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NOTES FROM THE CONTIIVENT.

MAQAZiNE readers, we are toid, are gradually dying out. Temple Bar only
just pays its way-the most remunerative one of the lot-while the others
drag on, and hardly any one (except perhaps somne country reading society)
cares for the stuif with which their pages are filled. Month after nionth
America sends us bier periodicals :dreary live~s of statesinen, long-winded
descriptions of batties, wearisonie stories written by imiitators of Messrs.
Henry James and llowells, and bristling with the worst points of both.
Ail these are illustrated so admirably that for the sake of the drawings we
buy the magazine, no one, I think, plodding through the letterpress. But
S&ribner lias since April contained a mine of wealth-nearly exhausted
now, alas !-in the shape of some of Tbackeray's letters to Mrs. Brook-
field, letters which are quite inimitable, and give Thaek eray's lovers a
pleasure it is impossible to exaggerate. "IThe more 1 think the less 1 can
conceive where you picked up that style," said Jeffrey to Macaulay, apro.
pos of the famous Essay ont Milton. One feels with r"egard to the author
of Yanity Fair that Ibis style was neyer "lpicked up," but was part and
parcel of the muan. 1 saw Mr8. Brookfield at Wbitby a few years agYo. She
was then a gentle-faced old lady, with gray liair and quiet, untroubled
eyes, wlio used to sit on the sands ail day long witb the cbîldrenl of Il Mag-
dalene,"-the little Miss Brookfield of whom Thackeray speaks, who mar-
ried Mr. Ritchie, brother of Miss Thackeray's husland, and Who died in
1.880. Brooktield, a fair actor, is the only son of IlGrace and William,"
Who did so much to comfort Thackeray at the time of lis terrible trouble.

I HAVE been trying to find out the Hotel de la Terrasse, fromi whicli
Tliackeray dated seine of bis notes, but it lias been pulled down. Hie gives
nso hint as to the wbereabouts of the Osb )rrs' rooins, or the namne of tise
inn near tbe park at wbich the iRawdon Crawleys lodged. IIow real ail
his creations are ; how entbralling lis manner of telling a story ; wbat
lessens lie teaches on every page Il "Any one witb the smallest tincture of
letters must love lis books," says Andrew Lang, tliat excellent critic, to
whoni Stevenson pays so many pretty compliments in bis cbarming new
volume of verses. I went down to the Allée Verte tbe other day, and
wanldering towards Antwerp camne upon Laeken, wliere George was buried
after Waterloo. Tbey are rapidly demolishing the churcli, as too smaîl
for the present congregation. Il Have you the graves of any English.sol-
diers '1" I asked tlie sexton, wbo anlswered, no b aîf a dozen were in a
Brussels graveyard, but none liere. In spite of bis denial I arn sure
Emmy's busband rests somewbere in this dusty, noîsy, rubbisb-strewn
spot, and lies quiet uncler one of these mounds witbi their worii inscriptions.

NEAR thie palace, and about hlf a mile fromt the chut-eh, is the villa
wliere Maximilian's poor mad wife is sighing ont lier days. 1 was told
that since tbe awful time of the executron, Charlotte, tilI a month ago,
'leyer mentioned lier bnsband's naine. But one niglit, not long af ter the
ex-Empress liad gone to bed, one of lier ladeis sat playing ail sorts of airs
on the piano, and then, without thinking cf whal, shte was doing, glided
into the Mexican National Anthemn. Unfortunlately Charlotte bieard the
music through thie open Windows. A small spark wvas suddenly lighte(i in
lier lamtp of meusory, and hy its liglit sbe stumbied bier way te the sitting-
room. The music stopped witb a crash. IlMaxmiliari ! " sie cried ;and
tien the Princess fainted. Wlien the poor tortnred soul recovered she bad
Mo0 remembrance of wbat had occurrjd ; ail was dark again, and though
lier doctors thouglit a repetition of the bymn might du good, it bas been
tried witbout suceess.

