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CONSUMPTION & W ASTING DISEASES.

'l:he efficacy of Hydroleine is NOT CONFINED to cases of CONSUMPTION, as
from its valuable tonic effect on the nervous system, in addition to its special stimulating
action on the organs concerned in the production of Fat inthe body, i cawses marked increase
in weight in persons of naturally thin habit, who do not present ¢ any evidence of disease.
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Hydroleine is regularly prescribed by all the Leading Physicians in England and
the Dominion of Canada. Read the following Specimen Testimonials.

TESTIMONIALS FROM PHYSICIANS.

32 Beaver Hall, Montreal, May 15, 1880.
DEAR MR. MORSE,
My experience with Hydroleine has
{ been more than satisfactory, and I knowno
g4 remedy like it in cases_of a scrofulous or
3 tubercular diatheses. In some of my cases
the effects of this remedy have been really
§ warvellons. Now 1 wish 30“ to send
i through Lewis & Co., a halt dozen for any
i§ own personal use, as I wish to continue
X taking the Hydroleine mgself.
Yourstruly = E. H. TRENHOLME, M.D.

La Gauchetere St., Montreal, Nov. 24, '80
Hazev Morse, Esg.,

Dear Sir,—I consider Hydroleine a
valuable prevaration,and I haveshown my
estimation of it by prescribing it to some
thirty or more of my patients, instead of
ordinary Cod Liver Oil, Many of them
continue to take it and have been greatly
venefitted by its use. _Very truly yours,

J. J. DUGDALE, M.D.

Hastings, 15th Sept, 1880
Si,—We are so well satisfied with
the trial bottle of Hydroleine, having put
it to a severe test in an extreme case where
we reall{ did not expect the girl to live a
week, (she is now able t6 walk about the
house! that we would like a dozen bottles,

Most truly yours,
Drs, CLARK & O’'GORMAN.

g s, o 4l
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N ‘“’lhon,m:w"i: i

Richmond, Ont., Nov. 25, 188,

Hazex Morse, Esg.,

Dear Sir,—1 have to.day made ar-
! rangements with Mr. McElroy, (the mer-
# chant of our village), to_keep in stock a
34 quantity of Hydroleine. It is the best thing
B I have ever used in all Wasting Diseases,
1 remain, yours etc,, D. BCATTY, M.D,

STATEMENT FROM A LEADING CHEMIST AND

ANOTHER PROMINERT MAN,

144 St. Lawrence Main St. Montreal, Nov. 18, 1880.
Hazrn Morsg, Esg,, Toroxto .
. DearSir,~Ibegto say that Hydroleine is increas®
ing ~ favor with the Medical Profession. it digests
easily and “n most cases rapidly, brings up the weight
of the patient. To prove which. several physicians
have weighed their patients before beginning the
remedy. My sales this'month are larger than ever.

Traly yours,
Y P*"ZENRY R. GRAY,
Dispensing Chemist. |

Montreal Telegraph Co., Superintendent’s Office,
Toronto, Nov, 26, 1880,
HazEN Morsg, Esg., -
Dear Sir,—I sent a dozen bottles of Hydroleine to
a relative of mine, to whum it had been recommend-
ed by a physician. The result bas been most bene-

ﬁciar and satisfactory, my relative’s health being.

greatly improved, with every prospect of perfect res-
toration. * Yours truly, ’
H, P. DWIGHT,

Superintendent, M.T.Co,

Send 3 ct. Stamp for 44 Page Pamphlet byG.Overend Drewry, M.D.
London, England, entitléd ‘“Consumption and Wasting Diseases.”

FTAZEN MORSE,
67 FRONT STPEET EAST,

SOLE AGENT FOR THE SALE OF HYDROLEIME
TOROINTO.

IN THP DOMINION OF CANADA.
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ROSE-BELFORD’S

CANADIAN MONTHLY

AND NATIONAL REVIEW.

FEBRUARY, 1882.

THE COLONIAL STATUS QUO vs. CANADIAN INDEPENDENCE,

THE advocates of a Republican

form of Government for Canada
are wont to dignify the object of their
aspirations by the attractive title of
Independence. So confident are they
of the deeply rooted attachment of the
people of Canada to the principles of
the British Constitution, and the re-
pugnance of Canadians in general to
the system which must be substituted
for it in the event of our separation
from the rest of the British Empire is
so evident to them that they instinct-
ively seek to excite discontent with
cur present condition rather than en-
thusiasm for that which they hope is
to takeits place. This is sought to be
done, negatively and positively, by the
reiteration of that one word. By its
constant use, coupled with that of such
taunting phrases as ‘clinging to the
skirts of the Mother Country,” as de-
scriptive of our present political con-
dition, we Canadians are expected to
be rendered dissatisfied with it, as the
very opposite of that ¢independence’
to which, in all things, people of spirit
naturally aspire. There is absolutely

nothing more in the case or the tactics
of those who have invented this cry.
Never, perhaps, in the history of the
world, has so great a revolution been
soutrht to be accomphshed by the em-
ployment of means so trifling. We re-
fer, of course, to peaceful revolutions,
and the means by which they are
brought sabout. For we all know that
when the minds of any people are pre-
disposed to revolt against a system of
government with which they have be-
come profoundly dissatisfied, the veri-
est trifle may precipitate an outbreak,
and may seem to produce consequen-
ces to which it merely gives occasion,
but which are really due to antecedent.
causes of quite different weight and
significance. In such a state of affairs
great may be the power of a phrase, a
nickname, a word well or ill under-
stood, caught up by an unthinking
multitude.

¢ Bad dog, bad dog,” the Quaker cried ;
¢ Mad dog, mad dog,’ the people quick rephea.

Under certain propitious circum-
stances, hopes of a successful revolt at-
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tending the applicationof a leverage of
this kind, naturally and apparently in-
significant, but adventitiously of ¢ eat
power, would be justified by experi-
ence. But what justification is to be
found in history for any expectation
that success will attend the attempt to
geduce a loyal people from their alle-
giance, and to convert contented Mon-
archists into unwilling Republicans
solely by the use of a word faintly im-
plying a taunt? And yet no less is
sought to be done here in Canada by
constantly dinging into our cars the
one word ¢ independence.” Nota single
complaint against our present political
position has ever been put forward,

with the exception of that thread-bare’

one, so disgraceful to our manhood,
that it exposes Canada to the danger
of being made the battle-field in the
event of war between Great Britain
and the United States. To say nothing
of the far greater and nearver prob-
ability of Canada becoming a battle-
field when severed from the rest of the
Empire, and continuing so until an-
nexed by conquest to the United
States, this is a grievance, if grievance
it be, which is common to every fron-
tier community, but which is never
held to justify timidity or treason.
When the French army invaded Ger-
many, and the German army rolled
back the tide of invasion upon France,
certain portions of both countries suf-
fered cruelly in their turn from the
horrors of war ; but it does not appear
that the inhabitants of those portions
of either country had sought to escape
from their liability to such a fate by
previous political desertion on a large
scale, or were deficient in patriotism,
courage or endurance when the time
came for them to do and suffer for
their country, Convinced as we are
that those who advocate what they are
pleased to call the ‘independence’ of
Canada are in reality, consciously or
unconsciously, advocating the absorp-
tion of Canada into the United States,
we can compare this sole and single
argument which has ever been put

CANADIAN INDEPENDENCE.

forth in favour of its being brought
about to one thing only. It is as if
the officers and sailors of the Channel
Fleet were to propose to take our men-
of-war to Cherbourg, and, hauling
down the British flag, deliver them
over to the French Admiralty in order
to prevent their decks becoming stain-
ed with blood in the event of war
with France. Bat, in truth, this bat-
tle-field argument, if it is good for
anything at all, must be applicable in
some degree on the other side of the
border also ; and it seewms to us that it
would be more patriotic, for such at
least of the advocates of so-called
Canadian Independence as are not
Amercan emissaries, to urge the States
and Territories on our border, from
the State of Maine on the coast of the
Atlantic to Wasbington Territory on
that of the Pacific, to secede from the
Union in obedience to the instinct of
self-preservation, and save themselves
from a battle-tield fate by eicher set-
ting up for themselves or seeking for
annexation to the British Ewmpire.
There is, of course, an argument to
the disadvantage of our present state
latent in the appropriation of the word
¢independence’ as descriptive of some
impliedly opposite state, which those
who affect to sigh for its advent are,
however, scrupulously careful not to
define or describe, or enlarge upon in
any way. Itis, or is to be, ¢independ-
ence,” and that is all the information
vouchsafed to usuponthe subject. This
being the wise and prudent policy of
our opponents, we, the upholders of
the existing order of things, have a
twofold task to perform. Wehavenot
only to demonstrate the strength of
the grounds and reasuns of our adhe-
sion to that order, but also to expose
the utter weakness of our adversaries’
case, and thereby further and super-
abundantly justify that adhesion. It
is never safe or prudent to despise
an enemy, and he is not a wise ad-
vocate who, however strong he may
have been able to show his own case
to be, resumes his seat hefore he has

e e S

B A L O iR

e N

TN AP

E




TP D NN U SR P

LT e e S

L2a £y

g e

[ T S

CANADIAN INDEPENDENCE,

made evident all the feebleness in-
herent in that of his adversary. And
he should be all the more careful
to fulfil this latter duty when he

perceives that his opponent has tact

enough to be very guarded and reti-
cent in his handling of a case which he
knows to be bad, and hes pul it for-
ward in such a way as least to reveal
its innate weakness, In preparation,
therefore, for the possible, though
highly improbable, event of this poli-
tical sect, with the pretentious name,
ever becoming sufliciently numerous
or important to make it necessary, or
even worth the while, to discuss mat-
ters seriously with them, it may not
be amiss for us Canadians in general
to devote a little time and thought to
the task of closely analyzing the
grounds of the calm and profound
satisfaction with our present political
condition, and instinctive dislike for
any other that could possibly be sub-
stituted for it, which we so strongly
and deeply feel in the inmost recesses
of our souls. 'We shall then be ready
at any time to ‘ give a reason for the
faith that is in us.’

As a people we Canadians ave con-
tented and happy, because we feel
that we enjoy unlimited civil and re-
ligious freedom ; and it is only when
insinuations to the contrary are made
that we need set about the task of
proving to ourselves and others that
our political state is not one of de-
pendence. There was a time, certainly,
when we were governed from Down-
ing Street—when all our important
public offices, ecclesiastical, judicial,
civil and military, were filled by
persons sent out from the United
Kingdom—when our customs, postal,
casual and territorial revenues were
claimed, and our civil list was voted,
in England—when people in the mo-
ther country spoke of us as ¢our sub-
Jects in the colonies,’ and British im-
migrants gave themselves airs of supe-
riority over their Canadian-born fellow
subjects. But that time is long since
past. Nous avons changé lout cela.
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This great change has been effected
gradually, with trifling exceptions,
peaceably, and with the hearty con-
currence and final approbation of all
parties on both sides of the Atlantic,
So gradually, indeed, and quietly have
some parts of the change been effected
that it is hardly to be wonderved at if
some persons have failed to note the
transition of their country from the
position of a dependent colony to that
of a free and self-governed integral
portion of the empire. And yet that
is what Canada is at this moment.
‘Words accurately describing our rela-
tion to the United Kingdom have yet
to becoined. The editor of the Times
wag right when he wrote that those of
‘mother country; and ‘colony ’ are no
longer applicable, and that we must
revise our nomenclature in relation to
this subject. Our bishops, clergy,
and ministers of denominations are
appointed, and our churcbes and reli-
gious institutions of every kind are
governed, without any reference to
authorities in the United Kingdom.
No judges or public ofticers but those
of our own choice dispense justice or
exercise authority among us. Our
duties of customs and excise, and
other items of revenue, are levied and
applied by our own officers, under. the
authority of our own Parliament. Our
postal service, internal and external,
is under our own management exclu-
sively. The wild lands of the Crown
within our limits, their sale and set-
tlement, are under purely local con-
trol. All the military and naval lands
of the Crown and defensive works in
Canada are ‘vested in Her Majesty
the Queen for the purposes of Cana-
da,’ by Jaws of our own making. Our
public works, and public property gen-
erally, civil, naval, and military, are
under the sole control of our own Par-
liament and Government, though the
cost of some of them has been most
generously defrayed, and that of
others as generously guaranteed, by
the Government of the Empire, on the
authority of Acts of the Imperial Par-
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liament. Our seacoast and inland
fisheries, the navigation of our waters,
and the rights and duties of ship-own-
ers, ship-masters, and seamen therein,
are as exclusively subject to our own
legislation as is compatible with the
rights of other British subjects ; our
own people of the above three classes,
and their property, being subject only
to our own laws when in our own
waters, though entitled to and enjoy-
ing elsewhere the full protection of the
Empive which governs and protects
our fellow subjects of the same classes
when here. Our currency laws and
systems of finance and banking are

such as we choose to make them., The.

metallic emblems of our currency are
only ceined in England because we do
not deem it advisable to have a mint
here, as our fellow-subjects have in
Australia. Werevel in the luxury of
a public debt, all our own, and manage
or mismanage it ourselves exclusively,
as seems best in our own eyes. So of
our system of public institutions. So
of our penitentiaries, refoiicatories,
asylums, hospitals, and other similar
public institutions. So of our univer-
sities, colleges, and public schools. So
of our cepyright laws,* and laws re-
specting patents for inventions and
discoveries, and trade-marks and de-
signs. So of our systems of weights
and measurcs.  So of our laws of na-
turalization, marriage, and divoree,
and other laws, civil and criminal, for
the regulation of persons,property, and
civil rights generally. So of our rela-
tions with the aborigines, and the
management of the lands reserved to
them by treaty. So of our quarsn-
tine laws, regulations, and establish-
ments.  So of the regulation of trade
and commerce, internal and external.
So of our municipal institutions of

*[The writer is hardly correct in saying
that in Canada we control our Copyright
laws, unless he limits his reference to merely
local Copyright.  The legislation on this
subject, of any appreciable benefit to Canada,
which our Jegiclators desired to effect, was in
1873 vetoed by the Imperial Government.—
Ep. C. M.]
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every kind.  So of the creation of new
Provinces, altering the boundaries and
divisionsof such Provinces, and amend-
ing the constitutions of Provinces. So
of our militia, and naval and military
volunteers. Sv of the mainten.nce of
peace and ovder within our country,
and its defence generally, which is
now recognised as our duty and our
privilege, subject only to the necessity,
also recognised, of that assistance from
the forces of the Empire at large in
cases of invasicn, which we have been
solemnly assured will be freely afford-
ed. There remains only the subject
of naval defence, that is to say, the
defence of our tidal harbours and sea-
coast fisheries, and of our ships and
commerce on the high seas, and the
subject of foreign relations and diplo-
mecy. With vespect to these, we are
certainly as yet dependent upon the
central Government of the Empire.
But as to each, 2 commencement; has
already been made in the direction of
securing to us as much independence
as may be found consistent with the
due co-relation of the parts of a great
empire. Our power to build, man,
arm, equip, maintain, and control ves-
sels of war, has been solemnly recog-
nised by laws of the realm. So has
our power to perform, independently,
the obligations of Canada, as a part of
the British Ewmpire, towards foreign
countries. More than one Canadiun
had already Yeen employed as an arbi-
trator or commissioner for the setile-
ment of disputes arising under such
treaties before one of our foremost
politicians was selected, as Canadian
politicians will in future, no doubt,
often be sclected, to assist in the
negotiation of a treaty of the
highest and most vital importance
to the interests of the Empire, and
of peace. The people of Canada have
no power to make treaties; neither
have the people of the United
Kingdom. That power resides in the
Sovereign of the great Empire inwhich
both countries are included. But, as
things are now, it is not ounly within
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the bounds of possibility, but even far
from improbable, that a treaty relat-
ing exclusively to Canada would be
negotiated by Canadian commission-
ers. Neither is it at all unlikely that
in the selection of such commissioners
and the ratification of such a treaty,
the Sovereign, though virtuallyadvised
by Imperial Ministers, might really
be guided in accordance with, if not
directly by, the opinions and wishes
of Canadian Ministers. At any rate,
the Treaty of Washington was not the
first treaty whose clauses had awaited
in a state of suspended animation the
consent of the pecple of Canada to
breathe into them the breath of life,
having been negotiated and ratified
subject to that express condition. In
relation to all the above subjects, and
many others, independent powers of
government are exercised in Canada,
so far as executive action is concerned,
in the name of the Queen herself, by
the advice of ¢ the Queen’s Privy Coun-
cil for Canada’ which must always
be composed of men possessing the
confidence of a majority of the chosen
representatives of the people of Cana-
da, and so far as legislation is con-
cerned, by a body known by the high-
est title in the English language by
which a legislature can be designated,
that of a Parliament ¢ consisting of the
Queen, an Upper House styled the
Senate, and the House of Commons.’
¢ The executive government and au-
thority of and over Canada and the
command-in-chief of the land and
naval militia, and of all naval and
mniilitary forces of and in Canada are
vested in the Queen.” In one word,
Canada is a ‘Dominion under the
Crown of the United Kingdom of
Great Britain and Ireland, with a
Constitution similar in principle to
that of the United Kingdom.” That
Constitution is admittedly, of all that
have ever been known, the one under
which life and property are best pro-
tected ; civil and religious liberty are
enjoyed to the fullest extent consis-
tent vith due regard to the rights of
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others; and order is maintained and
due vespect for and obedience to the
law enforced by the consent of all,
and for the good of all. It is the
model upon which nation after na-
tion of the civilized world has tried
and is trying, with more or less of
success, to frame a free and stable
government for itself. Chief among
the characteristic excellencies of this
constitutiun of ours is its happy blend-
irng of the monarchical principle with
the democratic, or, in other words,
its adaptation of the august form of
an hereditary monarchy to the invalu-
able substance of a government of a
free people by and through and for
that people itself. Under it, as under
no other, the difticult problem of the
vesting of “supreme executive author-
ity is happily solved. The monarch,
for the time being, fittingly personifies
law and order, and authority, and acts
as the fountain of honour, grace and
pardon, as well as in the character of
one whose behests must be obeyed ;
in both cases because, and only be-
cause, so acting with the consent of a
majority of the governed.

¢ Happy the nation that the nation’s self

Honours, so symbolized with loyal will :

For whom — Plantagenet, Tudor, Stuart,

Guelph—
The Sovereign is embodied England still.’

Happy are the people who combine,
as we do, the most ardent and affec-
tionate loyalty to the person and fam-
ily of a monarch in every way worthy
of love, respect and admiration, with
an enlightened appreciation of the in-
estimable value of the monarchy itself,
as a permanent political institution.
An American citizen, enjoying deser-
vedly at the time, thanks to the liber-
ality of our institutions and the high-
toned generosity of our rulers, an ex-
alted official position in our country,
had once the bad taste, on a public
occasion, to sneer at the sentiment of
loyalty. He proved to his own satis-
faction, if not to that of his hearers,
that loyalty such as his, which he de-
scribed and justified as founded on
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material considerations of self-interest,
was preferable to any merely senti-
mental loyalty. e knew not the ex-
tent of the loss of which he described
himself as the unconscious victim, as
he who is callous to any one of the
sweet sympathies of human nature
necessarily knows not the extent of
hisloss. Thrice blessed, let us tell him
and others like him, are the people
of Canada in their loyalty. First, in
that it is a sentimental loyalty, or loy-

alty of the heart, a pure and elevated °

feeling, preparing and impelling those
who cherish it to do and suffer all
things for the olject of their devotion.
Such a feeling it was that brought the

ancestors of many of us to settle in’

the wilds of Canada more than a cen-
tury ago, making enormous social and
material sacrifices in so doing. Second-
ly, in that it is a rational loyalty, or
loyalty of the head, founded on the
deliberate conviction of the superior-
ity of our own monarchical form of
government over any that is merely
democratic.  Thirdly, in that it is &
material loyalty, or ‘loyalty of the
packet,” founded, like that of our Ame-
rican friend, on consideratious of self-
interest, in a pecuniary or profit-and-
loss point of view.

We have endeavoured to present to
the reader some of the principal con-
siderations which should guide one,
in case of doubt, to a decision as to
whether our present political condi-
tion savours most of dependence or
independence. It has been charac-
te:ized asa ‘ dependent independence.’
Should we be wise to quarrvel with and
repudiate it even if best described in
such qualified terms? But if, in truth,
it be not rather an ‘independent de-
pendence,’ if our dependence be merely
nominal and theoretical, and our in-
dependence real and practical, so far
as is compatible with the allegiz.ce of
British subjects to the British Crown,
—if we have the substance of the lat-
ter, under the shadow of the former,
sbould we be wise to let that shadow
frighten us into risking the loss of

“make for ourselves.

that substance by grasping at its own
shadow? How much of the substance
of dependence we should get rid of by
fleeing from its shadow, how little of
the substance of independence it re-
mains for vus to fail to acquire by merely
grasping at its shadow, can only be
further shown by depicting the dream
of our would-be revolutionists as real-
ized.

Let us suppose for a moment the
ties uniting Canada with the British
Empire, or rather incorporating her
with it, peaceably severed by some
mysterious process hitherto unknown
alike to the laws or the constitution
of the one or the other. Let us sup-
pose some Imperial British Minister
bold enough to have advised a British
Monarch to repudiate the warm and
devoted loyalty of his Canadian sub-
Jjects, absolve them from bheir allegi-
ance to the Crown of the United
Kingdom, and thus pluck out and
throw away ons of the brightest jew-
els of that Crown, and deliberately
prepare to hand down to his succes-
sors an empire shorn of a material por-
tion of the territory, power and pres-
tige which belonged to it when he re-
ceived it in trust for them. That
Minister would not be Mr. Gladstone,
or one of his opinions. But suppose
the thing to have been done:—to
what would the change practically
amount? and to what immediate
measures would it necessarily give
rise? Why, mainly to this and to
these. We should no longer be fel-
low-subjects with, and members of,
the greatest people on the face of the
earth, but a little, weak, and scattered
separate community, severed from all
our traditions and with a history to
For want of a
monarch we should be driven to stifle
all our predilections and improvise for
ourselves some form of republic or
other purely democratic government.
The sumw it now costs us to have our
Government well and permanently
and stably administered, in accordance
with our own wishes, as these may
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change from time to time, in the name
of an hereditary Sovereign, by a Gov-
ernor-Genera! vho is an accident as
far as we are concerned, but who is
guided by the advice of Canadian
Ministers, amenable toa Canadian par-
liamentary majority, would be avail-
able towards paying the salary and
defraying the other expenses of & Pre-
sident, periodically elected amid all the
intrigues and rancours, bribery and cor-
ruption, incident to party strife. A
President elected for a short term can-
not well be trusted with the appoint-
ment for life of judicial or other ofii-
cers. Hence the necessity for further
and constantly recurring elections of
every kind, with all their debasing and
demoralizing influences. Hence, also,
an imperious necessity for at once
proclaiming and acting upon the
maxim that ‘to the victors belong
the spoils’ as regulating the tenure of
all appointments to civil office un.
der the government. Then farewell
to official dignity, purity and integrity.
Farewell toa Judiciary and aCivil Ser-
vice such as are the glory of our lands,
Home and Colonial. Nor can a Pre-
sident elected absolute Dictator for a
term of years be subject to the control
or censure of a legislature. Hence, no
more Responsible Ministers bound to
explain the measures of Government
on the floor of Parliament, and to
stand or fall, retain or lose power, ac-
cording as those measures are or ave
not acceptable to a majority of the
representatives of the people. Instead
of them, secretaries appointed and re-
moved at the will and pleasure of the
President explaining in written or
printed reports and messages as much
or as litle of their master’. policy as
he pleases t¢ disclose to a legislature
that is powerless to influence, guide or
control it, and with respect to whose
acts he has a qualified veto and no in-
itiative voice.

If that would be ‘independence,’ give
usrather whateverof ‘dependence’ may
be implied in our being ruled, as our
fellow-subjectsin the United Kingdom
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are ruled, by our beloved Queen, act-
ing on the advice of Privy Councillors
acceptable to the majority. Theadvice
of Her Majesty’s Canadian Privy
Councillors, it is true, is not tendered
to Her Majesty in person. Distance
forbids. But it is tendered to, and
acted upon by, her chosen representa-
tive and deputy.

But separation from our Queen, and
the loss of that responsible or parlia-
mentary government which is the
glory of the British Constitution, sub-
stituting for it some weak imitation
of the weakest features of its Ameri-
can counterpart, the provision for ex-
ecutive government, though really the
great change concealed by, and stealth-
ily advocated under, the above high-
sounding title would be accompanied
by two consequences. We should no
longer be ‘ dependents’ upon the Royal
Navy for the defence of our tidal
harbours, or of our ships and com-
merce on the high seas, nor upon
British diplomalic or consular agents
for the protection of our persons and
property when travellingabroad. Hav-
ing attained to the complete ‘inde-
pendence’ we are told we ought to
covet, it would, of course, be our high
privilege, us well as a matter of indis-
pensable necessity, to build, man, arm,
equip, provision and maintain, at
whatever cost, a fleet of vessels of war
on ascale commensurate with the ton-
nage of our merchant shipping and
the extent and distribution of our for-
eign commerce. We should also have
to maintain an envoy and minister at
every seat of government, and a con-
sul at every place where merchants
most do congregate, in the civilized
world—and perhaps also at some
places not by any means civilized. So
far as the first of these items of ¢de-
pendence’ is concerned, our pride could
surely be satisfied by our availing our-
selves of our power to add ships to
the Royal Navy, in proportion to our
means, after we shall have got through
with, and our finances shall bave in
some degree recovered from, the great
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expenditure incurred in the interest
of the Empire at large, for fortifica-
tions, for a trans-continental railway,
and for the extinction of aboriginal
and corporate claims to vast and
valuable tracts thereby finally secured
to the British Crown. So far as the
second of them is concerned there is
really nothing in it that need be hurt-
ful to our pride at all.  As subjects of
the Queen, we may freely avail our-
selves of the services of our foreign
agents, our fellow subjects paying for
those services, when custom admits of
our so doing, and feeling, when it does
not, that the cost of their maintenance
is in no way increased by our having a
common title with others to their sex-
vice.

Disregarding the sneers of thase
who cannot rise to, or appreciate the
elevation of, our sentiments, we glory
in our character of subjects of a great
and good Queen and inhabitants of an
integral portion of a great empire.
Emigrants from the United Kingdom
who have settled in this land upon the
faith of treaties, royal proclumations,
and Acts of Parlinment, toiled and
suffered in reclaiming it from a state
of nature, and the descendants of such
emigrants, or of those who won this
land for the British Crown from foe-
men worthy of their steel, or of such
foemen—-¢ becomesubjects of the King’
more than a century ago—loyally and
gallantly maintaining that inherited
character in peace and in war, or
< those who, nearty as long ago, sacri-
ficed afinest all they beld most dear,
except their allegiance, in flying to
trackless northern wilds and forests
to preserve that allegiance—the cha-
racter of British subjects is our sacred
birthright. It is a cherished attribute
and possession of which we cannat
lawfully be deprived without our con-
sent, of which our Sovereign cannot
have the slightest desire, or any of our
fellow subjects the slightest shadow of
a pretext of right, to despoil us. We
are salisfied that our maintaining and
perpetuating the enjoyment of that

CANADIAN INDEPENDENCE.

birchright by ourselves and our pos-
terity will be a source of strength,
and not of weakness, to the Empire.
We do not desire to do so,at any
avoidable cost to others, or without
such sacrifices as it may from time to
time be necessary for ourselves and
our descendants to make for that pur-
pose. Mutual forbearance, and an un-
selfish desire on the part of all con-
cerned, to »~%e the connection mutu-
ally beneficial n ust, of course, be the
life and soul of a tie apparently so
slender as that (being, to all appear-
ance, one of sentiment and affection
only, though, if only well understood,
of interest also) which binds together
the differenc portions of the British
Empire. To secure the exercis(, in
public matters, of such politic forbear-
ance and unselfishness, the wisest
statesmanship on all hands will con-
stantly be required. Fortunately for
all parties, the nature of the free in-
stitutions of the United Kingdom and
its offshoots is such as to afford a
guarantee of such statesmanship, in
the successive selection, in each com-
munity, of men of iried and approved
prudence and ability as advisers .f the
Crown. It is only by slow degrees,
through discussion, negotiation, ad-
ministrative action, and occasional
legislation, and not by any one act of
constitution-mongering, that we may
bope to see the various independent
communities now constituting the
British Empire so welded together as
to form, for common purposes, both in
peace and in war, but one harmonious
and consentaneous community, under
one legislature and one executive—
each portion being meanwhile free and
self-supporting for all cther purposes.
To this end all the cohesive elements
of our institutions and constitutions
will have to be carefully fostered, cul-
tivated, and strengthened, and all
their centrifugal tendencies combat
ed to the utmost, and if possible sub-
dued.

Among other things, the cohesive
force of collective names for the Em-
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pire and its various inbabitants ought | and appropriate title for a group of
not to be overlooked or despised. | nations under the mild sway of a be-
‘What more appropriate o 'es could be | loved ¢ Empress of the Victorians.” Of
adopted than such as are suggested by | the British Empire, as a whole, we de-
the name of our beloved Queen? The | voutly say, Isto perpetua.

Empire of Victoria would be a proud !

 $ AGRICOLA.
(C. C. TACITI ‘AGRICOLA, C. 40.)
‘ BY JOBN READE, MONTREAL.
\ IF for the righteous dead a rest remains,
If, as the wise have thought, great souls survive

I The bodily frame, such rest, O friend, be thine !
& And us, thy household, yearning for thy face,
From weak regret and womanish tears recall

To thoughts of that which even love’s own law
Forbids us to deplore—thy d.athless life

Of virtue, in our lives, not words, best praised.

e

Be to us an ensample—thus, in sooth,
We yield thee real honour. We who loved
Thy presence, making ours thy deeds and words,
May have thee still in more than memeory,
4 Even thy soul’s irue self. Marble or bronze
-3 Or canvas may preserve the cherished face,
(And well it is to have it thus preserved),
But outward form and that which outlines it
Perish in time. The soul lives on for ever,
Abd not in marble, canvass, or in bronze,
But in our thoughts and deeds from day to day,
Its likeness is transmitted. O our friend,
Whatever in thee we admired or loved
Remains and will remain in good men’s minds
For ever and for ever.
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And, although
, Good men have lived and laboured and their names
: Have been forgotten, like the inglorious herd,
"Twill not be so with thee, Agricola.
Thy name and fame shall live from age to age
In this, love’s record of thy noble deeds.
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MODERN LIFE AND NERVQUS FORCE.*

BY DAVID K. BROWN, TORONTO.

I AVE you ever paused amid the

rush, the rattle, and the roar
of modern life, to think of the steady,
solemn, sweet repose of the days that
are no more—the days we speak of

when we say ‘ the good old times 2’ If ;
you have shut your ears to the tur- |

moil of the streets, the din of the mar-
ket-place ; if you have switched off the
telephone wire, that wakes with its
loud alarm the seclusion of your family
retreat ; if you have cast aside the
newspaper, with its thousand tongues
speaking loudly yet silently ; if you
have turned down your gasjet, and
drawn up your easy arm.chair to
the open fire-place, and let fancy have
wing, she must have borne you back
to the good old times when George the
Third was King. Before your mind’s
eve must have floated visions of travel
by stage coach, of timereading by
dials, of wigs and queunes, and canes
and snuff boxes, of knee breeches, and
shoon, and a picture must have arisen
before you of a life spent by gentle
folks in dalliance and easy pursuit of
pleasures. As the coals in your fire
burn down, and a sombre shadow
creeps over the glowof the live embers,
the picture before you has changed,
and you see the common people of that
day, toiling from morn till night, but
with disposition fit for such drug-
gery. You see them without the
power of thinking for themselves, con-
tent that the squire should rule their
temporal interests, and the parson at-
tend to their spiritual welfare, In
them you see resignation to their lot,

* A paper read before o few friends, and
published at their request.

a pervading belief in their foreordina-
tion to be hewers of wood and drawers
of water. In the streets there is no
bustle. My lord’s carriage, with its
powdered footmen, slowly rumbles
along. My lady steps from her chair,
and indolently sails into the milliner’s
store. The dray-horse drags his load
along, with the wainer nodding hin-
self to sleep. Fora moment the drowsy
street is aroused by the noisy rattle
of a stage coach, bearing its burden of
rusticity into the heart of the city. Tt
is but for a moment, and the shadows
creep along as lazily as ever. Asthe
sun declines in the west, lethargy suc-
ceeds to drowsiness, and all is sunk
m the stupor of the day’s death. The
great world has slowly plodded through
its diurnal duties; only the little
world of fashion and riot remains as
the night wears on to disturb the uni-
versal sleep with intermittent noisy
bursts of revelry that, like the bowl-
ing of dogs in deserted streets, make
the stillness more profound. Waking
from snch a reverie, you must have
asked yourself : can it be that we are
flesh of their flesh, and bone of their
bone? Are we the same people, men-
tally and physically? Or have we
who live in this age of feverish acti-
vity undergone a change? Has the
invention of the steam-engine been ac-
companied by a orresponding increase
of activity  Has the telegraph, which
annihilates space, been accompanied
by an acceleration of human thought?
In a word, has the human frame
changed with the development of in-
vention ; has the human mind in-
creased in power with the increase in

* knowledge ?
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It is the purpose of this paper to at-
tempt an answer to these questions.
It is my intention to answer very
briefly, and in answering 1 will hardly
do more than suggest by a few exam-
ples, conclusions which you will have
ample means at hand of verifying.
Thereafter I will pass to a considera-
tion of a new subject, which will ere
long engage much attention in the
medical world, this subject being a
phenomenon of the highest civilization.

I will now proceed to discuss brietly
the physical aspect of my subject.
That the powerof man,exerted through
tools, has increased beyond computa-
tion,is a fact tco obvious to bedisputed.
Has he increased physically ? I think
he has. I discard at once all mytho-
logical stories. In the days of Her-
cules and Milo they did not scrutinize
the records as they do now ; so we will
come down somewhat nearer to our
own time. Walking, I think, is the
finest test of our physical endurance.
Until O'Leary, the Chicago postinan,
revived long-distance walking, the feat
of Capt. Barclay was looked upon as
something that, having been achieved
once, had been achieved for all time.
The captain walked 1,000 miles in
1,000 hours, being allowed to walk
two miles consecutively. Thus he
could have an hour and a bhalf's
rest. In the last year or two, Wil-
liam Gale, a midget of a man, has
walked 4,000 quarter miles in 4,000
quarter hours, beginning each quarter
mile on the stroke of each quarter.
Thus henever had more than ten min-
utes’ sleep consecutively in nearly 42
days. This, to my mind, proves that
physical endurance to-day is greater
thanit hashithertobeen. Twentyyears
ago a man would have been regarded as
a lunatic who would have ventured the
opinion that a man could walk 520
miles in six days, or run 560 odd miles
in the same time. Yet O’Leary and
Rowell have done this. Dr. Winship
has lifted 3,000 lbs. in our own day,
a feat of strength unexcelled by any
other authenticated record. Hanlan
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has rowed faster than ever man rowed
before. DMyers has cut down all the
short distance sprint records. Donald
Dinnie, Rory McLennan, and others,
have surpassed all previous recorded
featsin heavy weight athletics. Andso
I might cite instances, in all the round
of muscular tests, down even to prize-
fighters. The prize ring, we are accus-
tomed to think, is dead, and there re-
main no longer the men who could
equal the great brutes of days gone
by. Yet those who are said to be
well informed upon such matters are
of opinion that in the man Sullivan,
who is to fight with the man Ryan a
few months hence, there is a physical
type equal, if not superior, to any of
the notable prize-fighters whose doings
are recorded in Bell’s Life. I think a
survey of the field of athletics will
convince any one that the representa
tive muscular men of to-day excel
those of any preceding period in the
history of our race.

But it may be urged that, though
isolated instances showapre-eminence,
the common run of men do not show
any increase of physical capacity over
their forefathers. I think they do
most unmistakably show a marked
advance. If we turn to the army, I
think it will be admitted that the Abys-
sinian, Ashantee, and Afghan cam-
paigns,and the Indian mutiny,show in-
stances of forced marching under ditfi-
culties excelled by none of the marches
in the Peninsular campaign. If we
turn to the fields, we see barvesters
working during longer hours, and with
greater rapidity, than our grandfathers
ever dreamt of. The English navvy
undergoes greater physical fatigue
than four men could have stood a cen-
tury ago. The mechanic no longer
has time to whistle and smoke, and
talk village politics when he is at work,
The steam-engine sets the factory in
motion. Every operative springs into
position, and stand by he must or fall,
while the engine moves—he does not
fall, but bears the inexorable strain;
it may be with difficulty, but he bears
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his burden. In manual labour alone,
now-a-days, a month’s work is crowd-
ed into a week ; yet those who earn
their living by the sweat of the brow
are superior in physique to their pre-
decessors of half a century ago, as any
old man can testify, or any young man
can learn if he will read of the past,
and compare it with the present.
However, I do not wish you to fall
into the error that strength means
health—for it does not, though the
converse is true. It is a remarkable
fact that capacity for toil is often
found associated with wretched health.
Let we recall to you a few instances :
Napoleon was a dyspeptic and died
of hereditary disease, yet he remained
forweeks together in the saddle, twenty
hours out of the twenty-four,and toiled
s0 hard that he nearly killed his secre-
taries. Julius Casar was a weak man
physically, yet he endured tremendous
fatigue. Alexander Pope, the hunch-
back poet, who has been called a drop
of pure spirit in cotton wool, could
net stand erect unless he was sewed
up in canvas stays. His life was dis-
ease, yet see what great mental labour
be endured. Dr. Samuel Johnson
suffered from scrofula that twisted
and contorted him. He was a prey
to meluncholy, and at times was so
prostrated physically that it was labour
to tell the hour on the clock. Yet he
did the work, as Mathews says, of an
academy. Torstenson, the Swedish
General, astonished Europe by the
rapidity of his movements, yet he had
to be borne about on a litter. The
hero of the Plains of Abraham carried
the sceds of several diseases in his
system from infancy.  Palmerston
laboured away in his office when suf-
fering excruciating agony from gout.
Dr. Kane, the Arctic traveller, was a
sailor, yet he never went to ses with-
out being sea-sick. He had heart-
disease and chronic rheumatism ; yet
great burly men perished in the Arc-
tic winter which he struggled through.
Your reading will easily suggest
hundreds of additional names to this
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list, and which is cited to show that
physical and mental endurance do not
necessarily depend upon magnificent
brute strength. What then is the
mainspring of endurance? I cannot
attempt to define it to you with a
specialist’s precision. I call it, and
will call it for the purpose of this pa-
per, nervous force. Do not confuse
strength of mnerve with nervous force,
they are different entirely. A man
may have nerve enough to have his
flesh pierced with red hot pincers and
never wince, yet be so deficient in
nervous force as to be unable to en-
dure six hours’ steady work of head or
hands. What I mean by nervous
force T can perhaps bring home to you
by saying it is the ‘git-thar’ of the
Western man ; it is that within you
which enables you to make one more
effort when your judgment tells you
that you are played out; it is your
grit, your stamina, your cut-and-come-
againness. It does not depend, as we
have seen in the instances cited, either
upon the iron nerve, nor yet upon the
muscle of steel; in a word, it is the
spirit of the man. The effect, then,
of modern life upon this source of
strength is what we purpose briefly to
consider.

In our preliminary remarks it has
been shown that the present race of
men is just as richly endowed with
nervous force as any other; yet at no
preceding period of the world’s history
have nervous diseases or nervous ex-
haustion been so prevalent. The
Greeks were a highly civilized people,
and so were the Romans, judged by
even our own standard ; yet the Greek
language possess:s no word signifying
nervous exhaustion, nor yet has the
Latin language, if memory serves me.
Even in Britain and Germany nervous
exhaustion is comparatively rare,while
in some countries of Europe it is al-
most unknown. It is when man finds
himself among the multiplied energies
of the New World civilization that he
begins to find his nervous force fail
him.
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Before proceeding to discuss the
causes which produce, in a race more
ichly endowed than any preceding
generation with nervous force, nervous
exhaustion in a degree hitherto un-
heard of, perhaps it might be as well
that I rapidly enumerate what ad-
vanced physicians now consider signs
of neurasthenia, or nervous exhaus-
tion. The varieties of neurasthenia
are not organic, but it is found that
those who suffer most from neuras-
thenia are those who are or nervous
temperament, that is to say, those
in whom there is a predisposition to
diseases of the nervous system such as
neuralgia, dyspepsia, sick-headache,
functional paralysis, insanity,ete. This
first sign is called the nervous diethe-

- sig,and it has these peculiarities: First,

a fine organization, soft hair, delicate
skin, well-chiselled feature, fine emo-
tional nature, etc. The second pecu-
liarity is liability to recurring attacks
of such nervous diseases as we have
instanced from childhood’s convulsions
to slow paralysis and softening of the
brain in old age. A third peculiarity
of the mervous diathesis is the com-
parative immunity from fever and-in-
flammatory disease. Fevers and in-
flammations are far more fatal among
those enjoying rude health than among
those who are always feeling sick and
do not know what is the matter with
them.

Another sign of the failure of ner-
vous force is increased susceptibility
to stimulants and narcotics. You
have all noticed that the young men
of to-day cannot drink as much liquor
as in days gone by. Itis very com-
mon to Llame the liquor. It is bad
enough in all conscience ; but were it
of the best, the capacity for carrying
liquor like a gentleman, as the old say-
ing is, bas greatly decreased. There
are no five-bottle men now among the
rising generation. Indeed my own
observation leads me to believe that
the custom of drinking to excess is dy-
ing out among young men, and in
thirty years will be dead ; simply be-
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cause each year adds to the delicacy
of the nervous organization, and there-
fore to the suffering attendant upon g
disturbance of it. Nature is curing
what temperance evangelists never
will cure in the educated, though they
may terrify the ignorant into abstin-
ence. Some time ago I had the priv-
ilege, as such of you as encourage
our national magazine, the CANADIAN
Moxtury, know, of contributing a
paper, upon ‘ The Drink Question,” in
which I contended that a great deal
of drunkenness was caused from a
hereditary predisposition to indulge in
intoxicating liquor. The views laid
down in that paper were discussed
in some Scotch and American news-
papers, and generally accepted ; but
I was not satisfied that I had more
than accounted for one phase of
the prevalence of drunkenness. Dr.
Beard, the author of ¢ American Ner-
vousness,” seems to me to compass
the sources of this gigantic evil when
he demo:strates, or rather asserts,
that inebricty is an almost inevitable
consequence of nervous exhaustion ;
and ever since reading that opinion
I have been keeping my eyes open
to test its truth, and my experience
coincides with Dr. Beard’s opinions,
for I have observed that those of my
acquaintances, who have gone on ‘a
big spree’—and every man has such
acquaintances, sometimes he has only
to know himself—have done so after
a spell of exhausting mental work, or
after a period of worry, or at the end
of a time in which the constitution
had from other causes become ex-
feebled. Now do not hold up your
hands in horror at this, for it is inevit-
able, if something worse is not to hap-
pen. At a certain stage of nervous
exhaustion, if work be not stopped,
inebriety follows, or if inebriety does
not follow, then look out for epilepsy.
If epilepsy pass you by, insanity has
you as its victim. The temptation is
strong to enlarge upon this point, but
I must pass on to notice other signs
of nervous exhaustion, and among
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which are the noticeable increase in
sensitiveness to drugs. Physicians
often now-a-days have to prescribe
only one-sixth of the old dose. An-
other sign is the absence of thirst.
Few people drink water, even when
they can get it purer than we unfor-
tunately can. I have noticed this
in myself—and I am much less af-
fected by neurasthenia than the ma-
jority of my friends—that even when
absolutely abstemious. I have node-
sire for water, and very little desire
for fluids of any sort. Even soup is
not palatable, unless T have previous-
ly spent myself in physical exercise.
When I discontinue the use of tobacco
in any shape or form, I find the absence
of thirst even more noticeable, especi-
ally after a spell of hard reading or
writing at night. Dr. Brunton and Dr.
Salisbury both hold that indigestion
is a cause of nervous exhaustion ; and
Dr. Beard, while agreeing with this,
also holds that nervous exhaustion
may be a cause of indigestion and thus
indigestion become a sign of neuras-
thenia. At all events, an undisputed
sign of lessened nervous force is the
sensitiveness of the digestive organs,
which is manifested in the rejection of
coarse foods and the smallness of the
quantity consumed. Nearsightedness
and weakness of the eyes is another
sign of nervous exhaustion. You will
at once say that the Germans must bea
nervously exhausted people, for almost
every third German wears glasses.
This is not so, however, for much of
German myopia may be laid at the
door of their type and MSS. Again,
the Germans are not so richly endowed
with nervous force as our own people,
and the excessive use of the one organ,
such as the eye, produces in them a
local disease of the eye, not the con-
stitutional disease neurasthenia, which
results in the American breakingdown,
with the consequence that his eyes be-
come near-sighted.

Another sign of over-taxed nervous
force is the early and rapid decay of
the teeth. Such people as the Chin-
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ese and Indians, who have no drain
upon their mental force, all have good
teeth, a peculiarity also of idiots, as

‘r. Kingsley says. T need not enlarge
upon this, for Americans and Cana-
dians are always on the trot to the
dentists, and if it be not due to the
higher civilization of this continent,
then I don’t know where to look for
the cause. Other sigus ave the great
increase of baldness among young men;
greater sensitiveness to heat and cold.
A lymphatic Englishman does not
need an overcoat in Canada, even up-
on the coldest day, if he is a new ar-
rival. After he has been in the hurly-
burly of our life here for a few years,
he can shiver with the best of us.

To the tax which advancing civiliz-
ation lays upon nervous force is atbri-
butable the great increase in such
diseases as nervous dyspepsia, sick-
headache, nearsightedness, chorea, in-
somnia, asthenopia, hay-fever, hypo-
chondria, hysteria, neurasthenia in its
cerebral, spinal, sexual, digestive and
other varieties, epilepsy, inebriety, and
insanity. Diseases such as diabetes,
Bright’'s disease, hay-fever, chronic
catarrh, ete., are largely attributable
to the tax on nervous force.

