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repellant air of supreme self-satisfac-
tion which makes the houses appear
to say to the curious looker-on, ‘Seek
no farther, for in us you tind the pep
fectly correct thing.” The emhodiment
of this spirit may be seen in the
bronze statue of George I'V. by Chan-
trey, in George street: the artist has
caught the pert strut so familiar in the
portraits, at sight of which one invol-
untarily exclaims, ‘Behold the royal
swell I’

THE NORTH BRIDGE.

But the New Town Las two superh
features, about whose merits all are
agreed: we need hardly say these are
Princes Street and the Calton Hill.
Princes Street extends along the brow
of the hill overhanging the ravine
which separates the two towns, and
which is now oceupied by public gar-
dens ; along their grassy slopes the
eye wanders over trees and flowers to
the great rock which oertops the
greenery, bearing aloft the Castle as
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its crown, while from the Castle the
Old Town, clustering along the height,
streams away like a dark and deeply-
coloured train. The Calton Hill offers
to the view a wide—sln'eading panorama,
At our feet are the smoking chimneys
of Auld Reekie, from which we gladlv
turn our eyes to the blue water and
the shores of the Fife, or seek out in
the shadow of Salisbury Crags and
Arvthur’s Seat the tottering arch of
Holyrood Abbey. The hill is well
dotted over,

All up and down and here and there,
With Lord-kuows-what’s of round and square ;

which on examination prove to he
wonuments to the great departed. A
great change has taken place in the
prevalent taste since they were erect-
ed, and they are not now pointed out
to the stranger with fond pride, as in
the past generation. The best one is
that to Dugald Stewart, an adaptation,
the guide-books say, of the Choragic
Monument of Lysicrates. The all-
pervading photograph bas made it so
familiar that it comes upon one as an
old friend.

The Burns’s Monument is a cireular
edifice with columns and a cupola. Tt
has all the outward semblance ®f a
tom), so that one is rather startled to
find it tenanted by a canny Scot—n
live one—who presides with becoming-
ly sepulchral gravity over a twopenny
show of miscellaneous trumpery con-
nected with Robert Burns. Every-
wheve in old Edinburgh we have seen
going on the inevitable struggle be-
tween utility and sentiment: at Buing's
Monument it ceases, and we conclude
our ramble at this point, where the
sentimentalist and the utilitarian shake
hands, the former deeply sympathizing
with the sentiment which led to the
building of the monument, while the
latter fondly admires the ingenuity
which can turn even a cenotaph to
account.



