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foundation, the trap-rock of the Laurentides. IJtilitarians, who reason-
ably prefer a fiat prairie of richi alluvial soil to ail the mnounitain chains of
the world, wjll say tliat ail this Laurentide exparise, or the greater part of
it, is a loss to the country-waste, irreclairnable land ; tbat whien it bias been
denuded of its forests--a ruiserable consurtmation fast approaching-it
Wili be a howling wild.ýriess. But even on this ground, I arn ready to
figlit the hattie of the Laurentides. We know a,ý yet littie or nothing of
their minerai wealth. But already rich deposits of silver, copper, phos-
phate, asbestos, mica, and even gold, ]rave beeon discovered and profitabiy
worked. These treasures wvill coine more and more to liglit as the woods
disappear. Vast extents of hiliy and niiountainous country will become
grazing grounds f ully equal to those of Sweden and of the Hlighlands of
Scotland, giving employient to tons of .thousands of stalwart men-
Mounitaineers are alWays this. If, ini the course of ag-es, there lie here as
great a change of climate as there bias been in Gaul since the timie of
Coesar, Laureîîtian hulisides may yet be covero(l with vineyards. This
will nlot be lin our tiare, howex or ; but wbiat now exists, whiat every one can
see, if hoe pleas, is an unli i ted hauitingr and fishing ground, a wooded
and weil-watered wilderness, where, at siali cost, wve can miake long and
Pleasant excursions, where we can utteriy forgot the mire of the city, aud
the malice of anr, where wounded hiearts and fainting souis may tind'com-
fort, and where the ilinesses of our civiiised life inay be cured.

There's iron in our rnorthern i bu ,
Our pines are trees of lîealing.

Thus wrote the Quaker puet. Ho woull have appreciated the Lauren-
tides ! Young mon read Il Stanley's Explorations " and similar books, and
lamnent that Africa, Siberia, or Ce'îtraI Australia are so far away that
they have no time noer ineans tu enjey an oxploreris ploasures and toils.
Let thera choose any point thoy fuiîcy on that part of our national rail-
way, the Canada Pacifie, wbeie it passes througb, or skirts the Lauren-
tidea * they can reacli it iii a few hîours at snîall cost. Thon, with gun and

fhigrod, pueket compass, anil othor camping necessaries, let themi strike
liorth. In malny places tlîey would nlot ieet other dwellings than the
Wigwam. of the Indian betweea tiîeir starting-point an-d the shores of the
lcy sea. There is surely rooin enou gli to satisfy any amateur explorer,
Weithout couniting the possibilities of valuable discoveries.

If it was not'for our terrible winters the Laurentide country would ho
a place to live and die in. But wlieii polar tempests pile up their snowy
Windin- sheets over lake, mountain, and valley, wbien hife seemis to have
forsak en nature, when the silence of the wilderness is only broken hy the
hooting of the white owl and tlîe long hîowls of the famnished wolf, 1 grant
that it is botter to be indoors by the stove, and that a bot potato, just out
Of the put, is botter eating than frozen pemumican. With this exception,

thn ie les Laurentides ! And may this very imperfect sketch rebabili-
tate thorm in sontie measure in the mmnd of their detractors.

Mont real. C. A. DOUDIET.

INOTES 0F A LITERARY PILGIMA GB.

Il. -BOSTON.

To thoroughly appreciate the Amnerican Athens, une should go there via New
York. Atter the înonotonuusly swif t regularity of the elevated roads, there
'8 something positively refresbingi in the sublime indifference to consider-
ations of either speed or schiedule sbownL by the gaily painted borse-cars.
The streets are of a sociable size and divorting sinuosity, and the peuple
thronging themr are not aIl apparently hastening to a lire. The buildings do
flot tower oppressively ahove you like the walls of a Colorado canyon ; in
fact, to try to condense wlîat I amn driving at into unre word-Boston ns
80 nmanageable a city as compared with New York, that the pilgrim, after
a1 course of mnetropolitan siglît-seeing, finds it sweetly restful to his soul-
esPecially if yuu speil that word but wvays.

