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Twin Beds

RIE  of BRASS have supplanted the
@f old-fashinned double bed among

. the better classes in England—

o3¢ the change being largely due to
the advice of scientific men and physicians.
"Tis poison to breathe again the human breath.

Twin Beds prevent such dangerous inhalations.
These metal bedsteads do not harbor vermin, they add beauty and cheerfulness

t0 the bedchamber, while there is about them a delightful fecling of cleaniiness

which invites repose. The metal in our beds never tarnishes in any climate.

JAMES HUTTON & CO,,

15 sT. HEL.EN ST, - - - MONTREAL
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SINCE WE CAME TO LIGHT

from the *‘tips of our fingers” to the “tips of our toes”
. every bit of us haz been washed with

<— BABY'S OWN SOAP!

THE ALBERT TOILET S80OAP CO.
3 BEWARE OF IMITATIONS, iMakers and Sellers of the Only Genuine.
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ANNOUNCEMENT.

HE Editor is anxious to secure a number of good Christmas Stories, with
or without illustrations. These should also be characteristically Cana-
dian in tone and scene. The MSS. should be sent in by Oct. 15th at latest.

The attention of contributors is called to the fact that typewritten
manuseripts, carefully written and revised, are a great advantage. They
afford a better reading and prevent many grievous mistakes from appearing
in print.

The name and address of every contributor, and stamps for the return,
should accompany all MSS. The receipt of a MS. will be immediately
acknowledged and if not accepted returned within fifteen days.

Several new features have been introduced into this number, and more
will be apparent in the next issue. The management intend to spare no pains
in wmaking the MAGAZINE worthy of our national aspirations and our literary
progress. But it must depend on its contributors and other numerous friends
to keep its excellence before the public. Still, with their aid, the management
hope to keep the fact before the public that “ THE CANADIAN” is equal to
the best, and one which should be in every Canadian home.

Already several splendid articles have been secured for the October
number, and among them an article on Lord Wolseley, the new Commander-
in-Chief of the British forces, whose portrait furnishes us with a frontispiece
for this month. J. Cawdor Bell will contribute an exquisite piece of fiction.
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LIFE INSURANCE

167,
FOR
YOUR
MONEY.

P I'OVide a Competency

for your old age,
by the purchase of

An Annuijy Bond

in that

Strong and Successful

Company, the

North American Life,

and thus secure,
according to your age, a definite,
specified, guaranteed Annual Income,
during the remainder of your life, of

from 6 to 16 per cent.
For rates and other particulars, apply to

WM. McCABE, F. I. A., Managing Director.

ONTARIO MUTUAL L

K,

Progress During Two Decades.

YEAR. INCOME. ASSETS.
1874 $21,808 $33,721
1884| 250,939 652,661
1894) 659,989 |2,866,559

i
YEAR. Poricies 1x Force.

NEr SURPLUS.

1874
1884{’

$856,500
6,835,900

1894 18,767,698

$4,203
47,224
277,647

Head Office, - Waterloo, Ont.

[

Toronto

= &5 King St. West.

The Excelsior Life

Insurance
Company
of Ontario

(LIMITED)

Subscribed
Capital
$354,500.00

HEAD OFFICE

N. E. Corner Adelaide
and Victoria Streets
TORONTO

(
[

INCORPORATED 1889

. ) .

S

@

A Home Company with
most Liberal and Attrac.
» tive Plans and Features,
b LARGEST ASSETS in Com-
parison to Liabilities.
HIGHEST RATE of Interest
on Investments, Lowkst
for Cost of Management,
in cost of obtaining new
business and in rate of
mortality. Policies Non-
Forfeitable, Incontestable,
and Entitled to Large Per-
centage of Profits, Vacan-
cies for good, Reliable
Agents,

(]

R A AN

E. MARSHALL E. F. CLAREKE

Secretary

Managing DI ector



THE GREAT-WEST LIFE
IS THE ONLY CANADIAN
COMPANY THAT HAS,
FROM ITS INCEPTION,
GIVEN TO ITS POLICY-
HOLDERS THE SECUR=-
ITY OF A FOUR PER
CENT. RESERVE.

All others, without exception, re-
serving on a lower standard.

FEDERAL LlFE
Rssurance

Bompany

HEAD OFFICE:

Hamiiton, Ont.
-

7/ CapitalssaAssets,
$1,501,610,78

Surplus Security,
$714,935.75
Accumulation Policies.

Guaranteed 49 Insurance Bonds
AND ALL OTHER

Desirable Forms of Insurance.
[ I BN BN J
JAMES H. BEATTY, President.
DA vID DEXTER, Managing Director,

Manufacturers’ Life

HEAD OFFICE:
TORONTO, CANADA.

OMPARED with the corres-

ponding period of last year,

the business of this prosperous and

progressive Cahadian Company for

1895, to date, shows the following
substantial increases:

Inpremium income an increase of 20 per cent.

Ininterest income an increase of 260 per cent.

In new business an increase of 43 per cent. -

CEORGE COODERHAM,
PRESIDENT,
J. F. JUNKIN,
GENERAL MANAGER.
CEO. A. STERLING,

SECRETARY.

“ We did not have a single
Dollar’s worth of Real Estate
on our hands,

Or a single Dollar of
Interest in Arrears.”

Ao

The foregoing was the pleasing and
important statement contained in the
Annual Report of

| The Temperance and General Life
| Assurance Company

! for the year ending Dec. 31st, 1894,

It is but a sample of the many ex-
cellent features contained in this most
satisfactory report, which, with a copy
of the Company’s paper, entitled ¢ Our
Advocate,” is being sent to all appli-
cants,

. « Correspondence Solicited.

| >
HON. G. W. ROSS H SUTHERLAND,

PRESIDENT. MANAGER.
v
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MuTUAL PRINCIPLE.
1895

ASSESSMENT SYSTEM.

The Provincial Provident
Institution of St. Thomas,
Ont., furnishes sound Life
Insurance at the lowest
possible cost consistent
with absolute security.
Agents wanted through-
out Canada.

Toronto Savings & Loan Co.

(ESTABLISHED 1885.)

SUBSCRIBED CAPITAL, $1,000,000.00
PAID UP CAPITAL, - - - 600,000.00
RESERVE FUND, - - - - 105,000.00
INVESTED FUNDS, 1,700,000.00

LRI AIANAAARRARAS AAG

Money to Lend in amounts from $1,000
to $50,000 on first mortgage upon cen-
tral improved city property. Liberal
terms to borrowers and no valuation
fee charged.

Deposits Received and interest allowed
at four per cent. per annum, com-
pounded half-yearly.

Debentures Issued at four and a half
per cent. for three or five years, in
amounts of $100 and multiples thereof.

A. E. AMES, Manager.

|

Star Life

Assurance Society of England.

ESTABLISHED 1843.

Wesley Buildings, 33 Richmond St. W.
TORONTO.

Assers Dec. 31, 1894 - $17 600,000

ANNUAL INCOME - - - 2,770,000

AsSSURANCE IN Force - - 67,775,000

INVESTED IN CANADA - - 1,600,000
FEATURES

1, Every description of Life Assurance Business.
2. World-wide Policies.
3. Fair Rates.

4. Large and Increusing Bonuses, constituting the
Society’s Policies a First-Class Investment,

Copies of the Annual Report and Prospectus,
with all information, forwarded on application to

J. FRITH JEFFERS,
Secretary for Canada.

47 RELIABLE AGENTS WANTED.

IT LEADS
THEM ALL (5%

The Canada Life

Leads all the Canadian Life
Companies in
AGE

SIZE

ECONOMY
POPULARITY
and PROFITS

No other Company in Canada
has continued for 20 years to
give as large profit returns to
Policy - Holders for the same
money.

For Rates And Other Information
Apply To

Geo. A. & E. W. Cox,

MANAGERS EASTERN ONTARID
TORONTO




MISCELLANEOUS

I will qualify you at your home to fill any position wherea

FIRST-CLASS
BOSK-KEEPER

may be wanted, for the sum of %8.00; time required,

two to four weeks. ¥ Money returned if unsuccessful !
Experienced and inexperienced alike benetited.

PUPILS PLACED IN PAYING POSITIONS,
Have recently had five applications for book-keepers!

The Leading
CANADIAN o)
COLLEGE

f{ YOUNG . ...

WOMEN
[y ST-_THOMAS, ONT.

ALMA

Music, ART, COMMERCIAL, ELOCUTION AND
LITERARY COURSES,

Low Rates. 60 pp. Announcement,

PRINCIPAL AUSTIN, B.A.

Take a

ADDRESS @
IT THUS:
J. H. GOODWIN,

ROOM 4, 1215 BROADWAY,

NEW YORK CITY,

Turn it over and write on the back the following :

Dear Sir:

Please send me a descriptive
pamphlet of your “ Improved Book-keeping
and Business Manwal,”’ and oblige,

Yours truly,

(Your name)

( Your address)

Hand it to *“ Uncle Sam,” and you will receive by re-
turn mail something which every Food book-keeper and
rogressive business man who wishes to keep UP WITH
HE TIMES should possess.

Hamilton Ladies’
College

And Conservatory of INMusic.
A. BURNS, S.T.D., LL.D., PRINCIPAL.

The 36th year will begin on SEPT. 9, 1895,

In addition to thorough instruction in every depart-
ment, pupils have the advantage furnished by a city of
over 50,000 inhabitants, in church, lecture, concert and
social privileges,

For terms, catalogue, etc., address the Principal.

NORTHERA,

OWEN 8OUND, ONTARIO,
Is THE VERY BEST PLACE IN CANADA TO GET A
THOROUGH BUSINESS EDUCATION.

1n and visit all other
Take a Round Tnp Business Colleges
and Commercial Departments in Canada, then visit
the Northern Basiness College; examine everything
thoroughly. If we fail to produce the most thorough,
complete, practical and extensive course of study ;
the best college premises and the best and most
complete and most suitable furniture and appliances,
we will give you a full course FREE. For Annual
Annonncement giving full particulars, free, address

C. A, FLEMING, Principal.

vi
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HATIILTON, ONT.

The Leading College of Business and
Shorthand in Canada.

ESTABLISHED 33 YEARS.

Write for handsome prospectus to

R. E. GALLAGHER, Principal.

Belleville Business College

THE BUSINESS UNIVERSITY
OF CANADA.
The courses are 80 arranged as to enable the gradu-

ates to efficiently fill important and lucrative posi-
tions in Canada and the United States.

Graduates Universally Successful.
The graduates of Belleville Business College are
holding prominent positions all over the continent,
and thereare nearly two hundred occupying positions
in Belleville alone.

SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED CIRCULAR,
Address—
Belleville Business College,
Belleville, Ont.

Hellmuth College,

LONDON, ONT.
For Young Ladies and Girls.
CIRCULARS.

WOODSTOCK

Actual business taught by experts. Nome
but certificated teachers employed. Shorthand

course excelled by none. Write for particulars.
H. M. KENNEY, Principal,
Woobstock, ONT.




McMaster University

I~ I I~~~

‘¢ McMaster University shall be a Christian School of learning, and the study of the Bible, or
Sacred Scriptures, shall form part of the course of study in its several Departments.”—Extract
from the Charter.

~I~ I~ R~ R~ I~
THE UNIVERSITY, Queen’s Park, Bloor St., Toronto.

COURSES IN ARTS. (%333 &%°) COURSES IN THEOLOGY.
CALENDAR FRGiress, Theodore H. Rand, D.C.L., Jjchaster

*9 University.

Woodstock College, Woodstock, Ont. Moulton Ladies’ College, Toronto.

Academic Department McMaster University Academic De,p artment McMaster University
for Boys and Young Men. for Girls and Young Women,
E-OPENS SEPT. 11, 1894.
- RE-OPENS SEPT. 4, 1804, - N E » 1894

. A thoroughly equipped School and a healthful
Physical Culture, Manual Training, Matricu- || Christian home. Full Matriculation, Scientific

lation, Scientific and Teachers’ Courses. and Music Courses.
A thoroughly equipped Residential School. Mrs. Il. E. Dignam in charge of Art De-
Charges moderate. Calendar free. Address, gl’g‘ément- Terms moderate. Calendar free.
ress,
J. I. BATES, B.A., Ph.M., MISS ALICE M. D. FITCH, M.A.,
Woodstock, Ont. 34 Bloor St. East, Toronto.
Ontario Agricultural Coll
ntario Agricuitura olege,
G UEILPH,

WILL RE-OPEN ON THE i1st OCTOBER.

Full courses of lectures, with practica! instruction in Agriculture, Horticulture, Live
Stock, Dairying, Poultry, Bee-Keeping, Veterinary Science, Chemistry, Geology, Botany,
Entomology, Bacteriology, English, Arithmetic, Mensuration, Physics, Book-Keeping,
Etc.

Send for circular giving information as to terms of admission, course of study,

cost, etc.
JAMES MILLS, M.A., President.

AGrICULTURAL COLLEGE, GUELPH, July, 1895.

J For LOWEST RATES
FOR ADVERTISING SPACE
. 5:ﬂ“|‘i::x" IN ANY CANADIAN OR
emorials i free of charge ; FOREIGN PUBLICA.
Interior . . . TION, ADDRESS
Decorations The E.:DESBARATS

Advertising Agency,
MONTREAL, - - QUE.

Castle & Son

20 Uniuersity St., Montreal.

Montreak Agents_for thefCanadian Iagazine.

vii
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BISHOP STRACHAN SCHOO

SOUTH AND EAST FRONTS, SHOWING CHAPEL

__ESTABLISHED 1867

R

for GIRLS . . .

Full Matriculation Course.
Resident  French and German
(iovernesses.
Best. Masters in Music, cte.
For Calendar containing Course
of Study, Fees, etc., apply to
MISS GRIER,

LADY PRINCIPAL.

Wykham Hall. - Toronto.

®0 0000

Re-opens Wednesday Sept.
4th, 1899.

ONTRRID LADIES' GOLLEGE

Whitby, Ont.,

About $35,000 are being spent this summer in new
buildings, new steam heating, electric lighting, etc.,
placing the College property far in advance of that
of any similar institution in this country, The work
done by students in Unwersity and departmental
examinations is unequalled.

The Musical Department is on a thorough conser-
vatory basis, and is being strengthened by the ad-
dition of a new pipe organ, to be driven by electricity.

The Fine Art, Elocution and Commercial Depart-
nments are equally efficient.  College will re-open
SEPTEMBER 9. Send for calendar or apply for
room to

REV. J. J. HARE, PH.D., Principat.

MISS VEALS?

Boarding and Day School
FOR YOUNG LADIES.

50 and 52 Peter Street, - Toronto.

English, Mathematics, Classics, Modern Languages, Art
and Music. Pupils prepared for entrance to the Uni.
versities, and for the Government examinations in Art.
Home care combined with discipline, and high mental
training.

Resident, Native, German and French Governesses.

A large staff of experienced Professors and Teachers.

RONTO COLLEGE
oF MusicC.

oro

TORONTO GOLLEGE QOF MIUSIC,

Limited.
(In Affiliation with the University of Toronto.)

PEMBROKE STREET, - TORONTO.

Patrons: His Excellency the Governor-Gen-
eral of Canada and Lady Aberdeen.

Affords unsurpassed advantages for a

THOROUGH MUSICAL EDUCATION.

PIANO, ORGAN, THEORY and all
Orchestral Instruments. -
Every department 1s complete in its equipment.
Students prepared for university degrees in
music,
BIPLOMAS, MEDALS AND SC:OLARSHIPS AWARDED.
Students may enter at any time,
. Send for Prospectus free,

Iy

b2 Ol

GEO, GOODERHAM,
President.

F. H. TORRINGTON,
Mus. Director.
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INFORMATION FOR CANDIDATES.

HE ANNUAL EXAMINATIONS for Cadetships in the Royal Military
College will take place at the Headquarters of the several Military Districts
in which candidates reside, in June each~year. '

In addition to the facilities the College affords for an education in Military

Subjects, the course of instruction is such as to afford a thoroughly practical, scientific
and sound training in all departments which are essential to a high and general

modern education.

The Civil Engineering Course is complete and thorough in all branches. Archi-

tecture forms a separate subject.

The Course of Physics and Chemistry is such as to lead towards Electrical
Engineering, Meteorological Service, and other departments of applied science.
The Obligatory Course of Surveying includes what is laid down as necessary for

the profession of Dominion Land Surveyor.

The Voluntary Course comprises the

higher subjects required for the Degree of Dominion Topographical Surveyor.

Hydrographic Surveying is also taught.
Length of Course, four years.  °

Four Commissions in the Imperial Regular Army are awarded annually.
Board and instruction, $200 for each term, consisting of ten months’ residence.
For further information apply to the Adjutant-General of Militia, Ottawa, before

15th May.
Department of Militia and Defence.

Upper Canada
- College

FOUNDED 1829

WILL REOPEN after the Summer
Holidays on

Monday, September 9th, 1895

for reception of resident pupils.

The éi;ssés ‘will Vassemble in the public hall of
the College on Tuesday, September 10th, at 10 a.m.,
when all pupils, resident and non-resident, are
expected to be present,

For all particulars and for prospectus apply to
JoHN MARTLAND, M.A,, care of the Bursar, or to
the Bursar, Deer Park P,O., Ont.

"By order of the Board of Trustees.

ARNOLD MORPHY, Bursar.

inconronateo TORONTO now. a. w. atian

1880 S Wunnﬂ
® OF MusIC &/}
Yonge St.and Wilton Ave,

EDWARD FISHER, Musical Director.

Ninth Season Ppened Sept. 2nd.
“EW CALENDAR xgnpages giving full informa-

, malled free.
Many ‘‘Free Advantages” for Students.
H. N. SHAW, B.A., Principal Elocution School.

Pickering College.

FALL TERM OPENS SEPT. 3rd.

A Boarding School for Both Sexes Under the
Care of the Soclety of Friends.

Beautiful and healthy location ; commodious build-
ings ; home influences; efficient staff.

Very moderate rates.

Prepargtory and complete business courses, and
prepares for departmental and matriculation ex
aminations.

Full course in Music, Drawing and Painting.

Send for announcement to

PRINCIPAL FIRTH,

Pickering, Ont.

During July and Auvgust, address, care SAMUEL
ROGERS & CO., 80 Front Street East, Toronto.
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CARTER'S
ITTLE
IVER
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Carter’s Little Liver Pills.

ONE PILL TO A DOSE. ,
WHEN to “ TAKE IT.”

‘Whenever you feel 1n the least ¢ out of sorts” and have an indi-
cation of a ‘*sort of somethiny cominyon, you know,” get rid
of all the symptoms, and escape sickness by taking &

WHERE to “ TAKE IT.” Oarter’s Littls Liver PAL

No matter whether you are at home or abroad, in the Tropics
or the Arctic Reglons, you will be kept in perfect health if you
only regulate your system with Carter’s Little Li Pills
- ] ver o
HOW <o *“ TAKE IT.”

It comes naturally to take such a small eagily swallowed doso as
WHY to “ TAKE IT.” Carter's Littlo Liver Pilla.

Because there i3 nothing nauseous apout this medicine to make
a fussabout, because it will do you good, and because you want
to get rid of that headache by taking a
Cartex’s Little Liver Pill,
Small Pill. Small Dose. Small Price.
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LIVERPOOL TO-DAY.

Deus nbis haec otia fecit.—THE CITY'S8 MOTTU.

BY

Avrrover the globe the name of Liver-
pool has been identified for so many
years with the vast shipping interests
of the empire that it is not surprising
to find in the history of the city an
epitome of the whole record of the
rixe and growth of British commerce.
But it have been more especially as-
sociated with American trade and
travel, as from its situation and other
advantages it has formed the natural
“Gateway of the West” through
which has passed those millions of
people, going or coming, whom neces-
sity or pleasure has caused to pay toll
to the world’s greatest port; those
countless cargoes of cotton and corn,
of tobacco and other products, which
the prodigal New World has given to
the Old. The following account of
Liverpool and its famous docks is
somewhat brief and imperfect fromn
the exigencies of a magazine article,
but will be of service, having in view
the importance of the new transfer
arrangements consummated in the last
few months, by which the time taken
in the passage from New York or
Boston or Montreal to London is
again shortened, and the comfort and
convenience of the ocean traveller
decidedly increased. Other improve-
ments of various kinds, effected with-

ROBERT MACHRAY.

inthe past twoor three years—notably
the deepening of the entrance across
the bar in the channel of the estuary
of the Mersey —have greatly added to
the overwhelmingly superior position
Liverpool occupies when compared as
a seaport with any other, English or
foreign, and the relation of the facts
will be read with intelligent apprecia-
tion on the further side of the sea.
Liverpool, situated on the cast bank
of the Mersey, some three miles fromn
the open sea, rises on a continuous
slope from the six or seven miles of
docks and quays which line the shore
of the river in an irregular semi-cir-
cle; and the approach to it, which is
not marked by any striking natural
features, is now very familiar to many
Americans. It is 201 miles from Lon-
don, and the journcy is performed by
rail in about four hours; it is, there-
fore, easily pussible to breakfast in
the one city and lunch in the other in
the same morning ; while communica-
tionwithothercentres isalmost equally
expeditious. But the special signifi-
cance which attaches to its position as
a port will be best understood when
it is considered that behind Liverpool
stand, to a great extent, Lancashire
and Yorkshire. Though the city may
be regarded as a tolerably ancient one,
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asit received its first charter asa town
from King John in 1209, it was not
till the eighteenth century that it be-
gan to be of importance—not, indeed,
until the introduction, at the end of
that period, of raw cotton from the
United States; “which,” we are told,
“created modern Liverpool, and it
may be said, modern Lancashire.”
Of course, the invention of the steam-
engine played a large part also. At
the beginning of the eighteenth cen-
tury the population of the town was
about 6,000, and the vessels belonging
to the port 100 of an average of 85
tons each and manned by 1,100 sea-
men ; at the opening of the nineteenth
the population numbered about 80,000,
while over 5,000 ships, of half-a-mil-
lion tonnage, were registered. The
census of 1891 made the population
517,980. Steps are now being taken
to include 1in the city suburban
areas which really form a part of it,
80 that “ Greater Liverpool ” will have
a population of not far short of the
million. The claim is made that it
then will be the second English city
in the empire.

There is little or nothing of histori-
cal or antiquarian interest about the
Liverpool of to-day. All its ancient
landmarks have been swept away by
modern improvements : even its first
wet dock, itself on the site of the pool
from which Liverpool takes its name,
begun in 1709, has been filled up to
form the site of the present custom-
house. Many of the public buildings,
however, possess high architectural
merit, particularly St. George’s Hall
—an editice well known from photo-
graphs or other illustrations all over
the world. This imposing structure
is said to be one of the finest speci-
mens of the classic revival erected in
modern times, and was designed by
Harvey Lonsdale Elnies, an architect
of brilliant promise who did not live
to see its completion. Near St.
George’s Hall are three splendid build-
ings devoted to the purposes of a
public library, natural history and
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antiquarian museum, and an art gal-
lery—the last of which contains the
originals of some celebrated pictures.
The Town Hall, in Castle street, and
the municipal offices, in Dale street,
are also handsome edifices, while the
Exchange, whose buildings along with
the Town Hall form a quadrangle, is
extremely interesting, especially to
Trans-Atlantic visitors, as on the in-
closed, uncovered space known as the
“flag,” are transacted the operations
of the great English cotton market,
which is to a large extent but a re-
flection of the American. Not far
away is the wheat market—the
“ Corn” Exchange, wheat being uni-
versally talked of as “corn” in Eng-
land—the American corn being spoken
of as maize.

But the most interesting objects in
Liverpool are its magnificent docks,
which its good people consider, not
without reason, the admiration of the
world.  The story of Liverpool 1is
written in colossal characters in this
splendid series of docks—a story, as
has been said, in many respects typi-
cal of the development of the whole
of Britain’s commerce. Tributary to
Liverpool and forming an integral
portion of it are the docks at Birken-
head, on the opposite, or Cheshire
side of the Mersey.

The docks on the Lancashire side
are located on the margin of theriver,
abutting, for the most part, along the
deep water of the channel, for a
length of over six miles, and for a
width varying from 700 to 2,200 feet,
the foreshore having been enclosed
from tidal influence by the construc-
tion of a continuous sea-wall, except
where entrances were required into
the range of docks behind it The
dock, known as the Old Dock, first
constructed, at the beginning of last
century, was only four acres in extent,
and was designed to accommodate a
hundred vessels. With the exception
of a wet-dock built a few years ear-
lier on the Thames at Rotherhithe,
originally called the Howland Great
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wet-dock, this was the first of the
kind in England. The Old Dock was
opened in 1715; then followed a dry
dock and three graving docks: and,
later on, before the end of the century,
several others were completed abreast
of the original one; all of which, with
the exception of the Old Dock, remain
to this day, many of them, however,
having been reconstructed and im-
proved. The Victorian era has seen,
as it iy to be expected, an enormous
development in all the shipping facili-
ties atforded by the port: a large
number of new docks, both north and
south of those already in use, having
been designed and carried out, the
Langton and Alexandra Docks being
completed in 1881, and the Hornby in
1883, all at the extreme northern end
close to the open sea, while on the
southern side higher up the river an
extensive system of docks has only
recently been completed. On the
Cheshire side, opposite Liverpool, are
the Birkenhead docks, acquired in
1858 by the corporation, known as
the “Mersey Docks and Harbour
Board,” who administer the whole of

the vast systems of works, which to-
gether practically form one port.
Inlookingmoreclosely at these docks
the figures involved as regards their
area, capacity, cost and so forth are
such as cannot but appeal powerfully
to the imagination, and not only to
the imagination, for here, for in-
stance, in tangible, concrete—and
there is a good deal of it literally con-
crete—form is an object lesson of the
meaning of two hundred millions of
dollars, which is in round numbers the
cost. Large as the figures are in
themselves, they are even more strik-
ing, as suggestive of the skill and
judgment, the care and forethought
necessarily exercised in designing,
completing and maintaining efficiently
these magnificent works. The advan-
tages they offer to the traveller and
the trade are sufficiently obvious to
everyone, but only the more thought-
ful will appreciate the genius which
has produced them, and the scarcely
less marvellous vigilance, sleepless
and unceasing, which renders them
always available. With the changes
introduced during recent years in the
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size and build of ships, particularly
the care as respects the great Atlantic
liners, fresh problems have come up
and are constantly arising as to the
best way of dealing with these new
conditions, and thus far the Dock
Board have been highly sueccesstul in
meeting them.

To begin with, the oldest system of
docks is not suited for the numerous
huge vessels which are familiar
enough to us, but of which even the
last generation never dreamed ; the
most 18 now, however, made of them
by engineering ingenunity, while the
newer docks can easily berth the lar-
gest ships afloat. Then the modern
unpatience of delay in any form,
never more operative than in regard
to the generally frautic desire to reach
quickly one’s ultimate destination,—
and Liverpool to the vast majority is
but the vestibule to London—has also
had to be taken into account; and
means have lately been provided
which should amply satisfy even this
age of hurry for the rapid transfer of
the passenger from the ship to the
train: it is nothing more now than a
step across a platform.

Now for some of these tigures. The
total water area of the Liverpool
systems of docks and basins is 381
acres, 5328 yards, and the linecal quay-
age amounts to about 25} miles.  Add
to this the water area and quay space
of the Birkenhead docks, amounting
to 164 acres, 3,836 yards, and 9 miles,
729 yards respectively ; and the grand
totals are,—of water area, about 546
acres—of lineal quayage, over 335
miles. The whole area belonging to
the Mersey Board is some 1,611 acres,
and contains over a hundred wet and
graving docks, basins and locks. In
the construction only of these works
over $5105,000,000 have been spent:
the money has been borrowed, under
authority of various Acts of the Im-
perial Parliament, on bonds and an-
nuities. The rate of interest now
being paid on new bonds is under 3
per cent. per annum, and on annuities
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3 per cent. A sinking fund, whieh,
at present, amounts to some twelve
and a half millions of dollars, is stead-
ily reducing the liabilities of the Board
to the public, and its indebtedness
stands at less than ninety million
dollars.  The income derived from
all sources last year (financial year
ending July 1st, 1894), came to
some seven millions of dollars, one
half of which went to defray in-

terest charges, the other for the
weneral expenses of management,

sinking funds, ete. The number of
vessels that paid dues for the same
period to the Trust was 21,170, aggre-
gating about ten million tons. To
render statistics, which, at best, are
apt to be rather dry reading even
where wet docks are concerned, at all
interesting is not easy, but some com-
parison of the port of Liverpool with
that of London may help to make
them so.

The contrast between these two
great centres, while natural in a sense,
has this important difference : Liver-
pool exists for its docks, whereas
London exists for many other pur-
poses: Liverpool from its situation
close to the manufacturing districts,
draws from them an export trade far
larger than that of London, while the
trade of London is in a great measure
required for the supply of London it-
self, hence it has an enormous coast-
ing and local trade of which Liver-
pool has comparatively little. The
London docks, being situated in the
bends of the Thames, do not present
that imposing appearance which those
of Liverpool do, stretching in unbro-
ken line for miles along the Mersey.
They are, however, considerably lar-
ger in area; the largest dock in
Liverpool, the Alexandra, is 44 acres,
and the Huskisson, which comes next,
30 acres, as compared with the Til-
bury Dock, 57} acres, the Victoria, 74
acres, and the Albert, about 73 acres.
However, the Birkenhead docks al-
most approach these in size, the West
Float being 52 acres, and the East
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Float nearly 60 acres in extent. The
total water area of the London docks
is 558 acres, that of the Mersey docks
546. In 1894, London possessed 2,710
steam and sailing vessels, with a ton-
nage of 1,588,588, as against Liver-
pool’s 2,295 ships, with a tonnage of
2,100,694, It will thus be seen that
the vesscls of the Mersey are larger
than those of the Thames. Of sailing
vessels under 50 tons, London has 533
against Liverpool’s 115; of these over

modities of commerce, raw and manu-
factured, entering the metropolis.

The docks on the Lancashire side of
the Mersey may be divided into two
systems, known respectively as the
northern and the southern. The
central portion consists of the older
and smaller docks: the others are
much larger and deeper, and gener-
ally more in accordance with modern
requirements. In giving some further
description of the Liverpool docks, it
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VIEW OF PRINCE'S DOCK, SHOWING SHIPPING,

2500 tons, London has none, Liver-
pool 38 ; of steamships under 50 tons,
London has 390, Liverpool 112 ; while
of those over 3,000 tons, London has
only 15, Liverpool, 53. Of the total
exports of the United Kingdom,
amounting in 1893 to 1,385 millions
of dollars, Liverpool contributed 476
millions, London, 383. Of the total
imports for the same year, which
reached the enormous sum of 2,020
millions, Liverpool received 488 mil-
lions, and London received 707 mil-
lions, owing to the more valuable com-

will be convenient to begin at the
southern end—that furthest from the
sen. We will suppose we are a party
of Awmericans or Canadians, and that,
having “done”’-—a word of little or
great meaning, according to circum-
stances—Europe, we are on our hone-
ward journey, and just putting the
last finishing touch to our wonderful
and exasperatingly delightful tour by
inspecting these docks-—without see-
ing which no visit to the “Old Coun-
try” could be quite complete. So we
begin inland, as it were, up the river,
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and work our way towards the ocean,
on which haply we will be soon sail-
ing westward. It may here be men-
tioned that an overhead electric rail-
way, with carriages a little similar to
American railway *cars,” which was
completed only a year or two ago, and
is in itself another note of the pro-
gress of the Liverpool of to-day, runs
along the whole length of the docks
from north to south, enabling the vi-
sitor to get easily from point to point,
and affording en route a splendid view
of the river and its sights. The over-
head railway has several special fea-
tures of its own which suggest an ex-
amination of them as likely to be in-
structive; and, in any case, the New
Yorker will compare it favorably with
his own elevated “ road.” 1t deserves
notice as being the first successful elec-
tric railway of any size in Europe.
And, speaking of railways, it has been
claimed “ that it is only bare justice to
keep in remembrance the fact that it
is to the sagacity, enterprise and per-
severance of Liverpool merchants that
the world is indebted for the develop-
ment of railways in their present
form,” the Liverpool and Manchester
Railway being begun in 1826, and
opened in September, 1830, with
Geo. Stephenson as its presiding en-
gineer.

The dock at the extreme end of the
southern system is called the “ Hercu-
laneum,” and was blasted out of the
solid rock,—the only instance where
this had to be done. The length is
810 feet, the width 430 ; it has besides
a branch 800 feet long, 120 feet wide ;
its total area is about 10 acres. It
would be tedious to mention all the
docks, ete., and it is therefore proposed
only to describe those of the most
striking character. The Herculaneum
dock is specially interesting, because
close to it are placed the (fgepots for
petroleum, which comes either from
America or Russia (Baku). In addi-
tion to five large reservoirs or tanks,
constructed for the specific purpose.
and each isolated from the other, for
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holding the oil in bulk, pumped up
from the ships, and with a capacity of
12,000 tons in all, there are, at the
base of the cliff, 60 “casemates,” or
chambers, excavated out of the rock
for storing patroleum in barrels, each
capable of holding 1,000 barrels—
These magazines are each about 50
feet long, 20 feet wide, and 19 feet
high; and each is separated from its
neighbor by a wall of solid rock five
feet thick. They are faced in con-
crete, and have impervious sills, built
to the level of four feet above the
floor, so forming receptacles, each ca-
pable of containing the whole con-
tents of the barrels, should these be
damaged, or the oil leak out, as it al-
ways does, as is well known, to a
greater or less degree. All danger of
the liquid oil flowing on the adjacent
quays, in case of accident,isthus avoid-
ed, and from the general construction
the risk of fire spreading is small. One
trembles, however, to think what
would happen if a fire ever occurred,
and the burning oil got into the
docks, or what would be the result
should an explosion take place in the
tanks, say, from a bombardment of
the port. Of course, these contingen-
cles are nearly, if not absolutely, im-
possible. The port of Liverpool re-
ceives about one-fourth of all the
petroleum which comes into the United
Kingdom. There are three graving
docks in connection with the Hercu-
laneum. Extending from it isa chain
of new docks, the first of which is the
Harrington, which has a water area
of over nine acres, and which is note-
worthy because of an ingenious ar-
rangement of cranes for transhipping
goods from the ships to the transfer
sheds, necessitated by the comparative
narrowness of the quays flanking this
portion of the docks, which led to a
double-storied shed being built. These
cranes are the invention of Mr. A. G.
Lyster, assistant chief engineer, a son
of Mr. G. F. Lyster, Chiet Engineer of
the Mersey estate for over thirty
years, and who has designed and car-
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ried out all the great undertakings of
the Trust during that period. Of the
work these gentlemen and their asco-
ciates have accomplished, Si monu-
mentum quaeris? Circumspice! It
will be best to deseribe these cranes
in Mr. Lyster's own words as nearly as
may be. “In order to overcome the
difficulty and cost of working the up-
per floor, and to assimilate in con-
venience to a wide floor at the quay
level, a special form of crane has been
adopted, the frame of which rests
upon and travels along the ridge of
the roof and the outer wall of the
shed, the jib having a long rake, and
spanning sufficiently over the edge of
the quay to command the hatchways
of any ship. The craneman works
the machine from a house pendent to
the lower frame, so that he has a com-
plete view of the work to be done.
There are eight cranes on the shed, all
of which are worked by hydraulic
power. The crane is capable of lift-

ing 30 cwt. (3,360 lbs.), and it can
effect 6O lifts per hour to the upper
floor. The cost of raising to the extra
height is inconsiderable. As many
as 520 lifts have been effected by one
crane in nineteen working hours, and
these could have been largely increas-
ed, were it not for the delay in break-
ing out the cargo from the hold of the
vessel.” These cranes can be concen-
trated at a given point, and worked
together or singly as required. Similar
cranes are in use in other portions of
the docks. Next to the Harrington is
the Toxteth Dock, the last of the
newer docks of the southern system,
and that most recently completed. It
has a water area of over eleven acres,
and has the widest and most extensive
transfer-shed on the estate, with a
ground area of nearly five aeres. The
Union Dock, which is next, serves as
a lock between the southern and south-
central docks.

The upper part of the system, styled

‘“ GERMANIC” AT LANDING STAGE.
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somctimes  the Brunswick-George’s
group, is the oldest portion of the
docks, as already stated : and consists
of about & dozen small docks. Ves-
sels of deep draught can now get into
this system tthlloh the Union Dock,
the comparative shallowness of these
docks being compensated for by means
of pumping. This operation raises the
surfuce of the water of these docks
six feet above the average level of the
surface of the newer docks ; and is ef-
fected by means of three centrifugal
pumps, each having a diameter of 54
inches, which together can pump 1,200
tons per minute. through a height of
ten feet.  On this por tion of the Mer-
sey, in front of Queen’s Dock, are situ-
ated some shipbuilding yards but
Liverpool, which, at the beginning of
the century, had a large ship-building
industry, turning out many warships
for the navy, does but little now in
this way, this particular trade having
drifted off' to the Clyde, Belfast, and
othier places. The dockyards, engi-
neers’ offices, ete., are to be found near
the Brunswick Dock, and a little fur-
ther on, beside King’s Dock, are large
tobacco warehouses. In 1893, Liver-
pool imported over 45 million pounds
of tobacco—rather more than half of
all the tobacco brought into Britain
that year. For the better accommo-
dation of the tobacco trade, a large
warehouse, specially adapted for it, is
being constructed at Stanley Dock, in
the northern end of the estate, which
will have a capacity of 80,000 hogs-
heads, and will cost & million dollars.
In one of the small docks near the
yard there are being made two cais-
sons, self-contained, and entirely com-
posed of iron, which can be raised or
lowered, as requned by means of
pumps. In appearance, these caissons
resemble small ironclads ; they are 50
feet deep and 100 long, and are de-
signed, on being sunk in position, to
serve instead of gates at the entrances
of docks or locks, should any accident
render the gates, which, throughout
the estate, are of wcod, and enormous-
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ly strong, untit for use, or if repairs
becomne necessary.

At the north end of this system, in
front of George’s Dock and of Prinee’s
Dock immediately adjoining it, is a
Hloating wharf, which 18 known as the
“ Landing Stage,” at and {rom which
the local ferries, the Isle of Man, Irish
and Welsh boats, and now—a novel
and notable feature—the ocean grey-
hounds arrive and depart. This stage
is 2,003 feet long, by &0 fect wide,
and is connected with the shore by
seven small bridges, besides a floating
bridge 550 feet in length, and 35 fect
in width, by means of which an easy
incline for carriage traffic is maintain-
ed at all times of the tide. The stage
is to be lengthened 400 feet, to give
more room for the large ships which
now make use of it: it will have a
Jetty also at its northern end, 350 feet
in length. It is only within the past
few weeks that it has been pussible to
sec such vessels as the Campania, Lu-
cania, Teutonic, Majestic, Labrador,
Purisian, and other well-known liners
at this wharf, and until the experi-
ment proved successful, some doubt
was expressed if the stage could be
used by them. But, notwithstanding
their size and weight—just think
what even the most moderate momen-
tum of such a monster as the Lucania
means—they are brought up to the
stage, and depart from it, as easily
and smoothly as the smaller craft.
To see the Campaniu, or the Teu-
tonic, swing out into the river, or
come in, in such quiet and graceful
fashion, is a memorable event : thous-
ands of spectators recently crowded
the stage and the overlooking pier-
heads, to witness the former leave for
America, and vast concourses as-
sembled to see the other large Atlan-
tic steamships come in and go out.
Up till a short time ago, no particular
object was gained by these vessels
leaving the stage, as there was no di-
rect railway communication at it, and
pussengers were conveyed from the
ships to the shore, and vice versa, by
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tenders. As this whole method in-
volved considerable delay, and was felt
to be unsatisfactory, it was determined
a year or two ago by the Mersey Board,
urged thereto by Mr. John Brancker,
its chairman, and appreciating the
fact that other ports, such, for in-
stance, as Southawmpton, afforded cer-
tain advantages for speedier transfer
than Liverpool gave, to have the
landing stage directly connected with
railway communication. A station,
light, bright and commodious, has
been built between the stage and Prin-
cess Dock, to be used as a Unilon Sta-
tion by any or all of the railway lines,
of which there are at least half-a-
dozen running into Liverpool. At
present, the London and North-West-
ern Railway Company, a line which
appears more closely identified with
the city than any other, alone makes
use of it, despatching special steam-
boat trains, making “close connec-
tions ” with the liners of both the
Cunard and White Star Companies
at the landing stage. To this verit-
able gate of the ocean has been given
the name of *Riverside Station.”
The first regular train entered the
station on June 12th, its American-
bound passengers finding themselves
practically alongside of the steamer on
which they were to embark—on this
occasion, the Germanie. This very
marked improvement, to which the
writer begs to call particular attention,
resulting, as it does, in a great saving
both of time and temper, will be thor-
oughly appreciated by Atlantic pas-
sengers. ‘The claim now appears to
be made good that travellers coming
from New York by the Liverpool
route can reach London at least seven
or eight hours sooner than by any
other.  Of course, something depends
on the time occupied in passing bag-
gage through the customs. But
surely even this might be done away
with.  Why should there not be two
or three officers of the British customs
stationed at New York, whose duty it
should be to examine and pass bag-

gage going by steamer clear through
to the United Kingdom /At present,
customs officers of the United States
are stationed at Toronto and other
points in Canada, who examine and
pass baggage going from Canada into
the United States, so that the passen-
ger has no delay on the frontier.
Needless to say, this is a great con-
venience. Could not some similar in-
terchange of international courtesies
be arranged in regard to the steam-
boat lines. I think the Canadian rail-
way companies make provision for
these American customs’ officials in

“CAMPANIALT

the matter of offices, the American
Government paying their salaries.
Georges Dock 1s the end of the
series forming the southern chain;
Princes Dock begins the northern,
which comprises some forty wet docks,
graving docks, ete. These docks vary
very much in size, but the largest and
deepest on the Liverpool side are to
be found in this system. Of these,
the most considerable is the Alexandra
Dock, where several of the “biggest
things atloat” can be seen any day of
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the year. The Alexandra Dock has
been generally commended as an ex-
cellent type of dock. It was designed
to accommodate the largest class of
steamers, and has, therefore, special
features to meet their requirements.
Its length from the entrances to its
northern extremity is 1,600 feet, the
west wall being of that length with-
out break ; the width of the body of
the dock is 500 feet. On the eastern
side are arranged three large docks,
1,430 feet, 1,380 feet, and 1,200 feet in
length, respectively, each 300 feet
wide. Its walls are of red sandstone
masonry, combined with concrete of
massive character, coped with irregu-
larly bedded granite; its total water
area is 44 acres, with quayage amount-
ing to 11,814 feet. Opening out of
this dock is the Hornby, the most
northerly dock on the Mersey, de-
signed and constructed more particu-
larly for the timber trade, and for
which quays of special dimensions are
provided. Most of the timber which
reaches Liverpool, comes from Canada.
The west quay is largely frequented
by steamships with ordinary cargo,
chiefly cotton. And here, it might be
remarked, that of all the cargoes
which arrive at Liverpool, cotton 1is,
and has been long, the king. The im-
ports of raw cotton in 1893, were
11,680,535 cwts. (112 lbs. = 1 ewt.);
or eleven-twelfths of the entire
imports of the United Kingdom. At
the same time, it may be noted that
of the total exports in 1893 of manu-
factured cotton goods, the value of
those which left Liverpool was 187
millions of dollars, a hundred millions
more than the value of cotton goods
sent from all the rest of Great Britain.
On the southern side of the Alexandra
Dock is the Langton, which, with its
branch, is some 20 acres in extent;
and opening out from the east quay of
this dock are large graving docks
with chambers 950 feet in length, sub-
divided about midway by piers and
gates, by which means the inner
chambers may be used as “long time,”
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and the outer as “short time ” docks.
The entrance into these three docks is
called the Canada Basin; on the op-
posite side are the.Canada Docks with
extensive timber yards, and the Hus-
kisson Dock, which, with its two
branches, comes next in size to the
Alexandra Dock, having an area of
some 30 acres. Adjacent to it are
the Sandon graving docks, and a new
one of 810 feet in length is shortly to
be added to them. At this point, a
large dock is in course of construction.
In the trade of the port, both wheat
and corn (maize), play a very impor-
tant part, and there are large granar-
ies at the Waterloo and Birkenhead
docks. A new granary—more on the
plan of the American elevator—is to
be constructed at the Alexandra Dock,
which, when finished,. will have a
capacity of 120,000 tons. The total
amount of grain of all kinds received
by Liverpool in 1893, was about 200
million tons. The docks on the Che-
shire side of the Mersey run some dis-
tance in a bent line inland, and there-
fore do not present the same imposing
appearance as those on the Lancashire
side. They were originally begun in
opposition to the Liverpool docks,but
as their promoters were not able to
carry out their intentions, they even-
tually became part of the Liverpool
system under the one management of
the Mersey Dock Board. Some thirty
millions of dollars have been spent on
them, but it is understood that the re-
turns barely pay working expenses.
The large size of the two chief docks
has already been commented on in
contrasting them with the size of the
London docks. On this—generally
known as the Birkenhead—side of
the river, all the cattle which come
into the Mersey are landed and
slaughtered. In 1893, nearly one-half
of all the cattle imported into Britain,
(340,000), entered the port of Liver-
pool. This enormous trade has been
developed from small beginnings, the
first consignment, which came from
Canada in September, 1874, consisting
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BIRD'S EYE VIEW OF ‘‘ RIVER-SIDE STATION.”

of 273 cattle, and the whole number
for the first season being omly 455.
The animals are landed at the cattle
stages at Woodside and Wallasey, and
proceed to the “lairage ” a few yards
away. These lairages (a local word,
presumably derived from luir) are
large buildings consisting, in some
cases, of several stories, where the
cattle remain for a short time, when
they are killed, the carcases being
chilled either by the air expansion
or the ammonia process. Considering
the large numbers of animals handled,
the two lairages kill on an average
6,600 head of cattle a week during the
season—the miost striking feature of
these establishments is, the compara-
tive sweetness and cleanness which
obtain in all departments. The cattle
come from the United States(Omaha
is regarded as sending the best):
from Canada, and from the River
Plate. The “North Americans” are
preferred to the “South Americans.”
These lairages cost nearly four million
dollars.

