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PUBLISHERS’ NOTICES.

Send us $4 for one year, or $1 for three months,
by D’ost-oftice order or registered letter.

We want canvassers everywhere to take sub-
scribers for the DoMmINiON ILLUSTRATED. But
the public will please notice that no receipts are
valid, unless on numbered forms, issued by us
and bearing our stamp. Persons wishing to can-
vass or to form clubs will please apply to us for
terms, or to our Western Ontario agents, Alex. S.
Macrae & Son, 127 Wellington St., Toronto.

AGENCY OF “ THE DOMINION ILLUSTRATED” IN
ToRONTO.—Messrs. ALEX. S. MACRAE & SON, of
127 Wellington street, Toronto, are our agents for
Toronto and Western Ontario, authorised to re-
ceive subscriptions and take advertisements for
“THE DOMINION ILLUSTRATED.”

To PHoToGRAPHERS.—We are anxious to pro-
cure good photographs of important events, men
of note, city and town views, forest and farm
operations, seaside resorts, mountain and prairie
scenery, salmon and trout fishing, yachting, etc.,
from all parts of the Dominion, and we ask photo-
graphers, amateur and professional, to show their
patriotism, as well as their love of art, by sending
us prints of such subjects as may enable us to lay
before our readers, at home and abroad, interest-
ing and attractive pictures of Canada.
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It is shallow to look upon the Manitoba elec-
tions in the light of a partisan result, as between
Liberals and Conservatives. The contest was
local and personal, and the old party names have
little meaning left in the Northwest. There isa
new element up there, with a smack of the revolu-
tionary in it, which the four original provinces do
not seem to understand as yet. This is one
wrench which Manitoba has made. Before twelve
months she may make another, and it is not sure
that she is not doing for the best.

Too much care cannot be used in the appoint-
ments and the management of the Northwest Ter-
ritories, now that they are about to enter upon
the exercise of a measure of legislative autonomy.
Good men and strong principles must be brought
to bear at the laying of the corner stone of these
new institutions, else there may be trouble, at the
peril of much undoing hereafter. It is well to
grow fast, but the growth must be healthy to be
enduring.

‘The return of Sir Adam Archibald to public life
is worthy of special notice. He is one of the
thorough, clean-cut and satisfactory order of
Canadians. He has filled many offices and filled
them well. He is one of the fathers of Confede-
ration, and, although in his seventy-fourth year,
maintains his mental and bodily soundness. He
is of an age with Sir John Macdonald, and they
have several points of likeness in their careers.

Another instance of the extreme versatility, even
in old age, of Mr. Gladstone’s mind is his sudden
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espousal of the principles of Imperial Federation,
in connection with the cause of Home Rule. If
the dream came true, at once, with a stroke of the
wizard’s wand, this wonderful man would see a
mighty change before his death—the federal sys-
tem of pariiamentarism introduced in England,
Scotland, Itreland and Wales, and the old central
Government, as represented in the present historic
Parliament, brushed away. It might be a change
for the better, but it would no longer be old
England.

The Ministers at Ottawa are away on their
holidays—well earned, for the most part, as any
one acquainted with the machinery of the depart-
ments at the capital must acknowledge. It is un-
derstood that they will all return early in Septem-
ber, the word having gone forth that they are to
open the autumn season of work by receiving the
Newfoundland delegates, who come to treat of
union. This will be one of the most interesting
events of the year.

The modern Frenchman is as spectacular as
ever. The first scene is that of a prime minister,
of sixty, and a general of division, of fifty, who
exchange insulting epithets in the open chambers
of legislation, and the second is where they meet,
with murderous foils, under the laden trees of
Neuilly. Boulanger is badly cut and Floquet is
sorely scratched. The blood of both has flowed.
In a country like France, the political effect of
such duels often result in making new chapters of
history.

The fierce war that is waged between the Ger-
man doctors of the late Emperor Frederick and
Dr. Mackenzie is another proof of the narrow sel-
fishness of the best men. It is an idle controversy,
besides, for the facts will never be known. What
is known, however, is the limitation of human
knowledge, even the most scientific. All these
doctors, at one time or another, publicly disclaimed
the cancerous nature of the Imperial disease, and
yet, after death, the cause was found to be cancer
and nothing else.

It can scarcely be said that the days of romance
are gone, even if, as Burke complained, a century
since, the age of charity is over. Belgrade need
not yield to London, Paris, Vienna, Berlin, or St.
Petersburgh. The divorce of King Milan, and of
Queen Natalie furnishes material for a most inter-
esting and instructive novel, beginning with the
scenes of youthful courtship at the Russian capital,
and ending with the abduction of the Crown Prince
at Wiesbaden.

The philosophy of the business tax, imposed in
the Province of Quebec, is in the inbred horror of
the peasantry and farmer class for direct taxes,
and their conviction that these taxes should be
paid indirectly by others for their benefit. It is
the old French paternal government plan come
down to our time. It amounts to this, that they
who risk their money in business, and make the
country prosper, really pay for those who hoard
their silver, sink their funds in real estate, or use
it for lending at interest.

The London Standard has got hold of the right
notion in respect of Canada, and has put it before
the world so pat that it may be said to make a
picture. It comments on the enormous resources
of the Dominion, and adds that Canada’s greatest
advantage is her position. She sits astride the
civilized world, with territories lying on the very
track of one of the greatest lines of commerce of
the future.

SUMMER OUTINGS.

This the season of holiday.

With the term of .

the solstice and the torrid fortnight of the do§
days fittingly coincident with the letting out of

schools—paintings are turned to the wall ; carpets

are rolled up; curtains are folded; blinds are

closed ; the doors are double-locked, and the city -

dwelling—the scene of fashion during the gay

winter—is abandoned for the cottage at the sea -
side, or the river bank, in the green valley, or be *

neath the shelter of balsamic woods.

In some€

instances, the town palace, during the summer, 5

exchanged for the log cabin of the farmer, whilé |
the owner and his family take refuge in one of the

outhouses.

There is perhaps no country better provided :
than Canada, in the matter of summer resorts: -

The views and the scenery are there in perfections

and whatever is lacking is in the accommodation-

But in this respect, great strides have been mad¢
within the past few years. Our watering place’
are now well supplied with all the comforts and

conveniences of hotels of the first rank, and, as -

rule, these places of lodging and entertainment ar¢
carried on with less formality and ceremonial, and:

consequently, less expense, than the like establish

ments in the United States. Two of these card”

vansaries—one among the foothills of the Rocky

Mountains, and the other, within sight and smell

of the salt water, in one of the Maritime Provinces ]
—are kept up by wealthy corporations in princelf

splendour.

It is only within a late date that the system of

suburban outings was established, chiefly by the
railvay and steamboat companies. And at the
present time, all the large cities are so well served

In this respect, that little is left to be desired §
Montreal, Toronto, Ottawa, Quebec, St. John and

Halifax, for instance, have a number of towns and
villages, within a circle of twenty or twenty-five

miles, which the poor and middle classes ca® k

reach for a nominal rate, by boat or raii and wher¢
they can spend a whole day in the amusement ap
recreation of a pic-nic. In that way, the working’
man can afford to lay out a few dollars every week
in a series of cheap trips on the water and in th
country, while all these put together would havé
sufficed to give him and his a holiday free from
home and of some duration.

Our winters, in this old Province, at least, aré
long and our summers short. But whereas W
manage to turn our winters into seasons of manly
sport and popular recreation, we contrive also '
turn the hot months into a period of cool enjoy’
ment.
pestered with musquitoes, and the fly does not ve*
us overmuch during the day. For bathing, boat
ing and fishing we have no rivals on this continen®
Whence it follows that our lives are cast in prettf

pleasant places, in all seasons, as they go anb
come,

CANADIAN LETTERS.

While the object of the DosinioN ILLUsTRATE?
is chiefly pictorial, it has another aim of hard
less importance in the fostering of the literatuf®
of the country. Every opportunity will be offere
our writers—especially the younger ones—to put
forward their writings, and whatever is publish€

in a more lasting shape, will have due noticé '

The field is a broad one, and the talent js 7

Our nights are so fresh that we are no'

-

wanting. Taking into account the work don®
there is perhaps no country where better result® -

W
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have .
been achieveq. This has been quite per-

cepti -
t E:;br]ja‘;‘glm the past ten years, at which time
B one semge t;a“;‘ to have been a l}terary revival.
may clain, l(,) he repch ofth? Province o.f QL'lebec
more creditap] ave given the impulse, which is the
agains , ., Zthat they have had to struggle
which them]'er'Of obstacles, not th.e least of
Mong the & H]I?lt&d 1.1umber of their readers.
Wider, embrac'ng ish writers the range has been
and, while themg almost every branch of letters
€en very Jor humber of published books has not
DeWSpapers agz, the amf)un.t of good work in the
every Classl op the periodicals—reaching al‘most
ence o e readers.—exerted a p?werful ll]ﬂl}-
throughollt the I‘;"Pa_ﬂ§10n (Zf the literary spirit
in \ anitobg i Om.mlon.. I'he spell worked even
€Pression, . Here In spite of land *“ booms” and
Railway Spe’c N alfbreed annd Indian uprisings ;

iNisterja] Catat;Ons; threats of secession, and
0 the CUItivaT'c ysms, men foLfnd time to devote
Publisheq boOklon of even light literature, in
Prince Albert - .FFOm the far Saskatehewan, at
Years ago, o ; lwhxch.was a military camp, four
forth the )draar €s Mair had the nspiration to put
Wwhich Standgr:latl(': Boem entitled ““Tecumseth,”
Years since Aincihhls Drf—‘amland," of some fifteen
provement’ € Same interesting relation of im-
i as Was the Canadian literature of that
ome oh. TZ? With that of to-day.
the facy Ofgth?r People are disposed to question
Writers haye bes Improvement and one or two

€Te was sych N SO venturesome as to deny that
all, course ahthmg as Canadian literature at
Ple, nq more .th there is ho arguing with such peo-
Croakerg that an there i any use in heeding the
teria) p’°Speritare everlastingly belittling the ma-
Its institutiOnsy of this country, and the quality of
Other, anad.i InfiCEd, one factor explains the
Cause tho Counin ll'teratu're there is precisely be-
tunigy ¢, the 'Y 15 doing well, giving oppor-
Teader ¢, e“couauthor to write and means to the
N€ thing ;¢ Ce::’«ge the works of his countrymen.
N the pat dew Z‘n‘that we have done very well,
Uture i speci ca e,‘and that the ouilook for the

ally bright,
TTTTe——

. CEROME’S GLADIATOR.
€nce eoreq,der will 1

time compg

€member that there is a differ-

. lnt .

I{icmre of thzr}‘)‘re‘langn of Gerome’s celebrated
array, %ladlator’s Death.”  Mr. George
“rt)}(]ier ' p;ixo Montreal, holds that the legend
o Umb Own]E’mg’ pollice verso, as meaning
Th‘eaded ” and death, is wrong, while

f?“owinan others maintain that it is right.
hh C. ,'g”;lleor on the subject, from the pen
will ‘l’)rlpeSt ’Grer:;k Xf(()]rd first-class man, and one

€ read yj, and Latin scholars in Canada,

therl.nterest, although written in a

I,)Wlth great diffidence, to suggest
urray and myself are both
b IS generally the case when
ere agest(.)nestl‘y On most points. The
oraty © much, g ICulgm)g, emotional, histrionic
tougy. Peaking | at Tacitus makes out that an
grogh’ coulq fgli O soldiers, the toughest of the
CeegnA o mej¢ g himself and grovel on the
os N dg;n €It sympathies, and thus suc-
»l‘h‘el“tal as ag“so, Instead of being led off to a
May, Romang W}I:OOT_ demented old gentleman.”
out ikll d, Wgulder}l, In the arena they wanted a
like " frong of th ardly sit with their fists held
a Breedy 1 “M and their thumbs stuck up,
botg: s knifg’ With his fists on the table, each
;ll]esr:S }g; , Wai?:gf?rkil .thgmbs excurrent (as

fo the or his dianer.
¢ they Y Wanted a gladiaior to Lill his fallen
Probably lean eagerly forward

€SS right.
St mep 4- ght, ag
n dj
ang y, ffer

with that tigerish thirst for blood (which is in all -

of us, if we only give way to it), and a forward
and spasmodic movement of the thumb—going
through the dumb motion of “rip him up”—
vertere terram, or glebas, as Prof. Murray quotes:
“Dig it into him.” Thus, premere pollicem would
mean ““let the thumb lie 1dle against the hand,”
as Prof. Murray most knowingly expounds:
“Don’t care if you kill him or not ; so, let him
go.”  Vertere pollicem would mean to extend it
horizontally upwards or downwards, with a move-
ment implying “dig it into him.”

