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became little more tham a dignified assertion of mdependence,
quite suitable to a Bntish subject. the accent he had disliked
became an interestng loeal characterwtic. Mr. Hiram Holt was
the son of an Enghish settler, who had fixed himself on the left
bank of the Ottawa, amad what was then primeval forest, and was
now s flournshing township, covered with prosperous farms and
villages. llere had the sturdy Saxon struggled with, and finally
conquered, adverse circamstances, leaving his eldest son possessed of

a small freehold estate, and his other children portioned comfortably.
so that mouch of the meighbourhood was peopled by lis descend-
ants. And this, Hiram’s first visit to the mother comntry—for he
was Canadian born—was on colonial business, being deputed from
his section of the proviuce, along with others, to give evidence, as
a landed proprietor, before the Seeretary of State, whose gate-
lodge his father would have beem proud to keep when he was a
poor Suffolk labourer. . ;

“New there's an injustice,” quoth Mr. Holt, diverging into
politics. “ England has fprty-three colonies, and bt ome manr to
oversee them all—a man that’s jerked in and out of office with
every saccessive ministry, and is almost neeeesarily more imtent -
+ on perty manceuvres than on the welfare of the young nations he
rules. Our colony alome—the two Canadas— bigger than
Great Britain and Ireland three times over. Take in all along
Vancouver's lsland, and it's as big as Europe. TAere’s a prettv
conmderable slice of the globe for one man to manage! But
fordy-4wo other colomies: have te be masinged 88 well; and I guess
a mursery of jarty-thsee childrem of all ages left to ome care-taker
would run pretty wild, I do.”

“Yet we never hear of mismanagement,” observed Robert, in
s= walucky moment ; for Mr. Hiram Holt retained all the Briton’s
peesegptive of grumbling, asd in five minutes had rehesrsed a
whele catalogue of colonial grievamces very encxgetieally.