In woman the effects of our higher
civilization is even more plainly seen
than in man. The entrancing beauty
of our women—and no city in the
world has as large a proportion of
lovely women as the native Canadians
of Toronto,—is due to the delicacy of
their nervous temperament, a delicacy
which shews itself evenin dress, but is
more noticeable in dentition, puberty,
change of life, parturition, and the
dangers now attendant upon child-
birth, which are in many cases so great
and hazardous that means condemned
by the law have to be resorted to for
saving life.  The decreasing number
of the American family is due to the
enormous demands of the higher civi-
lization upon the American woman.
She has not the margin of nervous
force to stand the strain of child-
bearing.
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These signs of nervous exhaustion
could be enlarged upon indefinitely ;
but suflicient has been said to show
that the overtaxing of nervous force is
very wide-spread indeed. In proceed-
ing to briefly consider the causes of
this nervelessness, or, as the medical
term is, ¢ nervousness,’ it may be said
in the first place, that it is essentially
a condition alone of American civili-
zation, and the geographical location
of this condition does not extend north
of Toronto, nor south of the Ohio
river,nor west of the Mississippi States.
That is to say, that the area of over-
taxed nervous force is co-equal with
the area of highest civilized activity.
Furthermove, the exhaustion of ner-
vous force only manifests itself among
the brain workers of this civilization,
or among those who are the offspring
or life-partners of brain workers. Mus-
cle-workers are the same in this area
asthey are elsewhere. The delverand
ditcher here can gorge himself with
meat and liquor just as freely as the
Red Indian on the plains, and suffer
as little discomfort or permanent in-
jury therefrom. The diseases arising
from nervous exhaustion are the pro-
duct and consequence of higher civili-
zation. Dr. Beard uses an excellent
simile when he says that Edison’s sys-
tem of electric light gives an illustra-
tion of the effects of modern civiliza-
tion on the mnervous system. The
central electric machine supolies a cer-
tain number of Jamps with a light of
an ascertained power. Every addi-
tional lamp placed upon the circuit
means a decrease in the power of all
the other lamps. By adding lamps in-
definitely, the power of each may de-
crease until it be a faint flicker. The
addition of a single lamp more may
negative the circuit. The engine is
man’s nervous force, each lamp is a
demand of civilization, each new obli-
gation which man assumes decreases
his power to meet the demands of his
life, and so his existence ceases under
the strain.
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vous circuit in re¢.. it times have been
the invention of printing,steam power,
electricity, newspapers, political ma-
chinery, freedom in religious discus-
sion, activity of philanthropy, the
heigbtening and extending complexity
of education, etc. Where the dyna-
mic power of the central engine has
not incteased, nervous prostration has
ensued. That upon the whole the
nervous force of the people has in-
creased is undeniable ; but it is also
painfully apparent that in many cases
the attempt is being made to supply
more lamps of civilization than the
nervous machine can generate force to
keep lit. Glancing rapidly in detail
at some of these lamps, the first that
may be mentioned is the specialization
of labour. In the making of a watch,
for instance, a mechanic now spends a
life time in the turning out of one
particular kind of wheel. Here is an
exclusive concentration of mind and
muscle which, being reinforced with-
over-heating and bad ventilation, pro-
duces exhaustion.

Speaking of watches naturally sug-
gests the necessity of punctuality. 1n
this century there seems to me to have
been a great progressive movement, -
having as its objective point a reduc-
tion of all human life into an exacti-
tude of movement which can be com.
pared only to the absolutely certain
response of every wheel to the motion
of the pendulum. The day was when
a quarter of an hour in keeping an ap-
pointment did not matter much. If
a man is two minutes late now-a-days
he will find the engagement fallen
through. The necessity for punctual-
ity is most exhausting. Itis my ex-
perience that if I have to rise in the
morning before my customary hour, I
ight as well not go to bed at all for
all the benefit that sleeping ‘on tension’
does me. Watches and clocks are
among the biggest curses that civiliza-
tion has imposed on man. They make
life one eternal fidget. In waking, it
is an everlasting straggle to be on time,
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eye shut and the other on the dial, lest
poor nature shouid suit herself as to
the repose necessary for the repair of
nervous waste. I never saw a man
yet who prided himself upon his punc-
tuality that was not a cross-grained
fellow of uncertain temper, and, in the
matter of work, a man of greater pro-
fessions than performances,

The telegraph, too, is & great ner-
vous thief. Formerly a merchant
could afford to take matters easily.
Now he has all the ends of the earth
as his next door neighbours, and has
to study fractional differences in mar-
kets thousands of miles apart. A

The newspaper which you read at
breakfast has been put together in the
last twelve hours, and if it be a strain
on you to read it, what do you think
must be the strain upon those who,
during the weary night, have been
piecing together disjointed scraps of
news, and rendering intelligible to the
reader brief despatches of far-away
events, a knowledge of which the jour-
nalist must acquire by some means or
another. And all this must be done
in the never-ceasing race against tiue,
that you may read before you goto busi-
ness. The work of preparing your
evening paper is even more exhaust-
ing, for the labour has to be performed
in & much shorter time.

Another cause of nervous exhaus-
tion is the noises of modern life. With
what a babble of sound the air is laden
cannot well be appreciated, unless we
pause upon a Sunday morning and
contrast the stillness then prevailing
with the muffled roar of a week day.
Noises produce exhaustion, but not
death. Vile odours produce nervous
exhaustion, but they are rarely fatal.
Sewer gas and other atmospheric poi-
sons are almost odourless. People who
live in such stench-holes as a tan-yard
are as long lived as any others.

Railroad travelling has a tendency
to mervous exhaustion in most cases.
In some people, to make use of a bull,
it causes sea-sickness. Railway em-
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ployes suffer frequently from neuras-
thenia,

What I think, however, is the great-
est cause, is the rapidity with which
all new ideas are absorbed among us.
Yesterday the telephone was not
known, To-day the city is covered
with a net-work of wires, and we con-
verse while miles dpart; yes, and
fume and fret at the delay if connec-
tion is not made between the instru-
ments in half-a-minute. Vestérday
we were content to wait the pleasure
of the tardy message-boy ; to-day we
grumble at the loss of half-a-minute
—grumbling is drawing on nervous
force.

The increase in the amount of busi-
ness transacted is a great cause of
nervous exhaustion. William H.Van-
derbilt and Jay Gould control busi-
ness interests of their own exceeding
in magnitude the commerce of the
classic days of Greece or Rome,

Stock-brokers and speculators suffer
more than any other from nervous.
exhaustion, and this will be at once
comprehended when it is recollected
that the stock gambler risks social,
commercial, and religious position in
his ventures. His anxiety is a con-
stant drain on his nervous force.

I cannot do more now than simply
name such other causes, as the in-
creased capacity for sorrow, love and
philanthropy, the constant repression
of emotion demanded by society, do-
mestic and financial trouble, the burn-
ing religious and political issues of the
time, the great freedom of life on this
continent, the habit of forethought,
the peculiarities of climate, its dry.
ness, and extremes of heat and cold.
On this one aspect of the auestion
alone a whole book might L. -r1uien.
‘Were it not that popularopinion seems
to attribute all the nervous diseases
now prevalent to this cause, I would
have gone into climate at considerable
length. I have, however, preferred
to dwell on other points, so that I
might bring home the conviction that
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the exhaustion of nervous force, now
so common, is & resultant from our
high civilization in the first place,
though it is supplemented by pecu-
liarities of climate.

From this hasty review it might
natuvaliy be supposed that the future
of the rece is a particularly black
look-orv.  And so it would be were
the brain-working class not constantly
recruited physically from the muscle-
workers. To the absence of caste on
this continent is to be attributed the
never-failing energy of the people, as
a whole. There is a constant mixing
and mingling of the people by marri-
age, with the result that this contin-
ent presents more men of marked and
varied ability in proportion to popu-
lation than any country in the world.

Nor is the prospect for individuals |

altogether a desolate look-out. 'lhere
is this about neurasthenia—it is not
killing, though it be prostrating. Ttis
only in men of extreme will-power
and physical debility that neurasthenia
works death. In men of lesser will-
power it terminates in inebriety, epi-
lepsy or insanity. But in those who
temper will-power with reason, ner-
vous exhaustion is never allowed to
go to extremes. When such men real-
ize their danger they take the only
remedy, rest with relaxation, and thus
it is that though they may say that
they never knew what a day’s robust
health is, yet the freedom from fevers
and inflammations which the nervous
diathesis ensures, gives them rich pro-
mise of long life. It isa fact ascer-
tained beyond the slightest grounds
for dispute that brain-workers, that is
to say, the class most affected by our
higher civilization, are longer-lived
than muscle-workers. The average
life of five hundred of the greatest men
the world ever saw is 6420 years.
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The average of death all over is 51,
after men have reached 20 years of
age. Thus great men, great brain-
workers, exceed in longevity farmers
and clergymen by two or three years;

" physiciansand lawyersbysix years,and

Jay-labourers and mechanies by a no
less startling difference than nineteen
or twenty years. The condition of a
neurasthenic is, therefore, not without
comfort in the knowledge that his
chances of long-life are greater than
that of a burly ditcher and delver.

There is no necessity to fear that
the fate of the leaders in life will
always be the same, for their condi-
tion at present is like that of a man
aroused from sleep. He does not
know very well what he is doing. As
soon as he becomes accustomed to the
light, he will flounder about less, and
by the expenditure of less labour ac-
complish more. The work of reor-
ganizing the social system to bring it
into conformity with the new condi-
tion of life has begun. Enlightened
methods are being introduced into
education, the gospel of rest is being
preached, attention iz being paid to
physical culture as well as to mental
acquircments ; the schoolmaster of
science is abroad, and human nature
is striving to suit itself to the newer
civilization.

In conclusion, I would say to those
who may have a desire to pursue this
subject further, that they will find
an admirable treatise on the subject of
¢ American Nervousness,” written by
Dr. Beard, a pioneer in this line of
thought. Upon this work I have
largely drawn, while at the same time
availing myself of other sources of
information, none of which I have
found more instructive than intelli-
gent reflection upon my own past and
present life.
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HERE close the curving mountains drew
To clasp the stream in their embrace,
With every outling, curve and hue,
Reflected in its placid face ;—

The ploughman stopped his team, to watch
The train—as swift 1t thundered by ;
Some distant glimpse of life to catch
He strains his eager, wistful eye.

His glossy horses mildly stand
With wonder in their patient eyes,
As, through the tranquil mountain land,
The snorting monster onward flies.

The morning freshness is on him, ‘
Just wakened from his balmy dreams,— E
The wayfarers,—all soiled and dim, 1

Think longingly of mountain streams. 3
Oh for the joyous mountain air,— E
The long delightful Autumn day -3
Among the hills ;—the ploughman there 3
Must have perpetual holiday ! K

And he, as all day long he guides
His steady plough with patient hand,
Thinks of the flying train that glides
Into some fair enchanted land,

‘Where—day by day—no plodding round
Wearies the frame and dulls the mind ;— :

‘Where life thrills keen to sight and sound, 3
‘With plough and furrows left behind. :

Even so, to each, the untrod ways :
Of life are touched by fancy’s glow, 5
That ever sheds its brightest rays ‘
Upon the page we do not know / g
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HOW THE MODERN EVE ENTERED EDEN.

BY A. E. WETHERALD, FENWICK, ONT.

HILIP KALE'S occupation was
that of a clerk in a city drug
store ; hisappearance was dark, slight
and prepossessing; his age twenty-
three; his manner reserved to the
verge of taciturnity ; his views of re-
ligion and life alike tinged with un-
healthy morbidness, the consequence
of an hereditary predisposition to dys-
pepsia. He believed devoutly in the
theory that it was a most unfortunate
thing to be alive, but that being alive
nothing remained but to make the :
best of it; and he strove to adherc
strictly to his idea of the highest plane
of duty, which consisted, chiefly, in
never complaining—that was a weak-
ness ; never mingling in society—that
was a folly ; and in throwing his whole
heart into his work—that was a ne-
cessity if life was to be made endur-
able. Negative rules of conduct are
comparatively easy to follow, but the
positive decree that one skall throw
-one’s heart into one’s work—and keep
it there—is difficult to enforce. Philip
found it so, at any rate, and he was
struck with tne added and melancholy
fact that his occupation was one in
which enthusiasm was not required,
and absorb’ang iutorest little needed.
It wanted - ~ertain kind and amount
of knowleage, with carefulness and
despatch, but in return it refused to |
absorb his empty feirs and perplexi-
ties, his ever-deepening depression of !
spirit.  He began to think very little ﬁ
of himself and a great deal about him- |
self, and to feel sorry for every one i
I
]

else. If they were unfortunate ~r
miserable, he pitied them, because,
poor fullows, they were as badly off as |

i with & wan smile ;

he was ; and if they werelight-hearted
and gay, because they were uncon-
scious of the misery that was really
their portion. WWith the first heats of
summer came a time when he lost
his appetite, and when the familiar
sights and sounds of the city became
exquisitely painful to him. His dogged
resolution kept him up, but it could
not prevent him from turning weak
and pallid, nor keep his hands from
trembling. His employer noticed it.

“Why, Xale!’ he exclaimer, one
morning, taking the young vian by

the shoulder, ¢ you're sick.’

‘A little that way,” said Philip,
‘It’s the warm
weather, I suppose.’

¢ Better take a holiday of a week or
two. A run up in the country will
do you good.’

Philip’s first feeling was one of
blankness. His home and friends were
in the city. He knew no one outside
of it. But stay—there was his Aunt
Ruth, a widowed sister of his father's,
whom he had once visited long years
before ; he could go and see her. He
sent a telegram announcing his com-
ing without delay, and prepared for
departure with pleasanter emotions
“hia he had ever expected to expe-
rience again. He reproached himself
for not having yet outgrown the boy-
ishness of being elated at the idea of
change.

Mrs. Ruth Pinkney lived in soli-
tary contentment, on a small place of
two or three acres, several miles from
the nearest railway station. Her estate
wug not large enough to be considered
s farm, but 1t might properly be called
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a garden, as within its bLorders grew
almost every variety of vegetable and
fruit with which its owner was ac-
quainted.  She was also blest with a
faithful man-servant and hand-maiden,
who performed the heaviest of the out-
door and household labour. A row of
stately tiees near the fence screened
the quaint, old-fashioned house from
the gaze of passers-by, without de-
priving it of its daily portion of sun-
shine.  The square, grassy front yard
was cut into halies by a straight
gravel walk, un either side of which
bloowed fluwers as sweet and odd and
unworldly as their mistress.

When the stage containing her
nephew stopped at the gate, Mos.
Piukney, or rather Ruth Pinkney, as
she would best like to be culled—for
she is 1 Quaheress— smoovthed her thin
lucks of grey hair and the voluminous
folds of her grey dress, neither of
which required smoothing in  the
slightest  degree, and, c]ubpm" ber
hands in & dlec.ntx, old-fashioned way
at her wadst, went down to meet her
young kinsman with a sweet smile of
welcome.  She spoke little until the
stage Lad rattled away again, and
then, reaching up her two hands to
his shoulders, she softly said :

¢Dear boy, 1 awm rejoiced to see
thee once mere. 1t was very good of
thee to think of paying thy old aunt
a visit.’

It is pleasunt to be praised for doing
what we please, so Philip Kale thought
as he kissed the lovely old face up-
lifted to his, and expressed his plea-
sure at seeing it again.

¢ But L:ow pourly thee is lovking,’
continued his aunt, glancing at him
keenly over her spectacles.  Thee has
done wisely to come into the pure
country air.  'We shall see what fresh
eggs and. new milk will do for thee;
we have them buth in abundance.’

¢Oh, dear Aunt,’ said Philip, seat-
ing himsvlf on the pleasant porch be-
side her, € you have a very squeamish
guest on your hands. I'm afraid I
can't digest your nice eggs and milk.

HOW THE MODERN EVE ENTERED EDEN.

T'd like to, but my stomach is very
weak.’

¢ Just like thy father,” mmurmured

Ruth Pinkney. ¢I see thee favours
him in many ways. But he used to
say that no one could cook for him
but sister Ruth; so if it is thy sto-
mach that is disordered, I'll engage to
send thee back in improved health at
the end of thy stay.’

Philip gave a trustful sigh of relief,
and his hostess ruse to show him to
Lis rovm. It was not very large, but
it had three windows; the walls were
white-washed, and the fluor covered
with a sober-hued rag carpet. There
were a great naany green and climbing
plants growing near the light. A single
picture relieved the wall, representing
broad-bipped maidens with their rus-
tic swains attendant upon a flock of
fine looking sheep. As a work of art
it was not satisfactory, but it was in
sweet and peaceful ¢ unity,” as Ruth
Pinkney would have expressed it, with
the general effect of the room. Be-
neath Philip’s armour of defence, his
bard and worldly exterior, there beat
a sensitive heart, easily 1mpresbed by
outside mﬂuunces ; and it yielded rea-
dily to the brooding spirit of peace
that hovered almost in visible form
over Lis aunt’s abode. It gladdened
him to think that, sick and unrestful
and life-weary as he was, he could yet
enter into blessed communion with
the deep unworldliness of his surround-
ings. Looking from his western win-
dow he could see thesame gnarled old
pear trees and rows of gooseberry
Lushes that had delighted his boyish
heart years before. The familiar scene
made him almost willing to believe
that he was a boy again, instead of a
man, grown old, not with years, but
with cares and doubts, and a deepen-
ing despondency. All his old trou-
bles seemed to resolve themselves into
a dark, distant cloud,and to float away
out of sight, leaving his sky blue and
serenely beautiful. The veriest trifles
afforded bim pleasure. He was-even
grateful that his slippers were not
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gaudy carpet ones, and that they did |
not squeak.

Philip spent the days of his vacation
in tbe way that best suited him. He
went to Led and rose early ; he dugin
the garden till his strength gave out,
and then read Whittier to his aunt in
the shady front porch, while she
shelled peas for dinner; be picked
berries in the same little tin pail in
which he had picked them on his pre-
vious visit, and ran to empty it in the
big pan under the apple tree, with al-
most the same light step. His out-door
labours, combined with Ruth Pinkney’s
unapproachable cookery, gave him a
slight but increasing appetite. He
learned how to ¢ can’ fruit,to make the
best soups, and the lightest Graham
gems, and he envied women their in-
alienable right to practise and perfect
the culinary art. As a housemaid he
was not beyond reproach. On one
occasion, whea he had been entrusted
with the delicate task of brushing off
the pantry shelves, he whisked down
and broke a china mug, with the
words, ‘A Gift,” on it in gilt letters.
He carried the fragments with a rue-
ful countenance to his hostess, and she
surveyed them with an air of mock
severity and with a deeply-drawn sigh.

¢ Thee is a reckless youth, nephew
Philip,’ said she, ¢ I fear I shali have to
give thee an eldering’

¢ An eldering, Aunt Ruth? Do you
mean to chastise me with a branch of
elder bush?’

¢No, no, foolish boy ! Whenever
the giddy young people of our society
misbehave themselves, the eldersin the
meeting are constrained to admonish
them. That is what some among us
call an ‘ eldering.’

Philip saw small signs of giddiness
among the Quaker youth of the neigh-
bourhood when be and his aunt went
to ¢ Fourth day ’ meeting ; yet neither
young nor old had an air of dispirited
solemnity. It appeared an odd thing
to him to meet for worship on a week-
day morning, and the deep hush that
fell upon the assembly seemed to offer
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him special opportunities for studying
the quaint physiognomies of some of
the Friends who sat facing the meet-
ing, and to meditate upon this pecu-
liar form of religious service.

‘I don’t like this method of divid-
ing off the men and women into sepa-
rate companies,” he, said to himself.
¢TIt is too forcibly a reminder of that
text about the sheep being on one side
and the goats on the other. How still
every oneis! Silence is golden, and
I should think it might easily become
as heavy and chilling and blunt asany
kind of metal. I wonder what being
‘moved to speak’ really means.
Aunt Ruth talks of it as if it were
some heavenly injunction lsid upon
the soul of the speaker, which must be
instantly obeyed ; but I suspect it is
oftener the prompting of duty which
must come into the heart of every
practised preacher to do his part to-
ward keeping up the interest of the
meeting. Yet nobody looks in the
least anxious or responsible, and that
does not accord with my theory.’
Then his mind wandered to the dress
of the women. ¢I like those soft,
grey patternless shawls, with the three
folds at the back of the neck, but I
can’t admire the bonnets. Those silk
crinkles in the crown are very un-
scemnly, tosay theleast. What a grand
face and figure that woman sitting at
the head of the meetinlg has! She is
immeasurably more striking and im-
pressive than a score of stylish girls,
with their fashionable gew gaws and
gibberish.’

At tbis moment the woman who
had won his admiration untied her
bonnet with trembling fingers, and,
falling upon her Knees, gave utterance
to strong and fervent supplication.
The high intense voice praying that
¢ our hearts may be purified from every
vain and wayward thought, and made
fit for the indwelling of the Holy
Spirit,” smote upon Philip as if it had
been a personal rebuke. He had risen
with the rest of the congregation, and
when he sat down again, he felt as if
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her prayer had been answered. The
service made a more forcible impres-
sion upon his mind from the fact that
sounds reached them through the
open door of mowers sharpening their
seythes, and occasionally of a passing
lumber waggon. The deep religious-
ness of everyday life came over him
as it had never done before.

He talked this over with Ruth
Pinkney on their way home. It was
5o easy to talk with her; and the sym-
pathetic old lady—who, like most old
people, liked to be confided in by her
youngers, just as most young people
like to be asked for opinions by their
elders—felt more drawn towards him
than ever. 'When they reached home
he lay down on the chintz-covered
lounge, and Ruth Pinkney brought a
pillow for him as downy and white
as a summer cloud, and arranged
the shutters, with a view to letting in
the most air with the least light.
Philip thought his Aunt Ruth almost
an ideal of womanhood, and felt that
it would be forever impossible for him
to admire a dress on any female
form whatever that was not grey in
colour, and whose skirt was not of gen-
crous amplitude, and made precisely
the same behind that it was before.
She came and sat down beside him,
and he twitched a fold of her gown be-
tween his nervous fingers.

¢ Oh, dear Aunt,” he said, ‘T wish I
could be still, and happy,and good, like
you.’

The Quakeress mused much upon
this saying, and the young man who
had made it, as she laid the table for
dinner.

<1 feel a call to do something for
him,’ she murmured to herself, ‘but I
can’t see my way clear yet. Dear boy !
my heart feels greatly tendered to-
“wards him.’

Not many days after, Philip went
back to his work, strengthened and re-
freshed by the visit, but more discon-
tented with his city life than ever
His Aunt mourned for him,and Thos.
Shaw, the serving man, and Charlotte
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Acres, the serving woman, saw him de-
part with real regret. He seemed to
belong to them, and to the place, yet
doomed to perpetual exile. Early in
the succeeding winter Ruth Pinkney
was stricken down with a sickmness
from which she neverrecovered. Philip
was deeply grieved by the tidings, and
Legged her to let him know should
she become worse. She continued in
much the same condition until spring,
when she suddenly and peacefully died.
Her nephew had abundant proof that
she had not forgotten him, for in
bher will, along with numerous be-
quests to surviving relatives, and her
faithful servants, she bequeathed to
him her house, with all that it con-
tained, and the land surrounding it.
Ruth Pinkney had ¢ seen her way
clear’ at the last.

It was not a dazzling fortune, but
if anything could have consoled Philip
Kale for the loss of his best friend, it
was the fact of his new possessions.
He threw up his situation—it was
bardly a position—in the city, and
came down to it at once. His sorrow
was temporarily quenched by the joy
and pride of ownership. He would
live for himself, and by himself, and
in precisely the way that best suited
himself. He said, with an exultant
throb of satisfaction, that he could
not afford to keep help, and that the
out-door and in-door work he would
do would be light labour enough, even
for a sick man. Thomas and Char-
lotte had long contemplated a matri-
monial union, and, in accordance with
their misstress’s wishes, were united
shortly after her death. They were
to be Philip’s nearest neighbours, and
Charlotte was to come over once a
week and do his washing and ironing,
and give the house a thorough sweep-
ing. The young mun felt perfectly
equal to every other department of
household labour, and his brain teemed
with new experiments in hygienic
cookery, and plans for living in luxury
and gaining health and strength at
the nominal expense of five cents per
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meal. It waslate in March when he
took possession of his new property—
a time of year when the pleasantest
of country places looks forlorn; but
he gloried in the fact that it was all
his own, and walked untiringly over
almost every foot of it, making mental
arrangements for Spring work. When
he entered the house he walked slower
and felt graver. Everything was elo-
quent of the loving and lovely woman
who had departed from the place for
ever. His eyes grew moist, and he
hung his head at thought of bis joy-
ous forgetfulness of the great loss
whichhad brought him this great gain.
As he opened the door into what had
been his Aunt’sroom, he saw the dear
old grey dress hanging up on the wall,
and an uncontrollable impulse made
him lay his face in the folds for 2 mo-
ment. Then hecame softly out and
closed the door behind him.,

The next month was a very busy
one for the young master of, what was
known in the neighbourhood as, the
Pinkney place. He did not work
much, but he thought and planned a
great deal. He had a passion for
flowers as great as his ignorance con-
cerning their cultivation; hence the
long hours he spent in the study of
horticultural monthlies and floral
guides. He made a map of the house
and grounds, with the exact location
and name of every vegetable bed,
every bewy bush, every climbing
plant, and every different flower that
had been, or should be, marked there-
on. Thomas had already made the
hot beds, and promised his aid and ex-
perience at transplanting time. He
puzzled long over an empty lot at the
back of the house, which his Aunt had
been in the habit of loaning to & neigh-
bour every summer for the pasturage
of his cow, for which she received a
small money consideration. It was
out of the question for the young
farmer to allow any portion of his
property to be let out to a stranger,
and he finally resolved to plant it with
fruit trees. To be sure, there was a
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| prospect of more apples and pears on

the trees now standing than he could
possibly use, but there were plenty of
ways—remunerative ones, too,—in
which to dispose of surplus fruit. Be-
sides, he wanted to do something on
a grand scale by way of celebrating
his release from the drudgery he des-
pised, and the consecration of his
powers to what he was fond of call-
ing, with little expense of originality,
the noblest employment of man. He
forgot his dyspeptic fears and his once
ever-present dread of the morrow—
forgot, or laughed at them, The sun-
shine and the soft airs that visited his
abode seemed a part of his good for-
tune, and he never wearied of medi-
tating upon and rejoicing in his riches.
How delightful it was to leave his
books and his papers scattered over
the table at night, with the conscious-
ness that they would remain in pre-
cisely the same position till the next
evening, without the interference of
some vain housemaid, who would most
probably indulge the horrible propen-
sity of her class in doing what she
imagined was‘putting things to rights.’
He had little time or need for cook-
ing. There were vegetables and a great
deal of canped fruit in the cellar ; tea,
butter and sugar he never used ; some-
times he purchased a few scraps of
meat from a passing butcher and made
an appetizing stew ; but the supply of
bread never troubled him ; his first
batch turned out so hard that it bid
fair to last him his natural life.

‘With the improvement in his health
there came a sturdy happiness to the
mind of Philip Kale. He had no long-
ing for society ; he had had over much
of it of an uncongenial sort all his life.
To cut loose from the meaningless and
artificial restrictions of the multitude,
to come close to the heart of nature,
and live for her improvement and for
his own—this was liberty, this was
freedom, this was the elixir of life !
Here was his world, his garder of
Eden ; and he was the first man. He
had not yet dreamed of the possibility
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of an Eve, though sometimes the re-
membrance of the grey gown led him
to imagine that his life was not quite
rounded, not yet complete. This fancy,
however, did not intrude itself very
often, as he had no time to indulge
fancies of any kind. He was such a
a very busy young man. Thomas was
hired, of course, to do most of the
work, but then it was always neces-
sary for Philip to stand near and see
exactly how it wag done, and why it
was done so, and what would be the
results if it were done otherwise. He
laughed over his own mistakes as he
had never lwughed at anything in his
1ife before. He ceased to walk, at
least out of doors, and fell into a habit
of light hearted and light-footed run-
ning. It was a truthful and rhyth.
mic remark of Mrs. Kale’s that her
gickly sbn, if he was able to walk,
would want to run or fly, and if he
was not able to walk, would be ready
to lay down and die. He had been
vesigned to the thought of death most
of the time that he could remember,
but now he was more than resigned to
life. He sported—no other word will
express the vanity he feltin hisstrange
attire—a suit of coarse clothes much
too large for him, and a broad straw
hat, neither of which could conceal
the handsome lines of his comely face
and slight figure. When the novelty of
his situation failed a little, and all his
plans were in good working order, he
lapsed into a quieter contentment.
Then it was that he re-arranged all
the books in the tall old bookease, and
read, just before he retired, some pas-
sages that Ruth Pinkney had marked
in her favourite authors. He felt very
grateful, very glad. He longed at in-
tervals to do good to others, but he
still took pleasure in saying to himself
that he was doing more good to others
by keeping away from them than he
could do in any other way. Thiswas
selfish, but he seemed to be continu-
ally steeped in an ecstatic conscious-
ness of self. He revelled in the grow-
ing and greening grass, in the length-

}
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ening and brightening days, in the
blissful chorus of the birds, singing
the return of Spring to this earthly
paradise. He spent balmy May after-
noons in the hammock under one of
the trees near the rvoad, watching a
pair of birds building their nest on a
branch near by.

One day his attention was arrested
by an object which proved even more
interesting than nest-building. This
was & young lady on horseback, riding
by. If she had been a stately and
beautiful damsel, as lithe and supple
as the whip she bore, and enthroned on
a fleet and graceful steed, Philip Kale,
as & young man who knew much more
of novels than of real life, would easily
have supposed that that was just what
might have been expected. But this
youthful equestrienne was of an en-
tirely different type. She was evi-
dently unaccustomed to the saddle;
the animal she rode was a heavy farm
horse, and she herself, attired in a blue
calico dress and wide straw hat, was
rather round faced and chubby. Philip
found rothing romantic, but a good
deal that was comical, in the scene, as
the young girl, swaying and clinging
in a frightened manner to the saddle,
came along, accompanied by a sturdy
boy, presumably her brother, who rode
beside her, barebacked. Philip was
glad that the thick intermingling bran-
ches of the trees allowed him to see
and hear without danger of detection.
At a few yards from his gate the
young lady slipped to the ground, say-
ing, in a despairing tone—

“It's no use trying any more. I
never can learn to ride!’

¢ That's a pity,” said the boy, hope-
fully.

She buried her face in the borse’s
mane. The sympathetic brute imme-
diately lapsed upon three legs, and
hung his head lower than ever. Then
a sudden infusion of resolution came
over her.

¢ But I will learn!’ she cried.

¢ That's the right way to talk,’ 'said
her companion. ¢ It must be mighty
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mean, the first time you're on a horse.
I can’t remember when I was.’

¢I know I'm old and stiff; contin-
ued the courageous voice, ‘ but if my
ambition is not greater than my stu-
pidity, then I'll giveup!’ She thought
over what she saild a moment, and,
laughingly, added, ¢ Highly probable.’

¢I've heard it said that people ought
to learn without a saddle—nothing but
a strap and a blanket— but you'd turn
a sideways somerset rightaway.’ Then,
encouragingly : ‘I believe you'd do
first rate if you weren’t scared.’

¢ But I can’t help being scared,’ said
the girl. ¢ All the horse's musclesand
sinews, and fibres and things, keep
moving in such an awful way.’

¢‘And his legs, too!’ added the
youth, soberly, and then he burst into
a roar of Jaughter.

¢Oh, don't laugh, Joe; someone
will hear you, and fancy what a pic-
ture we make. Who lives in that
house since Mrs. Pinkney died 2’

‘Nobody worth mentioning,’ re-
turned Joe, with a boy’s outspoken
contempt for one whose acquaintance
he found it impossible to make. ¢Some
mighty stuck-up acting fellow from the
city. Well, shall we get on %’

‘I suppose so; but you’ll have to
help me to mount first.’

This was rather a difficult task, but
with a great many ¢ Yo heaves,” and
strenuous efforts on the part of Joe,
the young lady was fairly mounted at
last.

“Good gracious, girl, he muttered,
as he arranged the blue drapery, ¢ you
are a lift! I should think you must
weigh as much as seventy-five stone.’

‘Do you know the weight of a
stone ?’ inquired his sister, severely.

¢ N—no, not exactly ; but, of course,
I don’t mean very big stones. Just
middling-sized ones.’

They rode off, and the eavesdropper
rose up, feeling much refreshed. He
was interested in the pretty country
girl who had candour enough to con-
fesy her fright, and pluck enough to
zesolve upon overcoming it. He had
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no one to talk with or question about
her, as Mr. and Mrs. Shaw had depart-
ed, leaving with him minute diiections
for the care of & house and garden.
He walked up and down the veran.
da a few times, laughing at the re-
collection of her comical way of riding,
and then he went in and picked up a
favourite book, and forgot all about
her.

But the next afternoon she passed
again, this time alone, and on succeed-
ing days she did not fail to make her
appearance. Philip soon knew what
hour to expect her, and he was gen-
erally in his hammock at that time.
Naturally he wished to see if she made
any improvement in the equestrian art,
and the results of his daily observa-
tion were, that she did not so much
gain in skill as lose in fear, and that
her peculiar style of horsemanship,
though seemingly capable of promot-
ing her health and pleasuwre, was not
of a kind to win, even under the most
favourable circumstances, the plaudits
of the crowd. Yet, with all her im-
perfections, he did not cease to watch
her. The drooping hat brim nearly
concealed her face, but on one occasion
it was clearly revealed to him. This
was when her hat, loosely: tied with a
blue ribbon, was blown from her head.
Philip longed to rush after it, but he
restrained himself, and she dismount-
ed and went after it herself. She had
pale brown hair, and her face was
fresh and blonde, and pretty. He
wished many times during the remain-
der of the day that he had gone and
picked up her hat; then, next day, she
would be sure to favour him with &
slight glance of recognition, and he
might be emboldened to make a bow.
In the present monotony of his life,
such an incident would assume the
proportions of an adventure. Her
preference for riding past his house
was easily explained ; the road near
which it stood was little more than a
lane, and scarcely ever used save by
pedestrians. She was the only lady
he had seen since coming into the
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country, and he grew, unconsciously,
to look forward to his brief daily
glimpses of her. In the character of
Adam in Paradise, he felt a peculiar
fitness in calling her Eve ; and he ap-
preciated the interested glances which
she occasionally threw over into the
garden of Eden, and her probable
wondering at the non-appearance of
its master. Philip was unwilling to
take fate in his own hands, but how
he wished that some favouring wind of
fortune would—blow her bat off again.
He felt assured that she had never
seen him. Once he had not started
for the hammock until she was in
sight, but her head was turned the
other way. Ome Saturday it rained,
so he did not see her, and on Sunday
he could not expect to, but she was
continually present in his thoughts.
The youthful hermit, who had gloried
in his solitude, was ashamed of him-
self for longing to see the one strange
face that had invaded it.

Early the next morning Charlotte
Shaw came to wash, and Philip Kale
sat out on the back porch and talked
with her. He found it very pleasant
to be able to talk once a week—even
if it were solely upon trivial topics.
He began to realize that the true aim
of conversation was not to gain or im-
part knowledge, but for sympathy, in-
spiration, the sense of companionship,
and the exercise of one’s mental and
vocal powers. He blushed to think
that he, who had fallen to sleep the
night before over a favourite volume
of poems, was now absorbing with
eager interest the empty gossip of the
neighbourhood. With assumed indif-
ference he inquired the name of the
heavy young lady who so frequently
rode on horseback.

‘You must mean Miss Harding.
They call her Eve (Philip started), but
I believe her right name is Eva.
don’t think she is heavy, Mr. Kale;
leastways, she walks across a room just
like a kitten, and carries herself so
prettily. She used to think the world
and all of your Aunt, and she was over
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here a few days before she died. My !
but didn’t Mrs. Pinkney sound your
praises toher, though.” Philip blushed.
¢On her way out she stopped in at
the kitchen, and says she, “ Isyoung
Mr.Kale at all like his Aunt9” « Law,
Miss,” says I, “they’reas like as two
peaches; one of them ripe and ready
to fall, and the other rather hardish
yet.” Then she praises up your Aunt,
and praises up the place, and finally
says, just as she’sgoing : “ There's no
portrait of Mus. Pinkney’s nephew ly-
ing about, is there ?" * No, Miss Hard-
ing,” says I, * there beant.”’

If Mrs. Shaw bhad any particular
design in view in thus dwelling upon
the details of Miss Harding’s know-
ledge of Philip, she did not reveal it
in her face, which looked stolid and
sensible as before. Philip felt alter-
nate heats and chills; but he led the
conversation to a mcre impersonal
ground. After that revelation he felt
that there was a subtle sympathy esta-
blished between the spirit of his ua-
known Eve and himself, and wondered
how he could have found so much joy
inlife before it wasilluminated by the
daily vision of a sweet-faced girl, rid-
ing by on a farm-horse.

About this time he received a let-
ter from his mother, reproaching him
in half-playful terms for so abruptly
cutting himself loose from family and
friends to live in the woods, as she
could not doubt he did, in a half bar-
baric state, and commanding him, if
he had any remains of filial or pater-
nal affection left, to make it manifest
by an immediate visit to his father's
house. Philip felt, as his Aunt Ruth
would probably have expressed it, a
distinct ‘ call’ to go. He bad a great
deal of repressed affection for his pa-
rents and brothers and sister. He
wished to show them that his ¢ half-
barbaric’ life was making a new man
of him, physically and mentally. He
wanted to contrast the satisfying plea-
sure of solitude with the empty de-
lights of society. Perhaps he had an
unacknowledged feeling that the for-
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2} mer nceded all the advantages of a
 strong contrast to brighten the dull
14 colours that had glowed so warmly for
him at first. 'Whatever may have
1 been the number or nature of his mo-
tives, he was fully determined to go.
Thomas would have an eye to his gar-
den, and Charlette would improve his
absence in prosecuting the necessary
and unpleasant labour of bouse clean-
ing. 'When he arrived in the city he
felt rather jaded, but the abrupt change
from his solitary nock to the thronged
and bustlingstreets hroughthim afacti-
tious excitement, an exhilaration of
spirit, and a quickened expression,
which, in conjunction with his tanned
complexion,hisfrequent burstsoflaugh-
ter, and brilliant Aow of conversation,
transformed him entirely in the eyes
of his own family. He was the hero
of the hour ; and the enthusiastic way
in which he related his rural expe-
riences gave them something of the
thrill and strangeness of adventures
on sea or foreign shores to his inter-
ested group of listeners. He sat on
the scfa beside his sister Fanny, and
trifled with the long braid of hair that
fell down her back.

‘And I suppose you never miss
going to Quaker meeting ?’ said this
young lady.

¢Oh, yes; I miss it every time,” said !

her brother, with a little frown and a
slight shade of embarrassment. ¢ But
I guess my loss is their gain, and vice
versa. 'The trouble is, if I go once I
shall feel a kind of obligation to go
again—and again ; and I don’t want
to be inveigled into getting mixed up
v{it? even the best kind of other peo-
ple.

¢ The usual exception with regard to
present company, I suppose. Flat-
tered, I'm sure!’

¢ Well, I thought,’ remarked Mrs.
Kale, ‘that Friends considered them-
selves apart from the world.’

‘That is the way I consider myself,’
said her son, significantly.

¢ You should attend Divine service
somewuere,’ said Mr. Kale, gravely.
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¢ Yes, sir,’ said Philip ; but he men-
tally decided to meditate upon his
father’s statement for several months,
at least, before he ventured to put it
into practice.

¢ Don’t you long, sometimes, for the
sight of a woman’s dress?’ asked
Fanny. Philip had carefully omitted
making any mention of Eve.

¢ Oh, I can appreciate them all the
more when I do see them. This is &
pretty muslin you have on. Just the
colour of peach blossoms, isn’t it? I
believe I like blue better. Very odd
that peach blossoms should come out
before the leaves.’

His sister laughed. ¢Oh, I dare
say,’ said she, ‘but there are some
things that strike me as odder even
than that. How long are you going to
keep it up, Philly 2’

The young man sprang with a
quick, nervous motion to his feet, so
as to face bis sister. ¢I'm not keep-
ing it up at all,’ he said, ¢ it’s keeping
me up! my health and spirits, and
everything! Do you think I'm the
least bit tired of it ?’

Everyone looked at him, and every
one was censtrained to admit, ¢ No.”
Then he crossed the room to his mo-
ther’s side, and had a little talk with
her concerning some domestic mat-
ters, which had proved in his experi-
ence rather unmanageable. Mrs. Kale
had never been more interested in her
son than now. From the days of his
sickly childhood, when he alternated
from excited joyousness to fretful
morbidness, she had always considered
him a queer boy ; and she was glad
now that his queerness had found vent
for itself. How brown and earnest,
and wide awake he wrz,  Though she-
bad never been neglectful of him, she
felt a motherly pang that he had gone
so completely out of her life before be-
coming what he was; that it wasin
scenes remote from her presence and
influence that he had risen to a higher-
plane of life. She wss a handsome,
worldly-faced woman, with a smile
and manner rather too hard to be-
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agreeable. When they went up stairs
together, she stood on thelanding, say-
ing good night, with a strunge, wist-
ful expression, to Philip, a few steps
beneath her. He laid his hand on her
shoulder o moment. She caught her
breath, and then bent over him. ¢ You
are a good fellow, Phil. I’ she cried,
the tears coming into hev eyes. ‘I am
sure you will never forget your mo-
ther.’

In a week or two Philip returned to
the country. It was impossible, he
said, for a farmer to be long absent
from his crops during che growing sea-
son, and his mother saw him depart
with more regret than she had ever
imagined his absence wouid cause her.
If Phil.p was not glad to leave his old
home, he was not sorry to return to
his new one. He wanted to see if his
strawberries were ripe, and if Miss
Harding still rode daily past his
gate. Her importance in his thoughts
had dwindled considerably since he
had seen and talked with other charm-
ing young ladies, friends of his sister,
who were quite as pretty as the un-
skilled young equestrienne. He could
zot help feeling glad, for the sake of
the world, that there were so wany
sweet and good young women in it;
but that one of them could be immea-
surably faiver, and more to be desired,
than her sisters,—this was the empty
fancy of lovers, or of idle and roman-
tic young men who spent a certain
part of every afternoon in a hammock.
He had outgrown all that now.

‘With these practical and prudent re-
flections in his mind, it was rather
strange that Philip Kale, on stepping
out of the car into the presence of
Miss Harding and a number of other
people, should have experienced a sud-
denly increasing beating of the heart.
He could not understand it at all. It
was unreasonable, it was abominable,
but it was so. The boy, Joe, was ap-
parently going on a journey, and his
sister had accompanied him to the de-
pot.  Philip stood not far from her, as
he could easily do in the crowd with-
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out being noticed. She was laughing,
and he told himself angrily that he
couldn’t bear girls that laughed in
public.

youth’s face were exhibited mingled
ewmotions of rage, mirth, and despair.
¢ You're real mean,’ he blurted out.

‘*And the boy’s honest,” thought

Philip, his mind reverting to ‘nobody
worth mentioning.’

¢ Well, Joe,” said his sister, sobered
at once, ¢ it’s better for you to think
so, than for me to be so !
I don’t mean anything.’

“And I didn’t mean to say that,
either, Eva.’

‘Then there’s no meanness about
either of us,’ said Eva, laughing again.

Philip told himself that he had
never heard a young lady make puns
before, und he never wanted to again.

¢ But now,’exclaimed Miss Harding,
‘you must go! Good by, my dear
fellow. Be sure you write.’

Philip said that “my dear fellow’
was simply disgusting. But he knew
that his angry thoughts amounted to
nothing at all. They were merely the
last effort of nature to preserve him
in his boasted independence. It was
too late. His heart was irrevocably
in the possession of Miss Eva Harding,

He decided to walk out to his home.
It was healthful exercise, and would
do him good. A. long walk in the
country on & June day is a beautiful
thing in theory, but Philip found that
in practice it had several drawbacks.
The sun was hot, the scenery was dull,
and he himself was not in the full
glow of health and vigour. Every
carriage that swept past left a cloud
of dust for him to travel through. He
was feeling very much incensed by
this fact, when a fresh sound of
wheels from behind caused him to
turn a vengeful glance in that direc-
tion. There he saw Miss Harding,
looking very cool and contented, sif-
ting in a buggy, and drawn by a horse
much better looking than the one
with which she usually appeared. "She

She had evidently been teas-
ing Joe unmercifully, for on the

You know .
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5 drove in a very leisurely fashion, look-
ing hard at Philip's back, and wonder-
ing if it would be very improper fora

“f young lady of acknowledged social
.{ position, driving in her own convey-
‘§ ance, to offer a ride to a stranger who
4 was so evidently respectable, weak,’

and weary. She was very kind heart-

ed, had a habit of acting quickly upon

her generous impulses, and was, more-
over, an original young lady, with a
liking for doing original things. All
of these forces combined to stop the
horse just as he reached Philip’s side.
< If you care to ride, I can readily
accommodate you,” she remarked.

There was mingled embarassment,
defiance, and kindness in the tomes ;
but the young man chose to recognise
the latter quality alone, as he said,
with a bright glance at her—

¢ Ob, thank you, I would indeed. Tt
makes my head ache badly, walking
in the sun. You are very kind.’

He got in at the left side, allowing
her to retain the reins. She was evi-
dently quite reassured by his words
and manner.

Philip’s heart beat quick. He ob-
served with pleasure that his compan-
ion looked incomparably better in a
buggy than she did on horseback ;
thas ber hat, which had a blue feather
in it, displayed a forehead, milk white
and boldly rounded, with a single thick
lock, not fringe, of fair hair falling

across it, that her eyes were not pene-
trating nor searching, but deep and
placid ; that her pretty shoulders were
femininely narrow, and that she had
those easy, restful ways of leaning
back and looking around so delightful
to a nervous man. He forgot all the
harsh things he had thought about her,
and was sure that nowhere upon earth
existed the girl so wonderfully sweet
and wholesome looking as the one be-
side him. As a dyspeptic, he knew

£

the worth and rarity of this combina-
tion of two of the best qualities in
nature.
¢ How far do you go %’ she asked.
Philip hesitated. It would sound
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rather queer to say, ¢ to my house,’ be-
sides, that would necessitate all kinds
of explanations, which he had no de-
sire to make. He had not dissembled
before, but it is never too late to learn
bad as well as good practices. *To
Mr. Kale’s,” he replied, ‘I believe it
is some distance from here.’

‘It's a little way this side of our
place,” she said, ¢ up a green lane. You
have never been in this part of the
country before 7’

¢Oh, yes; I was here a long time
ago, when Mrs. Pinkney was living.
Her nephew is a sort of connection of
mine. I don’t know whether you
could call it a relationship or not. Did
you know Murs. Pinkney %’

‘ Very well, indeed. She wasa dear
friend of mine. OQur neighbourhood
felt its loss deeply when she died last
winter. 1 never knew any one to live
so entirely for others.’

¢ Living for others sounds very fine,”
said Philip, argumentatively. ¢ Can
you tell me precisely what it means %’

The young girl looked at him a little
doubtfully, as if she half liked and
was half afiraid of this turn in the con-
versation. I think I can tell you
what it meant in Mrs. Pinkney’s case,
she said. ¢ She continually blessed and
gladdened the lives of thosc around
her by her words, her actions, and,
perhaps, most of all, by the sweet
peacefuluess of her presence. To every
one that came in contact with her, she
seemed Lo supply a special need, and
to those who were satisfied with them-
selves and the world she brought some-
thing of the beauty of heavenly things.
Why,” with a little blush for the en-
thusiasm with which she had spoken of
her dead friend to a stranger, ¢ she did
the noblest thing that any one can do
—she made the world better because
of her living in it.’

