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rme a register of their naines andi crafts whicb tbey sien before leaving

next mornîng. After at line of well-written, clerkly writing, you comte to

the cross of the ignorant rni af ter the itile lad's wriggling banti is his idie

elder's unreadable scrawl. Soinetimnes they return, but not so often as one
woulti thirîk. Rochester lies on the olti coach roati-the High Roai--
between London andi Dover, andi consequentlY there is an immense variety

of visitors to the ilospital, which wonld not bappen if the town were net so

well-known. Tramps by-the-by have a wonderful way of communicating

with each other, -in America as well as in Englanti: vide _Rudder Grange

-anti 1 arn tolti that on the right hanti sitie of the village pump you will
see always the hieroglyphics which af ter a little practice are quite easy to

make out. Diti younever hear of the man wbo was horrifleti at discover-

ing a sketch in chalk of what. reseînbled a bursting bomb on lis front door

just below the hantile : how, keeping the discovery to himself so as not to

alarin the family (he hati Irish property, anti feareti foui play), he was

paralyzeti with ft.iglît a fow days after by fintiing another sketch, but of a

batchet this tirne;- and howv, on a thîrd day, a drawing of a murderous

instrument with a knob. ai. one endi, to which be coulti not put a name,

luet bis bewiltiereti gaze 1 At this, silence was rio longer possible, and

when the whole hous4eholcl waq, questioneti as to the probable meaning <of

these terrible sigus, the cook's eyes felI, and the cook's cbeeks redtiened.

At last she confesseti evcrything. Tlhis was ber only moans, she said, of

Communicating with X 32, stationeti at the corner of the square. The

bursting boinb) was the portrait of a harmless Christmnas pudding, holly

adorned, which, at a given signal at the area gate, would be delîvereti inLo

his willing arms ;the' hatchet was a symbol of thnt tender pork chop,

1Ove's gif t, ahl roady andi waiting for the constable ; and the murderous

instrument was but the "lcounterfeit presentmnent " of a hîam-bone. llow

fleedlessly in Luis world do we torment ourselves over matters which do

flot in the least conceru us?î
Four miles out of Rochester, up hill, and down bill, along a more orÇ less uninteresting rond, and one cornes to the roatiside villa, once so envied by

that IInot particularly well-taken-care-of sinaîl boy," anti to wlîich pilgrims

Wander froin ail parts of the world just Lo look at Lhe bouse where that

queer sinall boy Iaboured for so înany years. The garden-gate clicks

bebind me, anti as 1 go past the winter flowers to the Georgian porch, a

paragraph, written some tine ago, anti which 1 came across the other day,
recurs to niy mernory 1 think of these past writers [Sterne is being

spoken of] anti of one who lives among us now [alas no longer] antia
gratef ah for the innocent laugbhter anti sweet unsullieti page which the

author of David Copperield gives to my chitiren." Do you reinember

Who saiti that, anti many another appreciative word of our great English

huîuourist h Truly as grreat a man, anti as wise a man, as Mr. flowels,
anti whose critical faculty wvas surely as sound anti trustworthy.

Gadshill coîîtaîns îîow no relies of Dickens beyond the wooden lining
to the hall anti the wooden staircase wbich were brougbt froin Switzerlanti
anti some book-slîais in tbe library, of whicb Forster matie a list in bis Life:

but Lime rootas are interesting in themselves, anti well wortb seeing. ilere

Dickens dieti: there he used to work :this was the Il Bachehor's Betiroom "

Of the occupants of wbich Wilkie Collins gave such a huinorous sketch in

AU1 the Year Round: this is tbe tirawing-room where the gbosts of those

People you anti 1 know so welI stili seem to linger. Burly Mark Lemon,
Who playeti Falstaff without making up: hantisome Maclise witb bis Irish

6Yes, that"I arbitrary gent" Forster, contratiictious Stone, gentle Egg, grace-

fuI Fecbter with bis foroign accent-their names are legion. Anti amongst
thei is dear Hans Anders8sen, who untierstooti anti spoke English s0 imper-

fectly, anti was such a trial to amuse, anti wbom 1 think one would have liketi

to have known more than any of tbem. Out in the gardon everytbing looks
the same ; the tunnel untier the roati loading to the shrubbery where the

