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A Stab in the Back.

The disclosures made within the past few days
of writings by a prominent Canadian journalist in
favour of the United States view of international
matters, reveal a state of double-faced hvpocrisy
without precedent in our annals. It is almost in-
conceivable that a man whose daily writings were
always national, always more or less loyal to British
connection, and always pcrmeated with an ap-
parently earnest tone of deep solicitude in the in-
terests of the country, should at the same time
permit his pen to be doing service for a foreign
state against his own. Itisan offence far removed
from the ordinary peccadillos of politicians whose
exaggerations and inconsistencies seldom g0 to
greater length than to excite party or personal feel-
ings; it is a gross disclosure to our national
enemies, in an underhand and contemptible man-
ner, of all the points at which the Canadian position
was most vulnerable, with the implied, if not ex-
pressed, advice as to the most promising plan of
stealthy attack.

The Springhill Disaster.

No horror has for many years come on us with
such sadly painful accompaniments as the disaster
at the Springhill colliery last Saturday. Not only
did death strike its victims with the cruel shafts of
agonizing fire and slow suffocation, but the appal-
ing list of widows and destitute, helpless children,
thus suddenly deprived of means of support, is the
feature which calls for most pity and prompt
help. That assistance will promptly come for thejr
immediate wants is already assured ; but that an
amount will be given sufficient to ensure a liveli-
hood for these little ones until old enough to sup-
port themselves is a problem only to be solved by
the Canadian people at large. Too much stress
cannot be laid on the necessity for liberal contribu-
tions now when the details of the calamity are fresh
in the mind. Canada has providentially been
spared from many great mining disasters, consider-
ing the large number of her people employed in
underground work, and the comparative Immunity
so enjoyed should be a special reason for generous
gifts when a great call like this arises Consider
the position of the unfortunate sufferers. The
agonizing suspense after the explosion ; the reports
—spreading like wild-fire—of great loss of life ; the
waiting for relief parties to go in ; the cruel heart
break as a mangled form is identified as the hus-
band and father, dearly loved, and the sudden
knowledge that all means of livelihood has suddenly
stopped. God grant that the purses of all our
people—rich and poor—may be opened to give
what they can to enable these destitute mothers to

keep their little ones from want and misery, and in
even the semblance of a home, until old enough to
work. Montreal has done nobly in so quickly
taking active measures to render practical help ;
and every city, town and village throughout the
Dominion should quickly follow suit, for the sake
of suffering humanity. So far as known not the
slightest iota of blame can be attached to the
management of the colliery for the disaster ; every
possible precaution appears to have been taken,
and rigid inspection by unprejudiced experts had
almost immediately preceded the fatality.. With no
one at fault, it then becomes all the more the duty
of the community at large to help the helpless
widows and the still more helpless little children.

The Liberal Party and Annexation.

In the present political campaign it appears to
be taken for granted, by many persons, that the
Reform party i1s composed of out-and-out annex-
ationists ; at any rate, this extraordinary view is
adopted by papers outside of Canada, judging
from the remarks that appear in their columns
We think this to be a foul slur on a large and in-
fluential party of our people. That the Liberal
party—as a collection of individuals—are in tavour
of the surrender of their country and their birth-
right to fcreign domination, is a thing so
monstrous that it is difficult to imagine how a sane
man could entertain such an idea for one moment ;
and yet it is firmly believed by hundreds of full-
brained people. For the sake of the memory of all
that is honourable and patriotic in the name of
Whig, of Liberal, of Retormer, let them now—in
the midst of this hand-to-hand struggle—voice
unmistakeably as a party their creed that whatever
their views on commercial questions, they are first,
last, and all the time loyal to Canada and to British
connection.

Affairs in Ireland.

From the highly dramatic way in which the M-
Carrny-PARNELL struggle opened out a few weeks
ago, tne subsequent events have been singularly de-
void of special interest. Far from the result of the
Kilkenny election depressing M. PARNELL, it has
had the effect of nerving him to still more vigour-
ous efforts to obtain the confidence and support of
the Irish people, and he has carried on the fight
with a quietly steady persistence. He carries
things with a high hand. Suddenly breaking off
negotiations with Mk. O’BRIEN, he is evidently
anxious to work alone and rule alone, if success
crowns his efforts ; and the surrender of Messrs.
O’BriEN and DILLON to the authorities, and their
subsequent imprisonment, will certainly prevent
their taking any part in the fight, which otherwise
would have bid fair to assume the nature of the
triangular species of duel, associated with the cele-
brated MRr. MipsHIPMAN Easy. In spite of the
opposition of the clergy, Mk. PARNELL appears to
be slowly gaining ground ; even his opponents must
admire the wonderful persictence and pluck with
which he carries on the campaign. Mgr. M’-
CARTHY is evidently too much devoted to literary
work to wage the war in the close personal manner
adopted by his opponent.

Mr. Balfour.

While the Trish leaders have been fighting among
themselves, Mk. BaLrour has been quietly de-
voting himself to the more necessary and pressing
work of endeavouring to relieve the wants of the
suffering peasantry. His recent visit to the affected
districts resulted in his inaugurating a relief fund,
which has now run up to an amount exceeding
£50,000, his own contribution being the princely
one of £2,500. This, and the inception of re-
lief works on a large scale by the Government at
his suggestion, should do much to allay the harsh
feelings entertained against him by so many of the
lower classes in Ireland. His enthusiastic recep-
tion by the students of Trinity University a few
days ago speaks well for his popularity with a large
and representative body of young Irishmen—num-
bering over 8oo—who will necessarily have much
to do in the future with swaying the public opinion
of the nation.
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THE WEDDING RING.

By ROBERT BUCHANAN.

tithg,
of ¢
THE SuaDOW OF THE SWORD,” ¢ GOD AND THE MAN,” ¢ STORMY WATERs,” Etc., E1c,

ave

t W turn;:;; I:V({thheard enough, sir?” asked Ven-
be“ T, Herbert 1th a groan of pain and impatience

- Patien
it i?l , sut::?t’ George,” said Gillian. «If I could
Al gye, sy You can bear to hear of it, now that
fopg, MONthg o1 long ago. When my child was a
Une d Ilearned that we were ruined. My
gone, every penny, in gambling and de-
ol gy l;;de by grade, we sank lower and
Moy, arlin We were actually starving—I and
hig Y by t1,a 1> Ze, meanwhile made enough
hig Owy neede €Xercise of his talents as an aruist for
ble pleasuress’ dressed like a gentleman, and took
ty S3rret ; wa road, only returning to the misera-
ew b, 1C,h he lived when he was penniless.
ur:rs work whereby to provide money
Noyr IS] Dora was ill—she was dying of
Shment and fresh air. She would

Ty

(Exclusive rights for Canada purchased by the DomMiNION ILLUSTRATED.)

have died had it not been for a friend—God bless
him, a truer friend, a better man never broke bread.
He gave me ten pounds with which to take her for
a time into the country. My husband heard that I
had the money. He seized it, and when I at-
tempted to prevent him, he struck me to the ground.
For weeks after I lay in the hospital. While I was
convalescent, news came of the death of a relation
in Australia. He had left me a sum of money, with
which I came here and bought this farm. The rest
you know.”

CHAPTER XIII..—A THUNDERCLAP.

At the end of Gillian’s recital there was silence
for a moment. Then Venables rose, and taking
Gillian’s hand, kissed it. There was a flash of
moisture in his eyes, and his voice trembled as he
spoke, '

~ “What you have told us only confirms my faith
in you, my deep affection. Henceforth, God will-
ing, you shall lead a new life indeed.”

“ Let us hear Mr. Herbert, George,” said Gillian.

*I have heard your story, Mrs. Dartmouth,”
said the clergyman, “with the deepest interest an’d
compassion. I pity you, yet cannot altogether
absolve you.”

“What!” cried Sir George, almost fiercely.
“ Has she not suffered enough ?”

*“ More than enough,” said Mr. Herbert gently.
“A heavy penalty for a wrong committed in the
thoughtlessness of youth.”

“ What wrong has she committed ?” asked Ven-
ables.

“The union she has described, a loveless union
can scarcely be defended. From its nature, per:
haps, sprang many of her misfortunes. And let me
ask another question. The name you bear is—ah
—your husbands ?”

“No.”

“ Another error,” said Mr. Herbert.

“ Nonsense,” cried Venables, ‘“ it was a perfectly
justifiable step.”

“ Deception of any kind is never justifiable. It
is—ah——a violation of those spiritual veracities on
which society is founded.”

“ Perhaps,” said Venables, who relished as little
as may be imagined the application of abstract
principles of morality to the conduct of the woman
he loved ; “perhaps she might have done better
to advertise in the public prints that she had come
into a fortune, and that Mr. (whatever the black-
guard’s name may be) was humbly requested to re-
turn to his disconsolate wife now that she had
something more that he might rob her of.”

“ George, George !” said Gillian, in a tone of re-
monstrance. “ And the dispensation, sir?”

“On that point, if you have acquainted me with
the actual facts, I have little or no doubt. You
have never, in the spiritual sense, been a wife at
all, and under the circumstances—I say under the
circumstances—you may be justified in again mar-
rying.”

“Bravo!” cried Sir George. “The Church
comes round to commonsense after all !”

“ The informality, however,” continued Mr. Her-
bert, “ must be at once set right. Your true name
is ”

“My husband’s name,” said Gillian, “was
O’Mara!” It was the first time for seven years
that it had passed her lips.

“Then, Mrs. O’Mara, I must ask you to correct
this sad mistake at once. When it is done, and
not until it is done, I shall have pleasure in per-
forming the marriage ceremony.”

« T will ask you to reconsider that point, sir,”
said Venables. “In the meantime, dear, we will
go for our ride. The horses are waiting.”

“ I hope, Mr. Herbert,” said Gillian, *‘ that you
will lunch with me when we return.”

«T have a little correspondence to do,” said Mr.
Herbert, referring to his watch, “and it is a long
step from here to the Vicarage.”

“ Then why not do your writing here ?” said Gil-
lian. “You will find the materials in my desk there.
If you should need anything, you have only to ring,
and Barbara will attend on you. Shall we find you
here when we return ?”

“You are extremely good, Mrs.—ah-——" He
boggled over the unfamiliar name, and ended by
omitting it altogether. *You will find me here or
in the garden.”

“ Au revoir,’ said Venables, and led his flancée
from the room. Mr. Herbert watched them mount
and canter away.

“ A painful story,” he said, sitting at Gillian’s
desk. “ Well, her troubles should be over now.
Venables is a good fellow, and his affection for her
is evidently very deep. Hardly such a match as
he might have aspired to, or as I could have
wished him to make ; but— Well, well, I hope
they may be happy.”

He bent himself to his correspondence. The
day was hot, and his walk and the long conference
with Gillian and Sir George had tired him, and he
nodded over the paper until he dozed. How long
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he had been unconscious of his surroundings he
did not know, but he returned to consciousness to
find a voice ringing in his ears, and turned in some
confusion to the direction from which it came.

A man was standing just within the door. He
was a tall, well-built, athletic looking fellow, with a
bronzed face, clean shaven, and a mass of dark
brown hair, touched with grey about the ears and
at the temples. His dress was shabby, though of
originally good materials, and in its cut and in his
careless fashion of carrying it hinted at the artistic
pursuits of its wearer, a hint strengthened by the
sketch book he held in his hand.

“ Ten thousand pardons,” he began, as Mr. Her-
bert rose in surprise at his apparition. “ Do I ad-
dress the owner of the house ?”

“No,” replied Mr. Herbert. “It belongs to a
friend of mine—a lady. She is absent for the
moment, but will return presently.”

“Indeed. Thank you. Itisa charming place.
I have just made a sketch of it from the outside,
and was going to ask permission to see the in-
terior.”

“An artist, sir ?” asked Mr. Herbert.

“ Anamateur,” said the stranger. He spoke with
a rather affected accent, and with a self-conscious
smile. ““You, sir, I perceive, are in holy orders.”

“ I am the Vicar of Crouchford, sir.” :

The stranger bowed, with a flourish of the broad
brimmed wideawake he held in his hand.

“I salute you, sir. If there is one thing in the
world I reverence, it is religion. I look upon it as
the mother of art.”

‘It has, I should hope, even greater claims upon
our reverence than that,” returncd Mr. Herbert,
obviously pleased, however; “ though I would not
be understood as underestimating your beautiful
occupation. Pray come in. The lady of the
house is so old a friend of mine that I may take
it upon myself to play cicerone. You are a
stranger in the neighbourhood ?”

“Quite. In fact, almost a stranger in England.
I am just returned after a long sojourn abroad, and
am wandering hither and thither at accident, re-
viving old impressions. There is something in
the English atmosphere, in English scenes and in-
stitutions  indescribably refreshing. Decay is
always beautiful.”

“Eh?”said Mr. Herbert, a blank stare of aston-
ishment succeeding to the smile with which he had
listened to the first part of this speech.

‘“ Decay is the beauty of our England,” continued
the stranger. ““Its sleepy conventions, its mould-
ering habitations, its mildewed churches, its moss-
grown religion, delight me inexpressibly.’

I trust, my dear sir,” said Mr. Herbert, whom
the stranger’s fluent chatter had rather put to sea,
“I trust that you are one of us. I mean I hope
you belong to the church which is the symbol of our
civilization ?”

“Iam a Churchman, sir—a fervent Churchman.
That isa very fine bit of black oak, by the way,
and, pardon me—yes. That delightful bit of
colour. Yes, sir, I am a Churchman. To be frank
with you—1I hope I may be so fortunate as to find
your views correspond with my own, my leaning is
towards the higher and more symbolic forms of
Episcopacy.”

“Iam delighted to hear it!” It did not occur
to the worthy clergyman that he was at least as
obviously High Church in his dress and appear-
ance as his interlocutor was obviously artistic.

“ Dissent is so radically unlovely, its forms are
so bare, so harsh, its teachings void of grace.”

This was an utterance which chimed in with
Mr. Herbert’s mind.

“The furnishing of this place,” said the stranger,
“is worthy of its exterior. It gives me a keen de-
sire to make the acqudintance of your friend. Such
perfect taste.”

“ Mrs. Dartmouth is a lady of good taste,” said

Mr. Herbert. “A most charming and accom-
plished lady.”
“Mrs. Dartmouth,” repeated the stranger.

“ That is her name? A piano? Excuse me.”
He ran his fingers deftly along the keys. “ An ex-
quisite tone. Ah!” He gave aslight shudderand
struck a solitary note, listening with corrugated
brows, ¢ That I is a semi-tone flat.”

“You play?” said Mr. Herbert.

“ A little,” replied the artist, with a deprecatory
smile.

“1 am sorry Mrs. Dartmouth is from home. She
would be delighted in this dull place to meet a
person so accomplished.”

“Oh, pray don’t call me accomplished, I am
simply an amateur of the beautiful. I am so con-
stituted that what is beautiful alone gives me pleas-
ure—next, of course, to what is religious. The
terms are really interchangeable. Religion, true
religion, the religion of which you are an exponent,
and I the humblest of devotees, is the soul of
beauty. Only religion interprets thus the full
meaning of the beauties which make up the sum ot
lile. A sower passing with measured footsteps,
posed like a god, from frrrow to furrow, with the
sunlight sparkling on the seeds as he casts them,
making them gleam like golden rain—a star, a
flower, a dewdrop—life is full of such felicities,
which, justified by their beauty, are divine.”

“You talk, my dear sir, like a poet.”

“I hope I have the poet’s nature.”

“You write?”

“A little.”

“Bless me, you seem to do everything.”

“A litle.” :

“And you have travelled.”

“A little. You don’t mind me sketching as we
talk 7 That chimney piece is delightfully quaint.”

The conversation was interrupted at this point
by the entrance of Dora. She came running in
with her hair streaming and her eyes sparkling and
her lips parted to communicate some childisl: con-
fidence to her old friend, when she caught sight of
the stranger, and paused.

“Ah !” said the latter. “A child! I love chil-
dren.  And how very beautiful | Come to me, my
rosebud. What is your name ? It should be a
pretty one.”

“Dora,” said the child, looking up at him shyly
through the tangle of her disordered hair.

He took her hands in his and drew her to him,
looking at her with a curiousscrutiny.  C’est bien
ca,” he said, under his breath.

“Oh.” she said, catching sight of the sketch-
book on his knee. “You are drawing. Please go
on. Iam learning to draw. Mamma is teaching
me.”

“A charming little pupil.
to teach you ?”

“I like mamma best.”

“Charmingly frank, these little people,”’ said the
artist with a smile.

“Can you paint houses?”” asked Dora. “Mamma
can.”

“Oh yes, I can paint houses—and little girls,
when they are pretty.”

“You must be very clever,” said the child,
solemnly.

“I am considered fairly intelligent,” said the
stranger, with his own smile. “Your mamma is out,
this gentleman tells me.”

“Yes, she is riding with Sir George.”

“Oh, with Sir George. And your papa ?”

Would you like me

“I've never had a papa,” said Dora. “But I'm
going to have one soon.”
“Really. That will be delightful. How should

you like me in that capacity ?”

“I should like you pretty well ; but I like Sir
George best. Why do you laugh so much ?”

“You amuse me, my innocent child.” He
stroked her hair with a lingering touch, and his
face saddened. “Wil| yougive me a kiss, littie
one ?”

“Yes,” said Dora shyly. “I like you.”

The stranger kissed her, and, rising walked to
the window for a moment, passing a handkerchief
across his eyes.

“Excuse me,” he said to Mr. Herbert in an al-
tered voice as he returned. “I had a little child
once. She would be of about this little darling’s
age if she be still alive. And the same name. I
am not ashamed of these tears, sir. My little
child, my Dora. Where is she ?”

“My dear sir!” said Mr. Herbert.

“I must not afflict you with my sorrow.” said the
artist, putting away the handkerchief after passing
1t again across his eyes ; “but these memories will

e
return at moments. There !” He bent over »
child again. The beat of horses’ hoofs b€ fof
audible nearing the house. “Music is the cur¢
such sorrow as mine. Do you love musi®
darling ?”

“Yes,” said Dora. “And I like to dance-
George plays waltzes for me.”

“Come then.” jivel

He sat at the piano, and dashed into 2 e
tune with the manner of one trying to banis
pleasant memories. Dora.flitted round the
and was watched with a pleased smile by Mr- ‘
bert. The sound of horses’ feet came nearn st
paused on the gravel before the door. ~ The "y 4
changed suddenly from the lively rhythm o =
waltz to “Home, Sweet Home.” ing 0.5

“Mamma, mamma !” cried Dora, pirouett! 2"
the door.  “Come and see the funny gentl” exel

Gillian, her face flushed with free air an 3nd :
cise, entered the hall, followed by Sir GeOYge’nge 3
stopped for a moment at sight of the stl'f:l med
He, with his fingers still playing the melody,
half round upon the music stool.

