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The Baie des Chaleurs Enquiry.

No doubt the revelations that have been brought
to light in the Senate respecting the Baie des
Chaleurs railway were a genuine surprise to the
country at large ; it is extremely probable that the
average Canadian ratepayer was even unaware of
the existence of such a company. But the strong
under-current of distrust in the financial policy of
the Quebec Government that has existed in the
minds of most of the Fnglish-speaking people of
the province for many months, has largely prepared
them for just such a revelation. Whatever were
the sins of the administration that preceded the one
now in power at Quebec, they were trivial when
compared with the shortcomings of the latter ; in
racial and religious matters it has done more to
embitter the feeling between French and English
Canadians than the combined efforts of agitators
for the previous thirty years; while its financial
course has been so marked by gross mismanagement,
flaring extravagance, and marked instances of
diversion of the public funds to private ends, that
it was felt by most thoughtful men to be only a
matter of time before a case of sufficient magnitude
to attract public attention came to the front. Itis
noteworthy that whatever particulars of question-
able transactions came to light previous to this
case were evolved at Quebec, and for some reason
or other attracted but little attention outside of this
province ; but the praiseworthy act of a majority of
the Senate in persisting to follow up every detail of
this case made 1t from the first a mark of close at-
tention from all parties, especially in view of the
scandals that had just come to light in the Public
Works Department. So far the evidence is clear,
and damning, and goes to show unmistakeably that
a large sum of the finances of the Province have
been mis appropriated, not only with the direct
sanction of the Provincial Government, but by its
most prominent supporters. True, we have yet to
hear the other side of the story ; but in view of the
gravity of the charges, which it is evident should
call forth intense eagerness on the part of the
accused to deny under oath the statements made,

we see them dodging off in every direction ; the
principal offender furtively getting away to Europe,
the others pleading ill-health and all manner of ex-
cuse. The most absurd reason of all for non-
attendance is the alleged lack of jurisdiction on the
part of the Senate to elicit evidence. Provincialism
must learn that where its projects call for aid or
legi<lation from the Central government every
measure of enciry into those projects is permissa-
ble—nay, is essential—as a strict check on Provin-
cial management ; if the two powers are to clash on
these matters so much the worse will it be for Pro-
vincialism.  The tendency towards the centralisa-
tion of legislative authority, which has been steadily
gaining ground of late years, will receive a marked
impetus if any serious conflict is raised on this
question.

Foreign Criticism.

It is refreshing to be able to draw a strict line
between the Liberal party of the House of Com-
mons and that of this Province. The leader of the
former stands out perfectly clear from even the
whisper of any shady transaction; he cannot
afford to stultify himself by any defence of the con-
duct of his Quebec partisans, even if it costs him
the defection of half his following. What he would
lose in that respect he would more than gain in the
increased esteem and adhesion of men of both
parties, disgusted with the revelations of corruption
in high places, and gross mismanagement in the
public service. The leading party organ has also
sounded no uncertain note on the subject ; and tre
practical eagerness which the whole Liberal party
and press should show towards getting at the
bottom of the Baie des Chaleurs railway job would,
if carried out, add greatly to their strength and
popularity. It is, however, a subject for serious
regret that so much unnecessary notoriey and ex-
aggeration is given by both sides to these state
ments of corruption. Outsiders, both in England
and the United States, have already taken grossly
distorted views of the situation, and have uttered
absurdly sweeping calumnies on the state of our
entire political system. Their ignorance of Canada
and Canadian matters is astounding, and would be
ludicrous were it not that their remarks, based on
an appalling degree of political exaggeration (eman-
ating largely from Canadian sources) may seriously
affect our credit in the London money market, It
cannot be surprising that the effcct of three-inch
headlines calling attention to some supposed new
scandal,—of columns of editorial charging the op-
posing party with ciimes which are usually pun-
ished with penitentiary for life,—and of sermons
which convey to the hearers the impression that the
country is on the direct road to perdition—should
so influence foreign readers, ignorant of the facts
of the case, that they should think and speak of
Canada as a hot-bed of corruption. Moderation
in discussing the shortcomings of one’s country be-
comes an act of patriotism.

James Russell Lowell.

Within less than two-thirds of this year many
men of high standing in the world of letters have
passed away. Of the representatives of the old
school of American literature few are left ; and the
last few days have witnessed the death and burial
of one of its most prominent members. No student
—no casual reader—of the literature of the United
States could attain any good idea of its essentially
native features without a study or perusal of the

// ]
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work of James RusserL LoweLr. Born in!

Mr. LowELL entercd on a literary career at an
usually early age, being but 22 years of age v
his first work, “ A Year’s Life,” saw the light"
from then down to a comparatively recent pe
his brain and pen were constantly at work. Fsitf' '
1844 to 1850 he published in quick succe® P
“ A Legend of Brittany, ¢ The Vision of Sir 12
fal,” and other poems ; but these were oversh? 0
by the work by which he was known 0 &
throughout the length and breadth of AM®
“The Biglow Papers,” a series of satirical €5 P
dialect on slavery and the Mexican war.
papers (which had previously appeared “;ya“"
Boston Courier) were considered the most ht o
ous productions of the period ; concentrating
wit under a guise which appealed directly 0.
sympathies of the American people, they €X€

a powerful influence in the education of the 7y
towards a hatred of slavery, which culmina®
its utter extinction less than twenty year
He published several other works, the W
noteworthy of which were My Study of
dows” and “Among My Books™ %y
which are widely known and read wherevel
English language is spoken; to British re.ilu’
these are perhaps his best known works. g
volume, “ Heartsease and Rue,” a book of vn'
came out in 1888, since which time his wr #
have been few and confined to magazin®® i
newspapers. Fourteen years of Mg. LowWELF
were spent in the editorship of two of the g'e'

of American magazines, TVe Atlantic /l/ollf/’b ¥
Zhe North American Revicwo; of the form® ’ﬁﬁ
was its first editor, and to his guidance 0
years was due the prominence it at once ass

in the field of literature. A second 5¢f
“Biglow Papers ” appeared in its columns 0"
outbreak of the civil war, and command€ 7
attention. MRr. ILOWELL was a man of the wor S
the widest and best sense. He travell€’ .,
tensively in Europe, being appointed AP g
Minister to Spain in 1877, and in 1880 W3
ferred to the Court of St. James, where he o ‘
sented the United States for five years;
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his ¥
course with the English -people was marke v
an unusual degree of mutual affection and 1 |
and his withdrawal elicited many sincer¢ e
sions of regret from his Iondon friends.
recognized his worth by the bestowal of tl’{e o
of D.C.I., in 1873, and in the followi® i
Cambridge followed suit in making him aP c. ‘
As a litterateur, a speaker, and a kindly "}
Mr. LoweLL deservedly held a high Po'c’lt.lc #
American life, and his death leaves a consP”’
blank in the list of his country’s worthies-
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CHAPTER I.—THE WaALKING MATCH.

=== BRIGHT sun anda nor’-easter, such
)l as usually characterize the merry
0,

month of May. A white, straight,

dusty road, along which a man with

his loins girt up and stripped to his

shirtand trousers, 1s walking rapidly
and doggedly. He is followed by
a little knot of people apparently interested in
his proceedings, one of whom, walking by his side,
continually consults his watch ; indeed, the whole
party seem extremely anxious as regards the time.
The man, stripped of his coat, looks worn, travel-
stained, and bears signs of weariness. If he is
walking fast, there can also be little doubt from the
set, defiant expression in his face that he is walking
in no little difficulty. From time to time he throws
a mute glance at his companion, who usually re-
sponds with much the same formula :

“ Never fear, old boy—you’ll do it all right; all
you have got to do is to keep on walking and think
of nothing else. I'm doing the thinking for you.
You have got a mile to do every fourteen minutes,
and you will just win clever !”

When Hugh Fleming three evenings ago backed
himself to walk fifty miles in twelve hours, without
training, the whole mess-table laughed. The
brother officer who had laid two to one against his
doing it, good-naturedly offered to scratch the bet
any time during the evening. It seemed perfectly
absurd that Fleming should perform any such feat
as this. A man who had shown so far not the
slightest taste for athletics—who rarely played
cricket, never played racquets, and with the ex-
ception of an occasional country walk, for the most
part took his exercise round a billiard-table. He
had never been known to walk a match, and when
this one was made, said that he had never done
such a thing before. His comrades all laughed at
him, and with- that candour which close intimacy
confers, bade him, “ Not make a fool of himself,
but cry off his bet before it was too late.”

There was one exception to the popular feeling—
there invariably is—and this was Tom Byng,
Fleming’s most intimate friend. Byng maintained
a rigid silence as to what he thought of the affair,
and even when appealed to declined to express
any opinion thereon. He was a man who was
rather an authority amongst his fellows on all
matters of sport, whether with rod or with gun,
whether on 1he race-course or on the cinder-track,
and his brother officers were not a little anxious to
ascertain what he might think of this foolish
wager. But, no, neither at the dinner-table nor in
the ante-room afterwards could he be induced to
express his views. Until Fleming had retired for
the night he smoked silently, and in answer to all
inquiries as to what he thought of the match,

BY HAWLEY SMART.
Author of “ Breezie Langton,” “ At Fault,” « Tie and Trick,” “ Long Odds,” “ Without Love or Licence,” &c., &c.

( Exclusive rights for Canada purchased by the DominioN TLLUSTRATED )

g merely shrugged his shoulders and replied, “I
*'don’t know; I never saw him walk in earnest.”

But no sooner had Fleming retired than, throwing
the end of his cigar into the fire, he turned round
to the layer of odds and said—

“ If you would like to have a little more money

against Fleming, Brydon, you can lay me £100 to
£so0.
° “You may put it
down,” replied the other,
“if you will tell me what
you are going on.”

“ Willingly.  Unless

‘“ You can lay me (100 to £50.”

he is very vain, it is always very dangerous to bet
against a man who backs himself; besides, when
we were quartered at Portsmouth I once saw
Fleming, for a joke, do a thing which, though I
believe no great feat, would puzzle any man in this
room to perform.”

“ You recollect at one end of the cricket ground
there was a skittle alley, and after play, or when
their side was in, men would sometimes have a
turn at that fine old English game Precious
duffers at it, too, they were for the most part.
Fleming was in there one day, chafting a couple of
men who were playing. When they had finished,
he put up the pins again and said, ‘* Now if you
fellows can play let’s see you take those down, one
pin at a time, that is, the nine pins in nine shots.
You mustn’t upset two a ta time, remember, or you
will not have done what I mean.’

“¢Bah,’ said one of the men, ‘do it, of courscI
can't, or you either. I will lay you ten to on€
can’'t do,it.’

“¢] think I can/
‘although it isn’t easy. You ska// lay me teB

one in shillings,” and to our astonishment Flemi®é ‘R

proceeded to accomplish the feat.

replied Fleming quietlY'

. d
“T didn’t know that he could play skittles, f?‘e

most certainly don’t know that he can walk, bu
might, I'm backing him on the off.”

x
Such were the events which had led up t0 b 2

match now taking place.
seven in the morning, accompanied only by
brother officers, one of whom was acting as ump}
When he had accomplished his first twelve
in two hours and a half and then stopped to bfeain
fast, these gentlemen thought that he woul
his wager easily. But the pace was too go¢ oy
last, and when Byng arrived just as Fleming
to look very black
the pedestrian. He ™
untrained, he had . g

matches, and he
nobody to coach
Whatever
capabilities might
he did not know

them. As he bha
understood  the
banding of his

now he did not

eve

losing time on
g (weD

mile ; there were

tramp, and each one of them took him lonfh
than those that had gone before. Al he
fiery dash of the morning was gone an
afternoon saw the sorely distressed man

struggling gamely with the task which it was 12P} 4 3
becoming an obvious impossibillty that he Sh.oicd
Had Byng not arrived at this ¢ Al ]

inf

perform.
juncture it had been little use his arriving &t
but the minute he understood the state of th

he made a rapid calculation m his head, exa®® .

Fleming critically as he walked alongside him»

then said : gﬂdl ‘ s

“ T tell you what, old boy; if you're gameé

HER
will do as I tell you, you will just pull throu8 ’f.;

but there won’t be much to spare.” s
*“ I'm about cooked,” replied Fleming, “ b‘f,t
quite good to go on till you say it’s hopeless:

Fleming had starte w0

miles n

finishing his thirtieth mile, the match had beg;(’:: ;

experience of waﬂ"h 7
bifk -
the " |
ho:;
to make the mostﬂo‘
pus

’n -
powers in the early Pf;
of his undertaking of

how to use what s
left of them. HeE "¢ &

0
more weary mileS g
¢

b S e

p——

O Nt ™ L Y bt byt Ay ped N s emp rn wd e Ay
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“Iv .
lhe_Othsera, lfong way off hopeless at present,” replied

Teiter;;)tr' the first time giving the advice which
the Ing at the beginning of the chapter.
Byng’s Y turned at the milestone, for under

" gundance, the mile being tolerably level,
w?-lking it g"as to be completed over that mile,
slight o ackwards and forwards, there was a
Usang w}:nmotnon among some of Fleming’s par-
Clusjop ;? had now assembled to watch the con-
discernibc; his task. What it was, was hardly
but a5 o, ¢ the distance they then were from it,

€Y came nearer it was evident that in their

2ea] f
or : )
h his success some of Fleming’s partisans

Jad gt
1t shog{‘)dped a smart carriage full of ladies, for fear
e ... PTOve a hindrance to their champion.

fa o .
Under, I tenants had willingly acquiesced upon

St,
Youp 11 ‘é‘?mg Wwhat they had to pull up for. Two
Scanpeg poo> Stood up ‘as Fleming went by, and
“ '™ narrowly.
show d you say it was, Pritchard ?” enquired
“Tps o Y girl, of the coachman.
toyep; - M€ of the officers, Miss,” replied the man,
ack Is hat; “but I didn’t catch his name.
Certajy, ﬁmzd”hlmself to walk a lot of miles in a

“ they 0?; are a new lot, Nell,” said the speaker;
Papa as}l')Ca{ne In about six or seven weeks ago.
them ut Just called, and I haven’t met any of
0se wh esides, you know, in common decency
ot of f0 have gone ; the th were a very
Must ellows, and very popular; we really
“ © Speak, wear mourning for them a little.”
erthan they will do for you, my dear,”
are Companion, laughing. “ Soldiers and
oti Marvellous hands at quick transfer of
« lons,”

’ Well, I don’t 5
. suppose there’s much harm
No goon Either side., w

da, Joubt 1, Singed wings here and there,
rancing ,Da for most of us only many a pleasant
'I?g-rett at "y to look back upon, and genuine
hig looks OUr pet partners will meet us no more.
a regimepromlsmg for the new comers. As long
Nt has some go in them, there’s always

Frauces Smerdon.

for
us ,
ave A very pretty taste in balls and
Nejes, butHOtlced often accompanies sporting
U, a5 pon €0 We get a regiment that does
W and again we do. Ugh!’ and

Miss Smerdon shrugged her pretty shoulders, as
much as to say no words could express her feelings
for the British soldier who socially failed to do his
duty.

A tall, good-looking girl, with a profusion of

wavy, brown hair, Miss Smerdon was considered a
beauty in her own part of the country. She was
the only daughter of a wealthy iron master, and in

spite of her having two brothers, she was likely, if

not an heiress, yet to bring her husband a sub-
stantial dowry. She was a popular girl, and no
one could say that Frances Smerdon was deficient
in “go.” Elderly ladies sometimes shook their
heads over her doings, and whispered “ bold and
fast” behind their fans, but for all that there was
no real harm in her. She rejoiced in high spirits,
and was perhaps a little too given to defy con-
ventionalities, but her escapades, when looked into,
were of a very venial nature,
and more prompted by her
love of fun than anything else.
She enjoyed life keenly, as
well she might with both youth
and wealth at her call, and
threw herself into whatever
she was doing with all her
heart. How she and Nelle
Lynden had become such
intimate friends was rather a
puzzle to their acquaintance.
The latter lived in Manchester,
but was in the habit of paying
long visits to Monmouthshire,
where, some half-dozen miles
from Newport, Mr. Smerdon,
had a handsome country seat.

“ No! don’t let him drive
on, Frances, we are in no
hurry, and I want to see that
officer come back again; I
don’t know what he’s trying
to do, but I am interested in
it. I feel sure he will do it
whatever it i1s.”

“ Stay where you are, Prit-
chard,” replied the other,
laughing. *“We wish to see
a little more of this match.”

“ Well,” she continued,
turning to her friend, “love
at first sight we've heard of,
but faith at first sight such as
yours 1 have never yet met
with. Why such belief in this
unknown pedestrian ?”

“Ip's a striking face,” re-
joined Nell Lynden. “I don’t
mean a particularly handsome
one, but a more resolute bull
dog one I never saw. He was
in distress when he passed us, but that man will
do the task he has set himself, or drop by the way-
side.”

And now once more Fleming and his three or
four attendants passed close to their carriage. He
keeps side by side with his mentor, and there is a
set, dogged look on his face, which, palethough it
is, shows no sign of flinching. He is evidently
very beat, but there can be little doubt he will go
on to the bitter end, and it is evident to ail the
lookers on that Byng is determined he shall. To
do the latter justice it is not his own stake on it
that he is thinking of, but his blood is up, he has
identified himself with his profegé and he is resolved
he shall win. He has made up his mind to take
the last ounce out of his man, as he would out of his
horse in riding a punishing finish. He has spared
himself not a whit since he came upon the scene,
and has walked sixteen miles by his friend’s side;
only four miles more to go, and if his protegé can
but keep at the pace he is going, the match will
be won with five or six minutes to spare. The ex-
citement waxes intense as the finish draws near.
Win or lose—it /s a match, and must be a very
close thing. It takes all Byng can do to keep
his man up to the requisite pace, and there can be
no doubt, that, left to himself, Fleming would have
imperceptibly slackened in that matter. It is very
hard for a beaten man to keep both his eye on the

his protegé along.
stumbled in his walk.
ing from one of the most severe trials to which a
man is exposed in a long walk of this nature.
feet were giving way, which means that before long
the walk must be reduced to a hobble, and that to
crawl a mile within half-an-hour will be about all
that he can accomplish.
in spite of all Byng’s exertions over the last, and
there remained to him but eighteen minutes in
which to walk the concluding mile.

watch and regulate his speed at the same time.
The sympathies of the regiment and even of the
lookers-on, who had come out of the neighbouring
town to see the finish of such a sporting affair, are
all with Fleming. The public always wish success
to the man who backs himself in anything of this
sort. Itrequires pluck to perform such an arduous
task, and that is a thing which always enlists the
sympathies of Englishmen. Even Brydon could
not resist the excitement.

