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emblematie of the positive and negative easences of Chiness
philosopby. The beight of the gate is from 300t to S0fw
No. 3 of ooz illastrations shows the lotus pond of the Palecs
of Bummer. Watar gardening in popalar in Cores. Thae
garden is & lotus pond, So universal is the enltivation of
the lotus in thess artilicial waters that it has given them
their distinotive name. FEven where it is not grown the
pond i ealled m lotus pond jost the same. Such ponds are
always well.stocked with fish. Our fourth illuetration im
the Corsan Foreign Office. This department of Govern.
ment is quite & modern arrangement. It did not exist

in aneient Corea, for the very good and suffieient resson
that ancient Corea had no foreign affaira to attend to. It
now has more than it knows what to do with. No. 4 gives
an idea of what Coreans mre like, Qur sixth illostration
depicts the only stone pagoda in Seoul. It ia constructed
of white granite, bat is not in the best of preservation. It
is asurvival of the time when Buddbism was of some ae-
count fn Corea. No. 7 shows the Japanesa warships
Itsukusima and Yoshina. No, 8 is & skateh of the Chineee
warshipa Tshao-yong and Ting-yuen. Our ninth illns.
tralion shows what the main street of Seounl ia like—ner
doea it give a very flattering impression either. The houses
look dilapidated enoagh. The Government has fine build-
iogs, the opper ten thomsand, who conatitate the governing
classes, are well off, and bave good honses; bnt there is mo
middle class, and the bonses of the lower ten million are
poor in character.

Severa) of the sketches on pags 156 are reproduced from
our Anustralian contemporary, the Fown and Couniry
Jowrnal,

OUR CANDID FRIENDS.

BY MRS LYNN LINTON.

r\:@ﬁ HEY are so loyal to the trath, dear thipge 1—
¢ 8o earoest to say that which in, and to ehame
bim whe shall be vameless by their absolate
devotion to sincerity | It is guite touching,
when you come to think of it, that they can
80 tiobly sacrifice all their tender preposses-
rions io favour of the person they love, when they make the
exact appraisement of his merits—the careful measarement
of her virtnes. They do oot allow thamselves to be blinded
hy their affection—no, not s0 much e by the slightess,
flimsiast little veil. Lynxes themselves do oot come near
their perapicacity of rision when the thing to be discerned
is the fanlt, the blemish, the wrong doiog of their friend.
And then their candour in confessing what theysee ! Really
it is all & beautiful sacrifice of self to the Higher Law, and
ns such to be comtnended with shawme and trampeta and
loud.voiced anthewms of praise,
Huomao natare being a poor fallible kind of thiog at the
best—n statue of clay set abount with precions gems-—-

QUR CARDID FRIENDS HAVE THEIR BANDS FULL AND
THEIR COURSE CLEAR.

It is no easy to ignore those nanuly-ut gems and faatsn
only on the gross crude clay. It is so easy to find faults in
excesa of virtues, and to go behind crcoked motives aven
when the nct rules straight, As every length of velvet has
ita coarser side, and every royal garment has its inner seams,
s0 have men and women their defecta when closely ex-
amined ; and not all characters can bear the test of s probe.
Benutiful on the surface, they are lesa lovely in the depths ;
and the candid friend atknowledges this, with pain anod
sorrow—oh | always with muoch pein and great sorrow,
but with brave sckbowledgment nobwithatanding.

Far from him that bese trafficking with truth and
excollense which takes what {s good and toba a little
aoftening wax over that which is evil. Far from him the
Lusodicean lukewarmness which muakes excures for the over.
pawering domination of temperament ; which gives s kindly
explanstion to & doubtful appearsance ; which doea not bLa-
lieve in that unproved damaging report ; which calla atten-
tion to the homble little florsl Aowers, and over in
silence thoss larkitg weedr, Uuar ¢andid friends anderstand
nothing of all this charitable temporiziog ; bat, holdiog the
ntandard of fecticn beaven-high and flinging abroad the
fiag of moral supremaey fot 81l the world Lo see, they pro-

nonace on the faulte and pass over the virtaes—more in
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norrow than in anger registering the ahorteomings which yet
do not prevent that eomprehonsive * All the same, L love
him or her, all the same.*

On whaever lines onr character may be built, our eandid
friends find the flaw in the fonndarion and the failore in
the superstructore. Say we are one of those entirely
human and affectionnte creatnres who love oor kind ana sie
sy mpathetic with all we know ; our candid friends lament
the insincerity which muat of necessity nnderlie oor ex-
pansive impulses. For haw is it possible for Anyone to be
ne genial a8 we seem to be?! Jnst as no one was ever so
wise a8 Thurlow looked, 20 no one conld be as generally
sympathetic as we appear. We must therefore be hypo-
eritical and insincere to the last peint, Or if bot this,
then are we by necessity shallow and transient. To give
vn credit {or & development of the social instinct in exceess
of their own would be impossible for oor candid friends,
to whom en inserutsble Providence has confided the
measuricg-taps of a virtnons humsenity; so that what
stietches beyond their allowance of inches is exces.
sive and what falle shert is too little. For if, In con-
traat to ourselves, they speak of one who bossts of being
eclectic, diflicult to please, exceeding choice in selection,
and is all this beyond the proportions deemed jnet by these
candid friends, then is he or ahe openly chidden and pub-
licly blamed for & poverty of sonl, an aridity of affection,
which is positively inbuman. Yet they lova that he or she,
Certainly they love him or her—ouly, being candid, being
lovers of ttuth more than of men, beiog faithful witnesses
in & nanghty world, they are compelied to atrike tbe blot
and put their acevaiog fingers on the sore place.