As no point of knowledge is worth any very
lengthy disquisition, in a life which only lasts
sixty years, unless it teach us something about
our Maker or ourselves, what we can learn from
all this is that, bad as we are, living in an age
when men are found soul-murderous enough to
sell liguor to others, yet Christianity has had some
effect on us, and we are not such a bad lot as the
ancient Romans, with their ganem et circenses.

@ —

A WORD FROM WELLINGTON STREET.

A city that is set upon a hill cannot be hid.
Almost every approach to Ottawa reveals the
beauty of her lofty situation. Above the waters
rise the hills, above the hills mount the towers,
and above the towers float the flags. A fine view

of the city used to be afforded by the old railway _

from Prescott. In this case, the waters were the
smooth and shallow waters of the River Rideau;
the hill was the Sandy Hill of Lower Town ; and
the city seemed fairly to bristle with towers. But
the view probably more familiar to the traveller
at the present time is that obtained by coming on
the Canadian Pacific Railway from Montreal.
Now the waters are the dark and turbulent waters
of the River Ottawa ; the Hill is Parliament Hill,
rugged and abrupt, surmounted by the legislative
towers. Or, if one takes the steamer Empress
and approaches Ottawa by water, the altitude of
the city appears even more exaggerated. Nature
certainly has been lavish of her gifts, and the
place is beautiful for situation.

The towers here, perhaps more frequently than
elsewhere, are surmounted with flags. Sessional
gaieties, the opening of Parliament, the proroga-
tion of the same, the departure of one Governor,
the arrival of another, birthday anniversaries and
civic demonstrations—these and similar occasions
at the capital offer frequent opportunity for the
display of bunting. In connection with these
demonstrations there is, no doubt, considerable
loyalty ; but a large part of it also, I am inclined
to suspect, is owing to personal gratification. The
Anglo-Saxon has a great fondness for crimson and
gold. During the r¢gime of the Marquis of Lans-
downe a little incident in point was afforded by
one of the demonstrations in his honour. Three
lusty fellows were cheering themselves red in the
face, and it came out that one was cheering for
O’Brien, another was cheering for the Marquis,
while the third, with commendable frankness, ad-
mitted that he was cheering simply “for a foime.”
So with us; we celebrate with the object, among
other things, of having a “toime.”

But Ottawa in midsummer, though more beau-
tiful, is quieter. During the season, in consider-
ing what to do, one is perplexed by the very mul-
tiplicity of events; but afterwards one is per-
plexed as to what to do, because there is simply
nothing to do. Well, the city is fast relapsing
into the quiet so characteristic of an Ottawa sum-
mer. The opera is over. The voice of the M.P.
is no longer heard in the land. The legislative
halls are empty. The carpets are up. One finds
it hke

Some banquet hall deserted,
Whose lights are fled,

Whose garlands dead,
And all but he departed !

However, one now has time to read and to think ;
this is something to be thankful for. Although in
some cases, I fear, the thinking may be only the
sentimental reviewing of unconscious but artistic
tableaux, enacted in conservatories that now hang
thick with cobwebs ; while possibly the reading,
on account of the oppressive weather, may be

light. Do you know I have evolved, out of my
own brain, all by myself, the profound theory
that light mental pabulum and light physical
pabulum go together—fiction and caramels. = One

" naturally expects agreat deal froma theory like that.

In the consideration of theories even more pro-
found than the one I have mentioned, the pres-
ence of the library of Parliament would, no doubt,
be of service. Certain restrictions, however, are
being introduced, through the influence of Mr.
Griffin, I believe, which will render the books less
accessible. For example, instead of being al-
lowed, as formerly, to look over the shelves and
select one’s book at random, one has to decide
from ghe catalogue beforehand, and ask for it.
This is less convenient, though safer possibly,
There is a movement on foot also to prevent one
from taking his reading home with him, and to
retain all books within the building. The view
taken by the authorities seems to be that it is not
the office of this institution to be a circulating
library for the city of Ottawa. But the beauty of
the room, the lofty dome, the airy coolness, the
quietness, the inspiration of the many books,—all
the associations are congenial to reading ; so that,
if at all convenient, one’s having to read in the
library would not be any very great hardship.

From the eminence just outside of the library,
in the evening, looking west over the River
Ottawa, and beyond the transpontine city of Hull,
and across a ten-mile stretch of country to the
Laurentides purple in the distance, one may be-
hold all the pageantry of a transcendent sunset.
Sometimes in radiating ribbands of amber and
gold, sometimes glinting through gorgeous dra-
peries of cloud,—it is always indescribably lovely.
In the course of a stroll the other evening, a mem-
ber of the present ministry remarked to me that,
among all his travels among the most renowned
scenic beauties of the world, he had never seen
anything surpassing this. But as the day is so
far spent that we have already reached the sunset,
I think it must be time for me to close.

Wellington Street is our Downing Street. Not
only are the departmental offices there, but the
Government has taken the maintenance and con-
trol of it off the hands of the municipal authorities
here. And the Dominion of Canada may be con-
sidered as its possessor, rather than the city of
Ottawa in particular. It is to be hoped, there-
fore, that persons to whom Ottawa as a city might
be a matter of comparative indifference may find
something of interest in a racy chat from Welling-

ton street.
WiLriam H. P. WALKER.

. @

LITERARY NOTES.

Queen Marguerite, of Italy, is a capital Hebrew scholar.

Lord Tennyson intends to pass next winter on the Riviera,
and he is negociating for a villa at Cannes.

Flavius Josephus Cook was born at Ticonderoga, and old
settlers there call the grave and dignified lecturer ¢ Flave ”
to this day.

. ‘“Saugeen”, of Quebec,
Etoiles Filantes, with translation if convenient.
shall be done.

Sir Frederick Leighton, President of the Royal Academy,
has been decorated with the high Prussian order Poyr le
Merite, for science and art.

The four leading female colleges in the United States are :
Wellesley, with 620 students, Vassar, with 283, Smith, with
367, and Bryn Mawr, with 79.

The readers of these Notes are asked to tell who provoked
the threat contained in the Chien d’or tablet—Cardinal
Richelieu, or Intendant Bigot ?

M. Remy de Gourmont has just published in Paris a new
and brilliant history of Canada, under the title of ¢ The
French in Canada and Acadia.”

Those members of the Royal Society who have papers
printed in the volume of ¢‘Transactions”, are supplied with
100 extra copies of their own paper, on fly-sheets for per-
sonal distribution.

The Canadian Architect and Builder is the title of a hand-
some folio newspaper published monthly at Toronto by C
H. Mortimer. It has reached its fifth issue with evzzry a '
pearance of public favour. P

Sir William Dawson’s new work on his travels in E
Palestine and other Eastern Countries, has mzt;l?hfﬁy&té
usual scientific value, inasmuch as le treats of the manners
and customs of the ancient people.

asks us to publish Coppées
His - will




THE DONINION ILLUSTRATED. 21st JuLy, 1888

iR

samEg e

GORGE OF NICOLET RIVER.

From a photograph by T. C. Weston, in Geological Survey Report.
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COAL DOCKS, Fort WiLLiaM, LAKE SUPERIOR.
From a photograph by Notman.
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POST OFFICE, WINNIPEG.

PARLIAMENT HOUSE, WINNIPEG.

From a photograph by Notman.
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OuRr CARTOON explains itself. It was suggested by the
difficulty the Minister of Finance experienced in placing
five millions of dollars of the loan recently effected in Eng-
land, even ata very low rate of interest and for a fixed period
of several months, until the amount should be required.
This financial event brought out the abundance of money in
the banks, and the real ease of the money market, in spite
of the croakers.

GORGE OF THE NICOLET RIVER.—The spot we illustrate
is about a mile east of the Danville road, and goes to show
that geological rescarch frequently leads into picturesque
regions. What are termed in the scientific report black
limestones, dipping under ¢“highly metamorphic schists and
hard quartzose rocks,” make a boldly cut ‘“canyon,”
through which the foaming Nicolet rushes to its fate. = The
Eastern Townships are full of such pictures.

HARD CoAlL Docks,—This is one of the scenes at Fort
William, a Hudson’s Bay Company’s post of 100 years,
The fur-house of the old fort is now used as engine house
for the great Coal Docks, and one of the largest grain ele-
vators in the world overtopsall. The Kaministiquia River,
a broad, deep stream, with firm banks, affords extraordin-
ary advantages for lake traffic, and immense quantities of
coal, lumber and grain are handled there.

WINNIPEG PosT OFFICE AND PARLIAMENT HOUSE.—
The wonder is that we should go so far to find such
public buildings in a city which, eighteen years ago, was
a speck in the boundless prairie. Winnipeg began well.
It was laid out at once on broad principles of street setting
and house building, and the result is that, even now,
it may be called the Canadian Chicago. Its public edifices
are unsurpassed in the Dominion, as a glance at these two
engravings will convince any one,.

Hon. WiLrRED LAURIER, B.C.L., Q.C., P.C., is issued
of an ancient family, and was born at St. Lin, 20th No-
vember, 1841. He was educated at L’Assomption College,
and called to the Bar of Lower Canada in 1865. He ob-
tained the degree of B.C.L. at McGill, in 1864, and was
created Q.C. in 1880. He was editor of Le Defrickenr fora
short time. He sat in the Quebec Assembly, for Drum-
mond and Arthabaska, from 1871 to 1874, then went to the
Commons for the same constituency. He was sworn in one
of the Privy Council, as Minister of Inland Revenue, Sep-
tember, 1877, and resigned with the Mackenzie Govern-
ment in 1878. Being defeated for his old counties, in 1877,
he was elected for QQuebec East, a seat which he has held
ever since.

LLOVE AND INNOCENCE.—An instance of simple and na-
tural allegory and a further proof of the healthy work of our
modern schools.  The child, lolling on a silken lap, is the
ubiquitous, inevitable, irresistible and everlasting Cupid,
god-king of love. And on mischief bent always. He lies
on the knees of Innocence, a study whose grace of outline,
purity of expression and beauty of features deserve an al-
most reverent examination. This little jem is by J. Perrault,
one of the chief artists of France.

BANFF HoTEL—NATIONAL PARK.—The Rocky Moun-
tain Park and the Hot Springs are a medicinal watering-
place and pleasure resort. This park is a national reserva-
tion, 26 miles long N. E. and S. W., by 10 miles wide,
embracing parts of the valleys of the Bow, Spray and Cas-
cade rivers, Devil’s Lake and several noble mountain ranges.
No part of the Rockies exhibits a greater variety of sublime
and pleasing scenery, and nowhere are good points of view
and features of special interest so accessible, since many
good roads and bridlepaths have been made. The railway
station at Banff is in the midst of impressive mountains,
The huge mass northward is Cascade Mountain (9,875 feet);
eastward is Mount Inglismaldie, and the heights of the
Fairholme sub-range, behind which lies Devil’s Head Lake.
Still further eastward the sharp cone of Peechee (in that
range) closes the view in that direction. This is the highest
mountain visible, exceeding 10,000 feet. To the left of
Cascade Mountain, and just north of the track, rises the
wooded ridge of Squaw Mountain, beneath which lie the
Vermillion lakes, seen just after leaving the station. Up
the Bow, westward, tower the distant, snowy, central heights
of the Main range about Simpson’s Pass, and most promin-
ently the square, wall-like crest of Mount Massive.

