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\:}Ce to the claim of the Vancouver
fancouver is the only seaport on the
0 the Dominion that has a harbour
€ing entered at all stages of the tide
)'V;'seaso:: of the year by the largest
essels,” the Victoria Zimes replies:
of Esquimalt, which is the port of
deep draught vessels, is one of the

all sizeq inoi”t accessible in .the world. Vessels

the tido ,and air weather or in foul, at any stage

rough ¢ ,e R at all seasons of the year, can pass
land-lockeq ) oyal Roads to the capacious and
Station for ) a;)bm_‘f within, Esquimalt is the

€ best harl;zl acific fleet, and undoubtedly has
0 N0t degrac ;_r on the coast. In saying this we
rard Inlet, wh; 'tom the excellent harbour on Bur-
the Paciﬁ(,;_ ich is second only to Esquimalt on
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. LITERARY NOTES.
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Just djeg, * O0€ of the genuine American novelists, has

A life of
mep » seriesLl())rd Dalhousie is being written for the ‘¢ States-
Ex-p Y Mr. L. J. Trotter.
that g cSident G
at they are tg 4

;gg Is \vIriting his memoirs, and it is said
rin L
The Ro ondon.

;. No0se Publish;
5°Pyl‘lght for ulglcllShmg Company have received an interim
enge,» der Haggard’s new book, ‘¢ Miawa’s Re-
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are the ey books of interest, to be published in the autumn,

life Periences of G :
of .Henry Ward Be::}:'egf. Augustus Sala and the family
A llfe of D
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Y of ¢
by Mr. Thhi;

rielza Bacop, the advocate of the Baconian
" Org 11130f Shakespeare’s plays, has been written
€ Bacon, and will be issued soon.

In the 3
libray .
the Bible li?xmslg of Dr. Williams, in London, is a copy of
IIl to have }e] orthand. It is exquisitely written, and is
. onged to an apprentice of the time of James

0 fear .
and g Wrote teh(%sﬂgg;ythe Bible was about to be prohibited,

Dr, N
Courry,, ' E. Dionne i

er, hae - »_one of the editors of the Quebec

:l;le Church :t)sf Just published 2 most interesting accgunt of

tl::iEbe It traclltsrethDame de Victoires, of Lower Town,

f‘.s of time from 16 8% ?;Stlosrggof the church for two cen-
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3S Writtey, , Sa"ger is now bent on being an author. He
'Y guid

ide ang l?irs[tOf anecdotal, instructive, romantic mili-
of Publisheq ;¢ a ory of the war of 1870, which is about to
'St numb, serial. Two and 2 half millions of copies

ar €r are to be given away free.

Baron R . .
f“ck S biog r%g;;lnbach will compile the late Emperor Fred-
dueen Vi CtOl‘iIa y. It‘ is expected that Empress Frederick,
: ing of Ttaly ,hthe Emperors of Austria and Russia, the
Umbey sc,iet € Duke of Saxe-Coburg-Gotha and a large
triby "F1§t5, artists, statesmen and army officers
te articles to the work.
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::CS ‘g:m; lllra"’ar thus pithily sums up the characteris-
te added‘agse ow’s work. ¢It can hardly be said that
l;::asure house ennyson and Browning have added—to the
loughts are l(:f.new and great thoughts. Many of his
Ik:atys like o100 Vlous, though brightened by fancy which

sunlj I .
ght upon a runnel which is pure and musical,

Wil Con

arely
:ere fam“{arez},),'d Many of the morals which he inculcates
. r ’ hardly rise above the level of the ordirary

leserveq f; 1 saying this T would detract nothing from hi
a g from his
I];Oet of the ‘;il:és'dHe was the poet of the middle classes, the
08t Of oup pyo e Ol the poet of the domestic aflections, the
every-day human life.”
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A DRIFTING ICEBERG.

A SONNET.

