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THirEE, are the chufs, and three the winding rivers,
High. on the clifs' crest riseth the crownèd town,

Three are the clifs, and one the Fali wvith its thender,
Shaking the bridge, while the river roileth urider,

t"icking the wiid white foaiu frorn its lips so brown.

A city set on a hili rnay not be hidcien,
Her sunlit towers frorn afar transcend the green;

Throe are her hbis, as an Oid Worid town's were seven,
And frein ail tbree her spires ascend to heavon,

Like nests in the clijf hier bornes in the rock are seon.

Ili.

Faïir is t he view wlien tho rnorning rnists are rneltinig,
Bridge andi river and tree awake in the dark;

Fairer yet whien the rosy clouds of vespor
Fire ail the Gothic glass, and fair when ilesper

Shoots at the blue his tiny siivery mark.

IV.

But fairest of ail when the %vinter suni is giowing,
Andi the bluest sky iii the worid is overhead,

(Jr when at night ail the jewelled liits are shining,
And the twisted ribbons of tire are gaily twining

Around bier pines to tlie sound of hier children's tread.

V.

Outaouai !Wlîatever else betido hier,
Beauty is fiers for a birtbright sure and sweet,

Ani oid Romance, could hie see her rocks and ridges,
Couid hoe stand biit once on lier spray-swept storrny bridges,

Wouid grow younig again as ho cast hiioseif at her feet.
SERAN Us.

NVOTES B Y THE WA Y-CALAIS.

Tusie gray sea inoans in autuminal fashion against the pier at this queer
littie town ;the rain drips in those straight linos whichi portend a wet day
the wind Il keens" round the corner of the unpicturesque streets, so like a
seties of French Tottenhain Court Roads. It is the fashion to icave bore
the moment one arrives, yet there is much. that is interesting, and thaxt on(-
wouid be sorry to miss. F~or Dessein's stili exists precisely as it is (lescribe1
by Sterne, great gates, courtyard, and ail, procisely as Thackeray wrote of
it in his weIl-known leonndabout. Papers, wben there was a talk of pull-
ing down the fine oid place-thon called Quillacq's aitogether. Now
they have returned to tho original namne, and many a score of the admnirors
of tlic SîietlJourney have looked, as 1l arn iooking now, at theo
stuccoed walls and heavy sashed windows of the farnous Queon Anne
hostelry. Scarlet geraîlninms, bine lobelia, green rnignonette, f111 stono
vases that decorate the quadrangie, but the flowers are rutnnu to seed,
and inoreover are by no ueans improved by this steady ramn. As 1 gaze I
Oxpect to see Yorick's grirn visage nod at me front the open doerway, ami
te hear the stariing' pitiful littie voice break the silence.'isaifn
enchanter had stopped ail life thero these hundred years; notbing sounds
but the wind, nothing stirs but the leaves under their ice shower-bath:

1 AM thinking of a certain terrible ionely deatb bed in Bond Street, of
'which we know only ,through. a servant sent to summon tho great authior
to a presumed forgotten feast. " ivir. Sterne is ili," said the landlady, "lgo
up and sec him !"The mnan stood in the doorway of the desolate roomi,
arrestod on the thresbold by the prosence of even a greator power than his
embroidered coated miaster thon jesting with Garrick and Hume, tho absent
guest's empty chair betweon themr. And death awaits, iooking at his victimn,
wbo stares back at him witb iack-iustre oyes ; and thon as the figure stirs,
S terne, shielding hirnself frorn the biow with bis trembiing arm, oxciaims :
" Now, it's coniingý,,"-and, in an instant of timie, the moessenger, in bis
scariet and gold iivery, is the oniy living person in the rcom. There is an
Ovrgrown churchyard in tue Bayswater Road in London, where, foliow-
Ing a woru track, one cornes to a stone wbich in grandiloquent language
records the fact that bore lies Laurence Sterne. But another story is

told, in whiclî resurroctioiiists and the dissecting room form promineut
features. What an ending for the wit and satirist, the man whom, ail the

tOWnconpird t linurfrs many years of "bis ili-speut life-the

chosen conipanion of thoso great folk, whose narnes glitter at us from th.le

pages of history 1No niche in a dira cathedrai, or even a slab in a quiet
country church. The resurroctionists' lantern, the dissectors' knife, are

fit foliowers of such a death-bed as this.

