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é,arté with Wamington--toll soleimnly: ,the' boum juat as
-they did wben Fielding listened Vo, their chaoes at raid-
nigît, and ionety, foerce, iadustrious Johnson dusted bis
books in lis iodging near to, Wron's gateway. I tbink it
wonid be an mmpossibility for even LIe moat prosaic person
net Vo feelthLe influence of LIe place, witl iLs peaceful
dam and quaint momories of LIe past accentua ted by tIe
busy, vuigar roar f rom, Lhe Strand Iigbway. At every
season of the year, aL any boum of the day, Llese tanes and
quadrangles bave attractions possessed by no other quarter
of Vhs wonderful old Vown.

I turned from LIe window back Vo VIe darkening rooni
with iLs beautifutl panelling lung with carvod oak gartands,
!ts fine frieze deiicatety cuL into a leaf y design, and looked
aboutrme at VIe very parleur once furnished by Goldsmith
with mahogany, and mirrors, and Wiiton carpets ; and I
stood by a hearth VIat bas been altered not at ail sinco tIe
daya when lis racketty entertainaents were condemned by
his noigîbour Biackstone. flore in Vhe sunshine of a
brief prosperity came tbose friends, every lino of whose
faces we know by heart, Vo Vake part in Vhe gorgeous
dinners, the many suppers, at whicl VIe lest was VIe
cleeriest, tIe kindest, the gayest. 4 shoutd like Vo lave
seen Vhe modern fumniture vanish, wiLh VIe piles of iaw
books and tittered tables, and in their places Vo have fotind
the shelves fuîl of sncb treasures as VIe first edition of The
Deserted Village, T/te Vlicar o] Wakefield, VIe blue draperies
against Vhe panes, a great armchair pushed aside frein
wlicl maybe Reynolds and Johnson lad just nisen. I can
fanoy an Indien Repast (as Boswell in Vhe Journey to t/Le

Hebridea*grandty call& tea) spread ont by VIe aide of tIe
bright fireplace, wiLl Miss Horneck ready Vo fi11 LIe china
cups, and Lhe "lCaptain in Lace " appointed Vo baud VIe
cakes. TIen, as now, tIe flicker of the fiamos foîl on tIe
saine square of watt, decorated, maybe, witl the flute, Vo
Vhe piping of wlicl Vhe Fl@mish peasants tistcned, tIe
chitdren of Green Arbour Couçt danced; thon, as now, the
fresh wind on iLs journey riverwards wlistled past tise
windows, past VIe shadowy sundial: and LIe dusty case-
mente opposite (bebind wlicl Porson once looked) glittered
in preciseiy VIe same way with little sparkles of liglît.
Nothing was aiVered (except LIat the rooks no more lly

'home Vo their nests in VIe elm.Vrees, and roses lave ceased
Vo blom in Vhe garden-borders> and I conid bear, 1
tîcugît, VIe last words of a parting speech, catch the last
notes of a parting song, and could figure Vo myseif tIc
chairs VIaV were in waiting dowïU betow Vo take on some of
VIe merry party Vo LIe piayhouso, te appiaud, I suppose,
at Thte God-natared Man, or S/te Stoop8 te Con quer. And
Goldsmith, teft atone, must bave sat turnes ont of number
by LIe cbimney corner, pondering on a lundred deiightfnl
fancies and, resolutely refnsing Vo Vhink of that burdon of

idebt gradualty growing larger and targer, lave occupied
himef instead witb VIe fond memorios cf VIaL home in
Ireiand wbich cruel Fate neyer allowed him Vo re-visit,
where hie sis Vers trimmed their sacques and concocted thcir
face-waNles, wbere littie Oliver knew and sang ail Bill's
clarming songs, and where VIe good pastor set an exainpto
cf VIe inost admirable piety. IL was Rogers tIe pooL
wlo deciared Ilthat cf ail LIe bocks wbicl, tîrougl VIe
fitful changes cf these generations, le lad seoci rise and
fait, Vhe dhamr of T/he Vicar of W'akefield bad alone con-

inued as at.firsV." Suc/t is the reward (says Forster), of
simplicity and of trut/t. Tbink of tîat, ye woutd le
George Mrerediths and Brownings, witb your baga of Vricks,
your tiresome mannerisis, or do you scoru LIe good opin-
ion cf VIe multitude, and is iL only VIe applause of LIe
select few for wlicî yen crave 1