Acr
Ysta .
! mountain on the azure wave,

ald
Re:;];zd"el‘d}lre, but enriched by hues
. Owsiqt m.th'e wane of sparkling sun,
Across the 1 1t scintillates with gleams, which run
I:Ike smile 1quid path of its lone cruise
Set iy, ; s S, beamed forth from each translucent cave
Throy L“gk;ged face, as eyes, to peer
o Cgol(lt: clear distance of a plain of sea.
outhway ;q pregnant with quiescent awe,
aden i it Tdrnfts, destined to gradual thaw ;
As gaung 13 the Northland in obscurity,
t timore'as does it onward steer :
And o fets In view of travellers’ raptured eyes,
T°"°nto_ en insulated by the skies.
WiLL T. JAMES.

[The gyy,;
:‘t:“m_el , I:Lectth?f this sonnet need not be looked upon as
0 in tom, s midsummer, since icebergs are met with
Doy, Ol'iginalpel;::ekse?‘s’ As to the. poem itself, it is new
MiNioy I’Llug(;::;ng a} rare gift in the author. Editor
-US ED,

THE SKEENA UPRISING.

Pending further news from the Indian rising in
the Skeena country, northern portion of British
Columbia, we give the reader the following account
taken from a Victoria paper :—

Mr. Borland, a well-known packer, arrived
from Hazelton on the steamer Boscowitz to confer
with the Attorney-General regarding the state of
affairs at Hazelton on the Skeena river. Last year
an Indian named Kitwon Cool Jim murdered an
Indian doctor at the forks of the Skeena. A posse
of specials under Mr. Washburne was sent from
this city to arrest the murderer. When they arrived
at Hazelton it was discovered that Jim had gone
to the mountains to elude the officers. The
party consisted of Washburne, Loring, Greene,
Holmes, and Parker. Theyencamped at Hazelton
and awaited the return of the murderer. Early in
June they received information that Jim was at a
place called Kitangar, about 15 miles below the
Forks. On the morning of the 1gth of June an
Indian brought news that Jim was in a house at
Kitangar. Early in the morning three of the
party walked down to the house, which was occu-
pied by 20 Indians. Jim was among the number,
and was called upon to surrender. He made a
break for the door and ran towards the bush.
Holmes fired a revolver over his head after calling
to him to surrender, but he still kept on. Greene
then raised a Winchester rifle and fired, striking
him in the back, the bullet going clear through his
body. Jim fell and expired in a short time.
Washburne and Loring came to the scene of the
tragedy an hour after the shooting, and handed the
body over to an Indian, who is acting as missionary.
The latter told Washburne to take his specials to
a place of safety on account of the threats made by
Jim’s friends to massacre the party. The specials
then returned to Hazelton, where they are at
present hemmed in by the hostile Indians. They
have erected bastions of timber and bags of sand,
and can hold out for a month if the Indians
can be prevented from burning the place. Borland
is engaged in packing goods for the Hudson’s Bay
Co. between Hazelton and Babine’s lake, or Fort
Babine. His freight train with five men are above
Hazelton, and no freight can be carried up. He

" had great difficulty in coming down. His canoe

was stopped by one party of Indians, and the
occupants ordered to return. Borland was de-
termined to get through, and at last convinced the
natives that he was not connected with the specials.
At every encampment his four Indians went ashore
and held a conference with their brethren.

Amongst the whites in the locality where the
shooting took place are : Mr. Clifford and wife (in
charge of the Hudson’s Bay store), Rev. Mr.
Fields and wife, and Mrs. Haukin and family.
‘They are very much troubled over the state of
affairs. The Indians demand Greene to be handed
over to them and one thousand dollars paid them.
If the specials refuse to accept their demands they
threaten to burn down the houses and murder
every white person in the locality. An Indian
trapper is still out in the mountains and a number
of their men at work in the cannaries. Indian
women are calling on their warriors to avenge the
death of Jim. Borland says prompt steps should
be taken by the Government. Should an uprising
take place, the lives of all will be sacrificed. The
Indians will not allow another white person to
come down the river, and unless a large party
proceeds to Hazelton without a moment’s delay
the result will be the massacre of the specials.

A FAVOURITE WAR POEM.
Tur SToRY OF LITTLE GIFFEN OF TENNESSEE.

