 16as no difficulty in recognizing the Professar-foarful of advanc-% qUickl, unaware if, *as yet, the tribe bas left the country side. Aftera~rre*un1 short dance, through the music of which you catch the irrogniar

le Ofthe aheep belîs-the most graceful of light moasures-the shepherd~Ifi (d by a shepherdess, to whom hoe presents a neckiace of barbarie
(a1gPsy girl's property, discovered at the foot of a tree) and ta whomge.a verse or two funil of quiet tonderness. Il For ail aur life's dear

81r eUs love and give us peace," and with this sentiment set, to be
as t few barmonious simple chords any one with the ieast ear for

the 0 cat i ay, the Fragment ends. As the curtains slowly swing tagother
"er wander away, bauid in hand, into Arcady, whiie an old shepherd

l1eVerXiroîî by the river turns ta look after them, and listening again ta the
%ttt to-beforgotten piping air, leans, with a world of meaning in bis
lise) oit bis crook. The figure of the white-bearded çld man is the last

's Thetrains of the love song are the last we hear.
%j2ýO te theatre we went to the great studio where, to thle clink of
O Clpe, we talked over aur entertainment. Browning was there, and

al. ie Alntoinette Stirling, Fuller Maitland, Alfred Scott Getîy, Mrs.

Garrett-Anderson and Mrs. Faucit, and from the walls Mr. Archibaid
Forbes looked on, and Mrs. Craik (an admirable portrait> and Ruskin
kept watch over us. Tbrough the pretty gardons we strayed, first to one
workshop and thon to another, and sa to the inner sunny room where the
printing is done, and where hangs an exquisite nezzotint of Lord Heath-
field clasping the key of Gibraltar (do you recollect Hazlitt's favourable
opinion of this piece seen by bim lirst at the Angierstein collection?1), and
not far off an etching of Walker's IIPhiilip at Church." As I look at the
beautiful composition-Pbilip as you know shares the prayer book with
lis children, the Little Sister sîts with clasped banda and bent head
near by ;the background differs from the illustration done for the novel.
I think of a paragraph in a well known essay:-I 1I own that I arn disposed
to say graco upan twenty other occasions in the course of the day besidos
dinner. . . . Why have we none for books, those spiritual repasts-a grace
before Milton, a grace before Shakespeare-a devotional exorcise pr 'oper to
ho saîd before reading the 1 Fairy Queen '? " and to these 1 shouid like to
add, for my part, a grace before Thackeray. One does not continually
prato, 1 tbink, of the affections which lie deepeat, and among the many
writers wboin one criticises continually the author of Vanity P7air, of l'en-
denni8, of Esnîond, is nover mucli discussed ; but none the less, Ilfor ever
echoing in the heart and present in the memory " are the matchlesa pages
of English literature hoe lias sîgned with bis naine. The shelf in the iibrary
to which most of us turn oftteneset is the shelf frort whicb we take those liv-
ing picture books-like those in Andersen's fairy tale-in wbicb, boneath
the trees on the Castlewood lawns, in the shining candie-lightod draw-
ing.roams in Curzon Street, in the lia]ifdeserted Bloomsbury Square, in
the cool shadow cast by the Greyfriar.a' welis, we can listen ta and watch
thoso mon and women who are made of 1le.ýh and iblood, not paper and ink.
Lucky indeed are we to have in our possession such fairy gîfts as these.
Who can ho lonoly wben froin these magie beaves Beatrix and Mary, Clive
and Ethel, Dobbin and Emmy Sediey (dear Enny, 'tîs the young and
fooish only who cail thee in.aîpid) are ever ready to ho our companions 1
Their talk seemns to alter as we alter; we iiiisuniderstood or oniy haîf
heard when firat we listened to tbein now as the years go on ail they
say becomes clearer, and of diflerent nîieaning; actions, blanied or praised
when first we watched them have at st their truc value, and we under-
stand these naany many frionds to whori the great writor bas introduced
us, as we inust camne, to understand, evon the stupidoat of us, the people
witb wbom we have lived ail our days. IdWe have been young and aid
Lwrites Andrew Lang ta Tlhackeray, in the Letters to Dead Autiiors], we
have heen sad and rnerry with you, we hiave listened to the nîidnight
chimes with Pen and Warrington, have stood witli you besido the death-
bed, have mourned at the yet more awfui funeral of bast love, and with
you have prayttd ini the inmnost chapol sacred to aur old and immortal
affections, à léal souvenir." Was ever writer so adortd as is the creator
of Colonel Newcome, with a love that, as I have said, bis disciples taik
Jittle off, for, like ail true affection, it lies too deep for znany words ?

As I turned into the village street 1 could seo across the meadows izito
Hertfordshire, on the outskirts of which lies St. Albans, and 1 cailed ta,
mind how, in a niche in a iittle church away froin the cathedrai town,
thore sits Sir Francis Bacon, watcbing over the tomb for which Aubrey
wrote the opitaph. A walk of a few miles through the pleasant lanes
brings one to the narrow chancel, warn hy tho foot of worsbippors ta the
shrine of the author of those famous Essays ini which. (says Macaulay)
Bacon taiks ta plain mon in language wbicb everybody understands about
tbings in which every one is interested. An Italian is supposed ta have
been the scuiptor of this soinewhat clumsy figure, whicb gives one but a
amail nation of what the statesman must bave beon like. Frorn the
cburch it is only a stane's throw ta the park, where are still the ruins of
the bouse buiit by Sir Nicholas in order ta entertain his Queen with ail
praprîety, and whero, acrass by the monks' fish-pond, is the site of the
deiigbtful smail homo Sir Francis designed for bimseif. The windows of
tbe presont dwelling of tho Venotians shine in tbe evoning light as 1 turn
down the avenues ta go back ta the great city whicb lying 8o near ta this
country solitude, yet seems sa far ; and glad though one always is ta
return ta "dthe sweet socurity of the streets," 1 tbink aven the most
inveterato Cockney cannat beip feeling vaguely that in the peaceful charm,
full of memarios, of sncb a spot as this there is something quite indefinabie,
sorne wuld fluwer scent, pecuiiarly the property of those lavely meadows
and fields.

Flowers in great banks linied the staircases an the Private View day at
Burlingtan Huse, and servitors in furred red gowns (tempe Sir Joshua)
handed catalogues ta the Quality wbo elbowed thoir way ta the brilliant
roams. On ail sides one hears, as one always bas heard ever since I can
romember, denunciation of #,he show as being the warst that lias beou seen
for years, a remark mast of the papers repeated next day. But if
Orchardson is disappointing aile fanda Vîcat Cole astonishing-like one of
the dead landacape painters, a genuiine Old Master-and from Goodail it is
easy ta turn ta sncb excellent work as Boughton's, while among the many
good outsiders a beautiful little Frank Calderon should deiight you. Thore
are interosting portraits, toa, nat a few, which should make up for Long's
stuff, and Solomon's painful canvas, and from the pieces af such mon as
Millais, Pettie, Briton Rivière, Marcus Stone (for a Wonder), Peter
Graham, you can extract a reasonable amount af pleasure uniess you are
very bard ta please, without grumblirg over the mediocre picturos which,
are inevitable in such a gigantic exhibition. 1 saw that Agnew haited
with Gladstone before anly the twenty or thirty canvasses realiy worthy,
through and through, of being oxamined ; and this place is an admirable
one ta adapt, as thus you mun no chance of wasting your time ovrr indif-
ferent and displeasing work. WALTER POWELL.
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