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hast occasion the wliole country was startled to learn that the preciùlibrary, containing books, documents, and manuscripts, inaccessible elwhere, had perisbed almost entirely.

Fortunately the Aricient Capital has stili ahundant treasures left; asloarn froni a list published by M. Faucher de Saint Maurice, of the Ro,Society of Canada. [n the Basilics. the following bang from the walJIlThe Banîshment of St. Paul," by Carlo Marotti ; "'[he Christ," atihuted to Van D)yck, "The Christ Outraged," by Fleuret " lThe Pen'coat," by Vignon; "T.Ihe Iloly E'amily," hy Jacques Blanchard, and IlTAnnunciation," hy John Bertrand. The collection of the Hôtel Dieuvery fine, and composed of the followving works : "The Christ in tlie Crulby Stella; "'[lhe Virgin and the Infant Jemu.g," by Noel Coypel ; "lTEcstasy of st. rheretia,'- by William Menageot, and " U7he MeditationSt. Bruno," by Zurboran. The UTrHuliries bave algo a number of valual:paintings, such as, IlThe Jesus and the Pharisee," the hest PhilipChampagne extauit; "The Doatb of St. Jerome," attributed to Dornexchino; "T[le St. Nonus and St. Pelaiia," by Prud'homme "T[le Miraclous Draugbit of Fishes," hy Dieu; "The Birth of the Saviour," hy Vigneai"Ilie Saviour Preaching the (xospel," hy Philip de Champagne, and Il'[IAlgerian Captives Redeoenîed by the F'niars of Mercy," by Restout. -iaddition to these we find severab good examples of sixtoentli and sevetoentli century masters in other ancient churches outside of Quebec,St. Anne du Nord, the site of the fanions pilgnirnages, wbere there issplendid Le Brun ; at 'Uadousac; St. Michael of Bellechasse; St. Antolof Lotbinière ; St. Henry of Levis, and other places.
The way that these works came into Canada is given by M. FaucherSaint-Maurice, in the publication of a letton of Antoine Plarnondon,well-known Quebee painter, to M. J. M. Le Moine, the stili botter knowVhistonian and essayist. Planiondon says that in a conversation lie liawitb the Abbé Desjardins, in 1826, on handing bum letters fnorn bbrother, thon almionen of the Hôtel Dieu, Quehec, tho latter told bum thifIAil oun chunches wone pillagod in the tume of Robespierre, in 1793, bthousands of ruflians. Speculators bad gatbered together an infinite nunber of stolen paintings. One of these men failed in business, and lis colection came under the hammer. I went to the sale, wbere the paintingwere piled up iii a countyard in Paris, making a mountain of canvasiTrhis mountain was knocked down to me en bloc for a more triflo compareto its real value. A few days laten, Cardinal Fescb, uncle of NapoloorArcbbishop of Lyon,4, and a groat judge of art, dinected me to bave ni,collection transferred to bis bouse. [He bougbt a few and returned threst, which thon ail 'vent to Canada, where the buyers wore the QueheSerninary, the Cathedral, and sevenal of~ tho country churches. T[his toolplace froni 1815 to 1820."