Having now taken a rapid survey
of these wonderful docks—necessarily
leaving out a good many interesting
points—something should be said, in

conclusion, about their administration,
and also, more particularly, about that
which is now the chief object of con-
cern to the Board, the deepening of
the bar at the entrance to the river.
The administration of these vast en-
terprises is in the hands of the “ Mer-
sey Docks and Harbor Board,” and
its stafl of engineers, surveyors, traflic
managers, dock and harbor masters,
etc. This Board consists of twenty-
eight members, four appointed by
the Imperial Board of Trade, and
the remainder by the dock rate payers
—all of whom give their services gra-
tuitously. They are elected by all
parties who pay £10 per annum of
dock rates, and the constituency from
which they are drawn is not confined
to Liverpool but extends to all persons
paying such rates residing in the
United Kingdom. Their term of office
is four years, seven members retiring
in rotation each year. Politics, wheth-
er Imperial or local, have absolutely no
say in the management of the Estate.
There is a general manager, who is
also secretary, and everything is sub-
ject to his direction under tbe Board.
The Board meets very frequently, and
as its doings are regularly reported in
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the local newspapers it is in constant
touch with the life of the place. Liver-
pool, however, as a city, does not re-
ceive “ town dues ” from the shipping,
its rights in that matter having been
extinguished by the payment of seven
millions and a half of dollars from
the Dock Trust in 1858.  As for the
success of the management, it may be
said, briefly, that it pays; the bonds
of the Trustees, familiarly known as
“Dock Bonds,” are an excellent in-
vestment ; indeed, a few weeks ago,
a material reduction, amounting to a
quarter of a million dollars per aunum,
was made in the rates levied on cer-
tain classes of vessels and goods—a
very sufficient proof of the soundness
of its financial position. Of course,
Liverpool has its own difliculties: it
has to compete with other ports for
the trade of the world, as, for mstance,
the new port of Manchester, which,
however, is building up a trade for
itself, without apparently affecting
Liverpool ; but its main difficulty, and
a big one, was for many years the bar
at the entrance of the channel of the
Mersey.

Tlere is a magnitficent channel from
the docks to the bar: but, as lately as
1890, before dredging operations were
begun for lowering the bar, there was
only ten feet of water at the times of
low water of the lowest tides on the
bar. To use an engineering term, the
bar was practically the “sill” of the
whole Mersey Estate : and for several
hours, twice 1n each twenty-four, dur-
ing low water, large vessels could not
get across it. As was pointed out by
Sir James Douglas, “ Anything more
deplorable for the interests of the
port, and the shipping trading to it,
could scarcely be conceived than the
fact that several large steamers and
sailing ships approaching the bar of
Liverpool during stormy weather,
might have to dodge about in the
most dangerous way, in close proxim-
ity to each other for two or three
hours for water to get over the bar.”
Another prominent engineer described
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the bar as “ the sticking point of the
port; 7 and, of course, on such an im-
portant subject, much was said, and
various remedies were suggested—
doctors differing as usual. However,
the Board, considering that some suc-
cess had attended dredging operations
in New York, decided to try what
this course would do in regard to the
Mersey bar.  And while finality can-
not perhaps be claimed for what has
been done, a great deal has been very
successfully accomplished. The prob-
lem, simply stated, was this:—The
range of the tide at the bar being very
large, namely, as much as 31 feet in
spring tides, and the minimum depth
at low water of spring tides being 10
feet, to admit of vessels of a draught
of say 30 feet (the Cumpunia had a
draught of 29! feet when she went
out of port the other day), leaving and
entering under all conditions of the
tide, how to lower the bar by at least
20 feet? Two dredges were fitted up
and got to work, with the encouraging
result that by June of 1893 the mini-
mum depth along the line of dredging
was 18 feet 3 inches, under the same
condition of tide. It was then deter-
mined to construct a very powerful
dredger, and to proceed with the
lowering of the bar on a larger scale.
This vessel, called the Brancker in
compliment to the chairman of the
Board, is almost as big as an Atlantic
liner, and i¢ technically described as a
“hopper-dredger, designed with a
view of lifting sand at the rate of 4,000
tons per hour.  Its hoppers (tanks)
have a capacity of 3,000 tons of wet
sand, and it is fitted up with twin-
screw engines, capable of propelling it
at the speed of 10 knots per hour
when loaded.” Two powerful centri-
fugal pumps, having 36-inch suction,
and delivery pipes, draw the sand and
water through a main pipe 45 inches
in diameter, and deliver it into eight
tanks, arranged in fours along each
side of the vessel . the tanks are filled
in less than an hour: the ship then
proceeds to the dumping ground some



LIVERPOOL TO-DAY.

distance away, and discharges. This
experinient, whieh may justly be de-
seribed as a gigantic one, has been so
far successful that at the time of this
writing the depth of water along the
most favorable line of dredging is
about 24 feet. Another large dredger,
similar to the Brancker, is now being
built, so that complete success would
seem to be only a matter of time,
What has already been done, however,
practically allows large-draught ves-
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long lines of docks, these forests of
masts rising out of them, outlined
agrainst these streets of towering ware-
houses, with the buildings of the city
climbing up the slopes, rising yet
higher still—what an impressive, what
an almost magical sight it is! At auy
rate I shall not easily forget it asl
saw it trom the opposite shore one
lovely June evening lately. The
Lucania had come up the river, her
huge bulk dwarfing all lesser craft,

CVIEW OF DOCKS FROM

sels to get to Liverpool at almost any
time. As the two shore lines, which
converge at the mouth of the Mersey,
are almost at right angles, and the in-
tervening space, known as Liverpool
Bay, is pretty well filled up with
shifting sands, it is impossible to say
absolutely that the © sticking point”
has been got over, but it certainly
looks like it.

I scarcely think that what Liverpool
can show in interest and instructive-
ness is properly appreciated. These

“CANADA TOWER.”

and was lying at the landing stage,
her red and black funnels showing
distinctly against a hazily darkening
background, while other vessels were
grouped near her. The Britaunniu,
here temporarily for the races, had
moved up the stream, and seemed to
hang in the dimming distance like
some great white-winged bird; the
smaller yachts being dotted here and
there upon the water. The sun set in
cloud and flame in the west, far across
the waste of sand and sea touching
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with unimaginable splendour masts
and spars and all the shadowy tracery
of the great city : while one star, soli-
tary, serene, salled into the silent air.

I desire to acknowledge very grate-
fully the assistance I have received
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in the preparation of this article from
Mr. Miles Kirk Burton, the general
manager and secretary, from the
Messrs. Lyster, engineers-in-chief, and
from other gentlemen connected with
the “Mersey Docks and Harbor
Estate.”

CONTRAST.

To the west the Rockies shine

In a white majestic line,

And their peaks, by sunlight caught
Will not to-day reflect a thought
of change.

Countless centuries have gone by
Since earthquakes heaved those crests on high,
Their pathless forests, canyons deep,
Naught has disturbed them in their sleep
of ages.

Shadows now begin to creep

O’er rocky pinnacle and

steep,

Far in the range, o'er fields of snow .
And ice, that sparkles with the glow
of sunlight.

Now heavy clouds are seen to drift

And cover precipice and

rift

Through darkness, spreading like a scroll,
Shine lightnings,—followed by the roll
of thunder.

Great whirlwinds toss the snow on high,
And rain and sleet obscure the sky,
Dense banks of cloud, roll down like smoke,

The scene is clouded by

the cloak

of tempest.

But to the east how changed the scene,
The volling plains are bright and green,
A gentle breeze just stivs the grass
Soft clouds are heralds, as they pass,

of sunshine.

What contrast ! This on which we gaze.
Like youth, and manhood's sterner days,
The one all light, and love, and ease,
The other, tossed on stormy seas

of trouble.

Fort Macleod, Alberta.

C. E. Dex~y.
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BY WILLIAM LEWIS EDMONDS.

“ YEs, Jack, it is a sad Christmas; but
to me the saddest part has yet to
come.”

The speaker was Ida Graydon, and
her words were addressed to Jack
Dresden, the young man walking by
her side, and upon whose arm she was

leaning.
It was Christmas Eve. The scene
was near the town of G——, on the

shore of Lake Ontario. The night
was clear and frosty. The young
couple were walking down an avenue,
flanked on either side by Canadian
pines, which led to the lake whose
waters, a few hundred yards distant,
could be seen glistening in the moon-
licht. The house they had left be-
hind was an old-fashioned brick struc-
ture. It possessed noneof the charac-
teristics peculiar to latter day style of
architecture, but it was comfortable,
and apparently destined to outlive
many other buildings of later style
and construction.

Ruskin says that “all good archi-
tecture is the expression of national
life and character,” and the Graydon
dwelling expressed the life and cha-
racter of its owner and builder. Tt
was plain and honest, and devoid of
all attempts to make it appear some-
thing it was not.

The clock in the neighboring town-
hall had struck the hour of nine a few
minutes before Ida Graydon and
Jack Dresden stepped out into the
moonlight, but the lights in the Gray-
don home were few and subdued in
contrast to the bright and well-lit
windows that could be seen in other
dwellings. The fact was, Death had
that morning entered the Graydon
homestead, and carried away old Col.
Graydon, Ida’s father.

As Ida Graydon uttered the words

contained in the opening paragraph,
she withdrew her hand from her com-
panion’s arm, and burying her face in
her hands, gasped :

“Oh, why was I born: God help
me to do my duty.”

Alarmed, Jack tenderly placing his
arm around the girl's form, escorted
her to a stump that stood near the
entrance to the orchard, while her
old companion in many a romp through
the fields and woods, a powerful mas-
tiff, trotted up and, laying its head in
her lap, iooked enquiringly into her
face.

“ My darling, what is the matter ?”
pleaded Jack, as he bent enquiringly
over her. “Are you not well. The
excitement has been too much for you.
Come, let me escort you back to the
house again.”

“ No, Jack, Iam all right now,” re-
plied Ida, as she resolutely arose from
her seat, quickly dashing a tear from
her cheek as she did so. Then, as she
bent her head forward and convul-
sively picked the corner of her hand-
kerchief, added in subdued tones :
“ Before we return to the house I have
something to say to you. It was for
this reason I asked you to take me .
for a walk. Come Bruno,” she added,
as she caught the faithful mastiff by
the collar and stepped forward to-
wards® the lake. Jack ‘mmediately
followed, and clasping her disengaged
hand placed it on his arm.

In a few ininutes the high bank
overlooking the lake was reached. Not
a word had been spoken in the mean-
time. The moon was peeping over
the edge of a bank of fleecy wintry
clouds that floated lazily above the
lake, while the snow glistened and
sparkled as if vieing with the few re-
maining stars overhead, whose glory
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the brightness of the moon had not ob-
seured.  Touched lightly by the gentle
breezes, the music of the few strag-
gling pines was low and fitful The
waves surged lightly against the ice-
bound shore in low, hollow monotones,
while ever and anon a piece of ice,
becoming detached, would fall with a
dull splash into the water. But none
of these things were seen or heard by
either Jack or Ida. In the mind of
the one forebodings were being con-
jured up to the exclusion of every-
thing else. while the sorrow that be-
clouded the mind of the other shut
out the grandeur of the night’s scene.

On reaching the edge of the bank,
Ida led the way to a bower which
stood at the head of g rustic flight of
steps that led to the beach below.

The girl removed her hand from
her companion’s arm, released her hold
upon the mastitf’s collar, and entered
the bower. Turning on the threshold
towards her companion, she nervously
clutched cither side of the door frame.
Sadness and determination were de-
picted upon her pale face as the light
of the moon fell upon it.

For some moments she s'ood there
motionless, while Jack gazed lovingly
upon her, wondering what all this
mystery meant, but not venturing to
speak : and as she stood there in the
moonlight, with her eyes diffused with
tears, she looked well worthy of any
man’s love and admiration.

In height she was slightly above the
medium. Her figure cncased in a
tight-fitting Jacket was well-rounded
and comclv Her features were of
the Grecian type: and although she
was not what most people might call
handsomne, yet she posessed a face that
it required no stretch of the imagina-
tion to call beautiful. Besides being
blessed with moderately well-chiselled
features, Ida’s life was not wrapped
up within herself. She was concerned
in the well-being of others. She was
rich in good deeds. And the beauty
of her inuer life shone through her
dark blue eyes and moulded the ex-
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pression of her countenance, making
her face lovely, if not what critics
would eall handsome.

A half-suppressed sigh from Jack
Dresden, caused Ida to turn her eyes
upon him : and as she noticed his sad
and bewildered face, she stretched out
a hand and laid it lovingly on his
shoulder, gasping out at the same
time :

“Oh, to think T've got to give you
up. DBut I must.”

Then her head fell upon his should-
er, and she gave vent to a flood of
tears.

Tenderly Jack pressed the weeping
girl to his breast. For some moments
neither spoke a word.  Jack was the
first to break the silence.

“ Give you up, my darling
“Néver.”

“ But you—"sobbed Ida.

“ But, nothing,” interrupted Jack.
“You love me. I know you do. Your
very actions to-night tell me so, if
nothing else ever did. lda, it was
three years ago that 1 first saw you.
1 was then a careless, rollicking n.edi-
cal student, eultivating habits that did
not tend to benefit me either morally
or physically. Your brother Henry
knew it. We had rooms in the same
house in Toronto. and he had ample
opportunity for knowing. Although
I was a medical student and he a div-
inity student, we had formed an at-
tachment for each other; and learning
I had no particular friends with whom
I purposed spending my Christmas
holidays, he persuaded me to spend
them with him here. I accepted, as
you know. Every day I saw you
hopes and aspirations were raised in
my breast that were new tome. When
1 went back to college 1 studied as I
had never studied before, with the re-
sult that I passed my final at the head
of my class. The following Christ-
mas I again spent with your family.
That was two years ago. With Dr.
before my name, and a better ambition
in my life, I determined to seek what
I had dared not before—your hand.

" he said.
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You know with what result. Here in
the shelter of this bower you promised
to be my wife. When, a few weeks
later, I left for Great Britain to walk
the hospitals there, it was not merely
for the purpose of perfecting myself
as a medical man, but that in doing
80 I might be all the more worthy of
being your husband. And now, after
an absence of nearly two years, when
I come back to claim my prize, you
tell me I must give you up. Never!
Never, as long as you love me ! ”

Now, more composed, Ida Grayson
resolutely raised her head until her
eyes met those of her lover. There
was determination and emphasis in
her words, as gently laying her hand
upon his arm she said :

“ All that you have said is true. 1
do love you. No one is there on earth
that I love like you. When you wrote
and told me you were coming home, I
counted the weeks, the days, yes, and
the hours that would elapse before I
should see you. But Jack, I cannot be
your wife. It is impossible. The cir-
cumstances of the last few hours have
made it s0.”

“The circumstances of the last few
hours have made it so?” repeated
Jack. “ What do you mean ? Have
I done anything? Have I said any-
thing ? Tell me quickly why you can-
not marry me. I am sure that no
real obstacle stands in the way of our
union.”

“Tt is a real obstacle,” quietly inter-
rupted Ida. “Jack, my father died a
lu—. He was not in his right mind
when he died,” she sobbed, burying
her face in her hands, stepping back-
ward at the same time.

“I know how terribly you must feel
your father’s death,” said Jack sym-
pathetically,as he advanced and placed
an arm tenderly around her waist.
“ When I stepped off the train an hour
ago I was shocked to hear from the ser-
vant of your father’s death. I shall
never forget his kind-hearted, fatherly
manner toward me on the two occas-
10ms I visited here. Iasked the servant

B
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the cause of your father's death, but he
was unable to inform me. Your bro-
ther isin the town making prepara-
tions for the funeral, and had not re-
turned when we left the house. But
supposing your father was not in his
right mind when he died, that is no
valid reason why you and I should
not walk life’s pathway together. So
now, dear, say no more about it. I
thought it was some foolish fancy.
Come, let us return to the house.”

And suiting the action to the words.
Jack took Ida by the arm as if to lead
her towards the dwelling, whose dim-
ly-lighted windows could be discerned
through the leafless trees.

“But Jack,” ejaculated Ida, as she
resolutely stood still, “It is no idle
fancy. It is areality. I cannot marry
you. It would be an easier task to lay
down my life than to tell you this, but
the path of duty lies clear before me.
I must follow 1t if I be true to my
God, true to you, true to humanity.”

Asshe concluded, Ida’s frame shook
with the struggle that was going on
within her breast. As she motioned
as if toretrace her steps to the house,
Jack gently placed his hand on her
shoulder and arrested her movements.

“Ida,” he pleaded, “ you mystify me
all the more by what you have just
said. I may be blinded by love. But,
oh, Ida, I cannot for the life of me see
why the path of duty should lead you
away from me.  After the promises
you made me two years ago, it seems
to me that your path of duty lies
rather toward me than from me. And
then, what has humanity to do with
the matter ? No, Ida,” he added as he
took her by the arm and led her to-
wards the house. “I cannot, I will
not release you from your promise ; I
would be a very foolish boy indeed, if
Idid. Why my darling,” he added
lightly. *“you have not even, as the
lawyers say, made out a prima facie
case. I'm the judge and jury both
in this case, and the charge of the
judge and the finding of the jury is
that you must stand by your original
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promise and take this man, Jack Dres-
den, unworthy though he be, for bet-
ter or for worse, for richer or for
poorer, till death us do part. Now,
say no more, dear. But, if you must
talk the matter out, leave it till to-
morrow. You are tired and nervous
now. After a good night’s rest, you
will be all right and will view the
matter in a different light.”

“Oh, Jack, I only wish there were
such possibilities,” interposed Ida, as
she meditatively patted the faithful
Bruno on the head, “ but there are not.
A solemn vow prevents it.”

“ A solemn vow !” repeated Jack, in
a surprised tone.

“Yes, asolemn vow, ’replied Ida sor-
rowfully. AsI have already intimat-
ed, my father was insane when he died.
The malady was not of recent devel-
opment. It began to make its appear-
ance shortly after you left us two
years ago. At first he only had mo-
mentary spells of insanity, but grad-
ually they lengthened until about six
months before his death, he did not
seem to have a lucid moment. His
younger brother died in the same way.
So did his father before him. After
my father had breathed his last, Henry
requested all but me to leave the
chamber of death. When we were
left alone, he took my hand and led
me to father’s bedside. For some mo-
ments we stood silently gazing upon
the lifeless features before us. Henry
was the first to speak. He referred
to the cause of father’s death and its
hereditary character. He said that it
was our duty to see that the course of
the disease was stopped. We were,
he pointed out, the only members of
the family left, and it lay within cur
power to do so.

“Ida,” he said, as he looked at me
with a face so sad and pained, “ we
must not marry. More than a year
ago, and just before I became rector
of our dear old church here, I saw
plainly in what direction my duty lay,
and decided to follow it, hard as it
was for me to do so, for I had an
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object of love, upon the winning of
which I had set my hopes.  Will you,
here with me, Ida, in the presence of
our dear dead, vow never to marry ?
If the immortal of our dear father is
in this room and could speak, I am
sure it would approve of such a
course.

“I pleaded that I could not, as al-
ready I was engaged to you; and that
in any event, 1 ought first to consult
you, particularly as in a few hours
you would be with us.”

“ Without replying, Henry drew me
toward a couch, upon which we sat.
And Jack, while we talked, I began
to see the matter in the light he did.
Don’t think unkindly of me, Jack,”
pleaded 1da, as she turned toward her
companion, “ but before we left the
room, we had both taken a solemn vow
never to marry. My conscience tells
me I did right; and though my heart
is nearly broken with the double grief
that has fallen upon me to-day, the
consciousness that I have done right
gives me strength. It is not always
easy to follow the path of duty, but,
oh, Jack, he who walks in it will
sooner or later be sure to get his re-
ward. Will you try to remember this
Jack ?” added Ida, as she gently laid
her hand upon his arn.

Poor Jack felt like a sailor with the
vessel under his feet breaking up and
no hope of rescue in sight, but still
trying to make himself believe there
was hope.

In the meantime, Ida and Jack had
continued their walk toward the house
and were standing in the doorway
when the latter said :

“Ida, I want to do my duty ; I want
to do what is right. But in what
direction my duty lies is not yet clear
to me. With my little experience as
a medical man, I know too well the
evil that hereditary diseases have
wrought upon humanity. But until I
have had a talk with your brother, I
am not going to give up hope of some
day making you my wife. Oh, Ida,
love may be blind, but if I were sole
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judge in the matter, I know what my
ruling would be.”

Dresden, on entering the house, im-
mediately enquired for Henry Gray-
don and being informed he was in his
study, repaired there. He found the
door closed, but on knocking, was in-
vited to enter. Henry with his hands
thrust deep down into his trousers
pockets, was slowly pacing the floor
when his visitor entered. He was a
man about 30 years of age, medium
height, and rather sparely built. His
features and complexion were of the
Celtic rather than the Grecian type.
His thin, tirmly-set lips denoted de-
cision ; and his ample lower jaw, deter-
mination. His eyes, to-night dull and
heavy with care, were ordinarily
bright and kindly.

“Jack, old boy, I'm glad to see you,”
he said, as he held out a hand to his
friend as he crossed the threshold,
“but I'm afraid it will be anything
but a merry Christmas for you here,
just now. I did think of telegraphing
to ask you to defer your visit for a
few days, until, at least, after the fun-
eral, but on second thought I deemed
it best not to do so.”

“It does indeed promise to be any-
thing but a merry Christmas,” inter-
posed Jack, sadly, “ for me especially.”

This is just like the average man or
woman. Without stopping to fathom
the depths of their neighbor’s sorrows
or pains, each imagines his or her
sorrows or pains to be the deeper.

“And why especially for you?”
ventured Henry Graydon.

“Because while you have lost a
father, who at the best could have but
lived a few days longer, I have lost a
wife,” replied Jack with a slight tinge
of irritation.

“A wife!” ejaculated his friend,
“what do you 0O, I understand, old
fellow,” he said sadly. “You have
seen Ida, and she has told you all.
My dear old friend, God knows how
sorry I am for you both. There is no
man in the world I would as much
like Ida to marry as you. I decided
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to remain single all my life, when I
saw the terrible malady creeping upon
him. To Ida, I thought I would say
nothing; I did not want to interfere
with her happiness. And when the
qualms of conscious did smite me, I
tried to console them with the argu-
ment that by allowing her to marry, a
home and protector would be ensured
in the event of my being called away
before her. But the nearer my father
got to his end, the firmer became I
convinced that she as well as I, ought
to remain single. ~When the end
came, the path of duty lay plainly
before me. You know the rest.”

“I believe what you did was done
conscientiously,” said Dresden, as he
leaned back in the chair, into which
he had been motioned on entering the
study, “ but how can you qualify your
action ? It is not necessary for me to
tell you that hereditary diseases do
not always follow generation after
generation in quick succession.’

“True,” rejoined Henry, “ but there
is no certainty that my dear sister
and I are to be exempt from my
father’s fate. His father was a vietim
toit. And then, granting that this
generation might escape, what guar-
antee have I that the next would ’
None. You know, even better than 1
do, what untold pain and misery, yes,
and sin too, there is in the world be-
cause men and women, concerned only
in their own comfort and happiness,
have refused to sacrifice themselves
for the good of future generations.
Do you know, sometimes I wonder
whether the governments of civilized
countries are not derelict in their duty
in not enacting laws that would tend
to put a stop to this indiscriminate
union of persons tainted with heredi-
tary diseases, mental and physical”

Although Dresden reluctantly ac-
knowledged the logic of Graydon’s
arguments, the two friends talked far
into the night. As a medical man,
Dresden was particular to ascertain
the symptoms and character of Col.
Graydon’s malady. From what he
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could learn, he came to the conclusion
that this malady was what in medical
science is termed “ sympathetic insan-
ity.” Insanity caused, not by any
disease of the brain itself, but by the
influence of a diseased organism,
which, seemingly at least, has no bio-
logical relation with the brain. His
was no mere venture, for while in
London he had given a good deal of
attention to the study of insanity.
Next day, after he had had an inter-
view with the old physician who had
attended Col. Graydon and his father
before him, he had no doubt about
the soundness of his conclusions.

The day following Christmas, all
that was mortal of the late Col. Gray-
don was laid away in the family bur-
ial plot, situated beneath a group of
pine trees in a remote corner of the
estate.

Within a few hours afterwards, Dr.
Dresden was on the train speeding
away towards Toronto. He had not
seen Ida since they had separated on
the fatal night, two days before. The
poor girl,exhausted by the trying or-
deals through which she had passed,
had kept her room ever since, except
when, escorted by her brother, she had
stepped into the room where her
father’s remains lay, to take a farewell
look at his dead face. Jack had en-
deavored to see her again, but through
her brother she had informed hiin that
it was better for both that they
should not meet, at present at any rate.
When this final answer came it was
shortly before the hour of his depar-
twre. However, he immediately sat
down and wrote her a brief note in
which he pleaded with her not to
grieve on his account. In the study
of his profession he would try in part
to make up for the great loss he had
sustained. And to this he signed him-
self, “yours, till death us do part.”
Now, as he sped along in the train,
Dresden held between his fingers a
note in reply, which had been handed
to him as he stepped on board
the train. He had just perused it,
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and was gazing thoughtfully out of
the car window. In the note Ida
briefly outlined the plans she and her
brother had made for the future.
They would sell the old homestead
and remove to Toronto, where they
would devote whatever of life was al-
lotted them in trying to be of service
to their fellow beings.

“ Yes,” murmured Dresden, as he
slowly folded the note, “ and the pri-
mary object of my life shall be the
alleviation of the pain and misery of
others.”

Before the train had reached Tor-
onto, Dr. Dresden had mapped out his
plans for the future. He would re-
turn to Europe, and there in the dif-
ferent centres of population devote
himself specially to the study of in-
sanity. When, a few weeks later, he
stood on the deck of the steamer that
was to carry him across the Atlantic,
Rev. Henry Graydon was on the dock
in New York to wish him God speed.

* * * * * *

Ten years had elapsed since the
events above recorded had taken place.
A train was speeding along the St.
Gotthard route towards Italy. As it
climbed the hillsides and shot across
gorges and streams the passengers
could ever and anon catch glimpses of
the distant snow-capped hills glisten-
ing in the sun, or drink in the pastoral
scenes that ran parallel to the road-
way. Seated in one of the railway
carriages was a well-developed man,
evidently bordering upon middle life.
As far as could be judged from his
sitting posture he was apparently
slightly above the average run of men
in height. His face bore a thought-
ful, careworn expression,and time was
beginning to plough light furrows near
the corners of his eyes. His bearded
chin was resting in the open palin of his
hand, and, although he was gazing out
of the window it was only when some
piece of scenery evoked bursts of ad-
miration from the passengers that he
turned his eyes toward the object of
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interest, to, but a moment later, again
lapse into that vacant stare denoting
wandering thoughts.

The passenger was Dr. Dresden.
Since we had seen him last he had ap-
plied himself with all his energies to
the task which he had ten years be-
fore devoted himself, namely, to the
study of insanity. The hospitals, the
medical schools, and the insane asy-
lums in London, Paris, Berlin and
Vienna were visited and searched in
his quest for knowledge upon this
subject. And now his reputation as
a specialist in the treatment of men-
tal diseases was continental. His
headquarters were in Paris.

Dr. Dresden had not seen the Gray-
dons since the day he bade his friend
Henry good-bye at the steamship
wharf ten years before. He, however,
kept up a correspondence with Henry,
and was thus apprised of the move-
ments of the brother and sister from
time to time. Only a few days be-
fore he had received a letter announ-
cing that they were preparing to leave
India where they had been laboring
in the mission fields for more than five
years, and contemplated spending a
short time in Europe. *Dear old
friend,” wrote Henry, “I am sorry to
say that Ida’s health is failing, and I
am afraid that the old malady that
carried off my poor father has marked
her. I live in hopes that by bringing
her to Europe where she may have
rest and good medical attendance, the
worst may be averted.”

It was this letter, and the informa-
tion it brought which occupied Dr.
Dresden’s thoughts so fully at the
moment. He wason his way to Rome,
where he had been summoned to con-
sult with local physicians over the
mental condition of one of the mem-
bers of the royal household.

The train which was carrying him
thither had just crossed the bridge
which overlooks the village nestling
In the valley beneath, not far from
the entrance to the famous St. Gott-
hard tunnel, when all at once a terri-
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ble jolting was experienced.  Then
there was a sudden stop; and all was
commotion in a moment. Women
screamed and prayed in the same
breath. Weeping and affrighted child-
ren ran hither and thither in the
small compartments into which the
railway carriage was divided. Men
devoted themselves to either effect-
ing their own escape or attempting to
pacify the frightened women and
children.

Dr. Dresden, grasping his medical
case, burst open the carriage door and
jumped out. The sight that met his
gaze was terrible. The engine and
two of the railway -carriages had
rolled down the embankment, and
were mixed up with the trees and
rocks a score of feet below. Passen-
gers, many of them wounded and
bleeding, were struggling through the
windows and doorways, or being as-
sisted out by those who had preceded
them.

As Dr. Dresden came -upon the
scene he noticed a man with one arm
hanging helplessly by his side making
heroic efforts to remove an unconscious

woman from the wreck. In a mo-
ment Dresden was lendin§ a helping
hand. By removing a few timbers

that were pinning the woman down,
they were enabled to remove her.
Picking her up in his arms, Dresden
carried the listless form to a plot of
grass shaded by an overhanging tree,
where he gently laid her down. He
was just in the act of feeling the
woman’s pulse, when, glancing towards
her facehe suddenly let fall the wrist
he held in his hand, looked closer into
her features, and then jumping to his
feet exclaimed: “My God, it's Ida.
And—and—jyou are Henry,” he added,
as he turned to the man whom he had
assisted in removing the woman from
the wreck.

In the meantime the villagers were
flocking around the scene of the acci-
dent. Dr. Dresden enlisted the ser-
vices of a couple of sturdy men from
among them, and in a few minutes the
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unconscious woman was lying on a
bed in one of the dwellings in the
valley below. An examination re-
vealed a bad cut in her head and a
broken arm, but the vital spatk had
not fled. Restoratives were applied;
but to Dr. Dresden it seemed hours
before they began to assert themselves.
When Ida’s eyes did open they wore
an expression that sent a thrill of
horror rather than of pleasure through
Dr. Dresden’s frame. With his long
experience he knew too well what
that expression denoted. Rev. Henry
Graydon, in spite of his badly sprained
arm and shock which he had received
in the accident, had stood by refusing
to have his own injuries attended to
while the attempt was being made to
restore his sister to consciousness, saw
the expression which swept across his
friend’s face, and, divining its import,
exclaimed in toneslow and tremulous :

“Yes, Jack, it is only too true. A
few days after I had posted my last
letter to.you I saw her health was
failing so fast that I determined we
should leave India immediately ; and
a week later we were on our journey.
Her condition gradually grew worse,
and by the time our steamer reached
Southampton her mind wus complete-
ly gone. I resolvedhowever, to carry
out our original intention and go to
one of the sanitariums in Italy. We
accordingly crossed the channel to
Calais, and took train for Paris, my
desire being to see you before we con-
tinued our journey, to obtain your
advice as to the advisability of doing
so. On reaching your office in Paris,
I was told you had left a few hours
before for Rome, but was further in-
formed you were stopping over for a
short time at one of the towns on the
route to see a patient. In continuing
your journey, you, providentiaily for
us, took our train.”

In the meantime attendants had
brought bandages, ete., and soon Ida’s
fractured limb was set and her wounds
dressed, while the patient under an
opiate was sleeping nicely.
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The following day the two friends
were seated in a window overlooking
the narrow, shallow stream as it tum-
bled along on its way from the moun-
tains. Dr. Dresden had just made a
more minute examination of Ida’s con-
dition than it was possible for him to
do the day before, and he was now
making a report to her brother. He
found that owing to the inroads which
the disease had made upon her con-
stitution, there was little possibility of
her recovering from the effects of the
accident. She might, however, live
for several weeks. All this he confided
to his friend.

“ Poor girl,” sighed Graydon. « But
perhaps it is best after all that it
should be so.”

Although Ida's physical condition
seemed likely to batfle his skill, Dr.
Dre«den’s hope of restoring her mental
faculties were not so dim.

“There is no disease of the brain.”
he argued with himself. By removing
the cause the mind may be restored.
And if the worst does happen, it will
be a source of some satisfaction to
know that she died a sane woman.

A little more than three weeks had
passed since the accident, and Rev.
Henry Graydon, with an arm still ina
sling, was seated reading in his sister’s
room, when suddenly he was aroused
from his book by Ida calling, although
in tones little above a whisper :

“ Henry, is that you? Where are
we ?  Whatis the meaning of all this ?

Scarcely believing his ears, Graydon
jumped to his feet, and turned towards
the pale face of his sister. Although
illness was still depicted there, to his
great delight was also returned reason.

“ Thank God !” he murmured. And
in a few words he told all that had
happened.

Dr. Dresden, coming in at the mo-
ment, also murmured thanks to Provi-
dence, while tears welled up in his
eyes. Stepping to the bedside, he
pressed his lips to the thin white hand
that lay on the coverlet, quietly whis-
pering, “ My love,” while a look of re-
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cognition and a flush of pleasure fol-
lowed each other over Ida’s face. Dr.
Dresden forbade further conversation
for the time being.

Graydon was delighted at the turn
his sister's condition had taken, and
spoke hopefully of her ultimate re-
covery. But Dr. Dresden was not so
contident.

“ I had better, perhaps, tell you,” he
said, sorrowfully, to him one day, “ but
I fear Ida cannot last much longer.
Her mental condition has improved
wonderfully well, but I am sorry I
cannot say the same with regard to
her bodily strength. In fact, during
the last couple of days she has become
weaker rather than stronger.”

One evening, a week later, Dr. Dres-
den’s fears were realized. The rays of
the departing sun were just touching
into erimson the snow-clad mountain
tops, and the two friends were stand-
ing one on either side of Ida’s bed.
Suddenly she raised her hand towards
either of them, while she whispered :

“ Henry, I'm going home. Do not
grieve for me. And you, my poor
Jack, how you have suffered,” she
continued with an effort, and she turn-
ed her eyes towards her old lover,
“ But it was the path of duty. Good-
bye. Kissme,Jack. Kiss me, Henry.”

As the two friends complied, her
head gently fell over on the pillow, and
Ida was sleeping her last sleep.

As Henry Graydon took his friend’s
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arm to lead him from the chamber of
death, Dresden stooped and pressed his
lips to the forehead of the departed
love, while he quietly murmured :

“ Mine indeed till death.”

All that was mortal of Ida Gray-
don was laid away in a quiet corner
of a Lucerne churchyard. And then
Dr. Dresden and Rev. Henry Graydon
went back to Paris, the latter a few
months later to return to his work in
the mission fields of India, where
not long after, in administering to
cholera-stricken patients, he contract-
ed the disease and died.

* * * *

Five years had passed since Ida
Graydon’s death. Around her grave
one bright summer’s day stood two
figures—a man and & woman. They
had just been decorating it with
flowers.

“Yes,” the man might have been
heard to say, “there is the last rest-
ing-place of the noble woman to whom
I owe my manhood, to whom I owe
my success in my profession; and to
whom I am even indebted for you,” he
added, as he placed his arm in that of
of the woman by his side. “ Her
wish, expressed to her brother the day
before she died, was that I should
some day marry. And when, dear,
two years ago, I met and won you, it
was with the consciousness that I was
complying with her expressed wish.”




SIR JOHN THOMPSON.

BY O. A. HOWLAND, M.L.A.

J. CasteLL HopPkINs’ life of SirJohn
Thompson has attained the honor of a
second edition within an unusually
brief interval. The fact must be gra-
tifying, not only to the author but to
all who love to see a proper interest
taken in the career of a worthy public
man.

Admiration is not kind when it
praises over much. The excellent
Jjudgment of Sir John Thompson would
have been the last to claim for himself
the distinction of greatness. But he
is fully entitled to take his place in
the rank of statesmen who have
borne the responsibilities of a great
office faithfully, ably and judiciously.

Sir John Thompson labored in a
great cause. The vision he had before
him was clear and bright, and followed
with a constant and courageous pur-
pose. But the vision was not of his
creation, and the purpose was an in-
heritance from the really originative
genius of his predecessor, Sir John
Macdonald. He conserved a confed-
eration which another had founded,
and advanced the still larger union
towards which another had directed
his policy long in advance of his timnes.
It is enough to say of any man, that
he performed that part which fell to
him worthily, with patience and con-
-stancy, with broad ability and with
virtues which were all his own. Just
as he was, Sir John Thompson came
in happily as an intermediate link with
the past,and his life is all the better
suited to become a model for Canadian
youth. Genius is rare and little of it
1s imitable except its faults. Genius
itself will take no harm from observ-
ing and following the methods of Sir
John Thompson. Even his change of
religion, while it confessed to a want
of insight either in the earlier or the

latter state of his convietions, marked
him as a man of conscience, having
the courage to give logical effect to his
conclusions.

There is the best reason to believe
that Sir John Thompson entered pub-
lic life unwillingly, simply obeying
the same conscientious motives which
impelled the chief acts of his career.
Assured that his services were needed
in the larger sphere of duty, it wasno
sufficient reason for refusing that it
must be performed in a scene where
the surroundings were uncongenial
and the methods even repulsive.

To quote his biographer’s enthusias-
tic words, “ He was filled with a pas-
sionate patriotism, which was neither
understood nor properly appreciated
by the people during his lifetime, be-
ing as it was to a great extent conceal-
ed from view by his calm and cold ex-
terior and by the even flow of his log-
ical and unsympathetic oratory. But
it was shown in his policy, and oc-
casionally surprised the public in some
unusually eloquentand striking phrase.
While his death exhibits the man as
he really was—unwilling to give up
his post even under the physician’s
warning of a fatal termination, be-
cause it might lead to party disorgan-
ization and the consequent defeat of
the principles he held sodear,and of the
policy he considered so necessary to the
progress and welfare of the Dominion.”

It was the good fortune of Canada,
if not of Sir John Thompson, that a
lawyer in the large sense of that noble
term, was called into Parliament on
the very eve of an era of great legal
questions. The thoroughly educated
analysis such a mind directed to a great
number of perplexing, and often pas-
sion-stirring, issues, searching out and
setting forth the very right of each of
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them, had an invaluable effect, not
only upon their determination in Par-
liament, but also-——what was much
more important—in setting them at
rest in the minds of the electorate.

