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Again, John Haynes, who ef t the stage ie 1700, the year of Dryden's

deathsaye When poets' plots je plays are dane'd for spite,

They critics turn, and dame the rest that write."

So, aIso, in the Epilogue to Congreve's IlWay of the World," we read:

"Then ail bad poets we are sure are foes,
And how their number 's swelled, the world well knows.
Ie shoals I've watched 'ern sitting je the Pit,
Tho' they're on no pretence for judgment fit;
But that they have been damnned for want of wit.
Since when, they by their own off ences taught,
Set up for spies on plays, and finding fault."

In 1711 Pope wrote thus in his Il Essay on Criticism
'Somne have at first for Wits, then Poets past,
Turned Critics, next, and prov'd plain Fools at last."

The twenty-sixth of Shenstone's " Essays on Mon and Manners," is on
"Writing and Books," and contains the following sentences: IlA poet that

faile je writing becomes often a morose critie. Theweak white-wine makes at

in Horace Smith's "T in Truiiipetz" (page 316), 1 may quote from page 4 of
Celeridge's IlSevon Lectures on Shakespeare and Milton"I (J. P. Collier,
Bd. 1856) :"lReviewers are usually people who would have been poots,
historians, biographers, etc., if they could; they have trîed their talents at
the one or the other, and have failed." The words of WValter Savage
Landor ie his IlJmaginary Conversations" should flot be oinitted : "lThose
'Who have failed as paieters turc picture-cleaners ; those who have failed as
aUthors turn reviewers." So, too, at page 49 of "lThe Relies of Shelley"
(edited by Richard Garnett, and puhlished by Moxon in 1862), we read
IlReviewers, with some exceptions, are a most stupid and malignant race.
As a hankrupt thief turns thief-taker in despair, se an unsuccessful author
tUrns critie." Captain Marryat says the sanie thing at page 112 of bis
"Ring's Own"I (Ed. 1864) :"It is one of the necessary qualifications of a

good reviewer that he should have failed as an author, etc." Emerson,
aIse, bas touched on the subject je one of bis latest essays, entitled "lPoetry
and Imagination," and remarks: A critic is a failed peet or philoso-
pher." Lastîy, I may bere quote an epigrarn addressed by George A. Sala
te his aseailant Hain Friswell, which may be compared with the sentences
froni Shenstone cited ahove:

'Janus, a scribbler, weak and vold of spirit,
Thinks as a critie he percliance may shine;

He inay-if sourness really be a nieit-
Fair vinegar is miaie fromn sorry wine."

Before taking leave cf Ilthe critics," notice should be drawn te the fact
that the sentiment of Mr. Phocebus may be foued in the pages cf Balzac, an
author te whom Lord Beaconsfield bas been frequently indebted. In Il La
COus8ine Bette "l we find : Il IYenceslas avait beaucoup de succés dans les
salons,, il était consulté par beaucoup d'amateurs ; enfin, il passa critique,
comme tous les impuissants qui mentent à leur début."

It is in "lLothair"I also that we read : "lA hansom cab-'t is the Gon-
dola of London." This expressien, like the oe about "lthe critics," may
Possibly be adapted from Balzac. ln bis "Physiologie du Mariage," ho
Writes: Il Votre femme monte-t-elle enjiacre i Ne sait-on pas où vont et doà
vennent ces qondoles Parisiennes ? I Mr. H. Sutherland Edwards saye :
IlWhen Mr. Disraeli called our street cab ' The gondola of London,' he
borrowed from ' Friends of Bohiemia,' a wild, brilliant novel by the late
edward Whitty." It is certain that the phrase may be found in a clever
satire in four cantos, entitled "lMayfaîr," that was publishied by Mr.
narriion, of Old Bond Street, in 1827. Mr. Disraeli was assuredly net
the auther of the peem, or he would have claimed it ; but it centaine bis
'Vods almost oxactly in the follewing couplet :

Ilere Beauty haîf her glory veils,
Ie cabs, those gondolas on wheels."

