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CONCERNING CANADIAN SHIP-BUILDING: ITS RECORD AND
RESOURCES.

BY CAPTAIN N. W. BECKWITH.

“ UTSIDE of the consideration wheth-

er the United States may or may
not become rtival customers with Great
Britair for our tonnage, there is soon to
be a largely increased demand. The ‘rage’
for iron ships is being followed by a more
deliberate thinking, which will soon show
that, after all, they are nof so vastly superior
to their wooden rivals as has been the fashion
to assert. The consideration of the great
comparative cheapness of the latter, which
has whilom been lost sight of, will be recog-
nised again at its true value, that of being
one of the weightiest elements in the discus-
sion ; and it is the fact, as slight observation
will prove, that even much less difference of
cost in favour of the wooden ship than has
ever yet obtained, still leaves her quite as
desirable an investment as the iron. I have
commanded both kinds, and although I
find the last named, all things considered,
undeniably the better, yet I also have found
that that superiority has a near limitation,
and is not sp large but that it is more than
counterbalanced by her greater cost. Nor

is she, speaking without reference to that
prime consideration, by any means so abso-
lutely and incomparably preferable as the
tank and boiler makers of Blackwall and the
Clyde would have us believe. ¢ Per contra,
the wooden ship has Zer points of superi-
ority, which, though fewer, perhaps, or of
less relative importance, are yet, in the very
nature of things, absolutely impossible of
attainment by the other, in the present con-
dition of science at least. Indeed the com-
bination of the two—the ‘composite ship’
—is a much better vessel than either, unit-
ing, as she does, the most desirable charac-
teristics of both, while mainly freed from the
exceptionable peculiarities of either. She is,
and will be, the nearest possible approxima-
tion to naval perfection, until the world can
afford to build copper ships.

‘ A recent event, it will be seen, has let
much of the gas out of the inflated ideas
now current upon the great question of iron
us. wooden tonnage. I allude to the finding
of the coramission of enquiry into the case
of the Megera, viz., that no iron ship can
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be depended upon, even running under the
most favourable circumstances, for a longer
period than fwelve years. And Lloyds’ have
revised their ¢infallible decretals’ to a code
which practically relegates the very best iron
ships to a ‘four year dass /’—the least now
accorded to any wooden one—and but #zree
years to those of inferior construction.
Twenty-one years A. 1., eh? But, besides
all this, and of vastly greater importance
from the present point of view, comes the
late extraordinary advance in the price of
iron. There are potent reasons why no
expectations camnbe entertained that this ad-
vance will be followed by any corresponding
diminution ; on the contrary, continuous
enhancement is probable, if not ceréain.
Adad to these another phase of the recent
re-codification of Lloyds’ rules—the exten-
sion of class of the hitherto much depreci-
ated ‘North American built ships,” by which
eight years A.1. is conceded to our ‘mixed
wood’ vessels, (French Lloyds’ give them
nine:) and by which it is rendered possible
to construct in these colonies a class of
* composite’ tonnage which shall be entitled
to fourteen years of the same grade,—and
we surely have sufficient wamanty to act
on the assumption that a broad and early
increase of demand for Canadian tonnage
will be developed.”

The preceding are extracts from a copy
of an unappreciated letter addressed some
time since to one of the Dominion leaders.
The present time affords an opportunity, or
gives warrant for amplifying somewhat upon
the texts therein contained, and kindred
topics; especially as the prediction with
which the second paragraph closes, has
already entered upon its fulfilment,~—two
‘unequivocal signs of which are afforded in
the rapidly risen and unusually highrates of
freight now ruling along the whole seaboard,
from New Orleans to Newfoundland ; and
in the more obvious, though not necessarily
more significant indication found in the sud-
den increase of prices offered in the English

markets for the purchase of colonial built
vessels—a branch of trade which, since the
close of the year 1867, had dwindled to a
point beneath observation, but which, within
the last few months, has againappeared above
the commercial horizon, and in dimensions
of which the measure is afforded in the fact
that, according to the latest returns, old
and lapsed*® vessels command in cash a
sum which approximates to the original cost
of their construction—indeed, in some
instances, where the ship was built at .
our cheaper building ports, becomes its full
equivalent.t Correspondingly, we find an
abatement in the enormous activity which
has prevailed in the iron ship-buildingtrade
sincetthe competitive energies of the Ameri-
can carriers dwindled to zero under the
baneful influence of “war risks,” and the
burdens imposed by the most short-sighted
and illogical legislation—as viewed from the
present point—to which a great maritime
people ever committed its interests. Trade
is also falling off from the marine engine
works from the same causes ; and from some
of the iron shipyards of the North comes
the expression of a fear of complete stag-
nation. And they complain of a paucity of
orders for new constructions, while at the
same time reluctant to enter upon fresh en-
gagements, owing to the utter uncertainty of
the future cost of material. Further proofs.
might be cited, but enough has been said to
show that the expected revival of demand
for * British North American built” tonnage
has begun, and is characterised by indica-
tions that it will be both heavy and sus-
tained.

Here, then, we encounter the first ques-
tion: What is the ability of the country to
meet the demand?

In a former paper we discussed the con-
dition of our forests, and noted some of the

# That is, vessels whose period of classification at
Lloyds' has expired.
t Not reckoning cost of outfit.
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principal causes which are acting to produce
their rapid and wasteful dissipation. There
has been no change. The term of unusual
dulness in maritime matters there spoken of
%as come to a close, the tree.destroyer /las
improved the interval in sharpening his wea-
pon and “making broad his ways,” and the
remoter districts, which constitute the hith-
erto untouched reserve, begin to feel his
influence.® The quantities of ship timber
brought out during the past winter (in the
two maritime provinces) is at least double
the aggregate of the preceding season;
while the great activity which now charac-
terizes the deal and timber trade will un-
doubtedly swell their drafts upon the fast
diminishing forests in at least an equal pro-
portion. We have seep. how, in the very
nature of things, the time is rapidly ap-
proaching when, to continue the banking
figure, those drafts will be dishonoured,
unless the remaining capital be protected by
a sagaciously devised and wisely adminis-
tered conservation ; a pressing duty, be it
observed, and one which rests exclusively
with the Government ; for the people, as
the student of history too well knows, will
never lift its ear—much less desist from chew-
ing the particular thistle of the occasion—
at the voice of the warner, unless the warn-
ing be -enforced by the cudgel of the law.
Unfortunately the gentlemen who “go to
Ottawa ” are, with but few exceptions, no
more observant of the evils upon which we
are rushing than are the pre-occupied con-
stituencies which they so fitly represent ;
yet, as sometimes “ a little leaven leaveneth
the whole lump,” the few may make them-
selves felt before the case becomes altoge-
ther hopeless. '

If we are to measure the ship-building
resources of the country under the restrictive
influences of the powerful society known as
British Lloyds’, the answer to the query
propounded above will not be found reas-

* Canadian Mauthly, Vol. i, pp. 529-30.

suring. In the tables which it promulgates
for the guidance of ship-builders, sixty-four
varieties of timber, domestic and foreign,
are variously rated, according to strength,
elasticity, durability, and the particular
structural function and position assigned, at
periods varying from four to fourteen years ;
to which from one to three years more will
be added by a compliance, on the part of the
owner, with certain prescriptions relative to
the kind of metal used in fastening, the
application of preservative agents to the
materia's, and protecting the vessel from
the action of the weather while in course of
construction, etc., etc. ; or seventeen years
in all for the highest, and seven for the
lowest original grades.

Now out of these sixty-four, there are but
eleven varieties which are to be found on
Dominion soil. Ofthese again, but #oo-may
exclusively compose a ship rating as high as
eightyearsin original class,although theymay
enter into the construction of British built
vessels, along with timber of the higher rates,
to produce tonnage of any grade, more or
less largely—not being absolutely excluded
from even the fourteen year class in such
connection. (For the elaborate code of this
powerful society must be read between the
lines to discover its full significance ; and
then it will be found that it has another
object besides that of establishing the high-
est possible standard of perfection for mer-
cantile naval architecture; to wit, the
encouragement of the exportation of the
colonial ship ma#ériel to the mother-country,
and the discouragement of its utilization at
home.) And besides restrictions of class,
there are disallowances with respect to size
which materially narrow the scope of appli-
cation of Canadian ship timber. Only three
kinds, including the two just mentioned,
may be used throughout in the construc-
tion of ships of all dimensions; four others
may form the entire material of small craft
of three hundred tons and under, only; and
the remaining sour can find but partial use
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in tonnage of any description whatever.
Moreover, the higher rated and more widely
applicable of this exceedingly meagre list
are the very sorts that our forests produce
most sparsely, or upon which the heaviest
inroads have been made already. Thus
white oak, which heads the list, is of very
limited production in Ontario and Quebec ;
occurs as a mere sprinkling over the hill-
rangesof New Brunswick ; and in N ovaScotia '
is never found at all. Pencd cedar, although
its northern range, in sizes fit for any con-
siderableavailability, will befound to approxi-
mate loosely the isotherm of 40°, is also not
an indigene of the latter named province,
though it occurs scantily, on swampy soil,
in the others. And that really magnificent
timber, the larch, and its varieties—once
the pride of our forests, impartially and
plentifully distributed over all sections of the
country—has gone down to a corresponding
rarity, partly by exportation, partly by home
use, and largely by the heedless wastefulness
and destructiveness of the purveyors. In-
deed, so limited has the supply of this once
superabundant material become, that the
ship-builders of the Maritime Provinces
already import Georgian and Floridan pitch-
pine—(which rates exactly the same in the
Tables of Construction)—wherewith to
replace it in vessels intended for the eight
year grade. And for the lower masts of
ships of any considerable tonnage, foreign
wood has been in use any time these fifteen
years, at often excessive prices too, the
indigenous “~7ed pine” (so called at Lloyds’
—Pinus resinosa, is apparently the species
meant) being no longer found of sufficient
dimensions for anything heavier than upper
spars, nor in any respectable quantities at
that. It is still both abundant and massive
in the inland provinces, but the rate at which
it is exported, in timber to England, and
lumber, chiefly to the United States, being
taken in connection with the rate at which
the means of intercolonial communication
are progressing, destroys all hope of any

equalization of distribution save that which
goes on through the seaports of the latter
country. The neighbourly folk who ¢ boss”
the timber yards of New York have long
been in the habit of accommodating the
wants of their “bluenose” confréres out of
their surplus masting pieces, imported vid
Buff2lo and other lake ports—a fact not
generally known in Gath, nor published
from the housetops of Askelon, but which
is nevertheless true ; as is also the correla-
tive subsidiary fact that much of the largest
and finest of this product of the Dominion
forests is believed by the too confiding con-
sumer to be “ Puget Sound,” or “ Californy
sticks,” and paid for accordingly.  Mas vale
saber que haber, says the terse old Castilian
proverb ; but, unfortunately, a real apprecia-
tion of the breadth and vigour of its mean-
ing comes only to those whose riches have
taken unto themselves wings. Hence, (one
cannot refrain from saying, not for the sake
of indulging in a cheap sneer at its framers
—but since it enforces the lesson) hence

the marvellous condensation of Iberian

thought upon the evanescence of wéalth, of
which it is at once the product, proof, and
index ; and we are in a fair way to produce
an equally sublime saying. The remaining
varieties of native timber which “ have a
character at Lloyds’,” as the pet phrase of
the insurance broker so well expresses it,
are, for the present, still abundant ; and also
pretty evenly distributed, excepting white
cedar and hickory, which do not grow in
Nova Scotia, and “ yellow pine "—P. stro-
bus)*—which, having once been the most
plentiful as well as most readily accessible
and easily felled, of all the trees of that pro-
vince, is now absolutely extirpated from
nearly all her most important sections;¥

® There exists a confusion in the trivial names
wwhich must be kept in mind. What is in this coun-
try denominated ye/ow pine, is known in England
(and in Lloyds’ Rules) as red; and what is there
termed yellow is here called w/ite.

+ Mainly exported as lumber.
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which is also the case with beech. The
very low rates—for the most part as unjust
as low—allotted these kinds, have neverthe-
less tended largely to their salvation in this
respect. Foralthough a comparatively small
proportion of colonial tonnage is ever classed
at British (or any other) Lloyds’ society,
much to its own detriment under present
circumstances, as we shall hereafter see,
the influence—the prestige rather—of that
Association is broadly traceable in the pro-
ducts of every shipyard in the land. Its
rules, almost from the outset, came to be
regarded as the practical embodiment of the
D L5t exact, most scientific, and withal (save
by our reighbours, who preferred thinking
for themselves on this as on most other
Juestions) the most advanced ideas in “ma-
rine architecture,” and consequently moulded
the lines and dimensions, and relative pro-
portions of the very archetype itself which
every modeller seeks to realize; and does,
more or less perfectly, according to his
individual clearness of conception and skil-
fulness of hand.
draft ; from like draft like ship ;—and when
it came to the details of her construction, it
is obvious that, in the very nature of things,
the elaborated ‘formulary could not be
very widely departed from even by those
who knew nothing, nor cared to know, of
the prescriptive minutie, the collective influ-
ence of which yet moulded their conceptions
and shaped their decisions albeit unconsci-
cusly ; and, in the main, guided their selec-
tion of material. Hence, although the code
of classification was not commonly adhered
to with the rigour requisite to obtain the
privileges such adherence commands, its
general spirit was obeyed with an uninten.
tional fidelity sufficient to produce about the
same effect upou the forests as if it had been
followed tothe letter. But the saving effected
in this negative way is not of great import-
ance compared with any general feature of
the question.

Here, we pause to remark, is the gap

From like model like.

into which the rival society, Bureau Veritas,
more commonly called * Frenck Lloyds',”
entered their wedge with so much success—
splitting the classed registration of colonial
tonnage in such a manner that, for every nine
vessels whose names go down upon the books
of the London establishment, seventeen find
record in the columns of the Registre
International de Parés. Thelr codification,
though based on the same principles, ig
much less rigid in the application of the
minute rulés, giving some room for those
modifications of any general system which
inevitably accompanies its application in
different localities. T'his flexibility enabled
it to embrace the larger proportion of that
tonnage which fell short of the unyielding
standard of the British society ; and to this
was added the inducement of a longer period
of “character,” class for class. Yet upon
the whole, from the present point of view,—
which looks upon the ultimate result, which
regards these great and important associa-
tions in a hitherto unconsidered phase, their
bearing, namely, upon the question of
resource—the effect upon the forests—both
exert identically the same influence in kind,
if not in degree.

However, the natural limit of Canadian
ship-building resource is broader far than
this artificial one; which is, furthermore,
be it remembered, one which Canadians
themselves have had no hand in framing ;
and it is not, therefore, to be wondered at
that it proves to be as essentially foreign,
although English, as if it had been devised
in Canton to regulate the construction and
equipment of junks and lorchas; and that
the very best growths of Canadian forests
are either not discoverable at all in the
Tables of Construction, or found scheduled
under rates altogether inappropriate. True,
the species most suitable {from their durabi-
lity when unaided by constant submergence
below water-line) for the upper works of
ships are not numerous ; but their relative
abundance, ger se, is more than enough to
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make up for any lack of variety ; while for
the bottoms, the anadian shipwright might
choose from w list containing alinost as
many sorts as the whole table of timbers
rated by Lloyds’, and to form which they
have drawn contributions from every part
of the world.

About twenty varieties of the acer grow
on Canadian soil. All of these are applic-
able, when of sufficient size, in almost every
detail of naval architecture. White and
birds’eye, or curled maple, possess every
quality requisite to form any part of a twelve
year ship ; the first named, indeed, as far as
durability goes, may rate with the highest.
Rock maple (the 4. saccharinum), is in every
respect the superior of the much vaunted
British oak, whetherinstrength—in which par-
ticular it is only surpassed anywhere by the
eucalyptus globulus of Tasmania (“ Blue gum,”
more Hibernico—because the bark is grey—
in Lloyds’ unfathomable nomenclature), in
elasticity, orin power of retaining fastening ;
and is only on a level with it in liability to
attack from “dry rot,” when exposed above
water-line. These, as well as three varieties
of the ash--one of which would be con-
sidered a marvel of durability anywhere ;
the r¥ed, white, and Canada birch ; the white
elm ; the American linden ; several kinds of
the much vituperated fir ; the black oak of
the inland provinces, and red oak of the
maritime ; the butternut, wild cherry, horn-
beam ; and the sycamore, buttonwood, or
American plane tree (platanus occidentalss),
as it is differently named in differing locali-
ties—much used across the border for blocks,
bitts, windlasses, etc.,and highly appreciated
atAmerican Lioyds'—have long been proved
by .ar coasters, who, for the most part,
build their sturdy craft without the remotest
reference to any Lloyds’, unless some exi-
gency requires a “risk” of one class or
another, when they usually obtain record
upon the books of the American Society,
the rules of which, framed in and for a
country where the samesyZye exists, generally

speaking admits them with little disallow-
ance. Their large and lengthened experience
has also decided the real values of the
varieties rated in the Tables of Construction,
long ago, (excepting hemlock, fora “ charac-
ter” to which we must go to the farmer
and backwoodsman,) and, it is perhaps
unnecessary to say, their estimates differ
enormously from those of the gentlemen of
White Lion Court. In De Wolf’s useful
compilation. the *Registry of Shipping of
the Province of Nova Scotia,” under the
letter A * alone, will be found forty-six
vessels, the date of whose construction is
anterior to 1840, and ranging from that
year back to 1812, when the Avon took to
its placid bosom the staunch little schooner
«Ann,” of forty-seven tons, built at Falmouth,
and registered at Halifax by  William
Young ¢ al,” continues the record, which
closes in 1867, when we find her at last
«written off.” Fifty-five years’ unbroken
service is indeed a marvel. The good old
name must be favoured of Neptune and
Boreas. There is another “Ann” (of Bar-
rington,) only two years her junior; yet
another of ten; and two of eleven years
younger ; while “Ann Isabella ¥ was born
into the world of waters in ’33, “ Annabella”
in ‘40, and “Annie ” in ’36, and, for aught
the record sheweth to the contrary, are
running still. May ¢ Anna Conda” (sic)
sustain the omen, although the terrific cog-
nomen makes us tremble for it ; yet we take
heart somewhat on discovering that eleven
years have blownover her main-truckalready,
nor “cryaunce come til her harte;” and
incline to transfer our misgivings to that
dashing gir] of the period, “ Anna Lenora;’
for whosoever, in these gynarchical days,
retaineth bhis faith in the efficacy of the
ancient maxim which prescribeth  well
mating and proper manning” as the safe-
guard against a// evils, is a stalwart believer
indeed, be he landsman, seaman, or marine.

# Denoting alphabetical arrangement of names of
vessels—not a classification.
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Besides, men be less ready now to accept
the responsible office of (ship’s) husband
than in those simple times when the rigging
did no¢t cost more than the hull. Other
letters afford examples of even much greater
duration—several dating from before the
beginning of this century, and still remaining
on the registry, or removed within a recent
period.  An analysis of the appendix which
Mr. De Wolf issued in 1867, containing a
list of vessels written off in that year, shows
(in a total or 849,) 386 which date not later
than 1840. Of these 320 are Jorty years
old. 153 are fifty years old, 23 are sixty
years old, 7 are seventy years old, 2 are
eighty, and 1—the tough old “Betsy and
Polly ”—has held her own for all but ninety
years.* It would be interesting to know
what was the end of these venerable craft;
for it must be remembered that writing
off ” more frequently implies the sale of the
vessel ot of the province, than either her
loss or condemnation—vwith Nova Scotian
tonnage particularly. And of vessels of
twenty to thirty years, both coasting and
foreign traders, instances might be multiplied
indefinitely. The barque “ Palestine,” built
in ’48, sold some ten years later where

“‘Bleak Northumbria pours her savage train,
In sable squadrons o'er the heaving main,”

and still goes ¢ wherever freights may offer ;”
the brig “ Daniel Huntly,” launched in the
same year, and sold “ ever so long ago,” in
Liverpool, unexpectedly came within cog-
nizance of her original owners “only last
spring—staunch and sound as ever,” though
metamorphosed into the very ideal of an
“0ld lime-juicer” ; and the ship * Burmah,”
built in ’52, new-topped in ’66, is still found
“ fit for the conveyance of dry and perishable

* This vessel, however, is not home-built. Rhode
Island produced her during the Revolutionary days.
Was she a prize? Doubtless she was built of oak,
maple, and chesnut, with deck and topsides of red
pine. The two of eighty years were both built at
Lunenburg, on the Atlantic shore of N. S,

cargoes, to and from ;” yet she was allowed
only four years at Lloyds’ when new. Even
the remains of wrecks and abandoned vessels
may be cited to testify to the durability
of the much depreciated ¥ British North
American timber.” Near the head of a
cove in one of the Elizabeth Islands, the
writer saw, in ’64, the half-stripped hull (then
in course of being broken up for fuel and
for her iron fastening,) of a considerable craft,
of which allthat was positively known is that
she was Canadian built—so much, indeed,
was self-evident—and that she was “ beached
up” where she lay, in 18r2. Vet, except
some surface rot about sundry portions of
her yawning deck-frame, no signs of decay
were visible ; her lower timbers (of black
birch) indeed, showing under the axe a
most beautiful freshness of preservation by
every test. On Campo Bello, opposite the
American shore, and washed by the swirling
tides of the ¢ Narrows,” the frames of a
“provincial-built” schooner have lain half-
imbedded for that highly indefinite period
which passes beyond “the memory of the
oldest inhabitant.” To the nautical anti-
quarian she is an object of surpassing
interest, from the Zofa/ absence, so far as can
be ascertained, of any metallic fastening
whatever ; which primitiveness of structure
is itself a proof of early colonial origin,
and rather indicates French than British
builders. They can hardly be the remains
of the “ Lord Sheffield,” the first vessel built
in New Brunswick (in 1786,) and which
became the property of Benedict Arnold at
the outset of her career; but would rather
seem referable to some naval beginning of
the Acadians. Megatherium-like, the black
and jagged ribs stand out above the glistening
ooze left by each receding tide, affording
ample study to the nautical comparative
anatomist, to whose critical eye is still
abundantly evident the bucolic air—the
agresticism—which invariably characterises
the navicular attempts of a people unfamil-
iar with the sea, and which he distinguishes,
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metaphorically, as “hay-seed ;” en passant,
indefinable but unmistakeable, it lingers
about the best productions of our by-ports
to-day.

The commanding officer of the party
from Buddington’s ship, which took posses-
sion of the abandoned Franklin Relief Ship
“Resolute,” in her icy cradle; and who
afterwards, with the writer, “roamed despe-
rate seas for many a day,” was often wont
eloquently to recur to that solemn episode
in his strangely eventful life ; and the weird
impressiveness with which, amid those deso-
late solitudes, the Ilonely, snow-wreathed
derelict spoke to him, when, as he gained her
silent decks, his eye fell upon the still shin-
ing letters of brass:

“ENGLAND EXPECTS EVERY MAN
TO DO HIS DUTY,”

encircling her wheel's rim. “Were I to
speak of it purely from my recollection of
the gffect preduced upon my mind, I should
say that the words suddenly rang out
through that cold, still atmosphere, from an
invisible trumpet; my memory bears no
impression of seecing the actual characters at
the time, and it is only by an effort of reason
that I know I did so.” A case for the
psychologists.

€T -om the sky, serene and far,
A voice fell, like a falling star 1"

Farlowe’s Arctic reminiscence was queerly
paralleled in the writer’s experience, a short
time ago, on visiting the hull of an old ves-
sel lying near the line of the Windsor and
Annapolis Railway (N.S.), where it skirts by
the embouchure of the Avon. Coming aft,
on a hasty tour of inspection, there, painted
in letters of white on the fading green of the
binnacle, spoke the stern injunction to every
heedless timoneer :

“+ MIND * YOURE * HELLAM -”

Was it a twinge of the never-sleeping moni-
tor anent certain long forgotten shortcom-
ings of probationary days that brought the
unconscious salute, and half-muttered re-
sponse, “ Ay, ay, sir /"

¢ Pat Fi'zhur'l (Fitzgerald ?) painted them
letters,” said a volunteer ¢icerone, evidently in
no way misdoubting the performance ; “in
the days when the “ Old Rover ”” was a flash
craft. Thirty or forty years ago she use’t’
make the long v’yages. Old ? We-ell, dunno
—nigh on about sixty year; guess—ben
laid up, here, most ten ; built in New Bruns-
wick, she was, in the old folks’ time. Y’see,
she wuzzent none too well fastened, (credize!)
they didn't know much about bildin’ vessels
them days—Xinder raw at it, like ; ‘n’

.50, arter runnin’ some torty er fifty year, she

sorter got shackly, ‘n’ a good deal wore;
‘n’ most of all, too small fur the trade, like ;
‘n’ so, they just hauled her up, though she
wos sound enough fur as riar goes; give
her her time, like, fur the good she Zedben.”

‘“ And so, they just hauled her up.” After
her half century of tough service, laid up in
a sort of honourable ordinary, under faithful
and untiring supervision, I warrant thee, of
the little ones. A kind heart was his who
owned her, I trow; never would worn out
steed of his be knocked on the head for
hide and four shoes. And for thee, honest
Patrick, more power to thine elbow, my
boy ! It is abundantly gratifying to know
that the words which thou didst painstak-
ingly potentialize into a never silent admo-
nition, must have been heeded always, even
to the end. And should there ever set
forth from the banks of that fair river some
new enterprise, high in aim and hope, let
the promoters remember old Sir Petronel
Flash, and “the ship of famous Draco ;”
nor, as they would value a prosperous voy-
age, forget to honour the faithful.*Old
Rover” with due propitiation. For, in
verity, “my mind gives me that some good
spirit of the waters shoulde haunte the
desart ribbes of her, and be auspicious to
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alle that honour her memorie, and will with
like orgies enter their voyages.'*

Subsequent research gave the “ Schooner
Rover, built in New Brunswick in 1812 ;”
from the official records and entry on Nova
Scotian registry in 1818, That she should
“ sorter get shack., ” at last, can hardly be
wondered at ; and there is something hugely
provocative in the reflection that in actual,
literal verity, any vessel so built in this day
would be utterly denied any ¢ character”
whatsoever at any Lloyds’ establishment on
earth, saving, perhaps, the American.