“Gillian I he said softly, smiling.

The poor woman’s face changed to a
stony horror.

«Philip 1"

She spoke the name scarcely louder
whisper, and fell fainting into Sir George’s

CHAPTER XVI.
THE BRIDE OF JACOB’S FLAT. i

T'hree years before the meeting described !
last chapter, a number of men were asseuse hi
around the bar in the only drinkmg-h‘)tbin s
Jacob’s Flat, a rough mining settlement W! .
two days’ ride of San Francisco. cind®

It was Saturday night, and drink of all,n high <
was flowing like water. Every one seeme (li shi® |
spirits, from the burly bearded fellows in 1€ ]itd‘
who were lounging against the bar, to thé
group of gamblers seated at small tables a"
gaged busily at cards.

Though oaths were common, and the
conversation scarcely fit for ears polite, everz’ th
present seemed in remarkably good humor, aprai"‘
merriment had reached its highest when u i
Bill, a giant of six feet, known to his facetio 3!1
timates as “Prairie Oyster” (the name also g he
insidious kind of American drink) dash€C g :
fist upon the counter, lifted up his glass 1D
and exclaimed :

“H'yar’s Jake’s health and fam’ly !
Jake and her.” .

The toast was received with acclamatio™
drunk with enthusiasm. . be ¥

“What time, now, do you calc’late they’] ick""e
coming to Parson’s Ford ?” asked a little t
man with the lingering remains of a strong
ney accent. ] ¢

“Wal, ye see,” said Bill reflectively, “then it
passes the Big Creek at arf past three, 30
take the wagon two hours or more to rfa o th8
Ford in this weather. You bet they won't ing
afore daylight. I say, boys,” he added, rats
voice, “who’s a-going to ride over ?” ¢ jitte

“Who's a-going to ride over?’ echoed th ing
man contemptuously, “Better ask, who’s ?‘gc
stay ? I ain’t seen a blooming female S igf
school-mistress was drowned last year, Poorettlcoi
and I'm curious to see what kind of P

ake’s married.” , ap
! “Married her up to Frisco, didn’t he ?’ de ;
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ed another voice, that of a new-comer." Prﬂiﬂ; f
“Put your bottom dollar on that,” salC ~ 17 &

Bill proudly ; “and if you don’t believe me’iczuf{
Jake’s pardner—ask him to show you hersiy er

The partner alluded to, an old man buloddcd"
gaged in a game of euchre, looked up andld b ‘%‘
whereupon he was immediately surround€? g
whole assembled company, clamorousl) mifé ¢
ing to see the picture in question. De.tesity, Ll
however, not merely to gratify public Cul"oi . dete”
to do a stroke of business, he expresse 1ank
mination not to assent until every man ha P 5
down a five dollar note, explaining at thiS !
time, that the amount was not to go int0 4:01111"‘
pocket, but to corstitute part of a home
present for Jake’s wife.

b
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Cve eolgg?.ey Wwas soon collected, some enthusiasts
froy each 8 and trebling the amount demanded
ty ang , -md“’ldual, and then, with much solemui-
dr@wo 'd a hush of expectation, Jake’s partner
up Caref, rom his bosom a small packet wrapped
With Y In brown paper, took off the paper
Somey, d?llberation, and exposed to view a
handed to dingy coloured photograph, which he
B time tls next neighbour, enjoining him at the
Is pOSSesS'O handle it very carefully and to limit
Thyg th 101 of it to the space of half a minute.

, GXCite Picture was passed round from hand to
fach ed spectators crowding eagerly round

-1 May ; € .
Criticy) , 28 he took his turn, and uttering cries of

“Py 3dmiratigp,

“S ,y eat !”

ain air, like my own sister Eliza !”
“Shess . Y2ller neither—it’s brown 1”

“Jake o Miling 1"

WRe wag allays Jucky 1

er
m!"‘thumebglyg"es on her ’ands, and they’d *bout fit

Teckon .
“r. cé‘i‘;n she ain’t more’n eighteen 1”
Anq 3 '€ @ million dollafs for a wife like that !”

Teache o, and so on; till the photograph
c"‘ltion, 2 dirty blear-eyed man far goné) in irgltol;i-
?"‘nner O Instead of adopting the decorous
e"r()a.l(a . 1s COmpz}nions, uttered a drunken
2 Okeg v téﬁt’d the picture. Direwas the tumult
cfose a Atact of outrage.  Shrieks and oaths
Urreq, th efore he could realize what had oc.
g’(_lup :h offender was kicked from group to
P“fg ithou; Ot out through the open door into the
stl?".ie Bil };Where he lay like a log. Meantime,
fhreldl kad Snatched the photograph away,and

:T“,lest You ; .

likamt fair topm up that pictur agin, Jim Collier !
€ thag 1 Jake Owen ter make his wife a show

Senj .

Q the l]gle,m Which elicted a cheer of approval

thj'“‘ nodéljomy of the company.

it?p °t0gr: },]and with one respectful glance at

p,2 hig bosop Wrapped it up again and concealed

i dirig p-0SOM. Then striding back to the bar,

ed a glass of spirits, and drained

g b
Se w0r3§ 10 Jake’s partner handed it back with

fr()m

it gﬁ' tO tl“ demand

2 The e)(c?theallh of “Jake’s wife.”

W:Omen,s SMent awakened by the mere sight of
n we ex 10§08raph may be better understood
a ac}l:e?m that every man in Jacob’s Flat

he Squ“(:r, and that, beyond one or two

kng they fair o Who hungaround the place,women,
Wn, Or plain, were almost utterly un-
en b,

?,fgr‘)?s Cou?,tt;ee“ known to ride a hundred miles

wy 10 the ) 10 catch a glimpse of a female pass-

heralon COnt:ige' coach, and when an emigrant

Wit}fded as . 10g members of the softer sex was

"omln Teae tgm to cross the plains anywhere

h&lt'd Strike v © FOUgh fellows of Jacob’s Flat
ing Work and gallop over to the nearest

se roto await the passers-by.

a ething P Ugh fellows a woman or a child was

ar :
SostsaCre 4 off, mysterious, and consequently

Ow,, "hen :
m:’:t » One ot}]f nNews first went round that Jake
the « @ Youp, 1, o\ Dumber, was going to ’Frisco to
‘gggighwoman who had come.out all

. country on purpose to mar
ey x:“ement was tremendous. Althougrl);
N ‘gzneral opinion in that region that
“lue S hardly the place to bring a lady
My Ang Was the universal theme of con-
T pa When, some weeks after Jake’s de-
ion t}rltnel' received the photograph with
13t “Mr. and Mrs. Owen” were
oo me, the local excitement rose

ev, .
b}:}?ebers ofetrg. White woman was a paragon to the
Shy, d~1v-,°‘“an s(‘: colony of bachelors this particular
Gy ke f, o °°Med a positive goddess—with soft,
nﬁtaofa dow,n genth eyes, little hands, and the
Oftgy, Mory) p Night little lady. Jacob’s Flat was
Wurde, 2C€ its inhabitants were violent and
R a Sr I their habits, but honesty of a
Q]:d thed of ner UM, and the ethics of society
!
®ang Uni{.‘f‘al of the picture

appeared there
Tended, she would .

have found her-

orj CCessity a certain standard of purity. .

self as safe and as respected as a lady in her own
drawing-room ; for though one or two hopeless
desperadoes might have looked npon her with evil
eyes, the whole spirit of the community would have
been certain to protect her. Offers of marriage, of
course, she would have had by the hundred, but
beyond that necessary homage to female beauty,
no citizen would have had the temerity to pre-
sume.

At early daybreak the following morning Jacob’s
Flat was almost deserted, but on the banks of a
narrow river, fifty miles away, Prairie Bill and his
companions sat waiting and expectant.

“This is bloomin’ slow,” said Simpson, the cock-
ney. “It’s light enough now to see the pips by.
Let’s ave a flutter, eh, boys ?”

“ Flutter be ! said Prairie Bill, to whom
the suggestion was more directly addressed, * let’s
ride along and meet the wagon.”

This suggestion meeting with more favour, the
whole cavalcade was soon in motion, riding in
loose order along the faint lines left in the deep
grass by the last passage of the coach a fortnight
before.

Simpson, one of the many accredited humourists
of the little community, looking about him at his
companions under the slowly broadening light, re-
marked on the unwontedly spruce appearance they
presented.

‘1 begin to think as I'm in Pall Mall. There’s
Chicago Charley. Look at him! I'm blowed if
he hain’t washed hisself.”

“I'll wash yow,” said the individual thus rendered
remarkable, “in the creek, if I get much more of
your chin music.”

‘“ An’ Bill, too,” continued Simpson, ignoring the
threat ; “ he’s combed 'is "air. Sure you've got the
partin’ straight, old pal ?”

“Shut your head ! growled Bill ; and Simpson
obeyed, seeing in the stolidly expectant faces of the
party that his cheerful impertinences were for once
out of place.

The party rode in silence save for the muffled
beat of their horses’ hoofs in the grass and the
creaking of their saddles, till Simpson began to
whistie the Wedding March. The air was perhaps
unrecognized, at all events nobody joined in it, and
the discomfited humourist stopped midway through
it with a forlorn grin, lit his pipe, and rode on as
silent as the rest.

“ There she comes!” cried the foremost horse-
man—a long, loose, saturnine Yankee, who had
once been a harpooner on an American whaler.
He rose in his stirrups, pointing with a forefinger
straight ahead A dim speck was visible on the
horizon beyond the undulating billows of grass.

‘“Come along, boys,” cried Bill, clapping spurs
to his horse. and the whole crowd started at a brisk
gallop with a ringing cheer.

The dim speck grew every moment in distinct-
ness as they flew towards it, till it grew recogniza-
ble to sight less keen than that of the old whaler as
the St. Louis express.

*“That's Kansas, drivin’,” he said to Bill, who
rode abreast of him. “ They’ll be aboard of her, I
reckon. See his rosette ? And the horses have
got streamers on.” .

These and kindred remarks passed from mouth
to mouth as the distance between the galloping
crowd of horsemen and the approaching coach
grew less.

“Let’s give ’em a salute,” suggested Simpson,
and a sudden crackle of revolver shots resounded
over ‘the mufled beat of hoofs. Kansas waved
his long whip, and rose in his seat, lashing his
herses to-a faster gallop, and the last half mile was
covered at racing pace. :

The band of horsemen formed about the coach
like a breaking wave around a boulder, yelling and
whooping like a crowd of fiends, and blazing away
with their revolvers. A man’s head and shoulders
emerged from the window, and in the interior a
glimpse was visible of a pale and terrified female
face.

“Dry up,” roared Bill. “Ye pack of howling
fools! Ye’ll skeer the soul out of her !”

A sudden silence fell upon the party, broken by
a tuneful ringing cheer, led by Simpson with a shrill
“Ip, ip, ’ooray !” and a dozen hands were thrust

out to seize that of the male traveller.

“ I took ye for a gang of prairie ruffians,” said
the latter, with a strong provincial English accent.
“Ye frightened the little woman. It’s all right,
lass,” he continued. ¢ It’sthe boys from the camp,
come over to give us a welcome, bless their
hearts.”

He sank back 1n his seat and gently pushed his
bride to the window.

She looked out, with the pallor of her recent fear
still on her cheeks—a frank, delicate face, which
made the photograph the men had admired on the
night before seem a clumsy libel on her living
beauty. Every man in the crowd drew a deep
breath as she ran her still half-frightened glance
along their bronzed and bearded faces. They re-
turned the gaze with ardent eyes, sitting like
statues about the arrested vehicle, staring at this
wonder of womanhood dropped from the skies to
share their rough lives.

“God bless you, my beauty, and welcome to the
Flat,” cried an unmistakeably English voice, and
amid another cheer the coach started again. The
girl’s face, which had flushed rosily at the words,
paled again at a stray shot of rejoicing from some
ardent spirit, who was immediately knocked out of
his saddle by a neighbour and sharply anathemat-
ised by his companions.

Coach and escort moved forward at a moderate
pace, keeping time to a song started by a Spaniard
in the van, a gravely joyful measure, sung ina rough
but melodious voice, which lasted until the halting
place of the cab was reached. Here Jake opened
the coach door, and springing to the ground, assist-
ed his wife to descend.

The men dismounted from their horses, and
formed a circle about the couple. The girl was
quite self-possessed now, and when Jake took her
hand and led her a step forward, smiled brightly in
answer to the cheer which greeted her.

“ These are my friends, Jess,and you must make
‘em yours,” said Jake. “Good friends they've
been to me, through fair and foul.”

She put out her little gloved hand to Prairie Bill,
who blushed redder than she as he took it, and
after wringing it with unnecessary force, dropped it
and looked a trifle foolish. There was noman in
the crowd who did not envy him, but no other
claimed the honour thus bestowed.

“I'm very glad to meet you all,” said Jess, *“ and
I’m very thankful for your kindness to Jake—to my
husband.”

The voice was sweet, and only one or two in the
crowd could recognize that its accent was almost as
strong as Jake’s. But she might have been farless
pretty than she was in face and speech, her femin-
inity and her youth were as a strangely potent wine
to ensure the worshipping affection of every man in
the party.

“Talk o’ that gal at Dutch Gulch, as Poker Sam
married last year!” said Prairie Bill to Simpson.
‘“ Reckon we lay over the Guich this deal. We've
got a lady.”

Not one among them had any touch of mean
envy of his companion’s luck.

“ A reg’lar daisy, and no error,” said Simpson.
‘I 'ope the lady can ride, matey,” he continued to
Jake, “we've bought a little ’oss for her—our
weddin’ present. She’s a nice little thing, and as
quiet as a lamb, ma'am.” The others looked with
awe and respect at Simpson, entering thus easily
into converse with this radiant goddess.

“ Ride !” cried Jake proudly, “ she can ride nigh
on a'most anything. Country bred, she is. My
county, Essex.”

Jess clapped her hands delightedly at sight of
the horse, a pretty little beast of mustang strain,
gorgeously caparisoned in scarlet Mexican leather.

“1 don’t know what to say,” she cried, “it’s z00
beautiful. Thank you. Thank you all, ever so
much.”

“ Give her a lift, Simpson,” said Jake with the
air of Jove distributing favour to mortals, and the
blushing Cockney stooped to the little foot and
lifted the bride to her saddle amid another cheer.
Jess shook hands with Kansas, and thanked him
sweetly for the care he had taken of her during the
long ride from Frisco.

(7o be Continued.)
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"gt. Valentine's b ToroNTO, February, 1891.
buge, - 2%, Whay 3Y, and the postman got round in time !
sily_ not g, €an the matter be!” The sparrows were
Va8 this s:fs':}’~canvassing the best place for nest-
a \:n € s nog depd' two or three days ago, so that St.
€a o soa H l.)ut possibly we mortals, so anxious
3 ale:iethmg- to shew our spirituality, have
S of ancing aned tl‘ns. year thh‘ the pomps and
ered ingg Len dissipation, seeing that we are a

nt,

Yet
LT wha .
Lent t Pretty valentines we used to get, Lent or

The bllck fag ; *
b, behinq it €1n Toronte ¢
Ardly o 33 a starvation

Own &
to e -0 the world bt
Byt alla
Oromo B
e . 1s.
chief Ty Wl“ing tol]
Makerg en

Vahitje

* *

afid a whole hundred and filty
procession. Why, there is
could make a better show,
Te not blessed with such ardent politi-
I¢ anybody wants to borrow a few we
d them, having no sort ofuse for mis-

¢ °pened TO . %
th:nl:"y" the z't';:e;s *“ Industrial Revolution of the 18th
..Gr"“omng pre. Y, and at page 101 my eye rested on
Whth"wlh of aupeg_"a“f” remark in connection with the
in P We fome to g:sm. ** A further cause of pauperism,
""(hor:ce-s 3 con : end o.f the century, was the great rise
theg, Cltes copp ﬁp red with that of wages.”  And the
Ly > eat, 5 rir'St’ t'hen soap, leather, candles, butter,
ages, S‘T“E In Pric.:e out of proportion with the
rand g | € opening remark hasa hint in it for
.. Place of the common necessaries cata-
:“]': rent, ﬁlel., and the by-laws of towns
'm he PS in €eping .plgs, hens, or any of those
! €conomical house-keeping that the
able to count on, we shall find a pre-
1' replace the other,
Int for students of political economy.

*  ox

at Trinity College on *¢ The

Dre,,en . Q0ve, if we
2 citize,
e

2} Hu *
tlon tton’s let:ture

Tory
to Omey j .
t N Ancient Greece”” was very satisfac-

7
Wdina:?‘his’ ri(c)t:::: of the individual rights of women.
a"tn of Omen s there were no indications of the sub.-
o h‘rhest f the Gr’e t:ey Wwere rather in the ascendant,
", Tenown o ht': (?emes were females, and Theseus
» don,» tie l.s Victory over the Amazons of the
tite p'iesteqnlahStS now tell us that these Amazons
Ome o sir;lsei a..nd n‘ot military women at all,
‘n.w; its m:) ‘c‘l‘}'. Sparta, held its women on an
g o'zaliOn of the vh';)le result being, not confusion and
me and state, but the education of

DPatrig
ts and .
. w S i ;
Prg mllgmn ea arriors, in whose care liberty was

Utton’s per,

The wer °f Canadjap women to day.

R"iewﬁrst Bumbe, of ‘- . .
ed%d of cologi the first volume of “ The Critical
ro essorg ;all)all):i gP;ﬁlosophical Literature,”
o J:fst arriveq. - Salmond, D.D. (McAinsh,
beig, , lt:: contributors is restricted to few places,
Rigy, "blt the pagow’ Aberdeen, London, Oxford, Cam-
0 the z:: Wander wide. Perhaps the most
ny onaps ;’;;:l).’l reader is that by Walter C.
ems et beh :1 the Day Brea'k,”. and.other
) Authgp nd, The paper, which is a friendly
Whi °'S genius and styles, gives but one ex-

N0ne i
of Will find out of place here : —

b
h,::‘i quen:f.",‘},’ Taze the old altar now,
A burp g Witﬁ fire that has for many an age
Pe f ng time § 1t8 strange unearthly glow,
A Ace, beay 1ts fierceness could assuage ;
1l aer; *nly peace, is now our heritage,

Ce ig o
e gre:notf r{ send back the lamb
o:iy of Qalthe ds ; 1o more we need its-blood f
the sick ha? come; the blessed balm
ath hoy . €Onscience grows in yonder wood ;
ife, one lamb the Lamb of God.

oration was an admiration of the

oy, h

18 ];

Dry up the crimson stream, and wash away
From the red pavement every trace and stain

Of the old blood that flowed for many a d.ay;
Let nothing of the unfinished past remain.
'Tis finished now, and the one Lamb is slain.

