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Free Libraries in Victoria.

In our last issue we made mention of the library
facilities afforded by the State of Massachusetts to
its people, and to the wretched showing Montreal
makes in comparison. It may be of interest to
look at the most populous city in the Australian
colonies, and see how it compares with Canada’s
commercial metropolis in this respect. Melbourne
is scarcely half a century old, its incorporation as a
town being dated 1zth of August, 1842, and as a
city five years later. Its rapidity of growth has
been enormous, the population being now close on
half a million ; but its rulers and chief citizens have
not allowed business success to exclude those sub-
jects which tend to mental improvement and cul-
ture. In fine arts, in collections of objects of
curiosity and interest, and in all educational and
literary privileges, it is surpassed by few cities in
the world. Its Public Library building is a mag-
nificent structure which has cost over half a million
dollars; it contains about 275,000 books and
pamphlets, and is open to the public daily from
10 a.m. to 10 p m. without any'charge for admis-
sion. During 1889 it was visited by some 462,000
persons ; but this large atiendance is not surprising
when we remember that in Melbourne the day’s
work almost universally ceases at five o’clock, thus
‘giving all classes of citizens time to take advantage
of the literary facilities so freely put before them.
These are not confined to the city. Throughout
the colony of Victoria, the government returns
show that 378 free libraries or literary institutes
exist in addition to those of the capilal, that these
suburban institutions possess close on 450,000
volumes of books, and that about 2,900,c00 visits
were pa‘d to them during the year 1889g. The
total population of Victoria is, in round figures,
1,200,000. While these privileges are scarcely
equal to those enjoyed by the residents of Massa-
chusetts it must be remembered that the colony, if
more progressive, is very much younger and is far
less advantageously situated for the easy acquire-
ment of books. Away off in a distant corner of
the world, its importations of literature from Great

Britain and the United States are necessarily
attended with considerable delay and expense ; and
native productions have not as yet assumed very
considerable proportions. Here in Canada we lie
between the two great producers of English litera-
ture, and the effort and financial outlay necessary
to procure the printed outcome of great minds is
reduced to a minimum. Effort and energy are
certainly needed to remedy our deficiencies, or we
must continue to figure by comparison with sistgy
colonies and foreign nationalities as vastly inferior
to them in the measure of literary privileges we
offer to our people.

Mr. Egan in Chili.

The present strained position of affairs between
the United States and Chili, and the bitter hatred
with which Americans are regarded in that
fiery little republic, are distinctly traceable to the
“popular” system of government which so many
regard as the best of all national systems.
It is almost impossible to conceive of any adminis-
tration but one which places subservience to a
powerful faction before the first principles of good
government appointing a man like MR EGan to 1the
position of “ Envoy Extraordinary” to any foreign
state ; much less to one of no little influence, of
strong national prejudice, and of considerable fight-
ing calibre. The previous record of the man was
such that his possession of tact, impartiality and
diplomatic courtesy—qualities essential to a suc-
cessful ambassador—was absolutely - impossible ;
and, whatever his qualifications may have been for
other government positions, his appointment as a
representative of the nation to a foreign court was
aninexcusable blunder. Within the past few years,
troubles have risen fast and furious in almost every
Republic on the globe—all due to a system theor-
etically so excellent but practically so defective.
Mob law and faction influence have usurped good
government ; and it is to the limited monarchies of
Great Britain, Germany and Austria we must turn
to see nations ably ruled, kept free from internal
disorder, and possessing intense love of country.
The diplomatic service of a monarchy is neces-
sarily of great importance, and is carried on by
men of high social class, systematically trained for
their duties. The appointment of such a man as
MR. Ecan by a wcll-governed power would be an
impossibility.

Our Christmas Number.

To avoid any misunderstanding we beg to notify
our subscribers that the Christmas number is an
extra one, and is sent only when specially ordered.
The price is fifty cents, and we would recommend
that early orders be placed.

® -

Two articles that have commanded much favourable atten-
tion are those by Dr. George Stewart, of Quebec, on ““Oliver
Wendell Holmes” and ‘¢ James Russell Lowell,” in recent
numbers of the .{rena, one of the best of the American
magazines, Dr. Stewart is not only adding steadily to his
own reputation but to that of Canadian literature by such
brilliant work, and we hope to see more from his pen in
future issues of the best foreign periodicals.

The election for a member for the Strand division of Lon-
don, has resulted in the return of Mr. Frederick Smith
(Conservative) son of the late member, by the handsome
majority of 3,006 votes over Dr. Guttridge, the Liberal can-
didate. The figures were Smi'h 4,952, Guttridge 1,046.
The Strand voters have evidently little sympathy for Glad-
stone and the silly policy his followers have mapped out for
the next campaign. Mr. Smith is a young man fresh from
college ; he is highly spoken of, and is said to inherit much
of his father’s strength of character.

Literary and Personal Nott>

.Co
To our friend, Mr. J. M. Lemoine, F'lR ﬁent-
we are indebted for a valuable Ms., ““SupP ereP“"
ary Notes on Baron Maseres,” which will be
duced in our issue of 14th inst.
* % % b

3,VC
One of the most contemptible things we verd
noticed for some time is the publication m , ont
prominent American journals of the fact t week
of the favourile writers in the leading com]:vitud""
lies has just completed seven years penal €
mentioning his name and other details.
x % x or$ of
Among the coming issues of the “ Mak&(:o-,
America” series, which Messrs. Dodd, Mé? e st 10
of New York, are publishing, are two of int ohns?®
Canadian readers ; they are, * Sir Williai? J'o qffis
and the Six Nations,” by William Eliot ¢ Ne¥
D.D., and “De Bienville, the Founder
Orleans,” by Miss Grare King.
Xk %

'
. er o
Referring to Mr. Macfarlane’s first P22 i

. . : ¥
“ New Brunswick Authorship,” whict aPpeaof 1he

our issue of z4th ult, and to the menno? ]aﬂ‘?s
probable existence of only one copy Oloh" 0
Hogg's earlier works (published at St 'rian"f
1825), we learn from Mr. Bain, chief llpraitutio"
the Toronto Public Library, that that ins
also poussesses a copy of the book.
% ok % ma‘ed
One of the largest book deals ever consi® ble
in America was closed on the 27th ult: the
gram, the University of Chicago beir8 " The
chaser, and S. Simon, of Berlin, the Se]led-isseﬂ’
library has 280,000 volumes and 120,099 ot
tions in all languages. The price paid 15 ;600’000
public. The catalogue price is betweel 2 , oo%
-and $700,000, and the bookseller's pric€ $3
X % % 4 'l,oxd
Without losing his grasp of the swofs time
Wolseley is devoting more and more of his st
the use of the pen. His contributions t0 ﬂi)l&
literature of late years have been cquldem e
he is now working hard on a “ Memolr 0! *" .y
of Marlborough,” which is swelling int0 leted;{
volumes ; the first two of these—now Comdeatb
bring the narrative down only to the
William I1I. o
X % * ol
Those of our readers who possess ¢ Ag;h 3°d
Dictionary of English Literature and Brlt at e
American Authors” will be glad to leard redr
long-looked-for supplement is now cOmPlie te- N ¢
bringing the work down to the present :xake '
pains or expense have been spared t0 articul‘;
work complete and authentic in every P s
It may be noted that the original thré¢
comprised the names of 46,000 aulhors’wﬂ] hs
titles of all their works. The supplemen®
nearly as many, about 37,000 names

T

Interesting items in London
First edition of Thackeray’s « Paris
in the original cloth, 1o guineas; W
ton’s “Complete Angler,” Pickering "¢
15s; first edition of Goldsmith’s V}CaI ComP
field,” fine copy, £35 10s; Howell's
Collection of State T'rials, £16 155; La(}enefa i
“Contes et Nouvelles,” the ¢ Fermi€TS = s, o
edition, £16 ; “ Hore Beat® Mare® V.ifu,niﬂ’t
teenth century manuscripts on vellum, !
£13; Punch, set to date, including the
£17 175; “Ovide Metamorphoses,” ‘ndQue ]
French, Paris, 1767-70, £13; « Notes answinb o8
five series, £14 5s; first edition of 5 “b
“ Atlanta in Calydon,” £7 155; Tho
son’s,” coloured engravings by P2 ur h
Tompkins—* there were only three c00 dal’ggﬂd
published, one for the Princess Elizab€! 1and” (ef
of George 1IL.; one for the Queen Of ,nog Far gt
this one procured for Waiter FawkeS: ® o0 the
Hall” (manuscript note), £21 1957 .4 0 "y,
signed by personalities of the Couft 1 0le?
time of Louis XIV., £20; letter of % r.
to Marshal Berthier, £12 10s.— Z7%¢ Co

€ .
book sale; L
Sketc
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THE PUBLIC LIBRARY BUILUING, MELBOURNE, AUSTRALTA.

Oy a Vicroria, B.C.
’\ei“:"u‘er page appears a general view of Victoria,
. ¢ of the DomINION ILLUSTRATED, June 21st, 1890,
\‘er ed Dumerous views and a great deal of interesting
hhllt Bcerning this flourishing Pacific coast city. The
ﬁit "% of Victoria in 1863 was 6,000 ; in 1886, 14,000 ;
% "W about 23,000. This rapid growth in popula-
COmpanjed by a proportionate development in
"&s:nd Commerce, architectural beauty, educational
. "d all that makes for mental culture and refined
b " 35 well as material growth. Victoria is a city

N | A C

i . 20ada as well as the Pacific province may re-
Just pride,
t Tue M. A. A. A. GrOUNDs.
Q'“hnd ! annya] report submitted on May 1oth, 1887, the
s MMittee of the Montreal Amateur Athletic
°f noted that it would be the last report of the old
“at‘ed I;: their report of May, 1888, the Board of Direc-
oy 2t the site for excellent new grounds had been
¥ 'Q“le at the extreme west end of Dorchester street, and
whichp“":hased in December, 1887, at a cost of $45,000,
A R Wy 15,000 was to be cash down. The work of
Cip, . ts Commenced in May, 1888, and finished in July.
i Tack, three laps to the mile, was then laid out,
Fe Playing part of the field 600 feet long by 430 feet

LIS,

FIFE

4

Sy
Y
I~

] Y od, :'l:lces Were put up and a grand stand and club house
thl © latter 100 x 38 feet in dimensions. On May

N y, 189: gl’oun.ds were formally opened. In their report
%, Cogy . the directors stated that the total cost to date
| ::"ds and: grounds, $45,000; club house, $5,400.05 ;
w e, ° €nces, $9,896.06 ; levelling, grading, track lay-

" the 1416.49—or a total of $69,712.60. During 1890
1t°~d:"esem year further improvements were made,
: " );the‘ grounds of the M.A.A.A. are probably not
1 ‘i&:ny on ¢ l'eSltuat‘ion, convenience and general equipment
. o i8 iy Continent. The grand stand, of which a good

en i . . .
3, N in ouy engraving, will accommodate with ease
Persons,

THE PRINCE OF WALES.

Those who retain a vivid recollection of the visit to
America some thirty years ago of the boyish-looking young
fellow to whom half the continent—socially, if not poli-
tically—paid homage, will receive a startling proof of the
rapidity with which time flies on noting that on next Mon-
day the Prince of Wales will attain his fiftieth year. On the
minds of many who saw him here and who have never seen
him since, the recollection of his fresh young face and slim
figure is vividly impressed. But time has materially changed
that face and figuie, and he is tc-day, physically, as in other
respects, an excellent type of an English gentleman. To
reach the half century and be still only the heir apparent is
a most unusual experience in the history of British princes ;
and while we wish many more years of I'fe to his Royal
mother, we venture to hope that before long Her Majesty
will permit her eldest son to assume at least part of the
responsibilities of sovereignty.  Albert Fdward, Prince of
Wales, was born at Buckingham Palace, on the gth of No-
vember, 1841, and on the 4th of December following was
created Prince of Wales and Earl of Chester; he was bap-
tized at St. George’s Chapel, Windsor Castle, on the 25th
of January, 1842. He was educated at Christ Church,
Oxford, Trinity College, Cambridge, and Edinburgh Uni-
versity ; from the first of these he received in due course the
degree of D.C.L., and that of LL.D. from the two latter.
In 1860 he was appointed a Colonel in the army, and that
year made a state visit to Canada, where he was received
with the utmost enthusiasm ; the tokens of welcome were of
the most elaborate nature, and all classes vied with each
other in doing him honour.  He subsequently extended his
tour through part of the United States, travelling unofficially,
and under the name of Baron Renfrew, one of his many
titles ; he received a hearty welcome from the great bulk of
the American nation, and festivities on a most elaborate
scale were held in his honour. On his return home he

studied law, and was called to the Bar on the 31st of October,
1861. Two years later he married the Princess Alexandra,
eldest daughter of the King of Denmark ; she is worthily
considered one of the handsomest and most popular women
in the English speaking world. The Prince visited India in
1877, and was received with great ceremony by the
native princes. He and the Princess of Wales visited Ire-
land in 188s, and received a cordial welcome ; since that
year he has not left home except for short visits to the Con-
tinent. He is a Field Marshal in the army, and Colonel-in-
Chief to a number of regiments. He is thoroughly in touch

with the ideas of the day, and is very liberal in his views.
All important events that occur in the Kingdom have their
formal beginnings under his auspices, as the representative
of the Crown. Everything tends to indicate that when he
succeeds to the Throne he will take as active a share in the
direction of state aflairs as is constitutionally permissible ;
and it is altogether probable that the greater personal in-
terest he will then take in the control of the land and sea
forces of the Crown—now suffering from the civilian mis-
management inseparable from the present state of affairs—
will tend to a marked improvement in the personnel, equip-
ment and strength of both branches.

) S1. GEORGE’s CHURCH.

The description of this church, which was prepared to ac-
company the engravings which appear on pages 450 and 451,
is unavoidably crowded out, but will appear in our next
week’s issue.

REvV. ABBE LAFLAMME.

This clergyman, who was recently elected to the honour-
able position of President of the Royal Society of Canada,
was bord on the 18th September, 1849, at St. Anselme,
County of Dorchester. He entered the Seminary of Quebec
in 1862, and graduated from the Arts course in 1868. In
the same year he began the study of theology, receiving his
degrees in 1871. In October, 1872, he was ordained priest,
and in the following year became a Doctor of Theology.
The Rev. Abbe’s duties have been almost exclusively
academic. While still an undergraduate, he was, in 1870,
appointed Professor of mineralogy, geology and botany at
Laval University, and soon became an authority on these
and similar lines of scientific thought. In 1877 he attended
a course of lectures on geology at Harvard University, and
four years later went to Parig with a view to further study of
the same science. There he was appointed a member of the
‘“ Societe Geologique de France.” The same year he pub-
lished a ‘“ Manuel de Mineralogie ¢t de Geologie,” a work
highly spoken of by scientific men. On the formation of
the Royal Society of Canada by the Marquis of Lorne, in
1882, the subject of our sketch was chosen to be one of the
first members, and has taken a very prominent share in
the doings of that organization. He was subsequently
elected DPresident of Section IV.—Geological and
Biological Sciences—succeeding this year to the still
more elevated position of President of the Society.
A noteworthy result of the last meeting was the Rev. Mr.
Laflamme’s address, delivered at the public meeting held in
the Queen’s Hall. It was a masterly effort on ‘¢ University
Extension,” a subject now attractingfattention amongliterary
folk. The most favourable comments on the address were
expressed by those who were present ; it has been translated
into English by Dr. Kingsford and published by him in
pamphlet form. It is without doubt the best Canadian
treatise on the subject.  With so skilled a scientist, and so
accomplished a Ztterateur as Professor Laflamme at the head
of the Society, it is more than likely that its career of use-
fulness will receive a great stimulus.
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AN ACADIAN MINSTREL.

HE Basin of Minas has been the home of
‘| some of Canada’s finest writers of prose
and verse. Landscape, legend and learn-
ing account for this—dyke and meadow-
lands, mist wreathed Blomidon, grove
embowered towns and villas, and pic-
a,, turesque valleys; the romance that gathers
8d the names of Glooscap and Evangeline, the red men
.indthe French peasants; the colleges of Acadia and
Sor.  Acadia has known such names as Bishop and
Oung’ Statisticians ; Hartt, scientist ; Cramp, historian;
lle, novelist ; and Rand, ethnologist ; —Windsor such
H;::s a§ Haliburton, novelist; Gallenga, journalist;
* fcientist ; Bliss, economist; and Hill, historian.
b 00g poets are Roberts, Hamilton, Herbin, B. W. Lock-v
Bl AT Lockhart, Mrs. Morton, Rarss, Chipman and
'cl‘adder.
sh Thyr John Lockhart (Pastor }‘;c]ix) was born on May
oy 850, in a small village, aboat two-and-a half miles

1 Iautspoxt, on the uplands overlooking the Avon and
. Dasip,

His father was a master mariner, as was

The blackbirds chatter sociably aloft ;

Round me grouped silvery birches, thorns full flushed
With milky blossoms; on my open page

Lie shadowy leaves, jewelled in golden light.

—And hark ! a voice, who:e music straight is hushed |
Quick pattering steps my partial ear engage,

And little Golden Hair laughs on my sight.

