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Such a curious thing for bier to do.' I went with bier as far as the corridor
j. asI wanted to catch Miss Carew corning down, and s0 secure the next

valse, but before Mrs. Martin bad well opened the bedroom door she gave
a scream. 'Cati îny husband,' she cried, 'go for the doctor. Corne
here.' And I saw on the sofa, in front of the grate in which the fire was
out, the poor girl, stili in her riding habit, lying dead. They say it was
heart.disease, and that she had died some time before we found bier. I
cafl't explain anythîng. I can only tell you exactly what happened. The
gowns she wore as Lucy were hanging in the wardrobe, seemingly
Ulitouched, just as lier maid had tcf t tbemn after the morning rehearsal. It
uPset us ail awfully, for, beyond the liking we had for hier, it is sucb an
inexplicable, ghastly affair. \Ve eit ber played with a dying girl-who by
a Superhurnan effort dressed herseif, acted, and then instead of putting on
bier ball-gown got back into hier habit-or we played with a ghost. And,
Or' lilY soul, 1 irrnty betieve it was a ghost."

Loitering in Chiswick the other day 1 came in a back lante on Hogarth's
bouse whieh stands on the edge of the roadt with haif an acre of overgrown
garden, the famotîs rulberry tree stili in its midst, stre.tching to the rizxbt
of its windows. On eacb side of the entrance are the leaden vases Garrick
gave bis friend for the adorninent of the villa, and tilt quite tately the
gravestones erected in memory of a dog and canary belonging to the actor
Were fastened into the walt, but some lodger with. an eye to antiquities
IIiuBt have taken themn away, as they are there no longer. A womnan
W'abing, the paving stones in front of the Queen Anne porch rested from lier
unlnteresting labours to tell me she rented the dining roomns, and if 1
liked 1 might see thern with pleasure ; so 1 was taken into the low oak
Parlour where the lit tle nman in the scarlet roquetaure wbom Sala describes
il, the biography, entertained so often bis boisterous friends,-Scott, the
landscapf, paînter, John Thornbill, Ilogarth's brother-in-law, Tothill, and
Forest. Tbis was tirst the grand Sir Jarnes's parîcur, and here Hogarth, tbe

j IPprentjce, inust bave been bewitcbed by pretty Miss Jane with hier bright
face and sweet voice, and out of this very window-so gops the legend at the
Villa-~he belped the wilf ut young lady to fiy to the post-cbaise in waiting
round tbe corner. T1'le room. is characteristic of the last century, and is
hardly injured, if at aIt, by the scanty piece.s of modemn furniture whicbi
bave taken the place of the heavy chairs and tables witb wbich in the days
of itsi prosperity it was filled. Here, long after Hogarth's death in Leices-
ter Square came Cary, the transtator of Dante and writer of the epitapb
0On Lamnb in Edmnonton Cburchyard, who sipped bis dish of tea, in company
Wîith other leamned souls, surrounded by spindle-legged stools and Italian
enigravings, and then, last of the celebrated tenants was "Hicks, the great
actor," said miy hostess. " Maybe you know bis naine " And I tbink

ra nucb it would have delighted IlBravo 'Icks," of transpontine nernory
ifhle could bave heard himiself described as Ilgreat, -almost as rnuch a
triumph as 8ecuring the bouse where Garrick visited so mucb, wbich, n
doubt, bie tbought was half-way towards Drury Lane, and the applause of
the Town. The dining-room. lodger warned me frorn attempting to see the
UP8tairs lodger on the score that bier temper was Ilcrusty," and she detested
etrange>.s, but I climbed the pretty old stair-case to tbe first floor bent on
Propitiation, and after but a short parley, conducted on both sides, I hope,
,I'th Perfect'good breeding, 1 was led into one of tbe grandest old draw-
ilngroorns 1 bave seen for rnany a day. The rounded, small-paned, triple
"WIndow I recognized as painted in the background of the IlLady's Last
8taIke," though bere it is how, wbile in the picture Hogarth, for bis own
Purpose, has made it flat; and the pann-lled walls, painted pale green and
Pink (whose taste was this : Hogarths', Cary,'s or Hicks'?t) on which once
w'ere piined and nailed rough sketche% of the "lMarriage à la Mode," or
the IlRake's Progress," boast tbe possession of a suggestion of a draw-
111g, a faint tracing of two figures, Ilwhich when the sun shines,' says the

