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LETTER FROM E.VGLAND.

WHETHER to-day's pageant onds riotously or peacefully, the occasion will

be a landmark in En gland's political history. The right of public

assembly whicb the people have long onjoyed, and whicb they have

seldom abused, lias now been summarily withdrawn. We owe this to the

Social Democratic iFedération, who, by their attacks on the West End

shopkeepers last year, prepared the way for genéral acquiescence in the

prohibition of all such public gatherings in the future. The choice of

to-day for a second Social Deémocratic Demonstration bas sottled the

niattor, and there will probably be no other. A precedent had long beon

wanted for putting an end to foolish and menacing processioning, and

the police autboritios, allowed a free baud by the Government 110W in

power, have established a right wbicb nobody will ever again serioucly

cali in question.

THE Social Démocratic Fedération is led by a few English fanatics,

encouraged by numbere of foreign socialistic refugees, and followed

by a crowd of tbe worst characters in the Metropolis. The leaders

themselvos are not exactly what the teachers of a new gospel

ougbt to be. The author of the IlEarthly Paradise" » ay be pardoned

for taking a poetical view of social duties ; but being also an employer

of labour (he is a fine art paper docorator), and notorious for hie

imperious rule in the workshop, hie advent as a socialistic lecturer

was bailed with universal ridicule, under wbicb hoe soon had to retire-at

all éeonts, from the emnùently practical work of the Féderation as carried

on by Mr. llyndman. Mr. Morris is allowed to theorise in peace, taking

witb bum the respectable élement in the original Fedoration. Mr. Hynd-

mian is now, therefore, solo rulor, and hie followere-wel],' well-his

followers may bo jiudged by the fact that tbey still follow hin, notwith-

standing the revelations in the County Court the ochor day, from whicb it

appears tlîat ho is numbered anmong the groat Ilunemployed " at present.

The bulk of bis admirers also belong to the great Ilunemployed."

LORD R. CIIURCIILL'S sudden conversion to theI "Closure " bias alarmed

corne of the foî'emost mon of the old Conservative Party. Hie latest

utterance pointed to closuro by a bare majority, and already lie bas

been warned that ho wotild not carry the wbole of the Tories witb him if

such is hic design. Ono fasliionable Coneervative organ hints that ho

aspires to play tlîe part of King Stork. Ahl the camne, thore is a géneral

accent to tbo prédiction that sornebody will bave to assume that sort of

kingebip presently, althougb everybody proteste against being counted

among the froge.

MR. GLADSTONE himself lias contributed not a littie to Lord R.

Churcbill's popularity. Tho G. 0. M.'s rnanner as well as bis matter bias

become so distasteful to ahl but the ignorant classes tbat the cynical

unscrupulousnees of bis young rivajl is acpted as a refreshing change.

Conscious of having los't caste witb the educated classes, and knowing

that bis only chance reste witli the populace, Mr. Gladstone bas iatterly

enveloped himef in that niantle of piety, which formerly hoe partially and

only occasionally wore. Sanctirnoniousese goos down with tbe crowd,

who cannot understand a good argument, but c-an always approciate a good

motive. Mr. Gladstone lias not evon attomptod to anewer Lord Bra-

bourne's articles on tbo hîstorical aspect of the Irish Question ; hoe merely

chif te hie ground, and "ladmires the spirit " in wbich the controvercy is

being éarried on ! The people do not read Blackwood's Magazine, but they

do road Mr. Gladstone's letters, and the conclusion arrived at is that the

author of the séparation echemoe knows ail about Irish history, and

forgives thoce wicked noblemen who say hoe doos not. Hic obstinate self-

riglbteousness constitutes the chief danger of the situation. You knock

aIl hic argyuments to pieces, and kick bis historical evidence to tbe winds.

Straightway, inctead of repenting, hoe turne round and prays for you.

Evidently lie rnoane to go on bis xvay, and so long as ho can keep up the

rôle of a pcrsccuted saint hoe will carry the well-meaning, simple-minded

multitude along with hirn. No wonder that the ebamelees profligacy-

politically cpeaking-of Lord Randolpb Churchill receives sucb consider-

able toleration, especially as ho bas gained the popular ear, and is the only

available antidote to Gladetonicîn in that quarter.

AmoNG. the many echoînes afloat for permanently commcmorating Her

Majesty's Jubilée, that for continuing the Colinderies as a Colonial Instituto

ceorne likely to collapse, partly for want of definition, partly througb comn-

niercial opposition. A Colonial Institute may ho a very decirable tbing,

and wben clear ideas are formed of ite aime, it wîll flad plenty of support.

