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Kirby's "lChien d'Or," which 1 confees had neyer any
charme for me, was pronounced by one of aur literateurs,
in a paper read before the Mantreal IlSociety of Canadian
Literature,"" one of the best Canadjan noveis written."
Haliburton's "Sam Slick " is as original a personality as
Dickens' IlSam Weller." Mrs. Moodie, when later years
and more prosperous circumatances had brouglit a clearer
judgment and less prejudiced opinions, gave us some good
work, as did alsa, others. And, to-day, Wilfred Chateau-
clair, cultured, ffthetic, ardent, passionate, patriatie, ful
of high ideals-and erratie only as sametimes the highest
genius is erratic-and with bim many a lesser star in
the galaxy of Canada's literary firmament are demonstrat-
ing that the two pursuits of prose and paetry may be
successfully ca-existent.

We have need of prose. Its almost illimitable realm is
forever inviting us to fresh explorations. We want more
writers of high class fiction. We are praud of, and thank-
fui for, those we have; but there ie room for more. We
want essayiste, more of them: thaughtful, philosophie or
brilliant ; deducers of practical conclusions for our guid-
ance froin the ethicB of the past and of to-day. Art
critics and critica of nature, who shall give us books like
White's IlSeiharne," and Dudley Warner's "lSummer in a
Garden "-only with the locale changed.

Nay, and let flot our Kingefard and his campeers take
uimbrage, we have even room for more historians. We
want more writers on general and particular subjecte. On
hygiene and dompstic, moral, social, religions and educa-
tional matters, in the magazines and the newspapers. We
want any number of strong, practical, common sense,
observant, alert writers-and of writers graceful, fanciful,
but always reverent. So that, while we accord our grate-
fui recognition ta our poets in the past, and wbile we look
witb unquaiified pride, and hope that is limitiese, to our
singers of to-day, we yet earnestly desire to bave a more
widely distributed effort in the direction we have indicated.

EROL GERVÂSE.
Montreal.

LITTLE MA Y.

Au, wel-a-day 1 our little May,
With ber eyes sa bine, and ber hair se brown,
And her heart so light, she strayed away
O'er the clover fieds to the distant town.

She strayed away, our littie May,
Sa bine lher eyes, and lier hair so brown;
For the fields were ions, and the town was gay,
And ane stood waiting out over the down.

Ah ! many a day, for littie May,
With her eyes sa blue and her hair so brawn,
Iler mother looked ont where the great town lay,
And sighed as the years vrept over the down.

At lant, one day, was it little May?
Her syes were bine, her hair-so brown,
The hair of this weary woman was gray,
Who paused by the grave this side o' the down.

Oh, woe the day ! moaned the woman gray,
Whsn with eyes 80 bine, aud with hair se brown,
And with hsart no ligbt, 1 strayed away
O'er the clover fields to the distant town.

Toronto. JAv KAYELLE.

LONDON LETI'ER.

IN a busy littîs nook out of Whitehali Scotland Yard is
Ita be fouind. The police, with their offices of ail sorts,

occnpy the whole of the Yard, and hoe cabmen bring
property fouud in their carniages or the owners of those
umbrellas and haudbags hasten te give information of their
loas. A quser place, full of echoing noises that corne
through the open windows with startling clearneas; a queer
place with a character of its own, and one nlot easy to
forget. Doors were perpetuaily bangiug, and people came
briakly out into the air and tramped by without lookiug
to the right or lsft, under the archway into the high road ;
cabs are for ever rattliug in and ot; everyons bas an
immense deal to do and to think about, and no time for
anyone's concerne but their own. 1 stood aside while my
couipanion sssrchsd for information as to the whereabouts'
of the Police Museum we were trying to find, and wstcbed
the auxious, restiese crowd. Thers wers fifty types, from
the strong-minded old maid who was dstermined to recover
ber brown paper parcel, to the young gentleman who had
lost a favourite stick. Thers were many nationalities,
including a Frenchujan, unaitered, even ta the shape of
his boots, aince Leecb drew him, and a Spaniard, fresh
witb grievances fia doubt connected with the exhibition in
Earl's Court. Every now and then idîs folk strolled in,
wbo, making uothing of us and our officia] surroundiugs,
conteuted themeelves with a stars and then turned back
again, away from us aud our noisy clameur ; or country
cousins, bent an daing the town thoroughly, took a rapid
glanes round, sud then dsspatcbed us in a'couple of seconds
as not bsing interesting, for in our court there are no
shops, and fia carrnages, sud fia smart people.

