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and Chamberlain and their respective colleagnes bave acquired a new inter-

est and importance. Canadians rnay both hope for a jnst settiement, and

fear lest the desire to take the flood of fortune at its tide should cause

thern some sacrifices beyond thoso they are prepaî-ed to make in the inter-

esta of peace, socurity, ai-d a serene futur-e. Theme inust ho concessions,

whetber existing treaty relations are te ho ainended, or- a new sorios of

relations created, and as the Fishery laws and Administration of Canada,

during the past two seasons, bave put the Ainoricani fishemmen down to

their naked legal riglits, it seems evidont that whatever the indirect or

ultirnate consequences may ho, the immnediate concessions mnst coule

mainlv fromt the Canadian sîde. StilI, tbe United States bave commercial

privibegos at their disposai that Canradians would regard as a full equiva-

lent for ai that they have been pressed to surreuder of their Fisbery rights,

and the popular temper homre is so shaping itself towards Protection that

Mr. Bayard and bis colloagnes inay find themselves in a posil ion to make

good to Canada whatever she is asked te abandon. At ail events, the

authoritative belief of the moment bore is, that the niegotiators wilI reacb

an agreement, wbich both <ixovemnmeonts wiii ratify, and ail couemned wiii

accept with less demur tItan might, on tire wbole, he expected. For Mr.

Chamberlain, and, in a ]oss degree, for Mr. Bayard, sucb a consummation

would have a per2onal interest of a kind that ail readers of Tas WvEFK

will appreciate, an<l under the invigorating imiputlse of desire, mningled with

hope, both gentlemen may be expected te labour zealously towards a comi

mon end during the noxt few weeks. B.

Coma not to me with many-colonred words,
That stifle like the scont of bot-bouse flowers,
Or sparkle, gem-like, bill1 like sumnimer showers,

Or trip, and trill, and tilt, like idle birds.

For I arn weak, wbo wouid be strong and wise,
Amd blind to the hroad light that flows above,
And wislbful at the worslipped foot of love,

And eartb-bound, inoaning for the distant skiei4.

How did the sated heart within 'ne humi,
When on groat Nature's tender bmeamt you lay,
And looked on beaven, and tbmougb its bonds of dlay,

Yon fuît your unwinged spirit yearn and yearn.

Give me a phrase to match the sounding sea,
A linoe to put the suniset bues to shiane;
0f spring's hid mneaning telli me but the nine,

0f 8urnmer's pomp, of antnmn's rnystery.

Oh, we are walled with wonders, and our days
Are a divine, unceasing miracle!I
StilI on our lifeless toys wo bond our duil,

Coid eyos, and ask, IlWhere are tho sun's giad raysi

Gîve me a common verse that bolds a beart,
That feols its life-blood warmn in every lino
For I arn weary of the ciink and shine,

The tinsels, and the fnripporios of art.
A. ETHELWYN WETHERALD.

LONDON LETITEB.

Tn]CRE is a deligbtful part of Town, immencely liked by soute, abused
vindictively hy others, possessing stauinch frienda and bitter enemmos.
The former speak of it witb mucb affection, the latte-r stigiuatize it as at
the very end of ahl things, Got verlassen, as the Germans say, and deciare
they wonld rather beave London altogether than livu ont bore. But
Chelsea, like other successf ni folk, needs neither praise or blame, and con-
tentedly goes on, building red brick palaces witb thoir faces set toward
the south and the river; puts in order the many Jacobean bouses with
which its streets are studded, and in wbicli the art students, maie and
female, most do congregate; plants trees on its picturesque eîubankment,
and triais the sbady gardons belonging to the Apothecaries and te the
Soldions' Hospital. Thon, of a Sunday, bouls ring ont frorn the square
tower by the water, and te the church, little altered indoed sinco Sir
Thomas More mnrmured the saine prayers bore we use to-day under the
tattered hanners banging front the roof by the side of alahaster and
marble monuments three hundred years old, Chelsea cornes to worsbip :
comforting itseif with the knowledge that far thongh it may bu front the
noise of Nasb's stuccoed Waterloo Place, or De Quincey's Ilstoney-
hearted " Oxford Street, that inconvonience is amply atoned for by the
tionnd of the tide as it makos its way towards Ilanmermitb by the freshi
wind blowing straigbt frornt the Surrey hbis, or by the tokens iuft of
former genierations on every side, speaking eloquentiy te the most cameless
observer,-a thousand marks and signs as interesting as any I have seen in
Pompeii. As I bean against tbe ricketty pior and watch. the littie steamers
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corne pufflng up, to and from Westminster Bridge, 1 know 1 for one would
not diminish by a yard the two or three miles lying betwoen me and
Park Lante. Life seems diff'drent here, soinehow, far fron great sbops and
theatres, easier, simpler, more like what Ruskin would have us make it;
and yet, these embankment palaces, with their glittering plate-glass
windows, are first cousins to the inansions in Grosvenor Square, and
gradually, but surely, encroaching on the quaint houses whose inhabitants
once shouted for King James, will soon, at the present rate of progress,
turm this riverside village into an offsboot of Pont Street and Sloane Square,
when simplicity wiii fly witb the downfali of small. oaken roouns and deli-
cate band-wrought decorations. Sunshine-it's like a May day this winter
afternoon-gilds Boehni's fine statue of an old man, wbo, with bis
books and armchair, is looking on at ail the weli-known sigbts, and 1
wonder wbat Carlyle would say could hoe but sec those huge flats, sprung
up like Aladdin's castie, so out of character with their old-fashioned sur-
roundingys. Evert the knowledge that they are called after his nrame would
flot soften bis wrath at tire cruel alteration in the spot where hie lived for
over haîf a century, and te which he must have become attached after bis
maniner. Heaven holp the architeet of these abominations should the
authur of Sartur conte across hiiii in the under-world.