Châlet (now belonging to Lord Darnley) was set up, remintis one of the

uiining operations of which Dickens iaugbingIy spoke : anti the many

tlower.beds recail bis love for the brightes8t of reti geraniums, the most

brilliant of blossoins. 1 have seen, for Miss Hogarth bas thein still, the

Sofa on wbich Dickens lay ahi tbrougb that dismal 9tb of June (into which

if' let a brass plate recording the fact tlîat 011 this ho tiot) anti the arni-

chair which he porpetually useti, anti many possessions of intergat, indlu-

ding a portrait of IlMr. F.'s aunit," anti another by Hablot Browne of

IlMary," wbose grave, with its pathetic epitapli by Dickens, is in the olti part

Of Kenisal Green, anti I wish these things hati nover ef t Gatisbill, but bad
rernaineti as memorials of tho author in the places where ho put thein.

I sipenti an hour sometîmes with the witiow of one of Dickens' oldest
frientis, anti I protest it is as interesting to hear stories of the Society that

gatheroti round bim, as to reati of the frienda anti of tIe doings of Smollett

or of Fielding-tbey sem equal now.-"l Ail, ail are gone, the olti familiar

faces." I arn toiti that kt is only a few years since the original of Miss

11aversham dieti: that the lady remaineti in ber bedroom twenty-flve years

Without leaving it, in consequence of the misconduet of ber lover, wbo

bebaveti as titi the faitbless Mr. Motitle : that Dickens, taken by a frienti

to caîl on tbis lady, saw exactly wbat ho tiescribes-candle-light in the

daytime, tirawn curtains, stoppeti docks-in Great Expectatioibs; that

IIFlora " was "lDora," grown mititle-ageti anti sentimental, anti "lDora"

Dickens nover marrieti, though Daviti Copperfielt id i; that LIe little

church near bis home in Devonshire Terrace, which Hogarth drew in the

Il Rake's Progress," anti Pbiz for"I David's Wedding " is stihl standing, much

ifloternizeti, a chapel-of-ease to St. Marylebone that-but am 1 speaking to

People who tion't appreciate our humourist, wbom we in Englanti care so

Inuch for? Do you shut bis books with a superior air, remarking i-" His

Pathos is forceti; bis wit is vulgar ; ho nover tirew a gentleman or a

lady 1" Are you sure you are right 't Is-to take only bis masterpiece-
iR the Pathos whicb 4urrountis David's motber or littie Em'ly forced ; LIe

humour of Peggotty, of Traddles, vulgar; is David not a gentleman, or

Agnes Wickfleld not a lady 1 Memoirs of the time give some idea of the

m-iner in wvhîch Diickens' works were received. Was the great Britishi

public wrong when it recognized the truth in Mrs. Gamp, in Samn Weller,

in a dozen of other types, now household words 1 Surely not. We like

8trong colour, and wu don't object to a littie exaggeration in outline, in ex-

pression and so forth, but we must have truth as a foundation ; without

that virtue you camiot hope to touch us, for we recognize its existence at

once, even if we are not able to describe accurately what we have found.
WÂL'rER POWELL.

MONTRE1 4L LETTER.

A v*F't wise Coinumittee has decided th>gt there shall be no Carnival this

year. Hlowever, notwithstanding the prospect of entertaining a public,

seemingly rather out of sympathy with hum these days, our original, inde-

fatigable, and most gifted artist Jack Frost is far froin allowing his def t

fingers to remain idie. We have at present the privilege of contemplating

the daintiest piece of his fantastic work that he has given us for some time.

