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ou the sta eh again ; or to clothe oneseif in skinis, to stop) the evils we bave

ineiitioned. 'Ne have niot achieved great progrCsslutethicl atesu

vain. Gradually, but surel) , it will be understood, thiat it is possible 10 apply

techuical improvenients w ithout (lestroyigmi' livcs; n to su ragelf

as to profit by every techniological advauc e. This xviii be don-- not by the tac-

tics of the deaogeior the cruminal niegligeuice of the uuithiluking capitalist,

but by cach citizen rcaily andi sinicerely- takîug, an initerest in eCOnomTic qunestionls,

wvhich, after ail, are at the basis of our socicty5
W. WV. SWANSON.
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On the Toctd fo K(enilworth Ca's ie.
A BCE lis shines the sunlight of ani FEuglishi Jue, ou eitlier.sie are broad

PXfields of buttercups, wvith hiere andi there a brilliant s1 lash of poppy re(l,

w'hile before uis, smnooth and straiglit muits the road to K-enilworth. On weC

wautler, stop)pil1gý uiow and thien for a handful of g.rose or a few wild roses;

somnetinies a inotor spins dilstily aiong, or a carniage fitîl of chatterin'g tourists

passes, but whio wouid ride iu this beautifull weaither, -wheni the sunishjne, the

birds and the flowers invite uis 10 liniger amnong themi at our own sweet wl 1 .

Sometimies we pass a dear old Eiuglisli village, with its ivy covered church,

hlte thatch&l-roofed cottages simply smnothered in climibing roses, or perhaps

a quaint aie biouse, with the fat Johin Bull landiord standing in front, biis bauds

in bis pockets, keeping a sharp eye for prospective customiers. Or cise perbaps

cornes luto vîiew, the heavy gates and littie viiu! covered lodge of somne great

bouse, arolluti which stretches the park, s 1)Otte(l deer peer tiimidly froni among

thc oaks and l)eechies, squirrels rn clhatte .ring aloug the fence, while far iu the

dlistance we catchi a glinipse of the miansion itself, covered with ivy. The walk-

inig is perfect for nowhiere are tlhere sncb splendid road s as in .England, and

soon we coule in sight of the straggling town of Kýeuilworth itself, really a

long irregullar street, down which the Taily Ilos roli merrily. Trudging along

passiug ail kinds of quainit shops and thatched-roofed cottaýges, nearly aIl of

which bear the alltnring siglu. Tea (;(, a shar> turninig tb the left brings ns lu

sight of a woo(lC( inicline, ai)ove whicli risc t1w battienlcnted towers of the

ruined castie.

The winding road linled with trees leads over a sinall bridge, under which

a b)rook riuns, and we lean there idIy. it is liot difficult to conjure i) the scene

()f cenuriwes past. Tb ontward appeara uce the castie is but a crumbling ruiii,

picburesqnely covercd witb iyy but the niagic wand of gýeins bas toucheci il.

"A tail gentleman leaning on a stick" visited it in days that are passed and

since tben Kenlilworth bias beeli a livinig reality. We seeml carried back to the

fifteenith century to the days of good Quiecu Bcss. anld we haîf drearnilY watch

the sceuf as it nst bave beeni thenl.

The roilgb road is crowded with bnilocks, sbecp ani otber alniais cîriven

onward to be sacrifl.ccd in honior of the' great feasts given by the noble Loyrd


