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ONTARIO FIFTY YEARS AGO AND NOW:

A CONTRAST.

BY CANNIFF HAIGHT, TORONTO,

THE settlement of Ontario, known

as the Province of Upper Can-
ada, or Canada West, up to the time
of Confederation, began in 1784, so
that at the date I propose to make a
brief survey of the condition and pro-
gress of the country, it had been settled
forty-six years. During those years
—no insignificant period in a single
life, but very small indeed in the his-
tory of a country—the advance in
national prosperity, and the various
items that go to make life pleasant
and happy, had been wonderful. The
muscular arm of the sturdy pioneer
had hewn its way into the primeval
forest, and turned the gloomy wilder-
ness into fruitful fields.

It is well known that the first set-
tlers located along the shores of 'the
River St. Lawrence, the Bay of Qujnté,
Lake Ontario,and Lake Erie,and that,
at the time of which I speak, this coast-
line of a few hundred miles, extending

back but a very short distauce, a long
narrow strip cut from the serried edge
of the boundless woods, comprised the
settlement of Canada West as it then
existed.  Persistent hard-work had
placed the majority in circumstances
of more than ordinary comfort. Good
houses had taken the place of log
cabing, and substantial frame barns that
of rude hovels. Hard fare and scanty
raiment had given place to an abund-
ance of the necessaries of life, and no
people, perhaps, ever appreciated these
blessings with more sincere thankful-
ness and hearty contentment, The
farmer was a strong hardy man, the
wife & ruddy, cheerful body, careful
of the comforts of her household. One
table sufficed for themselves and their
servants or hired help. Meat was pro-
vided twice and often thrice a day ; it
being more a matter of taste than
economy as to the number of times it
was served. Frait was abundant and
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every matron prided herself in preserv-
ingand putting away quantitiesof it for
home use, and dispensed it liberally, so
that at this time the world was moving
smoothly with the people. The changes
that had been brought about by their
industry during these years were mar-
vellous: an immensetract of wilderness
had been reclaimed, and waving fields
and fruitful orchards occupied its place.
It may have seemed to them, and in-
deed I think it did to many, that the
sum of all they could expect or even
desire in this world had been attained ;
while we who remember those days,
and look back over the changes of fifty
years, wonder how they managed to
endure life at all.

It is true that the father, more from
the force of habit than necessity, per-
haps, continued to toil in the field, and
the mother, moved by the same cause,
and her maternal anxiety for the well-
being of her family, still spent many a
long hour at the loom. The son,
brought up to work, followed the
plough, or did battle with the axe, mak-
ing the woods ring with his rapid
strokes, and pictured as he reared a
nest for himself in the unbroken forest
behind the homestead, where the girl
of his choice figured as the central
charm, and the daughter who toiled
through the long summer’s day to the
monotonoushumof the spinning wheel,
drawing out and twisting the threads
that should enter into the make-up of
her wedding outfit, were all contented
and happy. The time and circum-
stances in which they were placed pre-
sented nothing better, and in their es-
timation, the world had little more to
offer than they already possessed.

It is more than probable that if we,
with our modern notions and habits,
could to-day becarried back into a simi-
lar condition of life, we would feel that
our lines had fallen in anything but
pleasant places. The flying years, with
their changes and anxieties, like the
constant dripping of water on a stone,
have worn off the rough edges that
wounded and worried during their pro-
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gress, and only the sunny spots, burned
in the plastic memory of younger days,
remain.

The old homes, as I remember them
in those days, were thought palatial in
their proportions and conveniences,
and so they were beside the old log
houses, which often still remained as
a reminder of other days, but had been
converted into the base use of a cow
stable, or a shelter for waggons and
farm implements during the winter.
They were, with very few exceptions,
wooden structures, clap-boarded, and
were painted either yellow or red. The
majority, however, never received any
touching up from the painter’s brush,
and as the years rolled on became rusty
and gray with the beating of winter
storms and the heat of the summer’s
sun. The interior rarely displayed any
skill in arrangement or design. The
living rooms were generally of goodly
size with low ceilings, but the sleeping
rooms were invariably small, with
barely room enough for a large high-
posted bedstead, and a space to undress
in, The exterior was void of any ar-
chitectural embellishment, with a steep
roof pierced by dormer windows. The
kitchen, which always seemed to me
like an after-thought, was a much
lower part of the structure, welded on
one end or the other of the main body
of the house, and usually had a roof
projecting some distance over on one
side, forming what was called ‘the
stoop.” In very many cases, the en-
trance to the spacious cellar where the
roots, apples, cider, and other needs of
the household were kept, was from this
through a trap door, so that in summer
or winter the good wife had actually
to go out of doors when anything was
required for the table, and that was
very often. It really seemed as though
the old saying of ‘the longest way
round is the soonest way home’ en-
tered not only into the laying out of
highways, but into all the domestic
arrangements. FEconomy of time and
space, convenience, or anything to fa-
cilitate or lighten labour, does not ap-
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pear to have occupied the thoughts of
the people. Work was the normal
condition of their being, and, as we see
it now, everything seems to have been
s0 arranged as to preclude the possi-
bility of any idle moments. At the
end of the kitchen was invariably a
large fire-place with its wide, gaping
mouth, an iron crane, with a row of
pothooks of various lengths, from
which to suspend the pots over the fire,
and on the hearth a strong pair of and-
irons, flanked by a pair of substantial
tongs and shovel. During the winter,
when the large back-log, often as much
as two men could handle, was brought
in and fixed in its place, and a good
forestick put on the andirons with
well-split maple piled upon it and set
ablaze with dry pine and chips, the old
fireplace became aglow with the cheer-
ful fire, and dispensed its heat through
the room. But in extremely cold wea-
ther, it sometimes happened that while
one side was being roasted, the other
was pinched with cold. At one side
of the fireplace usually there was a
large oven, which wken required, was
heated by burning dry wood in it, and
then the dough was put into tin pans
and pushed in to bake. Sometimes
the ovens were built on frames in the
yard, and then in wind or storm the
baking had to be carried out doors and
in. Every kitchen had one or more
spacious cupboards; whatever need
there were for other conveniences, these
were always provided and were well
filled. The other rooms of the house
were generally warmed by large box
stoves. The spare bedrooms were in-
variably cold, and on a severe night it
was like undressing out of doors and
Jumping into a snow-bank. I have
many a time shivered for half-an-hour
before my body would generate heat
enough to make me comfortable. The
furniture made no pretensions to artis-
tic design or to elegance. It was plain
and strong, and bore unmistakable
evidence of having originated either at
the carpenter’s bench or at the hands
of some member of the family, in odd
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spells of leisure on rainy days. Neces-
sity is axiomatically said to be the
mother of invention, and as there were
no furniture makers with any artistic
skill or taste in the country, and as
the inclination of the people ran more
in the direction of the useful than the
ornamental, much of the domestic
needs were of home manufacture. I
have a clear recollection of the pine
tables with their strong square legs
tapering to the floor, and how carefully
they were scrubbed. Table covers were
seldom used, and only when there
was company, and then the cherry ta-
ble with its folding leaves was brought
out and the pure white linen cloth,
most likely the production of the good
wife’s own hands, was carefully spread
upon it, and then came the crockery.
Who can ever forget the blue-edged
plates, cups and saucers, and other
dishes whereon indigo storks, or some-
thing approaching a representation of
them, and mandarins glided airily over
sky-blue hills in their pious way from
one indigo pagoda to another. ~These
things, I have no doubt, would be rare
prizes to Ceramic lovers of the present
day. The cutlery and silver consisted
mostly of bone-handled knives and
iron forks, iron and pewter spoons. On
looking over an old inventory of my
grandfather’s personal effects not long
since, I came across these items : * two
pair of spoon moulds,” and I remem-
bered when quite young, of melting
pewter and making spoons with these
moulds. Cooking was done in the
oven and over the kitchen fire, and the
utensils were a dinner pot, tea-kettle,
frying pan and skillet. There were no
cooking stoves. The only washing ma-
chines were the ordinary wash tubs,
soft soap, and the brawny arms and
hands of the girls, and the only wring-
ers were the strong wrists and firm
grip that could give a vigorous twist to
what passed through the hands. Water
was drawn from the wells with a buc-
ket fastened to a long slender pole at-
tached to a sweep suspended to a
crotch. Butter was made in uprigh
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-churns, and many an hour have I
stood with mother's apron pinned
around me to keep my clothes from
getting spattered, poundingat thestub-
born cream when every minute seemed
an hour, thinking the butter would
never come. When evening came, we
were wont to draw around the cheer-
ful fire on the hearth or at the kitchen
table, and read and work by the dim
light of ‘tallow dips,” placed in tin can-
dlesticks, or,on extra occasions, in brass
or silver ones, with their snutfers, trays
and extinguishers. Now we sit by the
brilliant light of the coal oil lamp, or
gas. Then coal oil was in the far off
future, and there was not a gus jet in
Canada, if indeed in America. The
making of tallow candles, before moulds
were used, was a slow and tiresome
task, and like the churning, though it
came much less often, yet when it did
come, it was trying to the arms and
patience. Small sticks were used, about
two feet long, upon each of which, six
cotton wicks, made for the purpose,
were placed about two inches apart,
each wick being from ten to twelve inch-
es long. Then a large kettle was nearly
filled with hot water, upon which melt-
ed tallow was poured. Then'two sticks
were taken in the right hand, and
the wicks slowly dipped up and down
through the melted tallow. This pro-
cess was continued until the candles
had attained sufficient size, when they
were put aside to harden, and then
taken off the sticks and put away. It
required considerable practical experi-
ence to make a smooth and even candle
in this way, and to have them burn
evenly—a sputtering candle was an
abomination ! The cloth with which
the male members of the family were
clad, as well as the flannel that made
the dresses and underclothing for both,
was carded, spun, and often woven at
home, as was also the flax that made
the linen. There was no sewing or knit-
ting machines, save the deft hands that
plied the needle. Carpets were seldom
seen ; the floors of the spare rooms, as
they were called, were painted almost
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invariably with yellow ochre paint,
and the kitchen floor was kept clean
and white with the file and sanded.
The old chairs, which, for comfort, mo-
dern times have in no way improved,
werealsoof home-make, with thinround
legs and splint-bottomed seats, or what
was more common, elm bark evenly
cut and platted. Many a time have [
gone to the woods in the spring when
the willow catkins in the swamp and
along the side of the creek turned from
silver to gold, and the clusters of
linwort nodding above the purple-
green leaves in the April wind, and
taken the bark in long strips from the
elm trees to reseat the dilapidated
chairs.

If the labour-saving appliances were
80 scanty indoors, they were not more
numerous outside. Thefarmer's imple-
ments were rude and rough. The
wooden plough, with its wrought-iron
share, had not disappeared, but ploughs
with cast iron mould boards, land-
sides and shares, were rapidly coming
into use. These had hard wood beams,
and a short single handle with which
to guide them. They were clumsy
awkward things to work with, as |
remember full well, and though an
improvement, it was impossible to do
nice work with them. Indeed, that
part of the question did not receive
much consideration, the principal ob-
Ject was to get the ground turned over.
They were called patent ploughs. Drags
wereeithertree topsor a square wooden
frame with iron teeth. The scythe
for hay and the cradle for grain, with
strong backs and muscular arms to
swing them, were the only mowers and
reapers known. The hand rake had
not been superseded by the horse
rake, nor the hoe by the cultivator ;
and all through the winter, the regular
thump, thump of the flails on the barn
floor could be heard, or the grain being
trampled out by the horse’s feet, and
then the rattle of the fanning mill
announced the finishing of the task.
Threshing machines and cleaners were
yet to come.
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It will be seen {rom what I have
said that both in the house and out
of it work was d stern and ex-
acting master, whose demands were
incessant, satisfied only by the ut-
most diligence, and it was simply by
this that so much was accomplished.
1t is true there were other incentives
that gave force to the will and nerve to
the arm which enabled our forefathers
to overcome the numberless arduous
tasks thatpresented themselvesand de-
manded their attention daily through-
out the year. All the inventions that
have accumulated so rapidly for the
last twenty years or more, to lighten
the burden and facilitate the accom-
plishment of labour and production, as
well a8 to promote the comfort of all
classes, were unknown fifty years ago.
Indeed many of the things that seem
s0 simple and uninteresting to us now,
as I shall have occasion to show fur-
ther on, were then hidden in the fu-
ture. Take for example the very
common and indispensable article, the
lucifer match. Its simple method of
producing fire had never entered the
imagination of our most gifted sires.
The only way known to them was the
primitive one of rubbing two sticks to-
gether and producing fire by friction—
a somewhat tedious process—or with a
flint and bit of punk,a fungousgrowth,
the best of which for this purpose is
obtained from the beech, and a heavy
Jjackknife. Gun flints were most gene-
rally used. One of these placed on a
bit of dry punk, and held firmly in the
left hand, while the knife with its
closed blade, the back of which brought
in contact with the flint by a quick
downward stroke of the right hand,
produced a shower of sparks, some of
which falling on the punk would ig-
nite, and a fire was produced. In the
winter, if the fire went out, there were
but two alternatives, either this or a
run to a neighbour’s house for live
coals. .

There were many superstitious no-
tions currentamong the people in those
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and evil was sincerely believed in,
which even yet in quiet places finds a
lodgment where the schoolmaster has
notbeenmuchabroad. Butthe half cen-
tury that has passed away has seen the
last of many a foolish notion. A belief
in omens was not confined to the poor
and ignorant, for brave men have been
known to tremble at seeing a winding
sheet in a candle, and learned men to
gather their little ones around them,
fearing that one would be snatched
away, because a dog outside took a
fancy to howl at the moon. And who
has not heard the remark when a sud-
den shiver came over one, that an
enemy was then walking over the spot
which would be his grave, or noticed
the alarm occasioned by the death
watch—the noise made by a harmless
little insect in the wall resembling the
ticking of a watch—or the saying that
if thirteen sit down to table, one is
sure to die within a year. Somebody
has said there is one case when he be-
lieves this omen to be true, and that
is when thirteen sit down to dinner
and there is only enough for twelve,
There was no end to bad omens. It
was bad luck to see the new moon for
the first time over the left shoulder,
but if seen over the right it was the
reverse. It is well known that the
moon has been supposed to exercise
considerable influence over our planet,
among the chief of which are the tides,
and it was believed also to have a
great deal to do with much smaller
matters than this. There are but few
who have not seen on the first page of
an almanac the curious picture repre-
senting a nude man with exposed
bowels, and surrounded with the zodia-
cal signs. This was always found in the
old almanacs, and indeed they would
have been altogether unsaleable with-
out it,and the weather cast. How often
have I seen the almanac consulted as
to whether it was going to be fair or
stormy, cold or hot, and the mother
studying the pictures when she wished
to wean her babe. If she found the

days, and many an omen both for good ; change of the moon occurred when
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the sign was in Aries or Gemini or
Taurus, all of which exercised a bane-
ful influence on any part of the body
above the heart, she would defer the
matter until a change came when the
sign would be in Virgo or Libra, con-
sidering it extremely dangerous to
undertake it in the former case. The
wife was not alone in this, for the hus-
band waited for a certain time in the
moon to sow his peas, that is if he
expected a sure crop. He also thought
it unlucky to kill hogs in the wane of
of the moon, because the pork would
shrink and waste in the boiling. The
finding of an old horse shoe was a sure
sign of good luck, and it was quite
common to see them nailed up over the
door. It is said that the late Horace
Greeley always kept a rusty one over
the door of his sanctum. To com-
mence anything on Friday was sure
to end badly. I had an esteemed
friend, the late sheriff of the county
of y, who faithfully believed this,
and adhered to it up to the time of his
death. May was considered an un-
lucky month to marry in, and when I
was thinking of this matter a number
of years later, and wished the event
to occur during the month, my wish
was objected to on this ground, and the
ceremony deferred until June in con-
sequence.

1t is said that the honey bee came
to America with the Pilgrim Fathers,
Whether this be so or not, I am un-
prepared to say. If it is true, then
there were loyalists among them, for
they found their way to Canada with
the U. E’s, and contributed very con-
siderably to the enjoyment of the table.
Short-cake and honey were things not
to be despised in those days, I remem-
ber. There was a curious custom that
prevailed of blowing horns and pound-
ing tin pans to keep them from going
away when swarming. The custom is
an Old Country one, I fancy. The
reader will remember that Dickens, in
* Little Dorrit,’makes Ferdinand Barn-
acle say ‘you really have no idea how
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the human bees will swarm to the
beating of any old tin kettle, &c.’

Another peculiar notion prevailed
with respect to discovering the proper
place to dig wells. There were cer-
tain persons, I do not remember what
they were called, whether water
doctors or water witches, who pro-
fessed to be able, with the aid of a
small hazel crotched twig, which was
held firmly in both hands with the
crotch inverted, to tell where a
well should be sunk with a certainty
of finding water. The process was sim-
ply to walk about with the twig thus
held, and when the right place was
reached, the forked twig would turn
downwards, however firmly held, and
on the strength of this digging would
be commenced in the place indicat-
ed. A curious feature about this was
that there were but very few in whose
bands the experiment would work,
and hence the water discoverer was a
person of some repute. 1 never my-
self witnessed the performance, but it
was of common occurrence.

The people of to-day will no doubt
smile at these reminiscences of a past
age, and think lightly of the life sur-
roundings of these early pioneers of
the Province, but it must not be for-
gotten that their condition of life
was that of the first remove from
the gaping bush and the log cabin.
Luxuries in the higher sense of the
term there were none; but there was
abundance, and it was so widely dif-
ferent from the struggle of earlier

' years that they were contented and

happy. No people on earth, says Mr.
Talbot, in 1823, ¢live better than the
Canadians, so far as eatingand drink-
ing justify the use of the expression,
for they may be truly said to “fare
sumptuously every day.” Their break-
fast not unfrequently consistsof twelve
or fourteen different ingredients, which
are of the most heterogeneous nature;
green tea and fried pork, honeycomb
and salted salmon, pound cake and
pickled cucumbers, stewed chickensand
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apple-tarts, maple molasses and pease-
pudding, gingerbread and sour-crout,
are to be found at almost every table.
The dinner differs not at all from the
breakfast, and the afternoon repast,
which they term “supper,” is equally
substantial.’

The condition of the Province in
1830 could not be otherwise than pre-
eminently satisfactory to its inhabi-
tants. That a people who had been
driven from their homes, in most cases
destitute of the common needs of ordi-
nary life, should have come into a vast
wilderness, and, in the course of forty-
six years; have founded a country and
placed themselves in circumstances of
comfort and independence, seems to
me to be one of the marvels of the
century. The struggles and trials of
the first settlers must ever be a sub-
ject of deepest interest to every true
Canadian, and, as an illustration of
the power of fixed principles upon the
action of men, there are few things in
the world’s history that surpass it. It
must be remembered that many, nay
most, of the families who came here
had been, prior to and during the Re-
volutionary war, men of means and
position. All this they were forced to
abandon, and they came into “this
country with empty hands, accepted
the liberality of the British Govern-
ment for two years, and went to work.
Providence smiled upon their toils,
and in the year of which we speak
they had grown into a prosperous and
happy people.

The social aspect of the people had
changed but little. The habits and
customs of early days still remained.
Their position, as well as the laborious
and active lives wkhich they led, was
one of exigency. The absorbing de-
sire to succeed kept them at home.
They knew but little of what was
passing in the world outside, and it is
more than probable that they cared
less. Their chief interest was centred
in the general welfare, and each ¢on-
tributed his or her share of intelligence
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were calculated to promote the gen-
eral good. Every day called for some
new expedient in which the comfort
or advantage of the whole were con-
cerned, for there were no positions
save those accorded to worth and in-
tellect. The suffering or misfortune
of a neighbour, as well as his enjoy-
ments, were participated in by all.
Knowledge and ability were respect-
fully looked up to, yet those who pos-
sessed these, seemed hardly conscious
of their gifts. The frequent occasions
which called for the exercise of the
mind sharpened sagacity and gave
strength to character. Avarice and
vanity were confined to narrow limits.
Of money there was little ; dress was
coarse and plain, and was not subject
to the whims or caprices of fashion,
The girls, from the examples set them
by their mothers, were industrious
and constantly employed. Pride of
birth was unknown, and the affections
flourished fair and vigorously, un-
checked by the thorns and brambles
with which our minds are cursed in
the advanced stage of refinement of
the present day.

The secret of their success, if there
was any secret in it, was the economy,
industry and moderate wants of every
member of the household. The cloth-
ing and living were the outcome of
the farm. Most of the ordinary im-
plements and requirements for both
were produced at home. The neigh-
bouring blacksmith made the axes, log-
ging-chains and tools. He ironed the
waggons and sleighs, and received his
pay from the cellar and barn. Almost
every farmer bad his work-bench and
carpenter’s tools, which he could handle
to advantage, as well as a shoemaker’8
bench ; and during the long evenings
of the fall and winter would devote
some of his time to mending boots or
repairing harness. Sometimes the old
log house was turned into a black-
smith shop. This' was the case with
the first home of my grandfather, and
his seven sons could turn their hands

and sagacity to further any plans that | to any trade, and do pretty good
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work. If the men’s clothes ‘were
not made by a member of the house-
hold, they were made in the house by
o sewing girl, or a roving tailor, and
80 also were the boots and shoes by cob-
blers of the same errant stripe. Many
of the productions of the farm were
unsaleable, owing to the want of large
towns for a market. Trade, such as
then existed, was carried on mostly
by a system of barter. The refuse

apples from the orchard were turned |

into cider and vinegar for the table.
The skins of the cattle, calves and

|
i

sheep that were slaughtered for the |

wants of the family, were taken to the
tanners, who dressed them and re-
turned half of each hide, The currency
of the day was flour, pork and pot-

for the lumbermen’s shanties, and the
latter went to Montreal for export,

The ashes from the house and the |

log heaps were either leached at home
and the lye boiled down in the large
potash kettles, of which almost every
farmer had one or two, and converted
into potash, or became a perquisite of
the wife, and were carried to the
ashery, where they were exchanged
for crockery or something for the
house.  Wood, save the large oak
and pine timber, was valueless, and
was cut down and burned to get it
out of the way.

I am enabled to give a list of prices
current* at that time of a number
of things, from a domestic account~

1530 1880

*A good horse. ............. 230 00 8120 00
Yoke of oxen ........... " 7500 100 00
Milch cow .............000 16 00 30 00
Ahog.................... 2 00 5 00
Agheep....... ... ... .0 2 00 500
Hay perton .......... .0 7 00 12 00
Porkperbbl.... ... ... 0 1500 12 00
Flour per ewt............ .. 3 00 300
Beef . 3 50 6 00
Mutton “ . .., ... .0 3 00 6 00
Turkeys, each......... . . .. F 1 50
Ducks, per pair............ . 100
Geese, each ................ Ceee 80
Chickens, per pair.......... el 40
Wheat, per bushel....... . . 100 108

ye C . 70 85
Barley e, 50 100
Peas C . 40 70

i
|
?

{
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book, and an auction sale of my grand-
father’s personal estate, after his death
in 1829. The term in general use for
an auction then was vendue.
Vegetables were unsaleable, and so
were many other things the farmer
finds a ready market for now. The
wages paid to a man were from eight
to ten dollars, and a girl from two to
three dollars per month. For a day’s
work, except in harvest time, from
fifty to seventy-five cents. Money was
reckoned by £. s. d. Halifax currency,
to distinguish it from the pound ster-
ling, The former was equal to $4 00,
and the latter, then as now, $4 87.
Clocks were not common. It is
true in most of the better class of old

. homes a stately old time-piece, whose

ash. The two first were in demand | face nearly reached the ceiling, stood

in the bhall or sitting-room, and mea-
sured off the hours with slow and
steady beat. The most common time-
piece was a line cut in the floor, and
when the sun touched his meridian
height his rays were cast along this
mark through a crack in the door, and
thus the hour of noon was made
known. A few years later the irre-
pressible Yankee invaded the country
with his wooden clocks and supplied the
want.“My father bought one, which is
still in existence (though I think it has
got past keeping time), and paid ten

1830 1880
Oats o, $37 £36
Potatoes . 40 35
Apples . 50 50
Butter, per pound.. ... . | 14 25
("heese “ . ... 17
Lard o, 5 12
Eges, perdozen .......... .. 10 25
Wood, percord ...... ... " 100 5 00
Calf skins, each .......... . e 100
Sheep skins, each ....... ... en. 100
West India molasses. . ... ... 80 50
Tea, per pound........ . . . 80 60
Tobaceo ............... 00 25 50
Homey...................0" 10 25
Oysters, per quart........ . 80 40
Men’s strong boots, per pair 300 ... ..
Port Wine, per gallon .. .. .. 80 27
Brandy o 150 4 00
Rum “o L. 100 3 00
Whiskey “ 40 140
Grey cotton, per yard .... .. 14 10
Calico . 20 12
Nails, perpound... ., ... ... 14 4
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pounds for it; a better one can be |

had now for as many shillings.

The kitchen doors, which were very
often divided in the middle, so .that
the upper part could be opened and the
lower half kept closed, were the gene-
ral entrance to the louse, and were
usually provided with wooden latches,
which were lifted from the outside by
a leather string put through the door.
At night, when the family retired, the
string was pulled in and the door was
fastened against any one from the out-
side. From this originated the say-
ing that a friend would always find
the string on the latch.

a well-padded cushion to sit on or back
to recline against. It was nothing
more nor less than a limber board
placed across from one side of the box
to the other. My father took bis seat
on the right, the place invariably ac-
corded to the driver—we did not
keep a coachman then—my mother
and sister, an infant, sat on the oppo-
site side, while I was wedged in the
middle to keep me from tumbling out.
My father held in his hand a long
slender whip (commonly called a ‘gad’)

- of blue beech, with which he touched

Carriages were not kept, for the !

simple reason that the farmer seldom
had occasion to use them. He rarely
went from home, and when he did
he mounted his horse or drove in his
lumber-waggon to market or to meet-
ing. He usually had one or two wag-
gon-chairs, as they were called, which
would hold two persons very comfort-
ably ; these were put in the waggon
and a buffalo skin thrown over them,
and then the vehicle was equipped
for the Sunday drive. There was a
light waggon kept for the old people
to ride about in, the box of which
rested on the axles; the seat, however,
was secured to wooden springs, which
made it somewhat more comfortable
to ride in. A specimen of this kind
of carriage was shewn by the York
Pioneers at the Industrial Exhibition
in this city. I have a clear recollec-
tion of the most common carriage kept
in those days and my first ride in one.
I was so delighted that I have never
forgotten it. One Saturday afternoon,
my father and mother determined to
visit Grandfather C , some 8ix
miles distant. We were got ready,
that is to say, my sister and self, and
the ‘yoke’ was put to. Our carriage
had but two wheels, the most fashion-
able mode then, and no steel springs,
neither was the body hung upon
straps. There was no cover to the seat,
which was unique in its way and ori-
ginal in its get up. Neither was there

the off side animal, and said, ¢haw

. buck, gee-long ;’ the ¢ yoke’ obey and

heing us safely to our journey’s end in
the course of time. Many and many a
pleasant ride have I had since in far
more sumptuous vehicles, but none of
them have left such a distinct and
pleasing recollection.

The houses were almost invariably
inclosed with a picket or board fence,
with a small yard in front. Shade
and ornamental trees were not in much
repute. All round them lay the

‘ Boundless contiguity of shade,’

but it’ awakened no poetic sentiment.
To them it had been a standing men-
ace, which had cost the expenditure
of their best energies year after year
to push further and further back.
The time had not come for ornament-
ing their grounds and fields with
shrubs and trees unless they could
minister to their comfort in a more
substantial way. The gardens were
generally well supplied with currant
and gooseberry bushes. Pear, plum
and cherry trees and the orchard were
close ut hand ; raspberries and straw-
berries were abundant in every new
clearing ; the sap-bush furnished the
sugar and maple molasses, so that
most of the requisites for good living
were within easy hail.

The first concern of a thrifty far-
mer was to possess a large barn, with
out-houses or sheds attached, for his
hay and straw, and in which to protect
his stock during the cold and stormy

‘
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weatherof fall and winter. Lumbercost
him nothing save the labour of get-
ting it out ; .there was therefore but
little to prevent him from having
plenty of room in which to house his
crops ; and as the process of threshing
was slow it necessitated more space
than is required now. The granary,
pig-pen and corn-crib were usually
separate. The number and extent of
buildings on a flourishing homestead,
inclosed with strong board fences,
covered a wide area.  But the barns,
with their enormous peaked roofs, and
the houses, with their dormer win-
dows looking out from their steep
sides, have pretty much alldisappeared

or have been transformed into more |

modern shap

It would be difficult to find much
resemblance between the well-ordered
house of a thrivingfarmer of to day and
that of half a century ago. In the first
place, the house itself is designed with
an eye to convenience and comfort.
There is more or less architectural
taste displayed in its external appear-
ance. It is kept carefully painted.
The yawning fireplace in the kitchen,
with its row of pots, has disappeared,
and in its place the most approved
cooking-stove or range, with its multi-
farious appendages, is found. On the
walls hang numberless appliances to
aid in cooking. Washing machines,
wringers, improved churns, and many
other labour-saving arrangements ren-
der the task of the housewife com-
paratively easy, and enable her to ac-
complish much more work in a shorter
time than the dear old grandmother
ever dreamt of in the highest flights
of ber imagination. Her cupboards
are filled with china and earthen-
ware of the latest pattern. Pewter
plates and buck-handled knives have
vanished, and ivory-handled cutlery
taken their places. Britannia metal
and pewter spoons have been sent to
the melting-pot, and the iron forks
have given place to the nickel and
silver ones, The old furniture has
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found its way to the garret, and the
house is furnished from the ware-
rooms of the best makers. Fancy
carpets cover the floor of every room,
The old high-posted bedsteads which
almost required a ladder to get into,
went to the lumber heap long ago,
and low, sumptuous couches take their
places. The great feather tick has
been converted into the more healthy
mattress, and the straw tick and cords
have been replaced by spring bottoms.
It used to be quite an arduous under-
taking, I remember, to put up one of
those old beds. One person took a
wrench, kept for that purpose, and
drew up the cord with it as tight as
he could at every hole, and another
followed with a hammer and pin
which was driven into the hole through
which the end passed to hold it, and
80 you went on round the bed until
the cord was all drawn as tight as it
could possibly be. Now a bedstead
can be taken down and put up ina
few moments by one person with the
greatest ease, The dresses of both
mother and daughters are made ac-
cording to the latest styles, and of the
best material. The family ride in
their carriage, with fine horses, and
richly-plated harness.  The boys are
sent to college, and the girls are
polished in city boarding schools. On
the farm the change is no less marked.
The grain is cut and bound with reap-
ing machines, the grass with mowing
machines, and raked with horse rakes.
Thrashing machines thrash and clean
the grain. He has machines for plant-
ing and sowing. The hoe is laid
aside, and his corn and root crops are
kept clean with cultivators. His
ploughs and drags do better work with
more ease to himself and his team. He
has discovered that he can keep im-
proved stook at less expense, and at
far greater protit. In fact, the whole
system of farming and farm labour
has advanced with the same rapid
strides that everything else has done ;
and now one man can accomplish
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more in the same time, and do it bet-
ter, than half a dozen could fifty
years ago.

Musical instruments were almost
unknown, except by name. A stray
fiddler was about the only musician
that ever delighted the ear of young
or old in those days. I do not know
that there was a piano in the Province;
if there were any their number was so
small that they could have been
counted on the fingers of one hand.
Now, every house in the land with
any pretension to the ordinary com-
forts of life, has either a piano or a
melodeon, and every farmer’s daughter
of any position, can run over the keys
with as much ease and effect as a city
belle. Passing along one of our streets
not long since, I heard some one play-
ing in a room adjoining a little grocery
store. My attention was arrested by
the skill of the player, and the fine
tone of the instrument. While I was
listening, a couple of ladies passed, one
of whom said, ‘I do wonder if they
have got a piano here.’ ¢ Why not,’
said the other, ‘the pea-nut-man on
street has one, and I don't see
why every one else shouldn’t have.’

I think all who have marked the
changes that have taken place during
the half century which is gone will
admit that we are a much faster peo-
ple than our fathers were. We have
jumped from change to change with
marvellous rapidity. We could never
endure the patient plodding way they
travelled, northe toil and privation they
went through, and it is a good thing for
us, perhaps, that they preceded us.
Would it not be well for us occasion-
ally to step aside from the bustle and
haste which surrounds us, and look
back. There are many valuable les-
sons to be gathered from the pages of
the past, and it might be well, per-
haps, were we to temper our anxiety
to rise in the social scale with some of
the sterling qualities that character-
ized our progenitors. Our smart boys
now-a-days are far too clever to pursue
the paths which their fathers trod, and
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in too many cases begin the career of
life as second or third-rate professional
men or merchants, while our daugh-
ters are too frequently turned into
ornaments for the parlour. We know
that fifty years ago the boys had to
work early and late. West of England
broadcloths, and fine French fabrics,
were thingsthat rarely, indeed, adorned

‘their persons. Fashionable tailors and

young gentlemen, according to the
present acceptation of the term, are
comparatively modern institutions in
Canada. Fancy for a moment one of
our young swells, with his fashionable
suit, gold watch, chain, and rings;
patent leather boots, kid gloves, and
topped off with Christie’s latest head-
gear, driving up to grandfather’s door
in a covered buggy and plated harness,
fifty years ago. What would have
been said, think you? My impression
is that his astonishment would have
been too great to have found expres-
sion. The old man, no doubt, would
have scratched his head in utter be-
wilderment, and the old lady would
have pushed up her specs in order to
take 1n the whole of the new revela-
tion, and possibly might have ex-
claimed, ¢ did you ever see the beat?’
The girls, I have no doubt, would have
responded to the mother’s ejaculation,
and the boys, if at hand, would have
laughed outright.

My remarks, so far, have been con-
fined altogether to the country settle-
ments, and fifty years ago that was
about all there was in this Province.
Kingston was, in fact, the only town.
The other places, which have far out-
stripped it since, were only commenc-
ing, as we shall see presently. It was
a place of considerable importance,
owing to its being a garrison town ;
and its position at the foot of lake
navigation, gave promise of future
greatness, The difference between
town and country life as yet was not
very marked, except with the few offi-
cers and officials, Clothes of finer and
more expensive materials were worn,
and a little more polish and refine-
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ment noticeable.
man’s office was in his house, and the
merchant lived over his store, He

his customers early and late. He bar-
tered with the people for their pro-
duce, and weighed up the butter and
counted out the eggs, for which he
paid in groceries and dry goods. Now
he has his house on a fashionable
street, or a villa in the vicinity of the
city, and is driven to his counting
house in his carriage. His father, and
himself, perhaps, in his boyhood, toiled
in the summer time under a burning
sun, and now he and his family take
their vacation during hot weather at
fashionable watering places, or make
a tour in Europe.

We have but little to complain of
as a people. Our progress in the last
fifty years has been such as cannot but
be gratifying to every Canadian, and
if we are only true to ourselves and
the great principles that underlie real
and permanent success, we should go
on building up a yet greater and more
substantial prosperity, as the avenues
of trade which are being opened up
from time to time become available.
But let us guard against the enervating
influences which are too apt to follow
increase of wealth. The desire to rise
in the social scale is one that finds a

|

WOMANHOOD.

The professional ! response in every breast ; but it often

happens that as we ascend, habits and -

. tastes are formed that are at variance

dealt in all kinds of goods and served | not only with our own well-being, but

with those who may beinfluenced byus.
One of the principal objects, it would
seem, in making a fortune in these
days, is to make a show. There are
not many families in this Province, so
far, fortunately, whose children can
afford to lead a life of idleness. In-
deed, if the truth must be told, the
richest heir in our land cannot afford
it. Still, when children are born with
silver spoons in their mouths, the neces-
sity to work is removed, and it requires
some impulse to work when there is no
actual need. But, fortunately, there
are higher motives in this world than
a life of inglorious ease. Wealth can
give much, but-it cannot make a man,
in the proper and higher sense, any
more than iron can be- transmuted
into gold. 1t is a sad thing, I think,
to find many of our wealthy farmers
bringing up their childrem with the
idea that a farmer is not as respectable
as a counter-jumper in a city or village
store, or that the kitchen is too trying
for the delicate organization of the
daughter, and that her vocation is to
adorn the drawing-room, to be waited

on by mamma, and to make a brilliant
match.

(To be continmued.)

WOMANOOOD.

BY ESPERANCE.

FROM childhood into girlhood,
But still the skies are fair ;

Then girlhood grows to womanhood
And carelessness to care ;

And spots are on the Summer sun,
{nd shadows everywhere.



WOMANHOOD. 45

(31

The laugh is just as ready,
The smile 1s just as sweet,

The cadence of the ripened voice
Is harmony complete ;

But in the steady, serious eyes
Both joy and sorrow meet.

The glitter of the sunlight
Upon the dancing waves,

The wild rush of the waters
Within their ocean caves,

These do the little children see,
But not the hidden graves !

The sunshine has its shadow ;
The waters have their moan,
And all things in Creation
Are fashioned to a groan ;
The children hear the melody,
But not the undertone !

And this is God's provision—
How wise we surely know !

For little brains and bodies
Must wiser, stronger grow

Ere they can bear the common lot :
Man’s heritage of woe.

From girlhood into womanhood,
From dreamland into life ;

From visions to realities,
From idleness to strife ;

From planning to a woman’s lot
As mother, maid or wife.

The years have taught their lesson,
Nor taught it all in vain ;

The minor key of sorrow
Is heard in every strain ;

And many a careless laugh is read
As hiding bitter pain.

But e’en as pain is keener
And shade is darklier cast,
So is the sun more welcome
When once the storm is past,
And every joy is dearer held
Because it may not last.

For those same years that quickened
The shrinking nerves of pain
Made joy a deeper passion,
And needs it to explain ;
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For is it not one heart that bears,
Or welcomes, loss or gain ?

The children’s hearts are happy
Because devoid of care ;

A woman’s heart sings o'er the joy
With reverence guarded there ;

And negative with positive
Can surely not compare !

The children’s joys are prattled
To all ; both young and old,

With joyous interjections, and
Dilations manifold ;

A woman’s joy is far too dear,
Too sacred to be told !

Aye, childhood had its pleasures ;
Pure, shadowless and free !

Girlhood its possibilities
Of all that is to be ;

But womanhood must pluck the fruit
In ripe maturity !

Then leave to youth its freedom—
For surely that is blest !

Leave maidenhood its visions,
Its plannings unconfest ;

But woman’s is the noblest lot,
And woman’s life is best !

MADEMOISELLE DE CARABAS.

BY BLANCIIE L, MACDONELL, MONTREALL,

IT was rather a peculiar title for a |
handsome, stately Canadian girl
of twenty; a girl with level black :
brows, calm gray eyes, and afirm mouth,
without the slightest trace of girlish
coquetry or affectation ; a being so ab-
sorbed by the cne engrossing object of
her life that she was as unconscious of
her surroundings as the most vision-

ary enthusiast.
The name had first been bestowed
upon her by a group of young artists

|
!
|

in the swall German town in which

! Berenice Ormerod was pursuing her

musical studies under the direction of

- a celebrated Italian Maestro, who had
- settled there for no reason that any

one had ever been able to discover.
The young men, who were representa-
tives of several different nations, had
at first been inclined to show them-
selves very enthusiastic over the girl.
Her handsome face, her unwearied de-
votion to her art, and, above all, her
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exquisite voice, had, from her first ap-
pearance in Kleinstein, attracted uni-
versal attention; but the most skil-
fully contrived attempts at making her
acquaintance always resulted in exas-
perating failure. Her mother’s timid
suspicions, Miss Ormerod’s own calm,
maidenly dignity, were strong safe-
guards against intrusion, and a year of
artful scheming had produced no eff-
ect, for not one of their number had
established even a bowing acquaint-
ance with the object of their admira-
tion, and the artists were obliged to
own themselves defeated. She was
haughty—she was cold as stone—she
was devoted solely to her art—she
was English, which accounted for all
her eccentricities, they protested hotly,
as they discussed the matter together.

‘ Tiens, Mademoiselle must really
be the eldest daughter of Madame la
Marquise de Carabas,’” shouted, with a
burst of laughter, a young Frenchman,
a new arrival, as he listened to an
animated recital of his friends’ com-
plaints. So, partly in derision, partly
in playful malice, they fell into the
habit of calling her Mademoiselle de
Carabas, and the name clung to her
until many of those who met her
daily knew her by no other title. The
Maestro declared that never had pupil
of his equalled Miss Ormerod, not
only in the strength, beauty and rich-
ness of her voice, but aiso in docility,
perseverance and untiring industry ;
and he had certainly some claims to
be considered a judge, as he had al-
ready trained several singers whose
enchanting strains had charmed the
world. He prophesied a glorious fu-
ture for the girl, and as she listened
to his words in silence, for she was
singularly undemonstrative in man-
ner, her cheek flushed and her eyes
glowed with a soft fire, which, for
the moment, rendered her radiantly
beautiful. Few could have guessed
that this quiet, reserved girl, with her
statuesque face and stately air, was
consumed by an ambition as ardent as
any which ever inspired a hero or a

conqueror. What mattered it that her
fare was plain, her garments worn and
shabby, that with unwearied energy
she toiled from early morning until
late at night? By the power of that
divine gift of song, she was destined
to rise from obscurity—she was event-
ually to reign like a queen over an en-
chanted kingdom, to achieve vague
heights of grandeur, which imagina-
tion refused to paint in definite colours.

Mrs. Ormerod and her daughter,
who always went about together, and
appeared to be all in all to each other,
came to be very well known by sight to
the inhabitants of Kleinstein during
their four years’ sojourn in the little
town, and every fact of their secluded
existence was familiar to everyone in
the small community. They passed
about the streets, never exchanging a
word with any one except upon busi-
ness, the little woman hanging con-
fidingly upon the arm of her tall
daughter ; the girl silent and impas-
sive, the mother, who was nervous,
fidgetty and garrulous, always chatter-
ing volubly. Noting Mrs. Ormerod’s
petulant insistence, a stranger would
have concluded that hers was the gov-
erning spirit ; in reality it was Bere-
nice, who originated all their plans,
leaving to her mother only the trifling
details of execution. The older wo-
man waited upon her as though she
were a child, and the girl simply ac-
cepted all without question, as uncon-
scious of the care and tenderness
lavished upon her as though they did
not exist. All her senses were ab-
sorbed by the passion which held pos-
session of her ; she was unconscious of
the charms of affection, the joys of
youth, the delights of nature. Her
self confidence was as perfect as her
self-control; yetso strongwas the habit
of reserve that, even to her mother,
she never shaped her thoughts in
words. It was Mrs. Ormerod who
erected airy castles and never wearied
of dwelling upon her child’s future
splendour, yet she was sometimes dis-
turbed by pangs of soul-crushing doubt
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to which
gtrarger.

The only friend they made in Klein-
stein, with the exception of the Maes-
tro, was Robert Howe, a young artist
and a countryman. Chancing to lodge
in the same house, accident placed it
in the young man’s power to render
the ladies a slight service, which even-
tually enabled him to make their ac-
quaintance. After satisfying herself
that his character andantecedents were
irreproachable, Mrs. Ormerod, who
was suspicious as well as timid, allowed
him to achieve a certain degree of in-
timacy. An orphan, with no near
connections, and having had but little
experience of feminine society, Robert
Howe was almost extravagantly grate-

ful for Mrs. Ormerod’s notice, and be- |

fore long that lady had adopted the
shy, sensitive lad as a profegé. To her
Robert’s friendship was in reality a
boon, though she always persisted in
ascribing to his side all the advantages
of the alliance. Mrs. Ormerod was
wont to declare that she was Canadian
to the backbone, and Robert was an
ally to whom she could express her
unmitigated contempt for everything
foreign, without any reserve. Her
residence abroad had always been a
purgatory to her ; she could not and
would not learn French or German,
and in her intercourse with the out-
side world depended solely upon her
daughter. Notwithstanding the dif-
ferences of climate and customs, she
wade it a point of conscience to cling
tenaciously to all her New World
household ways, and was not sorry to
have secured a friend who was willing
to listen to her complaints. Robert
delightedin believing himself an artist,
though he had only artistic perceptions
ard a keen love of the beautiful, with-
out being gifted with any decided
power of expression. Having mis-
taken an appreciative taste for genius,
he painted ¢ prettily,” was a tolerable
musician, dabbled slightly in litera-
ture, without being able to excel in

Berenice was an entire °

MADEMOISELLE DE CARABAS,

come, he was not inclined to use any
very violent exertion in order to push
his way in the world, and his leisurely
dilettante pursuit of art, his pleasant,
purposeless enjoyment of life, exactly
suited his temperament. There was
always a great picture to be painted,
& wonderful poem to be written, some
achievements which, looming mistily
in the far future, conferred a Havour
of dignity and hopefulness upon an
otherwise aimless existence. In the
meantime, as a profitable psychologi-
cal problem, he devoted himself assid-
uously to the study of his neighbours,
and in this case found psychology a
most interesting subject, and quite
worthy of the undivided attention
which he bestowed upon it.