Mr. Castell Hopkins, in his some-
what hurriedly written but eloquent
biography, falls into a curious mistake
in the following passage :

“ As a rule, and despite the number
of lawyers who play at politics, and
the politicians who meddle with law,
the qualifications are not often com-
bined in any great degree. A training
in law is apt to limit the intellectual
horizon and restrict the broad-minded
interpretation of precedents, and that
freedom of mental action so essential
to a man who aspires to true states-
manship. The great English party
leaders have never been lawyers, and
men like Brougham, Eldon, or Camp-
bell would perhaps have been greater
in character and reputation had they
adhered to law and not dabbled in
politics.”

The only great American statesman,
Webster, was a lawyer. The chief of
Canadian leaders have been lawyers.
We have only to recall the list—Bald-
win, Lafontaine, Sir John Macdonald,
John Sandfield Macdonald and Edward
Blake. Alexander Mackenzie, who
was not a lawyer, is the truest instance
of a really able mind whose intellectu-
al horizon was limited. Had he per-
ceived, as a lawyer like Sir John Mac-
donald did, that the difference between
revenueand restrictiveduties underthe
circumstances of 1878, was a differ-
ence of names merely, he would per-
haps have acted differently. For the
want of the training of a lawyer, he
suffered the fate of a doctrinarian.

Another sentence contains a truth
whichotfsetsthe error in what precedes:

“Tt is possible that Mr. Thompson’s
first essay in political life was not in
the end successful from a party point
of view, because he was inclined to
look toomuch at legislation froma legal
standpoint,and think too little of popu-
lar sentiment in connection with it.”
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We have, unfortunately, in this Pro-
vince particularly, had too much of
the advantage of a class of legislators
who cannot be accused of looking at
the work of law-making from the
standpoint of lawyers, nor of think-
ing or taking too little account of pop-
ular sentiment in shaping their views
of legislation.

The legal standpoint in reference to
law is the standpoint of knowledge
and principle. Mr. Castell Hopkins’
remarks only explain the chief points
in Sir John Thompson’s career, that he
endeavored to do his duty asa legis-
lator capably, honestly, and well. The
spectacle of an honest man is worth an
endless procession of successful pand-
erers to popular sentiment.

At the very moment of his ac-
cession, a great legal question of state
presented itself for Mr. John Thomp-
son’s decision as a member of the
ministry, and afterwards for his de-
fence from his place in the House.

He accepted the office of Minister of
Justice on the 24th of September, 1885,
while the fate of Louis Riel was still
in the balance. - To quote Mr. Castell
Hopkins, Sir John Macdonald invited
him “to fill an exceedingly difficult
post at the moment when a most cow-
plicated constitutional issue was dark-
ening the whole national horizon with
sectarian and sectional storm clouds.”
We may judge from his subsequent
utterances in the House that his in-
fluence contributed to turn the scale
in the direction which was supposed,
at that time, to be most against his
personal sympathies as a Catholic, and
which was, most undoubtedly, against
the passionate wishes and threatenings
of the section hithertomost solid in sup-
port of the Government. The course
he took was, on the other hand, the
only course open to a man who con-
sidered nothing but the claims of jus-
tice, and the best interests of his
country as a whole.

Louis Riel was executed in No-
vember, 1885. His blood became as
dragon’s blood. The peace and future
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of Canada were for a time in jeopardy.
Men who had been deservedly in high
esteem for patriotism and ability,
stained their high reputations forever
by condescending at that critical mo-
ment to put party before country and
lead in the outcry that promised to
overturn the Government of the day.
That it did not overturn the Govern-
ment may perhaps have been owing
in no small measure to the clear and
powerful judicial exposition of the
merits of the question by the new
Minister of Justice.

It was, perhaps, no small part of Sir
John Thompson’s good fortune that
his first occasion of addressing the
House was so serious and momentous,
as to give opportunity for a display of
his solid parts. He enjoyed the fur-
ther advantage of laying his argunient
before an assembly of which a fair
proportion were, themselves, trained
lawyers ; while even of the other mem-
bers of that important body of repre-
sentatives, a majority had been edu-
cated under those auspices into a rea-
sonable comprehension of the serious
business of making and applying the
laws and constitution of their country.

To quote again from Mr. Castell
Hopkins: “The stranger who had en-
tered the arena of debate and over-
thrown the hitherto almost invincible
Blake, found himself famousas a consti-
tutional lawyer and powerful speaker.”

Two more questions succeeded, each
appealing to the same passions. The
wave which French fanatics had set
in motion upon the Prairies, recoiling

broken from the Riel issue, was sue-,

cecded by a counter impulse from the
West against French and Catholic in-
stitutions both in Quebec and in the
West itself. Sir John Thompson
turn. d the same impartial, impassive,
judicial face towards the agitation
raised in Ontario against an interfer-
ence with the settlement impending in
the proper source, of the Jesnits’ ks-
tates. Pursuant to his advice, the act
confirming the agreement which had
been arrived at by all parties in Quebec,
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was left to its operation, and thus an
unending cause of bitterness and irri-
tation was removed from the field of
polities. This legal discernment was
once more applied to the settlement of
the questions raised by Mr. MeCarthy
for the abolition of the French lan-
guage in the North-West Territories,
(p. 160, 161.)

There was also a touch of Sir John
Maecdonald’s happy foresight in the
course suggested to the House by Sir
John Thompson on that occasion. He
urged “ the linportance of the Jaws be-
ing published in both languages, where
it might be desired in the interest of
a minority and the necessity of per-
missive legislation concerning the use
of either language in the local law
courts. But that the records, the
journals, and the debates of the As-
sembly should be referred to the con-
trol of the next duly elected Territor-
ial Assembly.” His amendment carried
by a majority vote of 117 to 63, com-
posed, it will be remembered, of the
most statesinanlike English as well as
French members on both sides. The
Hansard reads as follows: “That this
House, having regard to the long-con-
tinued use of the French language in
old Canada, and to the covenants on
that subject embodied in the British
North America Act, cannot agree in
the declarations contained in the said
Bill as a basis thereof, namely, that it
is expedient in the interest of the na-
tional unity of the Dominion, that
there should be unity of language
amongst the people of Canada. That,
on the contrary, this House declares
its adhesion to the said covenant, and
its determination to resist any attempt
to impair the same. That at the
same time, this House deems it exped-
ient and proper, and not inconsistent
with the covenants, that the Legisla-
tive Assembly of the North-West
Territories should receive from the
Parliament of Canada, power to regu-
late the proceedings of the Assembly,
and the manner of recording and pub-
lishing such proceedings.”
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Sir John Thompson’s essentially ju-
dicial mind proved its value. In this
class of internal questions, constantly
liable to arise in a country whose popu-
lation is of dual origin, and is nearly
balanced in numbers, with religious
differences accentuating the line of
demarcation, the natural or statutory
rights of each section, in the sight of
the constitution, are entitled to impar-
tial and equal consideration.

Another part which Sir John Thomp-
son was called to play as a lawyer in
the interests of Canada was the care
of her constitutional rights, acknow-
ledged and to a great extent defined
by the Confederation Act and amend-
ing acts. While Sir John, perhaps,
veiled under courteous form of lan-
guage the higher ground which a re-
presentative of Canada is entitled to
take in regard to the legislative auto-
nomy invested in the Dominion, he
exhibited no want of either firmness
or acumen in his argument for the
Canadian position in the Copyright
Act controversy, which he was on the
point of concluding at the very mo-
ment when his career was so untimely
ended. Opinions may differ as to the
relative interests of Canadian pub-
lishers and Canadian authors, as to
the balance of advantage to cach un-
der the Berne treaty and the proposed
Canadian Copyright law, and finally
as to the weight which ought to be
given to the claims of the one or the
other, when the balance of interest
does not stand evenly. The respon-
sibility of disposing of that question
of policy had been undertaken by
Parliament, and the duty placed on
Sir John Thompson was that of sup-
porting the constitutional rights of his
parliament, and to determine the merit
of their action. His report to Coun-
cil and his communications with the
Secretary of State for the Colonies
are highly constitutional arguments,
well maintaining the standard of such
able predecessors as the Hon. Edward
Blake and Sir John Macdonald in
former leading controversies, all tend-
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ing in the same direction of the abso-
lute legislative privilege and domain
of the Parliament of Canada.

Part of the inheritance into which
Sir John Thompson entered was the
widening of international rclations
which have fallen to Canada as a se-
quence of her geographical extent and
position, and of the increasing recog-
nition of her political rights as a fac-
tor in the government of the Empire.
Sir John Macdonald established the
right of Canada to a voice in the set-
tlement of the Washington Territoryin
matters so nearly touching the items
of this portion of Her Majesty’s sub-
jects. It is not easy to conceive a
higher honor more deservedly achiev-
ed or more worthily fulfilled than that
which fell to our Canadian Minister
of Justice, in sitting, as a member of
the great International Court of Jus-
tice and Conciliation which disposed of
the moral conflict of International
law and momentous public interest be-
tween our Empire and the great Re-
public.

In a future edition it is to be hoped
Mr. Castell Hopkins will not overlook,
as the haste attending the original
publication of this life has apparently
caused him to do, the very interesting
and pregnant intermedial step in that
controversy which was due to Sir
John Thompson’s boldness and ability.
I refer to the appeal to the United
States Supreme Court in the Sayman
case. 1t, no doubt, had an effect in
forcing the hands of the United States
Congress, and compelling it to abandon
its pettifogging political policy for the
nobler resort of a judicial method of
settling a controversy of fact and law.

Sir John Thompson was more for-
tunate in death than in life. Call no
man fortunate till he is dead, wrote an
ancient sage. The maxim applies in
a peculiar and unhappy sense to the
career of a Canadian politician. The
more pure-minded are his aims as a
patriot, the nearer his plans approach
to the foreseeing standard of states-
manship, the less are his merits likely
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to be perceived during his lifetime.
A gross and bedimming medium is
spread between his acts and inten-
tions and the minds of the people he
is endeavoring to serve. An honest
man, even when walking in the mid-
dle of the road, is exposed to the spe-
cies of critic that shoots from behind
the hedge. However despicable its
source, a shot in the back has power
to wound. There is too much reason
to fear that the detraction and misre-
presentation to which Sir JohnThomp-
son was subjected had an effect in ag-
gravating and expediting the course of
the ailment which prematurely cut
short an exceedingly valuable lite.
Seldom in history has the palm of
final justice been so fully and drama-
tically bestowed as in the closing scene
of the life of Sir John Thompson. Cir-
cumstances combined to throw some-
thing of tragic glory about his end.
To be permitted to spend the last
throb of his strength in the conspicu-
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ous service of his country was itself a
very noble privilege. He expired in
the presence of his Sovereign, literally
at the foot of the ancient throne,
which, under our British Constitution,
is the type and invisible ideal not of
each nation but of a vast union of na-
tions. The great matters of state
which were engaging his attention at
that last moment were of a nature up-
lifted above the accustomed wrangle
of local politics. He was not serving
a party but the nation. He was he]p-
ing to set the seal of final success upon
the large designs unfolded at the late
Colonial Conference at Ottawa. Thus
his memory will always be associated
with the completion of a movement
which promises to claim a place among
the notable events in the history of
the greatest race of the world. His
name is lodged in the hollow of the
corner-stone of a mighty and enduring
edifice. ~

FALSE FRIENDS.

“To love and lose by death is not all loss,”

Sang the great bard, who died, and left no peer.

Our lost love may be found—when we shall cross,
One day, Death’s threshold through the gates of Fear.

But to have proved the trusted friend untrue,
To see estranged, the one more loved than life ;
This wrings a strong heart as naught else can do,
And gives its foes a vantage in the strife.

The noblest hearts must feel that pain of pains,
That pang, no solace ever has allayed ;

The Book of Life no crueller tale contains

Than that condensed in the one word—** Betrayed.”

—REGINALD GOURLAY.



SOME OF THE FRUITS OF EDUCATION.

BY DAVID OWEN LEWIS,

It has been stated that man in his
primitive condition is a happier and
more contented mortal than when sur-
rounded by all the advantages of civi-
lization. In one sense this may be
true, but then he only enjoyslife as an
animal, and when the heyday of youth
has passed away, this existence pos-
sesses few pleasures. As a proof, let
us examine the faces of very old In-
dians, and where among our own race
can we find such living pictures of
misery ?

Now, to poverty and want may be
attributed much of the suffering and
unhappiness prevailing in civilized
communities, but the Pacific Coast
Indians suffer from no lack of susten-
ance, and Nature supplies their every
want. The choice of any fish that
swims is theirs, and when the tide is
out the table is spread, for shell-fish
can be obtained in abundance. Deer
are numerous in every part of the
country, and berries of all descrip-
tions may be gathered in season.—
Therefore it would seem to me that
the source of this wretchedness in old
age is the want of education, or, more
correctly speaking, the development
of the moral faculties, for education
does not consist in the mere mastery
of facts. We are not necessarily good
because we possess a knowledge of
that which is good, and we may have
committed to memory a great portion
of the Scriptures and still be very de-
ficient in moral qualities.

Among ourselves no doubt “a little
learning is a dangerous thing,” but
with the Indians from small begin-
nings we may expect great results. It
will probably be another generation
before any permanent changes in cha-
racter and habits may be expected,
for now they are merely in what one

might term a transition state. In spite
of the knowledge that may be in-
stilled into the mind of a child, there
is always some inherent clinging to
old customs and traditions, and he is
tramelled by the superstition and ig-
norance of his parents.

Indeed there are instances when In-
dians, after receiving the advantages
of education, and the benefits to be
obtained by several years’ travel
among white people, were upon their
return contented to relapse into the
old mode of living, the wearing of the
blanket, and the consumption of oola-
chan grease and dried salmon.

In order to counteract this home
influence, which, as a general rule, has
a tendency to retard progress, homes
for boys and girls have been in exist-
ence in both Metlakahtla and Port
Simpson, British Columbia, for several
years, and the results must no doubt
prove most satisfactory to those who
are devoting their lives in that ser-
vice. Although these girls and boys
are taught to read and write English,
and indeed succeed in so doing in such
a manner as would in some Instances
put many of our countrymen to shame,
still, from the fact that they speak and
think in Indian, the results of their
efforts at writing letters in English are
sometimes most mirth-provoking, and
as illustrations the following letters
may prove of interest.

It will not be necessary for me to
state how I came to be in possession
of these letters, and the names are, of
course, changed. These names were
not, as might be supposed, Indian ones,
for in writing and speaking English, a
member of the Tsimpsean upper ten
invariably assumes an English name;
English to them is what French is to
the Russians, a kind of court language,
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at least in the following instances it is
used for courting purposes. John Wes-
leys, Martin Luthers, and John Bun-
yans are quite common in that north-
ern country. There isalso a Marquis
of Lorne and a Duake of Wellington
to be found in Port Simpson,and very
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ever, “ constant endeavor of my life,”
“and ardor devotion of a first true
love,” sound like old friends, and would
lead one to suspect that this particular
individual was areader of “ the agony
column,” or at least an old hand. We
may be wronging him, though.

*Such living pictures of misery.”

proud they are of these high-sounding
names—(the Indians, I mean.)

The first letter is quite a creditable
production, in my opinion, and the
writer has hit off the situation pretty
correctly, although he became badly
fogged over that word “speake,” how-

Port Simrson, B.C.
February 4th, 1893.

Miss ANNIE PoTrAcH,

DEear Frienp—I take this opportunity to
give you information about me, and I want
commenced to love you this winter, and I
met I must love you with all my heart, and
I hope you will trust her to me it will be
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constant endeavor of my® life to make her
happy so soon. I hoping that you favor with
a speake and answer, I am dear friend and
that I love you with all ardor devotion of a
first true love, and must earnestly do T trust
that God will ever bless you forever more,
Must loveing ever,
A. H. Mowich.

The next letter is, or was a species
of cryptogram to me, and for a time
I almost despaired of ever arriving at
its true meaning. It is certainly a
most ingeniously devised collection of
sentences, so distorted as to form an
almost unintelligible maze of words.
However the reader can form his own
opinion, and read my interpretation
afterwards.

My peaRr TELL MARY J. CLams
Grorce WHITE
sent words to me same this words to her
George said she wants to know how his heart
because his family wants George all them and
she says his family wants George all them
and she says his family to her she wants
George all them and she says his family to
her she wants Mary J. Clams send a letter to
George White soon as her she can. George
she stay to Port Essington with Mary fanuly
house and she wants to know what Mary’s
heart. Please tell her if she send a letter to
George White and send it to me and T will
send it to him she wants to know what his
heart now soon tell true send an answer true
heart this is all George sent ten thousand
kisses to her from
GEORGE WHITE,
Port Essington, Skeena River.

The most marvellous part of it is
that with one exception all the words
are spelled correctly. However, the
following may save the reader some
worry.

REVISED VERSION.

George White sends this same in-
formation that I am forwarding by
this letter. He wishes toknow wheth-
er you entertain any regard for him.
His family wish for all his love, but
he tells them you are in possession of
his heart, therefore he would like to
receive a letter from you on the sub-
Ject. George is at present staying at
the family house of your people in
Port Essington, and is very anxious to
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know whether you love him. If you
write send the letter to me, and I will
forward it tohin. Answer him truly
regarding your feelings. That is all
George sends ten thousand kisses.

This was evidently written by a
third person, although his name does
not appear, who is making love by
proxy with a vengeance.

In letter No. 3, this pleading of a
loving heart will I am sure appeal to
my tender-hearted hearers.

“My dear own true love.”

Porr Siursox, B.C.

Miss JaNE COCKLESHELL.

My ow~x DEasrR TrUE * * * Trur—
Now my Dear

. I am very glad because T see you
again, because I am not died this summer,
and I thank God for that. Now my dear
one thing that I am going to tell you about
myself, I am in danger now, and I will tell
you true My Dear. I denten not so. My
Dear Please answer to this letter soon as you
can. My Dear you know how meny that I
love you. I been love you five years and I
could not love you becaure I know you are
the only girl that so kind to me this is the
resion I write you this notice about me. if
you please, My Dear own true love, cence I
love you last s: ring and T feel so sad every
day and night because you are my own true
heart My Dear. I want to go down to Ta-
coma for scool. You dount wants me to go
down and I hope My Dear. I will not go
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down there. I might stay hear because I
want to do it what you say to me now. I
have new Picture if you want it and send me
a notice. My Dear one thing more to ask
you, I hearted that you slide backe to John
Bunyan. Please My Dear tell me soon. 1
hearted what the teacher said about me. this
is the resion I want to know it. Pleasc My
Dear tell me my heart is fu'l warm when I
write this letter to you and now T will stay
hear 3 or 4 weeke more. then I will go hunt
for Bare and I mide stay this wintr so now
I close writing with loving and Kingness re-
garded to you this is all 1 need asked you so
good by or good day. I sent my Best kisses
to you Dear.
I am your true love and Kingness,
Haxry Canmm.

What a truthful ring there is about
those opening lines! The girl to
whom the above letter was penned
was engaged to John Bunyan, but de-
cided he was too old, and transferred
her affections to Harry Canim, which
accounts for that mysterious sentence,
“1 hearted that you slide backe to
John Bunyan” 1 am glad to be able
to state that Harry Canim was suc-
cessful in his suit, and that “ they were
married and lived happily ever after-
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wards.” He is at present engaged in
the manufacture of net corks for the
canneries, table legs, and other useful
articles of household furniture, and
the following letter was received from
him by a cannery manager on the
Skeena River this spring .—

MER. GLADSTONE.
DEAR SiR—

We was came at your place, but you are
not there, 80 we was came to asking you if
you want net corks. We heard that you
want some net corks. Please tell us that yon
want some any net corks. We all ready
made now for you the net corks is it getting
dry now, is it all ready for you to useding
this year We heard that you a new can-
nary. We promised to you that we make
many net corks, as many you want at M —
We will sell that net corks very low is price
to you each net cork 3c. cents each. Please
we want if you buy some of net corks from
us, will be so kind to do that. Please an-
swer for our letter as quick as you can. So
we will make more than we have made now.
We will load for your place in our boat. We
hope you will answer for us very much. We
closed with much love to you.

Your truley
friend
Harry Canim

“They lived happy ever afterwards.”
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O Sailor, tell e, tell me true
Is my little boy—mv Elihu—
A’sailing in your ship ?
—ELiv—Alice Carey.

BY E. DOWSLEY.

L

A SHIPPING town of any importance
always possesses one point of interest
—the harbor—which does not pertain
to inland cities, or places too remote
from the sea, to be touched by ocean
steamers. Here is a haven of rest for
the tempest-tossed mariner; here,
heavily laden vessels discharge rich
cargoes for distribution all over the
land; and here, also, do we become
acquainted with every country under
the sun, and are ourselves made
known throughout the world.

Indeed, the harbor, seems yet to
lend an air of dignity to those towns
which have long since lost their com-
mercial repute.

The harbor. of Montreal, is now
recognized to be one of the most im-
portant upon the Anerican continent;
it is, too, a quaint and dignified old
place, a characteristic entirely its own.

Beginning at the extreme eastern
point of the city, it extends along the
front to the toot of the wide thorough-
fare, McGill street; and from this
point westward, commences that great
system of canals, the pride of Canada.

Looking west from the foot of
McGill street, one sees the great locks
with their high level basins, and far-
ther on, numerous mills, factories, and
elevators which line the canal. Par-
allel with the canal runs Common
street, faced with second class hotels,
saloons, shipping offices, ete. Ex-
tending back from Common are a
number of smaller streets, where may
be found huddled together, many of
the city’s most wretched poor, such as
gather about the entrance of great
manufacturing or shipping towns.

C

Eastward lies the harbor. The
great wharves run along a low level, °
extending far out into the water,
bounded on the city side by a massive
solid stone buttress about twelve feet
high, known as the Revetment wall.

Some years ago a huge, unsightly
dyke was built along the top of the
wall, to keep back the waters which
rise high over the wharves every
spring and fall, threatening to flood
the city. The top of this dyke is fur-
nished with a board walk and pro-
tected by a railing.

On a level with the top of the
stone buttress, Common street con-
tinues to Custom House Square,
where Commissioners street, inter-
secting at a slight angle, gives to the
harbor a bow-like curve.

Extending along the whole line of
these two streets, is an unbroken
chain of solid plain stone fronts, oc-
cupied as offices, warehouses, ete., very
old indeed, high, low, wide and nar-
row, with iron covered gables, and
flat roofs. Away at the eastern end is
the old-fashioned Bonsecours market
with its huge dome ; and close beside,
now restored, the little Bonsecours
church.

It is really this long nassive front,
which gives to the harbor its dignified
appearance.

There are objects, too, which, to
such a place, are of common interest
—numerous lazy men loungingaround,
wretched women loitering beside the
dyke, important personages presiding
over ice-cream barrows, apple-women,
rag-pickers, stick-gatherers, heavy
drays, great train loads passing quick-
ly over the wharves, clanking of
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chains, rolling of barrels, and above
all the loud orders of stevedores
and carters—all hurry, noise and
bustle.

Amid such scenes it often happens,
that a single object or figure from
frequent appearance becomes familiar,
and is interwoven in the history of the
place ; therefore, it causes no surprise,
when, at a regular hour every morn-
ning, a little old woman is seen to
turn into Common street, from one of
those narrow thoroughfares which
runs back from the canal, and proceed
with slow and feeble steps in the di-
rection of the wharves.

She advances as far as McGill street,
erosses the road, and decends the little
incline from the top of the wall to the
great sheds erected on the wharves for
the Allan Line.

Her dress consists of a shabby blue
skirt faded and patched ; a loose bas-
que of some red material buttoned
closely up to the neck ; while thrown
about her shoulders is a large shawl
which at one time might have passed
for a green plaid. Her feet are in-
cased in a well worn pair of cloth
overshoes ; and upon her head rests a
rusty old velvet bonnet, with little or
no pretence to decoration, under which
may be seen the loose grey hairs.

The poor old figure 1s stooped and
bent ; the face is worn and wrinkled
with the furrows of time.

Altogether she bears the appear-
ance of one who might gladly lay her-
self peacefully away in the grave,
save, indeed, for the searching glance
of the keen grey eyes, and the ray of
hope which lights up her sad and
mournful face.

Arriving at the door of the shed,
she hesitates a moment and glances
quickly around ; then proceeds care-
fully among the great piles of boxes,
bales, etc., avoiding always the trucks,
and taking precaution not to come too
close to articles which are being
moved about.

Passing along, she scans the faces of
the workmen and sailors, as if hoping
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to find among them some fresh arrival.

Occasionally, one familiar now with
the bent form which appears so regu-
larly, greets her with a cheery “ Good
morning, mother {” which calls forth
the always faint reply “God bless
you, my son:”

Often a new face crosses her path
—a sailor from a distant country, or
a new seaman aboard some vessel ply-
ing regularly to the port. Hastening
forward she lays her hand timidly
upon his arm, and looking beseeching-
ly into his face, enquires : “ O sir! 1s
my boy, my darling boy, Loney,
sailing in your ship?” Invariably
the answer is the same, the face
droops again with a shadow of disap-
pointment, and she continues on her
way.

And so this weary, patient creature
picks her way on down the long line
of wharves; through each successive
shed in turn; always with the same
question, receiving like greetings and
replies.

Finally sbe reaches the wharf, which
stretches out into the harbor just op-
posite the old Bonsecours Church,
where, walking slowly out to the
eastern extremity she turns her face
down the river and, shading her eyes
with the hand, gazes long and earnest-
ly along the water. For hours at a
tinie, her light shawl driven about by
the wind, this feeble woman may be
seen to stand, heedless of everything
about her, all absorbed in her great
searching task ; every summer day for
the past fifteen years or more, in rain
or sunshine, she has been seen in
that one spot; and, after hours of
waiting, the last of that day’s hope
faded from her eyes, she turns slowly
away with still a desire to linger, those
who watch her retreating footsteps
may hear the faint lisping words,
“Not yet! Not yet!”

Dragging her now weary feet, she
again ascends the wall, crosses Com-
missioner street,and climbing the little
hill close beside Bonsecours market,
enters the old church.
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One hot sultry evening in the
month of August, 1894, there was
gathered about a small table in one of
the rooms behind the bar of the “ Old
Countryman’s House,” on St. Paul
street, a little company of those hardy
sons of toil who work about the vessels.

They had long been companions,
and at some rendezvous spent many
an evening together, over a pipe or
bowl, in harmless jest and song.

Upon this particular evening, the
host was Simon Slopehouse. He was
not a laborer himself, but was a gen-
eral favorite with them all, though
much older than any of his guests.
_0Old Simon had been a sailor, and by
careful saving had managed to lay by
a modest sum for his old age, so that
now he had but to pass the remainder
of his days in quiet contentment.

He had lived his three score years
and ten, but was hale and hearty, with
full round face, and abundance of thick
grey hair.

He could tell a story or spin a yarn
with the best of them, and always
managed to keep his company in good
spirits with jokes and tales. He was
generous to a fault ; kind and consid-
erate, especially to the weak and the
helpless.

The party had spent the usual
pleasant evening, and the hours were
passing away, when one, turning to
the host, exclaimed, “ Simon ! you pro-
mised to tell us some evening the story
of the old woman, or * Mother, as we
call her, who passes along the wharves
so regularly every morning.”

Tinmediately all cried out: “The
story ! the story!”

Old Simon’s face assumed an earn-
est, thoughtful expression. Slowly,
he removed his pipe, and laid it upon
the table; then lifted from his head
the small red cap he generally wore
and placed it beside him. He hesitat-
ed a moment, buried apparently in sad
reflection, then quietly said: “Call
her mother, lads, 'tis a sacred name,
and belongs truly to her.”

431

“Well, boys,” said he, “’tis a story
which does not join with laughter and
song, yet as our evening is nearly
gone, I may tell it now, as you wish
1t ; but first, it may surprise you to
hear, that although I know old Mother
well, she does not know me at all.

“You see, it happened about like
this.

“ Away back in the sixties, I was
second mate aboard the good ship Sea
King. We were ordered to sail for
Cork Harbor, and lie there a couple of
days to take on a cargo of immigrants
—yes, cargo I say,lads—and if any of
you don’t want to see sad sights, I ad-
vise you to keep away from immi-
grant shipping ports.

“As the hour for sailing came
round, there was gathered together as
queer a looking crowd as ever I did
see—old men, young men, boys, girls,
and women, dressed in all kinds of
costumes, penniless of everything ex-
cept what was on their backs or in
their hands, but all bent upon getting
to the new world ; and without know-
ing what they were to do when they
got there—worn and decrepit men
and women, who might better spend
in the old land the few days remain-
ing to them ; others so sickly that it
would be a wonder if they should
stand the voyage out. Many had old
relics to carry away—a bird cage, a
rocking-chair, a sprig of a plant, and
such things.

Mothers wailed with their arms
about the necks of sturdy sons; wives
clung to husbands; children whimper-
ed ; sweethearts shed tears and openly
kissed their lovers; many just gazed
with blank looks at the ship which
was to carry their loved ones far away.

“At last all was ready, and we
swung out into the harbor, but it only
made the commotion among those poor
people worse. Iminediately there arose
from the quay one great, dismal, heart-
rending wail, which rolled across the
water, and was taken up by every one
on board ship, so that it might have
been heard for miles around. We had
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difficulty, too, in preventing some of
them from jumping overboard and
swimming ashore, or going to the bot-
tom.

“QOccasionally, above the eclamor,
there would reach us the cry of some
poor heartbroken parent. ‘Dinnis,
Dinnis ! niver forgit your ould mo-
ther, your ould mother, Dinnis.” ¢ Pat-
rick, darlint, come back, come back, to
your ould home, your ould home, me
darlint, and not until we were well
out of sight of the Irish coast did our
passengers cease to gaze with tearful
eyes upon their fast-receding native
land.

“ Amid all these scenes, lads, I could
not but notice two, apparently strang-
ers, man and woman, standing some-
what apart from the crowd. They
were of the quiet sort, a little, perhaps,
past the prime of life, quite alone, but
seemingly more cheerful than the rest
of the company. 'Lhe husband did not
appear to be strong. I was told they
were making for the new world to find
some relatives, so I thought no more
about them just then.

“One day our passengers were hav-
ing a great time. They had regained
their spirits, with that buoyancy that
truly belongs to those Irish people.
we were well out to sea, and progress-
ing favorably. On deck we could hear
their loud talk, laughter and songs,
with occasionally the twang of some
stringed instrument or clear full notes
of a flute.”

“Suddenly the babel of voices ceas-
ed, and an instant later there arose
from below one long, piercing shriek,
which rang from stem to stern of the
vessel, echoing and re-echoing until it
froze the very blood in my veins.

“ Hastily leaving the deck, I passed
down among the immigrants, whom I
found with tremblirg limbs and pale
faces, sitting or standing just were
they were when that wild ery arose
above the din.

“In the midst, stretched out upon
the floor, with the cold sweat of death
upon him, lay the body of a man,
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stricken right down where he stood
without a word. By his side knelt a
a little woman, her body bent for-
ward, her hands clasped tightly above
her head. The long, dark hair, streak-
ed with grey, had broken loose, and
hung down like a pall over the dead
man’s face. Motionless she remained,
not another sound escaped her.

“Well, lads, perhaps the saddest
funeral in the world 1s a funeral at
sea; but, when it leaves behind just
one lonely figure, it is doubly so ; and
I can tell you, when, after the few sol-
emn words by our captain, we con-
signed the body to the deep, there was
not a dry eye aboard that ship, and it
was long before the company resumed
an appearance of gaiety.

“As chance offered I tried what
little I could with kindly words to
cheer the heart of the poor woman,
and occasionally we entered into con-
versation. ~

“One day after we had talked
awhile the subject drifted more to
her past life—so she told me her
story.”

““We had lived, said she, together
for many a day on an estate in the
old land, with three good sons to bless
us. But after a while trouble over-
took us, famine and disease spread
over the country, and our two eldest
boys were taken from us. The young-
est had gone to sea sometime before
with our blessing. Then our good
old landlord, who always had a kind
heart for his poor tenants, fell sick,
and died, and the estate passed into
the hands of an “absentee,” as they
call them. My poor husband being
driven about by bailiff and disease, we
decided to seek our sailor boy in
America. The voyage,instead of mak-
ing Patrick better, as we had hoped,
only made him worse, and now he
lies, as you know, at the bottom of
the sea. :

“ With these last words a mournful
wail broke from her lips, and she
rocked herself to and fro.

“ When she had recovered a little,
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I asked—When did your boy sail ?”

“¢Ah yes,’ said she, ‘my boy, I
must tell you about my boy; he was
the dearest boy that ever blessed a
mother’s heart, but he was set upon
going to sea, and how could we cross
him, when it must be that one start
out for himself, if not he, then an-
other.

““He wrote first from Liverpool.
He had shipped for a long cruise to
South America on the B/ue Swan.

“ The Blue Swan !” eried I, in sur-
prise.

““Yes, said she, not noticing my
excitement— many months after-
wards we heard from him again, he
had arrived in the new world’

“ Here, searching in her pocket, she
drew forth an old leather case, opened
it, and took out a folded piece of paper.
‘¢ Here is his letter,” said she, read it.’

“Boys! I can see every word on
that paper yet, as if written in let-
ters of fire on yonder wall!

“ Finger-marked, soiled and stained

with tears, it ran thus:—
“ My Darlint Muther—we had a grate
sail and big adventures, but hLave
come to this grate kontry America.
Tlere be lots of people, big cities, fine
buildings, and there be lots of poor
peaple, praps they be lazy, and many
ships in the harber. Darlint muther,
I think of you much, and some day
1 will come back, and keep you all the
time from hunger and hard work,
and I wll take you to « house where
you will have a fire, and the rain
won’t come thru the rufe to give you
the ruwematics. My love to Father,
and Dinnis and Daney. 1 like all
the crew, speshialy Stmon Slopelouse,
awho is so good to me. 1 always keep
your little Virgin Child in the old
brass frame—From your own boy,
Loney.

“TI just sat and stared at that paper; I
trembled in every limb; I was hot
and cold by turns; you could have
knocked me down with a straw.

“ The mother, gazing absently across
the water, did not observe my agita-
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tion, and as soon as I recovered, I
handed back the letter.

“Boys ; I remembered the Blue
Swan well, and a jolly lot of sailors
we were; I remembered little Loney ;
I remembered his little Virgin Child
in the old brass frame—a keepsake
from his mother.

“The Blue Swan cruised down
through the West Indies and along
the coast of South America, but did
not meet with much luck ; so the cap-
tain proposed that we should refit,
cut across to the coast of Africa,
around Good Hope, and on to the
East Indies. This would lengthen the
cruise out about three years more.
All joined except myself ; I preferred
the Atlantic; so we parted on the best
terms. I came on to New York, and
shipped aboard the Sea King.

“All night long, after hearing the
poor woman’s story, I paced the deck
in anxious thought. How was I tell
the nearly already heart-broken wi-
dow that she was on the worst track
in the world if she ever hoped to
see her boy again. Already his ship
was overdue; he might arrive in
Liverpool any day; perhaps he was
there now, and would go to his old
home only to find his mother gone.
How could I tell her that to look for
aman in America was like searching
for a needle in a hay-stack.

“ At last I resolved to say nothing
at present: as soon as we could re-
cargo we would sail again for Liver-
pool ; there I would carefully enquire
for the Blue Swan, perhaps she was
not yet home.

“ Well, after many stormy days, we
reached the English port again, only
to find it was just as I had feared,
Loney had returned, and hurried to
his home ; the old shanty was no more;
strangers were upon the land: not a
soul could tell him what had become
of his mother, and from that day to
this he has never been heard from
again.

“Ten years ago I quit the sea, and
after wandering about took a fancy
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to this old harbor, and settled down
in Montreal. One day while loung-
ing about the wharves looking at the
ships, I was suddenly acecosted by a
weak and pleading voice ‘ Oh, sir!is
my hoy, my darling boy Loney sailing
in your ship?’ My old frame shook,
but 1 had sufficient strength to an-
swer, ‘no mother’—and she passed
on.
“So, lads, you see I know her but
she does not know me !

“I could not drive hope from that
faithful heart by making myself
known, or telling her what I know;
yet without boasting myself, lads, 1
do what I can, and thank God, though
she is not aware of it, I am able to
keep her from want.

“ And now—boys—that’s all.”

Every member of the party had
long ago become an attentive listener.
They had drawn closer and closer un-
til their heads almost touched in a
circle about the old man.

For & moment not a word was
spoken.

Finally old Simon rose and filled
his glass.

“ Boys!” said he, “I have just one
toast to propose. Each of you I hope
remembers his mother; the man who
doesn’t, I pity from the bottom of my
heart.”

Raising aloft his glass, he said,
“ Boys—mother.”

They all rose, raised high their
glasses till they clicked together over
the centre of the table,—where they
rested for an instant—then quatied
them off, and without another word
parted their several ways in silence.
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About a week had elapsed since the
night of old Simon’s party and all
Montreal was now in a state of plea-
surable excitement ; five British men-
of-war under Vice-Admiral Sir John
Hopkins, were entering the harbor.

The advent of a single war-ship
always meant a round of gaiety, but
five brought the delight up to fever
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heat; and Montreal’s generous hospi-
tality being well known throughout
the navy, it atforded pleasure also to
officers and sailors alike.

The officers were met at the landing
by a deputation of aldermen,and duly
conducted to the City Hall, where the -
usual speech-making was indulged
in.

A programme was arranged includ-
ing a grand display of the fire brigade,
exhibitions by the sailors, receptions,
dinners, drives, etec. The citizens only
regretted they could not,as on former
occasions, tender a grand ball, Mon-
treal’s society ladies and reigning
belles being now at the sea-side and
other summer resorts.

For several days all was en fete;
Notre Dame and St. James streets re-
sounded to the tread of hardy blue
jackets and marines, amid rousing
cheers from thousands of spectators.

The sailors astonished the citizens
with exhibitions of gun and cutlass
drill on the Champ de Mars; and in
turn were astonished by the magnifi-
cent display of the fire brigade. They
were triumphantly conducted through
the beautiful drives about Mount
Royal Park, and treated to the excit-
ing dash through Lachine Rapids.

There were pic-nics for the men at
the exhibition grounds; and an assault
at arms at the Victoria Rink. The
officers were wined and dined; they
in their turn gave select little recep-
tions on hoard ship, and treated vast
crowds of sight-seers to a display of
search-lights in the evening.

The oitizens fairly beseiged the
ships daily, taking possession of the
huge monsters, overrunning every
corner like a storming party of
Brownies. The sailors evinced much
delight, showing all the minute work-
ings and perfect mechanism of the
great guns, torpedoes, and smaller
rapid firing instruments; conducting
their guests down into the labyrinth
of powerful and intricate machinery,
through the kitchens, even to the coal
bunkers ; everything that might be of
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interest to land lubbers was cheerfully
shown.

But now the week .is ended; it is
Saturday night, the last but two they
are to spend in Montreal ; orders being
given to sail on Tuesday morning.

On this evening the rank and file
of the various city corps decided to
tender a parting reception to the blue
jackets. This was readily responded
to, and until a late hour the armories
which line the great drill hall fairly
burst with sounds of merriment.

Among so large a body of men,
there naturally would be found some
of a more reserved and retiring dis-
position than others ; so, it happened
that about the hour of nine o'clock,
there stood before the great church of
Notre Dame a fine, manly, heavy-
bearded blue jacket, of HM.S. Canada,
who had not felt inclined to join his
comrades.

He stood for a moment, buried in
deep and gloomy thought, undecided
which way he should go.

Finally,turning eastward, he walked
slowly along to the corner of St.
Gabriel street, and entering this nar-
row thoroughfare, directed his steps
down towards the harbor.

At the foot of this street, in a com-
paratively small room, all unknown to
many of the good uptown people of
Montreal, is one of those impromptu
concert halls, where workers about
the wharves sometimes pass an even-
ing.
gl‘he room is provided with a raised
platform at one end, a corner being
curtained off where performers may
dress themselves for character songs,
etc.; about the floor are scattered a
number of small tables with chairs
drawn to each. About these tables
the audience sit, each man enjoying
his beer or pipe as he may choose.
Volunteers are called to fill the pro-
gramnme, and the applause after each
rendering is unstinted.

The sailor, passing down the street,
arrived in front of this concert hall.
He looked in at the window, hesitated
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a moment, lifted the lateh and stood
within. He paused again and looked
around ; observing a vacant table, he
passed to the opposite side and turn-
ing about seated himself in full view
of the window that looks upon the
street. Resting his elbow upon the
table, his chin upon his hand, he gazed
absently out at the flickering lights.

Almost immediately another well
known form entered. “How d’ye, Si-
mon!” “ Bon soir, Simon !” were the
greetings he received from all sides.
To all old Simon passed a friendly nod,
and crossing over, sat down at a table
among his friends, close to the sailor.

Upon this same evening there lies
in a little single-roomed upper tene-
ment, in a back-yard, off one of those
dirty streets which run back from the
canal, a feeble old woman, to whom
the days were long and sad, and the
night time brought no rest.

The lines had drawn deeper about
the poor old face; the eye had lost
some of its lustre; the hands folded
across the breast were thin and worn
—all that week she had not been able
to goout to look for her boy.

She was now drawn down into a
dreamy, unconscious state; she thought
herself back again in the old Irish
home, with all her loved ones about
her; Loney was just starting for the
sea: he was saying farewell ; she turn-
ed to take from its place the minia-
ture of the Virgin Child in the old
brass frame, when, slowly, it seemed
to move, and grow larger, and larger,
until it assumed bodily shape, and
now the Virgin Mother stood forth
in a maze of transparent white, and
looking lovingly upon her, raised the
arm and beckoned with the finger.

Slowly, without resistance, the old
woman raised herself from the bed
and stood up ; the white form beckon-
ed to the door; she followed. Out
into the calm night, on to Common
street, past the harbor offices and
warehouse, she followed, with bent
frame and tottering footsteps. Now
some drunken brawler brushed her

&
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against the wall ; she heeded not. On
she went past Jacques Cartier Square,
and Bounsecours market, up the little
hill, through the open door of the old
church ; on under the dim lights, until
she reached the little chapel of the
manger wherein rests the child form
of the Blessed Saviour. Here her
beautiful shadowy guide cast upon her
one unutterable look of pitying love,
and vanished.

The old woman knelt and bowed
her head. The good FFather, making
his devotions beside the altar, glanced
up for an instant, recognized her, and
almost started from his prayers.

Long she knelt, unable to rise, her
strength exhausted, utterly helpless,
it seemed to her that she must die,
when softly there stole into her ears
those sweet and gentle words:—* I will
never leave thee, nor forsake thee.”
Gaining strength in her trembling
limbs, she arose and passed again into
the night. She looked about for her
heavenly guide; all was dark; but
again in still sweeter sounds came the
words, “I will never leave thee nor
torsake thee”

Groping her way along St. Paul
street, one hand against the wall to
prevent her falling, she came to the
corner of St. Gabriel. Here she rest-
ed a moment, crossed to the other side
and turned down.