Mr. Lockhart has been a diligent literary worker. He
has contributed from time to time to the DoMiNION TLLUS-
TRATED, Week, Canadian Monthly, Maritime Monthly,
St. John Zelegraph, St. John Progress, Methodist Magazine,
The Land We Live In, Canada and other leading Canadian
journals, and to the Magazine of Poetry, Portland 7ran -
script, Eastern State, Zion's Herald and other journals of
the United States. He has written a series of prose articles
under the now de plume of ¢ Pastor Felix,” and th+ general
titles of ¢ Heart on the Sleeve” and * Red and Blue
Pencil” to the Portland 7ranscript and DomINION ILLUS-
TRATED., He has also appeared in such anthologies as

Lighthall’s ¢ Songs of the Great Dominion,” * The Poets
of Maine,” (where he had an honourary place by virtue of

much of the scene it describes as of the poet who wrote it.
Any one who has been privileged to see the Gaspereau
valley, one of the prettiest pictures of quiet, graceful, rural
beauties imaginable, will see at once that the poem is full
of the inspiration of the place. Imagine your:lf on a
point of vantage, the Lend of a roal, crossing a span of
South mountain to Gaspereau village. You are on the
summit of a hill overlooking the valley. Before you lies
its whole length of about ten miles, with a mi'e of breadth.
Through its centre flows the narrow Gaspereau stream, at
times foaming over rocks and again rushing alongin an un-
ripple1 rapid, while the luxuriant willows that fringe the
banks cast their perfect reflection into the water. On its
edge is a small mill, looking in the distance like a toy
house, while it is crossed by a rustic bridge. Surrounding
the bridge is a little hamlet with a pretty church, and alony
the side of the valley are prosperous, well kept farms, with
smiling orchards and grain fields and dotted with patches
of spruce and fir. The valley seems to be shut in by the
hills at both ends, and at its lower extremity the stream
broadens into what appears to be a lake, a fancy that ren

ders the picture the more romantic. Iu reality, though, it
is an estuary of the stream that empties into the Basin of
Minas at Grand Pre flats, and just beyond the reach of
visinn is where over a century since the English vessels were
moored when the memorable expulsion took place.

glandfi\ther, Nathan Lockhart, one of the earliest
ity T8 of that part of the country, and from whom
'ln'e of Lockhartville was derived. His mother
1zabeth Bezanson, a Nova Scotian, of Hugue-
Aieﬁescfnt, her ancectors having emigrated to
2 in times of persecution.
wy 2Ty life he met with an accident, by which he
w, . BValided and partially crippled during the
hm:dperiod of his boyhood. His mind was thus
Ly ¢arly to books and nature, and he was much
to contemplation, He conceived a love for
for O¢ts anq best prose writers, and his reverence
yﬁter:;n% Goldsmith, Gray and other English
byy u ates back almost beyond his memory. They
ﬂqionch to do in forming his taste, and their re-
dyj, | 2 be seen in his works, He fell in with,
l[tpg his boyhood, a copy of the poems of John
mp;‘:fm, a rural poet of Acadia, that touched his
‘l'il;,lte 'es and drew him out in emulation to con-
t too something to the poetic stores of his
b, 7* He was accustomed to taking long ram-
wol,{a.nd many a nook about Avonport, Gaspereau,
) Ville, Grand Pre and Hantsport were made dear
¥ long association.
iy er'a time he entered the office of the Acadian,
w:;t]: newspaper, to learn the art preservative,
wag ere employed at the case for three years,
of ere at work under the shadow of the white
. Acadia college, and the year succeeding
m")ed '™ in the vicinity of Harvard’s balls, em-
at the University Press, Cambridge, Mass,

¢ r . . .
B"ln ®ached the turning point of his career on New

In Lockhart’s poem the whole placeful scene is
reflected. Some of the stanzas are as foilows :

O sweet Acadian vale! with thee

My earlier, happier years were passed | —
The day of blest security,

The peaceful hours, too bright to last,—
When oh thy hills I sang in joy,

And traced thy brook and river’s flow ;
Hast thou forgot thy minstrel boy,

O much-loved vale of Gaspereau ?

C ft memory on the track returns ;
By which my life the earliest came ;
And Fancy many a scene discerns,
And lists to many a magic name :
Then do thy woods and streams appear, .
With paths my wandering feet did know,
And all thy music meets my ear,
O winding vale of Gaspereau !

How oft, from yon hill’s dark’ning brow
Where twinkles first the evening star,
I've watched the village windows glow
At sundown in the vale afar:
Or, from the shad»wy bridge leaned o’er
The river's glimmering darks below,—
Breathed freshness of the sylvan shore,
And heard the songs of long ago |
"Twas here, of old, a people dwelt,
Whose loves and woes the Poet sings ;
The beauty of these scenes they felt,
When, 'mid the golden evenings,
They set the willows, lush and green ;
Now gnarled in their fantastic age.
That, with their blacken’d, broken mien,
Still stand—the blackbird’s hermitage.

Secluded in this calm retreat,

They tilled the so1l and reared the home ;
Nor dreamed to an abode so sweet

The lordly spoiler e’er could come :

“hd,::ck scil, when, in 1871, he went to St.
Rigg,, ° tO assist the Rev. C. B. Pitblado in his
g Y- Here his literary passion was intensified
& iat'was inspired with high aims and hopes by his
,Seoﬁi, '°n with this Scotchman, who knew all of Auld
fagy, S _b“ds and preachers. Here, too, he found his
; !.lde) Miss Adelaide Beckerton, to whom he was
Anq,wsm 1873. At the conclusion of his stay in St.
be entered the East Maine Methodist Episcopal
€ and was stationed at Pembroke for about a
€ Wwas subscquemly located at Lubec, East
Capg, hol'iington and East Corinth. Two years ago
few, i e. Was sent to Cherryfield, a pretty valley lown,
thep til ¢S inland from those shores and islands which are
ides ular resort of the summer tourist, and here he now
i o e lives in a pretty cottage home, pestling in a
rierwlllows, acacias, horse chestnuts, elms, lilacs,
and hop-vines. Below trickles and twinkles a
: wm" and behind is a little thicket, the poet’s rustic
-"hich he apostrophizes as follows :

Thig ; MY SYLVAN STUDY,
Leon " MY oratory : studious, oft
wﬂd ie' at morn, at eve, to this retreat :
My 'S the bower and ancient is the seat ;—
Fring. T, a rock, with grass and mosses soft

y cg:udand enamelled. In a neighbouring croft
Seay, in“fn sport not far from my own door,

g out leaves and flowers—a beauteoas store H

Ql’enc

REV, ARTHUR JOHN LOCKHART,

residence), and ‘¢ Poets of America,” published in Chicago.
He has just been solicited by the Co-operative Publishing
Co., of Columbus, Ohio, to contribute to their *¢ Flowers
of the Wayside,” now in ‘course of preparation. His
greatest undertaking was his book *¢ The Masque of Min-
strels,” published in 1887, and printed by Benjamin A.
Burr, of Bangor. It is a volume of 361 pages, very care-
fully gotten up, with copious notes, and containing cuts of
the author and his brother, Rev. Burton W, Lockhart, B.A.,
a Baptist minister of Suffield, Conn., and who contributes
several of the poems in the book.

Mr. Lockhart is as proficient in prose as in verse. He
possesses excellent critical ability, due partly, in his treat-
ment of poetry, to his thorough knowledge of the poets.
He is as well a fine descriptive writer, his style highly
imaginative, and his sentiment pure and lofty. The prose
introduction to his volume, representing a gathering of
minstrels and their conversation, is very vividly written and
ideal in its thought,

He divides the poems in his book into ¢ Moods and

Fantasies,” ¢ Songs of Memory and Home,” and *¢ Songs
of Aspiration and Endeavour.”” The finest poem in the

volume, one which has had a generous share of praise by
Canadian critics, is * Gaspereau.” It is the offspring as

For them the corn, green-waving, grew,
Studded with many a yello» ing gem ;
Round them the doves and swallows flew,
And coo’d and twitter’d love for them.

One of his brightest fantasias is ¢ Aduma,” which we
reproduce in part. In metrical construction it is evenly
balanced, in music it is melodious, in tone sincere.

Out of my ear a song has died,
And from my sight a glory fled;
There is a gulf, unknown and wide,
Between the living and the dead ;
Ard bird and leaf
Partake my grief,
And share my constant sorrow ;
The brook complains
In plaintive strains,
And from my beart the passing wind
Doth dying sweetness borrow.

Yet not forever hushed the song,
Nor silent she who used to sing ;
For Fancy pours the strain along,
And memory kuits the broken string ;
And moon and star
Bright beacons are
Upon that isle of dreaming,
When I behold
The matchless mould—
The perfect beauty that she wore—
Her face with gladness beaming.

Mr, Lockhart’s best poems have been written since his
book was published, and as regards general excellence his
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later work is superior to that contained in the volume.
«The Masque of Minstrels” shows the influence of the
British poets. His recent verse is more Canadian in style
and sentiment and shows more strength. The lines to
« Herrick” and ¢ For Canada” are little gems of thought.
The latter has all the exultant power of a true patriot.
With some of bis earlier poems there is a general pleasing-
ness and melody and that is all, but in his later poems, as
he becomes more Canadiap, he becomes more individual,
his fancy becomes more abundant, his natural grace is sup-
plemented by strength, We conclude with some ¢xtracts
from his later work.

Fair is thine Englana ! fair thy native scene !
Thy leafy Devon still puts forth her green ;
Pierces her dingles the re echoing horn ;

Thy wild Dean-Bourn sings of its old renown ;
And high aloft o’er many a dale and down,

The lark is shouting in the ear of morn |

—HERRICK
» * *

Under shade
Of rocks enmossed, or dark Thessalian oaks,
Whence came the dancing Pan, whose merry pipe
Woke cheeriest Echo Sylvia’s dingles through ?
Whence came soft Dian to her quiet stream,
And lithe Acteon, fleeting through the wrod
Stag-like ? And she who set the spring afire
With blossoms—rare Vertumnus?
— GENESISs.
- - -

Sing on, little bird! for mine ear has grown thirsty for
song !

Dumb the winter enchaincd me, but I to the summer be-
long ;

And it seems that I tco, a-flutter, could with them warble
and fly, ]

When I hear the first faint cuckoo, or see Jack Robin
a-nigh !

—FIRST SONGS,
- L 3 »
What gifts for thee, O Canada ?
A gift of high presaging song ;
A gift of loyal hearts, and strong;
A gift of manhood, brave and free,—
A generous, broad humanity ;
Firm faith, and honour white as snow,—
Such gifts would we bestow !
—For CANADA.

E ] * *
Still walk amid the beautiful, and know
The mystic things to eye and heart revealed.
To CHARLES G, [). ROBERTS.

* * »

In starry senate doth arise
The lumined spirit of the skies
Walking, with radiant ministries.
THE LovELY PINE.
* - L
1 saw my earliest love draw near,
And heard his song sincere
Who charmed sweet Doon, and did hi< cadence suit
To Sylvan Coila’s step, and woodland flute ;
And Rydal raised his grave and reverend face
To Shelley’s child-hued grace ;
And he—whose dust *neath Latium’s violets lies—
Lifted to me his soul in languorous eyes.

—THE ISLE OF TONG,

A Contented Tie-Counter.

He was trudging along the raiiroad track with a bundle in
his hand, which he swung in a cheery, contented fashion
that prompted a farmer to accost him.

¢ Goin’ fur ?” he asked.

“ Not very,” was the answer; ‘“fifly or slxty miles.”

¢ Jee gosh ! Going to walk it the hull way >"

¢ Oh, yes; 1 preferit. I am quite a distance in front of
the other members of the company.”

““ Yer an actor, are ye 2"

“Yes.”

¢ I thought actors always had money enough to ride.”

¢* My dear sir,” the traveller exclaimed, as he drew him-
self up, ‘‘let me give you a bit of science. Take a railway
track or the iron in a bridge and subject it to constant vibra-
tion. Whatistheresult? It crystallizes and breaks. Now,
sir, when [ think of the delicate human frame being sub-
jected for years and years to the jar of a sleeping car, I
tremble every time I sce a train : I do, indeed.”

And he strolled away over the ties as thoroughly self-
possessed and cheerful as it is possible for mortal to be.—
Detroit Free Press,

SHOUTIN JIM.

BY WATHERINE B. COUTTS.

“ 1 was soon standing beside the track, my trunk and other luggage beside me

HE far-away engine of the “mixed,”
on which I had made the last seventy
miles of my journey, sounded its shrill
notification, and with a mighty groan-
ing and rumbling of the numerous
freight cars ahead, the solitary passen-

ger coach was violently jerked into a stationary

position. Next moment the solitary remaining
passenger was approached by the conductor.
« This is Puce. Which side’ll you get oft ?”
1 looked doubtfully from the window.
there no building or anything >”
“ No, it's just a jump-off.”
“\Well, then, I don’t care which side; or, I'll
say the right side. IUs well to keep to the right.”

We were at the door as I made my choice, and
I was soon standing beside the track, my trunk
and other luggage beside me, while the train was
rapidly becoming invisible among the trees and
gathering gloom. I was the new teacher of a
school somewhere in the neighbourhood of this
“ jump-off.” It was from a car of the Grand Trunk
Railway I had jumped off, where it passes through
the flat western peninsula of Ontario. I had heard
of the vacancy through an advertisement, had
made application, been accepted and made all
arrangements by letter, and the trustee with whom
I had corresponded had undertaken to meet me at
Puce and take me to his house. But the mixed
was four hours late. No one was there; and, as
it was already so long after sunset that the summer
twilight was beginning tc yield before the approach
of night, I began to feel anxious as to what I
should do. Looking around in every direction, I
could descry only one building—a small log house
not many yards down the road from where the
mixed had deposited me. Two or three children,
bare-headed and bare-footed, were sitting on the
rail fence in front of it, attentively watching me,
but as I began to walk towards them they clam-
bered down and retreated precipitately towards the
house. I was about to follow them thither when

43 Ig

the noise of wheels struck upon my €&’ haizh
few moments a lumber waggon, on th P
of which were a woman and a boy, drove %
my relief, they stopped, and the womal come’s
me by name, informed me that she ab fore
the deputy of her husband, the trust¢¢ pits of "
ferred to, but, aware of the uncertain ha e GiclP

©

mixed, had waited at a friend’s house 17 Ve;y
ity till “she” had passed. She wa'Sr ofAul
pleasant-faced woman, with a strong flavo nitﬂb{

Scotia about her tongue. She descel de with !nd
from her elevated perch to shake haP Son,al’
and bid me welcome, and to direct he¥ s eﬂ,d
of thirteen or thereabouts, who begal aLcon‘sc"’
every remark with a liutle nClVOUSa.Se](-temp :
laugh, very unpleasant to hear, in his #°
get my luggage into the waggon ; anc 4
was only her supervision that preserve® ,on e
tegrity of several pieces of it. We ?Veree middn]t
seated on the spring seat, the boy il tns unc®s
and proceeded slowly, but by no meZ ne "0 ihe
fortably, along the solitary road. {ene o
which bordered it on either side sweees dile
evening air with their resinous perm'}?e fve®
looked forward with keen pleasure t0 %%
drive to the McLeod farm, after bei?8, whichor‘
shut up in the coach of the “mix¢% g3 sP
subject to so many vicissitudes that ev whed’ )
journey on it is not apt to be hastily 1sp
As we made a turn in the road aboutm >
our drive, a strange sound began to € ro“”"gtbc
to my ears. At first it sounded like the ¥
a cock, and I supposed some eccentrC lhou;d it
neighbourhood had chosen this unus¥ roach
his daily lung exercise ; but as W¢ 3pvoi¢e, g“‘
more nearly I recognized a humaf 4 s€& 1t
clear and musical, emitting at _Sh""t‘ ye ho_ ot
intervals a sound something like undwl
hoa!” I had speculated on the sOn ]
remarking on it for some time, whell Jig)
turning to me with the uncomfortablé ‘.pWh"t
snicker before referred to, asked mé
suppose that noise is ?”
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:It sounds like somebody calling,” I said.

the bo\l’ll hear it every eyenin’ all summer,” sa'id
Jin 0y. “It's a crazy nigger they call Shoutin’
ang a-callin’ his wife that died three year ago,”
« 1€ laughed a little more heartily than usual.
o, on’t laugh about it, Robert,” interposed his
i €r's gentle voice. “I can’t bearto hear poor
'P‘]allghed at.”
boy.EVCl‘ybody laughs at Shoutin’ Jim,” replied the
€ N-
doesl\o’ my dear, it’s only thoughtless boys that
oy and people that don’t understand.  It’s a sad
Youy’ Mls§ Morgan,” she added to me. ¢ I’l] tell
1 abOu_t it sometime.”
Mea Teplied that it would interest me greatly.
& . Mme the sound was coming to our ears loud-
and Jouder, and presently Robert said :
t}'lrhere’s Jim standin’ on that there stump over
dig;.C Creek.”  In the semi-darkness I could just
Dguish the figure he pointed to, which was at
,ta(:nslderable distance from the road, and in the

Chipy of a poor log house with a large outside

R, 8Y Of clay and sticks, such as are the com-
Nurg) abitations of the negroes wio inhabit the
districts of Western Ontdrio, where they have

; n feal s gl ,
thiy, Comparatively numerous since they escaped
&«

I betore the war.

. ) . . s
‘tandin’s got a gun leanin’ agen the stump he's

on,” continued Robert. **Some of the
d to come round botherin’ him at first,
kso he brought out his gun and swore he'd

Ys Use

' Thee» it hot for anyone thatd come near him.
- the gu"e let him alone sense, but he always fetches
»

n

rheafd Jim’'s story from Mrs. McLead soon
«;3nd reproduce it here as nearly as possible.