By-and-by ws were guidsd ta a bouse in a corner-a
bouse nearly two centuries old, bniit the day just after the
lodging of the Scotch Princes was cleared away-and then,
after giving up aur order, we stumbied througb a dark

passage, down some steps into a small room built ont at
the back, and so found ourselves among the relics of which
the police have fram time ta time become possessed, in
consequence of the break up of the home of a murdener
likle Lamson, or a burglar like Peace, or an astrologer like
Signor Zendavesta. Covsrings were taken off the glass
cases runuing round the walis. Some necessary dusting
and re-arrauging was given to the less valuable thinga
exposed on the table or on shelves, aud then we were pen-
mitted ieisnrely ta examine the contents of the musenm,
unlike any museum I have visited. These hoarded relics
maire Madame Tussaud, who must wish ta add ta the
Chamber of Harrons, no doubt very envions.

.Near a emaîl penknife and pair of scissors once belong-
iug ta the Claimant thers lie picklacks, jemmy, gimiet,
and crucible, the portable praperty of Peace, an excellent
steady persan af good character, de9con in bis church,whose dsughter living witb him in the respectable subur-
ban home, was quite nnawars of hier fathers pursuits at
niglit. Not far off is the astrologer's stock in trade, coin-
pased of a gaudy telescope, tbnougb which the Maideus of
Marylebane, on payment of a small fes could bave seen
their future bushands; but the apparatus wan't work
now and the faded photographe (amonget whieb we were
told were Neville, the acton, and Halman Hunt, the
artist> gummsd an the revolving bail look dismal snoughin the bright iight of Scotland Yard. The Signar had a
large gilt Book of Fate witb wbicb ta impress hie clients ;
a few of hie letters are stili ta bc fauud hid carefnlly
smong the leaves, and con piuk crimpled notepaper was
wittsn the following appeal: Dear Sir,-I Aïll1 be
glad if Yom wil/ let me know by retur;u how soon -1 shal
be engaged, and htow soon I shiah be married. .1t is ta be
hoped the young lady received a sati*sfactory answer.
Zendavesta, by the way, lived in chassic Cata Street, once
the home of the Conspirators, the aset prisoners lodged in
the tawer. Until veny lateiy, the raam in the loft stili
sxisted, which wvas drawn by Cruicksbank in bis wsll.
known sketch of the murder of Srnitbers, the Baw Street
officen. Now, the road is known as Homei- Street and is
a dingy shabby place, down whicb fia ane af cousequeuce
goes, and where any astraloger w ho respected himself and
his caliing would scorn ta live. Hiowever, thie particular
dabbler in the Black Art found hie employrnent exceed-
ingiy remunerative (like the gentleman who ived over in
Lambeth Marsbes wham the courtiers of the time of
Charles the First were wont ta cansuit) and wss prapar-
tiouately annoyed when the police came daown upon him
and confiseated bis entirs bag of tricks. We were showni,
aiea, some trifles belonging ta Dr. Lamsan, and bis photo-
graph, and were told that the hanguisu was wont ta
declare that this particular murderen was the ouly gentle-