The literary associations aud attractions ut' Boston are of course incomn-
Parably richer tban those of any other city pu the Continent. and s0 long,
as loinies Lowell, Whittier, Howells, and Aldrich inake it the centre of
their work, tis iînust continue to be so. Viewed front the purely literary
B1tandpoint, the Atlantic Mont/n/y still holds an unqnestioned supremnacy
ainong periodicals, and aithough the famous old North American Review
ilioved some tii-e ago to Gothamn, it lias su entirely lost its early character
bY the change, having degenerated froin a review of the higlbest class inito

a Besational montbly newspaper, that the loss can be easiiy borne.
Lt i5 flot unly natural, but appropriate, tlîat the literary pilgrimi Wbo

bas beeni so fortunate as to enjoy the privilege of an interview with the
Autocrat should regard it as the chiof event of very eventful davs. Hle
Wa8 fOund in his luxurious library, with its encbanting outlook upon the
]ýaek Bay, and having tirst by diplomatic enquiries, aicertained that bis
Vis'itor neither had a volume of poeius to bie criticised, nor wicked inten-
t'0118 of printing wlîat miglit transpire, in sorte daily paper (for tire Loweli-
Yawthorne affair lias workod irreparabie in.jury), Dr. Hoimes settlod back
11f One of his big arma-ehairs for a. good long chat. Aithougli by bis own con-

fsu (vide Atlantic Afunthly for April), already sortne eight years beyond
Mala aîîotted terni of years, bis oye is not dîm, and his natural force little
abated, as indeed the prodigies of social tuil undergone by hîmi during bis
recent trip to Europe abundantly testify. An hour slipped by far more
Swiftiy than the current of the Chiarles at the gardeni's foot, whiie the
brightest man of twu generations unlocked lis stores of wvit and wisdum,
aild it Was only when it seemied as if even the geniai patience of an Auto-
erat coulld 'lot in propriety be fnrther presuuied upon that the piignim
fOurld resolution tu take his leave.

,tA quiet dinner, foilowed by a long uninterrnpted evening, gave abund-

atOPPortunity for studying the most popular novelist of the day in his
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lin onte. Living in one of Beacon Stroet's bow-windowed mnansions, a
few doors away fromâ Dr. fflines, Mr. Howells lias surrourided himself
with su many evidences of anr expansive banik accounit that, looking upon
thern, une is inciinedi to lie scepticai as to the paucity of roward accordod
iby the nînse to lier higli priosts. The creator of Silas Laphain is a strikîng
oxaumplo of the union of strengtli aud g-.ntlerwss. ire massive Napoleunic
bead, the broad sîmoulders, the sinewy, thougli miot taîl, frannoe, are those of
an atlilete, wbo iiglît possibly with duo training, stand up before the
impregnable Sullivan himsolf for a round or two ; but the winning smnile,
the nicli, soft voice, tire easy graceful inovements, belong only to the gentle-
man. Froinrnany points of viow, Mr. [-Iowells lives an ideai life, whicb
must make him. the envy of countless fellow-workers. Devotingy the morn-
îng to bis des k, the afternoon to his fainiiy and friends, the evOfiflg te, lus
book-table wlien social doruiands permît, lie, by a wi-m ordering of lus time,
maniages to do a wonderfui ainiout of work without lîaving to dony him-
Self iucli of life's enjoyinnt. Eacb year sees two complote novels corne
front bis pent, in addition to the inthly essay on literature for Hlarper's,
and other critical work, of wich lus recent book on sorie of the Italian
poots is a spciîmon. Ilis miethod is to, work stoadily rather tlîan rapidly,
and lus persistent pegging away is filling a large corner of his librarv with
books tbat bear is naine upon the titie page. It must be a source of
groat satisfaction to lint to s00 somte of bis gonius reappearing in bis chl-
dren. The eldost dan -gbter lias airoady t ouclied the Centutry mark if
poetry ; wliile the younger grave to the world a couple of years ago a book
upon the Oid Masters whîich delighited evoiybody by the originality of its
coiunhents, ani the quaintniess of its sketches.