‘was“m used to work for us a good deal from he

s v o0¥; and a nicer, more obliging lad than he
ehildwe Ve never had round the place. When the
e was small he'd do many a little chore to

- H¢, Me that most boys’d never think o' doing.

g%wds faithful about the field work, too, and a
Jig , 130" with horses, and William he often said
% was.the only nigger boy he ever knew that was
g 1S pry and his board. Al}out five years
biecec’got married, and went to live on a little
hig) © land he’d managed to buy—there where
de, Ouse is—_but he was round our place a good
o 7€ and always gave us a han’ in the harvest
Wige Ytime William was particular busy. His
Sherq 28 talf white—a nice, quiet linle body ; and
hqp Often come over, too, when I was busy, and
thl.w“h the washin’, or maybe wash dishes and

“%ql; 10Und to leave me get some sewin’ or extra

the sﬁ“ done up; and sometimes she’d help with
%@dl ¥In', too, for she was a neat han’ with her

ey o They had a daughter afier a while that
¥y, S3lled Mary Viola, and both Jim and his wife
lo lelust Set on that child, and couldn’t hardly bear
the b the wind blow on her. Well. about the time
"lis&z ¥ was born William he began to think he
ffom litle things from about the place—a pig
‘omea half grown litter, maybe, or some grain, or
bla,n bits o tools, and he didn’t know who to
hiny for stealin’ them till one day some one told
“ith . '€Y'd seen a hammer they thought was his
tieg 2 Mgger named Bill Johnston, that was mar-
.know 2 Sister o’ Jim's wife. Well, William, you
lygp 1€’ pretty headstrong and hasty, and he

-l h-e"t over to Bill's the same night and asked

b@mmls hammer. Bill he said he'd bought the
h‘s\:r.o’ Jim, but William could take it if ’twas
% witﬁt'n' as if he was above havin’ anything to
the ) ) Stealin’ himself. Well, William he brought
“Qveramn}er home and told ms, and I said I'd
heen It;.ehe"e Jim stole it, 'twas more like to ha’
l)lillSib Ul himself, that everybody knew had a
%on le tongue in his head ; but William he said
%thie €lse had such a good chance as Jim, and

thgwomd do but to blame him for everything
‘.‘ha,nad been missed. 1told him he ‘ought to be
]"h 4 10 blame a boy we’d known as long as

' %u\dand found as faithful ; but he said niggers

thingsne"er be trusted, and he thought of a dozen
fr% \ th

¢ .2t seemed proof that Jim ’d been thievin’
g‘;a haa,k’llg time, and he swore he should never
by dnr’l § turn for us again unless he ‘could show
AR ovt took the hammer. So the next time Jim
€r—'twasn’t but the very next day, and he

came to borrow a horse—William he just taxed
him with the hammer, and Jim he got dreadful
mad, and they had a quarrel out and out. William
he mentioned Bill, o’ course, as his authority, and
from that day Jim wouldn’t speak to Bill, nor yet
to William. I think when William ’d had time to
cool off and think it over, he felt he'd been too
quick in blamin’ Jim, but he’s a man that hates to
give in he’s been wrong, and I only got a hint o’
how he was feelin’ by his seemin’ to jump at a
chance to blame Jim for anything, just to find
excuses, like, for how he’d acted. O’ course,
neither Jim nor his wife came near us after that,
but one day I met them both as I was walkin’
along the concession, and I stopped and told them
how sorry I was for what had happened, and that
I'd never belicved but that Jim was as honest as
myself, and, although he didn’t hardly answer me,
and looked pretty glum, I seen he was pleased.

“ A few months after that, little Mary Viola was
took down with what they thought was a fever, and
Ler mother tried doctorin’ her as best she could,—
there’s no doctor nearer than Windsor, and it costs
so much to have one out, poor folks can’t afford it.
She was sick two days before I heird it, and then
I went right over, an 1 [ seen first thing she had
the diphthery. 1'd had cases in my own family,
and knew what to do, but I was too late to do the
little thing any good. I stayed there all night
workin’ with her, but she died in the mornin'—
just choked to death in my arms like it makes my
heart ache yet to think of. Iwas awful sorry, and
I said so, that I hadn’t come before, for ’twasn’t
such a bad case but what if she’d been doctored
for the diphthery from the first she’d a come
through all right. I've been in many a corp’
house, but I don’t believe I ever seen any one t.at
felt as bad as Jim and his wife did over that child.
They couldn’c neither o’ them cry, even when I sat
down and cried, but it just seemed as if their hearts
was broken. I fetched over one o’ my finest baby
frocks and dressed the little thing as pretty as 1
could ; and William, I knew he was glad cnough
to have me do all I could for them, though he
made believe to scold over me tirin’ myself out
running back and for'ard, and maybe bringing the
diphthery Fome to our own children.

“ Diphthery’s a great thing to spread once it gets
into a place, and before 1,ng we heard ot more
cases round One o’ them was Bill Johnston's
boy. His wife and Jim’s wife were sisters, and
whenever Jim’s wife heard of it she wanted to go
right over. 'Twas Jim himself told me about it
afrerwards. Ever since the row about the hammer
the two families hadn’t gone next or nigh each
other, and Jim he says to his wife when she talked
o’ goin’ over, says he:

‘You'll not g»> a step.  Let them get along the
best they can. How many o’ them came over
when our little 'un died ?’

¢ No, but Jim,” she says, ‘I believe I could save
Johnny if he’s like Mary Viola was. I remember,’
says she, ‘that Mrs. M'Leod told me about doc-
torin’ diphthery, and if heain’t gone too far I know
I could cure him, and taint likely ’Lizy knows
about the sulphur no more’n I did before.’

“But Jim he wouldn’t give in. ‘I won’t have
you goin’ there,” says he. ‘I don’t want them to
think I've forgot the turn Bill served me or ever
will.’

“ Well, Jim’s wife she didn’t say no more, but as
soon as he'd gone she put his supper on the table
—’twas just after dinner when they was talkin’ it
over—and off she went to her sister’s ; and I be-
lieve what she done for the boy saved his life.
When Jim came in and found her gone, he mis-
trusted she was over to Johnston’s, and he was just
bilin’ mad ; but he et his supper and tidied things
up, just hike he always did if she was away workin’
or anything ; and then he done up his own chores
and sat down at the door waitin’ tor her. ’'Twas
in the dusk of a summer’s evenin’ when she came
along. Jim he was settin’ at the door, as I said,
and he noticed 'twas lookin’ like a thunder storm,
and that she was hurryin’ comin’ up the lane, for
she was dreadful frightened of a storm. Just as
she come up he stood up, fillin’ the doorway so’s
she couldn’t pass him and says he, cross as he
could speak,

¢ Where you been ?’

¢ Over to 'Lizy’s, Jim,’ she says, lookin’ at him
pitiful like, ¢ Oh Jim, ’Lizy’s my sister. I Zad to
go.
‘I told you not,’ says he, his voice just shakin,
he was that mad.

‘I know,” says she, ‘but, oh, Jim, I felt just if
‘twas Mary Viola sick again, and I knew I could
help, and’—Here she stopped, all choked up ; but
Jim he was either too mad to feel sorry, or, liké
most men, he didn’t want to give in enough to say
he was, so he siys. ¢ Well, sense you went after I'd
told you not to, you'd better go back again. You're
not a goin’ to come in here to-night, anyhow.’

“ He wasn't more than half in earnest, and he
thought she’d fall to cryin’ and coaxin’; but she
just looked at him without ever speakin’, and turned
round to go down the lane again. He opened his
mouth to call her back, but he hated to give in.
She wasn’t hardly out o’ sight when it began to
thunder and lighten, and when he thought for sure
she’d be back in a minute b-ggin’ to getin she was
so scared of storms, and he'd a been only 100 glad
to let her in  But she didn’t come ; and after a
little he took an umbrell and went out to try and
overtake her. But the storm cam: up so suddent,
and it got so dark he couldn't see anything of her,
and he had to turn back. ’I'was a dreadtul storm
—lasted nigh unto two hours ; and Jim he never
slept a wink that night, only laid there wonderin’
if she’d got to a house before it came to its worst,
and he felt so bad he wanted to die ; and as soon
as 'twas day he got up to go and bring her home.
He came here first, and then he went to one or
two other o’ the nearest houses, and finally he went
over to Johnston’s ; but they hadn’t seen nothing
of her since she left in the evenin’ to go home.
Then something made him come right back and
look every side o' their lane; and in the creek
that runs bes de their lane, near the bridge, he
found her. She’d been terrified by the lightnin’
and couldn’t see her way in the dark ; and she'd
been layin’ there most like sence ten minutes after
he’d turned her away from the door.

“I believe his head got a turn just when he found
her ; but n> one noticed anything wrong with him
till he’d got up from a sickness he had soon after
the funeral  ’Lizy Johnston she just left her family
and come and stayed with him through it, and 1
helped her all I could nursin’ him ; and after he
was up he told me about it, just as I’ve been tell-
in’ you, and seemed as if he realized she was dead
then ; but as soon as he was able to walk he began
goin’ out evenings to look for her, huntin’ round
and talkin’ to himself; and then he took to gettin’
up on that there stump and hollerin’ for her like
you hear him. He's wise enough other ways, but
every night from the time the days get summer
length till the short days come again, rain or fair,
he’s there for two hours callin’ for the poor woman
that’s maybe listenin’ if we only knew, but can’t
come.”

Naturally I took a great interest in poor Jim
atter hearing his sad story, and never saw him
without having ,a talk with him if T could. I
should not have suspected insanity, though it was
easy to see he was smitten by some heavy sorrow.
He was industrious and had plenty of employ-
ment, but p:ople said he was not able to do half
as much as once he could. That summer was the
last he shouted. With the autumn he began more
and more to keep in his house for days, excusing
himself on his reappearance by saying he hadn’t
been well. At last he was unable to leave his bed.
Mr. M'L=od often went to see him, and I accom-
panied her whenever I could. Her husband, too,
went after a while, and by deeds if not in words,
confessed to Jim that he had wronged him, and in
the samesilent way was forgiven.

I was there when he died. His last words were
addressed to the wife whose death he had so
piteously avenged on himself. He opened his
eyes when we were in doubt as to whether they
had closed forever, and spoke to her eagerly and
smilingly as if she were standing beside him.

“ Now, Jule, I krnowed you’d come back and let
me tell you how I was more'n half foolin’ when I
sent you away you—-blessed-—little——"

As he uttered the last words he fell back —dead
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ToroxTo, October 30, 1891.

HE proof-reader has been ‘‘at it again,”
I am sorry to see, in your last issue,
making Mrs. J. W. F. Harrison’s nom
de plume, of **Seranus” into ¢ Seramis.”
The persistency of the error was its only
salvation.

- » -

« Pinafore,” under the management of Mrs, Obernier
and Mr. Alfred Ilolman, has been a great success, Mrs. J.
C. Smith and Miss Thompson winning many laurels. The
Sick Children’s Hospital, for which the four performances
were given, will net $1,200, I hear.

* * =

Sarah Bernhardt was here last night in /& Zosca and
drew a magnificent house. The play was delivered in
French.

* » »

Miss Irene Gurney, a daughter of Mr. Edward Gurney,
of this city, gives a concert in aid ot the Homceopathic Hos-
pital in Association Hall on Monday, the 2nd November.
Miss Gurney is a talented and highly cultivated musician,
and will be assisted by Mrs. Dreschler Adamson, violinist,
and Mr, Douglas Bird, our fine tenor, so that there is no
fear of poor results to the Hospital funds.

- »* *

The numerous sacred concerts, called Services of Song
or Praise, at the churches, demonstrate by the excellence
of the talent they comma d, and the consequent popularity
of these occasions, how high a stand Toronto is attaining
as a centre of classical musical education. It is the best of
signs when the people of a city or country betray warmth
of sentiment towards good music ; it shows refinement of
feeling and taste, and 2 mood of character far above the
rude instincts of uncultivated conditions ; and though it may
not lead to religion, it leads to politeness.

*» - *

Mr. Tom Persse, who takes the part of Caramello, the
barber, in ¢ A Night in Venice,” which will be given by
the Tillotson Opera Co. to-night, is a son of Mr. R. S.
Persse, of Parkdale, Mr. Persse is, however, also a son
of Erin, and came to this city some years ago wi‘h his
father, by way of Montreal. The young comedian has
made rapid strides in his chosen profession, and is well
spoken of by the American press.

. = »

I have received through my friend, the past year's direc-
tor for Canada, a souvenir presented to members and friends
of the Association for the Advancement of Women, which
has just concluded its Nineteenth Angpal Convention, held
at Grand Rapids, Michigan, U.S A. It is a pretty and
artistic pamphlet of forty-eight pages, giving a graphic his-
tory of the formation and progress of the Association since
its inception in the winter of 1869-70, when a small club
calling itself the History Class me! at the house of Mrs. L.
H. Stone, of Kalamazoo, Mich, Becoming later a Ladies’
Literary Club, the small association grew until from ¢a
tiny seed” as the record says, it became what it now is, ¢a
sturdy tree,” standing almost on the same plane as the As-
sociation for the Advancement of Science.

It is instructive to observe that in this, as in all other re-
cords of American Societies, Canada is given exactly the
same type as the States of the Union—there is absolutely
nothing to indicate to a stranger perusing the lists that Can-
ada is a great Dominion, and not under the American flag.
This is hardly courteous, and so decidedly unjust as to call
for a change ; it is easy to designate Canada by its full of-
ficial title, the ¢ Dominion of Canada,” and should be
done lest it gives countenance to the assertion that is not
unfrequently made that Americans covet the earth.

*« * =

A fine poem by Frances Lester Rowland, entitled ¢ Two
Talents,” in three cantos, each graced by an artistic initial

letter, is the best thing among many excellent ones in the
pamphlet. Let me quote the third:—
¢ Not all are queens, not all may be
Arrayed in robes of royalty ;
Rare are the souls to whom belong
The choicest gifts of grace or song.
In Life’s thronged thoroughfare we find
Some maimed and wounded, deaf and blind,
Poor hearts forlorn, to whom is sent
A pitiful environment,
Voices and visions may not be
A heritage for you or me,
And still it may be yours and mine
To catch some melody divine ;
To translate into daily deeds
A gospel for the common needs,—
To soothe Life’s sorrows, heal its woes,
Transmute to poetry its prose,
To plant unseen a tiny seed
Which shall the world’s sore famine feed.
It may be the best gifts of Heaven—
Not light and fire—are salt and leaven,”

L I N

There is a whole word of meaning in those last four
words,

- - -

And somehow they remind me of ¢*Gowan Lea,” the
thoughtful and accomplished poet of your city, whose verse
—as gathered into collected form—it has but lately been
my pleasure to see. Her sonnet * To The Arts. (written
on returning from visiting some homes of the poor, Oct. 2,
1887), certainly touches the same chord as Mrs. Rowland’s,
and in many of her other poems the same high philanthropy
is the burden.

- - *

1 may be wrong, but I fancy the beautiful little volume
T hold in my hand does not contain all Miss Morgan’s
poems ; it seems to me I have seen other of her workin
the old Canadian Monthly. The volume isone with which
we may be well content, though I confess to regret at see-
ing it produced, though so nicely, by a Boston house.

S. A. Curzon.

P S S ——

A Port Arthur telegram says: Marvellously rich gold
bearing quartz has been discovered on the Atikokan iron
range. Surface samples broken at random run from $11 to
$1,000 to the ton, five samples averaging $262 per ton.
That section of this district is evidently intended to produce
bullion as well as steel.  The location on which the discovery
was made is owned by local men, who are much elated over
the prospects. It is expected that work will start imme-
diately. — Hinnipeg Commercial,

Punch and Judy in Medicin®

b
nch

. - L e o £ < Pul
Witnessing and imitating the performances © child‘e‘?'

have been a source of amusement to thousands of ¢ this
some of them, by the way, grown up and famous-
amusement may have curative properties as well.
ago a well-known doctor was never happier than
ing whimsical imitations of the exhibition ; and, D
fully mimicking ¢ Punch,” he once actually saved 2
patient’s life, who was in terrible misery from 2 swe o’
the throat.  As soon as the doctor understood what t i with
plaint was he opened the curtains, and acted ** punt o
so much humour that the lad, thrown almost into co the
sions from laughing, was so agitated as t0 ocimmediatﬂ
heiS rela gof

»

N ot ]ong

tumour to break, and a complete cure was t
result. A similar cure of lockjaw at Plymouth
a doctor there.

Singular Bequests by a Lady

French institutions have just had two very o
legacies Dequeathed to them. .An old lady, who rsecti‘”l
departed this Jife at Pau, bequeaths to the scienc® ven 10
of the French Institute 100,000f, this sum tO be
he person, to whatever nation he may belongs w
the next ten years shall have discovered means of com®
ing with a planet or star, by preference Mars, and © a1 not

If the French Insmuwe offel

ing an answer therefrom.
accept the legacy, that of Milan is to have the ©
and after that the Institute of New York. The d
quest is to the Academy of Medicine, to which the o 087
leaves in trust 50,000f. as a prize for the person
discover the simplest cure for heart disease.

Printing by Dog Power-

f

Printing machines are usually driven by Sleam: (i
motors, but the mackine which prints a certain “ewzi nfC‘l
America is run by dog power. A large wheel aboy d,iviﬂg
in diameter and two in width is connected Wi'%’ the wood’
rigger of the machine by means of a belt; Su'lps. Z of e
for foothold, are placed a foot apart on the inst ; wes
wheel, where ¢“Joe,” the journalistic dog, walks 7 o r?
round, and thus causes the wheel to revolve armes
the press for about five years, and has faithfully € 10 fe
board and lodging, but it is now about time for l“ni "
ill and ““turn it up,” being unable to contin®® v
round.

MOUNT ROYAL PARK INCLINE RAILWAY.
(Mr. G. R. Lancefield, photo.)
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CHAPTER XXII.—THE RovaL REVIEW.

ADAME “Vashta,” had been very
thorough-going in her vengeance and
had written Hugh ample details of
the treachery exercised towards him
as regards his correspondence. She

M, derm was too clever a woman to vility

dog ®Moiselle Ivanhoff to quite the extent she had
«CIn her letter to Byng.

% hese men are so foolish,” she had said to her-

“If I place the whole turpitude of her

ter before him, he might be hot-headed

Ugh to champion her,” so she had confined her-

0 inuendos as regarded Mademoiselle Ivan-
ﬁ‘\cts Character, but had been very clear and dis-
lme In her account of the tampering with his
htarrs' He was quite aware from the talk he had
lya d amongst Russian officers, that Mademoiselle
he,nh‘)ff had rendered herself a little notorious by
ren“merous tendresses, but that she should have
in d to keep back his letters, made Hugh very
umry' That the fair ¢ Vashta” had calculated
» but having still some fears of his infirmity of

Se, she had further arranged that he should

1s English comrades at the church. Hugh

Pre Oyed the day in buying a pony, and in making

thay Arations for his departure. He had heard

townt ere was a party of English officers in the

Whethb“t he had not seen them, and (jld not know

He . €T they belongned to his old regiment or not.

i 7ould go back with them if they were return-

de, 2t Once, but go back he would without further

andy‘ Marie had kept her room closely all day,
he ht ough he had been in and out of the house

%jq.d not seen her since. He would fain have

g, “good-bye,” and not parted with her in

ig’ but he would not so far retreat from his

Viewlc’n of righteous wrath as to solicit an inter-

hiy ’ 30d without seeing her again he set forth as

W},i:l?"espondent had directed, for the church at

Pagy; he was assured he should meet his com-

Ots,

hey yng was awaiting him, and after exchanging a

apq Y hand grip, the two made their way outside

1ighf°mmenced to pace up and down in the moon-

chal'ac

&«
1 sh(I) thO\lght perhaps it might be you. I was told
hep, Ud meet some of my own people if I came
“ to night.”
Yog s and you will come back with us, won't
“ There surely can be no diffi-
OW peace is proclaimed. We expected you
thyy O three weeks ago. Brydon would have it
bye You couldn’t harden your heart to say good-
«12 ‘Sister Marie.” ‘
kﬁndm Coming with you at once,” rejoined Hugh,
Shall start for England by the first ship that

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

will give me a passage. I've a notion I'm wanted
there.”