Not half a mile from the scene of this
present writing, still another instance of
durability may be found, in the remains of
the old “ Orient,” launched in New Bruns-
wick in 1828, and which, after running for
some thirty years, was beached where she
now lies, and built into a wharf, so that she
must be considered as still doing service,
after the lapse of forty-five years; the
timber, in its new mode of utilization, being
quite as good as ever, and, to all appear-
ance, bidding equally fair with the surround-
ing new material for continued usefulness,

Researches of this nature occasionally
develop curious bits of history. Sometime
in the beginning of this century (the exact
date cannot now be ascertained); and on
the densely wooded banks of an inconspi-
cuous cove, somewhere (the precise Jocale is
equally indefinable) between Lunenburg and
Shelburne, on the Atlantic coast of Nova
Scotia, was secretly constructed a vessel,
whose strangely romantic career is not easily
paralleled among any records ; and whose
feats have formed the staple of many tales
and songs in at least three languages.
Whenever it was, the time of her construc-
tion preceded the Spanish investment of
Carthagena, as the first of her positively
known exploits was an audacious running
of that blockade, under the command of
“Roaring Bob Hamilton,” in broad day-

® Ben Jonson ;5 ““Eastward Hoe ! Act III.

light, proving thereby the means of leading
her luckless pursuers into about as unplea-
sant a “fix” as a blockading squadron
could well get into. For having, in the
ardour of pursuit, held the chase until
within range of the city defences, the “/Zer-
ral” suddenly died away, and left them be-
calmed and unmanageable, exposed for
hours to a tremendous pounding from the
shore batteries, without the ghost of a chance
of any effective reply, much to the amuse-
ment of sundry neutral cruisers, who cachin--
nated most unfraternally at the *lubberly
pickle” of the “Dons.” Old Michael Scott,.
or one who told him, must have witnessed.
this affair—it afforded him one of the best.
“plums” in that rare book of his. “Tom
Cringle” Jeparts, however, from his usual
nautical accuracy in describing the bold
adventurer as ““a little schogner.” The Maria
E., (so she was called at this time—whether
so christened or not is another question)
was a large barque, extraordinarily soindeed,.
for her day. That provoking initial is another
unsolved riddle ; the admiring Carthagenes
were not long in appropriately fitting it,
however, and the name became Maria Es-
Irena, an allusion to the date of her success-~
ful run, which was on or about Boxing day.
She was probably armed before entering
Carthagena, certainly having been con-
structed originally with no reference to the
peaceful pursuits of commerce, being ex-
treme (* Baltimore”) clipper in model,
pierced for a formidable battery, and, it is.
said “ copper-bottomed ;” whether that be
correct or not, she is thoroughly copper--
fastened, which was never the case with mer-
chantmen of that period. At all events she
was armed on running the blockade out-
wards, which she did unharmed, and appears.
next in the Indian Ocean, scattering the
Spanish East Indian trade in all directions
save the normal one. “ Hic ¢¢ Ubigue” must
have been Hamilton’s motto ; the fleet ¢ Ma-
ria E.” skimmed from sea to sea like a bird,.
if we are to trust the traditions of Spanish.
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seamen. Next in the straits of Sunda, then
into Manilla Bay itself, audaciously exchang-
ing shots with the flag-ship at Cavité, and
-out again ere the Dons, paralyzed by such
impudence, could decide how toact ; thence,
presumably by the Straits of San Bernar-
dino, into the Pacific; then among the La-
-drones, harrying Guam, and permitting the
“ Gobernador ™ neither “quiet meal, nor un-
broken night” for a month ; then, on a sud-
-den, re-appearing off Corregidor, pounces
on the ill-starred “Queen of Heaven,” whose
unavailing guns were heard in Manilla; plun-
-ders and burns her, and, ere nightfall, is
thirty leagues to seaward, battling heroically
with a fierce tempest, the imminence of which
had kept the Spanish cruisers at their an-
chors despite the booming of the cannon
at the entrance. Two or three nights later,
off the coast of Palawan, she has a moon-
light rencontre with an antagonist double her
size and metal—two hours of desperate
yunning fight in a freshening breeze and
rising sea, when the corvette, sorely ham-
mered, half her crew past fighting, and with
her foremast tottering, “hauls off to repair
damages,” losing the wounded mast in spite
- -of all efforts during the afternoon of the fol-
lowing day. About this time the light-
heeled “ Christmas-box ™ is making it lively
for a squadron of Sea Dyaks, whose swift
prohus leaped out on her as she swept past
Mangaloon and Pulo Tiga—on the north-
"west coast of Borneo—and quicker still leapt
back in unusual terror, as she tore through
their midst, both batteries blazing, small
-arms crackling and bugles pealing ; giving
“her stem to the attempting boarders, crush-
ing the fragile craft like egg-shells, and shak-
ing their tawny swarms from off her well-
greased bows and head-gear, like so many
rats. Hereafter the career of the daring
privateer is traceable only in fragments.
Hamilton, smitten by the deadly coast
fever, died in Sierra Leone about 1815;
whether still commanding the gallant craft
-which, under his foot, had become to Spa-

nish ears “a name of fear,” cannot be ascer-
tained.* About ten years later she reap-
pears as the ZEstrena, (the Maria being
dropped, probably in the change. of regis-
try), under the Portuguese flag, and the
command of a Brazilian named Carnaro,
in the slave trade, in which she was equally
successful as when a cruiser in the sacred
cause of liberty. No wonder that sailors
believe in the “luck” of special vessels.—
Her dashing passages, her feats of daring in
this illegitimate pursuit, would require a
volume for their description, and would have
immortalized halfa-dozen craft in any ho-
nourable cause. She changed her com-
mander$ often; the names of but four, how-
ever, are now known. After Carnaro, one
Torm, a Swede; then, after an interval,
Hardy, whilom a lieutenant in the English
navy, whose apprenticeship to the slave trade
was served in the squadron maintained for
its suppression—by no means a solitary case
+we may remark—and, toward the close of
her career as a slaver, which must have
lasted something like twenty years,—the
redoubtable ¢ Black Jack,” also famous from
his connection with other “live-ebony ” tra-
ders.

But “time would fail should I in order
tell” of even her authenticated “scrapes”
and adventures, and their plainest recital
would cast an inconsistent air of romance
over these matter-offact pages, which can
only legitimately deal with her at 2l as evid-
ence on the question of the strength and
durability of North American ship-building
material. To return, then:

In 1848-9, the “Estrena,” no longer a
slaver, re-appears in the Mauritius—derelict
—having been dismasted in their vicinity
during a tremendous hurricane—and where,
at a “condemnation sale,” she became the

® Spanish tonnage to-day is 634,000, of which a
large proportion every year passes through the Strts.
of Sunda, yet the blinded leaders of the Cuban
struggle for liberty either do not see this vital expo-
sure, or fear to strike at it.—N. W.B.
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property of Captain De Bathe, a native of
Caén, Normandy ; “raised ” in North Caro-
lina, to quote his own expression ; and in
whose hands, half yacht, half merchantman,
she has remained -er since. Old papers,
damaged and fragmentary log-books, etc.,
which De Bathe discovered on board his
purchase, form the authority for our preced-
ing statements—doubtless they once formed
a complete record of her whole career.
Repaired, refitted, and re-named — here,
despite our just noted protest, comes another
unavoidable touch of romance. The research
—we beg De Bathe’s pardon ! — overfaul of
the old records, brought to light the earlier
name of the mysterious waif so strangely
come to his possession ; he pieced it out with
his own, and registered his ship under the
appellation that wou/d have been borne by a
fair girl of Devonshire long years before, but
that a grim rival forestalled him, one to whom
even queens may not say nay. So, once more
restored, our old acquaintance comes again
under observation as the ¢ Maria E. De
Bathe,” and bearing, instead of the gilded,
incomprehensible sea-monster that formerly
decked her prow, a white draped angel figure-
head. Few keels have furrowed the waters of
so many different ports as hers since then—
it being a marked predilection of De Bathe’s
to be ever seeking new scenes ; and being
sole owner as well as commander, he has
been enabled, in a great measure, to gratify
his penchant. Partly to increase this inde-
pendence, he changed her registry once more,
though not the name in 1860, or thereabouts,
while in the Sandwich Islands ; and she has
hoisted “ Kanaka” bunting ever since. The
latest date concerning her that has come
under the writer’s notice, was June 2nd,1871,
in the list of ships in China waters. This
vessel's bottom was black-birch, her topsides
framed of larch ; the tough black-ash of her
wales had been replaced with teak in Singa-
pore about three years before we first made
her acquaintance, (in Hong Kong, in 1865:)
and her immense deck-beams were of white

hemlock, as also her heavy bulwark stanch-
ions.

Another “old China cruiser,” was the
barque ¢ Victoria,” built in New Brunswick,
launched in the fall of 1837, and employed
for the next twelve years in the Atlantic;
after which she was sent East. For some
time, on the coast of China, she was com-
manded by *“Bully Ward,” — more widely
known, subsequently, as General Ward, and
who, after his apotheosis — of which the
Western world has recently been made aware
—was affectionately and reverentiallydebbed
¢ St. Fred.,” by his old familiars. She after-
wards served him, on the rivers, as a sort of
armed store-skip, transport, and general hack
—like the Highlander'’s skene-d/in, which,
according to Hudibras, is

¢ A serviceable dudgeon,

Either for fighting or for drudging :”
being then in charge of “wan” of St. Fred’s
worshippers, to wit, “Dom’” Lynch ;—
a ‘““rearin,’ tearin,’ tattherin,’ t'undherin,’”
—an American, (of New Yark:) who will
surely one day become .St Dominic in the
same calendar, an’ Chinese gratitade be
not exhausted. On the swift and intricate
Yang-(kee)tse, and its tributaries—on the
bar bewildered Whang-ho—on the freshet
vex’t Tsien-tang, the dash and fret of her fiery
commander pushed the unlucky * Victoria *
into continual difficulties. Never anything
built of wood and iron was subjected to more
poundings, groundings, twistings, screwings,
than she, and yet survive; “never jarred
her a hooter,” boasted much metaphor
loving “ Dom.’” *Soothered” down once
more, some years later, into a quiet, honest
trader, under “P. Murrough, M. M."” (master
mariner ? — witness the gentleman’s card:)
she gets caught one day in a #-foong, some
where near the Bachees, and is presently a
sheer hulk. Laboriously making port under
jury-rig, she is refitted again, and placed in
charge of Capt. Garraty— remarkable “affi-
nity ” she, for big Irishmen—and sails for
Singapore only to be captured by pirates,
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plundered and scuttled, but recovered by her
crew, who had made a timely escape in the
boats, returning after the marauders ha.” ’eft;
and taken back to Shanghai it appears, At
all events she was “laid up ” there, under
the stigma of ¢ unlucky,” doing warehouse
duty for some two or three years. In’67,
however, she was sold to a Spanish firm, who
changed her name and registry, and put her
once more in active service—in which, for
aught that appears to the contrary, she con-
tinues still.

On this occasion it was the fortune of the
vriter to be associated with the Lloyds’
surveyor of the port,and a toughly prejudiced
old “tar-bucket”of the species * lime-juicer,”
in a survey upon her much-enduring bottom.
Never were opened-up timbers more unre-
lentingly scrutinised. For a three days’ battle
had raged among the surveyors respecting
the lasting qualities of *North American
timber ;” hot partizanship, mainly on the
negative side, had loosed its clamorous
tongue, and “What do you consider your
opinion wor?k, sir?” had been bandied about
until it “really grew quite intolerable, you
know,”—and a goodly number of handsome
“books " had been “made” on the issue.
The result was * overwhelming discomfiture”
to the overweening givers of “ five to two.”
No sign of decay was anywhere discovered,
and the survey report prescribed only caulk-
ing as the condition of a first-class risk.”

It seems almost superfluous, after this
evidence to enlarge upon the broad inference
that follows. No one who will compare
what Canadian tonnage really is with the
“characters ” it can obtain from the Euro-
pean societies, will fail to declare that it
must henceforth seek that now-a-days indis-
pensable pre-requisite at other hands,—or
that the establishments referred to must
supplement the scanty and grudgingly given
concessions heretofore yielded with so much
farther allowance as it is justly entitled to.
‘Where those “ otherhands* are to be found,
is equally obvious. The maritime interests

of the country, if only due steps were taken
to secure unity of action, are large enough,
and powerful enough, to establish forthwith
2 ‘“Dominion Lloyds’,” whose decision—if
based upon close, scientific, and exhaustive
study of the qualities of our own material,
will secure to our vessels the great advantage
of just classification ; add to the capital of
the country the profits, now dissipated else-
where, of “doing our own insurance;” and
be respected at least—if not at the very
outset held quite the equal of those of the
existing organizations—in every part of the
world. Better still would it be if the con-
templated unification of interests could be
so broadened as to amalgamate with the
society of the motherland; and notwith-
standing the many points of difference arising
from physical causes that must exist, a
species of reciprotity could be devised which,
intelligently grasping—and assimilating so to
speak—those points, would be mutually pro-
ductive of great benefit. At all events, that
already important and rapidly increasing
class of British shipowaers who buy “ North
American built” tonnage, would find in such
a consolidation an unmixed good. To these
men is due already what slight concessions
have been made; and their aid can be
counted on in the movement for such reform.
The recent establishment of the system of
compulsory examination for masters and
mates—-though in itself notfree from certain
serious objections; coupled with the long
denied recognition of Colonial certificates of
competency at home—is no inconsiderable
step in this direction, and much more can
be made of it.

For the time, our forests can supply any
demands, including the enormous accessions
which the change in the registry laws of the
United States, contemplated by theirrevenue
reformers, would infallibly add thereto—and
the probabili*y of which daily increases ; if,
by either of the above modes, the just pro-
portion of time of classification can be
secured. So far as our possible American
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customers are concerned, there would be no | or its equivalent—a thorough system of forest
difficulty on the last named point; they | conservancy, and the period for which we
would naturally and necssarily appraise our | can keep supplying all purchasers, at home
tonnage in accordance with its actual deserts. | and abroad, will extend indefinitely.

Add to the ¢ Dominion Lloyds' ? Society—

THE MARRIAGE HYMN OF JULIA AND MANLIUS.
CATULLUS. CARM. LXI. -
By Hon. Mr. JusTicE BLISS.

{Published by permission of the author, from a Collection of Translations printed for private circulation.)

PRUNG from Heaven, Urania’s son,
) Thou that dwell’st on Helicon ;
Thou that to the bridegroom’s arms
Dost resign the virgin’s charms ;
Hymen, Hymen ! hasten thou
Guardian of the nuptial vow.

‘Wreaths about thy temples bind,
Of sweet marjorum entwined :
Hither, on propitious wing,
Haste the bridal veil to bring ;
While the golden sandals glow
On thy whiter feet than snow.

List our call—away, away !
Rouse thee, *tis thy holiday ;
‘Wake the nuptial song,—2awake
Loud and full its chorus ; shake
In thy hand the torch ; with feet
Earth in measured cadence beat.

For, by happiest omens led,
Julia is to Manlius wed :

Such as was Idalia’s queen,

By the Phrygian shepherd seen,
‘When befora the youth she carne,
Beauty’s golden prize to claim.

As the Myrtle blossoming

In the warmth of Eastern spring,
Shooting forth its branches fair,
Nurtured by the wood-nymph’s care,
‘Who. the plant she loves uprears,
Feeding it with morning’s tears.

Haste thee then, our call obey,
Hither bend thy winged way ;
Leave Aonia’s caverns made

In the rocks which Thespiz shade ;
‘Where, from out its fount of snows,
Cooling Aganippe flows.

To the new made bridegroom’s home
Bid its willing mistress come}

Love possessing all her mind,

Love with every thought entwined ;
Round the elm trees wandering,

As the clasping jvies cling.

Ye too, spotless virgins—ye
Fair and lovely, who shall sce
Your own bridal day ere long-—
Join with us the measured song ;
Hymen ! Hasten Hymen! thou
Guardian of the nuptial vow.

Pleased your summons to attend,
Hither he his course shall bend ;
He who heart to heart unites,
Source of purest love’s delights ;
He whose smiles alone can shed
Blessings on the nuptial bed.

Mighty god of wedded love,

To what other power above
Should so oft the lover raise
Votive prayer and song of praise :
Half so frequent at whose shrine
Bends the votary as at thine.
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Thee the sire, with tremulous tone,
For his child invokes ; her zone

From her virgin breast untied, :

Yields to thee the blushing bride :
Thee, the anxious husband thee
Supplicates, on bended knee.

Hanging on her mother’s face,
Clasped within her warm embrace,
Hymen, Hymen, thou dost tear,
Hymen, thou—the blooming fair,
Giving her, in all her charms,

To the eager bridegroom’s arms.

Vain, unless thou dost approve,
Vain are beauty’s charms and love ;
Without thee their pleasures pall,
Profitless and guilty ail :

Tis thy smile alone can bless
Wedded vow and chaste caress.

Ancient House, and honoured name,
Without thee no heir can claim;

Nor delighted parent see

Infants climbing on his knee ;

Thou dost give them : Who shall dare
Mighty god, with thee compare ?

Is there nation which doth slight
Thine, the spousal’s sacred rite ?
Never shall that country boast

Hardy champions of its coast !
Blessings these which spring from thee,
All-unequalled deity.

Quick, the portals wide unfold !
Forth the virgin comes ; behold
How the flickering torches blaze,
Splendid with their streaming rays !
Linger not, fair bride, the light

Is fast waning into nght.

Decpest blushes now express

All thy timid bashfulness ;

And the trembling tears, which fall
At our oft-repeated call.

But approach—the fading day
Chides thee for thy long delay.

Be supprest thy virgin fear,
Dried be every truant tear!
Crimsoning the Eastern skies
‘When the morning sun shall rise,
Happy bride, he shall not shine
On a lovelier «ace than thine.

Thus in some sweet garden, where
Flowers abound of beauty rare,

In its richly purple pride

Stands the Hyacinth. Fair bride,
Yet too long you linger ; day

In the twilight fades away.

Hasten forth ! Oh haste to claim-—
New-made bride—that honoured name !
Hear our song, ’tis sung for thee.

Dost thou r.ot already see

How they toss their torches high—
How the golden sparkles fly?

Thou no fickle youth dost wed,
False and faithless to thy ped :
Him shall fire no lawless love—
Him no wanton charmer move :
Constant he shall ever rest,
Pilldwed on thy gentle breast.

Round thy neck his arms shall twine !
Closely as the pliant vine

Folds around its wedded tree,
Closeshall his embraces be.

But approach—already day

In the west has died away.

Who the raptures can express,

Joys unbounded—measureless,

From the hours of night which spring,
‘Which returning day shall bring?
Then delay not, lovely one !

Day’s expiring light is gone.

Now your flaming torches raise,
‘Wave, ye youths, on high the blaze ;
See where sweeps the veil along,
Louder swell the choral song.
Hymen, Hymen, Io! Thou
Guardian of the nuptial vow.

* * * * *

Wedded fair, good luck betide thee !
Heaven’s auspicious omens guide thee
Till thy golden footsteps fall

On the polished bridal-hall,

Hymen, Io, Hymen! Thou
Guardian of the nuptial vow.

* * * * - *
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Welcome young and joyous groom,
Enter now thy bridal-room ;

See, in all her charms arrayed,
Waits for thee the lovely maid,
‘With her blushes overspread,

As the poppy hangs its head,

All delights by yours ; may love
Fruitful to thy wishes prove,
Crown thy bed with blessings, give
This thy honoured name to live ;
That remotest times may be

Blest in thy posterity.

Soon the pledge of nuptial joy,
May a little rosy boy,

Lapt upon his mother’s knee,
Stretch his infant hands to thee;
And his lips half open, while

He returns his father’s smile.

HALIFAX,

Be he image of his sire ;

That €’en strangers may admire,
As his father’s looks they trace
In each feature of his face;
And the living likeness well
Shall his mother’s virtue tell.

Blossom of so fair a bough,

Heir of all this virtue, thou,

Like Telemachus, shalt claim
From thy mother borrowed fame ;
‘Whose high boast it was to be
Son of chaste Penelope.

But, fai¥ maidens, close the door !
Time it is our song were o'er :

And ye, happy pair, adieu !

Blest with youth and health, may you
Loyal votaries ever prove

At the shrine of wedded love,

LITTLE DORINN.

A FENIAN STORY.

By Louisa MURRAY, duthor of *“ Carmina,” &c.

CHAPTER VIII
A LAST GLIMPSE OF FAIRY-LAND.

AVING got as many quicken-berries*
as he desired, “ Matty the Mouse,”
took his departure ; first slyly asking Mau-
tice “If 4 hadn’t better be coming, too?”
and laughing quietly to himself at Maurice’s
decided negative and hasty assertion that
he had a particular message from his mother
to little Dorinn, which he had not given her
yet
“And so 1 have,™ said Maurice, when
Matty was gone; ‘‘she bid me tell you
she’s coming to see if you'll do more for her
than you would for me.”

* The beries of the mountain-ash.

“Well, indeed, I’d do a great deal for
your mother,” said little Dorinn.

“T know you would, my pet,” said Mau-
rice, “but you wouldn't do more for her
than for me, I hope; . ould you now?”

Maurice spoke half in jest, but he was
half in earnest too. -

“No, Maurice,” said little Dorinn, with a
burst of deep emotion that banished all her
girlish coquetry; “there’s no one in the
world I'd do as much for as for you ; you
that have loved me so well, and been true
to me so long! And Maurice,” she con-
tinued, looking up at him with sweet, ten-
der eyes, “since you tell me your mother’s
willing, what more do I want? I'll trust you
for my poor old grandfather as well as for
myself—you that's good to every one—~and
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I'll marry you any day you choose, if your
mother thinks it right.”

Greatly moved, Maurice cla.sped her in
his arms and kissed her with a kiss in which,
with a magic that others, perhaps, have also
felt, their hearts as well as their lips met,
and told, without words, the same sweet
story of perfect love and happiness.

“And now I must go in,” said little
Dorinn.  “It’s getting late, and grandfather
will want me.”

“Well, if you must, come a bit of the
way home with me first. Come as far as the
big thorn. I've got a secret to tell you;
don't you want to hear it ?”

“ 1’1l engage it's not a real secret at all,
only some of your fun,” said little Dorinn ;
‘but for all that she suffered him to draw her
down the path.

Maurice’s little dog, Trim, was lying on a
bundle of heath that had been cut to make
brooms, and as the lovers moved slowly
away, with arms intertwined and hands
clasped together, he raised his head and
looked after them, but made no atterpt
to follow them. He was, no doubt, well
aware that their farewells were generally
many times repeated before the real parting
came.

“Now, what's your secret?” asked little
Dorinn.

“I'm going to Dublin to-morrow ; and
what do you think I'm going for? ”

“Im sure I don’t know,” said little
Dorinn ; but at the same moment a vision
of a plain gold ring seemed to float before
her eyes.

“T'm going to buy some things to make
the old house new for my darling, and I'm
going to buy the wedding ring! Let me
get a stalk of grass and measure your finger.”

Having found a stalk fit for the pur-
pose, Maurice measured the fourth finger of
little Dorinn’s left hand with the most care-
ful accuracy, while she submitted to the
ceremony with shy and timid delight ; then
he twisted the stalk into a ring of the proper

size, and, wrapping it carefully up in a piece
of paper, put it in his waistcoat pocket.

% People have been married with queer
rings, sometimes, as I've heard,” said Mau-
rice, “ curtain rings, and the ring of a door-
key ; and we'd be married with a straw one
if we couldn’t get a better—wouldn't we,
darling ?”

¢ Maurice,” said little Dorinn, timidly,
“T hope you're not going to have things too
grand for me, or I'll be frightened and
ashamed of myself—me that has been used
to go barefoot, and lie on a straw bed.”

“You ashamed of yourself, my beauty,
my queen !” exclaimed her lover with pas-
sionate hyperbole, which yet seemed to him
the simple truth, “there’s not a lady in all
the land has as much reason to be proud of
herself as you have. I’d like to dress your
pretty little feet in satin shoes, and put you
to sleep on a down bed! The best I haye,
or ever could have, isn’t half good enough
for you ; but I know the true love that goes
with it is what you'll prize the most.”

“ Oh, Maurice, your true love’s better to
me than everything else in the world,” said
little Dorinn.

I know it is, my heart’s darling ! And
now that I'm going away to-morrow, and
can't be back till the next day, won’t you
give me a kiss your own self, that I may
have the sweet taste on my mouth to com-
fort me and keep me from feeling lonely till
I come back?”

“But I'll be Ionely, too,” said little
Dorinn, “I'll want comfort myself.”

“Well, darling,” said Maurice, with sly
gravity, ‘“sure I'm willing to give you as
many kisses asyou'll let me have. You can’t
say I ever grudged them to you.”

“Qh, didn’t you!” said little Dorinn.
“Youre a saucy boy, and youll get no
more kisses from me. There’s the thorn-
tree now, and I must go back, or grand-
father will think I’m lost.”

“ Tl go with you and see you safe to the
door,” said Maurice. And so they went
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back as they had come, Maurice’s strong
arm supporting the light form of little
Dorinn.

A golden glory filled the west where the
sun’s after-glow still lingered above] the
horizon, lighting up the tops of themountains
till they shone as if surrounded by coronets
of flame, and flecked the deep purple,
brown and black shadows lying in their
rifts and hollows, with flashes of fitful
brightness. Down in the glen the light was
soft and shadowy, and gradually paling into
twilight ; and, faintly piercing the amber
radiance overhead with its silvery gleam,
came the first star. The little stream, run-
ning and rippling over its mossy stones, and
almost hidden by hazel bushes, made a
fairy-like accompaniment to the voices of
the happy lovers, and on the topmost spray
of a young mountain-ash a robin sat and
poured forth the last notes of his evening
song.

“If you had a bit of good nature,” said
Maurice, when they were once more at the
<abin door, “you’d come back again with
me. I don’t like passing that hazel glen by
myself after sunset, I'm so much afraid of
the fairies.”

¢ Why, Maurice, I never heard you say
such a thing before. I thought you didn’t
believe in fairies?”

“Well, I don’t often,” said Maurice,
“but I do to-night. Come with me, won't
you? Just this once.”

“ Maurice, you're a big rogue, so you are.
You'd keep me coming and going this way
all night, if I'd let you.”

“Well, so I would; anything to keep
you beside me. But wait till after the
bright day that P'm longing for, and then if
I let you out of my sight for half a minute,
my name’s not Maurice Byrne. If ever I
Zave to leave you, I'll lock you up, for fear
I wouldn’t find you when I come back;
you're always so fond of running away from
me”” .

“Then there’s the more reason for me to

2

make use of my liberty while I have it,” said
little Dorinn, with her soft silvery laugh,
“ 50 good-night to you !”

“No,no! Don’t go for a moment,” said
Maurice, holding her ; “not without giving
me a kiss at any rate !”

“There then,” she said, giving his lips a
light touch, as he bent his face down to hers,
and again attempting to escape.

But Maurice held her fast. “That was
no kiss at all,” he said, ““just like the brush
of a bufterfly’s wing! Bid me good-bye
properly, and give me a right kiss. How do
you know what may happun to me while I
am away ? May be the Queen of the Fairies
may take a fancy to me, and carry me off to
live with her in Fairy-land, and then you’ll
never see me again. How would you like
that? ”

“Maurice | ” exclaimed little Dorinn,
“don't say that, even in fun; it frightens
me.”