The story of *Little Giffen” is said to be liter-
ally true. His name was Isaac Giffen, and he
was born of humble parents in one of the hamlets
of East Tennessee. His father was a blacksmith.
Little Giffen was terribly shot in some battle of
Tennessee—perhaps Murfreesboro—and carried
with other wounded far South to be cared for. It
is true, as the poem says, that the company 1n
which he served was almost entirely destroyed.
Sadly mutilated and so like a child in appearance

as to have séemed “borne by the tide of war from
the cradle to the jaws of death,” he was taken
from the hospital at Columbus, Ga., to the home
of Dr. Y. O. Ticknor, five miles south of that
place.

He is said to have been a woful little skeleton,
but aided by the skill of the doctor and the tender
nursing of the doctor’s wife, the *‘skeleton boy”
successfully waged war against ‘‘skeleton death.”

During the weary weeks of the stick and the
“crutch” Mrs. Ticknor taught the “naturally
bright” boy to read and write. He remained
with the family a year, was found “true as steel,”
had an unconquered spirit, and was always anxious
to return to the war, which he did in time, it is sup-
posed, to be killed near Atlanta, and to be buried
in some one of the unknown graves which Dr.
Ticknor describes in the beautiful poem, “Un-
known.” ¢ Unknown ! Beneath our Father’s face
the starlit hillocks lie ;” and ‘‘the voice of wail
is mute to-day as his whose life is dumb ;” yet no
soldier ever had a grander monument than Little
Giffen of Tennessee. No general or commander
of any war has received a finer, or what will be a
more lasting tribute, and none deserved it more,
for none could be braver. “He was an ordinary
looking little fellow,” says a son of the poet, ‘‘ex-
cept that he had a bright, clear blue eye that told
of the incarnate courage of the boy.” The poet
seems to have had it in his mind at fitst to give a
literal description of the boy, hence the first be-
ginning of the poem was :

¢ Many such on a summer’s day
Mow the meadows and rake the hay ;
Of freckled face and clear blue eye
To whom no squirrel or bird is shy,

Mark the plainest and he might be
Little Giffen of Tenessee.”

But the spirit of peace came down upon the
grand doctor, and he saw no more the ““freckled-
faced ” boy, but the old hero borne—

«Qut of the focal and foremost fire,”

he saw the ““glint of the steel-blue eye,” that “told
of a spirit that wouldn’t die,” when determination
could save from death, but that dared to die when
Johnson was “pressed at the front.” Then the
poet saw him more princely than all Knights of
the Golden Ring,” and dropped the realism which
would have been weak, and touched with ideal
tints of glory a picture which was thus made truer

and stronger. .
The poem has the “ring of immortality.” It
now reads, as published in a volume of Ticknor’s

poems :

Out of the focal and foremost fire,
Out of the hospital walls as dire ;
Smitten of grape shot and gangrene,
(Eighteenth battle and he sixteen!)
Spectre ! such as you seldom see,
Little Giflen of Tennessee !

Take him and welcome, the surgeons said,
Little the doctor can help the dead !

So we took him, and brought him where

The balm was sweet on the summer air;

And we laid him down on a wholesome bed—
Utter Lazarus, heel to head !

And we watched the war with abated breath,
Skeleton boy against skeleton death,

Mont!:s of torture, how many such ?

Weary weeks of the stick and cratch ;

And still a glint of the steel blue eye

Told of a spirit that wouldn’t die.

And didn’t. Nay, more! in death’s despite
The crippled skeleton learned to write.

<« Dear Mother” at first, of course, and then
¢« Dear Captain,” inquiring about the men.
Captain’s answer, *‘of eighty-and-five,
Giffen and I are left alive.”

Word of gloom from the war one day ;

¢ Johnson pressed at the front,” they say.

Little Giffen was up and away ;

A tear, his first, as he bade good-bye,

Dimmed the glint of his steel-blue eye.

¢« 'l write, if spared ! ” There was new

But none of Giffen—he did not write. ® of the fight,

1 some times fancy that, were I king

Of the princely Knight of the Golden Ring
With the song of the minstrel in mine ear '
And the tender legend that trembles here, '
I'd give the best on my bended knee, '
The whitest soul of my chivalry,

For ¢ Little Gifien of Tennessee,”
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