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Our Short Stery.

HEAD OR HEART?

BY MAUDE L. RADFORD.
11 AW, O.o0h Paw?!  Man ah acomin’ up ther road.
Ieckon mout be that ar Canadian artis’ feller”,
I reckon itah. Go tell yer maw, Sal, en Il
go meet him ”,

Ho strode down the steep rond, a typical, strowy and
sturdy mountaineer, with the simple honest expression of
fica so usual with that class of men. The young man look-
ing up towards him, instinctively liked and trusted him,
before a word had been interchanged between them.

“Mr. Lyman, I reckon?” questioned the mountainecr,
extending » broad hand.  “ Glad to see you, suh ; haint you
tired §7

“Then you must L~ Mr. White with whom I am to
board?  Tired, indeed I am These Ragged mouutaing
wlich well deserve their name, are enough to weary a more
experienced climber than [ am”,

“Wall, yere's the house. Supper ah ready. Come
right in, suh ™. i

Frank Lyman paused and glinced at this mountain
howme with interest. It was a little house, perched on a
rising half way up to tie summit of onc of the highest of
the mountains, aml peeping duwn shyly at the rmgged ridges
and chunps beneath. A fit spob for a painter, Frank
thought, but he did not gaze much longer.  Even a great-
souled, naturve-loving artist L:rows hungry, and our friend
was no exception.

“ Mr. Lyman, sub, this ah Mis’ White, en Sal”, said
Mr. White, leading Frank in.

The young man looked at them with interest.  Mis,
White was an ashy, noudescript sort of woman, whose
beauty, if she had ever pessessed any, had been beaten oub
of her by forty-odd jems of life and hard work on this
mountain.

But Sallic-~looking at her with an artistic eye, Frank
deeided that she was a little treasure.  Small and slender,
with wonderful curly brown hair, and wide-open grey oyes,
cheeks as pink as the blossoms of her own mountain ivy,
and a dainty mouth which sent the painter into raptures.
The brown hand she tmidly extended to him was small,
and well-shaped, as were also her feet,

Al during the meal he took stolen glances at the girl
whom he made up his mind he would have as & model.
Now and then she caught one of his looks, and shook her
brown curls over her face with a shy as well as an unstudied
movemnent.

“Sal ah some bashful ”, langhed Mr. White, as they Tose
from the table, * but she'll git over it direc'ly.  Take seat
yere, Mr. Lyman. So you ah Canadian, suh ¥

“ Yes, and proud of the fact ”.

“Glad you haint a Yankee. I haint got no Jikin' fup
them ar.  Saw ‘nough of 'em durin’ the war ™,

« 0, Yankees are well enough. I live among them, and
they have always been very kind to me ™.

“You live in the Northern States .
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“Yes Stalo of New York "

“I'm. I don’t know much of Canada, but I reckon
"aint so overcrowded but what it could hold you. If1
could git anywhars else on the Lord’s airth, I'd go thar afore
P’d live with Yankees ”.

* Well, Mr. White, I'll tell you exactly why Tdon't live in
my own country. A man in my line can’t make a reputa.
tion in Canada, to our shame be it sajd, for it must certainly
be our own fault that it is so. Iveryone who wants to
succeed in arb or literature comes to the States. Look at
Margaret Mather.  She camo over and steadily rose in her
profession, until she is now one of the best actresses of the
day. If she had stayed in Canada all the time where wounld
she be now? And there is Grant Allen. He found hig
fame here in the United States. I don’t think Canada ever
produced a great painter. T hape to be one, but T knew I
would not succeed in my own country, and so I'left. No
one can love his native land better than I, but what cap I—
one man-—do? I hate to talk so of my dear home, but it is
simple truth .

It mout be, now, that the cold up thar freezes all thar
energies and int’lec’s 7, said Mr. White seriously.

“0h, no”, said Frank, trying to repress his laughter,
“Their intellects ave all vight.  They read the best of litera-
ture,—from the States, and mother England, of course. 1
don’t know why this state of things concerning art and
literature exists in Canada, for surely we Canadians can rivat
the Americans in those branches, as well as others.  Three-
fourths of our people never think of the matter.  Well, I
hope it will be different some day .

“ Thar no tellin’ ”, returned the other; it ah safe nov
to show surprise at nothin’. I haint, cver sence the war .

“ Philosophy among the mountains”, said Frank lightly,
“and by the way, what grand mountains they are. Do you
think T can get about here without losing my way 2"

“I reckon so. Sal will show you ’round some.
out doors half the time.  She jes’ Hves in the air.
are your things a-comin’?” N

“ The man said they would be here at sunrise to-morrow ™.

“Wall, Sal’ll be ready 'bout nine to-morrow mornin,
won’t you, Sal%” ’

“Yes, Paw”,

“1 hope, Miss Sallic”, said Frank, “that I will not
troubls you by accepting your father’s offer ™.

© (0, nc”, she replied, the mountain-ivy pink in her face
deepening ; I don’t mind a-going”.

“Thank you ”, he said smilingly, and she couldn’t help
drawing her chair up a little nearer to watch his face, as he
talked about his beloved Canada to her father, and »~xplained
that Canadians don’t exactly live in snow houses, that the
sun oceasionally shines upon us, and that our summer brings
as many flowers and birds as the same southern season. She
soked admiringly at his longish wavy hair, and wondered if
all-Canadians wore theirs that way. She thought how much

She ah
When

prettier his smile was than that of a certain Jim Woods, who
often visited them. She drow still closer, and even ventured
to ask a timid question or *+o, and listened with a face that
forgot to blush, and shake the curly hair around its pinkness.

And that night, instend of thinking of Jim Woolds, as
she us wlly did (for an cighteen-year-old girl, whether she is
a drawing-room belle, or a simple child of the mountains,
usuelly thinks of some man she knows, whom her imagina-
tion, more or less vivid, has glaritied to an Apollo), Sallie
turned her attention to this charming actist with the lovely
hair and teeth, und tried to imagine what the pictures, which
he had promised to show her, were like.  Perhaps, O, per-
haps he would paint her, she thought, and then reproached
herself for the fancy, sheking her curly hair over hor little
fuce, and so went to sleep with our fijend in her thoughts.
Well, Sallie was not the only.girl who dreamed of Frank
Lyman that night. And he? Alas for romanco!  at that
woment he was lamenting the fact of having just consumed
his last cigar. )

‘I'he.next morning Frank was roused at what he con-
sidered, an uncarthly hour aud, after breakfast, lounged
about until Sallie was ready.

“ Ah you a-goin’ to paint any this mornin’1” she ques-
tioned shyly. !

“ Perhaps I shall sketch some little bit which happens to
please me.  You see I am carrying my traps.  And you,
what are you going to do with these pails, if 1 may ask3?

“1'm a-goin’ to pick dewberries ",

“ You dow’t expect to fill both pails, do you?” heasked
as they walked alonyg

“Yes, indeed. Dewberries ah thick round yere, en 1
pick fast. I mout pick right smart more’n this, if I could
carry more . .

She had on a dark gingham dress, which was not nearly
down tu her bare feet, and a pink sunbonnet covered the
curly head.

“ Now, kin you walk fur?” she inquired. .

“ Wel), [ guess I'm good for as many miles as you can
tramp ", he laughed. '

T reckon you haint used to mountain walkin’ though ”,
she returned indignantly ; “when you want to rest, say so.
I'm a-goin’ to a berry patch fo’ mile away. The nearor ones
ah all picked out”.

“She walked on in vexed silence, and after a while he
ventured- she was such 2 little thing—to peep under the
sunbonnet.

“You are not angry, Miss Sallic”, he said, amiling
irresistibly.

“ No, indeed,” she laughed back, and the, walked on
amiably together.

* See that ar house down thar' ”, she sald, pointing to a
white speck far below them.

“T think so ™.

“ That’s whar the other Sal lives ™.
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“'Tho other Sal1” .

“Yes, iny half sister.  Paw ben mar'd twice, en they
named me Sal toa, becuz I was the livin’ image of the other
Sal when she war a baby.  We don’t faver now, though ”,
she said, togsing hov head, “cn Sal gh on’y twelve year
oldorn me.  Paw tol’ her you war a-comin', en she wants to
see you”.

“I hope to meet her ”.

“[ reckon you will, Mr. Lyman”, she said innocently.
“ [ wonder why you camwe yere 1”

“1t was by chance ”, he returned.  “I very often do
silly things, Miss Sallie, and a week or so ago [ did something
a little moroe idiotic than usual. T couldn’t decide where to
spend my vacation, so I took a map of the United States,
and spun a nickel on it, deciding to go where the coin
alighted. I half-hoped it would veer over into Maine, bub
. it didwt. Tt slipped down to Virginia, and vested on Alber-
marle County. I cumne, as you sce.  When [ started,
thought it was foolish, but since I have seen you, I don’t
regret.”

The wonds slifiped out before he thought, and he could
have pinched himself for having said them.  She was so
innocent, and could not be supposed to know that he uttered
Jjust such unmeaning compliments a dozen times a day to all
the women he knew.

The girl looked down shyly. What did he mean ?

¢ Because, Miss Sallie 7, he added in a congtrained voice,
«1 think you have a nice little face, and want to put you in
a picture ™.

She flushed with pleasure, yet felt only half satisfied.

“Put me in a picture ¥”  she cried, ¢ I haint worth it,
Mr. Lyman ”.

%0, yes, you are.  But I hardly know how to paint you.
If you were tall, now, I might make a Hamadryad of you,
but no, your face does not suit for that.  Could I make you
a uymph, or ?

« \Wher don't you paint me like myself 17 she questioned.

«RBy jove! I will! and call the picture *the child of
the mountains’. [ want to do a good deal of work this
swnmer.  Miss Sallie, I do hope it won't be very warm ™.

¢ Tho breezes ah cool " shesaid.  “ T rechon the heat
haint a-goin’ to stop you paintin’”,

« Miss Sullie, ara we not almost there 17

«1 gaid fo' mile. Ah you tired?” she said, smiling
wichedly, for they were going upward now, and it was rather
steep.

«Q, no", he returned indifferently, whiic his labored
breath helied his words, “ Lonly felt curious to know how
far we had gone ™.

She walked on more quickly than over, and he endeavored
to keep up with ner.  He determined not to be outdone by
a girl. : )

« 0, this view”, he panted, ‘is so grand.
Miss Sallie, and look at it & moment .

Let's stop,

“ You kin see it better if you come higher up ”, she said,
perceiving his extremely deop artitice.

He yiclded weakly, and struggled on.

“ Miss Sallie, I— I—" he began at last, and sunk
under a shady tree.

Sho threw her head back so far that the sunbonnet
slipped from her eurls, an 'l peal on peal of laughter came
from her pretty lips.

“Q" she gasved, forgetting she had only met her com-
panion yesterduy, O, Mr. Lyman, sh you the mun who
was good fur as many miles as I could tramp?  You look °
like you could walk fur as me, O—o0—o0".

He was vexed, but no one could withstand such bubbling
laughter. e joined in directly, amd confessed thak he was
beaten.

“Phese yere mountains ah ha'd to climb,” she said,
sitting. down beside him.  “ You sce, I ben used to ’em all
my life. Ah yonwarm? Give me your hat, en Pil fan you ”.