“Well then, give me the kiss—a right
kiss—and I'll never say it again 1”

And at last the right kiss was given and
returned ; at last little Dorinn slipped away,
and laughing and happy, without the faintest
presentiment of the evil days coming, dis-
appeared into the cabin.

CHAPTER IX.

A FENIAN ORGANIZER.

‘ CALLING to Trim, Maurice set off home-

wards in the highest spirits, whistling
as he went, not from want of thought, but as
a merely mechanical accompaniment to the
bright hopes and delightful visiors which
made happy music in his heart. Aad then,
as the picture of little Dorinn, his love, his
bride, his wife, sitting by his side through the
long winter evenings that were coming, mak-
ing the warmth and brightness and comfort
of the pleasant fire and homely hearth sweet

and beautiful by her presence, grew more
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and more vivid, his ecstacy broke into song,
and without the slightest recognition of the
meaning of what he was singing, but because
the spirit-stirring tune and words came as an
unconscious safety-valve for his excitement,
he poured out a verse of the famous rebel
song, ¢ The Shan Van Vocht.”

¢¢ ' Will Ireland then be free?
Said the Shan Van Vocht :
‘Will Ireland then be free?
Said the Shan Van Vocht.
Ves ! Ireland shall be free,
From the centre to the sea,
And hurrah for liberty !
Said the Shan Van Vocht.”

The wild, warlike notes of the rebel song
—*like the march of armed men hurrying
on to victory”—rang out in the still clear
air, and the echoes in the rocks and glens
took up the strain, and seemed to bear it
away on joyful wings to the very tops of the
mountains, '

“ That’'s your sort, Maurice Byre!”
shouted aloud, commanding voice, and an
active athletic looking young fellow sprang
from behind a bank of stones and bushes
into the path in front of Maurice. Pulling
himself suddenly up, Maurice stopped and
stood somewhat on his guard, a little sur-
prised at this unexpected apparition, and the
familiar sound of his own name uttered by
one who seemed a perfect stranger; while
Trim flew forward, barking furiously.

“Call off your dog!” cried the stranger,
somewhat imperiously, swinging a light stick,
which he camied with an unmistakeable
shillelagh sort of air. “I don’t want to
knock him over, though he is such a little
viper.”

“ No, not unless you’re able to knock me
over after him,” said Maurice, in a very
decided, though perfectly good-humoured
tone. “But here, Trim! Come here, sir!
Come behind me. And now,” continued
Maurice, as the little terrier reluctantly
obeyed his master’s orders, *“ may I ask who
you are that seem to have my name so pat,

whereas I never saw you before in my life,
to my knowledge.”

Maurice’s quick glance had soon taken in
the chief points of the stranger’s appearance.
He was young, well made, and by no means
bad-looking ; he had a keen, resolute, though
somewhat hard face, a good forehead, and
light blue eyes showing no small amount of
acute intelligence. He had a dark red
moustache, but no whiskers, and his dark red
hair was closely cut. Maurice fancied there
was something :;oldier-like in both his voice
and carriage, and he had an air of ease and
assurance which seemed perfectly unaffected,
and was not ill adapted to make an impres-
sion on those with whom he came in contact.
He confronted Maurice’s steady look for a
minute with a gaze. of the coolest indiffer-
ence, and then burst into a short laugh.

“ No, you never saw me before,” he said.
“nor I you, but I know who you are right
well. As to who Iam, I might answer the
question in various ways. I might say I was
a grazier, from Kildare or Meath, buying up
cattle ; ora poet, or novelist, come to learn
the traditions, and be inspired by the beau-
ties of your mountains and glens ; I might
tell you I was a mining speculator prospect-
ing for metals and minerals ; or a student of
Irish antiquities in search of round towers;
and recommended to you as a person capa-
ble of giving me information and assistance
on any or all of these points. In fact I
might tell you any plausible fable, without
your being able to contradict it.”

“ Well then, which fable are you going to
tell me?” asked Maurice, sharply.

“No fable at all, but the simple truth. A
young fellow who owns the name of Byrne,
and can sing the Shan Van Vocht as you
sang it just now, may be trusted. My real
name’s McCann ; I'm a captain in the Irish
Republican Army, and I’ve come down here
to form circles and appoint centres, and
enrol recruits.”

Though he had already suspected that this
was the stranger who had given old Matty
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the bundle of Fenian ballads and pamphlets
at the fair of Kilcool, Maurice was some-
what startled at this abrupt declaration. He
was brave to temerity; had a passionate
love of freedom ; and had been brought up
in those traditions of hatred to the Saxon
and devotion to the Irish cause, which for
ages have been faithfully transmitted from
father to son, and religiously cherished by
the Irish people. But he was not without
common sense, and however he might feel
while reading some national newspaper, or
singing “ The Greenabove the Red,” he had
a strong conviction that, unless under cir-
cumstances very different from any which he
believed to exist now, rebellion against Eng-
lish rule would be vain and fruitless.

“Is there an Irish Republican Army?”
he asked, “I never heard of it.”

¢ But you've heard of the Fenian Brother-
hood, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” said Maurice, “I have heard of
them.”

“And you’d like to hear more of them,
wouldn’t you ?”

“I'm not sure that I would,” said Maurice.
“I'd like to see Ireland independent if I
could, but I don’t see how the Fenians are
going to make her so.”

“Well, I never expected to hear a true
Irish boy, and especially one with the blood
of the O'Byrnes in his veins, talk in that
cold-blooded way,” said McCann. ¢ What
has ever made any country free but the brave
spirit of its people? That spirit is awake
in Ireland now, and will never sleep till the
invaders are driven off her soil. The heart
of every true son of Ireland beats with it,
and Fenianism is fast organizing them into
a force which England with all her power
will not be able to resist.
know what has already been done, 1 can
soon tell you, and I will not even aska pro-
mise of secrecy from you ; so you can camry
the information to Chief Constable Leiroy,
or any.one else you choose, when you have
got it., Now what do you say?”

If you like to,

“1 say, what I dare say you know well
enough, or you wouldn'’t be talking to me
as you're doing now, that I am no informer ;
and if the Fenian Brotherhood means any-
thing more than wearing green ribbons, and
singing green songs, and making green
speeches, I'm willing to hear all you can tell
me about it.”

“ It means Ireland for the Irish, in right
down earnest,” said McCann. *“It means
that if we can’t have our country without
fighting for her, fight we will; and if you're
not afraid to listen to me, I'll tell you how
and when we mean to do it.”

“Didn’t I say I was ready to listen to
you,” said Maurice.

“Well, come on then,” said McCann.
“ Qur roads lie together as far as the Ford,
and we can talk as well walking as stand-
ing.”

Accordingly the two young men walked
on together, Maurice’s joyous mood com-
pletely gone, but another sort of excitement
beginning to stir his young blood and rouse
the sleeping fire of his nature. Trim fol-
lowed, keeping close to his master’s heels

‘as commanded, but showing ¢ ery now and

then a very evident mistrust of their new
companion, which he expressed by exhibit-
ing His sharp white teeth and growling as
loudly as he dared.

“ You say you have heard of the Fenian
Brotherhvod,” said the so-called Captain of
the Irish Republican Army, “but it is plain
you don’t know much about it.”

“No, I can’t say I do,” said Maurice.

“ Do you know that there are two hundred
thousand men at this very moment enrolled
in the Army of the Irish Republic; a
hundred thousand of them drilled and fit to
take the field? Do you know that when
all the counties in every province have been
brought in, there will be nearly as many
more ? Do you know that our countrymen
in America are ready to send us any amount
of arms, ammunition and money, when we
are ready to use them? Do you know that

a
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there are a hundred thousand drilled and
armed men there, all good Irishmen and
Fenians, waiting to come over and help us
when we give the word? Do you know
that there are three manufactories of arms
for our soldiers in Dublin, and one, or more,
in every large town in Ireland besides?”

% No,” said Maurice, “I don't know it;
and what’s more, I can hardly believe it,
unless you will show me some proof.”

« I amlodging at Miles Mahony's public-
house,” said McCann; “it’s a poor place,
but it suits me, for many reasons. Come
with me there, and I'll show you documents
to prove all, and more than all, I have said.
Will you come?”

« Certainly I will,” said Maurice. “T've
heard too much to-night not to want to hear
more.”

They were now at the Ford, at which
place four roads met, two leading down to
the more level vale which spread out towards
the sea ; two going higher up among the
glens and mountains. Turning into one of
the upper roads, the young men walked
rapidly on, both in perfect silence, Maurice
feeling as if all within and without him had
changed during the last few minutes, and
McCann congratulating himself at having,
as he believed, secured a valuable adherent
to the cause. A winding and picturesque
road, gradually ascending the side of a
wooded hill, soon brought them in sight of
a large and handsome cottage ornée, covered
with roses, passion-flowers and myrtles, A
pretty lawn, with beds of flowers in the turf
and ornamental shrubs between, was divided
from the road by a wire fence and screen
of holly.. Through the open doors and
windows came a blaze of light and the
sound of music, and groups of yqung people
were moving among-the shrubs and flowers
on the lawn, apparently preferring the soft
balmy air, perfumed with the breath of the
flowers, and the lovely lingering twilight, to
the greater formality and more artificial
brilliancy wathin.

As Maurice and his companion came on
by the wire fence, a youthful pair, who had
separated themselves from the rest of the
party, emerged from a path among the
shrubs and stood at the gate of the lawn,
looking down at the lovely valley beneath,
through which the shining Vartrey flowed
on to the sea. Both these young people
were handsome enough to have attracted
attention anywhere, and their looks were sc -
admirably contrasted as to blend into as
graceful a harmony as the lovely lights and
shadows amidst which they stood. The
young man was tall, broad shouldered, and
strongly made ; fair haired, blue eyed and
brown bearded ; his face altogether Saxon,
with a good deal of quiet energy, steadfast-
ness and power in his look. The gir,
though not fair, had an exquisitely clear
and delicate complexion, changing from pale
to the softest rose tint, and then to pale
again, with every varying mood. Her dark
blue eyes looked almost black from under
the shadow of their long jetty lashes; she
had purple black hair, delicate, refined fea-
tures, somewhat pensive and thoughtful when
at rest, but expressing every emotion with
eloquent animation when she spoke, and at
all times irradiated with the light of a pure
and noble nature—high-spirited and impul-
sive, but gentle, generous and sweet. It
was said that her mother was of Spanish
descent, and perhaps her beauty was a
compound of the Spanish and the Celtic.
Certainly the perfect grace of her figure and
movements, and the light elasticity of her
step, could not have been surpassed by any
senorite who ever wore a mantilla.  This
lovely girl’s name was Xatherine Kirwan,
and she was on a visit at the cottage, the
owner of which was her uncle. Her com-
panion was Frank Wingfield, the future heir
and present manager of his fathers large
estate in the neighbourhood.

A soft amber light still lingered in the sky
where the sun had set, gradually changing
into pearly lilac and silvery blue, into which
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the new moon’s crystal crescent, faintly
tinged with a golden gleam, was slowly
rising, the planet of Love shining, large and
brilliant, by her side.

“Oh, there is the new moon !” exclaimed
Katherine, in a sweet musical voice. “Queen
and huntress, chaste and fair! I must do
her homage.” And with playful grace she
dropped a low curtsey to the pale crescent.

“Now I shall have my wish,” she said.

% 7 wish, yet fear, to know what that wish
is,” said her companion.

“If you had taken off your hat to the
goddess and wished in the right way, per-
haps you might have known,"” said Xatherine
merrily, “Why did you not pay homage to
her as I did?”

“She looked too cold and shadowy,” said
Frank Wingfield. “I don’t believe she
ever was in love with Endymion, or any one
else. I prefer worshipping that bright star
beside her. Beautiful Venus !” he exclaimed,
taking off his hat and bowing low to the
lovely planet, “be propitious to thy votary,
and give him favour in the eyes of her he
loves!”

He spoke in mock heroic tones, but there
was earnest and pleading emotion in the
look he now turned on Katherine.

“What a pair of geese we are!” she
exclaimed hastily. “Look at those men in
the road. What will they think of us if
they have seen us bowing and curtseying to
the moon and the stars!”

“Why, is it you, Maurice?” said Frank
Wingfield, a. the men came up. “Were
you going to Dunran? Are you looking
for me ?” he asked, not a little vexed at the
interruption.

“No, Mr. Frank,"” said Maurice.

But before he could say another word,
McCann stepped forward. “1 beg your
pardon, sir,” he said, “but I believe you
are young Mr. Wingfield, of Dunran?”

“Yes, Iam Mr. Wingfield. Butyou have
the advantage of me. I cannot remember
having ever seen you before,”

“I don’t think you ®ver have, sir; but
Mr, Byme, here, has been speaking to me
about you, and about Dr. Wingfield, your
father. “My name is Johnson, continued
McCann, with admirable fluency. I have
been employed by Messrs. McGlashan and
Gill, the Sackville Street publishers, to collect
information about all the ruins and other
antiquities of this county, and to search out
any histories or traditions of the old Celtic
clans that may be found, for 2 work on Irish
archazology which they are going to publish ;
and I have been asking Mr. Byrne if he
can give me any particulars of the clan
O'Byrne.” :

“ Mrs, Byrne can,” said Frank Wingfield.
“You should get Mr. Byrne to take you to
see his mother. She knows far more about
the history and genealogy of the sept than
her degenerate son, and is far prouder of
her warlike ancestors—chieftains and kings
of the old days—than he is. Isn't that true,
Maurice?”

“Quite true, Mr. Frank,” said Maurice,
but his laugh was rather forced,

“I hope I may have the pleasure of
seeing Mrs, Byrne, then,” said McCann.
“And I am told, Mr. Wingfield, that the
old gentleman, your father, is highly learned
in Irish archzology, and takes the greatest
interest in such matters. If you will allow
me, I will call on him, and show him a
prospectus of the book.”

« Certainly,” said Frank; “if my father
approves of it, I have no doubt he will
become a subscriber. And now I will say
good evening. Good-bye Maurice.”

“Good evening, Mr. Wingfield,” said
McCann, “I am much obliged to you.”
And raising his hat with a deferential air to
Katherine, though she had drawn back from
the gate, he walked on.

Frank Wingfield looked after them for a
moment. ¢ That fellow holds himself like
a soldier,” he said, as he joined Katherine,
“and steps like one too. 1'm not sure that
he’s all right.”
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“Do you suspect him of being a deserter?”
asked Katherine. '

“He may be., He does’nt look a bit like
a student of antiquities, and I'm very much
inclined to think he's a humbug of some
sort or other, with his free-and-easy impu-
dence, and his admiringbow to you! Hang
the fellow ! I believe I have taken a dislike
to him because he stole from me some of
the very few sweet moments I can ever
have you to myself.”

“Do you think they saw you taking off
your hat to Venus ?” szid Katherine, ignor-
ing his last words.

“T am more anxious to know if my prayer
has been granted,” said Frank. “Will you
tell me?” R

“I? How can I tell you?” said Kath-
erine, trying to laugh.

“Ves,” said Frank, “yox can tell me;
you, and only you.”

Never was an hour ora scene better fitted
for a lover to breathe his first vows. The
young moon floated softly in the pale clear
blue— -

‘ A slender crescent, woven of siiver flame,

And, one by one at first, then ten by ten,
The stars slipped out, and in, and out again ”

Venus burned with a tender, passionate
radiance, “as if she shone for love, mnot
fame.” Faint as the light was, Frank could
see how Katherine’s cheek glowed. “Wili
you not tell me?” he whispered. “Say
yes, only yes !”

But unlucky Frank was fated to endure
another interruption to his love-making.
Two or three of Katherine’s young com-
panions, who had been searching for her,
rushed towards her, and insisted on her
returning at once to the house, where she
was wanted. to help in getting up an im-
promptu dance. Cruelly disappointed, for
his hopes for the moment had risen high,
Frank silently followed Katherine and the
other girls to the cottage; one of them
whispering to Katherine, who scarcely knew
where she was going to or what she was

doing, “ Mr. Wingfield looked as if he could
have beat us for taking you away!”

Katherine was the last, except Frank, to
enter the cottage, and as she did so her
hand came in contact with a cluster of
China roses which had got loose, and hung
across the door into the porch. Almost
like one in a dream, she put the spray asice
and plucked a blossom. Quick as lightning
Frank, who was close behind her, stooped
down and whispered entreatingly, *Will
you give me that rose?” She did not
speak, but held it timidly towards him, and
in an ecstasy of happiness Frank took it
from the little white fingers which trembled
as they touched his, and thrust it into his
bosom.

In the meantime Maurice and McCann
had walked quickly on to Miles Mahony's
“ Public.” '

“ Didn't I manage that well?” said Mec-
Cann, laughing heartily. ¢ But you don’t
seem to approve of my little romance,” he
added, finding that Maurice did not join in
the laugh. “My dear fellow, where the
freedom of a .nation and the lives of thou.
sands are at stake, all petty scruples must
be lost in wider views, and you know all
stratagems are fair in love and war.”

“ How did you know that was Mr. Wing-
field?” asked Maurice.

“Why, I may say I know almost every
man in the county by name and’ descrip-
tion,” said McCann. . “ Certainly every man
who has either land or influence. T have a
written book in which every man’s face and
figure, and manner of dressing, walking, and
talking, are as minutely described as in
a hue-and-cry advertisement; and a full
account given of their politics and private
and public character, past and present. You
are in that book, and so is Mr. Frank Wing-
field. He’s one of Ireland’s worst enemies.”

“ You can’t know his character in the least,
or you would not say that }” said Maurice,
warmly. “Thers isn’t 2 man in all Ireland
who has he” good miote at heart.”
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“ Oh, I know what he is well enough,” said
McCann;‘he's a Liberal in politics, generous
landlord, charitable to the poor, and all that.
Such men as he are the most dangerous of
all to the cause of Irish independence.
They keep the people quiet, if not contented,
under the yoke which they ought not to bear
for an hour. The old fighting, gambling,
racing, drinking landlords, with their hogs-
heads of claret and puncheons of whiskey,
grinding the last penny out of their poor
tenants, are the sort to help Ireland’s free-
dom. And better still, the landlords that
are improvers, and want to make the land
support cattle instead of men, driving the
poor people out of their homes to die of
starvation by the road-side, or rot in the
poorhouse, or forsake their native land—
these are the men,” said McCann, warming,
““ that make the poor man’s blood tingle, and
run through his veins like liquid fire, till his
manhood rises up within him, and he is
ready to die ten thousand deaths for the
chance of setting himself and his country
free—even for the chance of being revenged
-on his tyrants !”

* Mr. Frank will never help Ireland’s free-
-dom that way,” said Maurice, “but no man
has ever stood up for his rights better. He
would abolish the State Church, he would
give Tenant Right, and Home Rule ——.”

“ But not the one right which includes all
these—our Independence. He does not
want Irish nationality, and I am much mis-
taken if he wouldn't fight to the last sooner
than see Ireland separated from England.
He is rich, and has plenty of English rela-
tives, and the present state of things suits
him. He is not a Lord Edward Fitzgerald,
and not likely to sacrifice family and friends
and high position to join with the people,
-especially as he cannot know that our suc-
«cess is certain.” .

‘ He thinks that Ireland can gain all she
requires by the gradual pressure of moral
force,” said Maurice, “and so did Dan
‘O’Connell.” -

“ O’Connell was great in his day, and did
all that the time allowed,” said McCann,
“But we stand on.a very different footing
now, and we would be  wards and dastards
if we didn’t use the n..ans he put into our
hands to make ourselves now and forever a
nation. Buthere weare at Miles Mahony's.”

It was a rough-cast, white-washed house
with a slated roof, standing at the foot of a
low green hill, a stable at one end, a little
gurgling stream at the other.  Over the dooi
was a signboard, on which some splashes of
faded colour were supposed to represent a
man and horse, and an inscription under-
neath proffering good entertainment for man
and beast. Two or three men were lounging
about the open door of the bar-room, but
McCann passed on’to another door, also
open, and entered a kitchen, in which were
two girls, one baking *griddle bread,” the
other washing up dishes.

“Qch, is that yourself, Mr. Johnson?”
said one of the girls, turning round. ¢ Wipe
your hands, Mary, and run up with the can-
dles.” S
“ Has any one been asking for me to-
night?” enquired McCann.

“Not a bit of me knows,” said the girl,
‘“ sure himself and the mistress is in the bar.
Will I go and ask?”

“ No, never mind now,” said McCann.
“Will you have anything to drink, Byrne?”
he added. ¢ Iseldom take anything myself,
but Mahony has some first-rate poteen that
he keeps for his particular friends, and he’ll
let us have some of it if yow'd like to tryit.”

“ None for me,” said Maurice, “I'm not
much of adrinker at any time, and I don't
believe in the patriotism that springs from
poteen.”

“Neither do I,” said McCann. “Butl
see Mary has taken up the candles. Come
along, and YT’ll show you things that will stir
your blood far beyond any mountain-dew
that ever was run in the Wicklow moun-
tains.”

The room into which McCann conducted
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Maurice was the only private apartment |
% Mahony's” could boast, and was made to
serve the purpose of parlour and bedroom.
The parlour side of the room contained two
or three well worn chairs, a shabby sofa, and
a round table, on which Mary had put the
candles. Some hanging shelves on the wall
held a few books, and beside it hung a small
map of the fown of Wicklow, and a larger
one of the county—all of which, Maurice
conjectured, belonged to McCann. On a
small table under the books was a collection
of minerals, some of them labelled, and a
pamphlet entitled “ Glenmalure, or the Val-
ley of much Ore.”

¢ Look here,” said McCann ; and taking
up a manuscript book which was lying on
the round table, he turned over the leaves,
and showed Maurice some pencil sketches,
with brief explanatory notes under each.
“Do you know these places? Here’s the
tuins of Black Castle, on the rocks above
Wicklow ; here’s the old Abbey in the
middle of the town ; here's the remains of
Strafford’s Castle at Coolruss, that the
people call Black Tom’s Cellars ; here’s the
seven churches of Glendalough, all together,
and here they are separately, one after the
other ; and many other ruins. See, here’s
my initials under every one. T. D. McC,,
Thomas Dempsey McCann. I'm supposed
to have done all these, but I never saw one
of the places in my life. They were all
done in Dublin as a blind for the police,
should they take it in their heads to pay me
a visit ; and I got the minerals, you see, over
there, for the same purpose.”

‘s there any danger of their coming?”
asked Maurice.

“ There wouldn’t be much danger in the
matter, for I could soon slip through their fin-
gers ; but of course I don't want to leave this
till T’ve finished what I have to do, so I've
been pretty cautious since I came.”

“Do you intend to go and see old Dr.
Wingfield, as you said you would ?” asked

Maurice.

“Not I, indeed,” said McCann, with a
short laugh. “I didn't quite like the way
your friend, Mr. Frank, looked at me, I can
tell you. I took off my hat to the young
lady on purpose to vex him. He’sa d——d
aristocrat.”

““Not a bit of it,” said Maurice, “he’s a
true gentleman.”

“Well, never mind,” said McCann ; “ he's
up now, but our time’s coming. Il show
you something better worth looking at than
these drawings in a minute.”

Going to a small leather travelling bag, he
unlocked it and took out a tin case. Open-
ing this with a key which hung from his
watch chain, he drew forth a number of
cross-barred papers, like military roll-calls,
also several letters, manuscripts, printed
papers, maps and plans. These he bronght
to the round table, by which Maurice was
sitting, and, spreading them out before him,
sat down.

“ Before I explain these to you,” he said,
“Tll give you a short sketch of the Irish
Republican or Fenian organization. You've
often heard of the Young Ireland Society,
set on foot by McManus, John Mitchell,
Gavan Duffy and others ?”

“Ves,” said Maurice ; “* Smith O'Brien’s
rising. The leaders were taken, or made
their escape, and it came to nothing.”

“It was badly managed, and exploded
prematurely,” said McCann ; * but the fire
which kindled it remained; the fire which
nothing can extinguish, and which, God
knows, has never wanted fuel to feed it.
Some of the ‘heads’ escaped to Paris, and
there began to organize a new confederacy.
The leader was James Stephens, of Kil-
kenny.”

“I have heard of him,” said Maurice.
¢ It was he that was wounded at Ballingarry,
and to baffle the police, his friends gave
out that he had died of his wound, and
buried a coffin full of stones with his name
on the lid in Kilkenny.”

“That’s the man,” said McCann. “Well,.
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he and John Mitchell and some others got
good advice, and promise of help in the
way of military leaders, from the French
revolutionists, and for the first time a feasible
plan was formed to systematize the powerful
help that the Irish in America were able and
willing to give us. Money, men, arms and
ammunition were there waiting for us to
make use of them. The new confederacy
was called the Pheenix Society, and orga-
nized on both sides of the Atlantic, but some
how or other its machinery did not work
well : its proceedings were detected, and
rome of the leaders brought to trial at Cork.

- YDonavan Rossa was one of them. I dare

say you heard of the Cork trials ?”

“ Yes,” said Maurice, “I heard of them.”

¢ After that the Phcenix conspiracy was
supposed to be crushed, but out of its ashes
sprang Fenianism—the words being closely
connected ; for Pheenix is said to be a cor-
ruption of Finnach, the camping ground of
the Fiann, or soldiers of Leinster when
Ireland was free, as it is now of the English
usurpers.*  You remember when McManus
died in California, and his remains were
brought home to Dublin. Tens of thou-
sands followed his funeral procession in
honour of the immortal cause for which he
was a martyr, and from that day the diffi-
culty was, not how to induce members to

fact a hidden army, being regularly drilled
and taught the use of arms and military
tactics. There are, as I told you, more than
two hundred thousand men already enrolled,
and when the organization is complete there
will be double the number. There is a
similar society organized in America, and
the sympathies of the whole American
nation are with as. Here, on the table
before me, are documents that will confirm
all I have said.”

Selecting a roll of papers from those on
the table, he laid before Maurice the returns
of members sent in by the District Centres
from the several provinces ; returns from the
Central Committee in New York ; and a
statement of the money and arms held by
the Fenian Brotherhood there, in trust for
the Irish Republic.

““You will see there are no returns from
Wicklow and Wexford,” said McCann, “but
the people in those counties have not yet
been properly appealed to. .They were, as
you know, in the very front of the rising in
’98, and suffered so much after it that it is
no wonder they are holding back ; but
when they know what is being done in their
country’s cause elsewhere, the spirit which
inspired the Babes in the Wood of Killaugh-
ram, and Michael Dwyer's men in the
Wicklow glens and mountains, will blaze up

join, but how to enrol and organize them | as fiercely as ever. Here is a map of this

fast enough.  Every lodge, or ‘circle * has
its chief officer, called the * Centre,” and
the circles are grouped together in districts,
under district centres. James Stephens him-
self is Head Centre and Chief Organizer of
the Irish Republican Brotherhood. Every
member takes an oath of allegiance to the
Irish Republic, to obey its legally consti-
tuted officers, and to keep its affairs a sacred
secret even in the confessional. It is in

* Other authoritics say the Pheenix Park owes its
name to Fion-uisge—clear or pleasant water—which
the celebrated chalybeate spring in the park was
anciently called.

