
THlE WEEK (DzCEmBzia llth, 1888.

ocaet, a chalet suppliecl witli ail the luxuries suggestet
by gond sense, good tasto and a French chef We spent
tho niglit thore, and next morning when Garth went to ini-
spect the Glacier more closely, I tramped off to look at
oneoaf the admirably constructed snow sheds buit over the
track. On my return while trying to study the idiosyn-
crasies of a youthful bear which was safely chained up in
the gardon, I fell into conversation with a navvy lazily
uunning hirnself close by. It being Sunday, there remained
nothing btter for him to do but to whittle lis time away, as
the clergyman in charge of navvy souls in this district has
the supervision of so large a field that lio cannot possibly
gather togthor ail the stray sheep at once. My friend
was taikative, almost garrulous, but I forgave him and
listened patiently when I rememuered the desolateness of
hie life. H1e had beon a soldier and came from England
originally. Af ter spending some years in the States, lie
found hie way to Canada. H1e has a mother and sister at
prenant in New York in very comfortable circumstances.
Whon I asked him why he didn't j oin them, he said:

1I did go ta osec 'em once, but I give yeu me honour
I wouldn't 'ave stayed. I walks in upou 'cm in top boots,
and fiannel shirt, and wide awake ; they looks at me and
say: 1'You don't expect we're goin' ta walk with you in
MIat rig, do you '' So boforo 1 knows where I arn they've
too)k me off ta buy things, and 1 cornes out in white collar
'ud thineooes and 'igh 'at, and muet walk with 'cm in

Broadway. Lord 1 if the clothes 'ad satisfied 'em. But no,
they muet ail plague me for this and plague me for that,
and me just f rom the weet. Sa I says ane day: Lord!1
if you dan't like me,' I says, 'l'Il be quit.' So off I gae,
and I give yau me honour there's a lot of fellowe as does
the smre, a lot as juet beaves borne be.-ause they're plagued.

IlWhat kind of men is navvies ? Oh, some's prtty
rough characters, and there's others as is school-masters
from England, 1. give yeu me honour, schol-masters from
England juet gaining a dollar a day. The work's not bad
in ummor but in winter it's terrible, 1 can't stand it, I
give yeu me honour I'm gin' back ta the States.

"Any mines about 'erei Well therc's anc just near,
*worked by about thirteen men., You sec it's this way. A

mnu goee knockin' about and lie finds a place lic thinks
likely. Then he gae ta Donald and buys a permit ta,
work hie mine for five dollars, and if it works lie can make
thousands. I've got someoare at the shanty 1 can show
yon if yau'd like ta sec."

1 said I shou]d like ta sec very much, se my navvy
brought me twa beautiful bits of quartz haîf cavered with

Iod, ilver, galena, and iran, and when 1 wanted ta pay hirn
for them ho turned himsecf away bhuffling and blushing
furiously, and refueing. ail the time. It was quite worth
whie I thauglit ta have bared for an hour and a half
through a semiinoaherout conversation ta find sa glittering
anid true a bit af metal in the end.

When we lft the Glacier it was afternoon. Soon after
pammng thie pint we lest sight of thc snow-covcrcd peake,
sud entered a land wherc the ambitians pine have reached
the summits of the mountains. As I was sitting in thc
eugine.room, I feît as if we rade same winged beast. The
finine, looked ucli a strang, living thing, se brave, that
I oouM readily tinderstand thc remark-"l Yes, ma'am, firet
my vifo, tIen my engine."

Niglt wae in lot pureuit of us, on, on she came acrase
the mnntains, thraugh the valleys, aver the streame, lier
dismond eyos flaehing, her cloud-hair streaming in the
wind. It was a niad race, but, panting, sIc overtook us
ahiaset on the bardera af the Illiûilliwait, Then we spcd
on calmly througli a calm land, now catching glimpees af
the >torches of fantastio salmon-fishers as they seared
tb.eir prey in the dark lake ; now of the poor, docrepid
littim villages of the Ohineso navvics wlio are dropped at
raùdom along the lino and forccd ta shif t for themeelves as
but they oan amidsh this desalation.

1After a morning spent in acute agony wîulc travelling
over tho bloodcurdling track the train follows at a dizzy
hoiglit above the Fraser River, wo roached Vancouver in
au excoptionaliy grateful frame of mmnd. We did not sec
Mr. Warnor there till some days later, but 1 ehould like
to t11 you about aur iaeh tabk with him befare 1 bogin ta
describe thie place.