It was very pleasant to lounge on the grass, and look at
that pretty, unconscious fuce, Frank thought lazily. She
did not talk any, aud soon his eyes closed.

When he woke up, a nice little lunch lay beside him,
but Sallie was gone.  Ife did not work much, sketehed a
scene or so, decided on one or two bits he would paint, and
wondered where his companion was.

It was mid-afternoon when she appeared, a little flushed
and tired, but with two splendid pails of berries.

“I see you have not been enjuying dolce far niente,
Miss Sallie.”

“« 1 don’t know what dolcc far niente ah”, she said
wearily.

“\WVell, never mind ”, he said consolingly,  there are a
few things J don’t know ”.

“‘They ean’t be much you dow’t know ”, was her reply.
There was no envy in her tone, only genwne admiration.

He dropped his cyes, and felt that she had unconsciously
reproved him.

After & while they started homeward, Frank silent, and
Sallic a little grieved at his silence.  Hardly a word was
interchanged on the way.

Jim Woods came after supper, and when Salhe saw him
walking through the gate, she ran up-stairs to bed, cried
herself to sleep, and couldn’t think why she did suc]) a
foolish thing.

It was a sober little figure that walked beside Frank
next morning, for she felt that she hod offended him in some
way. But he chatted gayly, bringing the smiles back to her
face, and making her sit for the picture, which he laughingly
said, was to make him famous.

She felt so glad and light-hearted, that meeting Jim
Wouds on the way back, she smiled sweetly on him, and
fibbingly said she was sorry she had not scen him last night.

“If you go on like this,.Sallic *, said the artist,** [ shall
begin fo think you ave an April fuce. Sometimes jou

“
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frown, again you smile, then you laugh, and——well, no, I
haven't seen you ery, but I suppose yov do”.

“Lmout, en then, agin, I moutn’t”, she said shyly
“Tell me how you want my face, Mr. Lyman, en Ull try on
git it so. I want it painted right *.

“Put your heart in your eyes, little girl.  That’s the
safest plan, whether you are to be painted or not. Don’t
give it away, or wear it un your sleeve.  Let's go in”,

In the house they found the other Sal.  Frank lvoked
at her curiously.  She was a very much faded picture of
Sallie,—there was the curly hair, but grayish and rough, the
fresh complexion was deadened to Qull sallowish tints, and
the mouth was purple and chapped.

“ By jova!” excluimed Frank to bimself ", could littls
Sallie ever lock like that, and talk in such an car-splitting
squeak.  Thes mountain women must age rapidly, if they
are faded at thirty ”. )

A fortnight passed, and it was well into vhe third weck
of his stay, when Frank put the finishing touches to his
picture. The two sat in Sallic’s favorite spot, and the
painter was workiug rapidly, as he always did.

“Onoe moment, one moment, Sallie”, he said eagerly.
“‘I'here, even I must admire it.  Come and look, Sallie ™.

She gazed breathlessly over his shoulder.

The background of the picture was composed of great
trunks, and lower branches of the mountain trees, exquisite
in tint and coloring. In the foreground a little brook
tossed over stones, and posing herself on one of these was a
girl with white star-flowers in her curly hair, and her hands
full of the pure blossoms.  Her heart, her soul was in her
beautiful eyes, and a little smile parted the sweet lips. In
its simplicity consisted the beauty of this work. [t was
grand, and in after days it won for the painter much of the
fame he longed for.

“ Well, Sallie, how do you like it} ”

“0—, Lcaint tell how lovely itah, Mr. Lyman. Inever
war so pretty as that ah ”,

“Yes, you are. It's exactly like you, Sallie, my dear.
Tou are the prettiest girl I know. Il tell you what Pl do,
little one. . When [ go home, I'll make you a copy and
send it Lo you ”.

“When you—go home”, she repeated slowly. 1
haint thought yit of you a-goin’ home .

(Z0 be concluded in next number.)

. Erna Nonamxow.-~The Countess Ella Norraikow has, 8o far as
;ournalism i8 concerned, an unique record. Sho was born in
‘oronto, Canada, and when very young one story from her pen
was published. After this came marriage and travel over the
limits of the world. Finally, after the death of her husband,
caming to New York, she met ber present husband, an exiled
nobleman, was married to him, and decided to devote herself to
literary work, The countess has contributed to all the local
néwspapers, asavell as to the Delroit Free Press, Youth’s Companion,
and other publications. She is at present occupicd on a volume to
be called Russian Life ; the upper, middle and lower classcs, She
has also‘written of the police and spy system of Russia, and a briet
Higtory of Nibilisin —Fannic Aymar Mathewsin the Cosmopolitan.

Qur @ontributeps.

AT LAST.
In limiyic rst Luminen, est animam
DILEU, thou circling source of glory
That through my louely window shinos
Dappling my couch with splendours hoary !
Farewell, thou Day, that low declines;

Ang thou, sweet Eve,—.yo twilights tender,—
Ye friendly stars, 'mid falling dew,—

White maiden-queen, of softer splendour,
Regem, of midnight skies,—adicu ¢

Adieu, fair world ! thy face adorning,
These fulding eyes no more shallseo:

Once, lit thy purple pomps of morning
And throbbed thy flowery bieast for me.

Ye minstrel-winds, adien ! ye mountains,
With piny harps whereon ye play !

Ye cymbal-waves, and fluty foungains !
Others shall list the things yo say.

Yo friends who weop to see me lying
With mortal paleness on iny brow,
Rejoico ; for Love and Soyg, undying,
Have ﬁllcd)-l.ny years awd crown o now !

For sun and Mmoon aud stars of heaver,
Sunsets anA risings, ever new,

And windg and waves, have emblem given
Of glories I am going to.

And Sung is there—supreme, victorious !
And Love is there—divinely sweet !

And Beauty there shews ever glorious
The steppings of her radiant feet !

Yea, Truth and Life, fair angels, find me,
Wending up my appointed way ;

Frailty and fearI leave behind me s
Awake, my soul, for it is Day!

There sainted gouls and birds immortal
Swell of delight the mighty sum;
‘Thou warden bright, under the portal ?

. Is iva dream that I have come?

Farcwell, vain hopesI loved to cherish
- When hieart was high and thought was new !
Farewell, ye dreams that brightly perish !

Yo lingering loves, u fond adieu!

Artitor JonN Lockuawr.

CasavIANS AT Harvarp.--\Weo notice among the names of
Canadians at Harvard College, tho following : W.” A. Taylor, St.
John ; Benj. Raud, Cornwallis; \W. F. Gauong, St. Stephen; E.
W. Nicolson, Liverpool ; M. Chamberdain, St. John 3 T. L. Davis,
Oxford; J. A. and C. H. McIntyre, Springficld, (N. 3.); R. J.
Burkitt, Halifax ; E. R, Morse, Paradisc; S. St. (. and S. A. M.
Skinner, St. John; W, il Raymond, Hampton ; F. W. McLcoad,
Charlottetown; Bdward Fuiton, Lower Stewiacke; A. J. B.
Melligh, Charlottctown ; and Prof. Frank Faton, of Nova Scotin.
%e\*cra! of these are proféssurs in tho university.— British dmerican

itizen.
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SOME AMERICAN IDEAS ABOUT NOVA
SCOTIA.

———

have often heard it said that other peoplo know more
about you dnd your affairs than you do yourself,~—it

may be true; but it is certainly true in regard to our

friends ncross the line, whose idens of Nova Scotia ave, to say
tho least, a little strange.  If you mention her, they look at
you as if you had named somo outlandish place more
heathenixh than  Darkest Africa™, colder than Greenland,
and harder to get to than the North Pole.

Latély, while on a visit to their country, n few questions
asked, and conversatious indulged in, to guote the school
girls, “~truck mo comical ™.

When getting off the Flalifux at Boston, and waiting for
the word to move on, 1 heard a lady, presumably English by
her accent, say —* How fresh and healthy looking the young
women. from the provinces ave ; they scem to have so much
life and action, [ always like to watch them”.

Amumber of Halifax gitls were a little way ahead, and

. it'was ta thew she referred ; for they were fine looking

yvoung women. “ Yeas”, answered her Ameriean companion,
“s0 tl'lcy are.;;  but it does amuse me so to see the perfectly
at home way they move about, ordering officers and cubmen
around, as tho' they have been used to steamboats and such
things all their Jives,  Youknow Nova Scotia hasw’t muany
improvements yet ”. T heard no more, aud that was enough.

The Bay of IFundy scems to be Lheir greatest puzzle. I
was talking one evening, with a man, who 1 should have
supposed knew g little more of the country lying alongside
of his own.

T ghould not like”, he said, “to be on your beaches

when the tide is coming in .
4 Why 7’ 1 innocently asked.

“Why ! because the tide comes in with such a rugh, I've
heard that it would fill the whole river in ten minutes ”.

The river! in ten minutes! T could not help wishing I
had. the chance to put him on the embankment of the
Falmouth Dyke, and let him wait for the tide to come in so
as to be able to get either up or down the river.

But I explained it was not a tidal wave, and how long it
took to como in,

“Igthatso!  Well iow, I want to kncw what part of
Nova Scotia-P. E. Island in 307,

I began to wonder if I had forgotten the geography [
once nad learned. .

“ Have you a map of North America or an atlas$” I
asked. *I'm afraid I cannot explaifi very clearly, without
one”, Aftera little he proeured the latter; and I showed
him-where the Island was, and told him also semething about
it.

"7 *He was a “dealer in provisions”, and knew that P. E.

Tsland polatoes came from somowherc down east.
I also explained that Pictou coal did not come from
Annapolis County, that New Brunswick was not a vast

waste of forest and pasture, and the St. Lawrence was not
closed with ice nine montlis of the year.

But the most comicnl thing of all -was u young lady's
asking a friend of mine, what it was like * down east”, what
they did, ate, and looked like. My friend gave her a deserip-
tion, svhich showed she had thoroughly learncd ong chapter
of Calkin's Novd Scotia History ; for she told her about *he
wigwams, ecamp fives, peace-pipe, dress, mannors and customs
of the Indians, as he gives it.  * Of cowrse ”, she said, ¢ the
whites were a little more civilized, especially about Ilalifax,
where the English fort was situated ”.  And the young lady
took it all in good faith. )

A young man said to me soon after arriving, “You sce
those lights, Mrs. —— ; those are our electric lights, and
there is one of our clectric cars coming down Shawmut
Avenue. I suppose you have’nt got along so far into civili-
sation as that in Nova Scotia. I could.not help langhing.
“ Oh yes ”, [ replied, * in our little town of Windsor we have
had electric lights some time, and other places before us ™.,

_—~When T spoke of having a telephone in the house, he
“looked wild”, but promised to spend & summer in Evan-
geline’s land, before judging us further.

I happened to speak of getling a dress made last
January, and thle woman, opening her eyes widely, cried
« Why it is made like my winter dress!” then, “ Was it
made in Nova Scotin?” I was not so much said as implied
in that sentence.