“ Upon my word,” he exclaimed as the last mile
but one was begun, “I think he’ll win. It will
cost me a couple of hundred if he does, but I can’t
help hoping he will.  We don’t know much of each
other till a pinch comes, that’s certain. Who'd
l;gve thought that Hugh Fleming had such stuff in
him.”

But this mile Byng had no little trouble to get

* You will just pull through ; but there won't be much time to spare.”

Now and again Fleming
The truth is he was suffer-

His

He had lost two minutes

The young ladies had lingered to see the finish

of the match, and as Fleming passed their carriage
for the last time with still half-a-mile to get, Nell

Lynden turned to her friend and said :

“ Now let’s go home, Frances. He'll do it; but
[ wish we hadn’t stopped to watch him go by this
time.  Poor fellow, he is suffering terribly. I
could see his lips twitch as he passed us.”

They well might, for to say nothing of being
dead beat, Hugh Fleming was experiencing the
sensations of a cat on hot bricks every time he put
his feet to the ground.  Pritchard turned his horses
round, and in accordance with Miss Smerdon’s’
instructions drove leisurcly homewards.
 But ere they had gone far the sounds of a ring-
ing cheer fell faintly on their ears, and told them
that Hugh Fleming had won his matcn. [t had
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been a clo-e shave, but the futy miics had been
completed with two good minutes to spare.

“ A fine thing, and a pretty match,” said Byng,
“but I tell you what, Brydon, if he’d only had a
week in which to harden his feet, he’d have won
with halfan-hour in hand. If you want your
revenge, I'll back him to walk ”

“ No you don't,” cried the hero of the hour, as
his partisans picked him up and carried him to the
carriage which was in waiting. ¢ This child has
had enough walking to last him his natural life.
And he’s beginning to think that cavalry is the
branch of the service which would suit him best.”

CHAPTER II.-—WaAR MUTTERINGS.

Nelt Lynden’s father and Mr. Smerdon had been
friends in their schoolboy days, at which period the
pusit:on of Lynden’s family was certainly superior
to that of tr.e latter’'s. But both boys had their
way to make in the world ; neither 1ad any pros-
peet of succecding to any fortune from their
jarents.  Robert Lynden went up to I.ondon and
was spzedily lost in the whirlpool of the great city.
What became of him, what he did there, no one
knew. For the first year or two that he was in
Loundoa, they heard from him regularly at home.
He had apprenticed himself to a chemist, and en-
tercancd serious thoughts of turning to medicine
as a profession later on, and to enable him to at-
tend the schools his father volunteered consider-
able pecunmiary assistance. For a few months
young Lynden drew steadily for this purpose, then
suddenly all communication from him ceased. He
not only abstained from writing for money, an exi-
gency aptto ensure punctual corr.spondence, but
ne did not write at all. His mother grew very
anxious about him, enquiries were set on foot, the
chemist 10 whom he had bound himself was duly
communicated with, and replied that Robert Lyn-
den, after vowuntanly apprenticing himself, had
broken his indentures at the end of a year, and
that he had ncither seen nor heard anything of
him since.  His father went up to town and made
enquiries in every direction. He even consulted
the police on the subject ; but no, nothing could
be heard of the missing youth. London seemed to
have swallowed him up, and all endeavours to as-
cerlain his fate proved useless. He was advertised
for in all directions, for his people were well
enough to do 1o be able to spend some little money
in trying to trace their boy. But nothing came of
enquiry or advertisement, and after a time his
mother mourned for him as dead, while his father
came sadly to the conclusion that his disappear-
ance was one of those inscrutable mysteries ever
characteristic of great cities.  Whether he had
been foully done to death who could say? or
whether he was the unrecognized victim of some
accident. But that their son was dead, neither
Mr. nor Mrs. Lynden entertained the slightest
doubt, and in due course of years went to their
graves undisturbed in that belief.

Nellie Lynden could have told you very little
about her father's antecedents. She could barcly
remember her mother, who had died when she
was very young, and from that time her life had
simply been a progress from one school tu another.
Clever and sensitive, even as a child the thought
had oppressed her that she belonged to nobody.
She was kindly treated, but it was bitter for her
when the holidays came and the other girls went
to their homes. There were no holidays for her,
for what were holidays without a home—and she
had no home. Boys we know can be very cruel to
each other, and I fancy girls are very liule better
in this respect.  Some of her schoolmates, perhaps
they were out of temper, perhaps from that innate
desire to toriure waich exists in the young of both
sexes, would twit Nellie when the holidays cam:
round with having nowhere to go to. Tncy wculd
enquire, with affected interest, 1f she did not find it
duli being there all ttose weeks by herself. And
she did find it dull—horribly dull, and they knew

it.

Her school-mistresses were kind enough, but
what could they do. Tueir engagement with her
father was that they should always take care of
her in the holidays, as he had no home 1o take her
to. He was kind enough to the desolate girl upon

his few bnef visits, and lavish with regard 0
money for her dress or anything else she fancicd
as she grew older. Bat, except occasionally fora
very few days, he had never taken her away with
him. And then an hotel had been her home.
Tne result of this peculiar training had been to
make Nellie Lynden a somewhat reserved girl, not
onc to give away her fricndship lightly, and though
popular in every school she had ever been in, she
had never formed one of those gushing friendships
which girls are apt to contract in these days.

Some four years before our story commences
she had been called upon to come home and take
charge of her father's house. For the first time in
his life Dr. Lynden admitted of having a house.
Nellie further wondered on the receipt of this let-
ter whether he had also a practice. Questioned
once upon this point, he had replied that he
had practised chiefly abroad, that he had
given 1t up now, and only prescribed in an
amateurish way for a few intimate friends or ac-
quamtances. He had further made some rather
severe strictures on the vice of curiosity, and
avowed his opinion that there was no such bore
alive as a painfully inquisitive person. This was
quite sufficient hint for Nellie. She never ven-
tured to inquire further into the past life of her
father. She accepted things as they were, and ad-
mitted that she had no cause to complain. The
Doctor's house in the suburbs of Manchester,
though not large, was extremely comfortable.
Nell.e was perfectly satisfied with the rooms put
apart for her exclusive use, as well as the drawing-
room and dining-room. The doctor reserved for
himselt besides his bed-room, a large room fitted
up as a laboratory, which he called his *“den.”
The peculiarity about this room was that it was
guarded by eluborate double doors from the rest of
the house, and further had a separate stair com-
municating with the outside, so that it was possible
for the Doctor from his laboratory to leave the
house without the knowledge of the other inmates.
The outer of these doors was kept jealously locked,
which the Doctor explained by saying thatevil smells
were emitted from apartments of that description,
and that he did not wish the rest of the house
poisoned ; moreover that servants could never re-
sist touching things, and that he did not wish a
housemaid to blow her head off by fiddling with a
retort that did not concern her. He had had a
passion for chemistry from his youth up, but it was
really only of late that he had found leisure to in-
dulge it.

« [ can’t say as yet, Nell, that I've made any dis-
covery calculated to b nefit mankind. I don’t
suppose I ever shall, but it amuses me, and hurts
nobody. I've done my best to render my hobby
inoffensive, so you must put up with it.”

“ My dear father,” said Miss Lynden, “why
shouldn’t you do as you like in your own house ?
As for your laboratory, the double doors are so
effzctive that I am sure no one could ever detect
that there was such a thing in the place.”

If Dr. Lynden went out but little himself he
was not forgetful of his daughter. He made ar-
rangements with a lady, with whose husband he
was tolerably intimate, to act as Nell’s chaperon,
and as the young lady herself was by no means
unattractive, she was not long before she knew a
good many people in Manchester. Her chaperon,
Mrs. Montague, was one of those vivacious ladies
who contemplate passing an evening at home with
dismay. This restless lady could not bear the idea
of not assisting at everything that was going on in
Manchester, and would work with untiring patience
and assiduity to obtain tickets. The more difficult
they were to come by, I verily b lieve the more
she enjoyed it, and she was perfectly callous to all
social rebuff in matters of this nature.

Some two years ago, Nellie, while under the
wing of Mrs. Montague, chanced to meet Frances
Smerdon at a dinner parly, and the iron-master’s
daughter at once conceived a strong liking for the
quiet, reticent, lady-like girl. Miss Smerdon, who
had come on a month’s visit to Manchester, con-
trived to see a good deal of her new friend in the
course of her visit. In the first instance the liking
had been entirely on the part of Frances, but
gradually Nellie thawed under the advances of her

more impressionable triend, and before Miss Smes
don left, it had been arranged that Nellie shoul¢
pay her a visit in Monmouthshire. Dr. Lynde® -
as soon as he knew who she was, took the grea'test ¥
possible interest in Miss Smerdon. He enguir!
after her father, who he recollected as the employd -
of a great iron company in South Wales, a0 i
seemed much struck at discovering that he h3¢ :
blossomed into a large iron-master on his O¥" -
account. Although reticent about his own past
ever, he told Frances that he and her father h?
been school-fellows, and this seemed an additio®
link in the friendship of the two girls. It had sub”
sisted now about two years, and Frances was €% '
thusiastic in Miss Lynden’s praises.

Knowing her father’s strong opinions on the

tremely interested he was in all particulars CO": i
cerning the life of his old chum, Matthew Smel
don. ~He never wearied of asking Smerdo®"
daughter about him on such occasions as Franc€® *
was in Manchester, and cross-examined Nellie o8
her return from Monmouthshire in a mandt® °
diametrically opposed to his expressed opinio8*
Smerdon, too, in his turn, had been curious to n¢ 1s i
of his old school-boy friend, and the two gies
sometimes discussed their respective fathers,
there was this difference, whereas Matthew Sme’: :
don’s career was notonly well-known to his davg’}
ter but to all his neigbours from the very out'se.t;
nobody knew anything about Dr. Iynden’s from hln
disappearance almost as a boy in the great Londgi' :
wilderness until his reappearance as a retired m¢" ,
cal man in Manchester some four years ago. de
he had practised on the Continent, and M8
money, was the brief account that Dr. Lynde E:
deigned to give of his past.
* * * * * * * *
At this particular juncture there commel‘lc‘fd;t
pickering between England and the great autocf 't
of the north, which little as any one dreamed ¢
at the time, was shortly destined to set all Eu{OE
by the ears. Europe had been at peace ever SI¥

Waterloo, and that big battles were again 10 ' R

fought amongst the western nations was _aPP:;
ently looked upon by politicians with incr e
ulity. Still that real-or mythical will of Petef tb)’
Great had always been kept steadily in sight
the rulers of Russia. To come to Constantin® :
sooner or later is ever their fixed resolution, '." :
the Turks still believe just as firmly that they W;xé
and that it is their AZsmet. But as to about}
time when they are to- arrive there the Russlan.
have fallen into great mistakes. If the Turk S{
mits resignedly to his Ausmer in the end, yet *;
will fight bitterly to avert it, as he has shoW?
Plevna and elsewhere. Moreover the nation$
Furope have regarded with jealous eyes the! 5 -
of Russia at Constantinople. The Czar,'Nichola" ,
was doubtless aware of all this when he ma e'“g' ,
his mind that the pear was ripe for pluCk"-]n. E 1
Furope might not like it, but who was there 0 lny '
terfere with him. There was no united Germ#
in those days. France had only recovered fro;
its state of chronic revolution to have a relapsé_,
the shape of a coup d’etat, while for England, & 2
might as well expect to see a Quaker in the Pﬂof
ring as Great Britain intervening by arms in aP
the quarrels of Europe. ot
The nations of the west might not like 1t5'[‘h¢ :
then, in the words of the immortal Wegg, “ . » -
nations of the west were at liberty to lump :
Very busy was the English Government with I th
and protests, circulars, &c., finally dabbling wixﬂ’ L |
that most dangerous of all documents, an U“c ‘
aum. That England would ever fight about $¥ ¢
a trifle as Russia annexing the Danubian provi®e, |
ot Turkey was a thing neither believed in bde '
Czar nor the British Government. But the tem'th'
of the English people had to be reckoned e
The English people may be thick-headed, but ;
are also exwremely obstinate, and close on ohe
years ago John Bull made up his mind that g
would stand no Russian aggression, and that 1t et
his bounden duty to protect the Turks. Aere :
Wa'erloo, the Millenium ; forty years, and thnd
comes another big war; forly years agalls ° ¢
those gallant Turks for whom it was wage peft
pronounced “ unspeakable.” And I fancy !

.

siv §
of curiosity, Nellie was rather amused how € %
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€ Come 1, they big battles yet to be fought bufore

¢ Engligy final field of Armageddon.
teeth, ) nat‘lon had taken the bit between
ent Was ‘“neither to hand nor to bind.”

Coulq contr 1‘{P0n fighting, and no government
gva)' indeeq 0! It—kicked the government of the
hethe, Weout of the saddle in very short time.
any Natioy, ; Were ready for war, or indeed whether
'Beady tor w; ~urope was what would be termed
loefore o nre In these days, is open to question.
g 1 ang dW Where we were, we were committed
G0uld 0ccaa' to make the best of it. That it
largy, as .i‘on much confusion at the Horse
f}?.“mer Otde]n‘ Was then, and much ordering and
Pem~ which stﬁlg of troops, was only natural. One
be1r§lstency Wi:h fur@her complicated affairs was the
ot lef that ¢ which the government clung to the
~Fatiop » thaet Whole thing would end in *a demon-

N the the strengthening of our garrisons
;‘;In : égllltierr?nean and the landing otga small
l‘ulre In eame};? 1 must convince the Czar that we
0{?}{ the horg It was not likely that the proud
hag artary WOJldeS .Oof Turkestan and the Steppes
she throy . flinch frc m lifting the gauntlet we

I\?] destinew?’ and of this‘our rulers were very
chanow all thig ) 0 be convinced.

ge of €d, of course, to much shifting and
lﬁ)ﬁeﬂ pmmt;?loPS, the places of regiments that had
ed Othey shipped off to the East had to be
'S, brought from wherever the authori-

iy hands on them Our military
oulg ~3ys were painfully cognisant that
‘ertrui%ll ogs(;s“”th many more regiments than we
iy, ly Smal] ?ed, and that the British army was
’athed of it %Cqmparlson to all that was re-
thinerhiggedl _€guments got shuffled about in
a reg-safe to kz Piggedly fashionin those days. One
8imey .- cP Clearly in mind, was that wherever
lga tpbe sent it was as well it should
a ort of embarkation, for it was
me ta War e‘:lel;one that if there was really going to
fe Unite Y soldier that could be laid hands on

ties

S¢

w::e of act(ii()n Ingdom would be required on the
muchthat Her' he result of all these changes
haviu thej, di ajesty’s —th found themselves,

15gust, in Manchester one fine day,
1§ . Dt there to relieve a regiment told off
the 18 Smy
heer L)'Ilder:;rch)~n » Who happened to be staying with
Sincemorniné })‘;cked up the news in the course of
doy ht € great alk.' Nearly a year had elapsed
by 124 seq awalkmg match, and Frances Smer-
She;‘t 0 hy 8ood deal of the —th since then,
nly ad paidp(l))ened that Miss Lynden had not.
duy; Oe of th D€ short visit in the autumn, but the
hUgﬁg that ¢, officers from Newport she had met
Nej ed a4 the Me was Captain Byng. Frances
buu’ll,asSUre me and said, “ It’s not my fault,
catche s.a-Way You we asked your hero to dinner,
« hi » 7 O leave somewhere and I could not
gy Yoy
bei],’]g'avely,mfy laugh at my hero,” rejoined the
« %’V };]e;oes Sho;lttl;}'l'ey will all have a chance of
»dr R .
“g eXclg})Ody thinks there’s going to be a war,
One b, yes lr?ned Miss Smerdon.
big'w He trances’ theydo. My father does for
“ Trt’ too,” only thinks there’ll be a war, but a
Ung "t evey :
der O,de:: f‘f there should be, the —th are not
Want toor ', and I hope they won’t be. I
Ink my friends, my partners, men
u.lfng their |; Ve only lately pressed mine, are
hey's not“’es In their hands.”
“ Dign,ed Missthank you for wishing them out of
nlghtn‘t You he Lynden, as her eyes sparkled.
the Boot a ar that spirited new song the other
Office, w‘:)d Saddlp, the pickets are in,” how
Can 1O the | dsang it gave out the line, ¢ And
2ds to leave out of the dance.” I
??OIdler would feel that ; however,
a fends needn’t fret. If war is
Soldie,, - MY father thinks, he says none
. d trouble themselves about their
ng»’ < Will all find themselves there

ha

2 We]]
for IMXSS S Lcan only hope Dr. Lynden’s wrong,”
am ,,-erdop, « :
Dearly g’ - and now give me some lunch,
ANVINg.” (70 be continued.)

MILAN CATHEDRAL.