.Mr. Warner spent eiglitheure in Vancauver and thon
weuit on ta Victoria, We wero very kindly invited ta

&ti hIe party," which invitation wc accoptcd. Yeu
dan piture the liera of tlie expedition standing on tIc
deck of the Tose-Mite, as the ea8tern magnate called it-you
eau picture a taîl, erect figure with grcy beard and aquiline
iioae, pale cheeks and longieli grey liair, and eye-I don't
tbnk I lad botter try ta describe the eoye. I have
attempted it soveral times and Gartli always says:Il"That's

'nt a bit lîke thhm." Tlie fact is, I have nover seen any-
à thiýng like them, I have nover seen cye at once so clever

sd go haneet, eyes that had cxamined and understood se
rnuch, and that yet were nover tired af watching every
objeot, every expression whicli pased. Mr. Warnssr didn't
ueem pitched in a diffrent way from thase about him, lire

Iie-ymphony was ouiy being played several octaves higlier

1hhau that of ordinary peoaple.
SWe mt ou the dock af the Yosemite as it fitted over

the twilit watersmooth, mist-haunted waters, where the
Wsande flostcd tarpidly like lazy sea-manstors, and listened

-bt him talk, listenod ta hie endiess reminiscences of literary
,folk-not once did ho allude ta himseof or ta hie own worke;

hwI appreciatod this reticonco I Hie criticisme wcre
fair sud deligltfully impersonal, quite unconeciously

,i i put work ta the test hie own can bear rio well, rying
it on the touclishone of voracity and implicity. Amang
mnodern European noveliete hoe eemed te like Turgenef im-
înenmelyTh'. conmbination of truth and art in thiti Rue-
st#.i w ,ie old l ot do- -1r-i-- t-a- pssa. hj-

should enjoy exccedingly teling you ail I cen remember of
thc quaint, droîl, dainty thing8 Mr. Warner said on that,
ta us, memoraîbe trip to Victoria, but 1 am not a reporter
you know, and I don't think Mr. Warner would thank me
fer daing wbat the contadine rudely but truly say in
"Romola "-swallowing a thing and then-yau rem'ember.

And 110w I waet you ta catch a glimpsc of Mr. Wariier
as I saw him last at the Hotel Vancouver. Everybody
was busting about, and thc porter was crying, "lAIL aboard
for the cast-goieg train." I was not going off by the eest-
gaieg train. Indeed I don't know exactly what I was
doing at ail in the entrance, but that-well, Mr. Warner
came up to say Ilgood-bye." Hie didn't say only Ilgood-
bye," le said some other tbings I shaîl always remember
and try.to follow out. 11e told me above ail thiege ta
be truc and simple: ta observe evcry detail with ininite
cane ; ta avoid Ilapt quotations " for tliey arc azy and
sipshad. Then lie wishcd me succesThere was a
rush, a rumbbing of wlieels, and lic was gane. Louis LLOYD.

THE NEWSPAPER 0F THE FUTURE.

T 11E pragrese of civilization, it lias beexi said, miglit with
Iaccuracy le measured by the manufacture of sulphuric

acid. At iret siglit it seeme an antinomy : what lias. thc
manufacture of 112504 got ta do witb aIl that we meen
by "4civilization ? " But it is not the trangeet standard
of measunement that bas been suggested for this most
coniplicated procese known ta man-the upward mavement
of the buman race.. Some one, wlom 1 forget, but it is
quoted by an enterprising manufacturer and advertiser of
eoap, las said that this article, soap, migît le takon as
cîvilizatian's unit of me&surement!1 Migît wo nat even
take the advertiser limscîf as the best unit i We caîl thie
an age of progrese, but lias anytling in this age pnagresscd
(ahem 1 is it progress, or is it reirogression î-all apologies ta
enterprising advertisere) faster than thc means and methode
of advcrtising i Surcly the meane end methods of adver-
tisieg are a better and more comprebensive standard of
measuremeet than sulpliuric acid or soap. It is a test of
rapidity and facility of intercourse, riot only betwcen villages,
towns, ci tics, provinces, nations, but evenbetwcen continents
and bemisphenes. It is a test of the increasing wants of
the people, and incrense of wants bas been taken as a sign
of civiization, for wants niay mean not wealth and leisune
alene, but improvcd metliods in processes of ail dcscrip-
tiors-antistic as wcll as economic. t i8 a test of general
intellectual activity, for if thc majority did flot read adver-
tisenients advertising would not exiet. Above alI, it is a
test of Ilpueli," and Ilprîsh " is the keystone of pragrees,
if not even ite fouîsdatian stone.