¢ Is that a very uncommon thing to
do?’

¢Oh, 'm afraid it is; and I hate
to think so, too ! So few people seem
to understand that that is the real
meaning and object of life ; and even
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when they do understand it, they are
apt to act upon it in such a poor,
grudging* discontented sort of way.
1t is as if they felt it & migerable re-
sponsibility instead of a mavvellous
privilege. Ihope you don't think I'm
gushing. I am a good deal too much
in earnest for that.’

‘I can easily believe you,’ said
Philip, warmly; ‘and I know Mus.
Pinkney to have been all that you
represent her. Does the nephew to
whom she left her property inherit any
of her virtues?’

¢ Why, as to that,’ veplied Miss
Harding, with a short laugh, ¢ it’s dif-
ficult to say. He has scarcely been
seen by any one since he took posses-
sion. I should say that he was en-
tirely different from his Aunt. But
it is very rude for me to discuss his
character with you.’

Philip thought so, too, but, instead
of saying that, he immediately ex-
claimed :

¢ It would be a positive kindness to
me. I am very little acquainted with
bim, I assure you, and understand him
still less, though our habits and tastes
are identical. I was at college the
same time that be was, and thought
bim a terribly reserved fellow. He is,
really, the last person in the world
from whom Ishould have expected an
invitation to visit” Philip drew a
long breath at the end of his speech.

<1 should think so,” said his com-
panion, thoughtfully. <Why, he ap-
pears to be the most unsocial man you
could possibly imagine. He lives for
himself quite as completely as his Aunt
lived for others, and in the same house
and garden, too! It seems too bad!

He is not known to go to any church, ,

or to the village, or anywhere. He is
no more to the people among whom
he lives than a snail in its shell, and
when he dies I suppose will be missed
about as much.’

¢ Well,” said the young man, feeling
a little shocked, ¢at least he does no
harm.’

¢ Not to others, perhaps, but a great
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deal to himself. It is thought a very
terrible thing to be narrow-minded ;
but to my thinking it is worse to be
narrow-hearted. What can you think
of a person who digs out all theroots
of affection, leaving one central plant
to twine around, and beautify, and
perfume his own best-beloved self 7’
She smiled as she spoke, and Philip
noticed howstrong and white her teeth
were, He was stung into sclf-defence.
‘But it is in solitude that mental
riches are acquired, genuine personal
improvement made. Surely one must
be of some benetit to the world who so
thoroughly benefits one person in it.’
¢But don't you see that, by con-
centrating his efforts upon one per-
son, he not only fails to benefit the
rest of the world, but himself as well ¢
It is a good thing to gain mental and
material riches, but that does not
justify any one in turning miser.
Wisdom in & single brain, and gold in
a single box, are worse than useless,
because they engender selfishness and
conceit in their owner. It is circula-
tion that makes them both useful.’
The young lady did not snap out her
utterances. She spoke in smooth
gentle tones, as one who had thought
long and felt deeply on the subject.
Philip tried to find some of his old
.arguments in favour of a life of soli-
tude, but they slunk shame-faced away
from him.
¢ Really,” continued Mentor, ‘I
should apologise for speaking of your
friend in this plain way.’
¢ Oh,’ said Philip, ‘I am sufficiently
acquainted with Kale to know that
your words are not strictly applicable
to his case. He has always been in
poor health, and perhaps that bas
tended to give him rather sickly views
of life and society. He finds it im-
possible to adapt himself with the
slightest degree of pleasure to the
conditions and requirements of the
world.’
¢ Probably he thinks there is noth-
ing in common between him and ordi-
nary people.




<

TRy @

HOW THE MODERN EVE ENTERED EDEN,

¢ No, ['ll do him the justice to say
I can’t believe that of him. I remem-
ber hearing him say once, that he had
a great aftection for the world in the
abstract; that in certain heroic moods
he felt that he could gladly lay down
his life for the sake of doing it some
lasting good, but that he could not
miny le, useless and unappreciated, with
its frivolities and frigidities, merely
because most people did so. At ano-
ther time he said, he fancied that each
member of society was like one of
those noise producers in use at an old-
fashioned charivari,— all discordant
and each trying to make itself loudest
heard ; and that solitude was like a
great musician playing by himself on
a sweet instrument.’

Miss Harding actually laughed,
¢ A, yes ; very pretty, very fine!’
then she stopped short. Philip’s brown
eyes, burning with reproach, were full
upon her. ‘1 beg your pardon,” she
said, looking distressed ; ¢ I am rude.
But,” with strenuous earnestness, ‘I
wish that Mr. Kale could understand
that his fancies, or those of any one
else on this subject, are, and must al-
ways be, of secondary importance. The
great fact remains that society is or-
ganized that its members may help one
another; and no one has any right to
shirk his part. If in any place society
is frivolous and frigid, it shows that
the earnest minded and warm-hearted
people of that place ho'l themselves
aloof from it. Do you thiuk,’ abruptly,
‘that it is very unjust for me to lec-
ture you on accountof Mr. Kale ?’

¢ No,’ replied Philip ; ¢if I were not
in sympathy with him I could not up-
hold his views. Do you think he is
very selfish and shallow %’

¢ No; only greatly mistaken. I hope
you will be able to convert him to my
—our views.’

The young man smiled, ¢ Of course
you are in the right,’ he said. ‘You
place it so on a moral ground.’

¢ Oh, no, excuse me, but I don’t. It
is on a moral ground already. It has
always been firmly rooted there.’
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He pressed his hand over his eyes.

¢ I have made your head worse,’ said
the young girl regretfully. She herself
from experience had no very clear
idea of what & headache was, but she
felt a great deal of pity for the hand-
some, suffering yeung stranger, whom
she had been talking at so forcibly.
She wished from her heart that she
could do something for him, and pre-
sently she saw her opportunity., Not
far off, on the road side, was a group
of girl acquaintances, coming towards
them, and casting interested glances at
the gentleman beside her. Leaning a
little toward Philip, and turning her
full face to him, Miss Harding, with
bewitching little siniles and gestures
of the head, poured out a stream of
steady commonplace which lasted till
the girls had passed, breaking off only
to give them a bow. Philip was
amazed by herlook, manner, and espe-
cially by what she said, but he must
have been blind not to see that this
young lady wished to give her girl
friends to understand that she was in
company with a gentleman whom she
highly appreciated, and whose favour
she was determined to win. There was
something decidedly flattering in this,
and Philip felt cheered by it a little.
Still he thought that Miss Harding
was a very self-assured young person,
and he found it inconceivable that a
country girl whom he had so often
laughed at, should be lording it over
him in this way. He wondered if he
should reveal himself to her when they
reached his gate. That would certainly
bring a blush for her rudeness to her
fair cool cheek, if anything would,
But, perhaps, with her dreadful lack
of sensibility, she would laugh at him.
No, he decided it would be wiser not
to make & revelation. Miss Harding
was very attentive. She audibly re-
gretted his indisposition, handed him
her parasol, for the sunshine was now .
in their faces, and seemed so much
interested in him that he shivered in
fear that she would ask his name. It
was just such a thing as this frank
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matter-of-fact girl would do. Never-
theless she did not do it.

As they went up the grassy lane,
and neared the Pinkney place, its
owner felt a glad thrill of pride and
joy. How heavenly fair it looked.
He was sure that Charlotte had fin-
ished cleaning house, for te old
porch had such a clean scrubbed look.
The grass had grown thick and rank,
the flowers were blooming, the birds
were singing; there must be young
ones in thut nest near the hammock by
this time.  And it was all his own !
He looked at it with inereasing de-
light. The young lady asked him if
it was not strange that Mr. Kale did

not come out to meet him, but he-

did not answer, except to thank her
cordially for the ride she had given
bim. When he got out of the bugy
he was surprised to see his companion
get out also.

‘I've no intention of leaving a sickly
stranger alone in this desolate place,’

* said she, with quite unnecessary kind-
ness, as she tled her horse to the
fence. ‘We'll have good fun hunt-
ing up the misanthrope. Very likely
he’s hiding somewhere. I've heard
he has a habit of hiding.’

She preceded him merrily through
the gate. Philip followed her me-
chanically. Every man’s house is his
castle, and his was peculiarly so, but
when a beautiful young woman opens
the castle gate, no man, or at least no
gentleman, can turn her out again.
The modern Eve seemed to be in the
best of spirits. She made 2 rush for
the hammock, and shook it as though
in the expectation. of seeing a man slip
throuzh the interstices. *Not here!’
she cried. Thenshe walked along the
whole line of trees, glancing up into
their tops, end calling out frequent
reports of her lack of success to her
stunned companionon the gravel walk.

¢ Where shall we look now ? she
asked, coming up with a face brimfui
of fun.

‘1 don't know,’ replied Philip, de-
spairingly.

l
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¢ Perhaps I'd best go over to Mrs.
Shaw’s. I know she has a key to
the house, and then you ecould hunt
round inside.’

¢ Oh, T don’t think that is necessary,’
said Philip, uneasily. ¢If he never
goes away from home he must be here
somewhere.’

¢ Why, yes!, said the girl, stooping
to pick a flower; ‘but he seewms to
have odd ideas of hospitality. This
is very unpleasant for you.’

‘It is, indeed !’ groaned the suf-
ferer. “You are very good, but I
cannot allow myself to trespass fur-
ther upon your kindness.”

‘Don’t mention it. I hope you
didn't think me capable of leaving
you in this strait after the way I
talked to you this afternoon.’

They walked around the house;
the lady on the alert, leading the
way, the gentleman stupidly follow-
ing ; and came back to the front porch
again.

¢ Well,” said Miss Harding, ‘I have
a strong impression that Mr. Kale is
somewhere in this place.’

¢ So have I, said Philip, languidly.

‘Furthermore, I think he is in
sight.” Involuntarily, Philip glanced
around.

¢} believe T am speaking to Mr.
Kale.’

Philip made an exaggerated bow.
‘That is my name, and I have the
pleasure of addressing Miss Harding.
To-what am I indebted for the hon—
thet is, I am pleased to make your
acquainsance.’

*Oh, Mr. Kalel’ said the young girl,
struggling betweeu mirth and peni-
tence,’ you need not look so aggrieved.
You behaved nearly as badly as I did
all the time.

¢Did I’ asked Philip, in honest
doubt.

‘Indeed you did! VYou tried to
deceive me the whole tive.’

¢ But I didn’t succeed.

¢ No, but ynur efforts were none the
less interesting on that account. And

then you thought— Ob, you must -
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have thought all kinds of horrible
things about my behaviour.’
¢ That's true !’ emphatically.

+ Well, you se~ I don’t deserve them.

If you had been &n entire stranger, I :

wouldn’t have asked you to ride, and

worlds. 'Why I cornddn’t! Notif you
had been ten times as sick and fifty
times as respectable looking as you
are. But why, you sce, Mrs Pink-
ney told me all about you, and Mr.
and Mrs. Shaw told me and all the
rest of the neighbourhood about you.
So I am quite well acquainted—be-
sides, seeing you every day for a long
time past. I hope you dow’t think
now that I am coarse and rude and
ill-bred.’

Philip looked at the sweet pleading
face and delicate blonde hands, playing
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in one hand, and a saucer of immense
berries in the other.

‘You see 1 am not only host and
guest, but obedient servant too.’

¢ And gardener also. Why those

. are strawberries! How did you make
talked to you the way I did for -

. branches ?

with their tiny gloves, of the maiden -

tefore him.
looked in his Eden! ‘Some other
time.” he saiq softly, ‘I will tell you
what I think of you.’

She turned quickly away. ¢Now
that [ have found your host for you, I
believe I had better go. But first may
I trouble you for a drink of water?’

“Oh, yes! I will get a glass in a
moment.’

He rushed to the door and fumbled
in his pockets for the key, butit could
not at _nce be found. The young lady
smiled archly.

¢ Your key has been listening to
your afternoon’s talk,” she said. *No
wonder it refuses to acknowledge you
as its owner.’

Philip fairly beamed at her. He
thousht he had never heard such a
delicious witticism. The door was
opened at last.

¢Come in and inspect bachelor’s
hail 1’ he cried.

He waited only to see how wmuch
the roum was iinproved by her pre-
seo~e, and then ran to the pantry.
Through the winduw he could see the
strawberry bed, which reminded him
to talke 8 saucer out too. Presently
he retu.ned, bearing a glass of water

How beantiful his Ive

them so fine? I thought you did
hardly anything but lie in the ham-
mwock.’

¢ Oh, that was only when you 2
ittle while in the afternoon. How
ever did you see me through those
I never thought for an
instant this afternoon that you knew
me from- Adam.’

'The young lady laughed.

‘But, then,” he continued, ‘I am
Adam/

She looked at him inquiringly.

‘This is the garden of Eden, you
know.’

‘Why, how odd!’ she cried, be-
tween two bites of an especially large
strawberry ; ‘and Iam E . Well,
then, you see I didn’t know you from

. Adam afterall!’

Philip made no reply. She rose
suddenly, looking & little embarrassed,
and said she believed she had better
go. ‘Idon’'t know why it is,’ she cried,
turning round at the door, ¢ but I feel
contemptible—just such a feeling as
that I experienced at boarding school,
the night I stole the water-melon. I
have been stealing your privacy, your
right to solitariness, your—what shall
I call it—¥

Philip’s eyes told her that she might
call it his heart, but he dared not
trust himself to speak.

She walked away with a rapid step
and closed the gate behind her, but it
was not alone.

¢ May I call upen you?’ asked the
world-weary misunthrope, as ke banded
ber the reins.

¢ Certainly not, was the almost
angry response. “ Who ever heard
of Adam ieaving Eden until—’

¢Until an angel obliged him to
leave,’” seid her ingenious tormentor,
with a smile. I shall certainly
call’
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The modern Eve departed with un- | she returned it was to make the life

necessary speed, but she remained | of Adam a paradise indeed.
away only a few months, and when
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TEP softly ! gentle be your tread ;
This ground is sacred to the dead.

To hearts titat nursed tlre martial fire
Which lit their glorivus funeral pyre ;
To lips that laughed av danger’s torm,
Nor paled before the battle-storm ;
To eyes that grim defiance flashed
As on their dauntless owners dashed ;
To feet that had noc learnt to flee
From death or danger, but to be
Swiit, when the drum to battle beat,
But sloic to follow in retreat.
No doubt it was the thirst for fame,
The hope to win a glorious name,
That led some daring spirits on.
Peace to their ashes! They are gone ;
But many more were those who tought
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For what a true-born soldier ought : W
To right his country’s injured cause i
And e'en with death detend her laws. 3

Some lost the prize for which they fought,
Some won the fame they had not sought,

But this one honour all may claim: {;}
Jr those who fought ior faith or fame ; by
And thus all claims are satisfied : ks
*Twas in their country’s cause they died. o

And those who risked their lives for fame
Have now a faithful soldier’s name ;

Aud those who served their country’s cause
Obtained the righting of her laws.

Then let all vain revilings cease !

Here let their ashes rest in peace !

And tread ye softly o'er the sod )
Which death has sanctified to God. : *
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[ BY J. W. LONGLEY

rd

THE future of a man’s country is
one of the mostimportant public
considerations which can engage his
attention. It is especially so when his
<ountry is young and undeveloped,
and has not yet worked out any fixed
destiny. Any thoughtful Canadian
might well feel a deep interest in the
future of this country. Our circum-
stances are peculiar. There is no his
torical parallel for the position this
moment occupied by that portion of
this globe designated as the Dominion
of Canada. It embraces one of the
largest areas of any political divisions
of the world’s surface. It is separated
from physical connection with all
other nations, save the United States.
It bas a perfect political constitution
—as perfect, at all events, as any
other in the world. It is inbhabited by
{our and a half millions of as intelli.
weut people as are to be found any-
where. 1t is in the very vanguard of
moral enlightenment and political
freedom. It has boundless resources,
considerable wealth,alarge andexpand-
ing trade, and a growing — rapidly
growing—vpopulation.  Yet, with all
these attributes, it lhas no national
status at all, and no Canadian, no
wiiwter how strong his pride of country,
or how bright his faith in its destiny,
is able even to conjecture what its
future is to be. England was inferior
to the Canada of today, in the mul-
tiple elements of national strength,
when her monarch’s name was the
terror of Europe.
In tbe presence of these facts, is it
wonderful that certain of the more
educated and studious of our political
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thinkers should take the liberty of
speculating a little as to the ultimate
destiny of the country in which they
live, and which they propose to be-
queath to their children when they
die? 'Would it not be strange if this
matter never was referred to—if no
oune of the four millions of people,
many of them broad-minded and cul-
tivated men, should ever stop to con-
sider what was likely to happen in
the future? There may be differences
of opinion as to whether the presentis
the proper time to work out radical
changes in the political status of this
country ; but there can be no question
as to the perfect propriety of thinking
about the matter and discussing it
gravely and thoroughly.

A person who ventures to suggest
that the present state of affuirs cannot
last forever, that important changes
must inevitably come in due time,
need not be put down as a present
advocate of Independence, an Annex-
ationist, or a traitor. A man may
hold that Canada has no reason to feel
dissatisfied with her present position,
and still not commit himself to the
doctrine that a condition which is ad-
vantageous and desirable to-day, may
not in the course of time become in-
convenient, anomalous and even im-
possible. It should be our aim to look
at the matter fairly, without impati-
ence on the one hand, and without
dogged uncompromising resistance on
the other.

1t is not going to very great lengths
to say that distinctive national life
will never be realized in Canada as
long as it is a mere British Colony. It
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does not follow from this that the
time is ripe for this country to assume
the full responsibilitics of national
life. If there are manifest advan-
tages in continuing the existing rela-
vions with the British Empire—if
there are radical difliculties in the
way of an immediate change—then all
these things should be considered, and
the policy of the country guided ac-
cordingly. It is worth while to en-
deavour to discover as nearly as pos-
sible the exact nature of our present
position, and balance the advantages
and disadvantages of a change.

1t is not easy to see the disadvant-
age to Canada of her present colonial
position. If there arc dravrbacks they
are chielly of a sentimental character
—they are not tengib'e or practical.
"The fullest independeace of politieal
action is enjoyed. The presence of a
Governor-General at Ottawa, and a
few companies of soldiers at Halifax,
which latfer are innocent of the re-
motest interference in our affairs, are
the only visible evidences of onr Colo-
nial status. The Governor-General,
although an exalted functionary, is
not, in any sense a potent factor in
our political affairs, We have the
very acme of popular government in
this conntry. The real ruler is the
Minister who has a majority of the
House of Commons at his back. No
one need have much alarm that any
(Governor-General, if the existing sys-
tem should continue for any number
of years, will ever attempt to put
himself at issue with the House of
Commons. The Parliament of Can-
ada has absolute control of every
branch of the public service. No
legislation of any vital importance
has been interfered with by the Home
(fovernment since 1867, and there is
no reasonable probability that any at-
tempt whatever will be made in that
direction in the future. The succes-
sive Governments of Great Britain
have done nothing, since Confedera-
tion at all events, which is calculated
to irritate the people of Canada, or

t
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make them feel the humiliation of
their position as a mere dependency of
the Crown.

1t is urged that Canada occupies an
anomalous position in vegard to the
making of treaties with foreign coun-
tries, especially in relation to trade
and commerce. There seems to be
some foundation for the complaint.
As a matter of right, Canada cannot
conclude a treaty, even with her near
neighbour, the United States, except
through the Fofeign Office. This is
unpleasant, but it must be acknow-
ledged that Great Britain has never
evinced a disposition to overlook Can-
adian interests when they arise in
the negotiations of treaties. The ob-
Jection to our status in treaty-making
is really sentimental. We have n:-ver
felt its galling character. There isno
reason to doubt that the British Gov-
ernment would always afford the
amplest facilities for the advoracy of
Canadian interests in the negotiations
of any treaty in which Canada was
concerned even remotely. Themost im-
portant Treaty ever concluded, so far
as Canada s concerned, was the Wash-
ington Treaty. Canadian interests
were, perhaps, sacrificed in that picee
of business ; but no just person would
put the responsibility wpon the Brit-
ish Government. On the contrary,
great cave was taken that Canalda
should be well represented on that
occasion, and if Canada suffered, ihe
Canadian Premier and Cansdian Par-
liament are responsible for it. It is
not altogether agreeable to feel that
we have no power to make tireaties
directly, but it is comforting to know
that practically not the remotest injury
has resulted to us from this cause, and
that there is no likelihood that any
British Ministry will ever stand in
the way of our interests. When it
does, it will be eminently proper to
consider the matter, and deal with it
as the interests and honour of this
country demand.

Another disadvantage of British
connection often presented is our lia*
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bility of becoming involved in Eng-
land’s wars. There is some force in
this objection, but, like the preceding
one, itismerely apossible, notarealevil.
And, besides, this objection is double-

I
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extravagance in administration, Can-
ada has been in a position, during the
past fourteen years, to devote great

" sums to such works as the Intercolo-

edged. Does not Canada gain as much |
by British naval and military prestige |
as she is likely to lose by England’s |

possible foreign wars?  Canada might
wet involved in a war herself. Her
flag might be insulted upon the sea, or
her territory invaded. Yet Great Bri-

tain is expected to invoke the resour- .

ces of the Empire in our defence. He
is a doubtful specimen of humanity
who is not willing to share the for-
tunes of such an Empire as wields its
mild sway over portions of every Con-
tinent. At all events, it is sufficient
for present purposes that no real dan-
ger exists of Canada suffering from
Britain’s foreign wars. This objection
to British Connection is scarcely wor-
thy of consideration by any honour-
able, high-spirited man in this Do-
minion.

- land force must

nial and Canada Pacific Railways, the
enlargement of Canals, and the open-
ing up of the North-West. Such ap-
propriations would have been impos-
sible if we had started out as an
independent nation in 1867. Ambas-
sadors and Consuls would have to be
scut to every part of the world, sup-
ported by the Government. A regular
needs have been
created and sustained. An extensive
commercial interest would have de-
manded no inconsiderable fleet which
would have involved a very large and
perpetual expenditure. Starting nati-
onal life is very expensive. Sustaining
it is very trying to kingdoms and na-
tions of greater wealth and population

+ than Canada,and terribly retards their

But it would not be doing this -

branch of the subject justice to merely
negative the idea that British Connec-
tion was a disadvantage. It is proper

to point out that it involves advant- |

ages of a positive and substantial
character. The assumption of national
duties and responsibilities in 1867,
would have been decidedly burden-
some to the Canadian people. Canada
is not merely & young ¢ountry, unable
to endure beyond a certain degree of
taxation, but from her immense area
and vast undeveloped regions, the ex-
penditure of large sums of money-for
necessary public works was and is
inevitable. Anything that would have
interfered with that would have been
a serious drawback to the growth and
progress of the country. If a war had
been inflicted upon us, it would have
dvawn away the money which has

recently been expended in national ;

highways, and been fatal to our pros-
perity. Every resource of the country

-18 requisite for the single work of de-

velopment. Fortunately, barring some

growth. The money which ought to be
spent in useful undertakings for the
good of the people, is of necessity squan-
dered in trying to keep up appearances
before the world—in the parade of
courtsand thecostly pageantry of State.
Canada has been spared all this by
m-ans of her connection with Great
Britain. Every British Awmbassador
or Minister represents every subject
—Canadian as well as Englishman.
Every British Consul is a Canadian
Consul as well. The great commercial
marine of this country roams the seas
under the flag of a nation which rules
thesea. The honour, dignity and pomp
of State are maintained out of a fund
to which Canadians do not even con-
tribute. We have been left free—
gloriously free—to devote our entire
revenues to the opening up of our
country, and the development of its
trade and resources. In this light,
British connection has been a direct
and palpable advantage. No one who
regards the matter in a purely utilita-
rian light can fail to recognise that
our Colonial position has not been a
clog to our advancement, but rather a
gpur—not & blight but & blessing.
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There is nothing in the present out-
look of aftairs in Canada which sug-
gests the wisdom of our immediate
change in our relations with the Em-
pire.  Great enterprizes have been
undertaken which it will strain the
energies of our people to carry forward.
The Pacific Railway is not finally dis-
posed of, because 1t bas been handed
over to a Syndicate. The Government
have still to pay out in connection
with that great work between thirty
and forty millions. These are being
expended on the faith of the sale of
lands, and the expected rapid settle-
ment of the North-West. The whole
policy is, at best, but a venture. The
results may fall very far short of the
glowing expectations of sanguine poli-
ticians. Possibly the giant hand of
Monopoly may stay the progress of
development, and seriously retard the
growth of the country. If any acci-
dent should befall the North-West
policy of the Government, it would be
a grave matter for the country. A
public debt of over $200,000,000 is
no trifle for a country of the popula-
tion of Canada. There are those who
do not hesitate to declare that the
burden of taxation upon the people is,
at this moment, too heavy, and some
of them have the credit of being the
wisest and most honest of our public
men. The fiscal policy of the country
is not yet settled, and the character of
the fiscal policy is more or less inter-
woven with the question of revenue.
The smaller Provinces wili soon be
calling forincreased subsidies,and their
calls will have to be heeded. Altoge-
ther Canada is plunged into the very
midst of responsibilities on every hand.
Greab problems require to be worked
out, and it is pre-eminently not 2 time
to think of inaugurating a revolution
in the Government, and assuming
more and graver responsibilities. The
idea of attempting to start out in the
world as an independent nation at this
Juncture, would be simply appalling,
not only to every sound and wise
statesman, but to every tax-payer in
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the country. Whatever their indivi-
dual views and preferences, Canadians
must be content to postpone this great
question nntil the Pacitic Railway is
completed, and the problem of the
North-West definitely settled.

¥ There is another reason of an en-
tirely different character which pre-
cludes the idea of Independence at the
present time. The majority of the
people are at heart in love with Brit-
1sh institutions and attached to Brit-
ish Connection. In the eyes of some
this may be a piece of unpardonable
weakness ; it may even denote lack.of
proper spirit. No doubt many persons
honestly believe that it is quite child-
ish and silly for Canadians, living seve-
ral thousands of miles away from Eng-
land, to feel any great love for a Gov-
ernment whose head-quarters are in
London. Grantingallthosepersonssay,
andadmitting, forthesakeof argument,
that there is nothing but vain senti-
mentalism in the idea of loyalty—that
to be attached to a European Govern-
ment of any kind is prime facie evi-
dence of a poltroon—still, what do
you propose to do about it? If two-
thirds of the people of Canada are
afflicted with this ‘loyalty ' mania,
are they to be coerced by the remain-
ing one-third? In this country the
majority is supposed to rule. It is
quite possible that the majority may
occasionally be guided by ignorance,
prejudice or pig-headedness in their
judgments, but the remedy is not co-
ercion. These evil influences must be
overcome by reason and intelligence.
The ignorant must be taught, the per-
judiced must he reasoned with, the
pig-headed must be enlightened and
presuaded. So, admitting all that the
most vehement advocate of independ-
ence may aflirm regarding the blind
and yet spiritless condition of those
who yet cling to British Connection, it
will still be apparent that nothing can
be done until they are sufficiently
educated and enlightened to assume
the full stature of manhood. 'We must

deal gently even with the prejudices-
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of our fellow-beings. Some prejudices
have their origin in lofty virtues. It
is always better to persuade than to
compel.

Perbaps, too, some apology can
be found for those who have yielded
to the weakness of loyalty. The glo-
ries of the British Empire are not im-
aginary, nor the Canadian estimate of
them the result of national prejudice.
The coldest historian will be forced to
concede that English arms have ex-
hibited valour on a thousand fields ;
that the English Constitution is the
highest development of political free-
dom, the noblest type of political wis-
dom ; that -English literature is en-
viched by the productions of the
loftiest genius. No Anglo Saxon,
wherever he may live, or whatever
form of government he may be under,
cares to relinquish the honour of be-
longing to the race and speaking the
language of Shakespeare. On the sea
the British nation has outstripped all
rivalry. Her war-ships have carried
her flag and authority to every sece-
tion of the earth. Her colonial pos-
sessions are vast, and growing each
year in population, wealth and power.
Her Parliament has never been with-
out men of eloquence, wisdom and
capacity. Herarchives are filled with
the richest treasures of human pro-
gress. Even a Canadian, living three
thousand miles away, may be pardon-
ed for feeling a certain pride in be-
lorging to such an Empire, and claim-
ing citizenship with such a people. In
days gone by Canadian volunteers
fought side by side with the British
soldiers in defending this country
against the invader. Every citadel
and fortification in the country, though
now, perhaps, dismantled and useless,
is associated with some enterprise re-
sulting in a common glory. All these
things have seemed to create a pro-
found feeling of loyalty in the hearts
of a great majority of the Canadian
people which cannot be eradicated in
a day nor by one sermon on the Gos-
pel of Utilitarianism. There are very
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many intelligent men in Canada to
whom British Connection is an unim-
portant matter, and who would not
allow the glories of the Empire in the
past to weigh with them in the slight-
est in forming an opinion regarding
the future of this country ; but they
are in & minority now. If the ques-
tion of British Connection or no Brit-
ish Connection were put to popular
vote, what constituency in this wide
Dominion could be relied upon to cast
a majority in the negative? There-
fore, however strongly any man in
Canada may believe that Independ-
ence would promote the welfare of
the country, he must of necessity post-
pone his hopes until a change has
been effected in the regnant sentiment
of people generally.

But the mere fact that the majority
of the people of Canada are in favour
of British connection does not involve
the necessity of their being right, nor
interfere with the perfect right of any
man, who thinks otherwise, to urge his
views and endeavour to educate his
fellow-countrymen to a proper under-
standing of tke question. The aim of
what has been said hitherto has been
to show that the present interests of
Canada will be best served by a con-
tinuation of the present relations with
Great Britain ; that the period for
assuming the responsibilities of nati-
onal life hau not yet arrived, and that
the prevalent sentiment of the people
is an insuperable barrier toall present
ideas of a change ; but it does not
follow that the highest wisdom will
always be on the side of Colonialism.
In the course of a few years Canada
will have a population of over ten mil-
lions. The Pacific Railway will be
built, and paid for, it is to be hoped.
The revenue of the country will be
forty millions, with the present high
rate of taxation greatly reduced. Under
such circumstances, the maintenance
of an independent national existence,
with dignity and honour, will be quite
within the acope of the Canadian peo-
ple. Is it to be supposed that the
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people, under such circumstances, will
be content with a Colonial status?
Can it be possible that any enlightened
man in this country is blind enough to
believe that Canada will be forever a
British Colony ? Inonehundred years
from now, the Dominion of Canada
will possess a population of not less
than thirty, and, very probably, forty
millions. Does any one in his senses
expect that a vast nation like thisis to
governed by a humdrum oflicial in
Downing Street? The sentiments of
loyalty will have passed throngh many
gradations before Canada contains &
population of ten millions. Every
other feeling must inevitably give way

to the p‘uamonnt question of “national

interest. Every thoughtful man must
see and realize that the present rela”
tionship between Canada agd the Em-
pire is merely a probation. There can
be nothing tixed and definite about it.
If any one could get at the bottom of
the matter it would be found that our
leading public men glorify British
connection on all occasions, simply
because they recognise that our pre-
sent interests are bound up in it, not
because of any heart-felt emotion of
loyalty. Why not deify British con-
nection? It is popular and it runs
parallel with present interests. Every

statesman sees that the time has not

come for a change. 'Why not then
pander to popular prejudices and elicit
a temporary burst of applause by a
burning allusion to that *old fag,
which for a thousand years, &c. ?’
‘When the great problems of internal
development are successfully worked
out ; when the North-West begins to
fill up in reality with a thriving popu-
lation, exporting its shiploads of grain
to Emope, when the populanon has
doubled and the revenue doubled with
it, and all the initial difliculties of a
young nationality have been trium-
phantly overcome, is it not the most
likely thing in'the world that people
and politicians shculd sing quite ano-
ther song ? By that time the Canadian
nation will be worth glorifying, and a
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man born in the Dominion will learn
to feel greater pride in being called a
Canadian than a Briton.

It cannot be otherwise. The dream
of every truly patriotic Canadian who
is sufliciently enlightened to think
about the matter at all, is a distinctive
national life; and a colonial position is
utterly incompatible with the very
idea of a distinctive national life. This
country has a future before it, and as
it grows older, its destiny will become
more and more a vital question. A
few things are certain to take place,
and from these we can deduce proba-
bilities as to the rest. That the country
will grow in wealth and population is
certain. That when a certain point of
wealth and population is reached a
colonial position will become impos-
sible, is equally certain. Only three
courses are practicable and worthy of
discussion. First:Imperial Federation.
Second : Annexation to the United
States : Third, Independence.

The first has several warm and able
advocates, and ought not to be dis-
missed with a sneer. But really it
requires the patient heroism of phil-
osophy to discover anything worthy
of a second thought in all that has
been said, or can be said, in favour of
a single political federation centering
in London aund extending over the
four continents of the Globe. Two
of the ablest public men ever produced
in British America, Joseph Howeand
Edward Blake, have each, in different
fashion, grappled with this great prob-
lem. The result of their best thoughts
only serves to show how impossible it
is for even genius to give life to a
policy conspicuously at variance with
every principle of sound reason and
national interest. It is the business
aud mission of the Western Conti-
nent to leaven the Old World with
the principles of 2 more enlarged free-
dom and a juster equality, not to bend
its neck to the remnantsof a feudalism
broken but not destroyed, decaying
but not extinet. A king, an hereditary
aristocracy,and a State Church, would

GV

i TR




THE FUTURE OF CANADA.

scarcely be congenial to the ideas of a
free-born Canadian, who has always
enjoyed a universal freedom as broad
as the sky, and bas imbibed from in-
fancy a notion of equality which
would be irritated and galled by closer
relations with a country which still
preserves privileged order and wor-
ships vested interests. The Imperial
Federation theory, hence, may be
safely laid aside.

The second solution is far less ob-
jectionable, but not less distasteful
to the instincts, sentiments and tradi-
tions of the Canadian people. From
a purely material or commercial stand-
point much might be urged in favour
of Annexation. The Maritime Pro-
vinces, especially, would be sure to
grow rich, if allied to the New Eng-
land States, politically and commer-
cially. The mining and agricultural
interests of Nova Scotia would receive
a vast impetus from a free access
to American ports. American capital
would pour into the country much
more freely if a political union was in
existence. Real estate would increase
in value. The lumbering industry
would be immensely revived and en-
larged if no hostile tariff was in force,
and a market of fifty millions of peo-
ple thrown open. A score of other
advantages might easily be enumer-
ated, and are patent to every one who
takes the trouble to consider the mat-
ter, and yet the people of Canada, in
spite of many advantages, do not de-
sire Annexation. If a despatch from
Downing Street should arrive to-mor-
row and be published in the next
issue of the Canada Gazette announc-
ing that it was the pleasure of Her
Majesty’s Government that the Do-
minjon of Canada should withdraw
from British Connection and form a
political union with the United States;
and, following upon the heels of this
was 2 resolution unanimously adopted
by the American Congress offering to
admit the several Provinces of the
Dominion to the full rank and privi-
lege of States, the chances are a hun-
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dred to one that the electorate of
Canade would reject the proposition
by a large majority. The feeling of
loyalty which exists in Canada to-day
is inconsistent with a very lively ap-
preciation of American institutions.
A prejudice exists against American
ideas and the American system of
government. There is, indeed, a
general admiration of the American
people.  Their enlightenment, free-
dom and versatility of capacity are
fully appreciated and thoroughly re-
cognised. But we have never been
accustomed to regard them as a nation
with which we desired political union.
The strongest and most effective argu-
ment which can be used against any
suggestion in favour of Independence
‘s that in our present weak condition
Independence would inevitably lead
to Annexation, This settles the mat-
ter ; for very many who see no objec-
tion whatever to Independence would

| quickly scorn any proposition which,

even remotely, hinted at Annexation.
Undoubtedly, there are Annexation-
ists in Canada, but they are very
few, and those of them who seek to
rise to eminent positions in the coun-
try by the favour of the people, take
care to conceal any lurking proclivities
they may have in favour of Wash-
ington.

The only really practical idea which
can be entertained by the Canadian
people concerning their future is an
independent nationality. Under what
particular form of government it is not
necessary, at this distance, to waste
time in speculating about. It may ke
a Limited Monarchy, or more essen-
tially democratic in its character. This
is not of vital importance. In any
case, liberty will be secured and the
real power remain with the people.
‘When that period is reached in Cana-
dian’ history, when the country .is
strong enough to exist and carry on
its affairs without the aid and patron-
age of Great Britain, events will shape
themselves easily and naturally. There
will be no ‘absorbing’ into the United
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BY WILLIAM WYE SMITIL

L
THE BY-GONE AGE.

N a few centuries, or even in a few
generations, the first fifty years of
Canadian life—the ways and means,
and make-shifts, of the men who took
hold of the Bush, and made it into an
inhabited and cultivated country—
will be an interesting study. Then
people will regret that so few materials
remain for the illustration of the for-
mative-period of the country. The
immigration of a family into this
country will always be held as the
beginning of the family history. How
desirable would it be, could we induce
the authorities at Ottawa or Toronto
to encourage the preservation of such
family histories, by opening a set of
books, to permanently register at a
reasonable fee, memoranda concerning
our pioneer families. We can only
faintly imagine how much interest
may surround these, in the years or
centuries to come. At the present
time it is hard for us to imagine the
truth that we are living in the form-
ative, the heroic age of the country.
Every country has its * heroic age.’
The first dwellers in most European
lands were the veriest barbarians,
with little else than their bare hands
to begin the battle of life ; and, until
touched by some influence from with-
out, with little or no apparent desire
to improve their swrroundings. The
present state of refinement has been
the achievement of a long series of
ages. Their ¢heroic age’ lasted for
centuries, and has left many memo-
rials. We, in Canada, began under

different’ conditions.  Civilized and
enterprising men came to a howling
wilderness, it is true, yet with the
feelings and ambitions of free men,
and determined to conquer the cir-
cumstances of their surroundings.
Their heroic age lasted a generation
~—till the old log house gave place to
the dwelling of painted clapboard—
or, perchance to that of brick or stone ;
till the ‘woods’ had melted away, even
to the stumps that had heen left be-
hind ; till the church, and the school,
and the agricultural society; the town,
the fair, the daily paper, and lastly
the railway, took their places every.
where. Perbaps for Canada within
the lakes—that is the region bounded
by the three great lakes of Ontario,
Erie, and Huron—the garden of the
Dominion, the by-gone age may be
said to have ended with the coming in
of the railways, viz.,, from 1850 to
1855, As long as the *first settlers’
remained in a township, that township
was still under the influence of their
ideas and habits—-it wasstill for them
in its ¢ golden age.’” Yet more golden
to look back upon, through the vista
of fifty years, than when it was & re-
ality.

A well-to-do, hale and pleasant old
gentleman once told me that when he
was & boy, sleeping in the ¢ chamber’
of a small log house, the closeness of
the nights, with the ‘bush "all round
them, and the torment of the mosqui-
toes, was something not to be imag-
ined by people of the present day.
Speaking of mosquitoes reminds me
of a night I once passed, sleeping on
the ground, at Spanish River. The
heavy, sultry air was vocal with them,
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and the Scoteh plaid, inside which I ! Rose’ potato, n few yemrs ago, was &

sweltered and rolled about, was pune-
tured everywhere with their barbs,
They are certuinly the perfection of
skirmishers | 1 once called at the
house of a German, as he came in for
his dinner, begrimed with logging on
w new clearing. The day was very
hot, and [ asked him if he did not
often wish that some of those numer-
ous and useless Grand Dukes of his
tfatherland could be made to take their
turn at logging?  “Yaas,” said he,
with a grin of anticipated satisfaction,
¢ and let dem fight der mosquitoes ¢’
Bush-life became a dread reality
when there was nothing to eat in the
house, and when none of the neigh-
bours had anything to lend, and there
was no money to go and buy, A set-
tler now in Muskoka, told me of his
dragging a bag of flour fifteen miles
over the snow in a deer-skin, the hair
of which lies back with so strong a
¢ pile’ that Norwegians put a patch of
it on the bottom of their *scoots,” or
fong wooden snow-shoes, to prevent
slipping back in ascending hills, An-
other settler, thirty miles from Tor-
onto, told me of ‘backing’ flour—i.c.,
carrying it on his back—twenty miles
across from Yonge Street. One poor
fellow, an English yeoman, whose wi-
dow I have often seen, actually died
of starvation in the Township of Sulli-
van. The little handful of meal or
flour that was in the house was pain-
fully doled out to the children, and
he tried to support his own life on
cow-cabbage and dandelion leaves,
boiled into greens. Failing to sup-
port life thus, after a bitter struggle,
be lay down and died. A farmer's
wife in Caledon told me that she had
gathered and boiled tender basswood
leaves for"greens, in dire distress for
bread. But for the aid of potatoes,
it is difficult to see how families could
have lived ; and, even then, the old-
fashioned species of potatoes were so
late in ripening that the crop was of
little use till the summer was over.
The man who introduced the ¢Early

a groater benefactor than he know.

I

The spring i1s the starving time.
f=] =]

»

thought, last season, as [ was vainly '

striving to eradicate n bed of Jerusa-
lem artichokes from my garden, what
a blessing it was that the Government
could bring the Indians, at the s}ight
expense of sending an agent once with
some bushels of artichokes, to plant
on a few of the rocky islands of Lake
Huron, What a diversifying of their
present recurring semi - starvation !
and how it would tide them over till
the ¢ Barly Roses’ weve ready to dig !

An adventure among the Jads in
Inverness, Lower Cannda, will ¢ illus-
trate’ the raising of potatoes. The
settlement was made, fifty years ago,
by a large immigration of Highland-
ers from Arran, under ¢ Captain ’ Mc-
Killop. They lived under blanket-
tents for two months before they gut
housesup toshelter them. At last, such
fortune, as very stony and ungrateful
land—but plenty of it—could give
them, began to smile on their pros-
pects ; and they were anxious to have
a regular minister of the Uospel to
settle among them ; Captain McKillop
having led their public devotions up
to that time. They induced a good
man to come out from the Highlands
and to cast in his lot with them ; pro-
mising him that though they could
not give him much money, they would
get him a hundred-acre lot of land,
and help him to clear it up and culti-
vate it. This arrangement bad gone
on for some years ; the minister’s farm
was gradually getting cleared up, and
his crop, principally of potatoes, was
regularly ¢ put in’ by his flock. But,
one spring, some of the young men
demurred to this imposed task. They
said, such and such families with
sons had so many days’ work to do at
the minister’s, while other families,
where there were only girls, escaped
the impost, and this ¢ was not fair!’
The matter of planting the minister's
potatoes seemed to hang fire! The
girls, however, heard of it, and the
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Soon they plotted together,
:uul, two or three mox'nings afl;er,
twelre of them, with hoes over their
shoulders, marched two and two to
the minister's to put in his crop.
¢ And were you one of them %’ I asked
of the middle-nged Iady who told me
the incident. ¢ No," she said, ¢ I was
not then old enough, but my eldest
sister was one of the number.” ¢ And
did they finish the work ?’ T enquired.
¢Oh,” suid she, ‘it was never sn quick-
ly nor so weli done, and there never was
any trouble again so long as the
minister lived.  As soon as the word
got round the scttlement that the
girls were nt work, all the young men
turned in to help them !’

About thirty ycars ago, I heard an
old friend tell of & man, named Jack-
som, who, nearly a half-century before,
had married against the wishes of his
friends, and, as the story is told, ¢he
just took his wife under his arm, with
his gun and his axe, and went back
into the Bush.” He camped at the
forks of a river, forty miles back from
the St. Lawrence. When winter
came, he brought a fat deer in from
the forest, strapped a good pack of
furs upon a light sled he had made,
kissed his wife, and started for Mon-
treal on the ice of the river. There
he exchanged his peltry for ¢store-
goods,’ and returned much heavier
laden than he went. His troubles
now were over. He had plenty to eat
and to wear, and his clearing yearly
got larger. Soon people began to find
him out, and to settle in beside him ;
and when my old friend knew him he
was the ‘Squire’ of the place, with
large mills and other property.

No wonder, considering the tools
they had to work with, and the fre-
quent lack of skill in those who used
them, that the log huts were some-
times of the roughest and smallest. I
remember riding down the Garafraxa
Road from Owen Sound, and of see-
ing the axe, every time it was uplift-
ed, of a settler who was chopping on
his wood-pile at his back-door —I saw
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the nxe over the roof of the house! [
have seen the floors made of thick-
hewn basswood ; and basswood will
warp! Doors, also, of split cedar,
with creaking, wooden hinges. When
a boy, I have myself made both
hinges and wooden latches. But of
all the contrivancesof those days, the
most comical appurtenance to a log-
house was a one-legged bedstead ! It
will be scen that if stout green poles
from the woods are inserted in holes
bored in the house-logs, at one corner
of the house, so as to answer for bed-
rails, there is only one corner of the
bed which needs the support of a leg !
Often two of the farther corners of
the house are thus occupied; for a
log-house, with up-and-down board-
partitions, is a first stage toward opu-
lence and luxury, not always attain-
able by the poor settler.  Two minis-
tors once slept in the house of a Scotch
settler, in whose improved house of
after-years I myself have frequently
spent the night. There was but one
room for both family and guests. The
housewife, on their expressing a desire
to retive for the night, remembered
that there wassomething oufside she had
to see about, and the clergymen made:
use of the opportunity, thus purposely
aftforded them, to hastily unrobe, One,
however, hesitated and fumbled, and
the other had to come to his rescue.
¢ Now ! Brother,” he said in a vigorous
whisper, as he held up a quilt at arms’
length in front of the bed. The screen
satisfied the demands of civilization,
and all was quiet in the corner before
the re-appearance of the honest ma-
tron.

Another friend, who described tome
his predicament, was once in even a
worse plight among the Ojibway In-
dians. north of Georgian Bay ; though
in this case it was a bed of skins on the
floor. The old Indian and his sor had
understood that white men indulge in

" ¢ the luxury of alight on going to bed,

and they determined that their guest
should be treated according to civi-
lized usage. With sundry grunts and
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gestures, pointing towards a certain
corner of the house, they made him
understand that what he saw there in
the dim light of the fire was his bed
for the night. So having looked at the
red embers on the hearth, and like
Cowper having seen ‘images expressed’
there as long as he thought it profit-
able, he at length sidled out to *his
corner.’ But the grown up son, hospi-
tably inclined, had been closely watch-
ing for this movement ; and before my
friend had reached hiscouch, the young
Indian was there with a flaming torch
of birch bark, to let the white man see
his way to bed ! Had it been the young
brave alone, the well-meant service
might have been thankfully received.
But the old man and his squaw, and a
grown-up daughter, wereall, with eyes
agog, watching him? Never were the
Luttons of any man’s waistcoat so re-
fractory ! Yet he knew that if ho could
gain time for two or three minutes,
the birch-bark would burn out. The
young man held on to it, till it must
have burned his fingers, and then he
made a rush io the hearth to get ano-
ther piece lighted.
never!” Off went coat and vest at
one cast, and under the deer-skins the
white man dived. When the torch ar-
vived, there was the pantomime of
mutual congratulations !

