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chiefly from the families of the clergy, maight upon advan-
tageous ternis procure board and the vpry higbest educa-

tion. The estate had, however, suffered so seriously from

what we call shrinkage in stocks, that the benevolent in-

tentions of the founidcer w-pre capable of being put into

practical forai only about a year ago. An exquisite, if

snall, property on the siopo of the mountain was pur-

chased, thoroughly equipped, and opened witb a curricu-
lumflot 100 compromising and a staff of satisfactory and
thorough promise. Though the founder was no soldier,

bis institute is known as The Trafaigar, and now in its

second year it shows the best of all proofs that it was greatly

needed,-a full house, a happy family, and an enthusi-
astic administration. The Lady-Principal is not a Cana-

dian, but an acquisition frorn the Athens of modern limes,

and, as she herseif admits, Ila Scot bristling ail over with

prejudices." Bot her soft brown eyes, and bier smile wbiclî

haunts you flot because it dlaimis a self.attracted homage,

but because it centres its liomnage in you, indicate that the
prejudices are as irin as the granite of hier native land for

ail that is good, and as solid against the un-good as are the

-oaks of bier adopted land.
The St. Andrew's Society's Bail, thougli not favoured

with the patronage of Vice-Royaity, was nevertheless a

a magnificent affair, and remnemberingY that it has been an

annual event for at least three years in succession, was

universally and enthusiastically eijoyed. But it forms a

strange comment upon benevolence. Its object is to pro-
vide, not an opportunity for the parade of fashion and

weaiîh, but fond and fuel for the great unfed andi un-

warm-ied. Out of a probable expendfiture of many thon-

sands upon dress, decorations, and supper, Ilthe returu "
is expected to bc two hundred dollars for charity. Charity,
-is love 1

The Acaderny of Music bas been crowded for thc wbole

of the week listcning Co Clara Louise Kellogg in the Eng-

lish Opera Comapany. B3orn in the South, though of New

England parentage, Miss K(lloge is 110w forty-six years of

age, in the full prestige of ber faine. Aident and gracefu]
in the extremne, with a voice of niarvellous flexibility, and

0f exquisite beauty except \vben she is tempted to strain
bier conipass beyond the legitimiate spbiere of real music,

lier naine is associated with tiot merely the revival but

the imnmortality of the opera. Foreign operas, in their
English dress wlîich bas heen siîperintended by herseif in

translation, training and chorus, will not lose their bold

over Erilish bearts. Tiiere. is a variety as well as a unity
in immortality. While Bach, Schumnann, Beethoven may
lie a perenniai source of the daintily-profoufld and the

profouandly-dainty for the select and the few, life will
indeed be not worth living when tbere breathes, in any
corner of tbis wide worl(l, a ingle bonest beart that cannot
find in Bl-,lin-i, Rossini, Verdi, Meyerbeer, or Balfo, a hope
for its despair, a coinfort for ils woe, and a rest for its
weariness and toil. VILLE MARIE.

TIIE L21KE SPIRIT.

A WOILLD of dawn, whiere sky and water merge
In far, ditu vapours, mningling blue in bine,
Where low ri inlled sbore.s shimm ter like gold shot through

Some misty fabric. Lost in dreams, I urge
With laiîguid oar îny skiff tbrougbh sunny surge,

That rings its mnusic round tbe rocks and sands,
Passing 'to silence, wbere far lying lands

Loom blue and purpling from the morning's verge.

I linger in dreams, and through my dreaming cornes,
Like9 sound of suiff-ring heard î hroughi battle drums,

An anguisbed cali of sad, heart-broken speech;
As if ome wild lake spirit, long ago
Soul-wronged, tbrougb hundred years its wounded woe

Moans out in vain across each wasted beach.

WILLIAML WILFRED CAmPIIELL.

LOUIS LLOYD'S LETTER.

(UR train had just left Medicine Hat. Medicinle Yat

.Jis one of those bony littie villages which lie here and

there, like maînniotb skeletonls, on the gaunt prairie along

the uine of tbe, C.P.R. between Winnîipeg and the Rockies.

