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to be caught in one of these “blizzards” in the open plain.  The wind drifting
the snow in his face, blinds his eycs, covers over his track, confuses his horse,
and chills him to the very bone. Nearly all the cases of freczing to death
which have occurred in this country (and, all told, they have not been many)
have happened during one of these sudden storms. Fortumately, they are not
of very frequent occurrence, there being perhaps, on an average, not over four
or five during a winter. Whole months will sometimes pass during which we
enjoy charming winter weather. The atmosphere clear and dry, the tempera-
ture sharp but bracing, the bright sunshine, and the crystal skics all combme
to render the very fact of existence a pleasure.

To pass on from winter to spring, I may say that during the months of
May and Junc the rainfall is very heavy, rendering the travelling very unplea-
sant, and exceedingly difficult, by reason of the depth and peculiar stickiness
of the mud. Just a word en passant about our Manitoba mud. It is certainly,
par excellence, #4e mud of the continent. It is a kind of compromise belween
grease and glue, being so excecedingly slippery, that it is no uncommon sight to
behold ssome of our grave Scnators or city magnates “ sitting down to rest” in
the middle of our street crossings, and so very sticky that there is a consider
able rise in real estate each time one lifts one’s feet from the groundl.  We
comfort ourselves, however, with the reflection that a particularly disagrecable
quality of mud is the necessary corollary of a particularly rich soil. The rainy
Season passes rff in the beginning of July in a scries of exceedingly severe
thunder-storms, leaving the rest of the year almost entirely free from anything
like continuous rain.

Our autumn weather is decidedly the pleasantest scason of the year.  The
weather, as I have said, is nearly always fine, the roads are in beautiful
condition, the mosquitoes which appear in such numbers in the carly sunnmer
have all disappeared, amd one can travel almost anywhere over the prairie, the
swamps being nearly all dry and therefore firm enough to allow of horses and
vehicles passing over them.  We generally have a little cold weather in the end
of September and beginning of October, and then Indian summer, during
which the air is heavy with the odor of manifold prairie fires and the days soft
and balmy. This lasts till the middle or sometimes even the end of November,
at which time winter sets in.

Before closing this article on Manitoba climate, I should like to make a
few remarks upon the special bearing which our climate has upon cur future as
a great cereal-producing country.

In an able and intensely interesting lecture Jately delivered in Winnipeg
b){ Pr(_)fessor‘ Macoun of Belleville, under the auspices of the Manitoba
Hl'StfmcaI and Scientific Society, it was stated Dy the lecturer that in his
opinion Manitoba owed fully as much of its powers as a wheat-growing country
to its climate as it did to its marvellously productive soil. ~ Let us seek to verify
this Statement by a close scratiny of the actual facts of our climate. Our snow-
fall is not more than half that of &ny other Province in the Dominion, excepting
of course British Columbia. This brings it to pass that early in April the
ground is clear of snow and a foot or so thawed out and therefore ready for the
commencement of spring sowing. In May and June come heavy rains.
These have the very beneficial effect of keeping back the growth of the straw
and therefore causing the roots to grow strong and vigorous. Then in the
la.tte.r end of June and in July comes great heat, causing the stem, already
furnished ‘Yith a very vigorous root, to grow with astonishing rapidity. There
{S .anotl.ler 1terr.1, however, which must not be omitted from our calculations, and
]Utptnt}t)}lxse:gro(;‘::g :10 tt}-le severe cold of winter and the small amount of snow
come out o the’ e rc(nlst peunetrates 'to a very gre'at depth, so that ft does not
the st ground entirely until quite .late in the summer.  1hus \‘\'hll(}
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WORLD-MENDERS.

How does it happen that we none of us have
take up the business of mending the world ?
urger.ltl).l enough, we all agree. It has suffered a good deal in wear and tear
and is, in many respects, sadly out of repair. Even a patch here and there e:
sglgsh of pamt to brighten up some dark spot, or a drop of oil to lessen t,he
friction in the grooves, is acceptable.  Yet society has set its tace dead acainst
the efforts of the individual who volunteers to lend a reforming hand, :urd has
- no term of contempt more harsh to throw at a man than to dubl him “a
world-mender.”

Presumably the main reason is that people who go into this business are
almost certain to be obviously unsuited for it. For the most part, their chief

a good word for men who
That the world wants mending,

qualification for interfering in other people’s business is that they have been
Tt 15 o pretty safe rule that if a man fails in small
matters, he is not likely 1o succeed in large ones. I I cannot grow mustard
and cress in my garden-pateh, it is not reasonable to expect that I can take
charge of a landscape garden.  Yet the world-mender usually starts from this
Unmindful of the fact that he can do little for himself, he is
apt to think he can do everything for everybody else.

