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able Englisli, in the shape of our well-heloved Spect alor, is laughingly reac
and commented upon over the breakfast-table, the leaves fresb fromi th(
printing.press ; yesterday the proofsheets of Frederick the Great, writter
in the barbarie tongue Carlyle iii bis perversity insisted on using, it
groaningly correcLe(l hy the discontented nian, and wearily discussed bý
the tired wonian. ... Let us shut the clanging door and go bacli
into the wholesome liglit. After ail we bcd no right to know anytbing
of Carlyle beyond wbat lie chose to tell us in bis books; the other sidE
belonged to hiniself alone; and I think we have been ptunished for our
curiosity.

Close by is the small cottage in whicli Leigli Hunt (that littie Iltalking
ilitingale ") and bis belonginigs packed tbemiselves; and, with a copy of
the well-known Mercury, by John of Bologna, a-tip-toe on the roof, there
stands near to the river the country villa, on the balcony of which, stili
decorated wîtb ber crown and initiaIs in fine wroughit iron, Catharine of
Braganza used to lounge ; and there are the trees of I{anelagh Gardens
enclosed for the use of the Chelsea pensioners. And nowv we corne to Tite
Street, where Oscar Wilde and Whistler have their dwellings, and se to
the bouse of Mrs. Merritt, the painter, of wvbor America is justly proud.

To be an artist, and have your liand well in, can you imagine a liappier
fate ?l "My life lias been a long, sunshiny holiday," were Etty's last
Words. How many of us can say that ? And think of Leslie, roses and
bcneysuckle on bis mrantelpiece, softly whistling over bis beloved art ; and
Landseer's delightf ul days spent at work in Scotliand, in St. Jobn's WVood, in
English countrzy places, muade as inucli of as if lie were an Iminortal wbere-
ever lie went; and Collins, Mulready, Webster, Creswick, Ansdell, with
their long, long, contented lives. Yb'u literary people are nlot to be envied
in1 comparison with the painters ; neyer think it, for with a truc artist
there is no0 drudgery, everything, down to the smallest detaîl, beinçr an
acute deligbt. There can be nothing nicaia and tîresore-as iii the
correcting of proofs, copying, and se forth--wben every stroke makes sncb
Perceptible ditl'erence. There canl be no tired hands and brains wben under
Onle's eyes, under onc's tin'gers, the story completes itself ini ail its bravery,
fleeding no intervention of publisher or compositor.

Wliat a contrast is there between the glow and warnîitb of this bouse
SO full of life, and hope, and love, and work, and those forsakeii empty
rooms yonder, on wbich a veritable curse seems to bave fallen. The tire
hurns, and the pictures start from their frames as the liglit falîs on tbem.
'lere is a sad-faced lady witb a necklace, there a gallant soldier ail in
scarlet and geld -in that corner Boxaîl (do you in Canada know of this
admirable portrait-painter, long sînce dead i ) is resting with bis banda on
bis stick, and his dog by bis side, as 1 remember him, years ago in Queen
Anine Street ;and close by Lowell, in red robe, looks keenly at us. In
the midst, in trailing veivet gown, sits the artist. Sbe speaks of lier child--
8itters as their inothers miglit. Shie listens with modest patient kindness
to the foolish talk of we ouitsiders, who knowing nothing, doing nothiog,
dame to criticise: she tells of youthful days of lenging after art, of student
Yeams passed in Florence and Paris, of hiappy liard-working days in London ;
and then, wliy then there is tea to be given, and the painter (and etcher)
Of IlE ve," and "lSt. Cecilia," of dozens of fine masculine portraits of men,
Wvollen, and chuldren, condescends to see tbat the kettle bouls and the cakes
are just wliat they should be. Think of Carlyle, contrasted witb this busy
v1bole-heamted woman, lier sympathy extended toward ail, wise and simple
%like, owning friends, as a consequence, by the score, hoasting of days filled
wvith the joy of succeeding at an art she loves. I tbink it is f rom, example
Wee learn best bow to manage thut whicb we caîl our Life, and not from
books at ahl One goes to tlie library for amusement, for many a reason,
but that the people about us are our reai instructors, there cani lie no doubt.

WALTER POWELL.

MONTREAL LETTEB.

ASHORT time ago there was some talk of starting a new monthly magazine
her'e, and the project, "lLaclede " tells us, lias not been abandoned. He
fumtlipr reinarks tbat many will ask wliat there is to write about in sucli a
Peiodical. IlMy dear sir, you need not go out of your own country for ail
the rnateriai you want, . . . we can get the romance, serials, and
short stories, verses, sketches of Canadian cbaracter, etc., etc." I have
Often wondered if an artistic soul could not reveal those sources in
Our land promising most inspiration. This saveurs rather of dictionaries
"if rliymes, doesn'î it ? But you sec even Byron did not think it beneath
his Poetical dignity to consult sucb works wlien biard pressed ;would
'Cainadjan poets then consider some suggestions made liv a competentan
'4i8e art-critic unworthy their notice ? 0f course we ail know the truc
singer waits for no one to tell himi wbat bis subject should be, and wliere-
'Withal lie must clothe it. Yet, as bas often been repeated, we are Young,
"er Young, and the question Il Laclede " quotu-s seenîs to imply tbe crnbryo

lferateurs, bere imagine Il foreign parts," far miore fertile in ail themes
aetistic tha'n Canada. "Surely a clever practitioner could cure titis miental
PresbYOpy, for eveii the myopy of older lands is a mucli lcss dangerous
affliction. Then we would have work net only Canadian in matter but in

'nllie- ur arlike oraccent, recalîs now the Englishmani, now theArnIerican. We want soine inspired creature to make us feel our indi-
Y1dualitY, to give to the world prose or picture or poem, tlntt miglit not
have heen produced by an individuai of any nationality. 1 feel sure there
are Collintlcs4 glorious "4effects" in the exquisitely loveiy scelies constantly
PasIng hefore-alas ! our unconscîous and unbeeding eyes;. There is a
divine bcauty in these moon-lit wintcr niglits of ours, a strange and
Original heauty quite as worthy to lie sung as tbat of the much-vaunted

ones of Venice, and if we paint these pictures witli pen or with brusb, let
it be à la Canadienne.