¢ pocar inmarbie” this beau-
tiful cathedral has been fitly
called.  Tothe lover of pure
styles, its mixed architecture
—a kind of florid or modern
Gothic, with some Roman-
esque features—is at first,
perhaps, a disappointment.
To be entirely satisfied, one
should sec it first from a dis-
tance sufhcient to show the
effect of the whole;
then, as he approaches for a
should

and

nearer
study it as sculptwe rather
than architccture.

survey, he

A sub-
dued light, too, while it con-
ceals somewhat the exquisite
carving, adds much to the
general efiect.

The cathedral was begun
in 1386 by Giovanni Galcazzo
Visconti, Duke of Milan, and
for five hundred years the sound of the workman’s hammer
It is cruciform in plan—four hun-

upon it has not ceased.
dred and scventy-seven feet long, and one hundred and
eighty-three feet high, with a tower which rises to the height
of three hundred and sixty feet. The tower is surmounted
by a colossal gilt statue of the Blessed Virgin, to whom the
church is dedicated. A gallery in the tower is reached by
five hundred and twenty steps — well worth the climbing ; for
from the height there is a splendid view of the Lombard
plain and the distant Alps and Apennines.  On the wonder-
ful marble roof are ninety-eight Gothic turrets and hundreds
of pinnacles, each surmounted by a life-sized statue. Two
thousand such statues are on the roof alone ; whilc on and in
the entirc bui'ding there are six thousand, with niches for
four thousand more.

The interior satisfies you at once. Fifty-two columns,
twelve feet in diameter—the capitals of which are canopied
niches for statues—support the roof.  The floor is of marble
mosaics. The frescoed ceiling would pass for the finest
carving. The sunshine, softened by the richly coloured
windows into a ““dim religious light ™ befitting the place,
Lrightens the dusky chancel with gleams of crimson, and
emerald, and gold.  On your right, as you enter, is the tomb
of Archbishop Herébert, the champion of Milanese liberty.
Beyond it is that of Otto, first reigning prince of the house
of Visconti. - In the right transept is 2 monument o Giacomo
di Medicis—the corsair of Como—brother of Pope Pius TV
and uncle of Cardinal Charles Borromeo.  The embalmed
body of St. Charles is preserved in the crypt in asilver sar-
cophagus faced with rock erystal.  The Cardinal was a pure
and holy man in a corrupt age ; he was canonized specially
for his good decds in the famine and plague of 1576.

More impressive than all the beauties of the architecture

and all the sanctity of the relics are the groups of worship-

pers that in the profound siience of the sanctuary kneel
motionless before the various altars. You may have come
only to gaze ; but you will be all the better if you linger for
amoment to pray.  Those around you may be praying to
saints whose very names, perhaps, are unknown to you
That need not prevent your kneeling beside them and lifting
up your heart to Him ¢ to whom the saints themselves do

pray.”
* * * * *

Milan has one treasure more famous (as a woirk of art) than
even its magnificent cathedral.  On the wall of the refectory
at the Convent of S. Maria delle Grazie is 7he Last Supper
of Leonardo da Vinci——yerhaps the best known picture in the
world.  The moment represented by the artist is that of the
utterance of the words, ““ One of you shall betray me !”; and
the brief sentence affects each of the disciples differently,
according to his individual character.  Judas grasps the bag,
half concealing it, and holds up his left hand deprecatingly,
with a certain hesitation which almost marks him as the
guilty one.  St. John clasps his hands with feelings too deep
for utterance, and St. Peter leans forward with a vehement
gesture of denial.

Smoke and dampness have almost obli‘erated this treasure.
In the wars of the first Napoleon’s time the room was used
as a stable, and the monks—greater Philistines than the
soldiers, even—had a door cut through the picture as a short
cut to the kitchen. It is remarkable, however, that not one
of the thirteen faces has lost its characteristic expression,
That of Our Lord is, of course, a subject where all art must
to a certain extent fail ; but the deep and solemn beauty and
the noble majesty of thought here expressed, show how full
of reverence must have been Leonardo's conception of the

God-man, Christ Jesus.
A. M. MAcLEoD.

The Shipbuilding Industry in Canada.

Writing from Halifax, Nova Scotia, to the Zconomist, Mr.
Peter Imiie predicts that Canada will cventually control the
shipbuilding industry. It is now practically proved, he
argues, that steel mixed with from three to five per cent. of
nickel is double the strength of ordinary steel, and that it
does not corrode or take on barnacles, so thal ships con-
structed of it will never require scraping.  Moreover, as
ships of nickelated steel may safely be built much lighter
than ordinary steel ships, their engine power and consump-
tion of cval may be safely reduced without diminution of
speed. In short, nickelated steel scems bound to supersede
ordinary steel, and probably also all other materials”in
present use, in ship construction. Nickel has thus become
a necessity, and the nation which is in a position to produce
this material must necessarily control the shipbuilding trade.
And, for the present, at lcast, there is no known supply of
nickel worth mentioning outside that of Canada. Canada
possesses nickeliferous pyrites without limit.  The entire
bleak region extending from Lake Superior to Labrador is
rich in it.  Experts declare that the Dominion can supply a
million tons of pure metal annually, if necessary, for an in-
definite period.  All the other sources of supply known in
the world just now would not suftice to keep even a single
first-class shipbuilding concern on the Clyde in full working,

C.P.R.STEAMER ALBERTA, OF THE OWEN SOUND AND PORT ARTHUR LINE.
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ToroxTO, 15th August, 1891.

HE speeches of our distinguished visitor,
Mr. Howard Vincent, M. P., at Ottawa, on
trade relations within the empire, have
awakened a strong desire on the part of
x| many to hear him for themselves. Mr.
Vincent will be in Toronto and address a
special meeting of the Board of Trade in
the retunda on the 18th inst., and members are permitted to
invite their friends. It is, however, very desirable that a
more public opportunity shou'd be given our citizens of list-
ening to the words of a man, than whom few are more
capable of dealing with the principles on which Imperial
Federation must rest; and in a commercial city like Toronto
it is of the utmost importance that these princip'es should be
well discussed and understood. The League should cer-
tainly avail themselves of the presence of Mr. Vincent in
Canada to call a public meeting for him,

* * »

e

I am glad to see that the neighbours and fiiends of Capt.
McMicking of the 44th Batt., Niagara Falls, Ont., who won
the Prince of Wales’ prize ({100 and a gold medal), at the
Bisley meeling this year, are to honour him with a banquet
of welcome, There is more in prize-shooting than many
people think. The crack shot is not the product «f a day, or
a season, or of a good eye; his superiority comes of close
altention to duty, of obedience, of industry, of patience, and
of perseverance. He must obey 1ules and orders implicitly ;
he must work, hot day, cold d1y; dry day, wet day ; in the
early hours of the morning when the grass is white with dew,
in the burning sun of midday wheén the air quivers with heat;
the man who emulates a prize must be at the targets, learn-
ing from failwe the secret of success, and by long continued
endeavour year alter year reaching at last—if, even alter such
a course of work, he be so happy—the goal of his hopes and
endeavours,

The McMickings come of an old U. E. L. fami'y, which
settled in the Niagara district, where they are still repre-
sented, and it is meet that the heroes of Canada’s past shou'd
yet give a hero to the present.

- - -

It is difficult to discover the animus of the /#or/ds attack
on the Industrial Exhibition committee for inviting Major-
General Herbert to open the show. The I#or/d decries
Gen. Herbert because he is a solditr, and therefore, as it
considers, disqualified from taking a jrominent part in a
peace institution. But the #07// should remember that war
opened the way for peace ; that war, or rather the power of
defence, backed up commerce on that very spot where our
annual Industrial Exhibition takes place, as is testified to-
day by the handsome pillar that maiks where Fort Rouilli,

the first trading post of the Hurons and Mississaugas
stood, when the Toronto of to-day was undreamed
of.  Moreover, it seems very appropriate that the chief
officer in charge of the defences of the Dominion should
know what that Dominion produces, and its value to the

world at large.
* ¥

In speaking of defence, I am reminded that I visited Fort
Niagara the other day, and was astonished at the extent of
the works,

A strong and high stone wall defends the Fort on the river
side, through which an iron-studded door gives entrance to
the top of the high bank on which the Fort stands. Within
is a Jarge white building, once the light house, and, perhaps,
in earlier days a barracks, and this building by many is mis-
taken for the fort ; a few shells however would soon render it
untenable. The fort proper is really a rectangular enclosure
of strong earthworks, now peacefully and luxuriantly grass
grown, to which we gained entrance by a low arched passage
covering a flight of broad stone steps on which a company of
men could readily march four abreast. At the bottom we
found ourselves in an extensive series of vaulted chambers,
built of brick, looking, together with the pillars of the same
material that supported them, as fresh and as perfect as if
newly built.  Light came in through casemates, piercing a
six or eight foot thick wall, and showed no other impedi-
menta on the perfect stone floor than a few withered leaves
and the red dust that falls from the brick under the slow
alchemy of Time, but in no sense expressive of age or decay.
The whole works appear to Le fit for ocrupation any minute,
and, as far as civilians could judge, would accommodate a
thousand persons with eas~.  One road, strongly lined with
stone, pierces the works and gives access to a bye-road past
a green, on two sides of which are strong stone buildings that
a very little labour would put in useful order again, and in
the midst of the green is the fort, well covered by an iron
grating ; the green and road protected by other earthworks
overgrown with trees and bushes.

A little farther back than the fort are many building e
dences of the subordinates of the fort and others conn€
with the military, of which two companies are al
stationed at Niagara, and of the Lighthouse service. The?
lighthouse is a very fine building, commanding b0df v
and lake, and furnished with the finest glass but one 1P
United States. I did not hear, but should suppose, tha ™
lighthouse is also an observatory station. The inspe® vﬂd
being looked for daily, the inside of the building had recé!

a new coat of black paint, and no visitors were admittec-
»* » »* iu

Descending the hill—having passed the threatening Tooki®.
door which stands open all day—to the river bank, W',
our boatman awaited us, we found the waterworks, ¥
serve the Fort and the little town beyond, in process @
largement, a new hoiler lying upon the stocks close by

* * * c‘

On our own shores and nearly opposite stand the ™
waterworks of Niagara-on-the-Lake, as the old towP
come to be called, and behind it, at a quarter mile diSf’n
lie all that is left of Fort George. The earth-works—if *
ever concealed any such chambers as Fort ’L\'i::lgm'a—“:on 4
them still and too effectually, for the only evidence of ™
tary occupation is the ruins of the powder magazine w
General Vincent blew up before retreating to Burling'
thereby seriously interfering with the equanimity of G€ i
Dearborn, who found he had got a shell with no kernel ®

L d 4 -

The Ontario Government three sessions ago bega®
work of res-oring Fort Mississauga, which was built Onro“ |
lake shore, near to the entrance of the river. This ?t of
little work was built of the bricks left after the bumi®,
Newark, though it had previously existed in a less endu”
form. P

Of late years it had fallen into ruins, and an accideﬂt."‘.
had de-troyed all its interior woodwork. But the pﬂmot
of the townspeople desired to retain the Fort in per™®"
shape, and it has been restored within and without, 100%™ ¢
from three points on the roof giving the visitor prospe®
one of the most delightful panoramas of country that cad
found anywhere. It is intended yet further to make
Fort attractive to visitors by fencing in a small park aro“d'
it, to be laid out in flower beds and 1esting places. Alr i
visitors have found out the charm of the place and ente!
strong oak doors, speculate upon the probable uses °
few apartments, and ascend the dark steps to the sé ‘d
story, to go away charmed with the views affordeds o
come again.  The Fort could be put into defence in # !

short time should need be,
* » -

: g0
While T have been away my Canada for July has “r"v:;,’e
and I am pleased to sce that the first number undef '8
raised subscription—said advanced subscription being b A
dollar—is a most worthy number. The contributors aré
among the highest literary talent, and their contribution®
consequently as valuable per s as they are interesting
timely.
The paper on ““Clare Everest” is as delightful 85
mournfu!, but we know she who sang so s eetly belo¥ ,S, ]
yet more sweetly above; and another on ¢ Dollards

Pastor Ielix, is at once inspiring and elegantly writte™
* * *

i ¥

But my space is full. S A CURZON'

THE “800 "RAPIDS AND BRIDGE,

R




22ny
d Avcust, 1891 THE DOMINION ILLUSTRATED. 177

e W T ™ VM A W S

Residences of the Officers. Bird’s Fye View of Penitentiary.

. Warden Forster,
Boiler House and Workshops, inside enclosure, Warden’s Residence,.

VIEWS OF DORCHESTER PENITENTIARY.

r-‘-_

WARDEN FORSTER AND STAFF

DORCHESTER PENITENTIARY.
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Dorchester Penitentiary

HIS institution is so named from the town
where it has been located, being the shire-
town of the County of Westmoreland, in
the Province of New Brunswick. It is
sometimes called the ‘“Maritime Peni-
tentiary,” the circumstance that

-A. Act of 1867, it is the Dominion Penal
the Maritime Provinces of New Brunswick,

T A and Prince Kdward Island.

14thh§ Prison wag o,

2y of which

from

Under the B.N
Bstitutjop, for
Ova Scotj

pened in the month of July, 1880, on the
the o}q St o l)m(_mth ‘58 convicEs were transferred from
16th, Sixt).no n emtcnt.xaly to their new l?ome, and on the
Whilyt the Pl?e ‘wer‘e received from the' Halifax Penitentiary,
was receivedl‘lnce Edward Island contribution, six in number,
on October 12 of the same year.

The wo
delicacy,
Under the

bl’k of transference was one of very considerable
Ut it was accomplished without the least hitch,

T Personal superintendence of the inspector.
he it

heal[hfuln
2 l’idge of

. . ’. . . .
¢ of the institution is admirable for elevation,
;SS, .and convenient supply of water. It stands on
ertile upland that runs parallel with the Memram-

'°“ndinlver' It commands a magnificent view of the sur-
Flmdy‘g country, and of the head waters of the Bay of
Th

ar e:clz:::;edi.alt? precix}cts consist of.eighleen acres, an‘d
nineteen feet“},:'thm a sohd. a.n(l w.ell built stockade, which is
b“ildings ohi igh, and witkin this enclosure are the main
ur Ood’ X ich are Yvell built of st‘onc found in the neigh-
an inStitu’liZﬁether with all.other buildings necessary to such
shoemay, s a’s the hospital, l‘fakery, blacksmiths’, tailors’
car ¢ ers’ shops, barns, miils and machine shops.
0 the immedj

ate precincts is the Warden’s lodge
On the lower side o

S, consiay of the m?.in Post Road are the guards’
OUSes 31 f-ai llng of ﬁft.een uniform doub.le cottages. The
s each 1, fy Cﬂnven.xent as regards their general arrange-
e Tadicq) e:mg supplied with water ; and notwithstanding

for of the local architect ir placing them on

the lo

W, ins

effeer : nstead of the upper side of the road, the gencral
1S good, ’

Mepy

instil‘?g;]:,nzn to the eighteen acres within the stockade, the
Marsh, al)outw“.S one hundred and thenly acres of valuable
Undreg and “_mety acres of well cultivated upland, and four
a magniﬁcen Seventy acres of Yvoodland, forming altogether
buildings i-t Property, the entire value of which, land and
Stan i;,gs:b?m $420,000.

as'nalle,]: {ts own gr(.,)unds, the llnslilulion. h'as a l:.xrgc

¢ pures eservoir, which are Sl.ll)p]le(l from living springs
gallons, and t}‘Water, the former with a capacity of 216 oco
s 54 o € latter of 10,000. The source of the springs
abgy, i 2ted that a stream of water can easily be thrown

anq ¢ L iﬁciupola, and the general provision for the prison
Tom e i(fes, as. well for consm'lmplion as for. protection
Counge) 01:] S il'(lmlral)le_ And if only the clear-headed
of y, )‘“ldmg the reservoir of stone and cement, instead

» had .prevailed, this feature of the institution would
€0 unrivaleq,

‘-‘: Numbe, confi
"_Ig the g,
“Mine p,

haVe

ned within the prison on Monday, April
minion census day—was one hundred and
femalc acle C?nvicls; a}f)(l as this, with the exception of
popu,ation(fonncts at Kingston, represents the criminal
Whep o ’f the three Maritime Provinces, it is a showing,

Mpared with the total population, " that is highly

°h0umbl
of the € to the general morality and law-abiding character
People,

S

Six(
five

Usefy Orccaus 18 Ppracticable, all prisoners are kept at some
mpelili()np:,ti:(})ln or prf)(lucu\'.e md.ustry; anything 'llkc
Oideq Out outside Amdustnes being, as far as possible,
'Y unreasoning self-interest could advocate that
kept in (n)dy of men of the character of convicts should be
Pubj, manmced and unproductive idleness. No responsible
a faluity L) conversant with the facts, could recommend such
b and yet, confessedly, manufacturers and striving

a large )

. “Manicg
With, It should not pe substantially injured or interfered
- must, therefore, be entirely satisfactory to the
1on taxp,

Ost em ayer to know that if our criminal population
.8 Ol"ney, that they are also made to contribute
laby, r nl')le:(capna’ towards their own maintenance. Convict
the ¢ aXes all the clothing, both of the prisoners and of
thay is e’atmakes all boots and shoes, bakes all the bread
lacksmi e0, does all carpentering, painting and glazing,

thil‘lg and machine work.

All the gardening, farming and stock raising operations
are carried on by convict labour, in a manner profitable to
the country. All stock raising is done on the premises,
whether horses, cattle, pigs or shecp—and very fine they are.
In addition to four teams of excellent working horses, there
are several fine colts being raised, seventy head of cattle,
and about forty sheep. The prison raises all its own pork,
and but for exceptionally unfavourable seasons, its own
vegetables.

