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a bcd o? thorus. To hoth these works bis friends and admirers affixed
wreatlts of everlasting flowers tied up witb kuots of crapo.

The poor Queen of Servia arrived this woek in Paris, amidst sympa-
thotic commients froin the F'rench newspapers, who are aiways easily
mnoved by a utother's grief. Auything relative to a mother touches the
French hearts profouudiy ; and the part played by Germany in the molan-
choly little draina bas naturaily aroused the bitterest remarks. A friend
of mine who saw Qucen Natalie repeatedly in Florence declares tîtat she
is very handsoine, but not distinguisheïd. Everybody blames King, Milan
and will be "lad if condign punishmont overtakes him.

Yesterday 1 ltappened to be at Bougival, the charmiug little town on
the Seine, three muiles fromi St. Germain, wliere a great funeral was goxng
on of a nman of inuch mark in the commercial world. His story is as
follows: When the linke of Orleans, eldest sou o? King Louis Philippe,
'vas thrown fromi Itis carriag4, on that fatal day in 1840, he was carried
into a grocer's shop ou the site of what is now the Chapel St. Ferdinand.
Mauy of yonr readers unay liave visited that chapel and seen the large
Ptcture commemorative of the sad event, and pitied the young man struck
Clown in tbho beauty of bis youth, and the poor Quecu Marie Amelie, who
iS soon sitting in the foreground of the shop, as site sat for hours until ber
uucouscious son had breathed bis last. The grocer's name was Pointelet,
and it nuay be iinagined tîtat lie was largely rowarded for havîng sheltcred
the Rbuse of Orleans in that moment of bitter agony. Pointelet, whose
shop was dernuolsbed, bocaitte a couttractor, aud made a large profit as
Contractor for miakiing thte fortifications which exteud far aud wide on the
linoe where stands tht chapelle. Lot it bo noted tîtat wlteu every Itouse un
tlle neiglibouuhood was pulled down in tie %veeks previous to the siege o?
Paris, St. Ferdinand was allowed to remain, and was uninýjured by bomhs.
Wheii the eIdvr Pointelet died hoe left a big lump sum to bis son, Who,
Casting about for a profitable undertaking, etnbarked it ini the plastor of
Paris works at Bou,,ival. Here for years lie bias dug and quarried into thte
liniostone, sending out vutoînous quantities, not only o? plaster o? Paris,
but o? the intcnsely bard cornent used in the great ports o? France, more
Particuiarîy Cherbourg, wltich is a mastorpiece o? marine architecture.
Poî'Gnteîet's content xvas said to ho harder than even wbat rema'ins to us o?
Old Roman tinties, muore unbreakable than stono. It may ho inuagined that
he Piled up inoney ; soune titute ago ho bad saved ci pitai which gave birn
£4,000 sterling a year, and was atnually making an equivalent income by
bt5 wnrks. And to the righit and to the le? t ho burrowed, and fabulous
tale', were told in the courutryside o? the depth to which weut bis exca-
vationîs. Oi one occasion whett ' was staying at a bouse ini the ueigbbour-
ltOOd the lamp began to swing, a loud ruînbling nOise w as heard, and al
the inlhabitants ruslied out, feàring an earthquake. Onoi o? M. Pointelet's
galleries had given way, eausing a trenuendous landslip about a quarter o?

M tile off. H-e was accused by thte popular legend o? plastering up the
enitrauce to any particulariy doubtful excavation, such ns those running
11under a public road, and adroitly covering the walI witb mud and moss
When expocting the visit o? the Goveruiment Inspector 1

This wealtby and worthy persoru was borne to the grave yesterday witb
8a1 the pnmp xvhich Bougival could muster; the high car covered with

e 5l0rmous wreatbs, amoug the most conspicuouis, two "à mon grandgrýe."

ln front of it wcre the fiueunen in uniform, playing military music; behind
Lthe clergy and two nursing nuns who had attended him in bis iilness;

teetoôk precedience o? the fatnily, mon and womeu, and innumerable
ticighhours bead-wnrkmen, eugineers, inspectors, some( o? whnm woro the red

rîbhon at thoîir hutton boles. The beautiful old church o? Bougival, wbose

8Pire is said to hiave been constructed by the English in the wars o? the

*es was deoply draped in black, witb a buge IlP " over the main door.
chehanting, tho drums and trumpets, and the great stir in the littie towvn

aIl Suggested tho neighbourliness wbich survives in France, and is much
tître real tha the unhappy governmental struggles, and will kreep the

eaeross the frontier. M. A. B.