GOD DEFEND US FROM OUR CAKDID FRIENDS WHEN SEATED
IN THE EDITORIAL CHAIR OF POWER.

wnd arroed with tha flail of literary criticiam ! With the
pain and toil that sccompanies all creative work, with con-
scientions diligence and carefol concentration we have ac-
eomplished onr task. It has taken us many months of hard
labour, and we know that we have not made s fasco. It
falls into the hande of onr candid friend, chief reviewer on
the Daily Slasher or the Weekly Pepperyot ; and he, with
hin impartial flail, comes down on the heap of what we
fondly thought was good grain lying on the granary floor,
but what he pronounces to be worthless chafl all through.
He is sorry to have it to say. OIf course he is sorry;
a candid friend slways is, when truth compels bim to
sharpen his koife mod jostice goides his hand for the
blow; bot we have really put forth soch a mieerable
scantliog as o foll-grown well conditioned harvest, he is quite
unable to ind words of praise. To be sure, in his haste to
show his absolute impartislity—being known ms our per-
sonal friend as well as & writer on the press—he muddles np
the characters and confuses the incidente, giving to one the
circumatapces assigned to the other—as when he makes
the blameless prig of the story commit the murder done by
the ruffian, and credits the eaintly ingérze with the india-
cretions of the high-8ying wife fin de siccle.  This, how-
ever, in only a detail. The maio thing to be noted is our
candid friend’s devetion to the truth, which conipels him to
atrip ua of our false pretensions, leaving us not one poor
little rag of intellectual merit wherewith to cover our
literary nakedneasa.

Nothing is more depressing than o nate

THE NUMRBER AND BLACKNESS OF OUR FAULTS AND
MISTAKES

when we see oarselves in the niirror beld op by our eandid
friends. We are never by any chance in the right. \When
we coma bto those erosy roads where understanding judgment
in at fanlt, and the issne alone determinea which was the
beat way, onr candid friends are aute to say we have taken
the wrong path while that issne is nocertain, aacribing to
themselvea the wiwdom of ounr decisinn —which they in-
fluenced —if it tarn out well, bat "slating’' us with Cato-
like severity if it tarn il No mortal with only an ordinary
air of eyen conld sea the resolt of that investmenr. Iz
ooked fair ;3 it bad infloentinl backers; it was popular in

the City ; it gromispd well all ronnd. That it would be mis.
managed, and by mismansgement broorht to ruin, wae ont of
the prophetic picture altogether. And oar candid friends
saw no more of that skinny hand of Disaster than did we or
the rest. Rut Lord! when the crash came how they went for
na! What a roll-call of vices and weaknesses we suddenly
found ourselves possessed of, and what a queer amount of
reaponsibility was strapped ou to onr aching shonlders !

ad we, poor little insignificant investor, following the
erowd and hanging on with the mnititnde—kad we been the
Great Dalai Tama of the House, holding the foancial eredit
of empires like & ripe fruit in aur loss, wa ceuld not have
been made more guiltily responsibla by onr candid friends
when discusaing, as they did at all street corpers, the sad
news of our loss.  They told us so—they always have told
e 80 when we bhave failen into & bog or stambled over the
tent pegn ;—but we are 8o obstinate, 8o rash, so unwise,
and ever and ever, and again and again, so pig-headed,
thnttwe will not be advised by wiser heads and cooler judg-
mente.

‘WE ARE THE DEAREST DARLINGS IN THE WORLD—

the beat lellown and the nicest woniea—but we ars the moat
unwise and exasperating ; and good and nice ns we may be,
and love wa pe they may, our eandid friends ure really
heartsick when they think of us, and feel inclined to give us
up to the destruction we ourselves conrt by our folly, We
ara 8o upgrateful too ! Our candid friends bold forth on the
need of reciprocity in love—on the gratitude in obedience
due from one as much loved and as loyally protected, the
88y, As wo are and have been by them.” And we are so ae]z
willed and so selfish] We take all and give back nething,
neither to them nor to others. In that qaarrel between ua
snd the Smithe we were nodoubtedly to blame mad the
SI?‘I'thS were in the right, VWhea our daughter ran away
with the clerk we were also to blame, thongh how we could
have seen what was poing on in the dark behind our back,
sod how we could bave coped with a deep laid plotarranged
with Machisvellian craft and carried ont with such consum.
mate ekill, wonld puzzle s wiser than onraelves to deter-
mine, Bub our candid friends say it was our fault; and it
is to be supposed they know whab they talk about,

80 it goes on through the whole catalogue of the day’s
doinga, Mingled with eweet professions of tender love conie
these bitter accaestions of misdeeds and mlstakes. Painted
l;y our candid Friends we have not a moral beauty left,

et they always end their indictment with that hateful
apologia * All the same.” * In wpite of all his fanlts he is &
goud fellow on the whole.' ‘In wpite of her desperately
bad quslities, we love her sl the same.’

YISIBLE SOUND,

IF human voice may on the plastie disk
Breathe into being forms of beauty rare,

And we may see the voices that we love
Take shapa and eolour inlinitely fair.

May oot the lofty monntains aad the hilla

Ee voice of Grod ; his song, the gentie flowars ;
Hie chant, the stars’ procession, and alas |

His only sigh, these human bearts of ours ?

ErLeEN KNIGNT Branrorn,
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QENERAL VIEW OF BOUL,

CATITAL OF COREA.