Another asked me a question that was rather hard on.
some of our colleges,— Are thore any other colleges, save
Acadia, in Nova Scotia ; I never met anyone from there who
had been to any other. I informed her then, for the first
time she beheld one whose alma mater was Mt. Allison, and
to watch out, for there were a few others, also some from
Kings and Dathousie. )

To one who was talking against Nova Scotia, I said,
“Were you ever there, sir?” “Oh, no”, came the answer
quickly, *but I’'m prejudiced against it and Canada generally.”
As there is nothing so hard to convince as prejudice, I did
not try to; for ““aman convineed against his will, isof the
same opinion still . But a goodly part of all this is due to
Canadians themselves. I heard such numbers running down
their own country, that my blood used to boil ; of all
traitors these are the worst.  Bub most of it is laughable to
loyal Canadians, especially when they claim for their own
any one who has made & name. For instauce, ane -of
Canapa’s contributors, Avrchibald Lampman, is a Northern
States man, and Bliss Carmen, 2 New Yorker by birth.
It may be newsto them ; but as I said. before, others know
more about you than you do yourself.  {Sivoxie Zinva.

A CANADIAN AJax —Woldon, .of Albert, is about six feet.and
a half tall. He is émooth-shaven, and his hair is jron grey. He is
a mon of oxcellont ability and o good speaker.  Ho was complétely

conversant, with the subjects requiring consideration: in the tarift
discussion.

The old chieftain, Sir John Macdonald, called him tho
Ajax of tho party, and anyone who sces him will readily conclide
the appelation was most appropriate.—Colchester Sun.
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MY OWN CANADIAN HOME.

Y own Canadian Home I love ;
None other is so dear to me;
Her sons and daughters daily prove
Their heritage both rich and free ;
A Innd of freedom for the slave,
Of wealth and honour for the brave.

Let others boast of sunny skies,
Of lands of proud historic fame ;
Higher than these my own 1 prize,
Which peerless bears unsullied name ;
Proudly I claim her for my own,
Most worthy of imperinl throne.

Others may weave their chaplets rare,
The lily, shamvock, thistle, rose :

But mine shall be the maple fair,
The peer of each and all of those ;

Adorned in this she gramdly stands,

A guiding-star for other Innds.

Hur towering mountains bid us rise
‘To nol.le and heroic deeds ;

The fruitful land before us lics,
Abundant store for all our needs ;

Not. less than patriotic five

Should each Canudinn heart inspire.

Not one will yield his country’s right ;
Not one will flee hefore her foe !

With all the power of love and might,
Resist the wrong ! return the blow !

With all faithful firmly stand

“For God and Home and Native land ” ¢

My own Canadian home 1 love,

Home of the fair, the brave, the free;
Here choicest blezsings from above

Qur chillren’s heritage shall be ;
Their tiast, her fame, her high renown,
The brightest gem in Britain’s crown.

1saac Howie,

MONTCALM AND FRENCH CANADA.

TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH OF CHARLES DE BONNECHOSE
BY THE EDITOR.

(Continued from July number.)

N the southern shore of Lake Ontario, almost opposite
to fort Trontenac, which stood upon the northern
shore, the English, regardless of right, had built in

1727 a fort called Chouaguen or Oswego, which had given
them access to the great sheet of water from which flows
the St. Lawrence.  “ This post,” saysa memoir of the time,
* enabled the English to invade the commerce of the lukes
which till then the French had shared with no European
nation and which constituted tieir principal wealth. From
that point it was easy to divide the colony through the
centre and to arrest all communications with the posts
which diverged from it. All the upper country and the

whole of Touisinna found themselves completely izolated.
The savagoe tribes of these countries, among which France
had many and faithful friends, could no longer combine
with hew and Canada became an easy conquest.”

In the first council of war held after the svival of the
general, it was deeided to eapture this place ; and Montealm
was charged with the execution of the plan.

It was necessary first to elude the Earl of Loudon, the
English commander-in-chief, who had massed 12,000 men
upon the Hudson as Albany ; Chouaguen was to the west
of that town.  Montealm made a movement to the east, to
the camp of Carillon on lake Champlain, anil drew the
attention of all.the English forces to that point. The
cnemy misled, the general, stealing away, traverses more
than a hundred leagues to take command of 3,500 men,
troops of the line, Canadians and savages, which had been
assembled at fort Trontenae on lake Ontario.  The expedi-
tion crosses the luke, disembarks at the foot of Chouaguen
and the sicge commences. It was conducted with a swift-
ness, a good fortune, a vivacity unheard of.  The Inglish
commander absent, twenty pieces carried by hand and set in
battery, the garrison was summoned to surrender and But an
hour given to deliberate.  “The yelling of our savages”,
writes Montealm to his mother, “caused them to come to a
speedy decigsion.  They have surrendered as prisoners of war
to the number of 1,700, including eighty ofticers and two
regiments from Old England. I have taken from them five
standards, three military chests of silver, one hundred and
twenty-one picces of ordinance, including forty-five swivel:
guns, cnough provisions for 3,000 men for one year, six
armed and decked ships of from four to twenty guns.  And
as it was necessary in this expedition to use the greatest
diligenice to send the Canadians to gather i the harvests
and to reassemble the troops upon another frontier, between
the 15th and the 21st, I have demolished or burned their
three forts, and brought away artillery, ships, provisions
and prisoners”.

Before leaving the shore, by order of Montealm, a colmmn
was erected with the arms of Franee and this inscription :
Munibus date lilia plenis (Bring lilies with full hands).
Angust 21st the French fleet raised anchor and, saluting for
the last time the ephemeral monument of its vietory, it dis-
appeared in the offing: then in the unbounded solitude of
shore and waters, the noise of the waves upon the strand
alone disturbed the silence of the ruins of Chouaguen.

While to the chanting of the 2% Dewm they suspended
from the arches of the churches in Quebee, Montreal, and
Three-Rivers, the flags taken by Montealm, he himself
thought it was necessry to excuse himself for having con
quered, the enterprise was so rash,  “It is perhaps the first
time”, writes he to the minister, ““that with 3,000 men and
less artillery than the enemy, an attack has been made on
1,800 who could be promptly succoured by 2,000 more, and
could oppose our landing with a naval superiority on lake
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Ontario. The success has been beyond all expectations. | noise ! Such crowds ! Such jostling and hurry!  Ihadn’t

The conduct which [ have displayed in this affair, and the
dispositions I have taken, are so strongly opposed to the
ordinary rules that the holdness shown in this enterprise
will pass for temerity in Europe. At all events I have made
my retreat, saved tho army and the honowr of the nrms of
the king. And I implore you, my lord, to assure His
Majesty that if ever he shall wish, as T hope he may, to
employ me in his armies, I will conduct myself upon
ditferent, principles”.

Ab the same time he addresses to the marquise de
Montealm this lively note: “It is a pretty fine adventure,
my dearest ; I pray you to have a mass said for it in my
chapel ; I have quite a bit of the campaign ahead of me yet.
I must bo off to carry a reinforcement of troops to the
chevalier de Lévis at lake Saint-Sacrament, about cighty
lengrues from heve. I write only to you, to my mother, to
Chevert and to the three ministers, to no one else ; let my
credit make up for it, for I am wearied with work, May
my mother and you love me always, and may 1 rejoin you
all next yeart L embmes my gitls; none can love them
nore tenderly, my dearest”.

It was in this campaign of Chouaguen that Montealm
found himself, for the fist time, at the head of “our
savages” 5 the friendship which bound him to these strange
allics of king Louis XV was so curions it must be dwelt
upon-a Kttle,  Bub first we will ceast a rapid glance at the
earlier relations of the natives of Ameriea with the French,
and we shall tell how our fathers made themselves heloved
by a people brave and haughty whom they had known how
to conquer without humiliating them.

— —

@ur Goung Rolk’s Serial.

THE WHITE COTTAGE:

Or the Fortunes of a Boy-Emigrant in Canada.

BY MR8, 8, A CURZON.

DR ————

OI'F TO CANADA—Cuav. 3.

WILL not say anything more about leaving my friends,
than that on the day appointed my father took me to
the train in the inukeeper's cart, kindly lent for the

oceasion. Jim and Dick sat behind on my trunk, while

Will was between father and me, trying to keep up a con- i

versation.

I felt as though mother’s arms were still around my
neek, and her tearful cheek still touched mine, when T found
myself in the train amongst a crowd of people going to
London I should like .o have had a cry on the quiet, for
my heart ached, but I couldn’t let strangers see my grief,
and so by dint of shutting my teeth tightly and looking
through the window at things I didnt sce, I succeeded in
mastering myself, o

LEvery time the train stopped I wished it was London,
but we reached it at last ; and when I got out of the train
as everybody else did, I felt absolutely frightened. Such o

the Iast idea what to d(‘)‘, nor where to go for my trunk
and bag, so T stood still until many of the crowd were gone,

“Got any luggnge, my Iad 7 suid a quick man in a
velvoteen suit, and with a number on kis cap, that made me
think he had a right to ask.

“Yes, sir™; T replied.

“ Come and get it then, sharp ™.

I followed him to o ;reat truck where other men ere
lifting and throwing out luguage as fast as they counld.

“ Where for, and what name %’ asked my friend.

I told him ““’Thomas Jomes, Canada !” at which all the
men Jooked up ab me, but resumed their work instantly.

“Going to Canada by yourself I again enquired my
friend, eyeing me a good deal.

“Yes, sir”; I veplied.

“ Father and mother there 1 he enquired.

« No, sir, they live at Hazelowold, but if ' lucky they
may go some of these daya™ . .

“ Well, its u long journey for a youngster, but I sup-
pose you're steady, and in that case you'll he sure to get on.
Pve a brother there and he’s doing very well.  Where are
you going now ¥’

I drew out my purse and taking from it a card in such
haste that mouey came with it and fell on the floor, gave it
to the man.

“ Now my lad ", said he, as I picked up my money, * take
my advice and put your wmoney.in your side-pocket, keep
only a shilling or two loose in your waistcont pocket for
aceitental expenses, and dow'’t shew your purse more than
you can help.  I'm sure you o't afford to lose money, and
you'll want all you've got before you can carn any more ;
there’ll be beds, meals, and extra travelling to pay for before
you get settled, I dare say ; at any rate, we never know what
may happen. It’s too late to go to the office on this card
to-night ; where clse do you go ?”

The idea of my being too late to see the agent at once
had never entered our heads at home, and I was now terrified
to think that T had no home or friends to go to.

“ T don't know where to go”, I said; “the gentleman
has to take care of me to Liverpool ™.

“Well, I live on the ground here ”, said the man, “and
I'll give you a bed to-night if you like; being one of the
company’s scrvants is warrant enough for my honesty, I
suppose, but you must make up your mind quick, for the
6.50 11 be in directly .

“I’Il be glad to go with you, sic” ; I replied.

 Here, Bill, give us a lift with the box ”, shouted my
good friend to a man who was rubbing the brasses of an
engine. The man came, and I followed them carrying my
carpet bag, which was pretty heavy between odds and ends,
books and food. 4

I never forgot this lesson.  If the porter had not asked
me about my travels, I might have been lost in a strange
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city, have heen robbed of my woney, which I had thought
would travel with me all the way to my destination
untouched, ot nearly so, or have been led into evil hands,
which would not have let we go withowd a great deal of
trouble, and perhaps the loss of everything 1 possessed.
Since then I have always emleavoured to have an alternative,
We may lay excellent plans to he sure, bul we ean never
confidently count on carrying them out, and in suel an
event we ought to know what is the next hest thing
to do.