I was dreaînily wondering whetber the smail boy bebind

muncbing apples, the porter before twanging bis banjo, tbe

men beside me snapping stili more irritating vocal chords,
or I mysoîf would romain master of the situation, wben
Garth Graf ton cami'e up burriedly, excitedly, with that

peculiarly feminine interrogatory exclamation:
Do you knou,, do you know, rny dear, who the tail,

gray-baired man is to whoîn IVve been speaking 1"
I confessed nîy ignorance.
"That man is Charles Dudley Warner"
"Charles Diidiey wbio î "

"Charles Dudley Wamner."
IlWeli, tbink of it, just think of it - the author of the

delicious MJy Summîer in. a Garde n and -Backlog,
Studic8, and-and-Oh! you must know. Wol 1 was

standing on the platformn, and the Assistant General Man-

ager came up and asked us into bis private car. Mr.

Warnor was there, and repeated the invitation, so wo 're

4going."
I was suddenly filied with a sickening sense of fear,

of aimost nameiess dread. I don'l suppose I shall over

experionce such feelings again titi the trumpet sounds, or

titi I meet another real, live author of whose works, nay,

of whose very existence, I amn in total ignorance.
"Not now arne 'j" ontiued arlhlast. 4"Not
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know Longfellow, or Emerson, or-anyboidy. Have you E
h ard of Loweli't Have you beard of Whittiem i Porbaps1
you wouid like me 10 tell you wbo Mark Twain is i Not
be.trd of Chartes Dudley Warner! and Vve been saying
wo are bis most ardent admirers. Weil, I don't care; I i

am, aI any rate, 50 you must just gel ont the best way you
can."

Garîli is a Canadian doublée d' une Americaine. I arni
sorry 10 bave te say it in French, but fear that the -Eniglish 1
version wouid ho even more incomprehensibte. Hilowever,1
if the editor insists-lined witb-no, you sec this is reatly E
a case of lingual poverty. Gartb knows lots of American
littérateurs more or, less personatly. I don't lhink I everi
spoke 10 R genuine author in my tife ; Iinean one who bas i
bad bis lbings printed witbout paying for it. You 'can ï
understaud the situation ; yon cati understand how an 1
unsopbislicated young journalist sbould long wilh a pro-E
digious longing tobehol"noticed " in bigb placeà, and how,i
under the circumislances, I should feel faint aItihe thouglit
of such notice. Laler, 1 believe, one grows calions, and
the people in bigli places are made on's footsoo-iI is a
consolation.

Mr. Wamner thon came in and repoated bis invitation.
Garlb, hugely pleased, was on the point of going ouI, wben i

a preînonitory motion of my foot witbhoid ber. We pro-i
mîsed Ici join the party anon.9

"For beaven's sake," I cried, after Mr. Wamner had
left us, "lfor l'eaven's sake tell me some of the names of
bis books. Quick 1 Can't you reurerber any characters,
auv scories iOh111Iui8h I badn't readlTire Oritic and
Luýe, and thought 1 was sludying Am.erican literature i
wben reading The Quick or the Dead ? '

Thon, as Garth atteînpted 10 satisfy mec wibb horrible
incobereîîce, theme fliited tbmough îuy mindthie possibility
of baving perused thie works a long Ltime ago, or being just
iii the middle of one of them, or-but Gartb got up
suddenly and wouldn't wait any longer. I rose also. My
mouth twitcbed int a gbastly simle. I knew how the
wbole thing moust tumfi ont. We should enter, and gel
luxîîriously seatod, and bave miles of prairie to look aI,
aud then-then Garth would talk Washîington and New
Orleans. Garth always talks Washington and New
Orleaus when she can ; it is ber fox's platter. Afler Ibis
Ibere would corne personai rmriniscences or some particu-
tam aspect of the landscape rigbit sugge8t a referenco by
Mr. Warner 10 bis lalest. Of course I did't know, only
thie nearest approach 10 Ran author we bad met on the way,
a Canadian pool, whenever the prairie was peýculiarly flat,
învariably cied, "lAh ! that reminds me "-and il ne-
mindod us 100.

My fingers were on the door-handle of the pivate car;
[ attempled'a hasly recapitubation.