She had proceeded but a few yards
when her strength altogether failed.
Staggering to a low grated window,
from which proceeded a dim light, she
sank upon the pavement, and gazed
vacantly into the room.

Some noisy chorus had just been
finished in the concert hall (for such
it was), and the sailor from his posi-
tion beside the little table, was still
gazing thoughtfully out of the window.
He observed the forlorn face, and, with
that unbounded pity which moves the
heart of every noble man, arose quick-
ly from his seat.

OId Simon glanced up at the same
instant, and with a scarcely suppressed
cry of astonishment, passed hurriedly
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out into the street ; the sailor was be-
fore him, and already stood at the old
woman’s side. Simon was just in time
to hear her faltering words: “ O, sir,
is my boy, my darling Loy ;7 the
name passed away in an unintelligible
sob, and great tears rolled down the
withered cheeks. '

The sailor, deeply moved, raised the
poor form in his arms, and without a
word, half leading, half carrying,
guided her tottering steps to a corner
a few yards distant. Here he gazed
about undecided which way to turn.
The old woman, raising her eyes to
his face, lifted her trembling hand and
pointed away along Common street.
Simon finding her in good care turned
about and repaired to his quarters.

The sailor continued on with bhis
charge encouraging her efforts to di-
rect tne way until they arrived at the
foot of the stairs in the back yard;
here,raising her bodily in his arms, he
carried her up the steps, and along the
landing, into her own room, where he
placed her upon the bed.

For several moments neither spoke.
The sailor looked upon her intently,
drawing his hand slowly across his
forehead, as if some dim recollection
of a long ago flitted across his mem-
ory; but it was gone again, swallow-
ed up in the present. Resting his el-
bow against the wall he gave the poor
old body time to recover.

“What took you out so far from
home, and you so weak ?” said he, in
akindly voice, after a pause.

She turned to him her hopeless face,
down which the tears had started
afresh.

“What took me out, lad !’ said she,
“what took me out all these years
that I searched for my boy! and to-
night I thought I was to find him, but
now I will never see his face again.

“As I lie hare upon my bed, I
thought myself back again in the old
home ; I saw the little picture I gave
my boy when he went away—The
Virgin Child in the old brass frame.”

The sailor, who was listening intent-
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ly, now started visibly, clutched his
hand to his breast, and waited for her
to proceed.

“ He went to Liverpool,” said she,
“and sailed away in the Blue Swan,
—my own little curly-headed Loney.”

The sailor’s eyes seemed to start
from his head ; he pressed his hand to
his side and gasped for breath.

The old woman, all unconscious of
his distress, was about to proceed,
when, regaining his power of speech,
he threw out his arms and cried :

“ Mother | mother! I am your boy,
your Loney, I have searched the great
world over for you all these years.”

The old woman raised herself, and
looked earnestly into his noble face;
she came a step nearer, speaking in-
audibly to herself; hesitating, and
fearful, she faltered out: “But my
Loney was a little boy with curly
hair.”

“ Mother ! mother !” he cried, “ that
was thirty years ago, and Loney is
now a man. See! see!”’——tearing open
his shirt—the little picture in the old
brass frame!” '

The mother needed no more ; with a
great glad cry she sprang forward,
and clasped him about the waist; she
knelt upon. the floor and hugged his
knees ; she kissed his feet; all the
time giving vent to the most endearing
expressions of joy and love.

At last the sailor was able to re-
strain her, and raising her gently in
his arms, laid her upon the bed as he
would a babe.

He knelt beside her and held her
hands ; her head lay back upon the
pillow; her face bore a look of happy
contentment and peace, while about
the mouth was the faintest glimmer
of a smile.

The son watched her closely and
anxiously for a long time; he moved
nervously ; a great weight seemed to
be crushing down upon his heart.

“Mother ! mother!” he cried, “ speak
to me. I will never leave you again.
I will love you and care for you all
my life.”
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. The eyes slowly opened, and beamed
forth all the love that shines in a
mother’s heart.

“Loney, darling, I am happy, very
happy ; we shall never part again, for
I will be with you and watch over you
always, my own boy ; raise my hands
and place them upon your head.”

Reverently he obeyed; the lips
moved inaudibly for a moment, then
ceased : the hands fell helplessly by
her side; there was a little sigh, and
all was over.

Loney, with a ringing cry of an-
guish, threw himself across the worn-
out frame, and buried his face in his
arms.

The candle which stood upon the
table flickered itself out, and left the
room in darkness, save for the pale
light of the moon, which shone
through the little window, and fell full
upon the face of the dead.

An hour later the good old priest,
hurrying up the stair and along the
landing, lifted the latch, and looked in
upon the calm face and kneeling
figure.

He hesitated, reverently crossed
himself, closed the door softly, and .
walked away.

The Sabbath morning sun rose
bright and clear, and driving the
moon’s pale shadows from it, Hooded
the room with light.

The sailor had not moved, and all
that day the neighbors observed no
stir in the upper tenement, but about
six o'clock in the evening a blue-jacket
was seen to pass quickly along the
landing, descend the steps, and was
soon lost in the angles of the street.

Iv.

About eight o'clock on Tuesday
morning, early passers to business
stopped to look curiously upon a fun-
eral procession passing up Beaver Hall
Hill. It was not because of the hour
that excited this curiosity, morning
funerals being quite common in Mon-
treal ; but this procession was formed
of simply the hearse, behind which
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walked a single blue-jacket of H.M.S.
Cunada and old Simon Slopehouse.
It continued on up to Sherbrooke
street, and out Cote des Neiges road
to the cemetery.

And now the last sad rites were
over; the two mourners stood beside
a freshly raised mound in a modest
corner of the great burying-ground.
The sailor turned and grasped the
hand of his friend.

“Simon,” said he, “see that it is
kept green until I return to claim the
loved task.”

Turning about they passed quickly
to the Park gates, out upon the road,
crossed over the mountain, and on
down to the harbor.

Walking together, Old Simon im-
parted to the sailor everything heknew
about his mother’s life, how she had
loved him, and anxiously watched for
him so many years.
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At last they reached the wharves.
Again the sailor turned to his friend,
removed his cap, and raised his hand
to heaven.

“Simon ! Simon!” said he, in a
husky voice, “her sweet and blessed
memory leads to a nobler life;
she was “a jewel bright in a setting
rude.””

It was ten o'clock when the Canada
swung out to the stream, and passed
down the river. Upon the stern of
the vessel, apart and alone, stood a
solitary sailor. He never moved a
muscle. Long after the city tops were
lost to view, he remained wrapped in
his own sad thoughts.

Old Simon Slopehouse stood upon
the wharf, and gazed after the ship
until she rounded Longue Point,
then turning about walked slowly
away.

AD FONTEM BANDUSIUM.

BY J. R. N., PORT DOVER, ONT.

(Erom Horace.)

O! fount of Bandusin, than erystal more clear,
Embellished with flew’rets and worthy of wine,

To-morrow a kid thou’lt receive, that shall wear

Its fresh-sprouting horns, as it hastens to join

In love and in war—but in vain ; for the blood

Of this offspring of wantons shall crimson thy flood.

The dog-star can reach not thy shade when he burns

Thou coolest the oxen fatigued at the plough,
And cheerest the flock as it hither returns,

O! fount that shall yet be more famous than now :

For T'll sing of the oak that throws shadows below
O’er the rock, whence thy streams prattle down in their tlow.



THE VOGADL INTERPRETATION OF bITERATURE.

BY THOMAS O'HAGAN, M.A., PuD.

I TAKE it that the vocal interpretation
of literature is a subject of vital in-
terest not alone to public readers and
teachers of elocution, but to all whose
office it is to interpret literature in
the schools and colleges of our land.
It is gratifying to note the increased
interest which is manifested in the
study of literature in our educational
institutions, and that with this in-
creased interest there is also obtaining
a clearer idea of the true aim and pur-
pose of all literary study.

As evidence of this increased inter-
est it may be mentioned that the Chi-
cago Dial published during the past
year a series of papers contributed by
the heads of the departments of Eng-
lish in the universities of Leland,
Stanford, Chicago, Columbia, Cornell,
Yale and Harvard in which were set
forth the scope and methods employed
in the teaching of English at each of
these well known institutions of learn-
ing.

Nor has Canada been wanting in a
share in this new and desirable en-
thusiasm for the study of English—
this modern reaa2ssance in the study
of literature. Canadians noted with
pride the share which Dr. MacLellan
one of our ripest scholars and most
advanced educators, took in the last
meeting of the National Educational
Association of Aimerica, which was
held at Ashbury Park. Dr. MacLellan
took for his subject *“ The Ethical Aim
in Teaching Literature,” and strongly
emphasized the great value of the
spiritual element 1v literature. and the
need of pursuing its study along the
higher plane.

But perhaps the most interesting
symposium upon the study of litera-
ture which has yet appeared may be
found in recent numbers of Poet Lore

published in Boston. The articles
which are worthy of being most care-
fully read are from the pens of Profs.
Carpenter and Triggs of Chicago
University, Prof. Katharine Lee Bates,
Wellesley College, Prof. Sherman,
University of Nebraska, and Prof.
Corson of Cornell University. The
writers are in every case distinguished
scholars who have devoted their lives
to the study of literature, and there-
fore the wisdom of their ripened ex-
perience and the fruitage of their toil
n the special department which they
have made their own, should be of
some value to students and teachers
who have but started out in the morn-
ing of literary life and study.

One thing all these writers unite in
emphasizing—the importance of the
moral and spiritual element in litera-
ture. Now right here the question
arises, How can the teacher best lead
the student to an appreciation of the
spiritual element in literature ? The
spiritual element is indefinite, and
cannot be formulated in terms of x
and y, nor can any process of intel-
lectual analysis touch even the hem
of its sacred garment. Herein, then,
comes the office of the voice and its
importance as a factor in the great
work of literary interpretation. The
fault with much of the teaching of
literature in many of our institutions,
is that it not infrequently takes the
form of mere bright talk about litera-
ture, or what is equally as bad, a bril-
liant performance of literary analy-
tics. To those I would say that they
are not studying literature. I am
speaking particularly now of poetic
literature. Not long ago I visited a
well known collegiate institute in this
province, where I heard an English
Specialist—God save the mark!—
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teach Wordsworth’s beautiful poem,
“To a Highland Girl.” It was pure-
ly a performance of brilliant analytics
—-a showy lesson of no value—which
no doubt would have pleased an in-
spector very much, and been reward-
ed by a grading of Al, all of which
becometh the esoteric few who dare
wear the mantle of specialists. It is
true the class was a junior one, but
that is no reason why the spiritual
import of the poem should not be
placed before them. If analysis or a
study of synonyms were the purpose
or aim in studying the poem, there is
no reason why a prose selection would
not have answered equally well the
end in view. But such is not the aim
in studying poetry, if I understand it
aright. The aim, it seems to me,
should be everywhere, in primary as
well as advanced classes, to lead the
mind up to the height of appreciating
what makes poetry distinet from prose
—and To HOLD the mind up to this
summit till it sees the glories of the
kingdoms of thought, and inhales
something of the choral atmosphere of
the spiritual life around.

Now, what share think you should
the voice have in this great and good
work 7 A share commensurate with
the importance of the spiritual element
as a co-efficient in literature. Ttisthe
office of the voice to interpret the in-
definite and it should never be forgot-
ten that the interpretation of the in-
definite is the great and chief work in
literary study. The world is full of
scholars who can get at the intellectual
thought which articulates a poem, but
how few reach the informing life of
a poem and respond to it. The study
of literature is subjective as well as
objective, yet the majority of our
teachers make of it an objective job.
This would not be the case if the
voice was accorded its place in the
great work of literary interpretation.
Unfortunately, as yet, the vocal inter-
pretation of literature does not re-
ceive the attention which it should in
the schools of Ontario. I have, how-

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE.

ever, a contidence that the day is not
far distant when the voice as a factor
in literary study will receive due re-
cognition in our schools and colleges.

In this age of stress and strain in
educational work, when examinations
and their results count for everything
and the tenure of a teacher’s engage-
ment—which means his bread and
butter—depends upon whether Mary
or Johnnie passes the Entrance or
Primary Examination, it is not to be
wondered at thatin the nervous anxi-
ety to gain alivelihood, teachers should
devote their energies to gristing out
successful candidates, though the work
be done at the expense of true scholar-
ship and culture—especially in the
dowmain of literary study.

Indeed, it was not until a few years
ago that any attention worth mention-
ing was given to the subject of the
vocal interpretation of literature in our
high schools, and then ouly after an
ukuse—a mandement from the educa-
tion department had made the subject
of reading compulsory in the primary
departments of our high schools: and
from what I have learned of the work
done in many schools, I fear the sub-
ject is as yet taught in a very per-
functory way. This is certainly not
the fault of the inspectors who do
everything within their power toen-
courage good reading ; but the truth is,
readers, like singers, are not formed
in a day, aud uutil the voicing of lit-
erary thought be made one of the tests
of hterary study, no improveinent
may be looked for along the line of
the vocal interpretation of literature
in our schools.

The high school teachers blamne the
public school teachers because the
children read so badly when they pass
the Entrance Examinations, forgetting
however, that the publie school teach-
ers, with all their educational virtues
and vices, are the product of theirown
work, and so the charge recoils upon
the heads of the high school teachers
themselves.

Not long ago, I attended a high
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school entertainment at which one of
the staff of teachers read an essay,
and read it so badly that though I am
not in favor of corporal punishment
for school-boy direlections, I confess
that were that high school teacher a
student in my classes I would be dis-
posed to break away from my convic-
tions for the moment and administer
to him a sound flogging for the way
he marred and mangled and treated
shabbily in his reading the very best
thought in his essay. Never was the
great and noble body of Casar rent
by the dagger of the envious Casca as
was the kingly thought in that essay
marred and mangled by the slouchy
lips and dull brain of that High School
teacher. It was indeed made a thing
of shreds and patches. And yet the
strange thing about it is that this same
High School teacher has charge of
reading in the High School with which
he is connected. The root of the evil
lies just here:—The great body of
the teachers of English literature in
our High Schools and Collegiate In-
stitutes, many of whom bask under
the favored sky of specialism, count
the vocal interpretation of litera-
ture as worth little, because it does
not tell at a departmental examina-
tion. They will readily give up hours
to the stitching together or unravel-
ling of sentences, the expansion of
metaphors, philological “chasing of a
panting syllable through time and
space, starting it at home and hunting
it in the dark to Gaul, to Greece, and
into Noah’s ark,” and all the while
lay the flattering unction to their

souls that they are teaching literature,

and teaching it, too, with great
thoroughness and method. Hamlet
had method in his madness, but these
interpreters of literature put madness
in their method.

Perhaps you think my arraignment
too severe. Not so. Nothing is so
benumbing to educational progress as
self-sufficiency. We have, on the
whole, an able body of teachers in the
Public, Separate and High Schools of

441

Ontario, but we are very far yet from
human perfection, especially in the
teaching of literature. Let me, how-
ever, here remark, that when I make
mention of the fact that so-called
specialists in English, oftimes fail to
teach literature, I am not attacking
the system of giving specialists certifi-
cates. I do not believe in that critic-
ally destructive character—that kind
of Byronic revolt against law and
order and progress which would re-
duce everything to chaos and give you
nothing in its stead. What I mean is
that no College, University, Normal
School or School of Pedagogy, canim-
part to a young man the gift or faculty
of teaching literature, if that young
man be not already possessed of the
proper spirit for the work. The mo-
ment you cast around for a method in
teaching literature, you fail. Soul is
necessary to give response to soul, and
no institution, no matter how capable
its teaching staff, or how able its pro-
fessoriate, can furnish its students
with soul power, not even after the
fashion of modern theosophy. It is
the lack of soul power which is so be-
numbing—which is, in fact, death to
the teaching of literature.

It is of this soul power Tennyson
speaks in that beautiful lyric T%e
Bugle, where he says,

““Our echoes roll from soul to soul,
And grow forever and forever.”

Now the gift of vocally interpreting
a poem, depends upon the fulness with
which one has assimilated the in-
forming life of a poem—that is, its
spiritual element. A full assimilation
of a poem must take place ’ere an
attempt be made to voice it otherwise,
it will result in nothing but emptiness
or, as Hamlet says to old Polonius,
simply “ words, words, words.” It will
therefore be seen that the informing
life of a poem, and its correct vocal
interpretation, may be let down as an
equation with its terms co-radical.
This is why good reading calls for a
careful and sympathetic study of lit-
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erature—a literature which, for an
adequate response, calls to deep below
deep in the soul of the reader. I
have frequently noticed, too, that
those who take solely an intellectual
attitude towards a poem, care little for
reading : in fact, make light of the
voice as a means of literary interpre-
tation. The reason is obvious. Such
persons see in a piece of literature,
nothing but intellectual conceptions,
or if they entertain a lurking suspicion
that any spiritual element is resident
therein, they squeeze it out by para-
phrasing or precipitating it from a
concrete into a barren abstraction.

I think a good deal of this soul-
killing, spirit-exorcising must have
been done with the poetry of Words-
worth some two years ago. Perhaps
no other poet has so much of the di-
vine tmmanence in his poetry as
Wordsworth, and that is the reason
why the apparent simplicity of his
poems was death to many a candidate
trained and taught along purely intel-
lectual lines. 1 remember yet some
of the answers given to the questions
set on “The Ode to Immortality.”
The good papers and bad papers struck
you in cycles or batches of ten, twenty,
or thirty, according to the number
writing from each respective school.
Where the papers were good they were

not infrequently very good, but where
they were bad they were intolerably
bad. so that it might be said the bad
papers struck you not only in the form
of eycles but cyclones. From some of
the answers given I should judge that
not a few of the teachers paid no heed
in their teaching to the moral import
of the poem,or, if they did, they had
in view the building up of a new sys-
tem of philosophy—a kind of eclee-
tic school, formed after the image of
the teacher.

Now I venture to say that had the
“Ode to Immortality ” been properly
read, its moral import fully voiced in
the school, the students would never
have strayed away from the spiritual
unity which binds the poem together,
and upon which it is keyed through-
out. Anyone who can feel the spirit-
ual import of “ We are Seven,” can
reach to the height of the meaning
and message in the “ Ode to Immor-
tality,” for it is nothing more or less
than the child’s feeling in “ We are
Seven,” carried into the years of phi-
losophic thought.

Let the voice therefore have its
place in the schoolroom as a God-
given instrument, freighted with eter-
nal thought, and revealing the poet’s
message of inspiration through the
divine wisdom of the soul.

AUTUMN VOICES.

They beautify our pathways with their bloom,
Yet, ere we know them to be summer ow’rs,
They shed their petals, spend their sweet perfume,
And leave us list'ning in the lovely bow’rs

To dreary autumn'’s dismal lay ;

' hat sadly sighs and sings ‘¢ v

away !

Those faces fair and angel forms that fling
Their beauty and their sweetness o’er our lives,
They, too, will leave us lone and sorrowing ;
When unforeseen that messenger arrives.
Whose muffled voice some unknown day,

Steals round to all and moans ‘*away !”

—Ern~est E. LE1GH.
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BUCK Shoofmg.

BY STUART JENKINS.

CANADA is pre-eminently the home of
the wild duyck, and duck shooting
might almost be called our national
sport. From the salt marshes of Nova
Scotia to the Rocky Mountains, and
as far north as a man may care to go,
there is hardly a pond or creek, lake,
“slew ” or river, which has not got its
complement of wild fowl. Even such
an unpromising spot as Toronto Bay
yields its quota to the list of slain,
and must prove a source of consider-
able revenue to the gun shops, because
the shots are many if the ducks are
few. I met a man last fall coming
from the mouth of the Humber with
a very fair bag of buffie-heads, and
some years ago Ashbridge’s Bay, not-
withstanding its nearness to Toronto,
used to be alive with ducksin the early
morning.

It is in the great North-West, how-
ever, that the wild fowl swarm in the
greatest numbers, and with a variety
that has so far escaped the keenest
naturalist. 1 have myself shot twenty-
seven distinct varieties, and there are
many more thatI failed tobring to bag.
No one, who has not been out there,
can form any conception of their great
variety or their countless myriads.

On one occasion I was camped for
three days on the Battleford trail, and
during that time there was not a mo-
ment, day or night, that the air was
not filled with the clangour of wild
geese flying south. And with them,
swift and silent, went ducks in num-
bers that defied calculation. I tried

to estimate the number of geese that
passed over during the three days, but
the result was apparently so outrage-
ous that I refrain from giving it.
Some idea of the kind of shooting to
be got there may be gathered from the
fact that the Methodist missionary at
Vietoria on the North Saskatchewan
shot eighty geese in one day.

There is good duck shooting very
much nearer Toronto than that, how-
ever. Leaving out Long Point, which
18 not for the Vu]gar Ontario possess-
es in the Georgian Bay an almost un-
limited and hitherto wunexploited
shooting ground. In the first place it
is one of the largest breeding grounds
for black duck on the continent. But
besides these, in the early spring and
late fall, the bays and channels, as well
as the small inland lakes,are crowded
with ducks and geese, with here and
there a swan to gladden the hunter’s
heart or the reverse, as he happens to
hit or miss. So far as my experience
goes, and it extends over fourteen
years, sixteen varieties of ducks are
to be found on the Georgian Bay;
Black, Grey and Wood ducks, Pintail,
Canvas- back, Red Head, Blue Bill,
Whistler, Buﬂie-head, F an-head, But-
ter-ball, two kinds of Teal, two kinds
of Saw-bills, and the Squaw duck.
Of these the most plentiful are Black,
Canvas-back, Whistler, Buflle-head,
and Fan-head. Geese are only met
with in certain localities, but then in
very large flocks.

One spring a flock came up the
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channel and lit on the ice opposite
Little Current, which, when on the
wing, extended the vxhole length of
an island known to be a mile and a
half long. By a calculation, which
was well within the mark, I came to
the conclusion that there were not less
than 90,000 geese in it. That, how-
ever, was exceptional, the average
flocks run from eighty to three hun-
dred.

In this northern climate the wild
drakes are the most beautiful birds we
have, and I do not know that, in this
respect, they are not equal to anything
that flies. The iridescent hues of the
butfle-head’s crest vie with the tints of
the humming bird, and the green-
winged teal need never hide his head
betore the grandest bird of paradise.
The stately mallard, the wood drake,
and the olive-tinted broad bill, when
seen in their unsullied purity, are
unexcelled in the richness and har-
mony of their coloring; and even the
sober black duck has a beauty of his
own, although most men value him for
his qualities when turned off the spit.
Take him all round he is the sports-
man’s noblest quarry, combining as he
does these qualities, with an extreme
wariness and a power of carrying off
shot which is only equalled by the
despised sawbill. I once fired at a
black duck which sprang unexpected-
ly out of a bed of rushes not thirty
yards from where I was standing.
The bird never swerved, but went on
strong and straight,and yet I feltsure
that he was hit, and so stood and
watched him. He flew a good three
quarters of a mile, and then suddenly
turned over and over, and fell dead
upon the water. I went out in my
canoe and picked him up, and when
he was plucked I found that he had
nine grains of No. 4 shot under the
wing. On another occasion I fived at
a black duck in much the same way,
and it went on unmoved and lit on
the other side of a small island three
hundred yards away, and when [
went round in my cance I found it
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lying breast up, dead. In this case
the bird was hit by just one
grain of shot, and that passed
through the heart. I give these
two instances for the benefit of
beginners who are apt to think that
unless a bird drops at onece it must
have been missed. In nine cases out
of ten, unless a wing is broken, the
bird will go on, plobably to die by in-
ches under some bush or tuft of grass,
a most miserable and unsatisfactory
conclusion for the sportsman as well
as the bird.

But apart from its inseparable cru-
elty, duck-shooting is a, noble sport,
and no man can devote himself to it
without in the end being benefited,
physically, mentally, and morally.
This is a large claim, but I think it is
justifiable. The duck-shooter will find
that his patience, pluck and endurance
will be taxed to the utmost, and that
his success will be in exact proportion
to his display of these qualities. The
man who gets up two hours before
daylight on a cold November morning,
and faces a north-east storm, is not
likely to be a milksop ; and if he has
the patience to sit it out until ten
o'clock with only six ducks for a re-
ward, he has learned a lesson in endu-
rance which may stand him in good
stead in other and more serious situ-
ations. Indeed he will find that the
variety of the demands made upon the
resourcefulness of his nature consti-
tutes a mental discipline of the most
valuable kind, and he will come in
time to adopt and act up to Horace’s
maxim. “ Never get in a pucker, when
you are in a tlght; place.”*

Then the scenes in which he moves
permeate his being, and lift him from
the sordid rut of life. He sees the day
in the beauty of its dawning, and
every mood of nature is a familiar
friend. The language of the silent
earth is to him no unintelligible dumb

* Zqam memento rebus in arduis
Servare mentem.”
It may be well, perhaps, in order to avoid misappre-

hension, to state distinctly, that the translation ia the
text is not Mr. Gladstone’s,
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show, but rather the soft rythm of
cEolian sounds flowing from the vi-
brant chords of life. The forced in-
activity of the hide is productive of
many thoughts not set forth in books
or taught in schools, and he must be
gross indeed who does not find his
mental being purified by constant in-
tercourse with uncontaminated nature.

I have shot, as man and boy, for
close on twenty-five years, and I have
found out this,—that the true sports-
man is in every case a gentleman,
whether he comes from the farm, the
mill-yard, or the wealthier occupations
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wards the passing shore. Ahead, each
tree and blutt’ is sharply outlined
against the fading glory of the west,
while every rock and stone is blackly
silhouetted on the fluid gold which
laps so gently at its base. Every now
and then the soft stillness is broken
by the rush of wings beating the air
in homeward flight, and a flock of be-
lated black duck flashes overhead and
is swallowed up in the gathering
darkness ; or, some crane, startled
from monopodic meditation into awk-
ward struggling flight, rises from the
shore with harsh “K-r-raak, K-r-raak,”

¥

and flaps lazily
7 away.
November has

its joys when the
sharp, eager bark
of the spaniel ig
followed by the
whir of rising
grouse and you
shoot by instinet,
rather than sight,
at the brown forms
which glance so
swiftly through the
leafless stems. But
give me the soft
September nights
on the Georgian

‘“A QUICK SHOT.”

of the city; but it is perhaps unne-
cessary to add that every man who
shoots is not necessarily a sportsman.

The duck shooter’s experiences do
not, however, always involve stern en-
durance. There are times when na-
ture and fortune alike smile upon him,
and as he paddles back to camp with
steady, silent stroke, both mind and
body are conscious of such thorough
well-being, that he feels that it is well
to have lived. In the bow of the
canoe, mixed up with decoys, lies the
heap of slain, while at his knees
crouches the faithful spaniel, his head
resting on the gun’l, with ears erect,
and sharp, enquiring nose pointed to-

D

Bay. They have
no equal in the
world.

It was on just such an occasion that
I made the sketch which I have called
“ A Quick Shot.” It was an absolutely
perfect day, late in September, and I
started out about two o'clock in the
afternoon and headed for a bay which
is a favorite camping-ground for black
duck. I had almost reached my hide,
when the well-known whistle of wings
over my right shoulder, caused me to
glance quickly up. There were two
black duck just above me and strain-
ing every nerve to get by. I man-
aged to drop my paddle, grab my gun,
cock it, and fire in time to catch the
hindermost duck, the other escaping
an inetiective second barrel. The dog
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sprang up at the report, and the next
instant was in the water, jumping
clean from the centre of the canoe, a
trick which he had taught himself
after one upset, in which, I regret to
say, I participated. I set out my de-
coys, got into the hide, and passed an
hour without seeing a feather. Then
the beauty of the day and of the scene
before me, gradually won its way to
my attention.

The surface of the lake was like a
mill-pond, with lazy puffs now and
~ then stealing languidly over it. The
trees were putting on their brilliant
autumn dress, and the air was full of
the pink haze of Indian summer. I
took my sketching block and colors
out of the game bag and commenced
to put on paper the incident of the
shot. I was soengrossed in my work
that I allowed half-a-dozen ducks to
go by me without sending anything
more deadly than a malediction after
them. As the sun touched the hori-
zon I finished the sketch, and, putting
it by, gripped my gun and prepared
for business, for the next hour repre-
sented the cream of the afternoon.
Another twenty minutes passed with
nothing in sight,and it began to grow
dusk. Suddenly there was the indes-
cribable hustling rush of many wings,
and a big flock swooped down and
lit away out of range. Flock after
flock followed until the bay must have
been full, but not a brute of them
came within reach. I was beginning
to express myself freely in a vicious
whisper, when two black duck lit to
my decoys, and although it was so
dark T could hardly see the sight on
my gun, I got them both, one on the
water and one on the wing. With a
roar like a waterfall the bay gave up
its ducks, and for ten minutes the
air was full of glancing forms and
whistling wings. It was easier sight-
ing against the sky, and I got five
more birds, and then the show was
over. The darkness seemed to have
fallen like the lid of a box, and picking
up my decoys I paddled back to camp.
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If a big bag is the object, decoy
shooting 1s, of course, the most suc-
cessful method of hunting ducks, but
I must confess that I have a decided
weakness for stalking or erawling.
There is more variety about it, and it
requires an infinite amount of pati-
ence and skill. It is hard work, too,
in a rocky country like the Georgian
Bay district, and 1t plays the dickens
with one’s gun; but then the compen-
sations are great. To crawl over a
hundred yards of honey-comb rock
with nothing but a tuft of grass or
weeds here and there for shelter, and
then get your bird is an experience
that counts many points in the sum
total of your outing. If you happen
to put him up or miss him through
strained and shaking muscles, the sen-
sation is different, but then most
sportsmen have a safety valve.

Last fall I had an exceptional ex-
perience in stalking on a lake which
rarely echoes to any gun but mine.
It is a beautiful sheet of water a mile
and a quarter long by half a mile
wide, bush-girt, except in one corner,
where the soil is too shallow to sup-
port anything but a wiry grass and
the trailing vines of the pigeon berry.
Close to this open spot is the outlet, a
creek running through a black ash
swale, and here the lake narrowsinto
a long bay, the shores of which are
fringed with willow, birch and cedar.
There are few days in the fall when
this bay is not covered with ducks.
For some years I have had a canoe
and half a dozen decoys “cached” on
the lake, and although it lies inland
two miles from my shanty, it yields
me many scores of ducks every season.

Thither I walked one day last No-
vember, beating the bluffs of timber as
I went for partridge, and bagging fine
birds. Then calling my dog to heel,
I crept down to where iy canoe lay
hid. I ducked to avoid a low bLranch,
and bobbed up again within a foot of
a partridge taking his noonday siesta.
He lit out the quickest way he knew
how, and with a noise that made me
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Jjump, for I did not see him till he
flew. He grounded again about sixty
yards further up the bay, and I un-
slung my game-bag, and threw it
down to keep the dog quiet, and fol-
lowed up. 1 cast one rapid glance
over the water before I turned away,
and saw nothing but a big flock of
sawbills on the far side. But when I

A MEGANZA.

got opposite the spot where the part-
ridge had gone down, I was startled
by a tremendous splashing and quack-
ing on the other side of the willows.
I knew the sound well enough ; it was
a lot of ducks playing.

Partridge ceased to be any further
attraction, and I dropped on my knees
and commenced to make for the
water’s edge. I only had about fif-
teen feet to go, and I think I was fif-
teen minutes doing it. It was a tang-
ed willow brake, full of dead limbs,
and the ground was covered with crisp
dead leaves, about as nasty a place to
creep through as a man could find.
The day was deathly still, and a snap-
ping twig would have sounded like a
pistol shot. I passed within six feet
of the partridge, and the brute seemed
to know there was no danger, for it
eyed me with great contempt, and
then walked off with its head in the
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air. It made far more noise on the
leaves than I did. At last I reached
the fringe of long grass on the shore,
and got a clear view of the water, and
it was a sight worth coming far to see.
About sixty ducks, principally fan-
heads and bufHle-heads, were playing
at the head of the bay, seventy yards
off, dashing, splashing, quacking; do-
ing, in fact, every-
thing that a duck
can do, which is far
more than most
people suppose. A
dozenor so of black
duck floated in the
centre, looking on
withdignified com-
plaisance at the an-
tics of the smaller
fry, and quack-
ing grave appro-
val. Sometimes a
saucy fan - head
would  approach
too near the sa-
cred presence, and
a lordly drake
would reach out
and grab him by
his tufted poll, and shake right heart-
ily. Then such a rush and splut-
ter, and brave display of mimic fury
on the part of the riotous mob. Such
glancing flights and sudden plunges.
Such lowering of broad-billed heads,
and shaking of purple-barred brown
pinions, and chorus upon chorus of
bass and treble quackings. Then the
combatants would part by wmutual
consent, with much flapping of wings
and settling of rutlled feathers, and
the play would commence again. I
lay and watched them for half-an-
hour. for they kept just out of range,
and I had plenty of opportunity.

At length a buftle-head drake separ-
ated himself from the ruck and came
towards me. He climbed out on a
stone six feet in front of me, and set
to work to preen and plume himself
with scrupulous care, little dreaming
that the deadly barrels lurked so near.



443

Such a dainty little fellow, a very
paragon of ducks! To human eyes
his beantiful dress seemed pertect, yet
he found plenty to do, and combed,
and smoothed, and patted away as
if his life depended upon it. Two
females of his kind came in. off the
lake and lit a few yards from him,
and then swam up and poked his
snowy breast and dibbled at his bill,
while he threw back his head and
shook the gleaming colors from his
jewelled crest, and answered with soft
cooings and quaint bows and postur-
ings. Then they sailed away, casting
coy glances backward and he for one
brief instant made as if he would fol-
low them, but the ruling passion of
the male mind got the better of the
softer feelings. Vanity conquered
love, and he went on with his toilet.
He must have been a most conceited
dandy, for he took agood half hour to
his dressing, and then slid off the stone
and swam proudly away. 1 let Lhim
go, and if he had been the only duck
in sight, I do not think I would have
shot him.

Soon after he left me, I heard the
big mill whistle, six miles away, boom
for one o’clock. I had heard twelve
o'clock blow as I got to the water’s
edge, so that I had been lying there
an hour. It did not seem half the
time. Presently the merry-makers at
the head of the bay, gave up their
frolicking and prepared toleave. This
was what I had been waiting for.
The black duck came first in a bunch.
When they got opposite to me, I killed
three on the water, and a fourth as
they rose. Then I sprang to my feet
and reloaded for the rush. Contrary
to my expectation, they dribbled out
in small batches instead of rising in a
body. I fired eight shots before the
flight was over, and dropped eight
birds, dead without a flutter. I was
nursing the smoking gun and count-
ing the spoil, when a single duck
sprank from the grass at the extreme
end of the bay and came whizzing
past me. I crammed in another cart-
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ridge and let go at him, but he went.
on unscathed.

When I came to examine my belt I
found that in the agony of my feel-
ing I had tired acharge of buck shot
at him.  The whole thing had passed
inside of two minutes. I had fired
eleven shots, and had twelve ducks to
show for them. It was the best and
quickest work I ever did, and it is al-
together likely that I shall never do
as well again, for such chances do not
come often in a lifetime, and when
they o one is not always able to take
advantage of them. Itis not every
day that a man is in good shooting
form. Most moderate sports know
the helpless and irritating feeling that
comes over one when bird after bird
gets away for no assignable reason.
There are some immaculate gentlemen
who boast that they “never miss.”
They are to be envied, but as a rule
they are not good company.

I have said that every man who
shoots is not necessarily a sportsman.
There are some men—luckily their
number is not large—who think that
a day’s duck shooting consists of two
ducks and a gallon of whiskey. They
are to be rigorously avoided. I was
once taken in most woefully by a man
of this sort. He belonged to the
“jolly good fellow ” class, and played
tennis better than most. He had a
spick and span hammerless gun that
he paid three prices for, and I felt al-
most ashamed of my battered, service
worn old shooting iron when the two
were side by side. I will call this
gentleman Hopkins-Smyth, or Hop,
for short.

Hop was a most enthusiastic man,
and could talk more sport in half an
hour than anyone I ever met. Some
of the bags he had made were tre-
mendous. When you went to his
rooms he would bring out his iinma-
culate gun, polish it tenderly with a
silk handkerchief, and then sit and
nurse it and reel out story after story
of past outings until his hearers turn-
ed green with envy. Of course I dis-
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counted his statements. I was too
old a hand to swallow them whole
and the condition of his gun made
me suspicious. It did not look like
hard work. Nevertheless T was so
far deceived as to ask him to put in
a week with me on the Georgian Bay.

I went on ahead and had a very
good week by myself, and then Hop
arrived. He got a guide to run him
over from the village where the steam-
boat had landed him, and when I first
caught sight of him he was staggering
up to the shanty with a tive gallon jug
of whiskey.

“Phew ! he exclaimed, as he drop-
ped the jug on the “stoop,” “that’s
hard work. How are you, old man ?
Have you got any water round 7 Let’s
have a wet.”

That expression, “Let’s have a
wet,” became painfully familiar before
the week was out. Hop never got
drunk, or anything approaching it, as
far as I could sce, but he soaked up
whiskey as dry sand will absorb water,
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gret breakfast in fifteen minutes. The
decoys were set out about a hundred
and tifty yards from camp, and there
was no need to get up any earlier.
Then I went to sleep. I had been off
about half an hour, when I was
brought bolt upright by a tremendous
crash, followed by a groan, a grunt,
and then some of the most emphatie
cursing I ever listened to.

“What in blazes are you trying to
do 7?7 T called out.

“It’s all right, old man,” answered
Hop’s voice out of the darkness. «I
fell over the water-pail, that's all. I
set it handy before I went to bed, in
case I might be thirsty, but when I
got out just now I lost my bearings
somehow. Suffering Moses! I've got
a bark on my shin a foot long.”

I got out of bed and landed in a
puddle of ice-cold water. 1 am afraid
I swore. 1 slopped about and got the
lamp lit, hunted out some sticking
plaster, and patched up his shin, which
was pretty badly skinned. Then I

got him into lis

bunk, swept the
water out of the
door, and prepared
to turninoncemore.

“ It’'s really too
bad, old man,” Hop
said, with an ex-
pression of great
contrition, * Let’s
have a wet.”

I declined and
blew out the light.
It was then half-
past twelve. After
some tossing about
I fell asleep, and

THE BLACK DUCK.

and when I declined to drink with
him, he drank alone ; it made no dif-
ference. .

I explained to him that night when
we turned in that I had set the alarm
<lock for four o’clock, and that I could

every nerve in my
body was clinging
to the drowsy, god-
like burr, when I
was roused by the rattling of the
sheet-iron camp stove, and became
conscious that the lamp was lit, and
that Hop was busy kindling the
fire.

“ What's the matter now 2” Iasked,
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rubbing my eyes.
oft 7”

“Oh,no! It's only two o’clock. I
thought I would get up and get break-
tast without waking you. Feel thirsty
this morning ¢ Let’s have a wet.”

1 groaned in spirit and turned out.
It was the only thing to do. After
breakfast was over, we sat and smok-
ed for two hours, while Hop spun
some of his elaborate hunting yarns,
and then I took him down to his hide,
pointed out where I was going my-
self, and left hin to his own devices.
We were parted on either side of a
narrow inlet, which was really a con-
tinuation of a creek emptying out of
one of the lakes on the island where
my shanty is built. This inlet is
about eighty yards wide by four hun-
dred long, and is a favorite feeding
ground for all kinds of ducks, but
more especially black duck. My hide
was a hundred yards nearer the mouth,
and I paddled across, laid the canoe
back in the bushes and effaced my-
self.

Five minutes—ten minutes. The
light poured slowly and imperceptibly
over the eastern rim of the horizon.
One by one the decoys emerged from
the gloom until I could see those far-
thest out.

“ Swish-sh—yplop-plop.

Two black duck have lit below me,
and are regarding the wooden efhfrxeq
with staring eye and rigid neck. Gra-
dually they unbend: the heads are
lowered,and they come sailing straight
towards me. They are within ascant
forty yards, and I cautiously cover
them.

“ Say old man, didu’t you hear some-
thing 1n the water just now 7”7 This
with a regular telephone bellow.

Up sprang the ducks, and bang-
bang went my two barrels, winging
the first and killing the second bird.
I looked up and finished the wounded
duck, to an accompaniment of excited
shouts.

“ Where are they ?
you get?

“ Did the alarm go

”

How many did
Have you killed him ?2—
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Where the devil are they ? Give a
man a chance, can’t you ?”

I explained matters briefly, and once
more we settled down, and silence
reigned for a while. Presently I heard
a portentous yawn. I looked across,

and could sce Hop’s glistening harrels

jerking uneasily about above his hide.

Then his hat appeared, and finally his
face, shining ruddy in the gathering
castern light. Half a dozen whistlers
came down the creek and plumped
right in the middle of his decoys. I
saw him take a hasty aim and one re-
port followed. The six rose as one
bird and sped away down the creek,
while Hop sprang to his feet.

“I nailed him,” he shouted. “I've
blown the head clean off him.” And
so he had, but it was the head of one
of my decoys.

“You've spoiled a good decoy,” I
answered rather rounhly “ Sit down
and mind what youre doing next
time.”

There was a pause. Then across
the water came “ A Life On the Ocean
Wave,” hummed sonorously. Then
silence. I sighted a flock of black
duck coming up the creek,and my
grip tightened nervously on my gun.
On they came with swift, even flight,
and had actually set their wings for
lighting, when:

“Say old man! The Governor of
North Carolina made a remark did'nt
he ? Let's have wet.”

The dueks swerved like lightning
to the south, and the chance was gone.
I sprang to my feet.

“I'm going up the ereek,” I shouted
savagely, and marched off.

I followed the creek up to the lake,
made a scientific stalk on three ducks,
and by patiently waiting got the lot
for two barrels, and then cr 0ssing over,,
walked back on the other side. I
crept silently up to Hop’s hide and
looked in. He was leaning back
against a stout cedar, fast aslecp with
his mouth wide open. I glanced over
the outer edge of the hide, and there
were two ducks quietly feeding just
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MALLARDS,

outside his decoys. Then I fired both
barrels right over his head, and I be-
lieve he thought the day of judgment
had come, for he sprang to his feet
with a yell like a Comanche, and if I
had not caught him by the arm would
have come an awful cropper on the
back of hishead. I don’t know how
many “wets” it took to steady his
nerves again, but I know he did not
try any more decoy shooting that day.
He said “he guessed he’d go up to
the shanty and have a snooze ; that
he wasn’t used to
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at the birds he
missed. The ar-

| rangement worked
- better than I had
| hoped.