Again, 1 always take care Lo have money to help myself
with.  To go abont empty -handed is to hecome a dependany,
ou the charity of other people, and 1 have never seen the
charity that is willing to help him who ought to be able to
lielp himself ; it will searcely help the helpless, and asa
rule does so with great compunction, though ] have seen one
or two true examples of Cheistian charity ; but if you want
to lose the respeet, the esteem, the worship so to speak, of
your fellow ereatures, let them see you are penniless and
dependant.

I took care of my money and never spent a penny [
could help spending by any means, and vet when 1 reached
my destination in Canada T had not ten shillings left.

The porter's wife treated me very kindly, and gave me
a bed with her eldest little boy, but the dreadful noise of
the traing constantly going throngh the station, kept me
awake so long that I thought 1 should have no sleep that
night. At last 1 fell into a dream of being lost in a erowd
of engines, my box, which 1 was compelled to carry on my
back, bursting open with its stufling of shillings, which
rolled under the wheels so that T could not get them, my
poer mother at one of the windows I coulld see far above
me, weeping and wringing her hands on my account, until
my little sister Ewmwmy came flying towards me on shining
wings; and then 1 knew no more until a movement beside
me woke me up to lind myself in a strange bed, with strange
sounds in my ears, and a strange feeling at my heart,  After
breakfast the porter sent a enbman, who was a friend of his,
to take me to my destination, and in threc hours more 1
was again in the train on the way to Liverpool.

The gentleman in whose care I travelled was very good
to me, and left me in charge of a lodging house keeper, to-
~shom T was to lonk for bed and hoard until the ship started,
which would be next day but one. This person asked me
many questions as to my expectations in Canada, and seemed
pleased with my replies.  “The gieat folly of most
emigrants”, he said ¢ is in expecting too much ; tliey expect
they are going to live like gentlemen without much exertion,
and suppose that to become rich they haveonly to buy land,
You scen to be wise, my lad ; prosperity requires exactly the
same means and qualities for its attainment in Canada as in
England ; if you are honest, industrious and persevering, if
you are confent to learn the ways of the country, and have
a good judgment and a bit of education, you will get along.

Now come with me aud wo will buy your bedding and
other things ", :

I was much encouraged with these romarks, and went
with a light heart through whattappeaved to wme the dirtiest,
darkest, muddiess streets imnginable, until we reached o
shop dittier and darker still ; here my friend got me a
narrow, hard mattress, a peir of rough, grey blankets like
horse cloths, a pair of sheets of soft hut green looking
calico, and n rough, kpotted quilt, something like 1 had
slept under at home, but smelling horribly new ; then I was
furnished with a knife and fork and teaspoon, a tin plate,
mug and pot, and some other things L forgot now.

“These things will be sent to the ship’te your bevth™,
said my friend after 1 had  paid for them, and this
lessened my money nearly half.  * Now wo will go to the
ship and you van see something that will surprise you ”,

As we went along more muddy streets, where the
Inmbering noise of waggons and the smell of tar seemed
continual, [ saw the sealfolding of what 1 thought wmust
be remarkably high buildings, peeping over the tops of the
houses, 1 looked at them for some time, and at last as I
saw more of them the further T went, asked my companion
what they were builling. )

“ Where 1” he enguired, looking round.

T imlieated the high poles before us.

“Those ! why those are the ships ! ” he replied, laughing
heartily ; “don’t you see tlags flying from the masiz 7" There’s
the Yankee flag with the stars and stripes; youw'll pass
several shipsonyour way over earryingthe same. There's one
of the White Star Line ”, he continued, as he pointed to a
little flag with a white stav on it ¢ There'’s the Persia, one
of the Cunard Line, and the swiftest elipper on the Atiantic;
she made her last passage in little more than nine days; and
fnat’s the Hibernian of the Allan Line, by which line you
are going ™.

“Tg that the ship T am to go in1” T asked.

“ No, not that, yours is the American, but here weare”,
he replied, as we came in sight of what seemed to me a
whole village of masts and cordage.

“ Keep close to me ¥, saidd my companion, ““or you'll be
lost

I promised to do so, and he went straight to a ship that
lay at the wlge of what [ thought was a cross street, but he
called it a duck ; in following him I stumbled down a deep
step, under which, as I fell, I perceived the black water
gurgling and jostling, with a fear that made wmy heart jump.
Nobody noticed me, even if they saw me fall, and as I
regained my footing I found myself on a much bigger floor
than T expected.  Ac I walked about I was conscious of «
tendency te turn giddy now aund then, but I was glad to
find there was none of that bobbing up and ‘down, and
rolling from side to side, which I had alwnys thought was
the regular condition of ships in general. I looked sharply
about me, but found it hard. to separate things; probably
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this was becanse I was not used to such close crowding. 1
could not sce much water, but chips, ships in every direction ;
there were steamers snobing and groauing ; sailing ships
creaking and straining; little  wheeries and  big  boats
jumping up anl down like restless children waiting for
mother to come home from market ; and little, ugly, sootye
things, pulfing out steam and smoke enongh to il n city
with biacks and dirt.  These were the tugs, and though I
despised them T found that but for their services the large,
handsome steamers might stay in dock until they rotted.
1 thought also thut 1 was looking at sea water for the first
time in my life, but was told that it was the river only, the
viver Mersay, upon the muddy bank of which Liverpool is
built. ¥t seemed almest beyond my beliof that less than two
hutidred, years ago, all the lan! occupied by a vast and
splendid city, the name of which is famous wherever ships
travel to awd fio, used to be nothing but the muddy mouth
of u short river, a plice of marshes where jack o' lantern
danced, and of pools over which the river bird flew fearless,
but time and commerce do wonders.

I dild not know where people slept an board ship, but I
soon found out.  After speaking to several of the oflicers of
the ship, men with gold bands on their blue caps, my kind
guide ealled to me to go with him down the hatehway, a
kind of step-ladder that leads down into the lower parts of
the ship, passing several >f the many men employed in
lifting, canying or stowing lales and boxes, and in cleaning
the ship, we got into what scemed a great, dark room with
doors all ronnd it, and the ominous word “ hospital * on one
of them, this large room was divided by passages across it,
and on the sides of these were ranged, one ahove another,
what appeared to me to be boxes without lids, but so far
apart as to adwit of a person gelting ..to one without
hitting his head against the upper one {f he was very
careful ; these were the berths, and in one of them I should
have to sleep.

* You look as if you don’t like your bed place, my lad *,
said my guide to me, * but you'll soon get used to it; yon
can't fall out of it very casily, yon see ”.

It very dark down here, sir”, Lsaid, for I thought it
a poor prospect if I was to be shut up here for a fortnight.

“You don’t want much light to eat and sleep by, and
all day long you may be on deck amusing yourself ”,

Then I went with him down into the hold, where spare
ggage, freight, and sand for ballast are kept, and I could
hardly be persuaded that the tremendously thick post that
sremed to support the decks was the mast that looked so
tall and tapering above. Men were emptying the water
casks of the waste, so I learned where to go for washing and
drinking water, and by the time we left the ship, I felt
quite as though 1 had made a new friend whom I should
soon seg-agiin

When- we returned to the hotel there was quitea bustle,
the pasanges were full of luggage, men were moving about

with their arms full of sticks and umbrellns, and the voices
of woman and children ‘were heard above all the other
aceustomed noises. A large party of emigrants hwd
arrived going the same voyage ns myself. I looked at them
curiously, wondering if T should find a friend among them,
but none of them took the least notice of me, which rather
vexed me, though I wight have known that they had
enough to think of in their own concerns.  There were
several boys younger than myself among the childrven, and
after supper, when people legan to talk to one another,
some of them crowded together over n handbill of the
steamer company, and spoke of the ship. I told them 1 had
been on boand, and you never saw hoys more pleased than
they were to hear me toll them all I knew about her.

Next day we were all hurried aboard, and the first
proof I had that T had really left dear old England and my
own home, was having a meal on boawnd ; it scemed to me a
great bustle and very little comfort, the food was very
roughly served, but tisted pretty good, and T didn’t like to
have to wash my tin plate and cup and knife and fork, as
I found [ should have to do all through the voyage.

Among so much that was strange I had forgotten to
write to my mother from Liverpool, but there was talk
among the passengers that letters could be sent from
Queenstown, where we had to eall for the Irish passengerss
so T munaged to get a few lines written to tell my dear
mother that we were fairly started, and all was well with
me, and that dear little Emmy must not_cry about me. 1
cried a little as I wrote it, though, for T loved the little
thing dearly.

Thera were a great many people on board, and some of

them very unpleasant companions, diil,, ~ule, and swearing
beings, who would have been better in a shi), by themselves,
but on 2 voyage one has to take vough and smooth together,
and T kevt away from the unpleasant people as much as 1
could.  Whan the ship got into rough water I began to fecl
very sick ; it seemed as though I left my head behind when
the ship sunk down, and my stomach behind when she rose,
and the sensation was constantly getitng worse as she
continued to pitch and roll ; nearly everybody was as had as
I was, and if they all felt as I did they would have been
perfectly indifferent had the ship foundered, indeed I should
have been rather glad, secing thereby an end to my misery.
The only retief I experienced was in lying still in my berth,
but this the surgeen wouldn't allow, but made us all turn
on deck every morning, saying it was goad for our health to
be sca sick, and so we proved it after a day or two, when
we found our sea legs and our appetites. Then we grow
qyuite lively, there was always joking and songs, and, in the
evening, dancing going on, besides much talk as to the
prospects of the country we were going to, with a good deal
of grumbling at that we were leaving; some wild young
men who swore at the steward beeause he would not got
them spirits, which it is agaipst the rules of the ship to sel),
were exceedingly bitter, and, as I thought, just as foolish in
their expectations of the country they were going to.
According to them you have nothing to do in Canada but
to take your gun or fishing line and shoot deer or catch fish
to supply your table for each meal, hard: work -is- wholly
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unnecessary, and land might be had for little more than the
asking. 1 knew this was all nonsense, for if there was such
a land all the idle people in the world wonld flock to it, and
good land would be wasted for want of the working. Ior
mysell I expected to have to work for my living, and to
work lawed, but 1 hoped to get good pay for it in time.

[ experienced quite a new sensation before 1 had been
out many days, and that was, being my own master, having
no work to do and no one to obey. At first, I think, T was
silly enongh to feel coneeited about it, but when [ needed
advice, and had no one to guide me, it seemed to me that
it would he much casier to he told what to do and to obey,
than to deetde for myself, and indeed I must own that my
conceit was soon greatly lessened hy my many mistakes. I
enjoyed the voyage very mueh ; the beautiful tossing and
sparkling water; the fresh breeze that gave me courage and
vigor, the bright sunshine that made the water blue, and
the Cape Flyaways that shaded i, green, and gave the
sailors a joke for the Jand lubbers. 1 liked to hear the
sailors’ chants as they worked at the capstan, or raised 2
sail, amd the novelty of bells in place of clocks to mark the
time, the service of the Church of Eugland read by the
Captain on Sunday, the constant noise and shahe of the
steam engine, as she sent the ship through the water at a
spanking mate, all combined to make my life a pleasure and
a holiday, and as; day after day, the number of miles made
told us we were nearing our destination, 1 actually began to
wish the journey louger.