It is of course perfectly within the range of possibility that both Mr.
0 ls8raeli and Mr. Whitty used the phrase without keowing that it had done
dutY before It was ini 1827 that Edward Michael Whitty first saw the
igbt, and bis IlFriends of Bohemia; a Satirical Novel of Lendon Life," in

two vols., was puhlished in 1857. Lord Beaconstield's "4Lothair," as every
OtRe knows, was produced about tlîirteen years later. Mr. Hayward, in
01i6 of his eetertaining essays in the Quarterly Review on "Alexander

'4nstells us that "lits heroine, Theodora, bears se strong a resem-
blne te the Olympia of ' Haîf a Million of Muney,' as te raise a cein-

Preliiisieg conviction of identity." I may here mention that 1 have failod
tfind "the gondola of London"I in Mr. Whitty's epigrammatie volumes;

but the phrase has been adopted by Mr. R. L. Stevenson in hie IlNew
rýabian Nights I" and by the writer in the London World of "lLetters te

Oesebrated Peopýle," in an epistîe addressed in 1882 "lTo the Arcbbishop of
0aliterbury.» GEORGE MURRAY.

MfOntreal.

IVICOMTE "l-that was hie title in the Chamber of Peers-Hugo was the
ba'n inI Gilead, the physician cf consolation, te Louis Philippe. The latter
de Plîdh a o oi IIi re omk hesacriaa
ho 'Ould have made an excellent instrument of government. Once at an
%rtatÎ dinner, the painter Ingres was present: he was se emaîl that hie

T aoflly reached the table, and his necktie was mietaken fer a napkin.
e Ring complained of the inability te, fied real mieisters-goed servants

're Over rare ; those he had quit always a -cabinet ceuncil witli the relief
k~ild Jey of scholare. On one occasion when ministers were defeated, Mar-
S0 1 Soult was sent for ; on arriving, ho met the Duc de Broglie dancing
11 tIh' corridor fer joy, witb other ex-iniiters, delighted at baving got
'au 'Xaoe work to4do. y lYeu entered as wise men, and you retire like fools,"
Obaerved the Màrshal.-Criticism of Ilugo's "lChoses V'ues."

THE LITTLE HANDMAIDEN.

THE King's son walks je the gardon fair-
Oh, the rnaiden's heart je merry.

Hie little knows for his toil and care,
That the bride is gene and the bower is haro.

Put on garmente of white, rny Mnaidens!

The esue slunes briglit threugh the casernent high,
Oh, the maiden's heart is merry-

The little baud maid, with a laughing oye,
Looks down on the king's son, strelling by.

Put on garmente of white, my maidene!1

"He little knows that the bride is gene,
And the Earl knows little as ho

She je lIed with her lover afar Iaet night,
And the King's son is left te me."

And back te lier chamber with velvety stop
The little handmaid did glide,

And a gold key took from her bosom sweet,
And epened the great cheets wide.

She bound her bair witli a band of blue,
And a garland of lilies sweet ;

And put on ber delicate silken shees,
With roses on both her feet.

She clad her body in spotlese white,
With a girdie as red as blood.

The glad white raiment lier beauty bound,
As the sepals bind the bud.

And round and round her white neck she flung
A neekiace of sapphires blue ;

On one white linger of either band
A ehining ring ehe drew.

And dewn the etairway, and eut of the door
She glided, as soft and liglit

As an airy tuft of thistle seed
Miglit glido threugh the grasses briglit.

And into, the gardon sweet she etolo-
The little birde carolled loud-

And her beauty ehone as a star miglit shine
In the rift of a rnorning cleud.

The King's son walked je the gardon fair,
And the Iittle handmaiden came

Througli the midet of a shimmer of roses red,
Like a sunbeam tbrough a flame.

And the King's son marvelled, hie heart loaped Up,
IlAnd art tbou rny bride 1" elaid ho.

"For, North or South, I have nover beheld
A lovelier maid than thee."

"And deet thou love me ? " the little maid cried,
"lA fine King's son, I wis 111

And the King'e son took ber with both bis bande,
And lier ruddy lips did kies.

And the little rnaid laughed till the beaded tears
Ran dowe je a silver raie.

"O foolieli King'e son 1"1 and she clapped lier bande
Till the gold rings rang again.

0O King'e son, foolieli and fooled art thou,
For a goodly game je played :

Thy bride is away with ber lever last niglit,
And I arn lier little handmaid."

And the King's son eware a great oath, eaid lie,-
Oh, the maiden's heart je mnrry,-

"If the Earl's fair daugliter a traitrese ho,
The little handmaid je enougli for me"-

Put on garments of white, my maidens 1

The King'e son walks in the gardon fair-
Oh, the maiden's heart je mrry-

And the littbe handmaiden walkoth thero,
But the old Earl pulleth hie beard for care-

Put on garmente of white, my maidens 1
A. LÀmpmÂ&N.
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