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 SKETCHES

SEETCHRES IN THE NORTH-WEST

Our special artist with the North-West Mounted Police has
forwarded us for publication in this issur four sketches. of
scenery aud life in the North-West Territory. With the name
of Fort Dufferin, so-called in honour of our popular Governor-
Genernl, mest of our readers will be fawlliar, as it ‘has
frequently Leen mentioned in the despatches published in the
daily  papers in connectior wiht the movements of the
force now engaged in that part of the country in- sup-
preesing the  {Iligit liquor traffic established by a party
of wnscrupulous Americans.: While our own men are hard
at work on our side of the boundary line rooting dut the
whiskey milla and rum-stations, our frinnds across the border
are not inactive, bodies of Uinlted States troops belng posted at
likely points of egress along the line to arrvst those engaged
iun the onlawful buginess who may endeavour to msake their
way back into the States. = The fortis itself not much to look
at, but 1t anawers_all “the purposes for which it ix intended.
Radger, or White Earth Creck, is the spot on which the
Mountad folice encamped on-the 16th July. Thers is but
little to admiire in'it in the way of scenery, but it is useful as
giving a good ‘idea of the kind of country to be found in' this
all - but unknowu territory. The sketches of a half-breed's
dwelling are evidently taken {rom an optimist’s point of view,
Everything seema to be neat; olean and comfortable, the young
squaw to the right iz sufficiently comely—making up thereby
for the extrome ugliness of ber lord And master-—and the pa-.
pooeas “on paper, don't show the dirt. ‘
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A PARISIAN LITTERATEUR

Lucy H. Hooper, writing from faris o ihe Philadelphia
Press, sayr - ¢ In company with Colonel Forney I bad a very
delightful interview with Eniile de Girardin, the veteran
editor of La Presse, and a renowned leader.of ihe Republican
party in Faris 88 well  The distinguished author of ¢ Le Sup-
plice d'une Femme’ lives in superb style in an elegant hotel on
the Rua de la Peyrouse, the apartments of which are crowded
with choice works of art  On admission to the hall, the eye is
at once struck by the superb bust of an Arab chief, a copy of
which is in the Lusembourg Gallery, while a little farther on
stands a statue by Clesinger of the Dying l.ucretia, opposite to
which bangs a large pictare by Sayders, representing & deer
hent—a very petlmell of dogs and deer, full of life and vigour
and motion. Beyond the stairs a cnarming statue of Andromedo
chained to the rock attracted my gare ; but we were not suf-
fered to linger before these works of art, as the zervant showed
us at ouce: into the library, and - thern went to apprise M, de
Givardin of our arrival.  The library ig an immensely long but
narrow tooin- running the whole length of the house, and lined
with low cascs which are filled with volumes in rich and taste-
ful binding.  Right opposite to theqdoor hangs a portrait of
ftachel ia classic costume, by UDuval;a fine painting, but less
eatisfectory a8 a likeness than is the charming portrail of the
areat actress by Muller, which is exhibited in the Alsace-Lor-
saine exhibition, and of which I spoke in a former letter.
Other works of urt, including & fne original Boucher, hang
upon the walls above the bookcases, and among them was one
at which | gaved with deep and painful interest. It was a

crayon drawihg, represeiting a female head reclining upon a
pillow, the oyes closed, the delicate, :finely cut features sharp-
ened and wasted by disease, and ' wreath of laurel above the
dark dichevelled hair. It is a portrait of the dead Rachel,
taken a few hours after death had closed those wondrous eyes
and et aseal upon the magic of those eloquent lips.  In the
centre of the room stands a statue of (reorge Sand, the power-
ful face, with its broad brow, evil mouth, and heavy, sensual-
looking throat, showing in every line the woman who is at once
the glory and the shame of her sex, the authoress of Consuelo
and Mauprat, and the idol a< well of a hundred lovers, to not
one ¢f whom did she ever give faithful affection of enduring
coustancy. Before we had half viewed the marvels around us
we were summoned to the private stady of M. de Girardin.
There we found him, the elderly, keen-eyed, delicate-looking
Frenchman, dramatist, editor, politician, a power in the Pari-
sian world, whether of letters or of politics. He welcoraed ug
warmly, expressed deep iaterest in the Centennial, and pro-
mised Lis fullest: co.operation:and assistance to our cause:
Taking from - the table a copy of the penny paper called: Le
Petit Journul he said - * This paper circulates three hundred
and fifty thousand copies daily, the largest circulation of any
paper in France, and to this ag well as La Presse, La Liberté
and other newspapers which I control, will I coufide the task
of giving publicity to the details of your great national anni-
versary.-And if at any timel can in any way serve America
and the Americans do not fail to call apon me.” @ It'is im-
possible to exaguerate in words the extreme cordiality of his
manner as well ag his epeech,