! county, with the circles and sub-circles

;which we expect to form, marked ; but I

' have not attempted to do anything yet. I
came first to you, wishing to head my roll
with your nawme, and believing that I'd find
you as ready to fight for Ireland as any of
your brave ancestors ever were.”

“You have spoken of my ancestors seve-
ral times,” said Maurice; “what dq you
know about them ?”

“1 know all about them,” said McCann.
“T know they were alwaysa brave and high-
spirited race, from Feagh MacHugh, called
by the English the Firebrand of the Moun-
tains ; and Edmund Oge, who surprised
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Dublin Castle one night, liberated the
prisoners and carried off the stores, down
to your father’s cousin, William Michael
Byrne, who was the friend of Lord Edward
Fitzgerald, and suffered on the gallows for
the good cause. I know there never was a
Byrne yet kept back for the sake of life or
limb, when honour called him forward ; and
it would be a shame and a scandal if a fine
young fellow like you were the first coward
and traitor of the name.”

“I am neither one nor the other,” said
Maurice, steadily. It is no fear for myself
would make me hesitate ; it is the. thought
of all the bloodshed and wretchedness that
would follow our failure ; all the men and
women and innocent little children it would
doom to misery and death!”

‘ A soldier must not think of these things,”
said McCann. “¥e must not dream of
defeat, or slaughtered men, or weeping
women, but of the fierce joy of battle, of
victory and glory. But we cannot fail.
Our prospects are very different now from
what they ever were before. We were
very near succeeding in 'g8. If the French
had landed in Bantry Bay-—if traitors had
not betrayed the cause, we should have
succeeded. Then help from France de-
pended on the will of one man ; now we
have hundreds of thousands of auxiliary
troops in America, burning to come over as
soon as-we give the word, and with no one
willing or able to stop them. And our own
people have more freedom, more knowledge,
more strength than they had then, thanks
to the noble hearts that suffered and died
to win it for us. No, we cannot fail! But
even if we did——" and his face darkened,
“even if we did, would it not be worth 2
hundred years of common life to have
Tevenge on our tyrants for one day.”

“No,” said Maurice; “I'd fight for free-
dom aid independence, but I'll never fight
forrevenge. Revenge is a sword that cuts
two ways, and it never falls on the right
bead.”

“Well, at any rate you w:/ fight when
the time comes; and youw’ll jon us to-night
heart and hand, won’t you?”’

“I must know something more of the
directors of this Irish Republic ; something
more of its army, before I take the oath of
obedience and secrecy you spoke about.
Itis easy to put an army on paper, and I
have no proof that these returns are authen-
tic. Of course I don’t mean to doubt your
word ; it is with the leaders. and heads of
the organization the responsibility lies.”

“If I had you in Dublir,” said McCann,
“I could take you to the Committee, and
introduce you to the Chief Organizer him- .
self.” h

“1 am going to Cublin to-morrow, ” said
Maurice.

“1 wish I could go with you, for I have
set my heart on winning you to the cause.
Your very name would have immense influ-
ence with the people, who remember their
hero, Billy Byrne, of Ballymanus, so fondly.
But I cannot leave my post here. However,
T'll tell you what I'lldo. I'll write a line to
a friend of mine, Colonel Ryan McGarvey,
late of the United States, and now of the
Irish Republican Army. He's one of the
Committee, and he’ll give ycu every infor-
mation, and let you see the original returns,
all properly checked and attested. You can
post the letter as soon as you get into town,
and if you'll tell me the name of the place
you stop at, I'll let him know, and he’ 1l call
on you to-morTow evening.’’

“T stop at the Leinster Farmers’ Inm,
close to Smithfield,” said Maurice.

“Will you look at that strategical map
while I am writing ? ’ caid McCann, pushing
it towards Maurice, as he sat down to wrice
his letter. When it was finished, he handed
it to Maurice, “Read it)’ he said. “Itis
worded in a way that will tell no tales
should it fall into wrong hands, but Mc-
Garvey will understand it.”

Whereupon Maurice read -the following
| epistle :

N
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* DEAR MCGARVEY,—]I beg you wilt call
-on Mr. Maurice Byrne, of Roebawn, at the
Leinster Farmers’ Inn, near Smithfield
Market, to-morrow evening. Show him
-every attention in your power, and give him
all the information he desires relative to the
business he is interested in. He is a fine,
high-spirited young fellow, of a good family,
and would be a greatacquisition to our club,
but he is a little sky. However, I don't
doubt you will be able to cure him of that.

“Yours, &c.,
“T.D. McC”

“If your friend can satisfy me on certain
points, neither he nor you will find rie s4y,
as you call it, any longer,” said Maurice.

“That's my belief,” said McCann, and
enclosing the letter in its envelope, he ad-
dressed it to Ryan McGarvey, Esq., with the
number of a post-office box, and gave it to
Maurice.

Putting it in his pocket, Maurice turned
again to the map that lay open before him.

“That map will show you how perfectly
our plans are organized,” said McCann.
“See here,” he said, coming close to Mau-
rice, and running his finger over the map,
* Here are the limits of the different mili-
tary districts. Every district will have its
own battalions, and the whole combined
will form the Grand National Army of Ire-

- land. These olaces marked on the coast

are the points most available for the landing
of American troops and stores. These lines
indicate the route to be followed by each
corps, and as you see, every point of tactical
importance along the line of march is
marked. In fact the whole plan of the
campaign is exactly laid down here.”

Keenly interested in this programme,
which seemed to promise a triumphant pro-
gress for the Grand National Arny, Maurice
listened to McCann’s explanations, and
comprehended them with the quickest intel-
bgence.

“It’s plain you were made for a soldier,”
said McCann, at last; “but so is every

Irishman ; and what's more, the greatest
generals in the world have been Irishmen.
Tl make a big wager that Il live to see
you one yet.”

Maurice laughed, and, as they discussed
the future campaign, he and McCann grew
better friends than they had been before.
When he left, McCann accompanied him
down stairs and out of the house. “It’'sa
fine starlight night for your walk home,” he
said, *“ but if I were you, I wouldn’t sing the
Shan Van Vocht quite so loudly as you did
when I met you !”

# Never fear,” said Maurice, * that was in
sport ; if 1 were to sing it now, it would
be in earnest!”

“T’'m glad to hear you say so !” said Mc-
Cann ; and as they shook hands he gave
Maurice’s hand a psculiar squeeze. “That’s
the Fenian grip!” he said. * McGarvey
will teach it to you to-morrow night before
he takes you to #ke dub. And now, good-
night, and good luck to you !”

“The same to you !” said Maurice as he
walked away.

CHAPTER X.
ANOTHER POINT OF VIEW.

S he left Miles Mahony’s * Public”

and Captain McCann behind him,
Maurice did not feel the slightest inclination
to sing the Shan Van Vocht, or indulge in
any kind of musical demonstration. Al his
light-heartedness and gaiety had fled, and a
thoughtful and even stem gravity had taken
their place. As he neared the Ford some
one crossed the wooden bridge, and came
towards him, softly whistling * Love’s Young
Dream.” It was Frank Wingfield, and Mau-
rice at once recognized his clear sweet notes.
For 2 moment he thought of jumping over
the ditch, and avoiding 2 meeting which, for
the first time in his life, he felt to be embar-
rassing. But running away was contrary to
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young Byrne’s nature under any circum-
stances, and so he came on, making a great
effort to do so in his usual manner. The
young moon had disappeared, but the sky
was clear and full of stars, and Frank had
no difficulty in recognizing Maurice at once.

In spite of difference of rank and educa-
tion, some degree of intimacy and a very
friendly feeling existed between these young
men. From boyhood they had frequently
gone out together to fish for trout, or to
shoot rabbits or snipe. They had played
on the same side in many a cricket match,
and country sports and country occupations
had often brought them together. There
can hardly anywhere be greater familiarity
of speech and manner—though with all the
forms and phrases of respect scrupulously
preserved—thanexistsbetweenthehigherand
lower classes in Ireland, in those favoured
spots—now, alas! few and far between
—where agrarian disturbances are unknown.
This may be owing to the privileges of
birth and position being so willingly recog-
nized there that no barriers of reserve or
exclusiveness are necessary to guard social
distinctions which are never disputed and
never encroached upon. Old servants and
hangers-on of the family are still allowed
much of the liberty of speech common in
primitive times. The beggar will bandy
jests with the squire ; and the young master,
when out with his gun in the bogs or high
up on the mountains, will often go into the
first cabin he meets at noon, and take a
floury potato out of the pot and a dip in the
salt-box—a remnant, perhaps, of the days
when the Irish chieftains who were knighted
by King Richard shocked the refined Nor-
mans by following what they called their
praiseworthy custom of allowing their min-
strels and servants to sit with them at the
same table and eat out of the same dish.

 What, Maurice ! is this you again ?” said
young Wingfield. “I've been dancing at
Fairy Lodge ; where have you been? Not
with that fellow Johnson ever since?”

“ He was showing me some drawings and
maps at his lodgings,” said Maurice.

“And talking about the O’Byrnes, I'll
engage,” said Frank. “I hope you are not
going to let him swindle you out of your
money on any pretence of recovering the
property that once belonged to them.”

“I've no notion of such a thing, Mr.
Frank, nor ne either,” said Maurice, quickly.

“Oh, well, I beg your pardon, Maurice,
but I'm greatly mistaken if he hasn’t some
other purpose in coming here than to hunt
up the histories and traditions of the Irish
clans. I shouldn’t be a bit surprised if he
were a Fenian. Youw've heard of the Fenian
Brotherhood of course? ”

“Yes, I've heard of it,” said Maurice.

I don’t think we've got any of them here,
but they seem to be peculiarly active just
no- n other places, and this Johnson, as he
cali; himself, may have been sent down to
try what can be done among the Wicklow
boys. He looks like a soldier too. Didn't
you notice that?”

“Yes,” said Maurice, “he looks like a
soldier.”

“J hope you will be on your guard with
him, Maurice. I suppose you have nosym-
pathy with those men, reckless enthusiasts
or unprincipled adventurers, who are trying
to stir up the people and bring on some out-
break which could only end in the ruin of
all concerned in it. I take it for granted
you see the madness and wickedness of such
an attempt as clearly as I do.”

“ Well, Mr. Frank,” said Maurice, throw-
ing off his restraint, and spezking in the
manly and open manner natural to him, *“it
might be mad, but I don’t believe it would
bewicked. Why should not Ireland cast off
a yoke that is hateful to herifshe can? And
what seems madness to some people is
inspiration to others.”

“‘That's very true, Maurice. In some
respects inspiration is a great power—the
greatest in the world, but even inspired flesh
and blood must give way before iron-clad
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ships and Armstrong guns. Were all Ire-|

land to rise against England to-morrow, the
contest would end as it did in the days when
the Irish were ¢ scorners of armour,” and
fought in their fine linen shirts against the
mail-clad Normans.”
. ¢If all Ireland rose at once, determined
to be free, England would have to let her
go,” said Maurice. “ She dare not bring her
ships and cannon against us and govern us
by force of arms. All Europe would cry
shame on her—she that sympathised with
Poland, with Hungary, with Italy—with all
oppressed nationalities except the one she
herself keeps in bondage. America would
never permit it. And if resistance to and
hatred of the English rule, and the pre-
servation of national feeling through cen-
turies of cruelty and wrong, can show a
nation’s heart, the Irish have shown it.”
“Very well, allowing all you say to be
true—if, through the interposition of other
nations, or from deference to the spirit of the
age, England permitted Ireland to separate

from her, the Insh party would then have.

the Orangemen to fight against. Do you
think the men of Ulster, the Protestant Boys
of Derry, the fiery Orangemen of Antrim and
Down, and all the King Willilam’s men of
the fierce black North, would ever submit
to Irish rule? These men are forever chaf-
ing at having lost that ascendency of which
they were so proud, and of which England,
since she has been trying to do justice to Ire-
land, has deprived them. It is only England’s
strong hand keeps them quiet now; and if
that was once withdrawn there would be a
deadly civil war. Were England to give up
Ireland, they would execrate her treachery,
and fight against the Catholics and national-
ists with a fierce vindictive hatred and deter-
mination which nothing could conquer.
Who could wish to plunge his native land
into so fearful a strife, to which the only
conclusion possible, or even to be hoped for
by reasonable men, would be that England
should resume her anthority.”

“The Nationalists would have America
to help them,” said Maurice.

‘“ She would have to fight England first,
and it is by no means certain that she would
do so for the sake of Ireland. If she did,
England would not want allies—Germany,
for instance, who does not approve of Re-
publics in Europe—especially Catholic ones.
No, Maurice! you may take my word that
Ireland can never force England to acknow-
ledge her independence ; and that England,
wishing to remain a great power, will never
grantit. Ireland separated from England—
an alien nation, hating for the past, fearing
for the futur:; allying herself to England’s
enemies in case of war, and calling in the
aid of some foreign power to save herself
from chronic war with the men of “the
Pale,” and such a state of things is not
only possible but probable—would be a
thorn in England’s side not to be borne;

and therefore nothing will ever induce her -

to let Ireland go.”

“And nothing will ever make Ireland
contented under her rule,” said Maurice.
“The Irish people never forget a wrong.”

“So much the worse,” said Frank. “Men
are unfit for political freedom who, when
they have obtained it, will not ‘let the dead
past bury its dead.” Look at Scotland.
She once fought against England, and hated
her as fiercely as the Irish ever could, and
her patriots ar .1 heroes died to preserve her
civil and relit .ous freedom. She has always
had as stror ; and far more united a nation-
ality than Ireland could ever boast, and still
preserves it while sharing England’s power
and prosperity, joined to the great British
empire by ties which nothing now could
break. Why cannot Ireland, too; bury the
war-hatchet, and join hands in good faith,
as Scotland did, with her ancient foe?”

“The cases are not a bit alike,” said
Maurice. “Scotland never was trampled
under the feet of England as Ireland was.
She was always able to hold her own. How
it was with Ireland I need not tell you.”
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¢« Yes—formerly ; but now there is nothing
the Irish people have a right to ask which
the Eunglish people are not ready to grant—
always excepting independence.”

% And yet that is the only thing will satisfy
them,” said Maurice.

“Y can only hope time will prove you are
mistaken,” said Frank. I sympathise with
the desire for Irish nationality, but unless it
can be satisfied in some other way than
separation from England, it will remain for-
ever an unattainable Utopia. However,
sometimes when I am in a sanguine mood,
I dream that there may be some other way
in which the national spirit may find scope.”

«What way?' asked Maurice.

“Tt is too late to discuss it to-night,” said
Frank. .“Some other time you and I will
have our talk out. I don't despair of
bringing you round to my opinion, especially
when you are married to little Dorinn,
When is that to be, Maurice ?”

Little Dorinn! Was it a week, a month,
a yoar, since he had pressed his parting kiss
upon her lips, or only a couple of hours?
Then he was a light-hearted boy, but now
the sterner and deeper thoughts of manhood
were asserting. their dominion within him.

“Very soon, I hope,” he said, as his
thoughts flew back to his little sweetheart.

“I’m very glad to hear it,” said Frank.
You know I'm a great admirer of little
Dorinn. I think she’s the prettiest girl I
ever saw in my life—except one.”

“That must be. some young lady you're
in love with, Mr. Frank,” said Maurice.

“Well, perhapsitis,” said Frank, laughing
too. “But now-L must really go.”

But after he had gone a few steps, he
stopped and called out, “ Maurice, take my
advice, and don’t have anything to do with
that Johnson, or any other Fenian, for I
feel perfectly sure that a Fenian he is. Vou
may tell little Dorinn that I’ve been warning
you against Fenianism, and I'm certain
she’ll agree with me.”

Yes, Maurice knew very well she would

agree, with him. But the smouldering fire
ever ready to be kindled in the breast of a
Catholic Irishman—the fire of hatred to
English laws, English institutions and the'
English race—that worst of all hatreds,
hereditary hatred, which in the imaginative

. Irish people has assumed almost the form

of a great national vendetfa, had in Maurice:
suddenly burst into flame. His latent belief
that Wingfield was right,—that England,
now at peace with all the world, with wealth
to provide the most formidable armaments
for any number of years, her strength growing,
as it has always grown, with her danger, was
not to be conquered by the.fiercest Irish
passion and patriotism—could not now ex-
tinguish it, nor could the more powerful
influence of his love for little Dorinn.  Yet
at the same time, though the images of
domestic peace and happiness his fancy had
so vividly pictured a little while ago were
now overclouded by vague shadows of war
and all its horrors, he never thought of
delaying his marriage. On the contrary, he
was more anxious, if possible, to hasten it,
as he believed he would be better able to
protect her, when the struggle came, if she
were his wife; and, when he joined the
army, she and his mother could comfort
each other. Should he fall, his heart told
him they would not need comfort, or any-
thing else, in this world long. Tender,
loving, soft-hearted as his darling was, she
would never be able. to survive him ; and
though to his mother it would seem a law
of nature that, if there was a “rising” in
the county there must be a Byrne in it, he
knew that to her also his loss would be a
death-blow. But he resolutely banished
these painful thoughts, telling himself that
McCann was right ; a soldier must not think
of such things. A man must not let himself
be turned from the path of duty and honour
by the tears of women, and his country’s
cause must always be first in the heart of a2 .
true Irishman. ;
(Zv be continued.)
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TWO SONNETS.
L

On leaving Montreal, Marck, 18573.

NE farewell look before the prospect close
Iknow so well. White snow yet clothes the slopes ;

"Neath hard-ribbed ice the silent river flows
Unseen, well-nigh unrecked of, like the hopes
That live in frozen hearts. Once more farewell,
Thou royal city of the mount and stream.
E’en now at times do softer breezes tell
Of coming Spring, whose touch will break the dream
That holds within its spell the life of bough
And stem and seed, giving, for these wan weeds,
Soft-waving robes of living green. Oh! Thou
Whose changeless love supplies the changing needs
Of Thy weak creatures, teach our hearts to cease
From restless tossing in Thine own deep peace.

II.
“ dnd there was no more sea.”—Rev. xxi. 1.

« ND there was no more sea:” to me erewhile
These words scant meaning and no comfort bore ;

Regret to miss the myriad-dimpled smile
Of Ocean, and the music of his roar,
Possessed me rather. Time, that proves all things,
Has taught me better, and I love to muse
How each slow hour still near and nearer brings
That hour supreme when eyes that cannot choose
But weep to mark the barren, endless toil
Of the sad waves, shall hail this promise fair
With rich fruition crowned ; and, cleansed from soil
Of life’s long voyage, the tired mariner
Shall bid farewell forever to the sea,
Safe-anchored in the haven where he fain would be.
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NOTES.ON THE BALLOT.

BY FENNINGS TAYLOR.

N deference to the opinion expressed by

a majority of the House of Commons
rather than to any avowed change in his own
opinions, Sir John A. Macdonald intimates
hisintention to incorporate with his amended
Election Law the principle of the Ballot as
it is practised in the Province of New
Brunswick. The Bill in question will pro-
bably be placed with other Bills in the list
of deferred measures. Apparently no injury
can arise from postponement, and the time
afforded by delay may excusably be occu-
pied in considering some points which seem
to have been overlooked, or touched upon
very lightly, by those who have advocated
the system of secret voting. Recent legis-
lation has no doubt added to their task who
object to the ballot, for in addition to
Foreign and Colonial experiences, we have
to deal with the English experiment.. Never-
theless, before we accept them, or adopt it,
we may, without impropriety, take a brief
review of the case in its relation to Canada.
‘When Mr. Gladstone fell into the error of
stating in the House of Commons that the
principle of the ballot had been adopted by
the Cuionies as well as by the United States
of America, he was at once corrected by Sir

"%Stafford Nertheote, who informed him that

it had not been adopted by Canada. The
British North American Provinces had not
previously been referred to. This was un-
fortunate, for when Mr. Gladstone inade his
historical slip he was closing the debate,
and consequently there remained no oppor-
tunity of presenting to the House of Com-
mons the narrative of the Ballot as it might
at that time have been found in the Journals
of the Parliament of Canada.

The absence of evidence from Canada is
to be regretted, as Sir Stafford Northcote
had then recently returned from Washington,
where, as a Member of the Joint High Com-
mission, he had met with several of the
public men of America and of Canada.
Among other subjects, it is probable the
ballpt, which at that time was being dis-
cussed with some warmth by statesmen in
England, might occasionally have become
the subject of conversation by statesmen in
America. Should such have been the case,
it is also probable that the comparative
merits of the system of *secret” as against
open voting, would have received a fair
amount of thought as well as a fair share of
criticism.

Let us digress for a moment, for the situ-
ation was unique, and perhaps unprece-
dented. Sir Stafford Northcote, an English
statesman, found himself at the American
capital, associated on the same important
Commission with gentlemen, residents of
adjoining countries, whose Legislatures on
the question of the ballot had pursued
exactly opposite paths. Those countries, at
a period not very remote, had formed parts
of an ancient empire. Their histories had
been interlaced, but their aspirations had
diverged. The quarrel came, and the sepa-
ration followed. The elder of those coun-
tries, unfortunately for her happiness, took
advantage of her freedom to slip the cable
which anchored her to the past. Ina mo-
ment of exasperated inflation she cut herself
from the moorings of ages to begin a new
career on a comparatively unhistoric page.
With no traditions to respect, with no re-
straints to control, with neither chronicles
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nor landmarks, without charity or magna-
nimity, she made a covenant with hate, and
bound herself by a wicked obligation to
transmit through the generations to come an
inheritance of revenge. Babes were to be
taught to forswear the race from whence
they sprang, while young men and maidens,
old men and children, were required annu-
ally to execrate the names of their former
rulers, and to glory in their severance frou
the English race. The loss of reverence
and charity is a very serious one at all
times, but the consequence of such loss may
be seen in America.n the fallacies, and pos-
sibly in the crimes, of a nation which has
few ancestral memories to appeal to, and
but little inherent excellence to transmit.
The people of America and of Canada,
at a very early period in their bhistory,
arrived at a point from which many depar-
tures were made. The subjects, for example,
of the franchise and the mode of election
may serve to illustrate the opposite courses
of the respective inhabitants of a once united
country. Monarchical America retained the
property qualification and the open vote;
Republican America abandoned both, and
in their place substituted manhood suffrage
and the secret vote. Had the House of
Commons been made acquainted with the
Canadian as well as with the American his-
tory -of the ballot, it is possible, even in that
august assembly, a different conclusion
would have been come to than the one at
which it arrived. There can be no doubt
that, among those who followed Mr. Glad-
stone into the lobby, there were many who
went with reluctant steps and gave unwilling
yotes.
they were paying homage to an effete tradi-
tion rather than to a present need. It was,
as we all may recollect, a question about
which the people generally had not only
shown extreme indifference, bt it was a
question about which it would have been
difficult to excite them. The party character
of the question was destroyed by the apathy

3

There were some who probably felt

of the public ; for if the great landlords had
any reason to distrust the labourer, the great
capitalists had still greater cause to look
askance at the workman. A little more
light on the subject might have resulted in
greater liberty of action. Had Canada con-
tributed a narrative of her history and expe-
riences, the House of Commons might have
been moved to closer thought. It would,
at all events, have learned that transatlantic
analogies, about which so much had been
spoken, could be met with transatlantic con-
trasts on which nothing had been said. It
would have learned thnt Colonial affinities
could be balanced by Colonial aversions,
and consequently that the whole of the
English speaking race, as was generally sup-
posed, had not adopted the secret system of
voting. Earnest inquirers would have dis-
covered, and possibly with satisfaction, that
the inhabitants of half the continent of
North America, having frequently had the
opportunity, had persistently declined to
substitute the ballot for the “open” vote.
Itis, moreover, possible that such an increase
of knowledge would have suggested an
increase of caution, and that a change which
after all was adopted with hesitancy, and
at the latest moment declared to be experi-
mental, would altogether have been excluded
from the Statute Book of the United King-
dom ; and what is more, it would then have
had but a small chance of finding a place in
the Laws of Canada.

Ignorance is a power as well as knowledge.
The lack of informatiua with respect to
Canada, and the affluence of it with respect
to Australia, represented negative as well as
positive advantages to those who opposed
the open vote. Itwas therefore to have been
expected that the imitation by the Australian
Colonies of the system of voting practised
in the United States, should have been
appealed to in terms of satisfaction by such
members of the House of Commons as
usually become elated when they watch what
they rhetorically term “ the onward tide of
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opinion ;” and especially when such tide
approaches the British coast, like a ground
swell from the shores of America. In the
absence of a pure example, which the United
States cannot supply, it was quite natural to
appeal to a weak experience, such as the
Australian colonies furnish, as an excuse
for a spectous Act. Therefore were these
Provinces spoken of in words of cloyed
sweetness, for no other reason, it would
seem, than because these Legislatures, being
impatient of ancient customs, and practically
unacquainted with modern examples, thought
fit to lay aside the usages of their mother
country, and to mould their institutions on
American forms.

The example of the Parliament of Eng-
land has very perceptibly influenced the
Parliament of Canada. The factneed occa-
sion r ~surprise ; nevertheless it should not
destroy our sense of caution. Every kind
of legislation, whether sentimental or prac-
tical, from secret hanging to secret voting,
has commanded attention and imitation in
Canada. This, as a rule, is by no means
to be regretted, for English legislation is
not commonly of a speculative kind. But
with respect to the subject under review, it
may be as well to bear in mind the hesitancy
which marked the passage of the Bill by
the Parliament of England, as well as the
doubts which were entertained by many,
and expressed by some, as to itsmoral value
and practical effect.

The people of Canada, as we shall pre-
sently have occasion to show, have manifested
supreme indifference to the subject of the
ballot. It appears to have been a members’
rather than a voters’ question, for the constitu-
encies are, and for years have been, silent on
thesubject. No prayer for the ballot has been
expressed in Parliament. Hence the recent
debate in the Canadian House of Commons
was limp and lifeless. Argument was want-
ing. Indifference gained the vote, for the
question really seemed to be catried by
default.

