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' f-..'r Mountains.




hohn Brett, A.
Philory : King

En-gl_and Like its
not to be hurt by a storm
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11 E.W. Cooke, R.A.

The Church of St. Maria Della Salute, on the

Grand Canal at Venice.
Lent by T. L. Devitt, Esq.,

12 A, Croft.

The Matterhorn.—A peak in the Alps too steep
for snow, and until lately too steep for mountaineers.
Chains have now been placed at the most difficult S
places, and several English ladies have reached -'
the top. The artist shows the loneliness of
greatness : \ AR

The solemn peaks but to the stars are known,
But to the stars, and the cold lunar beams;

Alone the sun rises, and alone i
Spring the great streams.—(Matthew Arnold).

Lent by T. L, Devitt. Esq.
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24 W. Holman Hunt.
The Ship. ¥
_ear the noise about thy keel;
3 hmll:ht::fntcl):e qu struck in the night ;

the cabin-window bright ;
I seel'tf:sailor at the wheel.—Tennyson (In Memoriam.)

Lent by the Artist,

25 J. F. LeWi53 RIA.

 [This artist was born in the City, in Wood Street, and was
“the son of an engraver. This picture, with its minute
detail and bright colour, was one of the many Eastern
subjects which he painted during and after a visit of
eight years to the East.] St SR

- A European woman in an Eastern house.

The heat and the cushions invite to idleness, and her

hand can hardly hold the fan. The attendant is

waiting to brush off the flies. |







34 W. Luker.

Burnham Beeches.—A forest district -near
Slough (about eighteen miles from London),
bought by the City of London, and made the pro-
perty of the people. The poet Gray described it
as follows:—*1 have, at the distance of half a mile,
through a green lane, a forest, all my own, at least
as good as so, for I spﬁ no human being in it but
myself. It is a little chaos of mountains and pre-

cipices; mountains, it is true, that do not ascend .'
much above the clouds, nor are the declivities |
3 quite so amazing as Dover Cliff; but such hills as :
A people, who love their necks as well as I do, may 3
venture to climb, and crags that give the eye as

much pleasure as if they were more dangerous.
- Both vale and hill are covered with venerable

_' beeches, that, like most other ancient people, are
. 4 always dreaming out their old stories to the winds:
-1 ‘ And as they bow their hoary Eelie,
§ - 38 murmuring sounds, of fate;; e

ons, as
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God has klssed hma, ar

-9
Briton Riviere, R. A
o« Conscience.” ""I‘hus conscience makes
cowards of us all. *_.Skmpcare.
: 2 | Lent by H. Evill, Esq.
Briton Riviere, R.A. B

A Roman Holiday- _(Academy 1881,)—The

Romans, for their holiday amusement, made their
prisoners fight with Wi d beasts. The young . = 8
Christian has killed one of the ﬂgea‘s, but is himselt
mortally wounded. Hrs last act is to trace in the
sand the form of a cross, the sign of the faIf_f; o,
which he dies. The ¢ '  CTOW(
the roar of the baulked
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E. A. Waterlow
A passing Good Night.
Lent by the Artist,

Elijah Walton.

Crevasses in the Mer de Glace.—On high
mountains the ice fills the valleys and looks like a
frozen sea. Between the waves there are deep
crevass?; across one of these, by the brldge ot

ice, the traveller must p&ﬁs

Lenn by H. Evill, Esq.
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E. Zimm\erman

Her Serene Highne
Heamss is taking a wal g,
~ to her wealth and positio
" human kinship throu

ss.—The little French
The old peasants bow
n. The children feel the
 the fine clothes. The

~lackey has worn the.; @hes so long he has almost

forgotten the kinship. v oY
| - ~ Lent by Henry Wallis, Esq.

b}
P. J. Clays. .
Outward Bound, Bx ox
Wh&l’&ﬁ&s the la.n / hi em
‘Far, far, ahead is E iy Wmﬂ_d ED?

amen know.,—-({ztough A
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69 W. . Nakker. 4 STl S
& saitn n Hollan —«Itisa B-scia
Harvestl Lo d —the horses are I:::llllf i

blows nobo
wmd h1

7o W.C. Nakker.
Ploughing in Holland.

W. C. Nakker.
A Breezy day-
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75 H. Herkomer, A.R/Ay .00 - v

~ *On the Look Out.”—A Bavarian huntsman.
Though he is filling his pipe, the sun-burnt hunts.
man keeps his eye and his thoughts fixed on the
distant slope. His strong deep-veined hand will
soon be wielding the deadlier weapon. L

. »

- Lent by Messrs. Goupil & Co.

R. W. Fraser. |
On the Stour.—A stream ir

place to push your boat ashore
- roses among the grass on the is!
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