MQONIïREAL LE'TE-R.

T 1eP was when., it seented, a primieval forest floated about our wbarves.

The rnany.armed toasts o? countless ships stood like skeleton wings or

ýa'zes o? leafless trees. Nnw ail this is changed, aud some dark-?unnelied
'veFSels have supplatuted the pretty, daiuty craft of yore. You look in vain

4Y daYlight for anytbing picturesque, but at night the scene becomes

Mtetamorphosed. Work stili goos on, only darkuess exaggerates aIl. The

8hiP8 Bweii to double their sizo. The men are no longer mon, but blind,

'truJgglin-, panting thingq, toiling away for dear life iinder the bleared
etrie ligbts that watch them like merciless eyes througb the blackness,

while ovra nnconwihn, Ilorting along the river bank a great,

'inanuy mouster, spittiug lire and shrieking to rendteai- Wok
Work, work.",

It wa8 Dantesque, horrid, and 1 sbould tell you nothing about it if 1

Zere 'lot goin(y to show the other side o? the medal. Cliunb up these

teeP stairs of the Sailors' Irtstitute to the flrst fiat over-looking the
W*harves. The low roinms have rather a shippy smel1 aud appearance ; but

~Pthey are large, cosy, Weil lighted. libre sailors may come and rcad,

W'te, Play bagatelle and cllts At the grand piano as we passed a

SIO('ally inclined steward tltumped proudly "lby c-ar," and rieur, oblivions

Of aIl, O? their pathetically amusing awkw8.rdness, now sprawling, 110W

0"'enow bitiutg tlieir pens fou inspiration, now gazung at the eeiling,
rO19, bonest iouls"scrttclicd down laboriously their quaint messages to

%weetleat and wives.
A new Monasteryl Yes, we are to bave a 110W Monastery, thougli the

number of religious houses in nlontreal already milght satisfy even Spanish
zeal. Let King Humbert mnake hotels and museumis of Italian couvents,
and godless Republicans drive fromn France her children's ruost devoted
preceptors, too civilized Europe's outcasts have stili Monsieur Mercier and
labyrinthine palaces awaiting them on the shores of this dear, unsophisti-
càted Canada. Ouie can imagine somte Parisian depateé de la gauche saunt-
ering through our city.

Et cela, that biug building which occupies a whole block, a picture
gallery perhaps?1

"Not at all-a nunnery, sir."
"But this, this imposing edifice must be your public library."
Pardon me, our publie library is a squat, hideous littie building

which, from its exterior, anybody inight mistake for some livery stable.
No, monsieur, this is another nunnery."

l Ua 1 we have heue doubtless a school of art and design, or can it be
the Conservatoire des A rts et Jfetier-s "'

"I must contradict you again. The MonÉreal School of Art and
Design does not boast any more creditabie building than the veriest
pauper's lodgirtgs. Agitin you sec stili another nun-nery."

Thon the Parisian wanders westwards, where the Villa Maria Convent
with its pinnacies looks like a fairy palace glinting in the sun.

ISome Catiadian Chatrau de Coinp)ièyiie, eh ? The residence of one of
your railroad kings 1

"Ah, monsieur, to how mnany youtig ladies Ins this noble edifice been the
very gâte of Paradiso ; ieading themn froin outward darkness to the foot of
miother church ; it is our inepst Morriîtery. Nuxc year you may discover
another in an adjoining lot, for the Sisters of the Precious Blooci have
decided to errect a bwautifnl cruciforin building at thte oxpense of the
faithfui some pri\ ilegeI ones, indeed, being permnitted not oniy to presont
the stone, but to carry their gift.