hi,8t floor todger, cornes out 'beautif ni." She was maligned by the dining
r'rms, this brisk young woman with bier rigbt armi about the last baby.
%lhe toucbed in gentte fashion with lier lef t hand the round rough bead
of the last baby but one, speaking tbe while in a cheerf ul tone of the many

Qliatages t bey enjoyed. How 4s. a week is little enougli to pay for the
quliet gardin out look, for the soutbemn aspect, for the hundred and one
conveniences of these delightful old rooms. There is an inner apartment,
118ed, 1 should say, by Mrs. H-ogarth as lier especial sanctum, where this
<Poutented family lie down to rest every nigbt, the sun waking them. the
first thing in tbe morning: and here 1 tef t them, all leaning over the
ernrübling suis of the Georgian windows (little touzled locks blowing about
'11 the winter air) watching with iriterest the arrivai of the boy with the

Ulitt fr teir ea. " An't she a Lartar? " said the ground.fioor as 1
Pl%88ed by, vîgorousîy brushing ber mats in preparation for the home-
coliiing of bier husband. " She didn't let you in, did she?' Weit, I neyer!

luat gave that sarcy lad of her's the least mite of a clout the other day
-dshe fiew at mie like a tiger."

It is Lamb who says that other peopte's pictures we look* at, but
ilogarth'5 we read. The rough, vîgorous, coarse pieces appeal compara-

tovYt few, 1 think, and those few are artists who appreciate the many
4d'airable technical qualities one knows nothing of. That speech of Miss
1ýlar1ey's, in whîch she says she wiIl not go through mud to look at a fine

'?ee is tike an old maid's, and Walpole's finnicking fine-lady criticism, is
W'Ortb nothing in the face of the great painters, in the last century and

tuht o appreciate Hogarthb but study most of these pictures as came-
Yas I may, I see nothing in them (1 except the portraits) that gives

tthe genuine pteasure one derives from, nearly every other artist's works,

though they are interesting, of course, on. the score of the costume, the f ur-
1ititre, the manner of tife, of the time of the first Georges. There are
thirteen at which 1 have been looking this afternoon on the walls of the
(Aro8venor Galley-"l The Sleeping Congregation " caricature of the ugliest,

rOtrepulsive type is; the worst, the picture of Mrs. Hogarth the best, to

me-and I feet when I have done my scrutiny I arn not competent to
judge of their merits or demerits when 1 see present-day artists linger with
deligbt over what appears to mie is in niany caies ill drawn, itt-coloured,
and offensive in taste. How pleasant it is to turn f rom these to Constable's
beautif ul breezy tandscapes, standing before wbich I seem to feel the scud-
ding ramn in my eyes, or the sun-kisses on my face :or to Mutready's
Dute i-like, quaint pieces wrougbt (cherry stone carving) with sucb a hoving
band : or to tind one of Reyi.olds' chamming girl-faces gazing at mue fromn
under bier tati bat and waving plumes : or to linger by the womk of nmen
like Gainsboro', Turner, Mortand, Collins, or Linnet, snd watch the strokes
of their brush. And bere you may see Mrs. Thrate (how annoyed that
quick-tempered lifle lady woutd have been had she known of Mm.
Stephens' curious denial of lier story that she sat to Hlogarth) by the side
of IlQueenie," bier eldest daugbte-: and bere is Morland in bis studio-a
garret out-at elbows, in which a friend is cooking over the little duIl fire
wbile the artist works away (wbat a contrast to tbe Fitz.jobn Avenue
painting mooms of to-day ! )-and 1 arn taken to Itaty, and brought back to
the Midland Counties, or up to Seotland, all in haîf-an-hour : aird before I
teave the galleries arn caught for a moment by Lady llamilton's figure
riante glancing over ber shoulder, restless for admiration, or arn attracted
by Stotbair's delicate compositions. It would take days propemly to see
aIl the treasures Sir Coutts Lindsay ba.s gathered together, but baîf-an-
hour suffices for most of us. Then we declare we bave " donc the Gros-
venor," and we are competent to discuss ail the pictures with any one wbo
may choose to listen to us. WALTER POWELL.