IlOh, Garthb1 My gardon is what ? . . . My sumn-
mer . . . My . . . O please telt me just once
again. And thon, and then Babcock and thal sort of
thingî'1 ls Ihal ilf? 1 think you rmight wait. There was
anoîbor. Oh, there was anotber Backlake 1
Backwood'j . . . Blackleg't. -Btackleg studios i

"Oh don't go yol,Oh
Wo entered the cosy littho drawing-room aI the back of

tbe car. Mm. Wamner was tbore. On Iooking aI him again,
on examiningy hirn closely-I had not examnrd him before
-an indescribably re-assuriflg sensation came over me. 1
was certain a man who iooked tike that wouid ho inerciful.
If is a test, a very sharp test to bear your worýks are uttorly
unknown by somoeone, but soinchow 1 don't tbimîk a gen-
nine auth )r minds it. Thon wben Mr. Warner sroiled, bie
smile corresponded ho the anc Arternus \Vard taîks about.
Lt began at the bearl and worked upwards.

Mr. Wamner began spoaking te, both of us. You under-
stand I was atone on one side of the car, and .. and

.. and . . No, Garlh did'î start Washington,
but she sîarted sornething far wors-e-onrminercial IJni'n.
At any rate, wbat wiîh the noise of the train anrd the choice
of subjects, I found myself ouI of the discussion. There
remained an alternative between Robert Elsmere and 'the
prairie-I chose the prairie. Our interviews à trois
usually pass Ibis way. Garîli baving been sorne years on
American nowspapers, always distances me, so that if I

want anytbing particulaniy good 1 nmust simply Irade some
surreptitiously gained bi of information. lmi the present
case for the lithoe I bave been able 10 gel out of ber con-
cerning tbe conversation in the privale car, she wants the
heigbîs of two mnounlains and the average yield of wheat
on a yorrnger son's farm. L'il givo lier the average yield;
but two beiglits, two bonest lieigbts, not approximate ones
-weli . . . only those Ilwho wore bomn adding np "
wili nover realize what il is 10 part with a lieight. Gartb
tolls me Iliat Mr. Warner said, among other lhings, tlie
Canadians woro quile as democralic as the Americans, and
that the Canadian type liad yet 10 be developed. If il is
democralic 10 look forward 10 mansions in London witb an
anxiety people seldom evince conconing celestial abodes ;
if il is democratic Ici make your dollars the price of a
coronet, wby Ilion Mr. Wamner is right, and Canadians are
as democralic as Amenicans.

As I sat there contempbaling the prairie an English-
mnan tumned up, an Engbish wriler wbo proved very inter-
osting in bis way.

"lAh!1 " was bis first remark, Ilwe are slopping, stop-
pingif or water, for water for the ongine, I suppose-Ah!"

I supposed 80 toc.
The mystory of our stopping having been sobvofi, the

Englieli wiler wenté on 10 taik about literature. Ho knew
Mre. Humphrey Ward ,lie knew who the original was of
airnost every character in Robert Elsmere, and ho couid
claim tbc rigbt of bernoaning Maîthew Amnoid's dealli as
if he had been a brother. I erjoyed ,bim toc, wben be

ascribod, as one of bis chief reasons for disliking Atierican
literature, its orthographical error-the most distressing
of wbich seemed te be the neiy/doe.r witb a u (l wondered if
Mm. Warner spoît neighibour with a u, and if, slîould ho
net do so, I conid brirîg in this lack as an extenuittiîmg cir-
cumslance for my ignorance of bis work). 1'hen camne
soine remarks about Mr. Goldwin Soith, full of insight
and appreciation, and sensibility. Altogetber the Erîglish
wriler was extremely enlertaining with bis delicately spiced
literary talk and the gracefui manuers lie bad been far-
seeing enougb not te leave behind biii.

We dropped the private car' at sundown and didn't se
ils occupants again tili we reached Vancouver. And now
you are going to bo very m)uch_,sbocked, if not pityingly
amused, at my tirst-indeed at my imîpressions of the
iRockies tbrougbout. Wben 1 awoke and found mysoîf
surrounded by ail that austere, cold, awful magnificence
utterly free f ro'u any mnemory, 1 felt as if 1 lad been sud-
dcnly transported mbt a scarcely ini.shed Fifth Avenue
palace. The uninbabited chamibers, the unifîmniisbed halls
of the marvellous structure seerued fresh froin the bands
of the master builder, but anylbing fresb from the bauds
of the master builder very few of us, unfortunately, can
appreciate. Let the architecture be îîevem so perfect, we
must bave the bric-à-brac of quaint conceits and deticate
similes, the softiy bumning mieniories liglitening dim aicoves
-a poeI host te meel us on the tbresbold. Lt was Switzer-
land witbout lier history, ber guide bîooks, hem quaint vil-
lages, ber Byron an' Rousseau, everything, in fact, Ibat
goes te make the sauce piquarnte whicb the ordinary pal-
ate fiîîds il absolutely necessary aIl sconery should have.
At presont, therofore, tbe Rockies leave nie cold, as the
French say ; nom do I thinkz they are iikely to beave the
every day traveller in any other condition until we can
find the naines of Canadian beroes ongraven on tbeir
pines, until poet and painter shaîl have iiîterpreted tbem'
to us. But notwithslanding al Ibis, the Baiiff Hotel and
Glacier flouse insuro au ever incrvasing influx of Ameri-
cans; patriotic zeal miust tenipt crow(is of Canadians
thither; wie we may be certain the British wiIl patron-
ize these mountains as long as there romains a heiglit
unscaled or a cariboo.

