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closing tbey are bound to enact that it shail be sa; and as tbey were led
to believe, by the petitions presented to thýnn, that a very mucb larger
percentage were in favour of the measure, tliey so decreed. It is now
alleged that fi fty per cent. of the dealers in dry goods are opposed to the
change, and that the small shopkeepers regard it with termor as involving,
the ruin of their business.

There can be no doubt that it will be a very serions matter for the
keepers of smaîl stores. Most of these people carry on their business
without assistants, by the help of their chuldren and other members or
connections of their families. Accordingly they urge that it infiicts no
injury upon any one to have their shops open. On the other banid, they
urge that the principal part of their business, which is wîth the poorer
classes, is transacted after the hour at which they will now be required to
close. Before this article comes into the hands of our'readers, the case may
be decided by the Court, and it may be necessary that we should return to
the subject &gain. For the present we have referred to it as an illustration
of the important truth which was uttered by Judge Ferguson: This
aountry is too mucli governed."

MIONTREA L LETTER.

TAXE away the ever ridiculous anomnaly of workmen, east end urchins, and
decayed duchesses in Sunday clothes, and we find the Corpus Christi proues-
sion not only curions but at times charmingly picturesque. As fitfu niSun-
light enveloped now a company of white veiled damisels, now the gilded,
multicoloured banners, an artist mnust have felt that even out of Montreal
some good can come, some characteristic, paintable ]ife.

Heretics, reassured by Cii Hughes' orders forbidding any interference
with those wbo failed to kneel, or to uncover while the Host passed, might
philosophically contemplate this pretty remnant of medioevalism, tougli.
hearted, strong visioned Old World legislators condemncd long aga. Several
policemen headed the procession. Their presence in sncb good company
was politic. There camne a few priests and choir boys, followed by a
company of young girls in black, with blue ribbons about their necks, and
great white veils muthlessly cmushing down their holyday curîs. Tbe small
boys, under the Brothers' al -observant look, recited prayers with exemplary
fortitude. 1 hardly think the Union M1usicale of Montreal could bave
been amongst those bauds that serenaded Mr. Gilmore the other day, and
ta whose leaders the wily Arnerican said lie well saw our city bad no need
of him. "lLes gens de la congrégation,'" if 1 mistake not, is the naine given
ta the societies formed in the different churches. These societies are ail
placed under the patronage of same saint. They iseemed innumerable,
composed as tbey were of such-naterial as, as societies are composed of.
After the Société de St. Pierre walked a liliputian company-charining
imps dressed in gray and red, with a self-possessed young chevalier, bewigged
and clad à la Louis quatorze, at their head. The pretty little white mobed
communicants Jules Breton lias taught us to admire, in the noon-day ligbt
were exquisite as a Iltache." Only by their short bair and straw bats
could we distinguish the orpban girls frorn the ardinary students of the
convents, clad witb that admirable simplicity one migbt mecommend to
many bedizened young ladies in secular scbools. More societies, more
bands, more chairs, then a saleinn hody of priests in dazzling vestments-
gold embroidered stole and cape, or of brocade so exquisitely tinted aur
bric-à-brac nature glowed again. ht is the Hast that passes under a bunge
canopy of yellow silk, the bishop raises higb aloft the ostensarium, while
before two censers swing. Everybody kneels except misbelievers, and
these feel strongly tempted ta how the knee witb - the crowd.

As always bappens at sncb seasons, poor, miserable little habitations
far outshone cut-stone districts in the originality and luxury of their deca-
rations. A fiower formed I.H.S., yards of bunting, and cheap pictorial
art adorned an otberwise poverty 8tricken dwelling ; wbile two other bouses
belonging unquestionably ta the period of la décadence could boast shrines
patbetically quaint. One showed some twenty tiny green wine-glasses
where flickered as many ligbts, flowers, images, and a nail-pierced band,
the work of an ultra naturalist.

Clang went the beils, the organ pealed, yet the band outside continued
playing, oblivious of aIl. The procession, with the exceptian of the few
surrounding the Hast, merely passed througb Notre Dame and dispersed.
So Pnded wh)at scems essentially the people'sféte. Verily, mother churcb,
thon art fearfully and wonderfully made; thon knowest no such Christian
anomaly'as a mission chu rch, ta which the poor are relegated liko lepers,
but in thy arms all classes and conditians of men may meet, yet for each
hast thou a special unction.

Don't you think there is a tendency among Englisb.speaking people to
judge an actor mather by bis plays than by bis arti Perhaps we may find
the rea8on in the fact that almost ail aur opera-bouffe players are sucb
inartistic creatures. Pauline Hall, of IlErminie " fame, is ta Tbeo as a
Marionette isi ta Bernhardt. Do people imagine burlesque parts capable
of an interpretation wbich for cansummate art would be well nigh equal
to that of some distinguishied tragedian's pet rle ? The louder the laugh-
ter the more disgusted must. every discriminating critic be when bie sees a
really excellent comedian turned inta a buffoon by inane public applause.