Of the hotel itself, a traveller writes as follows to the
Guzette :—** A well appointed omnibus was awaiting our ar-
rival, and twenty minutes’ drive over a fine government road
rising gradually higher and higher, took us up the knoll on
which the C. P. R. hotel is situated, commanding most ex-
tensive views up the valley of the Spray River, up and
down that of the Bow. The hotel is admirably planned in
the form of the letter H, the design being in the Schloss
style of the Rhenish provinces, characterized by octagonal
turrets, with the addition of wide verandahs, with open gal-
leries above them. At the ends of two of the wings these
galleries are enclosed with glass and form delightful smok-
ing and reading rooms. The interior of the building con-
sists of a large central hall, forty feet square, whose angles
are cut off to form entrances on the ground floors, off which
corridors branch to the different wings. The principal stairs
are admirably contrived and concealed from view in the two
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opposite angles of the hall ; a reading room, parlours, large
and small dining rooms, breakfast room, offices, with the
bedrooms off the corridors, occupy the remaining space on
the ground floor. The principal drawing room is on the
first floor ; it has three sets of windows, from which the
most beautiful views may be oblained, and opens on to a
large gallery over the north verandah. The basement con-
tains a billiard room, bar, and the machinery for the elec-
tric light, with which the hotel is beautifully illuminated
throughout by incandescent burners. A detached building
encloses the boilers for steam heating, together with a large
bath house, in which are ten handsomely appointed bath-
rooms furnished with mineral water led from the hot springs
on the central spur of Sulphur Mountain, 800 feet above the
level of the river, by iron pipes. Below the bathrooms
there is a fine plungc bath adapted for swimming purposes.
These rooms are divided into separate sections, with differ-
ent entrances for ladies and gentlemen, and by them visitors
can enjoy the full benefit of the hot springs without any ex-
ertion. The hotel is finished throughout in red and yellow
Douglas fir and white pine, oiled and varnished. The walls
and ceilings are of grey plaster, which will be eventually
coloured. It is thoroughly warmed with steam heat and
has, in addition, large open fire places, in which huge logs
can be burnt. No modern appliance has been omitted from
the building, which is well supplied with hydrants and hose
distributed all over the house in case of fire. It will ac-
commodate 280 visitors and is managed by a large and effi-
cient staff, under the direction of an experienced and com-
petent superintendent.  There is also a good livery in
connection with the hotel, from which excellent riding and
driving horses may be obtained. The terms are $3.50 per
diem, but arrangements on a lower scale can be made with
those coming for a lengthened period. Tickets from Mont-
real to Bantf and return are to be had for $90, $45 only
each way. As the distance covered is over 4,000 miles, it
will easily be seen that the fare is reduced to the lowest pos-
sible rate.”

KaNaNaskis FaLLs. — Approaching Kananaskis the
mountains suddenly appear close at hand and seemingly an
impenetrable barrier, their bases deeply tinted in purple, and
their sides flecked with white and gold, while high above,
dimly outlined in the mists, are distant snowy peaks. The
Kananaskis River is crossed by a high iron bridge, a little
above where it joins the Bow, and the roar of the great falls
of the Bow (called Kananaskis Falls) may be heard from
the railway. The mountains now rise abruptly in great
masses, streaked and capped with snow and ice, and just
beyond Kananaskis station a bend in the line brings the
train between two almost vertical walls of dizzy height.
This is the gap by which the Rocky Mountains are entered.
Through this gateway the Bow River issues from the hills.

A RomaN Beauty.—This is a work by Paul Thumann,
a german artist of renown. The face is unmistakably
Roman, as one acquainted with that people will see at once ;
and it is dark, as the Italian faces, but as were not all
Roman visages, of classic cast. Even however, with this
frame work of raven hair and the sheen of those black eyes,
the forehead, cheeks, and chin are of the whiteness of Parian
marble, and looking at their beauty, we recall Horace's
passion :

Urit me Glycerz nitor
Splendentis Pario marmore purius.

~c®—

The editor is asked by a Quebec gentleman whether he
argues that Balzac is the greatest of French novelists? De-
cidedly not. Balzac was an analytical genius ; not a story
teller. He had not the serenity of true art.

Every member of the Royal Society of Canada is entitled
to one copy of the yearly volume of the ¢ Proceedings and
Transactions”. In the first years, he got four, but the re-
duction was made in favour of learned bodies for the purposes
of exchange.

The Rev. Mr. Haweis wrote a grave article for the Uni-
versal Revicio upon the morality of ballet pcrformances,
and the editor, without consulting him, illustrated it with
numerous bewitching drawings of gaze-clad subjects. Con-
sequently there is trouble.

Another chapter of Canadian history has received fresh
illustration.  Parkman published in the Atlantic Monthly
the history of the Rocky Mountains and therein are com-
prised, of course, the explorations and discoveries of the na-
tive-born Canadian—de la Verandrye.

1k Marvel” the author, has a habit of jotting down
valuable thoughts as they occur to him, but it is said that
often, when he has been unable, after a few minutes’ search
through his note books, to find the particular thought he
wants, he angrily casts the book into the fire,

Sir John Millais, in an interesting article in the Magazine
of Art, pronounces against blind adoration of the old masters.
He says time and varnish are two of the greatest among the
old masters, and that the only way to judge an old picture
is to ask, What was this like when it was new ?

The Montreal Society for Historical Studies will offer a
valuable medal for the best paper on the history of Canada
from 1760 to 1794. The Society also designs starting a
monthly magazine to publish its transactions. papers and
researches, and keep abreast of all inquiries into Canadian
history and antiquities,

sending a thrill of horror through the breasts 0
the many passengers gathered on the deck of the
beautiful steamer Quebec.
on the point of leaving her wharf at Montreal t0
make the trip to Quebec, loaded with a merry 10t
of tourists desirous of visiting the Ancient Capita
and “seeing the sights.”

seen, floating swiftly down with the current, 2
human form.
disappears.

hands belonging to the steamer.

and with a multitude of questions desire to obtai® |
what information he possesses.

to a rapidly moving object, fast leaving the shiP
in its wake, and then deliberately walks in thé
direction of the captain’s cabin for instruction®
concerning the launching of a boat.

steamer, which is now in motion, going in th¢
direction of the man and woman who have ¢
recklessly thrown themselves into the rushing st
Lawrence.

reign, then, in clear, trumpet-tones, is heard th¢
voice of the gallant captain :

forward to obey the command.

already a skiff, manned by two stout rowers,’

widening the gap that separates the floating ma?
from the vessel.

in the pursuit, cheered off by the anxious watcl’
ers, who crowd the side of the steamer.

pounced upon by many of the passengers, aP
while they keep their gaze upon the floating ©
jects in the water, they rapidly question him co%
cerning the identity of the parties who have throw?
themselves overboard.

woman got on board a few minutes before th¢
boat started. She brought no baggage with he?
except a small satchel, which she grasped tight
mn her hand.  She looked around for a quiet spoY
and having found it, hid her face in the folds ¢ -
her shawl and appeared to be buried in though*
Having nothing to do, I kept my eye upon hcrﬁ
her actions appearing to be mysterious. sud
denly, without a moment’s warning, just as the
vessel started, she darted to the side of !
steamer, stepped upon the rail, and deliberate
threw herself into the water.
rapid that I had no time to prevent her rash act
I then gave the warning cry, and threw overboaf
a life-preserver, and was on my way to warn !
captain, when I was once more startled, this tim
by a man, who had evidently seen the woma?
suicidal act.
was, I do not know, but what I do know is, th%
he also, without apparently a moment’s thotlgh’
threw himself into the river, and swam after t7 :
woman.”

. . y
woman is now floating on the top of the water.’

the surface, and was evidently trying to keep hef’
self afloat.

21st Jury, 1888

WAS IT FATE?

A ROMANCE OF THE ST. LAWRENCE.

By W. S, HUMPHREYS.

1.
*“Woman overboard !” .
The dread cry rang loudly on the evening aifs

The vessel was just

But all laughter is hushed as the cry is raisedy

and all eyes are turned in the direction indicate?
by the sailor who had witnessed the mad actiot
and who at once gave the alarm.

And there, but a few yards from the vessel, i
It is seen but for a moment, the?

But, almost immediately, another cry is raised:
‘“Man overboard !” i
The same man gives the alarm—one of thé

The passengers and crew crowd around him

But he answers not a word. He simply points
All is confusion and excitement on board the

For a few brief moments only does silenc®

‘“ Lower a boat—quick ” and there is a hurryiné

But the accident has been seen on shore, 3“.d

The boat is lowered from the Quebec and join®

And now the man who gave the alarm ¥

“All T know,” he says, “is that the yOurlg

Her actions were 8

d

Where he came from, or who

. . ¢
“But see,” said one of the passengers, “tI

And so it was. She had once more come

Would the man reach her, or would either of the
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boats‘ be able tq res
1S w
hands, b

cue her before she again sank?
uils the question that was asked on all
. ma.nnone dared to hazard an answer.

the skify Was still far in advance of either of

but he W 1 l.StaI'lCC flonl the
’ as Stlll some d
rOWnln w

g Oman.

eXxerting |, It was evident that he was

Imself t :
littte :pon the forcl)'ﬂt?rtx3 al:itg)a.(x)msctf’: but he gained but
Channelsze[?(rjner Wwas now in the centre of the
the high’es : .:he €xcitement on board had reached
Overtakey e})tthh' The vessel could easily have
ife in the wat er of the the bodies struggling for
€ssen thejr e}:, but such action would, perhaps,
eing liable (; ance of escape, the heavy swell
€emed aqy; O engulf them. Therefore it was
down 1sable to allow the Quebec to float
n(;Vllh the current,

the Wo;:::' the man appeared to be gaining upon
8ap thay di\.:idthtle by little he is lessening the
3 hungreq f es them. Nearer and nearer—but
efforts he iseet divide them now. The herculean
eyes ;Irlakmg must surely.prove successful.

1SS reigns 4 € turned upon him. Perfect still-
Centreq UPOnp%n the steamer. Every emotion is

carer g the forms in the water below.

Separate then Dearer—but fifty feet or so now
M—and a few more powerful strokes

must ace .
om fo
as undertaﬂlns_h the difficult task the brave man

€arer o4
her. But and still nearer—_he can almost grasp

two mo f .
one hy re strokes! He paddles with
she sinig,f?(ﬁilds out the other to clutch her—but
0 ]t?, € Water alo‘g:_w_and he is left on the surface

0 .
paremlyraa?}lloment he remains there—then, ap-
Strengt f%r €ring together all his remaining
after the ¢ a last grand effort, he dives rapidly
Over both otl"l?}l(een woman, and the waves close

A thrill of horps
Who thron Of;}}llorror basses through the multitude
are eagerlyg . € deck of the steamer, and all eyes
8limpge e_Ca.nmng the waters to catch the first

ither of
e the 3
Y tise to the surface, sunken persons should

BUt angth, ;
thl's momemer Object also attracts attention at

Ofaz;rwtﬁmh left the steamer almost imme-
Veei man had thrown himself over-
Wiy S Into view, just above the spot
Test on their o Mer was last seen. The oarsmen
water, | O for a moment, eagerly scanning

. A few
ng simlllrtr;zments thus, when there is a cry, issu-

“There €ously from many throats :
And gla €1s! There he is |”

Yardg ; ac‘l,"g beyond the rowboat, some twenty
€ slowly ¢ T}]ICC, the head of a man is seen to
Som thing ; € surface of the water. He brings
3 he mg e“h him, too. This is plainly seen,
Water 5 urds 2 frantic efort to raise above the
Will po oo that weighs heavily upon one arm.
Questiqy, Succeed? A’ few moments and the
Cmerge fron‘l"nswered, as another head is seen to
brave Mman w} the Water, held firmly up by the
10 saye 5 fell 10 has risked his life in the attempt

now (;W-creature from death.
Exhaysteq m € Tow boat is rapidly nearing the
Y the spectan’ While cheer upon cheer is sent up

o reScu:lt-orS on board the Quebec.

D10 the o band the rescued are tenderly lifted
fteamer7 but 5 ant, which is then headed for the
acrogg ebW feet away, while another cry is
€ broad waters of the St. Lawrence :

ut g :
from e sntlgﬁ lifeless forms are gently handled
mUQh as tho to the larger vessel, it looks very
Palliq faces ufgh the vita] spark had fled from the
UPon decy. © the two, who were laid side by side

€ exertj
and he p,, O had been too great for the man,

n { |
€ fainge o S00ner been lifted into the boat
. Inted away

and willj )
to g hands were in readiness, how-
a dog look 4f '

ter thejr :

or, bys comfort. But first of all
Carefyy),, xall‘.ed through the throng of spectators,
id Ined, first one and then the other,
t th,

r e
O0ms, Thren both be taken to different state-

man hag only fainted from exhaus-

tion ; the woman’s case is more serious. I will
first attened to her, and, if it is possible, resuscitate
her, and then look after the man.”

