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bore you. So I mnuet content myseif with saying that Miss Austen flnds
no place behind these glass doors <you will recollect Charlotte Bronte's
curions dialike of Mise Austen's work, and Macaulay's enthusiastic love
for it) though Miss Edgeworth who, to me, is unreadable is here in a grand
gown of gold and brown. Personally I cannot imagine a much greater Ios
than never to bave known Emmîa and lier friends, neyer to have visited
Weymouth with Frank and bim demure fiancée, strolled with Lydia and
lYickh&m along the Higli street of that Garrison town, or gone to the
Bath -balle witb thie owners of A'orthanger Abbey. The principal collector
of this library died in '56, yet no first editions of the early Dickens or
Thackerays were bought : Perhaps she (for the owner was a lady) could
flot, like Howells, suifer the mannerisms of the one or the confidential
attitude of the other. That the books a man possesses will tell you his
character every one knows (Il no one is a hypocrite in his pleasures " is
a Johnmoniaiij proverb) and it is easy to read this lady's from her's. Given
muoli poetry, many essaye and memoirs, a littie history, a score of sermons,
and some good novels begining with Richardson and Scott, there is lef t
nothingtio desire-beyond perhaps a few.works of humour, of travel, of
imnagin.ation. But it is very rare, they tell me, to find a woman who
knows wit when she hears it, who cares a fig for foreign countries, for the
Princess Badoura and hier sisters, or for stonies like Hlawthorne's 7Tran8-
formation, : though here one has no right to complain in the face of no
many evidences of a sound and cultivated intelligence.

In consequence of the death of the Emperor of CGermany, some of the
Oxford commemoration services were abandoned, to the grief of the visi-
tors; . till, much was left of every description. The grey city in its green
settings, with its peculiar tranquil, old-time atmosplhere, is another world
to the ordinary Londoner, who lingers on the threshold of these Wonder-
fuI quadrangles, and chapeIs, halls and libraries (where one feels uncom-
monly amaîl and ignorant), and gazes with dazed wonder at the thousand
points of interest that present themselves to the most superficial person.
One should see, I amn sure, two or three of the simple sights tirst, gradually
to acciüstom oneself tD the greater wonders. It is as Weil, 1 think, to
stand for a few minutes in front of Sir Joshua's exquisite windows in
New Colloge Chapel (designed by the President, executed in So}îia by
Ferirs), and watch the attitude of Charity with hier children, the graceful
flowing lines. in the figure of Hope, the expression of Fortitude. Some

wi11 tell you that these ladies do not worthily represent the cardinal vir-
tues. For mont of them Mrs. (lwatkin stood (years after she told Nagdon
she had mat to, Sir Joshua for this piece) smiling in the Leicester Fields
studio withi feathers on hier head, or clasping a baby in ber arms. There
is nothing heroîc in the composition-indeed the end virtue on either
side remind one not a littie of Angelica Kauffinan's goddesses-but the
feeling and charma and refinement are so great one forgives the inequality,
the occasional, lack of strength. -Then there are Johnson's rooms in Pem-
broke (Jollege, up the narrow oak stairs to the second floor over the arch-
way, where you can look out of the window fromn which hie threw the
famous shoes, and can listen to traditions of his unsatisfactory career here,
and how lia left atter three years without taking bis degree. Down in the
Hall they have the old wooden desk on which bis wrote bis Dictionary
with Tetty by lis aida, and if youi open it you will find an impression from
his seal, a stern, Roman head. Sir Thomas Browne, Pym, Carnden, Beau-
mont, the dramatist, Shenstone, were once students here, and Whitefield
(whoge tabttrnacle is still in Tottenham Court iRoad, looking as it did when
Theo and George WVarrington drove past it in the chariot) and Black-
atone ; but 1 don't know if any of their lodgings are identified ; visi-
tors only si to sec Johnston's. 1 was told told there is the bust of the
author of the Anatomy of Melanclioly against a pillar in Christ Church,
which no one who loves Burton will miss, and there are pictures in the
magnificent Christ (Jhurch Hall (we bave been bore before with George
Ii, and bis court on the day when Lady Charlotte Bertie went out