Scatter the ashes ; strew them far_and wide,
The symbols ot a fire which to its last

Has burned. and in its burning thus has died ;
Into that fire our guilt has all been cast,

And the dread wrath is now for ever past.
—HoRrATIUS BONAR.
* * *

T got a lovely copy of Hon. O. Mowat’s recent contribu-
tion to religious literature, *¢ Christianity—some of its
Evidences,” at Williamson’s, who publish it. White
morocco boards, flexible, with gold title and author’s
monogram below, makes it as pretty a bit of work as any
publishing house would wish to turn out, and it is the more
satisfactory because it is all Canadian,

The counterpart of it in get up came to me as a Christ-
mas gift from a dear friend, whose initials only I dare give,
though some of my readers will guess who is meant by
I.. M. ¢ The Greatest Thing in the World” bears, how-
ever, Hodder & Stoughton’s imprimatur, a notable house
for Canada to enter the lists with.

But the best of Mr. Mowat’s book is by no means on the
outside. Whoever has heard the Hon. gentleman speak
will recognize his style at once, and will not be mistaken
in expecting to find plums in the pudding. The * Evi-
dences” are new in a way, and consist mainly of the
author’s thoughts and well wrought-out conclusions on the
value of the arguments against Christianity, as stated by
modern opponents.

The book is no more than a pamphlet, and consists of an
address to a Society of Christian Endeavour. Therefore,
the ordinary reader need fear no long dissertation that will
tax his time and strength, but will rather find the book a
help to his own thoughts.

-

- *

I was glad to see a few copies of William Kirby’s ¢ Le
Chien d’0Or” upon Mr. Williamson’s counter. It is well
know that the author is not satisfied with the translation as
published by Lovell, of his book, which was wrttten in
French, a triumph in itself from an Englishman’s pen, or
I should, perhaps, say a Canadian’s pen, since Mr. Kirby
has spent all but a few years of his life here. If another
and more satisfactory translation could be made of this
enchanting work a publisher could undoubtedly be found.

- - -

A work that ought to beof the greatest interest to Cana.
dians everywhere is just out from the press of Williamson
& Co.,—** Canadians in the Imperial Naval and Military
Service Abroad,” by J. Hampden Burnham, M. A,, of Os-
goode Hall, Barrister-at-Law.

The writer very aptly opens his preface by saying :
¢« Canadians, if they know their country, do not know their
countrymen so intimately as they ought. * * * The
remark refers more particularly to those of our country-
men who have ‘entered the naval and military services of
the Empire and have gone abroad.”

Such names as the author has dealt with, and there are
more than a hundred and fifiy of them, are perhaps better
known in England than in Canada, but with the publica-
tion of this work such ignorance ought to cease ; if it do not
it will be a reproach to that patriotism which has been
making itself heard of late. A country consists of the
people that inhabit it, not of its natural gifts and posses-

sions. . % %

Further on the writer invites help in the work he has at
present but lightly touched, for the difficulties of initiating
a new movement clog the action of the author as well as
the reformer. He says: ¢ If readers regard with favour
this earnest endeavour to present authentically what has,
in great part, been neglected of late it is hoped they will
forward to the writer such information as they possess.

Even clues whichmay be followed up are of some value.”
- »* -

The book is no mere rehash of what has been written
before. To collect his material the writer travelled Canada
over, then went to England, where he went over the navy,
military and public records of Great Britain as collected
together at the British Museum and elsewhere, Thusfrom
the fountain head, unbiased by personal representations,
either of individuals or families, he supplied himself with

material of the greatest value and interest.
- » -

The short history of the 100th Regiment that opens the

book is a record never before seen in Canadian print, and
contains numerous points of pride and interest.

The account of the public services (for this is ail the
author aims at) of General Sir William Fenwick Williaths;
Bart., G.C.B., Royal Artillery, if it wete followed by ho
other record of an equally high order, ought to make every
Canadian thrill with pride, not at the heroism of conflict
displayed, though this is not wanting, but at the higher
soldierly qualities of endurance, patience, courage, industry,
good judgment and splendid temper displayed by General
Williams under perhaps as trying an ordeal as ever befel a

soldier.
* * *

Nor is Williams the only example of such high qualities.
Major General Sir ] E. W, Inglis is another such, and so
through the whole list of illustrious names there is not one
who was not distinguished for his devotion to ¢ duty
first.””

It is no disparagement to Canada to know that these all
received their professional education in England. You may
cut and polish glass forever, but it will never become a
djamond, so if the spirit were not there the training could
never have made heroes of these men.

- » -

None will be surprised that Nova Scotia furnished a pre-
ponderance, perhaps, of the noble names cited by Mr.
Burnham, because a garrison and seaboard town like Hali-
fax is the home of the two services, but we can boast
several Toronto men among them, as can also Montreal,
Quebec, Peterborough, Chatham. Detroit (once Canadian),

The present work is only an inception ; if the author can
devote his life to the work there is enough for him to do,
both in and out of Imperial service circles.

* - - »
I am pleased to see that ¢¢ Canada” is out.
* » *

For the first time I have just got hold of an American
work on 1812 that is not steeped in unfairness,—*¢ A His-
tory of the War of 1812-15 Between the United States and
Great Britain,” by Rossiter Johnson, published by Dodd,
Mead & Co., in a series of volumes on ¢ The Minor Wars
of the United States,” a somewhat grandiloquent title for
the wars of a nation that never went to war seriously before
or since, until its own civil outbreak in 1861,

The ¢¢ History” is succinct and clear, and fairly accurate
in its account of some of the engagements, but others carry
their own reputation with them in the utter improbability
of some of the statements. Nevertheless, the author has a
warm heart for a brave man, and is not afraid to say so.

»* » »

Captain Ernest Cruikshank, of Fort Erie, delivers a lec-
ture on ¢ The Battle-fields of the War of 1812-15,” in the
Upper Canada College, on the 16th inst. )

Col. G. T. Denison is also to deliver a lecture in the
Normal Scheol before the Public School Teachers’ Asso-

ciation on Friday next.
*

After a five years’ absence Charles Mair, the gifted
author of ¢¢ Tecumseh,” is again visiting Toronto. Since
his arrival here a request that he would allow himself to he
nominated as Reform candidate for Prince Albert, N.W.T.,
where he lives, has been telegraphed to Mr. Mair, Here-
fused, the political situation being, as he considers, summed
up in two words—Annexation or the Empire, “and you
know I am with the last,” was his reply.

E 2 * »

The President of the Lundy’s Lane Historical Society
honoured me with a photograph of Col. John Butler, of
Butler’s Rangers, taken from an original oil-painting in
the possession of William Kirby, Esq., of Niagara. The
photo shows a strong-featured weather-worn man of sixty
or thereabouts, with a head in shape very much resembling
that of Sir John A. Macdonald. The hair is straight and
long, combed back from the face, and nearly white. The
heavy bullion epaulette on the shoulder belongs to a time
gone by, none but naval officers, I believe, wearing it

now.
LR N

Col. Butler lies in a neglected plot, about six miles north
of Niagara, on what used to be the Butler homestead. It
is a said that only Mr. Kirby, who knew him well, could
point out the entrance to Col. Butler’s vault. It is a re-
proach that the last resting place of one of Canada’s bravest
defenders of her infancy should be left unnoticed, and, ex-

cept to a few, unknown.
S. A. Curzon,
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Did I tell you about the proposed author’s club a week
or two ago? Life is too short to make a copy of the let-
ter, and I have not yet had time to see it in print, so that
T am not sure. Anyhow the proposal (made by Mr. Wal-
ter Besant) is that a cInb should be started solely for the
use of authors, journalists and literary men and women
generally. Mr. Andrew Lang has been going into the pros
and cons of the proposal—only all his arguments are against
it. He says, with the greatest truth, that authors should
never herd together ; anyone else would be better, be it a
tinker, tailor or a candlestick maker—they, at any rate,
would teach him something. Then, too, Mr, Lang says
that one would never get the old authors, the top of the
profession, to join such a club, for their habits are already
formed. Nor would the middle-aged men join—men who
have already made their reputation—for they have clubs
and libraries by the score. It is only the young men who
will rally round Mr. Besant’s standard ; they have fortunes
and reputations to make, a-d what better way than meet-
ing the minor reviewers at one’s club and wheedling them
with the ¢¢soft, seductive drink.”

Rumours are goning about that we are shortly to have

- Mrs. Brown Potter and Mr. Kyrle Bellew, (both of whom

are said to have improved greatly in their acting) back in
London in a play adapted from the German play on the
old myth of *“ llero and Leander.”” By the way, whata
fearful fright Mre, Potter must have had the other night
while acting in the above play. A sailor leaped from the
audience onto the stage and shot himself. Of course Mrs,
Brown Potter was terribly upset, but she struggled bravely
through to the end of the play.

It may interest the colonial readers of Punck to know
that the author of the clever burlesque of the styles of
various novelists which have been going on in that journal
for some past is Mr. R. C. Lehmann, one of the most
promising members of the Young Liberal party. He has
already contested one election—that of Central Hull—but
was beaten by Mr. H. 8. King, the city banker, Mr.

Lehmann has also written some very clever political lam-
poons in the Speaker, ' A

Mr. Augustus Harris is, in the language ot the streets,
evidently intent on ¢ going it.” Not content with being
one of the sheriffs of the city of London this year, he has
just bought the Sunday 7Times, the popular conservative
weekly. Up to the end of last week Mr. Harris was keep-
ing two of the largest London theatres going, one with a
pantomime and the other with ‘A Million of Money,”
besides running a provincial theatre and having a large
fingerin half a dozen other London theatres and music
halls, His latest idea is a huge fancy dress ball, some-
thing after the French style, which will take place at
Covent Garden Theatre early in February. That theatre
is now in the hands of the carpenters, who are preparing
for the accommodation of three thousand people. The
price of entrance is terribly high, one guinea, and then one
has to pay extra for all one eats and drinks. In spite of
the high entrance fee, the rush for tickets is enormous, and
in order that the different dresses shall be as elaborate and
splendid as possible, Mr, Harris announces that he will
award three medals—gold, silver and bronze—to the
wearers of the most ornate and attractive costumes.

Apropes of Mr. D’Oyly Carte’s new theatre, *¢ The Royal
English Opera House,” of which I have already given some
particulars, I hear that some wonderful mechanical inven-
tions have been arranged by a Mr. W, P. Dands. which
will dispense altogether with the clumsy scene shifter and
beery stage carpenter. Every bit of scenery, however
weighty it may be, can be brought in and out of position by
the simple pulling of a handle orrope. This contrivance—
it it can only be kept in working order—will be of wonder-
ful assistance to the stage manager, for the gentlemen who
do the scene shifting are invariably in the way when they
are not wanted.,

Canada sheuld be proud of Mr, Grant Allen, for in Eng-
land he is considered (when he keeps himself within decent
limits) the rising novelist and z4e rising scientist. Bad
health compels Mr. Grant Allen to winter abroad, and this

o
year he has gone in search of sunshine in one of tbe.: :
delightful spots on the face of this earth-—not only LG‘P
opinion, but in Mr. Grant Allen’s also. I refer tot
d’Antibes, which is situated on the Riviera, quité ¢ . 1
Nice, Monaco and Monte Carlo. Itis a wilds 'roﬂ; sﬂf' :
cape, jutting out into the Mediterranean, and it 1% Iy ord
ficiently well-known to be unpleasantly crowded, 4 q“i'
from Mr, Grant Allen the other day and he Wa*€ g
enthusiastic about the glories of the climate an
beauty of the scenery. s).dnf"'

I have abstained from saying anything about M
Grundy’s (the well-known dramatist) attack on M-
Scott (the equally well-known dramatic critic of the ;
Telegraph) in the hopes that I might be able to &'
account of both attack and repulse in the same lett€”
itis not to be, for Mr. Scott is also fleeing thiS o
English winter, and is in the south of France for'“ﬂ \
and is not expected back.for a week or so. Bri¢ atrt
position is this. The Zra, (the chief English P yr.
organ) of January 4 contained a long letter fro 3
Grundy impeaching Mr. Scott as the enemy of the ¥ of Ll
day English drama. ¢I hate him, because, | j
colossal efforts and superb achievements establis o
self as the dictator of the English Drama, he has n of g
to the height of his proud position ; but seated o"ﬂ
judgment seat, still plays the advocate, and seeksgoé o
the fabric he has reared,” says Mr. Grundy, who . of-t"
to say, ¢‘ I hate him, because I am the daily witné i '
true hearts he wounds, of the weak and strug8 o
oppresses, of the good and faithful servants t0
says ¢Ill done.,” 1 hate him, because I se€ the te?®
withering under his breath,” Then Mr. Grundy ;sﬂ“}
to show, by instancing Mr. Scott’s hostility t0 I tjcl’f
his plays, that he is the enemy of all true dra““l toi
gress; but he finishes his long letter with an app®®
Scott to take a larger view of his duty and 10
Mr. Grundy calls, the coming [dramatic revolut! i!f
present Mr. Scott has kept his mouth closed, but . ot
ported to have written a scathing reply, under * . i o
“A Bull in a China Shop,” which will appe*
Theatre for February, 4 I

In scholastic circles, of course, all the talk &”
interest has been centred in the discovery of oné ° e ®
hundred and fifty eight books written by “Aristo®"
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li‘hednhc“y of the m t;nu
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finqg ; yond 5 doubt,

At first people threw doubt on the
script, but now that that is estab-
1S not g Veryi we are invited to believe after a'.ll
and pra ™Y Important, and that  the political wis-
Pect fy,, sophical insight is less than we should ex-
M, cm»e author of the immortal ¢ Politics.’ ”
a of eya Blackb“m, the well-known art critic and
Schog whi }?n“al ‘* Academy Notes,” has just founded
:tb‘)ok i 1.15:_ 1}e believes will revolutionize the whole art
th:d"qion. aling ang drawing in black and white for re-
t he Y. Blackburn maintains (and one can see

o8
;:e ‘"ustratge}:; When one thinks how miserably some books
no: "OW-a.days) that the whole fault of the

Up i :::'s;e'f‘ lays in the fact that the illustrator is
in at his (;r n"_:al ?elﬂils of his work. In fact, he
P'lt:' Uetion ;:l““g 1s generally reduced considerably
b More de’lai'; Conseque?tly in drawing his work he
- “The Seh than the picture, when reproduced, will
tiins "(as it i ca“ool of Instruction in Drawing for the
wo N Some three ed) is a great success, and already con-
deeden’ 8lthough ith:nd"ed students, monst of whom are
hnm'_s‘) €NCoyran; as only been started a few weeks. In-
vay "ien S\dif "% has been this success, that Mr. Black-
me“"ls handbookecuy that his work of bringing out his
shl:d‘\to Pay 5 sﬂ‘? lhe. spring art exhibition is com-
Sy, scho ]y‘mg visit to Australia, where he will

Th, of Marjp, ©0l¢in Sydney and Melbourne. He thinks
NRL 8 schools in Canada and the United States.

f/
of Us
M, Londoy, News, under the new editorship

trate d
g‘fdi,, ]et!mnt

tey, % up jis Oin' Shorter, is, metaphorically speaking,
eay VerSary’ Bls ;“d preparing for the battle with its
M, . Mr, Shonac > and White, which will appear next
" Latey iner’ Wh? has only just succeeded the late
one theledltorial chair of the Mews, has im-
kg 'Ywithont mof _hls Paper all round, making it more
l.l‘:]"‘ Peng ) 1 Ing it less newsy. Among the well-
s mmec. hfWe been secured to write weekly
Y, ;{A]len» rrm In the News for the future are Mr.
tl:inhohert Byg .n: ndrew Lang, Mr. Walter Besant and
2ew Ore nllooth?n' The Graphic seems to be taking
edito, N ¥ ; they have not had the advantage of
lig, f Blacy am;ke tflings hum. Great things are ex-
g :'.kno“’ e::: White when it does appear, but very
il 't‘!tic erj; t: Pt that it will rely mote on literary
“sk::’mlin, Wweek 80 on news for its popularity, and it
Chey of X by week, Mr, Robert Louis Stevenson's

the Southern Seas,”

Mr. William Archer, the great Ibenite and dramatic
critic of the World is waxing very wroth that Mr. Edmund
Gorse, the author, and Mr William Hememann, the pub-
lisher, were allowed to steal a march on him by producing
and copyrighting an English translation of ¢ Hedda
Gabba.” Mr., Archer maintains, in a long article in the
Pall Mall Gazette, that Mr. Edmund Gorse is no Nor-
wegian scholar, and that his translation does not convey
Ibsen’s correct meaning, and that the English of the trans-
lation is slovenly and ungrammatical. Mr. Robert
Buchanan, however, does not believe the play is worth all
this pother; he says: ¢It is the funniest book of the
season, funny in its solemn unconsciousness of fun, funny
like a sunless and ill-executed photograph,” and he wants
to know why ¢all this fuss over as dismal a farce as ever
was written,” It is said that directly Mrs, Langtry with-
draws *¢ Anthony and Cleopatra” she will stage ¢ Hedda
Gabba,” with herself in the title 7é/e—but that certainly
would be too funny for anything.

Last Saturday night there was produced at the Globe
Theatre, by Mr. Norman Forbes, an English version, by
W. G. Wills, of Théodore de Banville’s ‘¢ Gringoire,”
(another version of which the English public has seen
played at the Haymarket Theatre by the Berbohn Trees,
under the title of the ¢ Ballad Monger,” adapted by Mr.
Walter Besant and Mr. W, H. Pollock). The new version
was found very inferior both in literary treatment and in
dramatic skill to the Haymarket one, and the acting was
not so good inany way. The other item in the evening’s
programme is an adaptation for a German farce, and is en-
titled ¢ All the Comforts of Home.” It proves to be the
same sort of dramatic farce which we have been made
accustomed to by Mr. Augustin Daly, but its reception on
the first night was lukewarm, although the acting—where
it was possible to separate horseplay from acting—was
spirited and clever. One thing Mr. Norman Forbes has
done which earns him the gratitude of all play-goers; he
has cleansed and redecorated a theatre which has remained
for years past tawdry and dirty, and he has aholished the
pernicious fee system.