man ho had ever bad ta do with. The faces of Roupel
the forger and the laimaut laoked ont from ns of the
pages of the boak, the latter aId, lined and grey, sa unlike
the man I remembered seeing at bis triai, it is impassible
ta believe it eau be the saine. Here, too, ie a ghastly
portrait of Carey, the informer, taken after bis murder;
and among the many bad pictures, one is struck by the
excellent ans of that handeame rogue Vivian (now doing
ten years), who, well.dressed, intelligent, prosperons look-
ing, and admirably photagraphed by a wsll-known firm, is
sadly ont of place among these othen brown and dingy
works of art, whicb ail have an amateur touch about
tbem. Wherever one's eyee turn they fali on something
about wbich aur guide discourses, regardses of time, re-
minding us of innumerable tragedies fargotten, of bits of
criminal history as absorbing as Tbarnbnry's Il Old Stories
Re-told," of cases of cincumtautial evidence, as wondsr-
fui as those printed (do you renienber tbem ?) in Cham-
ber8' Journal forty yeans aga. He touches a dusty pocket-
book sud the hietary of its late owner is deftly put before
you, a bistony wbicb, thougb varied ta begin with, suds
in preciseiy the same mannen as the athers hie repeats, or,
you mention the naine of a criminai long since dead, a
mn whose life was an sxtraordinary romance when ont
of prison, sud stnaightway you are tald in the quiet tons
in which ans speaks of the weatber, fact upon fact,
euaugh for a three volume novel, iu conuectian with this
persan. One lingers long in this cnowded ittie raam with
its ciauded skyligbt, for iu every corner is piled ai
manner of suggestive lumben, uatbing but humber boe
sud now, but which was auything but useleas once on a
time, for in yonden dusty corner stand the flage nsed by the
niotera of 1866 ; any qnantity of skeletan keys ail laid
about the shelves ; there is a long row of dark lanterna,
many sets of burgliug toole in the lateet impravsd fashion;
kuives taken froni vioient-tempsred silors; s watcbman's
rattie once belongiug ta, a inuch-iaughed.at 11Charlie" ;
copper rings, brooches, sud earrngs which have had
their day in the salons of Wbitechapei sud Ratcliffe
Higbway, sud uaw twinkle bers iu retirement under the
cars of the police. There haugs a goad mezzo-tint of
Jack Shepperd in his ceil near ta an original note of
Lefray the murderer: a gruesame relic of Belliugbam is
tenderiy cared for; a gambier's bundîs of flash notes lies
nat far froni a look of a woman's bain. Wbat s sermon
couid be preachsd in thie Museum, with its curiasities
gathered a few miles round Whitebali. The visiter hears
stanies of a country as strange as if it were in the anti-
podes, of a people as utterhy unlike those wbom ans bas
seen sud known ase if they were savagt3 ishanders. Lis-
teuing ta the guide as hie explainsansd commenta on the
contents of the cases, you feel as if there were noue but
clever rogues peopiing Landau, no hoesat citizeus 1sf t.
As ans passes ont again into the bnstling Yard, ieaving
the naam ta its customary shrouded solitude it is bard ta