In those days people bad the desire
to educate their children ; but the
opportunities were few. The elder sons
and daughters of many a family had
little of education to fall to their share ;

though it was always considered a dis- |

grace not to be able to read and write.
1 myself, from the age of ten to eigh-
teen, only went to school forsix months,
But often, in the same families, the
younger children were at a later date
given an excellent education. Iam
sorry to say, that it was not unfre-
quently accompanied with an over-
weening conceit on the part of those
thus exceptionally favoured. To-day
it may be said, however, that there is
no country where the bulk of the
native-born population of middleage
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It was ‘now or |
i otherwise ! Frequently, in such dis-

have so good an education.
school-house of the bush gave a par-

tial training to the few ; but the better 1,

one of modern days has given a
thoroughly good training to the many.
The little old school-house at the cross-
roads was generally occupied about
half the year. When three months
were completed, the teacher could draw
a dole from the *Government Fund.’
Sometimes big, rough fellows would
give the teacher much trouble. 1 once
saw what we little boys called ‘a fight’
between oue of these roughs and the
master. At another time, the rivalry
between two neighbouring teachers
would assume a belligerent character,
and agitate the whole settlement. 1
remember two masters in Dumfries
township criticising each other’s schol-
arship and getting very hot over the
pronunciation of & word proverbial for
its coolness—* cucumber.” One said
that it was pronounced Zew-cumber,
and bis opponent was an ignoramus
not to know it. The other upheld
the pronunciation of cow-cumber, end
thought little indeed of the scholax-
ship of the man who pronounced it

putes the whole neighbourhood took
sides. Happening in at one of these
schools, on vne occusion, and glancing
over the copy-books, where the master
had been siwultaneously teaching
morals and penmanship, I found scme-
thing about an ‘evil foung.’ The
master, a successor of the ¢ kew-cum-
ber’ man, knew that there was a w in
tongue somewhere; but, clearly, he had
not got it in the right place.

There is nothing warmer than alog
house, when it is new, and well ‘daub-
ed.’ I have myself wrought up the clay,
and patched up the old daubing on my
father’s house. The first school-houses
were frequently built with open fires,
and ‘stick chimneys’ In these therc
were 1o ‘ jawnbs’ to the fireplace ; and
logs of variable length could be flung
on the fire. Indeed, the cosiest seatin
the school—so the little boys always
thought—was on the end of one of the
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¢ lugs burning on .he hearth. In the
school-house, the havs next t'.e fire
would be too hot, an.’ the cnes next
the door too cold. But it was easy to
suy : * Please, master, can I warm my-
+elf 17 and then the caloric equilibrium
was restored. The desks were boards
fastened against the walls on each side;
and the benches were slabs from the
sawmill, raised on four legs. Theslabs
wou.d shrink, and one or two of the
legs would get lovse and stick up
through! And if, as sometimes hap-
pened, the bench had the extra refine-
mnent of a middle pair of pins, 1t was
s0 easy to get the middle pins a little
long, and the end ones a trifle short, so
as to get a little * teetering’ on it !
The next improvement was the short
neck of a brick chimney, and ‘a Van
Norman stove.’” Ar enterprise, which,
©> our own modern eye, will soon be-
come prehistoric, was the iron-foundry
on Long Point, Lake Erie. And it
was really a ‘loug point,” which ad-
joined the vicinity I speak of ; and
not what it is now—an island. But,
thirty years ago, the *sea’ broke
through the land ; and it will proba-
Lly alwaysremain an island hereafter.
So with the peninsula at Toronto,
which, by way of unconscious prophecy,
was always called ¢ The Island.” A
wocd many years since, the lake broke
through a gap of half a mile or more
(much to the consternation of the city,
which feared for its harbour), and
made of the peninsula a veritable ‘is-
land.” The bog-ore shewn over ihe
Long Point country, in small boulders,
kept the works gomng for some years :
until the supply ran out. The ¢ Van
Norman,’ stoves manufactured by a
wentleman of that name, were noted
tor their honest thickness and their
endurance. They were flat-topped ;
and ¢ Mother Powers’ of the Gover-
nor’s Road, a neighbour of ours, had
one of them ; and was said to bake her
* buckwheats’ on the top of it. When
the cakes wanted turning, it is said, she
had one of her girls at cach corner to
fop them over, so mammoth were they
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in (heir proportions. 1 had rather a
mathematicat mind for a boy ; but I
never could quite believe the details
of this cake-turning : the parabolic
curves were too intricate for me !

Very few covk-stoves were in usc
In 1842, we moved
from one farm to another ; and in our
new house there were no fire-places.
So we rented a cooking stove, at a hire
of a dollar a month, for a short time.
But getting rid of the heulthy, cheer-
ing, open fire, was not all clear gain ;
though certainly itwnsa great conven-
ience to the womer to have the stove
for cooking and baking. Once [ built
my mother a mud oven ; and it made
capital bread ; but bad I been ac-
quainted with the mysteries of brick-
making, I would not have made the
mistake I fell into. The oven was
about three feet wide, and three-and-
a-half long, inside measure. The
bottom was a big flat stone, bedded
in & foundation of clay and supported
by short posts. The walls and top
were wrought clay.  The front was of
stones and old bricks. The inside was
of pine bark, neatly rounded off, to
support the arched clay of the oven.
Now, I reasoned, *Jil leave that till
it is dry, it will erack and crumbie ; if
I burn it out while it is soft, it will
be tougher and better.” So I fired it
next morning before guing a couple of
miles distant, on an errand for my
father. Alas, for my calculations!
When 1 returned, my oven was down
—a shapeless mass of wet and half-
burnéd clay?  But speedily I went to
work again, as many a good man has
done before, to repair the disaster ;
and in a week or two my mother was
baking good bread and pies in my
oven.

Twice I builta chimney, and found
that with good materials, and a lttle
of the ¢ plumb’ in one’s eye, it was not
a very difficult job. Now-a-days, it
would, no doubt, pay better to engage
2 mason to do it. Apropos of chim-
neys, my friend, the Rev. Itobert
Brown, told mea story of a neighbour
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of his, an old Jedburgh Scotsman, in
the Township of Lanark. Speaking
of this township, of all those [ have
been in, in Upper Canada (some of
the Lower Canada townships could
mateh it), T have never seen such 2
superabundunce of stones as there is
m Lanark. Well, the Jedburgh man
arrived in the fall, while the snow
was on the ground. e got up a log
shanty in some sort of a w ;, but
was determined, when spring came,
to have a good roof put on and a pro-
per chimney built.  But his great
tronble was to know ¢ If there wad be
stanes eneuch on his lot to ““big”achum-
fee. 27 "The neighbours all assured him
that there would be plenty of stones !
Still, his anxiety was ceatinually ex-
pressed in the phrase :— He hoped he
wad find stanes eneuch on his lot to
biga chumla!’ When spring was near,
and the three feet of snow began to
welt, the heads of some of the beul-
ders appeared. The old man was now
in high spirits.  ‘Aw'm gaun to ges
stanes eneuch on ma lot to * big” o
chumla ! Aw can sey that!’ he ex-
claimed.  Put when spring faiely
opened, and the oceans of boulders
appeared—* Man!’ he said afterward,
¢ Aw could hae gotten stanes enench
on my lot to big « Jethart !'*

One of the chavacters of the by-
«one age wis the country storekeeper.
In Lower Canada such were called
* Traders ; but in Upper Canada they
were known as ¢ Storekeepers'—in
legal documents, ‘Merchants.” ‘After
harvest’ was the pay time among their
customers ; which meant—some time
in the winter! And too often a good
balance was left over foranother hat-
vest to put right. It always appeared
to me a foolish thing to live on the
proceeds of the ‘next harvest,’ in-
stead of spending the proceeds of the
last one : for, in the latter case, the
farmer would know exactly how much
he had to live on, and could thus keep

* Anglice: ¢ Jedburgh,’ the Scottish Cathe-
dral.
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out of debt. In doing this, he could
also buy to much more advantage.
But 1 never farmed on my own ac-
count, and I never farmed on a new
place, unpaid for, with a large family
—as many of our old neighbours did—-
and perhaps made too few allowances
for the pressure of circumstances.
How well I can remember the old-
fashioned country store! Cow-bells
were strung ob & row of nails in the
beams of the ceiling ; a few ox-bows
hung on the wall ; a barvel full of axe
handles ; a spinning-wheel and reel
set out as a sample of more in the
¢ storehouse ;7 a box of gun-lints on
the counter ; two pieces of moleskin
trousering, two pieces of satinette, and
as many of homespun flannel for shirt-
ing, on the shelving; the barrel of
vinegar lehind the stove, worn bright
withthe boys continually sitting on it:
finally, five men and two boys continu-
ally sitting, in relays, on the counter,
discussing the news. Yes, the country
‘store’ was aninstitution of itself. And
whenat nightthe horseshitched to the
opposite fence were headed homeward,
the same effect was produced asthe
delivery of an individual mail-bag at
every house—the news was carried !
But there was, however, an uncon-
scionable amount of ¢ bad debts’ con-
nected with the storekeeping of those
days ; and no wonder that the mer-
chants must have succumbed as often
as in later tumes, though there was
then more chance of securing oneself,
in one way or other. A merchant
would in payment take =a ‘note’
against somebody, or make a ¢ trade’
with someone /%e¢ owed money to, or
take a yoke of steers, or an order on 2
sawmill, or a lot of sawlogs; or he
would ‘turn’ out a yoke of oxen and
a waggon, and then take & * quit-claim’
deed for the ‘place’ his debtor was
on : there was always some way of
getting a debt! All the horse-trades
and the Parliamentary candidates
were discussed in the country stores ;
and where there was not sufficient
room for the whole of thelocal parlia-
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-8 ment on the counter, the rest sat on
& nail kegs. There was generally a scat-
tering at noon, when the storekeeper
Jocked up his store for an hour to go
to his dinner; though sometimes he
left two of the most regular of the

y nail-keg ‘members’ in charge till he
4§ came back again. I never knew those

temporarily in charge to do anything
worse than help themselves to a fresh
4 bit of tobacco when their pipes gave
out.

Some of the old residents of St.
Ueorge, long my home, will remember
old Mr. Kyle, the Scotch storekeeper
—¢ Willie Kyle,’ as his more intimate
friends, forty years ago, called him.
There was nothing he loved so well as
playing on the fiddle; and many a
time he used to piay ¢ Owre the Moor
amang the Heather,” when he should
have been looking closer after pilfer-
ers. One winter he kept a sort of ‘a
black-book,” in which he entered all
the losses he bad met with; among
the rest, a bad half-dollar somebody
had pilmed off on him. Now let the
first man ke found stealing take care !
He had not long to wait for him. He
happened to be a slouching sort of fel-
low, not very long married. Somebody
told Willie that So-and-So’s wife was
wearing a gown of the same calico of
that he had missed. Willie knew that
it had not been bought at his store,
and concluded that now he had caught
the thief. So he sat down and made
out a list of all the losses he bad met
with through the winter—the piece of
print, the bad half-dollar, and every-
thing else. This done, he marched off
three or four miles to present his ac-
count. Arrivingat the farm, he found
the woman going about with the stolen
print on her back, quite innocent of
the whole affair. The husband owned
that ‘he did take the calico, but
aftirmed that he had taken nothing
else ; and as for the bad half-dollar, ‘he
knew nothing about that> Bat Willie
had ¢ the whip-hand ’ of him this time.
He laid down his ultimatum thus :(—
‘ You jist pey the bill, as it stands, or

4
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you pack off to Ilamillon jeyl !’ And
the bill was pey'd !

Oune night, in his store, the.con-
vexity of the earth, and especially of
the aerial heavens, happened to come
up in discussion ; and Willie aston-
ished some of the r.ure unlearned of
his andience by declaving that once, in
Lower Canada, ‘he had gone so far
north, that he could not put a six-
pence between his head and thesky !’
He then paused in the tuning of his
fiddle long enough to say that there
was a very good reason for it—he
hadn’t a sixpence left.

Just here let me relate, what scarce-
ly belongs to any other chapter, the
experience of old Henry Brown, of
Acrran, Ontario, in playing on the fid-
dle. Henvy was oue of the pioneers
of that township, and in great demand
at all ‘sprees” He played entirely
¢by ear.’ ¢Jack,’said be, to 2 young
friend of mine, his tongue well loos-
ened with recent potations—* Jack,
when you're playing the fiddle, and
you're afraid the tune’s going to stick,
just think of the words, and luy on the
bow promiscuous !/’

Farmers sometimes became tired of
¢ bard work,” and looked to store-keep-
ing. They did notalways succeed. I
remember one who left a good farm, in-
vested its value in village premises,
and began ‘store.” It did notseem to
do. He added to it an unlicensed
eclectic medical practice. Still it did
not succeed. At last all was gone,
and he suddenly disappeared. Another
sunk a large farm, only to become
bankrupt in a few years. 1 could
greatly multiply these instances from
my own and ny friends’ experience,
but they do not need multiplying.

A country dealer, with whom 1
once served a year, was drawing a
quart of tar from a barrel on the bal-
cony—we would not have it in the
store. A passing farmer asked, as he
saw the amber fluid in the sunlight,
¢ Is that molasses, Jim?’ The dealer
answered “in jest, ‘yes.” Whereupon
the farmer, with a disrezard of pro-
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priety which boreits own punishment,
crooked his forvefinger through the de-
s~ending stveam, and got—nat mo-

lasses, but something to make a wry,

mouth at! A rich farmer was once
carrying home a heavy two.gallon jur
of whiskey, which was cheap in those
days, when no *excise” was imposed.
My employer decoyed him out to get
his advice on a horse-trade ; while I
was privately instructed to change his
jar of whiskey for one of water. This
was soon done, and the farmer started
home. When he arrived at his farm,
he thought he would take a drop him-
self, before carrying it out to the har-
vest field to the men. He duly watered
it in bis glass ; but 1t wofully lacked
strength. He poured in more of the
liquor, but still it was weak. e then
tried the ¢pure stuff”’ itself, only to
find that it was water! We long ex.
peeted him to come after the liquor ;
but he was too proud to do this. He
was always fond of playing jokes on
every one; and the feeling that he
himself bad been made a victim, was
a greater punishinent than the loss of
the whiskey. After standing under
the counter for a month, it was emp-
tied out into the yard.

Shortly after this my employer was
riding along the road, and, all unob-
served himself, be saw the same old
farmer helping 10 catch a fat sheep,
for a neighbourwho was ‘out of meat,’
and had agreed to pay a certain price
for ‘the pick of the flock.” A. had
caught a sheep, and then gave it to
the owner of the flock to hold, while he
made a second plunge after another
that he thought fatter. As soon as
A. bad laid hold on another sheep, B.
saw in a moment that it was inferior
to the one already captured, and he
deliberately tumbled himself on the
grass, and pretended that the sheep he
was astraddle had upset him! Of
course A. had to keep his second
choice, which was *second’ in every
respect.

A young man with whom I was
slightly acquainted was once ¢ keeping
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store’ in a village. In conversation
with him, I spoke of the frequent dif-
ticulty of succeeding with little capi-

tal and having to give so much ‘cre- |*

dit ;’ and I instanced cases of compo-
sition with creditors, after a couple of
years' flash and apparent suecess. ¢ O,
yes,’ said my cool young friend; ¢ O,
yes, perhaps so; but then we live on
the fat of the land in the meantime !’

In those days the young ‘bloods’
all rode on horseback ; now they go
in buggics. A favourite badge—as it
might be called—of the young country
“bloods’ of former days was a red
worsted ‘ mufiler, loosely tied round
the neck, with the long ends hanging
down in front. Sunday afternoons
were the chosen time for their modern
knight-errantry. And as they went
by, on their creaking saddles, with
horse curvetting and prancing (obe-
dient to a sly touch of the spur on the
farther side from the spectator), it was
easy to see that pride and conceeit could
grow in ¢ the woods,” as well asin the
populous city. 1 remember meeting,
n a new township, twenty years after,
one of the most exquisite of the Ex-
quisites of my boyhood. But what a
difference ! To see him in the nearest
village, with his flannel shirt-sleeves
rolled up, minus any collar, and bis

" genétal careless ¢ old farmer’ air, one

would never suppose him to have been
a ‘ young blood’ in his day. Such are
some of the revenges of Time! In-
deed, when a young man cares nothing
aboutimproving his mind in the golden
days he is wasting, what remains for
bim in after-life but the plodding, un-
intellectual fate that naturally follows
a mentally-wasted youth.

Nothing is more interesting for
elderly people to look upen than the
old arrangements for ‘haying and
harvest” From Fergus and Elora,
north and north-west, was a large dis-

¢ trict known as ‘the Queen’s Bush,’

which, forty or forty-five years ago, was
only beginning to be settled. The
poor fellows would come down into
Dumfries township by scores, seeking
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for harvest-work, quite surethey could

> goback in a month and find their little

tields of spring-wheat only just ready
for cutting. They got seventy-five
cents a day for baying, and a dollar
for wheat-harvesting ; in both cases

with board added. 1 remember one ‘!

old man we had, I think, more than

. one harvest. He was from the neigh-

bourhood of Aberdeen, in Scotland.
He had been induced by agents to go
to South America, attracted by some
of Bolivar’s schemes for improving his
new Republics, by getting hold of
British immigrants. There he planted
- tatties ’ instead of indigo; and they
wot dead ripe when as large as peas.
His principal crop consisted of barley,
instead of maize and sugar-cane, and
it got ripe in the ‘shot-blade.’ A fur-
ther experience was his quarrels with
* the Spaniards,’” whom he ¢ laid round
his feet like anice 7’ whether with
a sword or a stick I forget which.
Finally, he became disgusted with the
country, and with Carracas in particu-
lar, and came to Canada. No sooner
in the Queen’s Bush, than Macken-
zie’'s Rebellion, in 1837, broke out,
and our old friend, true to his instincts
—always belligerent, if not ‘patriotic’
—began shaping and boring a bigdry
elm log into a cunnon, to help to
achieve Canadian independence ! Some
of his neighbours got wind of this, and
threatened to ¢inform ’ on him ; and
he desisted, in time to save trouble to
himself.

When I got older, we sometimes
did our own mowing ; and I remem-
ber well the sore bounes the first day’s
mowing always gave nu.
afterwards, especially fro.» the East-
ern Township farmers of Quebec, that
(before they had mowing-machines) it
was a common habit with them only
to mow kalf a day, to begin on: they
thus escaped the sore bones a first
whole day’s mowing occasioned wme.
Once we engaged two fellows to mow.
Scarcely had they made a beginning,
when they begged in the most abject
mood for ‘ some whiskey.” They said
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they ¢were always furnished with
whiskey—they could not work with-
out it.” My father was angry, and
said to me, ‘¢ Willie, 1 suppose you’ll
have to go to the village and get these
fellows a quart of whiskey.” ¢ What
will T carry it in?’ ¢Oh, I don’t
know, ask Sam to lend you one of his
old boots!’ However, a jug was
searched out, and I started on my
mission. On the way back I noticed
that I was going to meet a man on
horseback. Had I known who he was
I should have dodged under a low
bridge I was then passing. DBut just
where the great viaduct now stands,
on the Great Western Railway, at St.
George, I met the late Senator Chris-
tie, then a young man, and my Sun-
day-school teacher. I remember that
I wished the jug were small enough to

. go into my pocket ; in default of which

I squeezed it close to my body, on the

! side opposite to him, as I passed, hop-

I learned -

ing that he would not notice it.
Luckily, be did not, and T am glad to
say that it was the first and last
whiskey ever provided for ¢hands’
on my father’s farm.

In those days, havvest hands talked
of being ¢ bushed.” It literally meant
that when a man was overcome with
fatigue he took to the dusk, and
threw himself under the shade of
the trees to recover himself. From
the proximity of the busheverywhere,
advantage was thus often taken of it,
and the oftener, that in a field bound-
ed on two or three sides by thick
woods, the heat was most suffocating,
and this extreme point would fre-
quently be reached.  Doreover, the
men were often getting up strifes
among themselves—which the far-
mers were not averse to encourage—
and trying who could ¢cut around
another, and who could ¢ bush’ one an-
other. 1 remember a man complain-
ing of one of our neighbours in this
wise: ‘It ain’t quite fair the way
Friend Dayton uses hisharvest-hands,’
he said. ¢ He comes down from the
house and takes the foremost cradle,
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and leads us sucly a dicker fop about  olq man - remarked, « Your mothey !-
an hour! Of course, we're houng ¢ must be deaq lorg ago, for youare an [
keep up wit}, bim, and pe gets about | o1 man ; and why do Jou talk aboy -
double work ot of us while jt lasts, | your mother in thgt Way 27 ¢ W),
And then he 89¢s up to the house, | saiqg his companion, ¢she yged to tel
and sits on the porch, Smoking his me, when [ wag g boy, to take care
pipe and watching us, anq resting for | ,pq not cut my Jingers, but she never
about two hours ; then, just afore | tolq me not to ey my thumbs, and
dinner, he’ll come down anq give us there, I've gone and cut my thymi, 1

e ——

another hour, It ain’t faip 1 Some years after, 1 came across F¥
Things fig beautif'ully into one an. an old man, living in the woods in
other ; for Just about “the time that | yhe County of Grey, who had been i
the Queen’s Bys}, and its vicinity wag at the defence of Acre, under Sy 2
being cleared up, and men coyjy not | Sidney Smith, whep beseiged by Bo-
80 well leave theip oWn places to oyt { Daparte in ]800, He “said ~ that &
hay and whea for us iy Dunifries, | when the o he and a companion ‘got E¢
the 'reuping-machine began to make | Jeave’ and rambleg South on the geg. 3
its appearance, In 1851, ny. John | shore to the foot of Mount Carmel. 4
Shupe, an early partner jp the now ‘Then yoy crossed the Kishon at the b
eminent house of Beli & Son, agricul- | foot of “the mountain’ T gaiq. « No, =
tural implement, manufacturers, Gt there was 5 little river Jjust after wa &
eorge, «ame up to my father's wheat. left. Acre [Belus , but there was no f.;;
field, more thay once, to experiment, other river g round the Bay to SR
with a new ¢ 'eaper’ he was inyen. Mount Carme].’ e could not, agree E

ing and improving. Now-a-days, itis | on the boint at all, byt L afterwayds
Dot altogether a rgye thing to see ap discovered that the Kishon 80t 50 Iow
alert young woman, with & riding- | in the Summer—at leagy i, modern
skirt, driving the reaper, while, Per- 1 times—that ne mouth ig visip]e, Is
haps, her two brothers are binding, merely percolateg through bars of gra-
and the ‘guidmay, ’ is butting up the vel and sapg washed up by the seq,

shocks—g veritable family harvest. John Buckberry, senior, well.pe. i
party. membered yet abont St. George, told E;
A few ol characterg of & former me, when I wag 4 boy, of the exeite- 3

age still linger on the Scene.  (Une of ent when way broke out iy 1812,
them recall, Grandfathep Vanevery He had hearq the alarming news
Y name, a survivoy of Butler's Raj. Was racing along the road, on foot, to.
8ers, of the time of the American Re.- report it at home, when he bassed a
volution, Jfy 210 not astray, he gyl,. field where gy old neighboyp was sow.
Sequently served in ) War of 18719, ing buckwheat, He hailed hip, from ¢
€ was ‘down’ ¢p the Americans the roadside_« The Americans js
generally, and op President Madison declared Wy 1 The old mun drop.
In particular, He was nevey tired of ped his seed-bag anq held up hig
"epeating anecdotes and  narrating hands in astonishment o Such rush
the exploits of ¢ Cap-tain Mac-don-ald,’ thoughtlessness, ¢ What do they mean 2°
as he would shake the words out with cried he, ¢ declarin’ War at this time.
his palsied voice, Agg sample of the O’year, when everybody’y busy sowin’
useless rubbigh With which the old | their buckwhegt 1> War wag declared.
mAan’s mind wag filled, he woyig often by the Anericang op the 18th of J une,
relate to ug the fo]lowing story. Op 1812,
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°in a comparatively new township.
* With one farmer it may be a new

gate ; with another, a neglected cor-
ner cleared up ; this one,a bit of new
and better fence ; that, a new house
or barn, or a young orchard set out; or
it may bea garden enclosed, or some
shade trees planted in front ;—such
changes in the aggregate and added to
from year to year, soon wonderfully
alter tho face of the landscape. And
the change is just as great in the
towns. For instance, I remember
Galt as it wasin 1837, South Water
Street was a row of log houses. One
bridge (Main Street), no dam ; no hy-
draunlic canal ; no water power from
theriver. On the south-west corner
of Main and Water Streets stood a
little red-painted one-storey ¢store,
where J. K. Andrews sold goods and
kept the post-ofice. There was no-
thing on the west side of the river
that I remember, but the Kirk, the
Queen’s Arms Hotel, and the Hon.
William Dickson’s house. An un-
savoury green pond was in the middle
of Main Street, crossed by a new stone
viaduct. The population was proba-
bly under 500. A year or two after-
wards, a ¢Fair was instituted in the
autumn. Two or three yoke of oxen
wight be sold ; and I know a good
deal of whiskey and beer were drunk,
and a good many mutton pies eaten.
That, at first, was nearly all the busi-
aess done. In 1844 or 1845, Mr. B.
€. Hearle, = little man, who wore a
short coat, started = newspaper in
Galt. Peter Jaffray, who bought him
out, described his ‘plant’ to me, as
consisting chiefly of a lot of old worn-
type, which he thought ¢must have
been in use since the war of 18131’
However, Hearle went on with the
paper for a year or two. It was called

the Dumfries Cowrier ; and in that |
journal 1 made my literary debdf. A .

¢poem,” painfully elaborated, and
dreadfully sentimental. was secretly
<opied out, and mailed (postage 41d.),
and in due time appeared. I don’t

&now whether my parents ever saw !
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it ; I cannot remember that they did.
My only confidant was the late Joseph
Caldwell Brown, who was about my
own age. He too, was ‘Fame-struck ;’
but he affected the ¢ heroic’ in prose.
He had a ¢ story’—of the age of chi-
valry, I remember—in the Brantford
Courier, which ran through four
weeks’ issues. He told me that he
got ‘dreadfully sick of it’ before he
got through. The fact was, he said,
he had introduced so many characters
he did not know what to do with
them ; and determining that it should
not run on beyond four weeks, he
made his hero tumble off his horse
and break his neck. By similar and
summary process he got rid of the
rest of the characters, and wound up
his story ! Mr. Henry Lemon, the
proprietor, meeting him afterwards
observed: ¢That the story wasn’t
quite so good at the end, as it was at
the beginning., ¢ Ao, said Brown, de-
murely. I have been an editor my-
self, and have since learned that it is
always safest to have the whole of a
story in hand before inserting any
part of it !

Hearle was determined not to offend
anybody; and the Couricr was not only
neutral, but perfectly milk-and-water-
ish in all political matters. As far as
it was concerned, ¢ Dule’ Campbell’s
stricbures were not deserved. The
¢Duke’ lived on the river bank; a
couple of miles below Galt, and was
quite an oracle in his day. ‘Na,na!’
he used to remark, ‘Nane o’ your
newspapers here! Yeare a’in pairties
and diveesions alveady; and if ye get
a paper among ye, ye'll just be pykin’
each other’s een out !’ However, ‘the
press’ came in : and it has not, on the
whole, turned out a bad thing for Galt!
The Reporter, as the new paper was
called, which succeeded the Courier,
took the same neutral position in poli-
tics. But not long afterwards, when
the Reformer was started by Mr. Ains-
lie, and very pronouncedly took up the
Liberal side, it became a sort of neces-
sity that the Reporler should be the
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Conservative Mouthpiece, though stiy crepidam, got off the foI!owing (presu- :
nominally ‘independent,’ Both my mably original) rendering . :{
brother, John Anderson Smith, ang

¢ Cobblers should ming their begs and awlg; 1§
‘or they shine hegt when in theip stalls;
indebteq to the Galt press for space, On pointy of leather they may dilate
3 ] ore fitly thay, on those of State 17
humoroyg etches, T wi), rhyme—_ ! My own
and for kindly editorig] notices, | which I have
ne of the charcters 1 best remey. | Nature’s buski
ber was Francis MeElroy,  Hq was, T !
think, o wheelwright; but started o I a standine Jjoke thag immigranth fre.
Temperance Hotel at the head of / quently weng ingo ghe store or tavern

Main Stveet, A Galt citizen s pe. there, to us) ‘how fay, it was to St
ported as coming home fyop, a Tem. George 77 There wag not a brick nop
Perauce Meeting, ayq so]iloquizing & stone house iy, the blace ; there
thus : ‘Yon Frankie Mth'oy wad | o0 not a side\valk, nor a church,
gara body be]ieveonything! There he nor g schoo], nor ga steam.engine’
was threepiu’[insisting,] that the wine HOT A plano I p,. Stimson intro-
b the waddiy’ iy, ana o’ Galilee wag duced the first piane the village
e wine avy, but just a kind ¢’ treacle could boast of, and Roberg Snowba]l,
drink 1 Apq the pooy howlets ¢’ Jews | ¢ho first Steam-engine, T raised §120
didna’ ken pae better, bug 8t roarin’ and started , library ; others have jp,.
fou on't 1 Frankie wag N0y, perhaps, Proved the pl;ce since. It jg BOW one
of the prettiest villages ip Ontario ;
and has long outliveq the descriptioy,
given of it by honest John Macpher-
son, the bnotmaker, ‘This is g Jinished
city ! for you don’t see any new houygeg
going up ang Cumbering tle streets
with bricks anq lumber.,

rantford had, in 1837, about 4
thousand inhabitants, Most of the

————
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OW 5 as for instanee : He on one oc-
casion addressed g party of us thys_
we had beep talking of foreign couy,.

Ijust happeneq ¢, think how they used
to live op Jigs and milf in olden times,
You know we read of Abrahag, and
those fellows living on “figs and mij). »
Well, I trieq it ;—took g breakfast of
It—and jt giq 110t 80 50 bad gt all, 1
tell you 17 1 g0iq Nothing, by doubteq
the COrrectness of ¢he Quotation, ang
have neye, 8ot ovey doubaing it}

wo otherchamcters of those olq days

would cal] g ¢ corbiestair,’—only ofan
cxaggerated typo, John 4, Wilkes & i
were Mr, Bepy and Mr, Burnett, boj, Sons and P, Cockshugt Were among
sboemakers, and both I; berals of the the leading dealers, The Mansion
MOst pronoynceq type; with 5, good ! House, 5 great rambling, wooden tav- :
deal of e]oquence, and no end of bold- ern, with two-storey veranda, stooq I
ness and Perseverance, They were g on the westepy corner of the Market-
sad thorn in ¢)e side of the aristocratic | Square and Colborpe Street; only there
Party.  Thejp dismay g Something | wyg no ‘markebsqu:u'e,’at least knowp,
like that of the Squire ang family at | or used ag such, then, The Postoffice 3
¢ Bracebridge Hall” when the ‘Radica)’ was in g little building, with a picket
came to the Village, ——_og depicted jp the | fence and a sma]] door-yard in front,
lively Pages of V: ashington Irving | with an evergreen tree ‘gt each corner
One of thesé—1 think, it wog In g [ of j The site wag the spot long ocey-
amilton paper | read ithstmgg]ing pied by Leeming ¢ Patterson, confee.
With the Latiy proverh, Ne susyy ultra | tioners 5 only on twelve or fifieen feet

|
|
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of & higher level—for the street has

gince then been very much lowered at
the west end.
- even grade, all the way from where

It rose, with about an

the Engine house is now, to the brink

b of the steep hill that led down to the

bridge over the river. How vividly
do I remember ‘a young blood,’ stuf-
fing imaginary letters into his coat-
tail pockets, and springing into the
saddle, in front of the little Post-office,
and clattering down the street on a
small pony that lifted its feet quicker,
[ think, than ever T saw any other
able to do. And this, I was told, he
did several times a day. His break-
neck course would be brought up at
the Mansion House ; and on the way,
of course, he was, or imagined he was,
‘the admired of all the ladies!’
Twenty yearsafter, I was a witnessin
a case before Judge Jones, in the
Court-house. A man, having fallen
asleep on one of the empty benches,
burst out into a tremendous bellow, in
some frightful dream. ¢Remove that
man,’ very quietly ordered the Judge.
Not at all as quietly, however, did the
constable take hold of him. ¢Come
out o’ here’ said he, roughly, as he
collared the poor fellow, who was curl-
ing himself up for another sleep. He
quickly hustled the poor, disconsolate-
looking creature into the street. ¢ Who
is that man 1’ I whispered to some-
body. ¢ Old Jim , answered the
other. The same man ; the Exquisite
of twenty years before! A year or
two after, he was found dead in a dis-
reputable den on Vinegar hill. <O,
Spiritof Wine ! if there were no other
name by which to know thee, let me
call thea Devil }’

The printing office, the only one in
the town, that of the Brantford Cou-
rier, was for many years in a wooden
building near the English Church, at
the intersection of some oblique streets
—nameless then—at least to the eye
—and nameless to me still. The 73rd
and part of the 93rd Higbland regi-
ments were a year or two in Brant-
ford ; and the guard-house was on the
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corner opposite the printing office. In
May, 1840, I hurried off on foot—
without shoes, no doubt—to get fifty
posters printed in Brantford for a sale
my father was announcing, I was
then thirteen years of age, very small,
and with little of self-assertion in my
manner—though with a tremendous
amount of it secretly in my mind.
Mr. Lemon'was very kind and patron-
izing ; and while I was waiting ot the
¢ job,” he asked me if I couldread ? I
was dreadfully annoyed at his query,
and scarcely knew how to answer
him, I who had stood, at ten years
old, eighth or tenth in one of the great
Public Schools of New York (‘No. 3’),
among three hundred and eighty boys
of all ages! T to be asked in a coun-
try village, ¢if I could read 2’ 1got
my revenge, however, fourteen or fif-
teen years afterwards, when getting
some official blanks printed at the
same oftice. The proprietor and the
foreman got up a discussion as to what
‘L. S. meant, in the lower left-hand
corner of the blank ; and they both
agrecd at last that it meant ¢ Law So-
ciety !’ I took a note of it in my mind,
but said nothing.

It will seem odd to the younger in-
habitants of Brantford to state that
near where the two railways cross, on
the north edge of the city, was a mill-
pond, supplying power to a mill some
distance below. I once, when a boy,
wandered out there, and had an ex-
citing engagement with a snapping-
turtle that wassunning himself on the
bank. And in 1852 I remember get-
ting on board a queer flat-bottomed
steamer—a regular old fe« pot—to go
to Buffalo. I was very glad to find
that we changed boats at Dunnville,
for I did not think much of the sea-
worthiness of ¢ The Queen’; which I
believe was the name of the old scow
I made the passage in. Probably the
navigation of the Grand River (Lord
Dorchester, the ¢ Sir Guy Carleton’ of
history, called it,in 1798, the ¢ Ouse ;’
but the name did not appear to stick),
will never be revived. For one thing,
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the volume of water is immensely less
than it was. I spent three months
on its banks in 1837 ; and when a
three days' rain stor.a came, the river
became swollen and dark-coloured, and
remained so for a month. Now, with
the upper forests cleared away, it has
hardly more water than will turn a
mill, in a dry summer. I was much
interested in seeing, in the sammer of
1837, some men who were running a

A TIME OF PEACE.

pail factory in Galt pass down the

rapids above Glenmorris, on a raft,
with several hundred gaily-painted
pails, bound for Brantford. This could
not be done now, except on the dan-
gervous eddies of a great freshet. The

same may be said of other streams: |

old mills are found with not a drop of
water running past them in a dry
summer,

(7o be continued.)

A TIME OF PEACE.

BY SARAII DOUDNEY.

OLDEN leaves, and a golden day ;
(Lights are warm when the year is old) ;
Rushes whisper and branches sway,
Gossamer shines and drifts away,
And the empty fort is still and gray ;-
(The river flows like a tide of gold).

Long ago from that dim hill crest
(The year was young, and lights were pale) :
Brake the thunder that scared the rest
Qut of the rich vale’s languid breast,
Till day died faint in the clouded west ;
(But only the river tells the lale).

Golden rays are about your face,

(Mellow lights are the old vewr's crown) ;
Come to the old war haunted place ;
Come with your spell of peace and grace
To the heart where strife has scarr’d its trace ;
(The river sings us the sun goes down).

Golden ways are before our feet ;
(While the year wanes the rich light glows) :
Life is stored with the garnered wheat,
All the bitter has turned to sweet, .
After the battle the rest is meet ; ..
(The song gocs on as the river flows). . -
—Good Words.
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STRAY THOUGHTS AT RANDOM STRUNG.

BY J. E.

COLLINS, TORONTO.

[I shall commit myself to no exordium in presenting the three subjects I have chesen for

this number of the CanapraNy MoNTHLY. |

I1.

WILD GEESE, WIENCE THEY ’CO.\IE,
AND WHITHER THEY GO.

To Supere Aude Club :—1In the spring we sce
toge  Jlocks of wild geese flying North.
Where is that NORTH?  Whither do they go ?
In the autumn, large flocks are seen flying
South—whence, and whither ¥ Do you know
anything about their haunts ¢ . . . . SPORTS-
MaN, Hautrax,

URING the month of May and
through early June, every sea-

son, at various points through the
Dominjon, flocks of wild geese may
be seen warping northward. They
fly with a regular and seeming lazy
motion, like travellers who have jour-
neyed, and still bave to journey, far.
They have come from tke South, un-
der whose genial skies they bave spent
their winter. They are now winging
their way towards their favoured
habitations in the North, where the
year before they had laid their eggs
and hatched out their broods, or where
they first saw the light. Their chosen
baunts in the north ave usually far
away from the abodes of men. Un-
inhabited regions of the larger rivers
and islands in secluded lakes are their
chief rvesorts. They wing their way
in large bodies over long stretches of
‘muskeg,” and the larger number of
them seek out desert islands in the
lukes of the great lone land where the
the foot of man has never trod. In
the fur countries their arrival in spring
from southern latitudes is eagerly

- looked for by the inhabitants. When

the birds come they are hunted with
guns, sticks and stones; killedand care-
fully preserved in ice, with the fea-
thers on, for the winter, during which
rigorous season they are the chief food
of the inhabitants. Wary though the
goose is at points along its passage,
when itreaches its destination it seems
to become bewildered, rather than
startled, at the approach of its enemy.

It is found during the breeding sea-
son in great numbers about all the un-
inhabited regions of the great rivers
in the maritime provinces, such as the
St. John, the Restigouche, and the
Miramichi ; and often of a still sum-
mer’s morning, as the Indian paddles
his canoe along the rim of the misty,
dreamy river, an unmusical din breaks
through the stillness upon his ear.
The watchful bird has seen his canoe
or heard his paddle drip, and set up
this clamour in fear for its callow
brood.

But they go even beyond the wild
and unfrequented rvegions of Nova
Scotia and New Brunswick. In the
middle of spring, when a steady south-
west breeze blows across the Gulf of
St. Lawrence the wild geese spread
their wings to the gale, and after a
fly of from twelve to twenty heurs,
reach the coast of Newfound and.
During my boyhood, it was my delight
in the spring to watch from somegreat
cliff for flocks of geese coming in from
over the sea with a south-west gale.
Often were my wishes gratified, as,
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looking seaward, I woylg descry g
faint, dayl object in the far blue, re.
sembling o liny crescent cloud, thag
nearer, which tolq
‘geese were coming.' No
one knows unlegs he who has engaged
in the sport of shooting. geese the
ight with which the floule is watched,
as it cautionsly loweyg on
of each bipd

réconnoitring temporary resting
place, Many a flock | have seen alight
after its long flight ; many an hoyy
have I crept along over 5 plain, hiding
myself from th, gune by an ingey.
vening hummock,

crept up within range of the tiyeq
andunsuspecting birds,— and 4 proper
‘range’ is whey YOu can see the bipg’s

Approaching

Many a time have !

f
i
!

de- -

eye,~manya one devouringtbe berries :

dpon the plain, after jg Wearisome
tlight, hay et seenfall from p ¥y qun,
tirst flock T evey watched
ward, lighted ubout two 1njleg inland
1pona wide heathi-claq plain, Through
this plaip rose a numbep
knolls o hummocks,
Was eating the berries that grew be-
tween these, 1f 1 walked towarq them
they would seq e, and be off ; I ¢onlq
tive gone to windwarq of them under
the cover of
is tirmly maintained by all goose
shooters i Newfound]and, that the
‘Anser Canadensig’ hag
seenting. I strpek out with g long
single-barrellod 8un in which I haq
rammed dowy ‘seven fingers,” 1
crawled Learly a mile ang 5 half, up
within range. I was quite exhausted,
and my re( kneeg Peeped througl, my
anadian  tweeq breeches,
over the friendly
Wy heart bounged With excitement
and joy as I saw within twenty paces
of where | lay, about thirty geese gta]i.
ing over the heath, €y appeared
o me to be a5 large as camels, I had
before shot only sea duck ang ptarmi.
8an, plover and curlew. My eyes,
Swam, and trembled wig] €agerness
while I waiteq till they ‘got in drif 5

a clump of bushes, but it i

The .
coming lang. |

the faculty of
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—‘in drift'meaningin line, Sometimoy
Several would moye towards (he posi.
tion ldesired, ang would thep spread
Out again, At Jagt four came close
together, angd | shut my ¢yeand found
the trigeer, They then stretched oyt
in line my breathing Stopped and J
Pulled. The 8Un went off —ayq g, did
the goese, he whole charge had gone
into the heath, for i my haste ingip,.
ing I qid hot notice that the muzzle of
my gun wag buried two or three
inches in the Moss and heathey.

In the early part of June, about
cight yoeapg 2g0, I sot oyt with two
companions for g touy through 5 por-
tion of the Peninsula of Avalon, iy
Newfoundland, to see if we could find
whore the wil Soose hatches, The
weather wag pof S0 hot there ag it
is here ip the summep season, an(
n addicion to this, alingst every day,
huge bankg of 08 are rolled in from,
the ocean, These fogs creep in like
lioiselesg armies, ghyt out the sup,
Smother up the hills, anq leave you i,
much the same position as Jonal;, We
had o guide, however, ang cared not
for the fogs, It may be remarkeq
that under these fogs the smal por-

; objects

ecome magnifieq o Wonderful pro.
portions, apq every five minutes, like
Mark Twainin ghe dark room, you findg
Jourself < typpag round.’ arge dis-
tricts, in the interior of e Peninsula
are comprised of heath ang Marshes ;
the marsheg being, T believe, identica]
With what jg known in this province,
and in the fap north, by the dismal
name of mygkeg, These marshes

abound with Iakgs and

of the larger Jakeg and ponds are js.
lands, ang on theye islands, secyre from
man’s iubrusion, the wild goose lays
her €ggs in Peace, hatches them in
security, and, when ey brood comes

e e T e it S Ty i S
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out, revels with them in the cool,
sparkling waters, which in Newfound-
land always sparkle and never grow
hot. On the forenoon of the second
day after setting out, our guide told
us that he would show us now ‘where
the wild goose hatches :’ following his
motions we crept quietly to the edge of
a large pond — or small lake —and
looked out. In the centre of the pond
and a*out a quarter of a mile from the
shore .v00d an island, an acre or more
in area. Close to the shore of the is-
land we saw large numbers of geese;
cverywhere through the lake geese
were to be seen swimming along with
stately crests, pruning their feathers,
or washing and flapping their wings;
some were continuously rising from
the island and perching in the lake or
flying away out on the mainland,
while others were arising from the lake
and lighting on the island or on some
pond or brook near by. Others again
flew away beyond our sight, and anon
a large flock would appear on the edge
of the horizon, draw nearer and alight
with the most unmusical din in the
lake. Ibhad a ‘doublebarrel ’ with me
and several times was strongly tempt-
ed to bring down some of the birds as
they flew so provokingly near on their
way back and forth. Near to the lake
grew a small stretch of forest, and
thither we dccided to go and constinet
a ratt, and proceed to the island to get
some of the eggs. We cut down some
small, dvy trees, constructed our raft
and launched it. “Ve had no svoner
made our appearance with the catama-
ran on the pond, than the watchful
birds became seized with a general pa-
nic. They rose out of the lake in the
most excited and awkward way, beat-
ing the water into foam ; they rose in
clouds from the island, sending forth
a deafening clamour. We pushed out
amid the screaming birds and landed.
We found that no young were hatched,
but you could scarcely make a step
without treading upon 2 nest of eggs,
each nest contaning from five to about
thirteen eggs, laid in gravelly clay, and

17t

rimmed round in a slovenly fashion
with dry grass and feathers. Some of
the female birds let us go so close that
we might bave killed them with our
paddles, but we did not molest them.
Many of them inrising brushed our faces
with their wings,flew around our heads,
their necks stretched towards us and
their bills open.  Their tumultuous
noise, everywhere in the air and about
the island, made it impossible for us
to hear each other in ordinary conver-
sation. We walked around the island
and found at every step a cluster of
nests and clamorous birds. Monte
Christo himself was not more enrap-
tured in his treasure-island than were
we.  For myself, I longed to be able
to carry the island away with me. The
dozen of eggs I brought away, packed
in grass, in a handkerchief, I hardly
deemed worth carrying. I may add,
of this dozen eggs, six or seven were
broken onthe way back : of the balance
which were put under a tame goose
with the latter's own eggs, three ma-
tured a week before their civilized
brethren. Of the three, one only lived.
It grew up with the tame geese, would
now and again fly away to the hills
and distant ponds, and then come back
again. It eventually became so wild
that I had to shoot it.

In October, when the keen north
wind begins to pipe over the bleak
hills, the goose, with her brood now
full grown, flies from her summer
haunts out to the headlands. Here
they remain for two or three weeks—
during which the sportsman reaps his
harvest—and awaits a steady north-
east wind. The steady north-easter is
that which springs slowly up; which
pipes weakly at first, out of a clear,
cold northern sky, but which, after a
day,increases to what would be known
onthe Newfoundland coastas a ¢ whole-
sale breeze.” To this wind the birds
raise their wings, and steer their

. course from the high cliffs, out over

the gloomy, boundless ocean, for the
nearest mainland of the continent. I
have many times seen fully fifty birds
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raise themselves from the plains and
steer their flight out over the sea be-
fore a gloomy north-east wind. I have
sat down upon the cliff’s brink and
watched them till they faded away, as
disappears a flying, tiny cloud-fleck in
the distance; and as 1 saw them dis-
appear, a feeling of indescribable lone-
liness has come over me.

¢ The friends who in our sunehine lived,
When winter comes, have flown !’