“ You're better there than here,” said Byng drily,
“but come along, we had best fetch your pony, and
then you can sleep in our camp, so as to be ready
for an early start to-morrow morning.”

The next day saw Hugh Fleming and his old
comrades of the —th on their way back to Van-
outka. He told them all he had applied for his
release on parole some weeks back, but by some
mistake he had only received permission to depart
on the previous day, and Tom Byng alone was
aware of Sister Marie’s perfidy. On arrival in
camp Fleming lost no time in seeing about a
passage for England, and in two days he had bid-
den his comrades good-bve, and steamed out of
Balaklava harbour.

Weeks slip by, the embarkation is begun in real
earnest, and every day sees some contingent of the
Allied Army marching down to the transports that
await them either at Kemiesch or Balaklava.
Settlers are breaking up their stores and restau-
rants, and the luxuries of life vary in the most
astounding way, according to whether the pro-
prietors are anxiously getting rid of extensive stores
or are very nearly sold out. Boards are sitting on
war material, clothing, etc., with instructions to
condemn it on the mere shadow of excuse. Ponies
that would have been reckoned cheap at twenty
pound apiece a few weeks ago, are turned adrift in
the streets of Balaklava or sold for as many shil-
lings. There is a fretting for home in the breasts
of those whose turn has not yet come, and the
anxiety to return to England seems almnst as great
4s two years ago it had been to leave it. There is
a feeling that the whole thing is ¢ played out,” that
the curtain is down, and that there is not much
fun in lingering in the lobby for one’s carriage. We
have been inside Sebastopol, we have gazed upon
the caves of Inkerman, from the Phoros Pass to
Yalta, from the Valley of Tchernaya to the Heights
of Mackenzie, from the palace of the Khans to the
banks of the Alma. We have done it all. We
have fought the old fights over again until we are
sick of discussing blood and carnage. .Besides, as
Tom Byng says :

“It's our duty to hurry home, and tell lies for
the edification of our friends and relations.”

Hurrah, the transport is in at last, and the order
is come for Her Majesty’s —th to march down to
Balaklava, and embark on board the steamship
Adelaide at one o’clock, and that afternoon saw
the regiment steaming down the Black Sea, whilst
many a wistful glance was cast back at the fast
fading cliffs of the Chersonese as the thoughts
arose in men's minds of how many staunch and
true comrades they left behind to sleep their last

sleep on Cathcart’s Hill, or amongst the numerous
graveyards that lie scattered on the plateau. Well
might the Colonel say, as he went over the returns
of the regiment from its landing to its re-embarka-
tion :

“Thanks to drafts, we are taking home a strong
battalion, but we've left another behind. I don't
think they’ll be able to say we haven't won Jour
spurs now.”

It might almost have been termed sociable, their
homeward voyage. The sea was alive with ships,
all down the Mediterranean the signal halyards
were constaatly going, as they passed or repassed
vessels, all engaged like themselves in the task of
bringing the army home. Here they exchanged
compliments with a large trooper similarly em-
ployed, now they dipped their flag to a French
man of war, and anon lowered it to an English
monster of the same kind. At last they anchored
at Spithead to await their orders. These reached
them the first thing the next morning, and directed
a disembarkation at the dockyard, with a view to
proceeding to Aldershot to take part in the great
review that w.s to be held there by the Queen.
The Camp had been in great measure vacated, to
make way for as much of the Crimean Army as it
was possible to assemble there. The Camp in
those days was of considerably more modest
dimensions than it is now, and the accommodation
was doubtless stretched to its utmost limits, which
gave Mr. Flynn an opportunity of invidiously
comparing it with that they had left behind them,
and it must be conceded that the huts on the
Aldershot dusty plain did appear rather a disad-
vantage after the pretty camp at Vanoutka Pass,
with the Black Sea shining beneath it, as it had
been when the regiment last saw it. Those few
days were spent principally by officers in confer-
ences with hatters and tailors, for absence, except
for a few days, was not accorded until the Royal
Review should be over. At length, as many troops
as could be laid hands on, or as many as could be
got into Aldershot Camp, canvas included, which
comes to the same thing, were collected, the day
was fixed, and the Queen, accompanied by Prince
Albert and the Prince of Wales, came down fiom
London to review and thank the army for their
services. Half L.ondon was there to see, and half
Hampshire, also, and despite a shower or two the
Royal Review was a grand success, and a more
ringing cheer than went up from officers and men
in answer to Her Majesty’s speech has never been
heard since, often though the voices of her soldiers
have risen to greet her in that Cantonment.

And now, sad to say, a rather severe disappoint-
ment was destined to befall the —th. It was well
known that they had been brought to Aldershot
simply for this occasion, and what their ultimate
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destination might be was matter of grave specula-
tion with both officers and men. Both, I think,
conceived themselves entitled to a bit of a fling on
their return, and when they were informed that
they were to be quartered at Portsmouth, there was
much exultation in the ranks. Mr. Flion and
many of the veterans opined that there was much
“divarsion ” to be obtained in that town ; the regi-
ment had been quartered there before, and the old
soldiers could speak with authority as to the capa-
bilities of that seaport. But when they detrained
there it was broken to them that they were only to
remain pending embarkation for Ireland, and that
the Curragh of Kildare was their uliimate destiny.

“Faith,” said Mickey Flinn when he heard 1t,
“It’s the divil's own mess we’ve made of it bhoys,
by not settling out there. We'd a better camp
than ever we're likely to find at home and lashings
of everything, that is as far as camps go,” but
when it was further pointed out to the Colonel by
the Brigade Major that they were so pushed for
barrack accommodation that for the short time
that they were to remain there the only quarters
they could assign to the regiment was an empty
convict hulk, the ridicule of the situation almost
extinguished the disappointment it looked. The
Queen’s thanks, and a berth on board a convict
ship, were such an incongruous recognition of their
services, that both men and officers could not help
laughing. “Tear an ’ouns,” said Mickey Flinn,
“’ave I'd only known it would end like this, I'd
have qualified for the lodging and enjoyed myself.
Oh murther, to think I almost took the pledge till the
review was over, for fear I'd be a disgrace to the
regiment ; 'deed bhoy’s there’s no encouragement
for virtue and sobriety in this world.”

Leave of absence was now granted to as many
officers of the regiment as could be spared, and
Tom Byng was amongst the first to take advantage
of this.  As he travelled up to town, he wondered
a good deal what had become of Hugh Fleming,
and how matters stood between him and Miss
Lynden. The sudden cessation of her letters was
singular. She knew that he was a prisoner, and
surely she would have written a line to congratulate
him on his escape from the very doors of the tomb.
Mademoiselle Ivanhoff had no doubt tampered
with Hugh’s correspondence, but all letters for
him from home had been directed as usual to the
regiment, and forwarded thence by Byng himself
at the first available opportunity. He knew Miss
Lynden’s handwriting well, and could swear that
no letter from her had passed through his hands
since September last. Perhaps he should meet
Hugh in town. Nobody had heard from him
since he sailed for England; it was not to be
expected. He would suppose that the regiment
had left the Crimea shortly after himself. And
then Tom began to meditate over his own imme-
diate prospects, and what were the capabilities of
the Curragh of Kildare.

“Well, there’s a good spell of leave to start
with,” he mused, “and that brings me well into the
autumn before I have to rejoin; and as for huts, we
are used to them, and the magnificence of a barrack-
room might only appal us. There will be a bit of
racing to be done in September and October, and
then comes the hunting. Besides, its close to
_Dublin, and they are a lively lot from all accounts
in the Irish capital. Yes upon the whole I dare
say it will do very well. In the meantime I shall
make the most of the last few weeks of the season.
Go everywhere and see everything! By Jove! I
haven’t been in a theatre for a twelve month ; my
dramatic taste wants rubbing up woefully.”

On enquiry at the Thermopolium, the club to
which they were both affiliated, he found that
Fleming was in town, and though not in the house
at that moment, was there every day. The club
was thronged, and though, as a rule, its members
were as smartly dressed a body of men as any in
London, there were certainly some queer *get ups”
to be seen flitting about it now, men who had not
found time to renew their wardrobes, and in some
instances habited in undress uniforms, from which
the first gloss had considerably departed; but it’s a
question whether the Thermopolium had ever
known livelier times than when the Army came
home from the Chersonese. Tom Byng soon found

himself amongst a knot of old friends, who hailed

" him gleefully.

“ Now he looks fit, don’t he ?” cried Jim Lock-
wood, “for a man that was shot through the head,
and then fraudulently persisted in doing his regi-
ment out of the step by coming to life again. I do
call him fit.”

“How are you, Jim? Yes, we wintered well
this time. Nothing to do and plenty to get ; odd if
we didn’t look well.”

“Well, you do, old man,” rejoined the Hussar,
‘“ But there’s one of you I'm sorry to say don’t, and
that’s Hugh Fleming. He used to be up to any-
thing, and now he seems to have no go left in him.
Sits as glum as an undertaker over his wine, and
his liquor seems to do him no good. I suppose,
poor fellow, he’s never got over the mauling he had
on the eighth.”

“ 1 don’t know,” said Byng, “ I haven't seen him
for the last two months.”

Well, there’s something wrong with him, he’s
not the Hugh Fleming he used to be.”

A little later Byng encountered the man he was
in search of, and the pair speedily drew a couple
of chairs into the window of the reading room, and
sat down for a long confabulation.

“ Now, Hugh, what's the matter,” asked Byng.
“Some of the fellows here told me just now that
you weren’t well. I can see you look worried to
death, what is it?” .

“Well, I am. I don’t know what to do, nor
what to think ; you know how I'm situated ; you
know I ve had never a line from Nellie now for
months. As soon as I got home, the first thing I
did was to run down to Manchester to find out
what it all meant.”

«“ Well,” said Byng eagerly.

“Sne and her father have simply vanished. It
appears that they left their home months ago, quite
suddenly, wi.hout saying a word to anyone. They
have left no address, and nobody can tell me any-
thing about them. There’s only an old woman in
care of the house ; all I could get out of her was,
that she hadn’t been there long, that Dr. Lynden
had been gone for months, and that the house was
to let. If I went to the landlord perhaps he could
tell me more. I tried him, which only resulted in
rather strong language between us.”

“ How so?”

“Well, he knew nothing about Dr. Lynden,
wished he did, and he’d have the law on him ; he
hadn’t behaved to him like a gentleman, began to
get abusive, and then I cut in, and told him I'd
knock his teeth down his throat if he didn’t shut
u ‘l’

P Very natural,” remarked Byng, “ but hardly
perhaps the best way to get information out of a
man.”

“Then I called upon Mrs. Montague, who was
all smiles and smirks, and was she to congratulate
me upon having celebrated peace by bringing home
a Russian bride? Pleasant wasn’t it?” And
Hugh shot a keen glance at his friend.

“ Never mind,” replied Tom, diplomatically,
“let us pass over that episode.”

“Then I asked her what had become of the
I.yndens. She immediately drew herself up,
pursed up her lips, said they’d not taken her into
their confidence, that people were so ill-natured,
though she never believed what she heard, that Dr.
Lynden had doubtless his own reasons for going
away so suddenly. People did talk so, etc, etc.”

“ And then,” said Tom, ‘“ you cut in with another
of your knock-down arguments, I suppose ?”

‘I never felt more like it,” rejoined Hugh. « My
adieux were a little abrupt, but I did manage to
swallow my wrath. Still, there remains the ques-
tion—What on earth has become of the Lyndens ?”

“ Nobody is ever lost in these days,” said Tom,
sententiously. “Why a quiet elderly gentleman
should abandon his home, apropos to nothing, I
can’t imagine ; but there’s one thing you may rely
upon, that now we are once more in England Miss
Lynden knows where to write to you. Why, if
she only put the regiment and London, it would
get to you eventually. If you can’t find her, she
can find you, if she likes.”

“'That’s just what it is,” said Hugh, rising, “ she
won’t. Some garbled version of what happened out

Mrs. Mo

in the Crimea has reached her ears. on-
tague wouldn’t have been so ready with her ¥
gratulations if there had not been some stol')’an'
the sort flying about Manchester. No, old mn
I've got to find Nell, and have it out with her, 3
you've got to help me.”

CHAPTER XXIV.—Ix FurL CrY:

Tom Byng was not the man to fail a friend Wh’(;
had claimed his assistance. Hehad heard Huguld
story, and having briefly arranged that they sho v
dine together, announced his intentention 0 eliet
ing a “good solid smoke.” Tom had much bt i
in the virtues of tobacco, and generally §0“gl’ e
spiration from it in some shape when the IDU‘C"’;ing
of this life seemed too much for him. Hz:' he
taken an arm chair in a retired corner ©
smoking-room, and lit a Cabana of extra s12€ 10
justice to the occasion, Tom began to tur®
whole thing over in his mind. e whal’s

“Yes,” he thought, * Hugh is right, that’s ¥ o 10
the matter. That Sister Marie story has Comson,
her ears and she’s fired up, and not without ream .
if she knew all.  But the girl can’t be lost; Sond;
body must have her address. She must be ,{OL:hey
things can’t come straight between them if and
don’t meet ; and after undergoing all t.e fear "o
anxieties of last year about him, it would beg e
able if she threw him over, now he’s comé °=
safe, because he indulged in a fool’s ﬂi(tatlon e
there. There can't be a question about his genr on
love for her. By Jove, I have it! Miss Sy
knows where she i1s. Hugh must write to heg pave
take odds he never thought of that, he WO“,] s
said so if he had,” and here Tom puffed V'C’ordly
at his cigar, as he reflected that he could h?

the

. : ¢’s 2
well write to that young lady himself. “ etrwee“
bit of a coolness I fancy,” he muttered, * bf,castic

us, and I'd best keep out of reach of her 37~ "pe
tongue for the present.” And having %7
thought, satisfactorily solved his riddle
dropped the butt ot his cigar into the aSh‘thI’, 1.
proceeded to go for a good stretch before di at*
When he and Hugh met at that meah*
ter was much struck by his companion’s sugges uld
Stupid of him not to think of it before ; he ¥ g
write that very night, so that his letter mi8 ider
the first thing in the morning; and then, cons
ably to Tom’s relief, began to talk of other t .34
though even these he discussed with 2 is old
evidently preoccupied, and in answer 10 his,
chum’s “questioning, admitted that he’
nothing as yet about the future, whether U
the Guards, or exchange, or what. Jy W8S
Hugh's letter was duly written, and a r€P 1¥ was
anxiously expected. Miss Smerdon’s ans¥¢ ated
what Mr. Swiveller was accustomed to des]gnl'tel)’,
“staggerer.” Very formally, coldly, and pfeming
Frances, in a few lines, informed Captain F- pre’
that she had no knowledge of Miss Lynden
sent address. 4. a5 D€
That's all nonsense,” said Hugh, angrllY’]?nows
handed the letter to Byng. “ Of course $§ y hestcf
where Nell is. She’s got this idiotic Mat¢
story into her stupid head——" really
“ Hullo, come, I say, young man, you m )
moderate your lauguage a little.” nto IS
For a few seconds Hugh looked keenly ! arked’
companion’s face, and then smiled as he T€M% At
“Well people are very irritating, you knO% pe
all events you'll admit there’s no informatio?
gathered from that source.” 1 inte"
“More to be done perhaps by a persond
view,” srggested Tom, savagely. cotly aﬂd
“May be,” said Hugh, speaking qU€-}
softly. ““ Suppose you were to undertake.it' wtf
“ Out of the question,” said Tom, hastly: 1o be
you don’t see your way there’s nothing mogre on
done there. Miss Smerdon and mysel
very distant terms.” gtio™
Further discussion led to no fresh suge’ Mis®
Tom stood steadfastly by his own axiom !, ere
Lynden couldn’t be lost, that the finding h€’ ly of
abouts was only a question of time, prob3°- the
few days, but he did agree with Hugh te of hef
Manchester story was most likely the c2u things
withholding her address, and that to PUt gygh
right between them, it was imperative th3

ust
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:hould see her.  But how that was to be brought
out, neither of them could say.
0 the course of the day, however, Tom was
2ed with another inspiration. Turnirg the
ac Ole thing over in his mind, it suddenly flashed
79ss him that on the day Hugh was taken
Prisoner, there was a private soldier named
‘hh’bbs_, who declared he owed his life to him, and
d 3t this soldier was also a brother of Miss Lyn-
sshs maid. He remembered quite well having
hime talk with the man, and telling him to write
Sissl:lficount of the eighth of September home to his

“«

sej

' WithN}?w’” thought Tom, ‘¢ that maid, no doubt, is

Py er mistress at present, and surely Private
Thvabs- would know where his sister is living.
m als it. Private Phybbs is the key to the whole
Ystery,”
Om was a man of decision, he rushed into the
n 'est office and telegraphed to the Adjutant, to
ang“’ Whetner the regiment had sailed for Ireland,
les Whether Private Phybbs was still with it In
to S than two hours a yellow envelope was brought
O him at the Taermopolium, containing the follow-

> Message, dated Por.smouth :

ull wai ing for transport. Phybbs here.”

ma aving hastily thrown a few lines ix.;o a port-
CIugteau’. Tom left a brief note for Fleming at the
ouy S &ylng that he had been unexpectedly called

Lof town for a day or two, and by eight o’clock
ZspSlEammg out of London on his way to the old

Ort, :

o tUt Hugh also had his inspiration.

. Deg.