IL

His orders were promptly obeyed, and soon
both were placed on comfortable beds, and, while
the doctor was engaged in endeavouring to restore
life to the well-nigh drowned woman, other will-
ing hands were trying to restore to consciousness
the man who had risked his life in her behalf.

The latter had only swooned from sheer ex-
haustion, and soon he was fully restored, but it took
some moments before memory returned in all its
fullness. Then he immediately asked, abruptly :

“Did I save her?”

“Yes, you saved the woman from drowning,
but I do not know whether the doctor has suc-
ceeded in restoring her to consciousness,” an-
swered one of the attendants.

“ Who is she?” queried the rescuer.

“That 1s what we all want to find out. We
thought you, perhaps, would be able to enlighten
us on the subject.”

“No,” he answered, “I do not think I ever saw
her before; but, of course, of that I cannot be
certain, as I have not yet seen her face.”

“ But how came you to jump into the riverafter
her?”

I had just stepped on board the boat, when 1
saw the woman jump on the rail of the vessel and
throw herself into the water. Without a moment’s
thought I rushed forward and threw myself after
her. I swam as I never swam before, my only
hope that I might be able to reach the drowning
woman before she sank for the last time. When
I saw her sink I was well-nigh exhausted, but, de-
termined to make a last attempt, I exerted myself
to the utmost and dived after her. After what
seemed a very long time to me, I managed to
grasp the lifeless burden, but it was so heavy that
I almost despaired of bringing it to the surface.
However, I at last succeeded, but my strength
was almost gone, and I hailed with joy the sight
of the advancing boat. With my last remaining
strength I succeeded in helping my burden into
the skiff, and then was assisted in myself, after
which I knew no more till a few minutes ago.”

As he finished speaking the doctor entered the
room, and advancing to the noble man’s bedside
said :

“ Well, my friend, your efforts have proved
successful. The woman for whom you risked
your life has recovered consciousness, but she
maintains an almost sullen silence as to the cause
of her rash act. She has been asking after you,
and says she would like to see you as soon as you
are able to visit her in her cabin—not to thank you,
she says, for saving her life, but simply that she
may see the man who would so imperil his existence
for the sake of one he has never seen before.”

The man jumped up from his reclining position,
and announced that he would accompany the
Doctor as soon as he could make himself present-
able. Inreply to queries from the doctor, he said :

“I may as well give you my name, but I do
not want you to mention it till after I see this
woman. Why, I cannot exactly explain. It may
be a whim on my part, but a something—an
irresistible feeling—impels me to make this re-

quest.” ) )
The Doctor having promised, the man con-

tinued :

“My name is Arthur Arbuckle. I have been
travelling round the world for the past two years,
partly for pleasure and partly for profit, and I
took the Quebec boat this evening with the inten-
tion of proceeding to England by the Parisian,
which leaves Quebec to-morrow morning. This,
I think, is all that is necessary for me to say in
explanation of my presence on board the Quebec

vening.

thl\g;\’(tilile sailing this Mr. Arbuckle had been un-
packing a valise and taking such articles there-
from as he needed to replace those that had been

The Doctor thanked him for his confidence,
and after Mr. Arbuckle’s toilet had been com-
pleted the Doctor led the way to the rescued

woman’s cabin.

Krnocking at the door, and receiving an answer
to come in, the Doctor advanced into the room
motioning Arbuckle to wait, ’

“Well, madame, and how do you feel now?
None the worse of your rather cold bath, I hope,”
and the Doctor advanced to the bedside and took
the hand of the woman as it lay hanging outside
her berth.

“ No, none the worse, certainly ; but none the
better, I assure you.”

The tones were sharp—hard, even—but the
man in waiting outside the door heard them—
heard them and knew them—knew the voice that
uttered them—a voice that he had not heard for
over two years—a voice that he had not expected
to hear again.

He shook all over as with a palsy, made a start
forward as if to enter the room, then drew back
and listened intently for the next words. He had
not long to wait, for the same sharp voice queried:

‘““And have you brought him—my rescuer?”
with a bitterness upon the last word that touched
the listener to the heart. He could stand the
emotion under which he laboured no longer, but
entering the cabin, before the Doctor had time to
answer, he said:

“Yes, I am here, Nellie !”

The girl—for she was little more than a girl in
appearance—started up from her recumbent atti-
tude, gazed for a moment at the figure standing
by the open door, then cried, wildly:

“You, Arthur, you! You my rescuer!” Then
fell back fainting upon the bed.

The Doctor rapidly procured restoratives, and
after some little time had the satisfaction of seeing
the girl return to consciousness.

While this was going on the Doctor, from time
totime, gazed at Arbuckle, evidently expecting
some explanation from him ; but the latter had
sunk down on a chair by the side of the berth,
and gazed with a fixed stare on the face of the
beautiful girl lying so white and deathlike before
him. Then he took her hand and gazed with
amazement at a ring upon the engagement finger
—a ring he had seen before. Suddenly shifting
his position, he bent over her, whispered a name
in her ear, and pressed a kiss upon her forehead.

Returning consciousness on the part of the girl
caused him to release her hand, step back a trifle,
and stand in the shadow, where he could gaze
upon her without being seen.

“ Arthur,” the voice murmured—not the same
harsh voice that he had heard before, but a voice
trembling with infinite tenderness. “ Arthur! It
was his voice—it was his face—but it has gone-—
it was only a dream,” the words dying away with
a wail.

“No, Nellie, it was not a dream !” said Arthur,
stepping forward ;  Arthur is here.”

She glanced up at his face, shuddered, then
murmured :

‘ Arthur, forgive !I”

He remained motionless, gazing upon that
earnest, supplicating face, while she continued :

“ Arthur, forgive! See, I wear your ring still !
See what I have suffered,” holding up her finger,
upon which the ring slipped up and down.

“ And have I not suffered, too?” he replied, in
low, thrilling tones. “You are certainly much
thinner than when I saw you last, but you have
retained your beauty, and, no doubt, your powers
of fascination—that fatal power that lured me on
to my destruction. But I. Look! See your
work !” drawing his fingers through his iron-grey
locks. ‘“‘Look at me—a young man of twenty-
eight, bearing the impress of age! Have I not
suffered ?” and he buried his face in his hands, as
though he would hide from his sight the fatal
beauty that had wrought him such havoc.

The Doctor had, meanwhile, left the cabin
closing the door after him, and the two weré
alone together. After a few moments of silence
the girl again spoke : ’

‘“Arthur,” she said, and the tones were im-
perious now, brooking no denial, “come here.
Sit down by me that I may make an explanation
or, rather, a confession. But, first, answer me ;
question. Did you know for whom you risked
your life?”
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Arthur quietly took the seat indicated—the
words, spoken in that quiet, imperious tone it
were impossible for him to resist, as he had here-
tofore learned to his cost. Looking steadily at
the girl he answered :

“Until I heard your voice I was utterly un-
aware of the identity of the person that I risked
my life to save.”

“Then,” she murmured, “such being the case,
I will not thank you for saving my life till I have
told you my story—the story of my life since I
jilted you, over two years ago.”

She paused for a few moments, then resumed,
in gentle, beseeching tones :

¢ Arthur,”-—lingering longingly over the name—
“ Arthur, you know not the pain and agony that I
suffered before I could bring myself to reject your
offer to become your wife—no, not to reject your
offer, for I had already accepted it, but to play
with your affections, and then jilt you. But this
is not to the point.  You know my old guardian,
John Brocklibank, and how anxious he was that 1
should make a brilliant marriage. He never
knew of my engagement to you, as I would never
allow you to mention it to him. I feared his
violent temper, and dreaded lest he should banish
you from his house were he to know the relations
that existed between us. He importuned me day
after day to marry Sir Ralph Bryerly, and was for
ever harping upon the splendid position I would
hold as the wife of the wealthy Baronet. His
praises were dinned forever into my ears, until
the glamour of the splendour that could be mine
for a word seemed to overpower my senses, and I
at last consented, though reluctantly, to accept
the addresses of Sir Ralph. But, oh! Arthur, I
loved you all the time I with a wail of anguish.

**And yet you could receive the caresses of that
conceited puppy, accept his presents, and at the
same time profess love for me,” he returned, some-
what hotly.

“I was mad, I think, Arthur,” she continued in
a low tone. ‘“When I told my guardian that I
would marry Sir Ralph he expressed such joy that
I, for a time at least, seemed to be imbued with
his gladness. I was kept in a whirl of gaiety, going
to operas, concerts, balls, and all the routs of the
season, and was not allowed time to think. Then,
when you came to me and asked me to redeem
my promise, I thought of all that I should have to
give up were I to become your wife—the wife of a
struggling barrister, with but three hundred pounds
a year, when I might have thirty thousand a year
by marrying the Baronet.”

Arthur winced audibly at this, but made no re-
mark, and she continued:

“I rejected you—even perjured myself by deny-
ing that I had ever promised to marry you. But,
oh, the look that appeared on your face at my
cruel words! It has haunted me, sleeping and
waking, from that day to this. And when, aftqr
your first just outbrust, which I checked before it
was half uttered, you turned your back on me and
left me without a word or a look, I thought that I
should suffocate—that my heart was breaking.
I tried, but in vain, to recall you ; the words would
not come—my throat seemed parched and dry—
there was a buzzing sound in my head, and I
remembered no more. When I recovered con-
sciousness I determined to write to you, asking
you to come back and take me. But I put it off
till next morning; then I sent off my letter, but
only to have it returned, with the intimation that
you had left town, leaving no address behind you.
Then my weary waiting began. Day by day I
expected to hear from you or to see you, but you
hever came, nor could I, by all my enquiries, dis-
cover a trace of your whereabouts. During all
this time I kept my room, refusing to see either
my guardian or Sir Ralph, and as time sped on,
and nothing could be heard from you, I grew
gradually ill, my thoughts continually brooding on
the one subject. I thought that, in your first
paroxysm of grief and disappointment, you might
have taken your life, and I cursed myself as your
murderer. Then I had brain fever, and, as I was
afterwards told, the doctors had great difficulty
in saving my life. I wanted to die, as I thought
by so doing 1 should the sooner join you. As
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soon as I had sufficiently recovered to be con-
veyed downstairs, I summoned Sir Ralph, and re-
quested him to release me from my promise. At
first he refused, but on my representing to him
that I had never loved him, but that T loved an-
other, he reluctantly released me, and left me in
peace. When I told my guardian what I had
done he was furious, threatening me with all sorts
of things; but I cared not what he said. 1 still
thought that you had committed suicide, and I
wanted to follow you. But my constitution is
naturally robust, and, after a while, there grew
within my breast a longing to live, and with this
longing there sprung up the conviction that you
were still alive. And the stronger this conviction
grew, the stronger grew my desire to find you.
But how was I to do it? My guardian, I knew,
would never consent to my becoming your wife,
even if you would have me after my cruel treat-
ment of you. There was but one thing for me to
do. I must escape from his house, and go on my
quest alone. I had over a thousand pounds in
my own name at the bank. Half of this I man-
aged to draw out without exciting my guardian’s
suspicion, and obtained a letter of credit for the
balance. Only taking what clothing I could pack
in a travelling bag, I left my guardian’s house, one
cold, dreary night, about sixteen months ago, and
started on my weary and lonely search for you.
It was only after I had left the roof that had shel-
tered me so long that the thought struck me that
I knew not at what point to begin my search.
But that I must get out of London I knew. I
therefore went to Scotland, and have travelled
half over the world since, having been all through
the continent of Europe before I crossed the
Atlantic.  On this side I have been all through
the United States, Canada and the South American
Republics, but no trace of you could I find, al-
though I examined the registers at nearly all the
hotels in the cities through which I have passed.
Last night I spent in Montreal, and the conviction
that I had banished for so long a time again re-
turned—I again thought you were dead. I lay
awake in my room at the St. Lawrence Hall tiil
near morning, when I dozed, and while in a half-
sleeping, half-waking condition I thought I saw
your body floating on the St. Lawrence. Your
face was very sad, but very peaceful, and your
lips seemed to murmur, “ I am atrest.” I aroused
myself from my lethargic condition and tried to
shake off the effects of my vision. But it ap-
peared to me again and again all through the day.
I could not shake it offf. Wherever I went I
seemed to see your face floating so peacefully on
the surface of the waters, and to hear your voice
calling upon me to come and join you. I took
passage for Quebec—why I know not—but no
sooner had I stepped upon the vessel than the
vision again returned—you floated past the
steamer, with the same peaceful look upon your
face—your lips seemed to be calling to me. With
a bound I threw myself into the river, and never
expected to see again the light of another day up-
on this earth. But you have rescued me, Arthur
—saved me from being obliged to pass my Maker
with the sin of suicide upon my soul. Say, then,
that you will forgive me?”

