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As I write, a little water-color sketeh of Clare
Bridge haugs lefore me and I sit once more on
the banks of the Cam trying to catch a little of
the beanty of the scene to carry away to far-off
Canada.

From Clare we went to T'rinity. the largest of
all the colleges, and neted for its beautiful avenue
of iines to the river.  *

It is not so old as suine of the others, dating
back only to Henry VIII, and parts of it are much
more modern.

Among the many famous men  associated
with Trinity, Macauley comes first to my mind.
There is a statue of him and also one of Fraucis
Bacon. In thechapl T was struck by a memo-
rial window to George Herbert.  For his sake
alone one could love Cambiidge.

Chief among my memories is King's Chapel.
The exceeding beauty of it was not even marred
by the unsightly scaffolding that covered one
side. They were repairing it.  They always are
repairing it, I believe, as the stone unfortunately
is very soft and crumbly.

Of the architecture I will not speak. for fear of
arousing the wrath of ** one who knows," but 1
believe it is Perpendicular Gothie.  The interior
is ¢ven finer than the exterior.

I remember heing impressed with the pendent
keystenes in the beautifully vaulted roof and my
horror at being told they weighed over aton. It
made one feel unsafe to walk beneath them. I
must not forget the music at King's Chapel. It
is very fing, as the cheir is compesed of a school
ol buys who are educated free sud chosen on ac-
count of their voices.

*Tell it not in Gath,” but instead of going to
vespers, as we intended, we canoed on the Cam.

From King’s we went to Queen's, so called be-
cause it was founded by the rival Red rose and
White queens—Margarcet of Anjou and Elizabeth
Woodville.

Erasmus took up his re idence at Qucen’s and
also Newton, The latter, I was told, built the
queer little wooden bridge over the Cam and put

it together with *“ nary a nail,’” but some inquisi-
tive later-comers wishing to find out how it was
dorte took it ail to pieces and alas ! could not put
it together again, at least not without nails. I
wish some one would tell me if this taje is true.
I have never seen it in any book on Cambridge.

From thence we passed on to St. Juhw's, very
qaaint and old. It was founded by Margare,
mother of Henry VIL, and a very ugly old
woman she must have been to judge from
her portraits. St John's is celebrated for its
mathematics, and I was quite proud of a cousin
who had just graduated. He was not a senior
wrangler, but something not far off, I forget just
what. The bridge at St. Johns is very odd. It
is called the ** Bridge of Sighs,”* and is a copy of
the real one. It is covered in and the narrow
Gothic windows are all barred.

’

*Come along tu Pot-housy,”” our show-man
said, *‘you must sce it,” for we were getting
very hungry and foot-sore.

Inquiry elicited the fact that Pot-house is
Peterhouse. It has the distinction of bring the
very oldest of the colleges, having been founded
by a Bishop of Eiy in 1237 (I have bad to verily
my dates from my diary).  We were shown into
z student’s rocm, where the grest oak beams in
the ceiling were 6oo years old.  Just think of it
ye MceGill men ! An ordinary, every-day under-
graduate living in rooms nearly as old as the
Magna Charta*

The chapel at Peterhouse is noteworthy on
account of the beautiful windows by Burne-Jones.

There are ndescribably lovely, painted, not
stained, consequently not disfigured by iron
moldings.

The gardens at Peterhouse are particularly
pretty and they pride themselves on their deer.
We tried to coax them to us but they were sky

. and only came in response to the call of our

guide. Aud that reminds me of a little shock I
had respecting this same guide.

He met us as we entered Peter house, a most
gentlemanly man, large, fair, impesing, light