get the impression the relies hava made ont of ane's head,
sud aur talk in cansequence for the uext houn or se0 was
msinly of such exciting tapies as murders sud murdeners.

IlAnd ws had an adventure with the police once," eaid
my campanion, wba, tbougb a timid lady, had yst been
absorbed in the Scotiand Yard tales, "suad it bsppsned in
thie wise. G. sud I came home late from dining out, sud
wero astonishsd ta fiud the maid waitiug for ns on the
daorstep. 1 If yau pisses,' abs said, in a bhoad-enrdliug
whisper, paintiug ta the bouse nsxt doar, which wus
unfnrniahed sud ta het, 1 there's thieves in thons.' It
appeaned that in my dressing-room ebe had throngh the
partition Wall hsard some body maviug, some ans talk sud
laugh, sud had fnom the garden at the back iaoked up sud
sen a light, whieb was quickly put ont, at ans of ths
windows. The stary was poob-paohed; sbe waa nervans
sud bad exaggerated ; but whsn I tobeard exactly the
sanie muffied noises wbich as had described, I tbaugbt it
only igbt ta aend G. at once for a policeman, whiie 1 sud
the maid waited for safety in the raad. Our guandian
came tramp, tramp, down tbe quiet road, talking ta my
bnsband. 1'Yau are sure you beard the noises, ladies?'
he said ta us. Then he rang twa or tbree times ioudiy at
next door'q bell, but no ans came ta answen it. Lesviug
us ta guard the front, lie weut ta the baek, aven aur gardon
wali, inta theirs, ta ses what lie eauid discover; ws uaw
abserved he bad found a window wbicb was easy ta, open,
By that tme I was waiting in the dining-room, for the
road wae full of shadows sud very alanming, and tbraugb
tbe walle I beard tbe policeman walking lawly up the
uncarpeted stairs, pausing eveny now sud thon ta look
into the corners. How he dare ! Then fan a minute or
two everytbing was qmqiet. Soon, ta my relief, bis steps
sounded again, camiug dowu this turne; ather stepe foi-
lowed hie; ho was speaking, sud somebody wes auswering.
1 rau ont to G., wbo was waiting, and smoking, by the
railings. As I was telliug hi f, the bouse doon opened sud
ont came aur valiant protector, pnsbiug before biun two
vsry emiali boys, azed eigbt sud nine, who wsre looking as
mucb scared as I was feeling. They had run away, tbey
said (tbey iived round the corner), sud had begun a tatally
new life by getting in next doar sud bivouacking in the
top floor at the back. Tiiey had matches sud provisions,
taken froni their mnther, sud bad enjoyed theniselves
immensely tili tbe bell rang, wheu they professed tbem-
selves figbtened to lits, and wben they beard fooatepa
camiug neaner sud nearer up the stairs, they rau wiidly
out in order ta face the danger. Sncb ebaking littîs
adventurers were neyer seen before. Tbey were led away
tbrough the dark by the policeman, sud we beard sfter-
warde that they weren't particularly weicomed at home,
wbere their noom was more deeired than their compauy.
Having once tasted liberty, 1 sbould doubt if tbey will
etay quiet. le it of matenial like these that aur soldiers
sud sailons are made, or aur thieves sud vagabonds 1 "

WALTER POWELL.

A CA DIA N LEQENDS A ND L YRICzg.

AGIF'ED son of Canada is Arthur Wentwontb Eaton,Athe authon of "lThe lisant of the Creede," wbo is now
an spiscapal clergyman in the city of New York. Penhape
few of those who have nead or beard of that book were
aware that its anthor was a Nova Scotian, witb bis heant
in the Dominion, thougb bis. bodily preseuce belongs ta,
the iiterary circîs of the Ameniesu metropolis. IlAcadian
Lsgeuds sud Lynies,"1 however, a volume gat up aften the
model of Kegan Panl's best, sud juat publiehed in Landau
sud New York by White & Allen, smpbasizes the autbon's
nationality, not only in titIs, but contents; it enabies
Osuadiaus, ta mauy of wbom bis verses wers net alto-
gether unknowu before, ta frankly welcome sud cdaim bum
as theirs. 0f these poems, "lThe Resettlemnet of Acadis "
sud "lL'Ile Ste. Croix," are famliar ta readers of the
receut collection, "4Sangs of the Great Dominion." There
ie deiigbtfnh mslody in the aset stauzas of " L'Ile Ste.
Croix:"

Spning cannot iast, and o'er the waves
The weicome sai of Pontgravé
But haif the number silent iaY,

Death's paie first-fruits, in western graves.

Sing on, wild sea, your sad refrain,
For ail the gallant sons of France,
Whose sons and suffeningse nhance

The romance of the western main.

Sine requiems to the4e tangled woods
NWith ruined forts and hidden graves;
Your mourufui music history cravels

For mahy of her nobiest moods.

46L'Ordre de Bon Temups," also celebratiug thos jovial
ceremonies of goodfeliowsbup wbich Champlain institnted
among bis campaniaus in aid Quebse, is s ebarming baliad
(by the way, Arthur Wein bas ans on the sanie subject)
sud " De Soto's Laat Dreani" bas attracted admiration
widely.

Aftsr i"Legenda," the volume is divided into "lLynica"
sud "lSonnets." These are mare uneven. The best q ual-
ities observable are a ligbt pictoniai tauch as if of akilful
water-calour sketches, sud an sarneet expression of fine
religions iiberality. Rlis sketching power je illnstrated in
the deserted IlWbaling Town " sud "The Old New Eug-
land Meeting Hanuse :"

Many a time 1 have sat as a child
And listened until my ears were wild
To the basses and tenons, with nasal Bound,
Thraugh fine old fugne-tunes marching round.
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