Thon tlere came those inevitable iast days when tbere
was Vo ho ne more rioting, days wben Btackstone coutd cer-
tainly no longer comptain of VIe dancing and feasting over-
lead, for Goldsmithliay dying in tIe smatl closet wedged
in between VIe Vwe parleurs-a comfortless, windowtess
place-lis romaining bours made wretched by the Vardy
remembrance of tîat debt of two thonsand pounda which
le was se incapable cf paying. flore sat tIe doctor te feel
tIe rapid pulse cf bie patient, and coaplain of tIe unac-
countable amounV of foyer, Vo wlidh remark the poor
autlor answered tIat bis mind was net at peace. There
by VIe toffln VIat April day when LIe Je8samy Bride cuL
a look cf bain frein VIe bead cf the dead pooL, there,
fitting a corner, was tIe old elbow clair, <now in tIe Ken-
aington Museua) and VIe ctamped desk stood on the table,
and VIe gold-headed cane res ted by LIe skirts cf LIe
Tyrian blom satin coat, by LIe aide cf Vhe cocked bat with

* iLs steel buckle. flore in VIe front rocin facing Essex
Court gaVbered tIe crowd cf meumners (yen remember how
'Reynolds laid down lis brual, and wouid paint ne more,
VIe day le board cf Goldsmith's death 1) whc afterwards
aasembtod round VIe open grave in VIe Temple cburchyard,
and who lter protested at .Jolnson's use cf Latin in pro-
ference Le English for VIe epitapl in Westminster
Abbey. Let flot his /railtie8 be remembered ; he wa8 a very

[great man; these words, writVen by eue cf his best friends,
came Vo my mmid as I stumbled down VIe dark staircase
wlere notbing lad boen altered, even te LIe odd lanterns
ini Vhe watks, sizîce VIe ime when Vbose poverty-stnicken
mon and women came Lbronging bore Vo lament their bene-
factor's deatli. Let flot Ais /railtie8 lie remembered. Who
remembers VIe frailties cf VIat gonorous, tender heart 't 1
warrant no eue dared Vo say a rougI word cf the dead man
in the presence cf Johnson, cf Reynolds, of Tophana,
Beauclerk--their names are It-gion. Hie was a very gret
man. To bo sure le was-and is : le, VIe author, peet,
playwrigbt is immortal.

This bouse (No. 2, Brick Court) should ho marked with
a tablet, for VIe casual wisitor Iamdly knows bow Vo find

th'e Èlaoe-; tsnd tbere is another in Crowin Office Row
wbere Lamb was bomu, it is said, which I shouid like Vo
see similarly decorated; and yct another nearly in Pumnp
Court wbere Fietding wrote, whicl sbould be bonoured
witb an inscription, too. The scent of the roses (the Cab-
bage, thé- old Provence, and tIe Maiden Bluali aIl flourisb-
ed iii the beginning of tbis century) stil eings to the
pretty gardons in which I teant against a sycamore which
must often bave sbeitered Godsmth, and touched a caL-
alpa tree ptanted by Sir Mattbew Hale in the time of
Elizabeth ; the rooks aili cawved for me, the river stili
fiowed in a Bilver streak, swans floating double (" swan and
sbadow "') on iLs untroubled waters. But iL was a decep-
tive iglit, that twitigbt ; 1 am conscious of tbat; and 1
knew, without being able ciearly to sece, that chianges in the
iast few years bave altered mnuch of Lhe dear oid Temple.
The bouse in Tanfieid Court bias gone, in wbich Sarah
Malcotm murdered bier mistresa (there is a gruesome but
interesting account in Tborilbury's O1c? Stosies Re-told of
this lady, wbo sat, drpssed ail in red, Vo iHogarth, three
days before bier execution in Fieet Street>, anid Garden
Court, loved by me, for Pip's sake, in conjunction witb
Barnard's Inn, bas been re-built; and the Fountain hias
been barbarousty restored ; and Vhe Tbâmes is mucl
further off Vlan iL used to le, and a good deai dirtier.
But tbe Middle Temple -Hall will survive my ime, 1
know, as wi]i the Clurcli, se I thrcaded my way Vrougl
the courtyards, past the twinkting tigîts, and the Jacobean
porches and the old pumpa and cisterns up to Vhe Strand
feeling thankf ul the alteration was no worse.