And now, not being a Shelley, I would say no more
about the Rockios. 1 know it is very unsatisfactory to
dismiss them after Ibis fashion, but I stand bofore sucb
icy, inconîprebensible beauty jst Jike the poor iittle
French soldier 5100(1 before the Venus of Milo.

At Field we took the irst steps towards riding on the
pilot, by riding in the origine oîn and inaking friends
witb tbe chef engineer. This chief engineer proved a
most entertaining coïnpagnon de voyage. Hie spoke frankty
about the lino, about himself, bis fainily, ie present, paRet,
and future iife, i n a way tbat was exceedingly saiisfacîtory
te me. My knowledge of chief ongineers hanviîîg been
lirnited, as you niay judge from tihe fact Ihat I alluded to
tbem as Ilongine drivers," for which 1 was playfully cor-
rected, I was quito unprepared te discover se intelligent
and pleasant a specimen.

IlBefore 1 came te work on this line," said the chief
ongineer, I was on an American one, but the C.P. R. is
far abead of 'em. There amin'tiuch dtffîerncf in tlii' pa5ý,
that's truc, only on Ibis lino froîn the President biroseif
clear down te the porters there ain't leo differeîîce made in
a man's rîghts, and tbere's nothing stuck up about the
bosses."

Wbenl suggested tentalively the possibility of bis riding
one day t the other end of the car, our frieîid gave nie the
rather starlling information tbat he intended retiring next
year.

"lOh! I've been aI il long enougbi. You see 1 went
int the worksbops when I was a boy, and îow lin iii tbe
thirtios; l'in married, I've got children, and Ive mande
onougli money flow te build a bouse in Toronto, mid give
them a nico uitIle turn out. So l'in goiîîg t retire."

"Engine-driving must ho prelty profitable work if a
man in the Ibirties can retire from il under sucb condi-
tions," I romarked.

Wetl, I bav'nl got it aloriine driving. Before I
married I was spending al I got. It's the worst thing
for feltows on the lino not t10 ho marrieîi, they'll noever save
unless tbey are, but they'ii. go ini tbe lowns anîd tbrow
away every cent. My wife, she never'd put ber baud to a
thing before we was married. I golan engine ard we saved.
Thon as lime went on I got a farin and a ranch and now
they're the best in the country. My farm supplies ail the
western division of the C. P. R. wilh dairy produce, tbat's
the dining cars and the lbotls."

The chef engineer thon went on te0tell me tlhat bis
contrères owned" aimosl baif Vancouver." This statement
was doubltess rather prematuro, ttîough I saw good reason
for its ultimate lrulh wben considering the favourable
circumstances under wiîich C.P.R. employés work.
An engîneer gels four cents per mile, travelling on an
average 156 miles per day. I believe' you witt ind bis
wages 10 ho $156 per month, if you count twenty six days
in the monîli. Wbat exlraordinarily good pay Ibis is must
readily becoîno apparent wben you leara Ibat wages for
sirnilar work in England amount te0.£3 per week, and thon
the distance daity covered is from 200 to 250 miles 1

I regret to say that notwilbstanding my baving made
friends with the ongineer, notwitbstanding bis courteous
permission, I did not ride on the pilot af 1er ait; please
believe il wasn't fear that deterred me, il was-well, no
malter, as long as you wiii believo I wasn't afraid.

1 didn't tbink oîne couid find in Canada quch a botl as
the Glacier bouse; il stands at the foot of the geat glacier
thal rises in the hack ground and abo'.e theo pines like a
buge bit of home-made frosted cake. Lt is a sort of ideal