The absence of local feeling will better
enable us to examine the question by the
light of local history. Let us look into our
Parliamentary annals and see what they
teach, but before doing so it will be of
advantage to bear in mind that Canada.has
a southern frontier of above four thousand
miles, three thousand of which abut on the
United States. In many places this long
line of separation is only a geometrical
one, and hence the inhabitants of the two
countries can easily cross the imaginary
border, and see without strain what takes
place on either side. The institutions of
the two countries, and the machinery by
which those institutions is moved, are more
or less familiar to the inhabitants of both.
There are no restraints to intercourse, while
facilities exist without number by which it
can be carried on. A common origin, a
common language, and a common literature,
would have invited an interchange of cour-
tesies, even had not self-interest, reciprocal
commerce and sccial relations, supplied
motives sufficient to justify such interchange.
The science of government may have been
scanned superficially, but it has been scanned
generally, and is talked about fluently by
the inhabitants of both countries ; and thus
even the humble folk of the borders can
explain, with a fair approach to accuracy,
how the government is worked on both
sides of the line. The public men of the
continent, whether American or Canadian,
are not only theoretically informed of, but
they are ypractically acquainted with, the
institutions of both countries. They fre-
quently meet, and as frequently have
informal and ‘“‘undress conversations” on
the comparative merits of their respective
systems of government. Neither is it by
any means uncommon to hear thoughtful
Americans confess, and they do so with
regret, that the balance of advantage does
not always rest in their scale. ¢ No,” said
an American to the writer, “I would rather
annex the half of your institutions than the
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whole of yourland ;” one of these institutions
being the “open” vote.

What then is the history of the ballot in
Canada? Let us apply a thirty years’ test,
and see what the Journals of the Legislative
Assembly of the late Province of Canada,
and the Journals of the House of Commons
of the Dominion of Canada, have to say on
the subject. It may be convenient to begin
with the year 1841, being the year in which
the history of Parliamentary Government
may be said to have commenced.

. For the space of thirty years, representing,

let us say, as many sessions of the Legis-
lature, six petitions only have been presented
praying for the use of the ballot. We
may easily show how they were disposed
of.

Two of the above were presented in 1841.
Upon motion, they were referred to a Select
Committee, which Committee showed its
appreciation of their value by making no
report.

A third was presented in 1846. It pro-
ceeded from certain inhabitants of Montreal,
and included, among other things, a desire
that the ballot should be used at the muni-
cipal elections in that city. A Bill was
introduced in accordance with the prayer of
the petition. It was twice read, but on the
usual order being made for referring it to a
Select Committee, the House added an
instruction *‘to strike out that part of the
Bill which relates to the vote by ballot.”

In the session of 1850 three petitions
wwere presented from different parts of Upper
«Canada, including among other things a
prayer for the ballot.~ The other things
were sufficiently comprehensive, and reflect-
.ed very fairly the “root and branch” views
.of a small coterie of backwoods politicians.
The motion made by Mr. Perry, onthe 10th
.of August of that year, was intended to ex-
press the petitioners’, as well as his own
.opinions, on several important subjects. It

is not necessary to give the motion at length, °

take the trouble—to fill withoul difiiculty a
picture that is by no means original.

Mr. Perry, seconded Ly Mr. Hopkins,
moved : “That it is ex>edient to authorize
the holding of- a gener~l convention by the
peaple to consider various proposed chang-
es, in the constitution and the laws, now
agitating the public mind.” The changes
included “extension of the franchise,’—
‘““abolition of property qualification for
members,” — ¢ shortening the duration of
Parliament, making ¢ the office of Governor-
General elective,” “repeal of the Civil List
Act,” *“abolition of the Court of Chancery,”
“free trade,” ““ vote by ballot,” and much
more. A question of order arising, on a
division Mr. Perry’s motion was supported
by three yeas in a house of eighty-four mem-
bers.

The question again slumbered until 1852,
when Mr. Papineau sought to revive it by
introducing a Bill “for better securing the
freedom of elections by the use of the bal-
lot in Canada.” Now 1t should be observed
that Mr. Papineau for nearly a quarter of a
century had been the unchallenged leader
of the Liberal party in Lower Canada, and
yet his eloquence and influence could nei-
ther awake a sympathetic cheer nor com-
mand a sustaining vote. His Bill disap-
peared, with his elaborate argument in sap-
port of it, for he was obliged to acquiesce
in-the discharge of the order for its second
reading,

In 1854, and again in 1856, Mr. Huot
presented Bills for the establishment of uni-
versal suffrage and vote by ballot. Being
more objectionable than Mr. Papineau’s
Bill, they were read once as a matter of
form, and dropped afterwards as a matter
of fact.

In 1858 Mr. Cauchon and Mr. Ross
brought in Bills “to amend the election
law, and to provide for voting by ballot,”
which were read once and withdrawn.

The subject again hybernated for thirteen

.as an outline will enable any one—who will | more yes:s, and as no one complained, it
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was supposed by many that it would not.

awake from so profound a sleep. Such, how-
ever, was not the case. In 1871 Mr. Trem-
blay introduced a Bill “ for taking the poll
at Parliamentary ¢lections by ballot.” This
Bill lingered on the orders of the day until
the time approached for the prorogation of
Parliament, when it disappeared in the ge-
neral massacre which is irreverently called
“the slaughter of the innocents.”

In 1872 Mr. Tremblay again introduced
his Bill, which was lost at the second read-
ing. But aluwugh the vote, 104 to 43,
seerned tolerably decisive, the force of Eng-
lish legislation began to tell, and the example
of the mother country was manifestly influ-
encing the thought of the Parliament of
Canada. The result became apparent in
1873, when, in a House of zoo members,
Mr. Tremblay carried the second reading of
his Bill on a division of 78 to 55.

Without dwelling on the futile efforts made
by Mr. William Lyon Mackenzie, in 1852
and 1854, to effect by resolution what had
not been accomplished by Bill, we shall pass
on to note what occurred in the Legislature
of New Brunswick about eighteen years ago.
In the year 1855 the Government of that
Province, for reasons with which few persons
appeared to be thoroughly acquainted, intro-
duced and passed a new election law, which
included, among other things, a provision
for the substitution of the ballot for the open
vote. Lest too much stress should be laid
on this exceptional act of the Province of
New Brunswick, it may be proper to observe
that its enactment was preceded by a con-
currence of circumstances that do not com-
monly meet together. Sir Edmund Head,
a statesman of rare attainments and indo-
mitable will, had been promoted to the
rank of Governor-General of British North
America. Simultaneously with His Excel-
lency’s departure the.then Parliament of
New Brunswick expired, and we r.ay add
that the 9ld system of Colonial Government
in that Province expired with it. Thus it

chanced that a new Local Governor, in the
person of Mr. Manners Sutton, was installed,
a new House of Assembly was elected, and
a new administration was formed. So
thorough were the changes that followed the
treble event, that the critics, as they review-
ed their sweeping character, rejoiced or
lamented at what was termed the utter over-
throw of * Conservative power” in New
Branswick. The Session which immediately
followed, though by no means deficient in
useful Acts, was singularly conspicuous for
speculative ones. Yielding, for example, to
the pressure which the advocates of absti-
nence are frequently able to exert, the new
Governmlent, moved by pure intentions, suc-
ceeded in securing the passage of an Act
“to prevent the importation, manufacture
and traffic in intoxicating liquors.” Of course
such a law, we must admit the fact, is
unsuited to the British race, and it was speci-
ally objectionable to the New Brunswick
portion of that race. It was repealed, and
with much more haste than it was enacted.
Again, yielding to their own convictions of
what would be of advantage to the country,
that administration, in the absence of peti-
tions, so far as the Journals inform us, or of
popular pressure so far a3 we have been able
to learn, introduced and passed a Bill_to
substitute the ““secret ” for the * open ” vote.
It apparently was a Session marked alike
with social and political surprises. Prohibi-
tions were issued against open drinking and
against open voting, but the hopes which
gave rise to these prohibitions have not been
realized. Whether they ever can be realized
by legislation is a question upon which
earnest men differ. None doubt the excel-
lence of the aim, but many question the pro-
priety of the means. A Prokibitory Liquor
Law will not prevent excess, neither will the
secret vote secure purity.

Passing without especial notice the curious
little episode of the ballot in Nova Scotia,
we may stop to ask whether the experience
of New Brunswick is either encouraging or
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satisfactory. Have not the abi s of the
ballot which are common in tue United
States, and to which we shall presently refer,
found their way into that Province? Were
the conditions which we are invited to attach
to the secret system voting observed, let us
say in the ballot election for the city of
St. John? Was there no bribery, no fraud,
no expense, no “dodges,” no “personation,”
no “ballot-box stuffing,” no “repeating,” no
voting “ early and often?” Was the law of
secrecy observed? Were no influences to
control votes exerted? Was the election
begun, continued, and ended, without the
expenditure of money or the purchase of
votes? A committee of inquiry into the
system of the ballot as it has been practised
in New Brunswick might be of use to the
Parliament of Canada. It might remove
doubt, or it might confirm aversion. In
either case it would shed light, and perhaps
prevent ‘“a leap in the dark.”

Thoughtful Americans are often perplexed
when asked why they prefer the ballot to
the open vote. Sometimes they answer at
once that they do not prefer it, and add that,
apart from the argument of convenience,
to which we shall presently refer, no suffici-
ent reason for its introduction in America
could ever be advanced. Intimidation, in
communities like the United States, Canada
and Australia, is a chimera. There are no
great territorial proprietors to control labour,
ana if there were, labourers are beyond such
control. Manufacturers, as we have cause
to know, are at the mercy of operatives, and
he who should attempt to coerce a voter
would soon find himself the victim of his
own temerity. Labour can tie itself in a
knot and make a fling at capital, while
capital is impotent when it seeks to intimi-
date labour. ¢ Virtue without force is con-
temptible,” and, in new countries at least,
the employer who abandons virtue for force
must make his account with contempt.
There can be no intimidation where thereis
little dependence and no poverty. The

prime reason for the Bill in England, *in-
timidation,” is wholly wanting in Canada.
Will it secure secrecy and promote peace ?
Will it prevent bribery and abolish fraud ?

Although Americans possess the formula
of secret voting, it is notorious they seldom
vote secretly. The voter in America, like
the voter in England, is usually proud of his
party, and enjoys the opportunity of publicly
airing his opinions. Hence the ballot is but
a feeble security against violence, for it is
notorious that it does not save the elections
from the stains of riot and blood.

If any importance is to be attached to
current opinion, as it finds expression in the
newspapers of the United States, we should
suppose that the earnest men of that country
would gladly get rid of the ballot, could
they, in their elective system of government,
combine convenience with the open voie.
The American Encyclopzdia, published by
Appleton, containsthefollowing observation:
“ Corruption,” it observes, “ will exist,
whatever mode of ruling may be prescribed,
if there is want of integrity in the people.
Perhaps the open vote is to some extent a
check on private bargaining, yet in our
popular elections, whatever may be the
moral disadvantage of voting by ballot, the
facility and ease with which the elections
can be dispatched by this mode must ensure
its popularity in this country.” This argu-
ment of convenience is an exceptional one,
and applies only to a state which is required
on the same day to elect two or three dozen
public officers. It cannot apply to a country
whose servants owe their appointments to
the favour of the Crown. The argument of
convenience being dismissed as inapplicable,
we find ourselves brought face to face with
the conclusion of the American critic, that
there is a moral advantage in the open vote.

It would seem that the people of the
United States are beginning to learn that
where the voting is ostensibly secret that
there it is flagrantly corrupt. And they have
reason for their distrust. They have dis-
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covered that their whole system of election
is honeycombed with fraud. Earnest people
have become indignant, and many, who were
content to be the innocent spectators of the
play, are now forcing themselves behind the
curi.l2. Inside views are rapidly becoming
outside properties. Institutions that were
cherished as pure are now discovered to be
tainted. Honest “men are wondering at
their own credulity, even while they stare
with amused amazement at the ingenious
and audacious methods by which they have
been cheated and betrayed. For, making
every allowance for the exaggeration of
American newspapers, enough remains to
stagger the most enthusiastic admirer of the
American system. The State is wounded
by its petted children, for the grossest scan-
dals cling especially about.the vagrant class
it has enfranchised. The ballot is found to
be an unsafe channel for expressing the
suffrage, and 1 ore especially so as the
latter is universal. Happily, and for the
present, such offences are chiefly confined
to urban—they have not spread to rural—
constituencies. Nevertheless, an ingenious
mechanism of fraud has been invented,
whose successful operation depends wholly
on the pressure or absence of adequate
inducement. A sufficient price is alone
necessary to secure indefinite expansion.
Thus the evils which are now rampant in
the State of New York require only adroit
treatment to be transferred to the State of
New England. The “dodgers” who destroy
the value of the elections, who change
majorities into minorities, springing, as they
frequently do, from a Street Arab parentage,
possess in a large degree the nomad qualities
of concealment and locomotion. These
dodgers are said to appear sudderly in
battalions, and to disappear in single files.
They come no one knows whence, and they
go no one knows whither. Their existence
and their discipline are alike notorious, for
they move in form and under the direction
of instructed guides. The methods by

which they effect their purposes are classified,

"and the modes by which they are carried

out are partially guessed at and explained
by writets who seem to have informed them-
selves on the subject. Thus we read of
“The Ringing dodge,” *“ The Repeating
dodge,” and “The Counting dodge,” and
we are told that elections may be forced
into any shape, and made to arrive at any
result, by the dodging operationsof “ringers,”
“ repeaters,” and  counters.”

Neither are bribery and corruption got
rid of. On the contrary the crimes are
aggravated by the greater coarseness of the
mode in which they are practised. Instead
of the cost of such transactions being laid
on the purse of the country gentleman, who
was willing to pay for his pride or be filched
for his party, in America such costs are
either stolen from the public chest, or, in
some other equally delicate way, filched from
the tax-payer. In England such exactions,
if recognized at all, are usually borne by the
candidate ; in New York at least, they seem
to be paid by the municipality.

The very elaborate report of the Select
Committee of the House of Commons, of
which the Marquis of Hartington was chair-
man, contains a mass of highly instructive
evidence, gathered with much care from the
observation of people resident in Europe,
the United States, and Australia. We shall
not dwell on the experiences to be gathered
in France and Italy, but confine our extracts
to the testimony of a few of the witnesses
from Australia and the United States. Un-
like the Queen’s subjects in British North
America, the Legislatures of four of the
contiguous colonies in Australia seem to
have been enamoured of certain points in
matters of government which are commorly
supposed t¢ be the exclusive property of
the Chartist party in England. Not content
with responsible government, the Australians
have added triennial Parliaments, manhood
suffrage, and vote by ballot.

In answer to certain questions, Mr. George
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Frederick Verdon, a member of the Gov-
ernment of Victoria, said there **was no
great demand for the ballot. It was taken
up as a theoretical principle, and not as a
remedy for existing evils.” A witness from
South Australia stated “ he knew nothing of
the ballot beyond the descriptions he had
found in the writings of American authors.”
Lieut.-Colonel Torrens, M.P. for Cambridge,
formerly a resident of South Australia, said
that the ballot *“did not secure secrecy, for
it is generallyknown how most persons vote ;
no ou* conceals his political opinions.” Mr.
W. P. Muir, of Victoria, frankly admitted
the “impossibility of contriving a rogué-
proof system;” and had Mr. G. F. Verdon
been acquainted with the working of the
ballot in the United States, he would have
hesitated before saying that “ bribery in a
new country with universal suffrage is out of
the question.” Fraud, even thus early in the
history of the ballot, has found its way in
Australia, — for the ¢ Tasmania dodge ”
seems to be alike familiar as a phrase and
asafact. The “dodge” in question we have
little doubt belongs to a fruitful family whose
nearest relatives may be sought for in the
United States. Political life in Australia,
as described by Colonel Torrens, has lost
all the lineaments of health. It has appa-
rently become degraded and debauched,
and possibly by the very measures that were
designed to raise and purify it. Party has
been destroyed, and faction established.—
One Legislature, says Colonel Torrens, is
now divided into “ins” and “ outs.” People
in office try to hold it, and those not in office
try to get it * A man who has been turned
out on . particular measure will immediately
take up that measure when he comes in, and
will carry it.” “QOne result,” continued Col-
onel Torrens, “there has been a change of
ministry every seven months,” and another,
“ that the best class in the colony takelittle
part in politics.” The portrait thus drawn
by a friend of the ballot is a sorry one to
look at, view it as we may. The mostardent

advocate for a change of administration
would be unwilling to accept a suaccession
of seven months’ ministries.

Turning from Australian to United States
witnesses, we shall refer to the testimony of
Mr. Allan Stewart Hankel, given before the
same Committee. Mr. Hankel, then living
in England, formerly resided in the United
States. Speaking from a knowledge of both
countries, Mr. Hankel says “ there is quite
as much intimidation"in the United States
as in England,” but “it is the intimidation
of classes and of mobs.” The ballot neither
“prevents violence” nor * secures secrecy,”
as it is “thoroughly known how every one
will vote.” The ballot is accompanied with
“unbounded corruption of every kind,”—
“ far greater than in Eegland.” “ The open
vote is superior to the secret one, for while
it secures greater purity it facilitates the de-
tection of fraud.” *It is almost impossible
to detect bribery in the United States.”

Mr. Hankel's testimony was in no respect
exaggerated, for the New York papers after
the November elections in 1871, were chro-
nicies of crimes and misdemeanors, the out-
growth of those elections. We learn that
domiciliary visiting is actively practised by
canvassers of all parties ; that a large class
regard the franchise as a property to be dis-
posed of to the highest bidder. At a public
meeting in Brooklyn, if we recollect aright,
one speaker 1s reported to have said *that
a gang of ‘repcaters’ went round openly on
election day. and voted in almost every
district and every ward of the city.” Another
speaker, Mr. Tracy, added that “at least
ten thousand fraudulent votes were cast.”"—
“ New safeguards must be devised.” “A
large part of the twenty millions stolen
within two or three years from the tax-pay-
ers of New York was used to buy l=gislators,
repeaters, bailot-box stuffers,andcanvassers;
to run naturalization mills, to bribe judges,”
etc. One person is directly charged with
the expenditure of twenty-five thousand dol-
lars as a bribe for the office of State Sena-
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tor ; at the election just over, a like amount
was expended by the same person for the
like purpose, but it did not suffice, as he
lost his seat. The critics do not complain
of the bribery, they narrow their objections
to the fact that the money so obtained had
previously been stolen. While the papers
to which we have referred are full of allu-
sions to the wholesale manufacture of coun-
terfeit votes, they confess that only a few
clumsy operators have been detected, so few
that they do not represent cne coiner for a
thousand counterfeit votes. With respect to
criminal incidents and acts of violence, the
New York Z7ibune of the 1oth November,
1871, says: ‘“One election was attended
with scenes of disorder in the lower wards,
and there was a large number of stabbing
and shooting affrays in the evening.” Such
incidents would probably have been more
serious except for the precautions taken to
suppress riot. The paper last quoted adds
that ¢ the seventh, twelfth, twenty-second,
and seventy-first Regiments were kept in
their armouries during the day in readiness
for service.” We shall close our extracts
with the following outspoken charge of sys-
tematic corruption :

From New York Tribune, Noy. 1, 1871.
¢ THE CRIME OF BALLOT-BOX STUFFING.

“People must be struck by the freedom
and vigour with which our Democratic re-
formers denounce illegal and fraudulent
voting, as also what Mr. O’Conor so forcibly
terms * that false canvassing which is the last
diabolical resort’ * * * These men
know whereof they affirm. They understood
long ago that Sickles was counted into Con-
gress over Wallbridge ; that Hoffman was
declared Mayor when Roberts had much the
larger vote; and that he was swindled into
the Governor’s chair when Griswcld had a
legal majority. They know that the pre-
dominance of the Tammany Chiefs in City
and State is based and built upon fraud at
elections, &c. No sooner does an intelli-
gent man fall out of the Tammany line than
he begins to say: *Your elections are polluted
by fraud.  The results claimed are nothing

like the judgment of the legal electors who
voted. I 4now them to be shams. You
must devise new safeguards on the ballot-
box, or you mightas well authorize the Tam-
many sachems to return whatever they please
as the result, and save yourselvzs the trouble
of going to the poll.’ ”

Such, then, is a description drawn by
Americans of the working of the ballot in
t.:2 United States. Knowing but little of
the practical operation of the system, the
Australians adopted it on the strength of
what certain azuthors had written. Ignorance
and distance exerted their usnal charms,
and men embraced, in a moment of enchant-
ment, what has turned out to be an object
of vexy doubtful virtue. The machinery may
have been faulty, and the latest amendments
adopted by the Imperial Pailiament may
supply a remedy for admitted defects. On
this point, however, it is too early to speak
with confidence. In thc meanwhile, the
practical working of the English law bas
suggested one or two important considera-
tions which onght not to be overlooked by
thoughtful statesmen.

Behind the secret vote secret influences
seem to have arisen, the importance of which
in Canada as in the United Kingdom, are by
no means to be underrated. Itis not neces-
sary to discuss the merits of those influences,
but it may be of advantage to point them
out. Liberals and Conservatives, for it is
no party question, are equally bound to ex-
amiae the drift of a novel experiment, and
especially if that experiment tends to con-
tract rather than to expand the freedom of
election. The prime purpose of the ballot
is to counteract intimidation. Now, as we
have elsewhere said, intimidation in Canada
is impracticable. The labourer is inde-
pendent of the landlord, and the capitalist is
almost at the mercy of the operative. The
question arises whether, in our endeavours
to legislate against the work of intimidation,
we may not strengthen the arm of certain
forces which have the power to intimidate.

It is not necessary to our purpose to lay
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any extreme stress on the passionate charge
of Judge Keogh on the Galway election,
butit is important to note that Father Cohen,
who, no doubt, is an earnest and conscien-
tious priest of the Roman Catholic Church,
acting from his views of duty and according
to the dictates of conscience, with commend-
able boldness fearlessly declared that, should
the occasion arise, he would use the secrecy
of the Confessional to control the secrecy of
theballot. In like manner, it is possible that
the Grand Chaplain of the Orange Association
might put in motion their organization of
secrecy to neutralize the secrecy of the ballot-
box. So also might the Fenian Head Centre
exert his malign influence in the same direc-
tion. Father Cohen, like Father Braun, of
Montreal, in common with many who think
with them, would act consistently enough, for
they are of opinion that the temporal is, and
should be, subordinate to the spiritual order.
The Orangeman’s view of ascendency is of
a different character. We shall dismiss the
Fenian and leave him to himself. It is,
however, important to bear in mind that
through the operation of Parliament the
State may surrender its power to irrespon-
sible parties. By its legislation it puts the
franchise into commission, while the Com-
missioners, being self-constituted, are, and
must continue to be, beyond its reach and
control. This result may or may not be
desirable.  We decline to discuss the ques-
tion; but, if it be inevitable, then it is worthy
of much serious thought.

The political advantages of the secret

system of voting have scarcely been estab-
lished, while the moral drawbacks have
been eloquently insisted upon. We cannot
close this paper in words more earnest than
those which were used by the Earl of
Shaftesbury in the House of Lords, who,
after quoting the language of Daniel Webs-
ter addressed to himself—* I tell you,” said
that eminent American statesman, that
America has the deepest interest in the
welfare of England, and it would be the
greatest blow to freedom if the ballot were
introduced in the monarchy of England.”
His lordship concluded a speech of singular
force in the following impressive words :

“Very many of those who advocate the
adoption of the ballot, regard it as a very
great evil, and very many more, if they
could speak the truth, wouvld express the
same opinion. It is very possible the evil
resulting from the system will not come to
the surface all at once ; and inall probability
its pernicious effect will not be realized to
its full extent until men’s passions have
been aroused by some extraordinary occa-
sion. In the present aspect of affairs, I am
prepared for the overthrow of many of our
institutions ; I am prepared to see the
dissolution of the Church of England, torn
as it is by internal dissension; I am pre-
pared to see a vital attack made upon the
House of Lords, hateful on account of its
hereditary privileges ; and I am prepared to
tremble for the Monarchy itself, stripped as
it is of its tiue supporters: But I am not
prepared for an immoral people; I am not
prepared to see the people exercising their
highest rights and pnivileges in secret, refus-
ing to come to the light ‘ because their deeds
are evil.’”
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LINES.

BY ALICE HORTON.

L

l | PON a day—no matter—here or there,
Sweet Philomel was singing, and the air
Was drowsy with the breath of roses everywhere :

1I.

I lay and sang—as bees will hum in June
For humming’s sake—vague prelhde to no tune,
Songs without words, that yet come to an end too soon.

I

Unknowing care or joy, or love or pain—
+ Pain that is blessing, or love that is vain—
And asking but to rest, and hear the bird again !

Iv.

Behind the copse the sun had died in fire,
‘When the last wail came, faint, then swelling higher,
As of a soul o’ercome by passion of desire.

V.

So listening, aloud, all heedlessly
I'said: “O bird, teach half thy pain to me,
Thou shalt not bear alone so great a misery !”

VL

.And when I turned my prelude had an air,
My song found words, my careless heart found care ;
Ah me! it was too late to pray another prayer !

OTTAWA.
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(From the Frenck of M. A. THEURIET.)

" CHAPTER I

T was an intensely disagreeable day in
the month of April; rain fell in tor-
rents, and the wind whistled fiercely through
the streets of the borough of Rochetaillée,
causing the trees to bend and groan, and the
window-shutters to creak lugubriously. Ir
the parlour of one of the houses in the
quartier des Corderies, a young girl of about
nineteen summers was seated before an old
piano, her fingers wandering listlessly over
the keys, while she glanced wearily around
upon the faded furniture and sleepy-looking,
old fishioned family portraits which graced
the walls. Presently she rose and, approach-
ing the window, leant her head against the
streaming panes. Outside everything ap-
peared gloomy and sorrow-stricken ; the rain
was pouring unceasingly, and the draggled
hyacinths and other spring flowers lay de-
jectedly on the sodden ground. The
generally clear and limpid stream of the
Aubette was dull and muddy ; smoke curled
in dense masses from the chimneys of the
dripping roofs,and the whole country seemed
dissolved in tears. The young girl shivered,
and, returning to the piano, commenced play-
ing a brilliant waltz. Suddenly, letting her
hands drop from the keys, she exclaimed :
“What a weary world it is1”

“What is the matter, little one?” asked
the servant entering suddenly, with her
sleeves rolled up, and attired in the inevita-
ble apron and a white cap, the strings of
which were floating on the breeze. She-was
a stout, motherly woman, with kindly blue
eyes, and preserving her fresh complexion in
spite of her forty vears, ‘ What is the mat-
ter, Antoinette?” she repeated in a kindly
tone.

“Céline,” replied Antoinette, raising her
melancholy eyes, “Ishall die if this dread-
ful rain continues much longer. Such an
atmosphere of gloom pervades the whole:
house, from the stupid paper flowers to these
horrid ancestral portraits, which T feel
tempted to tear out of their frames from sheer
lack of amusement {”

“Poor dear! If M. de Lisle were not so
dreadfully proud, and would allow you to
visit at the notary’s or the doctor’s, there is
some society even here ; but with his haughty
airs he has managed to set all Rochetaillée
against him. He prefers the tavern of Pitoi-
set, where he can. carouse at ease with his.
friends the poachers.” '

“Poor papa!” sighed Antoinette, “ his
life in this village is not by any means a
happy one ; he mourns the loss of the happy
days at Tours, and his good situation.”