The flocks now beyond the view were
the companions of our summer, but
when the gloomy shadows of winter
begin to gather around the hills, they
{ly away to sunnier climes and leave
us. While they tarry across the way
the winter winds will howl over our
hills, and shipwrecking tempests thun-
der around our coast, while the ice
floe and the iceberg, loosed from the
dismal, stormy north, will bear down
upon our shores and shut us up in an
icy prison!

It sometimes happens that midway
in the Gulf of St. Lawrence, when the
goose is on the autumn return, the
wind veers round and blows a gale
from the opposite direction. The cap-
tain of a vessel engaged in trading
across the Gulf has told the writer
that, several years ago, in the month
of October, he left St. Johns, New-
foundland, with a stiff north-easter,
for a port across the Gulf. On the
second night out the wind chopped
aronnd tothesouth-west,blowing a gale

from the new quarter. About dayhight !

the crew were surprised to find 2 num-
ber of iarge birds, recoznized tobe wild
¢rese, perched on the rail, the hatch-
way, and the rigging of the vessel.
Exhaustion and terror had tamed
them, and they fell a prey to the clubs
of the crew. They bad left the New-
foundland coast with a fair wind, but
midway in the Gulf the wind veered
round. Rain and fog came with it,
bewildering the birds, which, rather
than light in the sea, perched upon
the vessel, which bhappened to be in
their track.

|
|
|
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Jormation an the play? . . .

STRAY THOUGHTS AT RANDOM STRUNG.

THE SCENE AND THE PURPOSE OF THE
¢ TEMPEST.’

To Sapere Aude Club :—I am bewildered
reading s» many apinions about the scene and
the purpoge of the ¢ Lempest. Can your Clud
yire me both, with your rcasons; and other in-
STUDENT OF
SHAKESPEARE, ST. STEPHEN, N.B.

To ask what is the scene of the
‘Tempest’ is as reasonable as to ask :
Where is the home of the south wind ?
It is true, some literary giants have
laboured long to discover the scene,
but have succeeded only in enveloping
in deeper mist the undiscoverable
Utopia. Malone, for example, sol-
emnly relates that the storm which
wrecked Sir George Sommers, in 1609,
on the island of Bermuda, furnishes
the theme, and the latter island the
scene of the play. Sir George’s ship,
it appears, ‘was overtaken by a violent
storm, and fellinto a great lake, where
the crew had much to do to keep from
sinking. Sir George, sitting at the
stern through the storm and the
misty spray, espied the land, which
was at once adjudged to be the dread-
ful coast of the Bermudas, ‘which
islands were, of all nations, supposed
to be enchanted and inhabited by
witches and devils, which grew out
of the monstrous storms, tempests
and thunder-storms near unto these
islands. . . . . The ship was run
right between two strong rocks, and
being come ashore, her company were
refreshed and cheered, the soil and air
being most sweet and delicate.” Had
Malone read the wanderings of Ulysses
carefully, be would no doubt have
taken Calypso's island in preference ;
and how much better it might have
suited his purpose will be shown from
an extract I make from a ballad by
Mr. Roberts,of Chatham, N.B., which,
I hope soon to see published—

¢ The loud black flight of the storm _diverges,
Over a spot in the lond-mouthed main,
Where, crowned with summer and sun,
emerges i
An isle unbeaten of wind or rain.’

In 1596, Sir Walter Releigh pub-
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lished an account of Guiana, and spoke
in his book of * a hellish sea for thun-
der, lightning, and storms, surround-
ing the Bermoothes,’ and this is
taken as further proof that one of the
above islands was the scene of the
< Tempest.”  But Mr. Hunter has dis-
covered another island, not one of the
Bermudas, but a neighbour island,
Lampedusa to wit, which lies midway
hetween Malta and the { “rican coast.
He says, © it is situated in a stormy sea,
and has the reputation of being en-
chanted. In the rocks of Lampedusa
there are hollows ;’—and Caliban is
stied in the ‘ kard rock '—*in Lampe-
dusa there was a hermit’s cell. This
cell is surely the origin of the cell of
Prospero.’ And to make the argu-
ment simply overwhelming, adds :
¢ Caliban’s employment was collecting
tirewood ; Malta is supplied with fire-
wood from Lampedusa.’ Collins, in
one of his demented visitations—I am
glad it was just then—said the ¢ Tem-
pest’ was founded on an Italian ro-
mance—* Amelia and Isabella ;’ that
Shakespeare’s Prospero was a chemi-
cal necromuncer ‘who kad a bound
spirit like Aviel, to obey his call and
do his services.” Another writer,
whose condition was evidently not
wmuch better than poor Collins’,
says that the moment he read Die
Schione Sidea—the Beautiful Sidea
—he ‘saw where Shakespeare got the
idea of his “ Tempest.”’ Others still
set up vaguer theories, while many give
the Will o’ the Wisp-chase over in
despair.

If these contentions are worth re- | pero, Miranda end the shipwrecked

futing, by turning to the text of the
play itself, we find that the ¢ Tempest’
island is not one of the Bermudas.
Prospero asks his mischievous minis-
trant where he bestowed the King’s
ship, and the answer is—

¢ Safely in the harbour
Is the King's ship; in the deep nook where

once
Thou call’dst me up =t midnight to fetch dew
From the still-vexed Bermonthes.’®

3 This is the old spelling of Bermudas
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If the Tempest island were one of the
Bermudas, why, then, should Pros.

pero, when he wanted ¢ dew,” have it
fetched from the ¢ still-vexed Bermnu-

. das?’  More than this, it wonld ap-

. pear that a continuous tempest raged

around the Bermudas, while the
storms around Prospero’s island grew
only when Ariel leavened the air with

* storm-yeast, when his master wished,

in short, to ‘raise the wind,’ to tor-
ment Caliban and the rude earth-born

, gnowmes, to amuse himself or to over-
. whelm his enemies.

The scene of the ‘Tempest ” is about
as tangible as the scene of some tem-
pestuous dream. There is an island ;

© its air is full of balm, and the thun-

ders of the tempest which rage about
its head come upon your ears as soft,
entrancing music. The entire scene

. and the action of the play, the rais-

ing of the storms, the ministrations of
the spirits, the swift executions and
frolicsome mirth of Ariel and his
mischievous subordinate genii, are the
creations of a gorgeous fancy leaving
the realm of matter and plunging in-
to the turmoil of the supernatural.
The poet needs not defined substance
from which to weave his creation, and,
as if anticipating his critice in another

¢ beautiful drama, tells us—

¢ The poet’s eye in fine frenzy rolling,

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth
to heaven:

And as imagination bodies forth

‘The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen

'l\xms;l them to shapes, ?.m] gives to airy no-
thin

A local )?abitation and a name.’

There are earth-born figures, Pros-

crew, but they rise with the same dis-
tinctness out of the fairy rout as do
those figures that one sometimes sees
rise out of a hazy dream. The biub-
bering, brutish Caliban, who is not
enough of human, either to hate or to
pity, when removed from bis sty to
the play, is even tolerable. But it is
all a web of magic weaving; it is gll
the product of the same imagination
that put into the mouth of the king
of the fairies such wordsas these :
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* Once I sat upon a promontory,

And heard 2 mermaid on a dolphin’s back,

Utteving such a dulcet and hanmonious
breath .

That the rude sea grew civil at her simg,

And certain stars shot madly from their
spheres .

I'o hear the sea-maid’s music.”

Or that set Puck, a lesser fairy,
bragging :
* Sometimes Iurk T in gosip’s bowl

In very likeness of a roasted crab,
And when she drinks agaiust ber lips I bob.”

Perhaps the best definition of the
“Tempest’ is, that the scene is Dream-
land. through which the imagination
wanders at its own sweet will; and
that the whole creation may be called
an exquisite vision.  Shakespeare
lived on the edue of the dawning to
the day of di~coveries and the great
achievements of science. In his day
the material world wasa mystic world;
witches had not ceased to ride on
broom-sticks through the air; the
dark woods, the streams and foun-
tuins were still peopled by their pecu-
iiar sprites; good and evil spirits
worked out their will upon mortals,
¢witched & churn or dairy-pan,” and
everything that was unexplainable
was less the Unknown than the Mys.
terions. But ever and anon nature
yielded up some svcret stored in her
Losom from tho beginning to patient
study ; or some force in her domain
succumbed to the more powerful, be-
cause Intelligent and Conscious, force
of man. The sun-gleams of know-
Jedge shone upon but a small area of
the mystic creation—just the condi-
tion to set a mind like Shakespere’s
yearning for more knowledge. to set
it weaving creations out of unknown
orees, and directing and commanding
by his magic wand what the potent
rod of S-~ience would do at some
future day. 1 believe Prospero was
as much the ministrant of Shakes-
peare’s sudden burst of longing to

¢ Heave old occan and to wing the storms,”

as Ariel was the bounden spirit to do

i
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his master’s hests. So much of the
real—as distingunished from the dreamy
—is there, in my opinion, in the ¢ Tem-
pest.” When the storm is done, when
the lightnings bave ceased to flash,
and the thunders to roar, when Ariel
bas served his apprenticeship out,
when the island is to resolve itself in-
to an unsubstantial thing, and its
characters like its ¢ shipracking storms
and direful thunders’ to fade away,
at the poet’s bidding, into nothinguess,
Prospero drowns his book, and sinks
his wand

¢ deeper than did ever plummet sound.”

Then we may be sure the vision.is
ended, not the less in the poet’s mind
than in the aerial island. The firm
land, as we have seen, sinks below the
sea ; all that was upon it fluats off, and
the poet turns, not through Prospero
to Ferdinand, but in his own person
to the audience, to the world, to all
who read his plays, to tell them that
he has only been in vision-land for the
past two hours ; that the Prospero of
the play is himself, not doing what we
believed we saw him doing, but what
the poet would, in a it of exalted
fancy, do himself. The pageant is
ended, and the poet tells usso. With
the ending he makes a solemn pro-

phecy. He will not have us think -

him solely soothing hisown fancies in
the rack of storms; his vision is not
less to show that he

‘Dipt into the future far as human eye
could see,’

than to show that the whole world is
only a vision, a little more substan.
tial than the  Tempest,’ 4 lictle longer
lived :

¢ Our revels now are ended. 7 hese our actors,
As I favetold you, were all spirits, and
Are melted into air, intc thin air:

- B . . .

The cloud-capp’d towers,
palaces,

The selemn tempies, the great globe itself,

Yea all which it inherit, shall dissolve,

the gorgeous

And, like this unsubstantial pageant faded,

Leave not a rack behind.’

ST - e
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THE AUTIIOR OF THE ‘ANCIENT

MARINER.

To Sapere Aude Club :—T am sv interested
en « poem I do not understand—the * Aacicnt
Mariner’>—that I would like to hear something
about its Author, and soms erplanation of the
poem asacell. . . . . FRANK, S1. ANDREWS,
N.B.

Samuel Taylor Coleridge was the son
of a pedantic futher, one of whose most
boasted achievements wasthediscovery
thattheablative case should becalled the
qunle ynarequidditive, and who, from
his habit of meditation, was known as
< the absent man.” As an instance of
what & man will do who goes along
with his head in nubilus, it is related
that Mrs. Coleridge committed to her
husband, who was a vicar, and was
going away to preach, a well-packed
listle trunk, asking him to puton a
clean shirt every day. \When the good
parson returned, his wife opened his
portmanteau to see the state of his
linen, and, lo!it was empty. The ab-
sent vicar had obeyed the injunction
of putting on a clean shirs every day,
but he had always forgotten to take
off the soiled one. He simply came
home with a half-dozen on at once.
Coleridge, our poet. who inherited his
father’s absent-mindedness, at an early
age, entered Christ’s Hospital, Lon-
don, where, by some of his fellow col-
legiates, he was said to be a dolt, and
by others, ‘a playless day-dreamer.’
He sought out the grand and solitary
places In nature, listening to the
soundless voices in the glens and on
the lonely hills. He sauntered along
the Strand one day quite forgetful of
where he was. He was thinking of
the story of how Leander swam the
Hellespont. In the fervour of his
thought he threw his arms, like the
swimmer throwing aside the flood, and
tugged the pocketof an old gentleman
passing along. The old man stopped,
and, looking at young Coleridge, ex-
claimed, ¢ What, so yeung and sc
wicked 1’ Coleridge blushed, as he
always did when caught in dreamland,
and explained. The old gentleman

i
|
|
|

175

gave the lal a pass to a circulating
Iibrary in Cheapside, and Coleridge
ran through this at the rate of two
volumes a-day. He was almost as
voracious & book reader as Johnson,
swooping down upon a. subject and
consuming the heart of it. e hardly
ever read the whole of a Look ; the
entrails, bones and feathers, so to
speak, he was not concerned with. He
could not abide mathematics—few
poets can—and was utterly unable to
see how a line is ‘length without,
breadth.” * It must have some breadth,’
he said, ‘be it ever so thin.” Leav
ing the Hospital, Coleridge was seized
with & burning desire to be a shoe-
maker (and in pursuit of his profes-
ston would, no doubt,

¢ Compose at once a slipprer and 2 song ;°)

then he wanted to be a surgeon, and
devoured a number of medical Looks.
He was prevailed upon, however, to en-
ter the University, where he plunged
into metaphysics and theology, and
became an infidel, for which istate
of belief Mr. Bowyer soundly flogged
him with a heavy birch stick. That
was the way in those days they had
of driving infidelity out of young
heads. That was the way the brutal
apostles of muscular Christianity, «
little earlier, served the gentle and sen-
sitive Shelley.  Coleridge, like Shelley,

i.did not see his University term out.

His debts grew, and so did his repug-
nance for the conduct of the Fellows.
His proud yearniug spirit could be no
longer restrained. One davk night,
when the storm howled drearily, he
iled away to London. He spent the
long night on a door-step in Chancery
Lane in 2 state of tumultuous feeling,
speculating on his future. In the
grey dawn he saw upon a placard :
¢ Wanted, a few smart lads, for the
15th Elliot’s Light Dragoons’ He
presented himseiy under the name of
¢ Comberbach,’ and was enlisted. He
was improvident and thoughtless, but
so geutle and winning in his manners
that he soon became a favourite with
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thetroop; wrote letters on business and
love for the troopers, told them stories
of ancient wars, from Tvroy down, and,
in oftset, one of the men, in histurn,
would groom Coleridge’s horse and do
other work about the stall and his
accoutrements. One day Captain Ogle
was inspecting the stables, and he
saw some pencilling on the white wall
which canght his eye. The words
were the well known : Kheu! quam in-
Sortunae miserrimum est fuisse felicem.®
He learnt who wrote the words and
appointed the writer his orderly. 1In
the streets Coleridge rode behind the
officer, but in the by-roads they rode
side by side. A young graduate sub-
sequently passing through to join his
regiment saw Coleridge and recog-
nised him. Thus he was delivered.
Then Coleridge joined Southey and
went to Bristol, where the two young
poets plunged into the stormy turmoil
of politics ; they revelled here in many
fond day-dreams, one of which was to
form a settlement in the wilds of
Awerica, whose second generation
should combine the innocence of the
patriarchal age with the knowledge
and refinement of the ¢ foremost fyles
of time.” Susquehanua was the chosen
paradise, because the name was ¢ pretty
and metrical.” Two years later Cole-
ridge, then in his twenty-tifth year,
joined Wordsworth at the latter’s
charming abode in All-Foxden.
TFoxden was a romantic dell nestling
among the lakes, far away from the
prosy mercantile world. 1t was here
Wordsworth used to be seen roaming
about on moonlight nights, ¢ mutter-
ing’ strange things. The ignorant
people living through the wilds saw
the tall mysterious man gliding up the
hills and down the dales at midnight,
and they marvelled much. Somesaid
he was a wizard, and that they heard
him ‘say over a lot of gibberish to
himself ;’ others muintained that he
was the agent of bands of smugglers

* Alas! Most miserable of all to have
been once happy.

All- |
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who plied their trade down on the
coast of the Irish Sea. This wasjust
the place for Coleridge. He devoured
Wordsworth’s library in a few weeks,
and then began to dream over his
darling subject.  Then the two posts
projected a book to be called ¢ Lyrical
Ballads.”  Coleridge, following the
bent of his desires, was to write on
subjects of a supernatural, mystical
character ; Wordsworth was to open
up the wonders and loveliness of na-
ture spread befove us, and haunt the
dells and woods for subjects and for

* inspiration. This book contained some

beanutiful verse and some vapid, silly
stuff. The egotism in some of the
Wordsworthian poems could only be
excused in the light of the simplicity
and candour of their author’s charae-
ter. In the book appeared

¢ THE ANCIENT MARINER.

When this poem came out, it created
an lmpression of wonder and awe, and
wus described by some critics as an
example of the * wonderful incomplete-
ness’ of all its author’s works. Shortly
after the uppearance of the poem, the
following lampoon appeared iu the
Morning Post, addvessed to the Au-
thor of ¢ The Ancient Mariner':

¢ Your poem must eternal be
Dear Sir, it cannot fail ;
It is incomprehensible,
Without either head or tail.’

A shallow fellow happening to observe
the lines saw his way at once to no-
tice. He called upon Coleridge, whom
he found at the lawn gate, and being
bidden by the peet to come in, blushed,
and stammered. ‘I cannot enter your
door,” said the coxcomb, arranging his
curls, ¢ till I confess my offence against
you.” The poet listened. ‘I do a
little in the poetical line myself, rais-
ing his brows, and looking wise about
the mouth and eyes—¢ inclinations
that way. I will speak out. Will
you forgive.me for the lampoon in the
Morning Post on your ¢ Auncient
Mariner ?” I admire your poem, be-
lieve me I do; but the temptation of

S Tl
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the lines was too much for me.” ¢ Make
your mind easy,’ said the poet. ‘I
readily forgive you, for I wrote that
poemmyself ! * While pointing out the
plot and some of the beauties of this
singularly weird poem,in compliance
with request, I shall endeavour to
show that though the movement and
make-up are supernatural, the poem is
not ¢ without either head or tail” The
poem opens with a meeting between
an old weird-looking man, with bright
eyes, who is the Ancient Mariner, and
three gallants who were hurrying by
to a marriage feast. The ‘turn’ has
come upon the old man—it comes

upon him at stated times—and he :

must relate with all its horror the
‘story,” though ¢the bridegroom’s
doors are opened wide,” and he of the
three whom the old man holds to bear
his tale is ‘next of kin.' Thus the
story begins :

¢ The ship was cheered, the harbour cleared,
Merrily did we drop,
Below the kirk, below the hill,
Below the lighthouse top.’

Then the south ¢ storm blast’ came on
and chased the ship, which flew at
great speed through the waters. Far
down in the south
. « . * Came both mist and snow,
And it grew wondrous cold,

And the ice mast high came floating by,
As green as emerald.’

But this is all mere narrative. In the
following stanza the purpose of the
poem shows itself :

¢ At length did cross an Albatross,
Through the fog it came,
As if it had been a Christian soul,}
‘We hailed it in God’s name.’

This was the first, the only, kindly
thing met near the dismal Southern
pole. It was a friendly bird fiying
along with the ship and causing a
south wind to spring up to bear the
vessel back again to the North.

¢ Tn_mist or cloud, or mast or shroud,
It perched for vespers nine ;
While all the night, through fog-smoke
white,
Glimmered the white moonshine.”
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When the old man had told his story
thus far, there cawe a frightful look
in his glistening eye, and the wedding
guest exclaimed :

¢ (God save the ancient mariner !
From the fiends that plague thee thus
‘Why lookest thou so ¥’

The answer comes—

—— ¢ With my cross-bow
I shot the Albatross.’

This is the turning point of the
poem. The moment the Ancient
Mariner shot the auspicious minis-
tering bird, a curse follows the ship.
All the horrors are evolved out of the
retribution for this rash deed.

¢ And 1 had done a hellish thing,
And it would work ‘em woe,
For all averred I had killed the bird,
1 hat made the breeze to blow.’

The horrors have not yet com-
menced, but they tarry not long.

- Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down,
“T'was sad as sad could be,
And we did speak only to break
The silence of the sea.’

The bloody sun streamed down up-
on the boundless, sultry sea, and

¢ Day after day, day after day,
We stuck, nor breath nor motion;
As idle as a painted ship,
Upon a painted ocean.

“The very deep did rot : O Christ!
That ever this should be.
Yen, slimy things did crawl with legs
Upon the slimy sea.’

Then the crew began to die. They
dropped, one by one, of sun and thirst,
till none was left but the Ancient
Marviner. A wierd phantom ship
looms up in the horrid sea; her sails
glance in the sun like ¢ restless gossa-
meres,” and the sun peers through her
ribs as through a grate. There were
only two on board of the ghastly ship
as she came up, the one a woman—

¢ Her skin was as white as leprosy,

The Nightmare Life-in-Death was she,

‘Who thicks man’s blood with cold.’

She threw dice for the Ancient
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Mariner as the phantom ship glided
by—

¢ The game is done, I've won, Uve won,
Quotjx she and whistles thrice.”

But in the midst of the dreadful
surroundings, the unhappy man gets a
simpse of God's creatures of the calm.
Those who bave ever seen, under the
moonlight, fishes breaking water in a
phosphorescent sea can appreciate
these stanzas, which are not less true
to nature than unspeakably beautiful:

¢ Beyond the shadow of the ship,
I watched the water snakes,
T'hey moved in tracks of shining white,
And when they reared, the elfish light
Tell off in hoary fakes.

And

¢ Within the shadow of the ship
T watched their rich attire,
Blue, glossy green and velvet black,
They coiled and swam, and every track
Was a flash of golden fire.’

The spell was soon to break. The
man had been sufliciently punished
for his cruelty in shooting the alba-
tross. A pilot’s skiff, with a hermit
on board, comes tc the ship and takes

A SUMMER WALLK,

off the tortured wretch. To the her-
mit the man tells bis tale and gets ve-
lief, but ever after in his life the de-
sire came on, at certain times, and ho
had not the power to resist telling the
story, though the torture to him was
in the recital. This then is the su-
pernatural part of the poem, and I
think I have shown it has ¢ head and
tail,” But all this has only been the
story in the Ancient Mariner’s mouth.
This stanza seems move as if spoken
by Coleridge himself :

¢ 0, wedding guest, this soul hath been
Alone on a wide, widesea,
So lonely 'twas that God hiwself
Scarce seemed there to be.’

There is remorse for some wanton
injustice, and it weaves the imaginary
web of torments and bhorrors related.
In other words, the poem is one of
Coleridge’s day-dresms, and not un-
like the night-dreams with which
those are haunted who tarry late over
the banquet board, the only difference
being that Coleridge’s dream came out
of the fullness of his fancy, while
those of the late banqueters come out
of the fuluess of their stomachs.

A SUMMER WALK.

BY E. A. SYKES, TORONTO.

WAY from the old farm-house,

Past busy, whirring mill,

Into the quiet meadows,
‘Where children stray at will.

Gathering the wild field daisies,
Or shining  golden thread,’

Crushing its starry blossoms,
"Neath eager, careless tread.
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Greeting with joyous laughter,
Bach tiny floweret fair,

Alase how soon to wither,
On perfumed Summer air.

Along the mill-race margin,
Whose deep, still waters flow,

With scarce a stir or ripple,
Into the stream below.

Glancing through shady vistas,
Where sunlight glimmers down,
Waving hars of tarnished gold
On fallen leaflets brown.

Resting in cool, grey shadow,
On iern-clad, mossy bed ;
The gentle breezes whispering,

"Mid leafy boughs o’erhead.

Deep in the forest stillness,
The lonely mill-pond lies,

A fairy lakelet gleaming,
"Neath sunny, smiling skies.

Circled by drooping foliage,
Half veiled in purple mist;
Mirroring sunset glories,
By trembling shadows kiss'd.

No sound to break the silence
Save music of the rill,

The notes of woodluind songster,
Or hum of distant mill.

The sheep-bell’s merry tinkle
Falls faintly on the ear;
Anon, with silvery cadence,
Re-echoes soft and clear.

And now the twilight falling,
On long, sweet summer day,
Reminds our lingering footsteps

To haste their homeward way.

Our wearied spirits rested,
By Nature’s smiling face,
Reflecting God's great goodness,
In-beauteous, loving grace.



180

THE TABOO OF STRONG DRINK.

THE TABOO OF STRONG DRINK.

'BY F. BLAKE CROFTON.

HE Rev. George W. Hodgson has

at least shown that the cause of
prohibition can be defended, and clev-
erly defended, with modesty and po-
liteness, and candour and charity. He

wishes that the question shounld be.

ventilated, as its importance deserves,
in order that its settlement may be
wise and permanent. He is not of
those who try to stifle opposition by
misinterpreting the motives of oppo-
nents, or of those who bid for the ap-
plause of the populace by sophistries
that they know to be sophistries,

It is therefore a sincere gratification
to me that Mr. Hodgson admits so
many of my propositions. He grants
‘that to protect a man against himself
is meddling legislation, and therefore
inexpedient and hurtful,” and ¢ that it
is generally wiser in legislation to
leave out the consideration of the end-
less and complex indirect claims of
society.” But he considers these prin-
ciples no arguments against prohib-
itlon, because the ill effects of intem-
perance are not ‘at all confined to
those who do wrong,’ and because ¢ the
ills resulting to others from the intem-
perate man’s conduct’ are not ‘in any
sense indirect.’

Of course I admit that the ill effects
of intemperance are not confined to
the intemperate. Neither are the ill
effects of opium or candy-eating, of
over-smoking, of tight-lacing, of sen-
sual indulgences, of non-libellous false-
hoods—of the various bad habits that
paternal lawgivers have fondly sought
or may fondly seek to legislate out of
existence—at all covtined to the sin-
ners. In some cases the worst conse-

IL

quences of their vices fall on their in-
nocent offspring. Besides, all such
babits are infections. Yet all sins
directly affecting the doer only should,
it seems to me, be kept under by moral
agencies, by education, good example,
entreaty, Indignation, ridicule — ta-
booed by religion and society, not by
the law.

But there are ‘ills resulting to others
from the intemperate man’s conduct,’
that are ‘in no sense indivect.” The
aggressions of the drunkard on the

comfort of his neighbours are indeed

direct and concrete enough to call for
legal restraint ; sometimes serions
enough to require the sternest and
most deterrent penalties allowed by
civilization. The liquor tratfic, directly,
produces some intemperate drinkers ;
these intemperate drinkers do some
direct harm to others ; but the liquor
traffic, it seems to me, direcily injures
only the drinkers themselves. In other
words, the direct injuries of drinking
falls on willing victims only, the direct
injuries of drunkenness on unwilling
victims also. Therefore, I believe in
applying the screw to drunkenness
rather than to drinking generally.
But Mr. Hodgson points out that
‘indifferent’ actions have to be pro-
hibited, as for instance, catching fish
out of season, lighting fires in the
woods at certain times of the year, or
letting one’s cattle roam at large.
Legislators seldom create, perhaps
never should create, these ¢mala pro-
libite’ save where the nuisance is posi-
tive, not contingent; or where the
dangers of not curtailing liberty over-.
whelmingly overweigh the inconveni-

*
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ences of curtailing it, in the minds not
only of the legislators, but also of the
community. Letting one’s cow roam
at large is an action of the former
clags. Catching fish or lighting fires
in the woods at certain seasons are
actions of the latter class —much more
clearly so than drinking strong drink,
as is proved by the lack of intellicent
hostility to their prohibition. The
greater the numbers and respectability
of unbelievers in a statute, the fainter
naturally will be the stigma attaching
to convictions under it. Yet I see
now that one horn of my dilemma was
rather blunt : a well-enforced Prohibi-
tory Act would not materially ‘sap the
sanctity and majesty of law,” for when
a Prohibitory Act ¢s well enforced, it
will be by a majority imposing enough
to support the judgment of the law by
the more dreaded judgment of society.

¢ Does the evil directly resulling lo the
whole community from the liquor traffic
outweigh any possible good coming from
it? 1f this question can be answered
in the affirmative,’ says Mr. Hodgson,
‘it gives the TRUE Basis For Proui-
BITION.” ‘It appears toNme that the
question narrows itself c!lgm to this
issue, hesays, in anotherparagraph,‘or,
at least, that this is the first and main
issue. If it can be shown that the
facis are as above stated’ (that the
evil resulting to the whole community
from the conduct of those who drink to
excess ‘outweighs any possible advan-
tage that the community can gain
from unrestricted liberty in this par-
ticular’) ¢ then prohibition becomes an
act of enlightened policy.’

This conclusion seems unwarranted.
Because a practice does more harm
than good, it by no means follows that
its statutory prohibition does more good
than harm. A cure may be worse than
& disease. There are therapeutic agents
that induce maladies worse than those
they heal. Granted that Ireland is
chronically discontented and turbu-
lent, the Imperial Government would
not, therefore, be justified in effectu-
ally stamping out the turbluence and

discontent by converting the island
into a tranquil wilderness. The Im-
perial Government, accordingly, feels
bound to go on trying less thorough
and less arbitrary expedients.

Probably the liquor traffic (as it is
at present conducted in this country
and some others, thanks largely to the
uncompromising attitude of most pro-
hibitionists), does entail more evil than
good, more pain than pleasure, to the
community as a whole. But this is
an argument only that an efficient and
proper cure is desirable ; not that my
cure or your cure is either an efficient
or a proper one.

If the evils and danger of prohibi-
tion were confined to inconveniencing
moderate drinkers, or sometimes im-
pairing their sleep or their digestion,
the desirability of adopting this par-
ticular remedy might be granted.
These minor hardships, though cer-
tainly deserving consideration, are
probably overweighed by the evils of
the liquor traffic. But I submit that
prohibition, if it did prohibit, would
be too hurtful and dangerous an agent
to employ, for the various reasons
speified in my former article, only a
few of whick Mr. Hodgson has dis-
puted.

The strictness with which a general
prohibitory law would be enforced
would naturally depend wupon the
numbers and sincerity of the ma-
jority who would have spoken and
voted for it. My forecast of the fu-
ture is, however, very different from
Mr. Hodgson’s. A grand reaction set
in, in Great Britain and America,
against the notor.cus intemperance of
our fathers. This movement, after the
manner of mora' and political revolu-
tions, has, in m; opinion, gone too far
in some directions from excess of zeal.
The prohibitory agitation in which
Mr. Hodgson shares, and the rabid
intolerance of moderate drinking in
which Mr. Hodgson does not share,
are, from my stand-point, extravagant
and transient outgrowths of the great
reaction.
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The counter reaction is beginning
now. The natural assumption, Istill
claim, is that most of the ‘inert ma-
jority ’ who did not vote for or against
the Scott Act in the Maritime Pro-
vinces belonged to the unronsed and
uncanvassed party. Mr. Hodgson
knows sorie cases where ‘the very
absence of opposition made it difficult
to awaken enough interest to induce
voters to come forward.” Butin many
wore cases the hopelessness of an un-
organized party's succeeding, or the
fear of social and business persecu-
tion, kept others from the polls—and
no workers tried to rouse fhese voters
from their inaction.

Even if Mr. Hodgson is right, he
dwells too much on the state of feel-
ing in these Provinces. The history
of the Scott Act elections in-the
wealthier and more inteliigent Pro-
vinces of Ontario is another and a
more important history. Dundreary
observed that the dog wagged its tail,
instead of the iail's wagging the dog,
because the dog was stronger than the
tail. For a similar reason Ontario,
with the city of Montreal, will even-
tually wag this Dominion in matters
of opinion. To tell which of twu par-
ties will be the move numerous a score
of years hence, it is more important
to -estimate their wealth and intel-
ligence than their present numbers,
The feeling of New York and Massa-
chusetts and Pennsylvania on a ques-
tion involving no local interest is more
likely to change the feeling of the rest
of the Union, than the feeling of the
rest of the Union is to change the feel-
ing of these States; and what these
‘States are to the Union Ontario is to
the Dominion.

At present I knéw of no Christian
country, or even county, where prohi-
bition is satisfactorily enforced. Ru-
mour says that the Scott Act is en-
forced in Charlottetown as well, if not
better, than it is anywhere else—pos-
. sibly owing to the large personal in-
fluence of Mr. Hodgson himself. Yet
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I find this paragraph in the Halifax
Recorder of January 19 :—

‘The following, from the Charlottetown
Patrint of T'uesdny, seems to give the experi-
ence of the Scott Act, wherever introduced.
Qur contemporary says:

““The sad and sober truth ig that the Scott Act
is workiug very badly in this city,—in fact it is
not working at all.”

‘In most cases, its introduction and “car-
rying ” seems to be regarded as a joke.’

Mr. Hodgson declares that total
abstinence, so far as he can see, is no-
where commanded in the Bible; and
evidently further agrees with me that
the founders of Christianity probably
drank alcoholic wine, If we are right
in this belief, is not a prohibitory law
a condemnation of, or a reflection up-
on, the conduct of the founders of
Christianity? This is, of course, only
an argumentum ad fidem, and can
have no weight with unbelievers. Mr.
Hodgson properly calls it absurd to
talk of the total abstainer ¢giving up
his Christian liberty.’

“The asserted analogies between prohibi-
tion, sumptuary laws, and religious perse- °
cution, will hardly bear examination. Their
superficial likéness suggests a misleading
comparison.

¢ Religious ‘persecution, when not directed
agaiust opinion alone, deals with conduct on
account of the spiritual or eternal congequen-
ces supposed to result from it. These conse-
quences, being wholly outside of the range of
the legislator’s action, his interference is un-
justifiable,’

Eternal evils are not more outside
the proper range of the legislator’s
action than are those temporal evils
that an individual brings on himself ;
whilethe lawgiver has a muchstronger
excuse for usurping jurisdiction in a
merciful effort to lessen the former
than the latter evils.

¢ Sumptuary laws,’ says Mr. Hodg-
son, ‘ attempted to deal with one par-
ticular evil, extravagant expenditure.”
I may have used the expression, but
I do not recollect saying much about
sumptuary laws. My analogous cases
(adduced to show the danger of admit-
ting that the baneful abuse of a thing
justified the prohibition of its use) .
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included many other cvils hesides ex-
travagance and waste.

¢ Suppose that word wero to go out
to-morrow thata prohibitory law, cer-
tain of enforcement, would at once go
into operation. Would not that an-
nouncement cause more joy and hap-
piness from one end of the land tothe
other than almost any other conceiv-
ablenews? * * # * The
intense relief the country would expe-
rience would be such as one feels who
awakes to the consciousness of safety
after a horrible nightmare.’

There would certainly be a pretty
general sense of relief and repose. But
a very similar feeling would result
from the utter collapse of those who

183

| favour statutory prohibition, and the
final trinmph of those who favour non-
statutory restraints, Before the close
of the American civil war, they used
to sing by their camp fires on both
sides of the Potomac, ¢ When this cruel
war is over,” and to yearn for peace.
The North won decisively, and the rest
was grateful to the nation ; had the
South won decisively, the rest would
have been equally appreciated.

The satisfaction, however, at the
final triumph of prohibition would not
be so universal as Mr. Hodgson sup-
poses. Many of those who are wont
to look ahead would feel that the vie-
tory was a prelude to new wars.

AMARANTHUS.

BY ‘ERATO,” FREDERICTON, N. B.

IN the silence of the night
Came the word to me—
‘Whispered by some wingéd fairy—
‘Write a song, a miserere,
Some sweet plaint for souls sin-weary
Groping for the light.’

Then T grasped the chain of thought,
‘Neath the heavenly glow ;
And the clanking links were slowly
Welded into something holy,
A soft requiem, a lowly

Song not often wrought.

In the morn my soul was pained,
For the song had fled :
"Twas an Amaranthine flower,
. From some sweet Parnassian bower,
. Sought by Poets each swift hour,
Sought but ne'er attained.
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A TALE OF OTTAWA CITY.

'WE had been engaged for more
than a year, and the longed-
for promotion, which was to make Ed-
ward’s income sufficient for our start
in life, bad not yet been obtained.
His income, such as it was, being de-

rived from an appointment in the Can-

adian civil service, was, however, an
assured one.

My dear mother, remembering, I
suppose, her own youthful days, when
she set at defiance the authority of her
guardian, and eloped with a gallant
but very impecunious lieutenant in
Her Majesty’s navy, whose first cruise
took him away from her for nearly
two years, at last withdrew the oppo-
sition she had offered to our beginning
married life on so little, and consented
that our marriage should take place
at an early day.

This decision, I well know, was not
arrived at without much anxious
thought, for although we had not been
extravagantly brought up, we had nei-
ther of us learned the value of money
by the want of it,

I had nothing to look forward to, as
my widowed mother’s means consisted
of an annuity, to terminate at her
death. We were married, and the
first year of our wedded life sped
swiftly and happily away.

At first we boarded, but with the
opening of the second year we deter-
nined to begin house-keeping, and it
was shortly after being settled in our
own house that the incident I am
about to relate took place. I had been
very busy for months, deveting all my
time to the manufacture of ariicles for
the adornment of our abode, to the
possession of which I looked forward

with no small degree of pr.de and
pleasure. 'We had been obliged to
devote much time, too, to the selection
of a house,

Ottawa was not rich in houses at
the time it became the seat of Govern-
ment, and all familiar with it in those
first yenrs of its greatness, will remem-
ber the fact, and how exorbitant were
the rents demanded for the most in-
different dwellings. Fortune favoured
us, however, and we were among the
happy few who, in the spring of 184—,
rejoiced in the possession of a nice
house in a pleasant locality.

When, a few years later, Edward
came unexpectedly into possession of
the pretty English home, where we
have lived ever since, and where all
ocr children, except our oldest boy,
were born, it was not without sincere
regret that we left the modest little
house in which we had been so bappy,
notwithstanding, to use a rather hack-
neyed expression, that night of terror
spent within its walls.

My husband was too busy to ac-
company me in the many rambles I
had in quest of a suitable abode, but
my dear little friend, Minnie Lucas,
was always my pleasant companior.
‘When I had at last made up my mind
that there were but two houses left to
make a selection from, neither of
which suited my fancy, 1t turned out
that there was something better in
store for us.

¢ How would you like the Darwin’y
house, little woman?’ said Edward,
one afternoon. )

¢ Very much, dear, but they are not
leaving it, are they ? °

“Yes, they are not only leaving it,

&t
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but Canada also. Darwin looked in
to-day to tell me this as he thought
the hiouse would suit us.’

¢It will, indeed, and we may con-
sider ourselves most fortunate in get-
ting it. How long are they likely to
be away {1’

¢ They go for good, it seems, Duds-
ley having found an opening for Dar-
win on the other side, he leaves by the
first steamer, the family following in
April’

When I went to call on Mrs. Dar-
win a day or two later, she offered to
show me through the house, and said,
as she did so, ¢ I must initiate you into
one of the mysteries of the building,
by our ignorance of which we were
nearly burned out.’

It was an ordinary two-story brick
house, with finished at.i: rooms, and
to one of these, used as a sewing room,
she led the way. Off'it, wasa good-
sized and nicely-furnished closet, with
part of the sloping roof ia it, and in
the panels under the slope, so cun-
ningly contrived that it might have
escaped observation for ever, was a
small door, upon opening which was
seen & narrow passage, too low to ad-
mit of a person standing upright in it,
and dark, with the exception of the
light thrown in from the closet, in
which there was 2 small window.
Half-way along this passage or aper-
ture, whichever it might correctly be
termed, was the chitoney, with a small
space on either side through which a
slight person might possibly manage
to squeeze—the place itself seemed to
be about eight or ten feet long.

I have described it minutely for the
better understanding of what will fol-
low. We moved into the house in May,
and luxuriated in the freedom so en-
Jjoyable after the pent-up quarters and
restraint of a boarding-house. Many
a delightful row and pleasant stroll we
bad in the glorious summer evenings.

What is now known as the Lover’s
Walk was our favourite resort. Art
and nature have now combined to
make that spot not only lovely in it-
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self, but attractive, by reason of the
splendid view to be obtained {rom it.
Looking westward and some distance
off, may be seen the cloud of spray
ever rising from the mighty Chaudiére;
immediately beneath rushes the noble
river, alive with a variety of craft.
There may be seen the huge raft and
the fragile bark canoe ; pretty clean-
looking little steamers ply busily from
shore to shore, or puff consequentially
down the stream, drawing in their
wake long lines of timber-laden barges
bound for the far East, while to the
right the water is studded with taste-
fully-painted and comfortably-cush-
ioned pleasure boats, the pride and
delight of their gay young owners.

‘When the autumn came with its
long evenings, I would bring my own
little chsir to Edward’s side and work
while he read aloud.

Then came the winter, bringing with
it the meeting of the Dominion Legis-
lature and my husband’s busy days
and nights. We: kept but one ser-
vant, our means not admitting of
more; we had, bowever, been very
fortunate in our selection, Catherine
being equal in herself to two of the or-
dinary run of Canadian servants ; she
was Englich, middle-aged and a wi-
dow, with one child, a listie girl of
seven or eight years of age. This child
had been living with its grandmother
ever since Catherine had found that it
was impossible to ke.naro-" of her
own over their heads, and that her
only alternative was to go to service,
Her husband’s mother, who lived some
four or five miles out of town on a
small farm, had offered to take theclild,
and Catherine had gladly accepted the
offer, feeling that herlittle one had a
more comfortable home than she could
provide.

One cold, stormy afternoon in Feb-
ruacy, I was seated in our pleasant
ltle sitting-room, reading and writing
alternately, and wishing is was time
for Edward’s coming, when I was in-
terrupted by the entrance of Catherine
in evident distress.
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‘Is there anything wrong, Cather-
ine?’ [ exelaimed.

¢Oh yes, Mrs. Temple, my Polly,
iny little Polly is very sick, and Fred
Gardner, Mrs, Smith’s hired man, have
come to fetch me home ; I must go,
Mrs. Temple,” she continued z.qndly,
as if fearing a refusal, ‘tho’ I feel
never so bad, leaving you alone, in-
deed I do.’

¢ What is the matter with the child?
T enquired.

‘1 don’t know indeed ma’am, all
Fred can tell is she was taken bad in

the night, quite sudden like, and that '

she have heen getting worse ever
sincc I have just bethou“ht me
ma'am, how would it do to "et Murs,
Tabb to stay over night when she
comes with the curtains ¥

¢ Ch ves, that would do very well,
but [ hardly think she will come
through such a storm.’

¢Oh yes! she is safe to come ma’am,
for I know she is obliged to bmw
some fine things to Mrs. R yder’s to-
night, and thatl] bring her by the
doox, and the first thnw in the morn-
ing T'll just start off Barbara Croker,
she have all my ways, has Barbm‘a,
only smarter, and she’ll just take hold
of things without any trouble to you,
Mis. Temple, until it so pleases God I
can come back. It's just to-night as
frets me,” she continued, ¢but I feel
certain sure Mrs. Tabb will come.’

¢ Well Catherine,’ I said, *go and 1
trust you may find your child better
than you expect, and of course 1 shall
depend upon your <ending Barbara
the first thing in the morning.’

The idea of being left alone in the
house was not a pleasant one, but
there seemed no help for it. Presently,
[ overheard *he man she had called
Fred hurrying her in a gruff tone and
complaining of the time his horses had
been kept weiting. His voice struck
me as a pecaliarly unpleasant one,
though without suflicient accent to de-
note his nationality ; and when as they
were leaving [ caughta glimpse of his

face, I thought T had never seen a
more brutal looking one,

The large blue country sleigh with
its occupants had scarcely disappeared,
when the guestion regarding the assist-
ance of Mrs. Tabb was decided by the
arrival of a little boy with the curtains.

Mys. Tabb was ill, too ill to leave
the house. ¢I met Catherine,’ said the
Iad, ‘ and she told me I were to tell you
how as Mrs. Tabb was sick she would
send Barbara Croker in this very night.
Shemight like enough be here by eight
o'clock, she said.’

When I found myself alone in the
darkening twilight of the stormy win-
try day, I felt more lonely than T
should have liked to admit.

Our house was one of a row of two,
but unfortunately for me in the pre-

© sent emergency,the adjoining one was
’ unoccupwd, as Mrs. Rymner, a widow

lady to whom it belonged, had left
very hurriedly in consequence of the
sudden illness of her daughter who re-
sided in the Western States. At the
end of our house was a good-sized cro-
quet ground and a small orchard, at
the end of the other the same space
in a garden, whileopposite was a com-
mon ; so that although our next neigh-
bours were at no very great distance
from us, to all intents and purposes
they were not near. Had it been ear-
lier in the day, 1 should have sent for
Mary Price,oneof my intimatefriends;
but it was too " te to make any such
arrangement, and I well knew that
both the weather and the distance ren-
dered it & matter of impossibility for
me to accompany Edward on his re-
turn to the Buildirgs, as I had been
frequently in the havit of doing in the
carlier months of our married life. I
lighted the lamps early to make the
house seem more cheerful, and then
made my way to the dining-room and
kitchen, where, thanks to Catherine’s
management, everything not already
done seemed to be doing itself, so that
with very little troubleall wa  usual
by the time of Bdward's arriv |

RV
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How glad T was to hear his foot- °

step and his latch-key in the door!
I flew down to meet him as he step-
ped in, bringing with him a perfect
avalanche of snow. After a great deal
of stamping and whisking and shaking
he was ready to come up-stairs, and
was seriously displeased, as I had
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his return from visiting a patient in
the country, had called to offer Ed-
ward a lift to the oflice. Much as the
latterwas disinclined for such a course,
and reluctant as I myself felt to his

_ adopting it, T urged his acceptance of

feared he would be, when he heard of :

the absence of Catherine. Hethought
the chances of the proferred substi-
tute through her, for that night at
least, very small.

‘You know,’ said he, ¢they are all
excellent at promising, but slow in
fulfilling ; unfortunately, too, I am
likely to be late to-night, but, as it
turns out, you are not likely to be left
alone, as Blake called on me this after-
noon to say that Colonel Dixon had
arrived unexpectedly this morning—
at least a week sooner than they had
Jooked for him, and Julia had insisted
on his (Blake’s) coming to see me, to
arrange for her coming here to-night
instead of Thursday next, as previous-
ly intended, the object being to make
room for the gallant colonel.

‘Of course I said we should be happy
to have her at once, and she will be
here about nine o’clock, after attend-
ing a meeting of the Dorcas Society ;
and if Barbara does not arrive sooner,
I shall remain with you until that
hour.’

I put the dinner on the table, and
although T could claim but little of it
as the result of my own individual
efforts, I felt pleased when my hus-
band told me that he had never tasted
a nicer. When we had finished, and
had had a cup of tea, we went up-
staivs, leaving things to await the
arrival and ministrations of Barbara
Croker.

A few minutes beforc eight, Ed-
ward's usual hour for returning to his
oftice when the House was in session,
the jingle of sleigh-be”'s, followed by
the ringing of the door-bel), proclaimed
an acrival.

Instead of the hoped-for Barbara, it
turned out to be Dr. Street, who, on

the invitation and consequent depar-
ture without delay.

Alone again, I found myself more
unsettled and uncomfortable than I
had done in the afternoon. The first
thing [ did was to take a small lamp
and descend to the basement, where I
made, for the second time, an inspee-

" tion of the whole flat, to see that the

doors and windows were securely fast-

. ened and all right for the night. [

then went up-stairs, and, taking one

© of the English monthlies which Ed-

ward had that evening brought home
with him, settled down, or at least
tried to settle down, to read.

