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Flowing
Tresses

A woman’s hair constitutes such an important element of
her personal beauty that it always repays her to give it proper

attention. It is improper attention—the treatment ofPit with
wrong preparations—that so often proves fatal to its charm.

Pears’ Soap

as a hair wash, is all that could be desired. While being completely
free from anything that could harm the hair, it contains just
those ingredients which easily cleanse the fibres and roots
of the hair from all impurities, and in this way aids its
natural growth. The hair never looks so lustrous and silky,
and is never so fine and soft to the touch as when it has been
washed with Pears. It is the wash that keeps the hair healthy,
and healthy hair means plenty of it and of beautiful texture.

.

The best, cheapest and
most effective hair
wash is Pears which
imparts the true natural
lustre to the tresses.

OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS’ OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST.
$¢ Al rights secured.®
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L'T-COL. IRVINE AND THE

NORTH-WEST MOUNTED POLICE
BY EDMUND MORRIS

HE visit of Lieutenant-Colonel
Irvine to Eastern Canada, after
a severe illness last winter, recalls to
mind the early days of Manitoba and
the North-West Territories, when he
played a conspicuous part as Commis-
sioner of the North-West Mounted
Police. Though of recent years he
has been Warden of the Penitentiary
of Manitoba, his thoughts hark back
to his life amongst the warlike
plainsmen of the far West. He and
the writer have talked many times
of the early history of that country
and together have gone over his
valuable records.

For those who are interested in the
country and who are unfamiliar with
the organisation of the police and the
reasons which called for such a foree,
1 shall in my sketeh refer to existing
conditions in the West prior to the
coming of the police.

The policy adopted by the Cana-
dian Government towards the abor-
iginies differed entirely from that
pursued by the United States authori-
ties. In the States pioneers and
miners pushed their way into the In-
dian territory, and, through injustice
to the natives, wars ensued which

cost the American Government hun-
dreds of millions of dollars.* Treaties
were made only to be broken by the
whites, and, as a result, horrible
massacres were perpetrated and hun-
dreds of pioneers killed. In Canada
a small armed force was sent into the
Indian country to establish law and
order, and treaties were then made
on fair and just terms and without
bloodshed on either side. Since then
the Indians have been regarded as
wards of the Crown.

But, before going further, let us
consider the two soldiers who were
to command the mounted police and
establish military rule in the Black-
foot country.

James Farquharson Macleod and
Acheson Gosfort Irvine, who in later
life were to become so closely linked
together, first met at La Prairie, op-
posite Montreal, where the post
cadets of the Schools of Infantry of
Quebee, Montreal, and Toronto were
encamped. Again they came to-
gether at the School of Cavalry of the
10th Huzzars, then stationed at To-
ronto.

Macleod, a scion of the ancient clan,
was born at Drynoch, Isle of Skye, and

*Bishop Whipple’s ‘“The Red Man and the White Man.”
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his father, who had been Captain and
Adjutant of the King’s Own Bor-
derers, came to Canada and settled
near Toronto. Irvine is a native of
Quebec of three generations; the
family came originally from the Ork-
ney Isles, and his father, Colonel Ir-
vine, had been Aide-de-Camp to many
Governors-General.

Both were mnoble-minded, deter-
mined men, and later were to become
fast friends, living and camping to-
gether and sharing dangers alike.

Trouble arose at the then far-away
Red River Settlement. In 1870 an
expedition was sent out under the
command of Colonel Wolsley (after-
wards Lord Wolsley, Commander-in-
Chief of the British Army), and
Macleod joined the force as Brigade
Major of the Canadian Militia; Ir-
vine also joined as Major of the 2nd
Battalion of Quebee Rifles. The ex-
pedition arrived at Fort Garry, to
find the gates open, Riel and his
forces having fled. I shall not refer
to the half-breed troubles. They are
recorded by British and French his-
torians,. and by consulting both
sources a fair opinion may be
formed.

The forces sent to the Red River
were the 60th King’s Own Rifles, a
detachment of the Royal Engineers
and of the Royal Artillery and Army
Hospital Corps; the First Battalion,
or Ontario Rifles, commanded by
Lieutenant-Colonel Jarvis and the
2nd Battalion, or Quebec Rifles, com-
manded by Lieutenant-Colonel Cas-
ault.