" 1 IENT over to Peterboroughi to sec the Mary Stuart relies," writes
tan English correspDndenit, " and was mucli interested, for though doubt.
less tbey didn't ahl belong to tbe Qucen, moto hi r o i eidi
'Which she lived. Slie spent eichteen years in captivity-do you rememiber
that 1-and wouid liave been "more than a woman if site bad flot tried,
Mfany and many times, to escape. But this absurd attempt at canonisa-
tion lias been nipped in the bud ; for, as Labouciere says, if sibe bad been
living now sice most surely would bave been in tbe Divorce Court, and
Diost likeiy would have been tried for murder. Both miniatures and por-
traits are Worthi studying, but Mary can orîly bave Bat for one or two, they
are ail se unlike ecd other. Some paint lier with large blue eyes, otliers
Vith smiall hrown ones. lu a glass-case is the original letter written by
Jamses I. te, tie Dean and Chapter of Peterborougli, to tell them to deliver
tie body of bis motier to bis messengers, as ho wished to bury bier under
a suitable monument in Westminster Abbey, where sie lies now, as ail the
world knows, close to lier enemy and cousin Elizabeth. Not far front the
letter is tic gold rosary sie field as she walked into Fotheringay Hall tiat
OhilI February morning;* and tiere is a twist cf fair younig liair sent f rom
Windsor Castle, which m'ust have been, cut off years before the execution,
at wbicht tirne Mary was forty-six, and, as Fronde tells us in bis wonderful
description of the scolne, wore a wig. Ia a case by itself is a large square
Of fine cbccked lawn, whici veil sic is said to, bave worui on the dlay wlîen
for the last tinte shte 'adorned berseif ; and near it is a biand-bell, rnng often
lio doubt te summon the -Maries.' By thc way, most of the owners of
these things are tremendous Stuart partisans, and write in the càtalogue
Of James [II., Charles 111., and Henry LX. Sornie lace is sbown, w'hicb
C2arn into the possession of the present owner iii ratier an odd manner.
ýoin0 years ago a Mr. Fox, baving the care of tic Holyrood apartmcents,
di8covered, tbrust behind a wooden dade-in the Quecn's roonis, a silk kirtie
tnuch trirnuîed with old point, both lace and gown blood-staiued. Ris nicce,
anl actress, being at Editnburgh at thc tume, lie gave bier the treasure, and
elhe wore it in thq play of H-eniry VIII., in whicli she bad need of fine

gatl ne t objecting cither to thc blood or the de-secration of the relics-,
'Which assuredly did itot beiong te, Mr. Fox. Tic actress married, and was
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tic great-aunt botb cf Mrs. Kendai and the nutbor of ' Ours.' XVere I tic
Queen I shonld insist on the restitution of tic relie, which is both valuable
iii itseîf and interestlng fro nt association. A crowd of people, dulI and
depressed as most foika are when sighit-seeing, thronged tic ruons wiere
these things are aî-ranged, and gaped and gazed, and talked in awe-struck
whispers. I soon saw ail I wanted, and 50 Nvent for a few minutes to the
cathedral vestry, where Mary's body xvas buried twunty years. '['bre I
fourid tic slab marked with the nine of Catierine cf Aragoni, and on the
wall a full leîîgth portrait-an odd churcli orniame(.nt--cf the sexton wbo
dng the graves of two queens :Catherine's, whien lie was young, and
Mary's, wben hie was old."

MOST Of tic Brusseis quality are still away in their cuntry biouse.9,
but tic, town is always se iright, it neyer is duil (like a eontented person)
aveu wben tbe raili streanis al day ont those alsurdly ugly statues in the
cramped littie park, anJ the wind wlîisks down the long, street erowned
with that inagnifice-nt Palais de Justice. llow Bi-ussels eau be proud cf
Wiertz puzzles most cf us, I suppose: lie is the French Haydon, I take it,
with ail tie Engliu.hiuan's exaggeration, and vcry littie ef bis love for the
beautiful. And bcw the town eau have spent so inuch on ail the iinediocre
work(s that crowd its national galery is aise a surprise. With tie exception of
a fine "Descent from tie- Cross" by Ruions, two good portraits by tbe saine
painter, and a deiightful piece by Cornelius de Vos, there is notlîing te
keep cne's attention for a momtent. De Vos ia comparativeiy little known,
ami wag but a painter after ail, neyer ant artist, but tic love ef tie nman
for bis work was so genuinie lie eouid net but mnake a fair success ef soune
cf bis pictures, and a great suecess cf one or two. Tbis group is full cf
cbaracter-a smiling father; a stili; proud mother; twe unconscious cidren
-and once seen one neyer forgets the different faces, or tie fine costumes,
front tic iady's black gown te the babies' green skirts and rcd necklaces.
Thie one fanît in the piece is in its composition ; it is as if a piotographer
had arranged tise sitters' pesitions. There it liangs fer nineteenth century
tourists te giance at and find fanît with, in the glare cf a publie gallery,
after being the pride and ornament cf some dim Dutels parleur tirce
bundred years ago. IlTruiy," as tise Spanisi menk said te Wilkie in speak-
ing of the Muirllos in thi nsnastery, "l tiese are the realities, and we are
but sbadows."