A FLOW Of soul truly lias been manifested in the windows of our
book sbops that are simply inundated by neatiy bouad little volumes. No
leas than three briglit and shining liglits bave risen above our horizon
during the past miontb. Witb scriptural Justice, Il the last shall be first,"
Mr. W. D. Li"hthall's effusions make their appearance in a spotless robe
of white and gold, wbich is unlikely to be eitLier tarnished or soiled by too
rougli handling, inasmucli as fair feminîine fingers and tried friends are
alone perrnitted to toucli it. If this mode of uîaking one's début lacks
boldness and a certain craeeè,rie-whichi Mr. Liglithaîl, by the way, would lie
quite ,justified in possessing-it shows excessive rnodesty reaiiy deli gltful.
Fine poctry, like true love, cannot be analyzed. We don't worship a

womn bcaue he iaslage eyes, or red lips, or golden liair, any more
tban we admire verses and caîl tlin poeticai because they bave transgressed
no laws, and contain a goodly numnler of similes expressed in pretty
language. Wliy is sucli and sucli a tbing poetical? h e must answer
woman-like, Il because it is." H1aving been printe1 for private circulation
onily, I arn not at iherty to quote frein the volume other verses than sucli
as bave made their appearance in the papers het'e, It is scarcly to lie
expected that all are of equal Worthi. Indeed even among those presented Iby
an appreciative, a very appreciative critic, there seems no smaii discrepancy.
This from Thie Conftesed Dawn, the opening poemn in the book, is very
charming.

"T1he Vision, roortal, it is tlii
I)ead mountain, forest, knoll au,1te

tAvaken ail enuied with blis,.
A native land -(- think!-te be

'lh y native land-and ne'er ainiss
I ts smile 8lhal lke a lover's iss

Frein lîcnceforth reen, t,, tlee.-

But then cernes the "Nationial Himu," that breathes the sort of cold-
hlooded conventionality which. remînds us by far teo forcihly of stiff, mer-
ciless silk gowns, highly starclied collars, and novelless Sundays. I can't

imaine any youthful hearta praying with the least, enthunsiasrn that their
fathers should be made stern, nor yet tise foiiowing lines:

''(rush out the jest of ie inini,
That know n,,t, jesting, when to hîuslî

Keep on our lips the word that bind8,
Ani teach ,,ur chillren when te Ihisl."

Alas I thouglit ail sucli disagreeable requests were lef t to the princes
of the Churcli. This is a Clearyism unworthy a peet of Mr. Liglbtball's
calibre. Would there were space te give you the gem. of the collection,
but you will doubtîcas wait only a short time ere the volume in its entirety
is put into your bands. "lOur new poet's " liglit seems destined te ligliten
a larger portion of the globe than that over which. its effullgence at present
is cast. 1.ouis LLOYD.

THE EARTJI-SPIRI T.

UN sunliriglit raiment in the spring,
When buds were full, and brooks were free,
And violets brake o'er tbe lea,

And song,-birds, 'gan their carolling,
I saw her poise-d on silver wing

Above a vivid beechen tree
Beneath two loyers laugbed in gice,

And sang to bear the tlirushes sing.
Again I passed lier wbere she stood

With droopîng liead and saddened mien
Beside a grave. The dim, gray wood

Was leafless now. The mead, 50 green
Erewhile, was dun. Sighing she viewed

The înound andi wept for wbat liad been.
J. H. BROWN.

DR. CHARLES MAcKAv has finisbced bis Dictionary of Lowland Scotch,
containing, it is claimed, Ilthe pith and point of the language," witb
explanations and etymological derivations.

EX-PRESIDENT GRÜVY Will ere long place in a publislior's liands the
voluminous diary whici lie kept during bis termi of office, and in which lie
faithfully recorded, not only bis own impressions, but also the favours
asked by public men.

AFTER ail, blame ]ends itself te wvit so iinucl more readily than praise
does, and to praise with self-respect and without gush, and witb a certainty
that the praise is net ail] a mistake, is se difficult, that the critic suspends
bis pen on its way from the inkstand te the paper, and liesitates. Blame
is aiways safe, for notbing in the way of huinan thouglit or conception ever
was or ever can lie perfect. And tbe more nearly good in itself is the thing
that the critic blames, wliy, of course, se mucli the loftier must lie the criti-
cal standard. Nevertieless, indiscriminate eulogy is vapid and valueless.
Even the person culogized does net, in the bottoin of bis soul, believe in wliat
is said of him. At the best (if there lie any true stuif in him) lic will feel
that you bave divined bis intention, and bave praised, net bis achievement,
but that. If, on the other hand, lie bave ne truc stuif in him, lie ip led to
fancy that bis had work is good enougli, and does net try te make it better.
Bctween indiscriminate eulogy and swecping --ondemnation there, is a
golden mean, but bow liard it is te bit it !-Julian Hlawthorne.
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