Like all other kindred institutions, the Dorchester Peni-
tentiary is officered by a warden, deputy-warden, chaplains,
surgeon, accountant, and several other heads of depart-
ments. The first warden was Blair Botsford, who died on
April 7, 1887, at New York, of malarial fever, contracted
in Florida, where he had gone for the benefit of his health.
[1e was succeeded by the present warden, John B. Forster,
who, at the time of his appointment, was deputy warden.
On Mr. Forster becoming warden, chief keeper Keefe was
promoted to be deputy ; and when, together with his wifc,
deputy warden Keefe unhappily lost his life, by fire, in his
quarters, on December 10, 1888, Mr. Chas. Ross, then
steward, was promoted to be deputy warden.  Mr. Ross is
now the senior member of the stafi’ by scrvice, having been
appointed at Halifax in the year 1867, In this series of
applications of the rule of promotion, the government has
been singularly happy as regards the cfiect upon the staff,
inasmuch as the members all feel that they have something
to hope for.

The chaplains are the Rev. Father Cormier, and the Rev.
J. Roy Campbell, B.D). ; the physician, Robert Mitchell, a
graduate of Edinburgh ; and the accountant, John A\, Gray,
who also holds with that office the position of schoolmaster.

The chapel is used jointly by the Roman Catholics and
Protestants, and whilst it lacks the great beauty of the
Roman Catholic chapel at St. Vincent de Paul, it has none
of the extreme dinginess of the Protestant chapel of that
institution.  The chapel wears an air altogether devotional
and inviting, there being no trace of a prison visible ; it has
rather the appearance of a well appointed parish church.

Whilst it would not be becoming in the writer to institute
comparisons between this and kindred institutions on any
economical question-—the blue-books tell all that is needed—
we may be pardoned for referring, in conclusion, to the
uniform testimony of the inspector to the excellent exprit de
corps that has, from his first report in 1881 to his last in
1890, always characterized the staff,
may fairly be referred that other, viz., thn(.thc first official
investigation or enquiry into the affairs of this prison has yet
to be held.

Long may it be so.

And to this one fact

The "Prince Edwa.rﬁwlsland Tunnel.

HE greatest public work the
Canadian government has
now in contemplation is the
censtruction of a railroad
tunnel under the Strai's of
Northumberland, connect-
ing the shores of New Bruns-
Jwick with these of Prince
Edward Island. At the re-
q est of the Dominion gov-
ernment Sir Douglas Fox
bhas made a report on the
cost and feasibility of the
work, of which the following
is a brief summary :

The greatest depth of water is 96 ft. at high water, with
a rise of tides of 6 ft at springs and 3 ft. at neaps, and the
speed of the current does not exceed three knots, with two
hours of slack water at each tide. The distance from shore
to shore is given at about 13,200 yds., or say from shaft to
shaft 13,500 yds., exclusive of land approaches on either
side, of which about 2,000 yds. would be in the tuunel.
The shores on either coast are well adapted for railroad
approaches, varying from 15 to 35 ft. in height above high
watermark, with a mean altitude of 25 ft., the soil being
largely red clay, The higher land on the Prince Ldwaid
Island shore falls away toward the interior, which will
shorten the approach on that side. It is considered that
about 5% miles of railroad, including some 2,000 yards of
tunnel, as before mentioned, will be necessary beyond the
shalts to connect the tunnel with the respective systems of
railroad, which, however, are of a difterent gauge, viz.,

4 ft 87 in in New Brunswick and the DD mini-r g nerally
and 3 ft. 6 in. in Prince Edward Island.

From the above it wi'l be seen that the length of tunuel
from shaft to shaft would be 7-67 miles, while, with the
connections to the present railroad on each side, the whole
tunneling required would bz over 9 miles,

The estimates are as follows :

In the dry portions of the work, a tunnel of brick-work,
in cement, averaging 1 ft. 6 in. in thickness (the bricks
being of lecal manufacture), and where feeders occur, with
cast iron casing 1}/ in. in thickness, with 6 in. flanges.
laid with steel rails weighing 501b. to the yard, is estimated
to c~st £66 10s., nearly, per lineal yard, or say £897,500
from shaft to shaft, or with the land tunnel and contingen-
cies a total sum of £1.0735,200.

Should it bz decided that the tunnel must be of sufficient
dimensions for a railroad of the 4 815 gauge, and that the
railroads of the island shall be altered to that gauge, a
tunnel of 16 ft. in diameter wovld appear to just accom-
modate passenger and freight cars of the normal Canadian
and American type, but not drawing rocm and sleeping
cars, nor some of the cars running upon the Intercolonisl
railroad. This size does not allow of a very satisfactory
permanent way, nor does i: provide proper space for the
platelayers, Such a tunnel constructed in the shale, of
brickwork in cemeat, 1 ft 10! in. in thickuess, and where
feeders occur with cast iron casing, 15in. in thickness, with
9 in. flanges, and laid with steel rails weighirg 70 Ib. to
the lineal yard, is es'imated to cost £122 10s., nearly, per
lineal yard, or say £1,652,506 from shaft to sha't, or with
the lard tunnel and contingences a total sum of £1,971,800.

Sir Douglas Fox is of opinion that to properly accom-
modate the Canadian and American rolling stock the tun-
nel should have an internal diameter of not less than 18 ft,
Such a tunnel, constructed as specified for the 16 ft. tunnel,
is estimated to cost £ 140 per lireal yard, or say £'1,890 ooo
feom shaft to shaft, or with land tuenel and contingencies
a total sum of £2,225,500.

It is recommended that, before inviting tenders for the
main work, a shaft placed at Catleton Point, so as to be
afterward available for permanent pumping and ventilating
purposes, should be sunk well into the red clay shale,
which lies above the carboniferous sandstone. Borings
similar to those taken at the Sarnia tunnel (viz., from a
vessel or platform through 16 in. wrought iron pipes, soas
to insure cores of scfficient size and undamaged being
brought to the surface) shculd be made across the straits
and down to the carboniferous bedrock. With this informa-
tion obtained, much closer tenders may be expected for the
construciion of the tunnel,

When the work is resolved upon, immediate steps should
be taken : 1st. To connect the existing railroads with the
tunnel work.

2d. To establish brickyards at the nearest available site
wkere goud clay free from lime is to be found. The quan-
tity of bricks required will vary from 30 to 6o milli.ns,
according to the size of the tunnel.

3d. To erect dwellings, stores, etc., for the staff and
workmen,

4th. To put down the permanent pumpsand provide the
necessary plant for temporary purposes.

sth. To install the necessary electric plants and motors

6th. To provide and fix the compressed air machinery. -~
Railroad Gazette.

The Organisation of the Royal Artillery.

There is considerable excitement in artillery circles over
the forthcoming Royal Warrant, which is to efiect certamn
changes in the organisation of the Royal Artillery, and
which, it is understood, will make its appearance in August.
It has been no sceret for some time that the pay of
regimental officers in the Garrison Artillery is to be ra's.d,
so as to enable it to vie with the attractions of the mounted
branches of the Royal regiment. 1t is also announced that
cer ain special appoin'ments will he created, and paid at an
increased rate, and it is added that the change in organi<a-
tion will introduce what is known as the double company
system. Although strenuously denied, there is also no
doubt that one effect of the new arrangements will be to
commence that separation of the mounted frem the dis-
mounted  branches, so much longed for by all young
*“ gunners” who picture themselves goins throug 1 life in the
handsome ““jacket” of the Royal Ilorse Artillery, — /)iy
Grapiaee,
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CULTURE, DEFINED AND QUALIFIED.

By T. HENRY CARTER.

HE word *“ culture” and its less fashionable synonyme

** cultivation” are derived, the former directly, the

latter through the French, from the same Latin root,

meaning originally no more than the tillage of the
soil, and hence applied figuratively to the corresponding pro-
cess in the human mind.  ““Cultivation™ used to be the term
oftenest heard some years ago, at least on the other side of
the Atlantic.  Mr. Richard Grant White, the eminent
etymologist, even stigmatizes ““ culture™ as an odious word,
though without giving any other reason than its novelty.
Perhaps, coming from Boston, he got more of it than was
good for him.  For my own part, I confess with him to a
preference for the older term. If one hears a person de-
scribed as ““a man of cultivation” one feels inclined to take
for granted that he is a gentleman, while *“‘a person of cul-
ture” one apprehends, is more lable to turn out a humbug
or a snob.  The dictates of fashion, however, are not to be
questioned or criticized, and ¢ culture,” not *‘cultivation,”
is to be the theme of our discourse this evening.

In the widest sense culture, as applied to human beings,
may be defined as, ““ Any process by which man is raised
above the conditions imposed upon him by the necessities of
his nature.”  This, I think, is agreeable to sense and Mat-
thew Arnold, but it would not suit everybody. To supply
a definition of culture, not open to criticism, is not a simple
matter. Thus one well known authority lays it down as,
*“ That which makes an intelligent being more intelligent
and tends to make reason and the will of God prevail,”
while another writer, scarcely less eminent and polished,
lays down the law after this sort :—

*“ Perhaps the very silliest cant of the day is the cant
about culture.  Culture is a desirable quality in a critic of
new books and sits well on a professor of belles lettres, but,
as applied to politics, it means simply a turn for small fault
finding, love for selfish ease and indecision in action. The
man of culture is, in politics, one of the poorest mortals
alive. IFor simple pedantry and want of good sense no man
is his equal.  No assumption is too unreal, no end is too un-
practical for him. But the active exercise of politics re-
quires common sense, sympathy, trust, resolution and en-
thusiasm,—qualities which your man of culture has carefully
rooted up lest they damage the delicacy of his critical olfac-
tories.  Perhaps they are the only class of responsible beings
in the community who cannot with safety be entrusted with
power.”

We need not herc stop to discuss the propriety of this
summary, but, having quoted the extremes of definition, we
will take our own for granted and proceed : —

The only necessitics felt by man in his lowest condition
are those of food and shelter.  When these are supplied the
upward impulse begins to assert itself and the adoption of
clothing may be held to mark the first step in culture.

Wants supplied become in time nceessities, and, as culture
supplies man’s wants, it adds, with the expansion of his
ideas, to the number of them.  When min is clothed he ad-
vances to ornament ; and feathers and paint mark his second
step in culture.

We will not wait to trace at length the development or
evolution of culture, but merely note that what are really the
typical expressions of a forgotten culture may be thought-
lessly regarded as examples of its absence.  Nobody, for in-
stance, nowadays regards as a person of cualture a prize-
fighter or ballad singer. Vet such, with their congener, the
juggler, represent the very summit of culiure in the heroic
age, and similarly the Spanish matador, and even the Indian
medicine man, though worthy to be abolished before superior
civi:ization, mark, in their way, steps in later cultivation.

Leaving out the culture of plants and of the lower animals,
though a caltured orchid or a cultured retriever is an object
we might fain linger over, we come down, or rather come
up, in the long process of evolution, to what is commonly
understood as culture among civilized mankind in our own
day. This we find to be the same in principle as that of the
rudest epoch-—the raising of ourselves above what is merely
necessary to health and comfort in our surroundings, and the
gradual modification or softcning of the brute heritage repre-
sented piimarily by the passion for war. Is this striving
then—for it must involve effort—worth our while, if we include
as necessaries amusement, society and personal ease, and ex-
clude from our notion of warfare the necessary contests of

the stock exchange and dry geods counter > I think it may
be shown to depend upon what are our aims and objects.

If Mr. Gladstone and his recent discoveries in po'itical
economy are to be followed, the opinion of the masses ought
in all cases to be consulted and accepted as final, and this
opinion is by no means always given in favour of culture.
Yet, whether these ignorant and infallible people are sure to
be right or not on matters of taste, there is little doubt that
they possess an unerring instinct for the detection of non-
sense and cant in any question or matter in which their
political principles and prejudices are not involved. If then
they sometimes appear to show a hostility to culture, it would
follow, what might, in fact, be taken for granted in the
nature and constitution of things, that there is a true culture
and a sham culture, and that the latter is sometimes more
apparent and obtrusive than the former.

Nobody deliberately proposes to follow what he knows to
be false ; how then is true to be known from spurious cul-
ture, the sterling coin from the base counterfeit ?

The difference between a silver spoon and a plated one, or
between an oil painting and a chromo, is apparent to the
meanest capacity, but to epply similar distinctions to pro-
cesses of the mind is not so simple, for there, amid the end-
less complexity of human motive, the true and false, like the
wheat and the tares in the parable, are ever liable to he more
or less mingled.  The worst sham culture wili take in its
little five per cent. of truth’s unleavened bread, and rare is
cven the truest culture that is not disfigured by a tincture or
flavouring of twaddle. Still, despite these drawbacks, we
can usually make shift to pronounce an opinion upon the
culture of our neighbours. The question is: What about our
own? [f we have decided, as I think it may be shown, that
culture is worth our pains, how are we ourselves to eschew
the evil and choose the good with a reasonable confidence
of being in the right track? It seems to depend upon
motives, as [ have said, or what one might call a minor kind
of faith.  The follower of false culture--to take him first and
get rid of him—is misled by a petty ideal (if he has any ideal
at all and is not merely running after fashion and novelty).
He has, perhaps, found that he cannot play the violin or
poker and, as he must get himself talked about or perish in
the attempt, he makes a rush at general culture, as a vesture
in which he may masquerade without the disagreeable appre-
hension of being found out.  Thus, if he has a taste for wine
(which is not improbable) and is also, say, of a mathematical
turn, he may get up all the different brands, colours and
flavours, find out about Tokay, hock and hermitage, and eke
matters out with a casual reference to Jupiter’s satellites or
the properties of oblate spheroids.  In the same way, if he
affects the collecting of coins or egg shells, he can tell you
all about the medals of Augustus and Valentinian, throw in
a speculation on bacteriology and wind up witt some severe
reflections on the discipline of Siberian prisons or any other
convenient enormity that is sufficiently far off, I he can
contrive to get himself suspected of atheism he scores a
point, but if not, it will do nearly as well to commit popery.
Far difierent from him who has walked alive with truth, his
design is not to improve himself but to startle his neighbours,
not to become weil informed so much as to seem so. By
dint of assurance he may manage to get himself accepted at
his own valuation, and flourish for a time l.ke him whom the
psalmist observed spreading himself like a green bay tree.
[tis even possible for him to possess the gift nearly allied to
genius itself, of not getting found out at all, but most often
he is relegated to his proper place by the unscientific, yet
pretty accurate sizing up of public opinion.  Some untoward
incident betrays him when least expected, like the policeman
killed by the accidental discharge of his duty, and, sooner or
later, he sinks under the reputation of a bore. But before
condemning even such a character we must be on our guard
against judgments dictated by spleen, bearing in mind that
the habit of sneering criticism is easier to get into than to
get out of.  ‘“ There is that withholdeth more than is meet,
but it tendeth to poverty.” He is doing well that can gauge
the depths of his own heart, and none can sound the heart
of another.

‘O my soul come not thou into their secret, unto their as-
sembly, mine honour be not thou united ; for in their anger
they slew a man, and in their self will they digged down a
wall.”  Such was the denunciation of the dying Jacob, not

against human error but against the uncompromising and in-
discriminate upholders of virtue.  After all, there should be
no obection to a rational degree of conceit. Y our man who
has no conceit about him—you want to button up youf
pockets when he comes round.  He is liable to have a not€
at four months somewhere about him that he wants your
signature on the back of.

The man of true culture presents to the character we have
been criticising thus mildly, and in the aggregate, a strong»
but not immediately apparent contrast. His talents, if he
has any, may be about the same, his intellectnal habiti'f't
not dissimilar, but his aims and methods are different. His
culture, so far from being to his advantage, is just as likely
to be a hindrance to his success in business and in society }
yet, though he knows to his cost that it is as well, from 2
wordly point of view, not to be too cultured, he is not con”
cerned to resist the subtle fascination. His objects in puf
suing culture are threefold,—

Firstly -That he may more fully appreciate the true and
beautiful.

Secondly—That he may develop and make the best us€
of his powers, and in so doing contribute in his small way to
carrying out the designs of his Maker.

Thirdly—That he may be able to sympathize more fully
with kindred spirits and with the joys and sufferings of man”
kind in general.

He has his reward and finds in culture a consolatio?
under disappointment and a refuge from the storms of fate s
a glory that shall not fade away or die into the light of com”
mon day.  Ard if his investment should not turn out to pay
from the standard of dollars and cents, in the satisfaction ¢!
the better and nobler aspirations it opens up an ever widen”
ing field, from the pastures of which the toiler after wealth
for its own sake, lading himself with the thick clay, and the
still shallower devotee of frivolity are destined, from the
nature of their pursuits, to remain strangers.

Commercial travellers, it is to be feared, do not read |}.1e
bible ; and one reason for this abstinence is to be sought 17
the fact that they find a copy of the sacred scriptures upo”
every toilet table in the hotels they frequent. Similarly
good many not very profound people think culture t9°
cheap and easy to be worth going out of their way ﬂ"?“t'
If the prophet had bid them do some great thing they might
have done it, but when it involves no more than a little extrd
civilization it does not seem worth while—(like the HigP‘
lander, when they wanted him to take a bath).  Others wil
say,—** the people I am thrown among are not friendly t,o
cu'ture, they don’t understand it ; for my own part I like !
ever so much, but I don’t want to be left to my own d‘e'
““ Silence,” says Confucius, ““is a friend that wil
never befray,” and thosc who cannot stand a little of it ha
better give their spare time to getting up their waltzing 4"
small talk and leave culture alone.

vices.”

e ac”

But in fact culture, no more than cookery, can D t
‘ln

quired in six easy lessons. .\ $2 subscription to thc' X
amateur” is not going to do the work.  Not only effort ?
necessary but also enthusiasm, a determination which can
=g.5¢ superior to privation and outweary disappointment.

When the celebrated Dr. Schliemann was a half»Starve.
boy in a dry-goods store he considered for a time what ser
vice he should render to cuiture when he should be able '
afford it, and decided upon the design of disenterring t <
ruins of ancient Troy. At twenty-one he had advanced as
far as thirty-two pounds a year and continued faithful to !“
early project. At thirty-cight he retired from business “”_ts
a fortune, which he spent in accomplishing those discovert€
which will ever make his name illustrious.