He came
Wi conciusion that he had not pushed his
i« Wiries half far enough at Manchester, and what
tio Ore, that he had made them in the wrong direc-
P BS. It was quite likely that some of the snop
*Ople with whom they dealt would be able to tell
2 Something about the Lyndens. If his idea
wi:h Correct about Nell, she would naturally not
Th 10 see or hear from people of her own position.
Ob:' old woman he had seen at the house was
'Ously only a caretaker, and indeed said she
W nothing of the people who had lived there
Ore, except their name. He would run down to
v,}i"“lhester again, and see if he could not discover
3t he wanted. He could think of nothing else,
1t was worth trying at all events. And so it
shi € t0 pass, while Tom was speeding into Hamp-
', Hugh Fleming was being whirled into Lan-
Ire, both men strenuously in pursuit of the
€ object.

cal gt latter began his search in the most methodi-
chewa‘y’ and with the sternest resolve to keep a
Wasck upon his temper, which, before the first day
bee, V€T, Was sorely taxed. The Lyndens had
fory,. 50N€ some time, and folks seemed to have
didgotten them for the most part, and when they
d-Saaemember them, 1t seemed somewhat to their
Preg vantage, for there seemed to be a hazy im-
Slon that they had gone away owing a lot of
mane)’- Still, he at last found a respectable trades-
tep.. Who could tell him something. Yes, he
Al bered them quite well ; they dealt with him
for aft‘ever since they first came to live there. As
the €1r owing a lot of money, he didn’t believe it;
he { had always paid him regularly enough. Pity
in ¢ adn’t come a bit sooner ; there were servants
R de house for months after they left who could
The Oubt have told him what he wanted to know.
hear dP‘clrlour-maid married a policeman, be had
Wha »and that, he supposed, broke the thing up.
v ad become of the parlor maid, he couldn’t
Mié 0, he didn’t know what her name was now ;

S Phybbs she had been when he knew her.
Coy %0d gracious, what a fool he had been! Of
Al ¢ the sister of that boy in his old company.
timé he wondered where that boy was now ; the last
ed ¢ had seen him was on the ground inside the
Nen?ns he recollected rushing to the defence of
waSn? Drotegé.  Ah, well, it wasn’t much good, it
He wt likely he came out of that business alive.
inqy: o Uld cerzainly write to the regiment and make
By, i1es, but there was little likelthood that Peter
gy, Was on its roll now. “ Married to a police-
apt 3 "€ reflected, as, having thanked his inform-
oyt h’e Walked away. “I dare say they could find
o g, 1S name for me at their headquarters ; there’s
ted for telling them my reasons for enquiring.

I certainly don’t want to invoke the aid of the
police.  The most respectable people would get
indignant at finding the police laid on their track
because they had forgotten to leave their address.
No, I must confine my enquiries strictly as to the
whereabouts of Miss Phybbs.”

On making his desire known at the headquarters
of the police, Hugh was at once asked to take a
chair by the Inspector «n duty.

“We can tell you what you want, sir, I daresay,
in a few minutes. Mary or Polly Phybbs, you say.
A young woman living here, and married some time
this spring.” And the officer turned to confer with
one or two of his subordinates, and then consulted
sundry ledgers.

“Ah,” he said, at last, * this would be it, no doubt,
Richard Tarrant, married to Mary Phybbs, spinster,
April, 56. Leave granted to act as caretaker at
Denton Iodge, the residence of Dr. Lynden.”

“That's it,” cried Hugh. “And now, where
are the Tarrants living?’

“If they are not still at that address, I don't
know that we can help you. You see Richard
Tarrant has left us.”

“When and why ?” asked Hugh laconically.

*“About a month ago.  As for * why,” unless you
are finding him a sitwation 1t’s not worth while
going into particulars.”

* And you’ve no idea where he is at present? Is
his wife with him ?”

“I can tell you nothing more about him, sir,
than I have done already. It is possible some of
our people may know what’s become of him. but I
rather doubtit. He was a bumptious, rather queer
tempered man, and not popular in the Force.
However, if you’ll leave me your address, if [ can
learn anjything I will let you know.”

Hugh thanked the Inspector and took his
leave. He lingered for two or three days at the
Queen’s Hotel, in hopes of discovering the address
of Mr. and Mrs. Tarrant, but, further than that
Polly Phybbs had married Richard Tarrant, and
spent her honeymnon in Dr. Lynden’s old house,
he could learn nothing. He was by this time fairly
convinced that the discovery of his lost love lay
through Mrs. Tarrant, and clung to the idea with
all the persistency of his disposition—but he was
just too late. Had he but sought her a month ago,
he would have found her without trouble. Tricked
he had been in the Crimea it was true, but he was
fain to acknowledge to himself that had his senses
not been lulled by Mademoiselle Ivanhofi’s fascina-
tions he would have made much more stir in that
matter of his release. Wearily he travelled back
to town, murmuring after the manner of most of us
when our sin has found us out, “Too late! too
late!” We are never so clear-sighted as .0 our
wrong doing as when experiencing the conse-
quences that have come of it.

Tom Byng, on the other hand, had returned to
town triumphant. He had gone on board the con-
vict hulk the next morning, found Private Peter
Phybbs, and had what Tom deemed a fairly satis-
factory interview with him. No, his sister was
not with Miss Lynden; whether his sister knew
where she was, he couldn’t say, but he thought it
very likely she did. Since he had last heard from
her she had got married ; married a policeman, and
a cousin of theirs. He was afraid she hadn’t done
a very good thing for herself, for it seemed her
husband had left the police, and he thought things
must be going a bit wrong with them. He never
had thought much of that Dick Tarrant. When
Byng asked him why he took such an unfavourable
view of his sister's prospects, he admitted with
some hesitation that she had written very gloomily
to him a few days ago, and said that now Dick had
left the police; she didn’t know how they would
get along ; that she hoped to see him soon, and in
the meantime could he lend her some money.

“ That ain’t Polly, sir. She’s a good girl and a
careful girl; but that Dick, he’s just one of that
loafing sort who'll let a woman slave herself to
death, and never do a hand’s breadth of work him-
self. I used to be always at Polly about it. That
Dick was always cadging for money out of her
savings.”

“Well, I suppose you'll go down to see your
sister at once.”

“Yes, sir, I want a furlough as soon as ever I
can get one, but you know they say that we be-
long to the Irish command, and must get our fur-
loughs from the Geueral over there. We didn’t
think that day in the Redan we’d be put in a
convict hulk when we got home, did we, sir?
Have you seen anything of Captain Fleming in
London ?”

“Yes, Phybbs. I dined with him the night be-
fore last. He’s very well.”

“Ah, if it hadn’t been for him, I shouldn’t be
here cow. Not that it’s much of a place to be in,”
continued Phybbs, throwing a most disparaging
eye round the old hulk, “but it’s better to be here
than nowhere, ain’t it, sir?”

Phybbs’ theological ideas were somewhat primi-
tive.

“You'd do anything to help Captain Fleming,
eh?” said Tom.

“I'd do anything in the world for the Captain,”
said Phybbs, earnestly. [ ain’t forgot that eighth
of September ; not likely I ever will.”

“‘T'hen give me your sister’s address. Captain
Fleming wants to see her on a matter of great im-
portance.”

“ Il run down and get the letter this moment,
and if it’s anything Polly can do, sir, 'm sure she
will.”

Paybbs disappeared down the hatchway only to
speedily return with Polly’s letter in his hand.
Having carcfully noted down the address, Tom
bade his brethren in arms good-bye, and the after-
noon saw him once more on his way to London.
On arrival at the Thermopolium he learnt that
Captain Fleming was not in town, and that the
note he had left for him with the hall porter had
never been delivered. Captain Fleming had not
been seen in the club either that day or yesterday.
Byng had now thrown himself into the search for
Nellie Lynden enthusiastically. He had intended
to have handed Mrs. Tarrant’s address over to
Hugh and started him off at once to Manchester ;
and now, as Tom growled :

“ Here’s the provoking young beggar not to be
found.”

He quickly settled in his own mind that if he
did not come across Hugh that evening he would
go down to Manchester himself on the morrow.
It would save time, he thought, and enable Hugh
to seek an interview direct with Miss Lynden,
always supposing that Mrs. Tarrant was in posses-
sion of her address.

(Z0 be continued.)

.-

Teeototalism in the Navy.

Out of a correspondence upon drinking and drunkenness,
which has for some time past filled columns of the Z7mes, a
discussion not without lessons has arisen upon the subject
of teetotalism in the navy. The fall in the death-rate of the
navy having been alluded to as a proof of the value of total
abstinence, a correspondent who signs himself ‘“R.N.”
pointed out that this diminished death-rate was not so much
due to a diminution in the use of whiskey as of water—that
is to say, of impure water. In the course of an interesting
letter, he remarked :—*‘ As far as alcoholic beverages are
concerned, there is very much more drinking and incompar-
ably less drunkenness in the navy than there used to be.
The officers and men of that service are more sober than
any other class of Englishmen. The teetotalers have not
had the smallest share in bringing this about.” Not un-
naturally, this statement ‘“ fetched ” Miss Weston, for whose
efforts in a cause she believes to be a good one every naval
man has a sincere admiration. However, she launched a
rather ill-advised letter at ““ R.N.,” filled with statistics
intended to support the merits of teetotalism, and to show
that the reform everyone acknowledges to have taken place
was mainly due to herself and her co-workers. Her revela-
tions in the shape of figures, it must be confessed, do not
bear out what most outsiders have supposed to be the mar-
vellous success of her ministry. “ R.N.” at once took up
the challenge, and proved, from the lady’s own confession,
that, whereas pledge-takers were counted by thousands,
pledge-keepers even for a year can only be counted by hun-
dreds, demonstrating as plainly as possible the futility of the
operations of the teetotalers,—Army and Navy Gazette.
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CHERRYFIELD, October 22nd, 1891.

Diag pov: Doric.
OMINION,—

HAVE a passion for the
Doric ; medio-
crity,if clothed in that garb,
'has some presumptive title
to my notice. The Lowland
patois of Scotland has, by
such powerful writers as
Burns and Scott, been raised

and even

above the mere provincial
dialect which once it was, to
the dignity of an universal
language. Such is the charm
of genius to unfold the in-
trinsic features of a rare
people and a bewitching
country. The tongue Dr.
ong of ‘ Johnson despised is to-day
of ey the most winning, as its utterances. are most revered
\\vils()th. Such secondary yet powerful influences as [ohn
B, —with his unique and astonishing melange of all the

hi Stituents of literature, in the *“ Noctes Ambrosianx,” and
‘triz:(eatmn of that unequalled fictitious character, the
in ,, ¢ shepherd; and with llogg, himself—the shepherd
. ¢ rough, with his ““Kilmeny,” that rarest pearl of
ol m_aginalion all compact,” —these, and others, have given
teq ¢ force and finish to the dialect, and widened its cur-
And while we bask in the radiance of such suns, we

“f)t forgetful of the planets, of a milder, but not less
Ta:,:;fu.l light, in the numerous balladists from Ramsay to
log at ill, and the idyllic writers from the era of Drummond
«y 2t of the author of the “ Gentle Shepherd,” or him of the
Peng :“ds of Inverburn.” At t'ng present day,‘ from such
D°n $ those of William Black, Dr. Waddell, George Mc.:-
flo . Robt. Buchanan, Robert Carter, and others, it
to usw‘th the old-time grace and sweetness. It has come
thore Over the ocean and naturalized itself on Amenc.an
Whe, It comes warbled out of the west, from jovers with
3 sight of Caledonian shores is only a wish or a fancy.
sweeesticaled by Canadian hearthstones, the }jearts of such
and&r ;;’ngSters as Lvan MacColl, John Mc.l‘arlan(‘:, Alex-
Wi"ia CL‘&Ch]an, are moved to perpetuate it ; while even
With o Murdoch, the rustic poet of Partridge Island, not
g’ﬁc‘o Mmerit, attempts the same. Such members of a
Ved :S choir,—as Moir, Riddle, Gray, Aytoun, Smart,
Sury; " of earlier days in Edinburgh,—some of whom still
A o Upon these shores, are worthy of more than mention.
baifnsg Ehem are Thomas Carstairs Latto, born at Kings-
BmOki East Neuk of Fife, in 1818, and now resident at
Nore Y0, N.Y.  To him we hope in future to return with
Ran SOmprehensive reference. In Washington, too, Dr. ]J.
be w‘ln, an American clergyman, (author of the hymn ¢ God
S‘"-Ot Yf)u till we meet again,”) of Scottish descent and
toy. SPIrt, shows in his * Ingleside Rhaims” how native
ty, tn:ls:lf is “the sweetest, simplest, most palhe'tic dialect
his[]ed by mortals.” Alexander Rae Garvie,—whose
ely « ¢down” should be better known and loved,—writes

Y in p; N
W his essay on ¢‘ Pathos 7 :

ith, € dialect may seem harsh, but it is fine, my friends ;
g “lour, I not the stern thistle crowned with purple ?

§ . «
Wit} }(: the speech of my darling land, though rough, is rich
Ml}le oom, O!d bits of Border ballads, the loves

the annals of the poor, give the words feeling
ligy Si OW it is the death-song of a martyr, passing out of
Dl()‘,e le on the bleak hill-side, and the lonely cry of a
D), * 81Ving accompaniment to the faint singing of David’s
the « chich the dying find so sweet. Anon, it is a moan for
the at OWers o’ the Forest” that were ““a’ wede away” in
the baal fight o’ Flodden. Now it is a broken heart pacing
%t > and climbing the braes of ** Bonnie Doon,” grieved
"10(}1 :Va?-b}e of the birds. And now it is the croon of a
Whe, mtmﬁ beside the spinning-wheel and wondcring
el AMie is the nicht. But however Pathos shows her-
g'tan €15 ever grave in Scotland. The language helps her
Phyy “What an amount of sorrow is crowded into the
by the.. STeetin’sair,” . What though the language

Sred at by lisping gallants familiar with courtly phrase.

'Tis a noble language,—the terse medium of conversation,
the sweet expresser of song, the heart-raiser of her poor,
proud sons, and the syllables thereof seem to them a fitting
garment for the pure spirit of Pathos.”

L4 - -

You will remark, Mr. Editor, that all this preamble is but
introductory to the following home-brew, and an apology for
the growing custom, on the part of those who are not to the
manor born, of constructing Scotch verses. Well, let me
bear the reproach for the sake of the gratification. There
is a home by the Concord, where Emerson’s precept of plain
living and high thinking is duly observed; and because I
could not join the group wont to assemble there, I must
needs have some revenge on untoward circumstances ; hence
the rhythmical fulmination that succeeds this note. It may
be unseasonable when it reaches you ; but surely it is not so
now. I look up, and out of the window. Lo! the green is
underneath, and the white shimmers over it.

‘“ Winter’s snowy pinion
Shakes the white down in the air.”

So it will do for seasonableness, all but the nonsense :

ASHHURST.
Roll, ye wild win’s, and drive, ye snow,--
Ye rudest tempests wrathfu' blow !
Ye do but brighten mair the glow—
The festive gleam,
That Ashhurst’s cordial evenings know,
By Concord’s stream.

Roll, ye wild win’s e’en as ye please,
Thro’ our mild hermit’s shelterin’ trees !
Sweeter the calm within, 1f breeze
Without may blow :
The frere wha hears your music, sees
His hearth-fire glow.

And haply Ralph and Mary there,
Make the bright scene appear mair fair ;
An’ th’ assembled muses rare,
Complete the joy
That angry winter’s utmost blare
Cannot destroy.

Then, while the backlog sparklin’ burns,
The steamin’ tea he deftly turns,—
Wha fitly tents a’ sic concerns,
Close by himsel’ ;
And hantles washboards—besoms—airns,
An’ pens, as well.

An’ while the cakes gae roun’ the hoard,
Arn’ this is praised, or that preferred,
Slipped in is mony a frien’ly word,

Ik charm to bear
O sang an’ story,—mony a hoard

O’ wisdom rare.

Roll, ye wild win’s, the drifts pile higher
Roun’ this delightsome warblin’ choir !
Our Walton weel shall feed the fire,

To light up clear,
An’ wi’ his sunny face inspire

The e’enin’ cheer.

He’ll tell us how to win content
For ilka day, frae each event ;—
With look serene as silver Trent,
Casting his hook—
Till the lang simmer day is spent-—
In Shawford Brook.

Or he’ll be there, wha sang an’ saw
New Englan’s hearthstane bound wi’ snaw :—-
The useless latch-string in we’ll draw,
An’ line our nest ;
Then let the dogs o’ Boreas blaw
Their frosty best.

Then to the pipes: an’ while the reek
Curls fragrant o’er each poet-cheek,
—Whisht! . . . let nane be sae bauld as speak
Till words be warm !
Nae ratton’s run, nor mousie’s squeak,
Shall break the charm.

But when each bole lemes clear, an’ glows,
An’ like a paukie furnace lowes,
An’ saft the incense wafts your nose,
A’ ripe an’ rare,—
Ah, then discoorse maist freely flows
Frae chair to chair !

And haply Ralph will sighin’ say,—
““Tho’ night is juist as gude as day,
An’ oor December maist like May,—
{La grippe. A—ch—o0 "
I would that F——x cam’ this way,
To stap, th’ noo !”

An’ saft the Hermit will reply,—
¢ I'd gie my lugs were he but nigh,
Wad this sweet pipe enraptured ply,
An’ no’ think ’t lang,
Unless he slip’t a sarmin sly
Intil his sang.”

Roll, ye wild win’s in rude affray,
Frae earliest eve till dawnin’ gray !
Dear frien’s, in social Concord stay

By Ashhurst hearth :
There’s ane wha 1o’es ye, tho’ away,

An’ shares y’r mirth !
» * »

I sat, after supper, with my hopeful nephew on my knee,
when he said : ** Don’t you make verses sometimes, Uncle
Felix ?” 1 do, indeed, bubby boy,” I pleaded : * but the
sort I make you would not care to listen to. The verses
you would wish to hear are of that spontaneous, airy kind
that make themselves, whenever they wish, such verses as
you sometimes see in St. Nickolas.” ‘() make me some,
Uncle Felix !” urged Ossie, with a chorus of invitation from
a number of little shavers now clus‘ered round me ; so there
was nothing for it but to coin my brain into juvenile cur-
rency, as follows :

CELESTIAL CAPERS,
That old cantankerous warrior, Mars,
Harried the planets and raided the stars ;
All because he meddled with Venus,
And said, *“ Let us have a kiss between us 3
And she thought they might, 77 #o one secn us.”
But the Sun got up, and tried to stop her,
And declared such doings were very improper ;
Then Mars raved round, as mad as a hopper.
He wasn’t quite able for great big Jupiter,
With all his sizzling and frying ;
But as for the Earth, he made a scoop at her,
And sent the old beldame flying,—
Who stepped on the youngest of her daughters,
And cracked her head 1nto four quarters,
<O let us get out of the way !” cried Uranus,
“Or else this murderous devil will brain us ;
““ For there could n’t be much more dust in the air
¢ If the Bull were loose or the biggest Bear.”
As that good matron, old Mrs. Saturn,
Sat feeding her fine little moons,
He toward them came flying, and set them all crying,
And dirtied their new pantaloons ;
He took the Fish by its golden flipper,
And broke the handle off the Dipper,
And took the big Dog’s best bone from it,
And pulled the tail clean out of a comet,
And splashed about in the Milky Way,
And acted like one quite over the bay ;
He broke the strings of the magic Lyre,
And set the straw in the Wain on fire ;
And all because his wise old father
Said, he would just a little rather
That such young mettlesome sky-scrapers
Would stop a-cutting their naughty capers.
Do you, my sonny, kick up stars,
When your papa serves you as Sol did Mars ?