The last words were sobbed rather than uttered,
and strong man that he was, Arthur, too, had to
choke down the lump that rose in his throat.

III

Long before she had finished her pitiful story
he had been eager to clasp her to his breast and
breathe the forgiveness that she prayed so earn-
estly for in his ear; but he sustained himself by a
mighty effort till she had concluded, then, rising,
he clasped his hands around her neck, drew her
head upon his shoulder, and whispered, brokenly :

“Forgive you, my darling? Yes, I forgive you
with all my heart and soul; and my life shall be
devoted to blotting out all the suffering of the
past two years.”

‘“And I, too, Arthur, will endeavour, by all
my future actions, to repay you for your gener-
osity in pardoning me.”

After some conversation, Arthur mentioned
that he had travelled under the name of Arthur
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Browne, and Nellie under the name of Eleanor
Harvey, instead of Eleanor Holbrooke. Thus
it was that these two had frequently been in the
same town and knew not that they were in such
close proximity. Arthur further explained that
after he had left London he had wandered aim-
lessly from place to place, always striving to
drive away the face of the girl who had jilted him,
but, finding it impossible, he had determined to
return to England, dispose of his property there,
and then return to Montreal to settle.

While these explanations were being exchanged,
a knock was heard at the door, and the Doctor
was admitted. A glance at his patient satisfied
him that all was correct, and with a muttered
apology, “You have better medicine than I can
give you,” he was about to withdraw, when
Arthur requested him to stay, while he sought the
Captain. That gentleman having arrived, such
parts of their story as were necessary were de-
tailed to the two by Arthur, and both gentlemen
left the cabin, after heartily shaking the rescuer
and rescued by the hands, with more moisture
around their eyes than they would care for any of
the crew or passengers to see.

On arriving at Quebec Arthur and Nellie put
up at the St. Louis Hotel. The captain of the
Quebec, with much forethought, had told such a
story to the passengers as satisfied their curios-
ity, and the two were thus saved the fire of run-
ning questions that would otherwise have been
poured upon them.

Arthur did not take passage on the Parisian,
but just about the time the boat sailed there was
a quiet little wedding, by special license, at St.
Matthew’s Church, the only persons present being
the Captain and the Doctor of the Quebec, and
one of the stewardesses of the steamer, who had
been very kind to the blushing bride while on the
vessel. But the two were happy—Nellie that she
had been rescued by the hand of fate—or was it
Providence?—from a watery grave, and Arthur
that he had been the instrument employed in her
rescue.

Shall we leave them in their happiness, or
give a brief outline of their future life? It must
be very brief, then. Just this: Neither Arthur
nor Nellie had any great desire to live in Eng-
land. They made the journey across the Atlan-
tic, settled up all their affairs in the old country,
and then returned to Montreal, where, before very
long, Arthur obtained a most lucrative practice,
and became one of the leading lights of the
Montreal Bar. Nellie's grace,. beauty and gentle
disposition soon procured for her the entree into
the best circles in the Canadian metropolis, but
she never became a butterfly of fashion. When-
ever any work of a philanthropic nature was to be
found, her hand and her purse were ever open to
relieve the distress and the suffering of her fellow-
creatures, and her cheerful voice was ever ready
and willing—ably seconded by her husband—in
advancing the cause of humanity. Let us leave
them to their unclouded happiness.

. ——

AN OPPORTUNITY.

There is nothing in life that slips by more
stealthily than an opportunity. The artist knows
this when he hastens to record with his pencil the
impression which is his for the moment, lest inter-
vening matters shall cause it to be dimmed or
efficed. The scientist bears it in mind as he con-
centrates his powers fora glance into the telescope,
or for a movement of the crucible. And in all
other spheres the fact is recognized by him who
avails himself promptly of the time which is * for
every purpose,” and of the fine filaments of cir-
cumstances which are ready to make his act effi-
cient. If we recognize that such seasons of
advantages have come to us and gone again un-
heeded, we are saddened, whether our loss be 2
temporal benefit to ourselves or a never-returning
occasion for doing good to others. Yet this pain’
will be a blessing if it shall teach us that in order
to have our deeds wrought harmoniously into the
swiftly-moving web of life, we must be on the alert
to use God’s proffered opportunities while they are
opportunities.—S. S, Zimes.
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QUAINT FANCIES AND RHYMES,

By A CoLLEcTOR.

II.

Th THE CHauNT RoOVAL.
fullerefo(r:mhaufp t Royal is truly no more than a
eleven lineso the ballad, comprising five verses of
Name s |efy *tmd envoy of five. The origin of the

Bt it refe 0 the fancy of critics, some holding
verse - others to the high quality of this kind of
of its ’burd S, 'that 1t 1s taken from the_ lofty choice

e Spokenens’ and still others, that it was fit to
Plece of v erorh sung only before kings. _It 15 a
that (‘Unlesy hard work, and Gleeson White says
ntense cqy S the whole poem is constructed with
of ng meae’ and has intrinsic beauty of its own
lines op ﬁvn order, the monotony of its sixty-one
Its Kinghj i sounds is unbearable.” Because of
example g © the ballad, we shall give only one
spired, a5 d 0sen on account of Holbein, who in-

’ Austin Dobson, who wrote it :—

THE DANCE OF DEATH.
(CHAUNT RovAL, AFTER HoLBEIN,)
G t;?;lrat w’n‘zi MokTis
He est medicanien in hortis.
el;sl;:le despot’s Despot.  All must bide,
tinces :nrdsooner, the message of his might;
Touehen g)otentates thgxr heads must hide,
eside Y the awful sigil of his right;
o e Kalse}‘ he at eve doth wait
EOUFS a potion in his cup of state;’
. kstately Queen his bidding must obey;
€en-eyed Cardinal shall him affray;

And
“ ]t::ttll;: Iéame who wantoneth, he saith
There is g Weetheart, to junket and to play.”

™ o King more terrible than Death.
°:“§:Y Lord, rejoicing in his pride,
ith jinmﬁsth l;i?wn; bpfore the armed Knight
. Crc>gsse§1 ridle-rein he still doth ride;
¢ becknme ththe strong Captain in the fight;
¢ hales 11 z graver l:.l('ier from debate,
or fo re bbott by his shaven pate,
' " the Abbess’ wailing will delay;

5.0 bawling Mend; N
108 € Mendicant shall say him nay;
enotoc;he PyX'the Priest he follo)v,veth, Y
There i nn tll.l((? Greek his chilling finger stay.
Al i © King more terrible than Death.
T elr\lvgisn:-]]l;?{)bow to Him. And woe-betide
Him tpe feastl ber—the Roysterer by night;

Him 1y master, many bouts defied,
. W()en:o t;:l"t the pledging and the cup shall smite:
The hayd E Lender at usurious rate,
Joe to tl:Ch Man, the hireling Advocate;
o€ to ¢} e Judge that selleth right for pay:
With ere he Thief that like a beast of prey
These Ping head the trave!ller hurryeth;—
There i’ n th'eu- sin, the sudden sword shall slay.
"o King more terrible than Death.

He .
hflg“ T Pity—nor will be denied,
Grimly 1, ;. low hearth is garnished and bright,
An ste I'"geth the dim portal wide,
€ hat fla S the Infant in the Mother’s sight;
He spa, © Pity for the scorned of fate:—
\ay is not Lazz'xrus lying at the gate.
,ayi t}?; :he Blind that stumbleth as he may;
In the ast f ired Ploughman, —at the sinking ray,—
o Urrow,—feels an icy breath,
ere is DOWLS: the hand hath turned the team astray.
Ing more terrible than Death.

He ha .

Blitg; r\l:/)i iltv. For the new-made Bride,
That wand, th the promise of her life’s delight,
He Wither}? ghadly by her Husband’s side,
He scares {t € clatter of his drum doth fright;

e Maiq helV1rgm at the convent gate;
He hayp, na f-wen, the Lover passionate;
The teng, © grace for weakness or decay;
The feeb) er Wife, the Widow bent and grey,—
All thee Sire whose footstep faltereth—
ere i n5€ Ill{g leadeth by the lonely way.
0 Xing more terrible than death.

Youty Envoy,

san, g, ;.?li;wh(.)se ear and monishing of late,

ave thor igals and lost estate,

But knowu thy Joy of living and be gay;
Ye, and pe “}‘:t less than there must come a day,—
hen t};' TChance e’en now it hasteneth,—
There is nome'ow" heart shall speak to thee and say:
A . Ing more terrible than Death.

S thls I)Oeln

1S Suiteq to clever and powerful though it be,
close by 1; ht.Conyey. feelings of gloom, we shall
brighy Cha% 'Ng 1t with the envoy of John Payne’s
God ay, Nt royal, entitled “The God of Love : ”
To wh(::.:i};gods’ High and Eternal King,

Lfing no € spheral symphonies do sing,

Save i, th w!"!her from thy power to flee,

hoy ar{ Pinions vast o’ershadowing.

my Lord to whom I bend the knee.

CANADA, MY LAND, MY LOVE.

L’étranger voit avec un il d’envie
Du Saint- Laurent le majestueux cours ;
A son aspect le Canadien s’écrie i—

O Canada, mon pays, mes amours.
—S1r Geo, CARTIER.
I

Great lone land by foot untrodden save where wandering
hunter passes,
Where the caribou and beaver hide in stream and leafy
lade;
Treelesg prairie, trackless forest, beetling crags and dank
morasses,
Lakes majestic, rushing rivers, seething rapids, wild cas-
cade !
Kannata,t in silence sleeping;
The solemn pines a vigil keeping,
Where the forest children nestle *neath their shade.
II.
¢¢ Aca nada !$—nothing find we—this the Eldorado vaunted,
Where the stones are precious jewels and the sands with
gold are bright !—
False Colombo, base impostor: home of ghouls and demon-
haunted,
Cheerless land of rock and jungle, buried in a wintry
night !”
Aca nada—barren, fruitless:
Cursed the Don his errand bootless,
And the flag of proud Castile floated out of sight.
111
See we now a Royal blazon—azure field and lilies golden—
Spread its folds where Gaspé’s breezes kiss the bosom of
the sea !
““Good Saint Lawrence, patron, hail! for dangers passed
to thee beholden ;
In Heaven’s name we raise our standard, the sword and
cross our charter free.
Canada, O new-born nation;
Join in praise and invocatlon;
Te Deum shall its benediction be ! ”
1V.
Nouvelle France,§ anon we hail thee, fearless hearts, though
few in number;
Soldiers, statesmen, churchmen, laymen, serve thy cause
with burning zeal,
Proving faith by life’s devotion; Rouse ye now from
dreamy slumber !
Hear the roar of faction’s clamour—see the gleam of foe-
men’s steel !
Wolfe and Montcalm—heroes dying ;
The Fleur-de-Lys 'mid carnage lying,
While loud the British guns victorious peal.”
V.
Ours to guard this peerless birthright, speak we tongue of
France or Britain;
Ours the thrilling inspiration born of noble deeds well
done !
Do and dare; gird on thy manhood; see in flaming letters
written ;
¢ The weak is now a mighty NATION!”* enduring firm
while Time shall run.
Canada! the crowning glory:
Theme for poets’ sweetest story,
Qur native land ! for us through travail won.
Montreal. SAMUEL M. BavLis,

§ * * * ¢ Thename Canada goes back to within half a century
of the discovery of the continent by Colombo. We find it first used in
Cartier’s account of his voyage given by Ramusio, 1556. It was used
for a century and 2 half before we find any allusion o its mcaning,
and this no doubt accounts for the difference of opinion on the sub-
ject.—George Bryce, M.A., LL.D. o

+ ¢¢¢Kannata,”” which is pronounced ‘ Cannada,” and signifies a
collection of dwellings.”—Father Charlevoix. .

