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NOTES ON AN AUTUMS HOLIDAY.

J]AVE you any recollection of a delightful Uncommercial
Il Traveller, ini whicb Dickens speaks of the life led by

the tramping clock-mender, as lie goes ticking and striking
tbrough the country with a timepiece under bis armq
1 was reminded of it this morning by meeting one of those
gentry en route for the keeper's cottage, I suppose, and
who, asleep to-nigbt at the ancient signi of the Crispin and
Crispanus, will undoubtedly dreami of the wonderful grey
Gothie palace with its delicately-tinted Italian gardens and
great hammnered-iron gates, round about which he lingered
on lis way thirough the woods. As lie passed by, the hour
sounded from over the stables, stârtling the circling pigeons
and grave, stately rookq. 1lie ecboed the heavy strokes
witb an answering light chinie f rom bis own moon-faced
dlock, and thien, with mnany a backward stare at th,- mut-
lion windows, went rustlin-g away, across the slopes and
through the fallen leaves.

Near to these very siopes, adown the cheerful broad
road, once rattled a ruitibling, dusty, igh-swung post-
chaise. By the window sat a young girl, witb powdered
hair and wistful dark, eyes, who gazed at the peaceful,
lonely park-lands throu;b which tbey were drivîng, looking
about lier quietly (I think), talking gently to bier round-
faced, kindly companion, ini his three-cornered hat and
green travelling coat, tubl of a sudden the chariot stayed at
the beautiful palace, ablaze witb sunbeams, and the front
doors opened wide. Bewildered, she was led tbrough the
long saloons, wbere the pictures smiled at hier fromx the
walls, where the lowers nodded their welcome fromi the
tall crystal vases, titi at last-so tbe pretty story goes,
which you know as well as ,-the round-faced gentleman
tbougbt fit to tbro\w off his disguise and announce bimsetf,
like a Prince ini a fairy tale, to be the owner of these fine
tbings:

A .1 wvle le]owV she w oii<ers I îliidly
-Notr the iiieaniiig caoll ivinle,

P'roly turiis lie rî,uidî and kitiffly,
-MIlof this is je mie and tine. eý

The furniture bas rtlnaine(l uncbmaged since that day, the
ornamunts untoucbed: tbe faces on the wals are the same,
except that in the billiard-room, amongst the Knetlers,
iRicbardsons, Lelys, and I)obsons, there now hangs a cbarm-
ing piece by Lawrence, the centre of attraction to most of
those wbo ind their way here. 'This sweet, white-gowned
lady, of a type that is always in fashion, bas looked out of
the golden frame, in company witli ber busband and littledaug;hter, for close on a lîundred years. But Hazlitt can

neyer have seen tbis barmionious faruily group, as among
the pictures ho criticises ini bis wvll-known essay on Bur-
leigh Hbuse, lie does net mention this. Tberefore, I take
it, that in tbe days wben bie was a visiter in Lord Exeter's
Ilfair domains," it must bave hunig in some private apart-
ment. III neyer wisb to bave been a lord but wben 1
think of this story," declares the essayist, after repoating,
in b{fs terse fashion, the particulars of the idyli. Young
Lawrence has so obviously imitated Sir Joshua, both in
composition and colour, that the picture cannot fail to
please, and witb is principal sitter, at ail events, it is
impossible to find a fanît. For my part, 1 woutd rather
have tbis canvas, witb all its inexperiences, its occasional
bad drawing, its varions weaknesses, than any of the
artist's later and more ambitions work, in wbicb affectation
and untrntbfutness are too often prominenit. In Bret
Harte's humerous conclusion to Mlaud Miier lie gives
a version of what hie considers to be the saddest words
fromn tongue or pen. I coutd not beip the rbymes crossing
my memory as 1 tooked at tbe Cottage Countess witb bier
arm round the cild, and noted bier busband's attitude and
expression. But 1 dont believe this graceful, pretty-
moutbed girl can bave spoken witb a Sbropshire accent.
I can't think but tbat the Earl (very like Pope's "Sir
Plume ") was entirely happy and contented with bis unpedi-
greed bride. Some of the Hodnet villagers took im ito
be a igbwaywan, it is said-he did no work and yet bad
always money,-and Hazlitt, at all events, makes no men-
tion of the palette and brushes witb wbicb Tennyson
poetically endows bim. But the most saaacious of bis

humble neigbbours must bave tbougbt bim a farmer out of
luck, if hie resembles bis portrait. C Would you not like to