llowever, the future will, 1 believe, use a stranizer unit
of nîcasurement tlan even 112504, soap, or advertise-
mente-tape, eamely. Our fonefathers knew of anc tep
anby, and so important a anc was it that the bouse in whîch
it was contairîed was termcd a 14Tap-bouse!" How have
taps increased in number since thc deys of the Tap-house !
Every roam in eveny liause nearly now las taps-weter
tapa or gas tape. Then there arc tape for eledtricity ; soan
there will le tape for motive power-taps for turning an
lot water, bot air, or steam-beat taps-we have already.
Soon, 1 verily believe, we shaîl have newepeper tape I The
newspapor of thc future will le nothing mare or Lse than
a brase tap ta le turned on when we choose-at breakfast
for the morning paper, af ter dinner for the ovening edition,
and any tirne during the twenty-four houre for a epecial
edition. Thc most impartant part of the future newepaper
will be a phiono grapîr, which anybody cen subecnibe for as
naw le subecribes for a tebepliane. Instead of reading lis
newepaper le will li8ten ta it. But this by no means ex-
plaine low a tep will supplant paper and print, my reader
will eay. No, let us trace the wholo pracees from hIe
work of tlic war correspondent an the battbc-field tathIe
brase tap in tIc library:.

Thc war correspondent *ill take witl him a quadruplex
field telegraph wire. By an ettacbed apparatus le will le
able not anly ta dictate tlrougl this wirc ta tIc central
office of tIc Il Associated Press " or IlNews Agency " al
lis despatches, but will aIs ea ble, by means of a camera
obcura, ta send illustrations af what is actually passing
lufore bis eyee. Sa that ta thc receivieg end of the wire
will came the carrespondent'e report, a picturo of the rag-
ing battle, and even the thunder of tho cannon and the
groane of the wounded. That thie le quite witîin thIe
bounde of proability anyane who bas meditated an the
future possibilities of the telephorie, the plionagrapli, and a
combination of a stcreapticon with an ebctric current wil
admit. Portraits wcre sent ly lectricity yoare ago; it is
only a few steps ta scnd portraits or ipicture taken by a
camera obscura ly elcctricity. Wlen this is donc, alilje
donc. Thc sulecriber, sitting at case in hie arm clair, in
hie library, opposite a white ebeet in front of whicli is a
stereoptican, will have only ta turn on the Grapltic tap, or
thc Yew York Herald tap, and at once liecacn listen ta
Mr. Balfour waxing wroth witli Mr. Dillon, or see thc
G.O.M.'s collar wilting as ponderous sentences are poured
fortli againet ahl Liberal Unioniste.

But what about the leading articles 1 That ie. simple.
The editor or editors wilb merely lave ta telk into a phono-
graph. Sa, toa, witl the "lAgony column." Advertisere,
instead of sending Ilcopy," wil spoak into a tube leading
ta thc central collccting and systematizing phanagrapî
operators in oaci newepapcr office. Wlieh a saving of ink
and paper, and type, end campositors ? Wlrat a saving al
round ? Na farty thousend dollar presses, no rode cof

paper, no.proof-readere. Only a dynamo, e conibination of
phonogrspî, heeplione,gn~d tobograpli,.&ud ditribuhing
*wires. T. ,.H

THE BATTLE 0F THE PLAIbS.

INSORIBED BY PERMISSION TO DR. FRANCIS PARKMAN, THSE HISTORIAIS.

0 FATE, what shadows flit within the pale
0f momory's maze, as seeming near, the wail

0f herces' bopes, spent in the rage of war,

Bring-s echo from the past a-seeming f ar!
How pause we on the verge of living joy
To sean the mirth aud woe of life's alloy
Writ red, on history's page,-a tale ungrate
0f glory's prowess bore of tribal hate!
Athwart these plains, where armies erst have fought
In short-timed trife, we stili would glide in thouglit,
To read heroi- day.dream in the forme
0f gathering clouds, arrayed for battle-storms,
To watch the flash that livid gleams on deatb
While rears its thunder o'er the torrid beath.
18 that the pibrocli of the Celtic braves
That calis contending kinsmnen to their graves ?
Are these the shouts of liberty that guide
To slavery a budding nation's pride ?
Adown the bollow there Inay Stijl be found,
Near by an obscure pillar, helmet crowned,
The spot revered, where Wolfe victorious feul,
Within the sound of Mentcalm's dying knell.
'Twas yonder up the siope, in full array,
While yet the scene w5.s one cf doubtful fray,
lHe saw, through haze of death, bis trusty Celt
Rush at the foe: 'twas here bis great heart f elt
At once the greatest mortal jey and pain,
Seul-wrung with victory as hie passedl witLi.