In the autumn of 1870 the Imperial
troops returned to Canada (as the
East was then ealled), the 1st Bat-
talion remaining at the Upper Fort,
or old Fort Garry, and the 2nd Bat-
talion at the Lower Fort, or Stone
Fort, eighteen miles north of Fort
Garry.

Colonel Jarvis was the senior of-
ficer in command of both battalions,
but he went away on leave, and
Casault took command of the troops,
with  his headquarters at the

Upper Fort. Colonel Macleod con-
tinued to act as Brigade-Major.
Major Irvine was at the head of the
Lower Fort, and Wainwright took
command of the Upper Fort.

In the spring of 1871 these regi-
ments were disbanded, with the ex-
ception of two companies of forty
men each of the Ontario and Quebee
Battalions, and Major Irvine was ap-
pointed in command of these com-
panies, remaining in garrison at Fort
Garry.

In the autumn of this year the
Fenians of the United States caused
great uneasiness. O’Donoghue and
other leaders prepared to invade
Manitoba. The situation was most
serious. It was feared that many of
the labourers who had been employed
by the Northern Pacific Railway, be-
ing now out of work, would join the
ranks of the Fenians, and the latter
were counting on the French half-
breeds of Manitoba also joining with
them,

Lieutenant-Governor Archibald had
been informed that the Fenians had
captured the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany’s post at Pembina. He -con-
sulted with Colonel Irvine and his
Ministers and the Colonel was re-
quested to put them out. This officer
had a force of eighty men, but antici-
pating trouble could count on two
hundred.

The Lieutenant-Governor issued a
proclamation calling upon all loyal
citizens to enroll, and the list in-
creased to a thousand. He also wired
to Ottawa for reinforcements. Colonel
Scott was sent out with two hundred
men, and Mr. Gilbert MeMicken, who
was at the head of the Detective
Force of Canada, went to Manitoba
overland through the States to find
out what was going on.  Colonel
Irvine and his men had not gone far
on their march when a runner ar-
rived with the news that the Ameri-
can troops, under Colonel Wheaton
(who held that Pembina was in their
territory, the boundary commission
not having yet established the boun-
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dary line) had captured O’Donoghue
and his ‘‘Generals,”” and so the
manceuvres of the Fenians and their
plans to capture Manitoba ecame to
nothing.

Lieutenant-Governor Archibald had
sent Lieutenant Butler (afterwards
General Sir William, author of ‘‘The
Great Lone Land’’) to inquire into
the situation of the outlying districts.
In the Governor’s instructions he
stated that for the last two years re-
ports had been coming in of great
disorder along the line of the Sas-
katchewan, and that he believed it
would be necessary to have a small
body of troops sent to the forts of
the Hudson’s Bay Company to assist
in maintaining peace and order.
Lieutenant Butler travelled through
the West and made a careful investi-
gation. He reported murder and
rapine, and the danger of an Indian
war with the white race.

There was correspondence with Mr.
Archibald and with Mr. Morris dur-
ing their terms of office. The Ad-
jutant-General, Colonel Robertson
Ross, made his report, and to all of
these Sir John Macdonald gave care-
ful consideration and started the or-
ganisation of a force—police in re-
gard to discipline, although armed
soldiers—and so the famous North-
West Mounted Police sprang into
existence. An Act was passed insti-
tuting the force. The number named
was three hundred.

Colonel French, of the Royal Ar-
tillery, who had been in command of
the School of Gunnery at Kingston,
was offered and accepted command as
Commissioner, and Colonel Macleod,
who was in England, received a cable
to return as Assistant Commissioner.

Lieutenant-Governor Morris, in his
despatches, repeatedly urged sending
on the force, and in July of 1873, he
reported the horrible Cypress Hills
massacre. The British Minister at
Washington also reported the ecase.

In the spring fifty-five* Assiniboine
Indians were killed by United States
borderers, whisky traders, who, in
violation of the laws of both coun-
tries, were selling their drugs to the
natives. The body of the chief was
treated with peculiar barbarity, it
having been impaled on a stake and
then placed on a high hill.