By degrees, through the mother’s
ceaseless chatter, Mr. Howe learnt the
simple history of his countrywomen.
Mrs, Ormerod was a pale, wizened-
faced little woman, with anxious blue
eyes, and thin wisps of straw-coloured
hair; it was difficult to realize that
she had once been an exceedingly
pretty girl, whose pink and white
charms had won Gordon Ormerod’s
heart in a distant Canadian city.
Alice Blaine had been a trades-
man’s daughter, with a small portion
and a certain amount of petty ambi-
tion ; but Gordon was the scrape-grace
member of a wealthy and influential
family, the only black sheep in the
midst of a reputable and prosperous
flock.  Alice was endowed with wor-
derful powers of veneration. To her,

! Gordon was not only a handsome,

Jovial good-for-nothing, he was also a
hero and a saint; his father—good-
humoured, worldly-wise old Judge
Ormerod—was majestic as Jove, and
omnipotent as Cmsar; the brothers,
sisters, and all the numerous family
connections, were superior beings, to
be admired and reverenced at a re-
spectful distance. ~Adoration so hum-
ble is a very subtle incense offered on
the shrine of vanity. As the years
went on, and the Ormerods learned to

any art. Having a comfortable in- | know their brother’s low-born wife as
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the most patient and faithful of victims ;
to the most worthless and profligate of |

hushands, they condescended to bestow
upon her a certain degree of gracious
patronage, for which she was patheti-
cally grateful. When Gordon Orme-
rod died, his widow mourned him with
passionate grief, as though she had
been deprived of a treasure, instead of
being relieved of a burden, and then
turned to her only child for consola-
tion. It was the general opinion in
the Ormerod family that Berenice was
an extraordinary girl, and certainly
she differed greatly from her pretty,
girlish cousins, not only in the posses-
sion of a glorious voice, whose strength,
flexibility, and sweetness, astonished
all who heard it, but also in a tenacity
of purpose and strength of character,
rare in one so young. After some hesi-
tation, the Ormerods finally concluded
that a veritable swan had found its
way into their very commonplace flock.
Berenice listened silently, pondered
over their comments, and when it ap-
peared to her that the right moment
had come, spoke. It was to un old
bachelor uncle that she addressed her-
self. The very best training that the
continent could afford would be re-
quisite for the development of her
voice ; her mother’s scanty pittance
was miserably insutficient for the pur-
pose; would Uncle Ben advance her
the means to carry out her plans ? She
would repay him, if prosperity crowned
her efforts, and no doubt of her ulti-
mate success ever crossed her mind.
Shrewd business man as he was, Uncle
Ben was impressed by the girl’s cou-
rage and determination : then what a
triumph for the family to count a cele-
brated canfatrice among its members.
He finally agreed to allow his niece an
income for six years, which would
allow her time to complete her studies,
and to start fairly in her profession as
a singer. ‘So you see Berenice's for-
tune is in her throat,” Mrs, Ormerod
would remark, with her nervous hys-
terical laugh, and Robert Howe al-
ways assented, with a sympathetic

459

fervour which won him favour in the
mother’s eyes.

Having plenty of time at his dis-
posal, it happened that Mr. Howe
spent many hours with his neigh-
bours. Berenice had little leisure, she
was unwearied in the pursuit of her
art, but at least he could always see
her, and sometimes hear her. The
conversation was always carried on
between the mother and her guest,
Mrs. Ormerod, volatile and excitable,
Robert languidly interested, the lady
passing in swift transition from the
heights of exultation to the depths of
feeble despair, dwelling upon the
glories of the Ormerod family, mourn?
ing over her past troubles, or descrit-
ing, in glowing colours, the splendid
degtiny of her daughter. The young
man sometimes tried to hint at his
own hopes, but being modest and,
perhaps, over-sensitive, he was easily
silenced by Mrs. Ormerod’s supe-
rior volubility.  All her own plans
and projects were 8o much more in-
teresting than those of any other per-
son could possibly be, that she felt no
hesitation in cutting Robert short in
the midst of his most animated dis-
quisition upon literature or art; and

! he accepted the rebuff meekly, for did

not Berenice sit apart, absorbed in
her own thoughts, a being surrounded,
in Robert Howe’s imagination, by a
halo of soft romance and mystery ¢

1t was not until the end of the Orme-
rods’ sojourn in Kleinsteinhad arrived,
and Berenice, accompanied by her
mother, acting upon the Maestro’s ad-
vice, had decided upon proceediny at
once to England, that the young man

| discoveredthe fact thatthis girl was the

one woman in the world to him, The
knowledge awakened him to a fuller
conscioustess of life than any of which
he had ever dreamed, setting all exist-
ence to a sound of harmony, sweeter
than pleasure, keener than pain. He
was naturally sanguine, he pevceived
that he had no rival ; so in silence he
cherished his passion, content to
breathe the same air, hopeful, yet
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asking nothing until the evening be- | her lip as she listened. She hesitated ;

fore the ladies’ departure from Klein-
stein, when he was impelled to speak.

Mrs. Ormerod, who had grown
more restless and irritable than usual
over her packing, had left her daughter
and her guest alone together, Berenice
sat at the window, her firm, white
hands lying idly in her lap, an un-
wonted flush of colour in her cheek, a
curious gleam of emotion in her eyes,
which momentarily softened the some-
what stern character of her beauty.
Unimpressionable as she was, to or-
dinary influences, a strange agitation
thrilled the girl; she felt that she
was leaving the past behind, and ad-
vaneing into the glorious, uncertain
future. She had formed no attach-
ments to any one in Kleinstein; no
chord had been struck in her heart to
vibrate into consciousness, yet even
her unimpassioned nature responded
faintly to the sadness of parting. At
the thought of separation, a subtle in-
toxication of feeling overcame Robert,
a pleasant tingling ran through his
veins, a delightful warmth and bright-
ness mounted to his brain. A sweet,
sharp pain shot through him as his
passion arose, and mastering his self-
control, clothed itself in burning
words.  Berenice listened like a per-
son reluctantly aroused from a pleasant
dream. The amazement and the ut-
ter lack of comprehension in her grave
eyes daunted him far more effectually
than the most bitter words of scorn
could have done.

¢ L.am very sorry,’ she said, simply,
with a sort of white dismay imprinted
on her face. Robert would accept of
no denial, however, and with tender,
imploring eyes, and a shaking, pas-
sionate voice, he pleaded his cause.
He spoke of a modest home, a happy
hearth, a peaceful life. He would be
to her mother the most devoted of
sons; as his wife he would have
power to protect her from the struggle
with a harsh and cynical world. He
had struck a wrong chord. The girl
paled, a faint, scornful smile curved

for a second her heart, too, arose to
her lips. Should she try to explain
to him that the glory of her expecta-
tions was more to her than any man'’s
love? that her own dreams had en-
thralled her with a perilous fascina-
tion which she had no power to shake
off? But the habit of reserve finally
prevailed, and she only told him coldly
that she had no love to bestow.

‘You have a heart of stone,’ the
young man cried, looking down with
eyes that had suddenly grown misty,
‘Only promise that if you ever nced a
true friend you will trust to me?
Berenice sighed. This ardent, unsel-
fish affection rendered her conscious
of & void in her own nature, yet she
was not very deeply touched by this
exhibition of disinterested devotion.
The simple nature possessed by one
idea made no effort to comprehend the
more passionate and complex one, and
there was no place in the life of tri-
umph which she had planned for her-
self, for Robert Howe’s love, or friend-
ship. When Robert suddenly clasped
one of the slim, white hands, and cov-
ered it with warm, passionate kisses,
she tore herself from him as though she
had been insulted. She turned an ashy
whiteness, and then flushed all over
her face, her lips quivered, her eyes
flashed thr.ugh hot scorching tears,

‘How dare you?oh, how dare you?
she panted ; but when the young wman,
humbled and penitent, faltered his
broken excuses, she turned from him
with the dignity of a young queen
whose majesty had been outraged. Af-
ter he had gone, however, Berenice,
throwing herself upon her bed, wept
long and bitterly. She could scarcely
remember when she had ever been
moved to tears before. She wag only
a girl after all, and even a chance,

| roving fancy may acquire a subtle

powerover a young heart. New chords
had been sounded in her nature, novel
discords, instead of harmonies, had
been evoked, but with a blush of shame
for her own weakness, she assured her-
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self that fatigue and excitement were | posed of according to her own fancy,

the sole causes of her emotion.

Later, when Robert confided his
grief to Mrs. Ormerod, depending upon
her sympathy ; to his amazement his
communication was received with a
storm of indignation. That he should
raise his eyes to her girl Berenice,
who, when once her success as a singer
was assured, might aspire to marry a
duke! Had not Mrs. Ormerod learned
by heart a long list of singers and ac-
tresses, who had married noblemen ?
The resentful little woman scolded the
young man roundly for his presump-
tion, then sat down and cried with
vexation, and the friends parted in
sorrow and anger.

The letters of introduction with
which the Maestro had provided Miss
Ormerod, secured her friends in Eng-
Iand. A little circle of admirers col-
lected around the possessor of this
wonderful voice, the organ that was to
thrill and enchant the world. The
most captious could find no cause
for objection in style or method,
compass or quality,— critical, delicate,
discriminating praise was freely be-
stowed upon it. Among others, the
Ormerods had brought letters to a
certain lady of rank, who prided her-
self upon being the patron of musi-
cians. Lady Mary Murray was a kindly
volatile, enthusiastic woman, whose
protegé of the moment was always per-
fect until his or her merits were

eclipsed by the rising of a new star |

upon the horizon of Lady Mary's
favour. She now assured herself that
she hal found a rar« uvis, whose mag-
nificent talent was quite beyond dis-
pute, for Lady Mary had already
encountered many disappointments,
having found several of the swans for

astically, turn out only very common-
place geese. She petted Berenjce in a

lighted Mrs. Ormerod beyond measure,
and appeared to imagine that the fact

of her patronage, constituted Berenice

her own personal possession, to be dis-

1

and with the most kindly intentions,

. managed to render herself most dis-

agreeably officious. She chose Miss
Ormerod’s dresses, introduced her to
her own friends, and insisted upon
meddling with the minutest details of
that young lady’s daily life. Someway
Berenice’s mock title of Mademoiselle
de Carabas reached Lady Mary’s ears,
and she was immensely impressed by
the story.

¢ It was quite too appropriate, too,
for no one could deny that her sweet
Berenice had quite l'air d'une grande
dame !’ she gushed, adding to her
nephew in a tone that was scarcely

| perceptibly lowered, ¢That that was

generally the difficulty with those peo-
ple, it was so difficult to give them an
air distingué.” Lady Mary herself was
a little, fat, red-faced woman, who
wore a gray Ulster and a Derby hat,
and appeared infinitely more common
than her own lady’s maid, and when a
moment later, she added that genius
levelled all distinctions, Mrs, Ormerod
was quite ready to believe her. Lady
Mary insisted that Miss Ormerod
should appear in public as Mademoi-
selle de Carabas, the title was so deli-

© ciouslysuggestive, so far removed from

anything commonplace ; but upon this
point the girl stood tirm, if she was to
win fame it should be in her own name
and no other.

It had been settled by Lady Mary
that Berenice should make her début
at a musical party given by a cele-
brated artist, at whose house the élite

i of musical and artistic London was
 wont to assemble. Mrs. Ormerod, rest-
- lessly nervous and excitable, worried
. over her own costume and that of her

. daughter, was troubled by perplexing
whom she had vouched most enthusi- -

questions of titles and precedence, was
by turns carried away by exultation,

! or overwhelmed by bashfulness, but
gushing affectionate way, which de-

i

Berenice was perfectly calm. From the
tirst her success was assured. It was
years since an organ so perfect had
Leen heard, and this girl, who was so
destitute of human sympathy, posses~
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sed a voice of rare pathetic power.
Men and women, cold and polished as
marble, softened at the sound of those
marvellous strains, it was in the quiv-
ering lip, the tearful eye, that Berenice
Ormerod, read the assurance of her
trinumph, a satisfied sense of power
swelled her heart, and her only thought
was of the dazzling prosperity which,
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* commoner, however wealthy and dis-
. tinguished, and fell at once into her

at last, lay within her grasp. She |
' spontaneous, that the sound of criti-

received the homage offered to her,
gravely and sedately, like a young
queen. If her brain reeled with the
glory of success, if the subtle aroma of
flattery was sweet as the breath of life,
if the wine of existence tingled warmly
through her veins, she at least gave no
sign of the intoxication. Her mother
was frantic with excitement ; at one
moment she pushed herself boldly
into the most prominent position, only
to retire shortly in a panic at the
sound of her own shrill voice, and to

the room, in « state of abject humility.
Lady Mary’s nephew was much im-
pressed, not only hy Miss Ormerod’s
voice, but also by her statuesque
beauty, and entire self-possession. Mr.
Varleigh was rich and idle, he was
known as the author of some rather
feeble vers de societe ; like his aunt, he
delighted in patronizing talent, and
bousted of the acquaintance of every
dramatic and artistic celebrity in
London. He was very susceptible, very
enthusiastic, and not at all accus-
tomed to conceal his sentiments. If
Mrs. Ormerod immediately began to
erect castles in the air upon the foun-
dation of his ardent manner, it must,
at least, be admitted that he had given
her some cause. Itwasa foggy night,
with a raw, chilly mist falling as the
two ladies drove home through the
durkness to their lodgings. Berenice
very silent, though her cheeks were
flushed like crimson roses, and her

usual condition of vacillating doubt.
After this Berenice Ormerod lived
through her brief period of brilliant
triumph. She sang at several select
concerts where critical and appreciatis e
audiences hung enthralled upon her
notes. The admiration which -
warded her efforts was so hearty and

cism scarcely made itself heard. She
was the fashion of the hour, and had
every prospect of reaping a golden har-
vest. The newspapers chronicled her
movements, great personages noticed
her with approbation, invitations poui -~
ed in upon her ; Ralph Varleigh and
others of his class, still higher in posi-
tion, haunted her footsteps. Mrs, Or-

- merod was tormented by the wildest
+ jealousy of any one who had preten-
* sions to divide public favour with her
hide herself in the dimmest corner of j

daughter, but for the time Berenice
was blissfully content,
About this time, Robert Howe, im-

. pelled by a fascination which be wzs

powerless to resist, followed the Orme -
rods to England. He had been some-

. What doubtful of his reception, but in

her delight Mrs. Ormerod appeared to
have forgotten their last meeting, and
was pleased to find a patient listener to
thie recital of her daughter's triumphs,
while Berenice, softened strangely by
prosperity, seemed more simple, girlish,
and friendly than she had ever been.
The dreams had become realities, and
now she lived in the present. With
unintentional selfishness, Mrs, Orme-
rod made use of Robert as she had
been accustomed to do in the old days,

- depended upon his counsel, entrusted

eyes shone brilliantly while Mrs, Or- ;

merod after settling the dress in which
her daughter should marry Mr. Var-
leigh, suddenly remembered that Bere-

nice must look higher than any mere

him withendless commissions,and even
went so far as to confide to him her as-
pirations regarding her daughter’s des-
tiny. The young man was constantly
rent by love, jealousy and hopeless
yearning. He had no power to tear
himself away, though sometimes he re-
belled against his fate, deploring the
consequences of the affection which
liad stolen the heart out of his breast,
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and robbed hismanhood of its strength.
No one was so thrilled by Berenice’s
voice, as the man who loved her, and
who endowed it with the pathos of his
own suffering.

It happene 1 just then to be wretched
weather in London. For weeks the
fog hung low over the city, while an
east wind, which penetrated the very

marrow of one’s bones, blew unceas- |
ingly. A severe cold, accompanied by

slight attacks of intermittent fever,
settled upon Berenice. Persevering in
all her ordinary habits, with a sort of
restless energy, she strove gallantly to
cast it off and apparently succeeded,
though her face grew thin and her
eves glittered with unnatural bril-
tiancy.

Berenice’s training had been especi-
aliy designed to prepare her for opera,
though as yet she had only appeared
at concerts. When, however, Mr.
Obenstein, the manager of the Royal
Opera, expressed a desire to hear this
star, who had created a sensation in
wsthetic circles, the request was felt to
Le a decided tribute to Miss Ormerod’s
power. Mr. Varleigh, priding himself
upon his influence with the great man
who in his own domain was omnipo-
tent, proposed to bring him to Mrs.
Ormerod’s lodgings. Robert Howe,
having been informed of this momen-
tous interview, brought his friend a
quantity of fresh flowers, which he ar-
ranged with a grace so artistic, that the
shabby lodging-house parlour glowed
like a bower of beauty, though both
rother and daughter were too much
self-engrossed to express any gratitude
or even to notice the attention.  For
the moment, the two women appeared
to have changed characters. To Mrs.
Ormerod, who had now become habitu-
ated to success, this visit merely meant
an introduction to fresh fields of con-

quest; but Berenice, with a deep crim-

son flush on her thin face, seemed
strangely nervous and uncertain. Lady
Mary’s most gushing rhapsodies awoke
no response, and Robert’s pleading
glances passed unheeded.
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The expected guests came in toge-
ther, Ralph Varleigh entering with an
air of tender appropriation, which
drove Robert frantic with jealousy.
Mr. Obenstein was a keen-eyed little
man, with a languid manner, who took
in the whole situation at a glance. Not
a line of the girl’s form, not a move-
ment of her hands, not a fold of her
dress, was lost upoa him. Beneath the
gaze of that cold, calculating eye, for
the first time in her life, Berenice’s
spirits quailed. Every moment of Mr.

. Obenstein’s time being of value, he at

. tion.

once selected the song he wished to
hear. Robert Howe sat down to play
theaccompaniment, the manager stand-
ing near, a model of courteous atten-
Robert remarked with wonder,
that Berenice's hand trembled, it was
the first time he had ever detected any
trace of nervousness in her. On com-
mencing, she seemed troubled by a ner-
vous contraction of the muscles of the
throat ; she hesitated, and began again,
though only a hoarse, strained sound
obeyed her will. Damp drops of mois-
ture gathered on her brow, the music
dropped from her nerveless hand, she
stood like one paralyzed by sudden
dread. Moved by a common impulse,
all arose, and with anxious faces
surrounded her. Mr. Varleigh uttered
some common-place remark in a tone
of forced ease, but Robert Howe re-
sented the quietly critical glances of
the manager as a personal affront, the
dumb anguish of the girl's eyes moved
him strangely, he felt a mad longing
to shelter her from the curious gaze of
the whole world.

¢ Berenice !’ cried the mother, in
shrill accents of terror. Berenice
stretched out her arms blindly.

‘My voice has failed !’ she panted,
hoarsely. Emotion is infinitely swifter
than thought, and there are moments
of supreme pain when the most prosaic
soul may gain a glimpse of keen, pro-
phetic insight. As she cowered, wild
with fear, a vision of the future years,
bare and barren, haunted by mocking
hopes and memories, passed before

.
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Berenice Ormerod’s eyes. She saw
herself returning to Canada, a failure,
amidst & chorus of pitying lamenta-
tions from her 1elatives, she saw her-
self a hopeless drudge, toiling for a
bare existence. It was only a mo-
mentary vision, but it was also a deadly
blow, and, with a low cry, the girl fell
prostrate at the feet of her mother.

Mr. Obenstein, whose inscrutable
manner had never altered, and who
was equal to any emergency, howed
himself out, withk a profusion of re-
grets and apologies, accompanied by
Mr. Varleigh, who looked grave and
shocked.

‘That poor girl is done for, re-
marked the manager, decisively, as he
stopped to light his cigar on the street.
‘That is so often the trouble with
those very superior voices—they are
not to be depended upon. Miss Orme-
rod’s will be of no use to her profes-
sionally ; it will fail gradually, but
surely.” Ralph Varleigh sighed. He
knew his companion far too well to
doubt his judgment, and he had allowed
his fancy to become entangled in a
way which might eventually have en-
dangered his peace of mind ; but he
was young, rich, healthy ; the world
smiled upon him ; he had many inter-
ests ; his heart was not broken. He
immediately composeda copy of verses,
containing plentiful allusions to cruel
fates and blighted hopes ; then he con-

soled himself by recounting a historyof |

his disappointment to a circle of choice
friends at his Club, while he made a
very good dinner. The next day Bere-
nice Ormerod'’s future,in which he had
been vividly interested, had already
become a thing of the past. After that
Miss Ormerod suffered from a severe
attack of bronchitis, and when she re-
covered, her voice had failed com-
pletely. The physicians assured her
that it might return, but it could never
again become the perfect organ it once
had been; but in her heart Berenice
realized the full extent of her loss.
Mrs. Ormerod, after railing fiercely at
Fate, settled down into a condition of

!
]
!
|
|
i
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passive endurance ; but the girl made
no moan, shed no tear, and was very
stern and silent in the intensity of her
despair. People were very attentive
and sympathetic to the Ormerods at
fivst, but as the weeks rolled on, bring-

ing no change, it became whispered

1 that Miss Ormerod’s voice had failed

for ever. Lady Mary found a new
prodigy in a negro boy, who played the
violin like an angel. Ralph Varleigh
went wild over the latest sensation, in
the shape of a newly-discovered Irish
beauty, who had hair of the genuine
golden shade and the most wonderful
eyes. Other attractions usurped public
interest, and the place which Berenice -
Ormerod had once occupied in the
London world knew her no more.

‘* Take me away from here, Take
me where there will be nothing to re-
mind me of this place,’ she implored.

‘Shall we return to Kleinstein ¢’
inquired the mother, tearfully.

‘ No, anywhere but there.” At
Kleinstein memory would acquire
power to sting like a living thing,
the remembrance of her years of la-
bour, hope and self-repression would
arise to crush her like a weight. She
could imagine the Maestro’s look of
gentle sorrow, the derision which
might greet the failure of Mademoi-
selle de Carabas. She had once smiled
at ridicule with scornful contempt ;
now she clenched her hands and set
her teeth tight to restrain the cry of
agony which arose to her lips.

So the mother, always accompanied
and waited upon by Robert Howe,
the most patient and indefatigable of
attendants, carried the invalid away
to a sheltered nook in the south of

| France. Little frequented by English

travellers, the small, white town of
Amélie-les-Bains lay in a narrow val-
ley, surrounded by lofty, rugged
mountains, at the southern foot of
Canigon, the third highest of the
Pyrences. When, however, an enter-
prising party of English tourists pene-
trated to this retreat, Berenice, who
could not endure contact with her kind,
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restlessly insisted upon being removed.
The Ormerods then found refuge at
Palalda, a little Catalan village, perch-
ed on the mountain-side, about a mile
and a half from Amélie. No foreigner
had ever lived at Palalda before, and
all theconditions of life were primitive
in the extreme. The lanes were

| acquaintance with Berenice Ormerod

merely wide enough for mule-traflic,
and some of them were simply flights °

of rude stairs. They lodged in a cot-
tage clinging to the hill side, owned
by a rich peasant proprietor. The
view was glorious, and the whole
aspect of the place charming. The
sky was clondless; the robins sang
incessantly, as though there were not
a care in life ; the orange-trees glowed
with golden. fruit; the air was aro-
matic from acres of lavender growing
uncultivated. The sense drank in the

view the warmth, the perfume, the !

joyous sounds, and through it all
Berenice Ormerod lay like a stone
which Nature’s sweetest harmonies
had no power to reach.

Their friendly peasant neighbours
never wearied of exhibiting a kindly
interest in the invalid. The fat, com-
fortable Curé dropped in of an even-
ing to beguile the tedium by an hour’s
chat, the dark-eyed children would
pause in their play, to gaze after the
pretty English lady, the blooming
girls, in their close, becoming caps,
brought her offeringsof fruits and flow-
ers, the men, with their picturesque red
caps and sashes, exchanged courteous
greetings with the foreigners ; but the
old people—so blithe and active they
appeared, climbing up the steep steps
to their homes on the hillside, with
heavy burdens balanced upon their
heads—Ilooked wistfully, with a sigh,
after the dying girl and her mother.
Berenice was strangely grateful for
these tokens of sympathy. It wasa
relief to know that these simple pea-
sants felt no curiosity regarding the
woman who had failed, they knew only
pity for the girl who was looking her
last on love and life. Robert was hap-
pier than he had ever been since his

had commenced. She was very sweet
and gentle to him ; they were con-
stantly together; she depended upon
his assistance, he imagined that the
invalid improved daily, declaring ear-
nestly that it was easy to see that the
clear, pure air was working wonders.
If only for a few months he might be
permitted to call her his own, he
would consider himself amply compen-
sated. A new feeling of hopefulness
awoke in the breasts of both mother
and lover, as they encouraged each
other in the forlorn, desperate hope.
With a feeling of relief they fell back
from the heights of tragedy to the or-
dinary level of every-day life. Mrs.
Ormerod againrecounted amazing tales
of the grandeur and consequence of the
Ormerod family ; Robert worked in-
dustriously at sketches, each one of
which was to be the groundwork of
that famous picture which was to take
the world by storm, but they had
grown strangely tolerant of eachother’s
weakness, and sometimes paused sud-
denly in the midst of their occupa-

! tions, with a poignant pang and a

feeling of insecurity for which they
dared not account.

The Canadians soon learned to take
an interest in all the simple concerns
of the village. The pig killing, when
horrible cries resounded, and their ex-
isted a universal turmoil in the com-
munity, all the carnival mummeries,
the evening dance in the little ¢ Place,’
where the chief musician played on
a pipe, and meanwhile beat time on
a tiny drum suspended from his
shoulder, while the young people
wound through the maze of the
Cotillon dance, with a mixture of vi-
vacity and dignity entirely Spanish.

One day there was a wedding in the
village. Next door to the Ormerods

| lived a maker of espadrillos (the san-

dalled and embroidered white cotton
slippers, with hemp soles, worn by the
peasants), and his only daughter, the
pretty Louison, was to wed the son of
a rich farmer in the vicinity. The
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church, with Saracen horse-shoes nail-
ed on every available space between
the scroll-work of the hinges of its
massive doors, stood directly opposite,
and Berenice was wheeled in her chair
to the window to see the sight. The
bridegroom, dressed in a matador’s
Jjacket of crimson and gold, had the air
of a stage prince ; the bLride wore a
wreath of orange blossoms around the
crown of her cap. Old women sat at
the church-door, selling  artificial
flowers to the guests, and stopped the
bridal procession by holding a crimson
silk sash with gold fringed ends across
the steps until the bridegroom placed
silver upon the offering plate. As
the two came out together, Pieire
proud and radiant, the bride with a
smile on her lips, though her bloom-
ing cheeks were wet with tears, stand-
ing upon the threshold of her happy,
contentful life, raised her humid eyes
to the wasted shadow of the Canadian
girl, who stood waiting at the portal
of Death. Berenice shivered in the
warm sunshine as though with sudden
cold.

‘Can you understand how terrible
& thing it is to realize that you have
wasted your life?’ she asked ab-
ruptly, with harsh strained tones
in her voice. Robert's heart was
suddenly stilled, its fluttering and
throbbing subsided, it sank like lead.
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ever extended to him, but Robert
Howe stood dumb before her, bound
in silence by the weight of his own
despair.  For tae first time, the utter

* hopelessness of his passion presented

© itself before him.

He was young,

© his life was strong within him, he re-
- coiled from the inevitable ; but the

shadow of « life-long affliction had al.
ready taught him patience, and he
strove bravely to form words of cheer
and encouragement.

‘I should like to tell you ; it may
may be a comfort afterwards for you
toremember,’slie said, speaking slowly,
with an effort. * You asked ance to be
ny friend, and you have proved your-
self the best and truest friend that
ever woman had. I have taken all
and given nothing.’ For an instant a
new rapture tingled, like strong wine,

- through the young man’s veins ; the

next the pitying glance of the grave

. eyes recalled to his memory the heart’s

martyrdom which lay before him. The
next morning, just in the gray dawn
of the early day, Mrs. Ormerod awak-
ened, with a start and a shiver, from
a troubled, uneasy slumber. She im-
mediately perceived that Berenice had
raised herself upon her couch,

‘ And havirg failed utterly,’ the girl

' said, in a loud and very clear voice ;

It was the first confidence she had

and with that exceeding bitter cry on
her lips, she turned her face to the
wall) and died.

Ol IF we owe warm thanks to Heaven, ’t's when
In the slow progress of the struggling years

Our touch is blest to feel the pulse of men

Who walk in light and love above their peers
White-robed, and forward point with guiding hand,
Breathing a heaven around them where they stand !

—JOHN STUART BLACKIE
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THE BLACK ROBE.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.

Book the Lifth,
CHAPTER 1.
MRS. EYRECOURT'S DISCOVERY.

THE leaves hadfallen in thegrounds

at Ten Acres Lodge ; and stormy
winds told drearily that winter had
come.

An unchanging dulness pervaded
the house. Romayne was constantly
absent in London, attending to his new
religious duties, under the guidance
of Father Benwell. The litter of books
and manuscripts in the study was seen
no more. Hideously rigid order reign-

ed in the unused room. Some of Ro-

mayne’s papers had been burnt; others
were imprisoned in drawers and cup-
boards—the history of the Origin of
Religions had taken its melancholy

enterprizes of the time. Mrs. Eyre-

would induce Stella to leave Ten Acres
and amuse herself in London. Mrs.
Eyrecourt said, with melancholy, and
metaphorical truth, ¢ There is no elas-
ticity left in my child.’

On a dim gray morning, mother and
daughter sat by the fireside, with an-
other long day before them.

¢ Where is that contemptible hus-
band of yours ¥’ Mrs. Eyrecourt asked,
looking up from her book.

¢ Lewis is staying in town,’ Stella
answered listlessly.

¢ In company with Judas Iscariot?’

Stella was too dull to immediately
understand the allusion. ¢ Do you
mean Father Benwell 1’ she inquired.

‘ Don’t mention his name, my dear.
I have re-christened him on purpose
to avoid it. Even his name humiliates
me. How completely the fawning old

. wretch took me in—with all my know-
place, among the suspended literary -

court (after a superficially cordial re- -

conciliation with her son-in-law) visit-
ed her daughter every now and then,
as an act of maternal sacrifice.
yawned perpetually ; she read innu-
merable novels ;

She |

she corresponded

with her friends. Tn the long dull

evenings, the once lively lady some-

times openly regretted that she had :

not been born a man— with the three
masculine resources of smoking, drink-
ing, and swearing placed at her dispo-
sal.

ledge of the world, too! He was so
nice and sympathetic—such a comfort-
ing contrast, on that occasion, to you
and your husband—I declare I forgot
every reason I had for not trusting
him. Ah, we women are poor crea-
tures—we may own it among our-
gelves. If a man only has nice man-
ners and a pleasant voice, how many
of us can resist him ¢ Even Romayne
imposed upon me—assisted by his pro-

~ perty, which in some degree excuses

my folly. There is nothing to be done

. now, Stella, but to humour him. Doas

It was a dreary existence, and '

happier influences seemed but little -
likely to change it. Grateful as she

was to her mother, no persuasion

. scale in your favour.

that detestable priest does ; and trust
to your beauty (there isn’t as much of
it left as I could wish) to turn the
Have you any
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idea when the new convert will come
back? I heard him ordering a fish
dinner for himself, yesterday, because
it was Friday. Did you join him at
dessert-time, profanely supported by
meat ?  What did he say ¥’

‘ What he has said more than once
already, Mamma. His peace of mind
is returning, thanks to Father Ben-
well. He was perfectly gentle and in-
dulgent—but he looked as if he lived
in a different world from mine. He
told me he proposed to pass a week in,
what he called, Retreat. I didn't ask
him what it meant. Whatever it is,
1 suppose he is there now.’

¢ My dear, don’t you remember your
sister began in the same way 1 ~ She
retreated.  'We shall have Romayne
with a red nose and a double chin,
offering to pray for us next ! Do you
recollect that French maid of mine,
Stella—the woman I sent away, be-
cause she would spit when she was out
of temper, like a cat ? I begin to think
I treated the poor creature harshly.
When I hear of Romayne and his Re-
treat, I almost feel inclined to spit
myself. There! let us go on with our
reading. Take the first volume—I
have done with it.’

¢ What is it, Mamma 1’

‘A very remarkable work, Stella,
in the present state of light literature
in England—a novel that actually tells
a story. It’s quite incredible, I know.
Try the book. It has another extraor-
dinary merit—it isn’t written by a
woman.’

Stella obediently received the first
volume, turned over the leaves, and
wearily dropped the wonderful novel
on her lap. I can’t attend to it,’ she
said. ¢ My mind is too full of my own
thoughts.’

¢ About Romayne ?’ said her mother.

‘No. When I think of my husband
now, I almost wish I had his confi-
dence in Priests and Retreats. The
conviction grows on me, Mamma, that
my worst troubles are still to come,
When I was younger, I don’t remem-
ber being tormented by presentiments

| of any kind.
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Did T ever talk of pre-
sentiments to you in the bye - gone
days?’

“1f you Lad done anything of the
sort, my love (excuse me, if I speak
plainly), I should have said, ¢ Stella,
your liver is out of order;” and I
should have opened the family medi-
cine chest. I will only say now, send
for the carriage ; let us go to a morn-
ing concert, dine at a restaurant, and
finish the evening at the play.’

This characteristic proposal was en-
tirely thrown away on Stella. She
was absorbed in pursuing herown train
of thought,

‘I almost wish I had told Lewis—'
she said to herself absent] y-

¢ Told him what ?’ my dear.

¢Of what happened to me with
Winterfield.’

Mrs Eyrecourt’s faded eyes opened
wide in astonishment.

‘ Do you really mean it ¢’ she asked.

‘I do, indeed.’

‘ Are you actually simple enough,
Stella, to think that & man of Ro-
mayne’s temper would have made you
his wife, if you had told him of the
Brussels marriage 1’

¢ Why not }’

‘Why not! Would Romayne—
would any man — believe that you
really did part with Winterfield at
the church door? Considering that
you are a married woman, your inno-
cence, my sweet child, is a perfect phe-
nomenon! It's well there were wiser
people than you to keep your secret.’

“ Don’t speak too positively, Mam-
ma.  Lewis may find it out yet.’

¢ Is that one of your presentiments ?’

‘Yes’

‘How is he to find it out, if you
please 1’

‘I'm afraid, through Father Ben-
well. Yes! yes! I know you only
think him a fawning old hypocrite—
you don’t fear him as I do.  Nothing
will persuade me that zeal for his reli-
gion is the motive under which that
man acts, in devoting himself to Ro-
mayne. He has some abominable ob-
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ject in view, and his eyes tell me that
I am concerned in it.’

Mrs. Eyrecourt burst out laughing.

¢ What is there to laugh at 1’ Stella
asked.

¢I declare, my dear, there is some-
thing absolutely provoking in your ut-
ter want of knowledge of the world!
When you are puzzled to account for
anything remarkable in a clergyman’s
conduct (I don’t care, my poor child,
to what denomination he belongs), you
can’t be wrong in attributing his mo-
tive to—Money. I1f Romayne had
turned Baptist or Methodist, the rev-
erend gentleman in charge of his spi-
ritual welfare would not have forgot-
ten—as you have forgotten, you little
goose—that his convert was a rich
man. His mind would have dwelt on

|
|
|
|
|

469

new to her in her in her experience of
herself.  She was heartily ashamed of
it—and yet,it keptitshold. Once more
the book dropped on her lap. She laid
it aside and walked wearily to the win-
dow, to look at the weather.

Almost at the same moment, Mrs.
Eyrecourt’s maid disturbed her mis-
tress over the second volume of the
novel, by entering the room with a
letter.

‘For me?’ Stella asked, looking
round from the window.

¢ No, ma’am—for Mrs. Eyrecourt.”

The letter had been brought to the
house byone of Lady Loring’s servants.
In delivering it, he had apparently
given private instructions to the maid.

. She laid her finger significantly on her

the chapel, or the mission, or the in-

fant school, in want of funds; and—
with no more abominable object in
view than I have, at this moment, in
poking the fire—he would have ended
in producing his modest subscription
list, and would have betrayed himself
(just as our odious Benwell will be-
tray himself) by the two amiable little
words, Please contribute. Is thereany
other presentiment, my dear, on which
you would like to have your mother’s
candid opinion ¥’

Stella resignedly took up the book
again.

¢1 dare say you are right,’ she said.
¢ Let us read our novel.’

Before she had reached the end of
the first page, her mind was far away
again from the unfortunate story. She
was thinking of that ‘other presenti-
ment,’ which bad formed the subject
of her mother’s last satirical inquiry.
The vague fear that had shaken her
when she had accidentally touched the
French boy, on her visit to Camp’s
Hill, still from time to time troubled
her memory. Even the event of his
death had failed to dissipate the delu-
sion, which associated him with' some
undefined evil influence that might yet
assert itself A superstitious fore-
warning of this sort was a weukness

| Loring. It fails to satisfy Me.

1

lips when she gave the letter to her
mistress.

In these terms Lady Loring wrote :
¢ If Stella happens to be with you when
you receive my note, don’t say anything
which will let her know that I am your
correspondent. She has always, poor
dear, had an inveterate distrust of
Father Benwell ; and, between our-
selves, I am not gure that she is quite
so foolish as I once thought. The Father
has unexpectedly left us—with a well-
framed excuse which satisfied Lord
Not.
from any wonderful exercise of pene-
tration on my part, butin consequence
of something I have justheardin course
of conversation with a Catholic friend,
Father Benwell, my dear, turns out to
be a Jesuit ; and, what is more, a per-
son of such high authority in the Or-
der, that his concealment of his rank,.
while he was with us must have been
a matter of necessity. He must have
had some very serious motive for occu-
pying a position so entirely beneath
him as his position in our house. Ihave
not the shadow of a reason for associ-
ating this startling discovery with dear
Stella’s painful misgivings—and yet
there is something in my mind, which
makes me want to hear what Stella’s
mother thinks. Come and have a talk
about it as soon as you possibly can.’
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Mrs. Eyrecourt put the letter in her
pocket, smiling quietly to herself.

Applying to Lady Loring’s letter the
infallible system of solution which she
had revealed to her daughter, Mrs.
Eyrecourt solved the mystery of the

riest’s conduct, without a moment's .
¥ ’ b, -
Lord Loring’s cheque, in

hesitation,
Father Benwell’s pocket, representing
such a liberal subscription that my lord
was reluctant to mention it to my lady
-~there was the reading of the riddle
as plain as the sun at noonday? Would
it be desirable to enlighten Lady Loring
as she had already enlightened Stella?
Mrs. Eyrecourt decided in the nega-
tive. As Roman Catholics, and as old
friends of Romayne, the Lorings na-
turally rejoiced in his conversion. But

as old friends of Romayne's wife, they
were bound not to express their senti- |

ments too openly. Feeling that any
discussion of the priest’s motives wounld

probably lead to the delicate subject of .

the conversion, Mrs. Eyrecourt pru-
dently determined to let the matter
drop.  As a consequence of this deci-
sion, Stella was left without the slight-
est warning of the catastrophe which
was now close at hand.

Mrs. Eyrecourt joined Stella at the
window,

‘Well, my dear, is it clearing up !
Shall we take a drive, before lun-
<heon ¥’

¢ If you like, Mamma.’

She turned to her mother as she ans- .

wered. Thelight of the clearing sky,

#t once soft and penetrating, fell full -
Mrs. Eyrecourt, looking at -

on her,
Ler as usual, suddenly became serious ;
she studied her danghter’s face with an
cager and attentive scrutiny.

‘Do you see any extraordinary
«<hange in me?’
faint smile,

Instead of answering, Mys. Eyrecourt
put her arm round Stella with a loving
gentleness, entirely at variance with
any ordinary expression of her cha-

Stella asked, with a
; red lavender.
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her daughter’s face. ¢ Stella!’ she said
softly —and stopped, at a loss for words
for the first time in her life.

After a while, she began again.
‘Yes : I seea changein you,’ she whis-
pered—*an interesting change which
tells me something. Can you guess
what itis{’

Stella’s colour rose brightly, and
faded again. She laid her head in
silence on her mother's bosom. World-
ly, frivolous, self interested, Mrs. Eyre-
court’s nature was the nature of a
woman-—and the one great trial and
triumph of a wowman’s life, appealing
to her as a trial and a triumph soon to
come to her own child, touched fibres
under the hardened surface of her
heart, which were still unprofaned.
¢ My poor darling,’ she said, ‘have you
told the good news to your husband ?’

¢ No.’

‘Why not?’

‘ He doesn’t care, now, for anything
that I can tell him.’

¢ Nonsense, Stella! You may win
him back to you by a word—and do
you hesitate to suy the word? [ shall
tell him !’

Stella suddenly drew herself away
from her mother’s arm. ¢ If you do,
she cried, ‘no words can say how in-
considerate and how cruel I shall think
you. Promise—on your word of hon-
our, promise you will leave it to me ?’

¢ Will you tell him, yourself—if I
leave it to you 1’ .

‘ Yes—at my own time. Promise !’

¢ Hush, hush ; don’t excite yourself,
my love ; I promise. Give me a kiss.
1 declare I am agitated myself !’ she
exclaimed, falling back into her cus-
tomary manner. ‘Such a shock to my
vanity, Stella—the prospect of becom-
inga grandmother ! I really must ring
for Matilda, and take a few drops of
Be advised by me, my
poor dear, and we will turn the priest
out of the house yet. When Romayne

. comes back from his ridiculous Retreat
, —after his fasting and flagellation, and
vacter.  The worldly mother’'s eyes

Heaven knows what besides — fhen

rested with a lingering tenderness on ; bring him to his senses ; then is the
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time to tell him. Will you think of it %’
‘Yes; I will think of it.’

I

¢ And one word more, before Matilda .

comes in. Remember the vast import-
ance of having a male heir to Vange
Abbey. On these occasions you may
practise with perfect impunity on the
ignorance of the men 'Lell him you're
sure it’s going to be a hoy !’

CHAPTER 1II.

THE SEED IS SOWN,
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friends, permitted to visit the inmates
on stated days, saw copies of famous
Holy Fumilies in the reception room
which were really works of Art; and
trod on a carpet of studiously modest
pretensions, exhibiting pious emblems
beyond reproach in colour and design.
The Retreat had its own artesian well H
not 4 person in the house drank impu-
rity in his water. A faint perfume of
incense was perceptible in the corri-
dors. The soothing and mysterious
silence of the place was intensified,

- rather thandisturbed by soft foot-steps,

SITUATED in a distant quarter of :

the vast western suburb of Lon-
don, the house, called The Retreat,

protected on all sides by a high brick

on the roof of the chapel, nothing re-
vealed externally the devotional pur-
pose to which the Roman Catholic
priesthood (assisted by the liberality

building.

But the convert privileged to pass
the gates left Protestant England out-
side, and found himself, as it were, in
a new country. Inside The Retreat,
the paternal care of the Church took
possession of him ; surrounded him
with monastic simplicity in his neat
little bedroom ; and dazzled him with
devotional splendour, when his reli-
gious duties called him into the chapel.
The perfect taste—so seldom found in
the modern arrangement and decora-
tion of convents and churches in south-
ern countries — showed itself here,
pressed into the service of religion, in
every part of the house. The severest
discipline had ro sordid and hideous
side to it in The Retreat. The inmates
fasted on spotless table cloths, and
handled knives and forks (the humble
servants of half-filled stomachs) with-
out a speck on their decent brightness.
Penitents who kissed the steps of the
altar (to use the expressive Oriental
Phrase) ¢ eat no dirt.” Friends, liberal

.

and a gentle opening and closing of
doors. Animal life was not even re-
presented by a cat in the kitchen. And
yet, pervaded by some inscrutable influ-

- ence, the house was not dull. Heretics,
stood in the midstof a well-kept garden, :

with lively imaginations, might have

© not inappropriately likened it to an
wall, Excepting the grand gilt cross -

enchanted castle. Inone word, the Ca-
tholic system here showed to perfection
its masterly knowledge of the weak-
ness of human nature, and its inex-

. haustible dexterity in adapting the
of ¢the Faithful’) had dedicated the :

means to the end.
On the morning when Mrs, Egre-

. court and her daughter held their

memorable interview by the fireside at.
Ten Acres, Father Benwell entered
one of the private rooms at The Re-
treat, devoted to the use of the priest-
hood. The demure attendant, waiting
humbly for instructions, was sent to
request the presence of one of the in-

© mates of the house, named Mortleman.