Q uebec is not the only portion of Frencbi-Canada possessing goolt'xamples of ecclesiastical art. Altnost ail the ancient posts bave 8ome otheir own as, for instance, '[broc Rivors, Nicolet, Yaimachiche, MaskinongéBatiscan and St. Anne de la Pérade. Montreal is stibl fanther endowedas miglit bie expected froni tlie wealtlî of its corporations and the taste othe mnembers thereof. The Seminary of St. Sulpice stands at the headand any one will be convmiced of this who .visits its spacious panlours an(corridors. As muci niay lie said of the Montroal Cobbege, under tbe sam(direction, at the foot of Mount Royal. The Congregation of Notre Damethat founded Moutreal, witb Maisonneuve, and the Nuns of the Hôte.Dieu, wbo also cooperated, under Mademoiselle Mance, bave a large numbelof relies of artistic wortb on the one band, and of still greater historica]interest on the other.
A recent event bas furtber revealed the riches of the F'rench Provincein this respect. '[le Montreal Antiquarian and Nurnismatic Societyattenapted, in last December, an exhibition of Historical Portraits, frornthe beginniiig of the colony down to 1840. T[le movernent was rnainlytentative and experimontal, but it succeeded beyond anticipation, andwhilo not more than a couple of hundred of specirnens were looked for,over eight hundred were scnt in frorn ail parts of the Province. The bestfarnilies,1 including a large nuinher of the Englisb-spoaking, contributed toone of the mnost interesting, artistic, and bistoric displays ever devised inCanada. A corumittee of the Society, mainly ropresented hy Mr. HenryMott, of Montreal, bave publisbcd a valuable descriptive catalogue, wbicliwill lioreaften lie consulted for its authenticity. It is to he hoped thatthis exhibition of bistonical portraits will soon ho ropeated on a large scale,su as to include Ontario, New Brunswick, Nova Scotia, Prince EdwardIsland, and indeed ail the Provinces of the Dominion. Even the Indiansand the mission aries should not ho forgotten, as tbey were not at the lateexhibition. '[ho venerahle mission of Caugbnawaga, over against Mont-real, tbrough its learned dinector, Father J3urtin, of the Oblate Congrega-tion, sent in portraits of two of its former pastors-M. Marcou, wbo wrotea complote Iroquois dictionary and grammar, preserved in the archives ofthe mission-and the famous Father Latitan-the latter a rernarkahly well-coloured and delicate Jikeness. Caughnawaga sent also the portrait ofCharlevoix, who passed several years there, at the heginning of theoigbteentb century, and wnote inany chapters of bis history. His room,arm-chain, books and book-case, with other relics, are still shown in theancient presbytery. JoH?( '[Aro,,LEpEàtANoii

fon treal.

MR. BROWNING bas received the unusual complimnent of a message froniPrince Bismnarck, whose love for Englishrnen is not generally aupposed toho excessive. The Imperial Chancelor Sent the poot bis best wishe8 andcongratulations, describîng hirnsebf as one of bis adminers, and expressingbis regret that State business bad thus fan preventod burn frorn roadingMr. Browning's last volume.

AT TPIE FALLS 0F RIVIERE DU LOUP.

WHERIE, the white raving cataract tosses higb
'Gainst the dark precipice, its Shoets of foam,-
A tiny harehoîl finds a sheltened borne,
And rears its drooping lilossoni towards the sky;
And the great roaring flood that rages hy
But sheds a tender dew upon its bead:
Even so, the lioant, in meek humility,
'[bat seeks but heaven in this rude eartb of ours,
May dwell unbarmed amid the noar and din
0f bumaji passion, as in shelcered bowers,
Growing but faîrer 'rnidi turmoil and sin,--
Keeping the hue of beaven, bike the flowers,
Because it keeps heaven's punity witbin.

AGNES MAULE MACHAR

ISUPPOSE it rnust be nearly twenty years since, that, passing the Spaniards'~' In atHamptead One summer afternoon, I saw at the srnall, geranium-a decked window Dickens standing. He knew ycopno, and laugli-Singly called out sornetbing trivial, whicli 1 now forget ; but the look of thexnan, withbhis "lface of steel," and eyes which glearned and sparkled-le brown stars, stili sbining in my rnerory-I think I shali remember always.a How fond he was of this queer roadside cottage. How often lie used to
m cmn the days wlien Pickwick was just published, and Phiz bad taken.d up the drawing-block which poor Seymnour dropped. It was here that Mrs.Bardeli gave that celcbrated tea-party the afternoon when Messrs. Dodsonand Fogg Sent ail in a hurry for their client, and boe lie spent many of thosey holiday hours of which anly one of his old friends (and was ever man

