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for \Vealth," and the reckless heartlessness
(_)f unprincipled speculators as well asthe
‘Mevitable Nemesis that follows at last, atteact-
ed universy) attention, and it may be hoped
that Some, at least, would profit by its moral
Mr. Reid’s Canadian picture of ‘‘Foreclosing
the MOl'tga,‘..Ye,” well known here, must not he
forgotten among the pathetic pictures of the
Xposition, A striking canvas, ‘The Curse of
the Family,» presented a vivid picture of the
‘Curse that over-shadows so many homes, and,
n Connection with this, one could not but
class among the pathetic aspects of the Fair
t. € immenso trophy of bottles of malt and dis-
tilleq liquors that formed too conspicuous
& feature of the Ontario exhibit. Considering
that it i generally admitted that two-thirds at
least of our crime and poverty, not to speak of
Undermined physical powers and premature
eaths, are caused by the contents of these
::::9 bottles, one need not be a very c;'{tremc
berance advocate to feel that this is indeed
One of the pathetic aspects of the Fair, and
t“ % people us well as individuals sometimes
B'ory ™ in what ought to be ** their shame ! ”
One more exhibit, which now awakens the
Most Pathetic associations, must be noticed,
¢ magnificent model of H M. war steam-
:0]0” Victoria. This fine model, costing
~ >900,gives a comyplete and good-sized repro-
Ucltlun of the superb but ill-fated steamer,
wh"{h 50 needlessly went down with her
Brecious freight of lives. There she is, with
er Wonderfully complete cquipment of life-
ntific appliances and munitions of
that gl most complete, as it was thought,
1p had ever possessed, and yet all could
::;tn?d\e her from the desbruc?ion wrought in a
ent by the seeminy caprice of one human
:(:ile!‘ The model has answered @ purpose
¥ contemplated when it was first placed

.(~1'e to show the glory of Britain’s navy, in
v;‘i?gi"g before the minds of millions, more
dly than any words could ever have done,

' “ﬂ‘t‘cting details of that tragic event which
wil] doubtegy be to future generations almost
Memorable an incident of this year of our

o, 3 . .
" ‘l‘ a8 has been the great Columbianu Exposi-
01 itself,
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MY OWN COUNTRY.

®sterday and all last night, T was travel-
o by train through an alien country ; a? day-
owyy I E‘rossed the frontier aud awoke in my
“\ro‘u ’hleste.rday was dreary ; the road ran
inge :: & wilderness of rock and scrub and
910:1(1 Ing snow.overhung by motionles.s gr.ey
ing bz:' BUt.thlS May morning the sun is shin-

ml‘g:ltly in a sky of fleckless, stainless blue.
Wlliﬁe]g} the car-window I look out upon
acre Vl]laggs and farmhouses dotting broad

S of cultivated land. Between yesterday

:%-day, the contrast is complete in weather
°0unltn lﬂndscupe ; but that alone does not ac-
thant for the joy in the air or for the song

°d by the noisy car-wheels.

. very feature of the peaceful landscape I
hag itseﬁn a thousand time.as before. In ll'tt]e
relnemcb a“ged since the time that I can first
fapnr: OF 1t Its aspect is as friendly and
face ;?r a8 the face of my mother, .Ib is the

ouge Iy mother. There is th(? tidy farm-
Wing,, Just showing its roof and chimneys or a
W and a bit of wall from amid a tuft of

¥ orchard boughs., The season is early as

v
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yet, but soon the clump of apple-trees will be
a cloud of white blussom and then a wall of
green around the homestead. At one side are
the stables, the huge wooden barn and the
stack-yard. One farmhouse is much like an-
other.  All wear a look of thrift and comfort,
From each a long green lane runs through the
broad fields to the back of the farm. The
fields are all divided by the same fantastic zig-
zag fences of blackish-grey rails. The maples
and elms in the lanes and fence corners are
not yet in leaf, hut the yrass is showing its fivst
most  tender green.  The strong  sunlight
shoots it through and through with yellow
tinges giving it the brilliant color of some
strange gem.  Most often the lanes are unbro-
ken ribbons of green dividing the dark loamy
fields ; but here and there the heavy waggon-
wheels have passed and scored the ribbon
throughout its entire length with two parallel
carthy lines. The long tields show dark yel-
Tow and dark brown, almost black, rich in pro-
mise of harvest, This morning, they are stir-
ring with men and horses ; for this is May-day
and the farmer goes a-planting.  Sometimes it
is the red-painted drill which does tho work ;
but more often the man takes the place of the
machine. The sower goes forth to sow as he
has for a thousand years in a hundred lands.
With his sowing-sheet on his shoulder, he
strides across the furrows, and flings the grain
broadeast on the mould with a rapid spreading
wotion of his right hand.  The jumping,
twitching harrow follows and the fickd is sown.
Mile after mile is swiftly passed, and the
scene, though perpetually changing, is perpet-
ually the same. The sight of it refreshes the
eyes that have grown accustomed to another
landscape ; and the spirit of gladness so plain
in earth and sky has touched my heart and
stirred my pulses.  In my earsis a new-old
song, which never sounded so clear before,