* backwards with a sprained ankie, and the maids of honour and equ-rries
wera starved> portraits by aIl the great men from Holbein to Millais
which alône are Worth ajourney to see. John Inglesant, Lady Isabella and
yoiung Lady Fenthama turn into Tninity Chapel as we plass, and Charles
Il. cornes down the street toward us, surrounded by his spaniels, scaringy

* the wraith of bis grave-visaged father. In the quiet quadrangles you
meet at every turn the beroes of real life or of fiction with whom the
naine of Oxford is connected. As Dickens wandered through the City
Churohes without knowing the date of their erection or the histories of
their parsons, no it is hast to loiter through these enchanted spots, tilI, by
degrees, the Spirit of the town teaches one insensibly ahl one is fit to learn.

WALTER POWELL.

PRopEsson DowDEN, in bis admirable contrant of Tennyson and
Browning, bias made it dlear, that while the Laureate sees life on the
orderîy and inetitutional side, Browning sees it on its spontaneous and in-
spirational side. The one seeks the explanation of the mysteries whidh
,urround 1dm, and the processas by which life is unfoîded in the Blow,
large mov6eflnt of law ; thc other goes straight, to the centre whence the
energy of lite flows. Society is much to Browning, not because it teaches
great truthe, but because it reveals the force and direction of individual
impulse. Tennyson continually moves away-from thc individual emotion and
experience to that wider movament in which it shaîl mix and lose itself;
the fragment of a lite gaining dignity and coifpletcness by blending with
the whole. Browning, on the other band, by virtue of the immense
importance he attaches to per8onality, in continually stiiving to, discover in
the individuel the potency and direction of the general miovement. Every
lite is a revelation to him ; every lite is a channel through which a new
force pour. into the world.-4ndover Beview.

MONTREAL LETTER.

Now that the clôture annuelle makes our sundny places of amusement aven
more demure in appearance than they are during the season, and Crawley
mansions averywhere have been placed undan tinker supervision, it is
very delightful to find an habitation which one may visit weckly, daily,
always sure of welcome, and, what seems more delightful stili, which one
cares to visit. Nead 1 tell you sudh must, pertorce, be a library ? We
can quita understand the dhink of the "lwhite bits," as lie pays lis
orchestra chair makes thc gentleman of yesterday at once not only necofl
ciled, but plcased, though some crack-brained prima-donna should venture
Up far giddier heights than bis sweet-voiced daughter, and the much
maligned street-piano put to shame the accompanist But if you are not
a gentleman of yesterday, that the Fraser Institute is free, will in nowise
lessen your appreciation ot its many attractions, and they are many, tO
many perhaps.

In 1870 one Mr. Hugli F raser, having amassed enough money to make
it worth while to question wihether a public institution or collateral bains
would parpetuate bis name and memory the more flatteringly, naturally
decided the city had better- be put in bis debt. Unfortunately, however
thc collateral heirs (as coliateral heirs always do) differed very wideîy frofll
this opinion, and, bringing the case before the court, fought tooth and i
claw during some fourteen years to get poor Mr. Hugh's fortune. But
the deccased's executors entrusted with the grateful task of providing "
free public library, musaum, and gallery, to, be open to alI honeat and
respectable persons whoscaver, of every rank in lite without distinction,
and without tee or reward of any kind," muat obviously gain their case,
inasmudli as the testator had died unmarried, and feeling, doubtless, hie owed
bis fellowcitîzcns certainly no less than lis relations. In 1885 the Fra8ert
Institute was opeiied: but the seemingly interminable litigation had woe-
fully decreased its financial resources, and this, of course, necessitated an
appeal to the generosity of Montrealers. Sometimea we wonder whetherj
a man turns benefactor for the sake of his namne or lus nation. Twenty
stipulations are made ; the people tacitly dissent; experienced beads could
imagine far more profitable ways of spending the money ; but it is a gift
and as sncb must ha gratefully and submissively acccpted, much in the
saine spirit, the smaîl girl takes cverything and anything the brother 0f
larger growth feels prepared to bestow upon lier. This talk appears
ungrateful enough, yet why hoodwink ourselves and the world? WhY
receivle witbout argument, wbat a suggestion might make really profitable '