It was the first time I had ever been
left alone in the house at night, and
in spite of myself I felt most uncom-
fortably nervous. As luck would have
it, the story 1 chanced upon was one
of terror, being the story of a lady,
ihe wife of an officer in India, who,
left alone with natives on some occa-
sion, had to take her infant in her
arms and escape from the house to
avoid being murdered. The tale was
thrillingly told: a lonely evening
spent in a rumbling old house—her
suspicions roused, and, finally, her de-
tection of the approach of the mur-

_ derer, when, seizing her child, she fled

out into the night and darkness, mak-
ing good her escape. Once I thought
I heard the latch of the little front
gate lifted ; I listened, but all was still
again, and I must have been mistaken.

My feeling of nervous excitement
continued every moment to gain
strength, and just as I had finished the
story and laid down the book I start-
ed at the prolonged tick of the clock,
which indicated the close of an hour.

To my dismay, the clock rung out
ten instead of nine, as I had expected ;
I had been so absorbed in the story
that nine must have struck without
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my observing it. A glance at my
watch, in the faint hope that I bad
been mistaken, or the clock had struck
once too often, convinced me of its
correctness. It was after ten, and so
I felt that there was now no hope of
Julia’s coming, and I must be alone
until Edward’s return, at whatever
hour of the night or morning it might
take place.

I went to the window, and draw-
ing aside the curtains looked out to
find that it was still drifting, although
it had ceased snowing. The lights
were all out in the little cottages
across the common ; to our right a
slight turn in the road concealed the
cluster of small rough-cast houses,
while, to the left, Mrs. Lee’s boarding-
house was still lighted up. It afford-
ed accommodation to members dur-
ing the Session, as well as to a num-
ber of permanent baorders, young
unmarried men in the civil service
and bank clerks. The moon had risen
since the snow ceased, and, somehow,
it looked much more cheerful outside
than it did in.  Presently a sleigh ap-
proached, and my heart leaped with

the expectation that it might be the !

tardy Julia ; but no, just as I thought
it was about to stop the driver used
his whip vigorously, and the horses

springing forward at a greater speed .
sng 3 P '
The oppres- .

were soon out of sight.
sive sense of loneliness would not
yield to the mental chiding I adminis-

tered to myself for my weakness, and 1

I turned from the window not in the
least reconciled to the prospect of an

indefinite number of hours more of .

solitude. Drawing thecurtains closely,

1 stood thinking for a minute or two °

how I had better occupy myself until
my husband’s return. As a general

thing, I did not sit up to awail his -

coming, as he was frequently absent
until long after midnight, but on this

oceasion I felt that it would be quite .

useless to thinkof retiring—the highly
strung state of my nerves convincing
me that the attempt to sleep would
be a vain one. A coal fell in the

burner in the hall below, startling me
not a little, and then the clock struck
eleven.

I must have heen standing at the
window longer than I had any idea
of, and after thinking a moment
longer I determined to write to my
mother, who was spending the winter
in Toronto. She had gone there in
spite of our united entreaties that she
would make our house her home, and
how I did long for her at that mo-
ment. I had written for some time,
when I heard a sound as if some one
were coming quietly up the steps, and
my pen literally dropped from my fin-
gers. Instinctively I knew that the
person approaching was not my hus-
band, but why I cannot tell. I lis-
tened ; all was still for a moment,
and again I heard what sounded like
a stealthy footstep.

Thank God, the hall-door was se-
curely locked ! When left, as it fre-
quently was, for Edward’s latch-key
a piece of wire could easily have been
made to open it from the outside. 1
rose, and going softly into the bed-
room, which, as well as the sitting-
room, faced the street, pulled aside a
small portion of the blind and looked
out. There, leading up from the gato
! to the door, were footsteps in the
newly fallen snow.

Yes, there was no mistaking the
i fact—and what was that I saw close
i in beneath the window? The shadow
i of & man standing motionless and in
" a crouching posture, as if listening at
. the door. Presently a second shadow
appeared, drawn out to gigantic pro-
portions on the white snow.

While I looked the position of the
first changed, and it was evident that
the two men were conversing, the in-
distinct murmur of their voices reach-
ing me as I strove with strained ears
to catch thesound. Throwing off the
heavier ones I was wearing, I put on a
. pair of soft bed-room slippers, and
! creeping quietly down stairs to the
i hall-door tried to make out what they
| were saying. Some one was trying

G
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the lock ; then a voice, which I re-
cognised at once as belonging to the
man, Fred., who had come for Cathe-
rine, exclaimed :

‘T say, do you want him to catch
us at this work ?  Come round, I tell
you, to the back.’

A horrible oath, followed by the
words ‘I guess as you and me can do
for him if he does come,” made me
shudder. Some more words passed
which I could not make out, and I
heard them moving off.

Suddenly one returned, exclaiming,
¢No, Fred. I'llstay here and try and
work this; you go to the back.’

Here then was my only means of
exit cut off, but with the increased
peril my calmness seemed to return.

I knew that the fastenings at the back |
i the blade.

were such as would occupy them some
little time at all events in forcing an
entrance, and at once my thoughts
flew to the closet in the attic and the
passage leading from it. I ran swiftly
up-stairs and got out the box contain-
ing my jewellery, of which I had a
fair quantity, some of it being of con-
siderable value. Having always been
uneasy on the subject of fire—Ottawa
at that date possessed no system of
water-works,and had the reputation of
being the most inflammable city in
the Dominion—1I had packed all, ex-
cept what I was wearing, in a large
tin case. Then theve was the silver;
I must make an etfort to save it. It
was all in 2 morocco case in the dining-
room.

Creeping cautiously down to that
room in the dark, I felt about the
sideboard until I had secured it,
gathering up also the few articles still
on the table. It was a heavy load, or
would have been under ordinary cir-
cumstances, but scarcely seemed now
a feather’s weight. Making my way
up-stairs again, I possessed myself of
my jewellery, and, turning very low
the lamp in the sitting-room—the only
one in the house lighted—made for
the next flat as swiftly as my load
would permit,
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Once my foot caught in my long
skirt, and I slipped and almost
fell, but, recovering myself, pushed
on, and, reaching the joom I have
spoken of, passed from it into the
closet. The moon threw sufficient
light through the little window to
enable me to find the door in the slope
without difliculty. Down quite close
to the floor was a little brass knob,
by which to open the door. T ran my
hand rapidly up and down to find it,
but could not. The knob was gone
and the door apparently fast shut.
After a moment of speechless tervor I
thrast my hand into my pocket, and,
drawing out a small fruit knife, in-
serted 1t between the wall and the
door, trying to force the latter back,
with no result but the breaking of
To insert it again and en-
deavour, with frantic baste and all
the little strength I had left, to ac-
complish my purpose, was but the
work of a moment,and just as Iwas in
despair the door yielded to my efforts.
As [ entered the passage with my bur-
den I became awareof the fact that the
ruflians hadsucceeded in gettingin and
were coming up from the basement.
As will be understood, the door
opened towards the outside, and on
the inner side of it were two hooks or
nails, which had evidently been used
for hanging skates on, as on one of
them still hung a child’s pair, which
had no doubt been forgotten by the
Darwins. By means of these nails, I
was able to draw the door so closely
after me as to render it quite invisible
from the closet, without which my
hiding-place would no doubt have been
discovered. Stooping down, I placed
my ear close to the door and listened,
and very soon heard the robbers com-
ing up to the flat imurediately beneath.
A very short time sutliced for their
ransacking the rooms, aud then came
the most terrible moment of all. At
the foot of the last flight of stairs, one
of them paused a moment, and then
excitedly shouted, * Why, what's this?
A woman's handkerchief, and per-
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fumed nice, too; it can’t have Leen | Edward found me, I could not have

lony here, I bet.’

An oath and the declaration in Joud
tones that ‘no,man or woman in that
house would be allowed to go out of it
alive, to tell what *heir game in it had
been,’ showed me wiat peril T was in,
and how desperate was the character
of the men. Rushing up the steps,
they entered the room, and almost im-
mediately afterwards the closet, ex-
claiming, as they did so, ¢ I guess we’ve
got her now.’

The lamp they carried threw a faint
streak of light into my hiding-place,
although the door was too close to ad-
mit of my seeingout. They stood for
a moment, and in the stillness, the
ticking of my watch seemed to my ex-
cited fancy loud enough to betray me.

¢ Let's look here,” exclaimed (card-
ner, making for a corner of the closet
which happened to be concealed from
view by a number of dresses, hung
from a rafter in the sloping roof.

¢ It’s no go,” he continued, ¢ she’s got
off, however she did it, and carried
away all that was worth coming for
along with her/

“It was all your fault, Fred,’ re-
joined his companion, ¢ you know you
would have me leave the front door,
and go with you to the back, and that
was how she managed to slip out.’

What more might have been said I
did not hear, as I fainted away for the
first and only time in my life, and was,
when discovered by Edward, at about
half-past twelve, in & state of happy
unconsciousness, if such a term can
properly be applied to a person in a
dead faint.

When I came to myself I was on
the couch in the little sitting-room,
my husband bending over me, and his
brother Cyril, who had arrived unex-
pectedly from Montreal, and accomn-
panied Edward home, preparing to go
off for a doctor. This, however, proved
unnecessary, although 1 was weak and
il for many days.

Judging from the time I must have
gone upstairs, and the time at which

been more than a very few moments in
a state of unconscionsness. AsEdward
and Cyril drew near the house they saw
two men emerge from the front door,
who rapidly made the best of their
way off in the opposite direction, and
when they reached the house it was
to find both hall and back door open,
with every indication that the place
had been ransacked by robbers. My
husband’s anxiety may better be im-
agined than described, but. after the
first mement of excitement was over,
his thoughts at once flew to the very
hiding-place I had chosen, probably
from the fact of our havingonly a day
or two before spoken of the singular
construction of the passage, and re-
marked what an excellent hiding-place
it would make. We learned that poor
Catherine, true to her word, had ar-
ranged with farmer Smith that his
man, Fred Gavdner, should go half-a
mile further and bring Barbara Cro-
ker in to us at once.

The man had learned enough of the
circumstances to know thatthe chances
were greatly against my husband’s
getting home until far into the night
or rather morning.

He bad also gathered from what fell
quite innocently from Catherine that
our house contained a quantity of
plate, the value of which was no doubt
greatly exaggerated in his opinion by
her description, and so, instead of Bar-
bara Croker, had brought back to town
with him a companion in crime with
whose aid he hoped to effect a success-
ful robbery.

The two must have prowled about
the neighbourhood for several hours
waiting to see that everything favoured
their designs, as the servant at Murs.
Lee’s had scen two men who answered
their description exactly, pass at a
comparatively early hour in the even-
ing, and again at a quarter to twelve
when she looked out after extinguish-
ing the lights, going on each occasion
in the direction of our house.

Both men turned out to be convicts
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who had served long terms in the
Provineial Penitentiary at Iingston,
and had not been any length of time
out of its walls. They escaped arrest
on this occasion, muking their way to
the United States, but long afterwards
we read in the Toronto journals that
they had paid tho penalty of their
crimes in the Far West.  They had
been captured with scveral other des-
peradoes after a fearful railway rob-
bery, accompanied with murder, in
Nansas, and after the briefest of trials

hanged in accordance with the usual
despatch which characterizes the ad-
ministration of Lynch Law.

T amn subject to fits of nervousness
still at times, although I am thankful
to say that they are becoming gradu-
ally of less frequent recurrence, and if
1 am ever visited by unpleasant dreams
they are nearly always sure to be as-
sociated with that night of tervor,
fiom the peril of which, I thank God
for my deliverance, through the instru-
mentality of the ¢ Secret Passage.’

MORNING.

BY D. J. MAC MURCHY, TORONTO.

Q XD now the night is past.
Dawn's earliest beams cfface
The stars’ bright eyes
In the morning skies ;
The day comes on apace.

Over the land and sea,

It comes on a message of light,
The tryst to keep,
To wake from sleep

The dreamers of the mght.

In through the churchyard gate,
The joyous sunbeams peep,
And, as they pass,
Just kiss the grass
O’er the graves where the weary sleep.

They play on the cottage door,
Look in at the windows bare,
In their fairy dance,

They glisten and glance
On the palace’s marble stair.
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A DAY WITH THE CHILDREN.

BY J. TO(R

"..’\/ Y wife and I made up our minds
L to give the children an outing.

With so many steamboats and rail- -

roads offering excursion fares for those
who, like ourselves, wanted to take
the balsam of fresh puve air, it was no
easy matter to decide upon the route
and destination. I wanted to go by
boat,but Mvs. Slater, the mother of my
numerous olive-branches, was against
travelling by water, reminding me
(just as if 1 could ever forget) how
that the last time we went to Niagara
shie and all the children were victims
to sea sickness. 1 tried to persuade
my better-half that, as on that ocea-
sion the lake was not rough, the ill-
ness of the family had probably arvisen
from the fact of their imprudently
lunching on a mixture of sardines, cus-
tards, cherries, rich cakes, pics, ginger-
pop, &c., and that nature had merely
rebelled at such an unaccustomed jum-
ble. I reasoned, however, with Mus.
. in vain ; she would not consent to
lét her darlings risk the danger of
going on over-crowded and unsafe ex-
cursion boats. Still I urged the mat-
ter at intervals for several days, but,
finding her of the same opiniun, I, likea
wise man, gave up the struggle, and it
was finally decided that we were to
oo by train to a place some milesaway
from the city, and picnic on a pretty
spot by the lake-side, and thus have
all the advantages of lake air without
encountering the disagreeables attend.
ing travel by water. Of course, the
children were in a wild state of excite-
ment when they heard of the proposed
excursion, and kept the house in a per-
petual racket with their high spirits
and healthy lungs. When the event-
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ful day arrived, we got up at an un-
earthly hour, not to get the early-
worny, but to cateh the 7 o’clock train,
and had & rare scramble for anything
approaching a breakfast. 'When we
were ready to start I was dismayed to
find that the ‘haby’ was to be of the
party, for [ hold with every sensible
man that babies ave better at home
than anywhere else (at least when
their fathers are with them); but
Mrs. Slater had her way in this, and
as the youngest Miss Slater crowed
and smiled in her nurse’s arms, and
looked the merriest little cherub in
creation, I hadn’t the heart to insist
on her being left bebind. 1 was ap-
palled by the number of baskets and
shawls that were to accompany us.
Jane, having the baby, could not carry
anything else, so I found that a good
many more things than I bargained
for fell to me to look after.

On arriving at the station, we found
that there was a large number of other
excursionists, and we had some difii-
culty in obtaining room in the car for
our party, although we sat threein a
seat. We had barely settled ourselves
and arranged the baskets when Harry
discovered he was ¢ awful hungry,”and
Nellie and Tom declared themselves
almost on the point of starvation ead
the twins begged piteously for a ¢ bis-
ted.” It was useless trying to persuade
them to wait until we arrived at our
destination, so after a good deal of
trouble I got the basket that my wife
suid had the biscuits, intending to dis-
tribute one to each of them. The
basket, however, instead of containing
biscuits, held a rich iced plum cake,
and many were the exclamations of
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delight made by the childven when
they beheld it. However, I promptly
closed the lid over the cake, and the
pleasant looks of the little folks were
soon replaced by .those of disappoint-
ment. I was persisting on their hav-
ing merely biscuits at that early hour,
when their mother perceiving that five
pairs of little eyes were preparing for
a down-pour persuaded me to relent,
50, contrary to my better judgment,
rather than have such a damper on the
day’s enjoyment, I gave them each a
slice of the unwholesome stuff, de-
claving positively that that was all
they should have. I had no sooner re-
Placed the basket and settled down
again, than Nellie having demolished
every crumb of her slice of cake, found
that she was very thirsty, as also did
the other youngsters. Tom immedi-
ately went off to help himself from the
water-can at the end of the car, when
his mother (who is a very fastidious
person), saw him drinking from the
tin mug left for the convenience of
the general public. Thereupon she
was seized with the idea that he might
contract some horrible disease, and
called out for him to wait until she
got him his silver cup. OF course the
cup turned out to be at the bottom of
another basket, the one containing the
apples. This in her hurry she upset,
the contents running pell mell along
the car and creating quite a diversion
among the other passengers, who were
very ready to pick the apples up and
help themselves to all they could lay
their hands on, so that by the time we
had collected as many as we could,
more than half had been appropriated.
Except that Nellie spilt a cup of water
over her pretty frock, and Harry fell
down and bruised his knee, we arrived
without any further accident at the
station we were to stop at. There
were no carriages, and we found we

should have to walk a mile in the -
blazing sun to the place we had se- -

lected.

T suggested stopping at the

hotel, but as the rest were against that -
plan, I concluded I would make an .

6
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amiable martyr of myself and we set
off accordingly.

It was a rough walk, and the twins
were soon tired, and asked to be ¢ tar-
ried.” A kind father could not resist
theappeal, so the young monkeys were
hoisted upon my shoulder turn about,
and seemed to enjoy their rides im-
mensely ; kicked their dear little
heels against my back occasionally,
spurring their horse to greater speed ;
making reins of my whiskers, so that
when we reached the place decided on
for our pienicl felt slightly tired and
hot. It seemed a capital place; it
was well shaded by trees and quite
close to the lake. The children were
in ecstasies and wanted lunch in-
stantly, so we set about getting it
ready. My wife, with my assistance,
spread the repast on the clean table-
cloth provided for the purpose, and
though 1 refrained from saying so at
the time, I confess I was surprised at
the richness of the food prepared for
the children. But it was too late to
remedy the evil, and, certuinly, if the
wholesomeness of the viands might be
questioned, there was no doubt as to
their appetising qualities. Indeed,
the amount consumed by the little
Slaters was startling. The usual bee-
tles, bugs and spiders walked care-
lessly over the table-cloth, pies, cakes,
meat, plates and dishes, but in no
way did this appear to affect the ap-
petite of the children. This was rather
an amusement than otherwise.

About the middle of the repast, a
large, innquisitive frog hopped unex-
pectedly into the middle of the table-
cloth and caused great excitement.
Mrs. Slater jumped up as I had not
seen her do for years, Jane screamed,
and the chiliren were delighted, some-
body upset all our milk and a bottle
of raspberry vinegar, both fluids run-
ning promiscously among chickens,
cakes, pies, etc., and leaving the baby
with the prospect of being starved.
None of the Slater family having
shown any tendency to emulate the
chivalric Dr. Tanner, the latter cir-
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cumstance seemed & serious accident.
‘When she had bhad her lunch, Jane
offered to go and see if she could get
some milk at any of the houses we
had passed.  After telling her to be
sure and hurry back, which she pro-
mised readily enough to do, we as-
sented to her going. She presently
departed, leaving Mus. Slater and my-
selves sole guardians of the remmnants
of the repast and the children.

For some time the little people
played contentedly on the lake-shore
in front of us, and then Tom came and
asked if they could go just beyond the
tree we saw, and ‘ paddle.’

To this, on their promising not to
wet their clothes, we gave our con-
sent, and away they went, to take off
shoes and stockings, in high glee. In
truth, my wife and myself were glad
of a few minutes’ quiet, but, as luck
would have it, baby, missing her din-
ner, began to get cross, and it was all
her mother could do to partially soothe
her—trying, ineffectually, tomake that
young lady partake of bisenits and
water, as a substitute for her usnal
diet of milk. I do not remember the
exact length of time that had elapsed
since the children had goue off, but we
presently heard a loud, piercing shriek
from one of them, which made our
hearts jump into our months, and sent
me running towards the direction
from whence the sound came, expect-
ing to find some dire accident had be-
fallen one or other of them. It took
only a few moments to reach them,
and I was infinitely relieved to find
that they were all there, though in the
greatest excitement, for all the boys
were in a state of nudity, they having
evidently enlarged my permission to
¢ paddle’ into taking a full bath. One
of the twins was howling dismally,
and Harry, the eldest boy, was up to
his neck in water, vainly endeavour-
ing to catch with a stick & bundle of
something that was floating slowly
hut surely beyond his reach. After
various questions, and a chorus of
answers from all at once, I learned
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the cause of all the hullabaloo. It
seemed that the ‘twin’ who was cry-
ing had hung his linen blouse, pants,
and other garments on the projecting
branch of a tree, and while enjoying
the delights of bathing, had suddenly
pereeived that a cruel wind had blown
his garments far out into the water,
further than any of us could reach
with the aid of the longest stick to be
found. I gave the children a good
scolding all round, and if it hadn’s
been a holiday, would have added a
sound thrashing as well. I ordered
them all to dress immeaiately, and as
it dawned on the unlucky twin that in
licu of his lost clothes, he would have
to sit wrapped up in a shawl for the
remainder of the day, he cried more
lustily than ever. The toilet of the
fry did not occupy many minutes ; it
was but just completed when their
mother, vemembering that they had
had no towels to dry themselves with,
was afraid that they would take coid,
and get inflammatory rheumatism.
Nothing would satisfy the maternal
heart but that all their clothes must
come off, and each of them undergo &
rubbing process with the table cloth,
while their under-garments were laid
in the sun to dvy.

As Jane had not yet returned,
Mrs. S. had to look after this matter
herself. While she did so, she gave
me the baby to look after. That
young lady was sucking, discontent-
edly, a biscuit, and let me have a good
deal more of the disgusting mess than
I wanted, putting her sticky fingers
into my hair, and, with undesirable
generosity, thrusting the wet stuffinto
my eyes and against my nose, in a
vain attempt to put it into my mouth.
These pleasantries soon ceased toamuse
her, and she next tried pulling my
whiskers, and messing my white shirt
and collar, by patting and pulling them
with her dirty little hands. My four
bays, seated in a row, wrapped up in
shawls and waterproofs, looked preity
dismally comical, but I was oo cross to
enjoy the situation, and vowed it

-
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would be the Jast time I would ever
he found going on a pleasure excur-
sion with balf a dozen unruly brats.

That confounded servant never
turned up for ages, and then had only
about half a cup of milk, which had
apparently no effect but to make the
baby cry for more. When she did
come, I made up my mind to go for a

z
|

|

walle alone and pay a visit to a coun- -

try inn which had large grounds
surrounding it, containing the usual

swings, merry-go-rounds, and summer- :
houses that accompany pleasure re- .

sorts. Nellie and Harry begged so
much to go too, that 1 finally took
them, they promising to be very good,
and with only two of my olive branches
to look after I felt a comparatively

happy man. We reached the inn with |

its garden and attractions, 'and found
any number of people enjoying them-
selves in their own way, which the
greatest part of them did by eating
and talking. Scraps of orange peel,
nut shells, pieces of paper, crusts of
bread and rinds of melons strewed the
loudly.advertised velvet lawns. The
candy, cakes and ginger beer, in the
wooden stalls that were dotted here
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no alarm, though it was sometime be-
fore I discovered their whereabouts.
When I did, it rather upset me to
se¢ that the young monkeys were
enjoying a swing high up in the air,
both standing to all appearance in the
most perilous position, and trying
their best to get on a level with che
branches of the trees. I hardly knew
what to do, but called out to them to
stop swinging and come down directly.
I shall never forget the effect my
words had : they were at the farthest
limitof therope when they beard my
voice, and Nellieturned quickly round,
and before I had time to utter a word
of cantion, a shrill scream rang out
into the air. Isaw the flutter of some-
thing white, and heard a dull thud on
the ground. I was horrified. The
blood in my veins seemed to stop, I
became dizzy, and for & moment could
not summon courage to look in the
direction of the sound, or dare to go
to pick up the little mangled form I
expected to find lying there. Some-

" thing seemed to swim before my eyes

and there about the grounds, appeared

to be in a dissolving state of stickiness,
and looked anything but appetising—
at least to me.

last five cents in a tumbler of disgust-
ing-looking lemonade, and Nellie her
coppers in jaundiced-looking lemon
and orange drops. I left the children
for a minute or two while I got a glass
of lager beer, which I daresay would
have been good enough if it hadn’s
been luke-warm (the man’s ice had
given out). I found warm lager by no
means delicious, but being very thirsty
I drank it nevertheless, and thought
I’'d have a smoke and see if a good Ha-
vana would not soothe my rufiled fee!-
ings. Ilit my cigar and was enjoying
it fully, when I remembered Harry
and Nellie, and strolled leisurely round
to look for them. They were not
where I left them, but that caused me

Nellie and Harry -

thought otherwise, Harry investing his |
. ing heartily at the rap they had given

as I stooped under the trees and looked
blindly for my child : for a moment I
hardly saw anything, else I wouldn’t
have got such a knock on my back
and head as I stooped down from the
returning swing, where to my com-
plete bewilderment still stood Harry
and Nellie safe and sound, and laugh-

me. It was the board and not either
of the children that had fallen; Nellie
screamed when she felt it slipping
from under her feet, but had clung
like a squirrel to the rope, and ap-
peared unconscious of having escaped
from any danger. They informed me
that they were ‘working down,” and
in a minute or two jumped off the
swing with rosy cheeks and brimming
over with excitement at the fun they
had had.

I regret to say that when I dis-
covered the needlessness of my fright,
and the innocent cause of it laughing
merrily, I indulged in language more
expressive than elegant, and hardly
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fit for infant ears. I had a severe
pain in my back and head from the
blow, and felt in a mood to thrash
some one within an inch of his life,
although, T am happy to state, T re-
frained from giving any physical proof
of the rage I was in. I marshalled
my young people back to their mother
in the worst possible frame of mind,
and gave my wife such a lecture on
the way she brought up her childven
as almost to bring tears to her eyes.
Poor woman, she looked tired out, as,
having sent the nurse to look after the
other children, she was trying her best
to soothe the baby, who was awfully
Cross.

Utterly disgusted, I threw myself
down on the grass a little distance off,
and tried to rest my aching head,
when, glancing at my watch, I saw
that we had only time to walk slowly
back to the station to get the train
home. I immediately got up and in-
formed my family that it was time .o
depart. At this news I saw an intense
look of relief pass vver my tired wife's
face, as she said she would be glad
when we were safe at home again.
The children hastily disposed of the re-
mainder of the eatables, and we set
of on the walk through the woodsand
dusty country roads, laden with the
baskets, which seemed as heavy as be-
fore. On our way back the road cer-
tainly appeared longer, for, instead of

CONVFESSIONS.

the twins, I had to carry Nellie, who
is a stout child of six, the unusual
food, the excitement of the trip and
the famous swing having completely
upset the chiid.

‘When at last we arrived at the sta-
tion, we were a sorry looking family.
My wife, usually so fresh and hand-
some, looked hot and flustered, her
hair was straggling and untidy,and her
pretty dress showed many a green
grass stain and the marks of dirty
little fingers. The trip home was a
frightful experience ; the children
were as cross as two sticks, and their
elders (I can speak positively of the
feelings of one at least) crosser. As
for the baby, she never stopped yell-
ing, except to take breath to begin
again. Besides being a bother to our-
selves, we were an unutterable nui-
sance to the other excursionists. I
heard one broad-shouldered workman
remark, as be regarded his own good,
quiet youngsters, that if he ‘belonged
tothe gentry, he guessed he’d teach his
children better manners or stay at
home.’ Iendorsed theman’ssentiments,
resolving then and there that once safe
at home nothing on earth would ever
induce me to go on a day’s pleasure
in the country with a pack of children,
and if I am any judge of physiognomy
Muys. Slater, in the inmost recesses of
her heart, registered a similar vow.

CONFESSIONS.

A SERIES OF SONNETS.

BY ¢ SERANTS,” OTTAWA.

VI

SHALL I be blamed if I so write of you

As lovers of their mistresses ?

Her gown,

Her glove, the mignonette she fastened down
Upon her bosom’s lace, even her shoe
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Has claimed their muse and will again, for who
Loves earnestly at all, loves all, from crown
Of curled head (so have they written) down
To fleeing foot fearing lest one pursue.
And when in long and listless twilight mood
At twilight I have sat and dreamed of you,
IHow could I picture you but as indeed
I know you, clad in dearest suit of tweed
Man ever wore, with scarf of richest blue,—
Yet fear I lest I be not understood.

VIIL

For why should these things be less dear to me
Because you are a man and I—a woman ?
Because I am, I am more surely human,

And though as surely love with dignity,

With stateliness and rigid purity,

With reverence for all those gifts of mind
Whtich first I saw in you, (and long was blind

To other gifts which now at length I sce,)
With art to keep your passion in control,

With almost mother’s yearning for your Best
And Highest always—ryet it seems to me
In perfect Love must be equality ;

An equal charm in all must be confessed,

Body nor mind the greater, neither soul.

VIIL

A sky all yellow in the evening west,
But pale and bluish-cold elsewhere. The trees,
Like branching seaweeds under amber seas,
Are traced in clearest, blackest, delicatest
Pencillings against the glow. A sense of rest
Is come to me, and sinking on my knees
Beside the opened window (though it freeze
Who would shut out this winter air ¥ The best
Of impulses come with it ) I become,
Through gazing, one with air and golden sky,
And golden thread of river running down
Far westward by the sun-gilt, glowing town.
O Spirit of Beauty—more 1 cannot cry,
Alas! the Spirit of Love still keeps me dumb !
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BY PROF, GOLDWIN SMITH, M.A,

ON opening the Nincteenth Centwry
the other day in Canada, I was
surprised to find that Mr. Lucien Wolf,
of the Jewish World, in his paper on the
Anti-Jewish agitation, had set me down
as having commenced the agitation in
England. Mr. Wolf writes, as he avows,
under the influence of ‘all-consnming
indignation and strong passion,’” for
which it is easy, under the circumstances,
to feel respect and sympathy, but which
cannot fail to colour his statements. Ire-
plied at the time that I was not aware
that there had ever been an Anti-Jewish
agitation in England. No tidings of such
a movement had reached Canada. So far
as I could see, fully the due measure of
homage was being paid by the highest
representatives of English society to
Jewish wealth. We had even received
accounts, in connection with the last
general election, of a new political sect
which was seeking to identify the Eng-
lish race with the Ten Tribes, and found
on that pedigree a claim to world-wide
dominion. In Germany, as elsewhere
on the Continent, there has been an
Anti-Jewish agitation : in England, 1
apprehend, there has been none.

It had happened that when I was last
in England we were on the brink of a
war with Russia, which would have in-
volved the whole Empire, including Ca-
nada, whose mercantile marine would
have been in great danger of being cut
up by Russian cruisers. The Jewish
interest throughout Europe, with the
Jewish Press of Vienna as its chief or-
gan, was doing its utmost to push us in.
Mr. Lucien Wolf avows that the Jews
all over the world were united in oppo-
sition to what they regarded as the hy-
pocritical designs of " Russia, though
Russia might perhaps retort the epithet,
inasmuch as her crime in their eyes was
not her ambition but ber protection of
the Eastern Christians, with whom the
Jews had a quarrel of their own. At
such a crisis it was necessary and right

to remind the English people that Israel
was a separate race, with tribal objects,
and that its enwities could not be safely
allowed to sway the councils of England.
As to the merits of the quarrel between
the Eastern Christians and the Jews,
there was no room for doubt : we had
some reason to believe that there was
as much of extortion on one side as of
fanaticism on the other: but at all
events it was not an English quarrel, or
one in which English blood could justi-
fiably be shed.

I heartily supported, and, were it
needful, would heartily support again,
the political enfranchisement of the
Jews, though I do not pretend to be-
lieve that people who intrench them-
selves in tribal exclusiveness, refuse
intermarriage, and treat the rest of the
community as Gentiles, are the very
best of candidates for citizenship. But
the franchise is a trust, in the exercise
of which every one must expect to be
watched, especially those who are liable
to any peculiar bias, above all when their
allegiance is divided between the nation
and some other power or interest. The
staunchest advocate of Catholic emanci-
pation has never doubted that it was
right to watch the Catholics, at least
the Uliramontanes, as often as there was
any possibility of a divergence between
the interest of the nation and those of
the Pepacy.  If I am not misinformed,
the movement against the Jesuits and
against Ultramontanism in Germany—
the Education War, as it is called—has
found ardent supporters among tne Jews.
Especially is vigilance needful when the
equivocal influence is exercised through

. the secretly enslaved organs of an osten-

i

sibly independent Press.

If patriotism means merely & willing-
ness to perform all social duties and to
do good to the community, nobody can
deny that it may be possessed in the
largest measure by the kinsmen of Sir
Moses Montefiore. But if it means undi-



THE JEWISH QUESTION.

vided devotion to the national interest,
there is diflicully in seeing how it can
be possessed without abatement by the
members of a cosmopolitan and wander-
ing race, with a tribal bond, tribal aspi-
rations, and tribal feclings of its own.
Far be it from Liberals to set up a nar-
row patriotism as the highest of virtues,
or to make an idol of the nativn. There
is sowething higher than nationality,
something which nationality at present
ought to serve, and in which it will ulti-
mately be merged. Mazzini taught us
how to think upon that subject. But
tribalism is not higher or more liberal
than nationality ; 1t is lower and less
liberal ; it is the primeval germ of which
nationality is the more civilized develop-
ment. Nor does the narrowest patriot
make such a religious idol of his nation
as the Jew makes of his tribe. All the
other races profess at least allegiance to
humanity : they all look forward, how-
ever vaguely, to a day of universal
brotherhood ; they cannot help doing
this if they are Christian, and have ac-
cepted the ideal of the Christian Church.
The Jew alone regards his race as supe-
rior to humanity, and looks forward not
to its ultimate union with other races,
but to its triumph over them all, and to
its final ascendancy under the leadership
of a tribal Messiah. I mean of course
the genuine, or, as the Americans would
say with rough picturesqueness, the
* hard-shell > Jews. About the position
of these alone can there be any question.
As to the men of Jewish descent who
have put off tribalism altogether, we
have only to welcome them as citizens
in the fullest sense of the term and to
rejoice in any good gifts, peculiar to
their stock, which they may oring to the
common store. But Mr. Wolf speaks
for the genuine Jew : he rejects, evi-
dently with abhorrence, the thought of
intermarriage with the Gentile.

Of the existence of Israel as a power
and interest apart from the nations,
though domiciled among them, there
<can scarcely be a doabt. One who has
deeply studied the question, Mr. Oli-
phant, in his recent and very interesting
work The Land of Gilead, dwells more
than once on the great advantages which
any European Governmment might gain
-over its rivals by an alliance with the
Jews. ‘1t is evident, he says, ‘that
the policy which I have proposed to the
Turkish Government (i.e. the restoration
-of Palestine) might be adopted with

{ with which they were allied.
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equal advantage by England or any
other European power. The nation that
espoused the cause of the Jews and their
restoration to Palestine would be able
to rely on their support in financial ope-
rations on the largest scale, upon the
powerful influence which they wield in
the Press of many countries, and on
their political co-operation in those coun-
tries, which would of necessity tend to
paralyze the diplomatic and even hostile
action of Pouwers antagonistic to the one
Owing to
the financial, political, and commercial
importance to which the Jews have now
attained, there is probably no one power
in Europe that would prove so valuable
an ally to a nation likely to be engaged
in a European war as this wealthy,
powerful, and cosmopolitan race.” Per-
haps the writer of these words hardly
realizes the state of things which they
present to our minds. We see the Gov-
ernments of Europe bidding against each
other for the favour and support of an
anti-national money power, which would
itself be morally unfettered by any alle-
giance, would be ever ready to betray
and secretly paralyze for its own objects
the Governments under the protection
of which its members were living, and
of course would be always gaining
strength and predominance at the ex-
pense of adivided and subservient world.
The least part of the evil would be the
wound inflicted on our pride. It is the
highest treason against civilization that
Mr. Oliphant unwittingly suggests. If
Russia were alone to stand out against
such submission, even though her mo-
tives might not be untainted, she would
practically acquire no inconsiderable
title to the sympathy of the nations.

The allusion to the influence wielded
by the Jews in the European Press has
a particularly sinister sound. This, as
has already Been said, is a danger the
growth of which specially justifies our
vigilance. In the social as in the physi-
cal sphere new diseases are continually
making their appearance. One of the
new social diseases of the present day,
and certainly not the least deadly, is the
perversion of public opinion, in the in-
terest of private or sectional objects, by
the clandestine manipulation of the
Press.

Mr. Wolf, throughout his paper, as-
sumes that the main question between
the Jews and their adversaries is one of
religion, and that opposition to Jewish
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ascendancy is a revival of religious per-
secution. To the full extent to which
his belief is well founded, I share hLis
¢all-consuming indignation.” Indeed,
the fear of seeming to abet anything
like an attack on liberty of conscience
makes me almost shrink from dealing
with the subject. In this respect, how-
ever, 1 feel that I am tolerably free from
reproach. I believe I have on all occa-
sions, to the utmost of my power, sup-
ported the cause of perfect freedom of
opinion. I have advocated unsectarian
educationin all its ¢rades, and noonecan
desire more heartily than 1 do to see the
last relic of intolerance swept away from
the constitution of the House of Com-
mons. Butamong the opponents of Lib-
cral principles on both these points, as I
am told, are rich Jews, who have appar-
ently come to the conclusion that secta-
rian education and exclusive testsare use-
ful guardians of certain special interests.
It seems that in France corresponding
phenomena present themselves. The
French correspondent of a thoroughly
pro-Jewish journal in this country re-
marks, with reference to the part played
by the Jews in French politics, that ¢ the
Jew, when struggling, or wervely rich, is
Anti-Clerical and Laiberal, but when he
becomes a magnate and wants to marry
his children to the sons and daughters
of ¢ crusading ” families of undoubted
nobility, he becomes a supporter of
moral order and all that is comprised
in the term.’ Tt is possible, then, to
be opposed to Jews and yet to be on the
side of religious liberty. If I mistake
not, the possibility will become more
evident every day in proportion as
Israel accumulates more wealth, and be-
comes more identified with the class to
which the good things and the honours
of the world belong.

For my part, I have been all along
persuaded that in these troubles religion
i3 not the primary but a secondary
cause ; though, as it struck the eye of
superficial observers most, it has been
hitherto taken for the primary cause;
much as in the case of lreland the con-
flict was tormerly supposed to be one
entirely between Catholic and Protes-
tant ; and even the Whiteboy outrages,
though plainly agrarian, were imagined
to be connected with the religious feud.
The root of the mischief lies, I am con-
vinced, not in the peculiar creed, but in
the peculiar character, habits, and posi-
tion of the Jewish people; in their
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tribal exclusiveness, their practice of the
tribal rite of circumcision, the nature of
the trades to which they are addicted,
and the relation in which they stand to
the native races of the countries wherein
they take np their abode as a wandering
and parasitic race, without a country,
avoiding ordinary labour, and spreading
over the world to live on the labour of
others by means of usury and other
pursuits of the same sort. Theyare not
the only instance of the kind. The Ar-
meniansiare another, the Parsees a third ;
the Greeks were fast becoming afourth,
when happily alike for them and other
nations their country was restored to
them. The Lombards and Cahorsins, in
the Middle Ages, were examples of the
same tendency on a smaller scale, as the
Gypsies are in a different way. But the
theological importance attached to the
Jews and the belief in the divinely or-
dained and penal character of their
wanderings has prevented their case
from being referred to the historical class
to which it uelongs, and caused their
dispersion to be regarded not only as
far the most memorable, which assur-
edly it is, but as absolutely unique.

1 had once been listening to a debate
in the House of Commons, on a motion
brought forward by that most excellent
scion of the Jewish race, the late Sir F.
Goldsmith, respecting the maltreatment
of the Jews in the Danubian Principali-
ties, in which it was assumed both by
the mover and by the Foreign Minister,
who replied to him, that the case was
one of religious persecution. At my
side sat a friend, who knew the Princi-
palities well, who hated wrong and op-
pression of all kinds if ever man did, and
who was not a Christian but an avowed
Agnostic. Ile said that in his opinion
the real point had been missed ; that the
case in its essential character was not
one of religious persecution ; that the
people, & good-natured race, were not
inflamed with fanatical hatred of the
Jewish faith ; that a Jewish synagogue,
in one of the cities, received aid from
the Govermment. The Jews, he said,
cane among a simple-minded peasantry,
devoured its substance by usury, dis-
possessed it of its freeholds, and at the
same time corrupted it by the practice
of demoralizing trades; hence attempts
were made to exclude them from the
country, and they were sometimes treat-
ed with cruel violence. In Russia, as
we are told by the best authorities, in-
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cluding Mr. Mackenzie Wallace, the
people regard religion very much asa
question of nationality, deeming it per-
fectly natural that a man of a different
race should also have a different creed,
so that the inhabitanis of Christian vil-
lages dwell peac..ably side by side with
the inhabitants o1 illages which are not
Christian. Hence it would secem that
in this case again religious fanaticism
can hardly be the chief source of the
popular excitement. The Gernians are
being denounced as a herd of infuriated
and brutal bigots ; but they are in reality
a kindly people, and their history is
peculiarly free from the stains of religi-
ous persecution, especi-lly if we take
out the action of Austria, which is really
not a German power. Mr. Wolf com-
plains of the frequent Boycotting of
Jews in the United States. He refers,
I presume, to the refusal, some time ago,
of New York insurance offices to insure
the houses of the Jews, and to their re-
cent exclusion from some hotels in the
same State. At least [ know of nothing
else to which the termn ¢ Boycotting’ could
be applied. In both cases the reason
may have been insuflicient ; but in both
it was commercial, not religious. No
New York insurance office or hotel would
ever refuse anybody’s money on religi-
ous grounds. At the time of Secession
an order, the exact tenor of which I do
not now remember, ‘was issued by a
Federal communder against the Jews,
who were plying their usual trades in
the wake of war; but we may be quite
sure that this was a military measure,
with which bigotry had nothing to do.
That the Jews should have exposed
themselves to exceptional treatment in
a country where the principle of religious
liberty and equalityis so firmly esta-
blished, not only in the Constituticn,
but in the hearts of the people, as it is
in the United States, seems clearly to
indicate that there may be other than
religious grounds for the popular feeling
against them in other countries also.
No man is responsible to his fellow men
for his beliefs, however strange they may
be ; but every man, whatever his beliefs,
must take the natural consequences of
hisactions. He who plies an unpopular
trade, or does what 1s offensive to his
neighbours, at the same time treating
them as Gentiles, will be sure to incur
odium not only of the theological kind.
That his ancestors, eighteen centuries
and a half ago, instigated Pilate to cru-
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cify Christ is a very bad reason for mal-
treating any man at the present day ;
but it is an equally bad reason for allow-
ing any man to behave offensively at the
present day that his ancestors were mal-
treated in the Middle Ages.

“In such German pamphlets as I have
seen upon this question I have not no-
ticed strong traces of theological utag-
onism. Herr Stocker seems fully imbued
with the old-fashioned reverence for the
faith of Israel : his complaint is rather
that there is too little of it among the
modern Israelites than that there is too
much. The Jewish antipathy to labour
offends him as a Christian Socialist, with
whom the duty and the dignity of labour
are primary articles of faith : this is the
nearest approach to religious antagonism
that I have observed. He¥r Stocker
complains, it is true, of the attacks made
by the Jewish Press on Christianity ;
but this he might do without exposing
himself to the charge of intolerance,
though perhaps there is some exaggera
tion in his complaints.

The belief that these troubles ave
wholly or mainly religious flows natur-
ally from the notion, almost universally
entertained, that Israel is merely a dis-
senting sect. Talleyrand, as a remark-
able passage quoted by Mr. Wolf shows,
fancied that a Jew was just like any
other citizen, saving his theological
opinions, and that when toleration was
extended to those opinions, he would
become like ‘other citizens in every re-
spect. The advocacy of Jewish eman
cipation in England proceeded on the
same assumption, while the opposition
was founded on that of a religious crime
and a divine sentence. The result has
proved that though emancipation was
wise and right, the Impression under
which the debate was conducted was
mistaken. We now see that Israel is
not a sect, but a vast relic of p_rima&j.val
tribalism, with its tribal mark, its tribal
separatism, and its tribal God. The
aftinity of Judaism is not to non-confor-
mity but to caste. If Judaism were a
religion as Christianity or Buddhism is,
it would, like Christianityand Buddhism,
proselytize : it did proselytize during
that period of its history in which, under
the influence of Greek philosophy and
other liberalizing agencies, it was tend-
ing from the condition of a tribal to that
of u universal creed, though it subse-
quenily fell back into tribalism, Philo
stccumbing to the Rabbi, while the more
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spiritual and universal element disen-
gaged itself in the form of Christianity.
A Jewish writer, who is himself a strik-
ing proof of the fact that the race is much
and the religious profession little, has
said that the Jews no more care tomake
proselytes than does the House of Lords.
We may, with Thackeray, smile at the
idea that the denizens of Bevis Marks
are unapproachable aristocrats of the
human race, but the saying points to a
serious and important truth.

It is partly under the influence of the
same erroneous impression, as T venture
to think, that Mr. Wolf ascribes what-
ever is not lofty in the commercial char-
acter and habits of the Jews to the
‘ demoniac attitude’ of Christianity, that
he depicts the conduct of Christendom
toward Judaism throughout history as
‘a persecution unexampled for its long
duration and calculated malignity,” that
he speaks of the * brutality and iufamous
uncharitableness with which throughout
the ages the Jews bave been wantonly
persecuted by the soi-disant votaries of
a Gospel of Mercy.” Such expressions,
1 submit, betray a misreading of history,
and one which not only produces a mis-
conception as to the main source of these
calamitous conflicts in the past, but pre-
vents the Jew from seeing what is the
only real security agaiust their recurrence
in the future. The group of nations
which make up Christendom emerged
from barbarism only by a very gradual
process, as did also the mation which
deemed that it pleased God by the mas-
sacre of the Canaanites with their wives
and children, and which penned the
books of Judges, Chronicles, and Esther ;
but apart from any belief about revela-
tion, and from theological questions
altogether, it has s fair a claim at least
as any other group to be painted with
historical discrimination, and not care-
lessly daubed with black. Perhaps in
regard to the Jewish question the self-
accusation of Christendom, since its
acceptance of the principle of toleration,
has somewhat exceeded the fact, as the
self-accusation of reformed sinners is apt
to do. Mr. Wolf’s sweeping language is
enough in itself to suggest the need of
historical revision, though by most of his
Christian readers 1t will be accepted with-
out criticism and echoed with a peniten-
tial sigh.