' We got a dozen
ducks in the first
balf hour; that is
Hop got two, and
I accounted for the
others. But I made
a discovery. He
invariably shut his
eyes when he pu'l-
ed the trigger.
When I gently
suggested that it
might be a good
idea to keep his
eye open he got
quite huffed and assured me I was
completely mistaken, and that the
reason he did not kill more ducks
was that his cartridges were bad.
Then he had a “wet” Presently
a duck came straight towards us,
and flew right over our heads. It
is a shot I hate, and very often
miss. I swung round and let go at
him, and he went on his way rejoic-
ing, while Hop looked very wise, and
I said something not worth repeating.
The report of my gun started up

———— =

getting up so early
in the morning:
and would I havea
wet just to show
there was no hard
feeling 7”7 I was so
glad to get rid of
him that 1 com-

plied.

Next morning 1
tried a different
arrangement. I
bunched the de-

coys, and we both
got into the same
hide. I thought
I could keep him

$onmT "‘ v " ) L ~,¢~M:§P

quiet, and I would
at least geta chance

SAW-BILLS.
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seven ducks a hundred yards above
us, and they came down like the
wind.

“ Now’s your chance.” I whispered,
fully expecting that he would miss
them, and feel properly humbled. But
little 1 knew the possibilities of a
man like Hop. Hesighted them just as
they got opposite the hide, and clap-
ping his gun to his shoulder, fired
anyhow. Wonderof wonders! Down
came three of them with a resounding
splash, dead. He gazed at them a
moment in petrified astonishment,
and then sprang to his feet,

“What!” he exclaimed. “Three of
them! My Great Scott! What a
shot! Say, old man, I rather wiped
your eye that time, ch?”

He had, and I humbly acknow-
ledged it. I had to lay violent hands
on him to prevent his wading in after
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the ducks,and he spent the day looking
at them, and talking about the “ mag-
nificent shot : ” and the number of wets
he found it necessary to take in order
to christen the ducks must have run
the demijohn down at least three in-
ches

Hopkins-Smyth and I putin a week
of discomfort, and parted with a mu-
tual feeling of relief. He was a poor
sportsman, an execrable shot, and an
unmitigated nuisance round the camp,
with his eternal whiskey. I saw him
depart with pleasure. He, on his part,
told his particular friends that 1 was
the slowest poke he ever met; that I
could not even take my whiskey like
a man, and that I actually refused to
smoke before breakfast for fear of
spoiling my shooting. And onall three
counts I believe I must stand con-
vieted.

IscOOKING BACKWARD.

Silv'ry streams of recollection,

Glimw’ring down the golden years,

Break their sparkling sprays of music

All about life’s stony cares.

And from yonder past comes stealing
Starry stores of treasur'd light ;

Seatt'ring wide with rifts of glory
Sorrow’s broken clouds of night.

—Erx~Est E. Leicn.
‘



THE FINANGIAL INGIDENTS OF WAR.

BY A.

It is not to be expected that oppo-
nents of Imperial Federation would
intentionally furnish an argument in
its favor ; but occasionally, in the
energy of their attack, they stumble
into 1mportant admissions.

In some recently-published “ Essays
On Questions of the Day,” an adinis-
sion of this nature is made by Mr.
Goldwin Smith, who, writing upon the
subject of “The Empire,” says (page
162):

““This question of the relation of the Col-
onies cannot be set aside as impractical. It
may at any moment present itself in the most
practical form : for « maritime war wordd at
onee veceal the Tnability of England to protect
her distant dependencies, and the inalality of
the dependencies to defend their own trade.”

I doubt whether the case for Iinpe-
rial Federation has ever been summed
up by any of its ablest advocates more
clearly or concisely than it is in the
above short extract.

Taking for my text the portion of
the extract which I have #talicized, I
desire to point out and illustrate, by
reference to history, the financial
losses which would necessarily accom-
pany war, but which it is a leading
object of Imperial Federation to miti-
gate or prevent.

The position and interests of Great
Britain are not identical with those of
her Colonies, and therefore it is neces-
sary to deal with these interests sepa-
rately.

Firstly, then, let us regard the
matter '

FROM AN ENGLISH POINT OF VIEW,

The losses which England would
certainly sustain, in the event of war,
may be divided roughly under two
headings :

(1). Damage to commerce ; (2). Loss
-of capital invested in the Colonies.

C.

GALT.

I. DAMAGE TO COMMERCE.

Since the accession of Queen Vie-
toria the annual trade of Great Britain
has increased from £155,000,000, in
1837, to £682,700,000, in 1894, and
this, notwithstanding several years of
great depression. The latter sum,
enormous as it is, does not include the
value of the shipping, but only of the
goods imported and exported. The in-
stance of a destruction of a nation’s
commeree, to which I shall presently
allude, may not at first sight seem ap-
plicable to England to-day, inasmuch
as she possesses the finest navy in the
world, whereas the United States at
the date of the war of 1812, probably
had a very poor navy. But a squad-
ron cruising in the KEnglish Channel
cannot at the same time protect the
harbor of Quebee, or the shipping in
the River Si. Lawrence.

Sir Charles Dilke (Problems of
Greater Brituin, page 0633), puts it
this way :

1 do not for a moment question the state:
ment that the British navy is fully able to de-
fend the United Kingdom if it is concentrated
in home waters. Nothing, however, in war
is more certain to be ultimately fatal than to
relinquish the power of the initiative and of
attack. If our fleets are to he concentrated
for home defence, they must abandon the re-
mainder of the Kmpire, of which only some
portions are able to defend themselves, and
we must sooner or later be ruined or par-
tially starved in the British Isles. The aban-
donment of Greater Britain would involve the
destruction of our commerce, and would be
as severe a blow to the Empire as the inva-
sion of England and capture of London itself.
When, therefore, the naval schocl which I
have mentioned points to supposed facts in
proof of the contention that a superior naval
force in home waters could defend the coua-
try against invasion, I have only to ask what
is the practical application of this platitude to
a scheme of defence of the British Ewmpire ?
If we were to concentrate at the Nore and in
the Channel a fleet superior in strength to
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those of two Kuropean powers, they would
not be mad enough to attack our huge arm-
ada, but would sweep our cruisers fiom the
ocean, capture our merchant ships, direct
expeditions against our coaling stations and
our colonies, and destroy the whole editice of
that commerce by which the population of the
United Kingdom is supported.”

For the purpose, then, of Colonial
or merchant shipping defence, an ab-
sent navy may be regarded practically
as a non-existent navy, and this en-
ables us to apply the lesson which the
war of 1812 teaches us. In those
days we may well believe that, in the
absence of telegraphs,cables and steam,
wars lasted much longer than they
would at present. It by no means fol-
lows that the destruction and expense
of a war is at all reduced by being ac-
complished in a shorter time. Theso-
called war of 1812 was not terminat-
ed until 1841, and its effect upon the
commerce of the United States is thus
described by Allison (Hist. of Europe,
American Ed., 1859, Vol. 1V., page
482):

* Perhaps no nation ever suffered so se-
verely as the Americans did from this war,
in their external and commercial relations.
Their foreign trade, anterior to the estrange-
ment from Great Britain, so flourishing as to
amount to £22,000,000 of exports and £28,-
000 000 of imports, carried on 1 1,300 040
tons of shipping, was, I terally speaking, and
by no figure of speech, annibilated ; for the
official returns show that the former had
sunk, in 1814, to £1,400,000, or a little more
than an eighteenth part of their former
amount ; the latter to less than three mil-
lions.  The capture of no less than fourteen
hundred American vessels of war and mer-
chandise appeared in the London azette
during the two years and a half of its con-
tinuance, besides probably an equal nun-
ber, which were too inconsiderable to enter
that register ; and, although, no doubt. they
retaliated actively and effectively by their
ships of war and privateers on British com-
merce, yet their number was too small to
produce any considerab'e sct-off to such in-
mense losses; and the rapid growth of Brit-
ish comm ree, when placed in juxtaposition
to the almost total ex inction of that of the
United States, demonstrates decisively that
that while the contest lasted, the sinews of
war were increasing in one country as fast as
they were drying up in the other. In truth,
the ordinary Awerican revenue, almost en-
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tirely derived from Custom House duties,
nearly vanished during the continuance of
the war, and the deficit required to be made
up by excise and direct taxes levied in the
interior, and loans, which in the year 1814
amounted to no less than $20,500,000, or
above £4,000 000 sterling ; an immense sum
for a state, the annual income of which in or-
dinary times was only $23,000,000, or £4,-
600,000, 'Two-thirds of the mercantile and
trading classes in all the States of the Union
became Insolvent during these disastrous
years.”

The substantial accuracy of this ac-
count is shewn by the circumstance
that the Editor of the American edi-
tion takes occasion to correct inaccur-
acies respecting the American War, but
the above extract is allowed to go un-
challenged.

The vast extent of England’s mer-
chant shipping increases, rather than
diminishes, the risk of loss by war.

(2) Loss OF CAPITAL INVESTED IN
THE COLONIES.

The wealth of Great Britain is not.
all retained within her shores. Un-
told millions, roughly estimated by
those who have studied the subject at
upwards of £1,000,000,000, are out-
standing upon Colonial securities, the
income of whichflows back continuous-
ly to British investors. Self-interest
alone would seem to demand an earn-
est effort on the part of Great Britain
in her character of mortgagee of these
Colonial estates and securities, to
adopt such measures in conjunction
with the Governments of the Colonies
as may prevent the vast and irvepar-
able waste which a war might occa-
sion. A disconnected Kinpire cannot
accomplish this. A confederated Em-
pire could.

Let us see how the question looks

FROM A COLONIAL POINT OF VIEW.

All that has been said above re-
specting the commerce of Great Bri-
tain applies with even greater force to
the Colonies. Some of them have
large shipping interests of their own.
Canada, for example, ranks high
among the ship-owning countries of
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the world. But our ports are few in
number, and, in the absence of British
warships, might be casily blockaded
by a small detachment from the
enemy’s Hleet, and our shipping is thus
exposed to the fate which overtook
America’s shipping in the war of
1812,

There are, however, other considera-
tions, specially applicable to the Col-
onies, which teach the same lesson,
and point to Imperial Federation as
an urgent necessity : (1) The present
insecurity of the Colonies, and their
liability to capture in case of war.
(2) The enormous losses they would
sustain even in successfully repelling
an enemy.

In connection with the first of these
reasons, we must bear in mind that in
the event of a coalition of two or more
European powers against England,
the greater portion of the navy would
necessarily have to be withdrawn
from outlying Colonies to protect the
United Kingdom. Nor could we fair-
ly complain. The navy alone costs
about £14,000,000 a year to maintain,
nearly all of which amount is contri-
buted by the British tax-payers, while
we pay no part of it. The only col-
ony which has had the wisdom to se-
cure somne naval protectionis Australia,
which, for the moderate annual sum
sum of £126,000 has secured a squad-
ron of seven warships for her own
waters.

But leaving Australia, for the mo-
ment, out of consideration, which of
the Colonies could, in the absence of
England’s warships, successfully resist
a sudden attack ?

The history of England’s naval pro-
wess, and of the mode in which many
of her colonies were acquired, reveals
what might take place in case of war.
One hundred years ago England was
at war with France, and we read in
Alison (Hist. Europe, Vol. I, p. 324):

¢ Meanwhile the ascendancy of the Eng-
lish navy soon produced its wonted effects on
the colonial possessions of their enemies.
Soon after the commencement of hostilities
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Tobago was taken by a British squadron, and
in the beginning of March, 1794, an expedi-
tion was fitted out against Martinique, which
after a vigorous resistance, fell on the 23rd.
Shortly after, the principal forts in St Do-
mingo were wrested from the Republicans
by the Inglish forces, while the wretched
planters, a prey to the flames lighted by Bris-
sot and the friends of negro emancipation at
the commencement of the Revolution, were
totally ruined. No sooner was this success
achieved than the indefatigable English com-
manders, Siv John Jarvis, and Sir Charles
Grey, turned their arms against St. Lucia,
which was subjected to the British dominions
on the 4th of April.  Guadaloupe was next
attacked, and on the 25th that fine island,
with all its rich dependencies, was added to
the list of the conquered colonies. Thus in
little more than a month the French were
entirely dispossessed of their West India
possessions, with hardly any loss to the vie-
torious nation.”

What was done in a month then
could be done in a fortnight now, and
it is for those most concerned—the
planters, tradesmen and property own-
ers of the smaller colonies—to say what
their condition would be.

But suppose the case of an unsuc-
cessful attack upon a colony. This
supposition, with its financial inci-
dents, seems to have escaped the at-
tention of those who object to any
contribution by the Colonies towards
improving the Defences of the Empire.
From a business standpoint the objec-
tion is untenable. It is the objection
of a man to insure his warehouse or
his dwelling, and that during a very
sultry season, when the outbreak of a
fire is at least possible, and if it cowmes,
it is almost certain to be widespread.

And on what grounds is the objec-
tion urged 7 So far as Canada is con-
cerned, it is said that in connecting
the Atlantic with the Pacific by rail,
and in subsidizing certain fast passen-
ger steamships on the Pacific, so that
they may be transformed into cruisers,
we have made our contribution. Valu-
able as these two measures are to
Canada, and to the Empire in many
possible events, they do not meet the
point now under consideration. They
do mot give us the right to amy por-
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tion of Great Britain's army or navy
in case of wur. They involve pay-
ments, not to the party who alone can
give us security ((ireat Britain), but
to somebody clse, and as a substitute
for insurance they are obviously in-
effectual.

No Torontonian is likely to soon
forget the conflagration of January
last when within a single week seve-
ral lives were lost and some two mil-
lion dollars worth of property was de-
stroyed. Ior years past, those most
competent to judge hid warned us
that our system of fire protection was
madequite.  Nobody would believe
them. The loss of life and property
would be serious enough if the matter
ended there. But the Insurance Com-
panies, in order to protect themselves
in future, levied a general tax on the
cominunity by advancing their rates,
and we had to provide ourselves with
the necessury appliances after all.

The moral taught us by this lesson
1s applicable to the position of the Em-
pire to-day, and decreases the atten-
tion of all who are willing to face un-
pleasant factsin the hope of removing
them.

In an article on the Proposed In-
crease of the U.S. Army, by Adjutant-
General Rugglesin the “ North Ameri-
can Review ” of December, 1894, some
interesting particulars are given re-
specting modern fortitications, and
the cost of firing. He states thata
single round of maximum cost, wast-
ed, is equivalent to the pay of one
soldier for five years, and that a single
round of minimum cost, wasted, is
equivalent to the pay of a soldier for
about nine months: and he gives us
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A battery composed of the tive guns
here mentioned would probably be in-
sufficient for the protection of any but
a very small harbor, and yet a single
round from such a battery-—just to
try the range—would cost 51,725.65.
But each of the 27 seaports referred
to in the article would, on the average,
require about ten such batteries, a
single round from which would cost
about X17,256. If the enciny were
repulsed by half a dozen rounds, still
the victor would be out of pocket
more than 100,000 by the engage-
ment. Bub this estimate does not in-
clude the damage done by the enemy
to the buildings within the harbor,
many of which would be destroyed.
Some of the colonies, Tasmania and
New Zealand for example, have sev-
eral harbors, all of which might be
attacked simultaneously by a fleet of
no great size; and even assuming a
COII][)I(,U; repulse of the encmy, ‘the
cost of victory could not fall short of
many millions of pounds.

Whether the question be recarded
from un English or from a Colonial
standpoint, the advisability of a Fe-
deration by means of which the de-
fences of the Empire can be taken in
hand and strengthened is abundantly
clear. The case of an out-and-out war
is a matter in which both England and
her Colonies would have a joint lia-
bility. No one can foretell where the
theatre of such a war would be. It
might be in a Colony or a group of
Colonies.

But let people who grumble at any
suggested expenditure throughout the
Ewmpire for reasonable national de-
fence, consider next the historian’s

the following table of items : comment on the whole French war, of

Projectile. Powder. i Total.
Gun, - ; v ‘
Weight. ‘ Material. ‘ Cost. Weight. Cost. Cost,
o |

J6-inchrifle .................. 2,370 tbs. | Steel. 711 00 1,060 1bs, $116 00 2827 00
12-inch rifle. .................. 1,000 1bs, |  Steel. 300 00 435 lbs. 746 | 41745
0-inchrifle..............o.... 575 1bs. Steel. 172 50 25" 1bs, 67 50 240 00
8inchritle. ..........ouule. 300 1bs. Steel. 90 00 130 lbs, 35 10 125 10
12-inch mortar..... .......... 630 1bs. Steel. 94 50 80 1bs. 21 60 116 10
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which the capture of Colonies was
only an incident, bearing in mind that
England and her allies came out vie-
torious :—

“The great error of the allies, and, above
all, of England at this period, was that they
did not make sufficiently vigorous efforts at
the commencement, and thought it enough,
in a struggle with the desperate energy of a
revolutionary state, to exert the moderate
strength of an ordinary contest. Nothing
is 80 1ll-judged, in such a situation, as the
niggardly conduct which prolongs a war, by
spending £50,000,000 more at its commence-
ment. Great Britain might have saved £500,-
000,000 "— Alison, (Hist. Ewrope, Vol. 1., p.
373.) ,

Figures by themselves often fail to
convey their full meaning, especially
when theyrepresent such vast amounts
as millions. The following paragraph
taken from a Toronto newspaper is
much better calculated to appeal to
the average Canadian tax-payer:—

¢ The sum so far appropriated for the pre-
sent war by Japan just about equals the net
debt of Canada. In other words the Japan-
ese have blown in on gunpowder, in a few
months, as much money as Canada has sp:nt
in fifry years in providing the best canal sys-
tem in the world, and carrying out public
works which no other country of like popu-
lation has anywhere near equalled. War is
a costly business.”

If the cost of successful war be so
enormous what must be said of an un-
successful one. In 1815 the French
had to pay not only all their own ex-
penses, but £61,500,000 to Englafnd
and her allies by way of indemnities.
Is it not worth while to join hands in
an effort to avert such disaster. A
nation well equipped for war does not
invite attack, but it is in the best po-
sition to enforce peace.

The objects aimed at by Imperial
Federation are to unite the scattered
members of the Empire, to strengthen
its defences, and to arouse the inter-
est of each part in the welfare of the
whole, in order that we may make the
most of our resources in peace and
may present an unbroken front in
case of war. Surely these are wor-
thy and substantial objects, the attain-
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ment of which would increase im-
measureably the power and prestige
of the nation.

“ But,” says Mr. Goldwin Smith, in

- the essay above referred to, “in ap-

proaching the question of Empire
from a rational point of view, and es-
saying to test the value of its several
elements, we are met at once by the
cry of ‘prestige’ Give up anything,
we are told, and you ruin the prestige
of that Empire on which the sun never
sets. What is prestige ?  Etymologi-
cally, a conjuring trick. Actually, a
sham force.”

Scientists justly pride themselves
upon the fact that their enquiries are
conducted with instruments of presi-
cion. This, however, does not remove
the possibility of error, on any given
occasion, arising from the use of the
wrong instrument. The planets may
appear to be only tiny specks, but
they cannot be satisfactorily examin-
ed under a microscope. Nor do we
form our ideas respecting a friend
across the table by directing a tele-
scope at him.

Nobody finds any difficulty in see-
ing the meaning of “prestige” with
his naked eyes, but the learned essay-
ist by examining it with his micro-
scope, obtains a meaningless product ;
for it is no more possible to sham
force than it is to paint the report of
a cannon. Similarly, the late Profes-
sor Freeman (whose method is ap-
proved and followed by the learned
essayist in the paper above mentioned),
in Britannic Confederation pp. 45 to
50, discovered that Imperial Federa-
tion is a misnomer, for what is imper-
ial cannot be federal, and whatis fed-
eral cannot be imperial.

The Unity of the Empire is too im-
portant an object to be thus brushed
aside by purely verbal criticism, and
already there are indications of its
speedy removal from the literary to
the political arena.

Nore—I must acknowledge the ob-
ligation I am under to Dr. Parkin,
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the new Principal of Upper Canada contained in his most interesting work
College, for the valuable information on Imperial Federation.

WHITE PEONIES.
(An Old-Time Reverie.)

A garden old, where various odours lingered,
Where walks, box-bordered, led the willing feet

Past parterres fill'd with flowers, quaint, old-timey,
Close by many a well-worn garden seat.

Here peonies, red, and white, and pink, grew wanton,
3old pioneers of June’s be-flowered reign,

I see them now in mem'ries store engraven,
I nevermore will see their like again.

She loved them all, but she best, loved those masses
Of virgin hue, great snowy balls of white,

Like roses made of sheeny ravelled satin,
That distil sweetness thro’ the day and night.

I see her now ; in memry’s sacred casket,
Forever will she live while life shall last ;

Tho’ old and grey I wait the Master’s summons,
Bright is her image in the mirrowed past.

Ah'! those were halcyon days, when we two wandered
Adown the garden paths, among the flowers :

Days when Love ruled, when, all the world unheeding,
We counted not the swiftly fleeting hours.

She slept so sound. Alas! when last I saw her

She answered not my voice ; I called in vain.
Closed were her eyes, her lips forever silent,
She’d never hear my words of love again.

I envied them, those great white glorious peonies,
As round her, o'er her head and on her breast
They clustered ; shedding tears in sweetest perfume,

The flowers she loved on earth the very best.

—FipeLe H. HoLLaND.



oT. SKEA—A SKETGH.

BY K. BRADSHAW,

A SPARKLING sea, a sapphire sky, and
a radiant sun shining on a narrow zig-
zag path that winds along a rocky
hill; below, the huge gray boulders,
and then the sea. There’s not a sound
to break the mid-day silence save the
lapping of the long curling waves.
This is St. Skea, only a fishing station
the home of a handful of fishermen.

Up the hill is a small sea-beaten cot-
tage, dreary and desolate ; a few, very
few, flowers are beside the door, and
large white shells ornament the stone
path. Outside, mending his net, is
Juke, a sturdy bronzed fisherman. His
face is strong and grim, like the many
storms he has faced. Ever and anon
he scans the sea to see if the herring
boats are coming in.

“Hey, Liz,” he calls, “they are
comin’, lass,” and he runs down the
path to where the men are guiding in
the white, dancing boats. .

Liz. comes to the door, waves her
apron to the men, and turns to finish
her house duties with a smile upon
her lips. She waits till the boats are
landed and their glittering burden laid
on the wooden quay, then giving her
hair a pat she walks along the path to
join the fisher-folk, all gossiping and
working on the shore.

The girls clean the fish, and with
many a rough jest, but hearty good-
will, these daughters of old ocean make
their creels ready for the town. The
old men lean on the boats, putfing their
pipes, and telling the adventures of the
catch, while the younger ones help the
girls. Liz has for a helper Jim, the
biggest, bravest fisher-lad on the coast.
He hands the girl the fish, and one by
one they slip through her deft fing-
ers.

“Ye'll be at the beach the night,
Liz. ?” he queries.

>

“What for should I be there ?” and
Liz. gives a turn to her head.

“ Will ye no see the bonnie salmon,
lass 7”7 and he gravely looks at the
sturdy form beside him.

“Aye, mon, I hae seen mony a sal-
mon before the night.”

“Aye, but ye'll no see a bonnie mon
like me ilka night,” and Jim waggishly
bobs his head at her.

“Yell be sure to be at the gray
stane, Liz,” and Jim’s voice is quiet
now.

“Did you think I would fail ye,
lad ¢ asks Liz. “I'll be at the gray
stane when the boats come in. I could-
pa bear to walk up the hill-side wi’-
out ye, laddie.”

A few hours later and the sun has
passed from the sky, leaving a flood of
gold and purple glory behind it. Then
the sombre-hued twilight robed the
earth, and the birds, with many twit-
terings, seek their nests, and the sea-
gull’s lonely ery grows fainter, as he
skims with outstretched pinions the
bosom of the restless ocean.

Liz. with eager feet runs down from
her home, crosses the sand, and reaches
the gray stane, which stands gaunt and
grim on the shore. Its rough propor-
tions resemble a tombstone, and it can
be seen far out at sea. Here she waits
her fisher-lad. The spray of the waves
falls on her face, and with impatient
hand she pushes away the strands of
hair which fall over her eyes. What
a fresh, honest face it is! Brown, from
the loving smiles of sea and sun.
What a steady light in those clear grey
eyes.

Away far out she sees a white sail,
and shading her eyes she bends as
she watches 1t “ curtseying o’er the bil-
lows.” Slowly the bonnie boat ap-
proaches the shore, and gathering
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night shrouds it in mysterious dra-
peries.

How quiet the men are. No bois-
terous song or jest, no rough oath from
some old tar. They do not see the
girl’s figure, and she hears the words:
“Who will tell Liz. ?”

“What is it 7" she asks,
it ye'll no’ tell me ?”

None spoke, but an old sailor came
towards her. “ Liz,” he said solemnly,
“ He’s no here” Liz. did not ask who
he was. She stood like a stone.

“He went beyond his depth at the
salmon net,” went on the old man,
“and none of us noticed ; he must have
struck a rock. Aye, he was a fine lad,
no his like in the hale country,” and
the old fellow wiped his eye with the
back of his hand.

Liz. turned to the gray stone, and

“Whatis
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leaning against its cold form, let her
tears fall on it. She spoke no word,
only sob after sob told the anguish of
her heart.

Surely some angel of mercy saw
those tears and heard those sobs, or
was that lonely child of nature forgot-
ten in the myriad of mourners from
stifled towns and cities. The men tried
to speak comfort, but in a life like
theirs they were used to lose, and each
home was bereft of fathers and sons
and brothers. Perhaps that was why
the grave-yard was so small, the vast
sea gave so many of her sons a rest-
ing-place.

One more woman led a lonely life
upon the sea-shore, and the towns-
people wondered why the fisher girl's
face seemed so sad.

THE COURTIER.

My ladye’s face is proud and fair,

My ladye’s eyes are grey,

She goeth out to take the air

On every sunny day.

My ladye wears a gown of blue

Which falleth to her feet,

All broidered o’er with pearls like dew
And daisies shy and sweet,

My ladye wears a hat of silk,

Which fairy hands did spin,

And strings it hath, as white as milk,
To tie beneath her chin.

My Jadye wears upon her breast

A knot of ribbon gay,

But who her heart doth love the best
My ladye will not say.

My ladye wears upon her face

A little touch of scorn,

No fuller store of perfect grace
Hath any woman born.

And Ah'! the costly jewels rare

Do make the eye grow dim,

That tlash among her powdered hair
And on her fingers slim.

My ladye wears a satin shoe
With silken buckle wide,

A tiny thing from heel to toe
That is my joy and pride.

My ladye's face is proud and fair,
My ladye’s eyes are grey,

She goeth out to take the air

On every sunny day.

THE RUSTIC.

My lassie's face isfair to see,

My lassie’s eyes are blue,

And always do they tell to me

Her heart is fond and true.

My lassie wears a gown of white,
Which neerls no pearls to deck,

With lace like cobweb, soft and light,
Full-gathered at her neck,

There's silk, too, on my lassie’s head
As yellow as the gold,

And woven is each shining thread
Into a braided fold.

But never fairy hands did spin

Silk like my lassie’s hair.

As for the strings beneath her chin

I would not have them there,

Lest one soft dimple growing shy,
That everyone might see,

Within these silken strings should try
To hide itself from me.

My lassie wears tipon her breast

No knot of ribbon gay,
Forget-me-nots she loveth hest
Plucked at the dawn of day.

My lassie’s feet, like two white mice,
1o slipping through the grass,

The very dew drops think them nice
And kiss tliem as they pass.

The satin shoe with buckle drest

Is richer, it may be ;

But, if the truth must be confest,
Not half sogood to see.

—JEAN BLEWETT.



OUR GASH

RESERVES.

BY JAMES B, PEAT, M.A,, LL.B.

THE prolonged and universal depres-
sion in business, which characterized
the last half decade, has compelled
many nations to examine more care-
fully their entire industrial and finan-
cial organizations. Prices have fallen
continuously, production has been lim-
ited, and consumption has declined.
In some countries, notably the United
States and Australia, the general con-
traction was not so gradual. In these,
the shock was severe and the coutract-
ion sudden. Unwise legislation in the
one case, and a general undue inflation
of values in the other, brought about a
crisis.  Other nations, while they
have avoided these extreme visita-
tions, have not escaped intact; so
that we find this critical spirit de-
veloping  contemporaneously — with
returning confidence and extending
business.

In the U.S this discontent with ex-
isting institutions is manifested in an
endeavor to reconstruct their entire
monetary system, more especially
the currency. Under these circum-
stances then, it might Lot be amiss to
review, even in a cursory manner, our
Canadian financial organization. Can-
ada stood the strain remarkably well.
No doubt, profits have been cur-
tailed in every direction, and the
utmost vigilance was necessary on
the part of the directors of our
leading tfinancial institutions to pre-
vent actual loss of capital. The gen-
eral result is, that a spirit of timid-
ity has been engendered, and the in-
vestment of capital in profitable en-
terprises is checked. Hence we have
an anomalous eondition of affairs. The
deposits in the banks, in the Gov-
ernment savings banks, in trust and
loan cowmnpanies, ete., have increased
rapidly, and still the popular ery is

E

that we need more capital to develop
our national resources.

Under these circumstances, some-
thing must be wrong, for surely it
cannot be sald that Canada’s natural
resources have been developed to their
fullest extent. Something should be
done to remove, if possible, this tin-
idity on the part of capitalists. Very
true, a new country should not be
opened up too quickly, but population
must follow the building of railways
at once, if the capital invested in them
is to prove a source of income to the
shareholders. Our mineral, agricul-
tural, and manufactured productions
command a ready sale in all parts of
the world. Our infant industries have
been protected by a high tariff for
nearly twenty years. The progress of
the country since Confederation has
been uniform if not rapid. The rude
shocks which temporarily checked
the industrial expansion of the U.S.
and Australia have, as we have said,
been avoided. Stability has all along
been the watchword of our leading
financicrs and monetary reformers.
But still the question remains: How is
it that capital accumulates in the
banks, loan companies, etc., and does
not flow more freely into channels
where it would be more productive and
thus increase the prosperity of the
nation / If capital 1s scarce, how is it
the British capitalist, who is cou-
stantly on the alert for ways to in-
vest his surplus means, does not ven-
ture here 7 It hasbeen suggested that
a certain weakness exists in our finan-
cisl system which may be a partial
solution of the problem. We refer to
the inadequacy of our Cash Reserves,
1.e., the comparative absence of gold
with which the national currency,
the bank currency and all debts
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may be liquidated on demand of
the creditors. It is alleged that tne
relative scarcity of metallic money
in Canada, when compared with other
countries, is such that it prevents, in
a very appreciable degree, the free in-
vestment of capital. Such is the in-
dictment. We will examine, then,
some of the leading facts, to deter-
mine, if possible, the truth or false-
hood of this allegation.

In discussing this question, we will
first consider, briefly, our present for-
eign indebtedness. This indebtedness,
contracted abroad, has been roughly
estimated by different authorities at
about $1,600,000,000, i.e., about $200
per capita. This sum is payable, and
and will be paid, gradually ; but the
annual interest at 3 per cent. would be
230,000,000, and it 1s this annual in-
terest charge that concerns us in this
inquiry. Charges payable abroad an-
nually have recently been estimated
as follows :

On Domin‘on debt......... $10,000,000

On Provincial do. ......... 2,000,000
On Municipal do. ......... 2,000,000
On Trust & Loan Societies
debt...ovvreriiiiienn. 2,000,000
On railway debt............ 9,000,000
Totals.....coovveenen.n. $25,000,000

This heavy annual charge can prac-
tically be paid in one way only, by in-
ternational legal tender, i.e, gold. No
doubt a very favorable balance of
trade would discharge it. But such a
balance would be an unique experience
in our national trade returns, as it has
occurred but once in 28 years. The
average annual excess of imports over
exports, since 1867, has been approxi-
mately $20,795,000. So that, the
time when our exports shall exceed
our imports by any such sum as $25,-
000,000 is apparently very remote.

If we cannot pay this annual charge
by an excess of exports over imports,
we must have other means to liquidate
these maturing claims. Therefore the
amount of quick assets we hold as a
nation becomes a matter of primaryim-
portance. Moreover, it is conceded by
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all financiers that a reserve stock of
money is an essential part of the equip-
ment of every nation.

What then is the proper function of
such a Cash Reserve ’

“ It is to enable all debtors, in liquid-
ating their debts, to do so, if their
creditors desire it, in the coin in which
they are expressed. That is to say, it
maintains prices at the level at which
they would be maintained, if every
separate transaction were settled in
coin, or possibly at the higher level
which may arise, through the value of
gold being lowered by economy in its
use.” (Gairdner’s ¢ Gold Reserves, p.
13).

The Cash Reserves of Canada are
kept virtually by the Dominion Gov-
ernment, and by the various banks.
The local governments, the large mu-
nicipal corporations, the trust and
loan companies, and private parties,
may all have plenty of promises to
pay metallic money on demand, but
they keep no large stock of specie on
hand. The very convertibility of our
bank notes, the high degree in which
they conforin to all the require-
ments of an ideal local currency, has
a strong tendency to keep metallic
money out of circulation, except for
making change. The people habitu-
ally take Dominion notes and bank
notes without questioning their secu-
rity. But this local currency has no
international value. It cannot be
used to settle adverse foreign balances,
Therefore, in these days when the
Government is striving to extend the
facilities for foreign trade, to open up
new avenues hitherto unavailable, it
is necessary to inquire closely into the
condition of our Cash Reserves, and
estimate, if possible, their capacity to
maintain a further extension of credit.

THE DOMINION NOTE AND ITS BASIS.

The notes issued by the Dominion
Government are regulated by statute
as follows:

R. 8. C.c. 31, s. 2.—*The Governor in-
Council may authorize the issue of Duminion



QUR CASH RESERVES.

notes to an amount not exceeding that herein
speeified. . ... such notes shall be redeem-
able IN SPECIE on presentation at branch
offices established, orat banks.......at Mon-
treal, Toronto, Halifax, St. John, Winnipeg,
Charlottetow v and Victoria.”

Sce. 3.—** The amount of Dominion notes
issued and outstanding at any one time....
shall not exceed twenty millions of dollars.
They may be issued by suns not exceeding one
million dollars at one time, and not exceed-
ing four millions in oue year, provided that
the Minister of Finance shall always hold for
securing the redemption of such notes, issued
and outstanding, an amount in gold, or in gold
and Canada securities guaranteed by the Gov-
ernment of the United Kingdom, equal to not
less than 25 per cent. of the amount of such
notes ; at least 15 per cent of the total
amount of such notes being so held in gold ;
and provided also that the said Minister of
Finance shall always hold for the redemption
of such notes an amount equal to the remain-
ing 75 per cent of the total amount thereof
in Dominion debentures issued by the au-
thority of Parliament ”

57 and 58 Vict, ¢. 16, sec. 2.—** Notwith-
standing anything to the contrary contained
in the said chapter 31 of R.S.C., Dominion
notes may beissued to any amount in excess
of the sum of twenty-million dollars author-
ized by sec. 3, of ¢. 3L, provided the Minister
of Finance, ete., in addition to any amount
required to be held by, him in geld under
the provisions of the said sec. 3, holds an
amount in gold equal to the amount of Dom-
inion notes issued and outstanding in cxcess
of the said sum of twenty-million dollars.”

These are the statutes governing
the issue and the means of redeeming
the Dominion notes. Some points
contained therein need more than a
passing notice. Sec. 2, declares that
“such notes shall be redeemable in
specie,” not necessarily in gold. The
Government can legally redeem some
of their notes in silver. Thus we see
that these notes, as far as redemption
is concerned, rest legally on precisely
the same basis as the American notes
that are redeemable in coin. We
have heard much during the last year
or two concerning the possibility of
the United States Government des-
cending to a silver basis. President
Cleveland soon informed the public
that such a basis of settlement would
not be adopted during his regime.
But it is quite evident that the Dom-
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inion Government is legally free to
adopt silver as the basis for redeeming
some of its notes, however much it
may be deterred from such a course
by public sentiment and national
traditions.

It is possible that the recent enact-
ment i.e., 57 and 58 Vie, ¢ 16, s. 2, has
rendered null and void the clauses in
R.S.C. c. 31,s. 3, limiting the issue of
Dominion notes to one-million dollars
at one time and not exceeding four
millions in one year. A fairinterpre-
tation of e¢. 16, s. 2, would seem to
be that any amount of Dominion notes
may be issued at once, if the require-
ment with regard to the redemption
fund be complied with. No one im-
agines that there could be any objec-
tion to this from an economic stand-
point. If the Government could issue
ten millions of their notes at once and
import the gold required for the re-
serve, greater stability would be given
to our national -circulation. The
banks, whose circulation must neces-
sarily contract, under such circum-
stances would suffer the immediate
loss.

In passing c. 16, sec. 2, the Govern-
ment have tinally ‘adopted in its entir-
ety the principle which prevails in
Great Britain, that for every note
issued beyond a certain limit, gold for
an equal amount must be added to the
cash reserves and the modus operandi
of the Assistant-Receivers-General be-
comes more closely analogous to the
issue Department of the Bank of Eng-
land.

Having noted the legislation gov-
erning the issue and redemption of
the Dominion notes, we will now con-
sider the practical developments of the
system. Are the reserves held by the
Government sufficient to adequately
discharge their function? This pro-
blem resolves itself into two parts, for
there are practically two reserves, or
rather, there may be two. That is the
reserve contemplated by c. 16, sec. 2,
only comes into existence, when the
Dominion notes in circulation exceed
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twenty millions of dollars. During
the months of April, May, and June,
the Dominion note circulation aver-
aged a little over $19,500,000. Thus 15
per cent. of this amount, or %2,925,000,
was the legal gold reserve, although
the actual reserve was much larger.
In July, however, the Dominion note
circulation expanded $1,800,000, and
we find that the specie held in re-
serve was increased by the same

amount, so that the second re-
serve contemplated by the recent
enactment, now exists. The last

monthly return in the Guzette, shows
21,396,975 held in gold, for the re-
demption of the Dominion note circu-
lation in excess of $20,000,000. Thus
this reserve only exists when certain
antecedent conditions are fulfilled.
Theoretically, the principle (i.e., dollar
for dollar) governing this reserve is
sound, and has been found by exper-
ience, in other countries, to be, prac-
tically, the best obtainable. The hy-
pothetical character of this reserve
will disappear as our business tran-
sactions inerease, and it will become a
material factor in maintaining the
stability of our financial institutions.

We will now consider, 11 erfenso,
the reserve kept for the redemption of
tho Dominion circulation up to $20,-
000,00 0.

By statute, RS.C, ¢ 31, see. 3,
quoted above, the reserve would be 15
per cent., .., 53,000,000 in gold: 10
per cent., i.e., $2,000,000 in guaranteed
Dominiondebentures : and 75 per cent.,
1.e., 815,000,000 in unguaranteed Do-
minion debentures.

As a matter of fact, we find that on
July 31st, the several Asst.-Receivers-
General held $9,637,82G in specie,
£400,600, 7.0, %1,946,666 in guaranteed
debentures, and %17 500,000 in ordin-
ary Dominion debentures.

From the specie so held, we must
deduet $1,396,975 in gold, which is
held as a special reserve or * ear-
marked ” under c. 16, sec. 2, for
Dominion circulation in excess of
$20,000,000. This would leave $8,-
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240,851 held in specie, where only
$3,000,000 in gold is required. 1f we
regard the $3,000,000 mark as the
“danger line,” then, evidently there is
a margin of over %3,001,000 to mect
current demands and apparently this
reserve would seem to be ample. But
in our discussion of this question it
must not be forgotten, that a percent-
age of this surplus specie is silver.
No published return gives this fact,
and a communication to the Treasury
Department, at Ottawa, failed to elicit
the desired information. If we assume
that only 50 per cent. of this surplus
reserve is gold, then it alters, immedi-
ately, the international character of a
large portion of the reserve. Silver
has ceased to be of use in making in-
ternational payments, and its function
as currency is reduced to the plane of
making change. Under these circum-
stances, then, Canadian monetary re-
formers advocate a further refinement
in the published Government returns
in the Canada (fusette. The term
“specie ” is indefinite, and, in fact,
misleading. This remark applies also
to the monthly return of the banks.
If the return showed the amounts of
gold and silver held respectively, it
would be more satisfactory to the
public, and more intelligible to our
creditors abroad. The Government
would be complying with all the lepal
requirements, if it held only $4,39¢ -
975 in gold as a reserve at the end of
July, 1., 20.5 per cent. of the Dominion
circulation. The surplus of specie as
shown by the return, might be all sil-
ver. Such a view would be too pessi-
mistic, and altogether absurd, but still
the apparent surplus of specie, as given
from mwonth to month, gives the Do-
minion eirculation an uureal strength
or stability which, in a panicky time,
would be worse than an avowed weak-
ness.

The real danger to the Government
reserve lies in the fact that the banks
arc compelled to hold 40 per cent.
of their ‘rests’ in Dominion notes.
The bank returns for June show that
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the aggregate ‘rests’ of all the banks
were approximately $27,000,000; the
Dominion notes held were 513,500,000,
i.ce, 50 per cent of their ‘rests’
Thus the banks together held %2,700,-
000 in Dominion notes, which they
might legally present for immediate
redemption.  We negleet for the sake
of simplicity the fact that the Gov-
ernment specie is held in eight differ-
ent cities, and that, therefore, the ag-
gregate surplus cannot be regarded as
nmncdmte]y available at any one
point.  Nor could the banks present
their surplus Dominion notes at one
point, for each note is redeemable only
at the office where 1t was issued. In
March, 1893, the scarcity of loanable
funds in the United States, and the
consequent high rates for all loans, in-
duced some of the Canadian banks to
export gold to New York, while uthers
strengthened their net cash reserves
by getting gold for the Dominion
notes. The result was this. In Febru-
ary, 1893, Dominion notes amounting
to 219112356 were 1in ecirculation.
The specie reserve was . ,062,890.
In Mareh, after the movement referred
to above had taken place, the amounts
were R17,5587,711, and 85,550,381, re-
spectiv e]3 1.e., the percentage of spe-
cie to circu]ation fell from 36.9 to 31.5.
Another call on the Government to re-
deem $1,500,000 more of its notes
would have brought the specie reserve
down to 25 per cent of the circulation.
At this point it is possible that the
amount of silver in this 25 per cent.
reserve held by the Receiver-General
would become a matter of primary
importance.