Father Benwell's customary sere-
nity was a little ruffled on this occa-
sion, by an appearance of anxiety.
More than once, he looked impatiently
towards the door ; and he never even
noticed the last new devotional publi-
cations laid invitingly on the table.

Mr. Mortleman made lis appear-
ance—a young man and a prowising
convert. The wild brightuness of his
eyes, and the premature emaciation of
his cheeks, revealed the incipient form
of brain disease, which begins in fana-
ticism, and ends not infrequently in
religious madness. His mwanner of
greeting the priest was absolutely ser-
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vile. He cringed before the illustrious
Jesuit.

Father Benwell took no notice of
these demonstrations of humility. ‘Be
seated, my son,’ he said. ¢ Mr. Mor-
tleman looked as if he would have

preferred going down on his knees—

but he yielded, and took the chair.
¢ I think you have been Mr. Ro-

mayne’s companion for a few days, in |

the hours of recreationi’ the priest
began. :

¢ Yes, Father.’

¢ Does he appear to be at all weary
of his residence in this house ¢’

¢ Oh, far from it ! He feels the be-
nign influence of The Retreat; we
have some delightful hours together.’

¢ Have you anything to report?’

Mr., Mortleman crossed his hands
on his breast, and bowed profoundly.
“I have to report of myself, Father,
that T have committed the sin of pre-
sumption. [ presumed that Mr. Ro-
mayne was, like myself, not married,’

“Did I tell you that he was not
married ?’

¢ No, Father.’

“Then you have committed no sin.
You have only made an excusable mis-
take. How were you led into error ¥

¢In this way, Father. Mr. Romayne
had been speaking to me of a book
which you had been so good as to send
to him, He had been especially inter-
ested by the memoir therein contained
of the illustrious Englishman, Cardi-
nal Acton. The degrees by which his
Eminence rose to the rank of a Prince

of the Church seemed, as I thought, to’

have aroused in my friend a new
sense of vocation. He asked me if T
myself aspired to belong to the holy
priesthood. T answered that this was
indeed my aspiration, if I might hope
to be found worthy. He appeared to
be deeply aftected. I ventured to ask
if he too had the same prospect before
him. He grieved me indescribably.
He sighed and said, ‘I have no such
hope ; [ am married.” Tell me, Father,
I entreat you, have I done wrong?’

Father Benwell considered for a
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[ moment. ‘Did Mr. Romayne say
! anything more ¥’ he asked.
\ ¢No, Father.’

. ¢ Did you attempt to return to the
| subject?’

i ‘I thought it best to be silent.’
Father Benwell held out his hand.
| ‘ My young friend, you have not only
; done no wrong—you have shown the
i most commendable discretion. I will
detain you no longer from your duties.
Go to Mr. Romayne, and say that I
wish to speak with him.’

Mr. Mortleman dropped on one
knee, and begged for a blessing. Fa-
ther Benwell lifted the traditional two
fingers, and gave the blessing. The
conditions of human happiness are
easily fulfilled, if we rightly under-
stand them. Mr. Mortleman retired
perfectly happy.

Left by himself again, Father Ben-
well paced the room rapidly from end
to end. The disturbing influence visi-
ble in his face had now changed from
anxiety to excitement. ‘I'll try it to-
day !’ hesaid to himself—and stopped
and looked round him doubtfully. ¢ No,
not here,” he decided; ‘it may get
talked about too soon. [t will be
safer in every way at my lodgings.’
He recovered his composure, and re-
turned to his chair.

Romayne opened the door.

The double influence of the conver-
sion, and of the life in The Retreat,
had already changed him. His cus-
tomary keenness and excitability of
look had subsided,and had left nothing
in their place but an expression of
suave and meditative repose. All his
troubles were now in the hands of his
priest. There was a passive regularity
in his bodily movements, and a heatific
serenity in his smile,

¢ My dear friend,’ said Father Ben-
well, cordially shaking hands, ¢ you
were good enough to be guided by my
advice, in entering this house. Be
guided by me again, when I say that
you have been here long enough. You
can return, after an interval, if you
wigh it. But I have something to-say
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to you first—and I beg to offer the
hospitality of my lodgings.’

The time had been when Romayne
would have asked for some explana-
tion of this abrupt notice of removal.
Now, he passively accepted the advice
of his spiritual director. Father Ben-
well made the necessary communica-

I
i
1

! he went on cheerfully.
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‘I hope you
don’t pay the rheumatic penalties of a
winter residence in England 1 Ah,
this glorious country would be too per-

- fect, if it possessed the delicious climate

tion to the authorities ; and Romayne

took leave of his friends in The Re-
treat. The great Jesuit and the great

landholder left the place, with becom. '

ing humility in a cab.

‘1 hope I have not disappointed
you ¥’ said Father Benwell.,

‘I am only anxious,’ Romayne an-
swered, ‘to hear what you have to

’

say. '

CHAPTER IIL
THE HARVEST 18 REAPED.

ON their way through the streets,
Father Eenwell talked as per-

sistently of the news of the day as if

he had nothing else in his thoughts.
To keep his companion’s mind in a
state of suspense was, in certain emer-
gencies, to exert a useful preparatory
influence over a man of Romayne’s
character.

to approach the object that he had in

view. He made considerate inquiries,

in the character of a hospitable man.
‘They breakfast early at The Re-

of Rome !’

The wine and biscuits were brought
in. Father Benwell filled the glasses,
and bowed cordially to his guest.

¢ Nothing of this sort at The Re-
treat!’ he said gaily. ¢ Excellent
water, I am told—which is a luxury

. in its way, especially in London. Well,

i

my dear Romayne, I must begin by
making my apologies. You, no doubt
thought me a little abrupt in running
away with you from your retirement
at a moment’s notice ?’

‘I believed that you had good rea-
sons, Father—and that was enough for
me.’

‘ Thank you—you do me justice—it
was in your best interests that I acted.

. There are men of phlegmatic tempera.-

ment, over whom the wise monotony
of discipline at The Retreat exercises
a wholesome influence—I mean an in-
fluence which may be prolonged with
advantage. You are not one of those

. persons. Protracted seclusion and mo-
: notony of life are morally and mentally

~ unproiitable to a man of your ardent
Even when they reached :

his lodgings, the priest still hesitated = tioning these reasons, at the time, out

disposition. I abstained from men-

. of a feeling of regard for our excellent
| resident director, who believes unre-
i servedly in the institution over which

treat,  he said. ¢ Whatmay I offer you?”

‘I want nothing, thank you,” Ro-
mayne answered, with an effort to con-

less delay.

¢ Pardon me—we have a long inter- -

view before us, I fear.
necessities, Romayne (excuse me if I
take the friendly liberty of suppressing
the formal “Mr.”)—ourbodil y necessi-
ties are not to be trifled with, A 'bot-
tle of my famous claret and a.few
biscuits will not hurt either of us.’
He rang the bell, and gave the neces-
sary directions. * Another damp day !’

Our bodily = in some degree recovered your tran-

i

he presides. Very good! The Re-
treat has done all that it could usefully
do in your case. 'We must think next

© of hew to employ that mental activity

trol his habitual impatience of need- | which, rightly developed, is one of the

most valuable qualities that you pos-
sess. Let me ask, first, if you have

quillity 7’

‘I feel like a different man, Father
Benwell.’

‘ That's right |  And your nervous
sufferings—1I don’t ask what they are ;
I only want to know if you experience
a sense of relief ¥’

‘A most welcome sense of relief,’
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Romayne answered, with a revival of ! viser with a momentary change of ex-

the enthusiasm of other days. ¢The
complete change in all my thoughts
and convictions, which I owe to
you ’

¢ And to dear Penrose,’ Father Ben-
well interposed, with the prompt sense

becomingly assume.
forget Arthur.’

¢ Forget him 1’ Romayne repeated.
* Not a day passes without my thinking
of him. It is onc of the happy results
of the change in me that my mind
does not dwell bitterly on the loss of
him, now. I think of Penrose with
admiration, as of onec whose glorious
life, with all its dangers, 1 should like
to share !

He spoke with a rising colour and
brightening eyes. Already, the ab-
sorbent capacity of the Roman Church
had drawn to itself that sympathetic
side of his character, which was also
one of its strongest sides. Already,
his love for Penrose—hitherto inspired
by the virtues of the man—had nar-

pression—a relapse into the ironical
bitterness of the past time.

¢ Have you forgotten that I am, and
can be, only a layman?’ he asked.
¢ What claims can I have, except the

. common claim of all faithful members
of justice which no man could more :

¢We must not -

rowed its range to sympathy with the |

trials and privileges of the priest.
Truly and deeply indeed had the phy-
sician consulted, in bygone days, rea-
soned on Romayne's case !

That ‘oc- !

currence of some new and absorbing
influence in his life,’ of which the doc-
tor had spoken—that *working of :

some complete change in his habits of

. to the fireplaca.

thought '—had found its way to him °

at last, after the wife’s simple devotion

had failed, through the subtler minis-

trations of the priest.

ject in view would have taken instant
advantageof the openingoffered to them
by Romayne's unguarded enthusiasm.
The illustrious Jesuit held fast by the
wise maxim which forbade him to do
anything in a hurry.

¢ No,” he said, ‘your life must not
be the life of our dear friend. The ser-
vice on which the Church employs
Penrose is not the fit service for you,
You have other claims on us.’

Romayne looked at his spiritual ad-

of the Church on the good offices of
the priesthood?’ He paused for a
moment, and continued with the ab-
vuptness of a man struck by a new
idea. ‘Yes! I have perhaps one small
claim of my own—the claim of being
allowed to do my duty.’

‘In what respect, dear Romayne?’

‘Surely you can guess? I am arich
man ; I have money lying idle, which
it is my duty (and my privilege) to de-
vote to the charities and necessities of
the Church. And, while I am speak-
ing of this, I must own that I am a
little surprised at your having said no-
thing to me on the subject. You have
never yet pointed out to me the man-
ner in which I might devote my money
to the best and noblest uses. Was it
forgetfulness on your part %’

Father Benwell shook his head.
¢ No, hereplied ; * I can’t honestly say
that.’

¢Then you had a reason for your
silence ?’

“Yes.’

‘May I know it ?’

Father Benwell got up and walked
Now there are vari-
ous methods of getting up and walk-

; ing to a tireplace, and they find their
i way to outward expression through

© the customary means of look and man-
Some men having FatherBenwell’'sob- :

ner. We may feel cold, and may only
want to warm ourselves. Or we may

t feel modestly confused, and may be

anxious to hide it. Father Benwell,
from head to foot, expressed modest
confusion,and polite anxiety to hide it.
‘My good friend,” he said, ‘I am
afraid of hurting your feelings,’
Romayne was a sincere convert, but
there were instincts still left in him
which resented this expression of re-
gard, even when it proceeded from a
man whom he respected and admired,
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‘You will hurt my feelings,” he ans-
wered a little sharply, ¢if you are not
plain with me.’

‘Then I will be plain with you,’
Father Benwell rejoined. ¢ The Church
speaking through me, as her unworthy
interpreter—feels a certain delicacy in
approaching You on the subject of
money.’

‘Why?’

Father Benwell left the fireplace,
without immediately answering. He
opened a drawer, and took out of it a
flat mahogany box. His gracious fa-
miliarity became transformed, bysome
mysterious process of congelation, into
a dignified formality of manner, The
priest took the place of the man.

¢ The Church, Mr. Romayne, hesi-
tates to receive, as benevolent contri-
butions, money derived from property
of its own arbitrarily taken from it,
and placed in a layman’s hands. No!’
he cried, interrupting Romayne, who
instantly understood the allusion to
Vange Abbey—‘No ! I must beg you
to hear me out. I state the case
plainly, at your own request. At the
same time, [ am bound to admit that
the lapse of centuries has, in the eye
of the law, sanctioned the deliberate
act of robbery perpetrated by Henry
the Eighth. You have lawfully inher-
ited Vange Abbey from your ances-
tors. The Church is not unreasonable
enough to assert a merely moral right
against the law of the country. It
may feel the act of spoliation—but it
submits’ He unlocked the flat ma-
hogany box, and gently dropped his
dignity : the man took the place of the
priest. ¢ As the master of Vange,’ he
said, ‘you may be interested in looking
at a little historical curiosity which
we have preserved. The title deeds,
dear Romayne, by which the monks
held your present property, in their
time.  Take another glass of wine.’

Romayne looked at the title-deeds,
and laid them aside unread. .

Father Benwall had roused his pride,
his sense of justice, his wild and lavish
instincts of generosity. He, who had

always despised money—except when
it assumed its only estimable charac-
ter, as a means for the attainment of
merciful and noble ends—%s was in
possession of property to which he had
no moral right ; without even the poor
excuse of associations which attached
him to the place.

‘ I hope I have not offended you?’
said Father Benwell.

‘You have made me ashamed of
myself, Romayne answered, warmly.
¢ On the day when I became a Catholic,
I ought to have remembered Vange.
Better late than never. I refuse to
take shelter under the law—I respect
the moral right of the Church. I will
at once restore the property which I
have usurped.’

Father Benwell took both Romayne’s
hands in his, and pressed them fer-
vently.

‘I am proud of you?’ he said. ¢ We
shall all be proud of you, when I write
word to Rome of what has passed be-
tween us. But—no, Romayne !—this
must not be. I admire you, I feel with
you; and I refuse. On behalf of the
Church I say it—T refuse the gift.’

‘Wait a little, Father Benwell !
You don’t know the state of my affairs.
I don’t deserve the admiration which
you feel for me. The loss of the Vange
property will be no pecuniary loss in
my case. I have inherited a fortune
from my aunt. My income from that
source is far larger than my income
from the Yorkshire property.’

* Romayne ! it must not be.’

¢ Pardon me, it must be. I have
more money than I can spend—with-
out Vange. And I have painful asso-
ciations with the house, which disin-
cline me ever to enter it again.’

Even this confession failed to move
Father Benwell. He obstinately
crossed his arms, obstinately tapped
his foot on the floor. ¢ No !’ he said.
* Plead as generously as you may, my
answer is, No,’

Romayne only became more reso-
lute on his side. ¢The property is ab-
solutely my own,” he persisted. ‘I am
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without a near relative in the world.
I have no children. My wife, if I die
before her, will be amply provided
for. It is downright obstinacy—for-
give me for saying so—to persist in
your refusal.’

¢It is downright duty, Romayne.
If I gave way to you, I should be the
means of exposing the priesthood to
the vilest misinterpretation. I should
be deservedly reprimanded, and your
proposed deed of gift would, without a
moment’s hesitation, be torn up. If
you have any regard for me, drop the
subject.’

Romayne refused to yield, even to
this unanswerable appeal.

*Very well,” he said, ‘there is one
document you can't tear up. You
can't interfere with my making an-
other will. I shall leave the Vange
property to the Church, and I shall
appoint you one of the trustees. You
can’t object to that.’ .

Even rigorous Father Benwell was
now at a loss for any further expres-
sion of honourable protest. He could
only plead sadly and submissively for
an immediate change of subject. ¢ No
more, dear Romayne—you distress
me! What were we talking of, before
this unfortunate topic turned up ¥’

He filled the glasses; he offered
more biscuits—he was really, and
even perceptibly agitated.

Noticing this unusual expression of
feeling, Romayne began to regret that
he had not more gently expressed his
intentions to his sensitive and excel-
lent friend. 1f he could have looked
into the priest’s mind, he might have
become reconciled to his own abrupt-
noss,

In offering the hospitality of his
lodgings, the Vunge property had been
the object which Father Benwell kept
in view. He had gained the victory
for the Church, without (to do him

justice) thinking of himself ; like Ro- |

mayne, he cared nothing for money,
for its own sake. The necessity that
now remained was to make the vic-
tory secure. He had resisted the

l!
|
|
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temptation to accept the deed of gift
in Romayne’s lifetime. The restora-
tion in that form—while there remain-
ed a possibility of an heir being born
to the estate —would, under those cir-
cumstances, have led to a public scan-
dal.  On the other hand, a testamen-
tary legacy (especially in the absence
of an heir) would be an unassailable
proof of the testator’s attachment to
the Church of which he had become a
member. Still, even with those pro-
spective advantages, adverse chances
might lead, as things were, to a revo-
cation of the will—unless some serious
obstacle could be placed in the way of
any future change of purpose on the
part of Romayne.

Father Benwell had long since made
up his mind as to the choice of an ob-
stacle. The agitation which he be-
trayed had its origin in his own keen
sense of the perils that threatened him,
in safely setting the example up. Un-
der astute encouragement, Romayne
had become a Catholic,and had pledged
himself to restore the Vange pro-
perty. Under astute encouragement,
there remained one more act of sub-
mission—serious, and even formid-
able, in the consequences that it in-
volved—into which it was now neces-
sary to lead the new convert. Even
the Jesuit's steady nerves were shaken
by the prospect before him.

Romayne sat looking thoughtfully
into the fire. Father Benwell, walk-
ing up and down the room, was the
first to break the silence.

* What was it I had to say to you!
he resumed. ¢ Surely, I was speaking
on the subject of your future life, and
the right employment of your ener-
gies?’

‘You are very kind, Father Ben-
well. The subject has little interest
for me. My future life is shaped out
—domestic retirement, ennobled by
religious duties.’

Still pacing the room, Father Ben-
well stopped at that reply, and put his
band kindly on Romayne’s shoulder.

* We don’t allow a good Catholic to
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drift into domestic retirement, who is
worthy of better things,” he said. ‘The
Church, Romayne, wishes to make use
of you. I never flattered anyone in
my life; but I may say before vour
face, what I have said behind your
back. A man of your strict sense of
honour—of your intellect—of your
high aspirations—of your personal
charm and influence —is not a man
whom we can allow to run to waste.
Open your mind, my friend, fairly to
me, and I will open my mind fairly to
you. Let me set the example. I say
it with authority, an enviable future
is before you.’

Romayne’s pale cheeks flushed with
excitement. ¢ What future 1’ he asked
eagerly. * Am I free to choose? Must
I remind you that a man with a wife
cannot think wholly of himself ?’

¢ Suppose you were not a man with
a wife.

¢ What do you mean §’

‘Romayne! I am trying to break
my way through that inveterate re-
serve, which is one of the failings in
your character. Unless you can pre-
vail on yourself to tell me those secret
thoughts, those unexpressed regrets,
which you can contide to no other man,
this conversation must come to ay end.
You have found a refuge in the bosom
of the Catholic Church. Is there no
yearning, in your inmost soul, for any-
thing beyond the position which you
now occupy ?’

There was a pause. The flush on
Romayne’s face faded away. He was
silent.

‘You are not in the confessional,’
Father Benwell reminded him, with
melancholy submission to eircumstan-
ces. ‘¢ You are under no obligation to
answer me.’

Romayne roused himself. He spoke
in low, reluctant tones. I am afraid
to answer you,” he said. '

That apparently discouraging reply
armed Father Benwell with the abso-
lute confidence of success, which he
had thus far failed to feel. He wound
his way deeper and deeper into Ro-

mayne’s mind, with the delicate inge-
nuity of penetration of which the
practice of years had made him mas-
ter.

¢ Perhaps I have failed to make my-
self clearly understood,’ he said. *1I
will try to put it more plainly. You
are no half-hearted man, Romayne.
What you believe, you believe fer-
vently. Impressions are not dimly and
slowly produced on your mind. As the
necessary result, your conversion being
once accomplished your whole soul is
given to the Faith that is in you. Do
1 read your character rightly %’

‘So far as I know it—yes.’

Father Benwell went on.

‘ Bear in mind what I have just
said,” he resumed ; ‘and you will un-
derstand why I feel it my duty to
press the question which you have not
answered yet. You have found in the
Catholic Faith the peace of mind which
you have failed to obtain by other
means. If I had been dealing with an
ordinary man, I should have expected
from the change no happier result than
this. But I ask you, has that blessed
influence taken no deeper and nobler
hold on your heart? Can you truly
say to me, “I am content with what
I have gained ; I wish for no more?”’

‘I cannot truly say it,” Romayne
answered.

The time had now come for speak-
ing plainly. Father Benwell no longer
advanced to his end under cover of a
cloud of words.

‘ A little while since,” he said, ¢ you
spoke of Penrose,as of a man whose lot
in life you longed to share. The career
which has associated him with an In-
dian mission is, as I told you, only
adapted to a man of hiss pecial char-
acter and special gifts. But the career
which has carried him into the sacred
ranks of the priesthood, is open to
every man who feels the sense of di-
vine vocation, which has made Penrose
one of Us.’

‘ No, Father Benwell! Not open
to every man.’

‘1 say, Yes!'
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¢It is not open to Me !’

‘I say it is open to You! And
more—I1 enjoin, I command, you to
dismiss from your mind all merely
human obstacles or discouragements.
They are beneath the notice of a man
who feels himself called to the priest-
hood. Give me your hand, Romayne !
Does your conscience tell you that you
are that man?’

to the soul by the solemnity of the
appeal.

‘I can't dismiss the ohstacles that
surround me,’ he cried passionately.
¢To a man in my position, your advice
is absolutely useless. The ties that
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shall have positive proof, as soon as
you have recovered. Come ! rest a little

© in the easy chair.’

He took Romayne's arm, and led
him to the chair, and made him drink
some wine. They waited awhile. Ro-

. mayne lifted his head, with a heavy

sigh.
* The woman whom I have married

. is the wife of another man.’ He slowlyv
Romayne started to his feet, shaken

bind me are beyond the limit of a |

priest’s sympathies.’

¢ Nothing is beyond the limit of a
priest’s sympathies.’

‘Father Benwell, I am married !’

Father Benwell folded his arms
over his breast—looked with immov-
able resolution straight in Romayne’s
face—and struck the blow which he
had been meditating for months past.

‘Rouse yourcourage,” hesaidsternly.
‘You are no more married than I am.’

CHAPTER 1V.

FfTYHERE was not a sound in the
room. Romayne stood looking

at the priest.

‘Did you hear what I said}’ Fa-
ther Benwell asked.,

‘Yes.’

‘Do you understand that I really
mean what I said ¥’ .

He made no reply—he waited, like
& man expecting to hear more.

Father Benwell wasalive to the vast
importance, at such a moment, of not

© the chair.

repeated the words to himself —and
then looked at Father Benwell.

¢ Who is the man ?’ he asked.

‘T introduced you to him, when I
was as ignorant of the circumstances
as you are,’ the priest answered. ¢ The
man is Mr. Bernard Winterfield.’

Romayne half raised himself from
A momentary anger glit-
tered in his eyes—and faded out again,
extinguished by the nobler emotions
of grief and shame. He remembered
Winterfield’s introduction to Stella.

‘Her husband !” he said, speaking
again to himself. ¢ And she let me in-
troduce him to her. And she received
him like a stranger.” He paused, and
thought of it. ‘The proofs, if you
please, sir,” he resumed, with sudden
humility. ‘T don’t want to hear any
particulars, It will be enough for me

i if I know beyond all doubt, that [
| have been deceived and disgraced.’

Father Benwell unlocked his desk
and placed two papers before Ro-
mayne. He did his duty with a grave

~ indifference to all minor constdera-

shrinking from the responsibility which -

he had assumed. ‘I see how I distress
you,’ he said; ‘but for your sake, I
am bound to speak out. Romayne !
the woman whom you have married is
the wife of another man. Don't ask
me Low I know it—1I do know it. You

tions. The time had not yet come for
expressions of sympathy and regret.

¢ The first paper,’ he said, ‘isa cer-
tified copy of the register of the mar-
riage of Miss Eyrecourt to Mr. Win-
terfield, celebrated (as you will see) by
the English chaplain at Brussels, and
witnessed by three persons. Look at
the names,’

The bride’s mother was the first wit-
ness. The two names that followed
were the names of Lord and Lady
Loring. ¢ Z'hey, too, in the conspiracy
to deceive me!’ Romayne said as he
laid the paper back on the table.

‘I obtained that piece of written
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cvidence,” Father Benwell proceeded,
¢ by the help of a reverend colleague of
mine, residing at Brussels. I will give
vou his name and address, if you wish
to make further inquiries.’

¢ Quite needless. What is this other
paper ?’
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you. We now know that he act>d like
an honourable man.’
He waited, to see what effect he had

. produced, Romayne was in no state
. of mind to do justice to Winterfield or

‘This other paper is an extract from

the shorthand writer’s notes (sup-
pressed in the reports of the public
journals) or proceedings in an English-
court of law, obtained at my request
by my lawyer in London.’

*What have I to do with it ?’

He put the question in a tone of
passive endurance—resigned to the se-
verest moral martyrdom that could be
iuflicted on him.

‘T will answer you in two words,’
said Father Benwell.

¢“In justice to

Miss Eyrecourt, I am bound to pro-

duce her excuse for marrying you.’
Romayne looked at him in stern
amazement.

¢ Excuse!’ he repeated.

‘ Yes—excuse. The proceedings to
which T have alluded declare Miss
Eyrecourt’s marriage to Mr. Winter-
tield to be nulland void—by the Eng-
lish law—in consequence of his having
been married at the time to another

it as briefly as possible.
yourself, and to your future career, you
must understand this revolting case
thoroughly, from beginning to end.’
With those prefatory words, he told
the story of Winterfield's first mar-
riage ; altering nothing; concealing

to any one. His pride was mortally
wounded ; his high sense of honour
and delicacy writhed under the out-
rage inflicted on it.

*And mind this,” Father Benwell
persisted, ‘ poor human nature has its
right to all that can be justly conceded
in the way of excuse and allowance.
Miss Eyrecourt would naturally be ad-
vised by her friends, would naturally
be eager on her own part, to keep
hidden from you what happened at
Brussels. A sensitive woman, placed
in a position so horribly false and de-
grading, must not be too severely
Judged, even when she does wrong. 1
am bound to say this—and more.

. Speaking from my own knowledge of
- all the parties, I have no doubt that
. Miss Eyrecourt and Mr. Winterfield
© did really part at the church door.’

Romayne answered by a look—so
disdainfully expressive of the most
immovable unbelief, that it absolutely
Jjustified the fatal advice, by which
Stella’s worldly-wise friends had en-

¢ couraged her to conceal the truth.
woman. Try tofollow me. I will put |

In justice to !

Father Benwell prudently closed his
lips. He had put the case with perfect

| fairness—his bitterest enemy could

not have denied that.
Romayne took up the second paper,

. looked at it, and threw it back again
. on the table with an expression of dis-

nothing ; doing the fullest justice to '

Winterfield’s innocence of all evil mo-
tive from first to last. When the plain
truth served his purpose, as it most as-
suredly did in this case, the man has
never yet been found who could match

gust.

‘You told me just now, he said,
‘that I was married to the wife of
another man. And there is the judge’s

. decision, releasing Miss Eyrecourt from

Father Benwell at stripping himself of

every vestige of reserve, and exhibit-
ing his naked heart to the moral admi-
ration of mankind. .

¢ You were mortified, and I was sur-
prised,” he went on, ¢ when Mr. Win-
terfield dropped hisacquaintance with

her marriage to Mr. Winterfield. May
I ask you to explain yourself ?’

¢ Certainly. Let me first remind yon
that you owe religious allegiance to
the principles which the Church has
asserted, for centuries past, with all
the authority of its divine institution.

. You admit that?’

‘I admit it.’
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¢ Now, listen ! In our Church, Ro-

religious institution—it is a sacrament,
‘We acknowledge no human laws which
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| though neither you nor the clergyman
mayne, marriage is even more than a

were to blame—was a mere mockery.

i Need I say more? Shall I leave you

profane that sacrament. Tuke twoex- -

amples of what I say. When the great
Napoleon was at the height of his
power, Pius the Seventh refused to
acknowledge the validity of the Em-

peror's second marriage to Maria

Louisa—while Josephine was living, |

divorced by the French Senate. Again,
in the face of the Royal Marriage Act,

the Church sanctioned the marriage of . tice, if not as an act of gratitude.
Mrs, Fitzherbert to George the Fourth;
and still declares, in justice to her me-

mory, that she was the King’s lawful |

wife. Inone word marriage, to e mar-
riage at all, must be the object of a
purely religious celebration—and, this
condition complicd with, marriage is
only to be dissolved by death. You
remember what I told you of Mr.
Winterfield ¥’

‘Yes. His first marriage took place
before the registrar.’

‘In plain English, Romayne, Mr.
Winterfield and the woman-rider in
the circus pronounced a formula of
words before a layman in an office.
That is not only no marriage ; it is a
blasphemous profanation of a holy rite.
Acts of Parliaments which sanction
such proceedings are acts of infidelity.
The Church declares it, in defence of
religion.’

¢ I understand you,” said Romayne.

¢ Mr. Winterfield’s marriage at Brus- |

sels !

“Which the English law,” Father
Benwell interposed, ¢declares to be
annulled by the marriage before the
registrar stands good, nevertheless, by
the higher law of the Church. Mr,
Winterfield is Miss Eyrecourt’s hus-
band, as long as they both live. An

. ordained priest performed the cere-
mony in a consecrated building—and

are marriages acknowledged by the
Catholic Church. Under those circum-
stances, the ceremony which after-
wards united you to Miss Eyrecourt—

for awhile by yourself ¢’

‘No! I don’t know what I may
think, I don’t know what I may do, if
you leave me by myself.’

Father Benwell took a chair by Ro-
mayne's side. * It has been my hard
duty to grieve and humiliate you,’ he
said. * Doyou bear me no ill will 9’
He held out his hand.

Romayne took it—as an act of jus-

¢Can 1 be of any use in advising
you?’ Father Benwell asked.

* Who can advise & man in my posi-
tion?’ Romayne bitterly rejoined.

‘I can at least suggest that you
should take time to think over your
position.’

‘Time 1 take time? You talk as if
my situation were endurable.’

¢ Everything is endurable, Ro-
mayne !’

‘It may be so to you, Father Ben-
well. Did you part with your hu-
manity, when you put on the black
robe of the priest 1’

¢ I parted, my son, with those weak-
nesses of our humanity, on which wo-
men practise. You talk of your posi-
tion. I will put it before you at its
worst.’

¢ For what purpose ?’

‘To show you exactly what your
position is. Judged by the law of
England, Mrs. Romayne is your wife.

! Judged by the principles held sacred
-among the religious community to

which you belong, she is not Mrs. Ro-
mayne—she is Mrs. Winterfield, living
with you in adultery. 1f you regret
your conversion ’

I don’t regret it, Father Benwell.’

‘If you renounce the holy aspira-
tions which you have yourself acknow-

. ledged to me, return to your domestic

Protestant marriages, so celebrated, . life. But don’t ask us, while you are

living with that lady, to acknowledge
you as a member of our communion.’

Romayne was silent. The more
violent emotions aroused in him had,



THE BLACK ROBE.

with time, subsided into calm. Ten-
derness, mercy, past affection found
their opportunity, and pleaded with
him. The priest’s bold language had
missed the object at which it aimed.
It bad revived in Romayne’s memory
the image of Stella, in the days when
he had first seen her. How gently
her influence had wrought on him for
good ; how tenderly, how truly she
had loved him.

wine !’ he cried.
giddy. Don’t despise me, Father
Benwell—I was once so fond of her !’

The priest poured out the wine. I
feel for you,” he said, ¢ indeed, indeed,
I feel for you.’

It was not all a lie—there were
grains of truth in that outburst of
sympathy. Father Benwell was not
wholly merciless. His far-seeing in-
tellect, his daring duplicity, carried
him straight on to his end in view.
But, that end once gained—-and let it
be remembered, not gained wholly for
himself —there were compassionate in-
fluences left in him which sometimes
forced their way to the surface. A
man of high intelligence—however he
may misuse it, however unworthy he
may be of it®-has a gift from heaven.
When you want to see unredeemed
wickedness, look for it in a fool.

¢ Let. me mention one circumstance,’
Father Benwell proceeded, *which
may help to relieve you for the mo-
ment. In your present state of mind,
you cannot return to the Retreat.”

¢ Tmpossible ¥’

¢] have had a room prepared for
you in this house. Here, free from
any disturbing influence, you can
shape the future course of your life.
Tf you wish to communicate with your
residence at Highgate !

‘Don't speak of it !’

Father Benwell sighed. ‘Ah, I
understand !’ he said, sadly. *‘The
house associated with Mr. Winter-
field’s visit !

Romayne again interrupted him—
this time by gesture only. The hand
that had made the sign clenched itself,

¢ Give me some more |
‘I feel faint and |

{

- faintly.
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when it rested afterwards on the table.
His eyes looked downward, under
frowning brows. At the name of
Wintertield, remembrances that poi-
soned everv better influence in him
rose venomously in his mind. Once
more he loathed the deceit that had
been practised on him. Once more

“the detestable doubt of that asserted

parting at the church door, renewed
its stealthy torment, and reasoned
with him as if in words :—She has de-
ceived you in one thing; why not in
another?

“Can I see my lawyer here?’ he
asked, suddenly.

‘My dear Romayne, you can see
any one whom you like to invite.’

¢ I shall not trouble you by staying
very long, Father Benwell.’

¢Do nothing in a hurry, my son,
Pray do nothing in a hurry.

Romayne paid no attention to this
entreaty. Shrinking from the meo-
mentous decision that awaited him,
his mind instinctively took refuge in
the prospect of change of scene. I
shall leave England!' he said, im-
patiently.

¢Not alone,’ Father Benwell re-
monstrated.

* Who will be my companion %’

¢I will,’ the priest answered.

Romayne’s weary eyes brightened
In his desolate position,
Father Benwell was the one friend on
whom he could rely. Penrose was
far away ; the Lorings had helped to
keep him deceived ; Major Hynd had
openly pitied and despised him as a
vietim to priesteraft,

¢ Can you go with me at any time?’
he asked. ¢ Have you no duties that
keep you in England #’

¢ My duties, Romayne, are already

confided to other hands.’

¢ Then, you have foreseen this %’

‘1 have foreseen it. Your journey
may be long, or your journey may be
short—you shall not go away alone.’

‘I can think of nothing yet; my
mind is a blank,” Romayne confessed
sadly. ‘I don’t know where I shall go.’
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‘I know where you ought to go—

i
t

and where you wi// go,’ said Father

Benwell, ,emphatically.

¢ Where 1’

‘To Rome.’

Romayne understood the true mean-
ing of that brief reply.
sense of dismay began to rise in his
mind. While he was still tortured

|

A vague |

by doubt, it seemed as if Father Ben- |

well had, by some inscrutable process
of prevision, planned out his future
beforehand. Had the Jesuit foreseen
events ! No—he hLad only foreseen

" he holds.

possibilities, on the day when it first |

occurred to him that Romayne’s mar-
riage was assailable, before the court
of Romayne's conscience, from the Ro-
man Catholic point of view.
far, he had modestly described himself
to his reverend colleagues, as regard-
ing his position towards Romayne in
a new light. His next letter might
boldly explain to them what he had
really meant. The victory was won,
Not a word more passed between his
guest and himself that morning.

Before post-time, on the same day,

Thus

Father Benwell wrote his last report '
to the Secretary of the Society of

Jesus, in these lines :—

* Romayne is free from the domestic
ties that bound him.
Vange Abbey as a legacy to the
Church ; and he acknowledges a voca-
tion for the priesthood. Expect us at
Rome in a fortnight’s time.’

Tue Exp ofF Tie Firrn Book.

After the Story,

Diary.
1. WINTERFIELD DEFENDS HIMSELF,

¢ BEAUPARK Houskg, June 17th, 18—,

¢ OU and I, cousin Beeminster,

seldom meet. But I occasion-
ally hear of you, from friends ac-
quainted with both of us.

He bequeaths
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‘I have Leard of you last at Sir
Philip’s rent-day dinner, a week since.
My name happened to be mentioned
by one of the gentlemen present, a
guest like yourself. You took up the
subject of your own free will, and
spoke of me in these terms :

¢“T am sorry to say it of the exist-
ing head of the family—but Bernard
is really unfit for the position which
He has, to say the least of
it, compromised himself and his rela-
tives on more than one occasion. He
hegan as a young man by marrying a
circus-rider.  He got into some other
scrape, after that, which he has con-
trived to keep a secret from us. We
only know how disgraceful it must
have been by the results—he was a
voluntary exile from England for more
than a year.  And now, to complete
the list, he has mixed himself up in
that miserable and revolting business
of Lewis Romayne and his wife.”

“If any other person had spoken of
me in this manner, I should have set
him down as a mischievous idiot—to
be kicked perhaps, but not to be
noticed in any other way.

¢ With you, the case is different. If
T die without male offspring, the
Beaupark estate goes to vou, as next
heir.

‘1 don't choose to let a man in this
position slander me, and those dear to
me, without promptly contradicting
him. The name I bear is precious to
me, in memory of my father. Your
unanswered report of me coming from

©a member of the family, will be re-

© ceived as truth,

|
)

Rather than let this
be, I reveal to you, without reserve

. o . some of the saddest passages of my
Extracts from Bernard Winterfield's |

life. T have nothing to he ashamed of,
—and, if I have hitherto kept certain
events in the dark, it has been for the
sake of others, not for my own sake.
I know better now. A woman’s repu-
tation—if she is a good woman—is
not easily compromised by telling the
truth. The person of whom Iam think-
ing, when I write this, knows what I
am going to do—and approves of it.
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*You will receive, with these lines,
the most perfectly candid statement
that I can furnish ; being extracts cut
out of my own private Diary. They
are accompanied (where plain neces-
sity seems to call for it) Ly the written
evidences of other persons.

* There has never been much sym-

pathy between us. But you have been
brought up like a gentleman—and,
when you have read my narrative, [
expect that you will do justice to wme,

and to others—even though you think

we acted indiscreetly under trying and
critical circumstances. B.w’

2. — WINTERFIELD MAKES EXTRACTS.

11th April, 1859.—Mrs. Eyrecourt

and her daughter have left Beaupark
to-day for London. Have I really
made any impression on the heart of

the beautiful Stella? Inmy miserable

position—ignorant whether I am free
or not—I have shrunk from formally
acknowledging that I love her.
12th.—Iam becoming superstitious!
In the Obituary of to day’s 7umes, the

marry. After hearing nothing of her
for seven years—1 am free! Surely
this is a good omen ? Shall I follow the
Eyrecourts to London and declare my-

own power of attraction to run the

risk. Better to write first, in strictest

confidence, to Mrs. Eyrecourt.
14th.—An enchanting answer from

haste. They are on the point of leav-
ing for Paris. Stella isrestless and dis-
satistied ; she wants change of scene;
and Mrs. Eyrecourt adds, in so many
words :—¢ It is you who have upset
her ; why did you not speak while we
were at Beaupark ' Tam to hear again
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18th, Paris.—She has accepted me !
Words are uselese to express my hap-

piness.

19th.—A letter from my lawyer, full
of professional subtleties and delays.
1 have no patience to enumerate them.
We move to Belgium to-morrow. Not
on our way back to England—Stella
is so little desirous of leaving the con-

. tinent that we are likely to be married
; abroad. But she is weary of the per-

petual gaiety and glitter of Paris, and
wants to see the old Belgian cities.
Her mother leaves Paris with regret.
The liveliest woman of her age that I
ever met with.

Tth May, Brussels—My blessing on
the old Belgian cities. Mrs. Eyrecourt
is so eager to get away from them that

i she backs me in hurrying the mar-
. riage,and even consents, sorely against

i unpretending way.

the grain, to let the wedding be cele-
brated at Brussels in a private and
She has only
stipulated that Lord and Lady Loring
(old friends) shall be present. They
are to arrive to-morrow, and two days

. afterwards we are to be married.
death is recorded of that unhappy |
woman whom I was mad enough to

* * * % *

(An enclosure is inserted in this
place. It consists of the death-bed con-
fession of Winterfield’s first wife, and

i of the explanatory letter written by
. the rector of Belhaven. The circum-
self 1 T have not confidence enough in

stances related in these documents,
already known to the reader, are left
to speak for themselves, and the Ex-

. tracts from the Diary are then con-

from Paris. Good old Father Newbliss

said all along that she was fond of me,
and wondered, like Mrs. Eyrecourt,
why T failed to declare myself. How
could I tell them of the hideous fetters
which bound me in those days ?

. sidence abroad.’

© tinued.)
my angel’s mother written in great *

* * * T ¥
Bingen on the Rhine, 29th May.—
Letters from Devonshire at last, which
relieve my wretchedness in some small
degree. The frightful misfortune at
Brussels will at least be kept secret,
so far as I am concerned. Beaupark
House is shut up, and the servants are
dismissed, ‘in consequence of my re-
To Father Newbliss

i T have privately written, telling him

that the marriage is broken off ; he
writes back (good old man!) a kind
and comforting letter. It all seems
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safe, so far. Time will, I suppose, help
me to bear my sad lot. And perhaps
a day may come, when Stella and her
friends will know how cruelly they
have wronged me.

London, 18th November, 1860,—The
old wound has been opened again. 1
met her accidentally in a picture gal-
lery. She turned deadly pale, and left
the place. Oh, Stella ! Stella !

London, 12th August, 1861.— Ano-
ther meeting with her. And another,
and worse shock to endure.

I went to visit an agreeable new ac-
(uaintance, Mr. Romayne. His wife
drove up to the house while 1 was
looking out of the window. I recog-
nised Stella ! After two years, she has
made use of the freedom which the law
has given her. I must not complain
of that, or of her treating me like a
stranger, when her husband innocently
introduced us. But, when we were
afterwards left together for a few
minutes—no ! I cannot write down
the merciless words she said to me.
Why am I fool enough to be as fond
of her as ever ?

Beaupark, 16th November.—Stella’s
married life is not likely to be a happy
one, To-day’s newspaper announces
the conversion of her husband to the
Roman Catholic Faith. I can honestly
say I am sorry for her, knowing how
she has suffered, among her own rela-
tives, by these conversions. But I so
hate Aim that this proof of his weak-
ness is a downright consolation to me.

Beaupark, 27th January, 1862, —A
letter from Stella, so startling and de-
plorable that I cannot remain away
from her after reading it. Her hus-
band has deliberately deserted her. He
has gone to Rome to serve his term of
probation for the priesthood. I travel
to London by to-day’s train.

London, 27th January.—Short as it
is, I looked at Stella’s letter again and
again on the journey. The tone of the
closing sentences is still studiously
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cold. After informing me that she is
staying with her mother in London, she
concludes her letter in these terms :

‘Be under no fear that the burden
of my troubles will be laid on your
shoulders. Since the fatal day when
we met at Ten Acres, you have shown
forbearance and compassion towards
me. I don’t stop to inquire if you are
sincere—it rests with you to prove
that. But I have some questions to
ask, which no person but you can an-
swer. For the rest, my friendless posi-
tion will perhaps plead with you not
to misunderstand me.’

Inveterate distrust in every sen-
tence! If any other woman had treat-
ed me in this way, I should have put
her letter into the fire, and should
not have stirred from my comfortable
house.

29¢h Januwary.—A day missed out of
my Diary. The events of yesterday
unnerved me for the time.

Arriving at Derwent’s Hotel on the
evening of the 27th, I sent a line to
Stella by messenger to ask when she
could receive me,

It is strange how the merest trifles
seem to touch women! Her note in
reply contains the first expression of
friendly feelings towards me, which
has escaped her since we parted at
Brussels. And this expression pro-
ceeds from her ungovernable surprise
and gratitude, at my taking the trou-
ble to travel frem Devonshire to Lon-
don on her account !

For the rest, she proposes to call on
me at the hotel the next morning. She
and her mwother, it appeared, differed
in opinions on the subject of Mr. Ro-
mayne’s behaviour to her ; and she
wished to see me, in the first instance,
unrestrained by Mrs. Eyrecourt’s in-
terference.

There was little sleep for me that
night. I passed most of the time in
smoking, and walking up and down
the room. My one relief was afford-
ed by Traveller—he begged so hard
to go with me, I could not resist



THE BLACK ROBE.

him. The dog always sleeps in my
room. His surprise at my extraordin-
ary restlessness (ending in downright
anxiety and alarm) was expressed in
eyes, and in ‘his little whinings and
cries, quite as intelligibly as if he had
put his meaning into words. 'Who first
called a dog a dumb creature ! It must
have been a man, I think-—and a tho-
roughly unlovable man, too, from a
dog’s point of view.