The loud insistent clank and roar of the
train shapes into a sort of never-ending chant;
and clearer and clearer words like
these:

My country ! Mine, mire, mine! nmy own.
This land brought me forth, bred me, gIves mo
the means of living. However poor, it is
still mine. T am part of it and of no other.
My country, mine.

My country, mine! Within the shadow
of a hittle church in this land, at rest under
the sod lie the hones that took the pains  for
me,  She who held me to her breast and saw
her own face in my childish eyes, lics at rest
in this land. Tt is my own by the graves
within it. My dead are here. My country,
mine !

My country, mine ! In this corner of the
earth was my child’s Eden, my paradise.
Here I knew the days that were all sunshine,
the years that were all summer. Here I knew
the first true comrade hearts. In this land
the mother of my child grew to womanhood.
In a home in this land she nurses her haby
at her breast. I cannot live my life again. By
the joy that it has given me as well as the sor-
row, this land, this and no other, is mine and
mine forever. My country, mine !

come

Over and over again do words like these
sing themselves into my brain in a roaring
anvil chorus of iron wheel on iron rail. No
one but a son of the soil knows the music of
that chant; or the pride and love which it
awakens in his heart, asho looks out upon the
broad, bread-giving fields of the old province.

Nor is the song without its accompani-
ment<and loveliest of obligatos. The iron
road is laid along the river bank. Beyond
these happy fields, I catch glimpses now and
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then of the great, blue river. The music of
its unheard rhythms is sweet; I can read it,
though 1 canmot hear. The noble river is.
meeting me : and I must travel by it for half
a day. Its presence is revealed now ina
glimpse of blue water or torn white rapid ;
now in a broad sheet of glittering wavelets ;
again, only a line marks where the river bluffy
stand high. It also is a friendly face. That
very water that I see has tlowed past many a
lake-port, past many a rivor-town T know, It
has tlowed past the town in which She lives; it
has flowed past Her door.  She lis locked out
over it at this moment ; the sun is shining on
it before Her door, as it is shining here, And
every turn of the wheels brings jme nearer and,
neaver Her,
ARCHIBALD MACMECHAN.
Dalhousie College,
Haulifax, N. S,
Ll —

JOTTINGS FROM RIO DE JANEIRO,

Monday, Sept. 18th,
The occurrences of yesterday are not
worth noticing. T spent the day with
friends, and slept at my friend
house,

Tripp's

At ten minntes past two AN, We were:
aroused by a terrific cannonading, whicl
with one intermission Listed until nearly
five o’elock a.m.  The rifle firlng
heavy during all that time. '

.()f caurse no one could telt what wag
gnmgf on, as we could not yee the ships
and forts on aceount of hilly betwee
We could only surmise that some of {he
ships were foreing the bar ana had heen.
dixeovered. J

When I reached town at about ten
am., It was said everywhere that the Re.
publica, a torpedura (the Marcilio Diaw).
and twao of the

was

M uy,

merchant steamery which
have been incorporated with the fleet,
had suceceeded In passing out of the bay,
In spite  of the tremendous cannonade,
These vesscls may proceed to Rio Grande
de Sul and bring up troops, in which.
case Meilo will easily win,

The city is in o pretty state of funk.
In the afternoon.—Jt jg now snid thypt
the s<hips which tried to 0 out;
all sunk.  This is a Government 1o,

A fricad who saw the shooting from

the forts, said it looked as it hell nad
been opened.

sWere

The state of siege wil} expire on Weg-
newiday, but in all probability will  De
renewed. The affair will not he finishea
for some time. )

There has been no more fighting since
this morning. There are seven demi
National Guards in the morgue, and
shell from the Republica killed elg-h't“
more in Fort Sao Jogo. ‘

iveryone (1) In the town has had a
narrow escape from death by shells, ete
I have not had a narrow escape, ult,lmugh.
I have been quite near where ahelig were
passing. A number of beople have pick.-
ed up pleces of shell whieh have faljep,
in the clty and exploded.

Tuesday, Sept. 19th, 5 p.m.

Some exchanges of shots occurred this
morning, otherwise ajl seems calm. I
have just learned from an officer of tp

e
8irus, that the vessels escaped all righ

t.
Wednesday, Sept. 20th.
The Aquidaban ang Trajano are again