"BEAU BRU,)M3ELL's bouse was taken down only the other day, " I was
toid hy a pîeasant-mauucered verger wbo showed rne over the beautiful

church, witb its fine seventeenth century reredos and. its altarpiece after
Vandyck. If I had[ corne iàst year I could have seen the grave of a coin-

patriot of mine, a certain Lady Hlamilton, but now, with many others, it

iâ iovelled for the neW rarnparts. HRe could tell me of no diversions,
Oicept-yes, I might take the train to St. Pierre, across the sandy wastes,

ap~d I rnust visit the gateway once drawn by H{ogarth, and some pretty,

quaint stuif shouid ho bought as i-nornentoos, called the Pas de Cala 1is pottory.
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ilo you remiember Chbarles Collins' opinion of this town, (which lio
christoned Malaise) expressed in bi-, Cruise îtpon Whotels ? Hie mnarried
Dickens' youngest daugliter Kate, and the Cruise took place ou tlîeir
hioucymoon, and I think it is one of the best books of travel over written.

FRITII writes from the Manchester Exhibition : " 1 can't tell you whiat
a liit these pictures are to mie. I remiembor neariy every orle of thorn
heing exbibited in the Acadcmny, it's like' mîeeting oid friends again.
Fildes' ' Village Xedding,' bougyht l'y Brookeg, the mans who iuvented
magenuta dye, is the attraction. Thero's neariy a roomful of Landseers
a good selection of Millais'; beautiful Walkers and Frederick Taylers; only
two Du Mauriers, Loth water colours; noue of bis exquisite pou and inka;
oniy one Leech; and no spocimoen at ail of oid Storie, thoughi thero are
plenty of bis schîooi. Lawrence's portraits look well ; people are inter-
ested in Philiips' ' Marriage of thic Priucess Royal ;' bis Spanish picturos
giow on the walis. I have sovon bore : the 'Merry-rnakiug' Il ogarth
Before the Magistrates,' and ' Boswell's Lodgings ' look best. For" the
rest, t ho exhibition is liko, ail tic South Kensington ones, with flic addi-
tion of the toboggauing and switcli-back, and 1 think the food is better
than the stufl provitled in London for us. . . . Anatey tolls me lie
mieans 'Starmnoutli' in 1'unch for Yarmouth ; how geod it is ; was there
ever anything better than the Professor incident, and the Blaizers' behavior
there-at h

t eîcîçsri up iii an oid bookstand the other day the tirst edition of Mrs.
(iaskeli's Liii' of Charlotie Bronté, wlien 1 was mucb struck with the
violeiice with which Mrs. Postlethwaite-poor Brituwell's evil gonius-was
attaicke(d. No wonder Mrs. Gaskell liad te apelogise, and the edition was
suppressed. .i remeimber going to llaworth last year, and finding a narrow

couinnplcevillag'e street, adwie sld n, a vicarage set i h
iist of the dead folk ; beyond, iinoors stretching far into another county

above, a sky tbec colour of the gray bouses ; around, the chili atinosphere of
autunin and his. There was no souind outside the cottage doors, excopt the
ciink cf ciogs uhiniing on tbe stones, as chiidren trarnped hriskly and meu
and womien cliinbod îvearily Up the steep bill. I was sbewn te the new
clmurch bv the deaf sexton, and raourrned with him over the dernolition of
the oid building, and was taken to peer into tho vicarago gardon where
they buried "Keeper," and where se mnuch of JVathering le ights was written,
and wo groaued again at the uew wing te the oid lieuse. Findiua 1 was
intorested iu the Brontë3 fanîily, the sexton, wlîo turned eut te be Tabby's
gyroat-reat ueplîow, teok us inte two or tlîreeocf the cottages te sec sonie
relius cf tie girls anti their brother, the iast cf wlîor diod thirty-two years
ago. An olti womnan, sbrewvtl facedý, kindiy eyed, stopped in lier bcon4ebold
duties te shîow me an oxecrable l)icture ou tîte waii, a wicker doil's cradie,
andi a sinall workbex. " That is a portrait cf my h usbaiid," sho told me.
"fie ivas Mr. t'rontë&s cierk for rnany a yoar. M;. Branweil painted it in