have beard Borne of tbe conversations to whicb tbis stili
group of people bave been sucb patient listeners t Tbink,
too, of tbe sorrow tbey have witnessed, for soon after the

skitful young painter bad finisbed bis work my lady died;
and by-and-by, in the course of six or seven years, the
vautt was opened to receive my lord ; and then the little

girl was alone, the only one of the tbree lef t to stand in
front of the brigbt canvas, ail blue and white and yellow.
There were boys-a ciîd-marquis and lis brother,-so the
present owner is grandson of Sarahi boggins. Would one
be asbamed of the peasant strain in one,, blood, I wonder,
and are cottage folk nover mnentioned in tbese lordly balls?'
I remember tbat in Citoses Vites Victor Hlugo declares
genius is tbe only tbing on eartb to wbich we should bow,
goodness the Onfly thing to wbich we sbould kneel. There
is s0 mucli of the btter qnality to be found in Lady
Exeter's sweet face that the picture would hardly ba out
of place as an altar-pieca, with a score of candles flaming
and flickering in front of it.

Anà now do you care to hear of the rest of the bouse?

There are corridors, ballrooms, drawing-rooms, dining-halls,
étate bed and dressing-rooms, their walls looped and

wreatbed with the fineet carvings by Grinling Gibbons, and
lined witb pictures, many of whicb are not pictures at all

-dreadf nI Castigliones, Caraccis, Caravaggios and the like.

THE WEEK.

mond, by Rembrandt, a head tbat bas been Weil engraved ;
and a small iPrincess Mary Tudor, wbicb (pace llazlitt) 1
do not believe Holbein ever saw, and two or tbree careful,
excellent Janssens. But can you imagine the quality of
mmnd possessed by people wbo, with a palace to decorate
and tbeir coffers full of gold, liked to bave ttîeir ceilingsb
and staircases splashed over by \errio and Laguerre, wbo,

later, bouglit fifteen Angelica Kauffmans and only oua
iRomney; wbo spent tbeir mioney on bad specimens of

Guercîno, Bellini and Vaterio Belli, rather than on our
own excellent little band of' artists wbose pictures, then
being exbibited in the domed rooîn of Somerset bouse,
beat the Italians out of the field '1 Would you bave chosen
a Pordenone, wben instead you mnight bave bad a Gains-
borough, or indntged in a Passeri wben in its place a
Reynolds miglit bave gleamed on the walls?' There is coný-

sequently net mucli to envy at Bnrteigb, if 1 except an

excellent Nollekens (a copy of the Dophin and Cbitd in

tbe Barberini) and a few pretty trinkets, interesting for
tbe association, sncb as Elizabetb's watcb, given by bier to

bier Lord Treasurer, and a rosary used by Mary, Qneen of

Scots. There are tapestries, too, and beautifut china, and

some treasured relics lef t by Queen Victoria wben she
stayed bere,-tbe wreatb slie wore one nigbt at dinner,
carefully gilt and placed in a case ; lier white glove ; tbe
glass from wbicb she drank, and so on. But better than

ait these is the view fromi ont of these oriel windows on to
the lawns and gardens, sbiiîing lakes and many-colourad
woods ; and ininitety superior to saint and angel drawn
by Italian fingers, to ruffled Queen or red-gowned states-
man, is the portrait, sketcbed hy tbe ininkeeper's son, of the
farmer's daughter in bier white skirts, a portrait wbich, of
tbem ail, is the one 1 sbould ike best to îbosess.

From Bnrleigb it is harely a mile before you reach
Stamford Town, wbere are many beautiful old churches and
quaint bedebonses and deserted posting-inns, and over ail
an air of old-world tranquiltity. While the churcb-bells
were stammeringly singing their noonday songs (1 made
ont IlAnld Lang Synie," but to a jerky bymn-tnne 1 could
put no namne) 1 wandered up Barn Hiuîtet a wonderful
old garden, wlierein 1 was sbown inscriptions cnt by
Stnkeley in praise of fiowers and blessed peace, in tbanks-
giving for the Cultoden victory, in bonour of the doctor
who iad the privilege of curing the antiquarian's gout ;
and as 1 oitered in and about the gravel patbs, orie of my
companions totd me the foltowing autbentic gbost.story,
whicb it pteases me to tbink inay possibly be new to you.