In tIc city of Montreal we have tuvo public libraries, neither of which
is at ail wortîy our standing. The Mechbanic8' Institute 1 suppose, tfulfillO
more or less adequately the end to which it was established, an end, as its
name implies, flot difficult of fulfiliment. But with the Fraser Intii1tOý
the case is diffèrent. Mr. Fraser dreamed a Free Library, Museum, and',
Gallery of Art-in other words tIc country-shop affain mont of our institu-
tions are. Nobody doubts we have at present in the Fraser "la com mence
ment more important and more extensive than that of some other instit'
tions of a similar clas, which now stand among the fincat litenary, scientifie'
and artistic institutions in the world," but from mclancholy precedents
cverybody bas reason to ask if it will prove more than a commencement
Our Art Gallery las axisted some yeans I believe, dan we boast any valu'
able work beside Millet's Little Shepherdess ? And the Natural Hlistory
Society, a tossilized, gray, glum, patient, old institution, haunted by muni,
mies, and on Sunday morninga very often by the disaffectcd. Such,
scientifically and artistically speaking, is our situation. With the books
of the Institut Canadien, and tbose of the Mercantile Library the Fra8Br,
Institute possessed the nucleus of an admirable collection.

15,000 volumes was no mean beginning. Now the Book Club in 001"
nection with it, and many generous donors, supply hundreda more aveuy
year. From one point ot view you sec we have reason to entertain Verl
great axpectations. But alas ! art and ornithology will intrude themselves,
That fatal division of force which evenybody is crying ont against, màanie6tO
itscît lare by lunge cases of stuffed birds, and thirty-eigît paintings, On~e
would long to se cxchangcd for as many modern litcrar 'y works of whid
tIc Fraser Institute stands sorely in nccd. Once let people know they j
must give books or monay, and unly books or money, and let the institutionl
direct evary effort to thc filling ot shelveï and flot glass cases, and Montreal '

shaîl possess-no, not a British museum, ambitions citizens, but a far~
batter librany than if the public ha allowed to pay its donations in stuffed-
foxes, akulis, and questionable art. o

ThoI "wclcome!" that meets you printad on the great big door-m 1 1ý
the Fraser Institute, is repaatad through the cosy neadingrooms, neeavod
nespcctively for ladies and gentlemen, in the picasant faces of the supler'j
Iumanly patient lady assistants, by the genial autocrat, the libratilî"
Since Warmn days have arrived, msny of the Institute's' mont Conlstant'
trequentors prefar to follow thein dole far niente existence, snoozing OX1
the promenade by the river, but let autumn coma, and you will Sac the"
"honest and respectable pensons " ail back in thair places at tIe fantîcie

end of thc weil heatad room, gencraiy fingening weekly peniodicala 1".
they were of velîum, whila contampîating the mysterio«us signa th0Y Cou'
tain with simple, savaga awe Of course the 'aser Institvuts can boas
a contingent of frowsy-hairad, spectaclcd scholars, ardent youths, and l09o'
brained boys as wall ; whila horribly, carnest collage girls, and theI dld
who reada levery whare on earth but at home, are its traquant visitons.

Mn. Boodle, tha libranian, kas worked bard and witî brilliant suddeoo*
soma very rare oîd aditions of French romances, and thc magnifielî

bound volumes Prince Jeom ea o a ate g v h Institut C aad6ý
another roomn is lined entirely with law books, a third with diverae Psph'
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