There are features common to the
characters of Orientals generally, and
vigible in that of the Jew, for which

Christendom plainly is not responsible.
Nor is Christendom responsible for any-
thing that originally marked, for good ox
for evil, either the Semitic stock gene-
rally or the Hebrew branch of it. It was
not the attitude of Christianity that made
the Phewenician a kidnapper or the Car-
thaginian faithless. 1t was not the
attitude of Christianity that caused the
Jews to adopt as a typical hero the man
who takes advantage of his brother’s
hunger to buy him out of his birthright
with a mess of pottage, or led them to
record with exultation how they had
spoiled the Egyptians by borrowing their
jewels on a feigned pretext. It was not
Christianiiy that penned passages in
Hebrew books instinet with sanguinary
tribalism and viadictive malediction.
But a more unhappy element probably
in the special character of the modern
Jew than any Oriental or Semitic defect
is the accumulated effect of the wander-
ing life, with its homelessness, its com-
bination of degrading vagrancy with
unpopular exclusiveness, its almost ine-
vitable tendency to mean and hateful
trades. And to the wandering life the
Jews were led partly by untoward cir-
cumstances, partly by their own choice,
certainly not by the attitude or the con-
duct of Christendom. They seem to
have been not less unpopular with the
nations of the pagan world, including
some even outside the pale of the Roman
Empire, than they have been with Christ-
ian nations ; and their unpopularity
seems to have arisen always from much
the same causes. Either the whole
human race except the Jew is demoniac,
or there is something naturally unpopu-
lar in the habits and bearing of the Jew.
The Christian States of the Middle
Ages, in which the Jews underwent
maltreatment, were in an early stage of
civilization, and their religion was bound
up, as that of primitive communities
generally is, with their polity, their mor-
ality, and the whole life of their people.
They could no more help this than a
child can help not being a man. His-
torical philosophy has taught us to dis-
tinguish the inevitable shortcomings of
nations from their crimes. The common
faith of the states of Christendom formed
among other things the bond of their
indispensableand effective though loosely -
knit confederation against Islam. Into
nations of this character the Jewintruded
himself, well knowing their prejudices,
which, in fact, were mereiy the counter-
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parts of his own, but willing to run all
risks in pursuit of gain. If English
adventurers had in the same way in-
truded themselves into China or Japan
before these countries were opened, it is
doubtful whether the Foreign Office
would have felt itself bound to protect
them in case of a riot. Had it appeared
that they had been plying trades oppres-
sive and naturally hateful to the people,
their misfortune, though it might have
excited pity, would have created little
surprise. ‘Their case would have been
still weaker if they had been acting as
instruments of extortion in the service
of a tyrant, and had been sharing with
him the spoils of the people, as the Jews
did under the medieval kings, and as it
appears that they did also in Egypt
under the Ptolemies.

Jewish writers, in their natural exas-
peration, are heaping contumely on the
memory of the Crusaders. By David or
IsaiahaCrusader might have been under-
stood: it is impossible that he should be
understood by a Jew of the Talmud and
the Stock Exchange. The Crusades, like
their sequel, the struggle against the
Ottoman, were in truth a defensive war
waged by Christendom against Islam,
which, organized for conquest, came vie-
torivusly rolling on, with fatalism, des-
potism, polygamy, slavery, and the other
Eastern vices in its train, till on the
plains of Tours it had almost achieved
the subjugation of the West. The Holy
Sepulchre was the Carroccio of Christen-
dom, though its position, far in advance
of the natural line of defence, placed the
Christians at a military disadvantage.
It is true that in Godfrey and his breth-
ren in arms there was a strain of savagery
which sometimes totally overpowered the
nobler parts of their character ; that they
carried on their holy war with the fero-
city which marked wars generally in
those times; and thatwith their devotion
were largely mingled the unextinguished
propensity to nomadism, the love of mil-
wtary adventure, and the lust of booty.
Still they were the half-conscious cham-
pions of that which has beeif incontest-
ably proved by experience to be the
higher civilization, and for the hope that
was in them they gave up their lands,
their pastimes, and the bowers of their
ladies, and went to die on Syrian fields.
So long as Christianity is preferred to
Islam we must look with gratitude on
the stately tombs of the Crusaders. The
world will have become materialist in-
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deed when any child of Western civiliza-
tion can rejoice in abuse of St. Louis or
Edward I.

Now the Jew was a religious alien,
and what his own law, if the parts had
been changed, would have called a blas-
phemer in a religious camp at a crisis of
intense excitement and mortal peril,
Not only so, but he was not a very dis-
tant kinsman, and probably at heart a
friend of the enemy, oceasionally perhaps
even a confederate, grotesque as some
of the mediweval stories of Jewish com-
plicity with the Saracen are. Mrs. Mag-
nus, in her vivid sketch of the history of
her compatrics, says :—

¢ Both in the East and in the West the
rise of Mohammedanism was, in truth,
as the dawn of a new day to the despised
and dispersed Jews. If we except that
one bitter quarrel between the earliest
followers of the Prophet and the Jews of
Arabia—and that, we must note, was 10
organized or systematic persecution, but
rather an ebullition of anger from an
ardent enthusiast at his first unexpected
rcbuff—we shall find that Judaism had
much reason to rejoice at the rapid
spread of Mohammedanism. Monothe-
ists like the Jows, abhorring like them ali
forms of image worship, worshipping in
simple fashion their one God Allah,
observing dietary laws like to those of
Moses, the 2lohammedans both in their
faith and in their practice naturally
found more grounds for agreement with
Jewish doctrine than with the Christian
dogma of a complex Godhead, or with
the undeveloped aspirations of the
heathen. And besides some identity of
priuciple and of race between the Mo-
hammedan and the Jew, there soon dis-
covered itself a certain hardly definable
kinship of habit and of custom—a sort
of sympathy, in fact, which is often
more effectual than even more impor-
tant causes in promoting friendly rela-
tions either nationally or individually.
Then also, there was the similarity of
language ; for Arabic, like Hebrew,
belongs to what is called the Semitic
group. . . . Nearly a century of
experience of the political and social
results of the Mohammedan conquests
must, inevitably, have made the year
710 stand out to the Jews of that time
as the beginning of a grand new era in
their histery. Centuries of cruelty had
made the wise,loyal counsel of Jeremiah to
¢¢ pray for the peace of the land whither
ye are led captive; its peace shall be
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your peace also,” a hard task for the
most loya! of consciences; and in that
carly year of the eighth century when
Spain was added to the list of the Mo-
hammedan victories, and the trinmphant
flag of the Crescent was hoisted on tower
and citadel, the liberty of conscience
which it practically proclaimed must have
been in the widest sense a cause for
national rejoicing to the Jews.’

It is not necessary here to discuss the
by-questions whether the reign of Islam
is that of liberty of conscience, and
whether centuries of cruelty to the Jews
had really preceded the year 710. As
to the main point, the passage quoted is
correct. History can cast no blame upon
the Jew for fecling and obeying his
natural aflinity ; but on the other hand,
we must acquit the Christian of any-
thing that with reference to people in
that stage of civilization can reasonably
be called demoniae, and pronounce that
his rage against the Jew, even when
most detestable and sangumary, falls
within the measure of human crime.  {t
ig probably conjectured, if it cannot be
said to have been proved, that at the
time of the Crusades, when all men were
hastily raising mouney to equip themsel-
ves for the Holy War, the Jewish usurer
took cruel advantage of his opportunity
and thereby made himself more than
unusually obnoxiousat the moment when
he was most in peril. Nor is it by any
means certain that he used all possible
care to avoid irritating popular feeling.
He has always been, and still is, some-
what apt to presume upon his wealth.
This is the cause of his exclusion from
some of the New York hotels. The
bloodiest and most disgraceful of all the
outbreaks of popular violence in Eng-
land was provuked by the disastrous
indiseretion of some wealthy Hebrews
who, in defiance of a warning proclama-
tion as well as of popular sentiment, had
intruded themselves upon the corona-
tion of a Crusader king.

Even on this occasion, however, behind
the religious fanaticism which is set down
as the svle incentive to the outburst,
there is discernible that wnich I suspect
to have been generally the deeper and
more potent cause of populac antipathy.
At York, the rivters made for the place
where the Jews had deposited their
bonds. So, in French history, M. Mar-
tin, though he usunally treats the out-
rages against the Jews as religious, and
descants on them in the ordinary strain,
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sometimes lets us see that other causes
of animosity were at work. ‘Never,
he says, in velation to the rising of 1330,
‘had the Jews been more hateful to the
peeple than since they had been pro-
tected with so much solicitude by the
Crown : they abused the need which men
had of theiv capital to suck to the very
marrow both the spendthrift nobleman
and the necessitous citizen.” The money
trade is not more oppressive or odivus
than any other trade, provided it is not
pursued in an illiberal and grasping
spirit 3 buf there are money-lenders of
difterent kinds ; there is usury which is
fair lending, and there is usury which
is extortion ; there are mortgagees who
do not want to foreclose, and there are
mortgagees who do. A tyranny not less
grinding or hatetul than that of an armed
conqueror or a political despot may be
exercised Dby a confederacy of crafty
operators which has got the money of
a country into its hands and makes a
ruthless use of its power. In the Chron-
icle of Jocelyn de Brakelond we find an
example of the prodigious usance by
which a debt to a Hebrew money-lender
grew : and we are not surprised or much
scandalized on learning from a subse-
quent page of the Chronicle that the
worthy Abbot Saumson procured letters
from the king empowering him to cum-
pel all Jews to quit St. Edmondsbury, on
the condition however that they should
be allowed to take with them their
chattels and the price of their houses
and lands. It was the period of the
Crusades, and Samson was an enthu-
siast, it is true; yet we cannot doubt,
looking to what had preceded, that hic
main object was to save his people from
the bloodsucker. The Jews had a strong
tendency to congregate at Oxford, alarge
portion of which is said at one tiine to
have been in their hands. We may
believe that they were partly, perhaps
chiefly, drawn to it as a seat of learning
and science ; but a university city also
affords special opportunities for usury ;
and as the Universities in the Middle
Ages were distinctly liberal, it seems
probable that here again the conflicts
which took place had a social and econo-
mical rather than a theological cause.
The truth is, religious fanaticism, and
especially the fanaticism of Christianity,
has had quite as heavy a load of histori-
cal responsibility laid on it as it deserves.
Persecution, among Christians at least,
has usually been the crime not of popular
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bigotry but of wealthy Church establish-
ments threatened in their temporal in-
terests by the growth of new beliefs,
The wars of the sixteenth century, which
are always called religious, and, con-
stantly cited as proof that Christianity
is the parent of evil, were in fact
attempts of an enormously rich and cor-
rupt clergy to put down a revival of
religious life, while the life was strug-
¢ling to save itself from extermination.
1t seems very doubtful whether, evenin
the Middle Ages, the peasant or me-
chanie, having no pecuniary interest in
theological questions, would, merely on
account of a difference of opinion, have
made a bloodthirsty onslaught on a man
of the same race, or of a race not hostile
to his own, who was working as a fellow
labvurer at his side. The Cahorsins
were Christians; yet as extortioners
they were not less hated than the Jews,
nor was their expulsion less eagerly
demanded.

Into England the Jews streamed after
‘the Conquest, as they fullow in the train
of modern war; and we may be sure
that their presence was not the least part
of the calamity which befell the hapless
people. Through them the Norman and
Angevin kings were enabled to organize
vicarious extortion, and though the king
squeezed the sponge when it had sucked
up the money of the people, this process
while it filled his coffers did not restore
the popularity of the unfortunate Jews.
Nor does it seem that the Jow, to make
up for hisexactions,whenhe had amassed
wealth, bore himself meekly towards
the natives. Our highest authority on
medizval histery, Mr. Freeman, says:
*In the wake of the Conqueror the
Jews of Rouen found their way to Lon-
don, and before long we find settlements
of the Hebrew race in the chief cities
and boroughs of England: at York, Win-
chester, Lincoln, Bristol, Oxford, and
even at the gate of the Abbot of St. Ed-
monds and St. Albans. They came as
the king's special men, or more truly as
his special chattels, strangers alike to the
Church and the cummonwealth, but
strong in the protection of a master who
commonly found it hisinterest to protect
them against all others. Hated, feared,
and loathed, but far too decply feared to
be scorned or oppressed, they stalked
defiantly among the people of the land,
on whose wants they throve, safe from
harm or insult, save now and then,when
popular wrath burst all bounds, when
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their proud mansions and fortified quar-
ters could shelter them no longer from
raging crowds, who were cager to wash
out their debts in the blood of their
creditors. The romantic picture of the
despised, trembling Jew, cringing before
every Christian whom he neets, is, in
any age of English history, simply & ro-
mantic picture.” ThLe suppleness of the
Oriental, which made him willing to be
the chattel for the sake of the royal pro-
tection in his trade, might diminish the
respect of the people for him, but would
not diminish their hatred or their fear.

Like the expulsion of the Jews from
St. Edmondsbury by Abbot Samson, the
banishment of the whole race from Eng-
Iand by Edward [. was unquestionably
intended by the king and welcomed by
the nation as a mecasure of social reform
and relief to the people. The execution
of the measurc was marked by savage
outbursts of popular passion against the
objects of general hatred ; and Jewish
writers may be easily forgiven for de-
nouncing Edward as one of a set of “in-
solent, unprincipled, and rapacious
tyrants, whose virtues, if they happened
to possess any, were overshadowed by
their crimes.” But this is not history.
Edward was as great, as noble-minded,
and as beneficent a king as ever sat upon
tne English throne ; and he must have
made no small fiscal sacrifice in sending
away the luckless race whose craft had
filled his coffers and those of his prede-
cessors. The situation was throughout
miserable,itstermination washideonsand
heartrending, but the English people
had neverinvited the Jews to England,

In Spain the situation was still worse
than in England, and the consequences
were still more hideous. For centuries
a struggle raged for the possession of the
peninsula between Christendomn and
Islam, by which religious passion as well
as antipathy of race,was excited to the
highest pitch. At last the Christian tri-
umphed, and the Mohammedan was
ruthlessly driven out, as, we may be
sure, the Christian would have been
driven out from any realm in Islam in
which he had planted himself for a time
as an invader, unless he had preferred
to banishment the most abject and
wretched slavery. The Jew being con-
nected, as we have seen, with the Mo-
hammedan, and bound to him by sym-
pathy, shared his piteous doom. In the
dreadful reign of persecuticn which fol-
lowed, after the establishment of the In-
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quisition, the Jew or ¢ New Christian’
did not suffer more than the Christian
who was suspected of heresy, or, to
speak perhaps more correctly, of disloy-
alty to that religious wuion which the
Spaniards had learned to regard as the
palladium of the national existence.
Perhaps cven in Spain the vast revenues
of the State Church had as much to do
with persecution as had the bigotry of
the nation 5 andassuredly the religion of
Jesus of Wazareth had nothing to do

with the vast revenues of the State
Church. All these horrors now belong

to the past as completely as the massa-
cre of the Canaanites.

During the Middle Ages intolerance
was universal, perhaps inevitable, and
the Christian heretic, though a native
and a member of the commonwealth,
was persecuted not less, but far more
cruelly, than the Jew who was an in-
teuder.  In England the Jews were re-
lieved of their politieal disabilities
almost as soon as the Dissenters, and
those who relieved them were of course
Christians, 1t is tacitly assumed that
all the time Judaism itself was tolerant,
and would have established religioys
liberty had power been in its hands. No
assumption surely could be more pre-
carious. Judaism persecuted Christian-
ity wkile it could, calling in the Roman
authority for the purpose. In a later
age the heresy of Uriel D’Acosta was
punished with forms apparently bor-
rowed, as has been remarked, from the
practice of the Inquisition. Spinoza
was put in peril of his life. To burn or
stone him, or any other apostate, was
not possible where Jewish orth doxy did
not wield the civil sword. The works
of Maimonides were publicly burned.
Instances of anathema and excommunri-
cation launched by the priesthood againat
freedom of thought abound in Jewish
history, and Jewish writers ackuowledge
the fact that bigotry capable of anything
is to be found among the zeulots of their
race in Poland. Even so liberal an Is-
raelite as Mr. Samuel, the author of
Jewish Life in the Last, speaks of ‘rene-
¢ades,’ that is, converts from Judaism
to Christianity, in a tone suggestive of
social penaltics if not of fagots. After
all, whence did ecclesiastics in the Mid-
dle Ages chiefly derive their notions as
to the duty of extirpating misbelief with
the sword ! Was it not from passages
in the sacred books of the Hebrews?
Was it not from the injunction to exter-
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minate the idolatrons Canaanites, and
the preeepts of the law making death the
penalty of apostacy, blusphemy, and
religious perversion { Even the super-
stition of witch-burning, had it not its
otigin in an uncritical adherence to the
Mosaic law which ordains that a witch
shall not be allowed to live! Among
rational Christians the Old 'Testament
has given place to the New. Butin the
synagogue is not the Old Testament still
read as the final expression of the Divine
Will 2 Is not the Feast of Purim still
kept by the Hebrew race ! If so, Juda-
ism ought to be cautious how it applies
such epithets as demoniac to Christen-
dom, on account of any misdeeds of the
ignorant and irrational Nanst.

Mr. Wolf ascribes the abandonment
of husbandry by the Jews to the cruel
bigotry of Christian rulers, who forbade
them to hold Christians as farm-slaves,
1t being regarded as out of the question
that a Jew should put his own hand to
the plough. Would the Jews in their
own country, or in any country where
they were dominant, have allowed Chris-
tians to hold Jews as slaves? Mr. Sam-
uel,the Jewish writer already mentioned,
says, ¢ A Jewish servant or labourer is
almost unknown in Egypt, our people
heve as eclsewhere being infected with
that dislike for manual labour and that
preference for earning their living with
their heads which is at once the strength
of our upper and the destruction of our
lower classes.” 'The destruction, then,
of the lower classes among the Jews,
their economical destruction at least, is
not to be laid at the door of Christen-
dom. Their propensities with regard to
labour are the same in the East and in
their own land as in the Christian coun-
tries of the West. 1t is true that in
those happier days when, instead of
Rabbinism and the Cabala, they were
producing a great religion, and menior-
ably contributing to the progress of hu-
manity, the Jews were, as Mr. Wolf
reminds us, a community of husband-
men ; but they have now been so longa
wandering race, ‘preferring to earn their
living with their heads,” that the ten-
dency is ingrained,and cannot be altered
by anything that Christendom ean do.
Not even it lands where they have been
longest and most completely emancipat-
ed, such as Holland and the United
States, have the Jews, it is believed,
shown any disposition to return to
the blameless industry any more
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than to the simple and devout character
of the husbandmen who gathered in the
Courts of Zion. The same thing would
probably have befallen the Greeks had
they, like the Jews, been permanently
converted into a race without a home.
For such habits, whether formed by
an individual or a race, humanity
is not responsible, nor can it pre-
vent them from bearing their natural
fruits, The one valid ground of com-
plaint which the Jews have in this re-
spect is the mediweval prohibition of
usury, which, so far as it was operative,
tended, no doubt, at once to throw the
trade into the hands of the Hcebrews,
and to degrade it. But this again had
its origin mainly in the Hebrew law,
though that law makes a tribal distine-
tion between taking interest of a Hebrew
and taking it of a stranger.

Again, it is constantly asserted that
the Jews during the Middle Ages were
rendering some brilliant services to civ-
ilization when their beneficent efforts
were arrested by the intolerance and
folly of Christianity. Chnistendom, it
i3 said, was wasting itself in the pursuit
of a spiritual ideal, in crusades, in reli-
gious art, and scholastic philosophy,
while the Jew was promoting the real
welfare of mankind, by founding medi-
cine and developing trade. Scholastic
philosophy need hardly shrink fromcom-
parison in point of practical utility with
the Talmud and the Cabala. If the Jew
founded medicine, what became of the
medicine which he founded? The Mid-
dle Ages vequeathed none, itis believed,
worthy of the name of science. Trade
wags developed, not by the Jews, but by
the merchants and mariners of the great
Italian, German, Flemish, and English
cities. Its progress in England did not
in any appreciable way suffer by the ab-
sence of the Jews from the time of
Edward L. tothat of Charles 1I. It may
be doubted whether even the money
trade, which was the special province of
the Jew, did not owe at least ag much to
the bankers of Florence and Augsburg
as to any Jewish house. Rossien St.
Hilaire, in hLis history of Spain, while he
shows abundant sympathy for Jewish
wrongs, finds himself compelled to con-
trast the ¢ narrowness and rapacity ’ of
their commerce with the boldness and
grandeur of Arab enterprise. Intheearly
Middle Ages Jews were the great slave-
dealers. This was not the reproach in
those times which it would be in ours;

but slave-dealing was never vhe noblest
or the most beneficent part of commerce.

The idea that to exciude the Jew was
to shut out commerce and prosperity is
curiously at variance with theindications
of the ethnographical map at tho present
day, from which it would appear that
the number of Jews was nearly in in-
verse proportion to national well-being.
In wretched Poland, including Posen
and Galieia, the proportion of them is
lavgest ; they abound in Hungary, in
Roumania, in the Southern parts of
Russia ; in England and France they are
comparatively few; in Scotland, the
soundest and healthiest of communities,
hardly any. Nothing can really increase
the wealth of a country but productive
industry, in which the Jews stand low.
Mere money-dealing, though necessary
and therefore legitimate, is not produc-
tive and when it assumes the form of
stock-jobbing it is anything but benefi-
cent. The success of a Brassey or a
Titus Salt adds greatly to the general
wealth of the community, and stimulates
industrial energy into the bargain ; the
success of a stock-jobber no more adds
to the wealth of a community than does.
the success of a gambler. Stock-job-
bing,with the advantage of exclusive in-
formation, in fact bears a cluse resem-
tlance to gambling with loaded dice,and
it is in this way that some of the greatest
Jewish fortunes are said to have been
made. That the presence in large num-
bers of a wandering race of money-deal-
ers and petty traders does more harm to
a nation than good is a fact which does
not justify the maltreatment of any
member of that race, but a fact it ap-
pears to be.

In cases where a military race has ab-
solutely refused to engage in trade, and
has prevented its serfs or rayahs from
engaging, the Jew has found a natural
openiug ; but while he has filled the gap,
he has precluded native commerce from
coming into existence, as otherwise in
course of time it would almost certainly
have done.

‘The Jew, says Renan, ¢ from that
time (that of the final dispersion) to this
has insinuated himself everywhere,.
claiming the benefit of common rights.
But in reality he has not been within
the pale of common rights ; he has kept
his status apart ; he has wanted to have
the same securities as the rest, with his
exceptional privileges and special laws
into the bargain. He has wished to en-
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joy the advantages of nationality without
being a member of the nation, or bear-
ing his share of national burdens.  And
this no people has ever been able to en-
dure.” There is no reason why any peo-
ple should endure it, at all events if the
number and influence of the intruders
are such as to constitute a serions dan-
wer to the nation, and the parasite seems
likely to injure the growth of the tree.
In England the Jews are few; and thongh
some of them have made colossal for-
tunes by stock-broking, the aggregate
amount of theiv wealth is not great com-
pared with that of the whole country.
English writers are therefore able, much
at their ease, to preach the lessons of a
serene philusophy to the Germans, who
have as many Jews in a single city as
there are in the whole of England or
France, and arc moreover threatened
with fresh eruptions from Poland, that
grand reservoir, as even Jewish writers
admit, of all that is least admirable in
Israel. Seeing the growth of the Jewish
power in Germany, the immense wealth
which it has amassed by stock-broking,
and which, refusing intermarriage, 1t
holds with a grasp almost as tight as
mortmain, its influence over the Press,
the lines of sumptuous mansions which
bespeak its riches and its pride, the
rapid multiplication of its people, and
the reinforcements which it receives
from abroad, its tribal exclusiveness and
compactness,its disdain of manual labour
and increasing appropriation of the
higher and more influential places in the
community, a German may be exeused
for feeling apprehensions which in an
Englishman would be absurd. No won-
der if he fancies, as he walks along the
principal street of his chief city, that he
is in some danger of being reduced to
the condition of a hewer of wood and a
drawer of water for an intrusive race in
his own land. Not the German only,
but any one who feels an interest in the
fortunes of Germany, may well regard
the growth of Jewish influence there
with some anxiety, at least if he deems
it best for the world that the great Teu-
tonic nation, at last united and liberated
by efforts so heroic and at so great a cost,
should he allowed to develop its char-
acter, and work out its destiny in its
own way. German patriotism is derided
as Philistinisin, aud it does no doubt
sometimes manifest itself in ways dis-
tasteful to those whuse model is Hein-
rich Heine. But it has wrought a great
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deliverance not only for Germany but
for Burope. Those who have appealed
to it can hardly expect it to conl down
on the morrow of Sedan: in fact, the
nead of its devotion is as yet far from
being at an end.  That Goethe, who in
the calmness of his cold and statuesque
superiority went to pay his homage to
the conqueror and oppressor, would have
looked with indifference on the strugzle
between German and Semite is very
likely 5 but it was not the spirit of
Goethe that hurled the soldier against
the French lines of Gravelotte. This
revolt against Semite ascendency may
be regarded in fact as @ natural sequel of
the revolts against Austrian domination
and French intrigue. Crushed by =«
brood of petty despots, Germany, after
the Thirty Years’ War, had been lying
depressed and torpid,the prey of all who
chose to prey ou her ; she is now awak-
ened to national life, feels the blood
coursing through her veins again, and is
successively castingotfall her bonds. The
economical yoke of the Jew becomes as
irksome as the rest. Tn the Danubian
Principalities a similar revival produces
a similar revolt in a coarser and more
cruel form.

The situation is a most unhappy one.
Such consequences as have flowed from
the dispersion of the Jews are enough
to prove to the optimist that there are
real and lasting calamitics in history.
Repression, though duty imposes it on
a governent, does not seem hopeful ;
soldiers may be sent, and some of the
Anti-Semitic rioters may be shot down,
but this will not make the rest of the
people love the Jew. That the people
should ever love the Jew while he ad-
heres to his tribalism, his circumcision,
and his favourite trades, seems to be
morally impossible. It is not difficult
to frame golden rules by which Jews and
Gentiles as well as Magyar and Sclav,
Anglo-American and Negro, shall live in
philosuphic amity ; but it is too cer-
tain what the practical result will be,
The common people know nothing about
Lessing and Nathan Der Weise ; and if
they did they might say with truth that
the character of Nathan Der Weise is as
fictitious as that of the Eastern sages of
Voltaire. No real solution secems to
present itself except the abandonment
by the Hebrew of his tribalism, with its
strange and savage rite, and of all that
separales him socially from the people
among whom he dwells. As to the
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hygiet *. practices, on the importance of
which Mr. Wolf insists as a ground for
separatism, there is not the smallest rea-
son, if they are rational and good, why
the Jew should not retain them himself,
and impert them to other people.
Thencefurth, if Jewish genius showed
itself so superior as Jews assert that it
is to that of people of other blood,
and if any one sought to deny it
a fair carcer, there would be justice in
assuming him to be actuated by envy.
‘We should all be bound to welcome it
without prejudice as a purely beneficent
power. In England and France such a
solution seems possible-—the Jewish ele-
ment is not so large as to defy assimila-
tion and absorption, but in Germany
and Poland it appears very remote.
What can, what ought, the Germans
to do? It behvovesthem calmly to con-
sider this question. Violence clearly in
any form is neither right nor expedient.
The Government is bound to piit it
down, and excesses which provoke a de-
served reaction will only leave Semitism
morally stronger and more formidable
than ever. The withdrawal of political
rights, once conceded, is also practically
out of the question, more especially as
the Jew had not only been permitted to
vote, but compelled to serve in the army.
This last fact i3 decisive. On the other
hand, no principle, political or moral,
forbids a German to use his own vote
for the purpose of keeping the govern-
ment and guidance of the nation in Ger-
man hands. Of course he is equally at
liberty to encourage, or refuse to en-
courage, such journals as he thinks fit.
Associations against anybody have a very
ugly look, yet they may be justified by
great compactuess of tribal organization
and corporate activity on the side of the
Hebrews. Restraints upon immigration
are harsh and inhospitable, except in a
cuse of absolute necessity. But a case of
absolute necessity may be conceived,and
theland of every nation is its own, The
right of self-defence is not confined to
those who are called upon to resist an
armed invader. It might be exercised
with equal propriety, though in a differ-
ent way, by a nation the character and
commercial life of which were threatened
by a great irruption of Polish Jews.
The Americans think themselves per-
fectly at liberty to lay restrictions on
the immigration of the Chinese, though
the Chinaman, with his labourer’s shovel
is nothing like so formidable an invader

209

as the Jew. In trade the sons of those
who founded the Free Cities will surely
be able, now that their energies have
been restored and their shackles struck
off, to hold their own, without legislat-
ive protection, against the Hebrew, pre-
ternatural as his skill in a special tone of
business has become : and everything
that tends to improve the tone of com-
merce and diminish stock-jobbing will
help the Teuton in the race.

1t has been said, and I believe truly,
that religion is the least part of the mat-
ter. Yet there is between the modern
Jew and the compatriot of Luther a cer-
tain divergence of general character and
aim in life connected with religion which
makes itself felt beside the antagonism
of race, and the traces of which appear
in the literature of this controversy.
Judaism is material optimism with a
proference to a chosen race, whi'a Christ-
1anity, whether Catholic or Pro..stant,
is neither material nor in a temporal
sense optimist. Judaism is Legalism,
of which the Talmud is the most signal
embodiment, and here again it is con-
trasted with Christianity and the Christ-
ian Ideal ; which is something widely
different from the mere observance,
however punctual, of the law. In the
competition for the world’s goods it is
pretty clear that the legalist will be apt
to have the advantage, and at the same
time that his conduct will often appear
not right to those whose highest monitor
is not the law. The Agnostic, seeing
what he deems the reveries of Christian-
ity rejected by the Jew, and imagining
this to be the cause of quarrel, is ready
to take the Jew to his heart. Butit
may be questioned whether he will find
the affinity so close as at first sight it
appears. The Agnostic after all is the
child of Christendow. He is still prae-
tically the liegeman of the Christian
conscience, whatever account of its gen-
esis he may have given to himself. He
has a social ideal, not that of the Church,
but that of humanity, which has come
to him through the Church, and which
is utterly at variance with the preten-
sion of a chosen race. Mr. Wolf's text
¢ Ye shall eat the riches of the Gentiles,
and in their glory shall ye boast your-
selves,” would not express the aspira-
tions of a Positivist any more than those
of a Christian.

Apart from these local collisions, there
is a general curiosity, not unmingled
with anxiety, to know what course in



210

politics the enfranchised Jew will take.
He is everywhere making his way into
the political arena, which indeed, under
the system of party government, suits
his traditional habits as well as the stock
exchange. A money power is sure in
the mamn to be conservative, and the
inclination of Jewish wealth to the side
of reaction in England and other coun-
{ries is alreadv becoming apparent. Poor
Jews willbe found in the revolutionary,
and even in the socialist, camp. But 1n
whatever camp the Jew is found he will
be apt for some time, unless the doctrine
of heredity is utterly false, to retain the
habits formed during eighteen centuries
of itinerant existence, without a coun-
try, and under circumstances which
rendered cunuing, suppleness, and in-
trigue almost as necessary weapons of
self-defence in his case as the sword and
the lance were in the case of the feudal
soldier. He will be often disposed to
study the ¢spirit of the age’ much as
he studies the stock list and to turn the
knowledge to his own profit in the same
way. It is very likely that he may
sowetimes outrun and overact national
sertiment or even national passion,
which be does not himself share. This
is one of the dangerous liabilities of his
character as astatesman. It might have
been supposed that the Jews, having
been for so many centuries shut out
from military life, would be free from
militarism ; indeed a high rank in civil-
ization has been plausibly claimed for
them on that ground. Yet a Jew-
ish statesman got up Jingoism much
as he would have got up a speculative
mania for a commercial parpose, and his
consuming patriotism threw quite into
the shade that of men who though op-
posed to Jingoism, would have given
their lives for the country. Among
the ablest and most active organisers of
that rebellion in the United States which
cost a thousand millions sterling and half
a million lives, was a Jewish senator
from Louisiana, who when the crash
came, unlike the other leaders, went off
to push his fortune elsewhere. There
was no particular reason why he should
not do 8o, being, as he was, a member
of a cosmopolitan race ; but there wasa
particular reason why the people who
had no other country should receive his
counsels with caution in a question of
national life or death. A political ad-
venturer will not be sparing of that
which in the pride of Jewish superiority

THE JEWISH QUESTION.

he regards as ¢ gutter bLlood.” Joseph,
being the Prime Minister of Pharaoh,
displays his statecraft for the benefit of
his employer by teaching him to take
advantage of the necessities of the people
in a time of famine for the purpose of
getting them to ~wirender their freeholds
into the royal . ~ds. He would no
doubt have played the game of an aris-
tocracy or even of a democracy in the
same spirit,though his natural taste, being
an Oriental, would lead him if possible
to be the vizier of an absolute monarch.
There are some who think that the He-
bLrew adventurer, with a cool head and a
cool heart, may be specially useful as a
mediator between heated political part-
ies, and a reconciler of the interests
which they represent. But this is surely
a condemnation of party rather than a
recommendation of the Hebrew.

Mr. Oliphant, in the work to which re-
ference has already been made, proposes
that Palestine should be restored to the
Jew, with some of the vacant country
adjoining ; and it appears that this plan
is not unlikely to be carried into effect.
The restoration of their own land may
have the same good influence upon the
Jews which it has had upon the Greeks.
It is not likely that of those now settled
in the West any considerable number
would ever turn their steps eastward.
We know the anecdote of the Parisian
Jew who said that if the kingdom of Jer-
usalem was restored he should ask forthe
ambassadorship at Paris ; but the west-
ward flow of migration might be checked,
and from the eastern parts of Europe,
where the relations of the Jews to the
native population are very bad, some of
them might return to their own land.
Mr. Oliphant seems to> have little hope
of seeing the Jews, even in Palestine,
take to husbandry, and proposes that
they should be the landowners, and that
the lands hould be tilled for them by *fel-
lahs.’” Wemustassume that fellahs con-
vinced of the validity of the Jews’ claim tc
exemption from the indignity of manual
labour will be found. But necessity
would in time compel the Jew once more
to handle the plough. The situation atall
evenis wounld be cleared, and the states-
men who are now inditing despatches
about religious toleration would see that
Israel is nota sect but a tribe, and that
the difficulty with which they have to deal
arises not merely from difference of opin-
ion, or anyanimosities produced byit, but
from consecrated exclusiveness of race.
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Tn one respect the Jew certainly has
a right to complain, even in a country
where his emancipation has been most
complete, not of persecution but of what
may be called a want of religious delicacy
and courtesy on the part of Christians.
He is singled out as the object of a
special propagandismn carried on by such
societies as that for the conversion of the
Jews. The conduct of those who are
trying to impart to him the truth which
they believe necessary to salvation is not
¢ demoniac,” but the reverse ; yet it is
easy to understand his annoyance and
indignation. The barrenness of this pro-
pagandism in proportion to the money
and effort spent on it is notorious ; the
object against which it is directed is not
mere intellectual conviction, but some-
thing as ingrained and and tenacious as
<aste. Simple respect for the Jew's opin-
ions and perfect religious courtesy are
more likely to reach his mind than any
special propaganda.

Of the lack of theological interest in
him the Jew can scarcely complain. 1f
there has been error here, it has certain-
ly been on the sigde of exaggeration.
The formal relation of Christianity in its
origin to Judaism perhaps we know ; its
essential relation, hardly. What wasa
peasant of Galilee? Under what influ-
ence, theological or social, did he live?
Who can exactly tell? We have a series
of lives of Christ, from which eager read-
ers fancy that they derive some new in-
formation about the Master, but which,
in fact, are nothing but the gospel nar-
rative shredded and mingled with highly
seasoned descriptions of Jewish customs
and of the scenery of the lake of Gen-
nesaret, while the personal idiosyncracy
of the biographer strongly flavours the
whole. If there are any things of which
we are sure, they are that Galilee was a
place out of which orthodox Judaism
thought that no good could come ; that
the teaching of the Galileans was essen-
tially opposed to thatoftheJewishdoctor,
and that Judaism strove to crush Christi-
anity by all the means in its power. Thus
if Israel was the parent of Christendom,
it was as much in the way of antagonism
as in that of genération. There is an
incomparably greater aflinity between
Christianity and Platonism or Stoicism,
than between Christianity and the Tal-
mud. The exaggerated notion of Christ-
ians about the importance of the Jews
has been curiously reproduced of late in
an unexpected corner, and "under a most
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fantastic form. Even when theological
belief has departed, religious sentiment
is not easily expelled, nor does the love
of the mysterious die out at once, es-
pecially in a womau’s breast. Miss Mar-
tineau, after renouncing Theism, indem-
nified herself with mesmeric fancies. The
authoress of ¢ Daniel Deronda’ in a
liké manner indemnified herself with the
Jewish mystery. No Jewish mystery,
except a financial one, exists. Daniel
Deronda is a showman who, if, after tak-
ing our money, h> were desired to raise
the curtain, wonld be obliged to confess
that he had nothing to show. A relic of
tribalism, however vast and interesting,
is no more hallowed than any other
boulder of a primeeval world. Every
tribe was the chosen people of its own
God ; and if it were necessary to institute
a comparison between the different races
in respect to their ‘sacredness,” which
it happily is not, the least sacred would
be that which had most persistently re-
fused to come into the allegiance of hu-
manity.

One more remark suggested by the
discussion of the Jewish question, and
perhaps it is the most important of all.
It is surely time for the rulers of Christ-
tian Churches in general, and for those
of the Established Church in particular,
to consider whether the sacred books of
the Hebrews ought any longer to be pre-
sented as they are now to Christian peo-
ple as pictures of the Divine character
and of the Divine dealings with man-
kind. Historical philosophy reads them
with a discriminating eye. It severs the
tribal and the prim:eval from the uni-
versal, that which is perennially moral,
such as most of the Commandments in
the Decalogue, from that which by the
progress of humanity has ceased to be
so. Itmarks, in the midst of that which
is utterly unspiritual and belongs merely
to primitive society or to the Seimnite of
Palestine, the faint dawn of the spiritual,
and traces its growing brightness through
the writings of prophets and psalmists
till it becomes day. But the people are
not historical philosophers. Either they
will be misled by the uncritical reading
of the Old Testament or they will be re-
pelled. Hitherto they have been misled,
and some of the darkest pages of Christ-
ian history, including those which re-
cord the maltreatment of Jews in so far
as it was religious, have been the result
of their aberrations. Now they are being
repelled, and the repulsion is growing
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stronger and more visible every day. It
is not necessary, and it may be irritat-
ing, to rehearse the long series of equi-
vocal passages which shocked the moral
sense of Bishop Colenso, and of which
Mr. Ingersoll, the great apostle of Agnos-
ticism in America, makes use in his pop-
ular lectures with terrible effect. The
question is one of the most practical
kind, and it will not well brook delay.

It is incomparably more urgent than
that of Biblical revision.

RONDEAU.

I cannot conclude without repeating
that if this was a case of opposition to
religious liberty, I should thoroughly
share the emotions and heartily echo the
words of Mr. Lucien Wolf. But I have
convinced myself—and I think Mr.
Wolf’s own paper wher carefully ex-
amined affords proof—that it is a case of
a different kind, —Nineteenth Century.

RONDEAT.
TO LOUIS HONORE FRECHETTE.
BY CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS, M. A, CHATHAM, N. B.

AURELS for Song! and nobler bays,
In old Olympian golden days,
Of clamour thro’ the clear-eyed morn,
No bowed triumphant head hath borne—
Triumphant in all Hellas’ gaze :

They watched his glowing axles graze
The goal, and rent the heavens with praise ;
Still the supreme heads have worn
Laurels for Song.

So thee, from no palaestra plays
A victor, to the Gods we raise,
Whose brows of all our singers born
The sacred fillets chief adorn,—
Who first of all our choir displays
Laurels for Song.

-
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THE MAJOR’S BIG-TALK
STORIES.

BY F. BLAKE CROFTON.
L
A VACILLATING BEAR.

< H, uncle, you must tell us some
stories !’ cried little Bob, run-

ning over from grandmamma’s corner ;
¢ grandmamma says you used to tell such
stories before you went to Africa, and
she’s afraid you'll tell more than ever
now. I don’t see why African stories
should frighten her—I love them.’

¢ My child, 1 never tell stories,’ said
the Major. -

¢ One,’ whispered grandmamma.

¢ But,” resumed the Major, ‘if you
are good boys and don’t interrupt, 1
might tell you a few events of a highly
aoral kind.’

¢ Two,” whispered grandmamma,

¢These adventures,” continued the
Major, in his dignified manner, ‘teach
that ‘* necessity 1s the mother of inven-
tion,” that you should ¢ never say die,”
and sundry other morals. Most of them
are experiences of my own.’

¢ Three,’ whispered grandmamma.

¢ One at a time is all I can manage—
you mustn’t bother me for more, boys.’

¢ All serene,” said bumptious Bill;
< out #ith Number One.

One morning, began the Major, my
megro gardener came to me in great alarm
and stated thet his twin sons, Mango
and Chango, nad taken out his gun that
morning, ».ud had been missing ever
since. I at once loaded my rifle, loosed
my Cuban blood-hound, and followed
+the man to his hut. There I put the dog
upon the children’s scent, following on
borseback myself.

1t turned out that the young scamps
had gone on the trail of a large bear,
though they were only thirteen years
-old, and their father had often warned
them not to meddle with wild beasts.
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They began their adventure by hunting
the bear, but ended, as often happens,
in being hunted by the bear : for Bruin
had turned upon them, and chased them
go hard that they were fain to drop the
gun and take to atree.

It was a sycamore of peculiar shape,
sending forth from its stem many small,
but only two large, branches. These
two were some thirty feet from the
ground, and stretched almost horizon-
tally in opposite directions. They were
as like each other as the twin brothers
themselves. Chango took refuge on one
of these, Mango on the other.

The bear hugged the tree till he had
climbed as far as the fork. There he
hesitated an instant, and then began to
creep along the branch which supported
Chango. The beast advanced slowly and
gingerly, sinking his claws into the bark
at every step, and mnot depending too
much upon his balancing powers.

Chango’s position was now far from
pleasant. It was useless to play the trick
—well known to bear-hunters—of en-
ticing the animal out to a point where
the branch would yield beneath its great
weight, for there was no higher branch
within Chango’sreach, by catching which
he could save himself from a deadly fall.

Three more steps, and the bear would
be upon him or he would be upon the
ground. Brave us the boy was, his teeth
chattered.

At this moment Mango, nerved to
heroism by his brother’s peril, moved
rapidly from the opposite limb of the
tree. Stepping behind the bear, he
grasped with one hand a small higher
bough, which extended to where he
stood, but not to where his brother
lay ; with the other hand he seized the
animal firmly by its stumpy tail. The
bear turned to punish his rash assailant ;
but, angry as he was, he turned cau-
tionsly. It was no easy task to right-
about-face on a branch which had al-
ready begun to tremble and swaybeneath
his weight.

Chahgo was saved, for the bear evi-
dently bad transferred his animesity to
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Mango, whom he pursued, step by step,
towards the extremity of the other limb.
But Chango was not the boy to leave his
brother and rescuer in the lurch. Wait-
ing until the enraged brute was well
embarked uwpon Mango’s branch, he
pulled his tail, as he had seen his bro-
ther do before. Again Bruin turned
awkwardly, and resumed the interrupted
chase of Chango.

The twins continved their tactics with
success. Whenever the bear was well
advanced on one limb and dangerously
close to one twin, the other twin would
sally from the other limb and pull the
beast’s tail.  The silly animal always
would yield to his latest impulse of
wrath, and sutfer himself to be diverted
from the enemy who was almost in his
clutches.

After two hours of disappointment he
recognised his mistake. He was now,
for the tenth time, on Chango’s branch,
and very near Chango. In vain Mango
dragged at his hinder extremity : he
kept grimly on till Mango, forced to
choose between letting go the brute’s
tail or the higher branch which alone
enabled him to keep his 1eet, let go the
former.

Chango could now retreat no further,
and he was hardly a yard beyond the
bear’s reach. The branch was swaying
more than ever, and the beast seemed
quite aware that he might tax its
strength too far. After a pause, he ad-
vanced one of his fore-feet a quarter of
a yard. To increase the bear’s difficulty
in seizing him, the terrified boy let him-
self down and swung with his hands
from the bough.

He was hanging in suspense between
two frightful deaths. His heart was sink-
ing, his fingers were relaxing.

Then the deep baying of a hound
struck his ear, and his hands again closed
firmly on the branch. In a moment a
blood-hound and « horseman sprang
through the underwood.

Chango held on like grim death—held
on till he heard the sharp report of a
rifle ringing through the air; held on
t11 the falling carcass of the bear passed
before his eyes; held on ill I had
climbed the tree, crawled along the
branch, and grasped his wearied wrists.

If that bear only had understood in
time that a boy in the hand is worth two
in the bush, he might have lengthened
his days and gone down with honour to
the grave.

‘ But, uncle,’” observed Bill," my Natu-
ral History says that there is only a
single representative of the bear family
in all Africa, ~nd it inhabits the Atlas
Mountains, and is scarce there.’

‘I never said I met more than one
member of the family, did 1!’ said the
Major. ¢ And I don’t wonder these bears
are dying off; either, if they are all
equally wanting in decision of character.

II.
THE ILL-REQUITED CAMEL.

Waali, son of Hassan the camel-dealer,
borrowed the finest camel in his father’s
stud. "He was going to make a run-
a -ay match, like young Lochinvar, and
his love was daughter of a desert chief-
tain who hated Waali aad his creed of
Islam. So Waali was right to select
Benazi, a camel, or, strictly speaking, a
dromedary, famed for speed, sagacity
and endurance.

A leisurely ride of two days—he rode
leisurely to keep his camel fresh—
brought him to his rendezvons. But he
arrived a day too late. The terrible
father of Kuku, for that was the fair
one’s name, had folded his tents and
gone muny miles further into the desert.
But Waali gamely resclved to persevere.
The trail was broad and fresh, and easy
to follow, unless it should be suddenly
cffaced by a simoom.

After sundry hardships he reached the
summer resort of Kuku's tribe—a grove
watered by a pretty stream. He caught
the first glimpse of it over the summit
of a little knoll. At the nearside of the
grove stood a dark and graceful figure,
which his lover’s instinct told him was
Kuku’s.

‘Kneel, Benazi!’ he commanded ;
and the camel knelt, and lowered his
neck too ; for he understood that his
rider wanted to uge the knoll asa screen.

Waali had not to wait for nightfall, as
he intended, for Kuku’s watchful eye
had seen his head and the camel’s at
the same moment that her lover had
seen her ; so she strolled towards the
kuoll to satisfy her curiosity. After a
fond embrace, Waali placed her behind
him on the dromedary’s back and urged
Benazi to his utmost speed.

No sooner had they left the shelter of
the knoll than the chieftain spied them.
He roared for his lasso and assegai, and
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untethered his wild zebra, which de-
lighted in pursuing fugitives, bul could
not beforced tobudgeonany other errand.

The chase was a notable one. The
fiery zebia, fresher and less encambered,
gained slightly but perceptibly on the
camel. Their wild galop was unbroken
when, three hours later, ¢the sun went
down and the lustrous moon of the tro-
pics loomed above the horizon

A little stream lay before them just
then, and the lovers were thirsty and
Waali’s water-skin was empty. He
loosed it from Benazi’s side and appeal-
ed—not in vain—to the sagacity of the
noble animal. The camel reached back
his head, grasped the skin in his teeth,
and lowered his long neck into the
stream as he trotted through it. The
water yurgled into the opened mouth of
the watei-skin, which was full when
Benazi, still running, stretched it back
to his rider ; but not a drop found its
way down the parched throat of the un-
selfish dromedary. He would not waste
one precious moment on himself.