And even if he is not unfortunate in his own affairs, he is stuil most likely
to take a very exaggerated view of what he is capable of cffecting for the
world at Jarge, and of his importance to its welfare. A wise man once laid
down this modest rule of hfe: “T.et everyone help one, and be a good boy
himselll”  Simple as this scems, it would, if carried out, effect a revolution in
hife-—perhaps all the revolution that is necessary.  But then it is so simple.
What is there n it to satisfy the yearnings and sustain the ambition of the
enthusiast? “Iclp one!”  Nonsense -—he would help millions.  He would
embrace in his capacious philanthropy the entire race.  As to being “a good
boy himself,” that seems such an insignificant matter.  Surcly the benefactor
of his species can afford to be indifferent to his own petty individuality. In
fact, he docs not regard himsell as entering into his own system, whereby he
and his system usually come to grief ; for as, according to the axiom, ““the
strength of a thing is the strength of its weakest part,” so the world-mender,
being morally or intellectually weak, finds sooner or later the whole super-
structure he has satsed and s trying to sustain —for, after all, the man must be
the foundation of his work--conies toppling down upon his head, * the weakest

unsuecessful m their own,

false position.,

part ™ himself being solely to Dlame for this catastrophe.

Under the most favourable  circumstances, world-mending is sure to
present itself to the ungrateful world- -which iy to be mended—with or without
It scts everything down to its
benefactor’s belief that society cannot get along without him.  This is indeed
the cardinal point in the world-ender’s faith.

its leave, as arising from overwhelming conceit.

But, after all, we are a little hard on world-menders. Say that they are
vain and presumptuous—well, society owes much to these qualities. They
underlic most public movements by whomsoever cffected. In combination,
they form the impetus which has forced on the greatest men to their highest
achicvements. A man must have some “spur to prick the sides of his intent,”
and to induce him to overcome his natural mdolence and love of pleasure in
the interests of his fellows, and nine times in ten this spur is vanity.  We use
prettier words where the heroes are concerned. We call it “ambition” in the
statesman, and “love of fame” in the poct; but it is essentially the same
thing. Of course there have been examples of people actuated by high and
abstract considerations to sacrifice themselves for others, but they are unfor-
tunately scarce. A lofty patriotism, a sublime unselfishness, heroic virtue, and
incorruptible honesty—history has supplied ws with examples of these quali-
ties ; but they are rare, and cannot be relied on—even if history can be relied
on about them—as motive powers in human affairs. I have sometimes thought
that we really owe more to the vices, than to the virtues, in the affairs of life.

A phrenologist will tell you that force of character greatly depends in the
development of the organs behind the ears, most of them bad, and all question-
able organs ; and force is in itself a good thing, for, as the poet says, “to be
weak, doing or suffering, is miserable,” and perhaps the world has suffered
more from amiable weakness than from undiscriminating strength. Let us
even assign world-mending to the lowest motives if you will, but let us be just.
We owe something to those who, from whatever motive, elect to follow this
essentially idle trade.

Besides, we have most of us had a short turn at it ourselves in our hot
and generous youth. We have burned with a fierce indignation at the sight
of wrong, and been stirred with ardent impulses to break a lance in behalf of
the victims of injustice. Tt comes upon us of a sudden in our salad days, the
realization that somehow the world is not as perfeet as we thought it ; and
with this revelation is horn the impulse to be up and doing, so that the wrong
may be set right and the rough places be made smooth.

Qur first imprcssiox;_is that others cannot surely sce with our eyes, or they
would detect what is amiss, as we detect it, and apply the remedies which
seem to lie so readily to hand, and then if we are of a hot and sanguine nature,
we begin to talk or to write, or both, about what strikes us so clearly, in the
firm betief that it is only ncecessary to call attention to cvils and iniquities to
securc their speedy removal.  So we preach loudly and impetuously—and our
friends laugh at us. We are ready in our new-born zeal to proclaim our con-
victions from the house-tops—to the affrighted sparrows.  We grow earnest and
unpleasant—earnestness /s unpleasant-—and get the cold shoulder, and are
snubbed and sneered at, and, finally, perccive that people will not see what
they do not want to sce, or give hecd to that which they would rather have left
unsaid ; that, as Emerson puts it, they insist in regarding the kitchen clock as
more convenient than siderial time, and that, although it is to be regretted that
the world is “out of joint,” it clearly is not our mission “to set it right,”
whereupon we subside into agreeable indifference.

The difference between ourselves—I mean the majority of 1s—and the
world-mender is, that we only have a slight touch of wha: in him LLcomes