But thece South Kensington Exhibitions are becoming unpopular with the

trading and shopkoopingr intereets in proportion to their popularity witb

the pleasure.soeking public. Not in London only, but in every consid-

erable provincial town, is the shopkeeper deprived of his legitimate customi

hy the flow of pocket-money, in one huge Stream, during six or eight

months of the year to the colossal bazaar at South Kensington. The

word lias gone forth, just as this year's exhibition is closing, to discredit

it in every possible way. Seeing that it bias been in ail respects the best

of the kind ever held, we may conclude that the newspapers and tlîeir

clients have their own reasons, and very strong cries, for putting an end

to these periodic shows.

MESSRS. CASSELL have juat started a new, fashionable magazine,

entitled The Lady's lYorld, the get.-up of wbicb is superb, and the price

even more so-one shilling. But the most striking feature about the new

venture is the illustrated fashions, whicb are set out on what seemi to have

beon living figures, instead of the idealised insipidities which have done

duty for fasbionably-attired ladies in ail simi!ar publications hitherto.

London, 9th November, 1886. ANCHOR.

SA UNTERINOS.

THAT it was quite possible to enjoy if e, Anastasia, the Youtb, and I discov-

ered laet summer, and to do it in the orthodox and approved fashion set by

those who leave town for the purpose, without eitber going a prodigious

distance or paying a prodigious price. These negative advantages were

supplemented by a positive opportunity of gaining some knowledge of

local life and character as it is in the Province of Ontario. Local life and

character being sought for by Canadians usually anywhere but in Canada,

we were fired by a son se of originality in our plan to discover it in the

wilds of Prince Edward County.

Thero may be a few among the great untravelled that do not live in

the vicinity of the place who will follow us geograpbically to the IlSand

Baniks," on the shores of Lake Ontario. A dotted lino vaguely indicates

themn on the map, which gives no sign, however, of their being inbabited.

The most speculative arcbitoct of castios in the air would neyer dream of

constructing upon the basis of that wavering and watery indication the

magnificence of a pine palace for the accommodation of the transiont

public, flankod by a grocery and surrounded by every sylvan and sandy

attraction: yet such there is. The sand banks are phénoménal, and where

there is a phenomenon there je sure to be a hotel.

To get to Picton from almost anywhere in the summer, one sails up

the long, narrow, picturosquoly irregular Bay of Quinté. Thrice happy is

he who takes the trip in that magical time between the day and the dark-

nees of the glowing July weather, when the littie steamer almoat noise-

lessly furrows hier way througb the stili, shining water, with its dark tree-

shadows and sunset tinte of rose and amber, carrying hier voyagers, one

fancies, to some sure hayon where the purpie and tbe gold and the violet

and the opal do not slip away. The solid old farm-houses that send their

straggling boundaries down to the stoep, rocky, moss-grown water's edge,

have a look of having beon built for comfort and endurance. The fences

are aIl of stones piled on top of one another. Here and there the blossoni-

ing water betrays the idyl of a love-tryst at the water-foot of one of

these primitive divisions, where Corydon and Phyllis are discussing the

advisability of taking it down. And now and then our little craf t makes a

convulsive hiatus in ber peaceful puffing toward an ideal port, and rubs up

along a weather-boaten old wharf to recoive a solitary passonger, or corne

haîf-dozen bags of an agricultural produet, the lumpy and uninterosting

nature of wbich will nover be made public througb the medium of this

pen. One feels disposed to speculate upon the forgotten past of these

discouragred-lookingy littie settlements, eacb with its demoralised landing

or dilapidated pior, its dusty road curving down to *the water out of the

woods and pactures, aînd its church spire rising from a parti-coloured

sprinkling of village bouses, and softly throwing its doctrinal significance

against the evening sky-a chapter folded back in a book that fow tamn

the leaves of; and yet wbat open page of Canadian history is more bravely

illuminated than that which burns with the steadfact loyalty of the strong-

hearted ten tbousand who preferred allegiance as subjects to disaffection as

citizons, even at the exponse of ail that exile meant in 1783

1Tr is ton o"clock whon we puif into Picton, and at eleven we are driving

tbrougb the soft radiance of a July mnoon, that shows us on one side of thé

road symmetrical niaples, set out by the beauty-loving Prince Edward

County farmers; on the other, glimmering whîtely throughi the dark

codars and wild undergrowtb, the eand banks that bave given the narrow

peninsula its local fame. Here and thore the sand lias gradually forced

its way tbrough and over the trees to the road, which curves in as the

sure yearly encroach is mnade. Silhouetted against the sky, the dead cedars

stretch pathetic arms above us, and evory now and thon a plash from Lake

Ontario, quiet to-nigbt, sounds from, bebind them. Two hours of this and