Or hear the experience of Yoshida, the Japanese proto:
martyr to progress, only a few years ago.  He wasugly “nre
laughably dishgured with the small-pox ; and while “at“a
had been so niggardly with him from the first, his jersoP
habits were even sluttish. His clothes were wretche?
When he ate or washed he wiped his hands upon his sleeve®
and, as his hair was not tied more than once in two monfhi’
it was often disgusting to behold. With such a picturé ‘f
easy to believe that he never married. Such was his passi©
for study that he even grudged himself natural reposés ar;
when he grew drowsy over his books he would, if it W?
summer, put mosquitoes up his sleeves, and, if it were w’{is
ter, take oft his shoes and run barefoot on the snow. pe
handwriting was exceptionally villainous ; poet though
was, he had no taste for what was elegant, and in a C"“ntr
where to write beautifully was not the mark of a scrivene”
but an admired accomplishment, he suffered his letters whiS
Jolted out of him by the press of matter and the heat of .
convictions. This man, having determined to penetrat€ *
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Secret of

tempy Western civilization, although the penalty of at-

in . . .
g to do so wag death, with a common soldier who

ad

Cau . . ’

Toweq og:lt his enthusiasm seized a fisherman’s boat and
u joi H . .

of by, to join an American vessel. Their very manner

n::i:g}::as significant of dete‘rminalion, for they had no
theiy atig hold upon the ship than they kicked away
o make return impossible.  But it was one of the
stpulations that no Japanese was to be aided in
andedgo\vf:m JaPan, and Yoshida 1nd his f«»llowe.r were
“Vho ad beeas prisoners t:) the authorities.  That night he
N to explore the secrets of the barbarian slept,

featy
SCapin,

€ might -
fuyy lenlgl:t sleep at all, in a cell too short for lying down at
e SOIdgie.— and too low for standing upright.  Yoshida and

the lmf:rfft.red a long and r.niserab](': per?od of captivity,
SPiri¢ as thay nf“{fleed. (ll.ed whllc.yct in prison, but sucb a
N fhyy whi oshida is not easily made or kept a'captive,
ch cannot be tamed by misfortune you shall seek
tis, ingjn:"iin a bastile.

remai, | ef’ l?elter to be a crystal and be broken than
foy guiltl ELCCt Jike a tile upon the housetops.” Being

“Itis ng't € was eventually put to death.

e muy enough to remember Yoshida,” says Stevenson,
ating to havm;'l forgct the common soldier, It is exhilar-
genuemen e(WEd in the same days as these great hearted
Portion of.t )nl‘y a few miles from us, to speak by the pro-
Yoch: € universe, while I was droning over my lessons,
_goading himsclf to be wakeful with the stings
ax { eltO, and whilet you were grudging a penny in-
Noble sente, Common soldier was going to his death with a

0ce upon his lips.”

n vaip o

i

of t 12 wag
€ mOS(lu

Withrue “lture i catholic and comprehensive, overleaping
and oble contempt the narrowing bounds of nationa'ity
.T.IIo;e the distinctions, otherwise insuperable, of rank
The advantages of trade unionism, conspicu-
PRLY in (o irmn puddling and the plumbing trade, do not
ltade , on f‘i’ Cull}lre, nor can the collective wits of a mul-
Th moe or the intellectual leanness of the individual.
¢ you find culture segregating itself into little
rds tCOlcries with their ignoble masonries of signs and
Negg > "1€ more reason there is to suspect its genuine-

tis .
Culyygs S 100 late in the day to make out of culture a

fough in

= &

. C . . . .

Chigg r:nﬁned to the proud or the rich, with its hierar-
the ¢ m, Ysleries, its flamens and oracles, which people of
O] .
or e sort must be content to revere from a distance,

“ Conye
limjpg o ert
(g

the republic of letters into a decidedly
Monarchy, It may have been different a century
Pose, og‘:’-when none but a ““ person of quality” was sup-
fite or read elegant literature (or to pay somebody
Nor ¢ a Or write it for him). But it matters not now
Stang s l:gal“ c.an matter what a man’s station or circum-
for None :g‘ be if he have the instinct of self-improvement ;
?nd Mean tw'a'days are (oo ignorant to read, or too poor
"lﬁsl man(l’(":onverse on equal terms with the noblest and
The . ind through the medium of a circulating library.
By nre many spiritual eyes,” says one, ‘‘that seem o
Who, . our actions,—eyes of the dead and the absent,
ang Whop, magine (o hehold us in our most private hours
This o We fe‘ﬂl‘ and scruple to offend.™
anq acrossr?}l,numon and fellowship with the far off great ones
'eader,. € grave and gate of death itself is not confined to
P at wi tt‘S the immortal privilege of culture to conjure it
e o anyr:::hgh the keys of the. organ, the sculptor’s
‘ i feyq . 'el.' of.the many vehicles through which its
L its voice hear‘d.
e, 1 e« Com.monwealth is the only one we arc like to
COvey 5 Shal} lie down in the dust and the worms shall
and iy, "rn Which all men are free and equal. The small
"\.Qu]t Sreat are there, and the slave is free from His master.
m‘his er,\coaChmﬂn is just as feasable as a cultured cabinet
“[:l?e up f:rh}’;aps more so, nor ought his harness to be
o is Elermin:t.«'lxle~trees.grv:a:sed any the worse on account
e ar, emeny o }1?" .to polish himself.  On the contrary the
h".er efore ; Is ldffas should make him punctilious as
x:m Paid g, i‘ l?ndermg to all their due. When the work
lhee.t(’ tivi, S‘OI'IC, a.nd not till then, will he repair to
© light . " of his daily care where the colours glow and
So o Sharkle—in fairy-land.
;:: chanie;;lz)]: ““‘).W' their c.ull.ure to run too exclusively into
lh:ds of dogs S;‘mflt- This is a great mistake.  There are
lhet no Sciengjsg at improve l?)e faculty f)f sc'ent to a degree
e a Otity of ‘:}?lﬂd'for an instant believe in if il'wcm on
oy ss testifying X e bible or any numlx?r of cre(hble. wit-
mawe Proof with E‘C.bath; if he d.ul not, in short, sce it pL}l
the 0e|]0u8 facilit lfs own .eyes 1{1 every street. But this
ther Senses y 0' scent is acquired at the expense of all
- Nature allows of no improvements in her

aqy,
an,
Mentg
and Proportions, and so it comes that eyes and

cars have to suffer in "the exact proportion that the nose is
unduly exalted. In fact, to get on at all the dogs require a
sort of artificial sixth sense that other animals can do with-
out—that of wagging their tails. In like manner people who
allow their culture to run too closely in one groove are apt
not only to get, but to deserve, the injurious reputation of
cranks.

There ought to be nothing feverish or fussy about culture,
though there may bée about genius. A man who seems to
have combined both gifts, the musician Handel, did not
publish anything of note till he ws turned of fifty, and many
a fiery literary enthusiast has had occasion to regret in later
life that he did not follow his example.  Neither should it
be pursued immoderately or without proper attention to time
and place. A sensible ‘cook, though cultured, will not at-
tempt ** effects of colour” out of marmalade or grow ecstatic
over symphonies in grease, and as to the necessity for moder-
ation, culture beyond any doubt may be, and often is, carricd
too far ; and, in the reaction of nature consequent upon such
overtraining, a frame of mind may result like that of the
solilary to whom it scemed far better to be born to labour
and the mattock hardened hand, than nurscd in affluence and
made tounderstand.”  *“ T have seen all the works that are
done under the sun,” says one who lived three thousand
years before Lord Tennyson, **and behold all is vanity and
vexation of spirit.  That which is crooked cannot Le made
straight, and that which is wanting cannot be numbered.
For in much wisdom is much grief, and he that increaseth
knowledge increaseth seriow.  For what hath man of all his
labour and of the vexation of his heart wherein he had
laboured under the sun? For all his days arc sorrow and
his travail gricf, yea his heart taketh no rest in the night.
This alo is vanity.  For there is no remembrance of the
wise m re than o the foul for cver, seeing that which now is,
in the days to come, shall all be forgotien.  And how dieth
the wise man?  Asthe fool.  Therefore I hated life, hecause
the work that is wrought under the sun is grievous unto me.
For all i. vanity and vexation of spirit.”

Yet even this cynic is hardly quite in carnest. He
evidently does not expect us to take him too literally, for—
‘ Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might,
for there is no work nor device nor knowledge nor wisdom
in the grave whither thou goest.”

Pitfalls of this sort, like the unclean spirit who waiked
through dry places, beset the idle and self centred.  For the
humble effacer of self upon whom has descended the afflatus
of enlightenment, like the holy light, offspring of heaven
first born ; for him, not led away by the contemplation of his
own greatness or the littleness of his neighbours, there is no
fear of such a conclusion. e does not need to risk moral
dyspepsia by attempting, like Ecclesiastes, the whole menu
of knowledge.  With him culture is not so much mere learn-
ing, (there are learned men, like Mr. Frederick Harrison,
who have no culture about them at all and who do not want
any,) as a way of looking at things in the light of experience
and research, which, when persevered in, brings at last the
rare gift of seeing them in their just proportions; a calm
temperance of judgment, a disposition to admit the possi-
bility of error on his own part and to hear what may be said
on the other before coming to any decision, which, without
impairing his force of character, rubs off the crudeness of his
selt esteem and comes in time to influence all his actions and
to modify his thoughts.

Having spent, say a year or two, in welcoming anything
or anybody that would help him to get rid of his naturally
enormous egoism, he is ready to begin the pursuit of culture
with a proper sense of his insignificance and some wholesome
doubts touching the quantity and quality of his own brain.
LIowever accurale such a diagnosis may be he must bear in
mind, for comfort, that mother nature is ever ready to make
all reasonable allowances; and, with whatever seeming
cruelty she may have fashioned him, never forgets her com-

- pensations if he do but feel after them and find them. From

this point of view indeed culture might be defined as the
quality that enables a person to get on and bear up without
cleverness and without impudence.  Between such a one and
1 im of the bastard culture there is a great gull fixed, decp as
tophet and wide almost as that which divides the professional
from the amateur, yet entitled to the respect of good men as
having its origin in reason. What though his unpretending
efforts get sniffed at by the scribes and pharisees of cultiva-
tion, who will want to know, ““IHow knoweth this man cul-
Lure, having never learned >’ To him it matters little who
has acquired pre-emincntly the faculty of appreciating him-
self. Of course amateurs have no business to exist, any more
than quack doctors, but where they do presume to be it is

sometimes possible for them to find consolation in the reflec-
tion of one who had good reason to know what he was talk-
ing about.  “‘ Better is a poor and wise child than an old
and foolish king who will no more be admonished," or, to do
the sentiment into modern English, Better a Bashkirtsefi
than a Bicrstadt !

We sometimes hear it said that genius can safely be left
to itself.  On the long run merit will come to the front and
criticism does not kill. A little severity will not kill, but it
is possible to escape bleeding from the fangs of the lion to
be ravined by rats or stung to death by mosquitoes. ¢ Merit
will assert itself.”—It sounds all right, something like that
other piece of sententious wisdom, that ““Truth is mighty
and will prevail,” so often on the lips of those who want to
be excused the trouble of giving hera helping hand.  In the
name of Spenser and Chatterton and the Keatses and the
Isabella Crawford Vallenceys I must protest against the doc-
trine that inspiration is always associated with check.

But if it is meant that the chances of any aspirant to fame
who knows himself to he contemned and thinks he ought 10
be encouraged, turning out 10 be a man of genius, are slim,
I think so too.  The number of good poets for instance, over
the world, is about one (o ten or twenty millions of the
population, and tends to grow smaller as time goes on and
railways and Nelly Blys increase, and the chances of any in-
dividual rhymester being that ten millionth or twenty mil-
lionth person are not great ; or if the proverbial philosopher
means that he wishes people would leave oft encouraging
mediocrity and imposture and take to patronizing merit for a
change, I quite :gree with him, but I sce no reason (o ex-
pect it on any great scale before the millenium. The truth
is that for genius to bear up in spite of the proud man’s con-
tumely requires one of two things, a private income or a
good strong constitution, mental as well as physical ; and the
carly grave of many a mute inglorious Milton testifies that he
or she had neither the one nor the other. When it is too
late people are sorry, but rapture and beauty they cannot re-
call, and he is fortunate who is not pursued beyond the
tomD by the erection of what they are pleased to call his
statue in Central Park. In short the world, although in-
clined on the whole to treat good humouredly those who do
not come before it with sour looks and sulks, yet cannot, in
its great stupid heart, imagine of anybody with anything in
him (outside the bible) who does not ¢lbow and jam himsef
into the chief seats in the synagogue and into the uppermost
rooms at feasts.

It is related of a great genius that all his merit could not
procure him a bhare subsistence. Being driven by degrees
into a hatred of all mankind from the little pity he found
amongst them, he even ventured at last, ungratefully, to im-
pute his calamities to Providence. In his last agonies when
the priest entrecated him to rely on the justice of Heaven and
ask mercy from Him that made him,—*“ If God," replies he,
“ has shown me no justice here, what reason have I to expect
any from him hereafter?”  But, being answered that a sus-
pension of justice was no argument that should induce us to
doubt of its reality,—‘“ Let me centreat you,” continued his
confessor, ‘“ by all that is dear, to be reconciled to God your
father, your maker and friend.” “ No!” replied the ex-
asperated wretch, ‘“ you know the manner in which he left
me to live, and”—pointing to the straw upon which he was
stretched—*‘ you se¢ how he leaves me to die 1

Socrates used ungallantly to thank his Gods every morn-
ing that he was a man and not a woman. We should thank
Providence when we say our prayers that we are what we
are and not persons of Genius.  But this is an old story ; and
besides, in dwelling upon the calamities of greatness, we are
wandering somewhat from our point, which is the advantages
of culture—a very different matter. Vet I like to remember
that I did not pay money to see the Angelus, when I knew
that its immense valuation was owing in part to the ¢’rcum-
stance that its maker was lying in his grave—half starved,

I have tried to put hefore you some of the more prominent
facts and circumstances of culture as I understand it, and
showed, or tried to show, that, like the divine wisdom itself,
the merchandise of it is better than the merchandise of sil-
ver. There are, or may be, corresponding advantages re-
served by nature for the solace of the uncultured which do
not come under the scope of our present enquiry. The
moral and conclusion would seem to be to *“ choose whom ye
will serve,” and not to keep trying, like some people, to be
on both sides of the fence at the same time.

It may be objected to this presentation of the matter that
we are making of culture something too like a religion.
Yet what, after all, is culture but religion? Not the sneak-
ing, retiring dilettantism nick-named culture, so justly dis-
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dained by the earnest and zealous amongst all sorts and con-
ditions of men, but the true aspiration upward, breathed in
communion with, and hope toward, the lowest of our kind,
unalloyed by the lust of lucre and undarkened by the portent-
ous shadow of self. Although culture may not of itself
effect moral regeneration or make an honest man out of a
scoundrel, yet therc is no civilized religion without culture,
and there is no culture worthy of the namc that does not
breathe the spirit and purpose of religion.

But why should we relegate the devotee of culture to the
masculine gender?  Politeness and probability would alike
suggest the contrary. Let us suppose Zer, then, to be, as is
most reasonable, of the female sex, and to take up say
music in the right spirit of culture, making her principal
study of what a poct calls *‘ the sounds that cannot lie, for
all their sweet beguiling.  The language one need fathom
not, but only hear and feel.””  lHere is a spell whose witch-
ery was felt before written language was. It roused to
ecstasy the old time Greeks in days of culture’s childhood,
when it had to be invoked upon three stringed citharas
and scrannel pipes of straw.  ““ ) sovereign of the willing
soul,” cries the minstrel Pindar in a modern paraphrase that
renders the spirit of the original with exquisite fidelity :—

““ Parent of sweet and solemn breathing airs,
Enchanting shell ! The sullen cares,
And frantic passions hear thy soft control.
On Thracia’s hills the lord of war
Has curbed the fury of his car
And dropped his thirsty lance at thy command.
Perching on the sceptered hand
Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feathered king,
With ruffled plumes and flagging wing.
Quenched in dark clouds of slumber lie
The terror of his beak and lightnings of his eye.”

The enthusiast will doubtless have some hardship to en-
dure, perhaps toinflict, in her wrestling with scales, solfegyi,
scores and keys ; but, having decided from right and con-
scientious motives to make the most of her gift, she will per-
severe, and ere long the cares of everyday life are gilded and
half forgotten in harmony, and though she may not attain to
composing oratorios yet over the dinand travail of the vexed

city, will vo'ces, unheard before, come to her from another, a
greater and happier city, whose builder and whose maker is
God.

She decides in favour of natural history, and lo! her
whole horizon is pushed backward, like that of some grand
Turner landscape into infinity, and she hegins to understand
a language in which nature has hitherto been speaking to her
in vain.  Or does she fecl drawn toward poctry > There is
no necessity laid upon her to break forth into singing or to
alarm friends and foes with an cruption of stanzas, Many a
true poet has never writen an iambus, and has a great deal
too much respect for rhyme and reason to make the attempt,
but far from the strife of the market place in which she has
so often been worsted, the brooks will tinkle a fricndly wel-
come and the alder boughs beckon to sympathy and rest.
In glassy waters at noontide she will see the reflection of
this broken and disproportioned existence, one day, she
trusts, to be made whole, and in the stillness of dying sunset
a soothing contrast to life’s unrest and a grateful earnest of
eternal peace.

Russian Brutality.