The Dominion circulation is further
presumably secured by holding 10 per
cent. in guaranteed debentures. This
line of defence is evidently a good one
if a purchaser could be found who
would have gold to pay for them at
the moment when it is most needed.
But if gold were scarce, it is doubtful
it such a purchaser could be readily
found.

The Dominion unguaranteed de-
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bentures which constitute 75 per cent.
of the redemption fund, cannot be re-
garded as a reserve at all in any strict
sense of the term. By issuing these
the Governmant would only be alter-
ing the form of its liability to the
public. An obligation to pay on de-
mand would have to be exchanged for
one payable some time hence. We
can easily conceive that the holder of
a Dominion note would prefer to keep
it; for in times of stringency in the
money market, more or less acute,
everyone wishes to hold either gold or
something closely analagous to it. If
a crisis should come in which the
Government circulation was in danger
of being inconvertible, the unguaran-
teed debentures could be sold only at
a great discount, or possibly nov atall.

Under these circumstances, then,
we submit that the minimum gold re-
serve held by the Government should
be increased. When we consider the
fact that the Government has virtual-
ly a forced loan of about %14,000,000
(,e. 40 per cent. of the $27,000,000
mentioned above) from the banks
without interest, and 7,000,000 (i.e.
the balance of the $21,000000 of
Dominion notes in circulation) from
the public, the gold reserve is clearly
inadequate. 1t imperils in a needless
way the stability of our financial in-
stitutions, invites distrust abroad, and
contributes to increase that timidity
of local capital which is becoming so
prevalent in Canada.

The point we wish to emphasize is
this. Canada is doing nothing to es-
tablish such a gold reserve as would
be adequate for all emergencies.

There has been a gradual inten-
sifying in the race for gold, not
necessarily in an individual but in a
national sense. There seems to be a
sort of reaction towards the position
formerly maintained by the mercan-
tilists. We find many nations striv-
ing to increase their stocks of gold.
Some have demonetized silver and
coined immense sums of gold, and the
use of gold in daily transactions is
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encouraged. The State banks of Con-
tinental Europe all maintain an vg.oon
gold, import all they can, and export
very little. In the Uniled States the
Government employed a syndicate to
protect the gold reserve in the ‘I'reas-
ury, and thus maintain prices on a
gold basis. The payment of interest
on capital loaned abroad keeps Great
Britain well supplied with gold, and no
special effort is necessary.

Such are some of the prominent
features of the world’s struggle to con-
trol a good share of the available sup-
ply of gold. Meanwhile, Canada does
nothing in the same direction.

What might be done to relieve the
situation ?

Several expedients suggest them-
selves. (a) The Government might
hold a larger gold reserve. Since the
principle of a minimum gold reserve,
t.e.. 15 per cent. of circulation, has been
adopted, this minimumshould be raised
to at least 30 per cent.

{b) The amount of metallic money
in circulation in daily business might
be increased. This cannot be done
directly by legislation, but it may
tend towards it.

At present, the American eagle
($10.00) and the sovereign ($4.563%)
are legal tender in gold. Might it not
be expedient to have a Canadian gold
coinage ! This coinage would gradu-
ally Lecome familiar to the public, and
the general tendency would be to en-
courage the circulation of metallic
money. The question of a reconstruct-
ed gold coinage for Canada has been
considered in Parliament. It might
be opportune just at this juncture,
when the increase in the production
of gold not only abroad but at home
would enable the Government to pur-
chase a supply of bullion at a small
premium. Of course, any such cir-
culation of gold would limit the bank
circulation, and thus be inimical to
their interests. But such is not neces-
sarily the case, for our national de-
velopment and prosperity requires a
laiger reserve stock of international
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money, t.e., gold, and whatever bene-
fits the country general, must Lenetit
the banks. There is no doubt, there-
fore,that the banks would be willing to
sacrificesome trifling profit,rather than
expose our whole commercial, agricul-
tural and industrial fabric to severe
strain or possible overthrow in some
sudden financial erisis.  “ Sewper
paratus” should be the motto for our
financial institutions.

It is always cheaper to prevent
crises than to endure themn. There-
fore some readjustnent of our finan-
cial system is necessary if Canada
is to maintain her position, and meet
her obligations as they accrue.

THE CHARACTER OF THE BAXNK
RESERVES.

The Dominion Government holds
only & moiety of the Cash Reserves of
the Dominion. The restis held by the
chartered banks, and we must now
consider the action of the banks in this
vital matter. One of the striking char-
acteristics of our entire banking orga-
nization, as distinguished from other
systems, e. g., the English, is to be found
in the fact that it 1s a many-reserve
system. No minimum reserve in pro-
portion to the liabilities is fixed by
legislation, so that each one of our
many reserves is controlled by the
“ personal discretion ” of the manager.
As this trait of character varies within
wide limits in different individuals, so
we find great variation in their respec-
tive conceptions of what constitutes
an adequate reserve. The resultis that
no wide generalization can be made
concerning our bank Cash Reserves.
Each bank must be judged by its en-
vironment, the nature of its business,
and the character of its clientele. The
percentage of quick assets to total lia-
bilities held as reserve by one bank,
might be quite sufficient, but the same
percentage would be utterly inade-
quate and misleading in the case of
another. Thus, our task is a diflicult
one. Generalization is almost impos-
sible, and a specitic study of the spe-
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cial circumstances of each bank would
be necessarily tedious and technical.
Still, some observations may be made
which will at any rate cover the ground
in a partial way.

What part of their assets do the
banks usually classify as Cash Re-
serves ¢ The usual net Cash Reserves
include specie, Dominion notes, bal-
ances due from other banks at home
and sbroad. This category constitutes
the first line of defence.

This list may be supplemented by
Dominion debentures, proyviucial, mun-
icipal and other local or foreign public
securities, railway securities and loans
on call. These form the second line,
and the two taken together constitute
the quick assets.

A crisis in Canada might be so gen-
eral, intense and overwhelming, that
none of the securities mentioned above
would be saleable for money. They
might have to be sold abroad and at
a great sacrifice.  But such untoward
circumstances are not likely to arise,
and besides, we are considering prob-
able ditliculties and neglecting such
conceivable cases.  Further, certain
financiers consider the average amount
of current bills payable from day to
day as a quick asset, but the claim is
not considered a good one by the best
authorities, and, therefore, we will set
it aside.

Another resort in times of difliculty
is re discounting. This practice 18
common in England and the United
States,but nothere; althoughtherecent
advance made to the People’s Bank by
the sister institutions in Montreal was
virtually a re-discount of its paper.

We will consider these quick assets
seriutim, to determine, if possible, their
efficacy in upholding our structure of
credit.

The specie claims attention first.
The banks usually hold from seven to
eight millions in specie. According to
the return at the end of June, this
was about 3 per cent. of the total
liabilities, and 2.3 per cent. of the total
assets. We cannot imagine how this
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asset could be possibly much lower if
a solvent status is to be maintained at
all. But the banks are seriously hamp-
ered in their endeavors to maintain ad-
equate specie reserves, by the regula-
tions requiring themto hold40 per cent.
of their reserves in Dominion notes.
If they had $15,000,000 in gold instead
of so many promises to pay, our na-
tional Cash Reserve would be strength-
ened most materially, and greater sta-
bility imparted to the whole financial
fabric.

Our banks consistently maintain a
foreign credit balance of about-$20,-
000,000. This is mostly loaned on
call in New York and Chieago, and it
is, evidently, very remunerative busi-
ness. But loans on call at home and
abroad, cannot always be regarded as
cash assets. Mr. Goschen, ex-chan-
cellor of the Exchequer, has expressed
the opinion that: “Cash on call is no
reserve in the general sense, so far as
the community is concerned ; because
when you call in your demand loans,
you may be embarassing another per-
son while you are relieving yourself.
Money on call is a valuable asset, but
it is not an asset which constitutes a
reserve useful to the community at
large.” This dictum sets in a clear
light the expediency of such a contrac-
tion of credit in troublous times. Ex-
perience has clearly shown that a
prudent expansion of loans is absolu-
tely necessary in a panic. The re-
strictive policy has always been at-
tended by more disastrous failures,
and a  wider extinetion of credit.
Further, the daily balances between
banks have essentially the same char-
acteristics as call loans. Hence, in
New York, clearing-house certificates
are issued and settling day is post-
poned until immediate danger has
passed away. These facts, then,
would go to show, that in a general
crisis such loans and balances could
not be classified as quick assets at all.
They should rather be placed under
the category of current loans. How-
ever, balances held abroad could be
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called in, and would be useful to re-
lieve the local tension. Where one
bank alone isin dithiculty, c.g., People’s
Bank, that bank’s ecredit balances
would be paid in any case, and call
loans must be contracted with impun-
ity to overcome, if possible, the with-
drawal of the deposits.

Publie and ratlway securities of
various kinds complete the list of
quick assets. This class of property
is much fancied by the banks, owing
to the fact that times must be very
troublous in which a purchaser for
these cannot be readily found.  About
$2.000,000 of such securities are held
by our banks.

The speculative value of such secu-
rities on the ordinary money market,
and the tendency to fall to a discount
in times of difliculty, arve the chiet
reasons which deter such bonds from
becoming  first-class investments for
the banks  Such bonds constitute the
stock-in-trade of all the Exchanges:
and therefore they are always liable
to rapid fluctuations in value. inde-
pendently altogether of natural causes.

Such are the Reserves and the mode
of their investment.  Where are they
usually kept 7 Centralization is the
leading characteristie of the industrial
development of the last decade of the
century. Thus we tind the banks
share 1n this movement, and the Cash
Reserves of the whole system are to
be found at the large money markets
in each Provinee, ».g., at Toronto, Mon-
treal, Halifax and Winnipeg. All the
banks have agents or branches in at
least two of these financial centres.
The net result is that the cash re-
serves are consolidated more or less,
and foreign payments are made more
easily.

'The recent suspension of the Peo-
ple’s Bank, Quebec, is an object lesson
to the public, and to sister institutions.
This bank was apparently strong, and
so far as the public could learn from the
monthly return, was doing well. It is
a trite saying that the statements may
look well on paper, and yet an insti-
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tution may be tottering to its fall.
Some figures for comparison are in-
structive. The specie and Dominion
notes at the end of June were about
2.88 per cent. of its liabilities, while
at the other extreme, a strong bank,
the Bank of Toronto, had 13.8per cent.
of its liabilities in cash, and the
average for the Dominion was about
9} per cent. These figures show at
once the wide range of action allow-
ed in the management of reserves.
Then the People’s Bank held no pub-
lic securities such as we have men-
tioned. When once the withdrawal of
deposits started, the re-discounting of
its paper was only a confession of
weakness. Such a proceeding could
not but tend to create greater distrust.

The point to be emphasized is
simply this. Each bank must keep
its eredit above suspicion. The con-
traction of rests, reduction of capital
or dividends, are things we see quite
quite frequently, but so long as the
bank maintains its crediv with its
customers it is comparatively safe
from runs or exhausting drains. A
weakness in actual cash would not
under these circumstances be noticed
except by the initiated, and careful
managenent would in time bring up
the reserves to the average pereentage.

Theoretically, hanking is an iimpossi-
bility. Its liabilities are all virtuaily
payable on demand, and if any consid-
able percentage of these liabilities be
presented at one time, no bank, how-
ever strong, could stand the strain.
Their credit must be maintained, and
the presentation of its liabilities for
paywment thus avoided. Itisthe with-
drawal of the dcposits that breaks
banks, and the Cash Reserve should be
strong enough to meet and overcome
such a withdrawal. So that the in-
crease of the Cash Reserves should be
commensurate with the increase in the
deposits, which have expanded rapidly
in the last few years.

What then should be done to streng-
then our Cash Reserves ?

1. The monthly return should show



THE PAINTER. 469

the amount of gold and silver respec-
tively held both by the banks and by
the Assistant Receivers-General.

2. The regulation with regard to
Dominion Notes held by the several
banks, is a menace to their stability,
and should be reduced ; or, as an alter-
native,the Governmentshould increase
their stock of gold.

3. Some of the banks should keep
a larger percentage of their reserves in
cash or quick assets.

4. The use of gold in the country
by the public should be encouraged if
possible.  With this end in view, our

mectallic currency might be re-con-
structed by the substitution of a
Canadian gold coinage for the present
legal tender, i.e, American gold and
sovereigns.

In the consideration of all these
matters, we must remember that we
are not dealing with a state of affairs
which needs reconstruction through-
out, but with a system that has been
developed gradually, and any process
of improvement must necessarily be
undertaken with prudence and a care-
ful consideration of all the possibili-
ties that may be involved therein.

THE PAINTER.

At last my work is ended ; I have toiled

From month to mouth thro’ long and
weary days,

Oft-times beseiged by dark discourage-
ment,

Seeing my dream so far beyond the power

Of earthly color or my painter’s skill.

Truly I wrought in vain, tho' twice or

thrice

Methought my sight grew clearer and my
hand,

Fraught for a moment with creative
power,

Caught with a frail and fleeting grasp the
dream,

Nay not the dream itself—a fragment
poor,

And made it a reality. Then I knew

The artist’s joy and crown ; yea, and his
doom,

For, at such times, T felt, despite success,

Or what men call success, the powerless-

ness,

OF painter’s craft in face of those great
truths

Which stand before us ever, day and
night,

With an unspoken challenge. So did I
In my mute-uttered language strive to tell
The glory of the vision that I saw,

And wake an echo, haply faint and far,
Buv a true echo of mine own soul’s song,

From out the common thiong of blind

and deaf,

That grope along the darksome ways of
life,

And see no ray, and hear no song, no
voice

To pierce the gloomy night.
But yestere’en

Before the sun had ceased to fling his gold

On tree and cloud and mount, then
came to me

Two friends to whom 1 showed my finish-
ed task.

With careless eyes, unheeding all the
soul’s

Despair and triumph 1 had fused therein

With passion-fever'd hand, and throbbing
brain,

They glanced thereat, and spake, “Joan
of Arc,—

Grand subject —you have done it justice,
friend.”

“I envy you your genius,” “What a
pose !

Those hands, how deftly fashioned ! and
that throat !

The co tumes, how bewitching.” By the

way,

When did you hear from our old college-
chum,

Frederic MacDonald?” Thus they ram-
bled on,
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And soon departed, lea:ing me alone.

Recklers of all, T flung the thing a:ide,

And strode toward the lake, the quiet
lake,

That lies beyond my garden.
threw

Myself upon the sward. The after gl w

Was darkness now, save that a few wan
waves,

Of glimmering greenness lic the western
sky ;

While far above me stirred the whisper-
ing boughs

Of pityir g pine.

Thers 1

Late rose the moon that

night,

And all the wood was shadows, and the
lake —

Shadows that seem’'d to weigh upon my
soul,

And voices heard I weeping in the dark,
And moving with the shadows, but more

dark

Than any forest gloom, and far more
fierce

Than any brood of troubled waves that
e'er,

Wind chidden, like a chain of hoary
slaves,

Hasten toward the rocks with plaint and
cry,

To meet their doom—yea, far more dark
and fierce

Than aught in Nature, were my thoughts
that night.

Had not my message failed? Yea, and
with those

‘Who ever wished me well, and strove to
praise.

How should it be with others, toil-en-
grossed

And toil-numb’d spirits, whom I would
have raised

Above the sordid views of common life,

The lowering ideals of the time,

In whose dull'd souls 1 first had thought
to chime

The glorious music of a noble deed ?

"Twas all in vain—The fragile cup that
held

My doubtful hopes was shattered, and
my hopes dispersed.
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Long I pondered o'er these things,
Weary and sick at heart at last I rose
To seek my couch, and. in oblivion
Forget my waking failures ; yet perchance
In that dream-world, might I not still be

lett
To fight against the dragons of the
mind.

And sce my failure in some hideous form

Of terror trample me beneath its feet ?

So led my fancy, but my feet unstayed

Urg'd me along the long dim path to
where

Behind a mass of tress I saw a light

Stream from a window — mine ; I paused,
and saw

A maiden stand before my worthless
work —

My sister who had triumphed when suc-
cess

Had seemed to smile upon me, who had
wept

‘When I despaired.
enrapt,

The picture placed before her, with a face

Wherein the aspiration I would fain

Have roused in others shone with mighty

Even now she stood

power.

Q’erjoyed I watched, the while a silent
voice

Whispered to me—*Thy work is not in
vain,

It speaketh to one heart, and may it not

Speak thus to more, tho' few ? Toil not
for Fame,

That witch-fire the unthinking rabble
hold

To charm the eyes of those, their eager
slaves,

Who pamger them with art which is not
art,

True-seeming Falsehood, scorning Simple
Truth,

And for a moment gain the empty toy.

So let them run, and win their prize, but
thou—

Honor thyself, thy conscience, and thine
art

Nor fear to leave thy work to conquer
time.”

E. J. M.



DANIEL W. POWERS.

BY W. A, SHERWOOD, A.R.C.A,

OxE of the most unique figures in the
great republic of the United States is
Daniel W. Powers, builder and owner
of the great “ Powers Art Gallery”
in Rochester, N.Y.

To open a biographical sketch with
such a declaration might indeed sub-
ject the author of it to some measure
of adverse criticism. But I think
when I have laid before the reader
what has been accomplished by the
subject of my sketch, he will join me
in directing international attention to
the work done by this Genesee phil-
anthropist. I use the term philan-
thropist, not in its narrow sense, as
applied to one who generously distri-
butes pork and beans in Boston, and
codfish 1n Halifax, but [ use it in the
broadest and most patriotic sense that
the word iwmplies.

Daniel W. Powers, was born on the
14th of June, in the year 1818, in
Genesee County, N.Y. The place of
his birth was a wilderness farm, the
picturesque site of the present city of
Batavia. Through the horoscope of
of the astrologers, we learn that one
born in this period of the year under
the constellation of Gemini possesses in
a superlative degree, the faculty to
appreciate the beautiful in nature and
in art.

Now whether there be any truth in
astrology or not, we will not here dis-
cuss, but before disposing of the
thought,it might be urged even strong-
ly, that Mr. Powers, without any
training or intimate acquaintance with
the fine arts in his early life, has
gathered one of the tinest private col-
lections of pictures in the world, and
possesses one of the largest art gal-
leries on this continent.

A few extracts from a prospectus
of the Powers Art Gallery, written by

Alphonso Hopkins may facilitate the

“progress of our study.

Speaking of “Its Genesis” he says:
“The Powers Art Gallery, like the
edifice itself, is less a creation than a
growth, and its growth had an almost
accidental beginning, etc.” An inter-
view here followsin which Mr. Powers
answers the author’s interrogation,
“ Was it any part of your plan to ar-
range such a gallery when you built
the block ?”  And Mr. Powers reply
will well repay perusal. “No,” he
frankly answered, “ 1 did not dream
of it. But I was over in Europe and
I bought a picture. When I bought
it I found getting it home a very
troublesome matter indeed. Two in-
voices had to be made, one for the
painting and one for the frame, and
the red tape seemed endless. It was
really as much work to ship one pic-
ture as a whole case of pictures, and
so I decided to buy more, and then I
went up and down among the artists
hunting for good things. I got in-
terested, and this is the result.” Such
a result !

Fancy a private collection with over
a thousand pictures, and most of them
purchased direct from the artists
themselves, which in Mr. Powers’
opinion adds greatly to the charm of
the possessions.  Having come in
actual touch with the artists, the in-
fluence awakened is very ditferent
from that superimbued by the tricky
plaudits of interested dealers. As I
walked the galleries with Mr. Powers,
he seemed deeply attached to special
pictures. One by Jean Léon Gerome,
for which he paid $6,000, entitled “Bal.
El Monce,” and in which there is a
portrait of the artist, the transla-
tion of a letter by the clever artist,
apologizing for sending his picture
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unvarnished, and urging that in three
months 1t may safely be accomplished.

A deseription of the picture iscon-
tained in the letter. The scene is
laid in “ Cairo!” In the concluding
paragraph Jean Léon Gerome re-
marks, * Contrary to my usual cus-
tom, and to aceede to vour wish, I have
signed this picture twice, the first
time with my name, and the second
time with my portrait. In the right
hand corner is the “ Person dressed in
Blue.” A nice point in Oriental eti-
quette here follows: —*“ On my head
there is a green turban, to which
I have no right; because only those
who have returned from a pilgrimage
to Mecca may wear 1t.” As Mr
Powers viewed this picture a mild ex-
pression of approval seemed to pass
his lips, and he turned with admira-
tion to a companion picture, a magni-
ficent landscape by V. V. Dias.  Close
by is another beautiful work by Ger-
ome, entitled the “Sentinel at the
Sultan’s Tomb,” and a few feet dis-
tant, neatly set upon an easel, is a
little gem by Jean G. Vibert, entitled
“ Inspecting the Fort.” L. Knaus,
pupil of Otto R. Jacobi, is here scen at
his best in a beautiful landscape, No.
357, and A. Vogt is a formidable rival
in  landscape Tand  cattle pictures.
Equally excellent is No. 232, a sombre
fandseape by Leon Victor Dupre.

The gallery is divided into a series of
rooms, designated by their respective
color arrangements, such as the Ma-
roon Room, the Green Room, the Olive
Room, the Drab Room, twelve or thir-
teen inall. Not only are these rooms
most beautifully hung with tapestry
and richly carpeted, but artistic bric-
a-brac, costly vases, a superb clock
purchased from the Stewart mansion
i New York, and valued at $11,000,
and easels of the most eluborate and
artistic style serve to support the
tributes which the genius of centu-
ries of past and living painters of
every nation have wrou<rht for the
glory of art.

The substantial pleasure which Mr.
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Powers feels in the presence of some
work of which he is particularly fond,
is a treat to the most casual observer.
He bends forward with an almost
reverent grace close to the canvas, then
retiring a few paces in strict silence, his
clear blue eves seem as if suffused in
tears. Turning to another, some little
anecdote is suggested; the studio
from which it came; the artist who
painted it ; the incident depicted, all
are of the greatest interest, and serving
indirectly to aid a greater under-
standing of the work.

Since vmtmw Rochester, that pretty
floral city on the south of the lake, I
have often wondered if the Genesee
philanthropist had not caught his in-
spiration from the lovely dream of the
poet Moore, who was a visitor in the
United States at the time when Mr,
Powers was a growing lad, and when
every yvouth was familiar with the
poem beginning with this verse :

** I dreamt T dwelt in marble halls,”

for whilst wandering through the
lengthy salons and parlons with their
cosy settees, just arranged to proper-
ly view sowme poetic transmission of
nature in her sweetest moods, ascend-
ing marble steps that gave to the foot-
fall in the corridor \\'Ithout the sound
of passing centuries, one’s thoughts are
transported to the age of chivalry, and
the theme which the poet of fancy
was so happy in singing.

Mr. Powers is not & man who has a
mission in this world, or in any other
world for that matter. He is not
hunting the heathen to the neglect of
his own countrymen. But he lius a
belief (for Mr. Powers is an Episco-
palian), he believes absolutely in one
doctrine, the doctrine of “Duty’—duty
to the nation, to the community in
which you have made your wealth.
That duty, we hold, is the development
of the community by bringing all that
is refining and elevating within the
reach of the poorest citizen. So great
is the influence of Mr. Powers upon
the city of Rochester that the ladies
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have formed themselves into an Auxil-
liary Art Association. some thirty of
them, all of cultured fawmilies, for the
promotion of the fine arts, not a dis-
integrated society of sex, but one con-
ducted on the broadest and most satis-
factory plan of any Art Association I
know of on the continent. The art
instruction is free to every student.
Annual exhibitions are held, and an
effort is made to sell the works on the
walls of the artists who exhibit. This
etfort is generally successful. The
little bickerings, which are so apt to
stir the hearts of indignant professors,
are here unknown, for the open gallery,
to which they all have access, is a
silent monitor calling for resolve and
better effort.  An eftort is being con-
stantly made for national work, and
the youth of the land tind a satisfac-
tory response to each worthy produc-
tion.

The indiveet influence of Mr. Pow-
ers’ great work will more and more
make it self apparent in successive
generations. The standard of excel-
lence will not rest with those who
have wealth alone as their passport
into society. It will eall for a grander
requisition than a large bank account
to win the respect of a cultured com-
munity. It will also teach men that
the genius of art is not contined to
any nation, nor absent from their
own; that every people possesses in
some measure the qualities which are
essential to the attainment of the
highest civilization; that from the
humblest walks and from the least
expected sources mayspring the future
leader of the nation, and come in spite
of social institutions and political in-
trigue in all the majesty of nolle man-
hood. Such an institution as Mr.
Powers has built will not only call for
adwmiration in his own day, but may
be the means of awakening others of
Genesee county to acquit themselves
in an equally honorable and patriotic
manner.  Such patriotism affords a
strange eontrast to the vain-glorious
eloquence of 4th of July orators, who
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are not contined to the forty-tifth
parallel, but who are, in all their ra-
pacity, indigenous to every land, and
who flip up head first on every occa-
sion.

I have told you something of the
extent of the gallery, the number of
pictures, nearly a thousand, and by a
comparison with other galleries, the
Powers’ collection may fairly be ap-
proximated, and a just estimate of
the great work done by Mr. Powers
in purchasing, selecting, and collect-
ing may be made.

The following list of foreign gal-
leries, and the number of pictures con-
tained in each, was collected by Mr.
Powers during his visit to Europe,
aud has never before been given to
the public :

Gallery of the Vatican, Rome. ... 37
Gallery of the Luxembourg, Paris 207
Capitotine Gallery, Rome. ... .... 225
Academy of Fine Arts, Bolonga.. 280
Bridgewater Gallery, Earl of Elles-

METE ...t 318
Collection of the Duke of Suther-

land ..o 323
Gallery of Amsterdam ... ...... 386
Pitty Palace, Florence.......... H500
Brera Gallery, Milan............ 503
Borghese Gallery, Rome........ 526
Gallery of Brussels............. Hd0)
Academy of Science Gallery. Turin 560
Gallery of Burghley House, North-

amptoushire ................. 600
Antwerp Gallery................ 600
Academy of Fine Arts, Venice... 688
National Museum, Naples....... 700
The Leichlenstien, Gallery, Vienna 713
National Museum, London. .. ... 902
Uthizi Gallery, Florence......... 1,200
The Old Museum, Berlin........ 1,250
The Pinacothek, Munich........ 1,422
Belvidire Gallery, Vieuna ..... .. 1,550
Imperial Hermitage, St. Peters-

burg ... i L 1631
Gallery of the Louvre, Paris. . ... 1,800
Muiso of the Qrado, Madrid...... 1,833
Royal Gallery of Dresden........ 2,200
Gallery of Versailles............ 3,000

The paintings of the above named
galleries are all originals of the old
schools, and “are unpurchaseable at
any price.” This last note shows the
inquiry that must have been made by
Mr. Powers in his exhaustless searches
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through the great European galleries.
Mr. Powers has not spent his large
sums of woney in vain, as the cata-
logue prices paid for the pictures will
fully show. Though many of them
ran into the thousands, yet his motto
seems to have been “ picture tirst, price
afterwards,” and not that spirit in
which the little gods of Gotham flaunt
their possessions, publishing at all
hazards, the great cost of their pie-
ture, elevating their merit by that
strange, modern art methods—Mone-
tary valuation. The price paid is,
nevertheless, a matter of some moment,
and will, in the minds of worthy citi-
zens, commend in some measure the
excellence of the picture; at least, the
artist’'s acknowledged reputation may,
by this method, be arrived at.
Number 9, one of the best in the
collection, the subject being “An Italian
Mother at Prayer,” painted by Carol
Becker, 18 valued at $4+500. No. 11,
by William Adolphe Bouquereau, en-
titled the « Little Pilferers,” has been
purchased for $£10000. No. 234, by
Leon Perrault. The highest value
is that affixed to “ October,” viz., $25 -
020, one of the most striking in the
gallery, painted by Auguste Haghorg,
of Gotenburg. No. 68, “ Waiting for
the Boats,” by the same artist, is also
very tine. The Temptation of St.
Anthony, by Louis Leloir, is marked
at $6,000, ULeautiful in golor, the
modeling and drawing, says the cata-
lozue, is beyond praise.  “ The Heart’s
Awakening,” by Anatole Vely, a pupil
of Signol, has the value of $25,000
stamped upon it. But when you think
of the names of such famous artists
as Franz Defregger of Munich, Ben-
Jjamin Constant, Paris, Missonier, G. H.
Boughton, Eastman Johnson, Emile
Van Marcke, J. G. Gilbert Stuart, Jos.
Vernet Edward Gay, Jean Gustave
Jacquet, and Juan Antonio Gonzalez,
of Madrid, a brilliant Spanish painter.
A score of equally famous men might
be instanced as worthy of considera-
tion, and many other valuable pictures
within the golden circle of the thou-
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sands might be recalled, yet it would
only prolong an essay wherein the
main thought is to present as worthy
of national remembrance the gifted
benefactor, the public spirited citizen
of Rochester, N.Y.

Hard were the struggles which Mr.
Powers endured in early life, earning
among the farmers a precarious liveli-
hood at 7 years of age, attending dur-
ing the winter the district school in
the little village of Batavia. At the
age of eighteen he came to.Rochester,
where he got employment in a hard-
ware store. Working diligently he soon
rose to an important position as head
book-keeper of the firm. In the year
1850, he opened an exchange office
and from that time he conducted a
banking business with marvellous suc-
cess.

During the war he acquired great
wealth which has been steadily in-
creaging. For his great wealth he
found a channel alike honorable to
himself and munificently interesting
to his country. Of the simple life
which Mr. Powers enjoys, and of his
unassuming manners, many stories
are current in his native city. One of
my own experiences with Mr. Powers
will serve to illustrate the kindly and
genial character of the man. I was a
visitor in Rochester one hot Sunday in
July, the thermometer something like
96" in the shade, the mercury gesti-
culating as if determined to leap over
the glass tube by one heroic bound. I
felt perfectly exhausted, yet I was de-
termined to see something of the city.
The Powers House was pointed out as
the most excellent of the many excel-
lent hotels in the city. “The Art Gal-
lery ” suggested by one party would
be well worth visiting. We called at
the hotel and made inquiry as to the
gallery, it was closed for the Sunday.
“Will I be able to see any of the
pictures ?” I said to the clerk. “I
cannot admit you, but if you call on
Mr. Powers, at his residence, he may
give you permission.” We called. Per-
mission we asked, permission we re-
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ceived, and such a kindly weleome 1
shall not soon forget. In the uncom-
fortably hot sun he left a happy com-
pany ‘neath the cooling sha.tows of his
vine-covered verand:h and proc-eded
down town to the palatial buildings.
We were escorted into the lofty pre-
cincts of the Temple of Art, where
amid the silent language of pictures
we meditated upon the glorious tri-
umphs of the holiest of the priesthood
of nature. I thanked Mr. Powers for
his kindness. Three hours were spent
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in the gallery and many notes were
taken of the pictures.

Recalling other American galleries
which I have visited, the greatness of
the Powers Art Gallery fixes itself
upon me with increased interest, and
I feel the great truth of the assertion
with which I opened this biographical
sketeh, growing daily stronger, and 1
close with that opening sentence in
which I said “ One of the most unique
figures in the United Srates is Daniel
W. Powers, of Rochester, N.Y.

[ ]

GANOE SONG BY MOONLIGHT.

Rippling water,

Breaking the gleaming,
With tiny furrows,

Now dark, now light :
Venus has caught her
Pin-point in your streaming,
And twinkles and burrows
Down out of sight.

Moonlight rising,
Higher and higher,
Silver trail spreading

Over the tide,
Etherealizing

Scenes that are nigher,
Fairy flood shedding
Down far and wide.

Headland, island,
Casting dark shadows,
Making the glories
Brighter to glow :

All these are my land,
New El Dorados,
Such as old stories
Feigned long ago.

Spirit of Beauty,

Round me awaking,
To my soul bringing
Thoughts old and new ;

Radiant is duty,

Virtue is breaking

Out into singing

In my Canoe.

J. Cawpor BELL,
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BY A. G. DOUGHTY.

I~ this age there appears to be a tend-
ency on the part of crities to overlook
the serious defects of aspirants to
poetic laurels.

Any metrical structure, which is
fairly melodious, receives the seal of
approval, and is held up to the public
gaze as a specimen of poetic art—often
as the highest form of art. Metrical
perfection may be, and is, often at-
tained without revealing the slightest
trace of true poetic talent; and so long
as the first requisite of good verse—
inspiration—isignored by those whose
judgment helps to make or mar the
poet, writers will continue to produce
laborious exhibitions of poetic form
utterly regardless of substance. :

Verse, however, which will standthe
search-light of times: which is des-
tined to live beyond the passing hour,
must, underneath an elegance of form,
betray the distinct feeling and work-
ing of the poet’s mind.

It is not even enough for a composi-
tion to be melodious, for unless the
evidence of thought moves with and
is part of the melody, it will lose its
charm after a first reading.

In the volume of stately and admir-
able verse before us, it is evident that
Mr. Murray has realized the truth set
forth by Matthew Arnold, that “we
have to turn to poetry to interpret
life for us, to comfort and sustain us.”

Worked out in his own manner,
bearingthe stampof originality and set
to atluent music, are themes, wherein
nobleness, heroisin, devotion, faith,
purity—all things that make life worth
living—tind their full signiticance ; in-
deed, by the aid of the poets far-
reaching spiritual insight, the heights
and depths of life are invested with

*Verses and Versions: By George Murray, B.A., Oxon.,
A.K.C., F.R.S.C., Mcntreal.—W. Foster Brown & Co.

an import that we could not discover
for ourselves.

But even in poems which may be
regarded as more strictly didactic, the
poets deep love and reverence of na-
ture are manifest. The most delicate
emotion, the ever varying expression
depicted upon the face of nature, her
grand sublime effects, are painted in
rich colors, harmonizing with the poets
own moods.

‘“ Where the breakers roared,
And through the veil of darkness dimly
scanned
The awful oc:an’s tempest wrinkled face.
The lightning’s glare, intolerably bright,
Flashed like a fiery serpent from the clouds
With lurid gleams on black tumultuous waves
Crested with foam, and on the white winged
gulls
That, fluttering inland eddied round and
shrieked
With mocking cries, like demons of the
storm.”

In striking contrast tothis boisterous
scene, with its “black tumultuous
waves ” is this picture of repose :

““So strayed we on,
Through shadowy aisles of close embracing
tiees
Whose restlessfoliage murmured like the seas,
A slumberous monotone,

*“ Green twinkling leaves
Lit by slant sunbeams tremulously made
Quaint shifting arabesques of light and shade,
Such as naught earthly weaves.

¢ The Zephyr’s sigh,
And hum of insect-swarms alone were heard,
Save when some squirrel leapt, or nestling
bird
Sang vespers from on high.”

Lovely is the music, and exquisite
is the feeling which tinds expression
in a poem named “ The Lake”:

¢ Must we forever to some distant clime
Drift on through the night despairingly
away ?
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And can we never on the sea of Time
Cast anchor for a day ?

() Lake ! a year hath past with all its pain,
And, by the waves she hoped vnce more to
see
Here. on this stone, I seat myself again,
But ask not where is she.

“ One summier eve we floated from thy shores
Dost thou recall it ? Not a sound was heard

Save when the measured cadeuce of our oars
The dreamy silence stirred.

““Then tones more sweet than earth sha'l
ever hear
Sweet tones that never will be heard again
Woke slumbering echoes from the haunted
mere
That lis'ened to the strain.

¢ O blissful Time ! suspend thy tlight ;
Dear Hours prolong thy stay

And let us taste the blest de ight
Of this enchanting day.

T ask some moments more—in vain—
Time’s wings more swiftly fly :

* () rapturous eve ’ I sigh, remain—
Lo ! night is in the sky.

¢ Come let us love, the minutes flee—
Love may not long abide,

Time’s river knows no ebb—and we
Drift onw.rd with the tide.

¢ O grand Etemi‘ty ! O solemn Past !
“Ye, whose abyss engulfs our little day,
Speak, will ye grant again the bliss, at Ia t
Which once ye snatched away 77

The story of the hero of the Long
Sault is painted with graphic force in
a poem entitled “How Canada Was
Saved ”:

¢ Beside the dark Utawa’s stream two hun-
dred years ago,

A wondrous feat of arms was wrought, which
all the world should know ;

"Tis hard to resd with tearless eyes that re-
cord of the past

It stirs the blood and fires the soul, as with
a clarion’s blast.

What, though no blazoned cenotaph, no
sculptured columns tell

Where the stern herves «f my song in death
trivmphant, fell ;

What, though beside the foaming flood un-
tombed their ashes lie ;

All earth b comes the monument of men who
nobly die.

¥

Several passages in this poem are
full of dramatic vigor, especially the
storming of the fort.

“Grace Connell,” an Ivish Idyll, isa
beautiful rendering of a noble woman'’s
sacrifice, the tull force of which, how-
ever, seems marred by the abruptness
of its termination.

This working up of a narrative,
complete in detail, rich in color to
a certain point, and then bringing
it to a sudden end, is also noticeable
in another poem; but if this is a de-
fect, it is readily forgiven ina volume
containing such grand utterances as
the poet’s lines on “ Robert Burns,”
and “ Iphigenia at Aulis.” In a poet
of the temperament of Mr. Murray, as
indicated insomeof his prineipal poems,
we should conclude that his imagina-
tive instinct would lead him almost en-
tirely to the sublime—to those concep-
tions which by their very grandeur ap-
peal to the primitive emotions. But a
study, especially of his minor poems,re-
veals a versatility of genius altogether
unexpected. Asan illustration of the
variety of the poets moods, the reader
is referred to *“A Dream about the
Aspen,” “To Ninon,” “The Wild
Flower,” “ Perhaps,” “ The Lily and
the Rose,” “The Days that are no
more,” and the “ Lamyp of Hero.”

Amongst the most delicately drawn
pictures, and one in which there is a
purifying and idealizing movement is
the “ Madonna’s Isle ”—here is a beau-
tiful portrait of the Virgin:

¢ She knelt immaculately fair,
With love illumined face,

And like some lute the voice of prayer
Breathed spells around the place,

Up-floating through the summer air
To reach the throne of grace.”

Many reallysplendid passages might
be quoted from this volume wherein
the subtle harmonies of thought and
sense tind expression in words of
greatest clearness, but these the reader
will discover.

A large portion of the volume is
devoted to translations of the French
poets, and here a wealth of consum-
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mate language and technical skill are
brought into play, indicating not only
the poet, but the scholar.

The sincerity of the poet; his in-
tense love of the good; his patient
and accurate representation of nature,
the force of his imagination and pene-
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trating vision ; the music of his verse,
and its technical excellence should
commend the volume to all those who
“turn to poetry to interpret life”—to
all those who hope to recognize 1n
poety “the breath and finer spirit of
all knowledge.”

MISS PAULINE JOHNSON'S POEMS.

LY HECTOR CHARLESWORTH.

For the past five years Miss Pauline
Johnson has been the most popular
figure in Canadian literature, and in
many respects the most prominent
one. There is something more or less
remarkable in all this, since her promi-
nence and popularity were accomplish-
ed merely by a few oceasional lyries

in {fugitive publications.  Recently
Miss Johnson has heen figuring

throughout Canada in a bardic capa-
city as the reciter of her own works,
but her fame was made before such
a course became possible.  Instances
of a poet’s achieving actual fame
years before he or she has issued a
single volume are sutfliciently unique
to be remarkable, and now that a col-
lection of Miss Johnson’s songs is ac-
tually between covers we are chabled
to realize something of the charm and
power and music that had enabled her
to achieve her previous importance.
The volume* which has just been
issued from the greatest warchouse of
poetry in the world—the Bodley
Head, of Vigo street, London, is ra-
ther an austere looking little tome,
with its plum-colored cover and its
bold device of tomahawk and wam-
pum. The title “ White Wampum,”
and Miss Johnson’s Indian sobriquet,
“Tekahionwake "—whatever that may
mean—add further to the aboriginal
atmosphere of the book; but when

*The Copp Clark Co., Toronto, are the Wholesale
Agents,

you open the volume its broad, ereamy
margins and clear, hright type ecaress
the eye,and you find that the luxurious
bibliophile will have something to de-
light his senses.  The title page, with
a delighttul design by E. H. New, sug-
gestive of mountains and wigwams
and pine trees, whets the appetite, and
Miss Johnson’s dedication, explaining
that white wampum symbolizes for
an Indian all that is best in him,
is particularly happy. All these are
small matters compared  with the
poems themselves, but they are ele-
ments in book making that the sensi-
tive reader is coming to deniand.

The entireget-upot the volume points
tothe Indian element in Miss Johnson's
genius. Hers is a red-skinned muse,
we are led to believe, and a snatch of
introductory verse runs:

““ And few to-day remain,

But copper-tinted face and smouldering fire
of wilder life, were left me by my sire,
To be my proudest claim.’