On they flew through the moonlit
waste. Wild beasts that joined in the
chase on their own account were soon
hopelessly distanced. About midnight
the camel was only ten rods ahead ; but
half an hour late: he was still keening
the same lead. His superior staying
power was beginning to show. Seeing
this the savage chieftain goaded his
zebra with his spear-point, and the
frenzied animal made a last effort to
close upon the fugitives. Soon only five
rods divided pursuers and pursued; then
four ; then three. The gentle Kuku
shut her eyes and clung closer to her
lover, as the chief poised his lasso and
hurled it with unerring aim.

But the intelligent Benazi saw the
danger and tossed his long neck back
above the heads of his riders. He knew
that they could be pulled off his back,
but his neck, he reckoned, was a fixtrre;
and besides, he trusted in his master’s
aid. The noose descended on his de-
voted neck; but before it stopped or
stifled him, the alert Waali severed it
with his knife.

This was the end of the race, for the
zebra now dropped more and more be-
hind in spite of the threats and cruelty
of his rider. At last the jaded animal
fell heavily and lay motionless ; and the
angry chieftzin faded from the lovers’
view, impotently shaking kis assegai and
mumbling wicked oaths in Tuaric.

Poor Benazi, too, was nearly drop-
ping before very long. The drain of
that desperate race had quite exhausted
those wonderful reserves of fat and of
water that every camel carries inside ;
and next morning his hump had well-
nigh disappeared.

“\What !’ exclaimed little Bob in be-
wilderment.

¢ Camels do lose their humps from ex-
haustion,” said Bill decisively.

¢ Benazi did, at all events,” resumed
the Major ; ‘not a vestige of his hump
remained in the afternoon; for they had
come to no water since the pursuit end-
ed, and Waali wanted all that wasin the
water-skin for Kuku and himself.’

The young couple reached their desti-
nation that evening, having made a six-
days’ journey in little more than one.
Old Hassan hastened to congratulate his
son and welcome his daughter-in-law to
her new home. Her troussequ, indeed,
was sadly ¢ conspicuous by its absence,’
as the reporters say ; but she brought a
dower of beauty and innocence, and the
camel-dealer had mever learned in any
centre of civilization to ignore his chil-
dren’s sentiments in selecting spouses
for them. But when he saw the hump-
less camel, he did not recognise it at all,
and treated the scraggy animal’s endear-
ments with disgust and scorn. He
thought his son had been swapping
camels and been beaten in the trade.

¢ Ah, you fright of a camel!’ he ex-
claimed, ¢ why did you come to me in-
stead of my own beautiful Benazi?’ And
he began belubouring the dilapidated
beast in his vexation.

¢ He is Benazi, and he saved my life,’
cried Waali.

But the explanation was too late. The
heroic animal died at the first blow. In-
gratitude, more strong than traitor’s
arms, quite vanquished him. His heart
—which had remained stout when his
hump shrank and his various stomachs
failed—-his heart was broken.

. . . . - -

On the spot where he fell a monument
was erected some months afterwards by
his remorseful master, with a legend in
Arabic :—

HERE LIES BENAZI, THE GELERT
OF HIS KIND.

So ¢ nations slowly wise and meauly just,
To buried merit raise the tardy bust.’
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MY OWN BUGBEAR.

¢ Among its other wasted wonders the
western Sahara hid the hideousness of a
native boy called Nigg. He had a
mouth reaching very nearly from ear to
ear, jagged teeth, a teapot nose, and the
crossest cross-eyes to be found in the
Old World. A piebald complexion and
a hare-lip were among his charms ; for
his beauty, like a bull dog’s, consisted
in his ugliness. Moreover, he was the
only negro I ever heard of who was both
red-haired and partly bald. His fame
was becoming so great that travellers
were beginning to take him in as one of
the sights of Africa.

¢ When things bad come to this point
I went to see him myself, and found
him even more hideous than he was ru-
moured to be. My horse bolted at the
first sight of him, and I could hardly
make the animal come near him, even
after the youngster had closed his eyes
and mouth, as his parents bid him do.
I had heard of people being ** frights”
before, but this fellow was one in ear-
nest. So I thought it well to secure him
before his parents knew his worth or
grew conceited 2bout him. These simple
old folk gave him up for the moderate
price of ninety-three cents, and thought
they had made a good bargain.

‘I called for him next day, and
brought a blind mule to carry him to
my house. His parents never kissed
him when bidding him good-bye, and
even his mother had to shut her eyes
when he stood in front of her. He was
very docile, and kept before me all the
way, as he was told, without looking
round once or frightening my horse.

¢ Having fully determined to grow ac-
customed to him, I forced myself tolook
at him many times each day, and soon
was able to view his face for several
seconds without shuddering. After a
while I even began to fear that Nigg was
not so very frightful after all, at least
not frightful enough to scare cannibals
and beasts of prey, as I had fondly hoped
when purchasing him.

‘However, I was cheered up from
time to time by sezing the terrifying ef-
fect he produced on men and animals
that saw him for the first time. None of
these were more alarmed than he him-
self was when he first looked into a mir-
ror. He started back with a yell, and
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rushed to me, exclaiming: ¢‘DMassa!
massa ! Black debbilina dish! Black
debbil in a dish!” He was generally an
amiable lad, and so he rather astonished
me one day by darting a spiteful glance
at his mule, which had just thrown him,
Well for the mule that it was blind, for
I never saw so hideous a face in a dream,
even after eating four platefuls of plum-
pudding. For my part, although the
sight did bring on a slight attack of the
chills, I was quite charmed at this proof
of Nigy’s powers. If any hyena, or
snake, or gorilla, could face the face
Nigg made then I wanted to see the
animal.

¢ And so I took Nigg out on a hunt-
ing expedition. The first beast we came
upon was a leopard, which lay on the
carcase of an antelope, and growled as
animals are wont to do when interrupt-
ed at their meals.

¢ ¢“Make the face you made at the
mule ! ” I cried.

‘But poor Nigg never looked more
frightened and less frightful than when
he tried to do so. 1f the leopard was
not showing signs of charging, [ think I
should have burst out laughing at the
abject terror of the boy. In aunother
second he was running for his life, and
the leopard after him. However, I
managed to bowl the beast over at the
first shot, for he presented a full broad-
side as he bounded after Nigg.

¢ This cowardice of Nigg seemed fatal
to my hope of using him as a body-
guard, He was frightened by every
animal that we wanted to frighten, and
he only scared the animals we wanted to
get near. I could not get a shotat a
deer or antelope closer than five hun-
dred yards, and was soon forced to turn
homewards from loss of ammunition and
want of meat. I spent my last cartridge,
in missing a gazelle, about ten miles
from home.

¢ Soon after this unlucky shot we en-
tered a valley, through which a stream
had formerly flowed. Happening to
look a-head, I saw some creature creep-
ing st2althily towards our path. Iis
outlines were obscured by the dense
shade of a tamarind tree, which stood at
the edge of a thicket. My horse was
too tired, and the ground too uneven,
to retreat ; besides which disadvantage
a violent wind would be blowing in our
faces if we turned. To go on boldly was
our best chance. | .

¢1f I could only call forth that Gor-
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gon glance that Nige had once wasted on
his blind mule! There was Nigg, and
there was the mule. The same causes
generally produce the same effects. The
question, therefore, was how to make
the mule throw Nigg. Happily, Nigg
had not seen the wild beast, which 1
could only see dimly myself, and that
because I knew where to look for it. As
we approached the tree, I leanedforward
in my saddle angd tickled the mule with
my whip. Most African cattle start vio-
lently when anything like an insect
touches them ; for some insect bites are
fatal to them.

¢ Up went the mule’s ¢ business end,”’
and down went the unsuspecting Nigg,
with his angry face happily turned from
me and towards the ambushed beast.
With a howl; rather than a roar, a
large lion sprang from the thicket and
disappeared beyond the summit of the
right-hand slope.
wilted, scared animal in a lion’s skin I
never saw before or after.’

¢ And what became of Nigg after-
wards !’ asked Bill, as the Major made
a pause.

¢ In spite of his usefulness on this one
occasion,’ said the Major, ‘I found him
too unreliable to employ as a scarecrow.
A friend, learning I was disappointed in
the boy, begged him of me, promising
to use him kindly ; and so I gave him
away. 1 did foolishly, for the rascally
““friend ” sold him soon afterwards for
£2,000 as an escort to some traders from
Morocco.’

¢ As an escort !’ ejaculated Bill.

‘Yes. You see these fellows have to
take a number of armed men with them
in their trading expeditions, and Nigg

Such a shivering, !
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was just as much protection; for they
knew how to wse him. I might have
guessed how myself, for T had often
been told in my boyhood that anybody
could scare a bull by merely turning his
back to the an mal and bending down
and gazing calmly at it through hislegs.
The sudden change of shape, they say,
will frighten any animal unused to trans-
formation scenes.

‘It is true that little Washington
Smith tried the dodge unsuccessfully
with our bull, Jack Horner. But Hor-
ner either understood transformations
or else thought the new animal before
him would toss just as nicely as a boy.
After a further brief transformation into
a bird, little Wash touched the ground
on the safe side of the fence, thereby
shortening the pleasant pastime of the
bull.

‘ But then, you see, Nigg had certain
advantages that little Wash Smith had
not. His face, looking at one in this in-
verted and unusual position, was simply
diabolical. Not a lion, nor a buffalo,
nor any other living thing wanted any
closer acquaintance with so terrible a
creature.’ -

‘Is he an escort still ?? inquired little
Bob.

¢ No, the poor fellow !” said the Major.
¢ The traders once came upon a short-
sighted lion, which did not sec Nigg,
and consequently did not run away, and
the unhappy escort was forced to stay
with bis head down until he died from
pressure of blood upon the brain.

‘Poor Nigg! Barring perhaps the
Gorgon Medusa and the Veiled Prophet
of Khorassan, he certainly was the ugliest
thing gut.’
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Old Greek Education. By J. P. Ma-
HAFFY, M.A. London : Kegan Paul,
Trench & Co. Toronto : Willing &
Williamson, 1881.

N the midst of our keen debates on
the best eductional methods, de-
spite classical reading, it requires a
strong mental effort to realize that the
very thoughts that stir our brains and

struggle for expression were on earth
before, at least a couple of milleniums
ago, and were then clothed in a literary
form which excites the envy and the
despair of the best modern writers. On
a question of training processes, literary,
aesthetical or physical, it would be ex-
ceedingly difficult now to employ an
argument which cannot be either actu-
ally reproduced, or at all events closely
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paralleled, from the lectures of Socrates,
Plato, Aristotle, or Isocrates. Kven in
athletic training, which now engrosses
so much attention and ingenuity, it
seems hopeless to attempt anything very
new. We Canadians pride ourselves on
our graceful naiional gnme Lacrosse. As
in duty bound, we believe it to be a gen-
uine product of our own soil, found here
by Cartier, Champlain, and the other
piloneers who saw the Indians at play in
the broad glades of the forest ; and handed
directly to our suns by these red-skinned
antochthoni. Asweall know, the Byzan-
tine Ewpire lived on the stirring mem-
ories and traditions of those glorious old
Greeks who, alike in physique and intel-
lect, were held to be the type of perfect
development. Now hear the game of
Lacrosse described by a Greek of Con-
stantinople 680 years ago, and we may
be reasonably sure that the game was
then a venerable legacy :— ‘Certain
youths, divided equally, leave in a level
place, which they have before prepared
and measured, a ball made of leather,
about the size of an apple, and rush at
it, as if it were a prize lying in the mid-
dle, ~from their fixed starting-point.
Each of them has in his right hand a
“stick > (rhabdus) of snitable length
ending in a sort of flat bend, the middle
of which is occupied by gut strings,
dried by seasoning, and plaited together
in a net fashion. Each side strives to
be the first to bring it to the opposite
end of the ground from that allotted to
them. Whenever the ball is driven by
the “sticks” to the end of the ground,
1t counts as a game.’

Some fine manly sports, though
thoroughly understood, were from as-
sociation of ideas distasteful to free-born
Greeks. E 'en in sea-girt Attica our
champion Hanlan would have ranked
far below a cabman. Regattas were

-quite usual, but the rowing was given
over to slaves, though the memories of
Salamis mighs well have secured for
future oarsmen high and honourable
recognition. There was no lack of
leisure among the youth of Greece, for
they had noforeign languagetolearn, and
the ologies were still in a state of proto-
. plasm,—mere scientific jelly, so to speak.
And, truth to say, the idle hours were
often filled in by employments that gave
the old statesmen much anxiety for the
future of their country. Gambling took
early and deep root. Some few of the
identical dice that were employed have
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ceme down to us. and of these few it is
melancholy to relate that some z.e
loaded.

It was not for want of State oversight
the Greek youth went astray. At Athens
as well as at Sparta the child was held
to be the property of the State, and the
father was thus a trustee for the State.
At Sparta an ignorance of the three Rs’
was rather expected than otherwise ;
there, the ambition was to beget stalwart
men-at-arms,—tall, lithe, and adroit.
At Athens the ideal of perfect manhood
comprised not only a splendid physique,
but graceful action, and elogquent expres-
sion. In both cities, infants that were
weak, undersized or deformed, were re-
morselessly exposed, so that a household
of four persons under one roof would
have exceeded the average of families. In
eithor city it would certainly have fared
ill with Isnac Newton of whom athisbirth,
ag:the midwife contemptuously declared,
there was not enough to fill a quart-pot.
No better fate would have been in store
for Pope, Voltaire, and the whole host of
literary Titans whose brains, even before
their birth, had got the better of their
muscles.

The training of youth being regarded
ag the very corner-stone of State-craft,
we find the most profound thinkers of
Ancient Greece bending their powers to
the solution of infantile difficulties, as
well as to the highest speculations in
philosophy. By Greek fire-sides Archy-
tas, the famous astronomer of Tarentumn,
was better known for his invention of
the child’s rattle than for his profound
researches into the weight and figure of
the earth. And his great ancestor in
philosophy, Pythagoras, is at this day
known chiefly for his device of the ¢ mul-
tiplication table’ and for his discovery
of the 4Tth proposition ; while all the
vast and recondite stores of knowledge
that he had amassed by a lifetime of
travel and study are for us hopelessly
lost. So with the most eminent sons of
Athens.

¢ Ancient of days ! angust Athena ! where,

‘Where :ltrc thy men of might? thy grand in
soul ?

Gone—glimmering through the dream of
things that were ;

First in the race that led to Glory’s goal,

They won and passed away—is this the
whole ?

A schoolboy’s tale, the wonder of an hour !’

Among the numerous heirlooms that
have descended to our children from
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those eariy Greek schools is the abax
gRomxm «bacus] or numeral frame. In

efault of decimal notation, and relative
numerals, the old mathematicians used
this device or its precise equivalent,
though of course with applications far
beyond the range of our Infant schools.
The basis of ancient notation was five,und
theGreek child so far from beingchecked
in using his fingers for counting, was
taught to exfend this dactylic arithmetic
80 as to include high multiples of five.
Here we may remark, that it does not
appear to have been noticed by any
writer how easy the decimal system and
relative numerals may have been sug-
gested by the abacus as used by the
ancients ; and it seems to us incredible
that a mechanician and mathematician
having the intellectual stride of Archi-
medes could have fatled,—if indeed he
did fail,—to take the short and ecasy
steps necessary for the transition.

Art education in its higher aspects
was at Athens a subject exterior to the
ordinary school course, which seems to
have been confined to geometrical draw-
ing or conventional models.

An extraordinary degreeof importance
was in Greece attached to the selection
of musical instruments and of instrumen-
tal music:  An unwise choice being held
by Plato and other eminent education-
ists as infallibly disastrous to morals.
The flute waslooked upon with suspicion :
the clarionet was the favourite wind
instrument, as the lyre was the standard
in strings. This department of ancient
school-craft has fairly bafiled the major-
ity of commentators, but Professor
Mabhafly treats the question with char-
acteristic skill and ingenuity. He first
prepares us for the discussion by illus-
tration, and then, having arranged this
light underneath, he applies to the ques-
tion from above natural insight of fine
definition and of very high power. A
close reader will notice that this system
of literary research is adopted by the
best analysts of our day ; but its succes-
ful employment requires rare skill.

The literary training of ancient Greece
is better understood than any of the
other branches. This, however, is too
tempting 2 subject to be treated or even
characterized at the end of a brief review.
Plato’s school, or rather University, had
of itself a distinct history of seven cen-
turies, before the intellectual glow faded
into the deep night of the Middle Ages.
The ‘Academy’ was, by the arrange-

ment of its generous founder, free to ald
qualified students. This noble instinct
in the Greeks for high culture is still
exemplified in the administration of the
great University on which Moderns
Athens generously spends much of her
resources, and to which studious Greeks.
are admitted without let or fee from all
the wide world over. Here we have re-
alized the highest ideal of a Panhellen-
ion ; and a race that thus shows itself
conscious of its past history and of a
lofty future mission, is ultimately sure
to win for itself not only sympathy but
success in its national aspirations.

The Formation of Vegetable Mould
through the action of Worms, with ob-
gervations on their Habits. By CHar-
1es Darwin, LL. D, F.R. 8., with
illustrations. New York : D. Apple-
ton & Co. ; Toronto : N Ure & Co.

This remarkable little book comes
upon us with the effect of a veritable re-
velation. It has hitherto been gener-
ally supposed, that the infiuence of our
lowly fellow-creature, the earthworm,
upon the face of nature has been as tri-
fling in cftect as itself is insignificant in
appearance. Now, however, thanks to
the genius and patience of the greatest
naturalist of this or any other age, we
know that its labours have altered the
earth’s surface to an extent which has
been rivalled only by the changes effected
by its even more lowly organised con-
geners, the coral and chalk animals;
and that, as our author tells us, ‘itmay
be doubted whether there are many
other animals which have played so im-
portant a part in the history of the
world.” A brief resumé of the contenis
will probably be the best way of sending
the reader to the work itself for the pur-
pose of getting the full details of the au-
thor’s investigations.

The one fact in the economy of the
earthworm of supreme importance in re-
lation to the present subject is, that it
swallows large quantities of earth, which,.
when the contained organic nutriment
has been extracted by the animal, it
voids at the surface in the shape of what
are called ‘casts.’” The worm is a noc-
turnal animal. It lives underground,
usually close to the surface, though its.
burrows sometimes extend to a depth of
eight feet. At night it emerges from its.
hiding-place in search of leaves and
other things, which it uses partly zs
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food, and partly for the purpose of plug-
ging ap the entrance to and lining the
walls of its burrow. The actual num-
ber of earthworms is almost incredible.
They are found in all parts of the world.
They abound throughout all the great
continents ; and are known to exist in
Iceland, the West Indies, St. Helena,
Madagascar, New Caledonia, Tahiti, and
even in such desolate and out-of-the-
way regions as the Falkland Islands and
Kerguelen Land. According to calcu-
lations made by Hensen the average
number per acre in garden Jand in
Europe is about 53,767 ; but he thinks
that on ordinary farm land they are only
about half as numerous, From actual
weighings of the castings thrown up in
a given time on a given area of farm
tand, it is calculated that the amount of
earth annually brought to the surface by
worms is from ten o fifteen tons per
acre. On garden land it is of course
twice as great. This would give about
twenty ounces per year for each earth-
wornm. In like manner, from measure-
ments of the volume of the earth thrown
up on a given areain a given time, it
appears that, if the earth were spread
out equally on the surface, it would
make a uniform coating of about one-
fifth of an inch a year, or twenty inches
per century. In the course of a few
hundred years then, the whole surface
soil, to the depth of four or five feet,
must pass throngh the bodies of worms
and be worked up by the trituration
which, as Dr. Darwin shows, it there
undergoes, into fine vegetable mould.
But the preparation of the soil for the
farmer is not byany means the only work
done by worms. Objects at the surface,
by being nndermined through their bur-
rowings.and the removal of the underly-
ing earth, gradually sinkinto the soil,
till,—at least in the case of objects of no
greater thickness than four or fivefeet,—
they are tinally completely covered up by
the castings of worms. In this way stony
places, boulders, and the foundations
and floors of old ruins,  are covered up
through the action of worms. A re-
markable transformation of this kind oc-
curred on the author’'s own property.
One of his fields which, in. 1841, from
being so thickly covered with flints, was
called ¢ the stony field,” in the course of
thirty years became covered with mould
to the depth of two inches and a half,
8o that, ‘in 1871 a horse could gallop
over the compact turf, from one end of

BOOK REVIEWS.

the field to the other, and not strike a
single stone with his shoes.” In the
same way the old Roman ruins at Abin-
ger, Chedworth, Brading, Silchester, and
Uriconium (Wroxeter) have, through the
action of worms, been covered with
mould to various depths ranging from
nine inches to over three feet, and so
preserved for the benefit of the archee-
ologist of to-day. In many of such and
similar cases pavements and even mase
sive walls of old buildings subside un~
equally in consequence of being un-
equally undermined by worms ; and here
we have a possible explanation of the
othevwise singular fact of massive archi-
tectural structures, such as the leaning
tower of Pisa, getting out of the perpen-
dicular through the sinking of their
foundations. Tt is worthy of enquiry
whether a similar explanation may not
be given why the wooden and stone
sidewalks in our cities get so rapidly out
of gear. From this result of Darwin’s
researches, architects may derive the
practical lesson to lay the foundations of
costly buildings beyond the reach of
earthworms, remembering that these
animals as has been already stated, do
not extend their burrows to a greater
depth than eight feet.

Worms efect changes in the configur-
ation of the earth in other ways. By
their work of bringing subsoil to the
surface in a form easily carried away,
they materially assist in that general
process of wearing away of the land
which goes by the name of  denudation.’
Furthermore, the humus acids generated
in their bodies during the process of di-
gestion appear, by their corroding ac-
tion, to play an important part in the
disintegration of the various kinds of
rocks,

The present volume is the outcome of
fifty years of research; and astonishing
as are the results arrived at, the whole
investigation is marked by the caution
and thoroughness which are so eminently
characteristic of the great naturalist by
whom it has been carried on. It only
remains to add that the book, like every
other which has proceeded from the
same hand, is written in so simple and
charming a style that even a child could
readily understand it.

Lozell's Business and Professional Direc-
tory of the Province of Ontario. for
1882, with a classified Business Direc-
tory of the City of Montreal. 1 vol.
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imp. 8vo. 1442 pp. Montreal : John
Lovell & Son.

To the statistician few publishing en-
terprises possess a greater degree of in-
terest than the successive issues of Gazet-
teers and Business Directories. An
analysis of these publications, and a com-
parison of the later with the earlier vol-
umes, furnish as good an index as it is
possible to have ot the growth and de-
velopment of a Province, or of a specific
industry. A comparison of the bulk
merely, of the several books, tells its
own ready tale. The one before us is a
mammoth octavo, of 1442 compact
pages, and a close scrutiny testifies to a
degree of careful labour, and what may
be termed a genius for compilation, in
the preparation of the work, which is
deserving of all praise. Issuing fromn
Mr. Lovell’s firm, accuracy and conscien-
tious thoroughness, in the compilation
of the book, was of course to be looked
for ; but, in a volume of its scope, at
what cost of labour and money this is
attained is not likely to be often con-
sidered or, if thought of at all, adequate-
ly realized. Too frequently, we fear,
that where an error does happen to
creep into a work of this character, lit-
tle allowance, generally, is made for it,
and a hasty condemnation of the whole
is the result. A glance at the extent
and general accuracy of the matter
brought within the covers of the Ontario
Directory, for 1882, should at least se-
cure for this new enterprise of Messrs
Lovell & Son a more considerate ap-
praisement. The work is divided into
three sections, the first, which covers
some 300 pages, embraces a list of rail-
way and steamboat routes, an enumera-
tion of the Post Offices in the Dominion,
the customs tarifl¥ and general statisti-
cal information. The second section
consists of the Directory proper, giving
in alphabetical order, under each town
in Ontario, the names and occupations
of the business and professional classes
of the Province. This department
covers over six hundred pages. The
third is devoted {o a classification of the
matter under section two, arranged al-
phabetically under trades, businesses,
and professions, and extends from pages
1055 to 1364 of the work. The remain-
der of the book istaken up with a classi-
fied business directory of Montreal, and
the general advertisements. Such, in
brief, is an enumeration of the contents
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of the work. TIts value to the commer-
cial world of Canada, we feel sure, is
greatly disproportionate to its trifling
cost ; and we hope that the Publishers
will at once be relieved of the edition
that they may promptly be reimbursed
for their enterprise and generous outlay.
The admirable historical sketch which
precedes the work, and the list of news-
papers and periodicals of this Province,
with its accompanying introductory, are
a valuable addition to the book and
must prove useful material for reference.
The work, throughout, is most credit-
able to the publishers, and worthily at-
tests the industry, care, and energy
which have been exercised in its produc-
tion. The book, moreover, is a gratify-
ing evidence of the growth of the Pro-
vince and the expansion of its trade.

The Major's Big-Talk Stories. By Fraxcis
Brake Crorron, with original illus-
trations. 1 vol. -tto. London: ¥,
Warne & Co., 1881.

Few things are more acceptable than
a book of clever fooling, and nothing is
morerare. In Mr. Blake Crofton’s ¢ Big-
Talk Stories’ we have a volume of quiet
but sometimes outrageous fun. And itis
fun which leaves no bad flavour in the
mouth, nor does it rely upon irreverence,
or anything approaching it, for its hu-
mour. The book consists of a series of
Munchausen-like stories of adventure in
Africa, related by an Army Major to his
young nephews, with a delightful disre-
gard of the probable, and with streaks of
subtle humour running through each
page, that makes the volume irresistibly
amusing, and.the most farcical reading
for old or young. Some of the tales first
appeared in 8¢. Nicholas, and rarely have
readers been more amused than by pe-
rusing the stories of the extraordinary
creatures the major hunts, and is hunted
by, in the wilds of Africa. The bookis
cleverly illnstrated, and manifestly de-
serves the high encomiums passed upon
it by the English critics and reviewers,
on its appearing a month ago in London
In our new ¢ Young Folks’ section of
Tue MoNTHLY, we give a few specimens
of Mr. Crofton’s drollery, which we
doubt not will be appreciated. In ¢ Sam
Slick,” Nova Scotia gave to humour a
writer racy of the soil. In Mr. Crofton,
who is a native of Truro, N. S., she has
given to English literature another hu-
morist, his peer in story telling.



299 BRIC-A-BRAC.

-

My Boy Lifc, presented in a succession | and subsequently to a location on the
of 'True Stories, by Jou~N CarroLL, | Grand River, and at a later date to York

D. D. 12mo. Toronto: William
Briggs (Methodist Book Room), 1882,

Notwithstanding the occasional un-
couthness of the literary form of this
book, one is consciously drawn to it by
the interest of the narrative, and by the
delightful naturalness manifested by its
venerable author in depicting the scenes
and incidents of his boyhood, when the
site of Toronto was little more thana
howling wilderness, and when little had
been done to win any portion of the
country for civilization. Asan incen-
tive to the youth of the present day the
story of this dear old man should be very
helpful ; and few can read the record of
his early life, in a period when no man’s
lot was cast in a pleasant place, and
when war overflowed the cup of bitter-
aess which the strnggle with nature had
already filled, without feeling admiration
for the sturdy heroes who were the pio-
neers in the fight, and whose toil has
made ‘life worth living’ to-day. The
present volume, though complete in it-
self, is only an instalment, dealing with
the earlier years of the author’s lie, and
covering the incidents.of the removal of

s his father’s family from New Brunswick
to Newark (Niagara), and the vicinity of
what is known as the ‘Ten anile Creek,’

(Touronto). A graphic account of these
several migeations takes up o consider-
able portion of the book, interspersed as
it is with many personal references which
make repeated drafts upon one’s sympa-
thy, together with vivid pictures of the
conditiun of the country during the War
of 1812-15, and of the social events of
the time. Later volumes, which we trust
the author naay be spared to publish,
are to deal with subsequent periodsin
his carcer, as a zealous and hardworking
minister of the Methodist Church of
Canada—a Church that has done noble
things in carrying the lamp of the Gos-
pel into the dark solitudes of early pio-
neering settlement in the Province, with
other incidents of an earnest and busy
life, which has won for the now patriar-
chal John Carroll the well-deserved
honour and respect of thousands within
and without the denomination to which
he has long and loyally been attached.
A brief and kindly introduction from
the pen of the Rev. W. H. Withrow,
M.A., the cultured editor of the Connex-
tonal Magazine, prefaces the volume
and a Lancashire story, entitled ¢ Ben
Owen,’ is appended—forming a hand-
some duodecimo which well merits ready
sale and the hearty favour of an appre-
ciative public,
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AN ASTHETIC.

SHE was a maiden of mournful mien,
.Clad in a garment of sad, sage green,
With peacocks’ feathers strangely bedight ;
Skimp ]was the skirt, and the sleeves full
tight.
No frivolous gems that maiden wore,
But a fan in her taper hand she bore,
And on it was painted—so simple and neat—
A sunflower, with all its petals complete.
Her face was weary and white and wan,
Her hair was the hue of the setting sun;
She did not smile, she did not talk,
She drooped like a lily upon its stalk,
And what were her musings none might
guess—
Her thoughts were too ‘utter’ for words to
express !

—The Argosu.

‘I don’t miss my church as much
as you suppose,” said a lady to her
minister, who had called upon her dur-
ing her illness ; ¢ for I make Betsy sit at
the window as soon as the bells begin to
chime, and tell me who are going to
church, and whether they have got on
anything new.’

Last Sunday night during service, a
west side clergyman noticed several of
his congregation dozing, and one man
in particular was snoring vigorously.
The preacher paused in his discourse,
and pointing to him said: ¢ Will some
one please stop that man's snoring? I
fear he will keep the rest of the congre-
gation awake.’
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THE SKATER'S SONG.
BY REV. EPHRAIM PEABODY,

Away ! away! our fires stream bright
Along the frozen river,

And their arrowy sparkles of frosty light
On the forest branches quiver.

Away ! away! for the stars are forth,
And on the white snows of the valley

In a giddy trance the moonbeams dance,—
Come, let us our comrades rally.

Away ! away! o'er the sheeted ice,
Away, away, we go:

On our steel-bound feet, we move as fleet
As deer o’er the Lapland snow.

‘What though the sharp north winds are out,
The skater heeds them not :

Midst the laugh and shout of the joyousrout,
Gray Winter is forgot.

“Tis a pleasant sight, the joyous throng
In the light of the reddening flame,

While with many « wheel on the ringing steel
They wage their riotous game ; .

Angl, though the night air cutteth keen
And the white moon shineth coldly,

Their home hath been on the hills, 1 ween
They should breast the strong blast boldly.

Let others choose more gentle sports,
By the side of the Winter’s hearth,
Or ’neath the % hts of the festal hall
Seek for th ° share of mirth.
But as for me away, away,
‘Where the merry skaters be; [ice glows,
Where the fresh wind blows and the smooth
There is the place for me.

Going to the School of Philosophy ?
Kant.

Modest women wearveils because they
don’t like to appear barefaced.

The most pointed, and perhaps the
most just, criticism upon Mr. Hep-
worth’s new book, ¢ !!!’ hasbeen¢??1’

Self-made man (examining schoo}, of
which he is a manager) : * Now what is
the capital of 'Olland ?” Boy: ¢ An‘‘H,”
sir.’

Breakfast-table : Father of family,
reading : ¢ There is a cat in Cincinnati
that drinks beer.” Daughter (sixteen) ;
¢ Pa, she must be a Maltese cat.’

Advantages of being a numbskall :
Tutor: ¢ What is the dative of donum 7’
What? Next? Next?! Next? Dunce.
¢ Do’no.” Tutor: *¢Correct; go to the
head !’

A down-east editor’s wardrobe, which
was inventoried by an ofticer who was
endeavouring to satisfy an execution,
was found to consist of just two suits,
one of which was for libel.

\
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An agent selling Jeft Davis's ¢ History
of the Southern States’ found:a citizen
who, after hearing his exordium, looked
at him with suspicion. ¢ Why, how could
Jeff Davis write a book 7’ demanded the
mossback ; ‘I thought he was kilt juring
the wali !’ Such is fame!

An absent wife is thus advertised for:
—*‘Jane, your absence will ruin all.
Think of your husband—-your parents—
your children, Return—return—all may
be well—happy. At any rate, enclose
the key of the cupbpard where the whis-
key is.’

Music-teacher : ¢ Oh, yes, Miss Clo-
tilda likes playing tunes well enough, but
she. shudders at the very mention of
the scales.” Retired cheesemonger's wife
{loftily) : ‘I should hope so, indeed!
You'll bear in mind, sir, that we have
nothing to do with business now.’

Mr. Mori¢e, minister of Kincardine
O’Aeil, with a stipend of only £39 and
a manse and glebe, brought up a family
of seventeen children. His wife, a con-
tented, easy-minded lady, a friend of
Dr. Paul’s mother, said, ¢ She wished
she had just aneither lassie to make out
the dizzen and a half.

An American reporter once trans-
formed the quotation, ¢Amicus Plato,
amicus Socrates, sed major veritas,’
into, ‘I may cus Plato, [ may cus So-
crates, said Major Veritas.’ The next
morning’s feelings of the orator to whose
words this extraordinary rendering saw
given may be more easily imagined than
described. .

An old man was fishing one Sunday
morning, just before church time, when
the curate saw him, and enquired in
dulcet tones ¢ My man, don’t you hear
those heavenly chimes?’ ¢Eh.” ¢ Don’t
you hear those heavenly chimes calling
you?’ ¢Beg pardon, sir; but I really
can’t hear what you say for those infer-
nal bells.’

¢ Mr. So-and-so has a’splendid Claude
Lorraine, and twe charming little frames
of the same epoch.” ‘ Yes—well ¥ ¢ Well,
the landscape being twice too large to
go into one of the frames, he had it cut
in halves, and framed half in each.
Then he has a large inscription put on
the first half : *The conclusion oppo-
site.”’?

¢ Papa, me has-been baptized, ain’t
me ?’ asked a little three-year-old. Yes,
dear.’” ¢ Then we won’t have to be bap-
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tized again 1’ “No ; but can you re-
member anything about being baptiz-
ed?’ ‘Ides [ can.” ¢Well, what did
the minister do to you?’ ¢He shoved
up my sleeve and stuck a knife in my
arm.’—N. Y. Star.

A story is told of William Whewell,
the English scientist, that on one occa-
sion he was engaged in argnment con-
cerning a subject, in discussing which
his antagonist took his stand upon a cer-
tain article in an encyclop:wedia, from
which,in fact, he appeared to have gained
the greater part of his knowledge. The
discussion was somewhat shortened by a
quiet remark dropping from Whewell’s
lips : ¢ Yes, I wrote that article.’

Song of the youthful apple peddier at
the country railway stations in Pennsyl-
vania : * Apple ! Sapple ! Sapples ! Sap-
ples! Two for five; Napple, mister?
Mister, Rapple? Wan tanapple, mister ?
Six for five cents ! Fresheat mapples;
Ni seatin napples, seven forannickle!
Napple, mister ? Mister, wantanapple !
Want smappuls, mister ? Nine foran-
nickle ! Here’s yourappuls ! Ten fura-
nickel !’

There is a pleasant story of a rebuke
once administered by Admiral Farragut
in a most neat and decorous, but very
effective, manner to a tobacco-smoking
bishop. At dinner with Farragut, and
after the meal was over, the bishop,
about to select a cigar, offered the bunch
to the sailor. ¢ Have a cigar,admiral ?’
said he. ¢ No, bishop,’ said the admiral,
with a quizzical glance ; ¢ I don’t smoke
—1T swear a little sometimes.’

In passing a row of miners’ houses in
a mining district of Ayrshire, observes
Dr. L., 1 overheard the following con-
versation between two children :—First
child : 1 say, Jock, are ye gaun tae let
us play wi’ ye?’ Second ditto: ‘ No,
for ye aye stick the game.” First ditto:
¢Then your cat’ll no get rinnin’ through
our entry nae mair.” Second ditto:
¢ Aweel, you’ll no get crying ‘¢ Hurrah ”
when our coal coups.’

¢You have some fine turkeys this
morning,” said a schoolmaster to poul-
terer. ¢ Yes, sir, all fresh from Norfolk
to-day.” ¢ What is the price 7" ¢ You can
take your choice, sir. I have them at
all prices” ¢ Well, I want o give my
boys a treat ; but I do not want them to
be too tender. There are a dozen here ;
pick out four of the toughest.” The poul-
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terer obeyed. ¢ Here, sir, you have four
of thetoughest birdsin my shop.” *Thank
you,’said the schoolmaster, ‘ I'll take the
other eight.’

Last Sabbath, T asked my class of lit-
tle boys if they remembered last Sun-
day’s Golden Text. It had been a diffi-
cult one to teach them, as I could not
seem to make them remember the mean-
ing of the words. So I was not much
surprised to see but one little hand
raised, thou«h I confess to being slight-
ly astonished to hear, in response to my
¢ Well, Irvie, say it out real loud, so
that all can hear: ‘¢ A double-minded
man is up on top of his barn in all his
ways.”?

To-day, to-morrow, every day, to thou-
sands the end of the world is close at
hand. And why should we fearit? We
walk here, as it were, in the crypts of
life ; at times from the great cathedral
above us we can hear the organ and the
chanting choir; we see light stream
through the open door when some friend
goes out before us ; and shall we fear to
mount the narrow staircase of the grave
that leads us out of this uncertain twi-
light into eternal life ?

THE DIFFERENCE."
BY GRACE S, WELLS.

OxLY a few more notes,
Only a finer tone :

And lo! the world bows down
Before the singer’s throne.

Only the same old thoughts
Clothed with a sweeter sound :
And lo ! a poet’s brow
With laurel leaves is crowned.

Only a finer ear,
Only a swifter skill :
And lo! the artist plays
On human hearts at will.

Only a tint or line,
Only a subtler grace:
Andlo! the world goes mad
Over a woman's face.

Yet thongh so slight the cause
For which men call us great,

This shade the more or less
May fix an earthly fate.

For few may wield the power
Whose spells uplift or thrill 3
The barrier fixed, yet fine,
We may not pass at will.
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ROSE’S MARKING INK flows free-

ly from the pen without blotting.

ROSE’S N’ARK!NG JNK does, not

dry up in the bottle or on the pen.

ROSE’S MARKING INK turns jet

black on exposure to the sun, or on
application of heat.

ROSE’S MARKING INK in wooden

box with stretcher complete;sent free
by mail on receipt of 25 cpnts, if your
druggist has none.

ROSE’S MARKING INK sold by
the principal- Drugglsts in the Do-

minion.

ROSE'S MARKING INK, useéd by

the principal Laundries in Toronto ;
read the Testimonials from two lead-
ing Consumers,

TESTIMONIALS.

—

New Star Laundry,
131 Bay St., Toronto,
Sir,—1 have used your Mark-
ing ok for the past two years,
having found it decidedly the
best, after a trial of numerous
other makers. One penfull is
equal to three of other kinds,
on accountof its free flowing
quality. H. BELYEA.

‘The Adams’ Laundry,
Cor. Church & Queen Sts.
513.—Havmg used your In-
delible Ink for several years, 1
have pleasure in testifymg to
its superior merits, After test-
ing-the leading English Mark-
ing Inks and several others, I
have’ no hesitation in giving
yours the preference.
Yours, etc.,

D. S. ADAMS.
' To H. J; Rose, Toronto.

The Ghony B

arking,

A brilliant, durable, elastic waterproof dressmg for Boots and Shoes—simply applied with
the sponge astached to the cork of the bottle ; it requirés no further polishing. It does not
sofl the clothing or carptes in wet and snowy weather, It keeps the fect dry, and while all
the common blacking contains vitriol and most of the liguid dressings contain caustic scda
or cther cheinicals.which rot.tue leather,

THE EBONY BLACKING

contains hoﬂnnc' which will injure; on the contrary, it preserves the leather. For harness

¥ and alf feather requiring 2 durable weather proof pohsh, it is unequalled by anything in the

market.
One application a week of this blachg (sponging the dust, &c. off when necessary) is §
al? that is required to kesp the boots, &c., m perfect order—at the trifling cost of about one
cent per week. '
For sale By teading Druggists, Saddlers and Shoe Dealers. 23 cents per bottle “foup
i~jtles sex Iree to any station in Ontano. on receipt of One Dollar. '

EB@N'{ BLACKING @@MPANY,

} | DORORITS,
H. g Nose,

I.ac:n.do:n., ‘ Ne'w- Torlz.

|} @gemt for Cairada.




Tre pmvalence of Indigestion and Dys-
pepsia is one of the most serious facts of
modern life. Nearly every one suffers more
or less from the insidious attacks of this
Scourge to Humanity, and it seemsto be im-
‘possible even when following the best estab-
lished Dietetic rules, to entirely evade tke

Arw sufferersfrom Indigestion, Dyspepsia,
or any disease of the Stomach or Digestive
Organs, should send me one three cent pos-
tage stamp, for a pamphlet relative to the
positive cure, by the use of Maltopepsyn, or
send two three cent stamps for pamphlet and-

' sample package of Maltopepsyn, containing

subtle attacks of this foe, which, though com- l two drachms, equal to eight doses of fifteen

paratively light at first, usually
run into the more confirmed or
Chronic state of the Disease, es-
pecially if these first attacksars
neglected and allowed to recur
frequently.

Most of the leading physicians &
in Canada have tested and are gJ
now using Maitopepsyn in their
regular. practice, and have cer- |
tified-as to its great valie. Be-
sides private practice, it is nsed
to'a Jarge extent in Hospitals, § D
Dispensaries and Infirmaries

Maltopepsyn has been proven
to be of great value in the treat-{}-
ment of Dyspepsia, Indigestion, }{ *
Lossof Appetite, Intestinal andd ‘bampin
Wasting Diseases, Constipation,

Nausea, Chronic Dxarrhoea.
Headache and all diseases aris-;

THE HtwR

MA!.TOPEPSYN

“ronlEDY-

grams each. It is pleasant to

the taste and may be taken in

wine, water, or dry upon bread
+ as preferred, just before each
meal.
- Regular sized bottles, contdic-
2% ing 13 ounces, with dose measure
Jl"attached, price fifty cents, can
be obtained from 'Chemists
t.hroughout the Dominion, or
’ mailed free by the propristor on
| receipt of fifty cents. Each bot-
" tle holds 48 fifteen grain Doses,
J‘:>r about one cent per dose.

} Maltopepsyn is not a patent
medicine or secret remedy; it has
K its exact formula printed on &.ch

' SPLZIMENS O TESTIMONIALS REGEIVED FROM PHYSIGIARS AND GHEMISTS,

Hazen MorsE,

Braussels, Ont., June 28th, 1880.

Dear Sir,—I believe Maltopepsyn to be equal if not superior 10 any. similar prepara-

ation in the market.

HAZE\ Morse, -

Yours, etc.,

WILLIAM GRAHAM, M.D.
Wallace, N. S., Ottober, 4th, 1880

Dear Sir,—The Maltopepsyn was given in a-marked and distressing case of Indxgostwn

with the most rapid, pleasing and beneficial results.

HazeN Morss,

Yours, e_tc.
. W. KEMPTON M.D.

’Walkerton. Ont., October 27th, 2880,

Dear Sir,—Having been troublod with Indxgestxon for along time I commenced using

Maltopepsyn about a wezk ago, a.nd have had great.relief.

Yours traly,
W. A, GREEN, Druggist.

HAHBFABTURED BY
HAZEN MORSE, 57 Front Street East, TORONTO.
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CANADA PAPER COMPANY,
Paper Makers & Wholesale Stationers.,

MONTREAL—374, 376 & 378 ST. PAUL STREET
‘ TOR: dfG—11 FRONT STREET WEST.

‘ ; ,., EZ&F Paper in this Magazine Made by Canada Paper Comapany.
{a THE COMING OF THE PRINGESS, | THE UNDISCOVERED COUNTRY
}‘ Sufl Other Yoems, By W. D. ROWELLS.
By RATE SEYMOUBR MACLEAN. Cloth, neat, $1.00. Paper Cover, §50c.

Oloth, Gold and Black, - - $100.| QNFTTL R b’ WORKS.
A TRIP TO MANITOBA ; DU TY
?

i, OR, ROUGHING IT ON THE LINE.
By MISS MARY FITZGIBBON. THRIFT?
; % - Cloth, $1.00. Pgper Cover, 50c. GH&RA@TER;
‘ SELF HELP.
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romaos, etc. ~no 2 alike.

Agents Complete Sample Book, ...)c. Great variety 4 doertis- #37 Cloth extra, $1.00 per volume,
ing and Bevel-kdge Cards. lLowest prices to deslers and .
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CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY COTY.

The CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY COMPANY offer lands in the Fertile Belt
of Banitoba and the North-West Territory fur sale on certain condition as to cultivation, at

B2.50 PER A CRRE.

Payment to be made one-sixth at time of purchase, and the balance in five annual instalments,
with interest at six per cent.,

A REBATE oF $L.=26 PER ACRBE

sllowed for cultivation, as described in the Company’s Land Regulations.

THE LAND GRANT BONDS

of the Company, which can be procured at all the Agencies of the Bank of Montreal, and other
Boauking Institutions throughout the country, will be

RECEIVED AT TEN PER CENT. PREMIUM

on their par value, with interest acerned, on account of and in payment of the purchase money,
thus further reducing the price of the land to the purchaser. -

Special arrangements made with Emigration and Land Companies.
For copies of the Land Reaulations and other particulars, apply to the Company’s Land
Commissivner, JOHN BIcTAVISH, Winnipeg ; or to the undersigned

-1

By order of the Board,
CHARLES DRINKWATER, Secretary.

MowtmRAL, Decomber Ist, 1881.

ELEVENTH YEAR OF PUBLICATION,

— AND—

NATIONAL REVIEW,
SUBSCRIPTION, $300 PER ANNUM.

KOW &S THE TIME T¢ SUBSCRIBE!

. NOTICES. OF THE PRESS.

> ———————® T

The eighth volume, (N. 8.) of this native periodical, is commenced with the
pumber before us. If it appear to bave any defects, the public have the remedy
in their own hands, and can aid materially in its iwmprovement, by coming for-
ward generously in its support. To us, it is surprising that the Mox=uLy has
been sustained so vigorously under the circumstances; and we feel assured that
it would speedily rise to a higher place, if people generally were only patriotic
enough to yield it adequate support.  Surely it is not unreasonable to hope
that the appeal of the publishers will not be made in vain.—The Mail, Toronto,

: LL ROSE-BELFORD PUBLESHING €0, . TORORTO,

THE CANADIAN MONTHLY|

B O

RN