GRANT RICHARDS.
A Thought.
The snow-flakes fall, the hills and plains are white
In garments pure, and beautiful and bright ;
Wait but a day. and man’s polluting feet
Will leave no field untouched, no path-way sweet.
See that young flawless soul, its garments fair,
And shining in the morning amber air ;
Wait but a day, and ere the evening fall
Man’s fatal touch has soiled and tainted all.

—SoPHIE M. ALMON HENSLEY,

When Summer Comes.
When summer comes my heart grows light
As snow-flakes falling soft and white
upon the darkness of my hair,

Then vanishes—as fades the fair
Sweet summer day into the night.

The birds that northward wing their flight
Are not more gay with glad delight,
Whilst flitting thro’ the scented air,
When summer comes.
Dear, well I know that when the blight
Of winter will have vanished quite
Thou’lt come to me, and then no care
Of winter’s dreariness can e’er
Invade our dreams—so bravely bright—
When summer comes.
HATTIE R, MACLELLAN,
Mr. J. R, Peel has received word that the picture paint-
ed by his son, Paul Peel, has been purchased by the Hun-
garian Government for the National gallery, for $7,000.
This recognition of Paul Peel’s skill promises much for his
career as a great artist and speaks highly for Canadian talent.
On j3ist ult. appeared the first number of 7ke Anti-
Sacobin, a weekly review of political and social affairs.
Being under the management of Mr. Frederick Greenwood
(formerly editor of the 5S¢, Fames Gazette), the new publi-
action has every prospect of success.

Windsor, N.S.

TREASURE BOX, ONCE THE PROPERTY OF SIR ISAAC NEWTON.
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SCENE ON LAKE MEMPHREMAGOG, P. Q.

OUR NATIONAL MONUMENTS.

aper -
Read before the Lundy’s Lane Historical Society at its last annual cele-

LADIES

:rlrl hi YA}:SCS:NTLEME.N :—When at the summons of
lo,de Upon the mued Preslde.nt, the Rev. Canon Bull, T
"Onla 3 notaple a.se to help in making the proceedings of
lege esire, she :OUI‘ enthusiastic and patriotic feelings
“pome to my own vas CO).V, the call was too informal, she
0 the every.q inventions ; and, in dismay, I fell back
Wy Some sﬂ)'\w? assistance of Poetry’s younger sister
fm;ther Poetry Wil(l)m We prosaically have named Prose.
un, er sis ,delgn to look in upon us this morning
U, she ig her:rs mantle is not for me to premise ;
the he Warm Suns},isomew iere hidden, the blue sky above
€T, the n‘:e' al'C.Jund. the white clouds floating in
oly sod l:;ilé]estlc trees that cast their shadows
. mantle f, neath our feet, nay, that soil itself,
By I We give . r the br?.ve and the loyal, are all wit-

Rlag Uit ig g, ver eFd to their gentle leadings.

1, o Y simple prose that I must tell you how
feeli: Historicflre;i my fellow-members of the Lundy’s
a ¥ L have g h°1ety, by whose courtesy and warm
Dresid alsp ¢ kn onour to be one of their number. I
ang 0t oy 50¢iet0“j that under our able and energetic

¥ 1s not only doing work of a lasting

Va]uab

le

o Ratyre j g

Vo o ure itself, but is inspiring other centres to
°d example,

. I;Ol:;sr; leach a most important collecting
o g, W.a S of Canada, namely, at Hamilton,
abol:mPeg, sister 'societies to our own,
ok fo, 1S, have organized, and now we may
"utur‘ N 8atheriy, ward. to the spread of such societies,
By Btorigy 8 up of material that shall inform the

Of gran: VIR fact, instead of leaving him at the

®Onfge. F Our |

§ are sty
ca]] ¥

g‘theri

Ou:)b:t‘;n t}}ings,” says the old saw, and I

ng to.q ention t‘o the stubborn fact of our
2y, It is that we want a national

here, upon this hill, where the most

\ at Wevz e}‘gagement of the war of 1812 was

bel'ties esire that monument to be worthy of
and oyr cultivation,

ecisi:

bration of the Battle of Lundy’s Lane.

Not a mere funereal stone. No! We are surrounded by
these dear memorials of the dead ; those brave, those
heroic, those loyal men and women to whom patriotism
meant more than self, and duty more than danger. Here
they lie not unhonoured of their children and neighbours,
but as yet unmarked of their country, unhonoured of the
land they loved and for whose life they died.

Feeling more strongly than, perhaps, we have done in
the past—the Tecent past at least—that we are a part of
*that Greater Britain whose magnificent future is yet before
her, we realize more strongly than ever that we are of
that Greater Diritain, indeed, whose flag—our own dear
flag—¢¢ flies in every breeze” ; of that Greater Britain
which, like a great triangle, trisects the globe ; tkat Greater
Britain which stands before the world its acknowledged
hero and leader. And what more glorious future can we
ask, what less inspiring thought shall content us than that
we are of the nation that rules the world, and what lower
shall be our aim in commemorating our heroes— Britain’s
heroes—than that the monuments of a great nation ought

to be worthy of that nation.

This is what we ask. This is what we must have. The
best efforts of the sculptor must be ours to commemorate
the field of Lundy’s Lane ; the best effurts of the artist to
depict the story the monument shall tell, By our firesides
the story has oft been told. Our bards have not forgotten
to tune their harps to heroic strains and to sing our heroes’
gallant deeds. Nor will they ever forget. But we ask
also the aid of the sculptor’s hand. The monuments of
Egypt, Assyria, Greece, have instructed and shall instruct

ages yet unborn. May not ours do so, too?

Standing on this hill, rich with heroic dust, our hearts
swell with pride and gratitude as we look around. Turn
our eyesbin whatever direction we may, to the river, to the
heights yonder, or to the valley between, the spirits of
patriots and heroes rise on every hand like the chariots and
horsemen in the mount upon the enlightened vision of the
servant of the prophet. Not a point from which cannot be

distinguished the scene of some heroic and some fierce
struggle for the protection of human rights, some high-
souled sacrifice for King and country.

Where, then, is a fitter place for that monument in the
interest of which we all feel so deeply to-day? The pro-
per site is not wanting, but the proper monument is, and
what rconstitutes a proper monument it b&écomes us care-
fully to concider. The Government has promised us its
aid in so holy and pious a work, and that Governmgnt is
not wanting in members whose forefathers shed their blood
for British rights in 1812. We are a compnsite peovle,
ladies and gentlemen. We are French and English, Ger-
man and Dutch, Scotch and Irish, Welsh and Bohemian—
just like the old stock we now call English—and like Eng-
land we are ONE when our country is assailed. It has
always been so; it will always be so. There is no French
or English when our country’s rights are in question—we
are all Capadians. I was reading the pages of my old
friend, Col. Coffin, to see what he had to say on the ques-
tion of monuments, and I found in a post-note the follow-
ing, which shows the true patriotic spirit to have animated
the people of all the provinces in the war of 1812. It
could not be that their children should fall below such a
record. The note says, quoting the Montreal Canadian
Courant of the 4th May, 1812, which had copied from the
Quebec Gazette of the day before :—

“THE VOLTIGEURS.—This corps, now forming un
the command of Major de Salaberey. is complelin§ \‘vlitge;
dispatch worthy of the ancient warlike spirit of the coun-
try. Capt. Perrault’s company was filled up in 48 hours
and was yesterday passed by His Excellency the Governor’
and the companies of Captains Duchesnay, Panct and'
L’Ecuyer have now nearly their complement. The young
men move 1n solid columns towards their enlisting officers
with an expression of countenance not to be mistaken,
The Canadians are awakening from the repose of an age
secured to them by go ‘d government and virtuous habits
Their anger is fresh—the object of their preparation simplt;.
and distinct, They are to defend their King, known to
them only by acts of kindness;.and a native country long
since made sacred by the expluits of their forefathers.”

The Deputy Minister of Militia at Ottawa to day, there-
fore, inherits loyal blood not slow to spend itself for King
and country, and his sympathies must needs be with us in
the erection of a monument_to the heroes of the war of
1812,

In narrating the surprise at Stoney Creek by Lieut.-Col.
Harvey, Col. Coffin takes occasion to point out the duty of
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a grateful country to mark the resting places of her heroes.
He says of one of them : ¢The scene of their exploits—the
capture of Stoney Creek—was, in the year 1813, but little
removed from forest and farm land in the first stages of
cultivation. It is now a garden. It is pleasant on an
early spring morning to saunter over the field of this mid-
night conflict, inhaling the incense of the apple orchards
and peach blossoms, listening to the last cry of the whip-
poor-will retiring to its day-dreams, and pausing to note
each spot of interest which the rustic cicerone may point
out to a stranger’s eye. There is still seen the old* Ger-
man or Lutheran place of worship, brown with age and
deserted. now bearing on its wind-worn timbers the bullet
holes of the contest, and in an angle of the primitive fence
hard by, may be discovered amid tall weeds and overhang-
ing ottecas a pile of stones,t a hasty huddled cairn—all
that exists to mark the spot where rest the remains of the
brave men who perished in that midnight fray, * * *
Surely this is a reproach to the land. Can neither men
nor means be found to erect a simple monument to mem-
ories which belong to les braves de toutes nations before
the frail landmarks of the spot itself have passed away ?

Passing over the testimony of Holy Writ on the subjec
of monuments as landmarks in the national records, to
which each may refer for himself, I shall have the pleasure
of reading to you a letter strangely appropriate to this
spot and significant on this occasion. It is a letter
written by Sir Isaac Brock himself on the subject of the
Nelson monument proposed to be erected in Montreal by
the citizens in 1808. The original of this letter is care-
fully preserved by the keeper of the Dominion Archives,
Mr. Douglas Brymner, and I owe it to that gentleman’s
courtesy that I have a copy of it. The letter is addressed to
Lieut.-Col. Thornton, and reads as follows 3—

‘“ MONTREAL, Avgust 1, 1808.

Sir,—I have the honour to report for the information
of the Commander of the Forces (Sir George Prevost) that
the only spot at the disposal of the military any way cal-
culated to receive the monument intended to be erected by
the inhabitants of this city to the immortal hero of Trafalgar,
is the Citadel Hill.

Its elevated position and the additional height of 60
feet, to which it is proposed to carry the monument, will
daily bring to the grateful remembrance of a numerous
and distant population his eminent and glorious services.
I must not, however, omit noticing the few inconveniences
to which the public service will be subject by giving up
the ground in question,

The only mititary hospital in the garrison is placed upon
the summit of the hill. There is, however, sufficient space
in a.line with Quebec gate much more desirable for an hos-
pital than where it now stands, The building is of wood,
but so old that any attempt at removal would only be in-
curring useless expense. ~If therefore the hill be granted
the hospital must be considered as sacrificed. Lt.-Col.
Bruyéres is better able to inform His Excellency of the
actual state of the building and the value at which it ought
to be estimated. “*There is another situation to which
many people give the preference, but which as it is con-
sidered civil property I may be going beyond my limits to
notice—1I allude to the garden opposite Government house.
Were it thrown open nothing could please the inhabitants

. more, as it would give an agreeable promenade of which

they stand much in need—and beside enlarge considerably
the present circumscribed parade for the military. 1 free-
ly own were either situation left to my choice I unquestion-
ably would give the garden the preference. The sole ad-
vantage of the hill is the great distance at which the monu-
ment could be viewed.

The limited space would, however, have no room for
public walks, consequently, curiosity once satisfied, the
sacred shades of this immortal man would appear as if
totally neglected and forgot—strangers would alone ascend
and offer a tribute to high worth,

But in the garden a constant bustle would reign, assem -
blage of the multitude and the parade of the military would
indicate as if daily honours were paid to his memory. His
statue surrounded by a grateful people, will stand as ele-
vated as the public voice would have decreed his seat of
living,

Fogr these reasons, without stopping to remark the objec-
tions that may be made, my unqualified voice is for placing
the monument in the garden.

T have the honour to be, sir,
Your most obedient and humble servant,
Isaac BRrock, Brigadier-General.”

One scarcely knows which to admire most in this letter
—the sympathetic care for the welfare and enjoyment of
the people—a high pitched humanity that is evident in all
Brock’s letters, even though he be dealing with the de-
linquent and the mutinous—or the large-souled trust he
evinces in the popular appreciation of a hero—*An im-

*The old church w as burned about two years ago.
tT'he pile is still remaining.

mortal man” as he styles Nelson, In this valuable con-
tribution to our historical literature, for such the letter has
become, we see plainly expressed Sir Isaac Brock’s just
conclusion as to the value of public monuments as an in-
centive to patriotism,. and it is with a satisfaction arising
from our sense of justice that we look across to where he
himself stands. A monument for ever dear and honoured
by all true and noble hearts. We remember also, and
it should be an admonition to us, that Great Britain herself
did not need to be urged to honour the brave and loyal
servant, but that ¢ A public mounment was decreed by the
Imperial Government. It was voted in the House of
Commons, 20th July, 1813, and was erected in St. Paul’s
Cathedral, the last resting place of Nelson, Wellington and
other worthies, at a cost of £1,575 sterling. It is in the
Western Ambulatory of the South Transept, and was ex-
ecuted by Westnacott ; a military monument on which are
placed the sword and helmet of the deceased, a votive re-
cord supposed to have been raised by his companions in
arms to their lamented commander. His corpse reclines
in the arms of a British soldier whilst an Indian pays the
tribute of regret his bravery and humanity elicited. Well
do we remember ‘‘says the writer,” how the crowds re-
turning from the Cathedral service lingered around in ad-
miration of this beautiful monument. The inscription is :—
¢“‘Erected at the Public Expense
To the Memory of
Major-General Sir Isaac Brock,
Who gloriously fell on the 13th of October
MDCCCXII
In resisting an Attack on Queenston
In Upper Canada.

This monument is represented in bas-relief, as we all
shall recollect, as an entablature on the monument at
Queenston.

Ladies and gentlemen, there was another who gloriously
fell that day in avenging his leader’s death :—Colonel
James Macdonell also lies beside his general at Queenston
Heights, let us not forget that. Moreover, that hill, like
this, is rich with heroic blood, and as it now stands is
little better than desecrated, a state of things that ought
not to be,

It further testimony than I have already adduced be
needed to the value of Art in nourishing the patriotic in-
stinct, we may hear with advantage the words of that deep
and sound student of truth and human nature, John Ruskin,
who in his lecture on Political Economy of Art, under the
head Distulention, speaks of the value to a nation of the
historical picture in words which will apply with equal
force to such a monument as the Lundy’s Lane Historical
Society contemplates as the crown of its labours, and the
satisfaction of a grateful and patriotic people, who, while
looking forward to its future, preserves in sacred coffers its
past. *‘How says Ruskin, can we sufficiently estimate the
effect on the mind of a noble youth, at the time when the
world opens to him, of having faithful and touching repre-
sentations put before him of the acts and presence of great
men—how many a resolution, which would alter and exalt
the whole course of his after life, might be formed, when
in some dreamy twilight he met, through his own tears,
the fixed eyes of those shadows of the great dead, unescap-
able and calm, piercing to his soul ; or fancied that their
lips moved in dread reproof or soundless exhortation. And
if but for one out of many this was true—if yet, in a few,
you could be sure that such influence had indeed changed
their thoughts and destinies, and turned the eager and reck-
less youth who would have cast away his energies on the
race horse or the gambling table, to that noble life race,
that holy life-hazard which should win all glory to himself
and all good to his country—would not that to some pur-
032 b:—political economy of art?

Let me wind up my paper with the beautiful words of
your own poet as he recites the value of art from another as-
pect—that of eloquence, the art of the tongue, that art which
moves us to tears, inspires us to heroic deeds, or soothes
the disappeintments that would else unman us. You all
know William Kirby’s beautiful poem, The U, E, Loyalists,
and will recognize the lines.

‘‘But passed the riders on till Lundy’s Lane

Crossed the round hill that tops the glorious plain
Whose thirsty sands once drank the reeking gore

Of dense battalions from Columbia’s shore,

Who vainly rushed wher England’s cannon crowned
The flaming summit of the guarded mound.

O glorious spot !—the true Canadian pride—

How oft thy story thrills the bugle side ;

When some old warrior shows his honest scars,

.

Re-fights his battles and renews his wars !

Such, brave old sword ! didst thou used to sta?

The admiration of our youthful band

Who, keen to hear of battle’s martial roar,
Hung on thy lips and thirsted still for more,
While thy true eloquence our bosoms gave

d

To feel the thrill that animates the brave.”

S. A.

P PR

CurEO®

The Birth of The Snowshoe:

Time the Red-man had dominion

And the World and Love were youngs

Lonely sat a Chieftain’s daughter

Strangely crooning Love’s new tongueé-

Soft her cheeks as downy nestling,
Black her hair as raven’s plumes,
In her eyes the deeps of pine-woods,

Ripe her lips as wild-plums’s bloom.

“Oh, my love! why doth he tarry?

Doth the Snow-Sprite stay his feet,

Strewing deep his path with pitfalis,
Traps to snare my runner fleet ?

Hath the Frost-King chilled his singing

That his love-call is not heard
Ringing through the forest’s stillness
With the joy of mating bird ?”

““Lend your aid, O forest children,
Ye who ’mid its mazes dwell ;

Teach your song ye tossing branches,

Fleet of foot your secret tell !

Through the snow-foam’s drifting whitenes’

Winged shall fly my love to me,
And the rhythm of his footfall,
Passing, voice Love’s melody !”’

Came the Ca;iboo and Cougar,—
Who so fleet and strong of limb?
Swift, the Eagle and the Wild-goose,

Answering, swept the tree-tops’ rim,

¢“We can shame thy laggard lover,
Teach his faltering feet to fly,

Lead him safe past Snow-Sprite pitfalls,

Far from Wood-Nymph’s siren cry

Sprang the stately, fleet Wapitti,
Leaping as with wingéd stride ;
None so fleet and none so kingly,
Antler-crowned, the forest’s pride.
*“Take my life, O royal maiden—
Yield I this for Love’s dear sake-—
Of my heart a charm thou’lt tashion,
Fleet as I who wears shall make !’

““Take thee withes of singing branche

!

H

S

That the murmuring winds have kissed’
Rive the threads from out my mantle,

Skilfully, enweaving, twist,

Frame thee wings to deck thy loved on€ }

On his feet with braided thong
Of thy dark and shining tresses,

[
Bind with Love-knot, firm and strong *

¢‘Naught shall then his coming tarry—

Snow-cloud’s blight or Frost death
And the music of his passing
Shall with joy the wood’s gloom fi
Laid he down his robe of velvet,
Kingly tribute, at her side,
All its richness dark empurpled
With his life-blood’s ebbing tide.