Seven ballads of Indian life are set
forward as the chief features of the
book, and these dealing as they do
with dramatic incidents, are necessar-
ily familiar to those readers who have
enjoyed Miss Johnson’s platform ap-
pearances ; the sense of novelty and
delight comes when we turn over the
pages and meet with the introspee-
tive lyries, songs of love and suffering
and passion : and these, I think, give
Miss Johnson her greatest claim on
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public attention. The Indian ballads
are fresh and stimulating to healthy
people with dramatic intelligences,
and there is a fine Mohawk barbarity
about them, but the softer lyries
strike a more universal note. They
have music in them that lingers in
one’s ear, and sentiment that grows
tuneful in one’s heart. '

As a bhalladist, Miss Johnson is en-
dowed with the qualitics of swiftness
and terseness, and 1s happy in the fact
that she 1s not much of a rhetorician.
Her voeabulary is limited at all times,
and for this rcason she sometimes
fails to give the finite expression
to her thought, but the deficieney en-
ables her, in her lyries, to make music
with shmple words, which have mean-
ing forevery one, and in her ballads
to avoid platitudes. The clipped, ner-
vous expression of such ballads as
“ Qjistoh,” and “ As Red Men Die,” is
harsh at moments, but when either
poem is judged as a whole, it is
seen that the atmosphere of cruelty
and intensity could be produced only
by such mcans. And Miss Johnson
paints a picture masterfully. In
* Ojistoh,” the Mohawk Judith, who
slays her chief’s enemy, is living
and breathing before your eyes, and
in *“ As Red Men Die,” you can alinost
hear the exultant chant of the brave
as he walks to his death along the
path of coals. Miss Johnson has a
large infusion of Mohawlk blood her-
self, and these scenes are realities to
her imagination. It is the highest
praise of her to say that she makes
them realitics to the imaginations of
her readers also; but this Indian en-
thusiasm of hers is responsible for the
defects of some of these ballads. She
is a partisan of the red man; his
wrongs burn within her, but in real-
ity one cannot put partisan emotions
into poetic bottles with success. They
turn what should be dramatic into
melodrama, and what should be poctic
into a polemic. Thus, in “ The Cattle
Thief,” we have a stirring incident
stirringly told in part, but falling into
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mere controversial eloquence at the
end.  We are stirred to sympathy as
we read of the settlers pursuing the
starving redskin, and doing him to
death, but when the Indian’s untutor-
ed wife springs from behind some ad-

jacent tree, and, standing over the

body of her brave makes a speech
that in eloquence and logic is seldom
equalled in the House of Commons,
we grow skeptical as to the reality of
the episode. No one doubts that Miss
Johnson has made a truthful state-
ment of the wrongs of her people in
these ballads of hers, but she has
marred works that are in esscnce po-
etic and strong with mere polemies.
She has reversed the settler's joke,
and with her it would appear that a
good pale face is a dead pale face; ex-
cept in the case of Yakonweta’s fair-
browed lover.  The story of the latter,
entitled “ The Pilot of the Plains,” is a
beautilul and moving ballad, and it
will be found that in such efforts as
“jistoh,” the tale of Yakonwita, and
“As Red Men Die,” which murmur
not of Indian wrongs, but sing of In-
dian deeds, Miss Johnson is at her
best.  She is a good story-teller and a
vivid scene-painter.

From the hallads we pass on to the
songs in which Miss Johnson has
chronicled her moods, her joys and
her sorrows.  They are the intimate
expression of herself, and the musie,
and color, and simplicity of them are
exquisite. Her methods in versifying
are of the most direct and simple na-
ture; there are none of those gyrating
rocket flights of passion of which
Swinburne has the key, and in which
most lyrists strive to emulate himn.
But in these simple lyries there arve
soft intervals and movements and lulls
of sound that caress the senses. In
the Indian ballads, Miss Johnson shows
herself sensitive to the influence of
phrase and metre in suggesting the
atmosphere by mere sound, and again
and again in the lyries which she has
written in a minor key, or with a
light heart, you tind the sound mould-
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ing and mysteriously suggesting the
thourvht “The Song my Paddle Nings,”

in which the dash of the rapids, ‘the
splash of the paddle, and the tremb-
ling of the rushing canoe are perfectly
conveyed, is the best example of this
gift of hers. The mystic invocation
of one fasting from sleep, on page 61,
has the same telmt‘y in phrasing :—

**Go, sleep, T say, < before the darkness die,
To one who needs you even more than I;
For I can bear my part alone, but he

Has need of thee.

¢t His poor tired eyes in vain have sought re-
lief,
His heart more tire 1 still with all its grief;
His pain is deep, while mine is vague and
dim,
Go thou to Lim,

¢ \When thou hast fanned him with thy drow-
sy wings,
And laid thy lips upon the pulsing strings,
That in his soul with fret and fever blnn
To me return.”

These stanzas are from the poem
“ Fasting,” which is, perhaps, the most
remarkable and memorable in the
book, and not the only one in which
Miss Johnson shows mystical tenden-
cies. But never is there a touch of
that wretched obscurantism so preva-
lent in the etforts of Mr. Bliss Carman
and some of his imitators. Health
and sanity, and earnestness pulse
through every line she writes, even
though it is sometimes an imperfect
line.

- T trust that it 1s no haughty male
prejudice that prompts me to say that
in poetry, asin all other things, women
must find their chief reward for well-
doing in the approval of men. Man-
kind is for womankind, the ultimate
court of appeal, and one is giving
Miss Jolinson the very best of praise,
and setting her on a pedestal high
above most other feminine welders of
the pen in saying that her songs will
meet with the deepest appreciation
fromall song-loving men. Of howmany
of the women writers of to-day could
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that be said ? And yet there never
were so many women writing. The
fair scribblers pour forth an endless
stream of prose and poetry for the
edification of their sisters, while to the
men 1t is a mass that 1s “ erotie, neu-
rotic, and tommyrotic.” But Miss
Johnson by writing as a natural, gen-
erous, healthful woman has, already,
command over a large and apprecia-
tive audience of men who find some-
thing lasting and moving in her music.

Lest it should be thought that I
have in any way deprecated the value
of the Indian element in Miss John-
son’s make-up it should be added that
our poct has a quality, difficult to de-
fine, which is hers alone, and which,
since it can be traced to no other
source, must be aseribed to the Indian
influence. It is a quality of absolute
naiveté in dealing with natural things.
Her songs of the mountains and the
streams and the skies are absolutely
without self-conseciousness; her love-
lyries and the utterance she has given
to her religious yearnings--—these are
all permeated with aboriginal simpli-
city, not once is the note of self-con-
sciousness  struck.  Sometimes you
tind a record of a mood that seems at
first blush fin-de-siecle, for instance
when she writes:

¢“Soulless is all humanity to me
to-night.”

But as the verse runs on the mood
becomes dignified.

¢ My keenest longing is to ba
Alone, alone with God’s grey earth that seems
Pulse of my pulse and consort of my dreams.”

The red-skinned muse is healthful
and simple and earnest; more mark-
edly it is sensuous and musical. This
book of *“ White Wampum ” is the re-
cord of passions and aspirations that
are elemental and vigorous, but the
note of womanly tenderness and sad-
ness is there as well. In the lyric
“Qverlooked ” it is there in all its
sweetness.
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BY THE

NARDAU AND HIS CRITICS.

Max Narpav has made a very thor-
ough reply, in an article in the August
Century, to his critics, especially those
who do not agree with his position in
his new work, “Degeneration.” He de-
fines this position by saying: “I am of
opinion that we are to-day in the
midst of an epidemic out-break of
hysteria and degeneration, the cause of
which is the over-exertion of the last
sixty years” He distinguishes hy-
steria and degeneration by deseribing
the former as an acquired condition of
exhaustion of the nervous system and
the latter as an innate anomaly of de-
velopment.  Then he adds: “T have
shown that an overstrained and in-
temperate generation becomes hyster-
ical and will in turn beget a genera-
tion of degenerates.” Again he ex-
plains: “ Every form of degeneration
is an anomaly, but not every form
of anomaly is an evidence of degener-
ation. There are anomalies which
areevidencesof progress.” Innovations
which become typical of the whole
race at a certain stage are anomalies,
but mark progress. If these innova-
tions mark one or two or a class
f persons at a later stace, that is
degeneration—a forn  of atavism.
“(Genius and degeneration are two
different things: for genius is inci-
dental to evolution while degeneration
is retrogressive.”

THE AGE OF CONSENT.

On September 1st, 1895, there comes
into force in the State of New York,
a law which will do a great deal to
lift higher the standard of purity and
morality, which will make a happier
people and a better state and which
will lessen the number of inmates in

EDITOR.

prisons, insane asylums and consump-
tive hospitals. This law is an amend-
ment to the state penal code by which
the age-of-consent of females is chang-
ed from sixteen toeighteen. The law
had been asked for by the State Medi-
cal Association, “In the interest of
public health and clean heredity,” and
to the credit of the legislators of New
York, be it said, that out of 82 repre-
resentatives in the Assembly and 22
in the Senate, only one recorded an
adverse vote. In the same month
(April ’95) as witnessing the passing
of the New York law, a similar reform
was made in Arizona, and the age of
consent raised from 14 to 18 years,
the provision going into force “ from
and after its passage.” The third
State to make a move this year to
protect girl-children until they have
reached the age when they are capable
of an understanding reason is Idaho,
which has also raised the age of con-
sent from fourteen to eighteen years.
It is very probable that this movement
to restrict the number of “epileptics,
syphilitics, imbeciles, sex-perverts and
consumptives,” to use the words of
Helen H. Gardener in the August
Arena, will become very general in
the other States during the coming
law-making year.

FOREIGN MISSIONARY WORK.

The reportsof Armenian and Chinese
atrocities perpetrated upon foreign
missionaries, will have a great effect
upon the English speaking peopies,
owing to the fact that they are the.
most active agents in missionary work.
Upon those who are fanatically reli-
gious these reports will have the effect
of increasing the number of volun-
teers for the work, for they will deem
it a holy task to lay down their lives
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for that which is to them the do-all
and be-all of life. Upon the less re-
ligions and more calmly thoughtiul
portion of the community, these re-
ports will produce a much different
result.  They will declare that to ex-
pose noble lives to the barbarity and
atrocity of inappreciative heathenism
is to do something unnecessary and
unwise. To the statesmen and diplo-
mats of Great Britain and the United
States these reports will bring home
the lesson that all nations are inter-
dependent.  As the citizen of any
country cannot live unto himself, so
no nation of the earth can act as it
seems right and pleasing unto itself.
The closer drawing together of na-
tions produced by the introduction of
steamboats, railroads and telegraph
lines must inevitably lead to an ex-
pansion of International Law in the
direction of the greater protection of
foreign residents. While the nations
of Europe and America recognize these
laws, the Asiatic nations have taken
little notice of them. This state of
affairs will be changed by forcing these
Eastern Governments to an adoption
of the code of ethics which governs
the relations of the Western nations.
The present would seem to be an op-
portune time to press this code upon
the notice of the fanatical Turk and
the thoughtless Chinee.

THE BATILE OF THE POETS.

For some time a merry battle has
been waged in the Canadian news-
papers between Bliss Carman and a
Mr. Miller on the one side and William
Wilfred Campbell on the other. Nu-
merous allies have been enlisted on
either side, but no definite results
have been sccured. Perhaps one is
apparent, and that is, that poets are but
human and always influenced more or
less by the approval and the purse of
the publiec. Canadian poets can ex-
peet distinetion in their native coun-
try only by touching, with their musie,
the hearts of the people.  Alexander
Muir has produced but two or three
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poems, but when last month he left
his home in Toronto and visited the
Maritime Provinces, the people wel-
comed him  with open arms. The
author of “ The Maple Leat Forever”
was the hero of the hour. He has
carned for himself the warmest feel-
ings of his own generation of country-
men and the honor and respeet of
those which are yet unborn.

A WORD TO EDUCATIONISTS.

John Ferguson, M.D., Toronto, has
something to say about Canada’s edu-
cational system in an article in the
August Popular Science Monthly on
“The Nervous System and its Rela-
tion to Education.” He premises that
the nervous system of the child must
be in a healthy state before it can
properly receive and retain the ideas
which are to be instilled. Moreover,
as the character and disposition of
children dittfer, so must the methods
of the teacher. Object lessons ave
better than theoretical explanations.
But before everything, the child must
be healthy, and surrounded by whole-
some physical conditions.

FEMALE CRIMINOLOGY.

Major Arthur Grifliths, Inspector
of British prisons, deals with the new
science of criminal anthropology in
the August North dmerican Review.
The special phase treated of is the re-
searches of Lombroso and Ferrero, two
Italian savants, into the peculiarities
of the offenders of the weaker sex.
The writer points out that the vices
of the female criminal (English) are of
the male rather than of the female,
and that these feminine offenders are
given to dissipation, are audacious,
violent, imperious, cruel, passionate,
revengeful, and shameless.  They are,
perhaps, more deliberate in their plan-
ning than males, and have a more per-
sistent determination in the carrying
out of their fell purposes. Greed and
a desire for vengeance are the two
greatest of the motives which impell
females to erimmes, and the female
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eriminal is made rather than born.
Poisoning is their peculiar method,
the method alike of Lucretia Borgia,
and of Mrs. Maybrick. He contradicts
the dictum of the criminal anthropo-
logists, that the primitive woman was
not given to wrong doing, and that
the {emale offender is a product of
civilization, by showing that the numn-
of English female eriminals is steadily
decreasing.  In the last decade, the
decrease has been forty-one per cent.
of the total number imprisoned.
Moreover, this decrease has been
among the younger criminals, show-
ing “that fewer recruits are being
enlisted or drawn into the great army
of crime.” He expects the diminution
to continue as the older criminals die
off.
GOLDWIN SMITH’S CRITICISMS.

Drummond’s “ Ascent of Man,”
Kidd’s “ Social Evolution,” and Bal-
four'’s metaphysical writings are dis-
sected, summarized and criticized in a
most instructive manner by Goldwin
Smith in the August North American
Review. He declares that “ never be-
fore has the intellect of man been
brought so directly face to face with
the mystery of existence as it is now.”
Science and criticism have torn away
the veil and subjected traditional be-
lief to man’s severest reasoning. “The
kingdom of science is come.”  He
then goes on to dissect Mr. Drumn-
mond’s theory of evolution, and will
not admit his assumption of “the
paramount value of the type and the
righteousness of sacriticing individuals
without limit to its perfection and
preservation;” nor can it be made
good to our hearts, our intellects, and
our moral instinets. Mr. Kidd’s the-
ory is that man*“owes his progress to
his having acted against his reason in
obedience to a supcernatural and extra-
rational sanction of action which is
identitied with religion.”  Altruism,
acting against reason, with a super-
natural and extra-rational sanction is,
according to Mr. Kidd, the motive
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power of progress.” Here Professor
Smith states his own opinion that de-
sire of improvement is the great mo-
tive power of humanity, that evoiu-
tion 1s not a necessary explanation,
nor 1s supersition necessary as a con-
dition. Man aspires always to better
things, and thus differs from the
brutes, and this aspiration is not « the
offspring of unreason.” He closes his
most thoughtful article by saying that
Mr. Balfour cannot expect mysticisin
or religion to be refounded on any
other than reasonable and historieal
grounds, and that science and criticism
prevent it being established on mere
“authority.”

PUBLICITY IN LIQUOR-SELLING.

The State of Indiana is furnishing
some new ideas for the regulation of
liquor-selling. The Nicholson Law in
that State provides that all saloons
shall be on the ground floor fronting
on a public street, and that no shades,
screens or curtains shall, in any way,
obstruct the view of the interior from
the street. A majority of the citizens
in any city ward, county or township,
by addressing a remonstrance to the
Board of County Commissioners, may
prevent the granting of any license.
The citizens are resenting the enforce-
ment of the first-mentioned provision,
but the local option provision seems
to be working satisfactorily.

THE NEW ELEMENT.

That the atmosphere contains some-
thing beside oxygen, nitrogen and car-
bon dioxide, has been proven by what
a writer in the Popular Science
monthly describes “an achievement
which, in the history of science, has,
perhaps, only been surpassed by the
prediction of Neptune, by Adams and
Levervier, and its subsequent discov-
ery by Galle.” Lord Raleigh and Prof.
Ramsay have, after many months of
patient labor, discovered a new consti-
tuent of the air, which they have
called “ Argon” It resembles nitro-
gen in its chemical inertness, but



434

gives two distinet spectra, is four-
tenths heavier, and is much more
soluble in water. It has a definite
melting point, a definite boiling point,
a definite critical temperature and
pressure and, hence, seems to be a
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simple elementary character. The
only difficulty presents itself in the
fact that it does not seem to fit into
Mendeljeff’s table, and hence many
chemists refuse to believe that it is a
monatomic element.

IN VARIOUS MOODS.

BY OMAR.

MosT of us lapse into absent-mind-
edness occasionally. The difference
between my neighbor and myself is
only one of degree. The other day
1 was the witness of a case in the
maximum degree. It was in Ham-
ilton. I had just approached the wic-
ket of the Stuart s reet station to
purchase a ticket for Toronto. Before
I could catch the eye of the agent, a
bucolic looking individual, with an
open purse in his left hand, elbowed
me aside, blurted out to the ticket
agent, who had in the mecantime ap-
peared :

“(ive me a ticket.”

“ Where are you going?” politely
asked the agent.

“ 1 want to go back to where I came
from this morning. I dont know the
name of the station.”

“You had better find out, then,”

“How am I to do that 7 But, hold
on, 1 remember this: I paid forty
cents to comehere. Now you'll know,
won’t you ¢’ he rejoined, i all confi-
dence.

How the poor fellow ultimately got
out of his dilemma I know not, hav-
ing to take my train. 1 was relating
the incident t> a conductor. “O, he
was drunk,” he remarked, with a
grunt. But he was not, I'll vouch for
that.

If anyone had two months ago told
me that there was in this broad Dom-
inlon a sane man—a white man, at

any rate—who knew not the mean-
ing of the word “ bachelor,” I would
have declared such could not be. Now
I myself am free to make the bold
assertion that there is. 1 know there
is one, and my faith has been so rude-
ly shaken that I am: not brave enough
to say there is not another. My au-
thority for stating that there is at
least one man in Canada who is un-
acquainted with the meaning of the
word ¢ bachelor,” is Rev. Mr. Boyle,
a venerable superannuated minister of
the Methodist Church, who resides at
Brantford. Quite recently Mr. Boyle
was called upon to tie the marriage
knot for a couple, whether young,
middle-aged or old, I know not. A
part of the proceedings cwbodied the
filling out of a certain form.

“Are you a widower /7 asked Mr.
Boyle, addressing the groom.

“No.”

“ Never married before 7”

“ Never.”

“Then,” rejoined the clergyman, in
an off-handed manner, “I suppose I'll
have to put youdownasa *“bachelor.”

O, no sir,” interrupted the groom, in
a serious tone, as he laid his hand on
his interlocuter’s arm; “Thank God,
I never was that.”

We have all probably heard of the
servant girl who, upon being question-
ed as to the cause of the tears she
was shedding, sobbed, as she pointed
to an axe suspended in the rafters, « 1
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thought if ever I should get married,

and have a little boy, that he might.

come down into this cellar, and that
the axe might drop on his head, and
kill him.” T have a friend, and very
near relative, in fact, who, while not
within several degrees of bLeing as
pronounced an alarmist as the girl in
question, is always fearful that “ some-
thing is going to happen” to her off-
sprine.  Their diet she watches, as if
suspicious that some indigestible in-
gredient was ever gui vive to spring
into it. When they are out of her
sight she is on pins and needles, and
when they are in bed she hovers about
them like a guardian angel. But
lately a new matter for concern has
developed.  Her second boy, an 11-
year-old, has got a tricycle.  And the
rules and regulations she has laid
down for the government of that boy
and that tricycle are appalling. They

GABDE
THE INDIAN'S SOLILOQUY.

(From an old Indian tradition.)

A feeling of sadness—perhaps bitter-
ness—stea’s upon ny spirit as I look over
our fair * Kanata,” once the vast hunting
ground of our race— God’s own gift 1o the
red man. And in fancy I go back a
weary length of time, and stand again in
the grand o'd forest, unshorn by the
white man’s axe of any of its beauty or
strength. 1 gaze upon the waters of her
noble lakes aud rivers, whose bosom none
greater than our frail barks ever ploughed.
In imagination I follow the bounding
deer, trap once more the beaver, or hunt
the buffalo. Coming back to roality, I
ask, with shrinking heart, whence all this
change? My thoughts involuntarily turn
to the white man. I ask, where are our
tribes of wariiors who revelled at will
amid the beauties of God’s providence?
There is but one answer. Do you ask
what it is? Tt is stamped on all around,
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would have been to e, when I
was a boy, at any rate. A couple of
these rules will suffice by way of illus-
tration.  When crossing a bridge the
boy must dismount and lead his wheel
across. On approaching asubway (he
frequently visits an aunt east of the
Gerrard street subway, Toronto), he
must also dismount. If no trains are
passing overhead he can proceed, but
he must not mount his wheel again
until he is through the subway. These
rules the poor boy carried out to the
letter until the other day, when my
immoderate laughter at the fact caused
him to resolve to break them in future,
and run the risk of a chastisement
rather than be made a laughing stock
of again. And now he pedals across
bridges and under subways like other
boys, although the rules and regula-
tions are still on his mother’s statute-
book.

ENDS.

everything bears the impress of the pale
fuce. It is he that has desolated our
homes ; has felled our forests; has occu-
pied our waters with mightier ships—
more, is still driving back and crushing
with relentless hand him who should be
first in the land—the poor Indian.
Again, T ask, who is this usurper who
bears himself so loftily toward the despis-
ed red man? A picture is presented to
my view. The scene is one of peace and
quietness ; the gentle air rustling the
tinted leaves is redolent of the sweets of
autumn ; the tirst rays of the eastern sun
are gilding the eastern horizon ; all is
still as night, save the warbling of the
wakening birds. There is not a person
to be seen—no—hark ! There is & man
just gliding from behind that tree yonder.
Yes, T see him following the bend of the
river very cautiously ; now he stoops, and
is examining someihing.  “Shall T take
it,” he says; “he never know, he rever
think Indian take it.” Heis leaning over.



486

What's that! Ile starts ; “tis but the flut-
tering of a bird in the leafy branches.
Again he stoops, and with eager haste
seizes his brother's beaver trap. A heavy
hand is laid on his shoulder; the prize
falls frow his grasp, he turns, and meeting
the veproachful glance of his brother, the
color fades from his face, leaving it ashy
white, as a lasting memento of his shame.

Branded as a thief, driven from home
and country, he seeks a home far over the
great waters.

After long, long years; he returns in
the sane spirit of covetousness, and com-
mences his work of bloodshed and desola-
tion, nor will he cease till our once mighty
and warlike nation is no more.

Will our loved hunting grounds be re-
stored to us in the sweet hereafter by the
Great Spirit?

— Lituiaxy BeLL.

MUSKOKA DAYS AND DOINGS.

Parr 1.

Muskoka! To those unversed in the
delights of Muskoka summer life, the
word is but an empty sound, but to the
Canadian of Western Ontario whose pri-
vilege it is, in many cases, sunnner after
summer to live, for at least a short time,
hand in hand with Nature, in this most
beguiling pleasure-land, the name con-
jures up a host of memory pictuves, the
backgrounds of which are lake and land
and sky, and the foregrounds cool, healthy,
happy days, as unlike those of busy town
life as civilized men and women can de-
vise,

Although there are other habitual Can-
adian ¢ Campers ” than the inhabitants
of Western Ontario, and other camping
districts than the mainlands and islands
of the Muskoka Lakes, still year after
vear this little district is becoming more
widely known and is being more univer-
sally acknowledged the camping ground
without equal, of at least that part of
Canada.

The exact latitude and longitude of the
Muskoka District is not a necessary de-
tail here, hut for those who may some day
think of trying the delights of this free-
from-care existence, and adding a novel
experience to their growing horde, it may
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be said that the Muskoka of camping
fame is a cluster of three small lakes—
Muskoka, Joseph and Rosseau respective-
ly —the largest being about 22 miles by
9, at greatest length and breadth, ex-
tremely irregular in outline, and thickly
dotted over with islands varying greatly
in size. These lakes lie close together, and
each is accessible from the other, and all
are within easy distance of Toronto the
capital of Ontario.

Taking the Muskoka express from
thence at ten ¢’clock in the morning, the
eager Muskokaite spends three and a half
impatient, but not comfortless, hours in
the train ; running almost due north, be-
fore reaching Gravenhurst at the southern
extremity of Lake Muskoka, where con-
nection is mad= with the steamers of the
Muskoka Navigation Company, that ply
the waters of the several lakes.

At Gravenhurst wherf all is hustle and
bustle, for there, bow to stern, lie the two
time-tried steamers, impatient to be off
with their living cargoes, that the last
passenger may be deposited, if possible,
before nightfall. The transfer from train
to boat of luggage and !askets, without
which Jatter no Muskoka habitué would
be recognized as such, being safely and
quickly made, and the human freight be-
ing deposited in various standing and sit-
ting groups upon the decks, the signals
are given, and at the warning cries of
“ All Aboard,” and * Haul in your gang-
ways,” the two steamers swing out from
the wharf and slowly thread their way
between rafts and almost hidden rocks to
the narrows, through which they ave to
slip into the dark waters of Lake Mus-
koka.

In any one of the three Muskoka Lakes
the “camper” finds a paradise. Each
lake has its devotees, ready with the as-
surance that in neither of the others, are
the bays so picturesque, the islands so
well wooded, and the fishing so goud as in
their particular waters.

Nor need the point be disputed, for in
any one that may be chosen there, surely
is to be found, that which may satisfy the
heart ; of beauty, sport and boating.

The term ¢ Camping,” as applied to
Muskoka, has ceased to be synonymous
only with a bed of branches and a canvas
roof, and now admits within its limita-
tions shaunties of more or less dimensions,
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and some, formerly undreamed of luxur-
ies brought from far off’ winter homes.

Indeed, the shanties too have outgrown
their name, and in many places, in their
stead have sprung up picturesque wooden
bouses, large or small, ornamental or
plain, as the owner’s purse or fancy dic-
tate, and marvellously elastic in point of
accommodation.  But still the term
“ Camping " is clung to: for of whatso-
ever size and description be the roof-tree,
the mode of life remains unaltered. As
a rule, a succession of visitors come and
go from the various islands and house-
studded points, which breaks what might
be a monotony, were too small a party
left for too long a time dependent wholly
upon each other. The Muskoka life is
simple in the extreme, being literally
lived in the open air, except when “ the
shades of nignt,” hunger, or wind and
weather, necessitate a “ turning in,” and
much resembles that of the more remote
parts of the Adirondacks skirting the
lakes, where canoes and paddles, instead
of horses and vehicles of sorts, are the
principal means of locomotion.

A Muskoka day often runs on this
wise. Breakfast.- generally a fairly early
meal—being over, the verandah becomes
the rallying point ; there the important
question is discussed, or finally solved,
of “What is to be done to-day?”
A picnic may be the result; that being
the case, and before the s'art much—for
Muskoka—must be accomplished.

L-tter writers pen hasty missives seated
on rock or fallea tree, or doorstep, or per-
haps not scorning even the table of the
apartment that serves as dining-room, or
hall ; or sitting-room in cold or stormy
weather.

The bathers will not forego their morn-
ing dip, and away through the woods to
the bathing bay race the children, follow-
ed by their more leisurely elders.

At the end of about an hour all are to-
gether again, and then each fair daughter
lends her hand to the cutting of sand-
wiches, packing «f baskets, anl general
collecting of “goods and chattels” pre-
paratory to the start.

The commissariat departiment being in
working order and all things in readiness,
hats are donnel and the boathouse is soon
reached. And here the men put forth
their strong right arms and share the
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labor with their weaker sisters. The can-
oes and toats are quickly run into the
water and alinost as quickly loaded. The
baskets, the kettle, an unvarying feature
of every picnic, in its canvas bag to keep
1ts sooty exterior from contact with un-
blackened surroundings, perhaps the trol-
ling lines, the fishing rods, the camera,
and finally’ the people are all carefully
stowed away. Then energetic men and
maidens seize oar or paddle, or with much
appearance of hard work, and many gay
taunts exchanged anentspeed and metheod,
the whole party is under way, soon to be
lost sight of behind one of the many
islands that strew these watery highways.
The Island, called by the sacred name of
home, on these occasions is left to the
guardianship of Bridget or Mary-Ann, or
perhaps of Tommy the hewer of wood, and
drawer of water ; for even the children, if
such there be, share in all the pleasures of
the Muskoka life.

The choice of a destination is not a
matter of great difficulty, for almost every
island and point has some lovely nook,
the trees or foliage of which wave invita-
tions to the passer-by ; and if to-day their
bid ing may not be done, still to-morrow,
the next day, and a long vista of other
days stretch out with promise for the
future.

The chosen island having been reached,
a careful disembarking takes place, and
at once a spot is selected where the bas-
kets may be left, and later on the dainties
of the table spread to view ; one requis-
ite of this spot always being that not far
off, a cosy corner may be found where by-
and-by King Kettle can hum his cheery
tune protected from the little teasing

breeze. This having been done, each
creature then follows Lis own sweet
will.

The fishers away to some rock, well
known as being the henie of unwary bass
and pickerel ; the photographer bears his
cherished camera to where he can best do
deeds of daring - with often strange re-
sults ; the artist, if such there be, with
brush and palette wends her way to find
the spot where nature has laid her hand
most lovingly, in all thislovely scene ; the
children seek the berry patches and from
time to time their merry voices oreak
the living silence : and the rest, the unta-
lented and purposeless majority, ramble o
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row, or read, as fancy suggests, and all
Is peace.

‘t'he next event is luncheon, that «/
Jreser meal at which Van Houten plays a
no mean part ; for what Muskoka larder
Jays claim to perfection without his aid !
Hunger having been appeased, and the
baskets again packed, all are free, and the
afternoon is spent much as the morning
was, each drifting to the piping of his own
inclination. Toward five o'clock the first
canoe is under way again, and ere the
great sun has kissed the western horizon
and dyed with gold and crimson, or sub-
tle tints, the land and waters of the lake,
all are on home-soil once more.

Thus runs many a Muskoka day. Var-
iety, of course, there is  Perhaps an ex-
cursion on one of the small tugs that ply
the waters of the lakes, to Bala Falls, or
Shadow River—that matchless gem set
among many gems —or some Lake Joseph
haunts.

Perhaps the host and hostess recogniz-
ing the ¢ha ms of home, decide that their
own island shall bound their rambles for
the day.

Perhaps a canoeing expedition to some
distant point is made; or perchance the sky
puts on a sullen face, and the damp, chill
air drives all within, when books and
work and games, and even brews of taf-
fy help to while away the hours, and the
great wood fire that roars up the chimney
crackles a welcome to all who come. In
these wavs the days slip by ; and with
each comes an added store of health and
memories, which make their influence
felt far down the years.

Parr II.

Evening in Muskoka vies with the day
in charms.  When it is tine, and strange
as it may seem, it almost always is, it
falls into two parts for those who take
their pleasures simply and near home.
Dinner or tea being over, the canoes are
again sought, the trolling lines are again
unwound, rocky steep-banked islands are
slowly glided past much to the detriment
of the finny “inhabitants” of these play-
grounrds, every one while the light lasts,
is again upon the surface of the lake. A
tiny hare on yonder rock sits placidly sur-
veying the darkening world, a baby porcu-
pine hastily climbs a tree as the unwel-
come sound of voices breaks upon its ear,
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that it may sleep in peace beyond the
hand of man, the coon laughs its strange
mocking laugh from rome far lonely point,
the bluebird s unds its good-night evening
note, the shadows lengthen, the trolling
lines are put away, - ere home is again
reached night has began to ‘“cast ler
sable mantle over all.” And with the
darkness comes the need felt and supplied
by the camp fire, the second feature of a
Muskoka evening. Built during the day
of dry wood and boughs of fallen trees,
while daylight lasts it stands silently
awaiting its moment of triumph ; when
darkness having fallen the match is ap-
plied to its dry branches and the flames
leap upward from bough to bough or toss
themselves into the very sky and every-
one is drawn towards its glow.

Often, too, as well as the home party,
friends from neighborinyg islands join the
camp-fire groups: and all contribute as
they can to the amusement of the hour.
Sonzs, choruses, recitations, good stories
and camp-tire tuast— tasting as no other
toast ever can—have cach their turn,
and so merrily and so quickly does time
run on, that the good-byes are spoken ere
the night seems well begun.

Then the camp-tire flickers and burns
low, the night wind sighs a lullaby, the
waters lap a gentle cradie song, the stars
twinkle their good wishes fr.m on high,
the lights one by one disappear, the voices
sink to whispers and are still, and

¢ Gentle Sleep,
Nature's sofc nurse,”
lays her hand on all.

Thus the day glides into evening, the
evening into night, and night agains holds
out her ebon hand and clasps the dainty
pearl one of the dawn, the little wo-ld
awakes, and yet another day breaks in
sweet Muskoka.

CATHERINE BLINFIELD.

TWO FINE ORATORICAL EFFORTS.

The following two papers, delivered by
J. M. Le Motine, Esq., President of the
Royal Society of Canada; the one the
conclusion of the Presidential Address on
the 1st of May, 1895, at the annual nmeet-
ing of that society at Ottawa ; the other,
an address in reply to Lord Aberdeen at
the princely luncheon given to the society
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at Rideau Hall. The papers have ap-
peared in one Canadisn newspaper, but we
give them here again in order to preserve
a more ephemer -1 form than a newspaper
report.  They are excellent examples of
the elegant style of one of the most gifted

and panstaking writers the Dominion

has produced :
PRESIDENT'S ADDRESS.

¢« The manuscript sources of Canadian
history as revealed by our archives™ was
the subject of Mr. J. M. Le Moine's presi-
dential address.  The subject was treated
in an exhaustive manner, the 15 volumes
of the reports on the archives being ve-
viewed. Conclusing his remarks, Mr.
Le Moine spoke as tollows :

“1f, dropping the survey we have heen

making of the manuseript sources of
Canadian  history, we should wish to

crowd into one canvas the bright pano-
rama embracing the fruitful era of discov-
ery, adventure, religious enthusiasm, war-
farve, which one of our most eloquent vice-
roys, the Earl of Elgin, styled ¢ the heroic
age of Canada,” what would meet your
glance? Protracted sieges o its chief
cities—a battletield —on which the two
leading nations of Europe settled the fate
of half a continent. A succession of ma-
terial feats, examples of individual bra-
very, instances of extraordinary physical
endurance at the call of duty, deadly am-
buscades, savage encounters on land and
sea of a most startling nature, whea
measured by the standard of to-day. At
one time 'tix the ictrepid efforts of fear-
less missionaries—in order to light up-
wards into a higher life and cleanse de-
based humanity—men of pure mind-—
coveting death as the only earthly crown
worthy of living for. At another ’tis
delicate, self-sacrificing maidens, some of
courtly nurture, bidding forever adieu to
the charmed circle of Parisian gaieties,
and fronting the perils and tempests of
the deep to cast the r lot amidst the rude
aborigines hutted round their new forest
homes on the shores of the great river.
To-day, Indian ferocity in its most appal-
ling form is triumphant amongst the corn
tields facing Montreal ; witness the hid-
eous Lachine massacre «f August, 1689.
To-morrow lion-hearted old Governor
Frontenac with fire and sword will bring
the barbarians on their knees, sueing for
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peace, or else he will warn with his big
guns the New Engl.nd invader from the
gates of Quebec. Pierre Le Moine d'[ber-
ville, the Cid of New France, will bear
triumphantly the lily flag of his country
to the icy shores of Hudson Bay. La
Yeraudrie, La Salle, Marquette will dis-
cover the Rocky Mountains and the Mis-
sissippi ; the father of waters! Dollard
des Ormeaux, the Canadian Leonidas, wil
after much forethought, pledge his life by
solemn covenant, as well as that of his
sixteen brave followers—to arrest the
savage ferocity surging round Montreal —
no poets to sing, no annalist to chronicle
the manly deed, »1l the actors perished,
except a Huron ally, who revealed the
feat in after days. Is not also our early
history lighted up with the sweet, pensive
facesof heroic women—noble examplers to
their sex - beacons from on high, lizhting
up the rugged paths of struggling humaun-
ity ; Madame de Champlain, Madame de
la Tour, Madelon de Vercheres, Laura
Secord. You have watched Canadian
history at its rude birth. You have had,
tuo, occasion to note its wholesome, aus-
tere, patriotic teachings. Has your heart
not also thrilled at its mild, seductive
graces when touched by the mind of that
enchanter, Francis Parkman, our late
lamented colleague? W ith the wealth of
material already garnered in our archives
and daily added to, may we not view
Canadian history at no distant future as
a stately fabric? Shall we compare it to
an antique temple, with graceful portico
and many ample and ornate columns on
which posterity will inscribe among other
respected names, those of Masores, W,
Smith, Robert Christie, Bibaud, (iarneau,
Ferland, Faillon, Turcotte, Sulte, Cas-
grain, Withrow, Hannay, Vereau, Miles,
Murdoch, Watson, Dent, Brymner, Kings-
ford, Begg, Ganong.”

REepLY of the President of the Royal
Society, J. M. LeMoine, Esq., to the elo
quent address pronounced by Lord Aber
deen at the lunch at Rideau Hall, on the
16th instant, to the members of that so-
ciety . —

Your Excellencies, Ladies and Gentlemen

A pleasant but a trying duty has just
devolved upon me as the unworthy spokes-

man of the Royal Society of Canada.
For the kind wishes and encouraging
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words just fallen from the lips of Your
Excellency to our Association, and for
your too favorable remarks on my hum-
ble self, I return the most cordial thanks
of the Society and my own. :

Every year, at the auspicious period of
spring, with recurring heat and the return
of the swallows, there occurs a pleasant
incident—ypardon, I might safely say, an
event, which fills with gladness the hearts
of our workers. The poet reaches out his
hand for his lyre—the student of history
dives again and again among his dusty
old manuscripts — the scientist ponders
over a new problem of art or science—
the Zittrratewr cavefully reads over the
essay or memotr, prepared during many
silent winter e enings, to ascertain whe-
ther his right hand has not lost any of its
literary cunning. Festive nature, in fact,
that soft, inspiring time, which the poets,
and I think the poets are right, say, causes
the pulse of youths and maidens to throb
quicker, nature seems to have wakened up
our intellectual bees. They forthwith wing
their tlight to the Dominion Capital of
Canada, each anxious to carry an offering
to the federation of science and letters in
session there during one whole week ; for
has not the usual notice of the annual
May convocation of the Royal Society
gone forth ?

Here, under the folds of the glorious
old flag which more than once has stood a
friend to Canada, in full view of a neigh-
boring and friendly people perhaps less
favored than ourselves in point of extent
of territory, however much they have
otherwise prospered, with laws differing

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE.

from our own and a form of government,
which we think inferior to ours, it is the
aim of our Society to co-operate in the
perpetuation of the free institutions im-
planted in this great and rising depend-
ency, this lesser Britain, which guaran-
tees liberty and equality to every race,
every creed.

3ut why should T expatiate on the as-
pirations and worth of the Royal Society ?
A friend has just whispered in my ear,
that it has become a national institution,
so essential in fact to the welfarve of the
country, that should thix great Dominion
be deprived of a Governor General, Prime
Minister and the Royal Society, to boot,
it would go to smash and fall to pieces.
(Laughter and applause.)

We thank you, My Lord, for your boun-
teous and princely hospitality. We thank
you, our Honorary President, for the deep
interest ycu take in our proceedings.—
Again we thank you and most cordially
for your delicate, unremitting — shall T
say, paternal so'icitude, for our welfare
during our stay in Ottawa  For similar
acts of kindness and sweet courtesies to
our Society we thank your noble, earnest,
courageous Countess-—your trusted help-
mate, whom our members seem, one and
all, to have in their heart added to the
list of true friends of the Royal Society.

Long and happy days to Your Excel-
lencies in this dear Canada of ours, and
when you shall have returned to your an-
cestral halls beyond the sea, long life and
prosperity to you and yours! (Prolonged
applause.)




BOOKS AND AUTHORS.

GiLpert PARKER has written another Cana-
dian story entitled : *“ When Vahuoond Came
to Pontiac.” published by Stone and Kimball,
Chicago.  Valmond is a gay young French-
man who arrives in Pontiac, a Canadian vil-
lage, and as he bears a rescmblance to Na-
puleon, is thought by some to he a royal per-
sonage,  Others think not.  This contlict of
opinion is the interesting situation.
N

Appleton’s have published a new book by
Grant  Allen, entitled : ** The Story of the
P ants.” It explains the phenomena of plant
life in plain and simple language. At the
same tinie, the great principle of evolution is
believingly aceepted, stated and exempliied.

*

When Pitt and the Chouan Chiefs formed
a coalition and, aided by the Royalists, detied
the Convention and attempted to stop the
Great Revolution, there were burly times in
France. A piece of the history of this period
is charmingly told by Julian Corbett in a
novel entitled “* A Business in Great Waters.”
Those who appreciate a stirring struegle for
life fame and love will find this  work
most interesting. It is published in Mecth-
uen’s Colonial Library, and sold in Canada
by The Copp Clark Co., Ltd., Toronto.

*

The ¢ Despotic Lady.” by W. E. Norris,
is the title of another volume in the same
series.  In this story Mr. Norris has graphi-
cally portrayed the amusing contact of a stern,
strong-minded, over-bearing woman, and a
weak, timid poet, who is in love with the
woman's daughter. But this tale fills only
kalf the volume, the remaining part of it con-
taining several of Mr. Norris’ shorter stories
of varied merit and interest. Nevertheless
as a collection, it is more than equal to the
average of such volumes.

*

The Copyright Act of 1889 has been amend-
ed by 58-59 Victoria ¢ 87. In the original
Act provision was made for granting a license
to a Canadian publisher only when the for-
cigner entitled to Copyright had failed to
rake out papers under the Act. This has
been amended to include cases where he has
failed to get a Copyright, and, when lie has
taken out a Copyright, fails to print the book
in sufficient numbers to meet the demand in
Canada. This is designed to meet cases
where publishers hold the Copyright and re-
fuse to print a second or subsequent edition
after the former has been exhausted. The
provision as to revoking licenses (sec. §) is

further enlarged so that any holder of the
Copyright on a book for which a license to
print has also been granted to another tirm,
may, by showing that he intends during the
remaining period of his term of Copyright to
print and publish the book in suflicient num-
bers, have the license or licenses revoked by
the Governor-General.  These amendments
very much enlarge the rights and privileges
of the holder of the original Copyright as
against the licensee of the Government.

*

A new book by Max. Pemberton has been
published. The title is ¢ The Little Hugue-
not,” and the United States copyright rests
safely in the arms of Dodd, Mead & Co. The
enire first edition was exhausted in England
before the date of publica ion.  The story is
an historical romance of the Forest of Fon-

tainebleau.
*

An exceedingly scientific book on ¢ Mush-
rooms and Toadstools ” will shortly be issued
by Harpers. The author is W, Hamiltou
Gibson.  There are to be thirty full-page
color. d plates, and fifty-seven o'her illustra-
tions in black and white.

*

E. S. Brooks secms to be a prolific writer.
“A Boy of the First Empire” which has
been running in &, Nicholas will shortly he
brought out in book form by The Century Co.
The Lothrop Publishing Co. has in press
**The Story of George Washingron,” by the
same writer.

*

T see that Canadian books are said to be
classified in the list of hooks for girls and
worien and their elubs now being published
by the American Library Association of Bos-
ton.  Bricf characterizations of the leading
authors and their more important books. are
given, The Canadian woman should bear
this list in mind.