Mr. Dixey's "lAdonis" is on the whole deligbtful. This Ilfascinating
burlesque dream " hias been played ta fair bouses during tbe week. A
sort of "lpot-pourri," stage-struck maidens, ti tled professional beauties, the
Illegitimate drama," and the most famous actors, ahl receive alike beneficial
tape in it. Tbough as the statue, the chevalier, and sundry minor indivi-
duals, Dixey does himself credit, as Irving be is an artist. The grunt, the
Jimp, the ominous backward glance, were -rendered in truly marvellous
fashion. Now and again a hurried word, an exaggerated step, betrayed

his eyes were on the audience, but apart from transitory concessions hie
played with a far more genuine talent than his model.

The Lion. Jame-s Ferrier bas left behind him the picture of a life every
sober-minded citizen must appreciate. First tradesman, then member of
the corporation, mavor, colonel, if e memiber of the Legisiative Council for
Canada, and tinally member of the Legisiatîve Council for Quebec, French
and English papers are unanimous in his praise, and rightly su, for tW
make money honourably, to be successful, yet respected and loved, is not
given to ail men. Louis LLOYD.

A 8 UM M ER N IGIHIT.

[Froni the F'rench of FrMicette.1

WE wandered together, Louise, and you knew
That the dreams of my heart were tender and true.

Silent and calm was the'rmîdsummer nigbt,
Our dreams grew more dazzlin,as faded the light.
What echoes are filling the solitudes vast,
What sounds are those floating on wings of the blast î
The Spirits of Midnight are chaunting the words,
The wind of the desert i4 striking the chords.
The mneteors of heaven illumine the sky,
And the voice of the pine tree is lost in a sigh.
From nests in the branches the fond turtie doves
Are warbling to heaven their infinite loves.

We wandered together, Louise, ail the way,
And surely you knew what my heart had to say.

The niglit air was stirring, it rustled the trees,
Our forehieads were fanned by the scent-laden breeze,
Which sprinkled the diewdrops o'er meadow and lea,
And crept o'er the lakelet, to die in the sea.
No sleep for our eyelids-we roamn in deligbt,
And weave in a garland the hours of the night.
O joys of the moment!1 too fieeting you seem,
The soul is in cloudland, the mind in a dream.
As the lire of youth kindies, and breaks into flame,
What harmonies waken, and thrill through my fratue

We wandered together, Louise, ail along ;
You ecboed my heart when it murmured in song.

Where a cloudiet comes sailing tbrougb ether serene
The moon bursts in glory and silvers the scene.
Thougb voices of loyers are whispering low
The Angel of Parting commands us to go;
For happiness stays but an bour from its birth,
And pleasures, sa perfect, aie not for this eartb.
he moments are fleeting, we falter and sigli,

Our hearts are botb broken, for parting is nigli
With pledges and kisses we mingle our vows,
When breezes of morning are stirring the boughs.

You are gone, my Louise; will you ever forget
The sigbs at our partiîig, the joys when we met

J. Di. EDOI11

LONDON LETTER.

1 Do not think even the most easily pleased among us can cal], th, AIlglO,
Danish Exhibition a success. It is true tliere are glass corridors wbereiO
sam and Jetsam from 1 should say the Soho I3azaar are tastelessly arraslge
on stalîs; and ridiculous painted canvases of snow mountains So-o
wbich careers perpetually that vulgarity The Switchback Raila,
proper home is Rosherville and Roshervillè alone ; and an entertaiy
consisting of more or less tire~some tableaux from Hans Andersol'~ sr
Tales ; and lastly, the so-called Danish Village coinposed of hree out
hovels inhabited by men and women in picturesque winter costume, ufet

able enough with their glaring colours and thick materials for su0 0eg

wear. But beyond these attractions there is notbing. On the 0peflivg th
the admirably arranged pretty ceremony in the Albert Hall was well wo by
seeing even to Londoners who knew every item in the pr4agrFerne~ p
beart. The central figure on the dais "laIl clothed in gray "th e Verl~
daughter from over the ses, whom that courtier Time smiles at , and 1ie d
presumes to touch with bis cruel band-went tbrough the often eatyroutine with a freshness and grace that belongs as a rul 0,11y t, NvbiOh
youth. While the Prince took his share witb a hearty gaodwiîî 011
spokie volumes for bis senise of duty. By their side, a little ahavO US, edA
the red cloth under tbe crimson canopy, stand the fair-haired, bu-y

daugbters (flot to he oompared in point of beauty with the YOUflg î,odY
worshipped by Fanny Burney), and aIl arouind the air is full Of the 5 -O
of Home, èSweet Iome, wbîch Albani, a trifie affectedly 1 must o wn, has.)
sung to us. These pleasant-faced ladies in their simple gowflss that Oluent
hardworking gentleman with bis courteous manner-are these the tyran0-
whom the East End orators speak witb sucb scomn and loathing, the0lg0
heads at whom Trutli continually laughs 1 1 memember last time I WaO ber e
old l ady in black was sitting in the Princess of Wales' place, oni whose CIOa0 .0
hands, as Albani sang, the tears weme falling fast, and Whose voice, «h
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