(70 be continued.)

-» Rrorp @urrent Periedicals.
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THE SALT MARSHES.

BY CHARLES €. D. ROBERTS,

ERE clove the keels of centuries ago,

Where now unvisited the flats lie bare.

Here scethed the sweep of joumneying waters, where
No more the tumbling floods of Fundy flow,
And only in the samphire pipes creep slow

The salty currents of the sap.  The wir

Hums desolately with wings that scawacd fare,
Over the lonely reaches beating low.

The wastes of hard and meager weeds are thronged
With inurmurs of a past that time has wronged ;
And ghosts of many an ancicut memory
Dwell by the brackish pools and ditches Wind,
In these low lying pastures of the wind,
These marshes pale and meadows hy the sea.

King's Conreck, Wespzor, N. 8.

THE LIVYES OF MEN OF LETTERS.

' BY CHARLES F. NEWCOMBE, TORONTOQ.

N his delightful Introduction to * The Essays of Elia
which Mr. Augustine Birrell has edited, this eritic has
riscd an exceedingly interesting question, and touched

upon 2 thought that must have frequently forced itself upon
the true lover of litemture.

“Jt would be hand to expliin ”, says Mr. Birrell, © why
the lives of men, so querulous, so affected, so centred in self,
g0 adverse to the probing of criticism, so blind to the small-
ness of their fame as most authors stand revealed in their
biographies and letters to have been, should yet be so inces-
santly interesting "

It is frequently asserted that the various epochs of
literature, with their effect upon general movenents in the
history of the world, together with the story of the lives of
the writers of a partienlar age, ave of quite secondary -
portance to astudy of the works which we owe to the genins
of those writers.  Iixcellent as this precept is, in a general
sense, those who urge this practice are liable to forget the
value of an author's life in'velation to his work.  To follow
strictly such a rule may even cause a great misunderstanding
as to the purport of 2 work of mt. By refusing to ghin some
knowledge of the details of an anthor’s life we undoubtedly
lose a luge part of the interest which attaches itself to his
work.  We wish to know how a man has been helped by
his predecessors in his life of thought, we long to trace the
progress of his mental activity amld power; and it may he
said with truth that, with an even stronger interest, we
follow him in the ups and downs of his journey from
obscurity —perchance to fame.  Ouir knowledge of the life
of 2 man of letters, with even those minor details and inci-
dents which are in themselves, perhaps, insignificant, has a
certain charm about it which we are unable to recognise in
the Hves of other men.  In the present day it would e folly
to add to that “talk ” of the kind that has been wisely
designated  “chatter about Shelley,” and * prattle about
Lamb™  Even worse is that repellant kind of criticism
which sugeests e idea of puking your finger into tie
breakfast room, the study, or the house generlly, of a
modern poet or-novelist.  “The intense pleasure which some
readers find in the knowledge that ¢ Lord Tennyson had a
cup of coffee for his breakfast on Monday morning”; or
“Mr. George Meredith was seen in the stalls of & London
theatre on Tuesday evening ”, or somcthing that very
nearly approaches twaddle of this description, is amazing ;
but. it is acriticism - save the mark ! that will die a natural
death.

The story of Gollamith’s happy-go-lncky existence—the
wild escapades of his boyhood, the ever cheerful temper and
generosity of his manhood—this life touches a tender chord
of sympathy, blended possibly with humour, in the hearts of
all admirers of the work-he left us—the immortal * Vicar of
Wakelickl ™.

Dr. Johnson’s life, apart from its almost inseverable
connection with the nawme of Boswell, is to many readers of
far greater interest than are the works his mighty brain
brought forth as the result of his patient and laborious toil.
Carlyle has reminded us that this swrdy, independent
Samuel Johnson was “yet a giant invincible soul™ Itis
difficult to pass over Carlyle's magnificent outburst of
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' genuine admiration for his hero, an admiration which is in
itself refreshing and delightfal, as coming from a giant of the
ninceteenth century in praise of him whose mighty form
predominates in the eighteenth century.

“One remembers always that story of the shoes at
Oxford ;  the rough, scamy-faced, raw-honed college servitor
lifting them, looking at them near, with his dim eyes, with
what thoughts ; pitches them out of window! Wet feet,
mud, frost, hunger, or what you will ; but not beggary, we
cannol stand beggary ! Rude, stubborn, self-help here; a
whole world of squalor, rudeness, confused misery and want,
yet of nobleness and manfulness withal. It is a type of the
man’s life, this pitching away of the shoes .

Of the numerous instances in Johnson's earcer of a
tender and really compassionate nature breaking out from
beneath so unconth and ungainly an exterior, none is more
beautiful than the account of his carrying home on his
shoulders a poor outeast of humanity,—une whom the
modern Pharisee wonld. pass by with a shiver of contempt—
and giving her shelter, and a glimpse of the love that a
warm and brave heart ean bestow upon a erushed and
battered life. It is this humanity of great personalitics, the
small actions of a mixed and many-sided existence that will
force themselves into our view, and it is this among other
important factors that creates that incessant interest in lives
which in some particulars are distasteful and even repulsive,

The thought that there is nothing of poctic Yeauty, or
even of great attraction, in the lives of Pope and Swift is a
common one.  The venamous sarcasm of the one is as objee-
tionable as the gross and flagraut satire of the other is
distasteful, but whenever it may be asserted with almost
perfect accuracy that Pope never knew what it was to enjoy
a single day of good health; that as a child this deformed
and diminutive specimen of a human being had to be carried
about fram room to room, we can ake a very large allow-
ance for the defects of such an existence.  Agnin, a larger
and a wider knowledge of the events in the life of the
fumous Dean of St. Patrick’s will enable a sympathetic and
thoughtful student of literature to pause and consider before
he joins others in the employment of throwing stones upon
the grave of Jonathan Swift.  We have imagined that in
the life of the genius to whom we owe “ Gulliver’s Travels”
and *“The Battle of the Books ™ there was none of that
* sweetness and light ” (which phrase he was the first to use).
There certainly was not a large quantity of that valuable
possession in Swifl's life, one so essentially desirable in the
charucter of a man of letters ; yet do not those passages in

his life which we associate with the name of “ Stella ™ sug-

_ gesta brighter side to his curious mind 7 The light was

blown out when “Stella” died. The common-place medi-
ocrity of so much of living dignified by the name of “life”
passes away into somcthing very insigvificant when the
strong light of a remarkable personality is placed side by side
with it.

It is almost time to remain qilict. and to refrain from
adding more praise to the Alvready highly eulogised Charles
Lamb, but here the temptation is too strong ! This man of
letters in his life transcends in moral beauty the names in
the whole catalogue from Chaucer to Tennyson. The pious
and 1espectable look with an unforgiving eye upon the
tipplings of Lamb. Tt has always appeared to 'ne that the
life of this hero of, the world of literature, wh>se name
cannot be uttered without a fecling of reverent devotion,
contains in 2 most marvellons sense the marks of one of the
highest forms of self-sacrifice.  Some weakness of human
nature seems absolutely necessary to halance the beauty of
his thoroughly unseltish life. It has been charmingly

remarked by the same excellent eritic to whom I referred
at the beginning that ¢ In early life Coleridge planned a
Pantisocracy where all the virtues were to thrive. Lamb
did something far more difficult ; he played cribbage every
night with his imbecile father, whose constant stream of
quernlous talk and faultfinding might well have goaded a
far stronger man into practising and justifyinguegleet.”  Itis
then, in these simple acts, if one may so name them, that
the supreme nobility of Lamb’s life is everywhere obvious
and distinet.  1lis failing was therefore a virtue ; it saved.
him from becoming quite 2 saint. It is impossible to read
those charnmingletters of his without feeling very insignifi-
cant ourselves—without, in fact, becoming very humble
Surely the spirit of cheerfulness, of good humour, and of
love saturates them throughout. 1f we tum to one of
Lamb’s contemporaries—\Wordsworth—it must be admitted
that his life is, on the whole, very disappointing, although
it is hard to agree with those who have considered the
epithet ¢ conceited ” an appropriate one for Wordsworth,

Jeeause Wordsworth effected a revolution in English poetry,
he will always be gratefully remembered—his work canmot
die ; but it is with the life of the poet with which we are
at present dealing, the every-day existence, and that, unfor-
tunately, does not attract.  But there is an interest attached
to the life of Wondsworth, as in that of every man of
letters, and in his case it attaches itself to his friends and
relatives more than to the poet in person. Wordsworth and
his sister Doruthy are so clusely juined in vur “houghts with
men who interest us in their edmmon life far more than the
poet does, that in their congregated interest they stand
unique.  Southey, Coleridge, Hazlitt and Iamb, and io
them may he added the name of Joseph Cottle, the Bristol
bookseller—certainly no mean figure when his comncection
with the “Lyrical Balluds ™ is remembered—all these bring
their sparks of bright and cheerful criticism and  throw a
certain brillianey upon the person of Wordsworth which he
alonie does not possess.  Lacking vigour, the greyness of his
later solitary life produced 2 most disappointing effect upon
the genial aund clear spivit of Emerson, the spirit of a man
who sought for loveliness in all he met, who expected
sweetness and life, and found it not in Wondsworth’s out-
ward form.

For lives of vigour and spirit we must go to Carlyle and
Macaulay ; here is foree, and here is brilliance—a brilliance
not of the limelight, hut of .the glorious sun. To many,
¢ the philosophier of Chelsea ™ is more vigorous in his utter-
ances than he is in his life; “a sour and dyspeplic old
man ! such is Carlyle in the estimation of a goodly com-
pany. Here, again, such 2 dictum is apparently the result
of a hasty judgment, and insufficicnt acquaintance. A cave-
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ful study of the numerous and ever-inereasing reminiscences
of Cardyle’s sayings and doings will soften the portrait which
our faney has painted for us.  We must not expeet to find
in a prophet or a scery the chameteristics of a Charles Lamb
we find instead the sledge-lammer “oree of a Cromwell, and
in Carlyle’s eaxe also we must take him ¢ with the sears and
wrinkles ™. But Curlyle is not present in our thoughts asa
solitary seer; it is the pungency of his life that provokes
interest 5 we are atteieted o him by the unique position
which he held among the men and women of his day.  The
impression he left upon the minds of his contemporaries
have been faithfully handed down.  Those impressions
frequently differ in more ways than one, but they have
eulminated in an essentisHy acenmate portrait.  The glimpses
of this great personality, caught by hittle men and big men
alike, awdd some new light to his chanteter often it is a
tender nman touch, It is very prabable that wany of the
ndividuals who mingled in the erowd that surreunded
Carlyle vesemble Browning's friend who onee met Shelley :
Ab, did you once see Shelley plain,
And did he stop and speak to you
And did you speak to him again 2
How strange it seems, and new.