’s chill”

ll l"

Took she, then, the singing branches,

And the Monarch’s riven vest ;
Deftly weaved the magic net-work ;

Shaped it fair, with dove-plumes drest

Thongs she wove of two soft tresses,
Bound them with the mystic tie.

That no mortal may unloosen—
Strong as Love or Destiny.

To his lodge, by fleetest runner,
Sent her gift ;—nor tarried she.

Swifter than the North-wind’s rushing

Came he, speeding mightily.
Yet, no man might see the passing
Ot the wingéd hunter’s feet,
But the music of his snow-wings
On her listening ear floats sweef.

* - % » * *

Oft, the silent, lonely trapper,
As he tramps the whitened waste
On his swiftly-gliding snowshoes,
Distant camp_to reach in haste,
Hears the spirit-hunter’s passing
"Mid the forest’s slumber deep,
And the music of his snow-wings,
As he hies his tryst to keep.

—SamL. M

g
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phc@; beside the ¢ Milicetes welcomed the reporter to a
o sh, and g t}famp fire. Their pipes were anon re-
the }fhmlhe; " €y smoked they talked.

N Mj icete an’d the rePorter said, ““in the old days, when
leface had ¢ € Mlcm.ac lived beside each other, and
€ strean, Me to dispute their right to the owner-

S and woods, I suppose they sometimes
LTI »” rejoined the warrior.

PlaceThem Misc::c"g‘lb{e generally ?” the reporter asked.
S said Mr. Paul, “‘they want git hold of

wh
lang__, "¢ Milic
“\they wa ete ketch fish—they want to git Milicete

Y Wondey o it cverything.
“hlch €re were fights,” commented the reporter.
B, ;I‘ he i © stronger nation, ”
], Cma,
i g, “MiliCetes ;)t gotk good ’eal more people,” said Mr.
to keep thei :
“I s On't gy huet P their eyes wide open every day
Sugy Se th
est €Y even haq : »
r “Gy © reporter. to sleep with one eye open,
epu ave
e o the Somebody watch them Micmacs all time,”
Rl“ amore,

c()“l of c0ur5e » .
q s said the reporter, ““all your own people

mThe :Pended on,”
e More’
0\'::0 ez: :’l';’w darke'ned suddenly, as if a hateful
gy € hangje of lherel?.' His f.ingers mechanically closed
teelh meq Jip, N\ nife at his belt, an exclamation that
Tl;e e seory, an 1c}l:rse forced itself from bhetween his
M l'epgner was ¢ hatred leaped from his eyes.
amazed at the sudden transformation,

wele nof "Other,»

th%?n t your peope said, “of what are you thinking?
S,

1
€ lrue? Were there cowards among

TCQWQ“I ) exclai
hagg : Wor, Cam: :«lmed the other. ““No !—sneak !”
T is line & '
bey, | . om his lips in such a tone of vengeful

g |
: Oat
car:,g " olq a:’g that hig listener s
at; se
ul:")n wrag eme;l for the mome
ang )
Mgy, Mygy vengeance.
(3 a bi
hThey% like ghatbltt‘:’;_“mt‘mory,” the reporter said, *‘to
& &Y : 1 you not tell me the story.”
“Nke More nodded, Lyt ¢ . R O.ry
. » but 1t was several minutes befure

t Vh
is voice vibrated with a feeling

hivered. The usually
nt to be the very in-

« o1 €M he dig
W, € 1t hargp, and so h
%‘n haq cold.
tyy . Man._ e Injun g
Whag he’ Ak ay time
One, S BOnto g 1

o .
n)“nd Ohto d N thmk hear
» oy

D our tribe,” he said—*‘mighty
bout stick up for his own tribe—
thh.em Micmacs if they don’t leave
o b T him talk ain’t any Injun in our

‘\'int an Camy, :lrfmeCh s him if them Micmacs come fool
hz%t}'lbody ever More.  Everybody b’lieve what he said.
Rang 0l ’b:)hmks he’s bad Injun. When we have
hm{\ttty to gi our Ut what we're gonto do if them Mic-
maweu hoy, e,cam%that man make heap talk every
k“ife intet Stick upsf t“"‘: Milicete—how he bllieves every
a""body tolli his own tribe—how he like to put his

o g ™ be lijee te them Micmacs anything *bout our
":’es th;: Rags, Wl(:esee man offer to give up anything to
m;?;‘su;u'y’,, 0 he talks that way everybody be-
h"ealo SOMmenteq  the reporter.

‘““He certainly
0d patriotic man,”

“He go round,” continued Mr. Paul—¢‘tell how he don’t
b'lieve them Micmacs gonto try do us any harm. He make
good many our people b’lieve them Micmacs a’int gonto
bother us any more.”

Here the old man paused for a moment, and the fierce
looks swept over his brow once more.

““Well ?” interrogated the reporter.

“One day,” went on the sagamore with gathering wrath,
“one ypung Milicete out in woods hear two people. He
creep up so he kin see if they’re Micmacs.”

“Yes,” said the reporter expectantly.

“One them men,” said Mr. Paul, *‘is Micmac chief.”

“Oh ho !” cjaculated the reporter—¢‘and the other?”

“Him !”

The word dropped from the old man’s lips as if all the
hatred of which he was capable had been concentrated in its
ulterance.

““What !”" cried the reporter—*‘the man you have just told
me about ?”

The old man replied by a look that was sufficient answer.

“What were they talking about,” asked the reporter.

*He told that chief how them Micmacs kin git our camp
—told him how they kin make place so hot we can’t hold
out any more—told him what them Micmacs kindo so they
make us so tired we give up bimeby then they git every-
thing.” ’

““The scoundrel ! ejaculated the reporter.

“That boy,” said Mr. Paul, ‘‘he come back told what he
seen. Then Milicetes watch that man. They see him meet
that chief more times—have heap talk good many times.”

<“And was he still as loud as ever in his talk about loyalty
and that sort of thing among the Milicetes ?”

“Same way,” replied the sagamore. Make b’lieve he’s
gonto stick up for Milicete every time.”

*‘And how did it all end ?”

“When Milicetes make sure what he’s doin’ they face him
one day jist after he left that Micmac chief.”

““And what did he say ?”

“IHe swore he jist been tryin’ make everything all right
so them Micmacs and Milicetes git along bully together.
e make Dlieve he love them Milicetes so much he do any-

if he ever come back they tie him to tree—burn him up.”

““‘And did your people ever hear of him afterward ?”’

‘‘He went to them Micmacs,” rejoined the sagamore,

““And T suppose he led them against your people ?’
queried the reporter.”

““They took him,” said Mr. Paul, with a gleam of fierce
satisfaction, ‘‘made their squaws chase him with sharp
sticks all round that camp--show what they do with any
Micmac ever go back on his own tribe. Then they make
him carry big loads—work like slave long’s he lived,
When he died they bring him close to our camp—leave him
there—won’t bury man like him in their land—'fraid some
pizen grow there.”

“Treason,” said the reporter, ““was not in high favor in

those days. The times appear to have changed some. Did
your people bury him ?”
‘“Milicete put him in big swamp,” said Mr. Paul. *I kin

show you that place. Milicete go there every year—throw
mud on his grave—then tell their pappooses what I told you
now.”

“‘My brother,” said the reporter, ‘‘I have been greatly in-
terested in what you have said. Let me ask vou a question,
Suppose what you have described were to occur to-day.
Suppose instead of the Milicete and Micmac nations we had
Canada and the United States. Suppose the person you
have described were the editor of a great and influential
paper. Suppose he wrote loyal editorials for that paper and
upheld Canadian interests. Suppose at the same time he
wrote pamphlets and made visits to the United States to point
out to the leaders there how they could best worry Canada
into an ignominious surrender of her rights and her claim to
nationhood.  'What would happen do you suppose ?”

“That man,” said Mr. Paul, “git drummed ’way from
this country pooty quick.” .

“You are wrong, my brother. He would still remain the
editor of a great paper and uphold Canadian interests—at so
much per week. The times, old man, have changed.”

“Then I'm glad I'm old Injun,” said the sagamore. I
don’t want to live long in times like that.”

““I have a litsle picture,” aid the reporter, ‘““that I would
like to show you. I call it—

THE:FARRERESE TWINS,

thing if he kin fix things so they git along better.”

«And did the Milicetes believe him ?”

“Didn’t they hear what he told that Micmac chief ?’ the
old man scornfully rejoined. “‘S’pose they’re fools ?”

«And what became of him ?” asked the reporter.

““They took his blanket off,” said Mr. Paul grimly—*‘tied
his hands—then pappooses took sharp switches—switched
him ’way from that camp ten miles—let him loose—told him

Mr. Paul took the picture, which represented loyalty and
treason joined together, the one reassuring Miss Canada, the
other giving the *‘straight tip” to Uncle Sam. The old man
stared at it for a moment. A moment later it was torn to
shreds and being reduced to ashes on the camp fire.

““If you know any twins like that,’, said the sagamore in
an ominous tone, ‘‘you keep 'um good ways 'way from
here.” !
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OUR PERMANENT TROOPS,

IV.

“D” COMPANY, INFANTRY SCHOOL CORPS, LONDON, ONT.

HIS Company, which forms the
subject of our illustrations, was the
last formed of the corps, or regi-
the
School Corps 5 therefore, all

ment, known as Infantry
the
history related of the other com-
panies  belongs to it also, more
especially as all its present com-
batant officers, with one exception,
have served with the other com-
panies.

On the 1st of July, 1886, Sir
Adolphe I'. Caron laid the founda-
tion stone of the Infantry barracks
at London, Ontario.  The builiing
is of white brick, with red stone
facings. The site is on ground
purchased by the City of London
from the Hon. John Carling, and is
situated of the

north-east town,

about two miles from the post office.

A great deal of time and money was lost by the discovery
that the sub-soil was of shifting sand, and the boiler house,
which was Tuilt for heating the buildings throughout, was
sunk 30 feet before anything like a solid foundation was
tound.

The exterior of the barracks, as will be seen from the il-
lustrations, has not a very military appearancey nor arc the
internal arrangements as appropriate as might have been ex-
pected when new barracks were being built.

On the 19th of July, 87, Major Smith, commanding “C”
Company at Toronto, was detached from “C” Company,
and was appointed Commandant of the Royal School of In-
fantry at London, with the rank of Lieut.-Colonel in the In-
fantry School Corps. It was not, however, until the 24th
December of that year that recruiting commenced, owing to
the delay in completing the harracks ; but from this date till
the sth April, ‘88, Lieut.-Colonel Smith was alone with no
officer to assist him ; and no one who has not had the ex-
perience of starting a new regular corps in a new barrack,
can have any idea of the amount of work he had to do:
luckily, however, he had as Sergt.-Major, Scrgt.-Major
Munro, late of “C” Company. ‘On the sth April, Licut.
Wadmore, also of ¢“C” Company, was sent up to assist him.
These two officers, who had been together since the inception
of the corps in "83, carried on all company and school work
till the end of june, when Licuts. Denison and Evans were
gazetted to the corps and posted to D™ Company, which
had not yet, however, a captain. In August, ‘88, Capt. Frere,
a captain in the army, but not in the Corps, and Adjutant of
¢B” Company, was sent up to command it, which he did
until the 21st December, 88, when he left to rejoin his regi-
ment, ““The South Staffordshire,” much to the regret of the
officers, N. C. officers and men, to whom he had much en-
deared himself by his generous heart and kindly manner.

It was not until March, '89, that the captain of “D”
Company was gazetted, when Lieut. D, D. Young, adjutant
of “A” Company, and senior subaltern of the regiment ob-
tained his promotion.

The surgeon was appointed in September 88, namely,
Surgeon Hanavan, formerly of the 28th Batt., Stratford—
Surgeon Fraser, of the 7th Batt., having in the meantime
looked after the medical examination of recruits and attend-

ed the hospital, which is at present a portion of the barracks
used for that purpose; a proper detached hospital, drill
shed, married quarters and stables heing needed to make
them complete.

On the 12th April, ’89, Lieut. and Capt. Cartwright was
transferred from ““C” Company to “D”; and Lieut. Evans
sent from ‘D to “C” Company in his place.  The officers,
therefore, at the present date, with *D” Company are as
follows :—

Lieut.-Col. Smith, Commandant.
Captain D. D. Young.

Licut. and Capt. R. L. Wadmore.
Lieut. and Capt. R. Cartwright.
Lieut. S. A. Denison.

Surgeon M. J. Hanavan,

Lieut.- Col. Smith is also D.A.G., or officer commanding
Military District No. 1.

The various illustrations  speak  for themselves.  The
physical training is done entirely to music, no single word of
command being used when the men are fully trained.  The

fire picquet shows the picquet and the men in barracks
turned out as if for a fire ; the men drill at the reels as if
there were field guns.  On one occasion this picquet, with-
out previous warning, turned out and had water playing on

the building in 45 scconds from the first sound of the hugle.

The rifle team are the picked men of ‘the best shooting
company of the whole permanent corps. The cup shown is
one given by the Hon. J. Carling, to be shot for by the
Royal School of Infantry at London and the 7th Batt., and
is to be kept by the team winning it three times running.
The 7th Batt. won it in '89 ; the R.S.1. in ‘go.

It would be well, before completing this short account, to
point out the common mistake that is made with regard to
our permanent infantry. It is the practice to call them
CATUB,T CCT and “D” Schools, when in reality and ac-
cording to the official militia list, they are *“A,” “B,” «C"
and “D” Companics of the Regiment called the Infantry
School Corps.  The error has no doubt arisen from the fact
that cach of the companies at present forms a school of in-
struction for the training of oflicers, N. C. officers and men
of the militia, who during their course are attached to these
companies respectively. It is curious to observe that the
public have never fallen into the same error with the per-
manent artillery, the units of which are always designated
AT BT and “CT Batteries, and not A, ©Band ¢C”
Schools. L

FREDERICK ARTHUR VERNER,—The artist wa$
near the city of Toronto, Ontario, on February 26,1
son of the late Arthur Cole Verner, who was well k¥
in the Dominion as principal and superintendent of & o
mar schools, also late mayor of Sandwich, and neph®
the late Sir Wm, Verner, Bart,, M.P, At an early ¥
the artist commenced to draw, sometimes taking ® o
tage of the walls of the old school house, as well 3% 0
ering the fly-leaf of books or any other material that ©
in his way. His early pictures were exhibited at the P
vincial exhibitions with those of the late Paul Kaf‘e'
1856 he went to England and stayed several years1® (ot
don studying art. While there, ambition and adve®’ .
led him to see more of the world, and he therefor
down the brush for a turn in military life, Having fper -
two years as an officer in an English regiment, hf 31859
wards joined the British Legion, leaving London l'n
for Italy, and served under General Garibaldi d“"ng“
campaign, and was present at the battle of the Vol_t
during the seige of Capua and Gaeta, 1860, Retu™® .
Canada in 1862, he stayed several years in “Toront® joM
ing’which time he made several tours through the Domf” s
visiting the back lakes and the North-West, M2 "cg
large coilection of studies and sketches of Indi®® s
buffalo, elk, etc., which Lave been the ground W'Or
peculiar, unique style of art, being Canadian " ec.:lﬁ
respect-—treating the morning, mid-day and eveni“_g,e as e
with fidelity. Mr, Verner's works have heen exhlb'gre,;
the Royal Academy in Londonand in other cities O
Britain, and in the United States, as well as the ann?? pis
exhibitions of Canada. Several illustrations fro%
works have appeared in THE DOMINION ILLUSTRAT?D’

THE LENNOXVILLE FI1RE.—-The disastrous fire wh“;'P,r
curred at Lennoxville on the 5th inst. was a matter 0 s
sonal interest to many people throughout Eastern Ca? the
Bishop’s College has had students from many parts ° ¢
provinces, and at the time of the fire 125 boys wewﬂ-
school there, 110 of them residents at the hall and e’ Y
The fire broke out in the grammar school building: * " oq
discovered about 2 o’clock in the afternoon of the 5¢ o
The local fire brigade was promptly on hand, and ! o
gines from Sherbrooke were telephoned for and 500“d 3
arrived, but before the progress of the flames four in%
stayed the school, the rectory and chapel were I? .
The quick spread of the flames was attributed to * ¢ 10
tilating flues, which enabled the fire to spread from = ud-
floor. It broke out on the third floor of the schoo! ” g
ing. The boys rushed to the dormitories and succé
saving the most valuable of their eflects, The f"-“ftor.y' 08 2
residence of Dr. Allnatt, and containing the dormito™” g
the younger boys, was next destroyed. Dr. Allnatt iof
heavy loser, -more than half of his valuable librafy
burned. The flames spread to the chapel, of which e
the charred walls remain, The college proper %2 100" 55
“I'he loss is estimated to have been in the vicinity © od 18-
000, The Bishop Williams’ wing was only 0P"" v
year, and had been erected at a cost of nearly
The school building, rebuilt after the fire of 1874 co bw"

on!
$25,000. The chapel, erected in 1857, and nearly tﬁi“i‘i
in size in 1875, was a fine ecclesiastical edifice, €%° o 0%

a splendid organ. Fortunately no lives were lost ““d‘; o
was injured. Through the munificent generosity o ntii’: :
Kippen, Dr. Adams and other friends of the i"st;iu“i

quarters were at once provided for the boys. Work £

on with as little interruption as the unfortunat®

stances will permit. se'ﬁ‘
MONTMORENCI FALLS,—We have pleasure in P e
our readers with an excellent view of this, the ™
turesque of all Canadian waterfalls—although it
sibly be inferior in this respect to the wonderful qds
that is vaguely reported to exist somewhere in the ¥
Labrador. No visitor to our old historic capit® 0
take that beautiful drive along the Beauport ro8¢ pin
falls, unless his time or purse be very limited. e
miles of the city, their silvery beauty is visible 2t b &
distance, and constitutes much of the charm b FI‘A
tracts admiration from every visitor to the vicinity’ M
Montreal to the sea no part of the St. Lawrence
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MODERN BLOCKADE RUNNERS.
STREET SCENE IN MONTREAL.

r, ———

Ore
. Attrgey;
shi aACtjy,
o € s . N
enery than the basin of (Quebec, and the

ST of th,
S:::har faS:i::gmmWenci as it takes its wild leap has a
be *250 et high g effect on the traveller. The Fall is

°.llt atur. Up the river some little distance, can
'gs of ¢ e a]l Steps, another of the picturesque sur-
the a factorjeg al;;ce,. while at the base of the Fall,
the o water - mills Teceive their motive power from
Sceng, » Without interfering with the beauty of

'ir‘I::;his relic, ori;inally the property of
heei, t2gibpon, o0 ¢ Newton, is now the property of
h‘vi T witl, "‘e'gre lta‘.ya. The authenticity of its con-
tng Nin (e Sat Phllosopher can be easily traced, it
mu‘e"me own o thh’lckland family for over a century
Of ®Wton famy] em t‘hrough their relation by marriage
“‘bgsseventetnth cY- The box is of Italian workmanship
hllck e ow vell entury.  The panels and pillars are of
e, ag ebOny. ow Wlt.h age; inlaid with dark wood as
Sealeg falge drawe he white knobs on the lower sections
Bey; de:hat only t;s"”}f real drawers being so deftly con-
the g, rae Initiated know where to look for them.
q"‘int gs on w]el’s there are three compartments ; the
i g: ender iron hinges, and is fastened by a
sctu on o ang lt“g?ther the heirloom is well worth
ES on Lax iquarians,
% ot Sxceeq ii MEMPHREMAGOG, —Few if any parts
];i,‘!t‘u Cap fou dtfeauty the Eastern Townships; and
"l]ul :'queness 0? In America with more beauty and
ong, thy Tming lake sCene than Lake Memphremagog.
Uy -+ E-fouryy €an be honestly claimed as a Canadian
the - ‘hirt Mile ‘l’flls extent being in our territory. Itis
m:‘ng- and‘ the British portion of it lies in
o its 5 € and. Stanstead ; its breadth is fiom 1
the M Yereq with urface is studded with islands, in most
iver tme? to the water’s edge. Its outlet is
¥ Which it empties into the St. Francis

at Sherbrooke, through a rocky gorge of vivid beauty, an
illustration of which has appeared in a previous issue of
this journal (Vol. 1V, page 129). The shores of the lake
abound in charming scenes ; **Owl’s Head,” (2.500 feet
high), “Elephantis” and ‘‘Sugar Loaf” are striking pro-
montories, and alternate with cultivated farms and attrac-
tive residences. A steamer runs daily during the summer
from Magog—at one end of the lake—to Newport, Vt., at
the other, and the trip is an unusually pleasant one. Fish
are plentiful, Junge, pickerel and whitefish being the most
ordinary varieties caught. The Indian name of the lake is
a rather musical one ‘*Memplowbowque,” meaning beauti-
ful water, which well expresses the character of this un-
rivalled lake. Our engraving is from a photo. taken by
Messrs, Notman & Son.