* % * Doubtless signified, in the native tongue, clusters of cabins
or villages.—F. X. Garneau. .

t+ ® % = ¢ The Spaniards were the first whodiscovered Canada;
but, at their first arriving, having found nothing considerable in it,
they abandoned the country and called it ¢ Il capo di nada,’ 7.e., Cape
of Nothing.—Father Hennepin.

# % * ‘‘Anpancient tradition goes that the Castilians * # when
they perceived no appearance of mines, pronounced the two words,
« Aca nada '—nothing here.—Charlevoix.

# % % It is evident no reliance can be placed on this as the

igin of the name Canada.”—Bryce.
onég:?Can:\da continued the soleyname of the countrv, disco}'ercd_b
the French on the banks of the St. Lawrcnc.e, until 1609, in Wh.lc

ear the Canadian explorer, Champlain, having given at Fontaine-
{leau, before the French King, Henry IV., an account of the country,
it received the name ¢ La Nouvelle France.’ "—Bryce—Ga{neau.

| ““September 18, 1759, Quebec_capitulated. Before night, floated
from the walls of this American Gibraltar the broad banner of Eng-
land, where it has ever since remained untouched by an enemy's

."—J. A. Boyd, M.A.
ha.né‘ It V‘Jas on 1¥or‘ninion D?, uly 1st, 1867, that the Royal pro-
clamation, dated on the 22nd May prgcedmg at Windsor Castle,
ioined the four }eading members of the .(,onfeder.anon—Omano, Que-
ec, Nova Scotia and%ew Brunswick—into a united Canada.—Bryce.

DRINKING SONG.

FroM THE VAUX DE VIRE OF BASSELIN.

What time a good companion drinks
The evil days go by:—
T’ll drink to thee with all my heart
Until my cup rundry.
T’ve drank my share, as all may see:
No hiding t4at, Perdy!
Now, then, to him who drinks with grace
A royal health, say I.
What time a good companion drinks
The evil days go by.

Montreal. WM. MCLENNAN.

THE KEEPER’S SON.

FrROM ANORE THEURIET.

Black is the night, and as though in fight
Their arms the trees of the forest wave,
And not a sound can be heard around,
But rain that rushes and winds that rave.

The doors are shut in yon woodland hut:
An aged sire and his fearless sons,

Three poachers keen, with a bloodhound lean,
Crouch in the thicket, and load their guns.

Within the gloom of that hut’s low room
An infant sleeps by the grandam’s bed,
While a maiden fair near the slumbering pair

Sits at a spindle, with drooping head.

A flickering lamp through the midnight damp
Illumes her cheek with a feeble light,
Aiding to trace a sweet flower-like face
And curls that stray o’er a neck snow-white.

Fair is her form, but her bosom warm
Fitfully heaves like the ocean’s breast:
Is it fright or care, or the stifling air,
Or waiting that causes her wild unrest ?

The hinges weak of the frail door creak,
And a rainy squall from the outer gloom
Driveth a boy, the fair maiden’s joy,
Into the shadowy, silent room:.

Clasped in her arms, he rebukes alarms,

And cries: ‘‘Sweet Alice, what need of fright 2
She pleadeth, ‘“Oh! speak soft and low:

My grandam’s slumber is ever light ! ”

Their hearts beat high with ecstasy,
And the maiden wipes, while she softly speaks,
The raindrops cold that, like tears, have roll'd
Down her boy-lover’s white brow and cheeks.

““My love is wild for thee, sweet child!”

He cried. She murmurs: ‘‘Eve, morn and noon
For thee I sigh; but, my darling, why

Wert thou the son of the Keeper born?

For, higher far than our forests are,
A barrier rises to part us twain:

And I dread his ire, should my jealous sire
Learn that I love and am lov’d again.”

He soothed her fears, and he kissed the tears
That overflowed from her soft brown eyes;

But while deep joy thrilleth maid and boy,
Day swiftly follows the night that flies.

Far off they hear shrill chanticleer—

“¢Bird, if I owned thee, thou soon hads’t died,”
The lover speaks, while the morning breaks,

And the maiden opens the casement wide.

The storm is o’er, and the blithe larks soar
Aloft like specks in the clear blue sky:
One more sweet kiss, full of passion’s bliss,

Now till eve cometh again, ‘¢ Good-bye.”

Swift as a deer, with no sense of fear,
The youthful lover then lightly broke

Through the thicket’s maze, over which thick haze
Swam like a quivering wreath of smoke.

But the poachers bold, wet, famished, cold,
With empty game-bags behind their backs,

Were homeward beating a slow retreat—
Fur and feather alike each lacks.

A light branch stirred, and their quick ears heard;
““Shoot ! ” the same instant exclaimed the sire:
Three shots ring out, and three voices shout:
¢ The game has fallen before our fire.”

Deep bayed the hound with a doleful sound,
The sire press'd onward, then shrank aghast—
"Mid the brushwood dyed with a yellow tide,
The son of the Keeper had breathed his last !

Montreal. GEO. MURRAY.

. ——

SAMUEL DE CHAMPLAIN.

As once, to him who his adventurous keel
Urged through Atlantic waves, (a man, I ween
Full rich in evidence of things unseen, ’
Which to his soaring reason made appeal !)
The wished-for continent did itself reveal,
Not by its towering hills or groves of green,—
For still an ocean wide did intervene;—
g;xt o%o}xrs on his senses ’gan to steal,

afted from the new world, more sw.
In that he left behind; and r;ow he ?'elf,et than aught
With what delight ! that he on truth had built: —
So, he who long his heavenward course hath held
Finds, as he nears the port, his voyage fraught '
With sweetest seszse of things yet unbeheld.

Montreal, . M,
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BANFF HOTEL, NATIONAL PARK.

From a photograph by Notman.

KARANASKIS Pagy

KANANASKIS FALLS.

From a photograph by Notman.
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A FINE TRANSLATION.

The following version of a popular song, which
applies with special point to the youth of Canada,
is given as an example of literary taste and tact.
The lines appeared originally in the London
LEducational Times, as was meet, and the author
remains unrevealed, with the bare initials J. S. W,

PADDLE YOUR OWN CANOE,
I.
Pve travell’d about a bit in my time,
And of troubles I’ve seen a few,
But I’ve found it best in every clime
To paddle my own canoe.
2.
My wants are small, I care not at all
If my debts are paid when due;
I drive away strife in the ocean of life,
While I paddle my own canoe.

3.
I have no wife to bother my life,
No lover to prove untrue,
But the whole day long, with a laugh and a song,
I paddle my own canoe.

4.
I'rise with the lark, and from daylight till dark
I do what I have to do;
I’'m careless of wealth, if I have only health
To paddle my own canoe.

"T'is well on a friend novg and then to depend,
That is, if you’ve proved him true;
But you’ll find it better by far in the end
To paddle your own canoe.
6.
To borrow is dearer by far than to buy,
A maxim, though old, still true;
You never will sigh, if you only will try
To paddle your own canoe.

If a hurricane rise in the mid-day skies,
And the sun is lost to view,
Move steadily by, with a steadfast eye,
And paddle your own canoe.
8.
The daisies that spring in the bright green fields
Are blooming so sweet for you;
So hope for the best, and drive care from your breast,
While you paddle your own canoe.

9.
And love your neighbour as yourself
While the world you go travelling through,
And never sit down with a tear or a frown,
But paddle your own canoe.

CYMBAM REGAS IPSE TUAM.
I.
Per varios casus mihi contigit usque vagari;
Per varias turbas heu! mala multa tuli;
Sed mihi vita fluit semper gratissima, quando
Mi propriam cymbam propria dextra regit.
2.
Haud egeo multis, nec quid mea pectora vexat,
Debita si tantim solvere cuncta queam;
Et strepitus fugio, commota per ®quora vitw,
Dum propriam cymbam propria dextra regit.

Nulla mihi conjux, qui litibus omnia turbet,
Nullaque, qui pactam fallat, amica, fidem;

Perque diem totum, dum ridens carmina canto,
Mi propriam cymbam propria dextra regit.

4.
Occiduum ad solem, ex hord qua surgit alauda,
Assidua perago, quie peragenda, manu;
Non ego divitias cupio, si sit modo robur
(Quo propriam cymbam propria dextra regat.

Haud nocet interdum certo confidere amico,
Si tibi revera certus amicus erit;
At tibi res melias multo, mihi crede, gerentur,
Si propriam dextram propria cymba regat.,
6.
Empta tibi constant, quam mutua sumpta, minoris;
Hoc vetus est carmen; sed tibi vera canit;
Nunquam tristis eris, si vi conabere summa
Ut propriam cymbam propiia dextra regat.

7.
Si consurgat hiems, quum sol medio axe coruscat,
Et nitidum condunt nubila densa diem,
Tu tamen in rectum pergas, tu lumine certo,
Et propriam cymbam propria dextra regat.
8.
Aspice quot flores decorent viridantia rura !
Hixe tibi (sic libeat credere) rura nitent:
Sic tibi spes adsit semper, cura omnis abesto,
Dum propriam cymbam propria dextra regit.
9.
Teque ut amas ipsum, tibi sic vicinus ametur,
Mortales inter dum breve tendis iter;
Nec tibi deturpent rugw, nec lacryma, valtum,
Sed propriam cymbam propria dextra regat.
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PERSONAL POINTS.

Gabriel Dumont is saiil to be a rare marksman.

] Mr. Dewdney was still in the Northwest, when last heard
rom.

A large number of Canadians are travelling in Europe
this summer.

Hon. Edward Blake is doing legal work in the Courts of
the Privy Council.

Hon. Mr. Mercier has been made Commander of the
Papal order of St. Gregory.

M. Perrotin, a french astronomer, says he has seen giants
building Canals on the Planet Mars.

Several of the Federal Ministers are away for their holi-
days, but they are all within hailing distance.

The week has passed without any further news about the
appointment of a new Minister of the Interior.

Lieut. Colonel White has been promoted to the deputy
Postmaster Generalship and it is expected that he will there-
fore resign the command of the 48th battalion.

Honourable Mr. Greenway has achieved a sweeping
victory, in the Manitoba general elections. The terms he
made with the Federal Government stood him in good stead.

Mr. John Lowe, after doing the work of deputy, beside
that of secretary, of the Department of Agriculture, for se-

veral years, has at length been made deputy. The promo-
tion is thoroughly deserved.
Dr. Holmes’s humour is as delightful as ever. A Buffalo

woman, born in the Bay State, asked the autocrat what the
authoritative pronunciation of Faneuil Hall was. She
promptly received this dictated reply: ‘¢ Some folks—
Faneuil ; old folks—Funnel.”

Personal dissensions in a military body are bad enough,
and should be referred at once to the highest tribunal, before
further mischief is done. Colonel Macpherson, of the Go-
vernor Gengrals’ Foot Guards is at loggerheads with almost
all his officers, and neither side seems disposed to yield.

A model of the memorial statue of the late Colonel
Williams, to be raised at Port Hope, has been prepared by
Mr. Hamilton McCarthy, of Toronto, and approved by the
Memorial Committee. The statue, of heroic size, will be
cast in bronze, and set on a grey granite pedestal, twelve
feet high. The Colonel of the Midlands will be represented
with uplifted sword, giving the word of command.

The latest anecdote is very characteristic of Gladstone.
To a prominent author who expressed a wish that the old
gentleman’s life and strength might long be spared, he re-
plied :—*¢Yes, I confess I wish to live for two great objects.
You can guess one of them. It is to settle the Irish question.
The other is to convince my countrymen of the substantial
identity between the theology of Homer and that of the Old
Testament.”