Soon after ten, on the morning of
the 28th, she entered my sitting-
room.

In her personal appearance, I saw a
change for the worse ; produced, I sup-
pose, by the troubles that have tried
her sorely, poor thing. There was a
sad loss of delicacy in her features,
and of purity in her complexion. Even
her dress—1 should certainly not have
noticed it in any other woman—seem-
ed to be loose and slovenly. In the
agitation of the moment, I forgot the
long estrangement between us ; 1 half
lifted my hand to take her’s, and
checked myself. Was I mistaken in
supposing that she yielded to the same
impulse, and resisted it as I did ? She
concealed her embarrassuent, if she
felt any, by patting the dog.

‘I am ashamed that you should
have taken the journey to London in
this wintry weather " she began.

It was impossible, in her situation,
to let her assume this commonplace
tone with me. ‘I sincerely feel for
you,’ I said, ‘and sincerely wish to
help you, if T can.’

She looked at me for the first time.
Did she believe me? or did she still
doubt 7 Before I could decide, she
took a letter from her pocket, opened
it, and handed it to me.

‘Women often exaggerate their
troubles,’ she said. ¢ Itis perhapsan
unfair trial of your patience—but 1
should like you to satisfy yourself that
I have not made the worst of my situ-
ation. That letter will place it before
you in Mr. Romayne’s own words.
Read it, except where the page is
turned down.’

1
|
|
!
|
|
a

485

It was her husband’s letter of fare-
well. : '

The language was scrupulously deli-
cate and considerate. But to my mind
it entirely failed to disguise the fana-
tical cruelty of the man’s resolution,
addressed to his wife. In substance,
it came to this :

‘ He had discovered the marriage at
Brussels, which she had deliberately
concealed from him when he took her
for his wife. She had afterwards per-
sisted in that concealment, under cir-
cumstances which made it impossible
that he could ever trust her again.’
(This no doubt referred to her ill-ad-
vised reception of me as a total stran-
ger, at Ten Acres Lodge.) ‘In the
miserable break-up of his domestic life,
the Church to which he now belonged
offered him, not only her divine conso-
lation, but the honour, above all
earthly distinctions, of serving the
cause of religion in the sacred ranks
of the priesthood. Before his depar-
ture for Rome he bade her a last fare-
well in this world, and forgave her the
injuries that she had inflicted on him.
For her sake he asked leaveto say some
few words more. In the first place,
he desired to do her every justice in a
worldly sense. Ten Acres Lodge was
offered to her as a free gift for her life-
time, with a suflicient income for all
her wants. In the second place, he
was anxious that she should not mis-
interpret his motives. Whatever his
opinion of her conduct might be, he
did not rely on it as affording his only
justification for leaving her. Setting
persoual feeling aside, he felt religious.
scruples (connected with his marriage),
which left him no other alternative
than the separation on which he had
resolved. He would briefly explain
those scruples, and mention his au-
thority for entertaining them, before
he closed his letter.’

There the page was turned down and
the explanation was concealed from
me.
A faint colour stole over her face
as I handed the letter back to her.
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¢ It is needless for you to read the
rest,’ she said. ¢ You know, under his
-own hand, that he has left me; and
{(if such a thing pleads with you in his
favour), you also know that he is libe-
ral in providing for his deserted wife.’

I attempted to speak. She saw in
my face how I despised him, and stop-
ped me.

¢ Whatever you may think of his
-conduct,” she continued, ‘I beg that
you will not speak of it to me. May
I ask your opinion (now you have read
‘his letter) on other matters, in which
my own conduct is concerned? In
former days

She paused, poor soul, in evident
-confusion and distress.

¢ Why speak of those days ?’ I ven-
tured to say.

¢ I must speak of them. In former
days, I think you were told that my

father’s will provided for my mother -

and for me. You know that we have
enough to live on?

I had heard of it, at the time of our
‘betrothal — when the marriage-settle-
ment was in preparation. The mother
and daughter had each a little income
of a few hundreds a year. The exact
amount had escaped my memory.

After answering her to this effect, I
waited to hear more.

She suddenly became silent ; the
most painful embarrassment showed it-
self in her face and manner. ¢ Never
mind the rest,” she said, mastering her
confusion after an interval. 1 have
had some hard trials to bear ; I forget
things’ ——she made an effort to finish
the sentence, and gave it up, and called
to the dog to come to her. The tears
were in her eyes, and that was the way
she took to hide them from me.

In general, T am not quick at read-
ing the minds of others —but I thought
Tunderstood Stella. Now that we were
face to face, the impulse to trust me
had, for the moment, got the better of
ber caution and her pride; she was
half ashamed of it, half inclined to fol-
fow it. I hesitated no longer. The
time for which I had waited, the time
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© to prove, without any indelicacy on my

side, that I had never been unworthy
of her—had surely come at last.

¢ Do you remember my reply to your
letter about Father Benwell?” I asked.

‘Yes—every word of it.’

‘1 promised, if you ever had need
of me, to prove that I had never been
unworthy of your confidence. In your
present situation, I can honourably
keep my promise. Shall I wait till you
are calmer ? or shall I go on at once ?’

“ At once.’

¢ When your motherand your friends
took you from me,’ I resumed, *if you
bad shown any hesitation !

She shuddered.  The image of my
~ unhappy wife, vindictively confronting
us on the church steps, seemed to be
recalled to her memory. ¢ Don’t go
back toit !’ she cried. ¢ Spare me, I
entreat you.’

Lopened the writing-case in which
I'kept the papers sent to me by the
Rector of Belhaven, and placed them
on the table by which she was sitting.
© The more plainly and briefly I spoke

now, the better I thought it might be

for both of us.

‘Singe we parted at Brussels, I
said, ‘my wife has died. Here is u

+ copy of the medical certificate of her

+ death.’

~ Stella refused to look at it. I don't
understand such things,’ she an-
swered, faintly. ¢ What is this?’

She took up my wife's death-bed
confession. * Read it,’ I said.

She looked frightened. ¢ What will

“it tell me 7’ she asked.

¢ It will tell you, Stella, that false
appearances once led you into wrong-
ing an iunocent man.’

Having said this, I walked away to
a window behind her, at the farther
end of the room, so that she might not
see me while she read.

After a time—how much longer it

. seemed to me than it really was!—I
. heard her move. As I turned from
. the window, she ran to me, and fell on
| her knees at my feet. I tried to raise
" her; I entreated her to believe that
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she was forgiven.
hands, and held them over her face—
they were wet with her tears. ‘I am

She seized my °

i

ashamed to look atyou,” shesaid. ‘Oh, :
Bernard, what a wretch I have been ! °

I never was so distressed in my life,
T don’t know what I should have said,
what I should have done, if my dear
old dog had not helped me out of it.
He, too, ran up tome, with the loving
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I dare say I was inexcusably proud
and foolish, too. It was the first time
she had called me by my Christian

nawe since the happy by-gone time,
never to come again. Under what-

. ever influence I acted, I respected and

jealousy of his race, and tried to lick °

my hands, still fast in Stella’s hold.

His paws were on her shoulder; he °

attempted to push himself between us.
I think I successfully assumed a tran-
quillity which I was far from really
feeling. ‘ Come, come,’ I said, ‘you
mustn’t make Traveller jealous. She
let we raise her. Ab, if she could have
kissed me—but that was not to be
done ; she kissed the dog’s head, and
then she spoke to me. I shall not set
down what she said in these pages.
While I live, there is no fear of my
forgetting those words.

Iled her back to her chair. The
letter addressed to me by the Rector
of Belhaven still lay on the table, un-
read. It was of some importance to
Stella’s complete enlightenment, as
containing evidence that the confession
was genuine. But I hesitated, for her
sake, to speak of it just yet.

‘Now you know that you have a
friend to help and advise you » 1
began.

¢ No,’ she interposed; ‘more than a
friend ; say a brother.’

I said it. ‘You had something to
ask of me,’ I resumed, ‘and you never
put the question.’

She understood me.

I meant to tell yon,’ she said, ‘that
T had written a letter of refusal to Mr.
Romayne's lawyers. I have left Ten
Acres, never to return ; and I refuse

to accept a farthing of Mr. Romayne's

money. My mother — though she
knows that we have enough to live on
—tells me that 1 have acted with in-
excusable pride and folly. I wanted to
agk if you blame me, Bernard, as she
does?’

admired her for that refusal—and I
owned it in so many words. This
little encouragement seemed to relieve
her. She was so much calmer that 1
ventured to speak of the rector’s letter.

She wouldn’t hear of it. ¢ Oh, Ber-
nard, have I not learned to trust you
yet? Put away those papers. There

, is only one thing I want to know.

Who gave them to you? The rector !’

‘No.’

¢ How did they reach you then !’

‘Through Father Benwell.’

She started to her feet like a woman
electrified.

‘I knew it!’ she cried. ‘It is the
priest who has wrecked my married
life—and he got his information from
those letters, before he put them into
vour hands”’ She dropped into her
chair again. ‘That was the first and
foremost of the questions I wanted to
put to you,” she said. ‘I am answered.
I ask no more.’

She was surely wrong about Father
Benwell? 1 tried to show her why.

I told her that my reverend friend
had put the letters into my hand, with
the seal which protected them unbro-
ken. She laughed disdainfully. Did
I know him so little as to doubt for a
moment that he could break a seal and
replace it again? This view was en-
tirely new to me ; I was startled but
not convinced. I never desert my
friends—even when they are friends
of no very long standing—and I still
tried to defend Father Benwell. The
only result was to make her alter her
intention of asking me no more ques-
tions. I innocently roused in her a
new curiosity. She was eager to know
how I had first become acquainted
with the priest, and how he had con-
trived to possess himself of informa-
tion which was intended for my read-
ing only.
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There was but one way of answer-
ing her.

It was far from easy to a man like
myself, unaccustomed to state circum-
stances in their proper order—but [
had no other choice but to reply, by

telling the long story of the theft and !
discovery of the rector's papers. So !
| guage, there seemed to be no objection

far as Father Benwell was concerned,
the narrative only confirmed her sus-
picions. For the rest, the circum-
stances which most interested her
were the circumsiances associated with
the French boy.

¢ Anything connected with that poor
crea‘ure,’ she said, ‘has a dreadful in-
terest for me now.’

¢ Did you know him,’ I asked, with
some surprise.

‘I knew him and his mother—you
shall hear how, at another time. Isup-
pose I felt a presentiment that the boy
would have some evil influence over
me. At any rate, when I accidentally
touched him, I trembled as if I had
touched a serpent. You will think me
superstitious—but, after what you
have said, it is certainly true that he
has been the indirect cause of the mis-
fortune that has fallen on me. How
came he to steal the papers ! Did you
ask the rector, when you went to Bel-
haven?’

¢ I asked the rector nothing. But he
thought it his duty to tell me all that
he knew of the theft.’

She drew her chair nearer to me.
‘Let me hear every word of it,’ she
pleaded eagerly.

I felt some reluctance to comply
with the request.

¢Is it not fit for me to hear?’ she
asked.

This forced me to be plain with her.
< If I repeat what the rector told me,’
I said, ‘I must speak of my wife.’

She took my hand. ‘You have
pitied and forgiven her,’ she answered.
¢ Speak of her, Bernard—and don't,
for God’s sake, think that my heart is
harder than yours.’

I kissed the hand that she had given
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to me—even her ‘brother’ might do
that !

¢ It began,’ I said, ‘in the grateful
attachment which the boy felt for my
wife. He refused to leave her bed-
side on the day when she dictated her
confession to the rector. As he was
entirely ignorant of the English lan-

to letting him have his own way. He
became inquisitive as the writing went
on. His questions annoyed the rector
—and, as the easiest way of satisfying
his curiosity, my wife told him that
she was making her will. He knew
just enough, from what he had heard
at various times, to associate making
a will with gifts of money—and the
pretended explanation silenced and
satisfied him.’

‘Did the rector understand it?’
Stella asked.

‘Yes. Like many other English-
men in his position, although he was
not ready at speaking French, he
could read the language, and could
fairly well understand it, when it was
spoken. After my wife’s death, he
kindly placed the boy, for a few days,
under the care of his housekeeper.
Her early life had been passed in the
island of Martinique; and she was
able to communicate with the friend-
less foreigner in his own language.
When he disappeared she was the only
person who could throw any light on
his motive for stealing the papers. On
the day when he entered the house,
she caught him, peeping through the
key hole of the study door. He must
bave seen where the confession was
placed, and the colour of the old-
fashioned blue paper on which it was
written, would help him to identify it.
The next morning, during the rector’s
absence, he brought the manuscript to
the housekeeper and asked her totrans-
late it into French, so that he might
know how much money was left him
in “the will.” She severely reproved
him, made him replace the paper in
the desk from which he had taken it,



CELT AND SAXON. 48y

and threatened to tell the rector if his | afterwards the locked door of the cabi-
misconduct was repeated. He pro- | net in which the papers had been se-
mised amendment—and the good na- | cured was found open—and they and
tured woman believed him. Two days | the boy were both missing together.’

(To be continued.)

CELT AND SAXON.

BY MACHAON.

HALL discord rise to rule the world,
And tumult silence wisdom’s tongue ;
Shall sneers at courtesy be hurled ;
Shall honour’s flag be basely furled,
And justice in the dust be flung ?

Fair play for England ! let the thought
Of sages who uphold the throne —

The embryo law—in quiet wrought,

To due completion forth be brought,
And let it to the world be known.

Let Celt and Saxon calmly wait

For reason’s utterance ere they wage,
'Mid blatant brawls and fierce debate,
A war of faction and of hate,

Staining the land’s historic page.

Bound in one cause and side by side,
On many a field they both have dashed
Forward to stem the battle’s tide :
Both have the charging hosts defied
When sabres for the Empire flashed.

Whose is the Empire ? It is theirs ;
Let them unite in peaceful form ;

He who his country’s glory shares

Must stand by what she nobly dares
In halcyon days, or days of storm.

Let veterans speak whose record pure,
Attested skill, and judgment sound
Fit them to search the wounds and cure
The ills a people may endure ;
Nor be their words in clamour drowned.

Strong is eur faith ; unmoved by fears
We smile at slander’s senseless cry ;

For on the nation’s shield appears

A light, still shining throngh the years,
The growing light of liberty.



490

THE FUTURE OF CANADA.

THE FUTURE OF CANADA.

BY NICHOLAS FLOOD DAVIN.

“T am convinced that the only means of retaining distant colonies with advantage is to
enable them to govern themselves.” -CHas. JAMES Fox.

TWO articles have appeared in the '

Contemporary Review, bearing on
.the future of the Dominion of Canada.
The writers differ widely in their
views,
other —though an Englishman —an
Annexationist. Mr. George Anderson,
M. P., fearing that Canada is about to
slip from British moorings, would in-
augurate a heroic policy to prevent the

loss of the premier colony in the Em- | guing in favour of Annexation as

pire ; while Mr. William Clarke ‘states
briefly the case on behalf of the annex-
ation of Canada to the United States.
The great and wise man who said he
could not bring an indictment against
whole nation would, were he alive to-
day, admire the ease with which an
essayist hands over four millions of
people to a repellent government and
an alien flag,

The abler article, Mr. Clarke’s brief
statement of a stupendous case, has
been referred to by the Globe, by Sir
Alexander Galt, and even in the British
Parliament ; but it has not been an-
swered either on this or that side of
the Atlantic. Any such proposal ought
to be discussed, notvaguely, but closely;
not rhetorically, but with matter-of-
fact logic. The generality monger in
politics is a nuisance, hard to abate,
because he insists on presenting him-

ple, the paste-board masonryand living
rock of stucco being at once concealed

as to its character and illusively beau- = the voice thundering against British

tified by floral decorations. There is

The one is a Federalist; the .

¢ any country cannot continue for ever

something it is not desirable to charac-

- terise about a Review of the standing
- of the Contemporary, telling the read-

ing world what Canadian sentiment is,
without knowing, or apparently hav-
ing the means of knowing, anything

- about the thoughts and aspirations of

the people of the Dominion.
The strength of Mr. Clarke's case
consists in the fact that he is ar-

against Imperial Federation,and on the

- assumption that the status quo cannot

continue for any period worth taking
into account. That the status quo of
b4
would be an idle truism. Take away
this assumption, and look at his argu-
ments, not as directed against a Fede-
rationist, but as in favour of Annex-

~ ation, as the highest good open to

Canadians, and the strength of his
position vanishes, as Lord Beaconstield
would say, into thin air.

The assertion of Mr. Anderson, en-

i dorsed by Mr. Clarke, that the stafus
. quo cannot, so far as Canada is con-

cerned, be maintained for many years

* longer is wholly groundless. We are
. told that there is ‘growing discontent’
" in Canada? Where are the evidences of
« it? When people are discontented they
¢ cry out, as we see in Irveland. The dis-
self in the form of an Eternal Princi- | content finds voice in newspapers and

. on the platform. Where is the agi-

tator of Canadian grievances? Where

connection? Where the organ of the
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party determined to overthrow British
tyranny 1 Twenty years ago the pro-
position that the British North Ame-
rican Colouies could not remain united
to England was frequently heard. To-
day it is heard from no quarter where
the heart beat of the people is felt; and
were such a voice to challenge atten-
tion,it would evoke neither catastrophe
nor echo. We are a huppy people. We
are a contented people. We are a pros-
perous people. We are a loyal people.
If there is anything old fashioned in
being loyal, we are content to be old
fashioned. We have a country whose
extent and riches it would not be easy
to surpass. We have, as Mr. Clarke
will find, if he comes and lives for two
or three years here, a glorious climate.
The winter which terrifies the ignor-
ant, is the most attractive portion of
the year. Then, the atmosphere exhil-
arates like champagne. The snowy
landscape is spanned by a canopy of
sunny, cloudless blue; frozen stream,
ice-bound river, white-flecked forest,
glad cities alive with sleigh-bells—all
bathed in a sea of most pellucid air.
It is a clime in which miasma cannot
live. 'We have the best form of gov-
ernment in the world, at once the
freest, the most Democratic and the
most Conservative. 'We have no uni-
versal suffrage; we have no aristo-
cracy ; we have no agitators, because
we have no grievances; and the Cana-
dian sits under the tree of liberty,
without inhaling the taint of American
corruption, or being disturbed by the
death rattle of fendalism in its last
gasp.

It may seem inconsistent that I
should say we have the most Demo-
cratic Government in the world, when
I boast that we have no universal suf-
frage, as they have in the States.
When claiming to be more Democratic
than the United States, I only follow
the late Mr. Caleb Cushing, who pointed
this out in his otherwise offensive
work on the Alabama Award ; and turn-
ing my eye to the New York World, as
I write, I find the following tribute to

4
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the British—that is the Canadian— °
system of ministerial responsibility :—

‘There are very good reasons for
doubting whether our Presidential sys-
tem, which fastens General Garfield
and “his cabinet” on the country,
during-the next four years, beyond the
reach of any human power outside the
President and the Cabinet, is as good
or as safe as the English plan, which
enables the British voters and the
House of Commons to grasp “the Ca-
binet” any day and expel it from
power. Certainly there is more real
life and continuous interest in public
affairs under the English system than
under our American system, thanks to
which no weight of grievances or ve-
hemence of discussion can within the
four years change a Cabinet or a Pre-
sident.’

One may concede many of Mr.
Clarke’s propositions, without agree-
ing with his conclusion. Why should
Canada, because she owns enormous
territory, with great cities rising to
affluence, and possesses certain ele-
ments of a vigorous nationality, resent
the Colonial status? Her time isnot
come. After all this is a question of
fact. And as a fact, Canada does not
resent being a dependency. Nor is it
true to say that Canada has no nati-
onal life. What does national life con-
sist in? Love of country ? Pride in the
country’s name ? A feeling of oneness
as a people ? Readiness to die for the
idea of Canada ? Al this exists among
us, in far fuller development than
could have been hoped, when a few
years ago, the shaping hand of Sir John
Macdonald first brought the scattered

' Provinces together.

The proposition with which both
writers set out is not subseribed to in
Canada, and must, [ think, from what
I have said, be considered not proved.
Jt is of that nature that it cannot be
established by any mere logical pro-
cess. It must have a basis of fact.
The assumption that there is discon-’
tent is without a shadow of founda-
tion,



492

-

Having assumed that the status quo
cannot continue, of course for any
reasonable time, we are told Canada
may ‘become an independent Repub-
lic ; or she may enter into some future
Britannic Federal Empire; or she may
become absorbed in the United States.’

I agree with Mr. Clarke as to the
impossibility of a Federal British Em-
pire.
brought down from the cloud-land of
generalities, and the utter impractica-
bility of Tmperial Federation is seen.

England, or the temper of the Colonies,
certainly of the people of Canada—
which is the only Colony for which 1
can speak—could believe any Federal
scheme to be within the dowmain of the
practicable  Any scheme which has
been thought out—from ‘the Great
Game’ to Mr. Staveley Hill's High
State Council—would hand vital in-
terests of the Colonies over to an

Assembly in London, containing a |

solid body of members from the United
Kingdom and representatives from all
parts of the world, hardly any three
of these last having an interest in
common. In all such ambitious plans
the Colony is invited to make a bar-
gain with the lion, and is, of course,
expected to give him the lion’s share.
The Pan-Britannic Parliament, ac-
cording to the author of *the Great
Game,” was to consist of six hundred
members, of which three hundred
would be chosen in Great Britain, the
remaining three hundred to be dis-
_ tributed over the Colonies and de-
pendencies. The number of members
Canada was to get could have been
stowed, without nnpleasant crowding,
into the travelling trunk of a New
York belle. For this inestimable
boon she was to surrender into the
hands of the Six hundred control over
willions of fertile acres, out of which
a few continental countries might be
stolen without appreciably impairing
our wealth.

It is incredible that even to an
Assembly so constituted, or to any

The Federalist has only to be |

|
|

i
|
|
|
!
|
i
|
i
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other body, the English Parliament
would surrender its Imperial sov-
ereignty. It is certain that to a par-
liament framed on principles more
generous—shall T say more just?—
to Colonies, the English people would
not give that rule which they claim
for their own birth-right as a conquer-
ing and colonising nation. One has
only to read the way Mr. Anderson
and others speak of ‘our’ Colonies,
and to note how deeply imbedded in

. the minds of Englishmen is the idea
No one who knows the temper of |

that they ought to be able to do very
much what they please with us, to see
that the Federationist in England
and the Federationist in the Colonies
are far as the poles apart. Even the
Westminster Revicw (October, 1880)
could write: ‘At the present mo-
ment the one great stumbling block is
the questionable license enjoyed by Colo-
nies of interfering with the commercial
intercourse of the Empire” Qne of
the essayists at the Colonial Institute
two winters ago said that England
should make an effort to turn the
stream of emigration to British pos-
sessions. ¢ We may then fairly claim,’
he adds, ‘and expect from our own
Colonies, the utter abandonment of
all protective legislation, and the
freest admission of our own products
for the use of our own people.” That
there should be a Colonial standpoint
never enters into the heads of such
thinkers—the reading of whose specu-
lations is about as profitable as chew-
ing sawdust. How could we raise a
revenue if we let England’s goods in
free? Our tariff is a revenue tariff,
constructed with an eye to protection.
Some of us would have preferred a
scheme more protective. A bonus for
every ton of iron wade in Canada for
ten yCars would have brought capital
across the Atlantic, and from the
United States, for investment in the
manufacture of iron and steel; and
the rails for the Pacific Railway would
have been made in Canadian work-
shops. But two years ago neither the
public mind nor that of our statesmen
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was sufficiently advanced for this step.

Some years have elapsed since Mr.
Blake at Aurora talked of Canadians
being without the rights of Britons,
because they have not a voice in the
Council of the Empire, and can say no
word whether there shall be peace or
war. Recently, at a Montreal Banquet
he spoke in the same strain. But he
never gives his plan. In his aspira-
tions in this respect, though & leader of
a party, he stands alone; and some
who know him well, have, with what
correctness I know not, declared that
he has chosen to suggest an impossible
policy with the object of creating a
discontent which does not exist, and
suggesting a course at present most
distasteful-—namely —Independence.

We are now supposed to be reduced
to twoalternatives— (1) Independence,
(2) Annexation.

Independence, we are assured, is
out of the question, for the following
reasons :—

1. Canada could not maintain her
independence.

2. Canadians have not the force and
colossal energy of the United States.

3. Canada is stranded among the
snow and ice of the North-west, ‘sepa-
rated alike from the historic culture of
Europe, and from the heroic aspira-
tions of America.’

4. Canada has no literature, and no
national type, while the United States
have the beginnings of both.

5. There is no room for two peo-
ples on the North American Continent.

I wish it to be distinctly understood
that when I contend that Canada
could, if necessary, stand alone, I am
not advocating Independence.

1. Four millions of men not able to
maintain their independence ! Cana-
da, it seems, did any dispute arise be-
tween her and her powerful Southern
neighbours, must speedily succumb,
and be annexed. Now, to begin with,
in the United States, as Mr. Clarke
admits, there is a large class who have
no desire for Annexation., There is

also alarge Canadian population which,
in case of any warlike dispute, would
hasten across the line, and the moment
the first bullet whizzed over the Nia-
gara river, the South would spring to
arms. Were there no South, does any
man suppose the astute Yankee is such
a fool as to bring another Ireland into
the bosom of the United States? For
let there be no mistake about this. No
man understands the sentiments of
the Canadian people who does not
know that when Annexation is talked
of, it is not arguments we think of, but
fighting. In the war of 1812-13, the
numbers were relatively more against
us than they would be now. Yet with
very little assistance from England, we
drove the invaders from our shores.

2. Canadians, says Mr. Clarke, have
not the force and colossal energy of
the United States. Four millions
could not be expected to do as much
as forty-nine. But relatively we beat
them. They are men of business be-
fore anything else. Yet a compara-
tive statement of the aggregate trade
of Canada and the United States for
the fiscal year ending the 30th June,
1879, shows that the aggregate trade
per capita is $37.42 for Canada,against
$23.40 for the United States. The im-
ports of Canada for that year amount-
ed to $81,964,427 ; exports, $71,491,-
255 ; total, $153,455,682 ; against,
imports of the United States amount-
ing to $445,777,775 ; exports,  $710,-
439,441 ; total, $1,156,217,216; the
estimated population being, Canada,
4,100,000; United States, 49,395,000.
We are the fourth maritime power in
the world ; some assert. the third. The
four millions odd have 884 steamers
and 6,587 sailing vessels, as againsg
519 steamers and 5,915 sailing vessels
held by the forty-nine millions. It is
right to add that the total net tonnage
of the American vessels is 2,411,243,
as against 1,332,094, These figures do
not include steamers and vessels under
100 tons register. They consequently
give no adequate idea of the superiority
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of Canada. A 1elative comparison of
railway and canal building will give
like results.

3. Canada is stranded among the
snows and ice of the North, ‘separated
alike from the historic calture of Eu-
rope and from the heroic aspirations
of America ; sharing none of the pre-
cious traditions of England, and un-
touched Ly the breath of democratic

United States.’

THE FUTURE OF CANADA.

GCur schools and universities will, in
due time, bear their legitimate fruit.
5. As to the statement that there
is not rcom for two peoples on the
North American Continent, we think
the Canadian type just as distinct as
the American—very much better, and
more likely to make a noble nation,
And why are we not to try our hand

i at Nation making? Because, says Mr.
freedom which sweeps through the

We can hardly be .

said to be separated from historic cul- |

ture when our youth are crowding to
universities where a thorough educa-
tion is given and no degrees are sold.
We think we do share the precious
traditions of England. The breath of
democratic freedom must take the
form of political discussion in the
press and on the platform. Judged
by this, our political life is far more
democratic, far more enlightened, far
more instructive to the people, than is
that of the United States. The Cana-
dian people are the most political peo-
ple in the world. Every man is a poli-

tician. The debates in our Parliaments |

are published fully in all the leading
newspapers. When we go on the
stump, both sides are heard, and how-
ever high political passions rise, there
is no violence. We have the caucus,
but as yet only a few of its attendant
evil, No man can live in Canada
without feeling theinvigorating breath
of democratic liberty.

4. Canada has no literature, while
the United States have the beginnings
of a new literature.
the United States the literature is bor-
rowed from Europe, and is European
qualified by the influences of a new
country, where one man is in all re-
spects the equal of another. We have
plenty of literary talent amongst us,
both French and English. What we
need is an audience. But a literature
does not precede, but follows the birth
and growth of a nation. To find fault
with a new country for not having a
literature, is as reasonable as trounc-
ing a boy for not growing a mustache.

In Canada and

Clarke, the genius of the American
Continent is peaceful ! We do not wish
to disturb its repose. The nation from

. which it is as good as admitted the dis-

turbance would come is that to which
Mr. Clarke thinks we should join our
fortunes. Throughout his essay he as-
sumes that the American Republic will
continue—that its future is certain—
notwithstanding what we saw at the
election of President Hayes and the pe-
riodical strainto which the Constitution
is exposed. If he travels in the United
States he will find few intelligent
Americans as sanguine as himself. It
is all very well now while still there
are practically boundless wild lands
to subdue and ample room. How will
it be when brother Jonathan wakes
up one morning and finds that there
are three mouths and only two buns
to stop them with ¢

Even to day there is much of Old
World want. The editor of the New
York Sun wrote during the early days
of Christmas: ‘Hardly a day passes
that we do not receive letters from poor
men who cannot find work, and who
ask the Sun to help them by making
their case known to the public. Nearly
all these letters are written in perfect
good faith, and some of them tell a
pitiful story. For instance, here is one
from a Brooklyn young man, who
writes that he has an invalid wife and
two children ; that he advertised for
work until his money gave out ; that
he has tramped the streets in vain ;
that he has sold or pawned everything
in his room to procure food, and that
he and his family are now face to face
with starvation., Now editors have
sympathies, as other men have, and it
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is not pleasant to say no to a man in
such distress as this. But suppose we
printed his letter. To-morrow we
should receive a dozen letters of the
same sort, equally pitiable and equally
true; and the next day a score, and
the day after very likely a hundred.’
If these things exist in the green tree,
what shall we see in the dry ? Insome
of the cities of the Union, communism
has taken root, and even put forth its
pestilent fruits.

The delegates who were sent over
from England, Scotland, and Ireland,
to report respecting the Dominion of
Canada as a ficld for settlement for
tenant farmers, were highly respecta-
ble men, men of substance, occupying
good positions in their respective
countries. They were unanimous in
their praise of the settled districts of
the Dominion. Their remarks regard-
ing the soil of the North-West glow
with enthusiasm. They learned to
laugh at their previous ignorance res-
pecting the Canadian climate. The
editor of the St. James' Gazette, who
has compared Canada to Siberia, would
change his patriotic opinions were he
to pay usa New Year's visit. If Siberia
has the climate and wealth of Canada,
all T can say is, people might go to a
very much worse place than Siberia.
We have in the North-West a climate
more severe than that of Ontario,
but not less attractive, and the bright
clear air sweeps over two huundred
millions of acres as yet untouched
by the plough, and all of vich fruit-
fulness. Winnipeg has grown in
a few years to be a city of eleven
thousand inhabitants, with schools,
churches, universities. Our extent of
fertile territory is greater than that of
the United States. No word is needed
to emphasize the value of our fisheries.
On both the Atlantic and Pacific coasts
we have immense coal fields, and also
on the Saskatchewan. Gold, silver,
iron, copper, lead are found in great
abundance, as are petroleam and salt.
Our lumber limits supply the United
States, England and France. No
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country in the world has such facili-
ties for communication by water, or a
nobler highway to the sea. Our har-
bours on the Pacific and Atlantic are
unsurpassed. When the Pacific Rail-
way is built—and the Syndicate will
make short work of that—the nearest
route to Asia and Australia will lie
through Canadian territory. Thearea
of the Dominjon extendsover2,598,837
square miles. All Europe is only
3,811,594 square miles; the United
States 2,936,166 square miles. By
1382, the heart of the North-West will
have been tapped. The reading public
is now well informed regarding the
vast extent of fertility of those regions.
When in Winnipeg last autumn, T met
men from all parts of the United
Kingdom, some delegates, others spe-
culators spying out the land ; young
Englishmen farming hundredsof acres,
and already reaping good profits on the
investment of considerable capital ;
scions of the nobility looking out for
opportunities to turn their younger
son’s portions to better account than
they could do loafing at home, or
marching from one garrison town to
another. The interest of the Capita-
lists who have undertaken to complete
the Pacific Railway will cause them
to spare no reasonable means to force
emigration, The troubled state of Ire-
land has already directed the attention
of the British Government to a scheme
of emigration on a large scale, in which
they will co-operate with the Canadian
Government. To France, Italy, Ger-
many, and even Russia, prosperous
immigrants have sent the best adver-
tisements respecting this New Land of
Promise, in the shape of letters to
friends, describing their new homes,
the free government under which they
live, their present success and future
hopes. Tt is certain therefore that, in
a very few years, an immense popula-
tion will have crowded on to the fertile
shores of beautiful lakes in which
herds of wild buffalo drink to-day, and
whose yet secluded waters the Indian’s
canoe claims as all its own. Leaving
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the North-West out of account, in the
-older districts of the Dominion we are
increasing at a rate which, in twenty
years, will give us a population, at the
least, of ten millions. For the purposes
of this paper, twenty years is a short
distance to look a head. The ¢ Ameri-
can Year Book’ (that is to say the Year
book of the United States) of a few
years back calculated that, at our then
ratio of increase, the population of
the Dominion, independently of the
streams of immigration, would in 1961
be 79,957,000.

Thisis the country of growing ener-
gies and boundless hopes, which men
with the same blood as Raleigh and
the New Englanders in their veins are
told they cannot raise a nation on! 1f
the time had come to make Canads a
Republic, there is nothing to prevent
her people accomplishing the task of
nation building. Mr. Clarke says we
have not the assimilating power of the
United States. No colony could have
this power to the same extent as an
independent country. Were Canada
independent to-morrow, we should see
immigrants become Canadians with
greater rapidity than at present. There
are disadvantages as well as advan-
tages in the colonial relation, and one
of the disadvantages is that men’s ideas
and affections continue to revolve
around a distant centre, whose inspir-
ing heart-throb they can hardly feel.

What Mr. Clarke says regarding
the Imperial rule over Canada is quite
true; that rule is almost nominal.

Nevertheless, the bond is very real. =
Nor let any of those who look on all

things from a commercial point of
view despise it.

decreasing with the United States,
and were we independent or annexed
to-morrow,a Zollverein with the United
States would cut off a great portion of
the trade now done with Canada.

The first objection to Annexa-
tion is not, as Mr. Clarke seems to

think, that the Canadians do not love !
their neighbours, but rather that there

English trade with '
the colonies is increasing, while it is |

i
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is no reason for entertaining the idea
of such an union ; that Canada is con-
tent with her present lot, and able and
determined, if necessary, to stand
alone ; that Annexation holds out no
advantage which should make us even
think of that which he regards as
imminent.

But let us see the way he deals with
the objection. And here let it be dis-
tinctly understood that Canadians have
no dislike to Americans, unless they
appear in the garb of Annexationists.
The legitimate resentment against per-
sons who would denationalize us, rob
us of our birth-right as British sub-
jects, for which we care more than we
seem to get credit for, will, we are
told, disappear before our *interests.’
The tariffs do more to keep the two
peoples apart, it seems, than anything
else. When considering a proposal
for Annexation, it is not dislike merely
of the American people which must
be discussed. There is another dislike
far more important—the dislike of
their system of goverment; and this
dislike is much strongerthan the other,
because, as Lord Dufferin humorously
told an American audience, the Cana-
dians are, before all things, a demo-
cratic people.

1. When Mr. Clarke eomestoenforce
his first main argument for Annexa-
tion, he strengthens himself by point-
ing to the weakness of the Federalist
position. ‘If any one would have us
believe that Canada ought to be per-
manently connected with some Euro-
pean country, the onus probandi lies
with him.” This is no mistatement of
the case as against the Federalist or
those—if there are any such—who ad-
vocate the perpetuity of the Colonial
relation. But, instead of the word
¢ permanently * which I have under-
lined, read, ‘for some considerable
time to come,” and the onus probandi
is at once shifted.

I admit that the geography of the
country, could we reduce its size by
about one-fourth, would be on the side
of the Annexationists. Even then I
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would not subscribe to the brutal doc-
trine that, in fixing the destinies of
peoples, we have to think of nothing
but the shape of the fields they shall
till, or the enclosures where they shalil
be penned. But on a continent twice
the size of Europe, there will infalli-
bly be more than even two nations.
No man's imagination glows more
warmly than mine at the thought of

the American Republic growing in |
i There is not the trace of a sentiment

population, and power, and freedom.
But I cannot think—even were its
public men of a better type than they
are—that of all the ships of state ever
iaunched, it alone is destined to wea-
ther every storm. More than once,
the waves seemed about to overwhelm
her.

‘We know what master laid the keel,

‘What workmen wrought her ribs of steel,

‘Who made each mast, and sail, and rope,

‘What anvils rang, what hammers beat,

In what a fire, and what a heat,

‘Was forged the anchor of her hope.
But where are the Washingtons, and
Hamiltons, and Madisons, and Jays,
to-day ? Their representatives to-day
are ‘ bosses,” workers of the ¢ machine,’
assassins of the popular will, waiters on
the providence of the primaries. When
the outlying waste lands shall have
been settled, when there shall be no
more outlets in the West for restless
spirits, when, instead of 49,000,000,
there shall be 100,000,000, or 150,000,-
000 of population, what then? And
with the immense distances? Mr.
Clarke admits that here there is a
difficulty ; but no ditficulty can make
him falter in, the belief that the not
ignoble aspiration to see this conti-
nent under one government, and mov-
ing forward in all the arts of peace, is
something on which practical people
should act in taking the most serious
of all steps. Already there are signs
that the interests of the people in the
centre of the Republic are clashing
with the interests of those on the sea-
board, and, in fact, if geography points
to anything, it is to three or four Re-
publics instead of one.

9. The statement that our absorp-
tion into the Union would be easy, is
made with reference to the ditficulty
of working a Federal constitution, with
the Atlantic Ocean sweeping between
the members of the Confederacy. So
made it is unanswerable. But if made
in regard to the situation,as it actually
is, then the answer is that nothing
would be more difficult. Annexation
could only be brought about by force.

in ite favour. The strongest senti-
ment at present is for holding on to
British connexion. Until we can
stand alone, and perhaps afterwards,
we mean to hold on to that. The idea
that it retards our development is no
longer true. Mr. Clarke points to the
slow manner in which immigration
has poured into the country. Since we
have had control of our destiny, this
reproach has been wiped away, and,
as already indicated, all the probabili-
ties point to a tide of immigration
reaching a water mark hitherto un-
touched.

3. Whether ourentryinto the Union
would or would not restrict the possi
ble area of war is hardly a matter
which ought to decide our destinies,
Wedo not all belong to the Society of
Friends. If the bison were to lie down
for a pack of wolves to devour him, he
would restrict the possible area of war;
but he might be excused did he pre-
fer to take another course. ‘The grand
aspiration of an American Continent,
sacred to peace and concord,’ presided
over by the men who have dealt out a
policy of perfidious war to the poor
Indian! Why should not two peace-
ful republics, or a republic and a Bri-
tish colony make this continent sacred
to peace and concord ¥ The only an-
swer is to be found in the ignoble and
unjust greed of a people who always
want the best of every bargain. They
sometimes get the best of it because
they know how to play a game of
‘bluff.” The Americans would not even

| fight Canada single-handed, once they
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knew what the ‘fencing stuff’ would
cost.

4. It would be hard, I fear, for Mr.
Clarke to understand the scorn with
which we in Canada receive an assur-
ance that union with the Republic
would enlarge our’ conceptions and in-
crease our dignity. What is there in
the Republic to enlarge our concep-
tions?  Dignity of Canada! Why
Canada would disappear. Mr. Clarke
himself tells us that absorption would
be so easy, because each province
would become a State of the Union.

5. There can be no doubt that An-
nexation would introduce a very desir-
able element into the Republic; but
how would our Annexation sweeten the
feelings of the American Republic to
England? Here let me note that Mr.
Clarke sets out by saying our future
was to be decided, not in the inter-
ests of England, but in the interests
of Canada. Therefore this sweeten-
ing process must be put on one side.
Whether it took place would depend
on the causes leading to Annexation
(assuming the possibility of Annexa-
tion for the moment). If we went in
voluntarily, we should take our Eng-
lish sympathies with us ; how long we
should keep them is another matter.
Forced in we could not be; certainly

SPRING.

not unless abandoned by England, and
in that case we should be her bitterest
enemies. England’s real interests are
to keep up the present connexion or
aid her strong child until he can put
on the toga. She may again have to
face a world in arms, and in that
event unless a most imprudent po-
licy is dealt out to Canada, young
Canadians in thousands would be ready
to traverse every sea to spill their lives
for her safety and honour.

‘ We’ should lose nothing, says Mr.
Clarke. It has been shown that Eng-
land would lose. But that is not the
question, as Mr. Clatke admits. The
question is what are the real interests
of Canada. In considering these, the
sentiments of Canadians surely can-
not be ignored. Those sentiments are
not fed by mere considerations of profit
and loss. Canada lives for us as Eng-
land for Englishmen, as France for
Frenchmen, as the Fatherland for Ger-
mans,

‘ On no nymph’s marble forehead sits
Prpudlier a glad virginity’,

and unless the stars in their courses
fight against us ; unless the immortals
bave decreed it otherwise ; we mean
one day to place her among the fore-
most nations of the earth.

SPRING.

By M. J. KELLY, M.A., M.D., BRANTFORD.

TROPIC born, in emerald vesture clad,
Fair daughter of the far off sunny isles |
Our mother, Nature, welcomes thee with smiles,
And even the gay blue heavens themselves look glad.
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At thy approach hoar winter flies apace,
And with a sigh resigns his chilling sway,
Speeding to polar haunts his cheerless way,
Fearing thy elfin pranks and sunny face.

g The embattled forest, erewhile shorn and bare,
| Now gay with banners flouts the hostile breeze,
s And 'mid the leafy coverts melodies
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Of myriad songsters thrill the ravished air.

The streams that now rejoicing to be free,
Late mute, enchained, in icy fetters bound,
Stern winter’s captives, with exulting sound,

Their shackles reft, leap laughing to the sea.

Along the verdant meads the lambkins play,
Skipping from mound to mound in sportive glee,
Full-uddered kine explore the upland lea,

The flow’rets sweet and tender grass, their prey.

O birth of nature, sweetest season, hail !

From thee this useful lesson let us draw,

(A time-worn maxim taught of Nature'’s law,)
Youth is the time for action, Age is frail.

A GHOST STORY.

BY AGNES E. WETHERALD, FENWICR.

T was raining : raining fast, rain-
ing continuously, raining dismally.
Wegazed out upén the incessant down-
pour from the windows of the pleasant
parlour at Edgewood until our hearts
were chilled and our ardour dampened
by the dispiriting spectacle. We had
spent most of the afternoon in making
a vain pretence of toiling at our fancy-
work, while one of our number read
aloud from a book, which looked as
though it might be vivacious, because
there were an unusual numbeér of para-
graphs to the page ; but we soon dis-
covered that stupidity cut off into

paragraphic doses is quite as indigesti-
ble as when taken in any other form.
Our spirits rose a little when Fred.
Carlingsford strolled into the room,
because there was in him that vital
spark of cheerfulness which nothing—
not even the small deluge which was
being poured out upon us—could
quench. But we were disappointed in
him. He sauntered to the window,
remarked, ¢ There seems to be a good
deal of weather to-day,’ and was about.
to depart, when Lena Sterling detained
him a moment by exclaiming :
‘Listen! Wasn’t that thunder ?’
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‘¢ Very likely,’ assented Fred.
a thundering wet day.’ And then he
took his leave.

So it was with no slight sense of re-
lief that we saw the darkness of the
afternoon merge into the still deeper
darkness of night. ¢No doubt, we
said, ‘some days must be dark and
sad and dreary;’ but it is almost
worth while living through them for
the sake of the brilliant contrast that
evening brings. With a bright fire to
dissipate the chill, and plenty of lights
to enliven the gluom, the sound of the
storm without is an added source of
comfort.