Matthew Arnold has dubbed Macaulay “ihe  great
apostle of the Philistines”. This is a hard saying.  Per
haps after all it is but half the truth, Macaulay stands
revealed to-us very clearly in one of the most perfeet and
delightful of the biographics of men of letters—Sir George
Trevelyaw’s labour of Jove.  The charm of Macaulay’s
vigorous intellect acts upon the reader of “The Life and
Letters™ with a curions temaeity.  The quicter side of
Macaulay’s life, his love of children, his really noble passion
for the best in literature, combined with the strong sense
of the serious duties of this troublesome world, and their
intrinsic importance, surely these wise him above that
which is sordid, mneultured and conventional.  Neither
should we forget his strenuous efforts on hehalf of edueation
in India, his criticisms on the classieal literture of Greek
and Rome, from which he drew so much strength, especially
in those tiresome moments when surrotinded by a vulgr
Anglo-Indian society, such a retreat into another world
would be so peenliarly delightful.  Macanlay’s connection
with the political life of his day, his hereditary tmitsy with
perhaps that tineture of old-fashioned Evangelicalism which
never apparently quite left him, produce, it might he
imagined, that in his nature which presupposes the existence
of Philistinism. It is interesting to watelr him in those
lighter moments, that are so charming in the lives of the
supremely great personalitics of the past. With Maceaulay,
his love of children is the means of intraducing us to some
of these moments, bringing out these hright amd harmonious
touches in his nature.  From aletter written to his youngest
nicee we can gather the following delightful specimen of
humour and gaiety. It will be useful to remember that it
was written at a time when lise was closing with him, in the
quict retreat of the house at Campden Hill :

“1 have heen living these last ten days like Robinson
Crusoe in his desert island, I have had no friends near me
bt my books aml my flowers, and no enemies but those
excerable dandelions. T thought that 1 was rid of the
villaing, hut the day before yesterday when T got up and
looked out of ny window T could see five or six of their
great impudent flaring yellow faces turned up at me. “Only
you wait till T eome down’, T said.  How 1 grubbed them
up!  How I enjoyed their destruetion * - Is it Christian Jike
to hate a dandelion so savagely 27

Again and again these human touches in the lives of
men of letters prove their cultvure more thoroughly than
their own writings do.

With the new light that The Journal of Sir Walter
Seott” has brought us, how infinitely great doss the figure
of Scott beeome ! In * Lockhart's Life ™ we had truly an
admirable portait of Siv Walter, 2 hook which is one of the
really fascinating contributions to the domain of biography,
and yet in spite of this fact there is, to modern readers, an
air of old-fashioned conventional stiffness running through.
ont Lockhat’s pages. The world that surrounded Scott is
in many ways strikingly different to the world in which
Macaulay found himself.  Thecontrast is heightened by
the opinions we know these two men of letters to have held.
They did not at any time quite nnderstand one another, and
when they accidentally met, the meeting was an awkwand
one, and the effeet was inharmonious and decidedly disap-
pointing.  Scott, in the hey-day of his success, surrounded
by the glitter of fashionable soricty at Abbotsford, with the
patromage of George 1V.—this is not the anthor of “The
Waverley Novels” at his best, but there is in this life a
viluable contrast to the sombre sadness of the final struggle.
That heroie fortitude and magnificent vigour with which he
met the calamitics of his later life, exalts the novelist into
@ man of @ sublime stoieal "r.mdulr Mr. R, 1. Hulton
has adiirmbly expressed this final heauty of Scott’s life:
“ What there was in him of true grandeur conld never have
been, had the fifth act of his life bvul less tragie than it
was”.  With the additional aid that the “Journal™ offers
us in understanding even more vividly tlds fifth act, Scotd’s
charieter becomes glorious in its grandeur, and mighty in
its museular force.  The story of “ The Waverley Novels ”
alone repays contempltion.  When we think that almost
the whole of “Tvanhoe” was dictated to one of the Ballan-
tynes or to Willic Laidlaw, while Scott was suffering the
most acute pain, ought not this thought to increase that
keen enjoyment of the novel which most of us have felt
while poring over its romantic pages, and produce an
additional feeling of admiration? Among the crowd of
men aud women that night after night congregate in o
maodern opera house to witness the present drmatic repre-
sentation of this wouderful novel in Sir Arthur Sullivan’s
new operst, there may, perchance, be a few,—probably a very
small part of the audience, —who will reeall to their minds
the circumstances under which the creator of the plot—the
source alike of librettist and composer—wove his immortal
romance.  The luxury of a modern theatre, the gorgeous
seenie armngement of the nineteenth century stage, are more
likely to hide for the time the scene of a great intelleet die-
tating hix story and unweaving his plot, while at every
interval the room is filled with shouts and cries of an
agonized body. It is perhaps late in the day to be remind.
cd of those novels which came from the furness of adversity,
wrung from the pen of a Samson Agonistes, that the end
might be what —that of 2 true gentleman, an honoumble
name left not to his family alone, but a name which has
hecome an mhu'lt.uuc of oury, of all who enjoy the result of
his labour.

Undoubtedly there is a most undeniable charm, an
incessant interest to be found hidden between the pages of
the biogmphy of a2 man of letters , a charm which can only
be fully enjoyed by those, who, not content with merely
cating the fruit that falls from the tree of Literature, would
also peer into the branches and bask beneath its hallowed
slndc, enveloped in an_atmosphere of “sweet reasonable-
ness ” aud sober joy.—Canada Ediccational Monthly.
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ON FIRST SEEING THE ST. LAWRENCE.

BY CHAY¥. HENRY LUHOERY.

Past tho thickets hung with gold and red,
Where the lands are mellowed by thoe hazes,
Flowsa stream by mighty rivers fed.

EAR beyoud the grey autumnal meadows,

Long I Jook upon its distant current,
Flashing *mid empurpled fields of mist,

Like a flexile chain of burnished silver
On a clovh of silken awcthyst.

How sercucly flows the stately river
"Twixt its fertile shores so canlmly blue ;
Lo! it isa hand Divine that guides it,

As it guides the whole Creation through. ¥

‘Thou and I are Howing down together,
Thou on liquid axles, I on steel ;

But the worn will see my joueney ended,
Whilo thy constant passing *twill reveal.

Yet, O rivoe, that dothseem forever
Destined to pursue that shining way,

Thout one day sbalt vanish into cther —
God bas said that { shall live for aye.

—Ltulics’ Home Journal.

A FORAGER OF THE FLOATING FIELDS.

BY EDMUND COLLINS!

the great ficlds of ice that form during the winter in
extreme northern waters, break away from  their

" moorings and go moving away towanls southern Inti-
tudes. I suppose Nature provides that the great ocean tide
from northern seas shall set more strongly towands the south
in spring in‘order that the ice formed in winter may melt in
summer, and the seas that wash the coast of Greenland he
open.  With the enormous fields in their southern excursion,
come the great icebergs which later on get freed from the
" fields and menace life in the track of oceanships.  On these
floeg, too, millions of seals get a free passage o warmer
waters, bringing forth their young on the cold, shiny, sca-
blue pans of ive.  But it gets more passengers than the seals.
There lives, as my readers know, in lands where the
ground is white with snow two-thinls of the year, 2 small
fox which prowls over the barren and rocky wastes winter
and sumwer.  In the summer he is s pale yellow, somewhat
the color of the mosscovered regions where he has his den.
While the snow is off the ground he can get food enough
for hmself and his family ; but when the early, bitter winter
begins to pipe over the naked wastes, all the animals upon
which he preyed hide themselves i oles in the ground orin
thick, wann places in the serub woods, so that he is sorely
pressed to find food, often semnpering fifty or sixty miles over
the hard snow during a night.  Should a light gleam in some

" sheltered nook on these cold shares, how his little eyes glisten,
how furtively he steals towand the house, avoiding any
approach that shows the mark of human feet! Then should
he, by his keen scent, come to know that any fowls are
housed here, he will look everywhere for an opening to
enter; and if he find none he will return a small way and

ONCE in e\'cry' year, usually towanls the first of March,

wait till the day comes.  Should the day be fairly fine he
becomes alert, watching for the release of the fowls from
their house,  Should he notice a human form, he crouches
on the snow, feeling secure; for with the fixst winter drifts
his coat turns as white as the snow itself.  Nature in this
way stands loyally by him, as she does by the weasel, the
hare and the ptarmigan.

But at one .period of winter, or rather in the carly
spring, the white foxes have a great joy in their hearts.
Ilow they long for the coming of the bright, carly March
morning ! Thero is not a white fox whose heart does not
thrill at the coming of this time, as it is a season of long
marches and delightful scamperings under the cold, glary
sun, with onc continual round of feasting,  For toward the
first of March the great ice-floes heave in sight, dvaw nearer,
and presently push their great, solid cdges upon the land,
completely blotting out the sea.  Yesterday there was a
limitless expanse of shiny blue or mging, tempest-beaten
water ; now there is only the unbroken icefield, as solid
under the foot as the eternal hills.

Then the white foxes come galloping over the snow
from east, west, north and south ; they crawl out of their
burrows among the rocks or under the ridges, making their
way for the const.  1f the wind blows steadily in, and it
louks like a breeze that has come to last for a good while,
they have no hesitation in venturing forth.  The Eskimo,
wrapped in his sealskin clathes, and the fisherman, making -
ready his sealping knife and towlines, know that they should
ve abroad on the floe when they see the nimble-footed white
fox rununing away from land.  The first food usually in
the way of this snowy Reynard is the sea binds, which are
compelled to go upon the ice when the water is all closed up.
They squat mopishly on the cold ice ecakes, utterly bewil-
dered and appavently having lost the use of their wings
Reynard come up, cuts their throats, and drinks the rich,
wann blood ; then scampers off again,  Sometimes he
returns to Jand, bringing with him a six pound northern
diver, which he either carries and leaves in his den or hides
till his foraging is ended.”  If he should find no sea birds,
then he quests till e comes upon 2 covey of seals.  If there
are no young seals yet born he prowls about till they
appear ; then he gets many « rich feast.

But the “cats” as the tiny baby seals are called, grow
very rapidly, and are soon too large a prey for the white
enemy. Then appears another resource for the hungry
little hunter.  Far away across the blue, sun-drenched ice,
and clear agninst the sky, his shiarp eyes sce a ship, a ship
which, his instinct tells him, is manned by hunters who will
soon provide him food. The stalwart seal hunter, with his
gafl upon his shoulder and his sharp knifo in his sheath,
sees coveys of white foxes scurrying about, frequently stop-
ping to observe his movements.  When lie strips the skin
and blubber pelt off the white coat seal, he leaves the rest
of the animal upon the ice; and as soon as he has departed
Reynard falls to feasting.

In the carly part of spring, these foxes seem more hold
and are not frightened to be so far from land, for they kunow,
that the ice at this time usually presses hard aguinst the
shore. But as the season advances they get wary, and scem
always to be in dread.  Seal hunters tell me that their
institct is unerring in forecasting an off wind.  Frequently
in calm weather I have scen them scurrying for the land ;
and 1 have never known an offwind not to follow,  They
are in deadly dread of gelting away from reach of land, for
the floe drifts to more southern waters, and there disperses
and melts,  Sometimes the seal-hunters sce them in sore
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plight, huddling on the drifiing ice far from their homes;
and sometimes, in their terror, they have been known to
board ships amd croueh on the deck. © But, most of them get
buck to land looking plump and able-hodied ; and they
usually go ashore at the place where they sallied forth upon
the ice a month or so hefore.

New Tork City.

Ghe Editor’s Portfolio.

EDITORIAL NOTES.