*

Miss M. G. McClelland, whose name is
familiar to all magazine readers. and who is
the author of ** Severance” (which was sub-
sequently worked over into ¢* Princess ),
*Thais,” “Oblivion,” *“ A Self-made Man,”
‘“Jean Monteith,” and ¢ Mme. Silva,” died
on the 2nd inst. at her home, Elm Cottage,
near Norwood, Va.

*

The Trilby craze is not over yet. Bren-
tano’s have a '96 calendar, twelve pages, each
page illustrated by cuts taken from the book
itself.
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Richard Lewis, author of ¢ The Dominion
Elocutionist” and ** How to Read,” died last
week in Toronto.  His son, John Lewis, Is
an able writer, and graces a position on the
Toronto Globe’s editorial staff.

*

During the past twelve months there has
heen a turning trom the ephemeral literature
of the period to the older and stabler works
of iction. Macmillans are fortunate in hav-
ing ready to meet this popular reaction a ser-
ies of Ilustrated Standard Novels. The
taste of the public is ripe for such a series,
and the great improvement in process work
enables these volumes to be cheaply yet ar-
tistical y illustrared. ¢ Maid Marion” and
¢t Crochet Castle,’ two of Peact ck’s famons
novels, are issued in one volume, and forty
ilustrations add to the interest of the works
of this great satirist. ¢ Maid Marion ” first
came out in 1822, and wasat once very popu-
lIar. both in itself and as a basis of Planche’s
operettas. It is full of humorous and ironice
observation and expression, and is merry
throughout.  In both tales, the orivinal
drinking and love songs have been and will
continue to be very popular.  The price of
the series is 3s. 6d., and the Copp, Clars Co.
Ltd. are the Canadian agents.

*

Archibald Forbes is the greatest of living
war correspondents, and hence any book of
his on a military subject would be expecteds
to be entertaining. With such an interest-'
i g subject as the carcer of Sir Colin Camp-
bell, Lord Clyde, to handle, he has produced
a volume whech is of great value and of thrill-
ing interest. Sir Colin began life in the
Peninsular War, serving under Sir John
Moore and Wellington. obtained great dis-
tinction in the Crimea, and was a hero after
he had successfully ended the mutiny of the
Indian Sepoys. The military men of Can-
ada cannot study the career of this great
soldier too closely. He is a worthy model,
as he was intensely deliberate, knew the
great evils which had come of hurry. was a
great economist of the lives of bis soldiers,
was competent in the conceiving of great
plans and bold and steadfast in their ac-
complishment It will he interesting to
Canadians to know that Sir Colin served as
a Captain with a battalion of the 6uth in
Nova Scotia from October, 1814, to July,
1815. This volume forms one of Macmil-
lan’s series, ** Knglish Men of Action,” for
sale by the Copp Clark Co., Ltd., Toronto.

*

Macmillan’s English classic series con-
tains many books valuable to the student of

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE.

English. A copy of the Essays of Elia, ed-
ited with introduction and notes by Hal ward
and Hill. is to hand. It shows much careful
and scholarly study, and aids in the critical
study of Lamb’s masterful essays as nothing
else can do. The introduction gives an excel-
lent sketch of Lamb's life, and carefully de-
scribes his literary characteristics.

*

This same great English publishing firm
have decided to publish monthly the follow-
ing works of Charles Kingsley in a pocket
edition, at 1s 6d. :—** Hypatia,” *¢ Alton
Locke,” '* Westward Ho 7 (2 vols.). * Two
Years Ago ” (2 vo's.)). ¢ Hereward.” ‘* The
Wiake,” ** Yeast,” ** Water Babies,” ¢* Greek
Heroes,” ** Poems " The type is new, and
the binding excellent. The Copp, Clark Co ,
Ltd., Toronto, are agents.

*

Thomas Hardy is popular with Canadians,
and his ** Tess of the 1)'Urbervilles,” has at-
tained a wide circulation in this country.
This powerfully realistic novel is now brought
out in Macmillan’s Colonial Library. and is
thus placed within the reach of those with
limited purses. Tt is a book which will re-
pay reading. and which elevates as well as
interests. It dea’s with a sad phase of life,
yet one which strikes often in forceful real-
ity. But, after all, if one should wish any-
thing. one would wish that Tess, the unfor-
tunate, had suffered a better fate.

*

- Those who have read ** A Girl in the Car
pathians,” will be ready for another piece of
fiction fromi Menie Muriel Dowie.  **Gallia ”
is her latest production and was first placed
on this market from a Philadelphia publish-
ing house. It lius again reached here in the
red covers of Methuen's Colonial Library,
which also contains such books as *“ Round
the Red Lamp,” ¢ Kitty Alone.” ** The Trail
of the Sword,” and ** The God in the Car.”
Gallia is an English girl. not one of the
** New Women " perhaps, but one who ives
at the end of the nineteenth century and
bo'dly faces the particular problems which
are presented to her on account of her sex
and her living at the particular moment and
in the particular enviromment that Fate had
allotted to her. Intuition and instinet—
women’s usual guides—were not her moni-
tors or instructors nor was she in possession
of a religious sentiment. She was the em-
bodiment of a cold. caleulating reason—a
milder and warmer Dodo.
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DIAMOND HALL

) | Solid
e Wedding Cakes S llverware
g |

are made for people who want the best,
For fifty years they have delighted Canadian
brides, and have been the chief ornament ¢
at fashionab'e weddings. They are made ¢
in all the modern styles and shapes, and Sty’es at the Very
are unequalled for fine quality and artistic / o T T T T
decoration. We ship them by Express to
all parts of the Dominion.

The Very Newest

g[osest Pricq; ..

Safe arrival guaranteed.

NN

Estimates on application. Money Refunded RYB'E BROS.
THE HARRY WEBB CO., Ltd., % o™ ***"  Jowellers and Silversmiths

|
)
éf@\ TOR?TT?'VM‘MAV i Filled. =- = - Cor. Yonge and

s

A R AT A RIR AR Adelaide Sts.

LADIES, BARBERS,
DRESSMAKERS, BANKERS,
TAILORS, DRY GOODS CLERKS,

e *CLAUSS ™ SCISSORS ?

They are perfect treasures.

For sale by all first-class Hardware Stores in Canada.
See that “CrLAUSS” is stamped on them.

CLAUSS SHEAR Co., 57 ADELAIDE ST.E.

TORONTO.
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SOAP

BEWARE OF IMITATIONS

No. 4 CALIGRAPH.

LATEST MACHINE
0uT.

Possesses all the \
latest 1mprove-
ments, and second
to none.

The Edison Automatic Mimeograph |

A new devicee for duplicating Autographic
and Typesnitten Circalars, cte,

BO()I\BII\ I)lNLx

Magazines, Periolicais, Music, Novels

ete. bound

, Newspapers, :
i jatest stvles at closest prices,

the BROWN BROS., Lo,

STATIONERS, BOOKBINDERS,

MANUFACTURERS OF
Account Books, Leather Goods, etc. |
64-68 Kiung St. East, TORONTO.

. THE . . ..

Flint& Pere Marquette

RAILROAD

FROM

' Port Huron and Detroit

Is the short line to
SAGINAW AND BAY CITY
(Centres of the vast lumber interests of Michizan.)
Mt. Pleasant, Clare, Reed City,
Baldwin, Ludington, Manistee,

AND
Milwaukee, Wis.

The last-named place reached by the Company’s line of

. Nteamships across Lahe Michigan,

The line thus formed is a short and direct route from

MONTREAL TORONTO
and all Canadiin Territery
To ST. PAUL, DULUTH and Pacific Coast Points
This road traverses a section of Michizan with un-
rivalled advantages to settlers. Cheap lands, thriviug

villages and towns, well watered with streams in all
directions ; a market for every product of forest and field.

The policy of the *“ F, & P. M.” is known to all travellers
and settlers.
A. PATRIARCHE, Traffic Manager,
GENERAL OFFICES, - - SAGINAW, MICH.
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" SOUVENIR RANGE.

The MOST MODERN aund the MOST COMPLETE COOKING RANGH
in this market. Hundreds have been sold during the pest two’ years, and purchasers are
thoroughly satisicd. NOTE what MISS SURRIDGE, Principal of the Toronto School
of Cookery. says of the ¢ Souvenir” :—

Toroxto, Monday, April 2nd, 1894.
GENTLEMEN :

I have much pleasure in saying that the Souvenir Range you put in at Hamilton
for the use of the Cooking Class recently held there gave me every satisfaction 1tis
certainlv the verv best stove I have ever used., being cleanly. reliable and most
economical, consiming an astonishing small quantity of fuel. 1 have the honor
to remain, Yours sincerely,

(Signed) FLoRENCE SURRIDGE,

The “Souvenir” Range will do more and better cooking an? baking than
any other range made, and is without an equal in appearance, durabilit and
convenience. Sold by Leading Stove Dealers throughout the Dominion and
in Toronto.

MANUFACTURED ONLY BY

The QGurney-Tilden Co., Ltd.,

S e SORNEY HAMILTON, ONT.
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You Don’t Know Anything About Home Comiorts
in Cold Weather

IF YOUR BUILDING IS NOT HEATED WITH

"SAFFORD RABIATORS”

USED FOR

Hot Water ip Steam Heating

A Large Variety of Patterns ...
. « . Clean, Well-Defined Castings

Bolts i Tested to 160 1bs.
NU Packing % ALL Fully Guaranteed
Made b,
Leaky Joints 1 Intelligent Labour

MANUFACTURED ONLY BY

THE TORONTO RADIATOR MANUE G GO. am)

TORONTO, ONT.

ALSO AT

MONTREAL, QUEBEC, 8T. JOHN, HAMILTON, WINNIPEG, VICTORIA,
QUE. QUE N.B. ONT. MAN. B.C.

THE LARGEST MANUFACTURERS UNDER THE BRITISH FLAG.
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The small boy discovers his sister’s Bloomers.

Armstrong * Diamond ” Phaton.

4 Roomy, Light. Front Seat Detach-
able. Perfect Riding.

A very Handsome Carriage for
Ladies’ Pleasure Driving.

Ask

tor

full
particulars,
and
Catalogue
of

other
styles.

J. B. ARMSTRONG MFG. CO., Ltd., GUELPH, CANADA.
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“This is one of them.”

We are daily making large shipments of our goods
to all parts of Dominion.

The cut shows a large consignment of

“STEEL-CLADS”

Ready for the cars.
>

THE TORONTO
STEEL-CLAD BaTH AND METAL
COMPANY, wro.

123 QUEEN STREET EAST,
A. C. BOOTH, Mgr. TORONTO

MONTREAL. ST. JOHN. VANCOUVER. QUEBEC.
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A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever.
DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S

Oriental Cream, or Magical Beautifier,

= Removes Tan, Pim-

it to be sure it is
properly made. Ac-
\ cept no_ counterfeit
. of similar name,.
The distingushed
Dr. L. A. Sayre, said
- to a lady of the
havtton (a patient): ‘‘As you ladies will use them, 1
recommend ‘Gouraud's Cream’ ax the least harmful of
all the Skin preparations.” One bottle will last six
mon hs, using it every day. Also Poudre Subtile removes
supertluous hair without injury to the skin,
D T. HOPKINS, Prop’s 37 Great Jones St., N. Y.
For sale by all Druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers
throughout the U. 8, Canadas and Europe

87T Beware of Base imitations. $1,000 Reward for arrest and
proof of any one selling the same,
“«THE SCHOOL OF DRESS-CUTTING.”
TEACIING OUR
[13
NEW
SYSTEM”
or
Square
Measurement
« . ’
For Ladies' and Children's Garments,
The leading system. Easy to learn. Covers the entire
range of work. Can be learned thoroughly from the
rinted instructions, Send for illustrated circular. Large
inducements to good agents.
J. & A. CARTER, 372 Yonge Street, TORONTO
Practical Dressmakers, Cutters and Milliners.
(Established 1860.)

NO RIBBON
103414

ONDIN!

VISIBLE WRITING,
PERMANENT ALIGNMENT,
STRONGEST MANIFOLDER,
PORTABILITY, EXCELLENCE.

‘The Machine of the Present and Future.
CREELMAN BRCS.
MANUFACTURERS OF
Power and Family Knitting Machines.
GEORGETOWN, ONT.

=
o -

a ng K ¥ D) ples, Freckles, Moth- |
R i Patches, Rash and
&35 53 N v ; Skin diseases, and
- e (.’)‘ every blemish on
%*e 53 4"/ beauty, and defies
=353 C// detection. On its
T2 - v'rtues it has stood

@ the test of 4 years;

no other has, and is |
s0 harmless we taste

The Shortest
All Sea Trips
Out of New York.

Always Cool on the Ocean.

The beautiful new steamships of the

OLD DOMINION LINE

Afford a Delightful Summer Outing
Trip.
Tickets, covering round trip of 700 miles
sea travel, meals and state-room berth en route

for
$18 OR $14.

Same trip, but including one and one-quarter
days’ stay at Virginia's celebrated seashore
resorts, the Hygeia Hotel, Old Point Com-
fort, or Princess Anne Hotel, Virginia
Beach, for

$18 OorR $17,

respectively.

Send for copy of *“ PILOT,” containing list
of short and delightful trips,

OLD DOMINION 8. 8. COMPANY,
Pier 28, North River, New York.
W, L. GUILLAUDEU, Vice-Pres't and Traffic Mgr.

St o

“XII'SECTIONAL PLATING
ARE THE MOST ECONOMICAL

G ERS B

' SPOONS an0o FORKS
Are plated THREE TIMES8 HEAVIER on the
three points most exposed to wear.
SOLD BY FIRST=CLASS DEALERS.
AND GUARANTEED BY THE

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO.

THE LARGEST MANUFACTURERS OF ELECTRC PLATE
IN THE WORLD
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For a first=class article of Foot-=

~wear, we contend we have the
est variety in the City.

All the very latest styles in stock

as soon as they come out.

The J. D. KING CO., Ltd.

790 KING STREET EAST.

GOLD MEDAL TO AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHERS. (Orex 70 THE WORLY.)

) ~ . I 9 ) “Nothinz better could he
\ ! % wished for.”—British Weekly.
\ l__ “Far superior to ordinary
ZJ_\.J ' A guides.”—London Daily Ch.
[. 5
i i (
f ’b

—

“Sir Be Ponsonby is

command the Queen

to thank Mr arlmgt,on

{‘)or a copy of his Hand-
00K

Edited by Ralph Darlington, F.R.G.S. 1/-each. Ilustrated. Maps by Joux B.\Rmomm,w, F.R.G.S.
ROURNEMOUTH AND THE NEW FOREST. THE ISLE OF WIGHT
ABERYSTWITH. BARMOUTH AND CARDIGAN BAY. THE CHANNEL I-sLANDS
THE VALE OF LLANGOLLEN. THE NORTH WALES COAST.

Crown 8vo., cloth, 2-. THE BIRD, W[ DFLOWERS, FERNS, MO3SES AND GRASSE3S OF NORTH WALES.
LLANGOLLEN—DARLINGTON & Clo, LONDON—W. J, Apavs & Soxs,

MUSIC

and Music Books of every

Mr. Gerhard Heintzman . .

Manufacturer
of the Celebrated

The

P description.  All l.inds of
Musical |[ngtruments. Gerhard
Manufacturers of Band in- : .
struments, Drums, &c. | Heintzman
usic Engravers, Prin-
ters and gubllth:w‘t- | plANO
The largest stock in !
Canada to chocse from. :
hGet our]pricﬁs befor«; pur- 69 to 75
chasing elsewhere, and save
money. Send for Catalogues, Sherbourne
mentioning goods required. Street

WHALEY, ROYCE & CO., Toronto

Toronto, Ont.
:

sLUBY S"*"HAIR]

T T T T g T, T T T AT w
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He arrays himself in them.

Pronounced

Incomparable

BLACHFORD’S
Stylish

Shoes

for
Gentle-women.

83=80 King Street E.

IMUNSON No. 1.

arer s TIUNSONGS
TYPEIHIB]TEH

World's Fair, 1893,
Awarded to the

The Highest Grade standard Machine.
The Most Elastic and Easy Touch.

2 Absolute Allignment. Interchangeable Type-wheel
PEeRFECT WORK  WRITs ANY LANGUAGE.

€ Impossible to tell you the whole story here.  Send us your ad-
dress for a Cataloge, giving full description and particulars.

The Munson pr;;:;i;er’éoi, 162 LaSalle St. Chicago, lil., U.S.
' 4 VY- VY
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BUILT TO
SATISFY

we e (J)XFORD BOILERS
* RADIATORS.

THE OXFORDS are g5 good
as brains, 52 years’ exper-
ience, and the best material
can make them.

THE OXFORD has the lar-
gest heating surface exposed
to the fire. The water cir-
culation is perfect. Each sec-
tion is an independent heater.

Every joint is machine-
milled, and, being perfectly
true, never leaks.

ECONOMICAL EFFICIENT
EASILY OPERATED

Send for Catalogue and Testimonial Boolk.

-

THE GuURNEY FOUNDRY Co., L1p., ToronTO,
THE GURNEY-Massey Co., LTo. MONTREAL.
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THE o2 o2 o2 of of

POCKET KODAK.

Made *© * -
of Aluminum.

5> 3

“One Button
Does it,

You Press Tt

Embodies all the photo-
graphic virtues in a dainty

little package of alumi-
num and leather. *» *

Pocket Kodak loaded for 12 pic-
tures, 1} x 2 inches, - - $5.00

Developing and Printing Outfit, 1.50

EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY,

Sample photo and booklct ROCHESTER,N.Y
Sor two 2 cent stanips,

The Nlustrated Express

was the first paper of its kind, and it continues
to be the best.

[t combines the attractiveness and excellence
of high-class magazines, with the essentials of a
first-class daily newspaper.

It covers an outside field unattcmpted by any
other Buffalo paper.

It issues a special Canadian Edition every week.

[t spends more money for Art, Literature and
News than all the other papers of Buffalo put
together; but

The people like it, and they’re going to like it better this year than
ever before.

It is the best advertisement Buffalo ever had, and will continue to be.
[f you want to know about Buffalo at any time, read THE ILLUSTRATED
BUFFALO EXPRESS.

Whether reader or advertiser, if you want to get the best. don’t miss
THE ILLUSTRATED BUFFALO EXPRESS

Of all News Agents, 5c. a Copy; $2.00 a year, post paid.

SEND FOR SAMPLE COPY.

GEO. E. MATTHEWS & CO., Publishers, BUFFALO, N.Y.
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The F Acti -
e Famous Active Range

" R " ) Every device that ingenuity
can conceive, and the widest

experience suggest, has been
used in producing this Range.

The Handsomest and
Best Working Cook-
ing Apparatus

EVER MADE IN CANADA.

No guessing as to heat of
oven. Thermometer in door
shows it exactly. HKvery cook
will appreciate this feature.

Oven ventilated and cemented
top and bottom, ensuring even
cooking.

If your local dealer does not
handle our goods, write our
nearest house.

The McClary
Mg Co.,
LONDON, TORONTO,

MONTREAL, WINNIPEG,
VANCOUVER.

.
R
X ? f 2y
A /S

e ¥STARBLISHED 1778,

The Leading Daily Commercial Newspaper of
Canada, and the most Profitable and Reliable
Adverusing Medium in the Dominion.

——— il e P P——— —
Rates on application to

RICHARD WHITE,
Managing Director,
GAZETTE PRINTING CO., MONTREAL.
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Caught in the act. His chum comes to his assistance.

The Largest

Circulation of Any Paper in Canada.

SWORN Daily Average, 43,500.

“LLA PRESSE”

71 and 71* ST. JAMES STREET,
MONTREAL.

ADVERTISERS should note this, along with the fact that
over seven-eighths of the population of the Province of Quebec
are French-speaking Canadians.
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te Howard Furnace

Since the introduction of the Celebrated Howard
Furnaces in Canada, the attractive and profitable
features of these heaters have been quickly recognized
and heartily endorsed by the Canadian public  They
are now a just factor in the perfect heating and
& ventilating of dwellings, churches, school buildings,

¥ £ banks, hotels etc. and where known have an un-
> paralleled record of success.

Send for vur Lidustrated Catalogue.

- The Howard Furnace Company, Ltd.

TR = BERLIN, ONT.

i DIRECT FROM THE GROWER TO THE CONSUMER }

Purc India and Ceylon Teas, 40c., 50c. and 60c. per lb.
TINDIA AWND CEYLON CONDIMENTS.

On receipt of Post Office order, 10 1bs. delivered free at any railway station in Ontario.

HEREWARD SPENCER & CO., Indiaand Ceylon TEA MERCHANTS
63} KING STREET WEST, TORONTO, ONT. Telephq:ne 1807.
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Auw SENSIBLE PEOPLE TRAVEL
‘CANADIAN
~ PACIFIC
RAILWAY

WHEN THEY GO TO THE

NORTH-WEST

Pacific Coast Australia
~ China Honolulu
Japan Fij1

OR

AROUND THE WORLD
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GRAND UNION HOTEL “=ummspanes

Z=m_ OTTAWA, ONT.

Opposite City Hall Square, and one block /‘3
from Parllament Buildings . . ... Z)

Finest’ Sample Rooms in Canada . .. NS
First Class in Every Respect. .
H. ALEXANDER. FREEMAN |I. DANIELS.

Royal
Hotel,

HAMILTON ONT

v

THOS. HOOD, Proprietor.

THE LATEST:

JOHN LABATT'S

LONDON
ALE A STOUT
AWARDED
GOLD MEDAT, A
N

GOLD'SILVERE‘?{(})NZE Medals

AT GREAT EXHIBITIONS

A Kandful of dirt may be
" a houseful of shame.” Keep
your house clean with _
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(Grand Trunk Railway.

The Great International St. Clair Tunnel Double-Tract Route
between the East and the West.

FAsT EXPRESS TRAINS DAILY, EXCEPT SUNDAY, BETWEEN

MONTREAL, TORONTO, NIAGARA FALLS and CHICAGO.

The Great Scenic and Tourist Route.

The only line affording delightful views of the principal cities and points of
interest along the picturesque banks of the St. Lawrence River and the shores of

Lake Ontario.

The only All Rail Route from the West to Cacouna, Dalhousie and other Seaside
and Seabathing Resorts on the Gulf of St. Lawrence.

The only Route to the MUSKOKA and MIDLAND LAKES,

The Favorite Route to the White Mouﬁtains, Portland, Old Orchard Beach and

all points on the Atlantic Coast.

SOLID EXPRESS TRAINS

ARE RUN BETWEEN
Montreal and New York, Boston, Portland, Quebec, Halifax and Ottawa.
- ASK FOR TICKETS BY THE CRAND TRUNK RAILWAY.

FIRST aNnD FOREMOST

CANADA’S GREAT

208 TRY,
W

TORONTO

SerT. 28D TO |147TH
— | 8O5 w—
The Finest and Fullest Display of LIVE STOCK,

AGRICULTURAL PRODUCTS, and MANUFAC-, ,
TURES to be seen on the Continent.

Increased Prizes, Improved Facilities,
and Special Attractions, etc.

A Trip to Toronto at FAIR TIME is an
IDEAL HULIDAY.

There is MORE to SEE, MORE to LEARN
and MORE to ENJOY at the

GREAT TORONTO FAIR
THAN AT ALL OTHERS PUT TOGETHER
EXCURSIONS ON ALL LINES
Entries Close August 10th

For Prize Lists, Programmes, etc., Address
H. J. HILL, Manager, Toronto

WABASH
RAILROAD
COMPANY.

If you are contemplating a trip to Cali-
fornia, Mexico or any point South, please
consider the merits of the only true Southern
route. Every morning at 10.50 a.m. the
California special starts on its flight towards
the land of the setting sun, passing through
St. Louis and over the great Iron Mountain
route.

Palace sleeping cars to the gateway of Old
Mexico, tourist sleepers to Los Angeles and
San Francisco without change.
from snow blockades. June weather all the
way. Ask your nearest ticket agent for

tickets and maps of this great railway, or
write to

No delays

J. A. RICHARDSON,

Canadian Passenger Agent,

Northeast co: .
and Yonzerg:;eets .. M
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TORONTO
RAILWAY

SERVICE OF CARS
INTO THE PARKS.

King Street Cars run to Balsam Avenue,
close to Victoria Park, every six minutes.
Nearly all these cars are open.

Connections are made at Woodbine gate with
the Scarboro’ cars, which run direct to the park
every fifteen minutes.

High Park.—-There is a ten-minute service
on Carlton and College route, and a ten-minute
service on College and Yonge, making a direct
service of five minutes from College and Yonge
into the park.

Special cars may be chartered for school or
church parties ; also Moonlight Excursion Cars,
illuminated with colored electric lights.

School tickets are accepted for children at
all hours during the summer season.

JAMES GUNN,

Walter Baker & Go. Limited,
P

The Largest Manufacturers of

PURE, HICH CRADE

2 0c0as ma Chocoltes

on this continent, have received

HIGHEST AWARDS

from the great

- »\INDUSTRIAlam F00D

EXPOSITIONS
In Europe and America.

CA UTIO o In view of the many

¢ imitationsofthelabels
and wrappers on our goods, consumers should
make sure that our place of manufacture
namely, Dorchester, Mass., is printed

. on each package.

SOLD BY GROCERS EVERYWHERE.

WALTER BAKER & CO. LTD.
DORCHESTER, MASS.

WEST
SHORE
ROUTE.

The West Shore is the popular route for
Canadian to New York.
car from Toronto to New York without

Through sleeping

change, running buffet service, where lunches
can be arranged for and luxurious state-
rooms and sections engaged, avoiding all
tedious transfers. Call on Ticket Agents for
information, or address J. J. McCarthy, 1
Exchange St., Buffalo, N.Y.

o e Al o

EDISON J. WEEKS, C. E. LAMBERT,
General Agent, Gen’l Pass'r Agent,

BurrFato. New York.

Chicago, Milwaukee and
St. Paul Railway.

*“ The Map explains itself.”
NEAPOLIS
1N PAUL

s

The short line between Chicago, Milwaukee, St.
Paul, Minneapolis, or between Chicago, Omaha and
Sioux City, connecting with all lines for the far west.

Trains Electric Lighted, Steam Heated and
Vestibuled. Private Compartment Cars, Palace
Drawing Room Slee in§.Cars, Buffet Library and
Smoking Cars, and the Finest Dining Cars in the

world.
A. J. TAYTOR.

Canadian Passenger Agent,
87 York St., Toronto, Ont.
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Karn Piano
IS ON TOP |

BECAUSE OF ITS—

i

S

IR

‘::l Superior Tone Quality, H
t Responsive Action, 4
o Perfect Workmanship, ‘:fl
;.;l Fine Finish, :&Ii
'3} Great Durability, I
1.@&! B-illiancy and I
tel General Excellence R
i Throughout its Entire Construction. [
if;j Write for Catalogue and Prices. S.E
< ..~e;|
i 3
sl %
2 D. W. KARN & (O, §
]
N Piano and Organ Mirs., Zju
l ' WOODSTOCK, ONT. ;’é
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Advertising Department.

China
Hall.

Banquet
and

Boudoir
Lamps.

[ ]
Rich Cut
Glass.

[}
Wedding
Gifts a
Specialty.

Junor & Irving,
49 King Street Bast - - TORONTO

The Neostyle Duplicating Apparatus

For Duplicating Writing, Type-
writing, Drawing, Music, etc.
FOUR HIGHEST AWARDS
of 5 made at CHICAGO WORLD’s FAIR, 1893. Sole
Special Award for Duplicating Typewriting. 2,000
copies from one writing. Simple, rapid, clean and
durable. Endorsed by users throughout the Dom-
inion. Invaluble for circulars, price lists, reports,
etc. Write for circulars and specimens, or call and

see it at the

NEOSTYLE CO,
8% KING STREET East, - - TORONTO,

The Kombi
Pocket Camera.

. A

Send for Circular and full particulars.

Price, $4.25.

If you want anything per-
taining to a Bicycle send for

our Cycle and Sundry Catalogue.

For $75.00
We can supply an
elegant Bicycle.

e

i STEWART CYCLE
AND SUPPLY (0.,

129 Bay Street, - TORONTO, ONT.
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JWFD. BY

JF EASE FURRACE b

6‘9 189 - 195 QUEEN §TE TORONTD.
G SENDFORCATALOGUE &

BY WARM AIR, OR

H eating COnBINATION

AND HOT AIR),

—~al— (Qur Specialty.

We have letters from all parts of Canada saying

Preston Furnaces are the Best.

Let us send you Catalogue and full particulars, and you can
JUDGE FOR YOURSELF.

CLARE BROS. & CO., -~ PRESTON, ONT.

c/u\t)r DY/ 330 O/ NN
AL PHOT 0~ P&occssr:s
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Merit Alone

Has placed
the . ...

DAISY
HoT WATER
HEATERS

at the top.

Sales greaily exceed the com-
bined output of all other
Hot Water Heaters
in Canada.

As usual, we will have an Exhibit
at the

WARDEN KiNG&SON TORONTO
MonTREAL ¥ TORONTO INDUSTRIAL FAIR.
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Her friend calls for a spin, but the Bloomers are divided.

Of all Grades, from the
a a er Cheapest Brown Blank
to the Finest Gilts,

With Friezes and Borders to Match.

—_—— e

New Samples for 1896 Issued in June.
Sole Agents in Canada for Anaglypta.

Have Been

Awarded

s+ GOLIN McARTHUR & GO0.
‘Wherever

Exhibited, MONTREAL, QUE.

N.B.—Samples to the Trade on Application,
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For Cracked or Sore Nipples

Cuverntnn"szipple Ol

When required to harden the Nipples, use COVERNTON'S
NippLE O1L. Price, 25, For sale by all druggists.  Should
your druguist not keep it, enclose 31cts. in stamps to C. J.
COVERNTON & CO., Dispensing Chemists, Corner of
Blenry and Dorchester Sts,, Montreal, Que.

[ % & & W Vo % % 9 % 9 Y ¥
PERSISTENT COUGHING ¢

Will be relieved and, in most cases, perma- '
nently cured by the use of
CATPBELL’S SKREI '
COD LIVER OIL.

Pure, and almost tasteless, it has not had
its essence removed by emulsifying.

ASTOR FLUID..

Registered—A delightfully refreshing preparation
for the hair. Should be used daily. Keeps the
scalp healthy, prevents dandruff, promotes the
growth, A perfect hair-dressing for the family
25¢. per bottle,

Henry R. Gray, Chemist, Esrasussep 1859.
122 ST. LAWRENCE MAIN STREET, MONTREAL.

TARTISTS!

ARTISTS!

<
} Secure good pietures, permanent and
4 lasting, by using only 1

| WINSOR & NEWTON’S
5, OIL AND WATER ;
L COLORS, 5
| CANVAS, Etc.
|

|

|

All dealers have them. Take no other

A. RAMSAY & SON, Montreal.

Wholesale Agents for Canada.

B TN |

. T. FITZPATRICK,
i DENTIST.
' Gold Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty

54 BEAVER HALL HILL,

S

=

PETERMAN’'S ROACH FOOD,—Fatal to Cockroaches and
Water Bugs. ““Not a poison.” It attracts Cockroaches and
Water Bugs as a food ; they devour it and are destroyed,
dried up to shell, leaving no offensive smell. Kept in stock
by all leading druggists. Ewine, HErroN & Co., Montreal,
Sole Manufacturing Agents for the Dominion,

eaberny_—

‘The Teeth.

A Unique Preparation
Delightfully Refreshing.
Thoroughly Cleansing.
Perfectly Harmless.
Prepared by the

Zopesa Chemical Co.,
TORONTO.

<AX T >

PROTECT and Beautify
your Lawn with one of our
d lron Fences. Send for
catalogue to Toronto Fence
and Oranamental Iron
Works, 73 Adelaide St.
West {Truth Building).

JosepH LEA, Manager.

Telephone 3755- MONTREAL.

EYESIGHT PROPERL.
sy MY OPTICIAN
159 YONGE ST. = =« = TORONTO

CONFEDERATION LIFE BULLDING.

J. T. MACPHERSON, L.D.S,,

No. 44 Beaver Hall Hill, - MONTREAL.

‘ MOdern De“ﬁstry in all its Branches.

Gold Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty,

Office Hours, 9 a.m. to 8 p.m.
Telephone 3847

ORIGINAL BRIDGE WORK HEADQUARTERS.

J. CARLOS McLEAN

.. DENTIST. .
62 Beaver Hall Hill, MONTREAL
EVERYTHING IN MODERN DENTISTRY

The only Dentist in Montreal having the right
to use the new anzsthetic, “ MENTHENE,”
the only known absolutely uninjurious local
anzsthetic for the painless extraction of teeth,
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ATTENTION'!

Are you contemplating the study of

Shorthand,

Or thinking on a

Commercial Course

Write for prospectus and
pamphlet to

Barker's Shorthand School

AND

Toronto Business College,

739 YCNGE STREET,

TORONTO.
Tel. No. 3901.
WEST END BRANCH,

Y. M. C. A,
Queen W. and Dovercourt Rd.

T'el. No. 5181,

ANOTHER HIGH
ENDORSEMENT

REV. DR. McDONALD,

Ste. Agnes de Dundee, P.Q.—*1 have great
leasure in recommending K.D.C. as a cure for
Jyspepsia. I have seen its wonderful effects in

several instances ; besides, I am personally ac-

quainted with many clergymen whose testimon-
ials I have read, and I know that their word can
be implicitly relied on. I have never known

K.D.C. to fail where fairly tried.”

And a host of letters from other prominent men
prove the great merits of K.D.C. for

INDIGESTION.

BRI

LAREREEEE SR

g rRfa .

THE AUTOHARP. Any person can play it. This
new and mexpensive Musical Instrument should be
in every house. Can be learned in a few moments.
i WHALEY, KoYCE & Co., 150 Yonge Street, Toronto. i

REMINGTON - STANORAD
TYPE-
WRITER

SIMPLE
RAPID
DURABLE

Machines rented for practice or office
use. Copying done. Situations pro=
cure for operators free of charge.

GEORGE BENGOUGH

45 ADELAIDE ST. E., TORONTO.

Telephone 1207,
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The Mendelssohn Piano

AWARDED

GOLD MEDAL, 1804

Now in use in the principal Colleges and Musical Institutions in Canada.
WRITE FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE.

The Mendelssohn Piano Company,

FACTORY AND WAREROOMS

110 Adelaide Street West, TORONTO.

{ CHESTER’S CURE

FOR ASTHMA, BRONGHITIS,

CATARRH, COUGHS, OOLDS.

The Great Canadian Remedy. Ask iour druggist for it, or send one dollar and

receive a large box

-

y return mail, post paid.
W. E. CHESTER, 461 Lagauchetiore, MONTREAL. §

“KODAK” Agent for the Eastman Co.

VIEWS OF

Quebec, its Environs,
Lake St. John,
Saguenay, Etc.

First Prize for Views of

CANADIAN SCENERY.
AMATEUR OUTFITS.

All possible assistance given to Photo.
Amateurs.

Enlargements and Printing done for
the T'rade.

J. E. LIVERNOIS,

Photographic Studio,
St. John Street, QUEBEC, P.Q.

ADVICE TO
MOTHERS.

Dr, Lachapelle, the eminent French specialist on
Diseases of Children, states in his work, *‘Mother
and Child,” that with the exception of

Dawson’s Chocolate Creams

I never prescribed or recommended any of the many
worm remedies offered; as most of them contain
mercury. From analysis,

Dawson’s Chocolate Creams
Contain No Mercury.

1 have no hesitation in recommending them to my
readers ; they are effective, and being in the form of
a Chocolate Cream, very palatable, and require no
after medicine,

Dawson’s Chocolate Creams

are NEVER SOLD in the form of a Chocolate
tablet or stick, but in the form of a delicious

CHOCOLATE CREAM.

25¢. a Box of all Druggists, or from

Wallace Dawson, Chemist, Montreal



Advertising Department. XXXIX

1

m \/\/\/W\/\/W\/\/\N\/\/\N\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\ N VNN NN SN AN SN

‘V’A\N\/\/\/A\A/V\A/V\/\/W\A/V\/\AA/\/‘AA/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\

V/ /g

KING OF BICYCLES
LIGHT, STRONG, SPEEDY, HANDSOME.

FOUR MODELS, $85 and $100.

SEND FOR CATALOGUE.

Monarch Cycle Manufacturing Co.,
Lake and Halsted Sts., CHICAGO, ILL.

CANADIAN AGENCY: 6-8 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. P.R. WRIGHT, Manager.
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Aduvertising Department.

No. 6
Visible Writing

The Bar-lock was the pioneer
of “Visible Writing,” and is to-day
the only machine writing every letter
in sight of the operator and Aeeping
it there, ‘The Bar-lock design is
the only one allowing this advantage
in connection with a practical paper
feed.

This i3 only one of many advan-
tages. A Descriptive Catalogue at
your service.

WRITERS’ SUPPLY CO.

7 Adelaide St. E., 36 Elgin St.,
ToroxTo.
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Wood Carpet, Borders for Rugs, Wainscoting, etc.
Turned and Twisted Grille Work.
DESIGNS ON APPLICATION.

WILLIAM H. ELLIOTT, 40 King Street East, TORONTO.

S

VISITORS TO TORONTO
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ECSk for Dunn’s Pure Mustard.

A Y o

St o2
GO TO

Mustard - THAT’S - Mustard

punn’s
Mustard

MADE ABSOLUTELY PURE
FROM RICH FLAVOURED ENGLISH 8EED

SOLD IN B8e. and 10c¢. TINS,

51 King E.
51 King W.

152 Yonge
68 Jarvis
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Hot Meals also at
51 King E., or 284 Colborne.
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Hotel Del Monte, st serixs.

R. WALDER,

THE ONLY HEALTH AND
PLEASURE RESORT
IN CANADA OPEN
ALL YEAR.

The Water is Recommended
by all Leading Physicians.

RATES ARE VERY LOW.

Write for Pamphlet and

particulars to

MEN N EN ’S Borated Talcum
TOILET
: POWDER

Approved by the Highest
Medical Authorities as a
Perfect Sanatory Toi-
let Preparation

or infants and adults,
. Delightful after Shaving,
Siti i >rickly Heat, Nettle Rash, Chafed
gl?;i?éﬁ%ﬁﬂ: ,e l‘;l%il l-Rem)(r)ves Blotches. Pimples and
Tan. Makes the Skin smooth and healthy. Decora-
ted Tin Box, Sprinkler Top. Sold by Druggists, or
mailed for 25 cents. )
Send for Free Sample. (Name this paper.)
GERHARD MENNEN CO., Newark, N.J.

1EMONEY-MAKER’
KNITTING MACHINE

N LY ASK YOUR SEWING MACHINE AGENT

FORIT, OR SENDA 3CENT STAMP
FOR PARTICULARS. PRICE LIST,
SAMPLES, COTTON YARN.&c.

THIS 1S GOOD FOR $2°° SENDTO
(PREELMAN BROS Mrs
GEORGETOWN, ONT.

For Children While
Cutting Their Teeth.

An 0ld and WellTried Remedy.

For Over Fifty Years
Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup

has been used for over Firry YEags by Mir-
LIONY of MoTHERs for their CHILDREN WHILE
TEETHING, with PERFECT SUccEss. It SooTHEs
the CHiLD, SoFTENsS the Guwms, ALLAYS all
Paix; Cures Wixp Conic, and is the best
remedy for Diarru@a. Sold by Druggists
in every part of the world. Be sure and ask
for Mas. WinNsLow’s SOOTHING SYRUP, and
take no other kind.

Twenty-Five Cents a Bottle.
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“There is a Best in Everything”

In Cooking Ranges it is the

HAPPY THOUGHT.

If appreciation by the public is a criterion of merit, the Happy Thought easily distances
all competitors.

It is no ephemeral success, but has been before the public and growing in their estimation for
fifteen years, and its reputation is now as solid and enduring as the range itself. Numerous
imitations but clearly show the commanding superiority of the genuine.

The Happy Thought is now more artistic in appearance, and possesses a greater number of
patented specialties than ever before. If you want the best cooking apparatus in the world, don’t
fail to acquaint yourself with the merits of this Range.

In everything the best is cheapest, and the genuine the most satisfactory, then get a Happy
Thought and krow you have the best.

M.ide in 48 different Styles and Sizes.

Sold by leading dealers. If you do not readily find them in your locality, write to the

manufacturer, and all needful information will be given.

MADE ONLY BY - WILLIAM BUCK,
Buck’s 8tove Works, BRANTFORD, ONT.
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BRUG STORE FITTINGS soad st 5 Qo SEND FOR CAZ

WE HAVE THE
LARGEST PRINTING ESTABLISHMENT IN CANADA.

IN PRINTING OR BINDING THEREZ 18
NOTHING 186 shsit FOR US.
WRITE FOR ESTIMATES.

' Hunter, Rose Co., vu,

25 Wellington Street West, - - TORONTO, CANADA.

REDUGED

T0
6 G v
« TWIN BAR.
For 12 “*8UNLIGHT,” or 6 ‘' LIFE-
BUQY,” wrappers, a useful Paper-

Bound Book, 160 pages, will be
sent post paid.

A valnable Soap for the preservation of health
and preventon of sickness, It kills all germs of dis-
ease, and is most hoalthful in its action on the skin
and clothing, No home should be without ** Live-
xoY " Soap, It possesses the same high standard
of purity as the " SuxL1cHT” Scap,

LEVER BROS., Ltd.
43 Scott Street, -  TORONTO.




Celebrated for their
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®eautiful Tone, Action, PIAHOS m?;"&.f 0 AL a5 8
Deaign and Great Dura- ESTABLISHED ga(-m“ e aad fo
bility. Easy Terms. 25 YEARS ont.. SolaAgen t for
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' Our Business
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Unpurchased Pre- eminence

Esubilsh thea o4 r:::»-, 21
T"Rlx Teuch; Worsnn v.p st
- o . Drirability
1/ “ - —— . . s
PUREST STRDNGEST, BEST. | Hemtzman & Co.
Contains po Alum, Ammonia, Lime, b 117 King St. West, TORONTO.

Phospnatcs or any lajuriant. '

? |

|

For a Gemleman S Bedroom
nothing prettier

or more serviceable than a’~

CHIFFONNIER

of our latest design, in
OAK, BIRCH, BIRDS-EYE MAPLE or MAHOGANY.

Your husband will bless the day you persuaded him
to get one.

ANDERSON & CO.,

Woodstock, Ont o
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