The 77mes prints the following from a correspondent : —
““A terrible act of bratality perpetrated by the Russian
authoritics at Warsaw has caused great indignation through-
out Poland.  As usual, the facts have come out little by
little and considerably after date. It was on May 31 last
that the daughter of General Pouzereff, who is but a child,
was playing with a ball in the Saxe Gardens, at Warsaw.
She chanced to mecet a boy named Winter, and struck him
with her ball.  The boy, who was only ten years old, seized
the ball and threw it back, probably with some violence.
Thercupon the servant in charge of Gieneral Pouzereft's child
rushed forward, caught the boy Winter and began to beat
bim. The boy, however, resisted, hit back at the servant.
and called her names which showed that he was a Pole and
had Dbeen taught to look with contempt upon the Russians.

The servant now called for the police, and the boy was

et
taken and locked up all night. A full report of the il‘lcld:a:c
was drawn up and sent to the Governor-(eneral 10 ral
On the morrow ('en
Gourko replied that the hoy must be flogged, and § ,l
receive twenty-fve lashes.  \ccording to the law, cor?
punishment can only be a‘ministered to children DY
parents, but Wiater's father was dead. The poliCert ©
fore, should have applied to the boy’s mother. They *
ferred seeking out Mr. Olchefski, the boy’s tutor or g"“" (e
They told Mr. Olchefski that if he did not carry O
a «dft

province, General Gourko.

sentence they would close his buasiness house, 1
confectionery shop.  The tutor, fearing that he W wou! o
his means of livelihood, reluctantly consented. The i
parations were then made in due form. In accordanc® WP
the law the prison doctor was called, then the by A
brought from his cell, stripped, and the flogging bega™ o
the seventh stroke he fainted, and the doctor, inter®” cnl-
said it would be dangerous to inflict such violent plmls 10f
The boy was of a highly nervous disposition, and the “edﬁ
could not” answer for his life if such torture was conti®

Mr. Olchefski, also, was horror-stricken at the effect
blows had produced. e angrily threw the whip 3% a)’
said the police might close his ca/e and ruin him t’.’
chose, but nothing should persuidz him to finish the flo5 g
Finding that both doctor and tutor remained Mnl“mt P

(;ove h’d
] th‘lrk
It will scarcely be credited that General wY thﬂ‘
the hero of the Plevna Pass, at once telegraphed DAct " e
the flogging was to be finished.  The police, thel'bf"‘un(
tutor persisting in his refusal to act, had to give the Jet
tunate boy the remaining eighteen blows so as to Con;l off
Insensible, covered with blood, his “es N
from his back, and in a state of violent convulsio™ b pl’f
young boy was brought back to his mother, The un ﬂ“
woman had all this time been kept in ignorance as acoll
fate of her son ; and the shock that his return in such ol ¥
dition must have produced upon her feelings may
imagined.”

md

police and prison authorities sent a despatch to the ¢
General, asking for instructions, anl relating al
occurred.

the sentence.
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SUNDAY SCENES AT ONE OF MONTREAL’'S PARKS—-ST HELEN’S ISLAND.
(By our special artist.)
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(S. A. Smyth, Calgary, photo.)

CATCH OF MOUNTAIN TROUT AT DEVIL'S LAKE, BANFF NATIONAL PARK.
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It requires little explanation,
of the outlying portions of the

TOM a pajng
o M‘)ﬂlreal.
the soldiery

empire. Al the principal colonies are represented 5 on the
leftis a trooper of one of the finest corps in Greater Britain—
the Mounted Infantry of Victoria, Australia. A detachment
from this regiment was recently in England, and took a
prominent part in the great Military Tournament in the
Agricultural Iall, Islington, receiving unbounded applause
for their magnificent riding and jumping. Next to the
Australian is a trooper of the Cape Mounted Rifles—a corps
somewhat similar in organization and equipment to our own
mis-named Mounted Police, and whose members have done
incalculable service in the maintenance of law and order in
South Africa. Next comes a splendid representative of our
Indian empire, a trooper of the 1st Bengal cavalry, a fitting
representative of that ¢ trump-card” that Britain holds in the
game of the Fastern Question, the Indian army ; a portion of
which, quietly Janded at Malta by Lord Beaconsfield when
Russia threatened the peace of Europe, gave the Bear sucha
fright that he became at once amenable to reason.  Then we
have one of our own ¢ Vics,” a battalion well known and
well loved all over Canada, always ready and
eager go to the front pro aris el jfocis.
comes a type of the West India regiments; a force
unique  in uniform and
in 1795, they have served with distinction in the few occasions

and
to Last

its organization. | Formed
they have come into action; as, stationed only at Sierra
Leone and Jamaica, their scope is naturally very limited. The
military forces of the Empire in themselves constitute a
federation of great vitality and uniformity of interest.
While each member is ready to defend his own country, all
bear allegiance to the same Sovereign and salute the same
flag. The scarlet tunic or the rifleman’s jacket, in Canada,

~in Australia, in India, in Africa, in every quarter of the
globe covers hearts as truly British in sentiment and
aspiration as are found in the Wellington Barracks or on the
parade at Aldershot.

SKETCHES ON ST. HELEN'S IspaND.

Montreal has many shortcomings, but the lack of public
breathing spots is not one of them. No city on the con-
tinent has made better provision for its people in the way of
parks ; and when its citizens have acquired for public pur-

poses the Nuw's Island, opposite L'oiut St. Charles—as
should certainly be done—the park system of Montreal will
not only be incomparably larger in extent, but will present a
variety of diversified scenery and natural beauty unsurpassed
by any city throughout the globe. In our artist’s wander-
ing last Sunday afternoons he found himself ¢ soute for the
favourite summer resort of our less wealthy citizens, St.
Helen's Island, a beautiful place, standing sentinel in the St,
Lawrence, directly opposite Montreal, and to a great extent
open to the public as a recreation ground. Hither flock
crowds of people on every Sunday and holiday, and from the
frecuency of tables, chairs, and opportunities for feasting,
many families spend the whole day on the island, and, with
the aid of friends and relatives, dispose of a large share of
viands. Here a visitor may see families numbering from
six to sixteen souls surrounding a table and polishing off a
substantial meal with a gusto which must be aided by the
fresh air and Dbright, cheery surroundings.  Sentimental
couples walk lovingly, often hand in hand, each with no
thoughts or eyes for anyone but the object of his or her
affection ; while the children abound in every nook and
corner of the place.  One cannot visit such a park without
being struck with the markedly beneficial effect such places
must have on the life of the rising generation of city bred
people, and contrasting it with the civic life of a century or
even half a century ago, when narrow streets, lack of
drainage, and absence of facilities for systematized recreation
combined in producing a marked decrease of physical
capabilitics, and in a state of affairs which invited disease
and death. '
ST. ANNE’S.

One of the most attractive and fashionable summer re-
sorts in the vicinity of Montreal is Si. Anne’s, situated at the
head of the Island of Montreal, about 20 miles west of the
city. Here the Ottawa and St. Lawrence meet, the former
expanding into the Lake of Two Mountains, a magnificent
sheet of water, which affords ample opportunity for yacht-
ing, canveing and camping out. The permanent residents
of the village arc largely French-Canadian, but the summer
residents—of whom there are a great number—are now
almost exclusively English,
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Part I.—ON THE RIVER.

T was a hot day in August, and
the scene was in Canada. Let it
suffice that this story is of our
country, and that the principal char-
acters are compatriots. Demand
not, I beg, that I speak of time or
place. My doingso may involve me
in difficulties, that, being of a prudent and timorous
disposition, [ would fain avoid. I have no wish
to be waited upon by a score of outraged young
people come to ask with blood in their eyes—

“Do you mean any of us, when you write of such
and such an one ?”

Therefore, I repeat, it was a hot August day,and
the scene was in Canada. And I wish to intro-
duce two of my characters. That solemn, ugly
youth, with the large, dreamy eyes and fat face, is
my hero, Sidney March. He was in the stern of a
trim little skiff, drinking deep of the peace and
brightness of his surroundings, with calm enjoy-
ment. :

There was a strong poetic strain in my hero’s
composite nature. The same was manifested, for
the most part, in fantastic utterance. Those who
did not know him well put him down as an oddity.
Those who knew him better declared, with convic-
tion, that he wwas an oddity. The world’s opinion
is usually correct in the main, and, to save time, it
will be as well to re-echo it. Therefore Sidney
March must be an oddity. When he was ques-
tioned on the subject, he sighed, and declared it
was always the fate of great minds to be misunder-
stood. And that was his sole protest against the
popular voice.

As he lay back in his cushioned seat, there was,
as has been said, an expression of dreamy content
on his face, and there was that in the look that in-
stinctively made the beholder inclined to laugh.
Yet he was influenced strongly by the sweetest and
most ennobling feeling known to man! For his
very soul expanded to the touch of nature, and was
lifted up by the same.  That his features took not
the softened dignity that came to others on such
occasions was surely not his fault. He could not
be other than as God made him. It was his mis-
fortune that the world looked upon him as a fan-
tastic trifler. He was philosophical, and bowed
submissively to the mundane view. His ready
flow of language, his soul's quick response to all the
finer influences, and his grotesque appearance, con-
spired against him.  Men said smiling—* Behold
the trifler !” when my hero did but act as his
nature urged. Frank Merton, the athlete, the man
of bone and brawn, was at the oars. He pulled
along with steady, sweeping strokes, each move-
ment of his figure showing the pliant muscles of his
arms and chest.  His sunny hair fell in some dis-
order over his brow, and, for a wonder, his face was
grave. When Frauk did not smile, he was beauti-
ful as an ancient statue. Ordinarily though, the
classic outline of his face was marred by an expan-
sive grin.

At the present moment, however, he was by no
means the least pleasing part of the whole in which
the asthetic Mr. March found the fullness of con-
tent.

“ Frank,” he said, breaking off from a long re-
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verie, “ you are positivcly the most disappointing
person I know. To look at you now, one might
well imagine you a youth of superior parts. But
you are not.”

Frank grinned at this, thereby instantly destroy-
ing the effect his gravity had fostered.

The soul of his friend waxed wroth.  “ I never
could understand how I came to associate with
you !” he declared disgustedly. ¢ Your regard for
me is natural, it is in accordance with the universal
scheme—mediocrity always looks up to, and ad-
mires genius.  But, that T should think well of you,
is something I cannot reconcile to reason. It'is a
freak of the mind beyond all definition.”

‘“ Well you see, Sid., old man, your mind is gener-
ally acknowledged to be a freak,” exclaimed Frank
imperturbably.

Sidney was silenced ; he turned again to admir-
ing the beauty of their surroundings. And he
mused, in an aimless fashion, on the emptiness of
things. “ Here is Frank now,” he thought, *a per-
fect specimen of young manhood, a face like a god,
and shoulders like a barn door, yet his mind soars
not beyond a cigarette and a flirtation with some
insipid Miss who has no mind at all, and therefore
cannot soar. Frank never reads, and he finds it a
auisance listening to talk that is not nonsense. Yet
he is naturally bright, and will, I dare say, turn
into a sensible pot-bellied merchant-prince in time.
But what a life, and what a success! The sterner
and better part of him put to heap up gold and
then his leisure wasted in folly! Alack !”

Suddenly his thougrts were interrupted by the
sight of a couple in a small skiff, a short distance
ahead. Their course was in the same direction as
he and his friend were taking, but their speed was
much less. The oarsman, a broad shouldered,
ruddy faced young fellow dressed in white flannels,
was evidently i no great hurry.  He dipped his
oars mechanically in the water, and the light skiff
responded ; but evidently he had no direct object
in view-—nothing that required speed at least.
And, as he worked listlessly, he gazed intently at
his companion. It was the ldtter that attracted
Mr. March’s attention too; he also eyed her
curiously.

A young girl it was. She sat in the stern. She
was clad m a cool white dress, and on her head
was a broad straw sunshade; and, over all, she
held a gay-coloured parasol to keep off the glare.
It was the graceful pose of her figure that struck
Sidney most. She was leaning slightly to the left,
her head cast down, watching the clear water
surge up and curl lovingly about her rounded arm.
My hero was interested ; he manwuvred the helm
$0 as to pass near enough to obtain a good look at
this very attractive damsel. At the same time he
said soffo voce 1o Frank :

“ Youth and love ; the ardent boy and the coy
maiden now appear. Gaze upon them.”

Frank smiled comprehensively, and put the least
bit more strength into his stroke. As yet the
lableau was invisible to him, and he wished, with
idle curiosity, to have a view of it in his turn.

As they came close astern, the young man
looked up and regarded them carelessly ; but the
maiden did not move.  Still her head was bent
low, and her arm remained with the water rippling
about it.
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And Sidney, as he marked anew the unst“dl:]g?:ﬁ
elegance that was there, almost hoped she Wocd,ff ]
not stir. When they came abreast, Frank tum‘bgf{
and eyed her with some appreciation. And, 3 -
same time, the girl became aware of their preseny'i
She raised her head and peered shyly at andi:
from beneath her sunshade. Only a briqf g T
from a pair of soft eyes, a vague 1mpression ik
beautiful, sad young face, and the head was 10W:»Jf
again, the face hidcen from view by the gtﬂ"

t

brimmed hat! And yet, both those youDd
were unspeakably moved. There was 10 "¢
momentary flash a strange inexplicable influé
with which both their beings were in symp3
Ah there is that in a chance look, and in th¢ 34
of a bright eye that has, ere now, made histof)'né'
of brave deeds! Ay, and caused the very throsg'ﬂ
of great monarchs to totter and fall. d

Ang’
they tell us woman has no part to play in 2
Ah well ! this tale treats not of the affairs of Pat‘ie
It does but relate br efly an insignificant ep10” i
the life of an insignificant person whose P12
the history of his time is like unto that occup :
by an atom in a great swarm. elf it
Sidney felt his heart beat, and instinct“'eAnQ%
came to him that life had unutterable joys- . #
when that miserable sunshade hid the girl's faCsl;d.‘L} -
was as if the darkness had come upon hi? ™
denly. . cob
Frank murmured “ Great Scott!” and 12 "y
fusion spooned up some particles of water iD¥ v
friend’s lap. The fact that the latter failed t‘l’f it B
test loudly at the bungling stroke, was in 115¢% " 1
nificant. frer?
“I have an idea !” quoth Frank suddenly " |
long long silence. s
Sidney, who had been gazing vacantly sk¥'
roused himself at this and eyed his friend crit!
And gradually the analysis in his look chan8
one of distrust, tuf“f’
“ Keep it in,” he advised. “ Let it m#" I
Your ideas are so hortribly crude.” ;
“ Bosh ! Listen ; we will time ourselves '©
at Mrs. Peyton’s about five o’clock.
10 have a number of people on the lawn pl2 o
“Tea, tennis and talk !” broke in Sidney "gb}
emphatic scorn. “ And that is the great ldeasi,,
Frank, Frank l—and in this weather too !
you were not such a hulking mass of bon¢
muscle, I would throw you overboard.” nio?:
“ Hear me out will you ?” said Frank lavg "
‘it will be a fine, moonlight night. Mrs. cno‘v
is sure to ask us to stop for tea—if she do€®
we can invite ourselves; at least you cal:
the row back by moonlight will be sp'endid- Jif
Sidney’s outraged crest took a more }ﬂo,ns
turn. “ Not halfa bad notion,” he said hesitat!
And then he added still more cheerfully—" d
“ Mrs. P. does give a good meal. But,” 2 i
settled himself back in the cushions comf{o”
“the river is preferable to doing the polité i
garden. I move in amendment that we cal
six o'clock and demand a meal. We can reefo
till ten if we like, you know. And, as I said P 4
she does keep a well stocked larder.” o
smacked his lips significantly, eying his fri€®
while with a questioning look. ne
“Ay " quoth Frank dryly, in response 0%
speech, “and, strange to say, she is plea’
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Counte
ag‘!utt:: f!lf,:e your cheeky self. Out upon thee for
al)();,,'hee“’" sald Sidney unctuously, is a thing I
i me ere is not the smallest Particle of
SCence of o Sir. It is the unconventional effer-
et}quette aélnlf‘d too truly great to heed trifles of
f wwr - UL” and he ‘looked askance at his
Lwippn 2 1S 0 row back ?”
 Sidney ,lo:ald Frank, with an assuring nod.
as appal] ded not physical exertion, and his soul
. He looke at the possibility of it.
llo‘l‘l’ and sz(iida-t his friend with solemn condemna-
ast time .
'ememsi:‘me You made that same promise, if you
Yoy a’rand you basely broke faith with me.”
onO re geetstq fat 1 explained the other grinning ;
Exercige Ing to be a positive sight from want

! you don't get me into such a trap

Humpp,
agan] p
¢ . .

