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OCEAN TO OCEAN."

RAV LF~~~ a thousand miles up a great river;
J-Tmore than another thousand along great

lakes and a succession of smallei lakes ; a thousand
miles across rolling prairies; and another thousand,
through woods and over three great ranges of moun-
tains, and you have travelled from Ocean to Ocean
through Canada." Such is thejourney described in
"«Ocean to Ocean." The author in a modest pre-
face apologizes for literary mistakes, wvhich he begs
us to ascribe to the circumstances under which the
Diary wvas wvritten, and to the fact that, living a thou-
sand miles awvay fron- the printer, hie had no suflicient
opportunities of correcting the proofs. We cannot
say that this apolngy is needless. But the general
fresbiness and vividness of the Diary, its unflagging
interest, and the genuine aroma of 'wild and pictu-
resque travel by which it is pervaded, more than
make up for any literary defects.

Prince Arthur's Landing is the point from which
the E xpedition begins. The first stretch is to Fort
Garry. One of the incidents of this part of the jour-
ney is shooting the rapids in the Maligne River:

I'To shoot rapids in a canoe is a pleasure that
comparatively fcev Englishmen have ever enjoyed,
and no picure can give an idea of what it is. There
is a fascination in the motion, as of poetry or music,
wvhich must be experienced to be understood ; the
excitement is greater than. when on board a steamer,
because you are so much nearer the seething wvater,
and the canoe seems -'ich a fragile thing to conitend
with the mad forces, into the very thick o! wvbich it
bas to be steered. Where the stream begins to de-
scend, the water is an inclincd plane, smooth as a
bill iard table ; beyond, it breaks into curling, gleain-
ing rolîs, which end off in wbite, boiling caldrons,
where the ivater bas broken on the rocks beneath.
On the briak of the inclined plane the canoc secms
to pause for an instant. The captain is at the bow,
-a broader, stronger paddle than usual in his
hand-his eye kindling with enthusiasm, and every
nerve and fibre in his body at itS utmost tension.
Tbe stersman is at his post, and every man is
ready. They know that a false stroke, or too wveak
a tura of the captain's wvrist at the critical moment,
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maeans death. A push with the paddles, and,
straight and swit as auî artowv, tlue canoe shoots
riglt do'vn into the mad vortex ; now into a cross
current that wvould twist ber broadside round but
that every man fights against it ; then she steers right
for a rock, to wliih she is being rebsslessly suckzed,
aiîd on wliich it %e-nis as if she would be dashed
to pieces ; but a iapid turn of the captain's paddle
at the right moment, and she rushes past the black
mass, riding gallaintly as a racehorse. The wvaves
boil up at the side, threatening to engulf her, but
except a dash of spray or the cap of a wave, noth-
ing gets in ; and, as she speeds into the calm reach
beyond, r-11 dr-.tv long breaths and hope that ano-
ther rapid is near."

For the most part the journey was real poetry,
but the poetry wvas varied by rougher experiences
such as the following, wvhich marked the entrance of
the party into Manitoba :

"The next stage wvas to Oak Point, thirty-three
miles distant. The first hiaif was over an abomin-
able road, and, as we liad to take on the saine horses,
they Iagged sadly. The sun had set before wve ar-
rived at Broken H-ead Creck, only half-way to Oakc
Point. Somewliere hereabouts is the eastern boun-
dary of Manitoba, and we are not hikely to, forget
soon the rough greeting the newv Province gave us.
Clouds gathered, and, as the jaded horses toiled
heavily on, the main poured down furiously and
made the roads worse. It nas su dark that the
teamsters could not see the horses ; and, as it unfor-
tuiiately happened that neither of them had been
over this part of the road before, they had to give
the hlorses, free rein to go wvbere tbey pleased, and-
as they were dead beat-at the rate they pleased.
The black flies worried us to madness, and we were
aIl heavy wvith sleep. The hours dragged miserably
on, and the niglit seemed endless; but, at Iength
tinerging from the wooded country into the prairie,
wve saur the lighit of the station two miles ahead.
Arriving there wvearied and soaked through, we
came to what appearcd to be the only building-a
hialf-finisbed store of the Hudbon Bay Company ;-
entering the open door, barricaded with paint pots,
blocks of wood, tools, etc., we climbed up a shaky
ladder to the second story, threw ourselves down
on the floor, and blept heavily beside a crowd of
teamisters whom no amount of kicking could awake.
That night-drive to Oak, Point we 'made a note of. "'

The next morning, hourever, finds the sufferers
eating a goodl breakfast of mutton-chops and tea, and
then starting in their wvaggons to Fort Garry across a
prairie which was a perfect garden o! nature.
"ITaîl, bright yellow French marigolds, scattered in
ClUMpS over tbe vast expanse, gave a golden hue to
the scene ; and red, pink and white roses, tansy,
asters, bluebeils, golden rods, and an immense variety