By this, the little fellows were called to bed, and their
Uncle was relieved from further barbarities of rhyme.

* - -
AUTUMN BITS,

For all this is the season of melancholy, there is a deep
and serious delight in its shows, and our Canadian woods
are a lure to lead the pensive man to one of his purest
pleasures, when what has been called ¢‘ the hectic flush” is
on the maple’s cheek. Nay, I recall such an epithet, as
worthy of repudiation ! It signifies a ghastliness that has
not yet appeared, and that savours not the bloom of the
leaf, more than that of the apple. There is a grandeur in
the year’s decay, appealing to the poetry within us; and in
so mnch ripeness, beauty and splendour there is something
accordant with our richest thought. Every fair Indian sum-
mer day seems to say, ‘‘Come, let us go to the feast of
vision !’ Autumn, says some one, has invitations of her
own, got out in coloured lithographs. Spring-time rhymers
might always wish to see green leaves; but, as for me, I
have ever a welcome for *‘ Autumn in her weeds of yellow,”
purple and crimson. Summer fills the soul with languor,
unknits the frame, and silences ; but the first frost tightens
and tingles every nerve, and awakes the spirit of song.
Then when the boughs are bare we sing the best.

Come, then, let us away to the transfigured woods! See
where the forest lies, flanked by wide green fields, through
which the river goes limpidly, rounding yonder curve to
catch its glories in reflection.  Enter this primeval cathedral,
and stand amid its golden lights, How its sky-windows
hang emblazoned ! Farther on there is an open space,
where a little lake lies mirror-like on the wood’s bosom,
where sylvan Beauty may stand to dress herself. This is the
boudoir of the wood-deities, after they have left it. Nay, if
there are fauns or fairies, surely they are here. If the poet
comes they come too! The world of dreams, the fairy-
lands of childhood, grow tame and pale before this wild
domain, this flushed fairness. We cry aloud—

*“O what a glory doth the year put on !’
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GROUUNDS OF THE MONTREAL AMATEUR ATHLETIC ASSOCIATION,

Sit down on the mottled base of this noble beech, and open-
ing your Bryznt, read :
““The woods of autumn all around our vale
Have put their glory on.”
Or why is not your Lampman just as well? We can see
hrough his eyes how those silver birches have gathered the
sun’s smiling warmth
¢ Deep, deep into their luminous hearts of gold.”

Turn the leaves of your poets over, and while the ¢ smoky

trill” glimmers, the chestnut patters down, and the leaves
““fall like flakes of light”” earth-ward ; while ‘the maples
redden 1n the sun,” and

. ¢ Upon the grassy mould
The purple oak-leaf falls ; the birchen bough
Drops its bright spoil like arrow-heads of gold,”

you will find a fitting accompaniment to the great anthem of

the year in their musical description.
* * *

Here is Canada at hand,—that well compacted bit of
literary excellence, showing how ‘¢ in small compass things
may } erfect be,”—approximately, It has a good and wise
word in favour of William Wilfrid Campbell, and repro-
duces his much and justly lauded poem, ¢ The Mother,”—
a richly imaginative and pathetic piece, worthy of classifi-
cation wigh ¢ Kilmeny,” ¢¢The Sensitive Plant,” ¢ The
Conqueror Worm,” ¢ Haunted Castle,” and poems of their
order, Truly the gods will sow their fire-seeds where they
will, on Canadian plains, as well as the classic fields of
England or Italy. ¢¢Continual comfort of a face,” is our
inward comment on the prepossessing, purely womanly
countenance on which we come, with sudden surprise and
delight, at page 339. No. 171, the DOMINION ILLUSTRATED.
Of this lady we treasure many a line, as gems of price are
treasured ; for many of her poems, like that one lately in
the Week, delight the taste while they improve the heart.
We also read with much interest Principal Grant’s second
article on Howland’s ¢ The New Empire,” —with especial
approval of his remarks on neglecters of the franchise : ¢ I
have heard no argument that will hold water against the
individual’s obligation to exercise the trust which the
country commits to the individual. Contempt of Court is
generally punished, not only by exclusion from the court-

house, but by other penalties as well. That men should
consider contempt of trust as something praiseworthy, or a
mark of their superiority, or that they should expect to be
coaxed and caavassed to exercise the trust, will, in future

]

. . 1usio™
years, be considered about as extraordinary de ever?
ever entered the mind of man.”
body say, Amen !

LUX ET UMBRA.

In the black flower of midnight, at the heart

And midmost auricle of secrecy,

There lies the golden fire-seed that shall be
The day’s broad blossom. Softly fall apart
The silken leaves of dreams, and, lo, thou art /

Swe_et morn of expectation, dewy-drest !

While all tne spectres that the dark infest
Soon as the East doth his keen lances dart

Show angel faces.

Why avert the shade,

The solemn vigil,—the mysterious Power,
_ Filling the soul witn awe, stirring the clod,
Bidding the bones to quake? ’Tis thus array’d
In dusky calyx lies Heaven’s shining flower ;
Our Angel leads through gloom 10 show us God. NE
W. G. MacFarM*

St. John, N.B.

SECRET LIFE.

Dear, do you know, as 1, that precious thrill
Of‘subtlle pleasure, when in festive throng
'Mid laugh, and gay return, and careless song.

A thought comes sofily,— this does not fulfill

My end of being; I have something still

That t/ese know naught of,

—that does not belong

’.l‘o the world’s life of restlessness and wrong,
But lives alone, and knows one master—will.

This then is Love, my love for Jyou, Dear Heart,
That life which makes all else beside it seem
Poor and of little moment,—as a dream

To the day’s doings,—that which dwells apart
Sacred, and dear, and, gone this world of tears,
Shall live with us through all the future years.

SOPHIE M. ALMON HEN

To all of which 1t
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JUNCTION OF THE OTTAWA AND ST. LAWRENCERIVERS.

Tl'avelling Scraps.
By_F.L;\I.

HAT is the subtle influence which
makes some girls assume a totally
different manner so soon as a
young man appears? Now, on
the cars, one morning lately, was
a pretty, nicely dressed girl—sen-
sible, too, as I gathered from

fﬁends her conversation with some girl
the Pla Who were seeing her off and standing on
N th orm,  Presently a young man hastened up

Valis:mv smiled, shook hands, and set down his
By wo-(he seemed to be going on another train).
‘]! In for a regular good chat with the girl in
8 oy L€ Was very lively—evidently a masher—
Yo - € Manner said plainly, « Here, girls; 7'ze
&.;'» :OW, you needn’t talk to each other, &c.,
g g 0d that nice, sensible-looking girl fluttered
the & rgg‘Ed and nodded and “talked back,” and
i 2Sher” ditto ditto, as if those other less at-
Nends didn’t exist! At last this killing
rw & drummer, I fancy; somehow there was
"emedmmmg" look about him and his valise)
t’ivel‘ o remember that he, too,'was about to
N he " €ll, after more hurried flutters and * ta-
Ut it se Tushed off. This is but a slight instance,
Ripg c:"'e's as an illustration, and brings to my
x the . 1430 theories which now pervade so much
:f sDeC‘."'fent literature. My dear author friends,
"\%enc'{“ “fads”) you may hope that men and
¢ mill:”l'l regard each other as of one sex—when
Nium comes—certainly not before !
,‘Ther . * k%
dacen:inls lots of pluck in your very small women.
%/ ang friend of mine was seeing me off one
tm°m Vanted to sit in the car with me until the
U gfea,tent' The train was very full, and a valise
ey - COat in the seat opposite to mine pro-
boxs-cmin !t taken. My little widow eyed these
leq te elongings for a munute, then coolly de-
o on €M on the other side of the car (the
! her €) and sat down in their former resting
y Self 1 Presently the owner came along
Y tqu ‘id tuefully at us. This atom of a woman
14l to the occasion though, and said some-

thing about being sure he would not mind, but
would like one place just as well as another, in
which, with a somewhat vacant smile, be limply
acquiesced. Poor man, I really think he was very
sleepy and did not mind very much, for he slept
soundly throughout the journey and (entre-nous)
he snored horribly—a regular trombone of a snere,
too! I took a speaking sketch of him in my
wicked little note-book and sent it to my friend,
but I don’t think it’s good enough to print, so I
spare my readers this last infliction.

E S

Now here have I just immolated myself at the
shrine of two babies! A little girl came over to
me and sa‘d very politely, “ Please, would you m:ind
shutting the window next to you, as there are two
poor little babies over there who feel the draught.”
I shut it instantly, and on looking round with, per-
haps, a lurking feminine interest in those little
babies, discovered 7/4¢ir window open, the consid-
erate mother, or whoever it was, evidently thinking
that the darling little bubsie-wubsie’s should have
the fresh air from their own side, whilst other pas-
sengers might stew! Well, if it was for the little
ones, I'll forgive the injury, but if it was for 4erself,
then I vote her a selfish, nasty, mean but the
worst of it is I shall never know w#ic/ it was for !

Ah! What is that I pass on the platform—that
horrible oblong case? Alas! no need to ask—
someone's dead. It is a strange feeling, that of
knowing you are travelling with all that remains
of a fellow-being. What thoughts it «// provide,
which we seem unable to resist. Involuntarily I
see the grieving ones awaiting this silent pas-
senger at some station. I conjure up many
fancies, all of which are most likely far away from
the real facts. It reminds me, too, of a burial at
sea which once took place when I was in mid
Atlantic. I can always vividly recall the sudden
stopping of the ship, the strange quiet, broken at
intervals by the heavy splash of the waves against
the ship's sides. Only a few minutes and on we
sped, leaving in the depths of the ocean’s bosom
a poor young woman who was going over 10 Ireland
to see her children before she died. She had con-
sumption, and God took her when we had been
only a few diys out. I wonder if there can be a

heart so cold, a soul so dead, as to be unaffected

" by sosolemn and sad a thing as a burial at sea !

k ok ok

What a feeling gratitude is to be sure! I don’t
mean of that lofty standard which uplifts the soul,
which makes you feel as if the world held one
supremely generous and unselfish individual—the
one to whom you are grateful—I just mean the
ordinary every-day, article, the commonplace
gratitude for a little “ bite” or a little “sup” just
when you wantit. The other day I was waiting at
a certain junction station ; the expected train was
late. The sun was blazing, and everyone looked
bored. As I sat there looking about as cross as I
could look, I know, a genial-looking elderly gen-
tlemen made some pleasant remark about the train
being late, &c. I entered into his friendly spirit—
although I am English, and of course stiff-necked
and impassible where there is no introduction (so
at least think the uninitiated in English customs)—
and we had quite a nice chat. We found we had
something in common, too, for /¢ was on the staff
of a certain well-known newspaper; and do 7
not frequently “rush in print?” So I was civil,
but I know I looked cross still, for, Oh! I was
consumed with a devouring, a savage thirst, not
for blood, but for just a drink of clear water!
Presently I said (and I tried to put a pathetic ex-
pression into my orbs) “ I wonder if there’s a glass
of water about here?” Off he rushed, and didn’t
he bring me a big “ gobbler” (as a little girlie I
know says) of clear, sparkling water—in truth, a
“nectar fit for the gods.” Said he, “I think you'll
find it cool and fresh, they always keep it nice
here.” Reader, I almost /oved him; and as I sat
and s'pped at my “ gobbler ” the halo that sat upon
that kind man, in my eyes, would have made him
vain, perhaps, could he have seen it. I sipped,
therefore, in peace and content, for I wasn’t going
to spoil the rapture by drinking the whole thing at
“one fell swoop,” like the killing of MacDuff's wife
and children (to quote Shakespeare). So I sipped
and sipped; then my good Simaritan took the
glass away. Time slipped by more comfortably ;
general look of relief on all faces—train in. I
lost sight of my hero of the *“cup of cold water.”

Good-bye. I know your name—but I wonder
whether you know mine !
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EPISODES OF INDIAN LIFE IN BRITISH COLUMBIA.

HE first impressions derived
from contact with the coast
Indians do not stand
favourably with those held
of the aboriginal inhabi-
tants of the interior pro-
vinces. Asmuch difference
exists between them as is
evident inthe characteristics
of the fighting western
Kurds of India, when con-
trasted with theirapparent-
ly non-combative kin who
enjoy a competitive race on
the labour field on the In-

dian’s own ground, thrown open to the rivalry of the two
elements through the march of nations. Even the Indians
who emulate the profession of the rag picking product of
the higher eastern civilization have a quick nervous move-
ment, as they glide along the lanes and suburbs of the rail-
road towns in the pursuit of their avocation.

Indicative as their manners are of but slight removal from
lords of the vast solitudes, they afford the most striking con-
trast, when viewed in comparison with the ¢ Hams” of Bri-
tish Columbia. As the Chinese have *‘towns,” so have the
Indians, but the locations afforded them pass current in the
language as rancheries. These habitations are comprised of
a number of rudely constructed cabins of low build, ontside
of which the Klootchmen (Chinook for women) can be seen
squatting about, while they gossip with each other in the
guttural manner peculiar to the proper tonal manipulation of
the Chinook language. The corkscrew sounds which point
the conversation in progress among them are an accomplish-
ment all their own, being inimitable by their white friends
(tillicams).  Insignificant and dirty appearing as their cabins
seem on approaching, it is found in passing that the most
conspicuous piece of furniture—the bed—is generally snowy
white, relieving the curtailed space about by its evidery
cleanliness. ‘‘Kla-how-za”—how are you—youventure at one
of the maidens who sit semi-upright fixtures against the door
posts ; when she retorls with ‘¢ Klach-how-za,” eatching her
breath at each syllable as if she thought the effort too much
labour—for nothing.

The Siwashes (Chinook for men) disport themselves in
other pastures, not far off, with cigar or pipe in mouth dis-
cussing the pro's and cons of a scheming venture in getting
whiskey, which is prohibited them by law. For the luxury of
a bottle of gin or whiskey, they will run the risks of being
heavily fined, or undergo a long term of imprisonment as
enthusiastically as a wayward scho»l boy will play traunt, the
excitement of his escapade dulling the prospects of the ordeal
before him, when he stands to take his punishment from the
dominie. Such rancheries exist close to every town. Dur-
ing certain seasons of the year, especially when fishing opera-
tions are in progress, an adjunct of tents, and shelters erected
flimsily with matting on slight poles scarcely four feet high,
is formed to the colonies, a host of country cousins having
dropped into town to hob-nob (potlatch) with the city
quality. Those nomadical refuges, easy of transportation
and pitching, are but fugitive abodes merely doing service
while parties from the different tribes are in town at certain
seasons of the year. Those who have read Cook and other
voyagers’ travels, and have set a standard accordingly in esti-
mation of the tribes of Indians here, will be shocked to find
the bushwhackers, the great war canoe fighters, represented
by limp specimens of manhood, who may be seen sitting
about on the sidewalks, their legs disposed in the ditch as if
it were formed for the special object of accommodating them.
The general impression prevalent as to these people is, that
they are outcasts from different tribes further north or inland
who have proven indifferent to the advances of civilization.
If the present mode of living of a number of the natives to
be seen about the coast cities is the outcome of the march of
civilization, then might they curse the influences which
weaned them from their virtue, and might eventually exter-
minate them as a nation.