Iy IS certain. Look at me !” continued

that

T

h N :19q“ent1y, holding out five plump digits

Nahds wﬂgmafy audience, ““do you think these
?‘ﬁhn € made for hard and degrading toil ?

ut ;

Ty wo:al’t:l really promise to,row back, I will keep

wrSweay ;0d Frank impatiently.

cThis a I” commanded the skeptical Sidney.
mDhasis Y—repeat after me,” and with grotesque

m I op € Went on—« I, Frank Merton, bind

orfeiture of my self-respect and the re-

§iq. direct men, neither by insinuation, entreaty
dpe,, 2 assault, to compel or otherwise allow

:2':‘“&, whéch to perform labour of any kind what-
I o an St he is in my company on board my
Fry g’Ot}!er craft, this evening.”

lic o m Ughingly repeated the words as his fan-

d b P anion uttered them, and the latter de-

Mrs, posclf satisfied,

tai ospit);tl;’ln Was a widow. She was wealthy, she
g s‘lcce:; fiﬁd’ shg‘had the rare gift of enter-

Shes Cial faVOur);te, “onsequently Mrs. Peyton

ta 12t afl 3 ;ionnection of Sidney’s, and, in virtue
€t op herome ten years seniority, was wont to

€ wag hSelf to guide and to counsel him. Her
is. woeeded about as much as such advice
Ut nevertheless, the young man had a

N or her. She was a bright, amusing
Ee’ and her house was a delightful one.
re = 30d yet, withal, everything and every-

, € Were o] :

; Wag always in such perfect good taste.
7. g:cned int(r,leﬁrly Slx o’clock when my two heroes
§ . tio“l'e. a ir boathouse and made their skiff
.1 dexl: Whep ¢ Nk was rather doubtful of their recep-

he visitorile lady of the house beheld two unbid-
’leyrt Dotjce Stalk up to demand a meal at such
by 20d he But he had great confidence in Sid-
limp"ality of 1124 @ great desire to partake of the
Ere:, Dlace he 1s. Peyton  The latter had a cosy
i 00 hot t"e Where she loved to come when it
‘\nf]d to aveo c’ﬁmalr} in town. And she never
’efresFrank’s . Charming people staying with her.

h Nner man sighed for the bountiful

Iy e ! an sighe
&3; nngsftwhlch her table would, he knew, sup-
in‘;ﬂdera rernoon on the river is conducive to
hig . Of eg €at longing for good victuals in the
y,Or;Dpetite-)},loung- Frank had honestly earned
Jugy haq , 2 l:felt he deserved a meal. Sidney’s
. ag ng €en so arduous, but withal, he was
Shy, dhous Y as hl§ friend. He led the way to
y » arnving there, found the wide

Ver’ an
%"fﬂ};a ‘“il;iah deserted. But the front door was
by’ MOtribye e Probably was waiting to be served.
ing ;t:mlshmg idea, it was being devoured
11 es at that moment! The thought
Mg, Ouse, hunro to desperate action. He entered
X i ft}}ls hat on a peg, and with stealthy,
ahg, . It Was Tide, advanced to the dining-room
ere closed. ‘He opened it, and was
Sraspeq 4 autiously in, when the handle, which
o, Plleq <35 bulled sharply from his hand, then
€ to0 allow a small bright eyed little

- ass out i
Bo He, s - She stared at Sidney amazed-
: .‘tﬂ}; ;;ld ::}Kefélo:mplete self-possession, bowed

\m, Wha
I‘Ie,am‘.she d !"t have you got to eat? Behold,

1y, Origh :
ile °fgWet]§g$etwmkled’ and her lips parted in

“ Why Sidney, I am so glad you have come !”
and she held out her hand.

“T come to beg a meal,” quoth Sidney, taking
the proffered hand, “and moreover, I bring a
hungry friend.” He looked about him blankly as
he spoke, and added in a more confidential tone.
“The hungry friend is shy. I suspect his heart
failed hiin. But he is not far off, for he is an
hungry friend in very truth. You will—Saints
preserve us !”

And Sidney stopped speaking to gaze open-
mouthed at a young girl who came tripping down
the stairs at this juncture. It was the same girl
that he had seen a few hours previously on the
river. The one that had so enthralled him. And
she was even more beautiful now, and oh how
wistful ! What was it in her expression—that set-
tled sadness that was not wholly sad? He was
interested, and, somehow, vaguely disquieted. He
turned to his hostess, a thousand questions in his
mind which his tongue burned to utter. The
young lady had passed him by with scarcely so
much as a look, and vanished into the drawing-
room. ~And the hostess was not to be seen ; she
too had flown. In the state of high impatience
which Sidney experienced, it seemed to him that
everything conspired against him. Yet he was not
impatient alone. He dreamed dreams and saw
visions, his mind was raised beyond the matter of
fact ; and the impossible seemed only too possible.
An angel had come tripping down those stairs and
Mrs. Peyton had flown abashed before the glorious
light emanating therefrom! Had he not seen it,
and had not his heart expanded to the pure efful-
gence of the vision? And, that he, 2 mere mortal,
stood and dared the encounter when others fled,
was surely no small thing !  Was it that there was
in him more of the spirit of good than in others ?
Sidney was not wanting in self-esteem, ang the idea,
whimsical as it may appear to the ordinary sensible
mortal, took firm hold of him. And it was but
partly dispelled when Mrs. Peyton’s voice was
heard without in laughing converse with his friend
Frank. Obviously she had hastened thither to as-
sure the doubtful one that he was a welcome guest.
My hero was quick-witted enough thus to explain
the circumstance of her sudden exit. But still, the
idea of an angel had worked itself into his imagina-
tion ; and he cherished it fondly.

“ I say Sid., old chap, do youknow whois here ?”

Sidney was standing before the glass, trying
grimly to reduce his wiry black hair to a semblance
of order. The task was no easy one ; the energy
and determination brought to bear on it were com-
mensurate with the difficulty to be overcome. He
was cursed with the most obstinate mane that ever
defied brush and comb. It was usually most
irritating for him to be interrupted when struggling
with it.  But, on this particular occasion, and in
answer to this particular question, he suspended
operations at once. And he turned to his friend
with a smile that was blandness i.self.

“I saw her,” he said promptly, with the air of
one who possessed private means of obtaining in-
formation.

“The deuce you did !” said Frank with a stare.
“ When did you see her ?”

Sidney’s face changed wonderfully as a new idea
occurred to him, and he asked slowly :

“ Are you particularly interested in the young
lady ?”

The other shifted about uneasily and laughed,
but to the critical eye of his observer, the laugh
was forced, and there was in his general air a subtle
something which gave the lie to his answer when
he said : .

“ No—not particularly interested, but she is a
jolly girl.” . o

“A jolly girl,” repeated Sidney indignantly.
“ Why man, she is an angel |”

It was now Frauk’s turn to change colour. Full
well he knew the charm Sidney’s quaint personality
had with the fair sex, once they grew used to his
unprepossessing exterior. This was indeed a rival
to be dreaded! He looked furtively at his friend,
and said with seeming indifference :

«1 did not know you were so badly gone there,
old man.” .

«] am not gone, as you call it,” retorted Sidney.

“How can one be gone on a girl whom one has
only seen twice, and that at a distance ?”

“ Who are you talking about?” asked Frank
quickly.

“ Why ! that girl we saw on the river, of course.
She is really the most interesting What on
earth is the matter now »” Auad Sidney stopped to
stare in surprise at his friend, who bhad taken to
perform the strangest contortions. He was down
on the bed with his legs extended towards the
ceiling. The attitude was not conducive to thought,
but some minds work regardless of the position in
which the owner may be. And Frank’s was just
such a one. Short as the time was in which he
lay in this unusual posture, it was long enough to
formulate a maxim.—* Disturb not that which may
possibly result in aiding your own designs.”

And thus it was that he arose the next moment
and gravely took the perplexed Sidney’s hand.

“We may both admire her, old chap, but we
need not on that account call each other out.”

Sidney took his hand, shook it, then drew
back, still regarding his friend wonderingly. “Now
who is going to call anybody out?” he thought
speculatively. “Certainly I am not! There is
some deep scheme here! I must keep my eyes
open.  Something wrong surely, but I don’t know
what itis. Oh you villain !” he broke forth sud-
denly, as the other endeavoured to oust him from
before the only looking-glass in the room. ¢ Be
off with thee!” And he fetched the intruder a
thwack on his head with the hard side of the hair
brush.

And Frank retired, laughing good humouredly,
to wait until his companion’s toilet was completed.

The reader will probably have divined that
Frank and Sidney had been at cross-purposes, and
that the former had discovered the same, while the
latter was still in the dark. The fact was Mrs.
Peyton had found opportunity to wnisper in Mer-
ton’s ear the information that a certain Miss
Smiling chanced to be a guest of hers that evening.
Frank admired Miss Smiling immensely.  Sidney
did not exactly admire her, but he was wont never-
theless to monopolize her society over much—at
least Frank thought so. And thus it was he de-
cided to allow his friend to think that he himself
was also interested in the fair unknown.

Plot and counterplot, wheels within wheels,
misunderstanding and misconception.  Ah !each
and every one of these, separately or collectively,
are fostered when youth and love encounter! Is
it not a pity that the most sacred delight of which
the human heart is capable should, in its birth, en-
gender such a dread accompaniment? And yet,
it may be that the said dread accompaniment adds
to the ‘fires of the sacred delight. Certainly it
does not quench them. But life is brief, and there
is yet much to be done.  Sidney’s love affair has
to be dealt with in particular. Not the ethics of
love 1n general. Let me even proceed to send
my two schemers down to the drawing-room now
that they have completed a hasty toilet.

PART II.—A71 MRs. PEYTON’s.

When Sidney and Fravk entered the drawing-
room, they found two ladies there. Both were old
friends. Mrs. Cowan—a pretty, black-eyed dame
with an animated manner ; and Miss Smiling, the
girl of whom mention has already been made. The
latter was not particularly good-looking ; her eyes
rolled not nor were they given to speak unutter-
able things. But nevertheless there was that in
her face—especially when she smiled—that Frank
found very “cute.” The expression is his own ; it
1s one that he once used, in a rare burst of confi-
dence, to explain to Sidney the attraction this
damsel had for him. And, as Miss Smiling came
by her name honestly, she felt she had a title to
look cute as often as possible ; especially was this
noticable after Sidney basely revealed to her the
confidence of his friend. She was a blonde ; her
hair was red—(at least her enemies declared it
was)—and her eyes were blue. And they were
honest eyes ; eyes that feared not to look straight
at one, even though it might be an admirer. More-
over one did but need toknow her to discover that
she could not, even if she would, make them pre-
tend to express a passion her heart felt not.
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What a number of bulky volumes might be writ-
ten, by the way, about those eyes that express
much and those red lips that murmur forth words
and words ! A glance from a laughing eye and a
vague turn to a careless, soft spoken speech ! they
mean nothing, they are done in all innocence ; but,
alack |—men are so conceited.

But let me not encourage false hopes. There is
in this'narrative no fair coquette. I did but make
a small depression—none of my characters are
given to ogle and sigh with innocence in their
hearts. Sidney’s love affair was no mockery, good
people ; it was a case where the heart was stirred.
And Sidney himself was one whose heart could not
be stirred without his whole nature responding.
Indeed it is possible that tendency of his to be
governed more by imagination than by a rekoning
of actual facts will work a great change in him
some day. And it may be that the change will
have init the blankness of despair. For a sensitive,
high-strung nature like his is not like other men’s.

The moment Sidney’s eyes rested on Miss Smil-
ing, he thought he had a key to Fiank’s somewhat
obscure sayings and doings a few minutes before
when they were making themselves presentable,
and he decided maliciously that he would pay the
schemer out for the same. Accordingly he antici-
pated his friend ; he advanced (nickly to the
younger girl and dropped into a seat by her side.
When he had made sure of her attention by this
move, he began to wonder vaguely what he should
say.
)"‘ Must keep up my reputation for originality,”
he thought (it has already been stated that my hero
was not wanting in conceit.) *‘ It will never do to
mention the weather,” he concluded dismally.
« Ah I have it!” and he nodded his head, looking
her over the while with exaggerated appreciation.

« How do you do it, Miss Smiling ?”

“«How do I do what, Mr. March?” And the
young lady beamed upon him questioningly.

« How do you contrive to look so cool and fresh
in this hot weather?  Positively you are as good
as—as an ice cream ! You refresh one so, after
one has been out all day in the glare,”

She laughed. “I don’t know that it is quite
complimentary to be likened to an ice cream ; cer-
tainly it is a forcible way of expressing how my
coolness effects you.”

“ Your coolness is many sided—" began Sidney
mischievously. But before he could proceed, there
was a rustle, and another person entered the room
through an open French window that was behind
him. Sidney turned at the sound, and again his
pulse throbbed violently. It was she, the unknown
charmer! And how gracefully she bore herself—
so perfectly unstudied in her movements! How
she was dressed, he did not know—few men do—
but he felt that everything about her was in good
taste. He was not impressionable as a rule, but
there was an indescribable something about this girl
that fascinated him. Whatever it was, it caused
him unspeakable transport. He had on one or
two previous occasions pretended to experience
unspeakable transport, but the thing had been a
failure, and the object of his mock admiration not
a whit impressed.  And at divers times, when he
had devoted a few short moments to self-examina-
tion he had told himselt proudly that his was a
heart that was not made to beat faster for any one
particular girl than for another. Has it ever come
to any of you who read, to find, after years of scoff-
ing, that there is in your life a new influence?
Even the sweet agonizing doubt—* Do I—can it
be possible that I love her?” And, oh how much
more agonizing, how much more doubtful the
doubt !—* does she love me ?”

Sidney had eyes and ears for none but this new-
comer now. Her face wore a look of shy com-
posure—the words may seem contradictory ; never-
theless they were the only ones he could think of
with which to describe her. Evidently she had
not noticed that there were two strange young men
in' the room until she had advanced too far to re-
treat. And so she entered reluctantly, the force of
habit making her mask the distress she experienced
by a calm dignity that sat well on her erect, grace-
ful figure. Her eyes were dark ; they had a sad,
half-abstracted expression, a look that seemed to

betoken the fact that their owner was one who
dwelt much within herself. Evidently hers was a
naiure that took most pleasure in solitary contem-
plation. She loved not the frivolous society into
which she was thrust by the force of circumstances.
And she preferred, when possible, to escape from
it, and revel in a dreamland where men were men,
and spoke not merely to fill up a blank pause in a
conversation.

Some such notion as this was conveyed to Sid-
ney as he watched her entry. He was not of
course irfallible in his judgment of character.

and he continued to gaze open-mouthed 2

But, like other frail mortals, he steadfastly St“c.k»"‘;
a first impression. And the idea of her diSP"s’]l vl
thus engendered was one that appealed strongY
his inner self. He also had imagination ; 38 o
fancy was wont to take strange flights somet;nv

How delightful it would be to have a comp!
in these fantastic trips, and that a beautiful Y™
thetic young girl ! , min"
These thoughts flashed through my heros!
girl. And suddenly it came home to him t 2y
was behaving abominably ; he was staring stlll’d'
at her like any dull clown.
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ECONOMY IN,.CLOTHES.

ver, try as he might, he could ¢
master himself so as to pres€
unconcerned demeanour, and
instinctively that his companio®
noted his confusion. ek
Mrs. Cowan, in a halfhe?
hesitating way, mtroduced the J o
beauty as Miss Caldwell. Sy
saw that this was a respo™ g
Frank’s unmistakable adm“akpa
And heraged inwardly, for he o
the ardour was assumed t0 paﬁz'
up for monop?
Miss Smiling’ ¢
perhaps—who > ¢
to try and g¢* g
with her for som°
posed slight.
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URING the last few weeks
lacrosse, asfaras theseniors
were concerned, took quite
a turn and no club more
agreeably surprised its
friends than did the Sham-
rocks.  After holding on
to the tail «nd for some
time the boys in green
took both Ottawa clubs in
hand and made very short
work of them. It is not
at all likely that they will
be able to overtake the
Cornwalls in the race with
all wins and no losses to
their credit so far, but it
seems well within the pos-
sibilities that they will finish
about second.

* * *
thip,

gs hay In the dual league also
Tty € taken a turn, and not

Sa ity (o ¢ t an improving one at that,
Sembleg See such a magnificent crowd of spectators
thumu . On the M.ALALA. grounds on Saturday so
el o dISsapointed. It was not the fault of the Mont-
the ate,~cenalnly’ and possibly the Torontos did not have
M wag l:l handy 1o strengthen their team, but for all that
?OmpariSQ Mentable exhibition. There was absolutely no
smendj M between the play. The Montreal team was in
Pheng S]ape and played a game that it would take a
Meq ¢, :c t‘Welv? to beat, and in their hands the Torontos
SPlengiy a Standing still,  [1ad not Montreal put up sucha
¥y ingsg‘:_ne the match would have been more interesting,
Toronloﬁ ou](? have been more evenly matched. If the
wh(nl e Sen Wish to preserve the reputation they possessed
Nex ime g‘f:‘s?n Opened, they will change their methods and

ance‘ Some sor.t of a team together that will have a
8an, . o‘f winning, or at least scoring an occasional
N :Sl:)aturday’s match was an injustice to the pub-

Benerously supported the big clubs.
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:‘most ::_22}: tﬂlkivng, at last there is to be a match for the
u}flam .Onshi ten National Amateur Lacrosse Association’s
be:lll lacmssp l’e“nflnlS, which at one time were the ambition
€0 i . ™en in Canada, but which for three years have
ﬁ:‘:‘ims o ﬂw;:{ with the musty relics of the past. The
ch“ t Femem), awa, after the re(e‘nt unpleasantness, are the
i alle R wa er l.llem, and notwithstanding that thdir first
thcnnveni(‘nt‘[pm In over a month ago, they have not found
3 the ¢ x © Play until the 2zad. It is not at all likely
e '(’l’h;::(;zl::’ the resent holders, will lose their hold
they '("'ement [- )"et, as it wn! take a tremendous amount
T Jag O give the Capitals a ghost of a chance, if

Maich w;j )
. th tt 5 <
 Criterjoy 1e Shamrocks may be teken as any

Th . +* = @
all oo Will e

€]
State, ntls’ for ¢
Woyg y Snders

Plenty of lacrosse to-morrow (Saturday) at
he. champions of the United States, the
> Will play with the best team in Canada. It

by mor, .. ..

h“l even 4 de € ‘hﬁfn a surprise if the visitors were to win,

s}:\'e 0ppoeat ¥.Vl|l be of advantage to them and they will

coowt sm:“m‘)’ of playing with opponents who will
Ntegt, N € lacrosse as is lacrosse. These international

Coupy € good thj f

A ngs of themselves and should be en-

Nge to s Dot Un]y for the

» Dut .
fame abroa;lso as being t

pleasant social relations they gi: e
he best promoters of our national

hibj 1S of T
lno“ N wij) gs' who are f()f)d of putting their pe's on ex-
th Se Ve every facility afforded them during ..
]a"adi Ci‘?ﬁhl)er. There are tive bench shows in the
[u:'b's. 3 '\V,Cllll:;; }’egirtning with the Kingston Kennel
on :h Close Ay 70" September 1, 2, 3 and 4, the entries
e s gust 22.  Hamilton comes next in order
i, ay m‘x;“): ;)] and 1. Enlries‘ for‘lhi‘s 'sl'low clo-¢
18y, n’s ¢ ird annya| E Toronto Industrial Exhibition Ass »-
b ang e d ench .show runs from the 14th to the
Yate for closing entries is August 29. In

Montreal during exhibition week the bench show promise:
to be one of the most interesting features. The entries close
on September 8th. Last on the list comes the show in
Ottawa, September 29th to October Ist. It will thus be
seen that the circuit is a most convenient one for owners,
and it should be well patronized, as the prize list is a liberal

one.
. * =

The regatta of the National Association of Amateur Oars-
men is not finished at the time of writing, but the first day’s
sport was a splendid one. All the conditions were every-
thing that could be desired, the weather was glorious, the
Potomac was like glass and the course was kept clear of that
curse of regattas—the small boat. Canada was heard from,
too, and Wright, of Toronto, won his heat in the junior
singles with such ease that the final seemed a certainty. A
brief summary of the races follows :—

Quarter-mile dash.