We were a pleasant party of guests
spending a few days within the hospit-
able walls of Mr. Carlingsford’s home.
These little gatherings were of no in-
frequent occurrence at Edgewood, for

‘Its

our host had apparently taken for his '

motto, ‘ It is not good for fumilies to
be alone;’ and, in consequence, he

was almost continuously surrounded .

by groups of merry young people, who
—and I can say nothing higher in his
praise—liked him as well as they did
his beautiful home. But our powers
of enjoyment had been severely tested
by the rainy weather. On the even-
ing of which I write, in spite of the
lamps and the fire, yawns became, con-
tagious, in-door games lost their attrac-
tion, and conversation went into a de-
cline.

‘This will never do!’ exclaimed
Fred,, at last, shutting his book with
a resolute bang, which made us all
look up.

‘Never do what!’ inquired his

younger brother, who was a sharp

little fellow, and liked to ask ques-
tions.

‘Never do us any good,” replied
Fred. tersely. « We are suffering for a
change—wkat the doctors call an al-
terative. Won’t some good Christian
among us perform an act of charity by
telling us a story ¢’

listened to a narration of this kind

A GHOST STORY.

which contained a sham ghosi, and
which in consequence had produced
rather an enlivening effect.

‘Dora,” said Kate Carlingsford,
¢ what was that you once told us about
a ghost you professed to see here?’

‘Here !’ exclaimed we all, startled
into sudden interest.

¢ Oh, no,” returned Kate, carelessly,
‘not exactly in this very apartment.
It was up-stairs, wasn’t it, Dora, in the
south room ¥’

‘Yes,” returned Dora; ‘but I can't
bear to think of it.’

‘I can understand that,’ said Kate,
with sympathetic gravity. ¢ I remem-
ber how oddly I felt when you told
me that this house, where I have al-
ways lived, was haunted, and what a
strange sensation I experiénced for
weeks afterward, whenever I thought
of that room.’

Kate was a tall, lively girl, with a
limber, indolent figure and a small
head. Dora Stanley, on the contrary,
was under the medium height, and so
formed that had she been a man she
would have been called thick-set. She
was prosaic rather than fanciful, and
had a sweet sunny temper. The two
girls had known each other from child-
hood, and, being entirely different,
were naturally very intimate friends.

‘Do tell us all about it, Dora,’” en-
treated Kate. ‘Nobody sleeps in the
south room, so no one need feel very
much roused.’

¢And we are all in danger of sleep-
ing in this room,’ added Fred., ¢ unless
we are a little roused.’

I think that even wufter this appeal
Dora would have declined to divulge

. her ghostly experience were it not

that a willingness, or rather desire
to oblige, was one of the strong traits
of her character. Self-denial was one

. of her pleasures, but it required a great

etfort to deny others.
¢I don’t think my story will afford

' you any entertainment,” said Dora,
‘Yes; a real lively ghost story,” :
cried little Will,, who had recently

¢ because, from first to last,itis nothing
but a frightful mystery. Ihave often

. tried to persuade myself that it was
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only a ghastly dream or a diseased

fancy ; but I have never in my life

been troubled by dreams or delusions. !

Strive against it as I may, I was sure
then, and I am sure now, that the
creature, the apparition, the horror 1
saw was something, and though it does
not haunt me still, I never think of it
without a shudder.

¢ It is four years ago this summer,

isn’t it, Kate, that I accepted your in- |

vitation to spend a few weeks with
you here at Edgewood ?

I believe I | she laughed him to scorn.’

ner, a great love for society, and a
genius for shining therein. Every one
thought her a captivating young crea-
ture, and one person was sure of it.
This was a hot-headed, red-haired
youth ’

* That's tautology,’ exclaimed Fred.

¢ Who at once fell so deeply in love
that he found it next to impossible to
rise out of that pitiable condition. He
proposed, she refused him ; he entreat-

. ed, she snubbed him ; he supplicated,

never discovered till then how large a .

capacity I had for enjoyment.

Given

a charming house, perfect weather, a
great plenty of books, and a friend !

after one’s own heart, and the very
genius of melancholy herself would be

forced to sigh no more, unless she gave

a sigh of satisfaction. We rowed on
the river until our cheeks burned, and

. read under the trees until our eyes

ached, and then we began to take long
tramps over the country, visiting places
of interest. But the places were not
many, and our interest was not strong;
so it befell that we brought our atten-
tion to bear upon objects of curiosity
nearer home.
and I spent most delightfully in the
garret, and the next day we visited
the unoccupied rooms in the wing.
The south room I found peculiarly fas-
cinating ; because in it there hung a
large picture with its face to the wall.
We turned it with some difticulty, and
there was a worn, faded old painting
of a young girl, so closely resembling
the one beside me that 1 could not re-
press an involuntary exclamation. It
was dressed in old-fashioned garb, but
had Kate's features, and her dark hair
and eyes. You explain to us about the
picture, Katy ¥’

¢ The history of that®picture,” said
Miss Carlingsford, ‘would make a
long story by itself. But there is no
ghost in it, so I will condense it into &
few words. My great aunt, the origi-
nal of that picture, was, fortunately
for herself, unlike me in some respects
—that is, in having a charming man-

. with a touch of indignation.

- over his slumbers.
One afternoon Kate

‘In all of which ways,’ remarked
Fred., ¢ the elder Kate was very unlike
the younger one.’

¢That she was!’ cried his sister,
¢I hope
to enjoy the sensation of refusing a
decently eligible offer some day, but
T'll not treat the poor fellow badly. I
think the honest affection of a dog
ought to be respected. But to con-
tinue. The despised young man came
here to take counsel and comfort of
grandmother. She, thoughtless soul,
gave him the south room to sleep in,
with Aunt Kate’scarelesseyes to watch
The sight of them
so angered him that he uttered a hor-
rible oath and turned the painting
round with its face to the wall. In
the same hour that this was done Aunt
Kate died. She had met with a severe
accident some weeks previous, from
the effects of which she was not ex-
pected to recover ; but grandmother,
out of a superstitious regard for the
strange coincidence, kept the picture
in that position until the day that
Dora and I inquisitively changed it.’

¢And we did not turn it back again
before we left the room, said Miss
Stanley. ‘I was younger then than
I am now,’ and she turned her sweet
nineteen-year old face upon us, ‘and
the story impressed me deeply. A gay
and careless coquette, who takes a
cruel pleasure in breaking the heart of
her ardent young lover, and dies in
the hour that he curses her for it, is a
subject that wakens into life even so
dull an imagination as my own. I
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thought of her continually. Neither
books, nor work, nor useful play could
find place in my heart at that time ;
for it dwelt always in that historic
south room. At last, to break the
strange spell that the place exerted
over me, | suggested that I shonld sleep
there ; for one night only, as the play-
bills say. No one had occupied the
room since the night on which that poor
young fellow writhed under the cold
eyes of his heartless lady-love, and my
desire to do so was prompted in part
by a keen sense of the romance of the
situation. What will not one: venture
for the sake of a new and vivid sensa-
tion, especially when one is young and
impressible. By the aid of a bright
fire and abundant ventilation, the
south room was given an appearance
of very prosaic cheer. Nevertheless,
I had a restless sense that something
unusual was goitg to happen when
Kate, after kissing me good-night, and
making some mischievous allusion to
the possible, though hardly expected,
ghost, left mein the romance-haunted
solitude. I was very tired, and soon,
to my own chagrin, began to feel
equally sleepy. Presently I yielded to
a slumber profound and dreamless as
death itself. A little after midnight I
awoke as suddenly and completely as
though a strong-voiced bell had been
sharply clanged at my ear. But there
was no sound. The wan ray of moon-
light on the floor, the old-fashioned
curtains about the bed, and the sweet
face on the wall, looking dimly regret-
ful now amid the weird shadows, all
seemed to intensify the stillness. Up-
on the smooth surface of this profound
quietude there arose a single ripple.
This was a sigh—an actual, human,
long-drawn breath—coming from hea-
ven only knows where. It was a
sigh full of sorrow, of heaviness, of
remorse, almost of despair. I be-
came conscious of a disturbance at
my heart, and of a straining sen-
sation in my ears and eyes. Then,
from the dense gloom at the foot
of the bed, a figure—a thin, sha-
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dowy, impalpable something — took
shape, and moved with a slow floating
motion across the room to the picture.
There was nothing white about the
apparition—it was draped in filmy
black, as though it were the fearful-
ness of darkness embodied. A strong
curiosity for the moment triumphed
over other motions, and I leaned for-

- ward. The figure turned toward me,

and I saw with horror, except for its
ghostly pallor, that the face was identi-
cal with the one on the wall. It seemed
an eternity to me before I could gather
strength to force my trembling hands
under the bed-clothes, and draw them
over my face. My heart sounded to me
like a drum. When I dared to look
out again, everything looked as it was
when'I went to sleep, except that the
picture was turned again with the face
to the wall. My hair was not white
the next morning, and I believe I did .
not look perceptibly older, but that
night’s experience made a lastingsim-
pression on my mind.’

¢ Why, you didn’t seem to think
much of it the next day,” said Kate.

I did not say much about it," re-
plied Dora. ‘One doesn’t care to talk
about such things.’

Of course we were too well man-
nered to speak lightly of Miss Stan-
ley’s ghost by recital, and equally, of
course, we were neither depressed nor
excited by it. Nevertheless, it was
strange to observe the distrustful
glances we threw at the door, which
suddenly appeared to open of itself,

- but which, in reality, was pushed by

the approaching house cat.

‘I am afraid,’ said Miss Stanley,
from the vortex of silence into which
we had all fallen, ¢ that I have suc-
ceeded in making you rather uncom-
fortable.’ ¢

‘Not a bit,’ cried little Will,, stout-
ly, but the rest of us said nothing.

‘It would be odd,’ remarked Fred.,
with an attempt at his old lightsome-
ness, ‘ if we were not under a clond—
it's been such an unusually cloudy
day.’
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¢ No,’ said his sister, rolling her eyes
and clasping her hands with a tragic
air, ‘it is the terrible phantom of the
south room that is casting its black
shadow over our affrighted hearts.’

¢For pity’s sake,’ began Fred., seiz-
ing her arm preparatory to a shake,
but Kate interrupted him with :—

¢ Let me clear away the mystery. 1
have a penitent and most remorseful
confession to make. You belold in
me the guilty wretch, the hardened

503
laid forcible hands upon her friend.

¢ Kate,” she said, ‘do you know
what I think of you?’ )

“Yes,” promptly exclaimed the auda-
cious Kate, emboldened by the gleam
of a smile upon the lips of her ques-
tioner, you think everything of me !’

‘ Well, I can’t help it,’ said Dora
with a sigh. ‘I wish I could.” And

. this remark was the most ungracious

culprit, the restless ghost that-—Oh .

my injuved friend,’ suddenly breaking
off and looking with eyes of mock
supplication at Dora, ‘say you forgive
me!’

Dora did not say anything for a few
moments, during which we showered a
chorus of reproachful ¢Oh’s,’and ¢ How
could you’s,’ upon our youthful hostess.
Then she advanced, and with a kind
of bewildered solemnity of manner,

we ever heard from her lips.

But in the lapse of time, that is in
the course of the next five minutes,
she retracted this hastily-made wish.
Fred.,however, persisted in considering
her very deeply wronged. He paid her
a great deal of attention during the
remainder of her visit, and the latest
news we have of her is, that she has,
at Fred’s urgent request, acknow-
ledged that Kate is not the only mem-
ber of the Carlingsford family of whom
she thinks everything.

A PRESAGE.

BY FIDELIS.

ONLY a winter day,—but the sun lies warm on the snow,

And the air is touched with a softness from the summers of long ago,
And the golden light shows misty through the bare and leafless trees,
And a dream of summer comes wafted from the far-off southern seas.

Only a winter day,—but the cattle, as they go

Drowsily through the sunshine, the hidden presage know .
That breathes, like a waft of perfume through the soft and balmy air,
And whispers that Spring is coming and tells us she is fair !

Even so, through Life’s long winter, there falleth many a ray
Strayed from th’ eternal summer, to glorify the day,

And we were duller than the cattle if we could not recognise
The presence of light that liveth beyond our earthly skies.
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OPHELIA AND PORTIA.

OPHELIA AND PORTIA : THE SHAKESPEAREAN AND
THE FANCIFUL

BY D. FOWLER, ]‘;:\IERALD, ONT.

¢ ONE who has personated them,’ a

lady, formerly known as Helen
Faucit, but now signing herself Helena
F. Martin, is at present in process of
giving to the world her impressions
of some of ¢ Shakespeare’s Female Cha-
racters.’” She began with Ophelia, and
she has proceeded with Portia. Her
object, as might have been expected, is
to elevate these characters as much as
possible. This, of course, is agreeable
to women, as complimentary to their
sex. Men have sometimes followed
the same course in a spirit of gallantry,
But there has perhaps been no subject
on which there has been more cant,
more following of the bell-wether. 1f
it has been possible to raise [sabella
and Mariana, than whose conduct
nothing could be more degrading or re-
pugnant to gentlewomen, into models,
we need wonder at nothing. Though
happily they stand alone in their own
way. And, curiously enough, we conld
hardly desire stronger proof than this
very attempt on the part of Lady Mar-
tin. She so far admits that she finds
the characters of Ophelia and Portia
unsatisfactory and incomplete, as
Shakespeare left them, that she is
driven to the device of filling out her
ideal by ‘dreams,’ of her own, of what
may have taken place both before and
(in the case of Portia) after their ap-
pearance on the stage. To such a length
does she carry this, that she attributes
to Portia, after Shakespeare has done
with her, ‘a holier and far more dif-
ficult task,” than another imaginary
good action which she ascribes to her,
and certainly far ¢holier’ than any-

thing that the real Portia does, for to
speak of any action or conduct of her’s
as ‘ holy,” would be an absurd exagge-
ration, and it is this kind of exagge-
ration, into which Lady Martin has
permitted herself to fall, which has
been so frequent.

Lady Martin confesses that her
Ophelia is very unlike what she hears
and reads about her ; that she is often

. spoken of as a ‘ weak creature, want-

- ingin truthfulness, in purpose, in force

of character, and only interesting
when she loses the little wits she has.’
¢ Who can wonder,” she adds, ‘that a
character, so delicately outlined and
shaded in with strokes so fine, should
often be gravely misunderstood ¥’ Pity
that these fine and delicate strokes
and shades are not pointed out to us,
so that they may be perceptible to or-
dinary comprehension |

Lady Martin bemoans the fact, that,
in Shakespeare’s time, ‘boys and beard-
less youths were the only representa-
tives of his women on the stage.” Now,
she says, they are ¢living realities for
thousands to whom they would else
have been unknown. Think of a boy
as Juliet! as ‘“heavenly Rosalind !’
&e., &e., “and so on, through all the
wondrous gallery |’ (I am glad to find
that Isabella is not included). ¢ How
could any youth, however gifted and
specially trained, even faintly suggest
these fair and noble women to an audi-
ence ! Woman’s words coming from &
man’s lips, a man’s heart—it seems
monstrous to think of ! One quite
pities Shakespeare, who bad to put up
with seeing his brightest creations
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thus marred, misrepresented, spoiled.” | folk. That, when her brother, Laertes,

This is not a little amusing when we
call to mind the slight fact that these
very ‘ woman’s words’ did come from
a man's heart,’ that these ¢ fair and
noble women,’ these ¢ bright creations’
were the productions of ‘a man’s’ ge-
nius. This ¢ wondrous gallery’ was ‘a
man’s’ work. And it certainly is not
unreasonable to suppose that what a
man can create a man can interpret.
Nay, we may go further. We may say
that, if this great diversity really exists
between the appreciation of the femi-
nine nature by menand that by women,

the creation of female character pro- :

ceeding from a masculine genius and

and better represented by the genius of
men, because more in sympathy with
it, than by that of women. There could
not be a more frank admission than
that of our present authority, that
Shakespeare has penetrated and given
to the world the nature and charac-
teristics of women in a transcendent
form. Then why not other men in their
degree ! Even 1n a degree higher than
Shakespeare’s. It could be shown that
it has been done. Nay, it has been
shown. Of course it will be said that
women must, in the very nature of
things, be more competent than men
to represent female character. It might
certainly with equal justice be said,
that women must be able to draw
female character better than men. But
whose was the ¢ wondrous gallery?’ A
man’s or a woman's? There isanother
remark to be made. Several of Shakes-
peare’s female characters assume the
disguise of men. (‘ Breeches parts’
they used to be called before the pre-
sent decorous tunic fell to the knees).
It does not seem to occur to actresses
that their assumption of a man’s part
must necessarily be a failure. A man’s
words coming from a woman’s lips, a
woman’s heart ! ‘It seems monstrous
to think of I’

Lady Martin ‘dreams’ that the
motherless baby, Ophelia, was left to
the unsympathetic tending of country

went to take his pleasure in France,
he was fond of his ‘little sister’ in a
patronising sort of a way. That, when
introduced to us, she was ¢in her early
teens,’” an inexperienced, not to say
raw, country girl, having been a few
months only at Court. Now, part of
this is clearly contrary to the play, and
all the rest is mere dreaming, for which
the piece affords no warrant whatever.
What Shakespeare tells, and what we
know, is that, when first introduced to
us, at the time of her brother’s first
departure, she is not in her ¢early
teens,” but a grown-up young lady,

. deep in a love affair with Hamlet. In
invention may be better understood

this she is not different from thousands
of other young ladies, all the world
over. But her case is so far peculiar,
that she has fixed her affections too
high, out of her own sphere. As her
character, so much as there is of it,
becomes developed, we find her to be
gentle, sensitive, submissive. Her
qualities are altogether negative. It

! is a part, not of action, but of suffer-

! be complete.

ing. She has hardly any appreciable
influence on the progress of the play.
Remove her, and the drama would still
She serves to bring out
Hamlet’s character, but that is ail. In
this she differs from Desdemona, ano-
ther pitiable part of little more than
suffering, and even worse suffering.
But round Desdemona the whole
action of the play revolves. Take
her away, and ¢ Othello ’ has no longer
any existence, its raison détre is
gone. Our interest in the part of
Ophelia consists in its pathos. Ana
this is intense. It could be carried
no further. She is shamefully treat-
ed by her lover; her father is mur-
dered by him ; she loses her reason.
We see her come upon the stage a
piteous wreck. She is fantastically
dressed, with straws stuck in her hair,
and shreds and fragments of flowers
and herbs in. her hands. Her eyes
wander with a grievous lack of intel-
ligence. She is mad, very mad. She
says and sings some pathetic snatches
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of speech and song. These show
how completely her mind has been
thrown off its balance. She knows
nobody. One’s heart bleeds for her.
Truly her cup is full. To this no touch
of art can be added. Not so.
drowned, and her corpse in her coftin
is brought into the grave-yard.

She is

You

see it, and you hear the bell toll for

her burial.  All is over.
her happiness, her reason, and her

Her love,

life have been wrecked, and have all :

gone down together. It is sad of the
saddest, but it is not character, it is
not action.

It is a prevailing cause of complaint
with lady-critics—Lady Martin among
them—that Ophelia is a bruised reed
from the very outset, that her own
brother cannot take leave of her with-
out lecturing her cruelly and coarsely.
But this is not Shakespeare. Laertes
sees plainly that she is in a very peri-
lous position, and he gives her a warn-
ing most amply justified by the event.
Read rightly, never was more kindly
wisdom wrapped up in so many lines.
It exactly befits the occasion. He
speaks plainly, it is true. Perhaps
somewhat broadly. It was according
to the taste and manners of the age.

That was the style of talk which was

used to and by women in those days.
Those who do not object to the con-
versation which goes on in Portia's
presence, and in which it can hardly
be said she takes no part, need not be
squeamish about Laertes’ advice to
his sister. It is straining at a gnat
and swallowing a camel. We are not
to judge of it by our standards of to-
day. Shakespeare shows us that
Ophelia takes it all in perfectly good
part. So far from showing any dis-
pleasure, she makes her brother a
sprightly answer, just as any other
sister might have done. She tells him
that she will keep his good lesson in

OPHELIA AND PORTIA.

of dalliance.” Surely this is not the
language of a young girl stricken down
by cruelty and coarseness. We should
then have had her represented as
scarcely able to utter a word, her voice
inarticulate with sobs, and bursting
into tears. No doubt what her bro-
ther says may have a chilling effect
upon her love, but, like a sensible girl,
she is conscious of its truth. She says :

¢ I shall the effects of this good lesson keep,
As watchmen to my heart.’

Laertes has said to her—
¢ Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister,’
and, as a last leave-taking, he says—

* Farewell, Ophelia, and remember well
What T have said to you,’

to which she replies—

. ¢'Tis in my memory locked,
And you yourseif shall keep the key of it.’

I have gone the more fully into this
that it might be seen how much Lady
Martin, and those who follow the same
course of criticism are mistaken. No
doubt her father speaks to Ophelia
more harshly than her brother, on the
same subject, but with equal good rea-
son. To him she only replies, ¢ I shall
obey, my lord.’

Here it is that Polonius first ex
hibits that strange absurdity in his
way of speaking which he afterwards
carries to such lengths that it is often
taken as the cue to his character. But
it is not so. He s, in fact, a wise and

. honourable gentleman, though he may
i choose only too frequently to assume
_ a different part. This is amply proved

her heart ; and then she rallies him

on his own conduct. She tells him not
to preach one thing and practise ano-
ther. She talks of ¢ pufied and reck-
less libertines,’ and of ¢ primrose paths

by his advice to his son on his depar-
ture to the gay capital of France. It
would, I think, be impossible to im-
prove a single precept or one word of
it.  On another occasion, when he is,
in a rather Machiavellian fashion, set-
ting a spy upon his son, he finds him-
self going too far, and pulls himself
up suddenly. He says—
¢ And there put on him
What forgeries you please; marry none so
rank
As may dishonour him ; take heed of that.’
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Then, again, when the King and he
are setting Ophelia on to waylay Ham-
let, and he has said, ¢ Ophelia walk you
here, read on this book,’” he adds,

¢ We are oft to blame in this, .
"Tis too much proved that with devotion’s
visage, .
And pious action, we do sugar o'er
The devil himself.’

And this he must say with fervour,
for he extorts from the guilty King
the following confession : —

‘ Oh, 'tis too true ! how smart '
A lash that speech doth give my conecience !
The harlot's cheek, beautied with plastering

art, 3
Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it,
Than is my deed to my most painted word,
O, heavy burden !’ [Aside.

These instances are not a little curi-
ous, and, altogether, Polonius is an
extremely inconsistent character. It
is equally difficult to determine whe-
ther Shakespeare invented such a cha-
racter, or whether, on the other hand,
it is a portrait drawn from a real per-
son,

About the snatches of song that
Ophelia sings in the mad-scene it is
perhaps as well to be silent. It would
be easy to say unpalatable things. It
18 a pity that they should be there.
But Shakespeare thought only of his
art, and it is a fine stroke of art. It
shows how very mad she is, and how
completely she has lost command of
herself. Lady Martin accounts for it in
her own way. She says it was ‘scarcely

to be expected from a young and cul- ‘

tured gentlewoman’s lips.” I should
think not. But, as it forms part of
her ¢dream,” we need hardly concern
ourselves with it. If we are to take
to dreaming we shall have as many
Ophelias a8 dreamers, and the num-
ber would become burdensome on our
hands. For most of us one Shakes-
peare and one Ophelia is enough, Let
us just see what her part in the play
amounts to. In Act L, she appears
In one scenc. She is cautioned by
her brother and her father, in their
respective ways, aboui the perils of
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her love affair with Hamlet, and she
replies to both with such difference as
is natural between them. In Act I,
she appears once. She describes to

. her father how Hamlet comes to her

i
|

apartment and takes a silent, and
what he intended should be a last,
farewell. The description has very
great power and beauty. You see
what terrible pangs it cost him, and,
no doubt, her Loo. Beyond that, she
tells her father that she has obeyed
his commands. That is all. But we
may take occasion to admire a very
candid and very wise speech of Polo-
nius, in reply to what he hears from
her.

‘T am sorry that with better heed and judg-
ment

T had r}lot quested him ; I feared he did but
trifle,

And meant to wreck thee; but beshrew my
jealousy !

It seems it is as proper to our age

"T'o cast beyond ourselves in our opinions,
As it is common for the younger sort

To lack discretion.’

In Act IIL she appears twice. On
both occasions she is merely the butt
of Hamlet's cruelty and insolence. I
doubt whether words less harsh would
meet the occasion. But she sees that
he is deranged, and is no longer ac-
countable for what he says and does.
She tells us so herself in a most pathe-
tic lament. If there were any place
for anger in her disposition, it would
give place to pity. She bears it all
with that meekness and submission
which constitutes her character, so far.
as we are made acquainted with it.
But she sinks under the strain. She
reverses the old adage, she bends be-
fore the storm, and yet she breaks. In
Act 1V. she is mad. 1In Act V. she
is drowned, and we attend her funeral.
It is a heart-rending story, but surely
never was there one more simple or
told in fewer words. We may, I
think, without much arrogance, sup-
pose that we understand it without
seeking for lines and strokes so fine,
and tints so exquisite, as to elude our
vigilance.
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Lady Martin is disposed to acquit
the Queen. So much the better.
Hamlet tells us, of the play within
the play, that ¢ the story is extant, and
written in very choice Italian.’ Idare
say we may take that literally. But
I can scarcely doubt that Shakespeare
had the murder of Darnley in his
mind. Such a presentation would be
acceptable to his patroness, Elizabeth.
Those who can acquit Mary, will,

perhaps, find no more difliculty in ab-

solving Gertrude.

affords to Ophelia need not be desired.
We have now a lady who was not
gentle, submissive and helpless, but
very well able to take care of herself.
She undergoes no calamities, but ar-
rives at the height of good fortune, and
on that summit we leave her. Lady

Martin says she is a ‘real typical |
great lady and woman ; a perfect piece |
That ‘her !

of nature’s handiwork.’
character combines all the graces of the
richest womanhood, with the strength
of purpose, the wise helpfulnessand sus-
tained power of the noblest manhood.’
Now, if there ever was such a faultless
monster of perfection,she wascertainly
not, by Lady Martin’s own showing,
the Portia of Shakespeare. She says,
‘for Portia I have always dreamed

OPHELIA AND \PORTIA.

self given us, within the limits of his
masterly play, and that play we pro-
ceed to follow. We find Portia to be
a grand lady, with large possessions
and great beauty. Those are not any
merits of her own. She is quick, lively,
clever, witty, satirical. She speaks
extremely well throughout the piece.
But this is a quality which Shakespeare
lavishes in profusion upon his charac-
ters generally. It may be questioned
whether the very first speech of Ner-

© issa, the waiting maid, is not quite as
A stronger contrast than Portia

. to a highly born and bred lady.

out a holier and far more difticult task’ :
than anything that Shakespeare’s Por-

tia does. The Portia, then, of Lady

Martin is made up of two parts, the
Shakespearean part and the non-Sha-

kespearean part. Both together can
certainly do no more than complete the
phenomenon of excellence, which Lady

Martin imagines. Take away the non-
Shakespearean part,and you haveonly
a residue, a certain portion, left. But
a part cannot be equal to the whole, °

therefore the Portia of Shakespeare
sust fall short of Lady Martin's para-
gon. As this is severely logical, it
would not be fair to expect that Lady
Martin would perceive it.

Our attention has to be given, not
to any creation of fancy outside of
Shakespeare, but to what he has him-

good as anything Portia says. I say
the ¢ waiting maid.” That is what
Shakespeare instructs me to say. Lady
Martin calls her the ¢ dame d’honneur
and friend’ of Portia. This would
denote some one at almost the oppo-
site end of the social scale. A lady of
honour is certainly very far removed
from a waiting-maid. How Lady Mar-
tin came to make so great a mistake
is matter of surprise. It may be one
way of trying to account for Portia’s
familiarity with her, insomuch that
she discusses her own suitors with her
with more than freedom, which is per-
haps a part that we should not assign
We
are, indeed, met by this inconsistency.
Gratiano who is a ‘friend ’ of gentle-
men, and therefore, we are to suppose,
a gentleman himself, marries Nerissa.
But any competent reader of the play
may see that it is Uratiano who lowers
himself to Nerissa's level, and not
Nerissa who rises to that of Gratiano.

Portia has rather a sharp tongue.
She tells Nerissa that her Neapolitan
suitor talks horse, and boasts that he
can shoe him himself, and she fears
that his mother played false with a
smith ;—she says of the County Pala-
tine, that she had rather be married
to a death’s head with a bone in his
mouth than either of them ;—of the
Scottish lord that he hath a neigh-
bourly charity in him, for he borrowed
a box on the ear from the Englishman,
and said he would pay him again when
he was able ;—of the young German,
that she likes him very vilely in the
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. . i
morning when he is sober, and most

vilely in the afternoon when he is
drunk ; that when he is best he is a
little worse than a man ; and when he
is worst he is little better than a beast.
She also makes the following slip,

‘ prove it 8o, let fortune go to hell for

it, not 1.’

From all which (if we are |

at all disposed to take to dreaming of

what might happen thereafter) should

there unfortunately avise a warof words
between her and her hushand (and such

things do happen) he will be likely to
tind her what is vulgarlycalled a tough
customer. He might come oft' some-
thing like the young German,

Portia is very frank in her declara-
tion of love at first sight. She avows it
to Bassanio as plainly as she can speak.
It is very nice play acting, but it is,
perhaps, not strictly maidenly, accord-
ing to existing notions. When Bas-
sanio chooses the right casket, she cries
out,—

* 0, love, be moderate, allay thy ecstasy,

n measure rain thy joy, scant this excess;

I feel too much thy blessing, make it less,
For fear I surfeit.’

We shall surely not accuse her of par-
simony in her avowals here. Lady
Martin exclaims, ‘how frankly and
nobly she gives herself and her very
all” to her lover, that lover of whom
she has, this moment, spoken, as we
have seen. She has, in fact, by a stroke
of great good fortune been put into
possession of the indulgence of her
owninclinations. Sheis frank enough,
it is true, but this happy position is
not generally supposed to require the
exhibition of any great nobility. If,
indeed, Bassanio had not been agree-
able to her, and in compliance with
her father’s will and the condition on
which she held her possessions, she had
been compelled, without any choice or

inclinationof herown, toreceive forher |

husband an unacceptable suitor, like
the young German, for instance, there
might have been something frank and
noble in resigning herself with as good
a grace as possible to her fate. As for
her giving her ‘ very all,’ that is, her
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fortune, that was a matter of course,
in those days at least. I observe a
great fondness in lady writers for the
word ‘noble.” But familiarity breeds
contempt. If we waste our words and
sentiments in this way upon occasions
which can make no sort of claim to
them, what shall we do when we come
upon actions to which they are really
applicable. We shall be in the posi-
tion of the Foolish Virgins. The wo-
man who braves all the horrors of a
Small Pox hospital that she may carry
relief and spiritual consolation to the
sufferers ;—the woman who is cast to
the lions or bound to the stake rather
than bely her conscience ;—the woman,
who, that she may first rid the world of

' a monster, lays down her life freely on
. the scaffold ;—the woman who refuses

to commit false witness even to save
her sister’s life, and yet holds that life
80 dear that she makes an heroic pil-
grimage to save it ;—what have we for
such women as these but that they are
‘noble?’ If we are to call all the
women noble who give themselves and
what they have got to the men of their
choice, we shall have so many noble
women on our hands that we shall not
know what to do with them. No,
Portia does well enough. She goes
through an ordeal, which is by no
means light or easy, in a good spirit.
She refuses to be *forsworn.’ She

- does it all with a certain grand air,

which sits well upon her. Let her
have all praise that is her due. We
have no fault to find with Ler except,
perhaps, a little too much ¢ frankness.’
But, in the name of all that is really
great, let us hear nothing about nobil-
ity. Is this ldse majesté to Shakes-
peare ? If it is, let it be so. As there
are as good fish in the sea as ever
came out of it, so there are better and
‘nobler’ women in the world than
Shakespeare found in it.

No sooner has Bassanio won Portia
as his wife, than there comes the news
that Antonio’s life is forfeited to Shy-
lock by the bond into which he has
entered on Bassanio’s behalf. Portia,
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with all the profuse generosity of a
great, wealthy lady, instantly offers
any amount of money to pay off the
debt. But money will not do it. She
then desires Bassanio to set off for
Venice without a moment’s delay,
that he may render to his friend such
succour as may yet be possible.
herself, under cover of another de-

than to disguise herself as a doctor of

1
i
|
[
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Doctor Bellario, which is read in court
by a ¢ clerk,” who, I suspect, is Nerissa.
All we hear is, ¢‘Clerk reads.” 1 be-
lieve that it is a ¢ bogus’ letter, and
that Doctor Bellario is, in fact, neither
sick nor sorry. -Two women, capable

¢ of such a stratagem, would certainly be

She !

capable of concocting such a letter as

* might be necessary for the carrying
clared design, determines to proceed -
thither herself, that she may, by a de- :
vice of her own, undertake his defence. |
This device is neither more nor less '

laws (or, as we should say, an advo- |
cate or barrister), and plead the cause

in open court. 1t is a most daring de-
sign, but she has a just confidence in
her own resources. It is much as if
she had seen her husband saved from
drowning by Antonio, while he is him-
self in imminent danger of sinking.
Confident in her powers of swimming
(if Portia was not confident in her
powers of legal acumen, she was fool-
hardy indeed), she jumps into the
water and, after great efforts, in which,
however, she is in no danger herself,
she rescues Antonio from his threat-
ened fate. Let the applause, which is

out of their plot. We have to ask, if
it is not so, why did Portia send Bal-
thazar to Padua for ‘mnotes’ and ¢ gar-
ments,” and gave him orders to meet
her with them at the Venice ferry ;
and why she says to Nerissa that she
will tell her all her whole ‘device’ as
soon as they are seated in her coach ?
If there be but one, and surely there

_ is but one, true explanation of it all,

we must find Lady Martin's inno-
cently placing implicit faith in the

. letter, and the earnestness with which
~ she speaks about Doctor Bellario, both

rightfully due to the act, be measured ;

by the act itself. It is great, but not
the greatest ; far from it.

Portia despatches her servant, Bal-
thazar, to Doctor Bellario, at Padua,
for ¢ notes and garments,’ and then she
sets out, taking Nerissa with her, to
personate her clerk, having desired
Balthazar to meet her at the ferry by
which she would cross to Venice. She
says to Nerissa, ¢ I'll tell thee all my
whole device when I am in my coach.’
One would suppose that nothing could
be clearer. But Lady Martin conjec-
tures that Portia’s object is to meet
Doctor Bellario and engage his profes-
sional services on behalf of Antonio.
She says ‘that they do meet is certain,’
but that she finds ¢ her dear old friend
grievously sick.” Lady Martin's idea
is that then Portia forms the sudden
resolve to take his place. All this is
founded on a (supposed) letter from

here and elsewhere,somewhat amusing.

Portia makes a very good appear-
ance as a doctor of laws. That is, of a
Shakespearean doctor of laws. The
law is a little shaky, like the Shakes-
perean geograpby, which bestows a
sea-coast on Bohemia. Antonio is, in
fact, got off by two quibbles. Any
serious reasoning is thrown away up-
on the subject. It is a stage play, &
piece of performance, and it does ex-
tremely well. But we may just say
that if a man enters into a bond, he
must abide by the consequences, be
they what they may. If the execu-
tion of the bond involves the shedding
of blood, and the court sanctions such
a bond, the blood must be shed. Shy-
lock was within his legal right. Then
the idea that a man cannot accept less
than is due to him and give a quit-
tance for the whole ; that, if he does,
‘he dies, and all his goods are confis-
cate’ will \not stand, I imagine, at
Osgoode Hall, so that I fear we can-
not set Portia down as a greatlawyer.
I am afraid that we cannot assign to
her legal studies under Doctor Bella-
rio all the importance that Lady Mar-
tin ascribes to them. An astute ad-
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vocate, if you please. Her business
was to get Antonio off, and she did it.
Her famous speech about mercy is be-
vond praise. It isasfine ascan be. But
we must remember that that was her
cue too, If she had been counsel for
the plaintiff instead of the defendant,
no doubt Shakespeare would have put
a magnificent speech into her mouth
about justice. We see that sort of
thing every day. Isabella says fine
things about mercy also; but, when
the tables are turned, she screams
for ¢justice, justice, justice, justice.’
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* his ends to serve like other men; his

" effects to make.

However, let us suppose that Portia

veally felt, to the full, all she said.
Most women, if I am not mistaken,
would feel the same, and express it as
well if they could.

The strategem of the rings is well

carried out. The talk, consequent upon
it, is broad and loose enough, Portia’s

share as well as Nerissa’s ; the style

of the day. Let it never be forgotten
that Shakespeare was no moralist.
There are many who will tell you
that it would have spoiled his art if
he had been; that morals are one
thing and art is another. He wasa
playwright and a manager, He had

He used his super-
abundance of superb materials as they
came to hand. Of all things he was
the least 'didactic. Let us listen to
Johason.

¢ His first defect is that to which
may be imputed most of the evil in
books or in men. He sacrifices virtue
to convenience, and is so much more
careful to please than to instruct, that
he seems to write without any moral
purpose. From his writings, indeed,
a system of social duty may be select-
ed, for he that thinks reasonably must
think morally ; but his precepts and
axioms drop casually from him; he
makes no just distribution of good or
evil, nor is always careful to shew in
the virtuous a disapprobation of the
wicked ; he carries his persons indif-
ferently through right and wrong, and
at the close dismisses them without
further care, and leaves their examples
to operate by chance. This fault the
barbarity of his age cannot extenuate,
for it is always a writer’s duty to
make the world better, and justice is
a virtue independent on time and
place.’

CANADIAN IDYLLS.

THE QUEEN’S BIRTHDAY.

BY W,

KIRBY.

SPINA CHRISTL

PART II

TLANTIC gales come winged with clouds and voices of the sca,
The misty Capes uncap to hear the ocean melody—
In broad St. Lawrence rise and fall the everlasting tides,
Which come and go with ebb and flow—

While every ship that rides

At anchor swings, and east or west the passing flood divides,
Or westward ho ! mid seamen’s shouts still onward gently glides,
Tasting the waters sweet from lakes, of bonndless solitude
Where thousand isles break into smiles

Of nature’s gladdest mood.
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Where trees and waters clap their hands as sang the Hebrew King,
God’s voices in them thundering, that to the spirit bring

Deep thoughts—far deeper than the thoughts that seem, and are not s
Of men most wise in their own eyes,

Who vainly toil to know

The meaning of this universe—life’s panoply—a No !

To pride of godless intellect—a Yes! to those that go

With Lamp alit—the Word revealed—and see amid the gloom

And Jabyrinths—the mighty plinths

Of temples, grandly loom.

A hundred leagues and many more towards the glowing west—
Amid the forests’ silences, Ontario lay at rest—

Keel rarely ploughed, or paddle dipped its wilderness of blue H
Where day by day life passed away

In peace that irksome grew.

In old Niagara fort, a cross stood lofiily in view *

And Regnat. Vincit. Imperat. Christus the words did shew
Carved on it, when the Rousillon came up in early spring

To close the port—and guard the fort,

And keep it for the King.

O ! fair in summer time it is, Niagara plain to see,

Half belted round with oaken woods and green as grass can be !
Its levels broad in sunshine lie, with flowerets gemmed and set,

With daisy stars, and red as Mars

The tiny sanguinet,

The trefoil with its drops of gold—white clover heads, and yet,

The sweet grass commonest of all God’s goodnesses we get !

The dent de lion's downy globes a puff will blow away,

Which children pluck to try good luck,

Or tell the time of day.

Count Bois le Grand sought out a spot of loveliness, was full

Of sandworts silvered leaf and stem—with down of fairy wool,
Hard by the sheltering grove of oak he set the holy thorn

Where still it grows and ever shows

How sharp the crown of scorn

Christ wore for man, reminding him what pain for sin was borne,
And warning him he must repent before his sheaf is shorn,

When comes the reaper, Death, and his last hour of life is scored,
Of all bereft, and only left

The mercy of the Lord.

The thorn was planted, leafed and bloomed as if its sap were blood
That stained its berries crimson which fell dropping where it stood,
And seeded others like it, as on Golgotha befell,

An awful sight, if seen aright,

The trees that root in hell ! *

Contorted, twisted, writhing, as with human pain to tell

Of cruel spines and agonies that God alone can quell.

A cluster like them Dante saw, and never after smiled,

A grove of doom, amid whose gloom

Were wicked souls exiled,

* In the centre of the fort stood a cross eighteen feet high with the inscription ; Regn. Vine. Imp.
Chrs. The interpretation of which admits of as much ambiguity as a Delphic oracle.

A number of these thorns—old and weird of aspect are still standing on the plains of Niagara nesr

the Grove of Paradise—they were formerly called the ‘French thorns’—a designation now nearl v for-

gotten.
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¢ Abandon hope all you who enter here !’ in words of dread
(+lared luridly above the door that opened to the dead ;

The dead in trespasses and sins—the dead who chose the broad
And beaten way, that leads astray,

And not the narrow road—

The rugged solitary path, beset with thorns that goad

The weary spirit as it bears the world’s oppressive load

Up Calvary—to lay it down upon the rock, and wait

In hope and trust—for God is just

And pities our estate.

Niagara fort was bravely built with bulwarks strong and high
A tower of stone and pallisades with ditches deep and dry,
And best of all behind them lay Guienne and Rousillon *

La Sarre and Bearn, ‘neath Pouchot stern—

A wall of men like stone—

De Villiers and Bois le Grand of old Avignon,

And over all the flag of France waved proudly in the sun.
Prepared for it—thcy met the war with gaiety and zest—
And every day barred up the way

That opened tothe west.

Discord was rampant now and hate, and peace lay like a yoke

That galled the necks of both of them, and French and English broke,
With mutual wrath and rivalry, the treaty they had made ;

Too proud to live and each one give

Sunshine as well as shade.

From Louisburg to [llinois, they stood as foes arrayed,

And east and west war’s thunder rolled—the soldier’s polished blade
Flashed ‘mid the savage tomahawks that struck and never spared,
While fort and field alternate yield

The bloody laurels shared.

The clouds of war rolled redder from the north, and English pride
Was stung to desperation at the turning of the tide,

When Montcalm the heroic, wise in council—struck the blow
Won Chouaguen, and conquered then

At Carillon the foe.

But with his very victories his armies melted slow.

No help from France obtained he—and his heart sank very low,
He knew that England’s courage flames the fiercest in defeat,
And in the day she stands at bay

Most dangerous to meet.

Help us O France ! to save thy fair dominion in the west

Which for thy sake we planted and have carved thy royal crest,

Of golden lilies on the rocks beside the streams that flow

From mountain rills and past the hills

Of far off Ohio.

Then down leagues by the hundred where bayous meander slow
Though orange groves and sugar canes, and flowers that ever blow,
In fair Louisiana. We will take and hold the land

For Francia’s crown of old renown,

If she will by us stand.’

So spake Montcalin, and message sent—‘ My armies melt away
‘With victories—my beaten foes grow stronger every day—
In vain Monongahela and Carillon piled with slain,

* Portions of the regiments of Rousillon, La Sarre, Bearn and Guienne--formed the garrison of Nia-
gara during the memorable siege of 1759.
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If France forget to pay the debt

Of honour without stain,

She owes her sons who willingly are bleeding every vein

For sake of her white flag and crown, on fortress and on plain.
If we can keep Niagara safe that guards the western dour,
Then in the east Quebec may feast

In quiet, evermore.’

Vain were Moncalm’s appeals for aid, Voltaire’s cold spirit ruled

The Court—while noisy doctrinaires a gallant nation schooled

In selfishness, and unbelief, and cowardice —and ease,

Which manhood daunt, while women flaunt

Their idle hours to please.

Degenerately they drank the wine of life mixed with the lees,

The Spartan virtues that make nations free and famous—these

Were mocked —derided, set at nought, while fatuous statesmen stand,
Whose feeble will potent for ill

Yields where it should command.

SPINA CHRISTI.

PART III.

Remote amid the trackless woods and waters of the west,

No enemy had broken yet Niagara’s quiet rest.

The fifth year of the war came in—a change was nigh at haud ;

The order ran to raise the ban

And make a final stand.

Prideaux and Johnson honoured were with new and high command,
From Albany a hundred leagues to march across the land,

While Wolfe beseiged Quebec, and its defences battered in H

So they elate took bond of fate,

Niagara to win.

But not before June’s leafy days, when all the woods are green,
And skies are warm and waters clear, the English scouts were scen.
A lull before the tempest fell with weeks of steady calm,
Of golden hours when blooming flowers
Filled all the air with balm.
The garrison were now prepared to struggle for the palm
To win the wreath of victory or die without a qualm ;
So passed their time in jollity and ease, as if the day
\ Of bloody strife with lite for life
Was continents away. .