A F7PER-.TlHo UGHTIS.

Wii!?N the battle is fouglit and the desolate plain
Is strewn with the shapes of the wounded and slain,
A tbousand throats shout, ere the mourners' tears cease,
That a way there had been to have reared mitd-eyed peace.

As Our bowed beads are mantling witli snows for a shroud,
We too often can look on our life as a cloud,
And vainly lament-could we catI back the yeams
We would enter the future with praise and not tears.

When the friends that were near to our beart and our heartli
Have been grasped in the arrns of the Alt-Mother eartb,
We, wbo cotdty woutd tiumn fromn their smite or their moan,
Now carve deep our love on the soul-cbilling stone.

Vain, vain are our cries when the battle is fougbt;
llow useless regrets wben our lives are as naught
Our flowers and our love faIt like lead on the grave
0f the one who unbeeded would sympathy crave.

Then let us cry peace ere the war bugles blow;
Have our, bands ever open kind deeds to bestow;
Keep the garlands and love-words, îny friends, for each other,
And our hearts shall see God in the face of our brother.

T. G. MARQUIS.

MONTREAL LETTER.

TUE apocalyptical tendency of our press grows apace, but still more depres.4-
ing is the fact that our associations and institutions slioutd appear at
times in sucli a condition as to warrant revelations of a most disheartening
nature. However, 1 don't suppose that after ail much more censure than
others we deserve; and if two cotumns and a liaif are devoted to a case
wbicli might satisfactomity be dismissed with far fewer words, let us not
forget the vast disproportion that exists bere between the suppty and
demand for news, and again the Quixotic temperament of some of our
joumnalists, onty too apt at times to mistake a windmill for a giant.

If we look calrnty at hoth sides of the question, the solemn investiga-
tions of the Labour Commission do not seem, to bave mevealed facts which
must make us despair of our community. On the other band, the Lacrosse
Scandal, and the itl-advised decision of the Montreal Amateur Athletic
Association to metain as its member one who had disgraced it 50 thoroughty,
are to be deplored. However, the over-chevaîresque young gentlemen who
carried the day last Friday may have reason to regret their vote, inasmucli
as nlot only the wiser beads of the Association, but aiso its niost influential
welh-wishers outside, are heartity against them. It is one of the taws of
the Association that " ungentlemanly " members shahl be asked to resign.
But perhaps you have memarked that, resignation is one of the hast things
an Ilungentlemanly member " ever thinks of under the vircumstances.
The directors of the M. A, A. A. called a meeting for tast Friday evening,
for the purpose of expelling the offending members. The motion was lost,
in so far as one of them is concerned ; what is in store for the other lias
not yet been decided. Though the yeas were 225 and the nays 125, the
law mequires a two-thirds majority. llowevem, the young gentlemen wbose
votes tumned the scates on Friday may perchance be persuaded before the
next meeting that at times justice is mucli better seasoned with common
sense than with mercy, and thus save the reputation of a historic and a
most praisewortliy Association.

I can't give you any very good reason for it, but every effort is ruade
to keep the u 'ndergraduates-men and women-of our College in an anti-
podal position to each otber. Even when they wished to give a conver-


