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GREEN, WORLOCK & CO'S BANK.

The Commercial Journal has the fol-
lowing concerning the recent bank fail- |
ure . |

*As to the effects of the c:llapse, it may
be said that the people prineipally affected
belong to the working classes, for whom
the higher raie of interest given by a pri-
vate biaking institution had more attrac-
tions than tne smaller percencage offered
by the chartered banks, whose customers
have the advantage of all the special pro
tection afforded by the provisions of the
Dominion Banking Act, and of the checks !
which under it the other banks are en-
abled to exercise over one another. It was
only the other day thar another private
bank, in the couniy of Huntingdon, Que-
bec, went to the wall and the results there
were of a very disastrous character, It is
to be hoped that the experiences of Mr.
Somerviile’s creditors, which are not yet
over, but which have alreadv b2en de
tailed to some extent in the local papers,
may not be repeated here. There was
litigation that with a properly digested
insolvent law would not have been en-
tered upon. Here, if the trustees are con-
sidered to be reliable and carable of pro-

rly liquidating the concern, let them
mve every assaistance in their work. If
not, let them he replaced as soon as pos-
sible, and let the Provipcial law, witha
due regard to the equities of the case, be
carried out. There are, it is said, several
business concerns of considerable import-
ance interested in the matter of over.
drafts. It would be the most short-sighted
and dirastrous policy to drive them to the
wall if their transactions with the bank
were honest and above hoard, and if there
is any means of obtaining a settlement
with them. If, however, they have de-
liberately gone to work to swindle the
bank they are not deserving of any con-
sideration ; but even in that case regard
thonld be had t> those whom they might

unfortunately be in a position to bring
down with them.'’
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ADOWN WHITE RAPIDS.

Everyone in thesister countries, whether
or no he has made a tour of the Great
Lakes—those circled seas—is familiar with
the name, Saunlt Ste. Marie. Ordinary
newspaper readers, in glancing over the
current dailies, will, time and again be gt-
tracted by some news item regurding the
greo\'t ship canal now rapidly nearing com-

letion, summer tourists—each year in.
numerable—who have enjoyed the delights
of & trip to Mackinac remember the ap-
pearance of the beautiful river St, Mary,
past the pictures.
que Indian Reserve at Garden River in our
own fair Canada on one side and the high
hills of the United States settlement at
Sugar Island on the other, -

Last midsummer I formed one of a gAYy
party of tourists, who, for the first time,
were feasting upon the exquisite scen-
ery, 80 delightful to the hearts of
na‘ure’s lovers, extending from a Geor-
gian Bay port to the Island of Mackinae,
About noon of an idesl day the two
*“Soos” were 'siguted, bnilt directly-
opposite, All were anxious to watch the
working of that wonderful piece of mech.
anism known as the locks, and that which
pecessitated the construction of an artifi
cial river claimed more than passing notico,
The White Rayjids, which years ago caused
the French word Sanlt to be prefixed to
these two settluments, religiously dedidated
to the Mother of ; ““Gambol and
leap on their tortuous way.” Those of the
tourists who were venturesome and find

satisfied with
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were not

n infinite delight, but to the terrorof |¢
‘ ‘:’ﬁlir older and more timid companions, a8

from a good point of view they

| their apparently perilous descent, As yet

no accidents have happened, no gay

has mingled théir lives with the treacher- |

| ous spray, for the Indian skilfully guides
his loved canoe, and is careful to keep far '

| enough distant from the centre to

the force of the foaming water which i Ok

here he deems too strong for haman hand, |

As I stood on a knoll on the Canadian @™
shore anxiously watching the descent of
the gayest of our party, whose langhter

and shouts echoed and re-echoed along the
shore, I was joined by a man whose ap-
pearance indicated that he had long since

passed the allotted three-score years and |

ten. His was a striking face, oue thas
vou instinctively loved to gaze upon after
the first glance. The bright eyes, not dim-
med with age, led one to imagine from

their calm, peaceful look that they weré .

indeed the windows of the soul. His
long, silvery hair hung upon his shoulders,

and as his soft accents fell upon my ears

in his few, short words of greeting, I
thonght of Benedict Bellefontaine, im-
mortalized by Longfellow. Following
with his eyes the course of the canoe, he
said:

““The youths and maidens are happy!
Ah, me, when I see their love for excite-

ment and hear their joyful noise 1 forget |

that the course of my life is run and fancy
myself once more a boy. My youth comes
back to me with its long, long thoughts.

Well do I remember, as if but
yesterday, the first and only boat
that I ever saw really go down

the rapids; this is only child's play eom-
pared with that other descent.”

A far away look was in his eyes as the

reminiscences ot the past flood
ory.
open the conversation, but he seemed to
bave forgotten my existence. After some
seconds so eager was I to hear the story of
that descent from the lips of this interesting
and venerable old man that I ventured to
disturb his reflections by a timid request
for the tale, Motioning me tu follow him
toa rnde but picturesque seat on the
shore, commanding a fair view of the
memorable rapids, he began:

“Eighty-five years ago what is now our
thriving Sanlt Ste. Marie was one vast
wilderness, scarce marked by man's inva-
sion. All is different now except the blue
waters of the river and the white foam of

his mem-

the rapids. A small band<of settlers
eager for adventure had reached
these shores, and, either from de-

sire or inability to proceed farther, had
fashioned their rude camps commanding a
view of the water. My father was one of
the number, and much against my mother’s
counsel, he decided to remain,” At this
time, I was but & toddling baby. My
mother, never a strong woman, and unused
to hardships siich as the pioneers had to
endure, soon entirely lost her health and
before the close of & year had said her
last good-bye,

*Abie yeurs went by until I was a sturdy
lad of seventeen and my father's inge re
able companion in hunting and fish ng.
In the meantim® my father had become
connected with the old Hudson Bay Com-
pauy, the remains of whose old Fort yon
see yonder, We didn't workin those days
~ull was pleasure, Everything tuat we Tre-

uired to «at was at our very door, We
lived—and right royally too—on fish, game
and the flesh of the wild animals, For
Years aud years a few families were
the only white settlers. Our neighbors
were the sons of the forest but they
Rever molested us. At long inter.
Vals some whites visited the shores and
‘traded with the setilers und thus we, %0

I anxiously waited for him to ve- |
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