A fleet of swift canoes came up, all vocal with the sony

OFf voyageurs, whose cadences kept even time among

The dipping paddles, as they flashed along Untario’s shore,
Past headlands high and coasts that lie

In mistiness—and bore

A bevy of fair wives who loved their husbands more and more,
Who could not bear their absence, and defiant of the roar

Of forests and of waters, came to comfort and caress,

As women may—and only they—

Man’s solitariness.

In those Capuan days they basked in pleasure’s sunny beams,
The Provence home of Bois le Grand was rarer in his dreams,
The Chatelaine of his chateau fast by the rapid Rhone,
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A memory dim became to him—

Nor loved he her alone.

A dame of charms nost radiant—the cynosure that shone
Amid the constellations of Quebec’s magnetic zone,

Drew him with force and held him fast, a captive with her eyes,
‘Which dark and bright as tropic night,

Loved him without disguise ;

And he remembered not the thorn he planted by the grove
‘Of Paradise, where he forgot in his forbidden love,

The Chatelaine of Bois le Grand, the purest wife and best
Of womankind he left behind,

And ventured, like the rest.

To sport with woman’s loveliness—as for a passing jest.

His heart was very lonely, too, while all beside were blest.
Like Samson in Delilab’s lap, his lock of strength was shorn.
He loved again despite the pain

And stinging of the thorn.

One day when he a-hunting went in the Norman Marsh * and she |
The dame he loved rode with him as Diana fair to see

In green and silver habited—and silken bandoleer,

With dainty gun—Dby it undone !

And bugle horn so clear.

While riding gaily up and down to turn the timid deer

And meet the joyance of his glance, when she should re-appear,

She vanished in the thicket, where a pretty stag had flown—

Saw something stir—alas ! for her !

She shot her lover down !

Bleeding he fell—¢ O, Madelaine !’ his cry turned her to stone,
‘What have you done unwittingly ?’ he uttered with a groan,
As she knelt over him with shrieks sky-rending, such as rise
From women'’s lips on sinking ships,

With death before their eyes.

She beat her breast despairingly ; her hair dishevelled flies ;
She kissed him madly, and in vain to stanch the blood she tries,
Tili falling by him in a swoon they both lay as the dead—

A piteous sight ! love’s saddest plight !

With garments dabbled red.

Their servants ran and hunters pale, and raised them from the ground
Restored the dame to consciousness, and searched his fatal wound.
They pitched for him a spacious tent the river bank above

With boundless care for ease and air

And tenderness of love.

She waited on him night and day ; plucked off her silken glove

With self-accusing grief and tears—lamenting as a dove

Bewails her wounded mate—so she—and in her bosom wore

A spike of thorn which every morn

She gathered-—nothing more.

She cast her jewels off and dressed in robe of blackest hue,

Her face was pale as look the dead, and paler ever grew.

Smiles lit no more her rosy lips where sunbeams used to dance ;
A withering blight that kills outright

Fell on her like a trance ;

The * Marais Normand ’ so called during the French occupation of Niagara, It is ﬁow covered with
farms ; but is still called the swamp.
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For Bois le Grand was dying, and it pierced her like a lance

To hear him vainly calling on his Chatelaine in France ;

And not for her who knelt by him, and lived but in his breath—
Remorse and grief without relief

Were hastening her death.

Far, far away in Avignon, beneath the holy thorn,

The Chatelaine of Bois le Grand knelt down at eve and morn ;

And prayed for him in hope and trust long witless of Lis fate ;

But never knew he was untrue

And had repented late.

As caught between two seas his bark was in a rocky strait

And with his life went down the lives of those two women. Fate
Bedrugged the love, betrayed them both—and one by Laura’s shrine
Took her last rest—the other best,

Drank death with him like wine.

Niagara's doom long threatened came—the roll of English drums
Was heard deep in the forest as Prideaux’s stout army comes.
They sap and trench from day to day, the cannon fiercer roar,
The hot attack when beaten back

Again comes to the fore.

The pallisades are red with fire, the ramparts red with gore,

Its brave defenders on the walls die thickly more and more,

Mid rack and ruin overwhelmed—no help above--below,

The few remain—not of the slain-—

Surrender to the foe.

But not before all hope had fled, when gathered far and wide
From prairie, forest, fort and field—with every tribe allied

To France, throughout the west they came, the fatal siege to raise,
And marched along, a mingled throng,

Amid the forest maze.

They halted in the meadows where they stood like stags at gaze
The English and the Iroquois confronting them for days,

Till Brant and Butler wary chiefs, with stratagem of war
Broke up their host, and captured most,

While fled the rest afar.

I

The last day came, and Bois le Grand beheld with misty eyes
The tlag of France run down the staff, and that of England rise.
IL was the sharpest thorn of all that 'neath his pillow lay—

¢ O, Madelaine !’ he cried ¢ my men !

My Rousillon so gay!

Full graves of honour, while I live to see this fatal day !

But not another { No !’ he cried, and turned as cold as clay.
She kissed his mouth the last long kiss the dying get alone—
0, Spina !’ cried—fell by his side

And both lay dead as stone.

L'ENYVOL

The old man ceased his reading, and there fell
Over his shoulder on the faded page,

A heavy tear drop, full of sympathy e
And warm with passion, from the eye of May,
Who overlovoked him—flushed and tremulous
As eager for the crisis of the tale, veam
Which struek her like an arrow— now it came.
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¢Good Uncle Clifford !’ said she, winding close
Her dress as she sat by him, ‘I have read

That story many times ; but only now

In your recital do I seem to feel

Tts meaning to the full—as one who sleeps

On some perplexity, and waking finds,

With morning light, its disentanglement.

The sequel of the story—tell me pray !’

He glanced at her with understanding eyes

That read her thoughts ; but nothing said. He saw
A gentle turbulence of maiden dreams *
And fancies in a heart, no fowler yet

Had taken like a bird of woodnotes free,

And taught to sing one strain of love for him.
‘T know no sequel to it—lovely May !

But in my youth have heard, there was a grave
Made wide enough for two, beneath the thorn,
The oldest and the inmost of the group

With memories of evil sore accurst,

That stand so weirdly there, outlawed, apart
From other trees in ragged age forlorn.

1t long was visible ; and even now,

An eye that searches may tind out the spot,
With crimson sanguinets like drops of blood
Much dotted on the grass that greener grows—
Kind nature’s covering for all of us,

When our life’'s work 18 done, and we lie down,
And sleep our last on earth, to wake in Heaven,
At sunrise of our new creation’s morn !

And so, dear May ! keep well your heart in trust
For love that shames not, when your turn shall come
To be sought out and won with all delight

Of purity and true affection’s gift.

But those who haply sleep beneath the thorns ;
Search not the mystery of their fatal love,

Whose final issues none may judge aright ;

But leave them to the mercy of the Lord,

Who pardons much where love is much ; for more
Than man’s compassion is the grace of God,

And his forgiveness greater than the world’s,

By law not love, which judges and condemns.’

Niauara, January 1, 1881.
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POSITIVISM VS. CHRISTIANITY,

POSITIVISM VERSUS CHRISTIANITY.

A CONVERSATION,

¢ I SEE, Warburton, your Nine-

- teenth Century is cut at Frederic
Harrison’s “ Creeds, Old and New.”
Didn’t you find it rather curious read-
ing?’

‘Didn’t you find it so, Graham ¢’
retorted his friend with a smile, throw-
ing himself down into an easy chair for
one of the evening talks, in which the
two very different men often indulged,
while Mrs. Warburton sat by—an in-
tevested listener, and occasionally a
partaker in the argument.

‘Well yes, I must admit I did,
though I really couldn’t read it through.
It is curious what ‘nonsense a clever
man will some times talk when he is in
full chase after a pet idea !’

¢ “What is the bearing of astronomy
on our general theory of duty?”’ quoted
Mrs. Warburton mischievously.

‘ Yet, whatever nonsense we may
talk occasionally, he is always sugges-
tive, said Warburton ; ¢ there is a me-
thod in his nadness. What he asks is,
in the main, reasonable enough. The
trouble is, — he doesn’t see the an-
swer!’

‘ Well, extremes meet ! Warburton

and Harrison! Evangelical and Posi- ;

tivist! But I can guess your explan-
ation. Goon! I suppose you mean
that he is right in asking for a com-
plete human synthesis, as he calls it,
and that Christianity affords it.’

¢ Exactly so! I entirely sympathise
with him in his feeling, that the pre-
sent chaotic state of thought and so-
ciety cannot be a permanent one,—
though it may of necessity belong to

take a humbler but truer simile, like
the period in the life of some creatures,
when old organs slough off because
new ones are beginning to form.’

¢ The old ones being the old faiths,’
interrupted Graham.

¢ Being man’s old conceptions of
the true faith,’ replied Warburton.
¢ And these may be as ditterent from
the right conception as the Ptolemaic
view of the solar system was from
that of Copernicus or Newton! But
the solar system was there, real
enough, all the time. And so has
Christianity been, as to its essential
nature—from the beginning of the
world—as it will be, in secula secu-
lorum. But the large portion of the
thinking world which at present re-
Jects it, because it doesn’t see it as it
is, i8 restless and ill at ease, because, as
he says, *“ we have no real philosophy,
no synthesis, no stable basis of har-
mony between our thoughts and our
life.” And religion, as he adds, but
uttering the last clause of his sentence,
is, * just that entire harmony between
the human nature and the life,” our
deepest consciousness tells us we should
lead.’

‘Yes, but your deepest conscious-
ness includes many things that other
people’sdeepest consciousness does not.
Yours includes faith in Christ, for in-

© stance, as & sine gua non.’

those transition periods which seemn to

come like spiritual cataclysms, or to

‘That is true,” Warburton replied,
‘but when I speak of our deepest con-
sciousness, I do not mean that of one
individual or another, but the deepest
consciousness of that portion of the
race in which it has been most fully,
freely and intelligently developed. Just
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as when you speak of the character-
istics of perfect health, you do not
mean the comparative health of this

or that individual, who may be subject :

to secret morbid conditions affecting

naturally the result, but the collective 5
health, so to speak, of that portion of |

humanity in which it has been most
fully developed. And in the spiritual
world, the coNseNsus of the finest,
deepest, purest spirits, *touched to
the finest issues,” is worth something.’

¢ What would you make of the Ma-
terialist then? A morbid growth ¥’

¢ As A MATERIALIST, certainly, and
I ask no better proof than the natural
result of his system, as Mr. Harrison
states it. Here it is. ‘“ Materialism as-
serts that the state of the moral na-
ture is dependent on the state of the
nervous system, for this determines
the moral condition : in fact, the mo-
val phenomena may be reduced to and
studied as phenomena of nerve tissue
and the like ; not morally but biologi-
cally. This theory will land us in all
the evils of fatalism ; it will deprave
our hearts and inuddle our heads in the
end. But it is a theory ; it is the Ma-
terialist synthesis; and, consistently
worked out, it will effect great things,
even if they be evil things.” Well, 1
think we may safely say that a sys-
tem which consistently carried out
depraves our hearts, and effects evil
things, cannot be the true one. 1f the
“ deepest consciousness of our race is
worth anything, it must be a morbid
out-growth.”’

tWell, if I were a Materialist,’ said
Graham, ¢ I suppose I should find
something to say for the theory. But
as I have no love, certainly, for what
seems to me moral suicide, I am quite
content to let him go! I rather fancy,
however, there are not many thorough-
going Materialists. The Duke of Argyil
points out very well, I think, how they
cannot get on without using language,
which in itself is contradictory to their
theory,’ !

‘ Yes, I thought that very well put,’
replied Warburton. ¢ But now having
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disposed of the Materialist, in gene-
ral, let me read next Harrison’s esti-
mate of what the Evolutionist , in par-
ticular, can do for us—or rather the
theory of an all-sufficing, all-explain-
ing, all-pervading Evolution. He ad-
mits that it may * stimulate the in-
tellect and give it a central point,” and
may do the same for the activity,
which seems enough to many. It
becomes to them a central idea, round
which they can imagine a future gene-

! ration basing its life and thought.’

¢ Of course, Evolution in that sense
is only a variety of Materialism,’ re-
marked Graham.

¢ Of course. His definition of Ma-
terialism is good enough ; “‘any general
philosophy of the world and of man,
wherein the dominant force is not
found in some conception of moral
will and the highest sympathy.” Bat
this passage concerning what Evolution
can do as a substitute for Christianity,
is one of the bestin the articles. ¢ What
can Evolution do to give a basis for
the entire man ; how can it act on the
moral nature and appeal to feeling, to
veneration, devotion, love ? The heart
of man cannot love protoplasm, or feel
enthusiastic devotion to the idea of
survival of the fittest. Our moral
being is not purified and transfigured
by contemplating the dynamic potency
that lies hid in matter. Was any one
ever made purer, braver, tenderer, for
the law of Perpetual Differentiation !
Thescorn which true brains and hearts,
that have the root of the matter in.
religion, launch against this assump-
tion, has been far from unjust or ex-
cessive. The dream that on the ruins
of the Bible, creedl and command-
ments, in the space once filled by
Aquinas, and Bernard, and Bossuet, or
by ¢ Paradise Lost,’ the ¢ Pilgrim’s
Progress, and the English Prayer
Book, there might be erected a faith
in the Indefinite Persistence of Furce
and the Potential Mutability of mat-
ter, indeed deserves the ridicule it
meets. Evolution will never eliminate
the heart out of man so long as man
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kind exists, nor will the spirit of wor-

ship, devotion, and self-sacrifice, cease
to be the deepest and most abiding
forces of human society.’”

¢ But, of course, that doesn’t apply
to Evolution, looked at merely as a
theory,” said Graham.

¢Of the mode of creation 7 Cer-
tainly not,” replied Warburton, as he :

turned over the pages to look for his
next quotation.

‘Henry,” interposed Mrs. Warbur-
ton’s soft voice, from her low chair by
the fire, ‘ there is a passage further on
that I likeso much. At all events, it
is a comfort to poor women who have
not time to read up all the pros and
cons of Evolution, and couldn’t come
to any decision if they did! Let me
find the passage for you
it is.’

Warburton read on': ¢ Very good !

an intellectual synthesis; butisit a
moral and practical synthesis? Can
any man pretend to say that he loves,

There
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planets in all time ; as hopelessly hete-
rogeneous a combination to mould into
a unity, a great moral forcc, as one
could well conceive.’

‘Yes, but that is his pet theory,
which makes the difference ! Now let
us have what he says about Atheism,
pure and simple—though, of course,
it was implied—negatively at least, in
Materialism and its Evolutionist va-
riety.  Atheism, he defines, as * the
systematic attempt, first to disprove
the existence of God, and then to take
that disproof as the basis of a theory
of life. Positivism,” he tells us, “ de-

. clines to accept this as a philosophical

dogma, and still more emphatically de-
clines to sanction its social conse-
quences’—Nihilism, of course, for one.
But this passage is specially worth
noting : “ Comte says that Atheism is

' the most illogical form of metaphysics,
Evolution may very likely serve as

honours, adores Evolution ; that the

image of it is about his bed and his
path ; in his down-sitting and in his
uprising ; that it touches his heart,
rouses him to noble efforts; purities
him with a sense of great tenderness

by which he means that Atheism first
busies itself about a perfectly undefin-
able and insoluble problem, and then
gives us the least plausible solution of
that problem. If we are to have a hypo-
thesis of the origin of things, he says
the hypothesis of Creation is somewhat
less violently inconceivable than the

. hypothesis of Chance. Evolution, it is

and great self-sacrifice. Can any man, .
without laughing, thus speak of Evo-

lution, or of the law of Differentiation,
or of the survival of the Fittest?
These potent generalizations of cosmi-
cal science are discoveries of a high

order. But the girl or the child whose |

tender spirit has drunk deep of the
fountains which gave us the Morning
and the Evening hymn, reaches to
heights and depths of human nature,

and knows vast regions of truth and °

power, wherein these potent generali-
zations can as little enter as a toad or
a piece of quartz.’

¢ Strange, however,” exclaimed Gra-

ham, ‘that he can't see how little he
has to boast of in his own “ Human
Nynthesis,” the ¢ great human whole,”
plus, its environment, the world ; plus,

the history of the planet and all other

obvious, gives no sort of answer to the
question of ultimate beginning, which
it leaves entirely untouched. Who
ordained Evolution ; or who made the
substance of which Evolution is the
product #” And so, he tells us, ““Posi-
tivism condemns, with a reprobation
amounting almost to horror, the
scheme of men who seek to base their
system of human life on a logical puz-
zle, and a logical puzzle which would
root out sentiments and hopes that
have so long beld together and enno-
bled human life.” That is his verdict
on Atheism. Now let us take his ver-
dict on Theism in its various forms,
using the word in its largest sense.’
‘Yes, that interests me a good deal
more,’ said Graham. ¢ I am thoroughly
with you as against Atheism and Ma-
terialism, you know. So, if an indeter-
minable nondescript sort of person
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like myself comes in any where, it
must be under some description of
Theism.’

¢ Well, you shall take your choice !

. CHRISTIANITY.

' his fancies to himself.

Here is what he says of Pantheism, to

begin with: ¢ How will Pantheism

or any of those nebular hypotheses

about God which now amuse subtle
men of letters ; how are these to con-
centrate the activity ? How can the
imaginative sentiment that everything
is God, and God is everything, nerve
a man with patience, unbending will,
enthusiastic concentration of purpose
to work, that is, to change things, to
overcome this, to develop that, to as-
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No reasoning
about these attributes is possible, ex-
cept « priori ; there is no experience,
no datum, no scientitic or proved
ground of any kind, nothing but hy-
potheses based on hypotheses, cloud
piled on clond. And then, subtle
minds, like those of Mr. Matthew
Arnold or Mr. Mark Pattison, frankly
acknowledging the ditliculties which
beset any kind of personality, retire
into remote regions of impalpable
phrases, and talk about *the Eternal

. (not ourselves) that makes for right-

sert the supremacy of the human cha- -

racter in the midst of a faulty but im-
provable world 7”

¢True enough,” remarked Graham ;
¢ but here, again,—how is he to make
out that Positivism is a shade better?’

¢ We'll come back to that by and
by, said Warburton. ¢Next we will
take his estimate of Deism and The-
ism. “ Deism,” he says, “is not re-
ligion, it is a form of metaphysics,”
and so is counted out. “ It isno more
a religion than the nebular hypothesis
of the universe is a religion, or Mr.
Herbert Spencer’s Unknowable.”’

¢ But Theism may be a good deal
more,’ said Graham.

eousness,’ and the idea of God being
¢ defecated to a pure transparency.” All
this is mere words. It will hallow no
life and enlighten no spirit. Let who
will, be it in piety or utter bewilder-
ment, or mere wish to say something,
erect altars to the Unknown God. It
may be a graceful thing to do ; it may

" be a soothing relief to the feelings.
. But let no man imagine that it is in

any sense to have a religion. To have
a religion resting on the belief in God,
you must have a deep sense of the
reality of His being, an inward con-
sciousness that you can understand

- His will, and can rest in peace and

" love upon His heart.

¢ Well, the term is a rather vague |

one, you know. As Mr. Harrison says,
“ Any man calls himself a Theist who
thinks that on a balance of probabili-
ties, as a philosophical problem, thereis
reason to assume that the universe
had some kind of First Cause. A de-
cided Theist goes so far as to think that
this First Cause may be properly de-
scribed asa ¢ Person.” But what then?

A grand Per-
haps is not God ; to dogmatise about
the infinite, to guess, to doubt, to fear,
to hope there is a, future life—this is

. not to have a religion whereby to live

and die.” 'What do you think of that,
Graham 7 A Christian preacher could
hardly use stronger language !’

¢ And yet there are numbers of your
orthodox Christians who suppose that
these very things are their religion,

~and who, to judge from what they

Is this to have a religion, a scheme of -

life and duty, and supreme end? In
what sense this First Cause is a Per-

dowed, how formed, how related to
man, demanding what of man, all this
18 left perfectly vague.
vidual Theist has to, determine for

say, at least, have no better religion
to live and die by, retorted Graham,

. with more feeling than he had yet
* shown.
son, with what kind of qualities en- .

‘Most true, my friend, and “ pity

" 'tis, 'tis true ! ” Nothing is more sad-

Each indi-

himself what sort of attributes this

First Cause has ; and he usually keeps

dening to one who realizes the glorious
privileges of Christianity than to see
how many fail to realize them and
systematically live below them,and how

" hard it seems for even what you call
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orthodox Christians to believe practi-
cally, in all its fulness and wise limi-
tation, a certain terse orthodox state-
ment of the main function of the Holy
Scriptures. “The Scriptures princi-
pally teach what man is to believe
concerning God, and what duty God
requires of man.” We should have
had fewer of the needless controver-
sies between science and theology if
this principle had been more clearly
kept in view ; that what we are to
to look for in Revelation is, 0t science,
not philesophy,or speculative theology,
but what we are to believe, for practi-
cal purposes, concerning God and our
relation to Him, in this imperfect
phase of life below.’

¢ But, Harrison himself must take
his place as a Theist, if he rejects Athe-

POSITIVISM VS. CHRISTIANITY.

 about it : “The first and last business

of religion is to inspire men and wo-
men with a desire to do their duty, to
show them what their duty is, to hold

' out a common end, which harmonizes

and sanctifies their efforts towards
duty, and knits then together in close

- bonds as they struggle onward towards
. it. That is religion. It explains man

to himself and to the world, and on
that explanation it inculcates his
duty.” But, he asks again, * Does the
mere idea thal a first cause is more
probable than not—inspire men and
women with a sense of duty, teach
them their duty, sustain their flagging
hearts in search for it?” Assuredly

" not, | reply,—“ He that cometh to

ism,” objected Graham. ¢And he cer- ;

tainly talks all through the articles
about loving and honouring God, with
apparent sympathy.’

‘Warburton smiled, as he replied,
‘Yes, that is one of his curious self-
contradictions, which he seems to have
some transcendental way of reconcil-
ing for himself. There are dark corners
in all our minds, I suppose, like the
blind spots in our eyes, and certainly
Harrison is no exception. But so far
as I can understand his position, as re-
gards Theism, it is one of Agnosticism,
pure and simple, though he formally
rejects Agnosticism, as he does every-
thing else. He tells us expressly that
he doesnotmaintainthe contrary to any
Theistic hypothesis ; that he will not
deny that it is a plausible hypothesis,
if hypothesis there is to be. But, in-
stead of maintaining, as you or I would
do, that it must be the foundation of
any religion worth having, he puts it
agide, true or false, as a “ mere pro-
blem in metaphysics, a suggestion in
cosmogony, a philosopbical puzzle.”
And then he tells us what the busi-
ness of religion is, and herein I think
he is more orthodox than the Chris-
tians who talk of ‘‘religion” as a set
of Articles to be believed, instead of a
life to be lived. This is what he says

God must believe that He is, and that
He is a rewarder of them that dili-
gently seek him.” Then, he goes on—
“ Ask them (Theists, of course) what
the First Cause would have them do
and be in the practical matters of hu-
man life?” ¢ Ask them as to the
origin of moral evil, the sense of sin in
man’s heart, the conflict of self and
not self within us; what is the rela-
tion of the First Cause to these things,
its ordinance thereon  Oh ! there all
is mystery ; mere hypothesis, perplex-
ity, infinite disputes, pious hopes, op-
timist ejaculations, or sensible worldly
morality, that we could equally well
work out with or without a First
Cause.” The various world religions,
among which he includes Christianity,
have, he says, definite rules to give
about these things, and in virtue there-
of they are forms of religion. But mere
Theism he calls a merely metaphysical
dogma.’

‘ But,’ objected Graham, ¢ Theism
is a great deal more than that to num-
bers of thinking men. How many find
in the simple recognition of God, a
real religion for them, according to Mr.
Harrison's definition of religion.’

¢ Granted, freely,” replied Warbur-
ton. ‘And he admits that in what
he calls Neo-theism, there is a much
more religious form of it, and that, so.
far as its_teachers keep alive the idea
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of a spiritual fuith underlying every
act of our lives, he regards them with
cordial sympathy. He ¢ recognises to
the full all that the world would have
lost, had it never risen to the magni-
ficent conception of an Almighty, All-
good, All-loving God.” But how did
it happen that the world did rise to
such a conception, Mr. Harrison? 1If
we have to rise to an idea, it is pretty
clear it could not have been evolved
out of our own consciousness. I, of
course, believe that the world never
could have risen to such a conception,
but for that God’s progressive revela-
tion of Himself, culminating in the
Gospel of our Lord and Saviour Jesus
Christ. But, Mr. Harrison, who
doesn't believe this, ask Theists who
reject revelation, how that conception
18 to be made “the basis of a purely
human and rational religion,” or more-
over, how, revelation apart, we are to
have any other religion ?’

‘Yet you must, with St. Paul, be-
lieve in ‘‘the law written in the heart,”’
said Graham, quickly.

¢ Certainly,” Warburton replied, but
‘a law often obscured. And how any
heart on which that law is written can
refuse to recognise Christ as the fullest
possible Incarnation of it is what I
cannot conceive. I believe it is im-
plied, in any adequate idea of a God,
that the all-loving Father would not
leave His children without such a reve-
lation as they could receive, and that
it is in harmony with all history—of
the individual and of the race—that
that revelation must have been a pro-
gressive one. But what can the Theist
who rejects revelation reply, when he
is asked how he knows the will of God,
or his duty to his neighbour ; or what
can he object, when he is told that he
gets his views about duty as a personal
and social problem from mundane
sources equally open to the Positivist,
or the Materialist, or the Atheist !
Mr. Harrison freely admits that the
Christian is in a very, different posi-
tion, because he believes in a distinet
external revelation. But the non-

6
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Christian Theist bas really got most
of his views of human duty from
Christianity, and when he rejects its
Divine authority, and so reduces it to
a simple *“ mundane source,” he is like
a man who should deliberately begin
cutting away the branch which is sup- -
porting him ; or, perhaps, it would be
better to say, like one who should be-
gin to hew at the root of the tree from
which he expects to gather the ripen-
ing fruit.’

¢ Well, I can’t go so far as that, of
course. It seems to me that the ulti-
mate factsof ourown nature, recognised
in all ages, are a pretty safe standing-
ground after all !’ responded Graham

‘To a certain extent, I thoroughly
agree. But how are yom going to
limit your ultimate facts. You mean
facts of consciousness, of course.
But how are you going to accept
what is included in the conscious-
nest of a Theist, and refuse what is
equally included in the consciousness
of a Christian? You may have a way
of doing so which will satisfy your-
self, buthow defend it againstthose who
will tell you that your ultimate facts
are only a superstitious outgrowth,
like the rest —as Comte would certainly
tell you—of Theism. These ultimate
facts might stand their ground—did
stand their ground—in simple ages,
when people, like some described by
George Eliot, cared more about things
than their causes. But in an intensely
gelf-conscious amalytic age like this,
when men apply analysis to feelings
which cannot be analysed, but which
shrivel and disappear under the mis-
placed attempt, I am thankful that,
a8 I believe, God, who ‘*at sundry
times, and in divers manners spake in
time past unto the fathers by the pro-
phets, hath in these last days spoken
unto us by his Son.” Christianity is
not ‘‘but one act in the drama,” be
the drama ever so long. It is the last
word of God to humanity—explain-
ing and pointing all that went before.’

As Graham did not immediately re-
ply, Warburton presently went onina
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somewhatlightertone. ‘Thisageofrest-
less thought is an age of doctrinaires;
everyone seeing that the world is out
of joint, and believing, like M. Comte,
that he was born to set it right.
Everyone has his nostrum or specific
punacea. How are you to defend
Theism against Humanism, for in-
stance, on which Mr. Harrison is so
severe? Just let me read it, or part

ble you with many more extracts.
He says, ‘“There is a fashion now to-
wards the close of the nineteenth
century, as there was a fashion at the
close of the fifteenth, and indeed, in

\

part, all through the sixteenth cen- '

tury, to fall back on a vague and ra-

ther flimsy Humanism, as a mere
spontaneous outlet from the pressure

of defective creeds.”

He defines itas | ture, which began at the Revolution,

“ a spontaneous falling back on Na- !

ture, and on human nature, and on
man’s pre-Catholic life” (Le means pre-
Christian), “ which, with its instinctive
return towardsthe brightnessof Hellas,
with all the consciousness of its hu-
man power, and its passion for reality,
for light, for truth, gave us Brunel-
leschi and Alberti, Leonardo and
Michael Angelo. But even in its glo-
rious youth,” he says, ‘it wants solid
backbone. 1t trifles with Philosophy,
it has an instinctive horror of Reli-
gion, it dreads discipline, it has no
moral stamina, it passes easily by mere
sympathetic weakness, or mere cul-
tivated indolence, into scepticism, im-
potent incapacity to come to a deci-
sion, and thence on to effeminacy,
grossness, unnatural passion or ignoble
dreaming. It always had, in its best
days, a weak side for the beast in man
as well as for the hero.” And this
Humanism, he says, *“ with all its
breadth, its sympathies, its good-will,
is a rotten thing, wholly unable to se-
cure for itself even intellectual eman-
cipation from the dominant supersti-
tions, much less to secure for society
a larger share of social well-being, an
end, in truth, for which it never
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troubles itself. To-day, as it charmed
the poets and artists at the birth of
the modern world, this Humanism
charms us, too, for a moment, by its
genius and grace and many-sided
feeling.”’

‘True enough,’ interrupted Graham.
‘Take Swinburne and all his host of
admirers and imitators, to wit. I have

. often been puzzled at the self-compla-
of it at least. 1 am not going to trou- -

cency and «bandon with which men
throw away the hard-won victories of
centuries—of the spiritual over the
material—in order to go contentedly
back to the animal again !’

¢ Well, you will approve of what he
goes on to say.—* But strong men
soon weary of it. Its inward hollow-
ness grows shameful, ludicrous, loath-
some to us. And we see to day Cul-

with Diderot and Goethe, a hundred
years ago, and which has given us
some exquisite works of genius and
of feeling, now dying away with mere
simpering about art, about philosophy
—-nay, simpering about religion, with
its unmanly whining and feminine
eagerness about the very fringes of
human life, the furniture of our rooms
or the cut of our clothes !””’

¢ Rather hard !’ Graham said, laugh-

~ ing, ‘on our superfine wmsthetic writ-

ers, who go into ecstasies over * har-
monies ” and * arrangements,” and

! spread themselves grandly in cant

about “sincere ” colour and “immor-
al ” chiaro-oscuro, &c., &c. I mustsay
I think Ruskin, with all deference to
you, Mrs. Warburton, is responsible
for a good deal of it.’

¢Just as much as an honest cloth
manufacturer is responsible for shod-
dy !’ replied Mrs. Warburton—‘ we
can’t have a good thing without risk
of a counterfeit, I suppose, and so I
suppose we can’t have a Ruskin with-
out—'

A Mr. Maudle and a Mrs. Cima-
bue Brown, as the inevitable result of
an overstrained enthusiasm, which, in
ordinary British humanity becomes
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were silliness at second hand,’” sug-
gested Graham, glancing at Punchk, as
he spoke.

‘Well, I must admit that Ruskin
is a trifle fanatical sometimes,’ said
Warburton, ‘but I really don't think
he is responsible for Mr. Maudle and
Mrs. Cimabue Brown, any more than
for Mrs. Ponsonby de Tomkyns! He

breathes in a totally different atmos- °

phere from theirs, which is this very

humanistic one that Mr. Harrison on :

the whole describes so well,—a com-
plete Materialistic reaction—an entire
sinking of the higher and spiritual
beauty in the mere outward and vis-
ible symbols. When men exalt art
into a religion, it is not strange that
their religion and their art, both,
should dwindle down into the very
anarrowest limits, But we must come
back to Mr. Harrison again.’

‘I am getting rather impatient,’
Ciraham remarked, ¢ to hear what you
will say of his verdict on Christianity.
1 was amused, a little while ago, to
hear you say that you didn’t intend to
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exposition, which he could certainly
have done in the time he took to write
one of his articles.’

¢ And yet, from some things he says
at times, he must have been once a
believer,” Graham remarked.

‘Possibly enough; and yet, like
many a believer, he has missed its
essence, —intellectually I mean, for I
believe he has caught much of its
spirit, which he has unconsciously ap-
propriated to his own—or M. Comte's
theory. He has a great deal to say
about theology and about theological

- differencesof men. Hehasagooddeal to

say about Christiansaints and teachers,
even about Moses and St. Paul. But,

. curiously enough, in the matter of

Christian teaching, he never once re-
fers to Christ! When he talks of
Buddhism he means what Buddha
taught. 'When he talks of Confucian-
ism he means what Confucius taught.

. But when he speaks of Christianity he
. means anything and everything rather
_ than the answer to the simple question

read many more extracts. You seem, !

so far, to have found him a “second . senses,’ objected Giraham.

Daniel come to judgment.” But I
fancy you will hardly quote him with
such relish when he enlarges upon the
failures of Christianity.!’

Warburton smiled a little. ¢ No,’
he said, ¢certainly I cannot! But I
think I can justify myself for not do-
ing so. Mr. Harrison has given, to
the various theories on which I have

—What was taught by Christ 7’
¢ But the word is used in so many

‘T admit that,” replied Warburton.

; “Tts meaning has become rather indefi-

1 nite in popular use.

It is at one time
made synonymous with certain doc-

. trines, at another with a great moral

and spiritual force. Sometimes it is

. used as a historical term, and at others

quoted him, a fair amount of thought

and study, as is seen from the fact
that he presents them, on the whole,
fairly enough, and would not be ac-
cused, I think,of doing to any a glar-
ing injustice. But when he comes to

ferent. He never fairly grapples with
Christianity, pure and simple, at all.
He never even attempts to define it,

it is even confounded with theology at
large. Harrison so confounds it again
and again. But however vaguely
words may be used in common par-
lance, we expect a philosopher to go

. to the root of the matter, and to take

and much that he says about it would .

lead any thoughtful Christian to doubt

whether he had ever taken the trouble .

to read for himself its only authentic

his conception of a religion, the great-

. est of all religions, in its pretensions,

speak of Christianity, the case is dif- = its clairus, its dynamic force—not from

this or that interpreter, but direct
from Him, from whom all must ad-
mit it took its origin and its name.’
‘I must say,’ said Graham, as he
turned over the pages of the Review,
¢ that his tactics in regard to Christi-

* anity remind one very much of a skil-
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ful general, who tries to get between
the divisions of the opposing army and
cut each off from the other.’

¢ With this difference, said War-
burton, -that the general really does
meet the army—in divisions-—while
Harrison adroitly avoids really meet-
ing Christianity at all. He divides it
into Roman Catholicism and Protes-
tantism,and then he takes each mainly
on the ground of their difference from
each other, and, of course, what each
hLas said of the other it is easy for him
to say again. But what of the resi-
duum, the positive truth as distin-
guished from negations, which is com-
mon to both? 1 admit the real dif-
ferences between Protestantism and
Roman Catholicism, though I don’t
accept Mr. Hurrison’s statement of
them. But these differences are asno-
thing in regard to the infinitely more
important central truths on which,
against all non-Christian systems, they
are at one. I decline to take any more
partial conception of Christianity than
the grand one of the Creed—* the
Holy Catholic Church”—by which 1
understand, of course, ‘“all believers.”
As has lately been grandly said by
Professor Hitchcock :—* Christianity
is not Occident alone, nor Orient
alone, but the two together. Andthese
nineteen Christian centuries are more
and better, taken altogether, than any
three, or any six of them, or any
eighteen of them. The one Christ is
in them all, in all and in each.”’

“Yet you must admit that the dif-
ferences have been terribly empha-
sised,” observed Graham.

¢Yes. Circumstances have made
that inevitable—to a certain extent at
least. 1t is a pity that, while the dif-
ferences could not have been over-
looked, the points of union should not
have been more clearly manifested.
Still the unity of the spirit has been
always there, in all truly animated by
the spirit of Christ. But nothing
shows more Mr. Harrison's incapacity
to appreciate the essential principles
of Christianity than his account of it
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to-day, under the two-fold head of
Protestantism and Jesuitism. Look
at his reckless self-contradictions in
speaking of the first. Will you kindly
hand me the Review? Here, at one
moment, he tells us that “ Protestan-
tism is a partial reformation of the
Catholic system ;" that he *“does not

i dispute the services of the great Pro-

testant leaders, or deny that their
work was inevitable, nor decry the
spiritual beauty and moral grandeur
of its martyrs and founders.” Almost
in the same breath, he says that it is
“the parasite of Catholicism, and that
it must perish even before the final ex-
haustion of the system it has helped
to kill.” 'We are not supposed to kill
a thing we reform, surely! And a
parasite which should even partiallyre-
store—re-form—would be a new thing
in nature. And then he asks—* where
are the Protestant St. Bernards and
Bossuets, St. Francis,” &e., &e.” Has
Mr. Harrison never so much as heard
of the Rutherfords and Baxters, the
Wesleys and Paysons, the Leightons
and Herberts, the Hans Egcdes, Brai-
nerds and Pattesons? And the Re-
man Catholic and Protestant saints
could understand each other infinitely
better than he or M. Comte could un-
derstand either. Bernard of Cluny
has found a modern Protestant trans-
lator to make his nymns as a house-
hold word in the Christian praise of
our day. And St. Francis, across the
centuries, could have greeted William
Burns, of China, or David Livingstone,
as a true brother.’

‘Yet, he doesn’t admit, that as a
religion it has any present existence at
all, said Graham. ¢He puts it aside
with small respect as a mere historical
expression.’

“Yes; and he knows or ought to
know how miserably he is playing with
names ! 1t is true, the term Protestant
is a historical expression, and an unfor-
tunate one—as being simply negative.
But what of that? Names are things
that arise out of circumstances—not
as matters of choice. And every one
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knows that the generic term * Protes-
tant,” includes a large proportion of
the most intelligent, fervid and prac-
tical Christianity of to-day. Yet, at
the same time he abuses it as the source
of almost all the evils of to-day, an
“ anti-social dehumanising influence ;”
“ytterly null” one moment — posi-
tively degrading the next, and finally
the ¢ gervile worship of the literature
of a small and peculiar tribe in Asia.”
One wonders whether he has never
heard anything of Protestant Missions,
of what they have done for civilization
and education, for the family and for
women, in countries which his vaunted
Confucianism and Buddhism, and Is-
lamism have not sufticed to save from
moral and social degradation.—Or of
what they have done to avert suffer-
ing from famine, from oppression, from
plagues—introqucing some measure of
obedience to sanitary and economic
laws into countries where they had
been hitherto set at naught. All these
things are non-existent {o the vision
of Mr. Harrison, when he oracularly
declares that ¢ Protestantism has no-
thing whatever to show at all to be
compared to what Catholicism has
done for Poland and Ireland, for the

peasant of Brittany and Castile, of

of Tyrol and Savoy,” and in the same
breath accuses it of diminishing the
power of the Mother and of the Wo-
man, the perpetuity of marriage,
generosity to the weak—wherever it
appears! And yet Christian Missions
—Protestant Missions—though 1 dis-
like the more partial term—are revo-
lutionising the whole social life of
India, teaching it for the first time
what family life is, and restoring
down-trodden woman to what Mr.
Harrison declares to be her natural
place, though he seems to forget that
Christianity was the first to recognise
it, after it had permanently sunk out
of view. 1 have a letter in my posses-
sion now, from a Christian missionary
in Eastern Turkey, who worked hard
«during the last year to avert suffering
from famine among the poor peasants,

|

|

|
|
|
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and who relates that after having
given out seed for the autumn sowing,
in many instances the people were
forced to sell the grain to meet the
claims of brutal tax-gatherers, who
went from village to village, beating
even women till the blood ran from

| their mouths.’

¢And’ said Mrs. Warburton, ‘I

' was reading yesterday a letter from

the wife of a missionary among the
Chinese, who spoke strongly of the
down-trodden condition of the women,
who never dream of sitting at the
same table with their husbands, or of
anything like love or affection. Indeed,
she says, that hardly seems to exist at
all in their family life, which seems
governed entirely by a law of fear.’

¢ Yet our Chinese visitor Lin ta Jeu,
in his translated diary, published in
that same review—laments that Eng-
lishmen have not the Confucian rules
for the five relationships, which he
thinks would vastly improve their so-
cial life, said Graham laughing.

¢Yes,’ said Warburton, ¢that idea
of a system of rules for life, which
geems to be Harrison’s main idea of a
religion, is the utmost that human re-
ligions have been able to do, and here-
‘n Christianity shows its divine superi-
ority over all human doctrinaires. 1t
has ethical precepts—most practical
and wise—but it does its work, not by
surrounding life with a set of formal
rules, but by going to the root of the
life—the heart of man! It seeks to
purify all the ramifications of the
broad stream of human life, by the
only effectual means of purifying the
stream at its fountain head. Instead
of having no answer to give to “the
terrible problem of our age—to the
question of labour, destitution, em-
ployer and employed,” &c.,—Chris-
tianity has the best and only real so-
lution to offer, in the principle which
would meet all ends—*“Thou shalt
love thy neighbour as thyself.” What
more could Mr. Harrison's ideal do ?
But wherever Christianity is degraded
into either a mere system of rules or a
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mere system of theology, its essential
principle is lost. It is, above and be-
fore all things, an inspiration and a
life’

‘And yet many Christians do seem
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human nature to cling to some out-
ward authority, to save it the trouble
of realizing its faith. Some indeed,

. would reduce Scripture to a mere out-

to suppose it, the one or the other, -

said Graham,

¢ Only because they are so culpably
careless of the study of their own faith
in its own revelation. And that re-
minds me of what I was going to say
about Harrison's sneer at the Pro-
testant worship of “a Book,—the

literature of a small and peculiar tribe -

in Asia.” Well, in the first place, Pro-
testants do not worship a book ! But
they regard with reverence what they
believe to be a Divine Revelation of
God’s will, at which unassisted hu-
manity could never have arrived, and
they would be insensible fools if they
did not !  And is Protestantism alone
in doing this? Was not this same book
most carefully preserved by the Church

of Rome, through all the ages when as -

yet printing was not? And does not
Rome base her hierarchical claims
partially on her interpretation of its
contents? And the main difference
between Protestantism and Roman
Catholicism is not any difference as to
the value of the revelation, but the
claim of the former, resisted by the
latter, that as God has revealed Him-
self to humanity, so humanity, as a
whole, should have direct access to
His revelation, and hear His voice for
itself, without the interposition of any
human authority.’

¢ Churches and people that call
themselves Protestant are sometimes
ready enough to interpose human au-
thority,” remarked Graham. ¢What
“our Church” says on this or that
point, seems to be the favourite refuge
of most people one meets when they
are pressed for a reason of the faith
that is in them.’