A poet without peer to-day for poiied perfection of forîn, a toiler of
stories wbose rare cunubiingi of Wl t and pathos inakes themn irresistibly
attractivo, anr editor wiîo lias kept the Lainons old Atlantic thoruughly up
to its uwn exalted planre, Thonmas Bailcy Aldrich (livides with lluwells the
bionour uf chief place anbug the Anerican autliors of the present generatiofi.
lie seeîis a nincli yuunger nian titan bis rival, that is, if the two friends cari
r glîtly ho called rivais, for bis chîecks are as rosy as amly school-boy's, and
lius hair is but siightly tinged with gray, while bis handsunie moustaches
are trimnued to very artistic curves. l is oditoriai sanctum, in the rear of
Il1ougliton nd Mifflunî's ostablisliment, on Park Street, is rather difficuit of
access9, and consequerîtly ahl the botter suited to his needs, as hie is thereby
spared îmaîîy an inîterruption. It is furnishied in a curiously plain, old-
f asbioied way, and ]ooks out upon theould gravoyard that cones iii between
Park Street Cburcb and tire Trouiiont Ilouse. The wlîule atînusphere is
one of quiet and contemtplat ion, as une would oxpoct in the lieadquarters
of the inist classicaily cul tured periodical now published.

H.ere again. the pilgrimi wouid love to linîgor a wbile, and repeat sonne
of the interosting tliings told hun liy the authur of "Prudence Palfrey
and Il Baby Bell ;"but tînat hateful word «'space" risos up in sullen
prohibition, and, moreuver, downstairs, in conîfurtable quarters, Mr.
Horace Scudder-who lias dune su much sound, strung, enduring work
along s0 many different linos, and who, -at present, besidos acting as lite-
rary adviser tu the firin, and editing sevoral of their bistonical series, con-
tributes tbree-fourtlis of tbe iiterary criticisîn to tho Atlantic-lias much
tu say about mon and books that would be eqnally interesting ; su there is
nu alternative but to keep silence and pass un.

An establishment tînat nu literary visitor sliould Laul tu see is that of
the Yoéith's Gompanion, for thuore is prubably nut a mure perfectly appointed
place of tbe kind iii the world. Few of this Lainons peniodicai's 400,000
subscribers havi any conception of tbe amount of pains amud pelf that is
spent in preparing for tirenr the paper they love su dearly. There are
editurs by the half dozeu, each in ls own cosy cabinet, readers by the
score, beforo several of whom every inanuscript passes in judgment before
it is accepted or rejected, and clerks innumerable. The editor-in-chief,
Mr. Hlezekialu Butterwortb, and hîs two leading assistants, Messrs. Clay
and Rideig, bave won wido roputations oiitside their sauuctunns in varions
linos of literary work, amud as wbere thore are su îîany tu lîelp, the portion
of the bnirdemî faiiing uipoui each is coniîparativoiy slight, tboy still bave full
opportnnity to do good work on their uwn account. Contributors are dealt
with, not unly in the niost liberal, but the inost jîst muanner possible. Whule
naines, of course, coumît, t bey by no Ineamis rule, and new writers with Soule-
tbimig tu say, and saying it well, are alwvays weicoine. No iuanuscript is sent
back unread, and, as ai illustration of thueir meuod, Mr. Rideing showed
me a rejected MS., witm the verdict of four different readers attaclîed,
they ail agreeing in essemîtial particulars ; anud yet wien that intellectual
product was returnled to its authur lie no doubt felt confident that it bad
int been judged upon its merits, but rojected soieiy because lie was not
une of the favourod clique,

A visit tu Boston is still incoînpleto that duos not include attendance
at une of the Monday lectures. Those lectures constitute une uf the most
remarkable phases of the intellectual hife of New England. Dealing witli
the rnust abstruse problemns of phmilosopmy, mouraIs, and tlieoiugy, and deliv-
ered at the curions hour of noon on Monday, tbey have for twelve years
gathered together audiences that filled tbe immîense auditorium of Tremont
Temple ; wliile, through the mîediunm of mewspaper and book, tliey have
gone forth tu the uttermost parts of the earth.

Colossal, botli physically and inteloctualiy, as Josephi Cook is on the
platform, lie is buman enougli in the privacy of luis own study, and enters
very heartiiy into the discussion of mucli less lofty themes than those
whicb engage bis attention in public. The future of thie lectureship is a
littie uncertain at presenit, as New York is understood to desire it, for a
season at ail events. Wbetber its piatform be in Boston or New York,
however, matters comparatively little. So long as Josephi Cook speake
frorn it, it must lie a power for good throughout the land.

J. MACDONALD OXLXY.

MAY 5th, 1887.1