Abreast the lines tbe bero fell, in the thickest cf the f ray,
And hie wbispered near him net te tell, tili victory crowned tbe day:
As lie ay upon the greensward siepe, witb anguieli in bis eyes,
His seul stili bounded, winged with hepe, te grasp ambitien's prize.

A patriet trained, bis king he served : bis ceurage neyer failed
Against his wearied body nerved, bis spirit neyer fsiled:
If lie feit bis race its goal lied found, fer buxn vas glory's zain
In thre hopes that stili dared bever round bis battle-fleld cf pain.

A moment's thouglit fer these le ved ie the dear old English bomne,
And then again bis longings roved te sift the cannon's boom:
Will lie die befere tbe victer3' assured la in bis ears,
To sound the valedictery cf bis earthly bepes and fears ?

Ah 1 ne, for stands a messenger with tidings fromn the plain,
Wbese troubled smile is harbinger cf jey repressed by pain;
Fer lie knows bis general's dying fast, wbate'er the news lie bears,
And biselieart, witli sadness evercast, bis zeal restrains witb tears.

Yet stooping o'er the prestrate forrn te catch the liero's eye,
Hie tells how fast bef ore the storm, they run the musketry-
IWho rue?"I the general quickly said, theugli ne fear was in bis face,

For of nething was lie 'er afraid, unless it were disgrace:

Bssides lie knew biserose were brave, tried veterans in the fleld, -
Frein Leuisbeurg victoriens wave that seldem thougbt te yield:

And when the soldier knect to tell how the foc, it 'vas that ran,
Se soen !"I was all that f eebly f ellf rom the lips resisting prain.

"Send Burton," and lie breathed again, "lte check tbem je retreat,
To guard St. Oharles's bridge and plain, and make secure def eat"
Aies ! 'twas dnty's last liebest, in fintest whisper sigbed,
rior deatb bis soldier. victim pressed and would net lie defied.

But now te him death lrad ne sting, thougl iei years bad been but lirief,
For hoe knew bis deeda would joyous ring te soothe a motber's grief:
'-Now God lis praised,"I his last words carne, *' for happy do I die,"

And those around hlm knew bis fame was immüortality.

And Stijlitbe centuries love te tell cf victory's glorieus sheen,
That gilde the plain wbereen lie f cIl, te keep bis glory green ;
For bis renowf lei Englend's niglit that flnds bier own the lame,

0f th,,se who death have dared in figbt, for the bonour of bier name.

With spesd of liglit, as on the silvered plate
0f phiotographie art, the tinte innate,
On faflcy's filin, liegrimmed withb little lireath,
GrouP animate areund the hero's deatb.
Across the gorse-clad plein, in dawn's faint liglit,
We Stijli wuld see the prelude of the figlit,
And breethes watch the Panoramic view
0f red-array on battis field anew ;
flehold the invader's columes press th, edge
0f slopes wern beadlong near the river's sedge!
Witb nature for defence On further side
The lof t bettalien, steeled witb veteran's pride,
Turneste the field, for ne defeat preparsd,
Tii! fate and deatb its courage tried bave dared.
Fromi neighbouring woods a gallant lire declares
The fos astir : and then the mnessage nears
They're on the march-a band te reacli St. Foye,
While tbree divisions or the plaine deploy.
At flrst attack disturbs tbe British flank,
As tribute-cleîmns it draws from1 every renk;
But Townsbsfld and bis men, With Speed cf wind,
The aid desired for cotrrades wavering flnd,
While Stijl their general's.fr-iendby voice rings eut
To reessure brave mon witb valeur' 5 about.
And now we ses, as fency's freaks liehove,
In liglits phailtesmie, Frenchi and British move
To reset in maiddlo sbock, net far a-field,
Where pro wess overpewerod by fate ruust yieîd.
The Frenchi, yet hoedbe8sscf the Storn advence
0f kilted silence, soon the strifo commence
Thoir fitf e! volleys on the Britishl ines.

But mark the wounds whicb mnarching courage tînes
By flling up the lireacli, at duty's cal!,

By darieg deatb'5 demandes as oorrades fail!
The havoc gret; yot, neyer wavering îead,'
The British cohorte march with fearleas tread,
Nor fire a sbot, howe'er their wils rebel,
Till et command their every shot can tell.
But wben thre word goesforhlb, the vAbe la filled
Wt thundrdu" firO a nah#on', PrdO bah drllled