‘And just in so far as it is, they are
unfaithful to the principles of the Re-
formers—red-hot Protestants though
they may be!’ replied Warburton.

ward authority, though Christ and His
Apostles constantly appeal to the wit-
ness of the spiritual consciousness.
But I should like to ask Mr. Harrison
a few questions about this “ literature
of a small and peculiar tribe in Asia.”
How did it happen that this obscure
literature should have attained to a
world-wide supremacy ; should bhe
translated into every language of the _
world, rude and refined ; and should
take as firm a hold on the heart of the
subtle Hindoo and the child-like Af.
rican, as on that of the practical, cul-
tivated Englishman? How does he
account for the fact, which he states
himself, that “strong men have drawn
from it the strength that has nerved
them in the battle of life, and that
loving hearts have rested on it in pain
and death, in bereavement and ruin,
and have found in it ecstatic peace,”
as they have found nowhere else? It
was a saying of Tennyson's Arthur
Hallam, that the Bible ¢ fits into every
fold of the human heart.” Millions
have felt this, though they could not
put it into words. By what moral
miracle has this literature of a small
and despised Asiatic people, despised
and maltreated, alas, even by those
who were their debtors, been able to
appeal to the whole heart of humanity?
And by what moral miracle did that
same literature grasp the sublime idea
of the unity of God, when all the
world around was sunk in polytheism,
and while even the intellectual and
@sthetic Greeks were content with
their Olympus ! The question Mrs.
Warburton quoted as to the bearing of
astronomy on our ideas of duty, was
answered better than the wisest astro-
nomer would answer it to-day, by a
young shepherd poet who watched his

- flocks among the Judwan hills, ages be-

‘But it is the constant tendency of -

fore Pythagoras. And the truth taught
by Hebrew prophet and psalmist, find-
ing its fullest revelation in Christ, was
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the highest at which humanity has
ever arrived ;—that for which Mr. Har-
rison is dimly groping now ; that what
humanity needs is the dethronement
of the selfish individual principle from
its supremacy in the human heart, and
the substitution for it of love to God,
and love to man : —
 The mystery dimly understood

That love of God 1s love of good,

And, chiefly its divinest trace

In Him of Nazareth's holy face :

‘That to be saved is only this,

Salvation from our selfishness,

From more than elemental fire,

The soul's unsatisfied desire,

From sin itself, and not the pain

Which warns us of its galling chain’,’

¢Nothing could more grossly travesty
the Christianity of Cirist,—and 1 ac-
knowledge no other — than to talk
of itas a “codeof mere selfishness.”” The
salvation of the soul, in other and less
abused words, the purification of the
heart, is simply the transmutation of
man’s being and energies from the ser-

529

‘¢ Good cause it is for thankfuluess,
That the world blessing of Hislife ;
With the long past is not at strife ! ”
“That was the true light that light-
eth every man that cometh into the
world.” But in the fulness of time
came His clearer manifestation. On
that first Christmas morning, some-

. thing happened, which in time has
- changed the face of the civilized world ;
. which made a new era, by which you

and I, whether believing Christians or
Positivists, have to date our letters to-

' day ; which created a new standard of
© virtue, and gave to the whole world

vice of self to the love and service of :

God and man. The ideal of ‘hu-
manity” as a principle of action, is the
child of Christianity, though Mr. Har-
rison seems to think it owes its exist-

ence to M. Auguste Comte! The “en- !

thusiasm of humanity” radiates from
the cross of Jesus Christ as it never
could have radiated in this world from
any other quarter. Leook at such a
man as Plato, for instance —in so many
respects before hisage—congratulating
the Athenians on ““a pure and heart-
felt hatred of the foreign nature. !”’

¢Still,” objected Graham, ‘you must
admit that there has been many scat-
tered instances of the °enthusiasm of
humanity,” even before Christ—for in-
stance, Confucius, Buddha —the first
Buddhist missionaries.’

¢ Certainly,’ said Warburton. ‘Do
you suppose I date the spiritual pres-
ence of Christ in the world, only from
the first Christmas morning ¥ Long
before then, “from the beginning,
He was in the world and the world
knew Him not.” But he revealed
Himself, even then, in the hearts of
those who would receive Him.

the ideal and the impulse of the ‘“en-
thusiasm of humanity,” which has so
worked itself into the conscience of
men, as to produce in time, Mr. Har-
rison and M. Auguste Comte.’

‘Then, if the lesson has been so well
learned, might not humanity go on well
enough, even though the lineaments of

| the teacher should fade away 7’

¢ [ do not admit the parallel,” quick-
ly responded Warburton. *I did not
say that the lesson had been well
learned. Alas! no. Only that the

. ideal had become fixed—a very differ-

ent thing. Of all religions that the
world has seen, Christianity is the
only one that supplies at once the
ideal and the power to reachit. What
does all Mr. Harrison's disquisition
really amount to? Why, simply this,
that in none of the non-Christian theo-
ries—nor in Christianity, as ke under-
stands it, which as] have shown, is not
understanding it at all—does he find
the lever which can raise the world.
And this he hopes to find in a certain
ideal of humanity, which for practical
purposes means simply the old lesson
that men are to learn to love their
neighbours as themselves. But how is
he going to get them to do it ? I grant
that the finer and higher minds may,
even in the theoretic rejection of Chris-
tianity, become so impressed with the
beauty of its root idea of self-sacrifice,
that it may be in them a strong moral
force. And the human mind has such
unlimited capacity for worship that,
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in default of something higher, it can
worship very heartily, for a time at
least, an ¢idvlon of its own mind. But
how is he going to infuse this senti-
ment into the people he himself de-
scribes, ‘ the rude men who sweat and
swelter in mines, in furnaces and fac-
tories—the hedger and the ditcher,
and the cottager, with her pinched
home—the women who stitch and
serve—the children wandering for-
lorn and unkempt into rough life—
how are they to be sustained and com-
forted by science and enlightenment ?
How will free thought teach discipline
to the young and self-restraint to the
wild? Human nature is not a thing
so docile and intellectual that it can
be tamed by fine thought, nor is society
amenable to pure ideas.” Most assur-
edly not, Mr. Harrison ! I could not
find stronger words than your own to
express the problem. And if so, how
i the idea of humanity going to tame
it, and check the selfishness you admit
to be rampant? We must have for
the soul a worthy object of devotion,
you say. How are these struggling
people to find it in the humanity they
see around them? Are they to find
out its beauty among the squalid con-
ditions of their own life, or in the sel-

fish hardness or indifference of their |

employers, or the richer classes in gen-
eral? ] grant there are exceptions,

moulded on the Christian idea. How,
above all, are they going to learn to
love their enemies? And how are
You going to teach the others to love
them? Even the Christian philan-
thropist would find it impossible to
keep a spirit of love towards the
wretched and degraded men and wo-
men among whom his labours lie, if he
did not feel the constraining love of
Christ—if he could not see humanity

transficured in the face of the Son of | enough to Jook, and I believe that s

man—if he did not feel that it had
been for ever ennobled because Divi-
nity bhad entered into it, to raise it
through Divine sacrifice and sufferin

o
D)
to a share in the life Divine.’

1
l
!
!
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‘Yes” exclaimed Mrs. Warburton,
‘and | have often wondered what com-
fort any other than a Christian could
carry to those who were crushed un-
der hopeless suffering of whatever
kind—bereavement, physical pain—
conscious failure and degradation—
the loss of all lLope, so far as this
world is concerned. And, oh, there
are so many ! What have they but
despair, if they can turn to no higher
source than mere humanity 7 And
then there is not only the hope of a
new and better life for those that have
failed here, and how few have not
failed, after all ! But there is the loy-
ing human sympathy, too, that the
thought of Christ can bring. I don’t
suppose that Swinburne meant hom-
age to Christianity, when he wrote—
¢ The face is full of rayers and pains,

To which they gring their pains and

prayers.”

but in that very truth lies much of its
power over the heart. The “fellow-
ship of Christ's sufferings ” will wake
a response wlere no other comfort
seems to gain admittance, and for the
tried and tempted, no words shine out
like these—*in all points tempted
like as we are, yet without sin.”’

‘And,’said Warburton, ¢ what hag
ever given peace and moral uplifting

| to the troubled conscience like the

' warrant to say, “ [ believe in the for-
but these are either Christians, or

giveness of sing 7"’

‘Ob, I grant you the beauty of it
all,—that side at least,—said Graham,
The only question is—its ¢ruth / But
you must admit that there is a dark
side to the picture.’

‘Yes,” replied Warburton, ¢ there is

¢ adark side to every picture I know of

—and must be while there is the dark
shadow of sin—the insoluble mystery
of evil! Into the nature of the fu-
ture life our eyes are not strong

revelation was given us, not to gra-
tify curiosity, but to give us prac-
tical guidance now. And with my
human limitations and short-sighted-
ness I am content to leave that ques-
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tion with Him-—the expression and \

symbol of whose infinite love is—-the
Cross ! But as you say—the question
is one—not of light or shadow, but
of truth. And thatis a question worth
settling!  Harrison says, in words
worth considering : “Is there any-
thing by which man can order his life
as a whole ? Is there anything by which
our nature may gain its unity, our
race mayacknowledge its brotherhood?
If there be such a principle, all else in
human nature is of little moment till
we have it. If harmony of the whole
nature be possible, it must be the su-
preme good dreamed of by the philo-
phers. It must be happiness, duty,
wigsdom, peace and life all in one.”
And I say yes ! and its name is Chris-
tianity.’

* But you must confess there are
ditticulties,” said Graham.

‘I do. How could there but be dif-
ficulties, where the subject is one so

far beyond our finite power to grasp? |

But many of the difficulties have been
caused by the tendency of theology to
speculate and reason too far with the
inevitable human one-sidedness. I
would not impose on any enquirer
any human and therefore partial con-
ception of Christianity, when its out-
lines are so clearly given in the only
authentic source from whence all may
draw. But the difficulties of believing
are to my mind far outweighed by the
difficulties of not believing! True, I
could not communicate to any one else
what to me is the strongest evidence
—that of consciousness. Coleridge
says, ‘ Believe, and if thy belief be
right, that insight which gradually
transmutes faith into knowledge will
be the reward.” And he says, again,
that to be truly convinced of * the
process of renewal described in Scrip-
ture, « man must put himself within
that process.”’

‘But how is any one to do that un-
less he is to a certain extent convinced
already ?’ objected Graham.

‘Well, it does not need the strong-
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est degree of conviction to be willing
to try a remedy, if we need it, and if
it be a true remedy, it will prove it-
self. But perhaps the first requisite
is to be convinced of the need. They
who came to Christ for physical heal-
ing did not need extraordinary evi-
dence to give them faith enough to
ask. And they went away with the
stronger faith of experience. Hereis
a passage I once copied from Coleridge
for my own benefit. It is a practical
enquiry, “from what youknow of your-
self, of your own heart and strength,
and from what history and personal
experience have led you to conclude of

* mankind generally—dare you trust to

it? Dare you trust to ic? To ¢, and
it alone? If so—well! TItisat your
own risk, I judge you not. Before
him who cannot be mocked you stand
or fall!” As for myself, I have no
hesitation in replying—/7 dare not/ 1
want all the help, and just the help
that Christianity can give me, and ac-
cepting it, I prove it for myself.’
Graham was silent, and Warburton
presently went on: ‘But we have
talked long; I have, rather; and I
dare say you have had enough of it.
I only say this, unhesitatingly. Chris-
tianity, and Christianity alone, can
supply the * complete human synthe-

¢ sis” that Mr. Harrison is looking for

and hopes to find in a way of his own
devising. It is the only force strong
enough to bind man to God and man
to man, to inspire hope in sorrow, and
strength and patience to endure; to
raise man above himself, above the
dull common-place to which life is
ever tending ; to maintain, through all
disappointment and all failure, the
continuous inspiration of a high ideal ;
to be the vital principle of a spiritual
life as real as the physical, though as

i great a mystery ; to give the best evi-
! dence of a nobler future by the pro-

gressive development of that life with-
in; and to breathe, through all the

jarring discords of this mysterious

life, an undertone of music which an
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old Christian poet well caught when Would speak but love ;~ with him thebright
. result
he sang : Would change the hue of intermediate
““I'm apt to think the man scenes . ",
That could surround the sum of things, and And make one thing of all theology.
spy L
The heart of God and secrets of Hix empire, —FipErLis.

FAME.

H, Fate ! Cannot a man
Be wise without a beard ?
From east to west, from Beersheba to Dan,
Say, was it never heard
That wisdom might in youth be gotten
Or wit Le ripe before 'twas rotten

He pays too high a price

For knowledge and for fame
Who gives his sinews to be wise,

His teeth and bones to buy a name,
And crawls through life a paralytic,
To earn the praise of bard and critic.

Is it not better done,
To dine and sleep through forty years,
Be loved by few, be feared by none,
Laugh lite away, have wine for tears,
And take the mortal leap undaunted,
Content that all we asked was granted ?

But Fate will not permit
The seeds of gods to die ;
Nor suffer sense to win from wit
Its guerdon in the sky ;
Nor let us hide, where’er our pleasure,
The world’s dim light beneath a measure.

Go then, sad youth, and shine ;
Go, sacrifice to fame ;
Put love, joy, health upon the shrine,
And life, to fan the flame !
Thy hapless self for praises barter,
And die to Fame an honoured martyr.

BRANTFORD.
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MODERN CANOEING,

BY ROBERT TYSON, TORONTO.

¢ ANOEING ?’ says a Toronto '

young lady, who has had some
experience in the stern sheets of a skiff,
on the placid waters of ¢ The Bay.’
¢ What is Canoeing? Oh, I know; a
man sits in a horrid, cranky, narrow
little boat, all boxed over with a deck,
except a little place in the middle, and
he waves about a long thing like two
big spoons, joined together in the mid-
dle—he calls it a double-bladed paddle,
you know—and he paddles up and
down the Bay, and he tumbles out into

the water now and then, if he doesn’t

mind. I have seen them when I have
been out rowing with Willie.’

¢ Oh, no,’ says her friend, who has
had relativesout with exploring parties
in the back country or the North-
West, ¢ That’s not it. Canoes are al-
ways made of birch-bark, and there
are always Indians in them. You get
into the middle of the canoe, and you
sit very quiet for fear you should upset,
and there is an ugly-looking Indian at
each end, and they say nothing but

with things like short oars, and they
run down rapids and waterfalls.’

ring a few feminine inaccuracies of
description.

The term ¢ canoe’ conveys different
ideas to different people. T'o the resi-

mean the craft so graphically described
by young lady number one, at the
opening hereof.

The modern cruising canoe, about
which I have a few words to say, dif-
fers from each of these types, although
having points of resemblance to each.
It is in fact a miniature yacht. It can
be propelled either by sail or paddle,
according to the state of the wind ; it
carries provisions enough to make its
captain independent of hotels ; it pro-
vides him comfortable sleeping quart-
ers at night; it will keep him dry in
wet weather ; and he can haul it ashore
or portage it without difficulty. It
offers excellent facilities for hunting
and fishing ; affords access to the fine
scenery of our innumerable Canadian
watercourses ; and gives great variety
to camp life when used in conjunction
with camping out. Such a vessel evi-
dently yields exceptional facilities for
a pleasant holiday journey, or a long
exploring trip, wherever there is water

: to float on; and of course its shape,
“ugh,” and they paddle along all day '

weight and size, are modified according
to the work it has to do. A different

. canoe is needed for open rough water
Our fair friends are both right, bar-

than for narrow streams and frequent

“ portages.

Some apt comparisons have been

! made between modern canoeing and

- yachting.

dent of, or visitor in, the numberless °
lakes and rivers, not far back from our

frontier, it means a light open craft of
birch-bark or wood, without decks, and

propelled by a single-bladed paddle—
very rarely by sail ;—whilst many city

people, and those fresh from the old
country, will understand ‘a canoe’ to

This is what the genial
authors of ‘ Canoeing in Kanuckia’
have to say about it :—- While the
canoe is flying along under sail, its
occupant has every pleasure experi-
enced by the owner of a twenty-thou-
sand dollar yacht. He has the same
glorious wind whistling in his ears,

~ the same sharp remonstrance of the
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waters divided by the bow, the same |

murmurs of recognition and complaint
by the waters as they re-unite under
‘the sternpost, the same sense of tri-
umph over one element, of compul-
sion of another, which, if it had its
own way, would be only a fitful ally ;
the same glorious abandon of health
and spirits revelling in pure air and
in endeavour unconstrained by age,
sex, or previous conditions of social
or business servitude. And when the
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bargee, left to leeward mourning and
wrathful by the cat-boat, looked down
on with scorn by the oarsman from
the lofty altitude of his slider—the
canoeist has, nevertheless, steadily pad-
dled his way into favour. Learning
from one here andanother there, taking
his paddle from the Eskimo, his sail
from the Chinese, his model from the

" birch-bark, the kayak, or the surf-

sail is over, or the season itself is

-ended, the delightful memories of the

cruise are not, as in the case of the

yachtsman, palled by recollections of
the frightful expense of the crew or
the extortionate charges of ship build-

ers for repairs. And while the yachts-

man lays up his boat for the winter,
and bemoans the wasting interest upon

dockage, keeping, &ec., the canoeist
quietly puts his boat upon his back or

boat, he travels on quiet rivers, whirl-
ing rapids, or on deeper and broader
waters ; always improving his boat,
until now he is sole commander of a
craft as perfect in every detail as the
finest yacht, and capable of any voy-
age short of a Transatlantic passage.
He is troubled with no sailing master,
pilot, or crew, and can laugh at the

~ bills for dockage, wharfage, pilotage,
i &ec., that sound the yachtsman’spocket,
her cost, and the various charges for -

upon a cart, takes her to his house,

and puts her down in the cellar or up
in the garret (after an unsuccessful
attempt to have her wintered on the
top of the piano in the parlour); in
either of which places he may visit
her as frequently as he pleases, in any
weather, and refresh any memories
that may seem laggard when recalled.’
To which I may add that the canoeist
never gets ¢ stuck’ when a dead calm
sets in; but he straightway hauls
down his sail and betakes himself to
his paddle; and he can go where a
yacht cannot.

Mr. W. P. Stephens, of Rahway,
N.J., says :—¢ Those who love the free
-open-air life, the liberty to go when
and where one pleases, the contest
with wind and wave, the sense of
power that a hand on sheet or tiller
brings, and who can take a ducking
cheerfully or face a Nor’-easter with-
out grumbling, will find that the plea-
sures of yachting and canoeing differ
not in degree but in kind. The canoe
is no longer an experiment, but an
established fact. Ridiculed by the
newspapers, chaffed by small boy and

while the sense of perfect freedom and
the exhilaration of an out-door life are
enjoyed by him as thoroughly as by
his brother of the schooner or cutter.
The canoe is always ready for use, and
the expenses of cruising (not includ-
ing rail transit), where the owner
sleeps aboard and camps out, need not
exceed two to four dollars a week.
Compared with rowing, the position,
with a rest for the back, is much more
comfortable, while the canoeist hasa
clear view of all before him, instead
of fleeting glances at the receding
shores—a great advantage on a plea-
sure trip on strange waters.” Or amid
well-remembered sceneseither, I would
further say.

Here are a few words more on pad-
dling, from the pen of the Commodore
of the American Canoe Association,
‘W. L. Alden, of New York, who has
written a most witty and readable
book, entitled ‘ The Canoe and the
Flying Proa.’ He says, ‘While the
canoeist sits upright in his boat, volun-
tarily working only with his arms, and
learning of unsupposed physical avail-
ability and grace with every motion,
the oarsnian sways to and fro like the
deserted half of a melancholy hinge,
which wavers helplessly about in air,
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always longing for something to at-
tach itself to, but never finding it.
Besides, the paddler faces his water
and his goal, instead of tixing his eyes
unceasingly upon the fleeting past. The
oarsman’s duties are contined to steady
pulling, while with every stroke of his
paddle the canoeist pulls and pushes
also, discharging those duties with op-
posite arms, as he works upon the op-
posite side of the boat. The exercise
is not passive, like that which one
takes on horseback, nor does it partake
of that mental strain which a man
experiences when he takes the helm of
his own yacht.’

My readers will assert that this
part of my article is degenerating into
a string of extracts. I plead guilty.
"The fact is, much of what I wish to
say to the readers of the CaNapIAN
MonTHLY has already been said to
many American readers much better
than I can say it. Therefore 1 cannot
do better now than give some more
of these quotations. Here are a few
profound psychological refleations an-
ent canoes by Mr. Alden,—

¢In addition to its peculiarities of
model, every canoe has its own moral
character. This may seem strange to
the mere philosopher, who has never
made himself familiar with the habits
of canoes, but it is strictly true. Be-
tween two canoes of the same model,
and built by the same builder, there
may exist a tremendous moral dis-
tance. This is the case with two canoes
belonging to the New York Canoo
Clab, which have often cruised toge-
ther; one of them, the Kthel, is ill-
tempered and vicious. She constantly
abrades her owner. At one time she
will tear his clothing with her cleats,
and at another will bite pieces out of
him with the edge of her combing or
the extremities of concealed screws.
On the other hand, the Violettu is as
harmless as a kind and cultured mas-
tiff, and possesses a degree of skill in
threading her way through a channel,
obstructed by sunken rocks, that is
simply marvellous. Nevertheless she
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has one grave fault—a persistent deter-
mination to break loose when anchored
or tethered for the night. So confirmed
is this babit that the owner of the
Violetta never dreams of leaving her
afloat without some one to watch her,
and always drags her ashore at night,
and fastens her with a lock and chain
to a large tree. Now, to the ordinary
observer, the Ethe¢l and the Violettu ave
precisely alike, and yet thereis a cloud
of credible witnesses who will testify
to the moral idiosyncracies just im-
puted to them. Of all canoes, how-
ever, it may be said that they require:
to be tamed before they abandon their
native fondness for mischievously
pitching their captains overboard.

¢ The proneness of the untamed ca-
noe to capsize is undeniable. Certain
models are less addicted to this fault
than are others; but the canoe owner
is never safe until his craft has be-
come accustomed to him. The canoe
is much stiffer than the racing shell,
but far more cranky than the row-boat.
Nevertheless, as soon as one becomes
familiar with the canoe, all danger of’
capsizing vanishes, except, of course,
in connection with sudden squalls or

i heavy sea, comhined with gross mis-

management on the part of her com-
mander. Properly managed, the canoe
is the safest craft afloat, and no canoe-
ist who can swim well enough to sup-
port himself for half a minute in the
water has any excuse for drowning
while cruising in a good canoe.

‘It is chiefly in the spring of the
year that a canoe displays the worst
points of her character. During the
winter the canoeist usually keeps his
canoe in his house, and feeds her uj-
on brass screws—of which she is in-
satiable—and varnish. The conse-
quence is that when spring comes and
she is placed in the water she is like
horse who is taken out after a long con-
finement and unlimited oats. She is
playful, and tries to roll over and rid
herself of her captain; and she is ir-
ascible, and iinproves every opportu-
nity to tear and wound the hands that
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paddle her. After a few days’ exer-
cise, however, this excess of spirits
wears away, and the canoe becomes
gentle, quiet and harmless. Let no
canoeist become discouraged because
of the antics of his canoe when he
first launches her. Time and firmness
are all that are needed to bring her
under subjection. There was a Ger-
man who, a few years ago, built a

canoe, and, on the Fourth of July,

embarked in her and started down the
East River.

She managed to sprain

one of his ankles as he was getting in-

to her, and in fifteen minutes after
leaving the shore she threw him out,
and left him to be rescued from the
wheels of an impending ferry-boat by
a Brooklyn boatman. After exhaust-
ing the rescources of the German lan-
guage in denouncing the canoe, he sold
ber at one-fourth of her cost. Her new
owner tamed her with hardly any
trouble, and she has ever since main-
tained an excellent character for do-
cility and kindness. A mere child
could now paddle her in perfect safety.
This teaches us that we thould never
allow the wildness of a young canoe
to wear out our patience, but should

paid.’
Canoeists get enthusiastic over their
favourite recreation. With his hand

upon his heart, Mr. Alden utters this

r.oble sentiment : ¢ To have lived and

man who can say “I have lived and
paddled” has alone known perfect
happiness.” Sowe of our cool-headed
Scottish friends may say, ¢hoot, toot,
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Englishman is ahead of the Yaokee in
this matter, both in numbers and in
point of time. I understand that there
are about three thousand canoes owned
in England. The London Field, the
country gentleman’s newspaper, de-
votes a large space to canoeing articles,
admirably illustrated, as does also the
Forest and Stream, of New York. On
this continent, the ¢ grand departure’
was made last August, on the lovely
shores of Lake George—the historic
¢ Horicon." A large fleet of canoes as-
sembled there from all parts of the
United States and Canada. Their own-
ers formed themselves into a ¢ Canoe
Congress,’ and organised ¢ The Ameri-
can Canoe Association,” with the fol-
lowing strong list of officers :—

Commodore, W. L. Alden, of New
York.

Vice Commodore,Judge Longworth,
of Cincinnati.

Rear Commodore, Robert D. Wyn-
coop, Jersey City.

Secretary, N. H. Bishop, Lake
George, Warren County, New York
State.

Treasurer, J. Morris Meredith, Bos-

ton, Mass,
feel a firm confidence that the trouble
of taming her will be more than re- °

There are already one hundred paid-
up members of the American Canoe
Association, and there is no doubt that

. the number will be doubled during this

mon, ye're talking in a verra reckless :

way.” But if T vary the sentiment a
little, thus, ‘The man who can say
‘I have lived to soup it up” has
alone known perfect happiness,’ they
will at once fully understand our
feelings.

Though only fifteen years old, canoe
cruising has spread rapidly both in
England and on this continent. The

year. Inaddition to this, independent
clubs have been formed in New York

- City ; Cleveland (100 members) ; De-

loved was considered by the German | troit; Minneapolis (63 members) ;

poet a very satisfactory thing ; but the :

Cincinnati; University of Pennsyl
vania ; Lake George; Toronto ; and
other places. The second meeting of
the American Canoe Association takes
place on August 11th next, and fol-
lowing days, at Lake George. Great
will be the gathering of the ¢ paddle-
ists’ on that occasion, loud will be
their pow-wow, and swift will be their
bonny little craft in the paddling and

 sailing races that will then take place,

for which several valuable prizes are al-
ready offered. Each club has its dis-
tinguishing signal-flag, and each canoe
has its own private burgee,
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Now let us have a little talk about = foot, thus leaving the hands of the

the various kinds of canoes. I will
select a few of the most prominent
types for brief description. Foremost
and latest out, is the Pearl, designed by
E. B. Tredwen, a leading English canoe-
ist. She has proved herself the fast-
est canoe afloat, and is one of the best

length is fourteen feet ; beam, thirty-
two inches on deck, and thirty inches
at the water-line; depth, twelve inches;
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" canoeist free to attend to his sheets,

sheer, about six inches, compressed in-
to three or four feet at bow and stern. -

She is long and flat underneath, giving
her a great deal of ‘bearing ;’ she has
consequently great stability, and can-
not be charged with any mischievous

fondness for pitching her captain over. .

board. In fact, Mr. Alden’s humor-
ous description does not apply at all to
the Pearl. She flares out well at bow

and stern, especially at the bow, and |

her bearing increases as she heels over.
Like most other cruising canoes, she is
decked at both ends, leaving a cockpit

centreboards, etc. She carries seventy
feet of sail for cruising, and 140 feet
for racing, her rig being a balance lug
and sprit mizen. The double-bladed
paddle is used for her propulsion when

. she is not under sail; a small tent,
of cruisers for open water sailing. IHer

slung over the boom as a ridgepole,
and fastened round the cockpit, pro-
tects the sleeping canoeist at night, as
in other canoes. The Pear/ is the most
expensive of all the canoes, except the
paper ones, which are built by Messrs.
Waters, of Troy, N. Y. Mr. W. P.
Stephens, of Rahway, N. J., is the
only builder I know of who advertises
that he builds the Pearl.

In contrast to the Pearl is the lit-
tle Nessmuk which is probably the
lightest wooden canoe ever in actual
use. She is ten feet long, twenty-
seven inches beam, eight and a half

" inches deep, and weighs but eighteen

of about six feet in length, which is, |
however, further covered with sliding

hatches. These keep out rain and seas,

but will come loose at once in the :

event of a capsize. There is an ar-

rangement known as ‘ the side-flap,’ to -

enable the canoeist to throw his weight
to windward when sailing. She has
water tight compartments at each end,
with doors opening into them to allow
of provisions and other stores being
stowed away therein. No canoe ought
to be without water-tight compart-
ments ; they a1ean important element
of safety. A leading peculiarity of the
Pearl is that she has two centreboards,
one forward of the cockpit,and one aft.

sixty pounds, and is so fitted that it
can be lifted clear out of the canoe

pounds! Her builder is J. H. Rush-
ton, Canton, N. Y.

The canoes built and used at Rice
Lake are a distinct type, they are all
open canoes, of various sizes, and are
much used by sportsmen. They are
propelled by the single bladed paddle.
They usually have no keel, a very flat

. floor, and they ¢ tumble home’ above

! greatly to their speed.
The forward one weighs from forty to

whenever she is wanted to be hauled .
on shore. The weight of these centre-

boards adds greatly to the stability of
the vessel, and enables her to brave a

sea which other canoes could not ven-

ture out in.

Her steering geer is ar- |

ranged so that it can be worked by the

the water-line—that is, they are nar-
rower at the gunwale than at the
water's edge. This is handier for pad-
dling purposes; but it has the disad-
vantage that, although they are very
stiff up to a certain point, when once
they heel over past that point, they
capsize with ¢ dazzling rapidity.’ They
are all smooth outside, which adds
I know of
four different builders of this class of
canoe, — Herald & Hutchinson, of
Gore Landing; William English, of
Peterborough ; Stevenson, of Peter-
borough ; and Gordon. The ¢ Herald’
(cedar) canoes are perhaps the most
widely known. They are smooth in-
side and out, and have no ribs, being
constructed with double skins or plank-
ing. The outer one runs longitudin-
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ally, and the inner one transversely,
and they are firmly rivetted together.
Mr. English’s canoes are built of bass-
wood, and are pul. together with flush
joints, battened on the inside ; which
makes a smooth outside finish. They
are a light and serviceable cance. Mr.
Stevenson is the man who first made
wooden capoes upon a solid model,
nearly twenty years ago; it was he
who originated the idea of this method
of building canoces with smooth sides,
which the four builders named have
so successfully worked out. Steven-
son’s present method of construction
is 80 unique that it merits full descrip-
tion ; and I give it as kindly furnished
to me by the Captain of the Peter-
borough Boat Club : ¢ In Mr. Steven-
son’s first essays he cut his stuff (cedar
or butternut) three inches wide. He
reduced it to one and a half inches,
and now to one inch, which he con-
siders best to make a perfect job.
Each separate piece is tongued and
grooved. The pieces go transversely
round the boat from one gunwale to
the other, forming at the same time
the ribs and the covering, so that the
canoe is perfectly smooth within and
without. Three small pieces run
lengtawise inside of the canoe, so
as to brace it together, in addition to
the gunwales. The pieces are first:
oiled on the edges with linseed oil,
which thoroughly permeates the wood.
They are then put into a boiler and
steamed. After this, they are, while
still steaming, placed and titted on the
model with great care. After drying
in shape they are taken off and all put
together carefully with glue. They
are fastened to the inside pieces with
copper nails. There is a hardwood
piece at bow and stern. A piece of
light iron along the keel acts as a brace
and a protection to the bottom. The
sixteen-feet canoe weighs only fifty
pounds. They are unexcelled for light-
ness, finish, model and thorough work-
manship ; are very strong, and with
care should last a man a lifetime.’

|
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With Gordon’s canoes I am at pre-
sent unacquainted.

All these Peterboro’ and Rice Lake
canoes, as at present built, are not so
well adapted for cruising as for hunt-
ing and fishing merely. The absence
of a deck makes them more convenient
for carrying a load and for taking
more than one person on board when
occasion requires; but it puts the ca-
noeist at the mercy of every rain-
storm, and gives him the benefit of the
spray in a heavy sea, besides spilling
all his dunnage out if he capsizes.
Then the absence of keel or centre-
board, and the ‘tumble home’ militates
against their sail-carrying powers.
They are not fitted with rudders, and
the paddle has to be used for steering,
instead of the convenient foot-gear.
Probably, however, these makers would
adapt their craft to cruising require-
ments when requested.

The old favourite, the ¢ Rob Roy’,
the father of all the cruising canoes,
must not be passed over. She is a
decked canoe, of about 26 inches beam,
with a nearly circular midship section
underneath, giving less bearings, but
making her easier to paddle. She has
no sheer ; and this quality, while it
makes her easy to paddle against
head wind, makes her apt to run her
bow under when running before the
wind. It isthe ‘Rob Roy’ that has
given canoes generally their unenviable
reputation for crankness, The well-
hole or cockpit is small, being only 20
inches by 32 ; and this interferes se-
riously with her sleeping accommo-
dation.  Hear what our oft quoted -
Commodore has to say upon this
point—

‘ The captain of a ‘Rob Roy,” after
worming himself into the cabin, must
sleep with his head and part of his
chest under the deck. As an inevit-
able consequence, he dreams that he
is buried alive in a cheap and ill-fitting
coffin ; and when he awakes, he in-
variably contuses his nose against the
deck carlings. During the cruising
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season the owner of a ‘Rob Roy’ may
always be identified by his nose. A
peculiar abrasion, known among ana-
tomists as ¢ Macgregor’s line,” diversi-
fies the ridge of the nose, while in point
of redness and swelling that organ
compares favourably with the noses of
our most eminent drunkards,

‘Two summers ago, an estimable
citizen of Hoboken made his first
cruise in company with a friend who
owned a “Nautilus.” On the first night
of thecruise, the captain of the “Nauti-
lus” was awakened by frightful though
partially smothered yells.  Hastily
springing up and lighting a lantern, he
found the ¢ Rob Roy’ lying face down-
ward on the sand, while her invisible
captain was howling and praying for
help. After considerable labour the
canoe was righted and the prisoner re-
leased. One of the supports of his
canoe had given way during the night ;
and his effort to spring out had caused
the canoe to roll completely over. His
difficulties had been further compli-
cated by the pepper-box, which had
upset in the immediate neighbourhood
of his nose ; and his condition when
finally released was heart-rending. In

his frenzy he seized a hatchet, and |

would have laid that “ Rob Roy” a
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insufficiently hollow mockery.” With
which I heartily coincide.
The Nautilus and the Shadow are

: two popular types of canoe, which I
. have not space to describe more parti-

deckless wreck before him, had not his :
friend firmly held him and gradually |
calmed his rage. The estimable citizen |

subsequently sold his *“ Rob Roy” to a
theological student, who soon after
adopted the Sabellian heresy. The
world will never know to what extent
his canoe was responsible for his lapse
from orthodoxy.

‘Now, a canoe in which one canmnot
sleep comfortably, is so far unfit for
cruising.  Of course one might carry
a tent, and sleep on shore; but the
weight of the tent and the trouble of
Pitching it interfere greatly with the
canoeist’s comfort. Moreover, the ca-
noeist who does not sleep in his canoe
is guilty of treason, and deserves the
lasting scorr: of all loyal paddlers.’ In
another place he says: ¢ A canoe that
cannot be slept in is not a canoe, but an

7

cularly. The former is the design of
Mr. Baden Powell, an Englishman,
who has done much for the advance-
ment of canoeing ; the latter that of
Mr. Alden. They are decked, with well
in the centre, and have watertight
compartments, stowage room, sails,
double paddle, rudder, and sometimes
one centrehoard.

The Racine Company, of Racine,
Wisconsin, have late made a great
stroke by constructing canoes, of a
kind of veneer, consisting of three
thicknesses of hardwood joined toge-
ther by waterproof cement. It makes
a beautiful canoe, and one that slips
through the water easily. Their ca-
noes have at present no centreboards,

The use of a centreboard in a canoe
will appear too great an innovation to
many canoeists, and it has not become
as well recognised on this continent as
in England. 1t is, however, essential
to one who does much sailing ; as
its only substitutes are the trouble-
some leeboard, or the awkward fixed
keel. Where one centreboard alone is
used in a canoe, it is put at the for-
ward end of the well, out of the way.
This may make it necessary to step the
mast pretty well forward. A jointed
steel centreboard, with galvanized iron
box, made by Attwood Brothers, of
Clayton, New York, is well adapted
for canoes. It is designed to fit under
the seat of a skiff, and occupies but
little room. It is very favourably
spokenof around the Thousand Islands,
where many are in use. The whole
arrangement only weighs eight pounds,
and only a quarter inch slot need be
cut in the keel. It is to be tested on
some Toronto canoes this summer.

I might fill several pages with in-
formation about canoes, and canoe rigs
and fittings ; but it would not interest
the general reader. Any one seeking
information on these points,I would re-
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fer to the library of the Toronto Canoe

Club, where a great deal of informa- |

tion is collected.

I am not aware that there is any
builder in Canada, who makes a spe-
ciality of such canoes as the [’earl.

A SPRING SONG.

i lasting one, two, or more days. A very

Toronto has boat-builders who cannot
be excelled anywhere ; and they could
build first-class canoes, if furnished °

with proper moulds and drawings; but
their difficulty would lie in the special
fittings needed for cruising, ete., which
would be more expensive to provide
than where a number of the same kind
are being made.

A desideratum for canoeists is some
gear by which they can reef their sail
by a simple motion of the hand, with-

out rising from their seat. The Com-
modore of the Toronto Canoe Clubhas
! the little kinks of his character be-

been experimenting in this direction
with great success. He has also ar-
ranged an excellent foot-steering gear,
whicli is more convenient than those
ordinarily in use. Another member of
theclubhas also got out a quick-reefing
gear, which he does not, however,
think as good as the Commodore’s.

A small spirit-stove, it should not be
forgotten, is a useful and necessary
article of the canoeist’s outfit.

One very enjoyable feature of a
canoe club is a joint cruise of the fleet,
when a large number of the members
proceed together for a short voyage,

good plan is to leave on the evening
before a public holiday, and return on
the morning after the holiday, which
gives one clear day on the water and
two nights’ camping, in the canoes or
otherwise. Such a fleet of canoes un-
der sail has a very picturesque ap-
pearance upon the water.

A word in conclusion about the
¢ double cruizing canoe,” sometimes
called ‘The Married Member’s’ canoe.
It is about sixteen feet long, and
arranged to be paddled by two. For
my part, where two men go cruizing
together, 1 prefer that each should be
in his own boat, except for very short
cruises. Verbum Sap.—If you do
take a friend with you in a ‘double
cruiser,’ be sure you know well all

forehand ; for there is nothing that
will more bring out the ‘innate cus-
sedness ’ and cantankerousness of some

~ people than a joint cruise in the same

boat. But, alone in your own boat,

. you are captain and king, and the

meeting with your friend in camp at
night becomes a real pleasure. The
golitary cruiser is skipper and all
hands. He sings:

¢Oh, I am a cook, and captain bold,
And the mate of the Nancy brig;
And a bo’sun tight, and a mid~hipmite,
And the crew of the captain’s gig.’

A SPRING SONG.

BY HILARY BYGRAVE, TORONTO.

-A_ BIRD sat on my neighbour’s tree,
The first that 1 had seen

Since March went by with noisy glee
And biting air so keen.

1 knew that Winter's reign was o'er,
That Spring was close at hand,

That Summer’s fragrance soon would float
Thro' all this northern land.
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The bird sat singing in the sun,
And, in his gentle breust,

Felt promptings towards his loving mate,
And yearned for brood and nest.

The cares of former years no more
Were felt to be a weight ;

No more he mourned Lis nest despoiled,
Built with such pomp and state,

No more he wept for little birds,
That died ere they could fly,
Nor yet for those who mated were

Beneath some foreign sky.

Hope fills his heart with joy again,
And so he prunes his wings,

And, like a cherub from on high,
Sits in the sun and sings.

Sings of bright summer days to come,
Of flights by woods and streams,
Of days of love and useful toil,
Of night’s repose and dreams,

Sweet bird ! I thank™hee for the song
That made me pause and say,

Why backward look, O, soul of mine !
To some departed day ?

Why think of joys long since gone by,
And miss a present bliss ?

Look up my soul! there never was
A brighter day than this!

The past contained not more of joy,
Nor more that was divine,

Than yet shall come thro’ future years
Into this life of thine.

Bright sunny days are yet to dawn,
And in their mellow light

The gloom of winter shall give place
To ever new delight.

O’er life’s vast plain the sun still shines,
And from the further shore,

Sweet voices say,  On, on, brave soul !
. Still on for evermore !’
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CARLYLE APPRAISED.

OME time ago there appeared in one

of the Reviews an article by Mr.
Payn on ¢ Sham Admiration in Litera-
ture,’ wherein some good illustrations are
given of the way in which many readers,
through mere imitation, or because it is
the fashion, express admiration for what
are called Standard Works, often with-
out having read them, and always with-
out having any well-considered reasons
for their approbation. Something of
this kind is noticeable just now in the
deluge of eulogy which is being poured
out in prose and verse on the works and
life of Thomas Carlyle.
who are so profuse in the use of such
terms as ‘ Sage,” ¢ Philosopher,” ‘ Pro-
phet,” and what not, seem to have con-
sidered what are the chief characteristics
of his works. A Philosopher is one who
has a system of laws or principles by
which he can explain all kinds of pheno-
mena. A Prophet is one who foretells
truly the coming of future events.
There does not seem to be in any of
Carlyle’s writings sufficient grounds for
conferring on h'm either title. His
philosophy is of too heterogeneous and
contradictory a character to enable him
or any one to account for social pheno-
mena, and his predictions have not so
far been verified, as witness, ‘ Shooting
Niagara and after.” The Parliaments
elected by the mass of English house-
holders (‘ mostly fools’) have grappled
successfully with many antiquated abu-
ses that have come down to them from
heroic times, such as the Irish Church,
Purchase in the Army, Land Tenure, and
others. The one distinguishing feature of
Carlyle’s works, which shines conspicu-
ously from the first to the last is, Enmity
to free institutions and equal rights.
His early pedagogic experiences seem
to have tinged his views of human na-

Few of those

ture ; he regarded the human race as a |

set of boys requiring to be coerced into
order by arbitrary discipline and some
kind of tawse, the highest virtue on
their part being submission to the na-

tural born hero or king. Unfortunately
his philosophy did not enable him to
point out any tribunal or agency for as-
certaining the qualifications of such a
leader.

His ‘ Reminiscences’ may be taken as
in some sort an epitome of his works.
In the chapter on kdward Irving there
is the old indefinable charm of style,
making the most homely incidents glow
with interest, and leading the reader on
page after page in a kind of fascination
to the end ; but there is in the rest of the
work such an exhibition of bile, spiteful-
ness, and overweening self-esteem as
never was made before by a literary
man, Mr. J. S. Mill is spoken of as
¢ Poor Mill,” and his ‘Review,” whichwas
the first to attack established dogmason
Church and State, is described as ¢ Hide
bound’ (was there ever such a palpable
misjudgment ?) Mr. Mill himself, as an
editor, is ‘ Sawdust to the mast-head.’
Harriet Martineau is ‘ Full of Nigger
fanaticisms and admiration for her bro-
ther James, a Socinian (not a Unitarian)
preacher of due quality.” Wilberforce is
also a ‘ Nigger Philanthropist.” If Car-
lyle’s philosophy had been anything
worthy of the naine he would have known
that slavery worked its greatest mischief
on the slave-owners, and that those whom
he sneers at as ‘ Nigger Philanthropists’
were in a still more conspicuous degree
white philanthropists. During the many
years in which Carlyle resided in Lon-
don, the Dissenters waged a constant
war with the arrogance and intolerance
of the Established Church. There was al-
most continually some question at issue,
Church rates, Test Acts, Parish burials.
One would have expected that Carlyle,
with his strict Presbyterian bringing up,
would have felt keen sympathy and in-
terest in the struggles of the Dissenters ;
but he never contributed a single line
on their behalf. It may be urged in his.
defence that his attention was absorbed.
in his works ; that he was too earnest in
denouncing shams in general to find time
to attack any particular sham ; but the
answer is, that when his absolutist feel-
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ings were touched he did find time for
public controversy. ~When Governor
Eyre, of Jamaica, was found guilty by
some of the best men in England of hav-
ing shed innocent blood in defiance of
law and justice, Carlyle was among the
first to rush to his defence. The danger

is that in lavishing so many encomi- !

ums on Carlyle, notwithstanding the
prevailing tendency of his works, we are

apt to lose sight of the great men of :

English history, who, not content with :
denouncing shams in general, single out
individual abuses, and taking their lives |

and reputations in their hands, make
<continuous and successful war on those
who uphold them.

J. G W,

F.’S EXPLANATION.

¢F.” has explained, and has let slip
the expressions ‘chivalrous insinuations,’
‘the ordinary amenities of social life,’
and ¢ honi svit qui mal y pense,’ which is
commonly rendered ¢ evil be to him that
evil thinks.’ I dwell little on that. Itis
easy enough to overlook this sort of thing
in a lady, as I must presume ‘ F’ to be,
from the choice of the term °*chivalrous
insinuations.” The expressions are used
without the understanding of their full
import : they rise to the lips and bubble
over, that’s all. Never mind. But
none the less does self-respect demand
that I should show with what degree of
propriety such things are said.

‘F.’ has explained ; but the facts re-
main precisely as they were. The re-
sponsibility is transferred to a friend,
far distant.” It is but a shadowy imper-
sonality ; but it must bear the brunt.
¢F.’ says that she would, ‘ rather in any
such case give the ipsissima verba,” but

that they were not to be had. She relied !

on the *friend’s intelligence and accu-
racy,’ a frail support, us it has turned
out. We could desire no more than the
ipsissima verba if we were in the * wit-
ness box.” It is certainly lawful to tell
a story, even without the.ipsissima verba,
‘simply as an illustration of what we
{frequently see in everyday life.’ Yes ;
but I respectfully submit that it is not
exactly that, to state as a fact that a
certain well-known lady told a certain
story, the lady being mentioued by
name. Besides, it was told by ¢ F.” not
a8 such an illustration, by any means ;
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but as a remarkable story worth telling
for itself, worth bringing in Mrs. Ol-
phant’s authority for, and duly empha-
sized with a note of exclamation. It
was not a story of what we ¢ frequently
see in everyday life,’ but a story of a
certain paltry husband, with whom Mrs.
Oliphant happened to take a journey,
but who is, fortunately for human na-
ture, now discovered to have had no
existence. The tpsissima verba being de-
sirable, but being wanting, it would per-
haps have been better to have foregone
the gratitication of telling the story.

