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THE DOMINION ILLUSTRATED.

SNIFFING VANCOUVER.

After a sojourn of nine months at the Antipodes,
su::r(:h of heal?h from the land of flowers and of
ton her seas, Principal George Grant, of Kings-
but,mas come back not only renewed in strength,
When }fire O.f a Cana.dian, if that might be, than
SOUtheri Sélled full into the hopeful light of the
his owp r0ss.  He was glad to 'be back among
Vancouv:gfln’ and when. he “sniffed the air of
rapture ofr_:these are his own worfls—he felt’a
Tell wag tHJ' Y, such as that with which Kr.lowle s

tlled on his Alp, in the day of triumph:
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*  Blow on, ye winds,

This is the land of liberty !

ODD(;):;:; 0Grant is one of thos.e‘men. whose views
ot go g, tns of ’pubhc. or national import we.do
selffOrWardo Set':k. WlthOll-t ever thrus'tmg hxm
faith iy 1 ) l'le Is never afraid to tell of his abldm.g
elief o the lﬂ$tltut101:ls (?f his couatry, and .hl.S
st o1 € old constitutional principle t'hat it is
ova Ct‘ well epough alone. He h.alls from
men of EOtl‘a, and is a good representative of the
rain from the Lower Provinces, who have
mf‘d_e their mark in every part of this young Do-
I\::iton' His boPk “ From .Ocean‘ to Ocean,”
emi €N after crossing the continent with that other
Dent Scotch-Canadian and engineer, Mr. Sand-
e°fd F‘leming', was one of those that formed an
PO(.:h In the literature of the Northwest, and gave
a{. 'lmpu]se of its own to the Canadian Pacific
edi::;w?y. .Devotf:d to the cause of the higher
o i: 1011)1 n Hallfax,.Doctor Grant was sought
and 1:1 roader field, in the Pfovince of Ontario,
versit tto I;t‘ccept the headship of Queen’§ Uni-
in mo{: ingston. Here a task of reb'mldmg,
With chaways Fha:n one, was set before hm.l and,
Was g racteristic bravery, h.e undertook it. It
People oSf tt}tlat he becam? widely knf)wp to the
Spreag e Upl?er Provinces, and his influence
askeq mOt only into the Northwes‘t, blft, he was
in the,P or? than once, to make his voice heard
fovince of Quebec.

t 1 M . .« .
mog ough Principal Grant’s chief mission and

for tzo(?ge_nial work is in the training of youth
sided migtles of citizens apd .Christians, his many-
most i, d hii:S brought him into contact with the
publicwerestmg.measures of discussion for the

e Stau:alll’ and in every case he has been found
Uture an((i: patriot, the enhghtfened reader of our

uld sy, the foe of all theories of change that
Peace Stitute the spirit of unrest ttor tl'{e reign
pect tﬁnd contentment. Be it said, with due
\ as’ . at ﬂ‘le constitution of a young country,
steq burs, 1s as an Ark qf the. Covenapt, ar?d
ether ¢ the hand‘ that is raised against it.
Prairjeg ator}xg the Halifax Cltadel,.on the breezy
‘ancoyye randon, or on the briny stretches of
Ungs the ; let us “sniff” ar?d drink in with fuil

raughts of Canadian freedom.
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IN GHOSTLAND.

Let not the re
Ost i
sta,nd

ader stand aghast. The word
g0od old English, which all of us under-
ma’ 1nd whfan we speak of Ghostland, we mean
tercours:rtlgu“y about the spirit land, and the in-
Souls of th at can and does take place with ‘the
280 there € loved ones gone before. A fortnight
the Iy g, PP*7ed @ paper in No. 26 (Vol. 1) of
eing o TRATED, entitled ““ The Poet’s Rapture,”
account of a letter of Lord Tennyson’s,

in which he described how his soul went forth
from him, and held communion with a spirit
known to him and felt, although unseen, and then
conclusive passages were quoted from “In Me-
moriam,” to show that these moods were therein

also described.

This paper did not pass unnoticed, and many
thoughtful readers were so struck thereby, that it
set them thinking. Chief among these was Mr.
John Reade, M.A., of Montrealy who sent a bril-
liant amplification of the same psychological
phenomenon, drawn from his own vast reading.
This paper will be found, with the apt quotations,
in the present number ot our journal, and the
reader will turn to it with eager curiosity.

