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Ladies were lifted over the barriers, the
sacred grass plots were cpened to the
foot of the crowd, ways of escape were
pointed out, and after a critical five
minutes once more there was saféty.
But what are my impressions of the

EXHIBITION ITSELF?

Well, there is abundance, variety and
excellence of alinost ail tbings under
the suni, ar d in these respects the
French Exposition of '89 lias probably
neyer been surpassed ; but the greatest
impression made on my own mind ivas
of the wonderful taste and effectiveness
with which everything is shown. There
is nothing of the mere shed or shanty
character in -lhe ivhole of the -rounds.
For instance, a long narrow building
on the Seine banik i, erected for the
display of preserved and bottled food
products-not a -very attitactice subject.
But the building itself wvears the aspect
of sn enormously prolonged fairy palace
in ornamental white marbie. Another
enormous and dignified structure is de-
voted to prosaic matters of hygiene,
where sewers and water supply are the
chief things on show. Turn where ont-
will in the g rounds there is visib 'le a
lavish wveaIth of architectural display of
the most wonderfully varied and taste-
fui character. Beauty of form, color
and ornament everywhere; the prosaic,
and merely useful nowhere. This is
the grand external characteristic of the
Exp osition. Palaces, domes, minarets,
towers, castles. temples, joss houses,
what you wvill, but no railway station
order of architecture except the great
gallery of machinery in the extreme
rear of everything else, and, therefore,
rot, visible externally. To ail this
architectural beauty and brightness
must be added a wealth of floral dis-
play, of fresh green turf and dazzling
b~looms, m hich connects and harmomzes
ail. And rÂow add the imperial and
imperious

TOUR< D fEIFFEL

* to crown and dominate the whole, to
gie its own supremacy of unique,

grand beauty, to barmonize with its
plain, duil red, towering higli mn the
beavens ; ail tones of green turf and
gravel walk, of white walls and g'lded
donies, of parti-colored roofs and 1lower
parterres, of blue sky ahove and tiashi.
ing founitains below. Eye and beart
are saturated and almost sickened wvith
the beauty of the scene. An nis
friend wth nie said that lie nov
realized for the first time the feelings
of the Queeri of Sheba when she %vas
introduced to the glories of Sulomions
court-" There was no heart: left in
bier." And what shall 1 say of the
Eiffel Tower itst If? Some people go
so far as to say that the tower is the
Exhibition. Without going quite so
far as this, 1 may say that it is certaînly
the rnost important feature of the
whole show. Beautiful to look at -
beautiful to look fromn. 0f its; iorîji 1
shall say notbmng. Everybody lias
seen its picture ; Everybody wil, soon
see it, as it is to be seen nowv in Paris,
on pins and brooches on pipes, p)aper
knives and pincushions, on stationery
and confectionery. In itself onlv a big
iron girder stuck up on end. Tlhat is
one way of describing, it. But the big
iron grirder (and oh! how big it is ' lias
been "invented with artistic it. rit, and
is as rnuch more than a girde~r as a
cathedral is more than a pile of stones."
-"A poemn" in -iron ;the nobly ductile
metal patterned into a lace-work whïch,
in spite of its lighitness, givzs tbe need-
fui sense of strength and stability to the
mighty structure. For myseit, 1 have
no adverse criticism of the Eiffel to
offer. It satisfies mi 2. And closer and
renewed inspection does not niudili
this feeling. To stand beneath it is to
fée one's littleness. To begini to
ascend it is to lose sight of one's ýelf
altogether in admiration of thie In-
genuity, skill anoi daringy of one bfet-
low men. To go on and on tilI the
top is reached, to flnd one's self one
only of several hundred people uin
about on that apparently tiny square
shelf, is at last to understand how great
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