It seems that there are two rows of old red brick
bouses at llampstead, forming an avenue to the cbnrcb,
wbicb bouses, built on ground whicli once belonged to a
mnonastery, are continualty tronbled by thea most unaccount-
able noises, in ono or two cases the inhabitants declaring
that the noises whicb tbey can bear bave been furtber snp-

plemented by the appearance of apparitions wbicb they
cannot. Not long ago one of those possessing the worst of
reputations was taken in ail innocence by some people who,
tilt tbey had been in the ptace somte time, were lef t unîno-
lested. But very soon steps pattered up and down stairs
in the daad of niglt; doors, previonsly tocked, unaccount-
ably flew open; often thera was a feeling, even in the
broad dayligbt, that one was being watcbed (said my

informant) by invisible eyes, toucbed by invisible fingers.
The maids gave warning continually, the chitdren occasion-
alty were frigbtaned, but as montbs want on wtbout any-
tbing actually being sean, the footsteps and rustlings,
growing monotonous, were at last nhmost unbeeded, and the
bousebold settted down witli the firm datermination,
annoying enougb to the gliost, to ignore its presanca alto-
gether, a resolution not always strictly kept. One after-
noon, a November or two ago, the lady of the bouse sat by
the ire in a small drawing-room, shut off f rom a larger
one by folding doors, reading fairy tales to ber ittle
daugbter, and as she read she heard someone walking over-
bead, in a room from wbich the gbost always started on its
peregrinations. Sha glanced at the child-who was staring
at the flames, absorbed in the bistory of "IThe Snow
Q neen," and who, wisely enougb, had no ears for anytbing
lse,-and continued the story without a pause. Soon on

eacb of the shallow oak stairs sounded the welt-known
pit-a-pat of bigb-hehed sboes, till the steps, staying a
second at the smaller drawing-roolf, went on to the targer

roomn, the door of which opened and shut witb a bang; but
notbing distnrbed the little girl. As lier mothar read on,
someone behind those folding doors was turning the

bandles softly, pacing up and down the floor, moving
chairs and small tables, till at last the reader becama so
narvous she thougbt she aven sbonld have screamed.
Instead of that, however, she made some excuse of restinab
for a moment, gave the book to her dangbter, anid taking
up a lamp want bravely to the tbresbold of the other ro.om
and looked in. The footsteps ceased snddenhy, but peer as
she migbt into every corner, notbing could she sea. Just

as she was turning back to "lThe Snow Queen " and the
tire, the cbild ran towards lier. IlWby, mamma," she
said, pointing to a window-seat, on which tiae stream of
lampligbt fell briglitest, Ilwbo is that pretty lady 1 "

Sinca then Mrs. S., who is a Catbolic, bas bad that
restless gbost laid (this is the nineteentli century, eight
miles from Charing Cross), and with bell and book the
priest and the acolyte bave done their hast to restora peace

to No. - Churcli Ilow, the consequence being that after
that afternoon, spent in sprinktings and prayer, the pretty
lady has altogather ceased lier visits. WLE OEL

IT is now quite certain, according to London Trutli,
that the promised biograpby of Mr. Delaixe, once editor of

tbe London Time8, about which there was considarable
talk a'few yeara ago, will neyer appear.

111ONTREAL LETTER.

AS the air we breathe, the food we eat, and the nînscular
A.actions we perform are the principal elements wbich

decide the tona and texture of our physical nature,
so it may be hroadly assertad that the most potent factor
in the formation of our mental and moral character lies in

our occupations, our daily conversation, and our industriai
routine. One step further brings ns to the admission that
this mental and moral character, wbiclî is the' devabopment
of our surronndings, is, in turn, thxe parent of our tîxeories,
civil, religions, and potitical. If this be true, it is not sur-
prising that witb the disappearance of navigation and the

