
REMINISCENCES POLITICAL AND PERSONAL

er, which had ail the respectability
and at tixues ail the duliness of ortho-
dox Toryism, and The V ail y Tel.-
graph, which was neither s0 duiii nor
se respectable. In The V ait y Tele-
grapk Mr. Phillipa Thompson appear-
ed as Jimuel Briggs, a graduate of
Coboconk University. For a time lie
reported the proceedings of thec Police
Court ini verse. Ilere is a sample
whieh 1 cannot forget:

Johnl Brownl
Wenlt dowin
Thirty days;,
Coldn l't raýisne
Thirev doIIars,
Peeler hollerg,
Yeni elpar
Out of here;
In that rooni
Wait vour doomu.

'What curions fag-ends repose at
the baek of one's xenory. As par-
liamentary correspondent of The
Daily Telegraph, 4Jimuiel Briggs de-
seribed a debate on prohibition. Hie
said that when the flouise rose the
members deseended to the restaurant
below, where they '"put down the
curse of the country witlr great sue-
eess''. The Daly, Telegraph, which
rau from 1866 te 1872, was one ofM'%r.
John Ross Robertson's ventures, and
during its too short 11f e displayed
vigour, courage and origiuality. When
1 returned home in 1876. after an
absenee of four years, n'y father said
thatle wasglad to have me bak,but
the faet that 1 brought a. copy of T'he

Gloe id not add to bis pleasure.
This 1 .submit as definite andi final
evideuce that my father was a Con-

Dryden and Camipbell and Goldsmiith,
Tennysein and Ljongfefl1ow and Whit-
t.ier, and even Mrs. Hlemanq and Eli7a
Cook more faithfuily or withi greater
reverence of soul. There, too, 1 hied
Don Quixote, andi that was a tazk;
Dickens, whom 1 stiil love, sneer the
intellectuals as they may, Thackeray,
who is neot for youth, and Scott, whio
is for ail ages and for ail time. This
village library hadl also a few stan-
dard biographies and histories, andi
somewhere 1 got Bugene Sue's "Wan-
derfing Jew" and Samuel Smiles's "Self
Hlelp». Upon that last book we now
bestow a smiling and tolerant patron-
age, but many a thirsty youth bas had
the ftrst draughts of the water of life
fron' its pages. 1 recali, toe, that at
this time I found in an upper roon'
of the farm-house where I lived two
or three volumes o! H<zrpe#'s Weekly,
withi Nast's cartoons, much serious
and instructive reading, aud a noble
poctical tribute, te Garibaldi, verses
o! which neyer have been erssed froin
my memory. One doubts if there is
now a weekly periodical iu America
of higlier standard than was Harper's
Weekly under thxe editorship o! Mr.
George 'William Curtis fifty years
ago. Thtis at least I know, that none
of its issues ever were read mord
greedily than those which. I diseover-
ed lu the farm-house at Salem's Cor-
ners. Hencefortt T'he New York
Lodger and the dime novels of Beadle
and Munro were treated with «aalii-
tsry nteglect". But who wotild fer-
get "Flardskuli, the Avenger» andi
"The Terror o! the Gulch» or the
dread fascination of depeat a<ven-

Ground". Who would deny bis; devo-
tion te Richard Lewis, snd Mrs.
Soutbwortb and Sylvanus Cob, Jun-
ior; to, Fanny P'ern andi John Gi. Saxe.
Milk for babes snd n'est for strong
n'en. If wedo nottkethe milk the.