After the reading, the thought will of itself
come up that these instances are drawn from
modern experience, and, as naturally, the scholar
will remember that the whole subject is as old as
literature. Then the wonder will be that we make
so much ado about it. What do we read oftener
than of visions in the sky, and of bodily shows of
the Deity in the woods, and on the hills, or in the
barrens, in the Old Testament? And the miracles
of the New? And the wonders of the Acts?
There is a halo of romance about the legends of
the Thebais, peopled with ghosts come back to
warn or comfort in reply to prayers. And mark—
the word legend is not here used in the sense of
fable. Barring the embellishments of poetic re-
cital, the stories of the anchorets belong to honest
history. Coming further down, we have St.
Jerome, in the Syrian desert of Chalcis, visited
not by angels, with white wings, and bearing
baskets of lilies, but by imps, in hoof and tail and
pitchfork, come to tempt him; and lascivious
nymphs hovering around to lure him back to the
festive days of the Imperial Court. Then there
was St. Augustine and the little angel on the sea
beach of Carthage, teaching, with his tiny shell,
one of the sublimest lessons in Christian phil-
osophy ; Theresa and her rhapsodies; Agnes, on
the sands of the Colosseum; Loyola and the
cross; Xavier and the open heavens, on the
shores of Sancian, and so on, all through the
« Ages of Faith,” as described by Kenelm Digby
in his monumental work, under that title. Read
Shakespeare in * Hamlet” and ¢ Lear” and you
will understand how the honest and matter-of-fact
feeling in spiritualism was rife in his time, almost
as much as in the days of Chaucer. Read Byron
also in “Manfred.” But the most striking in-
stance of all is that of St. Simeon Stylites, of
the fifth century, modernized by Tennyson. The
poet, however, gives too harrowing a picture,
quite other than that left in full by Theodoretus,
Archbishop of Tyre, one of the gravest and most
trustworthy historians of the early church, and
who visited Simeon, on his pillar. This shaft
was, first, 6 cubits high, then 12, then 32, then
36, and thereon the solitary stood, day and night,
in rain and sunshine, for seven and thirty years,
dying at the green old age of sixty-nine at las‘t.
Theodoretus says that he suffered from his
cramped position, which he changed from stapd-
ing to kneeling and bending his body f.orward;
he was fed by his disciples and the faithful or
curious who stood around his pillar and listened
to his teachings. But the best part of his time
was spent in contemplation, under the starry
skies, or when the sun shone and the storm
roared, and these communications with the Spirit-
ual world kept him company, and sustained his

energies. Tennyson’s description of his last
vision is tempered with the proper reverence :

The end ! the end!
Surely the end! What's here? a shape, a shade,
A flash of light. Is that the angel there
That holds a crown? Come, blessed brother, come.
I know thy glittering face, I waited long;
My brows are ready.

Then there is a moment of doubt that he may
lose the guerdon, and he utters a loud prayer and
is comforted with a second sight:

* * * ITjs there again ; the crown! the crown !

So now 'tis fitted on and grows to me,
And from it melt the dews of Paradise ;
Sweet ! sweet! Spikenard and balm and frankincense,
Ah'! let me not be fooled, sweet saints. I trust
That T am whole, and clean, and meet for Heaven.
* #* * * * * *
Deliver me the blessed sacrament ;
For by the warning of the Holy Ghost
I prophesy that I shall die to-night,
A’ quarter before twelve.

And then, to show that he was happy at the
last, he prayed for his followers who had come in
at the death :

* * * * But thou, Lord,

Aid all this foolish people ; let them take

Example, pattern; lead them to the light!

Tennyson never gave a more beautiful finishing
touch than in those closing lines, doubtless feel-
ing, when he wrote them, with so many others,
like Hamlet, that

There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,

Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.

FINE ARTS IN MONTREAL.

M. Benjamin Constant, the eminent artist, was
in Montreal for several days of last and this week.
He was born in Paris in 1845, studied under
Cabanel, and resided for several years in Spain
and Morocco. In 1875 he obtained a medal in
the Salon, and at the Exposition Universelle, in
1878 ; the next year he became a knight in the
Legion of Honour, and in 1884 an officer, and
finally a member of the Société d'Aquarellistes
Francais—a closed society of water colourists,
whose members are also members of the Salon.
There are at present four examples of his work in
Montreal, the most important of which is the
“Hérodiade,” in possession of Hon. Senator
Drummond. Another was in the recent loan col-
lection at the Art Gallery, “ An Eastern Beauty.”
Mr. Drummond also owns “ Le Lendemain d’une
Victoire a I’Alhambra,” and Sir Donald Smith has
“Le Soir sur les Terrasses.” M. Constant came
to America some weeks ago and arrived in Mont-
real accompanied by M. E. W. Glaenzer, a dele-
gate from the French Government in connection
with the section of Fine Arts of the Exposition
Universelle of 188¢g. M. Constant is a man of
fine presence and figure and looks the real artist ;
he speaks very little English and is thoroughly
bound upin his art. His immediate business
here was to examine L’Hérodiade; the varnish
has become soiled to such an extent that the pic-
ture is in danger of being spoiled. To remedy it
is a work of some time, and the work is being
carried to Europe for that purpose. If done in
time it will be exhibited at the Exposition. M.
Constant was the guest at a dinner of Senator
Drummond, and met a number of leading Mont-
real citizens.