Mi. Micnagl Davitr has been doing the North-West, not in
the interest of any immigration scheme or company, but simply for
pleasure, and of course, as u journalist, will make use of the infor
mation he gathers during his trip.  He is wore than delighted with
the country. He says his opinions bave undergone an entire
revolution.  He finds that not only the seil, but the climate is
excellent.  He finds that the distvict from Calgary north is
admirably adapted to miaed farming, and that south it isa fine
grazing region.  He purposes, says the Calyary Tribune. making
suggestion to the anthorities at Ottawa to invite a deputation of
newspaper men from the old country to take a trip next year
through the North West and write up the country for ther jour
nals.  This idea of Mr. Davitt’s is « gond one, and would undoubt.
edly, if carried out, have a good effect m stimulating immmgration
of the right sort.

The investigations being carried on at Ottawa afford much food
for thought to the Canadian people. It is not for us to express
any opinion as to the guilt or innocence of the parties implicated
for they are now upon their trinl Lefure a properly constituted
tribunal, where no favor will be shown,  But the evidence which
his been made public is suflicient to couvinee everyone that there
has heen corruption and infidelity to trust on the part of both
public servants and private ditizons.  The party i oppositiun offers
as the only remedy for caisting evils the ousting of the party in
power. This is not the remedy which the country needs. It 13 not
a question of party which shonld mterest us most deeply, but a
question of men.  No party can be pure, if the imdividuals which
compase it are corrupt and unscrupulous. When will electors
insist upon purc man in preforence to prinuples and platforms?
Men whose honesty is doubtful, whase opitons are dependent
upon their interest, who are more partizan than patriotic, are not
the men to govern any country.  We shall have a pure administr.
tion, if we refusc under nuy circumstances to vote for unscrupulous
men.  The first question with every Canadisncitizen should be one
of men, afterwards onc of platforms. Of course the purest govern-
ment may he betrayed by individuals among its members or
employces, but we reduce the danger of this to a minimum when
we constantly put men before opinions, and insist that our repre-
sentatives shall be first of all both Christian and courageous men.

Coroxel Howarp ViNcest's visit to Canada is likely to create
a wilde interest in the scheme of which he is the carnest advocate,
an Imperial Trade League. It is a scheme which is likely to prove
of very much more advantage to us in the long run than auy
measure of reciprocity with the United States. The British
Empire is admirably adapted, because of its vast extent and the
variety of its products, to forn a great commcereirl organization
within itself.  Almost cvery want of cach part of the organization
could be supplied by some other part.  Col. Vincent's statements

with the colonies mny be someivhat at variance with the recent
utterances of Lord Salisbury and others upon the subject, but the
development of the scheme itself will undonbtedly create and
foster a gentiment in that direction.  There will be difficulties in
the way, of coutse, both in England and in the colonics, but thore
ure difliculties in the way of overy beneficent scheme.  There will
be individuals and classes who will oppuse the movement from
motives of self intereat, but not one of these difficulties uppear to
us insurmountable or important enough to outweigh the wide-
spread or far-reaching beneficent results,

We have in Canada more and more variety of good native
lit¢rature than u great many suspeet.  The sum of it is highly
creditable to & country o young as ours W have a nuwmber of
story writers, poets, and antiquarians of whom we have just
reason to be prond.  But, there are some departments of literary
activity in which we are as yet hardly represented at all. \We
have no essayists, scarcely any critics, very few deseriptive
writers, and yet the field for these is as good here as anywhero in
the world.  What a pity it is that some of the capital which is
lying idle should not be employed in drawing out and developing
young Canadian talent in these directions.

A Frescu nun has bequeathed one hundred thousand francs to
the Academy of Scienees to be offered as o prize to the person who
shall discorer sume eans of communicating with another planct
or star.  The planct Mars is suggested as the most convement to
experiment upon. A writer in the Chicago I'ribune shews how
inadequate is the beguest for the purpose.  An object half a yard
wide or thick can be seen by the naked eye at a distance of one
mile.  When Mars and the carth are nearest to each other, the
distance hetween them is, in round numbers, thirty-fivo millious of
miles,  To be scen by the naked eye then, the object in Mars then
wust be seventeen and a half millions of yards in width, Divide
this by two thourand, the power of the biggest telescope we have,
amd you have cight thousand seven hundred and fifty yards as the
size of the smallest ubjeet to e seen at such a distance with our
largest telescope.  The smallest bodies that the atizeus of Mars
can use then to make their thoughts and wishes known to us must
be each five miles in dinmeter.  But when Mars 18 nearest to the
carth, the earth is in the blaze of the sun’s hght and nothing on 10
could be scen.  So the objects used by us in signalling to Mars
would need to be at least twenty miles in diameter, and it must be
presupposed tow that the Marsites have telescopes as powerful as
we,  The chances certainly seem to be against anyone's getting
this prize.

—-

THE MAGAZINES.

Current Literature for July is full of good things.,  Its depart-
ments and readings cover a very wide field.  Of the departinents,
Gossip of Authors and Writers, The Sketch Book, Pen Pictures,
and Brief Comment, are especially good.  The readings and selec.
tions are made with admirable care and taste.  In fiction there is
*The Incarnation of Khaled”, * Dining with Colonel Carter”,
“The Victory of the Scarlet”, and **Revelation of Genius™.
Departments of verse, grave and gay, lively and severe, alternate
with the prose. T

Ix The Week of July 2ith we notice an article by Hon. J. W.
Longley on * Public Opinion”, and a Rondeau, by Mr. W. P,
Dole, of St John. Original contributions in the issuc of July 31st
are * Farmers and Finanee” (William Trant), A Story of Three
as to the desire of the people of Eugland for closer teade relations
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Skeletons” (I T, D, Chambers), * Lifo at High Tido™ (Bva Rose
York), and *One Aspect of the Woman’s Rights Question”,
(Annc Homilton). The last-numed atticle takos an cminently
sengible view of tho real rights and duties of woman, and is all the
-moro effective becauso it comes from a woman's heart and pen.
The editorials, letters and depastments in The Week uro all strong
and bright, and we are proud that such a journal prospers in
Canada,  7he Week and Canapa for one year, $3.50,

Tue place of honour in  The Ladies’ Home Jonrnal for August
i given to Baroness Macdonald’s raey article, * An Unconventional
Holiday ", which will be continuned in the September number. 1t
is illustrated with views of the Bow Rapids aud Albert Canyon,
There is a paper on ¢ The Pout Tennyson’s Wife” in the series
Unknown Wives of Well-known Men. Several stories, poems by
Jessic Burwell, Chas. Menry Luders and Nuncy Patton McLean,
with the departments, Summer Tlls and Summer Dangers, At
Home with the Edivor, Sule Talks with Girls, the King’s Daughters,
In Laterary Circles, Bright Things for Boys, All About Flowers,
ete., make up a full and fascinating number.  (Curtis Uublishing
Co., Philadelphia, §1 & year).

Fronm the contents of T'he Land we Live In, July number, we
cull the following titles: ** The Haberville Manor—its Old Laird
(J. M. Lemoine, F.R.S.C.), *Cookshire in 1868" (James Reilly),
*“The Chinook” (Sinax Akia), ¢ Murmay Pankakes” (Hermit),
“Nimrod’s Paradise” (H. A. Gildersleeve), The Fisherman”
(Jay), “ “‘Incidents of Pioneer Life in the Eastern Townships”
“Hirmm French), and *ldaho Hash”™ (K. J.) What more
appetising fare than this can a sportsman want for the evenings in
camp or-while waiting for the fish to bite? No maritime sports.
man should be without this bright and overflowing monthly.
Write to the publisher at Sherbrooke, Que., and e will send you
a sample copy.  To new subscribers for' both publications we offer
The Land e Live In and CASADA for one year for only one dollar.
That is half-price.

*¢ ACCORDING To ST Joun”, the new story by Amélie Rives,
opens in the August Cosmopolitan. The scene 1s ad m Pars,
where the author has been living for two years, and the herome s
a Virginia girl who is studymng music abroad with anegro servant
for a chaperone. A portrait of Miss Rives is the frontispiece of
the magazine.  This number cuntains two papers of special wterest
to journalists, onc by Valerian Gribayedoff, * the father of
pictarial journalism ”, and *The Woman's Press Club of New
York”, by Fannic Aymer Matthews,  The cartoons of Brsarck
furnish a subject for Murat Halstead, reproductions of many of
the most noted cartoons illustrating the paper. * The Ducal
Town of Uzds", ¢ I’laccr‘Miniug”, “The Dukeries”, * The Court
Jesters of England”, A Romance of the Howr”, * Gunbling in
High Life”, with poems and departinents, make up an exception-
ally interesting number even for the Cosmopolitan.

LITERARY AND PERSONAL NOTES.

Tug Canadian Voice, of Halifax, is for sale.

Mnus. S. A. Curzox has beer clected a member of the York
Pioncers.

Tue Our Homes Publishing Company has been compelled to
assign for the bencfit of its creditors. :

MR. GRANT ALLEY is to supply a weekly colunn of gossip to
the flourishing newspaper, Black and White.

Tng Calyary Tribune says : Mr. Charles Young, of Torouto, is
crossing the continent taking notes for a scrics of articles for an
Euglish magazine, which articles will afterwards be published in
book form. .

-

Miss Eraixe Goopany, the well-known writer, was married
recently to Dr. Charles A, Enstwan, an Indian of the Sioux tribo.

Liavarn Uxiversiry has conferred the degice of Doctor of
Letters on two French-Canadian litteratems, Alfred de Cetles and
Joseph Marionette. .

At a recent meceting of the Mwitime Provinces Club in Boston,
A, J. McLeod was to give an address on ¢ The Life and Times o1
Hor. Joseph Howe ™.

Mz. T. K. Moirruy's beautiful poem on the death of Sir John

A. Macdonald, first published in The Ewmpire, has been veprinted -

by 7'he Colonivs and [ndia.

Tue Newsdealer's Bulletin says: J. Macdonald Oxley’s story,
Dick of Disnond Rock, juast begun in Harper's Young People, is
proving immensoly popular with the boys. *

Pror. E. Stoxg Wicains, the weather ‘)rophct, will soon
appear in & new role. A novel from his pen, dealing with life on
the planct Mars, isto be pubtished in New York.

Some timo ago Public Opinion, of New York, offcred $300 in
cash {)r'r/,i‘.s for the three best essays en ‘Irade Relations with
Canada.  The first prize was won by Frank C, Wells, of ‘I'oronto.

Pror. Davip AutisoN, LL.D.. has been offered and accepted
the presidency of Mt. Allison College, Sackville, N. B., and has
resigned his position as Superintendent of Edueation in Nova
Scotia. The fricuds of the Institution will be glad to welcome him
back to his former position.

" A voLvMe of Canadian humorous verse is to bo publisheq in
London, England, by Walter Scott. James Barr, a patriotic
Canadian, at present representing the Letroit £ree Pressin London,
will be the editor.  Anyone who can furnsh information or sug-
svz:slions of value shiould communicate with Mr. Barr, Detroit Free

ress Oflice, 325 Strand, London, V. C. -

ECHOES.

GiLuerr Panner. —Gilbert Parker, the author of several mter-
esting papers on Australia, which hav: been lately gpoearing in
Harper's Weelly, is a Canadian by bicth and educaticn ; he spent
some years as a journalist in the great southern contment, and is
nuw suceessfully engaged 1 acive hterary- work *n London ; the
Indege ndent says of him.  *‘His writing is gemunc, :mnanly and
careful, with a hearty, vivia style that is sure to win recogniticn
and find a ready market.”.—Current Literature.