The Rev. Dr. Littledale, in the Spectutor, relates that
when before the ritual commission, he remarked that it was
very difficult to bring an Anglican bishop to trial for any
ecclesiastical offense. Archbishop Tait then asked him,
‘“ What is the case as regards an Archbishop ?” ¢ There
are,” replied Dr. Littledale, *‘no means whatever provided
for bringing an Archbishop to trial.” To which Dr. Tait
responded with a complacent smile, ‘I am exceedingly glad
to hear it.”

Mr. Moffat, the distinguished African missionary, and the
father-in-law of Dr. Livingstone, once preached a long ser-
mon to a crowd of negroes. Shortly after he had finished
he saw a number of negroes gathered about a simple-minded
young savage. He went to them and discovered that the
savage was preaching his sermon over again. Not only was
he reproducing the same words, but imitating the manner
and gestures of the white preacher.

JOHN RUSKIN.

Mr. John Ruskin has been giving expression
to his religious views. In reply to a letter
touching upon his personal views in connection
with the sacrament of the holy communion, he
has written as follows: “My dear sir: I am
extremely thankful for the sympathy expressed in
your letter, but I fear you have scarcely read
enough to know the breadth of my own creed
or communication. I gladly take the bread,
water, wine, or meat of the Lord’s Supper with
members of any family or nation who obey Him,
and should be equally sure it was His giving—if
I were myself worthy to receive it—whether the
intermediate mortal hand were the pope’s, the
queen’s, or a hedge-side gypsy’s. It is not time
that fails me for reading, but strength. I am
but yesterday back out of the grave, and can
read little.  Ever yours, gratefully,

“JoHN RuUskIN.”

LUSTRATED.

21st JuLv, 1888.
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Some one has asked, where do flies goin Winter? We
don’t know, but we wish they would go there in Summer.

¢+ Vat,” said the collector of a little German band to 2
citizen who sat in his front window, * you no give noddings
for dot moosic?” ¢“ Not a cent,” replied the citizen, with
hopeless emphasis.  * Don ve blay some more, dat’s all!”
threatened the collector, so the citizen hastily gave up 2
quarter.

‘‘Ma,” remonstrated Robby, ¢“when I was at grandma’s
she let me have two pieces of pie.” ¢“Well, she ought not
to have done so, Bobby,” said his mother. ¢1 think two
pieces of pie are twe much for little boys. The older you
grow, Bobby, the more wisdom you will gain.” Bobby was
silenced, but only for a moment. ‘ Well, ma,” he said,
‘‘grandma is a good deal older than you are.”

Noted Electrician—*¢I see you still have that old notion
that a lightning rod is a protection.” Nebraska Farmer :—
“Ihave.” ¢ Well, of course, you don’t keep up with the
electrical progress of the age and can’t be expected,”’——
** I take half a dozen newspapers and three magazines, in-
cluding the Electrical Review, sir.” + You do ? Well, well !
Now, sir, if that is the case, will you be kind enough to tell
me what you think a lightning rod on your house protects
you from?” ¢ Lightning rod agents.”—

HicHLY COLORED TESTIMONY. —*¢You say you heard
both shots fired ?” asked an Austin lawyer, who was cross-
examining a witness in a murder case.

*‘Yess, sah—heard bofe shots, Dey was fired simon-
taneously, sah.”

‘¢ Are you sure of that ?”

““Yes, sah; bofe ob ’em was fired simontaneously. I
wasn’t more than forty feet off at de time.”

‘ But on the direct examination you swore the shots were
fired one after the other, and now you say they were fired
simultaneously.”

‘““Jes what I said, sah. Bofe shols were fired simon-
taneous like, one after anudder.”— Zzxas Siftings.

CouLDN'T STARTLE HIM..—City newspapers have more
trouble in training country correspondents not to send in
trivial news than in urging them to send in more than they
do. One of the newspapers of this town, however, has a2
correspondent whom nothing startles. The managing editor
tells the following about him. There came a ring at the
telephone which the editor answered. It was the correspon-
dent out at Bumpville,

‘“Hello! Is that the office 2”
“Yes.”
““Well, say, Jones is dead. Good.-by.”

““Hold on!  Who was Jones?

* Killed himself. Good-by.”

““Hold on; hold on. What did he kill himself for?”

¢“ Murdered his wife and three children. Good-by.”

YUY YN \—Detroit Frve Press.

—— -

How 10 DRINK MILK.—Some complain that
they cannot drink milk without being “ distressed
by it.” The most common reason why milk 1s
not well borne is due to the fact that people
drink it too quickly. If a glass of it is swallowed
hastily it enters into the stomach and then forms
1n one solid, curdled mass, difficult of digestion.
If, on the other hand, the same quantity is sipped,
and three minutes at least are occupied in drink-
ng 1t, then, on reaching the stomach, it is so di-
vided, that when coagulated, as it must be by the
gastric juice, while digestion is going on, instead
of being in one hard, condensed mass, upon the
outside of which only the digestive fluids can act,
1t 1S more in the form of a sponge, and in and out
of the entire bulk the gastric juice can play freely
and perform its function.— American Analyst.

What did he die of 2”

A BARGAIN IN LETTERS.

Fred R. Cohl writes to the editor to suggest that
as every noun i English can be used as a verb,
and every verb as a noun, and every part of speech
‘“as every other part of speech,” (eig.: “He ups
and ats me”), that the Royal Society of Canada
make a bargain with a similar representative
body of German scholars and men of letters that,
on condition that they adopt our Roman print in-
stead of their old, eyesight-spoiling, barbarous, in-
distinguishable, costly, silly, nonsensical, out-of-
date black letter, we will adopt their excellent,
sense-of«a-sentence—at-once-declaring plan of writ-

ing and printing the first letter of every noun with
a capital letter.
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Mar . us a copy of a “Notice of St.
tribugtilc.letbs (i}}apel,"* at Edinburgh Castle, con-
ociety ofyA, m, as honourary member of the
in the pro. Dtiquaries of Scotland, and published
few hiSlor?Celedmgs_ of that society. Among the
“hapel org% remains of the Scottish capital, the
Oldest anq | Margaret, on the Castle rock, is the
Made his o oL Dteresting.  In 1067, Altheling
Sisters, of wa}f to Scotland with his mother and two
lack Roog Om one was Margaret, and the famous
till 13,6 whWh‘Ch became the national palladium
Neville's’cr €n Scotland saw the last of the relic at
€ Queen (}SS‘ After a time. Margaret became
The Sancmo the_gre'at.chief Malcolm Canmore.
ently dWelty of this distinguished woman is rever-
her Jigg vt “PON by the author, and the details of
€voted o g&:’en:'and thenceforward the paper is
Name, after he history of the chapel bearing her
an ', 185 € was canonized by Pope Eugenius
by ﬁnding in45’ The Doctor began his researches
ont, which w°n§ of the vaults, a so-called baptismal
€ ninth sideas }n reality the socket of the pillar on
are deScribed of the chancel arch. These arches
a plan, o, and the architecture of the chapel
are givep, Tr}ilwn. by Sir Henry Dryden, in 1886,
3 legend, 514 i life of Queen Margaret reads like
are wortily oft ¢ graphic incideuts of her death
Momentg sh a poem and a painting. In her last
from g blacekaSked for the Black Rood, so called
Pure gold ap, case or fertory. It was a cross of
[t shy ah out an ell long and set with diamonds.
Dortion of th0pen€d like a chest. Inside was a
AViour cary fi true cross, having a figure of the
adorpeq Wit}? N massive ivory and marvellously
Vith her 4 g gold.  Margaret had brought this
CO}:land and given it as an heirloom to
Cthe youngest of them, David, built a
A with th urch for it called Holy-Rood.
Castle i relat ¢ chapel the story of Edinburgh
573, wit al ed, till its destruction in the siege of
Baret’s i) Most the sole exception of St. Mar-
throyg) mai oratory.  From this point down,
tory thay they bages that read like a romantic his-
the sons ang really are, we have particulars about
Ome toycfas Successors of the good queen, and
Teir or By, on Mary of Guise and Mary Stuart,
the best sch, rlB]aCk and other worthies, all told in
Saying tl? arly spint.  Dr. Wilson winds up
EgilnbUrgh Cat the main features of the ancient
aliog, e astle are now far advanced in restor-
that, ahhcongratulates his country and him-
Cludeq ; ; ough St. Margaret’s Chapel was in-
Procegg whicS work, it has escaped the renovating
Out under th an architect is too prone to carry
Ne sa € name of restoration.
Shring inncmar Y leads to another.
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. ¢ Mary’s First
toec}vlldemess” is the title of a pam-
m e histoergymen of Pittsburg, Pa. It re-
thanu.facmrin ry of the foundation of that great

erein from glcn)’ » and the church services held
d explorer fe beginning. The first discoverer
the Year y¢ Of that country was Lasalle who, about
the hey, 79, left Presquisle (Erie) and striking

Water e
coeek), g Ors of La Riviére aux Baufs (French
Ourse down th 20 mles distant, continued his
am to ¢ creek and the Allegheny and Ohio
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(‘;’igdfhknowna&‘;iz)it Louisville.
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X Thus this priest
10'{‘(})1 the world, as he afterward
County . 1he French took possession
t}? 1753, t g?d bl}llt fortifications at Presqu'isle.
q € “Forkg » o merican colonists raised a fort at
i;enCe ¢ ;'XCe called the ““ Point,” at the con-
th 1754 Wash; llegheny and Mononagahela, and
wfre, Was ob]l']gton commanding an expedition
fore POunceq u'ged to surrender to the French
thrt at the Poipon him.  The latter rebuilt the
be“ 8overnoy I}t, calling it Duquesne after the
“Came 5 frq ugtneral of New France. The place
* Nog duent scene of battle. Braddock was
Wilsg otice of
°n, LL
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defeated ten miles from there, in 1755, and Major
Grant, in 1758. But in November 1758, the
French had to withdraw before a superior force,
under General Forbes, and set fire to all their
buildings. Among these was the chapel standing
on the spot where the first divine service was held
on the 17th April, 1754, by a Soldier of the Cross,
Charles Baron, known in the Recollet Order, to
which he belonged, as Father Denys. It is the
history of this shrine, the first of its kind in the
wilderness of the present United States, down to
our time. The title of itself was beautiful. One
record calls it the chapel at “ Fort Duquesne of
the beautiful River” (the Ohio) and later the fort
and whole settlement was set down as ‘ Fort Du-
quesne under the title of the Assumption of the
Blessed Virgin of the Beautiful River.” The shrine
lay in ruins for over a century, when in 1869, a
chapel was built on its site, and a church, in 1876.
The object now is to replace the original shrine by
a fitting memorial, in the shape of an historical
work of sculpture, and for this, subscriptions, even
in low amounts, are solicited to be addressed to
Rev. Morgan M. Sheedy, 48 Third avenue, Pitts-
burgh, Pa.

-

A JAPANESE HOME.

Life and customs in a Japanese family of good
blood and training in Japan embodies much of
picturesque interest. To the foreigner so fortun-
ate as to find an entrance within, such a home is
a perpetual surprise and delight. In one such
we were a favoured guest, during our stay in the
Empire, where the household consisted of par-
ents, two grown daughters, two little girls and
three sons, one an infant, with their grandmother,
three nurses and a large retinue of servants. Was
this charming household to be called ‘pagan,”
“heathen ?”—this home full to repletion of refine-
ment, patriotism, noble arts and culture? A sug-
gestive history was here likewise. The father was
a patriot indeed, having yielded his revenues and
princely title without a murmur, for the nation’s
weal, under the new reign. The lady-mother and
eldest daughter were peers to the ladies of any
land in beauty, ornament, elegant dress, skill
in household management, and in the arts of
social and polite life as prescribed by etiquette.

This mother was as strong in tenderness, pa-
tience and long-suffering, for and with her chil-
dren, as the mothers of America, and equally
faithful and assiduous in their training and edu-
cation. She taught her daughters as her mother
had taught her, that the three fundamental duties
of woman are obedience to her parents when a
child, to her husband when married, and to her
eldest son if she becomes a widow. She also in-
structed them in the ordering of the whole conduct
of life ; household and social management, moral
and physical duties, letter-writing, proverbs,
poems, and all enforced by tales of noble women.