'36 ; i t was nover inislied. Ne, it wasi't a preseut; we paid for it, frame
auj ail. Their servant Martha was my niiece ; she gave uîy daughter Miss
('hariotte's workbox, and 1 remember Miss Charlotte wearing a bonnet
trinirned witb this black and white ribbon ; these are ber cloak-ciasps. We
gPt into the way cf caliig ber Mrs. Nicholis for a bit, but aftor she diod it
ivas Miss Charlotte again witb ail cf us." Iu auotber cottage, wlîore the
family were dining, they left tbeir stew te take mie upstairs, se that I
niight seo the bed on wbich Charlotte died, Emiiy's travelling trutik, witb
the naine cf the i3russels maker still inside, a carpot frein Mr. BrontëWs
roomi, bis prayer-book, and a letter in bis crabbed writing. Down in the
kitchen there stands Emily's dosk, left exactly as it was wben in lier
possession, witb its pens, pencils, and board cf coioured pebbles; Aun's
workbox iine(l with bine, and full cf the odds and enîds that litter a girl's
lifo, such as iongthis cf old-fasbioned gauze ribbon, bows, and worked
collars ; and I saw the littie garden-stool once belonging te Emily. Il Misa
Ana was the prottiest," they said, Il Miss Ernily was the tallest. A brother
cf Mr. Broutc's once came te sec him, a regniar Irisbman, with gray stock-
ings and knee-breecbes ; tbey bad net inauy relations, excopt sonie far-
away Cornish cousins of their rnotber's, and sonie Irish eues cf their
fatber's. We aiways iikod Mr. Branwell ; ho was a very short gentleman
with. red liair ; the yeung, ladiies were auburn.' These women spoke te us
witlî the gyroatest synîpatliy cf the BrontUis, knowing or cariug littie
enougli for their autlîcrsbip, teiiing oniy of tlieir faithful discbarge cf
every sert cf duty. Froni thiere I went across the moors te a bouse at
Keigbley (pronounced Keetiey) and there within a stone's tbrow of the
shop wbere tbey used te buy thoir rnanuscript patper-tbe old bookseiler
is stili alive-I found many of Charlotte's drawings, bad enough in ail
conscience, and a portrait hy ber of Flessy the spaniel ; a carneo breoch
ieft by ber te ho repaired at the jeweiler's, net lonîg before ber death, and
nover ciai.med, two fiue Cashmere sbawis, once wern by Mrs. Brontë, the
iast gown Charlotte wore, and a presentatien cepy cf Jane Àqyre. Ail
th'ese tbings were givon from tirne te time te the faithful Martlîa, wbo
beqneathed tbem to varices members of bier family. Mr. Nichoils bas
marriod again, and lives in lreiand. Till witbin the last few years hoe carne
back every sunimer, and used te visit Scarborougb frein boere, te sce Chat
poor Anne's grave was in proper order.

WHAT mniserabie wretcbes bave set foot in this town, flying frorn debt;
the air is full of ghosts. One can fancy Brumimeil's feelings as lie faced
the pier and strained bis eyes tewards Englaud-towards London, rather,
for London is England te a truc Londoner. ',There is ne worid without
Verena's wails," sighed poor Romeo, wben ho was banished but twenty
miles. Like the stariing, bow rnany a captive bas cried bore, "Ican't get
eut;" oniy a streak cf sea between tbern and their bernes in Clarges
Street, or Clapham, yet wbat an impassable guif 1 WALTER PowrLL.
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