Tur Cavaviay Fraa. The most elaborate, and at the smne
time the most heantiful, of modern flags is that of the Dominion of
Canada. Heraldically it is in perfect taste and it tells a complete
story, is, in fact, & summary of 1ts country’s history, asall national
flags should be.  The varivus provinces are arcanged according to

recedence, and at the same time in o manuer that pratifics the
artistic tastes of the spectators, while over all is the British coat
of arms, typifying the conncction of the country with Great
Britain, a connection of which Canada and Britain are justly and
cqually proud.—Scottish American.

Sk Jonx Asp Prommtiof.—A Jriend of mine said to him:
¢ Sir John, when are you going to give us prohibition?” The
prompt reply was: *‘ Whenever you want it”,  * But we want it
now *, said my friend. * Then say so ™, said the premier. *But
bow shall wesayit2” ¢ Bysending prohibitionists toparliament ”,
was the prompt and effective answer.  In this answer we have, 1
venture to say, the solution of thir difficult question it o nut-shell.
When the churches do their duty and Christian men vote as they
pray, then the days of o legalised liquor traflic will be few indeed.
—W. W, Buchanan in Royal Templar,

A Dean 1y Pisg.—Fred. W. Hill, Dr, Baxter, Charles D.
Stamford, Frauk Gilman and W. H. Maling of this city have
recently purchased 10,000 acres of land in Gloucester County, New
Brunswick. ‘There is estimated to be on the land 40,000,000 feet of
good pine lumber. There are a finmber of co-partuerships among
the gentlemen, and their possessions inclu(r(‘:, besido the last
})urchxu;c, onc tract of 65,000 acres and another of 63,000 acres.
The vwners propose to mannfucture the lumber at Neweastle or
Chathaw,, amY the green lumber will be shipped to the Boston and
New York mavkets by rail, and tho dry to thoese and forcign ports
by water,—Bangor News.

.
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Olla Podrida.

Fanvkes of hatters are nearly always due
to the fact that they cannot get ahead. -
Rochester Post.

Wiaar does ¢ Good Fraday * wean # " asked
one schoolboy of another  ** Y ou had better
go home and read your * Robuson Crusoe,’
was the withering reply.

Czar or Ressia (just ont of bed)
has become of my undershirt 2
Valet—PBlease, your Majesty, the black-
smith’s putting fresh nvets in it.

What

* Do you thiok, cousin Fred, mivery foud |
of diess?™  “No, T den't™.  **Why?”
* Because T don’t thinh you weat enough of
it . —Judye.

A.--Is land dear in [taly ?

B --No, but the ground rents are awful.
“ What's the cause of that?”

¢ Bavthquakes ”,

Lucas Pagz, an aged restdent of Barcelona,
m Spain, 1s the head of a famnly of 279 persons
He has thirty-nine living cluldren  siateen
disughters and tweaty-thiee sons.

“ You will ask Papa, will younot ? Or must
12" < Oh, I haveseenhim.  Fact is hemade
the suggestion that it was about time for me
to propose”. —Indianapolis Jonrnad,

Tne, Universal Pastal Congress at Vicuna
s seleeted the United States as the counry
whure its nevt meeting s to be held and
Waslungton as this ity The nest congiess
will assemble in 1897,

GLADSTONE is compavatively w poor man,
and the occasional iterary wark he does for
magazines and periodicals is not the vesalt of
any desire to wld to his established fame as o
writer.

CMaBeL”, said a teacher last week at
London school, ** spell kitten”.

Mabel, =*¢ K-double-i-t-c-n®,

*¢ Kitten has two i's then, has it 2

Mabel . ** Yes, mndam, our kitten has "

CAWHAT do you el your dog?” was the
question which a policemin asked of a very
large man who wax followed by a very smiil
pup. <1 don’t gall him at all”, was the
reply. “Ven I vant bim I vissle™,
Washington Post,

Prrer Czartas, a Hungaran peazant, was
horn in 1539 and died 1724, aged 185 years,
Thomas Parr, ** the olde, olde man,” died in
London in 1735, aged 152 years, and 2
Conntess of Derry lived to he 165 and cut
three sets of teeth,

* Bruorra, ut I've got the best of that
wmuthenin' railway this ting, anyhow 07 said
a Hibernian who had o gradge against the
company in guestion, ** How is that Dennis 2™
asked @ bystander. Pve bought o return
ticket, and faith, I'm ot conmnug back atal) 1
was the trinmpliant reply.

J. CirorMoShELEY Piiyis (en lonr over the
plaing) : ¢ When 1 gaze around, don’t you
know, over these boundless volling plains,
stretchingonevery side to the horizea, without
a vestige of haman halatation, Lam positively
filled withawe ™.

Broncho Bub ¢ Filled with ure, ch ? Well,

don't let the boys find it out. or they aight
stake you out fur amineral Jawn.™ Mansey's

Weekly.

CANADLA.

‘T'HE total number of stars, of which some
knowledge may be obtained by the optical

applinnees now availuble, uccording to I'vo-
fessor Lockyer,isfrom 49,000,000 to 50,000,000,

Of these only about 6,000 ave visible to the
naked eye, equally divided hetween the two
liemispheres.

A NEwsPAPER in the Gypsy jargon, the
Romany tongue, is soon to he published in
England  with the expectation of making it
the organ of the wandeving people. It will
be edited by George Smith, the *“ king” of
the English gypsies, who counts upon getting
20,000 subseribers to it.

Joux Wanamager; I never in my life
used such a thing as a poster, or dodger, or
handball, My plaas for fifteen years has been
to buy so much space tn i newspaper, and Gl
it up with what I wanted. I would not give
an advertisement in . newspaper of 500
civeulation for 5,000 dodgers or posters.”
Thisis the eaperience of all husiness men.

A Suicnt MISuspeRsTanpiza. - Fangle
* How did you happen to tell Mrs. Fangle
that you go to Europe twelve times a year,
whol’lv you have never crossed the ocean at
all ¢

Cumsoa. - - She must bave misanderstood
me. 1 merely told her that T go over the

Adantic Monthly”.  The Epochk.

ACCorRDING Lo an enunent German statista. |
ctan the world has had 2.550 kings or emperors
who have rergned over 74 peoples.  OF these
300 wae ovathrown, 4 were forced tog
alnbicate, 28 connmtted suicde, 23 became
mad ot imbecile 100 were halled m battle, 123
st captural by the enemy, 25 were tortased
to death, 134 were assassinated and 108 were
exceuted.

“1 THANK you for the flowers you sent ™, she
said,

And then she pouted, blushed, and dropped
her head 5

* Fargive me for the words Ispoke last night ;

Your flowers have sweetly proved that you
were right”.

And then I took her hand within wmy own

And 1 forgave her -called her my own,

But as we wandaed through the lunpht
howers,

1 wondered who had veally sent the Howers?

—~Teronto Glohe.

Besiog the war  ships for which the
Minister of War has contracted in foreign
countries, all the Russianshipyards, as Noroge
Vremya veports, are busy building  war
veasels of various sizes.  ‘T'wenty-five new
war vessels, mostly ironcluds, are in process of
constraction in the Russian yards on the
Baltic, the Asov, and the Black Seas, some of
them of & tonnage exceeding 12,000, and
ealeulated for a speed of twenty to thirty
knots.  * Qur fricnds of the Leagucof Peace”,
says Novoye Vremya, **ay e assurad that
we are preparg to uphold the peace of
Europeas busily as they ™

"Fux Stratford ‘l'imes has the following :
An Ingersoll deacon and a pillar of the chuteh
had two of his nephews, stadentsat a religious
col’ege not more than 100 miles from” the
aforesmid town, down for dinner last Sunday.

The old gentleman in the gulelessuess of his
heart supposed  that all” students  strictly
oliserved the tenets of the cinedh. On thas
helief he spoke as the fauily were seated at
table.  **George, will you say grace?” Theg
to b exeused for thes tune ™, gad the youuy

[Avausr, 1891.]

benign old churchman blandly said: ¢ Wil)
you say grace, Jolm?™  Geerge was shocked
enough, but when John repliest : ¢ Unele, [
shall have to pass™, the old gentlenmn nearly
fell from his chair,

Comnon SENsE 1IN Baniine.~A dip in the
sen onee, or even twice, a day will do a vigor-
ous person noharm ;3 but those who are not
strang should be careful, says a writer in the
August  Ladies'  Nome Journal. It after
conning aut of the water, there is o sensation
of freshuess and  exhilaration, of renewed life
and vigor, the bath hs heen beneticial,
When, however, the bather looks blue. and
feels languid, there is not suflicient vitality
for proper reaction from the chill of the
water, and ithasdune'arm.  Delicate people
can casily wash themselves to death, ‘There
is an impression amongst those who have
b en brought up in retinement, that daily
ablution of the whole person is absolutely
neeessary to cleanliness and health.  Even
those who do not practice it recommend it,
and are shocked at themere sus  stion of the
omission of the morning tub,  Bathing is o
delightful luaury, and when it Ias been long
indulged in, is indespensible to comfort 3 but,
like other luvuries, there are circumstances
that should modify its use. It is too exhanst.
ing for persons whose vitality is low and who
need all their nervous energy to carry on the
functions of life.  ‘These should, asa sibsti-
tute, rub the surface of the body briskly
with & piece of toweling wrung out of tepid
water, suas toldamp, bat not wet.  When
they take a full bath, it should be in comnfort
ably warm water.  This may be cither sea
water heated, or water with sea salt added to
it.

SPECIAL NOTICES.

ADVERTISEMENTS under tlus heading, m
brevier type, no display, will be charged five
cents per line.  Title and address will be
counted as part of advertisement, and  no
advertisement will be counted as less than five

lines.  Payment may be wmade in stanps.
Forr Mostns’ Trian, To give you a

chance of becoming acquainted with Caxana,
we will send it to you }or four months for 23
cents in stamps.  Caxapa,
Brunswick. ‘

Nive Moxtns’ Trian.—If you wish to try
Caxapa for a langer period than four months,
we will send it to you for nine months for 50
cents o stamps.  CaNava, Benton, New
Brunswick.

Ereurees MosTus ror §1.00. I you send
us a one dollar bill before September Ist, we
will send you Caxapa for cighteen months,
from July. 1891, to December, 1892, Caxava,
Benton, New Brunswick,

Our Crusiine Lise. Our Clubbing List
offers you many chanas of getting Casava
for nothing or almest nothing. I you take
advantage of it, you will reccive CaNava
until the end of 1892 without extra charge.
Subseribers to Phe Land e Live In and
Caxava are the only exception o this.  They
will reecive hoth publieations for one full year
for §1.00. Caxava, Benton, New Brunswick,

Benton, New

Stonies o New Frasck - The price of
this charmang Louk of Canadian history is
$1.50. Every Cavadian boy aund girl, man
and woman, should read 1it.  We send it with
Carava fur ane year for 81,75, The hest

Canadian, whuse head was fuller of base ballj chance you will ever have to get this bouk,
thon of salvation.  Turning to the other, the | Caxapa, Benton, New Brunswick.