'blesaed with .so màany?) tell you with the rnost affl9ctionate enthusiasm.T- he testimony of one's oxvn family carrnes hittie weight, as a rule, for their's eyes are supposed to be blinded by affe~ction. But it is the people Wholive in the bouse with the great inan-those who see him at breakfast, thatStrying time, and talk to hiin when Society has shut the door, and lie is"left by the adrniring throng to the hunidrurn critical hoae circle-to whounV Ono should apply, and frorn wbom o11e gets a truer impression than frome pages of biography or stacks of letters. - I cannot tell you what my fatherc was to us ail," said Mrs. Perugini to me once, and froni Miss Dickens'
<cbarrning sketch some time back in (Jornleili we have the other daughter'stestîrnony of the inanner in which the author of David Coppeifield wa5r eganded at Gadshill, Wendell Holmnes says the roal Thonmas is onlyfkonto lis Maker; but it is as well tliat IlJohn's ideal Thomnas " should4 bo as trutbful a portrait as possible, and the people wbo will most succeas-s fully draw you that portrait are in Thomas' own housebold. Up here onfthe heath, where yesterday the Van der Veldts used to sketch, with a bitternorth-easter blowing in our faces, with iced ponds at our feet, with thegreat dome of St. Paul's dimly visible away beyond the vast stretch ofbouses to the right, Dickens' influence is potent stili, and for one pensonwho turns to look at our cathedral twenty hunry down the road towardHighgate to gaze at the litle inn ho made faious ; for one wbo staysfor country views of wbitened fields and hedges, and haro trees, twentypueli on to peer across the palings into Lord Mansfield's park, quoting froniBarnaby Rtidge how here the rnob were turned aside from their originalpurpose of sacking this bouse during the Gordon Riots-'" This is the placewhere Romney worked at bis pnetty, graceful portraits ; bis studio is nowturned into àin assembly room "-" Ah," 1 arn answered, " but wbich is JackStraw's castie, wbere Dickens used to dine, and did the Stoorforths livedownthat lane ? " "lThose are tbe chimneys of Du Maurier's bouse," I continueconscientiously. IlHere Lord Erskine used to walk, and if you keep straigliton you get, in time, to Higli Barniet,"-" Wbere the Dodger first met OliverTwist," cornes in the interruption, and s0, as it is no use instructing, I leaveinstruction alone. And, af ter ail, bow real are tbese creations, and howintinitely nearer to us than any dead law-lord are the Micawbers andNiekelbys, the Kenwigs and Pecksnifl's. IlThese are the realities ; we arethe shadows," as Wilkie's of t-quoted monk says to him of the pictures inthe Spanish cburch ; and witliont a doubt true immortality lies in thework whidh defies, sometimes for many a generation, those twin silencers,Time and Death.

Not long ago I went on a pilgrirnage to the Gadshull sbrine, and stayedfor an hour in Rochester by the way to see the Hospital of Richard Watts,witb wbicb a Christmas number iii Householci Jords lias made us familiarIt is an ordinary white-washed bouse on the street (tbe cbarity was foundedin Elizabeth's tume, rebuilt about 140 years ago) witb a tablet lot in overthe front door, but the interior is oddly enougb arranged, for the PoorTravellers' six srnall bedrooms are built round a narrow court, into wbichtheir kitchon looks also ; so the matron bas tbe only cheerful view into thehusy country town froi lier windows. But the kitchen is snug and warmn,and the bedroonis (lighted by a large larnp-post in the centre of the yard>are dlean and tidy. Every nigt--tbe evening on wbich I arn writingthi8: the evening on wbich you will read this-these beds are full, andindeed have neyer once been empty these tbree liundred years. Throughthe dark winter, thnough the pleasant sumumer, the visitors tramnp intoRodhester; generally twice the number corne than can lie accornmodated,and then the most destitute are chosen, and the rost drafted to the work-house. Four pence is given tbern to buy their supper, which tbey cooktheniselves in the kitchen, "and," says the matron, "lBorna talk, and Sorneread the paper, and they are al ways quiet and well-hellaved. " She showed
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