Tug O1.p DurcH CHURCH, HALIFAX.—In this number

“we publish the first of a series of engravings of Canadian

Churches. We propose illustrating the principal places of
worship throughout the Dominion, and will endeavor to in-
clude all that are specially noteworthy for their historical
association, architectural beauty or other attractive features.
This series need not be strictly confined to existing re-
ligious edifices, but may include views of those which have
been destroyed or removed for vaiious reasons. Clergy-
men and others are invited to send us photographs and
sketches of such churches as they may think deserving a
place in the series ; when doing so they are especially re-
quested to also forward us as full letter-press description
of the building and its history, and any printed reports,
s will aid us in giving correct details of the congre-
gation. We commence the series with an excellent en-
graving of the old Dutch Church, Halifax, reproduced
from a photograph taken by Mr. W. Notman of that city.
This building is one of the oldest in Halifax, and con-
sequently inall Canada. It stands at the corner of Brunswick
and Gerrish streets, and was erected in 1761 for the use of the

etc., a

Lutherans who formed a very large proportion of the early
Nova Scotia settlers. Not much extravagance was dis-
played in the building of this chapel, the sum of (47 145
11d being the amount voted by the Town Council for that
purpose. It is most intimately connected with the history
of the Lutheran citizens of Halifax, and is still in use.
Standing in the quaint church-yard whose venerable stones
bear inscriptions to the memories of some of Nova Scotia’s
earliest inhabitants, the old church is a vivid link between
the old and the new.

e —
Our Land and Flag.
(CANADA.,)
From our Atlantic’s guarded strand
To our Pacific’s rampart coast ;
From Pole to yonder Southern land—
Dominion broad !—it is our boast.
Arise ! then, men of Canada!
To bravely guard your Empire land ;
Arise ! ye sons of Canada—
From bleeding sires, true patriot band !

From Rocky Mountains’ highest crag
To gleaming ocean’s utmost bounds,
Britannia’s Lion-meteor flag
This teeming golden world surrounds.
Arise, etc.
Beware ! the treach’rous guile of greed
From alien and from traitor hate !
Repel, in scorn, with loyal deed,
The proffer of their gilded bait !
Arise, etc.
By all we owe to Britain’s might,
To God, to Country, and to Crown,
Be ours—if need—to sterrly fight
Or guard ; and keep all menace down !
. Arise, etc,
irm based on right and free s pC
We fear no bagle with ourdt(':)r:s];q powets
When—if ever—comes its fateful hour
We'll strike—as erst-—the victor l)lo:av.

Arise, etc.
Feb. 1891. BriTanNiIcUus,
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MRS. DAINTREY'S NIECE.

BY ADELINE SERGEANT.

(Exclusive rights for Canada purchased by the Doainrox ILLUSTRATED.)

My niece Lisa used always to spend the summer with
me, but for the last two or three years, ever since her mar-
riage in fact, I have seen very little of her. Perha?s she
does not care to be reminded—as I must necessarily re-
mind her—of certain events which occurred during her
latest summer visit to Underwood.

Lisa was a charming person to have in a house. To

begin with she was very good to look at, though not
strikingly pretty at first sight. Her beauties were of a
kind that grew upon you by degrees. For instance, she
was very graceful, although her figure was too thin, and
she had a very sweet facg, but with (I believe) very imper-
fect features. She had lovely eyes, and fair, silky hair
that she disposed with infinite art about her finely-
shaped head ; and she dressed to perfection, the least de-
tail of her toilet being as carelully studied as the greatest,
Anybody can have a pretty frock, but not everybody can
choose exactly the right shade and texture of gloves, hose,
and handkerchief, nor always use the correct scent, nor
chance on the precise knot of ribbon and droop of feather
which is the most becoming. Lisa could do all these
things, and it was perhaps as much due to her careful
dressing as to her features that some people called her
beautiful. She gave the same care to her manners and
conduct as she did to her dress; they were always credit-
able to her good tasie. She did the right thing as-natur-
ally as she drew her breath, and she knew, quite simply
and unaffectedly, that she was admired for it.

You see Lisa was not (at the time of which I speak) an
immature young girl. She was more than six and twenty,
and she had seen a great deal of London society. She had
the most supremely finished manner of any woman I ever
knew ; it was perfectly tranquil, soft and refined. I used
to wonder where she had learned it, and came to the con-
clusion at last that it was a natural gift. I think it was
this manner of hers that was so attractive to men. She
would listen to the veriest dolt, the most tiresome bore, the
rawest schoolboy, with a gracious courtesy which con-
vinced him that he was of all men in the world the most
interesting to her. I believe that for the moment he was
the most interesting ; and therein lay the secret of her
power, She was quite sincere, and not at all a flirt ; but
she certainly had an extraordinary knack of absorbing her-
self for the time being in the one person to whom she
talked.

I came at last to wish that she would get married. The
number ot broken hearts that strewed her path was really
quite absurd. I was half afraid of introducing the new
curate, or the doctor’s latest assistant, or any of the
neighbouring youths. They were sure to fall in love with
Lisa Daintrey, be smiled on for a time, and then sweetly
repulsed—and I had to bear the blame. Thus it was that
when she came to me one June I took an early opportunity
of asking her if she were engaged.

¢ Not just now, dear,” said Lisa, in her placid way,

We were sitting under the great mulberry tree in the
garden, where the tea tray had been brought out. Lisa
was wearing a very charming white gown, with frills of
Mechlin lace, and the daintiest of tan-coloured shoes
and stockings. She held a fan in her long slender fingers,
and waved it delicately before her face as she spoke.

““ You have been—or are going to be——"

¢ I have been engaged three times,” said Lisa, looking
thoughtfully into the distance with her dreamy blue-grey
eyes. 1 always found the man uninteresting—dull, in
short—as soon as 1 had promised to marry him,”

¢“Oh, Lisa! How heartless you must be "

““Would it not have been more heartless to marry a
man whom I did not love?” she asked, in her soft, slow
tones, ‘I have never ykt met the man who seemed to
stir my soul to its profoundest depths. I am sure I coulc.i
feel more than any man has yet made me feel, I gave
these men their chance, and they failed. Aunt Lucy,do
you think I am to blame for that?”

She asked the question as if she really cared for my
opinion, She always did. Everyone to whom she spoke

was honoured by this appealing, earnest tone. Her
enemies called it affected and insincere, but I am sure that
they were wrong. Lisa was fond of approbation—that was
all,

*“ But, dear Lisa, suppose you never meet with a man
who stirs your soul in the way you speak of, do you mean
to live and die an old maid ?”

* I suppose not,” she said. I have never had any lack
of opportunities of marrying, as yet, but of course I must
remember”’—with a smile—¢that I am growing old. I
shall be seven-and-twenty next October. Perhaps I ought
to put these idle dreams away and accept’”’—she hesitated
a little—¢*the—chance I have.”

“ What is the chance, Lisa?” I asked, a little eagerly.

“ There is a Mr. Richard Mercier,” she said, ¢ who has
given me to understand that he would like to marry me. I
have not answered him yet ; I have asked for time.”

¢“ Time for what? Is he uot snitable 7"

*“Oh, quite suitable, dear,” said Lisa, with her fine,
small smile, ¢ He hasa lovely house, and some thousands
ayear. And I like him—really. He is so cultured, so
thoughtful, so sympathetic. I don't think [ ever met a
man who interested me more. But "

*“But what? He seems to have every possible grace
and virtue, unless he is too old or too ugly for you.”

¢“ He is thirty-five, and very nice looking. Oh, he has
every virtue. I am only afraid that if [ accept him he
will turn out as uninteresting as—the others.”

I laughed. It was impossible not to langh at the quaint
gravity with which she analyzed her own sensations. As
I looked at her, leaning bace in the low Indian chair,
which was so well adapted for display ing the gracefu! lines
of her long, lithe figure, I once more thought her one of the
most attractive women I had ever met. Wherever she
went, men—and women also—flocked round Lisa like bees
about a flower.

‘¢ And when is he to have his answer " I asked.

¢ When I go back to London—unless he is too impatient,
and presses me before. Ah, here comes the teapot.”

¢ And a visitor, if I am not mistaken,” I added, looking
across the lawn ; for in summer I had made a rule of ask-
ing certain of my friends to join me in the garden instead
of sitting in the drawing-room. My present visitor knew
my custom, and had followed the maid at once to the tea-
table under the mulberry tree.

Lisa put down her fan and glanced at my visitor with
gentle interest. I was glad to see it, for I was always fond
of Paul Heriot, whose mother had been one of my dearest
friends. He was a handsome, powerful-looking man, a
little above thirty, very dark, with singularly vivacious
dark eyes, and a bright smile, which served to veil the real
melancholy of his expression of countenance when the face
was seen in repuse. He had very good manners and was
a capital talker, so I was glad he should appear on the
scene when Lisa was present ; especially as I considered
him—on account of his past history, which [ shal] post-
pone for the present—an eminently safe man. She might
take as much interest in him as she pleased ; she could do
no mischief here.

‘“ Are you staying in the village, Paul?” asked, when
the introduction was over and we had settl
tea and cake.

‘At the Airedale Arms,” he said.
man.

ed down to our

“I and another
We have come to sketch, you know,”

‘¢ Are the pictures going on wel] ?”

““Fairly well, I think. I’ve nothing to complain of.
People talk about the badness of the British market : I
think they should rather talk about the badness of the
British artist.”

‘“Are you an artist, Mr. Heriot "
sweetest voice.

¢ Only in my way,” he said, apologetically. His ¢¢ way,"
as I happened to know, was to get two or three pictures on
the line every year at the Academy, and as many com-
missions as he could possibly undertake. And I think
Lisa knew this tuo, as she asked innocently,

said Lisa, in her

¢ Water-colours ?”

¢ Sometimes. Do you sketch, Miss Daintrey ?” o

““No, I never do anything,” said Lisa, and then
smiled at him in a way with which I was familiaf- o
seemed to take the person to whom she spoke into her €%,
fidence—to establish a special relation between them, &5
were. Paul was not proof against the fascination of ¢
smile. I saw him look at her quickly, laugh a littles b
involuntarily draw his chair closer to hers. Hencefort it
was out of the conversation. Paul and Lisa had it all th
own way. [ could see that he admired her very much:
was not so easy to tell what she thought of him. o

When he was gone—which was not until half- past S
Lisa sat silent for a little while with her eyes B¥
dreamily on the green leaves that intervened between
and the blue and golden sky. After a time, she 1O%
herself to ask me a question. . ot

¢ That is Paul Heriot, the well known artist, is it ®
Why does he try to depreciate himself so much ?”’ ot

*¢Itis a fashion amongst the young men of the P"es:h‘
day,” I'said. < But in him I think it is more than & 85
ion. I think he is a pessimist and has no heart i#
work.”

“ Why should he be a pessimist ?”’ ”

¢“ He has had a good deal of trouble, His wife— .

““His wife?” echoed Lisa suddenly, as she satup®
looked at me. ““Do you mean that he is married? H:ll
odd !”” letting herself sink back again, ¢ He has notat
the air of a married man.”

‘¢ His wife,” I continued, *¢is in a lunatic asylum-'
went mad in consequeace of her intemperate hab}ts’
have heard that Paul said he would never live with
again, even if she recovered her reason ; he was 10? dc;il:,c'
disgusted by his earlier experiences of their married
But she will never recover.”

¢ Poor tellow ! said Lisa, softly. 10“'

*“Oh, I don’t think you need pity him. He is wel o0
young, talented and popular,” I said, briskly, *¢ TheW“
of a wife is one which many men find it possible to put
with.”

Lisa did not seem to heed my little jibe. She lay 2
apparently watching the birds as they flitted from b’ari of
to branch of the mulberry tree. **1I think your Mr. He of
very interesting,” she said. It was her highest o™ "
praise. She did not always find interesting people at us
wood. Jun-

Paul seemed to find her interesting, too. He ¥0 arte
teered to teach her to sketch; but she would not le she
She said, with a graceful movement of her head, that "
was too stupid to learn anything, ¢ Why should ost
learn anything 7’ I heard him say, with a note of aln:
passionate admiration in his voice. ¢ You are perfcc
you are !” and

Later on, he begged to be allowed to sketch hf"r' s
then to paint her portrait. After some little hesita“oni
consented, and Paul established himself on my pre?® «
for two or three hours every morning. Of course b¢ s
not painting all the time. I heard him reciting P |
airing his latest opinions, teaching my poodle to begvcr]
biscuits and die for the Queen. The portrait got o®
slowly, but Lisa seemed interested and amused: o8t
glad of that, for I had a good deal of parish work t0 w95
that time, and my mind was somewhat occupied. an
perfectly easy about the two : Paul was a married w? '

sﬁ“s

_although his wife was in a lunatic s.sylum——and

goodness and discretion were admirable, It did 0¢¢%
me once or twice that Paul’s manner was rather over
and that Lisa’s lowered eyelids and heightened colo“"th“
trayed some consciousness of the fact. I noticed, toO't o
he could not keep His eyes off her if she haPPe“ed,
within sight ; ‘e would gaze at her persistently, 35 pot
were only a picture or a vision from another world, 3™
a woman of living flesh and blood. But for many 2
day I was blind to what all this meant. atter”
I was awakened in this wise, Coming home oné e
noon, after a lengthy sojourn in the village, I enter€ Ky
garden at once and made my way to a sheltered
where I saw the glimmer of Lisa’s white frock. SP¢ of
sitting—not under the mulberry tree, where all the ¥
could see her—but in a bower of honey suckle and s
clematis, with her back turned to the house. And ;
her feet knelt Paul, with his lips pressed to her right d,fk
and her left hand gently laid upon his close-crop.
hair,

I did not go forward, I was a little too much. st#
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to kn
Youndow What I'Ought to do; so, like a coward, I turned
: . ea:l:med back to the house, feeling as frightened
‘ng"%m It had opened under me. Once in the draw-
Dysels a’li sat down to think, and gradually reassured
Flirta ionsttle. Possibly what I had seen meant nothing.
Were not W?re carried very far sometimes. And if it
Of friar 1 flirtation, it was, perhaps, only an exjression

at y Sympathy —of innocent admiration.
St ng . .
s g » I could not console myself with that reflection.

Pregg fﬁendalul were much more likely to flirt than to ex-
er, Y Sympathy and innocent admiration for each
Circle as :“ Was a man of the world, well known in his
ang man who could flirt admirably, with discretion
v WeretaSte; and Lisa was quite a match for him.
Woulq Com Probably amusing themselves, and no harm
Ay 'nente of the proceeding. It was not a form of
hapy, essne that [ admired, but I recognized the fact of the
duty to g ss. 'At the same time, I reflected, it was my
Ty st ard Lisa (as if Lisa wanted any guarding!), and
to Preve t:hca're either to be present at their meetings or
than i"‘ meeting altogether. Dear me ! this was
Ruch gy, b ady Ellinor’s affair, about which I had so
Ligg gy, le; for I was mdre directly responsible for
1y, had ever been for Lady Ellinor.
broggy ¥

Oy a?nttoo tila)' my'new part by ordering tea to be
l 5 Whey e drawing-room; and thither came the
O.th i Summoned, though I cannot say that they
Ligg perr:t]c“lprits. Paul was quite unconcerned, and
Coloy, 'y composed. She had rather more pink
en y; D usual, byt she explained this by saying she had
mag Ut a parasol,
Fhat 1 mzsup ™My mind when Paul was gone that evening
I fer ostsPeak to Lisa. I should have found it much
fel th, Peak to Paul, But Lisa is my sister’s child ; and
‘ ™must do my doty.

v began, ‘¢it is evident that Mr. Heriot admires
much.n

isa,"
You Ver, !

o
You thj . P
“y, . muthmk S0, auntie ?” she said, indifferently.
anq that. st femember, darling, that his wife is livin
t —) 8

Coy
hee lldem’t goon. From the way in which she raised
Tegarg, !:'es and fixed them on me, I felt sure that she
Bengg Dauy remark as sheer impertinence. After a mo-
“I 4o se She.said, tranquilly :
Youlg for, ot think it likely that either T or Mr, Heriot
Anq fol_get that fact, Aunt Lucy.”
It Was € moment I could say nothing more.
;:s Devey auch easier, as I said, to tackle Paul. There
Jolq) cc“lei “e'ed to beat about the bush with him. I
T estaby; him Otr trying to flirt with Lisa, of hinde:-
Sveq n fsh'flent in life. I hinted to him that she was
o i Sltating as to whether or not she would accept
3oy, €ible offer, and that he had no business to hang
d keep other men off, as he would most as-
ESPCCially, I added, as he was not himself

er an
fl‘ee\y do,

. S ng
:“nd ne:sg”o"d_ your putting on all that show of worldly-
“Bu: you éox:ald Pau% at last, with a rather uneasy laugh.
k:nnt L\lcy n t ]mean it, Aunt Lucy.” He often called me
‘hi‘)w t ”m a thOng.h he was no relation of mine. «I
N k;;g‘ but 1 as: dog in t}}e manger and all that sort of
the Care of he‘"e you M1§s Daintrey is quite well able to
. leinity h Tself ; and if I choose to worship, all that
gy at s to do is to sit still and smile. And she
uB overy nicdy’ you know.” .
. l(;tf °°urs: y"l‘)‘: maki{xg her too conspicuous,” I said,
a tl$ ute are doing no harm—jyou are only having
’thmg.,, Mment, and you are not much in earnest about

%

By

]

. Jum

:annve ap,f,d' UP, and his dark eyes flashed. ¢ Oh, but
ht 1. n earp ”» i I

earnet himgere . est now,” he exclaimed. Then he

f"ent in admirinp anld laughed. “I am thoroughly in
by, tOne; “r 8 Miss Daintrey,” he said, in quite a dif
Such cha, ever saw any one so graceful—and she
the he,I ne Tming voice, hasn’t she ? The moment I
.‘°°1‘rec W that I had met my fate at last—isn’t that
b Pea, 1 Presson 7
“tt l;‘:ad ti:;s:;ryoﬂ would not talk so foolishly,” I said :
gy Omeng, P’;O more r?mo‘nstrances, for Lisa entered
%ertonknt’ the ither by instinct, however, oor by com-
By thay hithey, tWo were much more reserved with each
Ml"&& 25 oy +o. . Paul treated her very ceremoniously,
Word, ba, Ceedingly silent, 1 began to think that my
OF once been treated with respect,

. novelty, that Lisa was crying!