Bergen, Bradford club, Cambridge.................... I
Caffrey, Lawrence C.C................iiiion. 2
Thornton, Metropolitan, New York................... 3
Time—1.29.
Junior singles—first heat.
R. [. Fleming, Crescent Club, Boston................. 1
C. M. Dyer ¢ ‘ G 2

Time—10.02
Second heat.

Wright, Toronto. ... ... 1
Barry, Passaics, N.J ... oo 2
Paton. ettt e o
Haggert. . .ooin i o

Time—10.08 3
Double scull—First heat.

Albany Crew. .. ...t I
Vespers, Philadelphia..... ...... ... ... ... 0 2
Manhattan R.C......... ... ... ...l 3

Second heat.

Varunas, Brooklyn.............. .. ... .ol 1
Catlins, Chicago. ... 2
Baysides, Toronto. ...t o
Manhattan, No. 2.... ... i i o

Time—qg.07.
Senior singles—First heat.

Higgins, Massachusetts B.C..................... .. .. 1
Burnitt, Argonauts, Toronto. ....................... 2
Sharkey, Long Island City........... ............... o
Snyder, Allegheny, P.A: ..o Ll o
Aman, Buffalo, N.Y .. ... . oo o

Time—10.02 1-5.
Second heat.

Caffrey, Lawrence, Mass. ... .... .................... 1
Carney, Newark, N.J.....o..ooooiin oL 2
Smithson, Potomac............... ... ... L. o
Atherton, Metropolitan, N.Y................. ... ... o
Time—9.51%.
* »* -

Tennis seems having a new hoom in the Maritime Provin-
ces, and the annual tournament which opened on Tuesday
promises to populérize the game to agreat extent.  St. John,
N.B., is a difficult place to make calculations about weather
with any degree of certainty, so an unobliging rain rather
dampened the ardour of the first day’s contestants. The

* gentlemen’s singles are being played at the time I write of,

and the despatches say that the set in which Mr. Ryan de-

feated Mr. Walter Clark was as exciting a one as ever was

played in a course. In the ladies’ doubles, Mrs. Reader and

Mrs. Alexander, of Halifax, defeated Mrs. McLeod and

Mrs. R. C. Grant, of St. John.
-

* -

Mr. Kananagh, the owner of the Molly Bawn, seems de-
termined to make the St. Lawrence Yacht Club’s events as
attractive as any in the country. He presented the club
with a very handsome silver cup for a race over a six mile
course, starting from Beaconsfield. Whether the affair was
known of or not, it is a pity that only four boats went over
the starting line, and some of the owners on the lake shore
seemed a little apathetic. The Thora won first place and
the cup, while the Viking, Black Eagle and Mollie Bawn,

though not fortunate, made a splendid race of it.
- - -

The interprovincial cricket match between the East and
the West has come and gone and the East has given a de-
cided trouncing to the west, s ven wickets being the

majority :—
ONTARIO ASSOCIATION.

Lirst Innings.

A, Winslow, b Turton. ..., o
A. T. McMartin, b Little...... ... EECEE T RTTRPRR 11
Rev. W. T. Terry, ¢ MacKay, b Litde ............. 7
P. C. Goldingham, b Turton....... ............... 4
|. Laing, 1 bw, bCrookall .........o i 19
‘D. L McCarthy, b Turton. ...t I
A. 1. Collins, b Little.....oovvenineeen 2
N. A. Davenport, b Litiv. ..o 4
F. S. Dickey, ROt OUL. .o .ovvvriin i 6

H. B. McGiverin, thrown out, Coste 5
J. E. 11all, stmpd Warden, Bristowe................ 2
Byes.......... 6

3

Second Innings.
F. R. Martin, b Little
F. S. Dickey, run out

9

o

- o
P. C. Goldingham, b Turton )
Laing, ¢ Bouchier, b Laing 7
A. Winslow, 1 bw, b Little............... . ... . .. 3
A. H. Callins, b Little. . . 8
7

3

9

2

3

6

D. L. McCarthy, ¢ C. Warden, |y
Leitham, ¢ A. H. B. Davenport.......
Crookall, bTurton. ........................
J. E Hall, ¢ Warden, b Little
H. B. McGiverin, not out

Estras. ... o

Total......... ..ol e 107
EASTERN ASSOCIATION,
First [nnings.

G: D. Warden, ¢ Martin, b Dickey............ ... ... 8
W. C. Little, ¢ Ferry, b Dickey................ ... . 2
W. J. Leitham, ¢ Ferry, b Dickey.............. ... . 26
I. Coste, b Dickey................................ 11
N. Browning b Goldingham
G. L. Bouchier, ¢ Ferry, b Laing
W. G. Bristowe, ¢ b Goldinghan

3
o
Mackay, notout.......... ... ... ... L, 4
E. Turton, b Laing........... ... ............... o
W. Philpotts, ¢ Dickey, b Laing.................... o
C. F. Crookalle, b Laing. ...........o oo oL, 7

Byes. ..o 12

o. M.

Biistowe. ... 21 11
Crookall ....... ... ... .. ... 9
Teitham ...... ... ... ... ... ... ... 4

EASTERN ASSOCIATION,

w 1
L 4 9
Little..oooo oo 33 4 21 8
o 3
o o
I 1

Second Innings.

W. C. Little, Ibw, b McGiverin.......... .........
G. D. Warden, b McGiverin.......................
W. J. Leitham, b McGiverin.......... e
L. Coste, b McGiverin............................
A. Browning, notout.............. ...,
G. M. Bristowe, ¢ Terry, b McGiverin
G. L. Bouchier,not out...........................

Byes.... oo

- o
NN O OV

|

Total for five wickets.......................... 64

F. S Dickey......... ..occo.o..... 16 o 15 7
“H. B. McGverin................... 30 5 24 10
JoLaing... ...l Io o 9 2z
Umpires—-]. Watson and A. Skinner.
-* L -

The first annual regatta of the Lachine Boating and
Canoeing Club will be held on the 22nd inst.  There were
a great many at the start objected to the amalgamation of
the Canoeing and Rowing Clubs ; there have been mary
conversions since to the new order of things, and it is pro-
bable that *Saturday’s assembly will effectually smooth over
all old scars. The programme is a good one and there
ought to be a good attendance.

-

* *

The races at Saratoga have developed the fact that Cana-
dians are possessed of some pretty valuable thoroughbreds,
and Mr. Dawes’ Redfellow has surprised some of the know-
ing ones at Horse Haven.  The time made on a slow track
like Saratoga shows that the stuff is right in the big son of
Longfellow and Red Woman. R. O. X.

-
Sale of Pictures.

Recently a number of interesting old pictures from different
collections, including that of the Marquis of Ely, were sold
at the rooms of Messrs. Christie, Manson & Woods, King
street, London. Amongst the best were the following : —
An old woman in a red dress and fur, by Rembrandt, 330
guineas, and an old man by the same master, 250 guineas—
Casella; the Earl and Countess of Ely, 1771, by Sir Joshua
Reynolds, 620 guineas—Lesser ; Sir Thomas Lawrence’s
portrait of Miss Murray, only daughter of General Sir
George Murray, and niece of the Marquis of Anglesey (en-
graved by G. T. Doo in 1834, and later by G. H. Phillips),
£1,210—Agnew ; the Grand Canal, Venice, by Canaletti,
560 guineas—Bruce; Portrait of a Lady, by Gainsborough,
240 guineas—Casella; Sir Patrick Blake, by Sir Joshua
Reynolds (1766), 400 guineas—Colquhoun,
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HE reporter wore his most subdued expression,
and approached the sagamore with some
degree of hesitation.

‘“ My brother,” he said, humbly, ‘T have
come to make a confession. On the occasion
of a recent visit some property of yours was found in my
pocket. I then denied all knowledge of how it came there.
To-day I have to confess that in an unguarded moment I did
give way to an evil prompting. I am exceedingly sorry.”

““ You been converted lately ?” queried the sagamore.

“1 have,” said the reporter. ‘‘ The great wave of
morality that has radiated from Ottawa and is spreading
over the country has affected me deeply. I am an altered
man. I will never steal again. I had no idea there were so
many good men in Canada till the great wave of righteous
indignation and horror that is sweeping over the newspaper
offices of the country struck me the other day. Why, there
is hardly a rogue in the country, outside of Ottawa, and a
few in Quebec. I used to think that almost any man would
take a little grab if he could, but I was wrong—wrong. All
the people but myself are pious, especially the editors—and
I want to be an editor some day. Therefore, I will never
yield to evil counsels or monetary considerations any more.”
‘“ What did you take ’fore you come here?”

““ What did I take?”

¢ Ah hah. Gin?”

¢ My brother, you wrong me,” said the reporter earnestly.

I speak the sober truth, based on profound conviction.”

“ I’'m sorry to hear that,” was the old man’s comment.
‘“ If you been drunk that’s some excuse. If you ain’t drunk
you must be crazy.”

“ How so ?” :

“If you b’lieve all you been sayin’,” said Mr. Paul,
‘“ you're either drunk or crazy. I told you once before if
you see feather stickin’ up on stump don't you go tell people
you know where there’s a duck’s nest. Don’t you be fooled
by all this holler ’bout thieves and robbers. Them Grits
wants to turn them Conservatives out at Ottawa. Them
Conservatives wants to git them Grits out at Quebec.
You start right in there when you commence to think.
Keep that in your head. Then you think up history a little.
See if you kin find any gov'ment in any country ever been
run without all this talk ’bout hoodle, and stealin’, and fat
contracts, bein’ put in them newspapers. Then you come
down little nearer home. Ask yourself if every man you
know is so good he won'’t take little grab in a bargain if he
kin git it. Ask yourself if .you don’t know plenty men be
glad to git another man kicked out if they kin git his place.
See if you don’t know some men all the time tryin’ to make
a grab one way or another. Mebbe it’s a man wants fat

. contract from the county to do some work. Mebbe it’s a
man wants fat contract from the parish to make some roads.
Mebbe it’s a man wants to run big bill' at the store and
never pay it. Mebbe it’s man wants to run a store little
while, then fail. Mebbe it’s a man wants to insure his old
house and then burn it up. Mebbe it's a preacher wants to

" when we kin prove it.

_judge and jury.

git sent to place where be’ll git more pay and git his name
in the papers more. Think you don’t know any men like
that round here? You ain’t a fool. Young man, when you
git honest voters you’ll git honest gov’ment. You ain’t got
'um yit. Them newspapers hollerin’ so loud ’bout bribery
and corruption—don’t they knaw that in every county in
this country plenty men won’t vote without they’re paid for
it? Don’t they know you can’t git plenty of 'um to vote if
they ain’t paid for their day ? Don’t they know that it costs
heap money every time? Don’t they know that? Don’t
them ward workers on both sides-take the lists and mark off
the men they got to buy? And don’t them pious editors
know it and wink at it? Now they git hold of some crooked
things up in Ottawa and down in Quebec, and they print big
headlines ’bout it and try to make b'lieve they're almost dead
with shame. It makes me sick.”

“ But,” said the reporter, ‘“ would you have them gloss
over the offences that have been proved ?”

“ No,” said the sagamore, “but I'd have 'um hold their
tongues till things had been proved. Some has been. Very
likely some more will be. Some won'’t.
they’re doin’,” cried the old man. ¢ They're throwin’ out
all kinds of hinis. They’re takin’ things for proved that
ain't, and spreadin’ it all over this country. They’re tryin’
to make people b'lieve lot of things ain’t true, as well as
what is true. Then if these things ain't proved, and them
committees says they ain’t, them papers Il holler *bout white-
wash. It’s same way on both sides. Is that honest? Is
that what you call high morality? Is it done because them
papers is awfully shocked at sin, or is it done to make what
you call capital bimeby? They draw pictures showin’ how
this country is in hands of thieves and in an awful state.
Newspapers in States and other countries see that and read
the big headlines. They don’t know anything about it, hut
they set right down and write about Canada bein’ rotten.
Then them papers in this country copy that and say, ‘see
what other people thinks of us.” Then some preacher reads
that and gits up and hollers ’bout this country bein’ byword
in the earth and a thing for everybody to pint their fingers
at. Then them papers print what he said and make great
ho'ler *bout pulpit speakin’ out. Them papers tatks about
grabbin’!  Don’t you know that the ones that's doin’ most
hollerin’ is always mighty glad if they kin git fat contracts
for printin’?  Young man, you’re a fool.”

““ If I understand you correctly, said the reporter, *‘ you
seem 1o be of the opinion that there are no honest menat all.”

“ Honest men,” said the sagamore, ¢ don’t go round with
a label on. But you kin find 'um. But if I tell you what I
think—then I tell you I think there’s good many men gonto
make a good bargain if they kin, whether it’s in Ottawa or
Ap-ol-og-neek. I don’t say that’s good thing, but it’s true.”

“ Then, if you are correct,” said the reporter, ‘1 might
as well break my resolution and hoe in for a share of the
boodle.”

¢ It’s all right,” said the old man, ‘‘for you and me to be
honest. It’s all right for us to say other people better be
honest. It’s all right to camp on people that ain’t honest
But if T know I’m gonto make a
grab first chance I git, I ain’t got no business throw mud at
other grabbers. Too much of that nowadays. A little
more honesty all round, and a good ’eal less blather and
hypocrisy be mighty good thing for this country.”

‘‘ But how are we going to get it ?” queried the reporter.

‘“ One man you want to watch mighty sharp,” replied the
sagamore. ** You kin help it along good ’eal that way.”

“ Where shall I find him ?” asked the reporter, rising to
go in eager scarch.

““You ses him in the lookin’-glass every day,” rejoined
the sagamore. *“ Keep your eye on him.”

““ But,” said the reporter, ‘““don’t you think that as a
newspaper man I ought to hump myself at this juncture and
write some treatises on virtue and the necessity of chopping
oft a lot of heads at Ottawa and (Quebec?”

““ If you advise 'um to git right down to the bottom of
this thing all round—that’s enough for you to do jist now,”
replied the sagamore. ‘“ You kin print the evidence.
Never mind the big headlines. If you find when it’s all
over that somebody’s been whilewashed, and no mistake
about it, then you kin git up and holler. But don’t forgit
that stealin ain’t the only bad thing in this world. And
don’t run away with the idea that anybody thinks you're the
Heads of what you call departments in
the gov’ment got good ’eal on their shoulders—so has the
heads of newspapers. If one has to try hard, to keep from

“

I'll tell you what *

grabbin’, the other Detter try and keep from lyi“’ ‘n:
throwin’ mud. A little house cleanin’ all round Wo"ldn
hurt anybody. And this is a bully time to begin.” ]

1 don’t know but you’re right, old man,” said 1
reporter, reflectively. ‘I think I'll wrile a treatise 0% '
duty of editors right away. Hanged if I don’t !”

Our Biograp@al Golumn.”

Tl
[Many Canadian gaoers furnish their readers evffys‘:d'f
with portraits and biographical sketches of more or le.ndl‘
tinguished citizens of the United States. Mot to be belif s
so patriotic a particular, the POMINION TLLUSTRATED 275t B
quired the exclusive right to publish a series which ‘
hoped, will be found both interesting and instructive.]

HON. PETER P. PLUNK

The Hon. Peter P. Plunk, of Cooksville, Cad“ve;?:f
County, Texas, is one man among ten thousand j
thousand is the population of Cooksville. The honot™®
gentlemen was born in Plunk Settlement, Maine, (n?
after his grandfather) in 1850, and went west at an earl)” "
He is therefore in the prime of life. Asa boy Petef "
good boy, though vigourous, as most healthy boys ar¢
first notable achievement, and one that clearly demon$
his staying powers, was at the age of twelve years, whe
chewed two figs of tobaccoin ten hours. The neighb"“’s e ¥
that Peter would go along swimmingly through life. u;‘d
an excellent swimmer. After removing to Texas, Petef
the wild and exciting life of a bullpuncher for some€ y'o""
but settled down ten years ago in Cooksville and went w
the real estate business. At the last llatc election
sent to the legislature, and there is no member of that o g
of whom greater things are expected during the current
than of the Hon. Peter I’. Plunk. o

Canadians, from their proximity to Texas, will D¢ s |
cially mterested in his legis'alive career, and he “’ay",y"
assured of their continued love, and admiiation of hnSt P
qualities as a man and as a statesman, The Hon. pet® :
Plunk uses a gilt edged spittoon.

fa"d"' !
¥
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A Solemn Abjuration. ) h;n,f ]
This curious advertisement appeared in the SPr” het®

N.S. News.  The name of the advertiser, a womans 5
omitted :

NOTICE. espo‘ ]

The undersigned, , promises and agre” e |

to interfere with, stone, or set the dog on any cattiés «ocd

on Her Majesty’s highway, more particularly cows ¢

by Thomas Letcher or Richard Letcher.
(Signed)

e
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