The source from which the Siwashes derive the money
necessary to their proper arrayment in ¢ European” cut
clothes, and other luxuries which they affect in their enlight-
enment, is catching salmon for the canneries in which this
article is put up in tins; but a failure taking place in a good
run of fish does not deter them from having a good outfit of

garments for the coming cold season.  They are truly lords
and masters of the better half whom they claim as wife.
When the wild berries, so plentiful all over the slopes and
plains, grow ripe, the Klootchmen sally into the woods, re-
turning with baskets full, with which they canvass the differ-
ent houses, taking in exchange various articles of clothing as
the purchasing powers of the baskets may allow, according
to their different sizes. After the barter of any great quan-
tity, the Klootchmen are to be seen trudging along under
loads that appear sufficient to tax the staying powers of a
pony. Alongside walk their husbands with several pairs of
boots or other smal’er articles that can not possibly be added
to the burdens borne by the poor creatures who are supposed
to be supported by the stronger part.  Likely, though, this
part of the ceremony of contracting is left out in Indian
marriages, while particular emphasis is given the obedience
demanded of the women. If recollection is aright it was
not uncommon in one of the extreme counties of Scotland
and also in the North-West of Canada to marry with the un-
derstanding that the weaker contracting party was to be
utilized in lieu of a more expensive burden-bearer, of which
she was to form a substitute. Thesameidea should be right
in regard to the Indians here, if they practice the same want
of respect for the Klootchmen when on the reserves that
they do when on their urban peregrinations. Journalists of
more or less note frequently refer to the Indians of this pro-
vince in anything but flattering measures, their ideas being
picked up on a flying visit, the superficial impressions taken
having their origin in those incidents which are to be
observed any day on the street, or in the vicinity of cities.
A great deal of a different nature makes itself manifest on a
better acquaintance with their habits, which gives a new light
on their adaptability to the changed circumstances of their
lives. The natural bent of their natures is to industrial pur-
suits, now running in its proper groove throughacquaintance
with the means of cultivating soil with the aid of modern
implements, as well as hewing down the timbers of the vast
forests, which a short span of years ago resounded only to
the warwhoops of the elder living generations, or their fore-
fathers.  Certainly there are those who are not amenable to
the influences of the Christian religion, who, emulating the old
time practices of their forebears, refusing to change the time
honoured customs, which they have observed for ages past,
find it now difficult to cast away the traditions borne down
from generation to generation by verbal repetition—¢‘Nursing
their traditions to keep them warm,” to transpose Burns,
until some stoic, alike in sentiment, happens along, to
sympathize with them in mythical beliefs which the bulk of
the Indians have relegated to obscurity. The evidences of
deterioration so strikingly seen in the vicinity of cities is not
supposed to attach to those who hold to their reservations,
the best argument in favour of this fact being that they are
self-supporting. At home, on the reserves, they are credited
with steady, industrial temperaments, raising large crops of
the staple article which they produce; the potato forming
their chief sustenance, along with salmon, during the winter.
Their manner of catching salmon on the upper reaches of
the rivers Fraser and Thompson is as interesting as their
mode of preservation is questionable. A pole is notched
on the end, and then slit sufficiently to allow of a sharpened
toggle being tightly fitted into the cut, a string being run
through a hole before placing it through the groove. When
the salmon, passing thickly, close to the bank, on their way
to the spawning grounds, are running up the crecks, those
improvised means of capture are jabbed into them, the tog-
gles remaining in their bodies, when the strings are used to
whip them out, landing the fish on the bank, where the
Klootchmen deftly split them open along the back and ex-
tract the bones.  Afterwards they are hung up to dry by aid
of the sun, and flies and sand, between which the process
goes on apace until the food is ready to be cached in trees
fitted for their reception in quantities.  Of course, they do
not come under any particular laws while so removed from
centres of population, so that sanitary enactments or inspec-
tors are foreign to them. When travelling, strips of this
highly flavoured commodity, impregnated with sand, is carried
and eaten on the way at no stated intervals, placing travel-
lers at a distance from them when approaching, under the
belief that some big game had been stripped of its hide
by hunters and the carcase left to be the prey of carrion
seeking vermin. Trees have heen come upon near the coast,
in which chambers have been found, which might have been

used for the purpose of cacheing such stores as the
lay away during the seasons of plenty, in fish ar he fish
comestibles.  One effect of the presence of sand in ! i
is to wear down the teeth of the people who iﬂ‘?“lg;arac.
taste, the Indians of more mature age showing this c (orS)
teristic very clearly in their small even rows of mastl;: se
which clearly indicate their affinity with the tribes v plies
the sun drying process of preserving the salmon 511[;5 .
which they store away pending a less plentiful' S.en e
Some of the Indians who have embraced the Ch”smtries,
ligion find permanent employment in various m(?usmnn.
where they are employed in competition with the white T
In the saw mills and canneries they find work and gi¥¢ ble
isfaction in various capacities, settling down in com qt
homes which are well furnished ; also in other “‘-‘V? im? pat
their more staid white brethren in their way of ‘ivmg.' nd
class which obtrude themselves mostly on the toun’

i . . sta
traveller passing through the province with Sho"{ 2o
must 1%
;eservauo

f five

centres of attraction in commerce or scenery,
viewed as a criterion of the tribes who occupy
laying in districts at different points within a compass?
hundreds miles on the mainland of the province. Ve
In those years when the salmon runs in the rive! -p'nz]
good, a flotilla of canoes loaded with the dusky abofof the
inhabitants makes its appearance on the lower 1€aC € eré
Fraser River, passing along to the different canneri€s: movs
they find paying employment in fishing the no¥ s con’
British Columbia salmon. In this pursuit they ama—‘)“e for
siderable sums of money, as instance where 2 ¢ e(le dof
nine hundred dollars was received by a Siwash at the uring
the last season’s operations, to cover his catch of fis
the short space of three months.  On the closing 1P retor?
canneries, the canoes are requisitioned again, and th es ¥
to the reserves is accomplished, but not without stopP? dur’
convenient places where the bulk of the money ear® 10

. . . xuries
ing the season is passed current in exchange for lukets and
them in the form of pravisions, clothing, DIan ondiff

trinkets (iktas) wherewith they load up their canoe‘Sy * e8P
their watery course home, in a good way of meeting (oth
proach of winter without misgivings as to food ©Of Ws n-.uch
Owing to those phases of life among them, money .le dur
more plentiful in the commercial venues of coast oit? ;d by
ing the two good years, proverbial now as being follo It ¢8°
a third year failure, or very uncertain catch of ﬁsh" o P
not be said of them that they love the money for ltsewith its
accumulation, the necessaries and luxuries to be'ha 10
power of purchase proving a stronger incentiVé entu™
than the chances of real estate rises, or other ¢ per € they
yielding investments. Although industrious noV."’s of the
were otherwise in their pagan days when the wi d o
forest and the rivers afforded them a sustenanc® ,";1 a
the well tilled fields of to-day, which they tend ' " cont
sion strong as the roaming disposition which thelfas“
state has unsurped ; they are not averse to the e e
travel by the conveniences of the more inventi? servic®
travelling long distances by rail or steamer to atte? and wel
the inauguration of churches ; countenance festivals jo
come the heads, spiritual or political, of the new nt ead
which they form part, as enthusiastically as fhey tent
their way some time ago through the labrynthin® eo which
forest to engage in the intertribal wars, evidence® jrie*
are come upon in the glades of the forests and owndiﬁe"n:
At the period in which strife held sway among tP jes *
nations, they disposed of the slain by heaping the build,jef
a convenient spot to the scene of the encount€” "o
mounds upon them to mark the resting Pmce'oni “,of’
through the nativial means of propagation of the Clcoﬂs“‘.’c{
the design of the tribes engaged in the monument? 2 I’O"nh
tion, a large cedar has reared itself from a moub® - ypi¢
Roberts on the margin of the boundary bay th,:oui(al lilﬂbz
the 4oth parallel is placed, witfeh spreads its ho"lzo,ns of thc
and shady foliage in grateful pity over the remﬂlwt t0 '};t
warriors whose decaying bodies gave enhanced grOm . I‘h
stately sentinel that holds guard over their vast 2 a ch“rcr
so long ago, on the occasion of the dedication © e I ed
at the Sechett mission, some sixty miles north © <chs 100de
river, a gathering of the tribes took places wh.lon fof‘“he
upon, at once dispelled the crroneous impress! Wi Tf"
from acquaintance with the hangers-on about the t‘:e o "
visiting representatives of various tribes had 00“18 0 ‘hcsy
rarts north, as well as the interior districts, sont the Sea'“’d'
arrayed in buckskin clothing fringed artistically :inary klnl)’
while the majority wore good clothes of the o arliC“w.le
The Klootchmen show a failing for loud coloursy‘ises, whi
for tartans, which they display in shawls an drs "m,,dlc)’det
peregrinating about from place to place. :
aborigines, with different language, met a$ one

hi
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the 1.
the l“““’naking Chinook jargon afforded them years ago by

sier“d%n’s Bay .Co. .in their‘ own interest.s, as a means f’f
Measucf)mmunicmofl in trading. The wish to progress in
Veralrebable enterpnses. was also markfsd b?' the presence of
Whe, rass bands, which are used to inspire the tribesmen
. &vents such as the foregoing are taking place. These
ki '%ians seem to have a fever for discoursing their accom-
owg’enls, and are looked upon with no small pride by the
S of Indians who follow in their wake, each one with
%“:tge aspiration i'n the same line impressed on hi§ eager
idle a:ance. With the slight removal from paganism, its
_d Superstitions, it is not strange that they should be
gang?&tlble to the influences of the Chrislia.n religion when
fi Y exhibited to them in the way of object lessons ; this
slin:‘:ie In their nature being taken advantage of i'n 'the .in-
L sto.“.Of realistic scenes from the ¢ Passion,” similar ina
in "lkmg way to the Oberammergau of the Bavarian hills,
of Ich the hills-men attract the attention and admiration
; iliz:lorld' ’At such ti.mes their t.racmb]e, ingenum‘xs dis-
iy 'ess‘s show m‘a devotion to .the rites enacted, that is very
%io,:ve’ and innocuous to dlssefnblfrs. On less st)lerfn;
o aq“at‘?a as when they en.ter the lists in contests l?rrltona
Rlye, wlc’ the latter especially, they generally acquit them-
¢ ell.  An exciting feature of the aquatic sports on the
Waters has the Indians for actors when they race in
gy, S having a5 many as fourteen paddles to propel them
- hen the start takes place the crews strike the
the cr;:“h swift strong blows of the paddles, almost raising
3 t clean out, while they lay over to the water on one
3 ’;:e.x:)moment to the other, almost upsetting, it would
% the . ut the dusky occupants understand the capabilities
L Craft, having no fear as they plunge their paddles
the  Stfuggle in the water in their efforts to win, One of
liong 5t beautifyl sights in a pageantic way, during celebra-
"“Qc, s taken part in prominently, none contributing to its
tigy:,.. MOre than the Indians situated at the missions in con-
in }log};oto the cities. The occasion is an aquatic procession,
Ur of the advent of a high personage on the coast,

and is a stereotyped feature now of the natal day celebrations.
Dusk having given the proper setting for the scene, the
feature is heralded by the conveying of crowds of pleasure-
seekers from all parts of the city to advantageous points of

view on the water front.  In the dim distance is a twinkle
of lights ; a cannon report booms across the water, followed
shortly by the brazen sounds of a brass band striking upon
the ear; the lights resolving themselves into Chinese lanterns,
which seem to float about through the action of the ripple
on the water. Slowly they seem to approach till near
enough, when the head of the procession swings around in
obedience to the tug boat which is towing them, throwing
the canoes into full view as they circle about, falling into
line, a great numbrer bedecked ‘¢ aloft-and alow” with rare
coloured different shaped lanterns. The effect is very pretty
and magical, and one might imagine the scene enacted
transferred from the grand canal in Venice during a carnival,
and placed in greater precincts. Added to the cool, delight-
ful air, the mild lap of the slightly disturbed water closed in
with timbered ridges, backed by lofty mountains, in the rows
of cheering merry-makers on shore and the weird hurrahs
arising from the Indians who occupy the gaily decked canoes,
drowning the strains, now and then, of the music, make a
lasting impression on the beholder, and an ever recurring
wish fora repetition of the unique scene. The sailors of war
ships countenancing these fetes, ever alive to the strange
pleasures of different countries, vent their Justy cheers
through the dusk as the procession, lengthened out by the
addition of scores of boats belonging to the inhabitants,
rigged in outline of full canvas, wends its way about the
sheltered waters where those events take place.

JAMES P. MACINTYRE.

- -

Strong Tobacco and Young Soldiers.

Has it ever struck anyone that some of the dizziness, sick-
ness, and faintness on the line of march is undeniably
attributable to the smoking of strong tobacco while march-
ing even ‘‘at ease’? In tobacco smoke are contained
particles of nicotine, or itssalts ; there is also much carbonic
acid and ammonia, as well as other bases. To what extent
did these causes contribute to the falling out of young sol-
diers on the march at the manceuvres, and not physical
weakness ?  Unquestionably the tobacco consumed by our
soldiers is too strong for them, and this is especially appli-
cable to the young and undeveloped soldier. Reformers
might, with advantage, devote some study to the point.—
Broad Arrow.

W. Snowden, near Manitou, Man., sowed some Ladoga
wheat on April 18, which was ripe on August 16, while his
red fyfe sown at the same time was barely ready to cut on
September 1.

AN OLD MAGAZINE, FORT LENNOX, ISLE-AU-NOIX,
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VIEW OF CRICKET MATCH PLAYED ON THE RIDEAU HALL GROUNDS ON 22nd-24th OCTOBER,
BETWEEN LORD HAWKE’'S TEAM AND AN ELEVEN FROM EASTERN CANADA,

LORD HAWKE'S TEAN AT OTTAWA.

0n£‘°rd Hawke’s cricket team are by this time
tne . [OTe on their native soil, after having made
Cap. . the most successful tours in America and
Outa 2 that ever fell to the lot of a visiting eleven.
$ple Of the eight matches played they made the
o 0Id showing of six matches won, one lost and
shomdraw very much in their favour ; and it
firgy be remembered that the lost match was the
Bet ayed in the country, befqre they had time to
bfy OF land legs on, and against the most pow-
t()gethagg}’egation of cricketers that could be got
thepa oF IN the country. Previous to their arrival
o Were some uncalled for criticisms as to the
tvep; UP of the English eleven, but subsequent
Rooq S Proved that every man on the team played
2 Sound cricket.  The illustration in this num-
3y, ~ '2ken from the match against Eastern Can-
Btog, "hich was played on the Rideau Hall
trg me, and a few words descriptive of the play-
LOrd Dot be out of place.

hi‘hse]f Ha}Wke, who captained the team, proved
Oyg 1. 0 be one of the coolest and most danger-
He takes every sort of bowling with

[

the ba~tSmen.
By Most coolness, and hits with a freedom that
rculated to make any batsman a bit nervous.
4 lea;- S. M. J. Woods seems to have got hold of
Neg tht the hem of Spofforth’s mantle, and he car-
dese € proud soubriquet of “the demon.” He
angq h.es It, too, for he is remarkably dangerous
Uthy 'S bowling is usually very fast and accurate,
al, 88 occasionally he sends in a medium paced
the Wi As a fielder he is as industrious as he is at
Ckets and a chance seldom escapes him.

Mr. C. W. Wright is more remarkable for care-
ful, steady play than brilliancy or dash. He seems
never to tire, and can weary the patience out of
almost any bowler. He will stay and block ball
after ball without ever an attempt at a drive, but
when a loose one comes along then he is usually
good for four. As a specimen of his style of play,
he held his bat for nearly two hours, and when he
retired he had 23 runs to his credit.

Viscount Throwley is a hard hitter, but he does
not settle down to work until he has pretty well
gauged the bowling. If not put out in the first few
overs he gets to work, hits with remarkable vigour,
and usually gets well up into double figures. He
gives chances in long field that nearly always send
him to the pavilion.

Mr. K. J. Key, who hails from Surrey, was one
of the best bats in his county some few years ago,
but he is not so sure now. He has a peculiar
swinging style and plays straight bowling.

Mr. H. J. Hewett plays left hand, but he is a
fast run getter. He is captain of the Somerset
club.

Mr. G. W. Hillyard is a very deceptive bowler
and has a great deal of speed. His batting, how-
ever, hardly reaches the average of the rest of
the team.

Mr. C. Wreford Brown is a very good slow
bowler, with wonderful command of the ball, put-
ting on an enormous twist both ways. He isan
ideal all-round cricketer, who bats very prettily,
hits hard and scores rapidly.

The Hon. H. Milles is not a particularly showy
or brilliant player, but he is remarkably useful all
round. He is a brother of Viscount Throwley.

Mr. G. W. Ricketts is a giant, who hits just as
a giant would be expected to do. Whenever he
reaches the leather fairly no one knows just where
the ball is going to stop, It takes some time to
get him set, and if he escapes the first few overs
he is a rapid run getter.

Mr. J. H. Hornsby plays a straight bat and is a
good change bowler. His scoring in the Canadian
games was about the average.

Mr. K. McAlpine is a good bowler if he can get
just the kind of wicket he wants, and is a useful
all-round man.

The Canadian team, of course, are better known,
and do not require so extended a notice. Mr.
M. G. Bristowe is perhaps the best bowler in Ot-
tawa, and the showing he made against the visitors
showed that there are few, if any, better in Canada.
Mr. W. C. Little, who visited England with the
Canadian eleven in 1887, has distinguished himself
as a batsman and in the field and is an effective
slow bowler. Mr. Warden has few equals behind
the wickets. Mr. B. T. A. Bell’'s powers as a bats-
man are well known, Mr. E. Turton has great
pace with the ball, and Mr. L. Coste is best known
as a successful batsman. The other members of
the Eastern Canadian team were :—Messrs, |, F.
Mackie, A. Browning, C. C. Hill, H. Ackland, A.
7. Palmer, and C. G. Harrod.

Clothier : I'm going to distribute ten thousand sheets of
blotting paper with my advertisement on ‘“All Wool
Trousers for $2.00” in big letters. Ain’t that a good idea ?

Printer: I'don’tthinkitis. Folks might take the blotting

paper for a sample of the goods.—-Smith, Gray & Co.’s
BMonthly.
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H. R. H. THE{PRINCE OF WALES.
(From a drawing made in 1860, the year of his visit to Canada.)
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haThe championship of the Quebec Rugby Foot-

nion has been decided in a satisfactory man-

ho{’ at least to the Montreal club, who once more
. the proud title not only of senior but also

by, Dtermediate champions, while the junior
ours are still held by McGill, the Britannias

Melng. left without a title, although their defeat of
Il promised very favourably for better results.

th € football season in Quebec is such a short one
s 2t a very few words are required to make a
YhOpsis. The season opened with the McGills
iampions, and the first match played was with
ansh()p's College. The latter were easily defeated,
i when during the following week the Colleg-
thes Lasily beat the Montrealers, it looked as if
Th title would rest another year with old McGill.
briﬁp the Britannias came along, and after a most
By lant game that surprised even some of the
tu;t most sanguine friends, the tables were
tha? So superior did the blie jersey appear,
hag few could understand the Montrealers, who
hay; been defeated easily by the college men,
o, "¢ any chance at all, with such a powerful
SOLHbmation against them. But this time the per-
th,2€l of the Montreal team was considerably
di:n_ged and the team strengthened, the forward
wit;lslon being almost impregnable. This, together
swi. the fact that the latest English wrinkle of
W, Bi0g round in the scrimmage was adopted,

: QesSm a large measure accountable for their suc-

<hen there was a dispute as to whether the
ias or McGills had the right to play in the
tolle, M2tch ; this was decided in favour of the
of .8¢ men, and on Saturday last the best match
g,othe season was played on the M. A.A. A.
Mou“dS, the result being a decided victory for

Ntreal, the score being: Montreal, 33; McGill, .

ti‘;ln
fing]

* = ®

erin the beginning the college men were consid-
of , ¥ handicapped by having to play n the teeth
beg, "STY strong wind, that would have spoiled the
fQ"O Punting in the world. Bad luck seemed to
the . them, for when the second half was begun
Negy) 0d had considerably moderated and was not
bee Y as advantageous to the college as it had
The, 'O their opponents in the first half time.
the 1& Was scarcely a weak spot on either teatn, but
hQSt Ontreal forwards and wings had a shade the
awao L. Tt was impossible for McGill to wedge
Wag y through the line, and as every time the ball
a0 Passed back it was nearly useless to kick
N, ¢ Such a wind, their only chance was in run-
% prot the tackling of the Montreal wings was
K%dompt and decisive that notwithstanding really
Pojp, P2V the college could not force a solitary
justt I the first half, while Montreal got together
Yorpen O dozen. The back division of McGill
ned like Trojans, while the wind gave the
ferg, Teal backs a comparatively easy time. Re-
Omsid ™ton was decidedly lenient in the way of
The feS, but his decisions all gave satisfaction.