A morning or two later—it was towards the close of
July, I remember, and the day was much cooler than usual
—1I noticed that Lisa’s letters seemed to cause her an un-
usual amount of emotion. Her colour came and went as
she read them ; and she ate no breakfast, but played with
her teaspoon and looked out at the window instead of
drinking her coffee. I read my morning paper and feigned
not to see her agitation. ¢ Some of her love affairs, I
suppose,” I thought crossly to myself, *“dear me, I wish
Lisa would get married, and then we could have a little
peace.”

¢« Aunt Lucy,” my niece said to me, rather later, in
somewhat uncertain tones. ¢ Papa wants to know if I will
join him at Brighton for a few days and then go on to
Scotland.”

““You must do as you like, of course, dear,” I said.
“‘ You generally stay with me longer than tlis. I shall be
very sorry to lose you.”

Lisa came to my side and kissed me; she was not
often so demonstrative. *‘I do not want to go,” she said,
¢but perhaps it is better.”

¢ Well, perhaps so,” I answered gently. If she was
thinking of Paul Heriot I quite agreed with her.

¢ My other letter,” she went on, *‘is from Mr. Mercier.”

¢¢ Oh—he wants an answer, I presume ?”’

¢ Yes,” she said, in a very low tone. ¢*And I—I don’t
know what to say.”

¢t My dear child, if the man is as good and suitable as
you say, T think you cannot fail to be happy with him.”

¢¢I think he is good,"” she said. ¢ And I like him ; but
—I sometimes ask myself if that is all—a// life has to
give me!” And then she turned away, somewhat sudden-
ly ; but from the way in which her hand stole to her eyes
as she left the room, it struck me, with a startled sense of
Lisa crying! Such a
thing had scarcely been seen. or dreamt of since she was
twelve years old. Idid not follow her; T knew the girl
too well to suppose that she wanted her tears to be seen;
she was not given to accepting sympathy very readily ; but
when [ saw her at luncheon time she was her own calm
and equable self.

“Is Paul coming to-day?”’ I asked casually, in the
course of our mid-day meal.

«7 think not ; he had planned a sketching expedition
with his friend tor to-day, and I am going to tennis at the
rectory this afternoon.”

¢ Oh yes, I remember. Then I shall have time to pay
one or two calls,” I said, ‘“and perhaps I shall be late in
getting home, so don’t hasten back from your tennis.”

I saw her set off for the rectory before I started, and I
went to pay my duty calls with a comfortable sense that
there could be no flirtation with Paul Heriot that after-
noon.

1 came back. earlier than I had expected—before six
o’clock—and as I was so early, and there was noti.ing
much to do, I thought that I would take up a new maga-
zine that I found on the hall table and read it in the con-
servatory, where I had a wicker chair and table ready for
use when the weather was a little too cold for the open air,
I went into the greenhouse from a garden door, and shut
it, as I imagined, rather noisily, then ensconced myself in
my cushioned chair and prepared to read my magazine.

I had made so much noise in my entry that I could never
have imagined how anyone in my little drawing-room should
fail to notice it ; but, I found, as a matter of fact, that it
had not attracted the least attention from two people who
were not more than six feet from me. They must have
been very much absorbed in one another and in their con-
versation ; and I was just about to call out laughingly,
¢Lisa! Paul! what are you doing there ?”” when a few
words fell upon my ear which kept me silent.

¢ Don’t do it, Lisa,” Paul was saying in the deep low
tones of 2 man who is much moved. He had never called
her Lisa in my presence. ¢ Why should you sacrifice your-
self and all that is best in you for a worldly scruple? You
will never be happy in a loveless marriage, you may be
quite sure of that.”

I wished I had not come into the greenhouse. They had
not heard me enter, and they must have been talking for
some time, for Lisa had evidently told him ab ut her letter
from Mr. Mercier, If I moved again, the rustle of my long
silk skirts, the creak of the chair, the rattle of the door,
seemed to me sure to attract their attention ; and how awk-
ward it would be if they thought that I had heard their con-
versation! [ hesitated, and my hesitation was my doom.

.

The next sentence or two made me feel it absolutely 1 us-
sible to move. I was nailed to the spot with horror and
dismay ; and this must be my excuse for the eavesdropping
of which I was then guilty.

¢ Why don’t you end this miserable farce at once, and
acknowledge that you love me ?” said Paul Heriot. ¢ You
say you pity me—you may well do that ; but have you no
other feeling too? Oh, for once in your life, Lisa, be honest
and true, and tell me whether you don’t care a little—even
a very little—for a man who would lay down his life for
you !”’

Bending my head between a screen of flowers I could see
the two figures. They werestanding. Paul had taken both
her hands, and she was not resisting ; she was looking
down, and he was gazing into her face.

It is so useless to say that sort of thing,” said she,
softly.

‘¢ Not useless when it gives a man life and hope and
blessedness! You don’t know how barren and dreary my
life has been. But I don’t mean to talk of myself; | have
talked of myself before. You know all about me. But
for yourself—yourself, Lisa : Can you let me go ?”

She made an impatient little movement as ifito draw her
hands away. ¢ I mustlet you go, I suppose,” she said.
¢¢ There is no help for it—and you ought not to talk to me
in that way, it is not right.”

The detence was more feeble than I had expected from
Lisa’s lips, but it was a defence, after all, and for that I felt
thankful,

¢ Right ? What is right ? What is wrong ? Isit right that
I should be tied for life to a raving maniac without the
power of making a home for myself o1 knowing the sweet-
ness of a woman’s love ?” cried Paul, passionately. ¢ That
may be man’s view of right; il is surely not right in the
eyes of God. Lisa, you have instincts of your own-—
heaven-born—given you by nature ; listen to them and hear
what they say to you! Will you leave me to this hellish
loneliness of mine ? Darling, think of what cur life might
be—together ! if only you would break through these ac-
cursed conventionalities of yours and give yourself bravely
and faithfully to me ! You would never repent it ; I assure
you that you should not. It would be the business ot my
life to make you happy—I have said so to you before; I
swear it now,”

I almost started to my feet in my indignation. But
second thoughts restrained me ; I could surely trust Lisa
to send him away. I listened ; the silence was broken only
by a woman’s sob. Again I leaned forward; Lisa was
weeping, and her head was on Paul’s shoulder, and his arm
round her waist ; his lips were pressing kisses upon ‘her
forehead and her hair,

But in a minute or two she drew herself away from him,

eIt is wrong,” she said, ‘*and 1 must not listen to you
any more. Take away your arm, Paul. Yes—I love you
—1I do love you—as I never loved before —oh, I said that I
wanted to feel deeply, and I would give my life now it I
could never feel again ! —but—I mean to marry Richard
Mercier, and you must go away from me—for ever.”

¢If you love me, Lisa, you will give yourself to me, not
to this other man.”

¢ But I could not—I could not,” she said, shivering,
« How could I give up all my friends—my home—every-
thing—even for you? You would be tired of me before
long—men always get tired—and I should be heartbroken.
Oh, no, I could not do it—I am not strong enough! And
it would not be right.” )

¢ Then, darling,” said Paul, very tenderly, ¢ if you can-
not do it now, at any rate wait tor me. Don’t mariy an-
other manj; don’t give yoursell to him. It would be
sacrilege—worse than sacrilege—when you love me.
Dearest, only give him up, and look upon me as your
friend—your best, truest, most devoted friend.”

““Give him up?” said Lisa, wonderingly. Then she
drew herself away from him and sat down. ¢ don’t
think I can,” she said. Then, in a more ibroken voice,
*¢Oh, Paul, I don’t know how to tell you ; I thought it
was my duty—I wrote and accepted him this morning,”

There was a little silence. I thought that Paul would
rave and rage, but I was mistaken. He stpod passive for
a minute or two ; then he drew nearer to her, and knelt
down betfore her.

¢« Look at me, Lisa,” he said. **Yes, lovk at me
straight in the face. Do you know what you are doing ?
You are not only breaking a man’s heart —you have often
done that before, 1 believe—but you are throwing your
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own goodness and purity away, as if it were nothing but a
dream. Refuse me, if you like; trample on me; I can
bear that ; but for God’s sake don’t make me believe that
there is no truth, no faithfulness, no honour in any woman !
My wife—you know what sk¢ was ; but you, Lisa, my Lisa
—let me think of you still as something more of heaven
than of earth ! Lisa, Mercier may be a good man ; but you
do not love him. Live single then ; I won’t persecute you
any more—but I can’t bear to see you married to him.
And”—in a lower voice—*¢ I swear that I won't see it. I’ll
die first.”

She was weeping again—I never saw her cry so bitterly.
““You are cruel,” she said, ¢ and because I cannot marry
you, you want me to marry no one.
—I never meant to hurt you.
go !"

¢¢Is that your last word, Lisa? Do you know that you
are driving me mad? driving me to my death ?”

¢“I have nothing more to say—1I can’t say anything else,”
sobbed Lisa. ¢ Oh, Paul, dear Paul, forgive me before
you go.”

He rose from his kneeling posture, and stood looking at
her with a face of such blank despair that even I, who had
been bitterly angry hitherto, was sorry for him then.

“Oh yes, I forgive you,” he said hoarsely, ¢if my for-
giveness will do you any good. You have had the choice
of life or death—that is all ; and you have chosen death—
tor me and for yourself. Good-bye—don’t look frightened ;

I mean you no harm. I only mean that you have lost your
soul-—and mine.”

Oh, forgive me, Paul
Forgive me—forget me—and

And out of the room he went, without heeding her cry
upon his name. Two minutes afterwards, I heard the front
door close ; and then Lisa buried her face in her hands and
gave way to a fit of unrestrained sobbing. But this did not
last long.  Presently she got up and went to her own room ;
and in a little while I had a message from her to say that
she did not feel very well, and had gone to bed ; and would
I kindly excuse her from dinner or from saying good night,
as she did not want to be disturbed.

I felt very miserable all that evening, and although I told
myself that Lisa was perfectly right to refuse to listen to
Paul’s advances, I could not rid myself of the doubt as to
whether she ought not also to have refused the eligible Mr.
Mercier. If she had been the noble-hearted girl that I
wanted her to be, I thought she would have remained single
rather than marry one man while she loved another, But
then I always was of a sentimental and romantic turn ; and
no doubt Lisa was perfectly justified in the line she took.
But my heart cried out for Paul—poor, passionate, deluded
Paul-—whose faith in God and man must have received so
rude a shock !

Lisa looked a little pale next morning, but was quite
calm and cheerful. She told me that she had accepted Mr.
Mercier’s proposal, and that she thought she would join her
father in Brighton, as he had suggested. And she would
g0 as soon as possible—that afternoon, if I would not think
her rude to leave me so suddenly.

““You have never congratulated me, Aunt Lucy,” she
said, reproachfully, as I was seeing her off,

““If you are sure you love Mr, Mercier, I will congratu-
late you,” I answered ; which was not a very wise remark
—Dbut I was never celebrated for my wisdom.

Lisa stared at me a little, then coloured faintly and cast
down her eyes. ‘¢ I thought you would be pleased at such
a suitable marriage,” she said gently ; and she said no more,
Neither of us mentioned Paul.

So Lisa went away, and I did not see my old friend’s son
for a fortnight. T was told that he had gone to the Medway
for a fortnight’s boating and sketching. I was very un-
happy about him, poor boy—and very angry too.

He walked in as coolly as ever at the end of the fort-
night, bronzed with exposure to the sun, smiling, and ap-
parently in the best of spirits. He asked after Miss Daint-
rey, and whether it was true that she was engaged to Mr.
Mercier. 1 answered that she was well, and was to be
married in October.

¢ Soon, isn’t it ?”’ he said, still smiling. ¢ Ah well, it’s
best to take the plunge quickly when you've once made up
your mind.” Then, looking at me a little more keenly
than usual, *¢Did she—tell you anything about me ?’

¢ No, but | saw—I heard,” I answered confusedly.

*« Women have quick insight in such matters,” he said,
‘¢ but you know they don’t always see straight. The fact is

we %ad a little flirtation—Lisa and I. We were none the
worse for it at the end of the month, were we?”

¢¢Oh, Paul, dear,” I said, *I think 1 ought to tell you
—1I was in the green house for part of the time when you
and Lisa were talking—the day before she went away—
and I heard more than you meant me to hear; but I am
very sorry.””

His ace grew gloomy for a moment. ‘¢ You heard, did
you? You heard?”—his smile brightened again—*¢you
heard my tragedy speech? I was obliged to lay it on
thick a little, you know. Women expect you to say that
you are breaking your heart for them. It’s part of the
show. The worst is, they sometimes go and believe you,
and then it is such a nuisance to have to keep the thing
uP-”

‘But you were in earnest, Paul ?”
lessly,

I cried, breath-

“Idid my part uncommon well, I think,” he said, in
rather a complacent tone. * But I had acted one just like
it in private theatricals not long before. It helped me im-
mensely. Don’t you go and tell Lisa what I am saying
now, yon know, Mrs. Daintrey ; it would spoil all the fun of
the piece for her.”

And he smiled at me so provokingly that I could not
bear to pursuethe subject. He wentaway soon afterwards,
and he never mentioned Lisa to me again.

Which did he mean? Was that passionate outpouring of
his love an expression of the real man, or had he been only
acting a part? I never knew. I only know that Lisa was
married to Mr. Mercier on the 29th October, and that two
days later—by a strange coincidence, surely—I received
the news that Paul Heriot was dead. His gun had gone off
accidentally, while he was on a shooting expedition, I was
told ; and he was shot to the heart, Accident or design?
I could not tell ; any more than I can tell you which was
the false man and which the true.

I have seldom seen Lisa since her marriage, and we never
speak of Paul ; but, unhappy as she seems, I cannot but
sometimes notice a shadow of trouble in her lovely eyes—
a shadow by which they were never darkened before that
summer visit to Underwood.

Tue Exn.
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The 29th of January, 1891, was signalized by an impor-
tant event in the industrial history of V:.ncouver. The
first sugar refinery established in the Province of British
Columbia began operations on that day, and the manager
and directors of the company celebrated the occasion by
inviting the mayor and aldermen and other prominent
citizens to visit the works. Among those present, besides
the members of the Council, were Messrs. H. Abbott,
General Superintendent Pacific Division, C. P.R.; Robert
Kerr, General Freight and Passenger Agent, C P.R.; J. C.
Keith, Manager Bank of British Columbia ; John Hendry,
Manager R. C. P. Mills ; Jay Ewing, United States Consul;
W. Godfrey, Manager Bank of British North America;
Dr. Lefevre, J. Wulffsohn, C. T. Dunbar and others. Mr.
B. T. Rogers, the manager, received the guests at the
office of the company, and they were shown through the
buildings. After they had inspected the various processes
for refining the raw material, the samples of sugar and syrups
produced were examined and pronounced to be of excellent
quality. The visitors were then entertained at luncheon by
the directors. Mr. H, Abbott presided, and in proposing
the health of the mayor and aldermen he said that the
condition upon which the bonus had been granted to the
company was that they should have refined 100 barrels of
sugar before the 1st July, 1891, This condition had been
fulfilled before the 1st of February, 1891, The company
deserved credit for the energy they had shown in complet-
ing the works. Mayor Oppenheimer said that before long
he hoped to see vessels arriving from the Hawaiian Islands
laden with raw sugar for the refinery, and taking back with
them lumber and other products of the Province. Every
one present was favourably impressed with the buildings,
which contain all the latest and improved appliances for
manufacturing the highest grades of sugar.

After a plea-

. were
sant luncheon and numerous toasts the proceeding®
brought to a close,

"
The Chinese quarters in Victoria and Vancou"e’;w

been lately the scene of unusual festivities. The Cele s
have been celebrating the beginning of their yeah 5_7
counting from the reign of the first Emperor of
For a week after February 7th their shops were clOSc.d'
their whole time was devoted to feasting and Setu_”gra
fireworks of every description. The Chinese conside
a disgrace not to pay everything they owe before the
year begins ; all debts are either paid or cancelled 8t
time, and they commence afresh with a clean sheet:
quantity of fireworks ordered from China for this cele
tion was something enormous, and there was great "0? :
nation when the “Parthia” was overdue with these °
pensable adjuncts to a Chinese ‘good time” oD
Fortunately, from their point of view, but unfoft“nri
for the repose of the white population, the steamer ar
in time. &

The houses in Chinatown during this week are gaill o
corated, and all visitors are given refreshments of t€®
and sweetmeats. If especially invited the favou _en”L
are taken into rooms hung for the occasion with on "
rugs, where lanterns of strange shapes and design$ Zld" .
from the low ceilings. Baskets of enormous 8 i
oranges and wonderful arrangements of red a“dhi b
paper flowers fill the place with vivid colour,.and t pot ;
odour ot burning sandalwood perfumes the air. :
receives you, arrayed in his silken holiday & g
newly shaven head and neatly braided pig-tail ﬁf’w mu"
his heels. All white visitors are welcomed Wit .
dignity, and presently champagne is opened and bo
delicious bon-bons produced to offer the Ne?’
guests. A large bowl of Chinese lilies stands el:b ytb‘
window, the bulbs growing in water and surrounded °% B
whitest and roundest of pebbles to keep them up
These are watched and tended with the greatest C"‘:ei ;
the festival is drawing unear. Many are the re)
when the great mass of tall green stalks and 18""’°sc 3
into a glory of white and yellow bloom before thehe yy
ful day—it is a sure presage of good luck for all t
to come.

