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childrc.n were in the habit of visiting both
their father and -niother freely, and carrying
affectionate messages or letters to eachi
other. During nîiy residence in Lorndon,
whichi lasted about eighteen rnonths, I
was sornetirnes invited to breakfast at
Devonshire House where I often met
both literary and artistie notabilities,

~whose ver), namies I nowv forge, with the
exception of the two i andseers and their
sister, Daniel Maclise, R.A., and the cele-
brated engrave, Cousins. After niy re-
ioval froni the great mietropolis, I neyer

had the pleasure of meeting Charles
Dickens or any of his interesting farnuly.

L C. P. F.

LIOcUS-Pocus

Dear- O"'î.

SPRING poern is
~ \> w-at you want, a

real insî)ired rhap-
sody on the mien-

~' dacious theme, but
your duil corres-

~ pondent lias not
yet sinned aginist

things" to the extent of cornritting a ver-
nial rhapsody (to paper)-no, hîs poetry,
like ail that's good and truc in hiirn is sup-
pressed, indeed : w-erc you to sec hirn now
as he nestles close to the tepid steani
coils, in his rooni, you w-ould scan bis
face in vain for any.-hing that rhymnes
witli "ethereal rnildness.> It is to save
hirnself frorn a br-own study, that hie ban-
ishes the thought of a -yreen one, and frorn

* past experience turns to THE Ovr. for
cornfort : THE OVL is bis turtle dove,
his nightingale, his skylark. Ail that
ornithology hias done for poets, THE OWVL
does for me, only I can't set the odes etc.

* to any tune. What's the news frorn Bos-
ton ? Well, barring the topic of Spring
openings down on Washington street,
the year tw-o thousand bias uiot yet corne,
so, the shops hold good, barring al
you can sec for yourself in the papers
on file in your cosy (?) reading rooni, bar-

* ring the Sunday doings in Trernoit Temi-
pie, and sonie magic iantern revelations
out on Janiaica Plain, there's no news as
I can gather. Public Schioois and Paro-
chiaI Schoois ail full to overfi )%ving- the
w-rong /ext book gets mbt somie )orniinie's
hands now and thien, E Piuizunus UNU.M
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is stili translated into ERIN GO «B1RAo1, so
you sec there's nothing new in these parts.

My text, hocus etc. authorizes me to ig-
nore the unities of discourse, ergov I
ramble. I have some good chances of no-
ting sonie of the notabilities as corne to
towvn, (l'm speaking indefinitely with re-
gard to time,) Afax O'Re/! w-as here once,
you'knowv and wvas w-el received-as to his
book on Jonathan-you don't wvant a re-
view~ of it do you, after ail that haý been
said ? Such books are only to be er.joyed,
flot analyzed. It amuses mie thoughi, to see
Jonathan laughing so good naturedly at
hirnself. I-owells knows the old mani
better than Max, arnd in "A liazard of
New Fortunes" holds the mirroi up to the
queer Arnerican face with niuclb better
effect, don't you think so? It nakes pre-
cious little difference wvhat the flitting for-
cian con noisseurs; say of us, they may corne
and they may go, but we go on for ever, and
ïMax O'Rell or arxy other maran maypoke fun
at us as long as it gives hirn fun. Please
don't ask nme niy opinion of "L1ookùzgBark-
wicard." Ym too straight-forward to duly
appreciate anyth ing requiring an abnornial
direction of rny orbs, and Mr. Bellarny's
version of the Golden Age needs a few
suppleinentary chapters-don't ask me
about any of the newest books, flot even
about the Il Book without a parallel !"

\\'hen M1\r. Gladstone condescends to im-
miortalize a littie girl's autobiography, why
that %vill do ; the great statesnian niut
unbend sonietirnes I suppose, a propos
of Il 'l'lie p)arallel," haven't you heard thiat
one of the Boston Liglits lias found a

a ~~-.L
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