“But why did he lose his situation?™
queried Céline. ““He spent his days in
bunting and his nights at cards, and as a
natural consequence the government dis-
missed him. He did not trouble himself
much abont you, and after your mother’s
death, had it not been for me, you would
often enough have had to run about in tat-
tered boots.”

The servant shrugged her shoulders and
leaned her elbows on the piano. “Do you
know,” she continued, “instead of quarrel-
ling with your mothec’s family, your father
should have left you in Paris with your grand-
parents, who would doubtless have found
you a good husband.”

“«Ugh!” retorted Antoinette with a dis-
dainful movement. ¢ Heaven preserve me
from a husband of my grandmother’s selec-
tion—cross-grained and surly government
employés, bald as apes and methodicak
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as parsons. Much obliged! I prefer the
boarding school at Passy, in which I was
shut up.”

“ Why were you not left there then?”

‘ Because it was expensive—and we are
poor, Céline.”

“ Poor !” repeated Céline; « yes, your
father, after having eaten all his cake, econo-
mises the brown bread of other people and
becomes amiser. As for your grandparents,
they are misers also. Your mother was their
only child, and they could easily have sup-
ported you and paid your school bills.—
Don’t mention their names to me.”

“Oh Céline ! sighed Antoinette in de-
spairing accents, “nobody cares for me !”

“ Nobody !” exclaimed Céline reproach-
fully. “Ilave I not petted and spoiled you
from the very day I entered your parents’
service—eighteen years ago next Christmas.
When I saw you lying in your cradle, so frail
and delicate, with your large wistful eyes,
my heart went out to you, and I Joved you at
once, you poor neglected little darling. It
was I who tucked you in your little bed,
who dressed you like an angel on Corpus
Christi Day, and who crammed you with
sweetmeats when your mamma punished
you. Nobody love you! You ungrateful
girl! Well surely, if I had not loved you
devotedly I would not have refused to get
married ten times, for,” continued Céline,
straightening herself ; “I had my share of
lovers, gallant ones too, I can assure you ;
but then I would have been compelied to
leave you. Do you think I would have
remained in your parents’ service if it had
not been for your sake? Never say that
nobody loves you.”

“Yes, dear Céline, you love me” exclaimed
Antoinette, clasping her arms round her
nurse’s neck, “you love me truly. But no-
body else cares for me.”

“What other love do you require? Besides,
you have M. Ormancey, and he is surely a
good and kind friend.”

Antoinette pouted. “Evonyme !” she

said, “* yes, he is comical enough at times,and
once I amused myself by endeavouring to
make him fall in love with me.”

“ Oh, you dreadful child,” said Céline *
reprovingly.

“ Don't be uneasy,” laughingly replied
Antoinette, “ his heart is by no means en-
dangered ; it is altogether too capacious for
that—flowers, birds and books, in fact every
thing, finds a place therein, and I would
never accept simply a skare of love. Besides
Evonyme is not my ideal; the man whom I
could love must have a grand and noble
character, an iron will which bows to none,
but in my hands pliable as wax.”

1*“Such a man does not exist, my child.
Holy Virgin, I hear your father in the stable,
and instead of chattenng to you I ought to
be preparing supper.”

Céline was not mistaken, for loud whistling
from the direction of the stables announced
that the master was at home, and that, as
usual, his first visit was paid to his cattle, of
which he was exceedingly proud. A few
minutes later M. de Lisle, dressed in velve-
teen leggings and soft felt hat, appeated in
the doorway, and, calling to Céline to know
if the animals’ supper was ready, again led
the way to the stable.

Truly the fine ladies of Tours, with whom
he had flirted in the days of his prosperity,
would have been slow to recognise in this
man in farmer's dress the handsome Nor-
bert de Lisle who used to set their hearts
fluttering. And no wonder, for he was com-
pletely changed. M. de Lisle was the son
of arich landed proprietor at Rochetaillée,
and had, through the influence of his wife’s
relatives, been appointed Inspector of the
Stud. He led a gay life for the space of
twentyyears in the rich country of Tourraine,
but-finally, some of his pranks having lost
him his situation, he was obliged to return to
Rochetaillée and live upon a small remnant
of his inheritance. Since that time he was
an altered man—a thorough farmer, working
in the fields with his labourers, and not
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ashamed to sell his cattle and grain at the
market of Langres. Of his former life he
retained only a commanding tone, haughty
manners, and a passionate love of hunting—
or rather poaching, for scandal said of him
that he pursued his favourite occupation on
government lands rather than on his own
modest domain.

When the cattle had been properly at-
teinded to, M. de Lisle returned to the
kitchen, wihere the lamp was lighted and the
table in readiness. In spite of his fifty years
and some signs of obesity, he was still a
handsome man—tall, robust, and well made;
with an eagle eye, Roman nose, and white
teeth gleaming through his iron-grey mous-
tache. As he reclined in an easy-chair near
the chimney, Antoinette came up to kiss
him ; then she seated herself on a low seat
by his side, while in front of both lay Tant-
Belle, M. de Lisle’s pet dog.

«“Well, little one,” said M. de Lisle, “why
don’t you ask for my news?” and, as Antoi-
nette merely shrugged her shoulders in reply,
he coatinued: “In the first place I met
Evonyme ; he is dining with the Justice of
the Peace, and will be here presently. Se-
condly, the new garde.général has arrived.”

“Indeed” said the girl, stifling a yawn;
“ does he resemble his predecessor? Is his
every second word an oath? Has he a
pack of hounds at his heels, and does he
delight in card-playing ?”

I will answer all your questions to-night,
for after dinner I mean to walk as far as the
inn where he has put up, and if I take a fancy
to him shall ask him up to see us: itis
always best to be on the right side of these
foresters.”

Céline, who was just dishing the soup,
ruttered to herself: ¢ Ask him here, indeed !
as if there were not enough tiresome people
coming to the house without him.” Then
she continued aloud : “Why don’t you take
Antoinette alittle intosociety, to the notary’s,
or some other-respectable neighbour’s house.
That would be far better for her than inhal-

ing the odour of tobacco and listening to
unbecoming conversation.”

“ Hold your tongue, you old scold,” said
M. de Lisle, *it is your remarks that are
unbecoming. Mind your own business and
let us have our soup.”

“ Here it is,”growled Céline, puttingdown
the vegetable soup which, with 2 mutton
stew, composed the bill of fare.

Just as they were finishing their repast the
dog barked, and Céline remarking, “that is
M. Evonyme,” hastily left the room to open
the door for him.

Evonyme Ormancey was tall and slight;
his fresh complexion, blue eyes, and fair hair
and whiskers, gave him an almost boyish ex-
pression, although he was thirty years old.
And boyish he was, notwithstanding his
Parisian birth and education; being of rather
an erratic disposition, he had laft Paris and
taken refuge in the woods in orc'.r to satisfy
his taste for reverie and restless wandering.
In early youth he had evinced a talent for
literature, but whether from timidity or idle-
ness, he had now relinquished all attempts
at authorship, and passed the greater part of
the year on a farm situated in the heart of
the forest, where he lived in a poetical world
of his own creation. His farm was about a
mile distant from Rochetaillée, and here he
had renewed his acquaintance with Antoi-
nette, whose mother had been a relative of
his. The young girl was amused by his
simplicity and odd manners, and M.de Lisle
liked him, and encouraged his visits, because
he was rich and generous.

Scarcely had he shaken hands with M. de
Lisle when the latter rose, and whistling to
Tant-Belle, set out for the inn, leaving
Evonymeand Autoinette alone by the ample
fireplace in the quaint old kitchen.

¢ Come, bird of melancholy,” said Antoi-
nette, coquettishly stretching out her pretty
little feet, “ this lugubrious rain has tuned
me exactly to your pitch—tell me one of your
graveyard stories. I am just in the humour
for listening.”
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“Don’t laugh at my graveyards,” replied
Evonyme ; “X saw a lovely one only yester-
day at Vivey, which set me dreaming to such
an extent that I actually put down the whole
reverie in my journal.”

Antoinette smiled. ¢ So that famous jour-
nal is still in existence. I thought you had
long since given up writing.”

¢ For the public, yes—for myself, never !
When I am utterly weary of wandering
«over hill and dale, tired even of my familiar
friends Montaigne and La Fontaine, I open
my journal and talk to it. Initare inscribed,
like bygone melodies, my thoughts and
feelings of every day; there I can breathe
the fragrance of flowers which, though faded
long ago, can never lose theirsweet perfume
for me. My journal consoles me for my own
nothingness ; it and I are like lovers:

¢ Nous sommes l'un 3 ’autre un monde toujours

beau,
Toujours divers, toujours nouveau.”

“ Why in the world,” interrupted Antoi-
nette, ¢ did you never get married, your dis-
position is so domestic.” Evonyme heaved
asigh. “Ah,” he said, “all my friends ask
ane the same question; but, you see, mar-
riage means giving up all useless, pleasant
dreams ; it is like a journey into an unknown
land made under the escort of a cicercne,
fduring which you are compelled to submit
to all the forms prescribed by your guide.”
Antoinette laughed, and Evonyme continued
jn an absurdly confidential tone of *voice:
¢ Besides, I must confess that I am afraid of
women.”

Antoinette bent towards him and said
saucily: “ Are you afraid of all women?—
Even of me?” )

“ Of you?” replied Evonyme, after a mo-
ment's pause, “yes, certainly, of you most of
all. A woman is dangerous and incompre-

, hensible, but a young girl is an Isis, whose
mystic veil falls only after marriage, and only
then is it revealed to 2 man what companion
he has by his side—whether an angel, nun,
fool, or fury.”

“Pray what shall I be like when once
unveiled ?” exclaimed Antoinette as, rising
abruptly, she stood before Evonyme with a,
piqued and provoking air. The firelight
illumed with soft glow her graceful form,
whose faultless proportions were admirably
displayed by her well-fitting blue merino
dress. The rest of her person was lost in
mysterious gloom, except when, at intervals,
the flickering flames revealed the delicate
throat and perfect oval face shaded by tresses
of rippling gold—a head that might have
served as a model to Leonardo da Vinci.

Looking thus upon the young girl, with
her large liquid blue eyes and delicately
chiselled red lips, all the artist awoke in
Evonyme, He had never before realised her
wondrous beauty, and when she spoke again,
repeating her question, he started as from a
dream. .

“You?” he replied slowly, his eyes still
riveted on the beautiful picture— * you are
Undine ! a child of the deep. You have all
the charm, the graceful motion of the waves;
you have their sudden anger and the water’s
treacherous calm ; your very eyes assume its
varying hues. The man whom you love must
have a heart of steel, or you will drag him
relentlessly with you into the depths of your
native element.” He stopped suddenly on
perceiving that Antoinette’s face was over-
cast ; her smile had vanished, and her eyes
were filled with tears.

“ How wicked you must think me !” she
murmured.

And Evonyme, filled with remorse at sight
of her tears, endeavoured to throw as much
tenderness as possible into his gruff voice as
he answered : — I have been joking, and
like La Fontaine’s donkey, who tried to imi-
tate the little dog, my jokes are rather awk-
ward. Pray forgive me, and do not take my
words to heart.”

Just then Tant-Belle was heard scratching
at the door, and Antoinette hastily brushed
away her tears as M. de Lisle entered, look-
ing rather out of sorts.
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“Well,” inquired his daughter, “did you
see your new garde-général ?”

“Yes,” growled M. de Lisle, “and a queer
fish he is too ; he scarcely condescended to
take any notice of my politeness.”

“Exactly what I expected,” said the young
girl ; “ he is another surly, ili-tempered old
grumbler.”

“He is not old,—not above thirty ; but-

his black beard and surly aspect make him
look like a conspirator.” Antoinette’s ex-
pression lost somewhat of its indifference,
and Evonyme inquired the new- comer's
name.

“ Duhoux,” replied M. de Lisle.

“ Duhoux ! ” repeated Evonyme, rising to
go. “Ihad a college friend of that name—
strange if it should be the same.”

“ Duhoux ! ” exclaimed Antoinette, ¢ that
name just suits his description. He must be
a friend of yours, Evonyme. Good-night. I
am tired, and am off to bed.”

CHAPTER 11

HE following day, Jacques Duhoux,
whose arrival had aroused M. de

Lisle’s curiosity, was awakened by the usual
stir in the inn-yard at Pitoiset. This, the
only hostelry of Rochetaillée, could scarcely
be styled a Temple of Concord ; the jingling
of glasses, the desultory talk of the habitual
topers, the barking of dogs, mingled with
the harsh voice of the hostess, made so dis-
cordant a tumult that the new gardegénéral
could not endure it, and, dressing hastily, he
sought refuge in an avenue of linden trees
in front of the inn. This avenue, bordered
by two arms of the Aubette, and known as
the promenade ““enire deux eaux,” con-
nected the houses in the village with the
ancient Abbey of Rochetaillée, and was
overlooked on one side by the mill and ter-
raced garden of the house of /es Corderies.
The noise and confusion which prevailed at
the inn were utterly distasteful to Jacques
Duhoux, accustomed to a quiet and metho-

dical life at his father’s house, and he felt
completely out of his element. Walking
backwards and forwards under the lindens,
the fresh landscape and the murmuring
water in a measure soothed his ruffied spi-
rits, although at the same time the familiar
sights around him recalled his native place,
and woke in him a feeling of homesickness.

He wandered thus, a prey tosad recollec-
tions, utterly unsuspicious of the fact that
he was being closely scrutinized. Mlle. de
Lisle had perceived him from the terrace,
and at once divined that the strange pedes-
trian could be none other than the new
forester, though it must be confessed that he
in no manner resembled the picture she had °
drawn of him in her imagination. Jacques
Duhioux was not handsome,‘ but his stern
and energetic, although irregular features,
his deep-set eyes and expansive forehead,
gave him a manly and imposing appearance.
His expression and bearing indicated depth
of character and an iron will. Suddenly
shaking his head, as it to rid himself of
some tormenting thought, he disappeared in
the direction of the inn.

Half an hour later he might have been
seen plunging into the woods which extend
from Rochetaillée to Viv:y, and in truth he
could have sought no better ctire for melan-
choly. Passionately devoted to his calling,
the woods possessed a powerful attraction
for him ; their silence and solitude were full
of charm, and always imparted to him a
feeling of rest and calm. Jacques had
scarcely gone a hundred yards ere he was
himself again. Whistling softly, he crossed
the little brook, and was advancing into the
glade when he saw approaching him a
peculiar figure, book in hand, gesticulating
violently, and speaking to himself. Such
an apparition, in this remote spot, struck
Jacques as so singular that he stopped to
examine the excited student more clesely.
When about two steps distant, the latter
raised his head, and exclaimed :

“Jacques ! is it possible?”
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“Evonyme !" cried Jacques, at the same
time recognising a college chum whom he
had not seen for ten years. They shook
hands heartily, and overwhelmed each other
with questions about the past, and about
friends whom they had long lost sight of.

“What have you been doing with your-
self 7" queried Jacques. I have repeat-
edly sought your name in the papers, for I
thought you were launched upon the sea of
letters.”

Evonyme shook his head sadly. “ Ves,”
he sighed, I promised fair enough! But
the fairy godmother who endowed me with
a taste for literature bestowed on me a love

" of idleness as well, and once fairly started
on my downward course, with nothing to
impede my progress, I glided gently and
almost imperceptibly to the foot of the
hill. I manage to find consolation in my
books,” he added, tapping the volume
of Montaigne which he held in his hand,
“and then I live at peace here, in a sort of
dreamland. The birds and Dreezes com-
pose my orchestra, and I dance with my
fancies. I know that I must appear quite as
ridiculous as any other grey-haired waltzer,
but my partners persuade me to the con-
trary ; they flatter me, and whisper gently
that poets who sing their lays to the public
are least in earnest and least sincere.”—
Jacques laughed—* And you, old friend,”
added Evonyme, grasping the other’s hand,
“how has your life turned out?™

“Qh,” replied Jacques, “my life is simple
and uneventful enough. The programme
which I sketched out for myself at the age
of twenty was as prosaic and uninteresting
as a proposition in algebra, yet so far I have
followed it out, and I have no higher object
than to adhere to it faithfully until the end.
Iam devoted to my profession, and up to the
present time have lived more in the society
of trees than of men. My ambition is to see
our hills clothed anew with trees, for a coun-
try without woods and forests is a country
deprived of its future. I mean to work hard

for a few more years, then I will return home
and marry some gentle girl—whom my
mother is to select for me. When I am
quietly settled I shall write a book on the
preservation of forests.”

“You intend to marry !” exclaimed Evo-
nyme, “Well at times I wonder whether I
should not do likewise ; I am certainly no
genius, but if I had children they would, at
least while they were little, look upon me
as a great man.” ’

Thus they chatted for about a quarter of
an hour, and then separated with a promise
from Jacques that he would breakfast with
Evonyme the following morning at the farm
of Val-Clavin.

The same evening Evonyme went tospend
an hour at Jes Corderies. M. de Lisle was
out, but he found Antoinette walking under
the walnut trees in the terrace, and to her
he related his meeting with Jacques.

“He is not in the least changed, but is
still the same stern, honest and loyal-hearted
fellow I knew at College. He is coming to
breakfast with me to-morrow, and I shall
heartily enjoy a long chat with him.”

“ Do not forget to read him your journal
by way of dessert,” laughed Antoinette.
She walked on a few steps, then turning
abruptly towards Evonyme, she'added: “ 1
am quite anxious to make.the acquaintance
of this wonderful puritin ; won’t you bring
him to call upon me ?”

Evonyme looked annoyed. “What an
idea! Jacques would probably treat such
a proposition just as he did your father's
advances. He is a perfect savage. Be-
sides I am sure he would not suit you any
more than you would please him.”

¢ And pray why should I not please him ?”

“Because your character is the very re-
verse of his.”

“ That means that I am silly, thoughtless
and frivolous ! Many thanks, Monsieur, for
the compliment.”

It was useless for Evonyme to attempt
getting getting out of the scrape, biy explain-
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ing that his friend was shy, and avoided the
society of ladies. All this merely increased
Antoinette’s curiosity, and she insisted on
knowing the forester, adding in a saucy tone,
that it would be such fun to turn the head
of this virtuous Grandison. Evonyme be-
came impatient at last, and said that she
would only waste her time, as Jacques was
already betrothed to a young girl in his native
town.

“ Betrothed !” exclaimed Antoinette, dis-
dainfully, “to a red-haired provincial who
makes preserves and does tambour work !
My dear friend, if I only cared to take the
trouble I should have him at my feet in the
course of a week, in'spite of his shyness and
his fair betrothed.”

Evonyme smiled increduously, and Antoi-
nette, who felt aggrieved and exasperated by
contradiction, declared she would make the

attempt.

“ Upon my word,” said Evonyme, “I am
curious to know how you will manage to
make a fellow fall in love with you whom
there is not a chance of your meeting, and
who will certainly never call upon you.”

“Y have not quite settled that point yet
myself. Perhaps you will bring him here
some of these days.”

“ 1 shall do nothing of the kind 1”

“Very well then, I shall meet him else-
where.”

“ 1 dare you to do it.”

“You dare me !” Antoinette’s eyes fan-ly
flashed, and she trembled so violently that
for a moment she could not continue.—*I
shall see him no later than to-morrow—will
you bet?”

¢ Bet what?” enquired Evonyme with a
burst of laughter, which further aggravated
the girl.

“If you lose, you shall give me that copy
of Musset to which you cling so tenaciously.
Ah, you dare me to do it; we shall see!”
and she turned hastily into the house, leaving
Evonyme behind in a state of bewilderment.
The following morning M. de Lisle left

4

home at daybreak to attend a fair at Grancy,
and was not expected back until night
Antoinette weni about in a nervous, restless
manner. Immediately after breakfast she
said coaxingly to Céline : * Come, be good,
and take me for a nice ramble in the
woods.”

It was quite useless for Céline to prophesy
rain, and to declare she would not stir out
of the house, for it concluded, as usual,
by her humouring the spoilt child. Five
minutes later they were both in the woods
which led to the Val-Clavin, Antoinette
attired in a coquettish grey felt hat, and her
little hands daintily thrust into the pockets
of her jaunty jacket; poor Céline panting
behind her, pointing out the dark clouds,
and relating tragical tales of people who
had caught their deaths by venturing out in
just such weather.

Antoinette was utterly heedless of her
nurse’s warnings ; she went gaily on, stopping
occasionally to pluck a flower or fern, while
Céline, quite out of breath, vainly endea-
voured to keep up with her. Suddenly the
heavy clouds burst,and the rain came pelting
down.

“T told you so,” moaned Céline ; “ let us
go home.”

“It won't hurt us in the least,” replied
Antoinette. “Let us leave the path ; if we
get under the trees we will be protected by
the fohage.”

Accordingly she struck into the woods, as
if following a previously formed plan. The
leaves proved but a scanty protection to the
two adventurers, who, in a short time, were
completely drenched. Suddenly they came
to an opening in the forest, from whence
they saw, rising in the midst of green mea-
dows, the grey walls and roof of a farm-
house.

“What a state we are in!” exclaimed
Céline, shaking out her dripping skirts.
“What shall we do ?”

“Qur troubles are over now,” replied
Antoinette. “Before us lies the farm of
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Val-Clavin ; we will ask Evonyme for shel-
ter.” ) '

Céline, however, protested against this.
Had not M. Evonyme told them he expected
the gardegénéral to breakfast? What would
the gentleman think if he were to see
Antoinette and her nurse come in looking
like gypsies?

“ He may think what he pleases,” replied
Antoinette.

Having uttered these words in a hasty
manner, she turned aside from the forest,
and, with utter disregard of Evonyme’s
corn-fields, made directly for the farm, fol-
lowed at a slower pace by Céline. When
the house was reached she did not allow
herself time for a moment’s reflection, but
with head erect and beating heart, opened
the door. .

The friends had finished their coffee, and
were smoking by the fire. At sight of
Antoinette, Ormancey sprang from his seat,
while Jacques rose, laid aside his cigar, and
lTooked curiously from his host to the young
girl,

“Is it you?” finally exclaimed Evonyme.

“VYes, it is I,” was the answer, in a voice
rendered indistinct by emotion. ¢ You owe
me a Musset, my dear Evonyme! I have
disturbed you. I hope the gentleman will
pardon me.”

Jacques bowed silently, and fixed his black
eyes wonderingly on the strange apparition.
Antoinette, in the centre of the room, bou-
quet in hand, with sparkling eyes, humid
cheeks, and bearing in her hair and on her
garments theZtraces of the recent shower,
looked a very naiad. Evonyme was silent,
and appeared confused and annoyed. During
the momentary silence which ensued, the
sweet warbling of the larks could be heard
distinctly from the comn-fields. Antoinette,
feeling her courage forsake her, tried to smile
as she said: “I wanted to have a ramble in
the woods, and when we were caught in the
rain it occurred to Céline that we should
take refuge here.”

At this point, Jacques’ eyes, which
during the relation of this rather impro-
bable narrative had remained fixed upon
her with an expression of disapprobation,
became too much for Antoinette. She
could not finish her sentence, and was
obliged to turn to Céline to hide her em-
barrassment.

¢ Come,” said Evonyme, who was secretly
enjoying her discomfiture, ‘‘come and get
dry, both of you. And next.time, take
counsel of your barometer before venturing
into the woods of Val-Clavin !

The tone of mocking pity which accom-
panied his last words exasperated Antoinette.
She would not endure his compassion
before this stranger. She experienced a
mingled sensation.of humiliation and regret
for her wild escapade, which was too much
for her already over excited nerves. “You
are too kind!” she exclaimed, haughtily.
“Iam not wet, and had better go home.
Come, Céline, it has cleared up now.”

“ What a strange little being,” said Jacques
to Evonyme. The forester had recommenced
smoking, and was walking up and down the
room.

“ She is the daughter of a friend of mine,
M. de Lisle; a spoilt child, and brought up
like the deuce in a Paris boarding-school.
But you must not judge from appearances;
she is a splendid girl, and has a good heart,”
and poor Evonyme set about enumerating
all Antoinette’s excellent qualities.

“Yes,” replicd Jacques, “a fashionable
young lady ! A style of woman I fear, and
that is utterly distasteful to me.”

CHAPTER III

“F HEY returned to Jes Corderies silently

through the heavy shower, and im-
mediately on their arrival Antoinette retired
to her room, whence she only emerged in
the evening, in exceedingly bad humour;
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but on perceiving Céline’s woe-begone coun-
tenance, and hearing that she was suffering
from lumbago, the young girl kissed her
tenderly. She overwhelmed her with ca-
resses, and immediately set about preparing
a decoction, which she compelled Céline to
swallow. “ Alas " she cried, embracing her
devoted nurse, * forgive me; I knowI ama
hateful girl.”

“Come, come, dear,” replied Céline,—
“don’t talk nonsense ; I don't bear you any
ill-will; it is decidedly not your fault that it
rained, and that we were so inhospitably re-
ceived at the Val-Clavin, thanks to the rude
and disagreeable forester.”

Antoinette's cheeks flushed painfully.—
“If you love me pray never mention that
ridiculous adventure again, or I shall die of
shame,”

Sobs choked her utterance, and throwing
herself into her nurse’s arms, she burst into
tears. Céline succeeded at last in quieting
her, but she could not forget the scene at
the farm. For several days she was thought-
ful and preoccupied ; whenever she closed
her eyes she could see Jacques Duhoux be-
fore her, as he leaned against the mantel-
piece contemplating her with a look of
haughty pity. This scrutinizing look, which
had so completely disconcerted her at the
farm, haunted her even in her dreams.

When Evonyme returned to Zes Corderies,
Antoinette’s first words were a request that
he should not mention her escapade to M.
de Lisle ; then she added hastily, with down-
cast eyes “Ishould like to know whatyour
friend said of me after my departure.”

“Not a word,” aaswered Evonyme, who
did not wish to add to her confusion by
repeating Jacques’ speech.

“ What! not one word ?”

“No. Jacques is very reserved. He is
entirely engrossed by his studies, and has
doubtless by this time forgotten the inci-
dent.” :

“ So much the better,” said Antoinette in
a disappointed tone.

This utter contempt seemed to her an in-
sult. She would have preferred the keenest
satire to such total indifference ; had she but
known it, however, Jacques was far from feel-
ing indifferent. Antoinette’s abrupt appear-
ance had produced so deep an impression
upon him that he became uneasy. In his
hitherto quiet life he had met only women
of staid demeanour, or timid and ¢ well
brought up” young girls. To these Antoi-
nette, with her easy manners and rather pe-
culiar dress, but above all her original and
marvellous beauty, formed a striking contrast
—a contrast similar to that produced by a
rare exotic flower of brilliant hue and rich
fragrance in a bouquet of monthly roses.
The glory of her beauty dazzled and bewil-
dered him, and although he was too reticent
to let Evonyme perceive his feelings, he was
none the less impressed. He was perpetu-
ally haunted with the recollcction of Antoi-
nette as she appeared at the farm, with burn-
ing cheeks and rain-drops glistening in her
hair. It was in vain that he tried to rid
himself of this picture, which would come
between him and his work ; in vain even did
he determine to avoid the village on his way
to the forest, lest he should again behold
the enchantress.