The disastrous fire on Saturday morning which completely gutted three

large buildings in a handsome business block, would have ieft behind an

unusually gaunt spectacle had not the intense cold converted into ice the

water thrown upon the walls. Now they stand glistening and glinting as

if covered with the înost wonderfu)ly wrought Parian marbie, or like a

hitge stalactite cave open to the sun. From garret to basement, the entire

masonry is encased in ice and icicles. We have had many "lpalaces," but

1 question whether there hns ever been a lovelier one than tlîis. Some

architects of the more severe school will doubtless point out many details

that they could improve, and vow it is architecture gone mad. However

it has gone mad with so happy a resuit, we might wisli the fashion more

popular. Soft white sînoke pours continually froin the building, and ever

and anon a lurid grlare filîs one of the Windows. The whole scene is beau-

tif ul and weird, andi rernintis us now of Dante's favourite haunts, now of

a theatrical conflagration.
The Victoria Rink masquerade is quite an olti story with us, yet we

stili persist in shivering as I1leathen Chiuee," or IlLittle Bo.Peep," or

some other character chosen with equal felicity when the thermometer says

"lZero." The masquerade on Friday night was distinguishable in no way

froîn countless other masquerades, except perlîaps by the presence of a

party of Fishery Commissioners, who with John Bull andi Brother Jonathan,

helti several spiriteti debates on the ice. The final decision of the Com-

missioners was announced in fair characters upon a card, and was to the

effect, that the price of reti herrings shall remain the same.

That melancholy agp when flowers were born to blush unseen has

passed. Hie who runs inay îîot only write but publish, andi we are not

ones to lose sight of such an ativantage. There is another 'poet about to

rise andi shine on us. owever, Ilthese empty singers of an empty day "

-no, no, that can't be it ; where is the volume of "lFamilhar quota-

tions " î-are sure of succeeis, like le vin du pays.
Wbether a salon, or as Mrs. Z. put it, perhaps more aptly, a parlor, is

a natural consequence of poets, we Canadians, more or lesse ignorant of

both, are unqualified to judge. Be this as it may, Montreal can boast a

salon. That we have amongst us neither a Marquise de Rambouillet, a

Madame de Sévigné, nor a Madame Récamier, signifies nothing to our

ambitious souls. We are bold and enterprising, and boldness and enter-

prise shoulti always meet with reward in a new country. If les Précieuses

appear periodically on our stage, there is no Molière lurking near, so they

have nought to fear.
"lTo live, signifies to unite with a party or to make one." If one

would be considered intellectually alive, one must belong to a club. We

have here a number and v triety that a European city with four times our

population might envy. If it is not the reading club, it is the Dutch, and

if not the Dutch, the musical, andi so on ad infinitum. But something

quite interesting has been imagined at last ; as near to a Bohemian affair

as anythîng can be temupered by Ilfemininity." No original articles will be

toherated, whicb in îtself shoulti recommend the enterprise. However,

more of it anon, when in thorough working order.

We are to have beautiful new enamel street signs, so that iL wihl be

no longer necessary to trust either to "ldudes " or hamps for the oft-

neetict information. Not satisfied with having the street naine in fair

white letters on a blue ground, it has been suggesteti that those of an en-

quiring mind might feel still greater satisfaction were they to find

appendeti a short history of the street. Thus, we shoulti discover that

IlDollard Street was named after a brave warrior, who, in 1660, with six-

teen companions defended the city in a fort at the foot of the Long Sault

Rapids of the Ottawa, against 700 Iroquois." This is quite a unique idea,

whîcb, unfortunately for those who have neither the time nor money to

spend on Parkman, must be abandoned, as it woulti entail an extra expense

of from twenty-flve to flfty cents on each plate. Louis LLOYD.

WILKIE COLLINS lives in a pleasant, substantial. bouse in Gloucester

Place, Portinan Square, London. He suffers mucli from nervous prostra-

tion and gout in the eyes ; but, notwitbstanding this, the comnmands of hie

physician, and the advice of bis friends, he will persist in weaving the

wild, weird stories s0 favourable to the production of goose-flesh in the

British public. The great novelist admits himself that what he needs is

ilcoolness, peace, and quiet." At the saine Lime he cannot endure the

noises of travel, and whilA hoe remains at home the temptations of his

lihrary and writing-table are too much for hini.