Boys and girls were both drilled in the histories
of Japan and China, and in the traditionary, heroic
and mythological lore of their own land. The
sons were trained to manly sports and exploits,
and were taught to overcome obstacles by the
symbol over the massive outer door, where swung
the huge paper carp, suspended from a bamboo
pole, ever reminding the youth of Japan how the
carp leaps the waterfall. ) '

It was a grand old roof which sheltered this
household ; a house of solid timber, sixty feet
broad by one hundred deep, with lofty rooms and
long, wide corridors. Its one storey ‘had an im-
mense and imposing sloping roof, which covered
fourteen apartments and many balconies. The
sliding partitions could all be removed and make,
on occasion, a noble hall with many columns.
The ceiling was made of fine-grained wood and
fifteen feet from the floor.

This home was shielded from the street by a
wall of tiles, built with cement and liped with a
row of firs of mighty girth. The main gate was
supported by heavy tree-trunks and covered w1t’h
an ornamental roof. Just inside was the porter’s
lodge. Near this lodge was a clump of evergreens,

and underneath their shadow stood an ark, cut

from solid stone, about four feet high. This was
the family shrine for treasuring sacred mementoes
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and religious emblems. Just beyond was a rock-
ery of great beauty, where fountains tossed their
spray and toyed with sun and moonbeams. Here
and there the mockungi tree shed its purple blos-
soms to the breeze from lofty heights, while aza-
leas and starry asters bloomed beneath its foot.

All about the garden camellias of brilliant red
or purest white unfolded their lovely buds from
low-growing shrubs, while now and then a camellia
tree, towering fifty feet in the air, entranced the
eye with its wax-like blossoms. Moats of running
water were bounded by stone walls, moss-covered
anq flower-decked, where darted and dived the
various tribes of fish. Here grew and bloomed
the lotus, king among the flowers of Japan. Here
came happy children, looking upon its wondrous
beauty with unspeakable delight. Into this charm-
ing garden the infant was carried by its nurse and
grew up the playmate of butterflies, bees and birds.

The dining-room of this house, with its cool
matted floors and soft, luxurious cushions, was
characteristic of the house. The low table was
always decked with flowers in costly vases of
bronze, and not infrequently boughs of the blos-
soming trees were hung about the walls. Huge
pyramids of half-peeled oranges and sliced sponge
cake whetted the appetite for more substantial
food. At luncheon hour obsequious servants ap-
peared with lacquered trays of dainty plates and
confections, and tiniest cups of tea set in metal
sockets. When we were served, they bowed with
foreheads to the floor and disappeared.

When dining we found upon the board a finc
fish and leg of venison, a goose or duck, with
sweet potatoes and eggs, a basket of pears and
oranges, or a tray of persimmons, sweet potatoe
custard, cakes and lemon jelly.

Often have we sat in the wide corridors, during
the noonday heats, watching the ladies weave their
rich embroideries or paint on silk; or paced the
garden paths with rare delight while the moon-
light sifted through the tall firs, silvering the spray
of the fountains and illuminating the lotus blos-
soms in the moat—listening to tales from the
quaint grandmother, or the courtly speech of the
father of the dwellers in this old home more than
two hundred years ago; of the many births and
deaths beneath this roof ; of the sickness, and joy-
ous banquet and marriage ; of the many festivals—
the Feast of the Dolls—for the girls, when, year
after year, the great nursery was decked with
blooming boughs and the many toys in which
Japan abounds, while beautiful mimic life of
motherhood and housekeeping prevailed for one
entire day ; of the Feast of the Banners, when the
boys were marched out in triumph to the streets
with emblazoned banners to enact a mimic war;
of the New Year day, when master and servants
pledged anew their devotion to each other; of the
religious festivals, when the household, like a great
heart, beat for the birth and death, the joy and
sorrow of its tenantry.

Here the child had come to thrill the parents’
hearts with joy, and after one hundred days had
been taken to the temple, where the shaven priest
had written a charm and placed it in the child’s
prayer-bag. Here,for two centuries, the daughters
had been given in marriage without spoken vow or
priestly rite, but by gift and song, dance and cheer
began their new career. From thence, down
through the shadow of these mighty trees, had
gone forth the funeral cortege to the cremarium,
with a hearse of pure white wood, borne on the
shoulders of men, followed by mourners with
muffled swords, and women in pure white robes
and caps of floss-silk. Then prayers had been
read, bells tinkled, candles lighted, and the body
of the loved one was laid on the pyre, after which
the fires were lighted by the brothers of the dead.
When all was over, the ashes were deposited in
the family urn, while in the oratory of this house
where the sacred lights and incense burn, anothe;
gilt-lettered tablet was set among the ancestral
names, to be honored by later generations.

Thus, these walls had echoed with song and
laughter, with cries and sobs. Each day we real-
ized what a Aome it had been,~—not like ours, but
none the less a home, for all the completene,ss of
life had sanctified it.— Helen Strong T hompson.
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YOU'RE ANOTHER'!

ToM : What, eating another orange already !

Jack : No more than you.
morning ?
ToMm: “Et tu, brute!”

I declare Jack, you're always stuffing.

I'd like to know many eggs you eat at breakfast this

pp 110

Mantle Bed partly closed.

Mantle Bed open.

We manufacture various kinds of Folding Beds
made to represent Bookcases, Desks, Wardrobes,
Sofas, Lounges, Mantles, &c. We would especially
recommend our Mantle Beds, as they only take up 14
inches in width, hold All the Bedding. read
for instantaneous use, Perfectly Ventilated,
and make a beautiful ornament for a room. Over
7:000 in use. Prices from #10.80 upwards. Desk
Washstand from $8.00 to $40.00. Manufactured by

W. F. DOGHERTY & CO0.
Cabinet Makers 2= Upholsterers,

2316 St. Catherine St.
2 TORONTO %

BUSINESS COLLEGE

J. M. CROWLY & Co., Proprietors.

Largest, Leading, Best, and most Thorougaly Fur-
nished Apartments in Canada. Specialities: Short-
hand, Typewriting, Bookkeeping, Penmanship, Tele-
graphy, Arithmetic, Commercial Law, Commercial
Correspondence, Grammar. Drawing, Oil Painting,
Instrumental Music, Elocution, Etc., Ete
Unequalled Staff. Satisfaction Guaranteed.

Special Rates during Vacation.
Fall Session Opens September 3rd, 1888,

Send for Circulars,

Cor. Yonge and Shuter Sts., Toronto. Can,

J. M. CROWLY, Manager.

10000 PRESENTS

TO FIRST APPLYING, WHILE THEY LAST-

‘We will send by mailan ap-
propriate gift to each maiden,
wife, mother or cook—one to
¥ 2 family—who will try the
BREADMAKER'S BAKING POWDER

Cut the red circle from the
label and send it in a letter
stating honest opinion after
fair trial, Either a5, 10 or 26
cent size will secure the gift.

Any grocer or storekeeper
knows where to getitifasked
for by you.—Address—

CHURCHILL & CO., TORONTO

BUSINESS TRAINING.
DA\"S BUSINESS COLLEGE will be re-opcned
MonpAy, SEPTEMBER THIRD, next. Address
JAMES E. DAY, Accountant, g6 King St. West,
TORONTO.

S. PATTERSON

MANUFACTURERS OF
Cider and Vincgar, Evaporated
Fruits: Apple Machinery, Etc.
Lemon Champagne.

19 JARVIS ST., TORONTO.

TORONTO CONSERVATORY o MUSIC

Incorporated 1886. Capital, $50,000.00.
HON. G. W. ALLAN, President.

OVER 600 PUPILS FIRST SEASON

50 TEAGHERS s Virtually all departments of Musls-
s from beginning to graduation, includ;
_ng piano, vocal art, organ, violin, sight-singing, harmony, €tc-i
also elocution.  Certificates and Miplomas.
Tuition, $3 and upwards per term, Both class and privat®
instruction. Pupils are charged only from date of entrance
Board and room provided. FREE ADVANTAGES:
Elementary harmony and violin instruction, lectures, concerts
etc. Calendar mailed on application.
FALL TERM BEGINS WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER .5""
There being private schools bearing names somewhat similaf.
it is particularly requested that letters for the Conservatory
addressed

EDWARD FISHER, Dircctor, = . 10

O Yonge Street and Wilton Ave.

OUEEN'S PARK HOTEL

Opposite Niagara Falls Station M. C. R.
(CANADA SIDE.)
Two minutes’ walk to Cataract
And Queen Victoria Park-

£

82.00 Per Day. Speciai Rates for Excursionists.
FRED DeLACEY, Manager.

THE

Ganadian Paciric Rallway

has provided its usual extensive list of
tourist tickets to the various summer
resorts of Canada and New England,
which may be obtained at its different
agencies at very reasonable rates.

Among the most desirable localities
covered by these tickets may be men-
tioned Banff, Vancouver, Victoria,
Seattle, Tacoma, Portland, Ore, and
San Francisco. The sleeping and din-
ing cars of the company’s transcontin-
ental trains are proverbial for their com-
fort and luxury, and now that the hotels
at Banff, Field, Glacier, Fraser Canon
and Vancouver are all completed and
open for guests, every want of the tra-
veller is carefully provided for.

Tourist tickets to the above men-
tioned points are good for six months
and permit stop over at pleasure.

From Montreal the rates are :

To Banff and return. - 890 00

To Vancouver, Victoria,
Tacoma, Seattle, or
Portland and return,

To San Franciscoandre-
turn, - - -

125 00

140 0O

From other stations the rates are
proportionately low.

Descriptive books may be obtained
of Company’s agents, or by addressing
the Passenger Traftic Manager at Mon-
treal.

DOMINICA
Ling Frut Juc

Pure and undiluated.
Wholesome,
Purifies the Blood,
Refreshing,
Frlil(y in Flavor,
Cooling,

Absolutely free from
Alcohol.

Lyman, Sons & Co.,

MONTREAL.

Pts., Qts. (Imp. Measure.)

jtained and Qrrnamental
Glags @

For Dwellings, Churches and Public Buildings,

NeCausland & Sor,

ESTABLISHED 1880.

OFFICE & SHOW ROODMS,
72to 76 King St.,W.
TORONTO.

HENRY BIRKS & CO.,

+ Jewellers, &c., +
NEWEST STYLES OF
FINE JEWELLERY,
STERLING SILVER WARE,
ELECTRO PLATE
ART CHINA AND BRASS WARE.

Watches and Diamond Jewellery a speciaity.

235 & 237 ST. JAMES ST.,
MONTREAL.
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WM. KING & CO0,,

MANUFACTURERS AND IMPORTERS OF

FINE FURNITURE,

PURE BEDDING,

BRASS BEDSTEADS,

AUSTRIAN BENT WOOD
CHAIRS,

RATTAN GOODS.

Warerooms: 6562 Craig Street,

MONTREAL.

“THE MODERN DRINK.”

DICKSON'S BEEF TEA.

Contains no Insoluble, Unassimilable Sediment.

Delicious ! The Best Made !

Nutritious !

Is Supplied to the British House of Commons.
For sale by all the leading Wholesale and Retail Grocers.

Wholesale Agents: C. A. LIFFITON & CO., Proprietors Acme Coffee & Spice Mills,

327 & 329 St. James Street, and St. Gabriel Locks, Montreal.

)

Lawn Mowers, lce Cream Freezersy
- lce Tongs and Ice Chisels,
Carpet Sweepers,

Vienna Coffee Machines,

and all sorts of Novelties in Hardware just received

L.J.A.SURVEYER,

1388 Notre-Dame Street,
MONTREAL.

Bl
Mucilage

The best for office
or household pur-
poses.  All Statio®”
ers and Bookstores
keep it.

AULD,
MANUFACTURER,

759 Craig St
MONTREAL.

Fine Lamps, Fine Chandeliers,
Fine Cas Fittings,
Fine Brass Cood$»

Fine Silver Plate Presents.

Cole’s Lam|*1» Stores,

2392 ST. CATHERINE ST.

Next corner above Windsor Hotel.

1792 NOTRE DAME STREET,
MONTREAL.

THE PAPER, ON WHICH ‘““ THE DOMINION ILLUSTRATED"” IS PRINTED, IS MANUFACTURED BY THE CANADA PAPER COMPANY.

Press of Tug CaNaDpA Bank Note Co., Lim., Montreal.