S ©
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o
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There has been a rush of gaiety before Lent, 3°¢ "¢

erous private balls and parties have been'gi"er: o,ve‘
opening of the new C. P, R. Opera House in Vaveniﬂ"
was a brilliant close to the season. On Monday €' ¢
February gth, the Emma Juch Opera Company f’ . ak
first performance in the new building, and 5 "490"
of tickets on the first day alone amounted t0
Wagner's ¢ Lohengrin,” ¢ Il Trovatore” and ‘“ ccfofd‘d
were produced by this company and greeted with .
houses. Those who have always been able to s€€ ¢
good theatrical and musical entertainments canf® o b
the pleasure experienced by those who have for Soe t"‘
been deprived of such opportunities when they af e w?
within their reach. The people of Vancouver ba?
too busy in building up their city to have had n'-‘uice
to miss these things; but, nevertheless, they "Jon ¢
they have now a place of amusement second ap .
the Pacific Coast, and complete in stage setting$ ot w
pointments. On the opening night, when every ou,in"
filled, boxes and parquet a glow of brilliant c"s f L4
fluttering fans and sparkling jewels, it seemed E;be ﬂ"
wand of an enchanter had been waved abové " fir$
which four years ago was covered with the en(."'mo Y lf‘
British Columbia. And surely it was magiC b f
changed the whispers of the wind tbrough the heﬂgﬂ’
into the pleadings of Elsa and the farewells of L°er

The * music of the future’ was certainly n€V v
before in a place where Nature had so lately

murmur through forest boughs her music of the "
LEN
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The Premier of QuebeC: &
. s viel

Mr. R. Reinhold, ot 112 St. Francois ‘\a‘;,lthe ﬂﬁ

Montreal, has published an excellent oleograph @ 1\ kso*

%

Honore Mercier, from the painting by ouf e, "% ¢
artist, Mr. W. Raphael. The portrait is a large onni’sh s
ing 22 by 30 inches, and the execution and eal
nothing to be desired. Mr. Reinhold deserves grulaﬂ'y
for the work, and, from its excellence and the Po.t [
its subject, we are confident that it will meet W
tensive sale,

Sy
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Ahadian skating championships have come and
not 3 solitary American was seen on the track.
™s hard to blame Americans when Canadians do
The only plages represented were Montreal,
spongartmouth, N.S. To judge from the reports
S some sf columns of the daily press, Toronto pos-
8y cop aters that ought to be able to hold their own
ang p, . Pany ; at least they play hockey well enough,
» thin, sy ]:s good enough training for anybody. Ottawa,
% enty ‘%hly of her skaters, but neither of these cities
a'tc"‘lnt chi or the championship, This is not taking into
Bany othe Places as Cornwall, Brockville or Quebec, or
to g Ieastr towns where there is skating material enough
ury mnc’;"“fe an entry ; but they came not, and the
lexico, as f, uston is that there is some such word in their
I8¢ Cern dea“'-. As far as the, American end of the story
ply a casee » 1tis much more easily described. That was sim-
Doy (Tf funk, pure, unadulterated funk, and Mr. Joseph
P e is the most remarkable example of it that has

red §
I poj N amateur sporting circles for some time.
Angy Inted out in {h
X Cang did not ¢

ut ¢ S
ce
hot

Long
is column the alleged reason why
skaung ome to Canada for championship
t the ac‘:nors, and at the same time attention was called
the rgest q‘at the skating association would make use of
be]ittle rnnk available in Canada, so that there would
o " N0 excuse for skaters from across the line not
y absorbo'w’ we all know the United States has the
lhing Wonhtwe .faculty in the world, and they claim any-
Blajp, » having, Like the celebrated despatch of Mr.
"ery‘h- e’;: Cleveland was elected, the motto is ‘¢ claim
he result is that Joseph Donoghue is
b v 2 02d a5 the champion skater of the world, when
O with Sporting intelligence enough not to he an
n°"f5 just how the case stands, There is
:%tin . t:“bt In the world that the New York papers will
org at hc'an the Newburg man the champion ; they will
m"wan . wls Cl?allenge for five miles with a twenty second
th:y wil) do aj Simply a symptom of exaggerated blue funk;
¥ dig ea 1 sorts of things to have a champicn, just as
. N Hanlan could beat any man that could sit
’ 35 long as he won he was the American cham.
,?o'mghue °:fas he was beaten he was simply a Canadian.
%"he de“}',be' Whom we have heard so much and whom
. M"‘“trea] D¢ a phenomenal skater, was afraid to come
‘;;d ehate;lt He has been almost a continuous winner
1 t b on © take the chance of a defeat. I do not say
bnbelieve he :gh“e come here he would not have won, for
“:I lieye h"e“!d, althO}xgh he w.ould. have been pushed,
Yy nicular N 1s esselftxally lacking in one very import.
N g haye 0d that is what is termed * heart.” Cana.
% an Oppi::le to the United States and skated when there
uy for dist: Dity, or rather ice, but Americans will not
, e, cart ¢ fce work. Why? The complaint is the
wch for the 00 small and liver inclined to be white. So
di;ife the wh.Efeat one among the skaters of the States-
uis), l;e Plumes of the Tatooed Man any sign o
My, wa onor, then Mr. Donoghue’s white feathers
e, €nvious contrast with those of the man from
"B
u,at“: 0 the rages.

t iy Weathe, The great majority of people thought
YQ%F they . Would have made it impossible to skate.
i'lch lng o icere mistaken, for although rain fell all the
s'leho Wate, w' With a slight covering of a quarter of an
wyg, & leag ’w 85 faster than had the weather been cold,
a e Wag lik a8 the verdict of all those who skated. The
Pugy for ., . 2 Sheet of glass, and the time made, when
hlf Wag on:ls:l Was necessary, made this plainly evident,
» Which, €cord badly fractured, and that was the
'h\de_hith“to Was done by Gordon in 1.21 3-5. The
) in Hoyy, Was held by Norseng, 1.22 2- 5, and was
iy Tryy . The other marks do not come near it,
" In . Ot fallen the time would have been faster
Iy Caus,:zo Yards race the time really beat See’s
iy, . the latter skated with the wind at his back.
9% Secs o0 Saturday was 21 3-5 secs. , See’s time
! btcgusé; he mile race will bear a lot of looking
S records go there have been many sized

Cin

* »* *

tracks used. Gordon’s time was 3 06 2 5, but that is hardly
a criterion of his speed, because he only went to the front
for the last two laps, and he had no difficulty in keeping his
advantage to the tape.
posed record of 2.123-5, made on a straightaway course
with wind at his back. Joe Donohue’s time for the dis-
tance on a three-lap track was 2.59 I-5. Van Panschin
covered the distance in 2.58 3-5; Grunden, the Swedish
professional, is credited with 2.55 2-5, made on a five-lap
track ; McCormick has a mark of 3.26 2-6 on a fourteen-
lap track ; the best English amateur time is 3 12 2-5, made
by L. Tebbutt two years ago. In the 220 yards hurdle
race it is simply superfluous to speak of anybody but Irwin.
His speed and method of getting over the obstacles will
outclass many a more pretentious skater. The five mile
race was a decided disappointment, although the time was
not bad. It was expected to be the race of the day, and
trom the previous form shown by the starters nobody
would have been surprised if a record had been smashed.
But it was very soon made evident thatit was going to be a
waiting race. There were the three Nova Scotians and
only one Montrealer in the struggle, and to the spectator
it looked very much as if Gordon was going to havea hard
row to hoe. It would take too much space to describe the
race in its various changes, but one thing was very appar-
ent, Gordon was to be tired out or forced to make the pace,
and the programme was carried out to the letter. The
only trouble was that Gordon could skate too fast ; he saw
the way the game was working, and he kept his head well
enough never to get better than third until the real time
for sprinting came in, It was not a case for record break-
ing. It was an attempt to win the five mile championship,
pure and simple. An analysis of the race would show that
until the last §wo laps of the thirly-five Gordon never went
better than third, while the Pattersons and Carroll took’the
lead alternately and made a very slow pace at that, When
Gordon did go to the front, however, he simply skated
away from the other three, and showed the spectators that
if his opponents had put on anything like pace, with what
there was still left in him, he could have easily reduced the
time considerably, Following are the officials of the day
and the summary of the races :—

Referee, Col. F. C. Henshaw; judges, H. Montagu
Allan, W. G. Ross, Major Freeman; starter, Norman
Fletcher ; time keepers, J. A, Taylor, T. L. Paton, D. D,
McTaggart ; scorers, D. J. Watson, Louis Rubenstein ;
measurers, Messrs. S. Howard, W. McNab and Brant ;
clerk of the course, L. W. Barlow. :

Two hundred and twenty yards.—F. P. Carroll, Pictou,
N.S., 1st; E. D. Irwin, Montreal, 2nd; C. Gordon,
Montreal, 3rd ; A. Patterson, Dartmouth, N.S,, 4th; J.
Gauthier, Montreal, sth. Time, 21 3-5secs.

Half mile.—C. Gordon, Montreal, 1st; F. P. Carroll,
Pictou, N.S., 2nd; E. D. Irwin, Montreal, 3rd; G. S.
Lowe, Montreal, 4th. Time, 1.21 3-5.

Half mile junior.—H. Smith, Ist; G. Ross, 2nd. Time,
2.08.

One mile.—C. Gordon, 1st ; C. Patterson, 2nd ; F, P,
Carroll, 3rd; E. D. Irwin, 4th; G. S. Lowe, 5th. Time,
half mile, 1.33 ; mile, 3.06 2-5.

Half mile backward.—F. Scott, 1st; J. Clavelle, 2nd ;
E. W. Barlow, 3rd; J. Mullarky, 4th, Time, 1.37.

Two hundred and twenty yards hurdle, 27 inches high,—
E. D. Irwin, 1st; C. Patterson, 2nd; W. Irwin, 3rd.
Time, 25 1-5 secs.

Junior mile.—G. Skinner, Pictou, N.S., 1st; P. Mc-
Burney, 2nd; — Brown, 3rd; W. O’Donoghue, 4th, A.
Maltby, 5th; W. Turton, 6th. Time, 3.35 3.

Five miles.—C. Gordon, Montreal, 1st; C. Patterson,
Dartmouth, N.S., 2nd ; ¥. P. Carroll, Pictou, N.S., 3rd;
A. Patterson, Dartmouth, N.S., 4th. Time, 17.36.

* * *

In the figure skating contest for the championship of the
United States, which, after many postponements, was held
in Albany on Monday last, the decision given was that the
result was a tie between Phillips and Rubenstein, The
latter offered to skate off the tie but the New York man
would not hear of it. In vulgar parlance, it looks as if the
Canadian was getting the ‘“razzle,” and that at the best of
it Phillips was afraid of another try.

» * *

The Rosedale Cricket Club (Toronto), is composed of
enthusiasts who do not wait for the departure of the snow
to begin the practice of their favourite pastime. They
secured a rink and already last week wickets were pitched
and the club’s crack trundlers and bats have been busy at
work. The club will make a tour through the cricketing
cities of the United States in July, for which arrangements
have been almost completed. A good sign of the times, as

Tim Donoghue carries the sup-_

far as football is concerned in Toronto, is the fact that
during last season fifty Toronto Church school boys
joined the club, The officers for the coming year are ;—
Hon.:president, C. H. Nelson ; president, J. M. Macdon-
ald ; first vice-president, G. S. Lyon ; second vice-presi-
dent, J. E. Martin ; secretary, J. H. Forrester; assistant
secretary, H. L. Howard; treasurer, J. E, Hulett ; com-
mittee, Petman, Hardy, Gimson, Clement, Duncan,
Massey.

» »* »

Recently I called attention to the proposed trip of Cana-
dian Association football players to the old country, and
now it appears that we are to have an exchange of inter-
national courtesies with our neighbours from across the
line. There are some good Canadian cricketers in the
Windy City that is to have the World’s Fair next year;
there are also some good football men, and they have
proposed a Canadian tour, which will be heartily welcomed
by all our association men on this side. A team will be
organized and leave Chicago on May 22nd, playing its first
match in Toronto on the Queen’s birthday, Other games
are scheduled t9r Detroit and Berlin, and it is altogether
likely that dates will be made with most of the leading
clubs. Mr. Davis, who is secretary of the cricket club,
will look after the travellers during their visit. The team
will probably consist of the following gentlemen : —J,
Balinghal, goal ; A. T. Webb (captain), J. McLuckie, F.
Kelly, T. Gibson, O. Balster and A. C. Goodyear, for-
wards ; J. Hendry, A. McFarland, full backs ; W. Mec-
Luckie, W. Ramsey and J. G. Davis, half backs,

* * *

With the continuous and nearly always justifiable outcry
against the crookedness of everybody connected with the
trotting horse ringing in our ears, it is refreshing once in a
while to hear of judges who have manhood enough to make
honest rulings and nerve enough to see that they are carried
out. The recent meeting in Ottawa was not a model of
trotting morality, taken all the way through, and from what
I know from some of my friends, the judges, although with
the best of intentions, did not quite reach all the offenders,
They asserted their authority in excellent shape, however,
in the free-for-all, which was for a purse of $325, but that
stake would not have been a circumstance to the amount
reaped had everything gone right in the pool box and had
the judges’ eyes been closed. When the first change of
drivers was ordered the suspected mare won the heat nice-
ly, but when the second attempt at a change was made,
matters were getting too close for the syndidate, and it was
apparent that the dummy in the race could never win under
these unlooked for circumstances. In preference to a
change of drivers the owner of the second horse withdrew
his entry. That settled it in the judges’ minds ; it was pal-
pably a put-up job, and the race was declared off after four
heats had been trotted. It was the best thing possibly that
the judges could have done, but it might have been a little
bit of a lesson if only the two horses left in were allowed
to start. Then the public who had put their shekels in the
first place on Sheridan would probably have doubled it at
the expense of the ¢ talent.”

L Y

The Ottawa Hockey Club were not particularly success-
ful in their efforts after the championship, but still they had
nerve enough to come and try for it, which is saying a great
deal, when all the circumstances are taken into considera-
tion. Never mind, better luck next time. The Rideau
Colts, too, were heard from on Saturday last when they
tackled the Maples, and although defeated by five goals to
one still were no unworthy opponents.

* » -

In curling proverbial good fortune, coupled with skilful
play, leaves the Montreal Club in the lead. First they won
the Branch tankard, then they captured the Governor-
General’s prize, and, lastly, the Caledonia medal from the
Ottawas, A record to be proud of.

* - -

Montreal horse breeders have lost a valuable animal
when Alcantara, jr., was allowed to go from their midst,
The trouble was, if the truth must be told, that he was too
good to be appreciated, but our cousins on the other side
know a good thing in horse flesh when they see it, and, of
course, the son of Alcantara was bought up for over
$8,000.

R. 0. X,
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“INNOCENCE.”

(From the painting by Gardner.)

28th FEBR%

POINTS.

By Acus.

To point a moral and adorn a tale! »
— Johnson : Vanity of Human Wishes.

Why in the world the vexatious 2oc piece should be per-
mitted to continue in circulation is one of the things no
fellow can understand. By it suspicion is constantly being
cast on the eminently respectable 25c piece, for which it is
continually palming itself off upon an unsuspecting public.
Between the one and the other there being only a differ-
ence of 5c, as well at once have a 45¢ piece and a 53¢
piece, and so on. As a matter of fact, the 20c piece is
nothing but a hypocritical imitator of its superior, the 25¢c
piece; it sails under false colours—a sort of wolf in
sheep’s clothing—and constantly at the despicable trick of
obtaining goods under false pretences. Let some candi-

date for parliamentary honours take the matter up.
* * *

The verb ¢“to forget ” seems, in many instances, to be
used in a manner not strictly correct. By way of illustra-

tion, Mrs. Bowser gives Mr. Bowser a letter to post, and,
of course, Mr. Bowser, as it is commonly expressed, * for-
gets” topost it. The question is whether, in an instance of
that kind, the use of the word is strictly correct. As a
matter of fact, there is no doubt that the thing is really in
Mr. Bowser’s memory, for when you merition it he remem-
bers the whole circumstance at once. When a thing is
really forgotten, however, it is, strictly speaking, forgotten
for good. If it were said ‘*he never thought of it,” it
would be more correct. Mere inadvertence in paying at-
tention at the proper time to something intended to be
done is rather a sort of temporary absent-mindedness.

* o »

*“ Raving politics never at rest,” is the way Tennyson
puts it. The gay and festive Irishman is not giving British
politics very much ‘‘rest” at present; in the United
States the frequent recurrence of presidential elections
keeps the kettle boiling pretty effectually ; and in Canada
we are at present upon the very crest of the political wave.
We have arrived at the time when political aspirants, ac-

cording to a couplet by Lowell,
*Go round in their swallow-tail coats, oV
Seeking some of them office and some of the r’gol‘

o Tite™ g
The voice of the stump speaker and of campaig® ‘5 of !

is heard in the land; and the horny hande_d .
has become a very popular individual, and 15 .nlu 8
much of, indeed. In short, a general election 15 nl".‘
Before the fact was definitely announced, somé oﬂld to s
question as to when the elections would be be ot
John himself, who replied that he really did not 2o
he had not seen the morning papers. But theiﬂ v 1,
papers seemed to have a bad attack of not knov:;is o
thing about it themselves. And in the midst of ‘uzzledi
tainty, the Ottawa boarding-house keeper Wa$ P e
to whether her shingle should invite ¢ select boaould o
announce a ‘‘select school”; whether she sb 1t fi
some more furniture, or sell out what she had- h,odlcﬂ
out, however, that it she has ¢ polished up the in¢ $0 e
the big front door,” it is only so much wasted sb t0
as the M. P. is concerned ; for, instead of O™

city, he is ¢ going to the country.”
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