faît-trade down the Gulf, the financial mind of Montreal
shontd immadiately revert to the idea of resolving that
the inevitabta rigour of our winter shah bhereaftar be
a profitable investment. Long before tie most distant
announcement of frost or snow, and while thîe wbarvas
were stitl alive witb atl sorts of buman and other merclian-
dise, comnittees wera busy on their rounds canvassing for
stock in the thermometer. An avent whicb at one time
promiscd to become the' National Festival of Canada, and
one wbicb, in the unique and picturesque, migit bave
tbrown ont a friendty challenge to tha world, is likoly to
degenerata into a Joint Stock Specutation witb its shara-
bolders and annual dividands. We are to have our Carnivat,
but it is sborn of its glory and robbed of jts beauty. Its
Ice Palace and Railway, its Snow-l>ooths and Stides, its
hospitaity, the possibility of its very existence bave al
been discussed and decided fromi their profit and loss in
bank accounts. Social and religions exclusion, tyrannicat
in alt else, insists upon immediate abdication in favour of
prospective windfatls. Roman and Anglican, Jew and
Gentile meet here on comnion gronnd. For once on earth
they enjoy a foretaste of millenial fraternity. The plan of
the castia is an object of keen contest in the West; and in
the East, subscriptions to the Ilaitway on the river are
increased on the assurance that it is not a parade of the
Siberian severity of our climate, but an exhibition of the
unlimited fertility of unr natural resources. Public sub-
scriptions are taken, given, and advertisad. Men persuade
thanîselves that tbey ara sacnring a few stiaras in the
future ife, and then turn round to count the marbtas tbay
witl gain in this. The right band provides a programma
of tiospitabte intentions, and the left a census of the
victilus witb a catcutation as to the profits of the consump-
tion.

In tha barbour the ast ship of thîe sunîmner is laft
riding atone, impatiently testing tha mercury. On the
beets of the break ini tha Cornwall Canal, the closing freiglît
is being pnshed through. Slîads are folding np;, the gatas
of the new dyke ara swinging round for thîe winter; tha
barbour police are disbanded ; the days ara gone wtîon the
idier can lounge on tlie quays; and tha river, calm in its
leaden stoicism, thougli sbivaring with unknown dread, is
awaiting its fate.

The irreprassibie Scot looks ont for thet'idler. St.

Andrew's Home, St. Andrew's Sermon, St. Andrew's Day,

and St. Andrew's Bail fill the air witli the earliest snow-
ilake. The flrst smack of frost which seaIs thîe river opens
the purse-strings of patriotism. To provida a haggis and a
bag-pipe for himsalf, and oatmaal for bis hass fortunate
brother, the Scot witl sing bimself to deatb on Halloween,
and dance bimsetf to death on "lThe 1)ay " at five dollars
a.pieca. IRuskin says, Sir Walter's "lBride of Lammar-
inoor " sbould not be read by tha Scot. ît is too sad for
bim. The sage's criticism savours of sarcasm. At loast
it can botd good only in tbe fitful foggy weatber of thîe

Scot at bome. The Scot Abroad is made of sterner stuif.
The churches, too, ara organizîng for the winter's

campaign against sin and suffering. Fairs and Bazaars
hava not yet daparted this tife, aithougli ttîair enfaebtad
systems bave bean rednced to aIl sorts of expedients to
preserve soul and body togethiar. Witliout the boîster
of a fresh patron or the stimulant of a new feature, not
one conld bobbla tbrongb tha drag of its weary life. The
latest novetty in tonics is a Faast of Days. Upon my exit
from my ast Churcb fair 1 had sotemnly vowed that not
oniy was it my last, but that it sbonld ramain so. But
incorrigible hankerings after somne confirmation of a tbeory
of my own on the Lost Tribas spnrred my drooping faitb.
1 enta rad this Feast of Days; but belîold! no rebuiht
Temple! no revived sacrifice1 Only a HaIt, a crowd, a
bustle ; a boof h for Monday, another for Tuesday, and
a third for Wednesday. Before I hîad arrivad at Saturday
niglit my calculations of the Days of the Feast and my
balance in band bad vanished conte mporaneously.

The tbaw of those few days bas brougbt disappoint-
ment to the frequenters of skating-rinks, whosa skates had
beau polisbed and wbose bopas bad been raised by the

earhy and severe frost of last weak, wben tia mercury liad
dipped to 4* aboya zero. Snow-slioe tramps (really not
fgurativehy), have been canceled, and umbreilas are once
more in requisition. Citizens generally liasitate batween
two opinions-to walk or to driva; wbilst the borse-rail-
way is busy ploughing up our streets, and the corporation
is energeticatly smootbing tbem down. We have laws, and
unfortunately a few people obey tbem. I f everybody
would only ba indnced persistently and conscientiously to
disregard tbem, we sbouhd know bow to regulate the day's
engagements. Few tbings ara more disconcarting than the
straggting and struggling efforts of a few to.set a good
example. Howaver, our mayor being absent in Engiand
on municipal business, bis Deputy bas become devoureri
witb a zeal for anthority., Long may it continue-the zmal,
and not the devouring!

The educational institutions of the Province are by
law exempt froni municipal taxation, but the Romnt