Up the narrow street to my rigbt, and passing the tablet on wbicb is
eut, in open speetator type, l'This is Cheyne Row, 1708," 1 corne to the
homne of the shrewd, uniiappy, dissatisfied Haddington doctor's daughter,
to the hronie so inismianagvd by both busband and wife. It bas nover been
let since Carlyle died, and as 1 turn the key in the rusty lock, and sturuble
into the balf-dark hall, I expect to meet the ghosts of its late owners,
down to the barking spirit of littie Nero. But nrot a mouse stirs in the
înysterious passage, full of shadow.4 ; I hear rio sound in the unutterably
dreary empty dining.roonîs ; no footfall follows mine up the shallow stairs
whither so niany, so niany, have gone heome us, and the study crowning
the bouse is gbastly in the stillîness wbieb bias fallen on it since the Scotch-
man, with bis bitter tongue and bitter pen made of bis life sncb an exceed-
ingly unlovely work of art. It roquires a well-bred person-not noces-
sarily Iiigh -bred, but well bred-to heur pain like a gentleman ; and as
exainples of wbat I mean read the accouint Darwin's son givos of the
muanner in whicb bis fatlier triumnphed over bis ailments ; romember
Southey's description of the sickly sea sick hiero, our sailor Nelson ; tbink
of the way Lamb worked in bis peculiarly delicate, brilliant fashion, the
wbile inisanity, ill-beg.lth, cares of the niost grievous sort, lurked by bis
side. Then listen to Carlyle and bis roars, as of a wildî boast, at an indi-
gestion whicbi was to an immense extent the result of bis own indiscre-
tions. IlIf rny father bad trot taken so rnuch calomel it would have been
better for himself, and consoquently for uis ail," says Trollope in bis new
book of Reminiscences, and surely if Carlyle had been more sensible in bis
choice of food hoe would not have been "se4 gey ilI to live wi'," as bis
mother remarked. IlMy (bar, be a good mian-bo virtuos-be religions
---bu a good man. Nothing else can give you any comfort wben you cornte
to lie bore." Lockhart bias told us of these, Scott's last words, and I
think tbey are a sermon in theinselves. Il Leama ere you grow old to love
and to, pray," advises the author of Faniey Fair. Did Carlyle ever
practise the latter, and did hie not only indulge in the former when tee
late ?I What matter the writiing of books wbich succeeding generations
will, mnaybe, nover care to open, conipared to a wise life lived by a wise
man, a life that is an example to bis children and bis children's cbildren,
of far greater value than an heritage of a fsw pages over wbich critics
dispute, and Time sits in judgrnent, dooming the papers, aftem a more or
less short existence, to oblivion. Poor Mrs. Carlyle ! that ill-balancod,
fretf nI, doee creature, relqriring as much sunshine, both morally and
pbysically, as possible, shut np in this lonely bouse, witb a blank wall in
front, and a duli strip of gardon at the back---wbat weary years she mnst
have lived through. No wonder bier tongue grew sharper andilber heart
barder. IlIrving would nover have beard voicos if hoe had rnarried mne," she
saîd, but 1 can't imagine that she would have made Irving especially
happy. If she had chosen btter-a slave instead of a bard taskmastr-
we shonld have had, undoubtedly, amusing canstic books from bier pou, for
bow admirable and trutbful is mneh of bier dialogue betwoen bier watcb
and canary. She would bave been, 1 suppose, a tract-writer, an essayist,
an English Margaret Fuller, but fate, in the shape of the Ecclefechan
peasant's son, interposed ; and instead of a more or less useful writing
wornan, ofton dissatisfied, we hear of an ailing liuusekeeper, generally
nnhappy. Corne out tbmeugh the old doorway into the yard, and you wil
find the tree, bame and leafless now, under wbicb Carlyle sat to be skctched
by Mrs. Allingbam, and bore is the grassplot on wbicb Mrs. Carlyle
rigg(ed bier tent in the bot summer <lays, and bore the flower-beds by wbiclb
she anxiously watched the famnous gooseherry bush, or the growtb of the
soeds and cuttings from bier Scotch horne. How soon it's ahl over, the
seemingly endless sorrow and trouble, storma and calms, east winds and
sumrmer breezes, loaving, no trace on the hardy little bouse of two bundrcd
years, on the swaying trocs, and dusty shrabs, and srnall unshaven lawn.
Thon corne tlîe days when yon and I criticize, find fanit -iith, bardly
tolerate, work over which a man an*d woman made theinseives most truly
nbappy :work which went far towards giving tbe author a life as miser-

able as any Portland convict's, and the autbor's wife a beartache-a terrible
diseuse, tbis-wbicb mnust bave beon bard enough for the pmoud-spirited
womati to bear. These walls mememibor bigbt-eyed wives who sang to
their babies, powdered, and patcbed motheris wbo rornped with their
chiidren ; and they wonld fain put away from tbern for ever the recollec-
tion of that gloomy episode wben a lonely couple lived on forlorn in the
parlours wbere once danced smnall subjects of is Majesty George III.,
wben harsh words were spoken and written in the roms wbîch once
echoed to Iittle voices. A few days ago, Addison's beautif ni unapproach-
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