Sncb an uproar ail about the Law Courts, where Vhe
newsboys screamed the tateat news of the Commission and
loafers, idting in packs, cbeered, or jeered at those of the
witnesses and principats in tbe great Case who were comn-
ing, weary enougli (I should tbink), frona the wrangling
discussion. The spiashes of mauve, yoltow and red on the
pavement, cast by tbe clemist's botties of coloured waters,
-there are not many of the otd trade-signs tcf t us-stain-
cd tbe damp greasy fiagstones bere and there witb tbeir
coarse hues ; otherwise tbe gas-igbted street and tbe
Iurrying crowds were colourless. t was odd Vo turn out
of the quiet Temple precincts where tIc bouses dream on
of the Georgian days, and bardty a footfail sounds at hs
lotir in the deserted quadrangles, into atl the turmoil and
strife of tbe nineteentb century. Lt is curions Vo rememl-
ber tbat close to tIc spring which is to-day bubblîng and
fltling tbe Roman Bath (wbere David Copperfild batbed)
exactly as it lias unceasingly done since the days of J uiius
Cmsar, this great streana of Life pours unheeding past thc
arched watts and marbie floors. Again, if you desire
another strong contrast I do not know a much greater
tban to Lrn into Wine Office Court and s0 Vo Gough
Square ; in tbe former stiti stands The Cbeshire Cleese
where Goldsmith used to dine (thcy show you bis favourite
chair and table>, nearty opposite to whicî are still the
todgings wîere le wrote T/le Vicar of IVake/ield, white in
the latter Square, frorn a corner bouse, Tetty, rouged and
bedizened if we may believe Garrick, used to gaz- cagerly,
on the watch for bier Johnson's safe return from lis watk.
Lîterary folk are certainly nearer and dearer to us tban
ancient Romans, and thougli I could have died content if
I bad missed the sigît of thc Bath and its black and white
paved passage, I woutd bave been sorry indeed never to
have seen tZ hiding place of those who have made Lon-
don wbat iL 18 to me. These back waters, ecloing witl
scores of old-wortd tegends and tories are to be found at
every turning off tIc Strand and Fleet Street, almoat
untouched by ime, wholty untoucbed by the Special
Commission.

As I tumned westward on tIe way back througî the
parks my companion old me the outline of the story of an
old South Countr-y squire who died the other day, -whose
life, begun curionsly, bas endcd ilcuriouser," as À lice in
Wonderland would say. IL seema that, only a lawycr's
clerk, but cadet of a good famiiy, le felI in love witl an
beiress at a race-meeting. TIc beiress reciprocated, and
an elopoment shortty ensued. TIc office was deserted, of
course, tIe bridegrogm baving insisted on large setttiements
on himacîf, living with VIe bride on ber estates, where le
lad much Vo look af er. But soon came wars and rumours
of wars, she crying of cruetty, le taiking of foolisb pride
and nonsense ; and thon after fifteen years of terrible misery
in a beautiful old bouse tIe poor beiresa died, leaving atI
the rest of ber property strictly tied up for 1er two little
girls, whcl property was not Vo rcvert to Lhe fatler unis
the clildren died nn'married. So the squire, witb many
oatbs, swore Lbey nover should marry ; and le altowed thena
Vo grow up with absoluteiy no education, nover permitting
tbem Vo see anybody except the mon and maids of LIe
household, conduot whicb made them shy Vo VIe verge of
idiocy. But Fate, that inscrutable power, arranged mat-

ers bier own way, for a managing General, knowing of
tlese great heinesses, contrived by a stratagem that bis son
shouid se Lhe ladies, who, cboosing and Proposing in tIe
space of six bours while the squire was away shooting, was
clever enougl Vo persuade tIe sîy girl Vo trust o a post-
chaise and a speciat license ; 50 sbe, pretending Vo go nuL-

ing one fine morning, eloped as ber mother did bof ore ber.
One can imagine LIe squire's rage!1 He shut LIe otber
daugîter up for tIe rest of 1er life (Il SIe died a few years
back," said my companion, Iland on LIe occasion of bier
deatb VIe fatber wrote Vo me for congraýu1a1ion8, and sent
me a hauncb of venison in honour of the event ") and neyer
saw VIe married one again, or would hear lier name men-
ioned. Some ime ago le began Vo prepare for VIe Day

of Judgment by building for himnsoîf a magnificent mauso-
leum wicl lie lad beated witI pipes, as le lated tIe cold,

lie said, and lie was always buying coffins of new design.
Once when some money fell to him unexpectedly hie spent
some of it in lining and covering one of his favourites with
the best velvet, and decorating it witb old silver bandies
and ornaments. IlLast time 1 went to cati " said my coin-
panion, 'lit was a wet day, and hie was rather gioomy, s0
to brighten bimnself up a littie lie bad arranged every detait
of his funeral, and as 1 came to the door some of the avail-
able tenants were watking along the terrace, two by two,
after four men who bad the coffin on their shoulders. 1
saw the squire leaning out of the window. ' Curse yi,'
hie called out to the bearers, 1'you will joit ?ne to jice,
can't you. carry me steaclier than that ?'1My appearance
didn't interrupt the performance; hie went on for an hour
driiling each one as to bis deportinent on the fatal day."
Sir Pitt Crawley was an angel of light compared to this
remarkable person, wbose mad sayings and doing.9 would
fi11 a book, and yet who practicatly was partially saine.
This queer type, after the Regent design, is dying out
rapidly, if it is not dead atready ; it is one of the things
we can spare exceedingly welI. WALTER POWELL.