My frienid," do you call titis country new France?1
" \e cali it thie France of Loais Qttator-ze."

1 read in La Patrie a letter froin Monsieur Benjamin Suite, valiantly
lauding, French-Canadian orators. Not only they, but their compatriots
gereraiiy, speak " the truc French tongue." 0f course, thut ail depends
upon whether you cali the "ltruc Frenchi tongrue " the French of Ilthe
fathers of thte codfish," or o? Parisiani salons. Monsieur Suite further
remnarks there are a hundred orators in this Province who can be counpared
with the first men o? France;- and thou gh thte older country is. thirty-six
timos more populous than ours site couid tnt produce as -many imlprovisa-
teurs speaking thte language correctly. For so astounding a superiority
French-Canadians nmust thank their constant contact withi the English.
These talk on every occasion, the former are consequently obliged to do
likewise. "lBut," continues Monsieur SaIte, Il where 1 tinid we are always
distingués, is in our precision o? speech, our fidelity to granimar, even
while improvising the phrase." Judge Routhier astounded French
audiences,1 and, it appears, Canada can hoast dozens of such orators, while
poor France possossos only a few, who cost heu a great deal as professors.
This may be, but, entre nons, 1 have heard what would cast no littie doubt
over these assertions. XVe hardly tako voice and accent into accounit,
because the Canadian voice and accent, are, whetlter French or Englisb, very
often horrible. With Europpans, however, it is quite difl'erent, and though
these coudescending friends ny regard us patronizîngly, and cry,
cc Bravo 1 " as if we were children, tbey secretly ridicule our speech Most
uumercifully. Everyhody may admit Monsieur Suite's ecstatic praises are
in some cases thoroughly warranted, but few wili consent to compare the
sleek volubiiity o? the showmar. with the g rave discourse of Monsieur le
Professeur; the rattling of a street piano with the sonorous roll o? the
organ.

Seventy-two dollars a year! It isn't too much to give for some hideous
piece of furniture, or the felicity of seeing our namnes on an aristocratie
subscription list, but it is too tnucb, apparentiy, to give for Art and Letters,
perhaps the most charming artistic periodical that has ever been publisbed.
Each number contains from 120 to 150 pages, royal quarto, and'six or
more superb illustrations, photogravures, typogravures and etchings.
Whon 1 tell you these are issued by thte successors to Goupil you know
what to expect. The distinguished French writers -Renan, Sareey, Daudet,
Halévy, Coppée, etc.-contribute novels, biographies, critiques, whiie the
works of sucb artists as Breton, Détaille, Géýrônte may be seen reproduced
in it. Those enterprising Scrihners are the sole importers of Art and
Letters for Canada and the Uniited States. For Canada? Alas! Their
agent succeeded in obtaining one or two subseriptions in Quebeo-frotn
public institutions ; a subscription in Ottawa-from the iibrary ; and one
(perhaps) in Montreal, from our Art Gallery. So you see you must redeem
us, good Torontonians. Louis LLOYD.

ATr a time, when the uninds o? men are being directed more and more to
the pressing question, "lShall religions training be a part of the education
o? our chiidren? "' it may be weli to hear what one [Mathew Arn.old] who
cani scarceiy bo supposed to have any undue bias towards religion, and
was, moreover, an excellent judge in matters of education and culture, had
to, say on sueb an important'subjeet. It was vcry probabiy the last publie
utterance of that great and distinguished thinker -Il Religions instruction
wbich politicians, making or administering the popular school, seek to
exelude as embarrassing, if not futile, is a formative influence, an element
of culture o? the very highest value, and more indispensable in the popular
sehool tItan in any other. Politicai pressure tends to exciude this element
of culture ; clerical pressure tends to give it a faise cîtaracter. The iuterest
o? the people is to get a truc character imparted to it, and to have it lirmly
planted witb this character in the popular school. "-Standard.
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