.Chance was to baffle all his wise precau-
tions. Towards the end of May, the daugh-
ter of one of the under-foresters of Roche-
taillée was to be married, and her father
celebrated the event by adinner and ball, to
which all his friends were bidden. Jacques
Duhoux of course could not affront his sub-
ordinate by refusing to appear, and Evo-
nyme, who was at all the village weddings,
as well as M. de Lisle, were among the
guests. Antoinette had promised the bride
to be precent at the ball, and towards even-
ing she was duly escorted there by Céline.

The forester'’s house was situated in the
woods a little above the ponds of La Thui-
litre, and it was uncommonly warm for the
month of May. The dinner had been served
in the open air, where the ball_also was to
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take place. The spot was admirably chosen,
being a clearing known as La Belle Etoile.
Round the dancers the dense forest formed
a dark belt of shadow, while an opening in
the trees showed a glimpse of the hollow
where lay the calm and silent ponds, and
where the setting sun was slowly disappear-
ing in the western horizon.

When, after smoking his cigar, Jacques
appeared among the dancers, the orchestra
was playing a waltz, and the first person his
eye lighted on was Antoinette. She was
attired in a white muslin dress with blue
stripes ; a graceful tulle fickz was crossed
over herbeautiful shoulders ; her hair, which
was rolled back, and confined by a tortoise-
shell comb, was adorned simply with nar-
cissus flowers. She waltzed charmingly,
and seemed to glide through the dance like
a fairy ; her lips were wreathed in smiles,
and her eyes beamed with pleasure and
happiness. On beholding her Jacques
instinctively retired into the shade, whence,
hidden behind chaperons and wall-flowers,
his eyes ever followed the dancer in the
white and blue dress. She had an imvesistible
attraction for him—mnever before had he
looked upon so beautiful and graceful a
vision. )

Gradually night had come on ; the col-
oured lanterns shone like glow-worms among
the leaves, and through the trees the stars
twinkled like golden eyes. The waltz had
been succeeded by a quadrille ; Antoinette
danced vis-a-vis to the bride, her face lus-
trous, and her eyes sparkling with delight.

M. de Lisle, who did not consider the
ball very entertaining, began to find the time
hang rather heavily on his hands, and
quietly withdrew. Seeing Antvinette so
happy he did not wish to curtail her plea-
sure, and trusted to Evonyme to see her
safely home. Evonyme, however, was sunk
in one of his fits of melancholy abstraction,
for the sight of a  wedding, the sound of
music, or the gaiety of a ball, always affected
him strangely. He was endeavouring to

solve the problem of marriage; gazing
thoughtfully at the radiant faces of the
newly married couple he sighed wearily.
“These people are happy,” thought he.
“ After all, getting married and becoming the
head of a family is perhaps the true aim and
purpose of life.” Musing thus he lit his
pipe, and turning towards the lonely old
forest, whose mysterious gloom seemed to
attract him, he plunged into its shadow and
disappeared. )

Meanwhile the ball progressed, the hours
glided on unperceived, and Jacques still

‘continued to feast his eyes on Antoinette,

who seemed not to weary of dancing. Sud-
denly he beheld her no longer, and, ashamed
of his folly, he was preparing to return to the
borough, when the underforester's harsh
voice resounded behind him. Turning ab-
ruptly he beheld Sauvageot and Antoinette,
the latter draped in a white durznous, whose
hood partly fell -over her eyes. ‘M.
Duhoux,” said the forester, ¢ may I request
a favour of you? Here is mademoiselle de
Lisle anxious to return to Rochetaillée. As
you are about leaving, would you have the
goodness to escort her home ?”

A refusal was out of the question. Jacques
bowed his acquiescence, and, bidding his
host good-night, set off beside Antoinette.
At first neither of them spoke; Jacques,
embarrassed by this unexpected zfe-d-véze,
walked along lost in thought, while Antoi-
netee, haif buried in her burnous, listened to
the music which resounded b:hind them,
her graceiul step still keeping time to the
distant music. Suddenly she slipped on the
pebbles and uttered a little cry ; Jacques
mechanically offered his arm, which she
refused, on the pretext that the path was too
narrow for two people to walk abreast.
Jacques did not press her to accept his
offexed support, and the conversation ceased
again. Just then the pale crescent of the
moon became visible; her bluish light
seemed to glide like a tracery of silver over
the great tract of the wooded country.
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Beneath, in the hollow towards La Thuilidre,
a long streak of silver, intertwining itself with
millions of gleaming lines, lay calmly on the
bosom of the dark waters of the lake and
lit up its wooded shores, while in the dis-
tance, from the Val des Frais, were heard the
soft notes of a nightingale. ¢ M. Duhoux,”
said Antoinettesuddenly, * confess that you
have a horrible opinion of me, and that my
freak at the Val-Clavin shocked you dread-
fully.”

‘ Oh ! mademoiselle !”

“Yes, you think me a very ill-mannered

gitl. Own it frankly, and I will not be
" offended ; I have enjoyed myself thoroughly

to-night, and nothing makes me more willing
to confess past misdeeds than present hap-
piness.”

“Indeed,” said Jacques, in a slightly sar-
castic tone, “are you often: in such a frame
of mind?”

She stopped, gave him a saucy look, and
answered in a decisive tone of voice : “ Cer-
tainly, whenever I have my own way.”

“Weli that,” replied Jacques, *is some-
thing which does not occur frequently in a
lifetime.”

“QOh, it does though ! continued Antoi-
nette ; “at all events so far as I am con-
cerned, for people generally end by yielding
to me. Papa never dreams of opposing me,
and as for Céline, she spoils me completely.”

“ Who is Céline?”

“My nurse ; she has been with mc ever
since I was born. I am very fond of her,
and she idolizes me. When mamma used to
punish me Céline always found means to
comfort me ; and I often required her good
offices, for I was a very maughty and idle
little girl”

“I think,” said Jacques, half joking, half
seriously, ¢it would have been better for
you had she boxed your ears.”

‘* Indeed you are greatly mistaken ; I can
be ruled by love, but never by harshness!
They expected to tame me when they sent
me to the Sacred Heart at Marmoutiers.”

“ Well, and what was the result? ”

“ Quite a tragical one . When I
found myself shut up and compelled to wear
a horrible dark green uniform, I was in
despair, and resolved to kill myself. I had
brought my paint-box along with me to
school, and I abstracted a cake of Prussian
blue from it ; Céline, who was always warn-
ing me against putting my brushes into my
mouth, had told me that colour was poison-
ous, and I now hoped that I had a sufficient
quantity of it to kill me. I kept my Prus-
sian blue in my pocket, and put it under my
pillow at night ; one evening, feeling more
wretched and lonely than usual, I swallowed
it

It must have made you horribly ili!”
exclaimed Jacques, astonished and shocked
at this recital.

“Yes, but it did not kill me,” laughed
Antoinette, “and I was taken away from
the Sacred Heart.” .

“That was a decided mistake,” moralized
Jacques, who had become thoughtful again ;
¢ you should have been left there, and I am
willing to assert that you would not a second
time have tried an experiment with Prussian
blue.” .

Antoinette looked at him and shrugged
hershoulders. “1 should notadvise any one
to trust to that,” murmured she ; then sud-
denly interrupting the conversation, she ran
to pick some wild honeysuckle which was
swaying between the branches of a walout
tree. One of the stalks proving too strong
for her fingers, she rose on tip-tue, and,
taking the green wood between her teeth,
attempted to bite it. Jacques stood admir-
ing her dimpled arms and the pearly teeth
which sparkled in the moonlight. “Vou
will cut your lips,” he said in tones so
gentle and almost tender that they formed a
striking contrast to his useally stern manner.
Antoinette stopped in surprise. Their eyes
met for the first time, and Jacques expe-
rienced a new and strange emotion.

‘When she had wearied of gathering flowers
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they descended into the hollow: this was
the longer road, but Jacques made no obser-
vation. Soon they were on the banks of
the little lake, which glittered with fairy-like
splendour in its framework of whispering
rushes. With a rapid movement of her
head Antcinette dropped her hood and
threw her Jurnous from her shoulders.
“How Deautiful ’ she exclaimed enthusi-
astically.
passionately ! 7

“Perhaps you have an Undine as god-'

mother,” said Jacques laughingly.

She smiled, but pouted as she replied,
“Evonyme says I am one myself because
T have green eyes.”

 Green!” exclaimed Jacques. “I thought
they were blue.”

“That is because you have never seen
them properly. Look,” she added thought-
lessly, raiSing towards Jacques her beautiful
face irradiated by the moonlight.

Jacques was fast losing his self-possession.
* Do you know,” he said in slightly tremu-
lous accents, “ that the Undines have rather
a bad reputation? They are said to prove
fatal to those who love them.”

“Nonsense,” said Antoinette, approaching
a little nearer to the margin of the pond;
¢ that is because their lovers do not love
them fondly and truly enough. In order to
love enongh one must love too much. Well,
while we are in my kingdom I will pluck
some flowers to complete my bouquet.”

A few yards from the slope was a little
island covered with willows and -connected
with the road by a slender foot-bridge, just
below which a bed of waterlilies waved
their graceful heads. Antoinette stepped
on the plank, as if to pluck them.

“Don’t do that,” cried Jacques; “the
plank is unsafe and the pond is deep.”

“ I am not afraid of water,” answered the
girl, trying the plank with her foot, and
causing it to bend.

“You have been placed in my charge,
and you shall not be guilty of such impru-

dence,"” said Jacques sternly, and as she did
not appear to be listening, he continued:
“ Do not take another step—1I forbid it.”
““Oh, you do!” she retorted defiantly.
In another instant che was in the centre
of the plank, and, kneeling down, dipped
one of her arms into the water. Jacques
followed her; his knowledge of existing

fdanger, and the stubbornness of the giddy
#I love the water; I love it

girl, had provoked him exceedingly. He
seized her arms angrily and raised her
abruptly. Unfortunately their double weight
yroved too great for the frail plank, which
bent like a reed ; a dull cracking was heard,
and ‘fmtoinette uttered a cry of alarm as she
felt her feet getting wet. Jacques strained
her to his breast with half-savage violence,
and with a single bound reached the shore.

The girl's surprise and terror had been so
intense that for a moment she lay motionless
in the forester’s arms, and while her charm-
ing Lead rested on his shoulder the young
man had time to admire her eyes, softly
shaded by long curling lashes, and to notice
the pretty pink, shell-like ear, which was just
visible among her dishevelled hair. A sort
of magnetic attraction caused “m to incline
his head towards that of Antoinette, but just
at that moment she trembled violently and
opened her eyes; quickly disengaging her-
s f from his arms she blushed violently,
then burst into a fit of laughter.

Jacques, who had regained his composure,

| felt nettled by her mirth, and said rather

crossly: “ That was nothing to laugh at.
The pond is so full of slime and water-
weeds that it would have been impossible
to swim, and we might both have been
compelled to remain in it.”

Antoinette had seated herself on the
trunk of a tree and was shaking her dripping
cloak. “Well,” she said, “I would have
taken you into my kingdom, where my
sisters the water nymphs dwell, and sing
while they comb their green hair with golden
combs. Is not that how the lecends
end?”
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“Your feet aré wet,” replied Jacques im-
patiently ; “ You had better walk on.”

She rose with a pout, and they were soon
on the road once more. After taking a few
humried steps they saw a little woman ad-
vancing rapidly towards them. ¢ Good
heavens!” exclaimed Antoinette, “is not
that Céline?” So soon as they were within
earshot the latter exclaimed, “Is that you,
little one? I have been crazy with anxiety

about you. Theidea of your father leaving
you alone in that crowd! It is just like
him.” :

She seized the girl’s arm, threw a heavy
shawl about her shoulders, and_at the same

time overpowered jacques Duhoux with
thanks. At the entrance to the borough
the garde général bade Mlle. de Lisle fare-
well.

“Au revoir !” said she gaily. Then
offering him the flowers she had rescued
from the pond, and which she had preserved
carefully, she added, “ Take my water lilies.
I think you deserve them.”

When Jacques Duhoux was alone he
gazed thoughtfully at the wet blossoms,
“It was high time the servant arrived,”
thought he, “for I was on the point of
making a fool of myself.”

(20 be continued.)

SONNET.

UTSIDE the limits of a town there lay
'The people’s spacious city of the dead
In more than usual peace ; for now was shed

Q’er it the soft white snow.

I saw the way

Which led thereto—just as I passed the gate—

Beaten and hard, though it had snowed of late,
And left but comfortless the paths of every day.
Awal’ning thought ! the way that leads from life

Is beaten thus! trodden incessant by the feet

Of viewless souls, which haste to meet,
Alike through nature’s elemental strife

And war of good and evil, their just doom.

Dread way! So lone, so crowded ! Thou hast room
For all ; and saints with blessings find thee rife!

Jan., 1873.

Joux~ Carry, B.D.
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JOHN STUART MILL.

BY NICHOLAS FLOOD DAVIN.

N the ninth of last month, within sight

of Laura’s tomb, in the ancient city

of the Popes, whither he had gone to watch
and tend, during the pregnant hours when
the force of spring makes violets of the
sacred dust below, the gardened grave of his
beloved wife, John Stuart Mill, economist,
metaphysician, sociologist, statesman, passed
into that world which was to him, more per-
haps than to most men, a land of shadows.
His death was to some extent a surprise.
For, though delicate, and approaching the
allotted limit of human life, there was no
perceptible decay of energy. It seemed
only yesterday that he was presiding over a
mass meeting in London, advocating with
his usual force the rights of the nation to
the unearned increment of rent, and men had
not ceased speaking of the schclarly paper
on Grote’s Aristotle in the Fprinightly for
January. In the opening sentences of that
essay, gazing down on the unfinished but far
from fragmentary work of the historian, he
mourns the shortness of human life. The
circumstances which inspired that sigh hap-
pily do not repeat themselves in Mr. Mill’s
case. His work was done. On all the sub-
jects which interested his original and capa-
cious mind we have his matured opinions.
An intellect so piercing in itsfaculty of
analysis, and so richly stored with matenals
for forming just opinions respecting new
problems, cannot but leave a great gap
behind it. But happily, thanks to the art
by which human speech and thought can be
preserved for ages after the eager brain that
struck’ therma forth has become the clod of
the valley, we know, and our remotest pos-

terity will know, all he had to teach. A
great intellectual sun has been extinguished,
but our atmosphere is still, and will long
remain, ablaze with his light.

Thirty years ago Mr. Mill published his
first great work. Prior to that time he aided
in the foundation of a powerful organ of
opinion, and ir its pages and elsewhere
advocated views which he afterwards gave
to the world under the influence of a name
that had become a power, and strengthened
and finished by protracted reflection. Thirty
years ago the ballot, which has now passed
into law, was the crotchet of a feeble mem-
ber of the House of Commons. Thirty
years ago Mr. Carlyle’s influence and the
demoralizing worship of mere force—that
influence and that worship which have re-
spectively dwindled into admiration for wit,
and collapsed into a desecrated shrine and
a prone dethroned idol,—were asserting
themselves over the rising generation of
intellectnal men. Thirty years ago the
Woman’s Right question, which has come
to the front, and which gives us an annual
debate in Parliament on the expediency of
giving women the franchise, scarcely existed,
and when heard of was greeted with derision.
Thirty years ago only a few men here and
there meditated on the problem of elevating
the intelligence and standard of comfort of
the lower classes, which is the problem of
limiting population. Now a large and influ-
ential organisation exists in London for pro-
pagating opinions on a subject the difficul-
ties of which could not awe the mind of
Mr. Mill. Thirty years ago Parliamentary
Reform was regarded by the great majority
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of Englishmen of education from the “ Rest
and be Thankful ” standpoint. Thirty years
ago the knowledge of Political Economy was
confined to the learned ; it is widely diffused
at this hour. Thirty years ago Sir William
Hamilton commenced to build up a meta-
physical system on the ruins of that of Brown,
and some men thought that at last, on a sub-
ject which can never be mastered, one might
repose in something ultimate. That struc-
ture has been shattered by the merciless
artillery of Mr. Mill. During those thirty
years the human mind has advanced with
extraordinary rapidity, and social questions
have ripened in a manner altogether unpre-
cedented. There is some sign of a freer and
more tolerant spirit obtaining a hold on the
world. A great system of national educa-
tion is at work in England. We in
Canada had anticipated this for ourselves.
In producing all the changes which have
already taken place ; in causing impending
changes to assume their present imminence;
in antidoting the energetic virus of enthu-
siasm for strength, regardless of the princi-
ples which guided it ; in the great sum of
forces which go to make up human progress
for more than a quarter of a century, Mr.
Mill has been an originating and directing
spirit.

Educated at home by his father, Mr.
James Mill, the historian of British India,
and himself a philosopher -of high preten-
sions, whose fame has been overshadowed
by that of the delicate intelligent boy on the
education of whom he bestowed so much
pains, John Stuart Mill, when only in his
seventeenth year, was sent into the office of
the East India Company as a clerk. He
put on the harness of the world when most
lads are commencing their studies. Yet on
the foundation laid by his father he made
time, during the hours unclaimed by busi-
ness, not only to superstruct a rare and
splendid scholarship, but to speculate fruit-
fully on every question of his day. His
career shows how much may be done by a

man, whatever his occupation, who forms a
life-plan early, and pursues it undeviatingly.
We are, most of us, the waifs of circum-
stance. The half of life is gone ; youth
is a memory ; glorious energies have been
trifled away; sad anticipations of sunset
obliterate the image of dawn with its bedew-
ing sense of freshness and power, when we
devise our schemes of conduct, if we devise
them then. But Mr. Mill, from the first,
knew himself, and knew the ways before
him. He chose his path, and never faltered
in the noble line he set himself to walk.

He rose steadily in the office of the East
India Company. In 1856 he succeeded
to the post which his father had held, as
Examiner of Indian Correspondence in the
East India House. On the transfer of the
administration from the Company to Her
Majesty’s Government in 1858, he retired,
and declined an offer made to him by the
present Lo:d Derby, of a seat in the ndian
Council. He married the widow of a Lon-
don merchant, Harriet Taylor, who had one
daughter by her previous marriage. By Mr.
Mill she had no offspring. From the mo-
ment of their union she devoted herself to
the cultivation of literature and the study of
philosophy with as much zeal as her hus-
band; to all invitations they returned for
answer that they had formed their plan of
life, and did not mean to go into society.
She seems to have exercised as great an
influence over the mind of Mill as the
beautiful daughter of Michelis did over that
of Schelling. In the dedication of his essay
“On Liberty” to her memory, he tells us
that, like all he had written for many years,
it belonged as much to her as to himself.
« But,” he adds, “the work as it stands has
had, in & very insufficient degree, the ines-
timable advantage of her revision; some of
the most important portions having been
reserved for a more careful re-examination,
which they are now never destined to
receive.” There is doubtless in this language
some of the exaggeration of a lover. But
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when we recall the many authentic instapces
in which women seem to have breathed a
new power into the mind of genius, inspiring
confidence where there has been timidity,
calling into joyful and creative activity all
the energies of the soul, ennobling ambition,
and by the magic of their love filling all the
ways of life with rapturous bursts of melody,
we shall probably conclude that in those
few sentences which seem to wed Romance
and Philosophy, we have an account of one
of the most fruitful streams of power which
fertilized and bore forward his thoughts.
We certainly have here an explanation of
Mr. Mill's passionate championship of wo-
men’s claim to ali the privileges of men.

In 1827 he edited the Rationale of Judicial
Evidence, in 5 vols, from the MSS. of
Jeremy Bentham. He and some friends
formed a little circle, in which philosophic
questions were discussed with exhaustive
thoroughness. Later on he was joint editor,
and subsequently editor and proprietor, of
the London and Westminster Review, and
was looked on as the rising hope of the
Benthamite School. He was known to
studious and literary men as a thinker of
great promise. But even his friends were
notaware of the full magnitude of his powers
until, in 1843, he sprang full panoplied
into the arena of literature and ‘philosophy,
an unknown knight, but strong against all
comers. His “System of Logic,” justly
pronounced the greatest philosophic effort
since Locke’s Essay, at once informed the
reviewers that a giant was among them, and
generous critics gave vent to the joy of an
intellect dilating with renewed power at the
mighty touch of a great original mind, in
words which showed appreciation of the
fact that Mr. Mill reflected honour on an
age half redeemed from superficiality by his
existence, and was destined to influence it
until a philosophic spirit should be the most
distinguishing characteristic of the students
of the near future. This work cannot be
read intelligently without leaving the im-

pression that another knot has been added
to the bamboo cane of life, registering a new
epqch in the mind’s history.

The book, as Mr. Mill stated in the preface
to the first edition, made no pretence of
giving the world a new theory of our intel-
lectual operations, and he grounded his
claim to the attention of his readers on
embodying and systematizing .he best ideas
which had been already promulgated or
conformed to by accurate thinkers. But
effectively to discharge the task he had set
himself required *a considerable amount of
original speculation,” and having stated that
he lays claim to no other originality than
this, Wwith equal manliness and modesty the
author launches one of the greatest books
of this century.

it would be impossible, within the limits
at our disposal, to even cursorily glance at
the variety of topics which he discussed.
But we may say that though induction
occupied the most prominent place in the
treatise, the syllogism was vindicated against
such writers as Dr. Campbell and Dugald
Stewart. Its defence was taken up where
Archbishop Whately left it by no means
impregnable, and its true nature explained *
with a penetrating clearness which showed
that even the acute mind of Whately had
not got beneath the crust. The Archbishop
had contended that syllogizing, or reasoning
from generals fo particulars, was not a
peculiar mode of reasoning, but the philo-
sophical analysis of the mode in which all
men reason, and must do so if they reason
at all. Mr. Mill held, on the other hand,
that “ not only may we reason from particu-
lars to particulars without passing through
generals, but we perpetually do so reason ;”
general propositions being merely registers of
inferences already made, and short formule
for making more. “ The major premiss of
a syllogism consequently is a formula of
this description ; and the conclusion is not
an inference drawn f7ox the formula, but an
inference drawn according to the formula :

!
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the 'real logical antecedent, or premisses,
being the particular facts from which the
general proposition was collected by induc-
tion.” ‘Thus in the syllogism—

All men are mortal ;

Sir John A. Macdonald is a man ;

Therefore

Sir John A. Macdonald is mortal ;

. the major premiss “all men are mortal” is

a generalized inference from numbers of
individual cases of mortality, and the infer-
ence of the mortality of the present Prime
Minister of Canada is not concluded from
the proposition *all men are mortal,” but
from the particular instances which led us to
register this truth. Thus we are delivered
from the dilemma in which we had been
placed by those who contended that we can
only reason by a process which is acknow-
ledged to be a petitio principii. Reasoning
may always be exhibited in the syllogistic
form, and yet may conduct us to a new
truth. The reader will see from these brief
remarks that, unlike Whately, who repre-
sented induction, so far as it is an act of
ratiocination, as resolvable into deductive
and syllogistic reasoning, Mr. Mill reduced
the syllogism and deduction of all kinds,
under the head of induction.

On this last subject he, in defiance of the
dicta of Whately and Lord Macaulay, devised
a system and brought it into “ scientific
form,” a thing pronounced by the two emi-
nent writers named an impossibility. His
metaphysical views, afterwards elaborated in
his “ Examination of Sir William Hamilton’s
Philosophy,” came out by the way, and thus
we see that from the first he placed the
science of ontology beyond the reach of the
human faculties, while he traces, with more
force and ingenuity than Brown possessed,
causality to experience.

In the following year appeared * Essays
on some Unsettled Questions of Political
Economy,” all of which were reproduced
in an after work with the exception of the
fifth essay “On the Definition of Political

‘Economy and the method of investigation
proper to it.”

Sir James Steuart, Quesnay, and Adam
Smith treated Political Economy not as a
science but as an art. Mr. Mill condemned
this method, and instead of the well-known
definitions, which certainly were open to
objection as confounding the distinct though
closely connected ideas of science and art,
he defined Political Economy to be “the
science which treats of the production and
distribution of wealth so far as they depend
on the laws of human nature.” Four years
after this he gave the world his “Principles
of Political Economy.” But instead of act-
ing on his previously expressed opinions he
wrote of Political Economy as a positive
art, his views of it however as a science
being interwoven with his precepts.

In this, as in all his writings, he decides
many questions without raising them, a cir-
cumstance which has given rise to some ad-
verse criticism. But it will generally be found
that such questions depend on others which
are elaborately discussed and settled. Time
and space and human patience all alikemade
this method advisable.

In the second and last books of the five
which make up this great work, we are intro-
duced to those questions in sociology and
politics to which he afterwards devoted sepa-
rate treatises. The position of the agricul-
tural labourer in England twenty years ago
filled him with alarm, and the remedies he
proposed for the indigence of the rural popu-
lations have an interest for us apart from
the fact that they were his opinions. Laying
down the rule that the only thing which
could succeed in keeping wages above the
starvation level, prevent overcrowding, and
all the moral and material evils of poverty,
was to check the increase of population, he
dismissed remedies then popular, such as
public works, allowances and allotments,
with merited contempt. He proposed that
the Government should inaugurate a great
national scheme of colonization, and that
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all common lands hereafter brought into
cultivation should be deyoted to raising a
class of small proprietors. The necessity
of a national measure of colonization was no
longer as great when the cheapening of the
means of transport led to spontaneous emi-
gration. But the principle continued to have
to the last Mr. Mill's approval.

The chapters in which the proper limit to
the functions of government are discussed,
are some of the most original in the book,
and contain the germs of the Essays on
“ Liberty” and on “ Representative Govern-
ment.”

He exempts from the interference of gov-
ernment all that part of human conduct
which concerns only the life, whether inward
or outward, of the individual, and does not
affect the interests of others, and “even in
those portions of conduct which do affect
the interests of others, the onus of making
out a case always lies upon the defenders of
legal prohibitions.” These views are sup-
ported with great force of argument in more
than one of Mr. Mill’s bc~ks. He was
strongly of opinion that liberty was almost
as much imperilled in free countries from the
majority as ever it was beneath the rule of
a tyrant or an oligarchy.

“ Experience,” he says * proves tha! the
depositories of power, who are mere dele-
gates of the people, that is of a majority,
are quite as ready (when they think they
can count on popular support) as any organs
of oligarchy, to assume arbitrary power, and

,encroach unduly on the liberties of private
life. The public collectively is abundantly
ready to impose, not only its generally nar-
row views of its interests, but-its abstract
opinions, and even its tastes, as laws binding
on individuals, And our present civilization
tends so strongly to make the power of per-
sons acting in masses the only substantial
power in society, that there never was more
necessity for surrounding individualindepen-
dence of thought, speech and conduct, with
the most powerful defences, in order to main-

tain that originality of mind and individuality
of character which are the only source of
any real progress, and of mostof the qualities
which make the human race ihuch superior
to any herd of animals.”