A GHRISTJIAS REVERIE.

lTle brighit and morniug star."

TiuE sun goes down and the world growvs nid,
Mc;aned at sunset the chilling blast,

Life grows dark and Love grows cold,
And they mourn that Faith is fading fast;

But the Christmoas bells are ringing!

And $ce where,-clear in the purpie sky,
Hesper-Phiospher, -- herald of light,

Hildeth his silver Creset high,
Gleaming briglitest onl winter night,

While the Christmas bells are ringixig!

He,,per-1>llOsPI)er-herald of day I
The suri turlis back froin his downward course.

Winter and darkness are passîng away,
Andi Faith wakes fresh frona hier primai source,

When the Christmnas bells are ringing!

The star that shone from the Syrian sky,
Stili shines clear, with its promise brighit

0f the birth of a newborn humanity
That, long ago on a Christinas night,

Men liesrd the angels siîîging ;
Oh, true Light-bearer, Star Divine

Jtisen fair in earth's winter day,
Do thon touch ail hearts with that love of Thine

That lights us on in the upiward wy,
Tillivne hear the angels 8inging!

T J-E winter solstice is bre again ; and whie al wit-
ut is at its darkest and dreariest the lire on the house-

hold attar huma its brigliteat, and the Christmas beits are
beginning to ring ; and, bore and there-possibly a few
Scrooges are sayifg-" Christnmas is a humbug 1 " But the
world is not tired of Christmias yet.

There is a bright side to the undeniabte truth that
human nature is scarcely ever togicàtly consistent ; and
this, because it is generatty swayed by forces that go deeper
than its consciousnesa. The preceptI Know thyseif," is
for the great mass of humanity a dead letter. And while
in practice it often faits below its theory it soimetimes, toc,
riscs above it; so, wbite Agnostics are proclaiming that otd
faitbs are dying out, and balf the cburch-going people are
reading Robert Elsinere wîth greater or less synpathy, and
theotogians arc expressing gratitude to its author for
maintaining at loast a thei8tic ï-position, the Christmas
belts are ringing tbrougli the darkness as cheerily as ever
.toucbxng even caltous hearts withi tender associations,
the sweetest and brigbtest tbat life can know ! Anid the
carts laden with gyreenery Lo be twined into Cthristmas
wreaths for the dburchi watts, and the ricbty-stocked and
crowded shops, and tbe very decorations in the grocers'
windows-al l estify that thc world in general is as busy
as ever, if not busier, in preparing to do hbnnour to tbe
Christm~as festival. Neyer, indeed, we miglit safely say,
bave s0 mafly labourera been at work-wittî band and
brain, pen, pemicit, and tools of humbier sort-in preparing
special productions of ati kinds meant to serve in %ome
way towards Christmas keeping.

0f course tbere are a thousand ways of keeping Cbrist-
nmas,1 for eacl wili keep iL aftor bis own kind. Yet iL
can scarcely be celebrated at ait, even by bina who cares
only for the Christmas feast, without being, nzt least, a
remainder of tIat wbich the heart of humanity las gained
by tIe first Christmnas, neyer to lose again. For the
Angeis' S,ýong celebrated more than the birth of a Chld-
even a Chitd perfect and Divine.. IL ceiebrated, also, the
inbreathing of a new spirit into humanity-tbe spirit of
Love. And Love is a great deal more tban IlAltruism,"
which, by the definition Of some of its scientific exponents
means sinapty beneficence to o;thers frona any motive;
white Love, siinpty because it is Love, muat pour itsetf
into the hearts of otbers, and find its own happineas in
seeking tbeir good. Tbe Angeis' Son, as we find it in
one version Of tbe passage, IIPeace to men of good-will," la
no arbitrary promise. It i5s irnply the statement of an
oternal law, here first authoritativety deciared. Love and
Peace, if not Love and ilappinesa, are inseparable-as insep-
arabie as are the twin opposites. And it is the glory of
Cbri8tianity that it supplies not only the glorious ideai of
humanity, but also the only force tbat can raise woak
humanity Vo attain unto iL.

So we may wetl greet every Christmas witî hopeful
joy, glad of its good tbings, patient with tbe weaknesses
and inconsistencies tbat accomapany the good, glad that
tbrough ail tbis we can trace Vhe same principle at work,
love finding its bappiness in its active exercise. And tbat
may gleam as brightty in Vhe doll that deiighta the char-