¢ F.” speaks of the ¢ only material dif-
ference’ between her version of the story
and mine. I think that this is perhaps
hardly in accordance with ¢ the ordinary
amenities of social life,” when I have
already said, and shown by placing the
two stories side by side, that one was
altered from the other in every single
particular. That may be referred to,
and need n)t be repeated. So far from
there being only one material difference,
the transformation had been total. There
was not a single ‘sample brick’ of the
original structure left, and, in this con-
dition of entire metamorphosis, it was
built into ¢ F.’s’ article, which it had in
this way been made exactly to fit. A
man had been changed into a woman.
A ¢ University Don’ had been changed
into a wife. His taking pupils had been
changed into her taking boarders., The
wife of a gentleman, making a great
deal of money, as in all such cases, who
would certainly never have put her
hand’ to anything, simply because such
a thing is altogether contrary to custom
in England, had been changed into the
wife of a poor man, induced to increase
her means by ‘the work of her own
hands.” His quadrupling of the ¢ family
income’ had been changed into her
‘more than doubling it.” His little speech
about ‘ buying’ gloves had been changed
into his ¢talking magnanimously about
giwing his wife a pair of gloves.” What
had not been changed ?

I will leave it to the reader of the CaN-
ADIAN MONTHLY to determine whether
such a total alteration, such a reading
backward, could be the work of chance;
—whether there is not evidence of de-
sign a8 clear as the sun at noonday ;—
whether the same animus is not trans-
parently clear in every part of it;—
whether a device was not resorted to, and
that device to show up an imaginary
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mean husband in contrast with an equal-
ly imaginary exemplary wife.

This may possibly be said to be a
‘storm in a tea-kettle.’ Not exactly
8c. The point at stake is what degree
of scrupulous fairness and accuracy of
¢ ipsissima verba’ should be used by the
contributor to this Magazine towards its
readers and towards one another. In
this instance, it is evident that the want
of ‘intelligence and accuracy’ in a
‘friend’ the telling of ‘a story on
hearsay evidence’ has led to a serious
reversal of fact. And of this I am very
sure, that if, at any time, from whatever
cause. any one of us should unfortu-
nately fall into a misrepresentation of
any kind we could not be too thankful
for being set right. It is, by this time,
positively certain that, whether by a
friend or by some one else, at still great-
er distance, a device has been resorted
to, by which facts have been reversed.
Nor is this a merely casual matter. It
is part of a systematic and frequently
repeated attempt to contrast men and
women, husbands and wives (a mis-
chievous thing in itself) greatly, very
greatly, to the disadvantage of the for-
mer. However pardonable or praise-
worthy this may be supposed to be, it
will assuredly never gain, in the long
run, by invention or exaggeration,
wheresoever derived,

As to the ‘ conjecture that A. B. C.
may be mistaken,” the remarks about
‘the whole context,” and * disjointed
questions notoriously misleading,’ it is
to be hoped that such suggestions rest
on better authority than that to which
¢ F.’ trusted before.
more than refer by name and date, as 1
did, to the original article by Mrs. Oli-
phant. It is procurable at any time, at
very small cost, with very little trouble.

BOOK REVIEWS,

" As to whether or not Mrs. Oliphant

¢ does not usually write nonsense,’ this
has little to do with the question that I
can see. But [ may just leave it to
opinion to settle whether or not it is

¢ is nonsense (or at least a most nonsen-

sical way of enforcing the point at issue)

. to say that the whole ‘grievances of

woman’ depind upon ¢ sentiment.” Not
upon fact, n.t upon reality, not upon
proof, but upon ¢sentiment.’ That with-
out this sentimental grievance ¢ the occa-
sional wrongs of legislation’ (mark that)
‘the disabiiities at which we grumble
would be but pin-pricks, and would lose
all their force.” I will leave it to be set-
tled whether it is not only ¢ nonsense’
but a very great deal worse than * non-
sense,” most mischievous nonsense, to
say that ‘ the sentiment of men towards
women is thoroughly ungenerous, from
beginning to end, from the highest to
the lowest.” Was the prime minister,
who recomirended that a pension should
be bestowed on Mrs. Oliphant, ¢tho-
roughly ungenerous’ towards her ? Have

. all the publishers with whom she has

I could hardly do

dealt, all the critics who have generally
spoken of her works in a kindly spirit,
exhibited towards her a ‘ thoroughly un.
generous’ sentiment. Were the Messrs-
Blackwood, who opened their pages free-
ly to her when she had her mark to make
(and who, I know , are generous in their
payments, from an instance which was
brought under my own notice)  tho-
roughly ungenerous’ in their sentiment
towards her ! Did they say, as men to
her a woman, we must beg to be ex-
cused !

It will not do. Such monstrous, sweep
ing charges only carry their own con-
demnation with them.

A B.C.
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Reminiscences, by TuoMas CarLyYLE.
Edited by James A. Froupe. No.
166 Franklin Square Library. New
York : Harper & Bros.; Toronto :
James Campbell & Son, 1881.

them for amalgamation with the pon-~
derous biography, or ** Life and Letters,

with which we are sure some day to be
afflicted. It is much for ds to hold once

. more in our hands a book from cover to
Mr. Froude has done well in giving to
the world these last words from the lips
of a great man, instead of withholding

cover the product of Carlyle’s own mind,
a book, too, produced at white heat,
when that pure and vigorous mind was
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concentrated upon the memories of a
few departed spirits, afifiction for whose
loss seemed to have

‘killed the flock of all affections else,’

and left the soul keenly and exclusively
awake to such impressions of its vanished
ones as it could yet gather from the dim
vast of bye-gone years. There is, too, a
peculiar appropriateness in the prompt
appearance of these sketches, when we
are still keenly feeling the loss of their
author. For they are written An & sad
minor key and in the immediaté presence
of death. The sketch of Carlyle’s father
was written hetween the dates of his
decease and his burial, that of Carlyle’s
wife at different intervals within a few
months of her sudden death, the sad-
dened writer breaking off in the midst
to record the cutting of her tombstone
(‘the Eternities looking down on the
mason and on us poor sons of Time !
peace,peace !’). It is true that the other
principal piece of biography was written
more than thirty years after its subject,
Irving, had left the scene of his earthly
labours ; but the vividness with which
the past is conjured up makes us feel
that the hallowing effects of time had
but deepened and revived the early
feelings of affection Carlyle felt for that
bright spirit, before the erratic course of
Irving’s after-life had separated them.
‘It is like bidding him farewell for a
second and the last time.’

Let us first glance rapidly at the ac-
count of Carlyle's father, James Carlyle,
the stone-mason and farmer of Eccle-
fechan. He was no ¢ hollow cye-servant,’
and when he put firm, sound work in
brig and dyke and farm-steading, he was
building more than mere material walls.
Unconsciously his faithful life was teach-
ing his son to honour truth and hate a
sham, whether it was shown in * palace-
building and kingdom-founding or only
n delving and ditching.” The sight of
the father contentedly bending day by
day his great natural endowments to
plain humble task work led the son to
ponder on the message he was thereafter
to proclaim among the bustle of a self-
seeking civilization,—*¢ All human work
18 transitory, small in itself, contemp-
tible : only the worker thereof, and the
8pirit that dwelt in him, is significant.’

Himself uneducated, in the usual sense
of the word, the elder Carlyle, against
the advice of friends and relations, gave

18 son a good education ; poor as he
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was ‘ he was always generous to me in
my school expenses.”  But certainly the
best part of the learning he gave was
that which was imparted by his own
life. We seem to see in the older man
an image of what the son might have
been had his heart never been touched
and shaken by the thronging doubts and
hopes of a new age. The old formula
nufficed for the father: but the young
man had to wrestle with thoughts un-

| speakable and darkness as of the pit be-

fore he could find foothold in the welter-
ing chaos around him and discovered it
was possible to be true even there.

Very lovingly did Carlyle regard his
old father across the gulf of distance,
material and intellectual, which ever
widened between them. The lesson we
may learn from the relation they bhore to
one another is to give our feelings free
scope while there is yet time. Carlyle
dwells sadly on the petty presents he
could make his father, a pair of silver
spectacles a cake of tobacco. ¢ Thou
who wouldst give, give quickly. In the
grave thy loved one can receive no kind-
ness.” The same thought recurs in the
memoir of Mrs. Carlyle, ‘[ never praised
her enough . .. too late now ! .. . she
never knew how much [ loved her ! Oh,
that | had you yet for but five minutes,
to tell you all !’

Naturally, the paper of recollections
of James Carlyle is to a great extent an
autobiography of Thomas Carlyle’s
childhood. It stretches back to the
remembered household tales of uncles
and grandfather, of old comrades of the
father’s earlier day who fitfully appear
to the young lad and serve to embody
the more or less legendary tales he heard
about them from his elders. In this
way the memoir becomes a most inesti-
mable picture-gallery of lower Scotch
life, depicted in the most graphic manner
and throwing a flood of light upon the
mode of living in those days which the
future social historian would otherwise
have most grievously lacked. There is
old John Orr, the tippling shoemaker
and itinerant schoolmaster, who gave
James Carlyle what solid knowledge of
arithmetic he possessed, bethinking him-
self in a dafkly lucid interval of his dis-
sipations that his father's grave lay
¢ without stone of memorial.” The stone
itself was miles off, ready cut, but Orr
had ‘no shilling of money to hire a
carter. He desperately got the stone on
his back ; it was a load that well nigh
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killed him. Some one found him thus
truggling with it near Main Hill’ and
the stone got happily set up at last.
What a picture beneath the dim strag-
gling rays of a misty Scottish moonlight
night! Or we have an evening scene,
the dawning of thelittle fellow’s memory,
when his father carried him across Mein
Water, . . ‘the pool spanned by a wooden
bow without railing, and a single plank
broad. He lifted me against his thigh
with his right hand and walked carelessly
along till we were over. My face was
turned rather downwards., 1 looked
into the deep clear water and its reflected
skies with terror, yet with confidence
that he could save me.’

That part of the book which treats of
Carlyle’s friendship with Edward Irving
possesses a melancholy interest of its
own. It is indeed a soul’s tragedy, all
the more sad for the calm and happy
light that was shed around the earlier
scenes of their intercourse, Irving was
the elder of the two, the more brilliant,
the more captivating, and the more suc.
cessful. The more we dwell on the out-
ward disparity between the two young
men the more we are led to admire the
generosity and open mindedness with
which the gifted preacher recognised the
greatness of spirit that was hidden from
the commeon herd beneath Carlyle's
rough exterior, struggling as he then
was with penury, ill-health and a fixed
determination not to sell his life into the
bondage of any of the acknowledged
professions or respectable modes of ob-
taining a livelihood. These memoirs of
Irving are in great part a 'memoir of
Carlyle’s youth, his early attempts at

pedagoguery, walking tours, wild yacht-

ing excursions, in which Irviug joined
him, *rather preferring the helm-part
and not much taking the oar when he
could honourably help it.’
find the success of Irving driven like a
wedge between them,—the eloquent
minister drawn to London, his popu-
larity “taking fire there,’ Canning,
Brougham,
rushing to hear him day after day till
he believed that the ¢ Christian religion
was again to dominate all minds, and

the world to become an Eden by his !

thrice-blessed means.” All this while
+ Carlyle is bitterly struggling among the
thorny paths of unremunerative litera-
ture, chiefly of the German sort, and
their meetings are but occasional, Irving
is still most friendly, his house is ever
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open to Carlyle, his interest with London
publishers at command ; but it gets more
and more sad to the rugged independent
thinker to notice how his friend’s finer
qualities were being spoilt by the inces-
sant adulation that surrounded him.
‘In this liberal London, pitch your
sphere one step lower than yourself, and
you can get what amount of flattery yon
will consent to.” Then follow increasing
eccentricities on Irving’s part as the
beautiful dream he had conjured up
melted away ; struggling to retrieve
his position which resulted in his offend-
ing his hearers by a direct openness of
denunciation which they deserved but
did not expect ; finally expulsion for
some over-thoughtful heresy or sus-
picion of heresy from the Scotch Church

| and the founding of his own sect 80 soon

to be fouled by the parasitic growth of
‘the Tongues,” inane senseless shrieking
of ‘lah-lalling women.’ Very touching
iz the passage in which Carlyle speaks
of his riding alone up the Tottenham
Court Road after Irving’s death and
looking hack at the sierra of London,’
its domes and spires saw-edged agaiust
the clear sky, and reflecting that the
steeple of the Caledonian Chapel which

Then we

Mackintosh, Lady Jersey |

he descried among them was the only
positive mark that was left of Irving
having ever lived. or ever worked, in
- the great metropolis.

The reminiscences of Mrs. Carlyle
coming after the other two memoirs,
and being written quite independently
and without reference to the others, to
some extent cover the same ground and
present us with the same facts in slightly

. differing form. Owing also, to the in-
; tense closeness of sympathy between
| Carlyle and his wife, they are in effect
| a biography of the author no less than
‘ of his life-companion, and we feel that

the years of survival were empty and
} unprofitable to the aged man who conld
. ot find in the few remaining friends of
i his manhood that companionship with
; which his wife’s sympathy had cheered
him through the ‘ditlicult tasks of his
1 life. His best years, all his great works,
. date before his wife’s sudden death. She
! shared his poverty and silent toil, fore-
' saw his success and gave him that en-
! eouragement which rendered it possible.

When his * French Revolution’ came
J out she was almost angry with him for
i doubting, in that reaction which inevit-
J ably follows long-sustained effurt, the
I hold which it at once took upon the
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public. Long afterwards when the ap-
Pearance of the ¢ Latter-day Pamphlets’
revealed how wide a gulf had secretly
been forming between Carlyle’s philo-
sophy and the system to which his early
friends would fain have had him attach-
ed,—when those friends seemed to him
becoming hide-bound and withered in
their whiggisms and politico-economical
nostrums Mrs. Carlyle remained firmly
at his side. ¢ In the whole world I had
one complete approver ; in that, as in
other cases, one, and it was worth all.

« + . . She was glad at my getting
delivered of my black electricities and
consuming fires in that way.’

‘ One complete approver,’—one, that
i8, over and above his own deliberate
<onviction and clearest inner conscience,
against which, we may be very sure,
Carlyle never spake or uttered syllable.
But while we grant this intense convic-
tion of belief in everything he wrote,
must we not ask ourselves very seriously
if a long course of ever-increasing seclu-
sion and communion with his own spirit,
backed by the firm affectionate echoing
of his own ideas by the *one complete
approver,’ did not tend to narrow his
views of men and to darken the future
of mankind in his eyes? Readily we
will admit that the germ of his latest
Jamaica or United States Slavery utter-
ances is to be found in even his earliest
works ; even more willing are we to
allow that the message he ever reiterated
against the shams and wind-bags of
modern Democracy was most cryingly
needed by the age; but would it not
have been possible, under happier cir-
cumstances, for Carlyle to have mode-
rated his virulence against the school of
Mill (‘ much macerated, chauged and
fanaticized John Mill’) and of Bentham ?
The men had so much in common, after
all, in their desire to better the universe
and leave mankind better than they
found it. It is almost necessary to re-
mind a generatiin which has heard its
possibly wisest sage expend so much
energy in denouncing *shallow Betham-
isms’ what Jeremy Bentham really did.
He found the Government of England
steeped in official corruption of which
we can have no idea, the foul offspring
of lavish war-contracts and unmerited
pension grants. He found a criminal
code that paralleled that of Timbuctoo,
except in the heads of simplicity and
freedom from expense. The sources of
Jjustice were polluted, the representation
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of the people was cramped and subject-
ed to a thousand humiliations, the laws
of libel, of property, of commerce, all
twisted into 8o many potent engines to
oppress the people. Against such
abuses he laboured all day long. In his
voluminous writings were stored up the
weapons with which the Reformers of
the next generation effected such neces-
sary changes as he did not live to see
achieved. It is impossible to calculate
the mass of actual sin, misery and
poverty which he helped to dissipate,
the impetus he gave to freedom of
thought and discussion, to education
and everything which is prized by a
freeman. Surely some more cordial re-
cognition was due to such a man from a
mind like Carlyle’s. But the later
writer was 8o occupied by the undoubt-
ed fact that an improved system of pop-
ular representation had not cured every
ill the political frame was heir to, that
he overlooked the enormous positive
good which the Reformers of Bentham’s
school actually effected. To us it seems
as if Bentham held the place of a good
Samaritan putting the cup of cold water
to the lips of some traveller, dust-choked
in the desert sand storm, and bidding
him be of good courage. Carlyle stands
by and assures the reviving man that
he will surely thirst again, and that the
oasis to which his saviour points him is
buta mirage that deludes the eye. Both
seek the good of the wearied one, but
why should the dark-eyed prophet of
disaster scorn the man who has at least
relieved the pressing needs which, but
for his timely help, would have stopped
the wayfarer’s labouring breath for ever.

It grieves us to note that Carlyle ap-
pears to have been unable to appreciate
any of his contemporaries. We can un-
derstand his not caring for Sir Walter
Scott, in spite of their being com-
patriots, when we look at the different
way in which they were affected by King
George's farcical visit to Edinburgh.
The loyal baronet, in an effusion of zeal,
burst into verse,

¢ Carl, now the King’s come !’

snatched the tumbler out of which the
royal thirst had been assuaged, put it in
his coat tail pocket and added a fit
climax to these mock-heroics by sitting
down on it in a moment of inadvert-
ence! Carlyle, grimly reading the
placard in which the civic authorities
exhorted the public to put on ‘black
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coats and white duck trousers’ on the
occasion of His Majesty’s advent, in-
wardly swore that he would put on
white coat and black pants rather than
give in to such ‘scandalous flunkeys,’
from whose threatened ‘effervescence’
of loyalty he fled for a week’s country
jaunt., But it is the same with authors
of every stamp. Lamb and his sister
are ‘a very sorry pair of phenomena.’
Yet, undoubtedly Lamb sacrificed more
for his sister than Carlyle ever did for
his suffering wife, and never had to pen
such remorseful sentences as Carlyle
does here about his own neglect. Lamb’s
talk is ‘contemptibly small, indicating
wondrous ignorance and shallowness,’
not to say ‘insuperable proclivity to
gin.’ His wit is ‘diluted insanity.’
The popularity of Darwin’s physical
discoveries was wonderful to him, *as
indicating the capricious stupidity of
mankind. . . I could never waste
the least thought on it.” Mrs. Carlyle’s
abilities must be exaggerated at the ex-
pense of ‘all the Sands and Eliots and
babbling cohue of ** cel:brated scribbling
women,”’ all of whom, boiled down,
‘could not make one such woman.’
This is bad, but what follows is worse.
Wordsworth’s works he could ‘never
considerably reverence,” his melody is
as of ‘an honest rustic fiddle, good and
well handled, but wanting two or more
of the strings, and not capable of much |’
Personally; he found Wordsworth con-
ceited. Milton and Shakespeare had
their limitations and * gradually it be-
came apparent to me that of transcend-
ent unlimited there was, to this critic,
probably but one specimen known,—
himself !’ After this, we need not
wonder that ‘ nothing came from ** Cole-
ridge ” that was of use to me that day,
or in fact any day.’” Macaulay, De
Quincey, what treatment can they ex-
pect when great genius is thus roughly
labelled and pushed aside as useless and
imperfect ? [t is with sorrow that we
have written the concluding paragraph
of this notice, but when so great a man
as Carlyle shows s0 narrow a power of
appreciation for the greatness of others
it is a duty, no less necessary than pain-
ful, to point out the blot lest we should
suffer his declared opinions to blemish
the received reputations of men in every
way his equals,
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Ward’s Selections from the English Poets.
London & New York : Macmillan &
Co., 1880. [Fourrh Notice. Vol. 1T,
Addison to Blake.] Toronto : Copp,
Clarke & Co.

No more difficult problem is presented
to the critic than that which calls for
the correct appreciation of the poetry of
the eighteenth century. We look back
with pity, not unmingled with contempt,
at the overweening contidence in their
own powers with which the polished
writers of our so-called Augustan age
complacently dubbed themselves the
heirs of the beauties of their predeces-
sors and the correctors of their faults.
It was in this vein that Johnson cried
Milton down, and Addison patronisinely
cried him up, and it was the conviction
that every alteration they made must be
an improvement which spoilt the schol-
ars of that century as editors of our
older poets.

But while there is no risk now-a days
of our sharing the exaggerated views
which our forefathers held about the
charms of the ingenious Mr. Tickell,
and his host of fellow versifiers, neither
is it possib’e for us any longer to swell
the chorua of depreciation beneath which
the school of Wordsworth at one time
drowned the few feeble voices which
were yet uplifted in praise of the school
whose glories culminated in Pope. Be-
tween these two oppusing courses the
critic must steer a justly distinguishing
way of his own, and, as usual, it will be
found that one of his greatest difficulties
arises from the grouping of too many
opposing elements together and the at-
tempt to find a general formula suf-
ficiently wide to embrace them all. So
long as it was the generally received no-
tion that from Dryden onwards Eng-
lish verse became more and more polish-
ed, cold and artificial, until Wordsworth
and Coleridge by a dead lift raised it
again to a warmer and more natural at-
mosphere, criticism was baffled in its
attempts to conform to such an unna-
tural classitication. The task would have
been too great even for Procustes to
make Addison, Pope and Johnson on
the one hand, and Gray, Chatterton and
Blake on the other, lie snugly in the
same bed.

It is, however, a fact, and one which
Mr. Ward’s selections bring out clearly
before us, that the natural style of poetry
as opposed to the artificial style, the
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simple study of Nature as opposed to
the frigid study of society and morals,
never did die out, but that its traditions
were carried on by an unbroken chain
of writers in spite of the dazzling attrac-

Pope held out to every young rhymer.

It is not to be supposed that even
these lovers of the country succeeded in
freeing themselves entirely from the in-
fluence of the age which produced
* Windsor Forest.” Lady Winchilsed,
who has been named with praise by
Wordsworth himself, affords a good ex-
ample of this. In the following passage
from her ‘Noctwrnal Reverie’ :

‘ The loos'd horse now, as his Kasture leads,
Comes slowly grazing throug
meads,

! son’s powers.

tions which the magnificent verse of | ous moral from his winter landscape or
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less important power of recording those
impressions in honest blank verse, free
from theentrapping influences of rhyme.
But these tasks seemed to exhaust Thom-
He could draw a religi-

. overworked peasant, but he took his

Whose stealing pace and lengthened shade |

we fear,
Till torn-up forage in his teeth we hear’;

we clearly see a study from rustic life,
depicted in simple and appropriate lan-
guage. But only a few lines before we
have been inflicted with ¢ darkened
groves’ wearing ‘softest shadows’ and
‘sun-burned hills, concealing their
¢ swarthy looks,” and we remember that
the fair author was a correspondent of
Pope’s.

The same singular mixture is observ-
able in the poetry of Parnell. Mr.
Gosse, in his prefatory remarks (at p.
134) justly remarks that the ‘Hermit’
may be considered the ‘apex and chef
d’eurre of Augustan poetry in England.’
Yet his hymn to ¢ Contentment’ contains
passages which breathe the love of Na-
ture in the poet’s mind and the awaken-
ing sense that inanimate objects have a
word to say to us. Moon and stars, and
seas, he says,

‘ The field whose ears conceal the grain,

The yellow treasure of the plain ;

All of these, and all I see

Should be sung and sung by me:
They speak their Maker as they can,
But want and ask the tongue of man.’

Thomson's ¢ Seasons’ are too well

nown to need more than a passing al-
lusion. Wonderful as his description
of the varied aspects of an English
country-side undoubtedly are, they re-
main, in our opinion, pen photographs
only. In 'Thomson,. British poetry
seemed to be recovering the essential
faculty of louking at Nature with its own
eyes instead of through the medium of
distorting pseudo-classicism, and the not

meanings out for a walk with him, and
did not draw them out of the objects he
studied. The two lines of Parnell’s
quoted above, which we have itali-
cised, will serve to illustrate the differ-
ence between the attitude which these
poets of the dawning revival observed
towards hill and flood and the stand-
point from which Wordsworth regarded
the same natural phenomena. The ear-

the adjoining lier writers granted a message to the

moon and the flowers, but that message
was subordinated to the ‘tongue of
man,” which was to express it, and, in

. the expression, too often coloured it with

his own impressions. Wordsworth would
allow that man’s voice is needed to
formulate and publish forth as it were
the viewless thoughts with which scaur
and fell inspire him.  But at the same
time those thoughts were so clear to him
and their meaning so unmistakable that
the ¢ tongue of man’ became the mere
instrument to record.them with in fit-
ting words. To one set of poets the in-
terpreter was everything, to the other
school he occupied a subservient posi-
tion to the dim ‘natur-bilden’ whose
message was breathed upon his lips.
Dyer next claims our attention. In
his poem of ¢ Grongar Hill’ he plays as
it were a softer, simpler prelude to the
grand music which Shelley afterwards
elicited from the same lyre in his ¢ Lines
written among the Euganean Hills.” Al-
lowing for the difference in poetic spirit
and in the grandeur of the associations
awakened by the several landscapes, it
is wonderful what a similarity of thought
and diction is to be traced in the two
kindred poems. To Dyer’s eyes

¢ Rushing from the woods, the spires
Seem from hence ascending fires.’

Venice, on the distant horizon of Shel-
ley’s gaze, presents him with the same

' idea, more nobly and more fully ex-

pressed :

¢ Column, tower, and dome and spires
Shine like obelisks of fire,
Pointing with inconstant motion
From the altar of dark ocean
T'o the sapphire-tinted skies ;——
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After Dyer, Collins snatches up the
lamp of natural poetry and passes it on
to Gray. We can only afford space for
one quotation from Collins, and that will
serve to show howmuch widerand nobler
was the view he took of Nature than
was that of his contemporaries. Dyer
sang from the material altitude of Gron-
gar, but Collins lifts himself in imagina-
tion till, piercing at once the bounds of
time and space, he sees all Britain lying
beneath him, joined as old tradition tells
us to the opposing shore and the *silver
streak of sea’ effaced, while the Gaul is

‘Pa.ssing with unwet feet through all our
land.’

With bold imagery he calls us to behold

‘ And see, like gems, her laughing train,
The little isles on every side,’
and the beauty of the description is en-
hanced by the proud boast which closes
the antistrophe of the ode, that this ¢ blest
divorce’ is owing to Liberty, who destin-
ed England’s vales to be ¢ her loved, her
last abode.” This has been a fruitful
thought and a favourite one among our
later poets ; Tennyson sings ¢ God bless
the narrow seas that keep her off I' and
Wordsworth, in one of his noble son-
nets, gave expression to his feeling of
surprise at beholding on a clear day,
‘ The coast of France,—the coast of France
how near !

Drawn almost into frightful neighbourhood,

I shrunk,for verily the barrier flood

Was like a lake, or river bright and fair,

A span of waters ; yet what power is there !

What mightiness for evil and for good !’

To pass to Gray, we prefer to take our
typical quotation from his ode * On the
Progress of Poesy,’ rather than from the
¢ Elegy,” beautiful as the descriptive pas-
sages in the latter poem undoubtedly
are. But for our present purpose, and
to show how a grand thought could be
drawn from natural imagery and couch-
ed in simple phrase by a contemporary of
Johuson, we prefer to adduce the well-
known couplet descriptive of the aban-
donment by the Muses of their favourite
Grecian haunts,

‘ Where each old poetic mountain
Iuspiration breathed around.’

To Gray's lofty mind Hymettns and
Parnassus had imbibed the atmosphere
of poesy with which Greek bards had
surrounded them, until they were thein-
selves ready to part with it again in the

BOOK REVIEWS.

form of an inspiration purer, more in-
tense and more refined than they had at
first breathed into the souls of their ear-
liest admirers. The poet and the moun-
tain act and react on each other, a noble
thought and one which the school of
Pope was incapable of producing.

In Warton we find some occasional
touches, such as the picture of the haw-
thorn hedge in spring—

¢ Which, to the distant eye, displays
Weakly green its budding sprays’

that plainly shows he possessed an ob-
servant eye for the more delicate and
unobtrusive aspects of the seasons. But
it is when we come to Chatterton that
we appreciate the full tide of life that
was ready to invigorate the system of
English poetry. No piece of Pre-Rap-
haelite word-embroidery such as Tenny-
son’s lovely picture of the *clustering
marish-mosses’ in Mariana exceeds for
truth and delicacy of execution some of
Chatterton’s descriptions, as the passage
in one of his Eclogues in which Robert
the neat-herd, wails his ‘king-cup-deck-
éd leas.”

‘My ;farden whitened with the cumfrey-
plant,

My flower-Saint-Mary glinting with the
light.”

In dealing with Chatterton’s archaic
spelling and oft-times imaginary words,
Mr. W. F. Watts (who sub-edits the se-
lections from his works) has adopted a
curious and it seems to us a mistaken
plan. The untouched text of Chatter-
ton has, no doubt, a repulsive look to
the modern reader, but when we con-
sider how much harmony depends on the
sound of a word or the turn of an ex-
pression, we should hesitate in substi-
tuting a modern phrase even if we could
get one that bears exactly the same
meaning. Mr. Watts keeps enough of
Chatterton’s mannerisms to necessitate
the use of notes, but in the majority of
cases he alters the text at his own sweet
will. Nor does he exercise his discre-
tion wisely, as will appear when we note
that he retains ¢ abrodden’ for ‘abrupt-
ly,” and yet alters the by no means un-
known word ¢ nesh’ into ‘slim,’ at once
thereby making a very fine line descend
into the depths of common-place.

When we tind Cowper in his most na-
tural mood, he gives us charming pee} s
into English rural scenery, as for ir-
stance that delightful little piece on the
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felled poplar trees (p. 481).
times, and except for a naturally stronger
infusion of religious sentiment, heseems

At other

to us to follow in Thomson’s footsteps

too closely for us to class his country
his predecessor.

the present. It is with an effort we put
ourselves in his place. But immediately
after him come Burns and a troop of
minor Scotch song-writers, and we feel
at once the fresh breeze of to-day stir-
ring around our temples. We must re-
frain from selections,—all we need say
is, take down your Burns and remind
yourselves, if you need reminding, how
many of the master-chords of your na-
ture are touched by him on every page.
He finds the ¢ soul of goodness in things
evil’from the ¢ wee, sleekit, cowrin’, tim’-
rous beastié,” typical of the minor des-
tructive powers of creation, up to ‘ auld
nickie-ben’ himself, the prince of the
powers of the air, who might,—how can
we tell 7—have a chance yet if he would
but ‘tak a thought an’ men’.” His
loves were loved in the open air, and the
songs that tell of them have the sough
of the wind, the lilt of the laverock
and the rush of the brook running
through them all. The good and the

1y form he may descry it ; the hypocrite,
the fanatic and the knave need not ex-
pect by sheltering themselves behind a
national religion to escape his scorn and
his derision. Long may the fearless
spirit of Burns be considered as typical
of the spirit of the age which he usher-
ed in!

William Blake differed from Burns in
this, that he had no audience. To what
pitch of clarity he might have attained
had his verses been on the lips of young
and old, rich and poor, we may imagine
but, alas! can never know. Starting
from a wonderful simplicity which en-
thrals one with all the charm of holy
words uttered by a childish tongue, the
growing depths of meaning within him
seomed gradually to exceed his power of
expression. We have seen paintings by

i comprehensible to you.
scenes in any way apart from those of |

On the whole, he ap- nately in the case of his so-called pro-

pears to belong more to the past than -
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great masters which to the untutored
eye appear masses of confused colour ;—
you must find out the proper distant
stand-point before even the subject is
So it is with
the mass of Blake’s works. Unfortu-
phetical works, the stand-point is irre-
trievably lost,—yet there can be no
doubt that the mind which grasped all
the majesty of the Book of Job and em-

. bodied it in the finest designs that ever

lived beneath the graver of a biblical
artist, must have had vast and kindred
thoughts well worthy of being treated in
epic form. That he was imbued with
such mighty fancies we know from his
poem of The Tiger, which ranks with

. Behemoth and Job’s Warhorse as one of

'the grandest conceptions in our tongue :

¢ When the stars threw down their spears,
And watered heaven with their tears,
Did He smile His work to see?
Did He who made the lamb make thee ?

With Blake this volume closes, but with
his poetry a new school sprang full-arm-
ed into being. The fact is amply recog-
nisednow that Coleridgeand Wordsworth
are followers of Blake, and that they did
but, as Swinburne puts it, entrench at

! day break the ground he had occupied
true, he champions under whatever low- ! s ok

over night. It will, however, we think,
be apparent from what we have said,
that 1n several important points English
poets always kept alive that love of na-
ture the credit of reviving which has
been improperly fathered upon Words-
worth, and that among the frigidly cor-
rect versifiers of our Augustan age there
were always a chosen few who did not
bend the knee to Baal.

* » * * »

A few misprints remain to be noticed.
At page 74 ¢ springes’ is transformed in-
to the monosyllable ¢ springs,’ to the de-
struction of the metre of one of Pope’s
lines ; at p. 106 ‘ not’ takes the place of
‘nod’ and spoils the sense ; similarly at
p- 181 ‘sate’ is made to read ‘ fate,” pro-
bably attributable to the old form of
long s. in the original.
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LITERARY NOTES.

COLLECTION of the scattered
letters, published chiefly in the
daily newspapers, from 1840 to 1880, by
John Ruskin, and now edited by an
Oxford pupil, is one of the latest issues
of the English press. The collection is
comprised in two volumes and bears the
title of ¢ Arrows of the Chase.’

Lord Stratford de Redcliffe, well-
known to our readers as Ambassador
for a lengthened period of the British
Government at Constantinople, has jus
issued a volume on the ¢ Kastern Ques-
tion.” The work consists of a selection
of His Lordship’s writings during the
last five years of his life.

A well-deserved compliment has just
been paid by the University of Oxford
1o the head of the house of Messrs Mac-
millan & Co., the eminent London
publishers. That venerable institution
recently conferred on Mr. Alexander
Macmillan, the honorary degree of M.A,
in recognition of his services as publisher

|
|
|
|
|
|

for the past seventeen years to the Cla-

rendon Press. The honour, though un-
usual, is a fitting one.

The Boston Literary World, of the
26th February, devotes a large portion

Mr. Longfellow must have been gratified
by these tributes from the Dominion,

Native literary taste and ability allied
to artistic skill, and the poetic gifts of
execution in the engraver, are now being
organized, in the hands of the Art Pub.
lishing Co. of Toronto (Messrs. Belden
& Co.), with the design of producing one
of the most sumptuous art-books which
the native publisher has ever dreamed
of giving to the Canadian book-buyer.
The project is to publish in a series of
some thirty parts, at a cost of sixty cents
each, a work entitled ¢ Picturesque Can-
ada : Our Country as it was and is,” with
descriptions, by pen and pencil, of the
most characteristic scenery of Canada
from the Atlantic to the Pacific. Our
towns, cities, lakes and water-ways, with
the industries, occupations and sports of
our people, will be graphically delineated
and vividly portrayed ; while glimpses
of the historic life of the country, con-
sisting of scenes in the Indian, French,
and American wars, the explorations of
voyageurs and missionaries, and the pio-
neering work of the emigrant, will be
given from the most authentic sources,
to add to the charm and interest of the

- bouk.  The literary part of the work is

of its pages to the publication of a series |

of commemorative papers on the poet
Longfellow,who, on that day, had reached
his seventy-fourth birthday. Among the
contributors to the issue we notice two
Canadians, Mr. George Stewart, junr.,
at one time editor of this magazine, and
Mr. F. Blake Crofton, of Truro, N.S,
a contributor to our pages. Both papers
are gracefully written and are marked by

to be under the editorship of Principal
G. M. Grant, the art department nuder
Mr. L. R. O’Brien, President of the
Royal Canadian Academy, and the en-

' graving under the superintendence of

loving sympathy with, and intellizent

appreciation of, the New Eugland poet.
Mr. Stewart’s theme is ¢ Longfellow in
Canada,’” and treats of his influence on
the literary thought of the Dominion,
particularly among the song-writers of
the French Province. Mr. Crofton takes
¢ Evangeline’ for his text, aud quotes
passages from the poem to show the fi-
delity, as well as the felicity, of the poet’s
pictures of scenes in Acadie and of the
local colouring to be found in the poem.

Mr. G. F. Smith—men thoroughly com-
petent to porform their duties and to
give assurance of the hish character of
the enterprise. Over $109,000, it is con-
fidently stated, is to be spent on the
work, an amount which will be the best
guarantee of its excellence and worth.
Already the book has been generously
subscribed for, and its patrons may look
at an early day for its initial numbers.

Mr. Le Moine, of Quebec, whose de-
lightful historical papers, enshrined in
the several series of ‘Maple Leaves,’ are
80 well known to Canadian readers, has
just published an inaugural address, read
before the Literary and Historical So-
ciety of Quebec, on ‘The Scot in New
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France.” The address deals at great
length with the records of Scottish hero-
ism and enterprise, gathered over a
period of three hundred and fifty years,
from the historical and biographical
annals of the French Province. The
brochure is enriched by an appendix,
containing interesting information res-

pecting eminent Scotchmen, who have
played a part in French Canadian affairs.
It should be read in connection with Mr.
Rattray’s able and exhaustive work on
¢ The Scot in British North America,’ the
gecond volume of which we are glad to
learn is just about to issue from the
press.

BRIC-A-BRAC.

* ¢The Story of an Honest Man,’ is
the title of Edinund Abont’s latest work.
Is it nezessary to add that it is a work
of fiction!

An old judge of the New York Su-
preme Court, meetiny a friend in a neigh-
bouring village, exclaimed, * Why, what
are you doing here?’ ‘I'm at work,
trying to make an honest living,’ was
the reply. ¢ Then yow'll succeed,’ said
the judge ; ‘for you'll have no compe-
tition.’

As a well known professor was one
day walking near Aberdgen, he met an
individual of weak intellect. * Pray,’
said the professor, ‘how long can a per-
son live without brains?’ I dinna
ken,’ replied Jemmy, scratching his
head. *How auld are ye yersel’ 1’

¢ How shall I have my bonnet trim-
med,” asked Maria, so that it will
agree with my complexion 1’ ¢1f you
want it to match your face, have it
plain,’ replied the kateful Harriet.

Ministers very seldom attend balls,
but we caught one the other day, and
rzally saw him dance. It wasa snow-
ball, and he attended it right behind
the ear. He danced to his own music
for about five minutes, and then ‘sa-
shayed’ down the street after the boy.

The greatest evils in life have had
their rise from something which was
thought of far too little iportance to
be attended to.

|
|
|
|

Women are happier in the love they
inspire than in that which they feel ;
men are just the contrary.

¢ Neuralgia’ is the charming name
borne by a charming girl. Her fond
mother found it on a medicine bottle,
and was captivated with its sweetness.

‘ Really, my dear,” said Mr. Jones
to his better-half, ‘you have sadly dis-
appointed me ! I once considered you
a jewel of a woman, but you've turned
out only a bit of matrimonial paste.’
‘Then, my love,’ was the reply, *con-
sole yourself with the idea that paste is
very adhesive, and will stick to you as
long as you live.’

A pedagogue endeavoured to instil
prudence into the minds of his pupils by
making them count a hundred slowly
before speaking, or, in a matter of im-
portance five hundred. Finishing a
Jecture upon the subject, he took his
stand by the stove, and, after some min-
utes, observed that the lips of all his
scholars were moving slowly and noise-
lessly. Presently and simultaneously
they all broke out, ¢ Four hundred and
ninety-nine ! Five hundred ! Master,
your coat-tails ure all on fire !’

On being requested to stand as god-
mother to twin children of a friend, a
lady who was an enthusiastic collector
of old china consented on condition that
she was allowed to name them. Her re-
quest being granted, she called one Bric
and the other Brac, saying that when-
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ever she thought of Bric et Brac it would
remind her of the happiest days of her
life—i.e., those employed in making her
wonderful collection.

The Rev. Doctor Broadus, an old
Baptist parson famous in Virginia, once
visited a plantation where the darkey
who met him at the gate asked him
which barn he would have his horse put
in, ‘Have you two barns ?’ asked the
doctor. ¢ Yes, sah,’ replied the darkey :
‘ dar’s de ole barn, and Mas’r Wales has
Jes build a new one.” ¢ Where do you
usually put the horses of clergymen who
come to see your master ?’ ¢ Well, sah,
if dey’s Metodis’s or Baptis’s, we gen’ally

ut ‘em in de ole barn, but if dey’s
Piscopals we puts ’em in de new one.’
¢ Well, Bob, you can put my horse in the
new barn ; I'm a Baptist, but my horse
is an Episcopalian.’

The eminent mathematician Kirkman
has made an exquisite translation of the
well-known definition. ¢ Evolution is a
change from an indifferent incoherent
homogeneity to a definite coherent
heterogeneity, through continuous differ-
entiations and integrations.’” As trans-
lated into plain English by Kirkman, it
is—‘ Evolution is a change from a no-
howish untalkaboutable all-likeness to a
somehowish and in-general-talkabout-
able not-all-likeness, .by continuous
somethingelseifications and  stickto-
getherations.’

‘I read an interesting anecdote the
other day,’ says a writer in an American
paper, ‘concerning a gentleman who
made up his mind that he would give
his wife a pleasant surprise by spending
the evening at home. After supper he
settled himself down for a cosy time in
the bosom of his family. He had no
more than comfortably fixed himself
when his wife asked him if his friends
didn’t want him any longer, and if that
was why he had concluded to get ac-
quainted with his family. Then his
mother-in-law asked him if he had ex-
hausted his credit and was obliged to
stay at home. The servant asked him if
he was ill, and proposed to make some
tea. One of the neighbours came in
and wanted to know if he had been hav-
ing any trouble, and was afraid of the
law. And he says it all occurred in
twenty minutes, for in exactly half an
hour he was * down town” again.’
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BRIC-A-BRAC.

Lord Eldon, it is said, left an anec-
dote-book in manuscript, in which he
noted the following. During the debates
on the India Bill, at which period John
Robinson was Secretary to the Treasury,
Sheridan, on one evening when Fox’s
majorities were decreasing, said ¢ Mr.
Speaker, thisis not atall to be wondered
at when a member is employed to cor-
rupt everybody in order to obtain votes.”
Upon this there was a great outcry made
by almost everybody in the House
¢ Who is it ? Name him ! Name him !’
‘ Sir,’ said Sheridan to the Speaker, ¢ [
shall not name the person. It is an un-
pleasant and invidious thing to do 80,
and therefore I shall not name him.
But don’t suppose, sir, that I abstain
because there is any difficulty in nam-
ing him ; I could do that, sir, as soon as
you could say Jack Robinson.’

THRENODY.

Oh, sweet are the scents and songs of Spring,
And brave are the summer flowers ;

And chill are the Autumn winds, that bring
'The winter’s lingering hours.

And the world goes round and round,
And the sun sinks into the sea ;

And whether I'm on or under the ground,
The world cares little for me.

The hawk sails over the sunny hill ;
The brook trolls on in the shade ;

But the friends I have lost lie cold and still,
Where their stricken forms were laid.

And the world goes round and round,
And the sun slides into the sea H

And whether I'm on or under the ground,
The world cages little for me.

0 life, why art thou so bright and boon !
O breath, why art thou so sweet !
O friends, how can ye forget so soon
The loved ones wKo lie at your feet !
But the world goes round and round,
And the sun drops into the sea,
And whether I'm on or under the ground,
‘The world cares little for me,

The ways of men are busy and bright ;
The eye of woman is kind :

It is sweet for the eyqs to behold the light,
But the dying &n({ X;ad are blind.

And the world goes round and round,
And the sun falls into the sea,

And whether I’m on or under the ground,
The world cares little for me.

But if life awake, and will never cease,
On the future's distant shore,

And the rose of love and the lily of peace
Shall bloom there for evermore ;

Let the world go round and round,
And the sun sink into the sea !

For whether I'm on or under the ground,
Oh, what will it matter to me ?

— From Scribner.