It is unnecessary to say that Mr. Mill
would not approve of legislation to protect
drunkards from their vicious craving for
drink, and would regard the remedy as
fraught with more evils than the disease.

To the general rule of non-interference he
admits a few exceptions, where the interest
and judgment of the consumer are not a
sufficient security for the goodness of the
commodity. Thus the State should supply
the people with education. The next excep-
tion embraces a class of cases where there
is no person in the situation of a consumer,
and the person to be protected is to be pro-
tected from himself. Interference in these
cases must be justified by special circum-
stances such as those in which lunatics, in-
fants, and idiots are placed, and even women
according to much modern legislation,
which of course receives Mr. Mill's strong
disapprobation :

¢ The practical maxim of leaving contracts
free is not applicable without great limita-
tions in case of engagements in perpetuity ;
and the law should be extremely jealous of
such engagements ; should refuse to sanction
them when the obligations they impose are
such as the contracting party cannot be a
competent judge of : if it ever does sanction
them it should take every possible security
for their being contracted with foresightand
deliberation ; and, in compensation for not
permitting the parties themselves to revoke
their engagements, should grant them a re-
lease from it on a sufficient case being made
‘out before an impartial authority.”

Even if we had not had this explained by
subsequent publications, it would be clear
that Mr. Mill was desirous of facilitating
divorce. On this and one or two other
social questions we doubt if he saw the mag-
nitude of the difficulties in the way of his
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theory. In those parts of the world where
divorce is obtainable on the ground of
incompatibility, the domestic state is not
attractive. Neither the man nor woman is
taken out of the matrimonial market, and
life becomes a mass of intrigue. People
should not marry without careful and pro-
tracted deliberation, but when they do they
ought to take each other for “ better and
for worse.”

The remaining exceptions are those in
which the magnitude of the work to be done
makes individual agency impracticable, as
in the case of railways and gas works ; where
the law is required to give effect to the judg-
ment of individuals, as in the instance of the
observance of Sunday as a day of rest; the
Poor Laws ; Colonization ; important un-
dertakings, such as voyages of discov-
ery, in which no individual is specially in-
terested.

Since 1848 Mr. Mill's masterly chapters
on government have been studied by all
thoughtful politicians, and have guided the
speculations of students and professors. The
consequence is the clear grasp of the real
functions of government that we find abroad
among the people. Mr. Mill taught the
. journalists,and these have taught the masses.
The chapters on production, on wages, and
on codperation have p-ecipitated the codpe-
Tative movement, given the artisans lessons
which have duly borne fruit, amongst other
things in dragging Mr. Mill himself into
public life, and which are at this moment
preparing the way for legislation of a very
sweeping character. The “woman question”
received an impetus from his authority which
has not yet spent its force, and the annual
_Amazonian debate in the House of Com-
mons is distinctly traceable to Mr. Mill’s
teaching, as effect to cause. His “ Thoughts
on Parliamentary Reform,” in 1859, became
a text-book with liberal politicians. The
influence of his essay “On Liberty,” and his

“ Representative Government ” was, chrono-
logically speaking, supplementary to that of

the chapters in the “ Principles of Political
Economy ” to which we have referred.

The “ Dissertations and Discussions, Poli-
tical, Philosophical, and Historical,” consist
of essays contributed chiefly to the Edsn-
burgh and Westminster Reviews. In these,
as we have indicated, he avowed himself an
adherent of the Experience Philosophy, and
explicitly lays down that the nature and laws
of things in themselves, or of the hidden
causes of phenomena, are radically inacces-
sible to the human faculties. He also avows
himself a Utilitarian, and expounds his view
of the science of history, which is that
of the Positivist school, all history being in
his opinion a progressive chain of causes
and effects, and the facts of each generation
the complex phenomena caused by those
of the generation preceding, and causing in
its turn those of the next in’ order. In some
of these essays we find the same rapturous
exaltation of woman which is characteristic
of Mr. Mill whenever he has to speak of the
other sex.

It is not necessary to dwell on *Repre-
sentative Government,” published in 1861,
or on “ Utilitarianism,” which appeared in
the following year. Nor would there be
space to eulogize his admirable exposition of
the Positivism of Comte. In 1865 he pub-
lished his ““Examination of Sir William Ham-
ilton’s Philosophy,” and at once took a place
in the foremost rank of metaphysicians. He
shattered many of Hamilton’s opinions,
whom he does not always, however, seem to
have understood. But his own airy siructure
of sensationalist idealism, in which there is”
neither external world nor a mind to grasp
it, will not bear a very rude onset.

In 1867 he delivered a masterly address
as Rector of St. Andrew’s University. In
the following year he published “ England
and Ireland,” and in 1869 his book “On
the Subjection of Women.” The tenor of
these publications will easily be gathered
from what has already been said. Mr Mill’s
generous estimate of the Irish people may
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however be given. He thought them of
all modern peoples most like the ancient
Greeks, and the more this estimate is ana-
lysed, the more truthful will it appear. The
wit, intellectual fineness, eloquence, exube-
rant joy in life, of the countrymen of De-
mosthenes and Aristophanes, are reproduced
in the countrymen of Sheridan and Sheil.

A general election took place in 1865,
and Mr. Mill was induced to leave his
scholarly seclusion and stand for West-
minster. He was away on the continent
during the early part of the contest. He
ran with Captain Grosvenor, and, if the truth
must be told, it was the Grosvenor interest
that secured his return. )

His first speech was in Committee on
the Cattle Diseases Bill, and well iilustrates
the kind of service he rendered in Parlia-
ment. It was proposed to compensate
those who had lost by the ravages of the
disease, and great pity was expressed for
the unfortunate farmers. Mr. Mill showed

_ that the class, as a class, would be com-
pensated in the ordinary course of things
by the increased price of meat consequent
on the diminished supply. Henceforth, on
every great subject he spoke, and spoke
with the weight that belongs rather to 2 man
of distinguished reputation in philosophy
and literature than as a powerful speaker.
His speech in favour of the Reform Bill was
one of the best in the debate ; and he, on a
subsequent occasion, when Mr. Disraeli was
passing his Household-Suffrage, moved an
amendment which would have given women
avote. Helwas defeated. Butit wasmainly
owing to him that three-cornered constitu-
encies disfigured the Bill. He continued
to the last fan advocate for Mr. Hare’s
doctrinaire contrivance for securing the
representation of minorities.

His success in the House was remarkable,
for his “bodily presence was weak,” and
save for its matter, his ‘“speech contempt-
ible” The present writer had abundant
opportunities of observing him during the

time he was in Parliament. His manner
was decidedly bad, diffident, hesitating,
He had a curious nervous twitching ot
mouth and eyes, which was very ludicrous
in its effect. His voice was weak and some-
what peaky. His body small and not com-
pact. He used to be more persistent in his
attendance than any oiher member in the
House, and slept a great part of the time.
He never walked deliberately in or out of
the House, but ran like a boy, with a queer
uneven trof. Whoever his tailor was must
have been as original as himself. When the
struggle for reform came on, he displayed
an eager excitability regarding all the move-
ments of the party, which the vulgar notion
of a ‘philosopher would not have led us to
expect. He never posed. No man had
less of the actor in him. Traits which at
a superficial glance seemed ridiculous, on
examination proved to be indicative of
greatness of mind. He became a popular
leader, and ever since 1865 he actively
identified himself with the cause of the
working man. It was a curious and sug-
gestive spectacle to see the frail figure on
a platform addressing a huge audience of
artizans and labourers, and to watch them
following his close reasoning, or fired by the
political passion in which his own slight
frame shook as a leaf in a storm.

His intellectual courage was remarkable.
No unpopularity of man or cause, no pro-
bability of misap;rchension could make him
hesitate to support what he deemed the side
of justice, however weak. He lost his seat
in 1868, in consequence of some of the
newspapers making garbled extracts from
his books, on the strength of which he was.
most illogically accused of atheism. Vet
this could not disturb his philosophical calm,
and he scorned to reply to such mean and
mercenary diatribes. The famous passage
in which he put his conception of the ab-
surdity of Mansell’s Metaphysics, in the
strangest possible way was tortured with all
the rancorous ingenuity of political partizan-~
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ship. He never hesitated to avow a change
of opinion, and after advocating the ballot
for the greater part of a lifetime, turned the
batteries of an all but resistless logic upon
what he had done, more than any other man,
to make a conviction and a creed.

One of the main causes of his influence
and popularity may easily escape attention,
as the iuhabitants of Italy do not dwell on
their clear atmosphere, which brings out
every delicate outline of tree or building.
Mr. Mill was master of a most lucid style.
Some persons affect to sneer at literary form ;
but John Milton was wiser when he ex-
pounded the importance of speaking and
writing a man’s tongue well. Those who
write slovenly think slovenly, and what is
true of slovenliness is most probably true of
obscurity. We know no prose work in the
language in which English can be found so
clear, so idiomatic, so forcible, so eloguent,
and yet so natural and unpretentious as in
the essay “On Liberty.” Agreat river, whose
broad expanse reflects the heavens and the
pendent woods, and whose pellucid depths
reveal every pebble, is what his clear, calm,
full, vigorous prose suggests to us.

Those who read only his philosophical
writings never suspected the existence of
certain_features of Mr. Mill's mind and
character. His appreciation of poetry was
singularly true, and his literary feeling was
of the finest order. He had wit, as many
an epigrammatic phrase attests. But he had

no humour, though his delight in hearing a
joke was intense. In the House of Com-
mons he used to laugh and cheer with all
the vigorous adandon of a boy at a penny
reading when Mr. Bright or Mr. Disraeli
put the position of an opponent in a ludi-
crous light.

He founded no school, and from many of
his opinions his most enthusiastic disciples
dissent. Mr. Fitzjames Stephen, who ac-
knowledges him as a master, has just written
a book in which the essay “On Liberty” and
Mr. Mill’s opinions regarding women are
attacked with great power, though in a spirit
that, from a philosophical point of view, can-
not be regarded as final. His object was
not to make followers, but thinkers. In his
estimate, the most important of all things is
the development of man. The words of
Wilhelm Von Humbolt, prefixed to his
essay “On Liberty,” might, with a slight
alteration, be written on the tomb where he
lies, in the old French city, alongside of the
wife whom he loved with a noble passion,
not less elevating than the original inspira-
tion he had drunk from her fervid sympathy
and quickening love. The grand leading
principle towards which everything he wrote

-converged, was the absolute and essential

importance of human development in its
richest diversity, and of this doctrine he was
not merely a preache:. vut a grand exem-
plification.
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NOTES ON THE SESSION.

T the general election of last summer has
, not produced all the results that were

expected of it by those who gave unlimited
credence to the too enthusiastic predictions
of the anti-ministerial organs, it has still
visibly altered the relations of parties, and
wrought no inconsiderable modification in
the character of the House of Commons.
The ministry, on every division, rolled up its
majority of from twenty-five to thirty or
over, but this, although sufficient for work-
ing purposes, is a marked falling off com-
pared with the majorities frequently obtained
last session. Then there is the disagreeable
and, we fear, somewhat ominous fact, that so
far as the Province of Ontario is concerned,
the majority is against the Government.
Confederation was sought, as all the world
knows, as a means of escape from the evils
and dangers which the utter incompatibility
of Upper Canadian and Lower Canadian
political sentiment had brought upon the
oid Province oy’ Canada. It offered to the
Western Province that which it had so long
been fruitlessly trying to obtain, représenta-
tion based upon population. With this great
reform conceded, it seemed as if that Pro-
vince could mnot possibly have anything
further to complain of ; and no doubt the
Reform party thought that, under the new
constitution, they would have little difficulty
in grasping the reins of power and enjoying
a long triumph over their old political ene-
mies. This blessed consummation has not,
however, atrived ; and it must by this time
be tolerably clear, even to those to whom
the truth is most unwelcome, that represen-
tation by population does not necessarily
mean the supremacy of the party that
acknowledges Mr. Mackenzie as its Parlia-
mentary leader. Under Confederation, just
as when Upper and Lower Canada formed

a Province by themselves, Sir John Mac-
donald is at the head of affairs, and the do-
minant party in Ontario is compelled to
satisfy itself with the comparatively humble
role of loyal Opposition.

This state of things is not satisfactory, for
there is no knowing to what it may lead ;
no knowing how much of ill-feeling and irri-
tation it may produce throughout the coun-
try ; no knowing whether, under Confedera-
tion, government may hot be brought to the
same kind of cead-lock as existed in the
year 1864. One thing is tolerably certain,
that as party warfare is conducted just now,
there is very little chance of any favourable
change occurring. What is wanted is a
Government that shall be cordially sup-
ported in Ontario, and yet not inspire dis-
trust in the smaller Provinces; but so difficult
of fulfilment are these conditions that the
present Government may be said to have
forfeited its popularity in Ontario in the
very process of conciliating the smaller Pro-
vinces, and making them feel at home in
the Confederation.

There is little doubt that in the new
House party lines are much more strictly
drawn than they were in the old. A few of
the new members, especially among the
younger men, seem hardly to have quite
settled down into their places, or to have
leamed that degree of subordination to their
leaders which is looked for under the party
system ; ‘but upon the whole the voting has
been pretty ¢ straight,” and poor Sir George
Cartier, had he returned during the session,
would have found a very well-ordered
“camp” behind him, and—what would have
pleased him hardly less—one in front of him
equally well-ordered and somewhat rein-
forced both in numbers and ability since last
he had cast defiance at it across the floor of
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the Hivse At the same time, while party
organization has improved, party principles
are harder to find than ever. There is at
this moment scarcely any important question
of public policy on which the followers of Mr.

Mackenzie are prepared to act at all differ-
ently from those of Sir John Macdonald. The
fact is that, when any question that can be
called one of policy comes up, it is found
almost, if not quite, impossible to make a
party matter of it. We had two examples
of this during the late session. In the first
place the principle of the Ballot was accepted
by the Government and the House after a
somewhat desultory discussion which showed
that the principle had advocates and oppo-
nents on both sides. The second case to
which we refer was that of the Insolvent
Law, a matter of very grave importance, and
one on which members divided without any
reference whatever to party. All the impor-
tant party divisions of the session, with one
exception, turned upon matters of special
rather than of general interest. Such were
the divisions un the West Peterborough and
Toronto Centre election cases, on Mr.
Huntington’s motion for a Committee of
Enquiry ; on the resolution censuring Mr.
Anglin for his attack on the 107; on Mr.
Mackenzie's censure of the Government for
their conduct in relation to Section No. 5 of
the Intercolonial Railway, and his subsequent
motion condemning Mr. Gilbert Griffin for
taking too benevolent an interest in the vote
of the Postmaster of Allanburg. The excep-
tion to the general rule was Mr. Mills' mo-
tion for a re-constitution of the Senate ; onthis
question the Opposition seemed agreed, and
they may therefore claim to have acquired
one “plank ” towards the construction of a
¢ platform,” viz., the principle of an elective
Senate. If they value their * plank,” we
advise them to look sharply after it, for
according to- a very influential member of
the cabinet—Dr. Tupper—nothing is more
graceful, proper or virtuous, than for a gov-
ernment to appropriate the ideas of its

5

opponents, and work thewmn out in practice ;
so that, should the idea ‘of an elective
Senate, or a Senate appointed by the Local
Legislatures, gain any popular value, the
modern * Ulysses” will go for it just as
surely ds Ulysses of old went for the horses
of Rhesus.

The changes of personnel/ which the House
of Commons has undergone as the resuit of
the late election are somewhat singular.
Not one Opposition man of any importance
who had a seat in the old House is missing
from the new. On the Government side
quite a number of men of more or less Par-
liamentary weight and ability have either
not returned or not eex returned. Among
those who voluntarily retired we have Messrs.
Morris, Harrison, Irvine and Chauveau;
among those whose retirement was involun-
tary we reckon Messrs. McDougall, Shanly,
Jackson, Walsh and Sproat; while by the
death of Mr. Street, the Government has
lost one of its steadiest as well as most dis-
interested supporters, and one who, as a
great capitalist and a man of acknowledged
judgment in financial matters, occupied an
important position in the House. The aver-
age of ability on the Opposition side. is
higher than it was ; on the Government side
it is hard to say as yet whether there has
been gain or loss in this respect. On the
whole, we are inclined to think that Sir John
A. Macdonald will be found to have held
his own, for if he has had to part with some
serviceable friends he has gained others who
promise him a hardly less valuable support.

We propose to say a few words with re-
gard to the more important members who
have dropped out of the House of Com-
mons, and also upon: those whose accession
to that body has ex-ited somé degree of
public interest.

First of all our attention is claimed by
that eminent man whose recent and unex-
pected death has given the whole country,
in a greater or less degree, a sense of loss
—almost of bereavement.
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Ever since he assumed office as Provin-
cial Secretary in Sir Allan McNab’s govern-
ment in 18535, Sir George Cartier has been
one of the most prominent figures in the
political life of Canada ; and not only one of
the most prominent, but, it must be con-
fessed, one of the most popular. We may
not altogether admire the political ideal
which his public course, from that day to
this, may be said to illustrate: we can con-
ceive of sorething far higher than that care-
less administration of patronage for party
purposes which was with him a favourite
political weapon ; but at the same time it
is impossible not to join in the tribute
which so many, foes as well as friends,
have had to pay to his indomitable energy
and courage, his genial spirits, and his
straightforward, uncompromising way of
dealing with men and measures. Two
men of more different mould than Sir
John A. Macdonald and Sir George E. Car-
tier could scarcely have bezn brought toge-
ther; and that they should have worked
together so harmoniously and successfully
for so long a period, is surely a wonderful
example of the attraction and blending of
opposites. They had, to be sure, in com-
mon, a certain galety of spirits and kindli-
ness of temper, the gaiety being more
strongly marked in Sir George, and the kind-
liness in Sir John ; but beyond this there
seemed absc'™tely no resemblance in their
characters. Sir John has a nervous, sensi-
tive organization, and altogether a wider
range both of ideas and feelings than his
late colleague. He sees both sides of every
question, and, just bécause he does so, he
cannot be so dogmatic or so confident as
men are whose minds move in narrower
grooves, and who easily satisfy themselves
with the first view of any subject, or the
view that happens to suit their own imme-
diate interest. If Sir John were not so con-
scious of the weak points in his own posi-
tion, he would probably both speak and act
with more decision. It must be confessed

that he has a natural tendency to move
in what physicists call “the line of least
resistance,” a line which may be illustrated
by almost any woodland path, winding
through the hollows, and turning aside from
time to time to avoid the obstucles with
which forest travel is besct,—here a fallen
tree, there a piece of marshy grounc¢, and
here again too dense a bit of brush. This
was notat all Sir George Cartier’s disposition ;
he was always for attaining his ends byrough-
and-ready methods, atiacking his enemiesin
front, and carrying their strongholds by as-
sault. Sir John does not care to irritate his
opponents unnecessarily, but his colleague'’s
instinct (not that he always acted upon it),
was to say and do precisely the things that
would be least agreeable to the gentlemen on
the other side, or at lcast that would serve
to show how little account he made of their
hostility.

Yet whatever fault there may have been
to-find with him in some respects, it re-
mains a fact that Sir George was a favourite
with the country at large. He was credited
with some tyrannical actions but no mean
ones, and people could not help admiring
his cheery temper and indomitable pluck.
Though very absolute in the exercise of
power, he was a2 man of the simplest and
most unaffected manners in private inter-
course. It was his custom here for a good
while to have little 7éunions at his own
house every Saturda; evening, to which
were invited not people of influence only,
but many who bhad no claim to be so
regarded ; and on these occasions the most
unrestrained enjoyment would prevail, the
host himself taking the lead in all kinds of
funand merriment, and displaying a wonder-
ful talent for amusing and being amused.

_ That there was in his character much of
good and little of evil, is proved not only by
the influence he exercised in life, but by
the feelings with which those who were
most pointedly opposed to him in politics
find themselves thinking of him now that h
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isgone. Who is.there throughout the length
and breadth of the land at all acquainted
with our politics who has not a kind word
to say for “ Sir George,” a regret—not con-
ventional but sincere—to express? He was
high-handed ; yes, but he was high-minded
t00 ; and true—true not only to his friends
(though that was much), but true in all
engagements, and true to his own standard
of public duty. Small sins may not have
sat heavily upon him, but neither did great
labours or sacrifices, when they were required
for a cause that he loved or a principle in
which he believed. Take him all in all he
was a man Canada can ill afford to spare, a
man whose influence upon his fellow-coun-
trymen was altogether unique, and who used
that influence as far as possible for the good
of the whole Dominion. Leaning as he did
mainly upon the Province of Quebec for
support, he had in the first place to represent
the interests of that Province. But in the
widest sense the word has yet received, he
was a Canadian at heart ; and no man, pro-
bably, in this country, has better deserved
than he the noble name of patriot.

To the party with which he was associated
the death of Sir George Cartier is an event
of the greatest moment. His absence from
the House during the late Session was a
manifest source of weakness to them, and
the question who is to supply his place is
one far more often asked than answered.

A notable blank has been left in the
House by the voluntary retirement of Sir
A. T. Galt, 2 man who for breadth of politi-
cal view, and for the power of enforcing his
opinions by lucid and vigorous argumenta-
tion, has had very few superiors in Canadian
Parliamentary history. Some allowance
must perhaps be made for the partiality
naturally resulting from old association and
friendship, but it was, no doubt, a sincere
opinion that Sir George Cartier expressed
in the Session of 1871, when he said that,
having. heard budget speeches both from
- Mr. Gladstone and Sir Alexander Galt, he

decidedly preferred those of the Canadian
minister.  After the retirement of Sir Alex-
ander from the Government, the function
he fulfilled as a private member of the
House was a most valuable one. It was
given to him at times to express that true
and unprejudiced view which the partizans
on both sides had equally ignored, or per-
haps had been really unable to discover.
When a man has once surrendered himself
to a party, and thoroughly identified himself
with it in his endeavours to retain or to con-
quer power, things begin at once to present
themselves to his eyes with more or less of
distortion and false colouring ; the unreal
mixes itself up with the real to such an
extent that, with little or no conscious dis-
honesty, he can, as occasion requires, run
to almost any length in partiality, exaggera-
tion and hollow sentiment. No wonder the
contrast is striking between this state of
mind and that of a man who, having taken
an independent stand, is in a position to
utter his sincere convictions, and has, more-
over, some sincere convictions to utter. Sir
Alexander Galt, as everyone knows, was
never a very strong party man: he was
sufficiently in accord with the present leader
of the Government and Sir George Cartier,
to occupy the post of ¥inance Minister
under their successive administrations ; but
at all times he preserved a large measure of
independence in matters of political opinion.
As a political thinker, indeed, we are in-
clined to rank him very high. His position,
it must be allowed, has been favourable to
the exercise of broad and dispassionate
reflection upon the problems of politics ; for
while he has had to do with large interests,
he has never bad the wearying, exhausting
work tha devolves upon the leader of a
party under our present system, of looking
after the organization of the party, and
providing day by day ways and means for
its subsistence ; balaucing rival claims, com-
posing differences, soothing the intractable,
confirming the uncertain, and all- the while
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keeping an eye on the enemy without. A
man who has this to do may be excused if
he does not indulge in any unnecessary
theorising as to desirable constitutional
changes, but leaves that kind of thing to
those who have enough leisure and calm to
pursue such contemplations. Sir Alexander
Galt has sometimes been accused of being
too visionary, too fond of speculation ; but
it should be remembered that one of his
speculations was the very federal system
under which we are now living.

Another man of undoubted power, whom
we miss from the present Parliament, is Mr.
Wm. McDougall. Debate was Mr. Mc-
Dougall’s natural element, and, whether on
the stump or in his place in the House,
he was at all times a formidable man to
encounter. Demosthenes used to say of
Phocion, * Here comes the pruner of my
periods;” and many a fine speech has the
late member for North Lanark pruned in
his day ; probably many another is he des-
tined to prune. It must be very trying,
when one thinks he has produced a good
effect, to see a man getting up who has a
knack for taking the fine edge off everything,
and thinning out imposing arguments until
they seem to have nothing left in them worth
noticing. Yet this is really what, in many an
instance, Mr. McDougall has accomplished,
when he has followed some eloquent speaker
with hostile intent. He claimed to be above
all things a  practical politician,” and in
every speech his apparent aim was to place
the matter in hand in the simplest and most
comrmon-sense light ; to divest it of all the
perplexities and intricacies in which it had
been involved by the too laborious or too
fanciful reasonings of others; to brush-away
sophistries, dismiss sentimer:., and proceed
at once to the real elements of the ques-
tion. He had a very clear, practical head
of his own, and he possessed an almost
unrivalled knowledge of the details, as well
as the general principles of public business.
He always retained some of the habits

belonging to his original profession of the
press, amongst others that of continually
consulting the opinion of the country through
the press. To do this successfully a man
requires a certain experience of newspapers
and their ways, and this experience Mr.
McDougall p isessed. He knew what dis-
count to take off for the exaggerations and
falsifications of party spirit, and knew when
real opinions were taking shape and gathering
strength. In 1867 he saw that the country
would sustain him in remaining in Sir John
A. Macdonald’s cabinet ; and his quondam
friends are now disposed to give him
great credit for prescience in connection
with his celebrated statement that the
building of the Intercolonial Railway would
keep any Government in power for ten
years. No doubt they would be giad if the
prophecy failed of fulfilment by a few years,
but meantime it is a pleasant thing to be
able, on so high an authority as that of an
ex-minister, to assert that Sir John has been
kept in power by the patronage of the
Intercolonial.

No one who attended the debates during

the session of 1870 can fail to remember the

fierce personal encounters between the gen-
tleman jast named and the Hon. Mr. Howe.
Both are now removed from the scene of
their conflicts, but it is satisfactory to know
that while they yet met on the floor of the
House the old animosities were healed. The
retirement of Mr. Howe cannot be regarded
as an event of any great moment as regards
the position or strength of the Government.
For some time previously he had taken but
little part in the discussions of the House,
and his physical strength was manifestly un-
equal to the strain of any kind of hard work.
His present position is much better suited to
him in every way, and it is satisfactory to
think he occupies it with the general ap-
proval of the people of Nova Scotia. The
honourable gentleman’s career has been too
long and too eventful for anything like a
review of it to find place in these pages,

o ————— . e
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Unfortunately, that portion of it with which
people in this part of the Dominion are best
acquainted has won so little approval that it
is impossible to dwell upon it with satis-
faction. Rightly or wrongly, his opposition
to Confederation was regarded as animated
to a great extent by sheer wilfulness, or by
personal feelings that he should never have
allowed to sway him in a mat