IN tnrning away freint St. Gudule net long ago, 1l carne upon tbe Rue
Isabelle, and found te my astonishmont Charlotte Bronté's sehool, exactly
as sice describes it in Vi1lle, and as Mrs Gaskell draws it in the Lije ;
tic naine of Ilèger is stili cri a brass plate on tic door, and the quaint old
street is precisely tic saine as it wvas wlien the hiîesiek nortit country
girls used te look ont cf the windows. lt is a curions part-of the town,
and well wortls exploring. Queen Isabeila (wiose portrait is in tic gal.
lcry) iived lier(-, atîd I was shown part of lier Isouse, now let out in flats,
whicli is oxtraordinariiy interosting, whule round tue corner is the anciont,
palace cf tic Counts D'Aibe, deserted years ago by tint famiy, aud usod
to-day as iodgings for the, peor-the most picturesque pile of buildings you
eau imagine, so picturesque as to look unreai, and utake eue think of tic
stage or the opera. Emily and Charlotte must cf ton bavedescribed ail
this in their letters Isoine .titese sights must have vividly împre8sed their
country înin<is, fresi froui wild unoor and dreary, bleak village.

liAs it ever struck yoai iow rare is a gift for acting? I tiink it is the
best gift of ail. We iii London couid count on our tingers tic actera and
actresses we possess. Many of us begin and end with Mrs. Banicrof t, wbo
bas assurcdly iiberited the spirit of one cf tic stage ladies ot long ago,
say Kitty Clive er Mrs. Bracegîrdie. (Great people lîve again. Chiarles
Lamb stili writes and dreanmm near tic Templu ; Macaulay is again making
a stir in tise seif-sanie wvcrid ; Hogartit is busily painting witb the saine
brusi.) We appreciate Irving arîd Ellen ierry ; and, a long way aftcr
thin, clever Mrs. Wood, siart Miss Norreys, conscienticus Mrs. Ken-
dai ; andl we kncw tic gocd points cf Farran, Coglian, \Villard, Marries,
whiie Becrboiru-'rîee astonishes one occasionally. - He's the clevcrcst
actor I ever saw iii bis particular lino," said a great authority on inatters
theatrical once te me at a lirst nigit, Il but hie is so disappoiîsting soute-
times." I arn reading the varions eritîcismas on Mary Andersoni, with thc
autumn leaves freint tue piano trees titat siade tic Boulevard de Waterloo
faiiing on my papers, and I am wondering bow site wii like ail tic plain
speaking wic should hsave been given bier fromi tic first. I saw bier oe
eveaing at the Bougitons, a vision cf loveliness, dressed iii gieamiug white
satin, like one cf Leslie s Sitakesperian liercines, witi eyes far brigliter
tiîan lier diainonds, and I tiought wiat a pity site caituot be conîtenit with
tic freoiy giveit boînage cf tie drawing-rocîîs, as without au effort shie
encîtants us, and cease te strive for the applause cf tic theatre, which
appiause siuceau nover hope to earn. Sic is no actress. 1 bave seen lier
in everything, and cau tind îscthing in lier but a liuîited amount cf intel-
ligence. Site and Mrs. L'îngtry i-un neck anîd lieek, thougît perliaps tic
American feels nmore titan bier Jersey rival. Miss Anidersoni ii a beautîfuti
womat,-cannot sico ho content? As a womian site is perfect ; as an
actress, a failure. WALTERt POWELL.

Brussels, ~sept. 14.

MR. W. H. TULLocIt'S StOry Of the LiIý of Queen Victoria contains a
solitary instance cf a puil made in answcring a Royal question. Tie occa-
simn was tie Quectî's visit to the Mansicu Huse in the tirst year cf bier
reýig.-" 1 woiider," site said to Lord Aibermarle, "if my good people cf
London are as glad te sec me as I to sec thei V" lie replied by poiîtting
te tic letters IlV. 11." wovcît into ail the decorations, and saying, IlYour
Mai esty can sec, thcir loyal cockney answer, ' Vo are.'

OUTOBERU 6th, 1887.J