Ollowing were the teams :—
I‘\a.irtf’”"t’al—IVIiller, Claxton, Taylor, Campbell,
Eins()anks, Fry, Smith, Mitchell, Jamieson, Hig-

% James, R. Campbell, Black, Bell, Reford.
Yo gC’”\Donohue, Goulet, Robinson, Mathew-
Far’]; Mart, Elder, King, Taylor, McDougall, Mc-
G“lhrl;e’ Hamilton, Primrose, Whyte, Yates,

of 1he 8ame opened with a rush, and the weight
lﬁge ¢ Montreal forwards was too much for the col-
SWteq oM A pass from Smith to Campbell re-
A foo D @ try, but it was not converted into a goal.
Rt Minutes later on Campbe]l made another
!ec“red Tun and secured a try, but no goal was
%ret " A third try failed to result in anything
t‘)r()u an four points. Next McGill was forced
l’ell, 88, and the fourth try, again made by Camp-
Montrrought the score up to 17 to o in favour of
Hiep feal, McGill, so to speak, was not in it, for

¥e minutes’ play Campbell kicked the ball

over the line and Bell secured another try—z4
points to zero in favour of Montreal. This seemed
too big a lead to be overcome, still the collegians
settled down with the grim determination of the
average football man. But the best they could do
was to make things even for the second half’s play.
Both teams scored nine points each, which brought
the score up to 33 to 9. The wind was in favour
of McGill in the second half but it was not nearly
so strong, and although the McGills had what ad-
vantage there was, the strength of the Montreal-
ers was apparent. But McGill played a plucky,
up-hill game, and they never quit until the referee’s
whistle blew.

.« » =

More than usual inlerest will be taken all through
the athletic world in the new sensation served up
for its delectation by Mr. Frederick W. Janssen,
of the Staten Island Athletic club. Since the
break-up of the N.A.A.A A, and the formation of
the Amateur Athletic Union, although things have
been supposed to run smoothly, there has never
really been that esprit du corps ‘_vhich is absolutely
necessary to make large associations successful.
The abuses which had creptin during the regime of
the N.A.A A A. were partially corrected under the
rule of the A.A.U., but only after a bitter and
long conlinued quarrel, while the enmity between
the two leading clubs has never been half con-
cealed, the winged foot and the cherry diamond
being practically engaged in open warfare up to
the present time. The A.A.U. at its formation
looked for numbers ; and the benefits of one vast
organizalion, wnere every club would be repre-
sented, were held out in such an alluring light that
the numbers came more rapidly than even was ex-
pected, and like many another organization the
affair has grown unwieldy ; while what may be
looked upon as the small fry have considerably
more than a balance of power in athletics. This
fact sits heavily on the shoulders of the wealthier
clubs, and Mr. Janssen’s idea is to get rid of the
incubus by the formation of a sort of close cor-
poration between the richer clubs, while those or-
ganizations which have nothing but mere athletics
to recommend them and who cannot afford to im-
port crack athletes from over the water will be left
1o look after themselves as best they can. The
scheme, however, which Mr. Javssen puts forth is
carefully masked by the suggestion of forming an
athletic freemasonry for social purposes only. He
proposes to call this new venture “ The United
States League of Athletic Clubs,” and says in the
introductory paragraph:

¢ The principal object for which this league is formed is
the establishment and maintenance of a fraternal alliance
or freemasonry between the representative athletic clubs,
and the individual members thereof, of hoth this cotntry
and Canada. The largest percentage of members in our
leading athletic clubs of to-day form a stri.ctly social class in
themselves, and although taking a lively interest in all that
pertains to sport, ({0 not_engage in it actively. It is to this
class that we desire principally to appeal. The athletic
class, by reason of its prominence and conspicuity, gain an
entree in whatever city they may be called to defend their
laurels, and therefore have no need of special introduction,
but the social class require a passport by which they can
secure equal advantages while visiting in distant cities.”

The prospectus then continues :

It is also the intention of the league to foster an(l'pro-
mote all sports, games and pz}slimes of every description, to
the particular advantf\ge gf its own melpl)ers, independent
of all other organizations in the United States and Canada,
at the same time not being antagonistic to any association
enjoying a national jurisdiction.”

This clause meaus practically open warfare with
the A.A.U,, as it intends to foster sport to the ad-
vantage of its own members primarily, although
cloaking the true inwardness by expressing a desire
not to be antagonistic. The jurisdiction which
the new league intends to claim is very far-reach-
ing, and embrdces archery, baseball, billiards,
boating, bowling, boxing, canoeing, cards, court
tennis, cricket, croguet, cross-country running,
cycling, fencing, fqotball, .gyn}nasti_cs, hammer
throwing, handball, ice boatmg, jumping, lacrosse,
lawn tennis, polo, pool, quolts, racquets, riding,
running, shooting, shot putting, s.hufﬂe-boq.rd,
skating, swimming, tugs-of-war, vaulting, walking,
weight throwing, wrestling and yachting. No clpb
numbering less than four hundred members, with
property worth less than $30,000, is eligible, and

Mr. Janssen submits a list of twenty-eight clubs
whose aggregate finances reach over $3,000,000.
Out of this number he says he has received favour-
able responses from over fifty per cent. Itisa
very nice Utopian scheme for rich athletic clubs
who would like to own the athletic earth and the
social fulness thereof; but to the democratic
athletic mind, whose ideas of athletics are not pre-
dominated by social ones, the scheme is misty and
fraught with failure. If Mr. Janssen wants to
make a social freemasonry there are several ways
to accomplish that end ; but it is a little rough on
the honest, brawny athlete who makes his reputa-
tion in the field or on the cinder path to be used for
the purpose of having certain wealthy young men,
who pose as patrons of athletics, assume dudesque
attitudes, wear the club’s badge and say to on-look-
ers :—*“ [Ve are the blue square, or the cherry
rhombus ; in fact, you know, we just patronize
these athletic fellows ; will you bhave a cigarette ?”

* * *

Tobogganing used to be one of our good old
Canadian sports that went happily along 1n a quiet
and conservative way for many years until an
epidemic of Carnival bacilli struckit. Then came
an exaggeration of the pleasant disease. The ex-
aggeration came like everything else that that
nation of marked exaggerations, the United States,
ever took hold of. They came to the winter car-
nival ; they liked tobogganing. because itonly took
a short time to get from one place to another ; and
with the aid of obliging Canadian steersmen they
tobogganed most of the time. They demanded
more toboggan, and each succeeding carnival sup-
plied the demand. Therewas a boom in tobogganing
that flared up with a burst of flame, then flickered
and next almost went out, though not quite ; for
there are some smouldering embers of the pine
torches left.  But the injury done to the sport will
last for some time to come. Pie is a very good
thing in its way; so is tobogganing. And too
much of a good thing is always liable to cause dif-
ficulties. Montrealers, with the exception of an
enthusiastic few hundreds, have been satiated with
too much tobogganing. The American demand
caused the formation of 100 many clubs, the build-
ing of too many slides, and the ultimate financial
loss of all concerned. ILast year the Montreal
Tobogganing Club practically suspended its exist-
ence and devoted its atten‘ion to skating, a move
that was happy in its results. This year they have
done likewise, and once more the M.A.A.A.
grounds will be converted into a mammoth rink
with a racing track seven laps to the mile. The
only toboggan club showing any signs of life and
energy is the Park, and even this one is not sure
of a prolonged existence unless there is marked re-
vival in the sport. It would be a pity if, even for
a single season, the sport should be altogether
done away with, but that is just what s likely to
happen if the advocates of the slide do not com-
bine their forces and send in enough subscriptions
to enable the officials of the Park club to run the
slide without financial loss. And there is no time
to be lost.

R.0.X.

—_———— e e

The Halifax Crétic thus refers to a practice that
is extensively indulged in by a number of Canadian
newspapers :—

“ Some so called Canadian newspapers are in the
habit of publishing the portraits of men of greater
or less (generally less) importance in the United
States, and taking up their supposedly “valuable
space” by telling what these worthies have done to
be so honoured. The practice has been carried
out without comment for a long time, and people
have continued to skip these most uninteresting
articles with regularity and faint protests against
having such “stuff” published in Canadian papers.
The Dominion Illustrated has seen the opportunity
for a take-off of this practice and is publishing
skits that will probably do more towards shutting
off the supply of Yankee biography than any other
process. Ridicule is a powerful ‘weapon, and we
hope the Dominion Illustrated will succeed in

checking the invasion of foreign faces in our news-
papers.
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T was a cheery sight to see the blazing fire
in the wigwam of the sagamore ; for No-
vember winds had sadly thinned the cover-
ing of the woods and whistled through them
sharp and keen.

¢ Ah !” cried the reporter, settling him.
self beside the fire. ¢ Now, this is what I call comfort.”

The sagamore nodded approval of the sentiment.

¢ Cold weather,” pursued the reporter, *“is not half a
bad thing in some respects, but it does bring out some
startling phases of character, Now, there is a man on my
street who keeps a drug store. He’s what you call a drug-
gist and chemist. I’ve been in his store quite 2 number of
times during the summer, and he seemed a really sym-
pathetic sort of man. But I dropped in there the other
day, since the bad fall weather set in. He was standing by
the window looking out. I endeavoured in my usual
pleasant way to engage him in conversation. But imme-
diately I observed a change in him—a something apparent
that had not been noticeable during the summer. He
talked back in an absent-minded way and kept on looking
out of the window. I looked out, too; but kept on talk-
ing. Presently a man came along the sidewalk, and just
as he passed was seized with a violent fit of coughing.
¢ Poor chap,” I said, ‘he’s got a cold of considerable
dimensions, hasn’t he ' And, would you believe it, my
brother, that druggist turned around to me, grinning from
ear to ear and rubbing his hands in glee., ¢ They’re all
getting it,” he said, to me, with a chuckle—¢every one of
them. If I’ve counted one I've counted two dozen in half
an hour just like that fellow.” And he chuckled again
and turned once more to the window. While I was won-
dering what all this meant, there came along an elderly
man who limped and almost groaned as he walked.
¢ Hello,’ I said, ¢I guess the rheumatism has struck in.

That poor old chap walked all right a few days ago.” And

then that druggist turned around with another expansive

grin and rubbed his hands. ¢ VYes,” he said, ¢ he’s got it.

They’re all getting it. He’s the fifteenth I've counted this
morning. Great weather, this—great weather.,” Now, it
seemed to me such a heartless thing for a man to stand at

a window and chuckle over people’s woes, and actually

count the victims, that I simply got up and walked out of

the shop. Ifit hadn’t been in his own establishment I'd
have kicked him ”

¢¢ Serve him right, too,” said the sagamore.

¢ The next day,” went on the reporter, ‘‘the whole thing
was made clear to me. I was walking past his store, and

there were two flaming advertisements in the window. I
stopped and read them. Then the whole thing was clear,

That man was the proprietor of a Cough Mixture and a

Cure for Rheumatism.”

¢ Oho }”’ said the sagamore.

““ Yes,” said the reporter. ¢ And that simple fact
was accountable for the change in that man. That and the
change in the weather. They had developed in this for-
merly sympathetic appearing man characteristics that
would not even do credit to a natural born hyena. Which
makes me remark once more that fall weather brings out
some startling phases of character,”

“ So it does,” said the sagamore.

¢ A little farther down the same street,” continued the
reporter, ¢ is another druggist. He has his big advertise-
ments out, too. And in addition to them he has anotber
with 2 hand pointing in the direction of h's rival’s shop,
and bearing the words, ¢ I Cure His Cripples.’ Over on
the opposite side of the street, and between these two, an
undertaker bas a little coffin in the window with a plaster
of paris cherub kneeling at each end, and also a big coffin
standing on end at each side of the window. What would
you do, Mr, Paul, if you lived on that street ?”

¢ I'd git,” sententiously rejoined the sagamore.

¢ Just what I think myself,’’ said the reporter. ¢ It's a
risky neighbourhood.”

“ Yes,” said Mr. Paul, ¢ you better move away soon’s
ever you kin. Must be pooty big death rate round there.”

Stray Notes.

He: ‘““Will you be my partner in a game of whist?”
She (archly): ¢ Why should you choose me ?” He (gal-
lantly) : ‘“ Because you have such winning ways.”—/Zondon
Fun.

* * *

First Editor : What’s your definition of news?

Second Editor : News is the sort of thing our rival across
the way habitually doesn’t priat.—Somcamille Journal.

A begging letter asking for a pair of cast-off trousers
closed pathetically with these words, ‘‘So send me, most
honoured sir, the trousers, and they will be woven into the
laurel crown of your good deeds.”

* % =

Aftér the morning sermon [ gave the *‘ notices,” #nd then
announced the number of the hymn to be sung. The con-
gregation had opened their hymn books. Seeing one of the
deacons coming toward the pulpit, I waited with open book.
He reminded me that I had forgotten to give a notice of the
ladies” meeting. T then stated to the congregation that I
had forgotten to give such notice, announced the number of
the hymn again and began to read it. The feelings of the
congregation, not to say my own, may be imagined when I
read the first line of the hymn, * Lord, what a thoughtless
wretch was I 1"— Howmiiletic Review.

* ®  *

A CoOrRRECT QUOTATION.—A candidate was being ex-
amined by four professors ; feeling extremely nervous, his
memory failed him several times. At last one of the pro-
fessors, growing impatient, thundered out, ‘ Why, you can-
not quote a single passage of Scripture correctly ?”

““Yes, I can !” exclaimed the candidate. *“I just happen
to remember a passage in the Revelation, ‘ And I lifted up
my eyes and beheld four great beasts !’’’

* * o«

Jourxavistic I'TEM.—A young man of ability, but not of
much means, was talking about starting a new paper and
was telling a friend about it.

* You can horrow $50 and start a new paper,” said the
friend, encouragingly.

* You darned fool !’ replied the would-be journalist ; *¢if
I could borrow $50 what would I want to start a paper for.
I want to start a paper so 1 can borrow the $50.— 7xas
Siftings.

* * *

Prof. C., a Green Mountain boy, who stood six feet six
inches in his stocking feet, desiring to take passage for
London, went to New York for that purpose. While stand-
ing on the dock, he got into conversation with a stranger,
asking by what route he had better go. “Well,” was the
reply, ‘“if I were you, I would put a loaf of bread on top
of my head, and wade !"—Zdito)s Drawer, in Harper's
Magasine.

Our Biographical Colump.

The Hon. Corkscrew Slaymore:

There is probably no
keener politician in’
the !United® States;
or Canada thanthe ‘
Hon., Corkscrew
Slaymore. Nor, indeed,
is_he a mere politician,
since his genius
has impressed it-
self a thousand
times upon the
- legislation of the
country, thus ele-
vatinghim beyond
cavil to the more
loftyrank of states-
manship. It
must, however, be
admitted that the
honourable gen-
tleman has not re-
ceived full justice
in this regard at
the hands of the
public—and no-
tably from the
press of the coun-
try. The fact of
the matter is that
the Hon. Cork-
screw Slaymore
has been the real
inspiration of many
a great speech and
many an important
measdre with which
his name is not at all
connected in the public
mind. This is a condi-
tion of affairs that has
existed far too long, and,
though the modesty of the
honourable gentleman
would doubtless deprecate
such action on our part, we
feel constrained by a sense of
simple duty to proclaim boldly
that there is to-day no more potent
influence in the public affairs of the
United States or Canada than the
Hon. Corkscrew Slaymore. He is &
continental statesman. The bent 9f ,1“9
mind is such that the comparatively limite .
scope afforded either by the Canadian
liament or the United States Congress has felt
allurements for him.  But his influence 1 "y
in both, just as it is felt in all the Provit s
and state legislatures and territorial Ol’g’m"rcseﬂ‘
of the continent. We are unable at the gtlem"o(
writing to say what part the honourable g° eme,

has had in the organization and general SC" “]::
propagandism of the Continental Unity Cl“be’sdy 90"‘,

safe to assume that his genial aid has been €ard s e
ere this in the interests of more cordial felat‘o?ov?sbil’. s
the two countries. As a promoter of good f€! for® "l,,
has won a high and widespread reputation. _H\SI Capi®t ¢
familiar one at the Provincial, State and Natl‘:‘e‘;‘i, tb‘:ﬁ:-
when members CONTINENTAL 55 25
mentary duties, BRA . ,nc.ls the
voice is not heard on the floors of the house hedl 1be Bye,
an inspiration ; while in the private rooms '“d the lﬂt
hotels, at dinners and receptions, at caucuses "nmg‘xip‘e e
his masterful personality is a potent and an © els .
influence. That he stands high in the COUPS’ go"ﬂ
nation no persons with an accurate knowledge nt, if § v
mental and legislative affairs will, for a mom® to der’.
speak their inmost thouht, even preter m e . e
Whether in the comparative seclusion of re_mc itk
stituency, or where the foremost men of tl}e“l",nd "‘c‘;:,
to discuss momentous measures, his power is 1€ t agio“’h,n
nized. Men seek him when they desire gay cO2P™ o
or when they need a comforter, or when the¥ ;. g ’
intercessor to soften towards them the feelings o’ thst ﬂ;s
electorate, So admirable is his spirit of /7 oaé""thg
are constrained almost without their knowledg® ch ¥ i
proposition or endorse a measure. And yeb °. 8% o
selfishness of humanity that the pame of t tﬂ‘";gc'
seldom heard in the accents of honest praise. nouf i oo
an end of this injustice. Honour to whom BO¥ o J',o-
In the pame of justice we call upon those (.:"n_Pltt‘ '1&0
nals which are lending their aid to the boiler do * g0t
theosis of small-fry American politicianss hot
service to the distinguished personage from W ence sod 7
of the aforesaid politicians derive their inflo sllfﬂv
spiration. We refer to the Hon, Corkscre¥
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