
CANADIAN COUJRIER

TDO nlot knaw what effect itlasàlad upon you; but this frightfuldis-
aster in Sicily and Sauthern Italy lias turned my eyes witli a newsympatliy upan the uncouthiy clad, often dark-brawed, olive-

skinned strangers whom we -see canstantly upan aur streets-ire-
quently at work and at the hardest tasks-and whonu we lump
together carelessly as "Italian labourers." In aur sdheme of things,
living in aur comiortable homnes and working in aur well-heated and
neatly furnished offices, these poor devils seem ta be human machines
fortunateiy provided ta do tlie roughest work in tlie national founda-
tion digging we are at just naw in this new country; and ta do it for
pay whidh na Canadian wouid toucli. Tliey are the point of the human
plougli we are driving into aur stane-strewn soil. They get scarred
and, brokcen and ground to powder; but the ploughing goes on. We
knaw that they are humani, for we hld them accauntable when they
commit crimes, and we pay "warkers" ta "labour" amongst tliem, and
we have discovered that -whiskey intoxicates them and that lave and
Jeaiousy stir their hearts.

But during these days ai awiul suspense, we must surely havecame to appreciate them better. Many of them are from tlie verydistricts upan which, deatli descended with s0 pitiless and far-circiing
a scytlie. Tliey arle Sicilians and Calabrians; and they have left athome a mather, a father, sisters, brathers; possibiy some bright-eyed
vine-dresser witl whomi they hioped ta establisli in a littie home w-iththeir earnings ini the far-away and magically ricli "America." Havethey escaped? Are they'dead? Are tley starving or waunded ordriven mad? As 1 write, none of these questions can be answered
for these poar "Italian labourers" wlo only learn from the papers
the vaguebut terrible news that their village. lias been devastated andthat maniy ai the inhabitants are supposed ta have perislied. Wehave been working the cables ta learn, if possible, if any sîngIe Can-adian or American tourist went down in the awful catastrophe; butpoverty cuts the ivire reientlessly between these distant adventurers
and their families, and they may neyer know the whle truth untilthey have piled uip their little "fortunes," and made their wayback tathe land they lave-and lave rigltly, forlit is one ai the loveliest lands
under the sun.

ET us imagine a 1case :-Aling the Marinia at Messina walked 'ayear ago young Pietro Ricco. N-e was poui, very poor; for bisfaulily had lost their vineyard on the southern huli-si ope not far fromthe city, and he had no maney ta buy a fishing boat. Little work'came to himu; and yet lie loved-but this is getting sentimental. Hehiad, toc, a maother and several brothers and sisters who mnust be fed.So lie dreamed the dream of that wonderful land over tlie seas wheremen may get ridli, rich; and lie decided ta make the venture if lie-ould arrange for the living ai his people whuie lie was away. Nelid flot want ta go; you mnay be sure of that. The sait SoutheruiLand ai his birth coaxed 1dm ta stay; and lie dreaded the cold, far-iway country where snow lay an the ground balf the year and theýranges rieyer ripened. But fie is brave-is Pietro; and lie journeysip ta Naples and takes bis passage. The discomforts ai the steeraL-e

the oranges and the grapes, the gay life ou the piazzas, lis aid mot
munching hier crust and waiting, perhaps another with dark e
under midnight hair-

"r HEN carnes the news of the eartliquake., Messina is riu Reggio is gone, everybody dead under the wreck; no, some
still living b)ut hurt, hungrv, cold and in danger. Where are tliey
those for whorn lie made this venture into a new world. Are t]
dead? Or are they almast worse? He cannot know. Ne cani
hope to know. Oniy as others read ta him out ai the English pap
in this cold, strange country can he know anything. ,These strang
are greatly excited ta ]earn if, perchance, some stray taurist of tr
acquaintance lias been in Sicilv when the blaw came; and they
cabling liere and there at fabulous expense ta ascertain. Ne fiar
with anger. It is lis cauntry-not theirs-and he knows that
best loved ones are there; and yet hie must wait. He cannat cal
he cannot go; when wili hie know? They are flot learned, lis Io)
ones; tliey cannot write. And now the aid public letter-writers '
miglit have sent him. a line are probably dead. Sa lie must w:
And lie must earn more maney-much mare maney-before he
go back and find out for himseli. Yes; lie will take the strangE
job aiý digging in the frost-bound winter streets. And there hie tc
and sweats and chilis with lus heavy pick, digging down tliraugh 1
flinty graund in the icy air under a corparatian "boss," as yau ri:
past him to-marrow in yaur heated car on your way to a heated offi
Ne is only a "poar Dago ;" but in lis nastrils cames at times the sç(
of orange blassoms and in bis heart is a great dread.

N'IMPORTE

0NE ai the steam shovels engaged in work an the Panama Canin the operation ai which more tlian 300 emplayees wcengaged, recently liited out a quantity ai dynamite whichdescribed in an officiai repart as being "mare than a bushel." Wbwould have happened if the shavel lad struck the dynamite insteai the earth around it is easy ta imagine. The explosive was in, stictlree-quarters ai an incli in diameter and five inclies long, 'and tcartridges bore the trade-mark ai a Frenchi manufacturer ai dynaniand a date which appeared ta be November 29, 1887. Unquestionab
the dynamite was put in by the Frenchi and either iailed ta expiaior was 4bandoned 'wlien the work ceased on that part ai the Fren,waterway. The 'dynamite appeared ta be in perfect condition.

Trhe'British Liberals are trying to lash the British Public into a rage over theobstinacy of the Honse of Lords lin refusing to pass the Licensing Bill,a teinperance measure. Punch thus depîcts John3Bull's rage.

OVER WITH APATHY

A BUSHEL OF DYNAMITE.