Later it was found that these As-
siniboine Indians had been suspected
of having stolen horses. The traders
followed a trail as far as Milk River,
then went on to Farewell’s trading
post in the Cypress Hills, where these
Indians were camped, then concealing
themselves in a coulée opened fire
right into the lodges of the Indians,
killing men, women, and children.

This affair quickened the organisa-
tion of the force. Lieutenant-Gover-
nor Morris wrote to the Minister of
the Interior that he ‘‘believed the
Privy Council had yet not fully
realised the magnitude of the task
that lay before the police in the
creation of the institution of civilisa-
tion in the North-West, in the sup-
pression of crime there and in the
maintenance of peaceful relations
with the fierce tribes of the vast
prairies beyond Manitoba.’’

The organisation was well under
way when the changes of Government
took place, but the new Premier, the
Honourable Alexander MacKenzie,
and his Ministers continued the work
of the old regime in pushing forward
the police.

One hundred and fifty mounted
police were sent to Fort Garry, but
the Governor sent a despatch stating
that such a number was quite in-
adequate, and a second contingent
was sent up. War had broken out
between the Crees and the Black-
foot. The Americans also had a con-
fliet with the Blackfoot, and deaths
occurred on both sides. The As-
siniboines to avenge the late murders
burned two posts of the traders and

*The first despatch gave the number a3 twenty-six. Later reports gave fifty-
five. Colonel Irvine places the number at about thirty-six. 42 . .
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the Sioux refugees in Canada were
also becoming restive.

An extract of a letter from Lieu-
tenant-Governor Morris to the Pre-
mier, the Honourable Alexander Mac-
Kenzie, sums up the situation. It is
dated Fort Garry, 26th December,
1873: ‘““The Indian question, the
American trading' and the contend-
ing of the Metis of the North-West
with the new régime, are the problems
we have to solve, and I believe that
all these can be successfully dealt
with. The trading question is a very
serious one. There are some eight
trading posts in our territories, com-
mencing 100 miles from the Missouri
frontier, in the region watered by the
Belly and Bow Rivers, and running
on to the Cypress Hills, where the
murder of the Assiniboines took
place last summer. The country is
perhaps the most fertile in the North-
‘West, where horses and cattle of all
kinds feed themselves, and excellent
coal abounds. I am eredibly in-
formed that these Americans im-
ported last summer 50,000 buffalo
robes, worth, say, $8 each, or
$400,000, and to which may be added
$100,000 for other furs, or a total of
$500,000. They sell whisky, breech-
loaders, ete., to the Indians, and, of
course, pay no duty. A very serious
view of the matter apart from the de-
moralisation of the Indians is the
precipitation of the great difficulties
we will have to encounter with the
Crees and the Blackfoot, when the
buffalo are extinet, an event which, at
the present rate of extermination,
may be looked for in five or six
years.”’

The second contingent of the
mounted police, which had been quar-
tered in the Old Fort, Toronto, was
sent on, and these were joined by the
others stationed at Old Fort Garry,
at Dufferin, the rendezvous.

Lieutenant-Governor Morris and
Colonel French had conferred with
James McKay and Pierre Levallier,

two half-breeds, who knew the West
thoroughly, regarding the route to be
followed by the police, and the Gov-
ernor had arranged with Levallier
and a hand of half-breeds to accom-
pany the force as guides.

The Northern Pacific Railway sur-
vey parties had been escorted by 2,000
troops through the American Sioux
territory, several skirmishes and some
loss of like took place, and when the
international boundary survey passed
through the country the Sioux crossed
the Missouri in large numbers, to be
ready, if their chiefs thought it wise,
to fight, as they believed the Ameri-
cans had induced the English with
them to form a rampart against the
Sioux, and, in consequence, the sur-
veyors had difficulty with their
guides. To avoid all this it was de-
cided the police should travel across
the plains more to the north.*

The little force, to the number of
300 men, filed out across the prairie
and plains. In close order the caval-
cade covered a mile and a half, but
on the line of march it usually ex-
tended from front to rear guard from
four to five miles. Through the heat
of July, August and September they
journeyed on, and after covering 940
miles, reached their destination, the
junction of the Bow and Belly Rivers.
The whisky traders had heard of
their approach and fled, leaving their
posts standing.

En route, at Roche Percée, a troop
under command of Lieutenant-
Colonel Jarvis branched off, going
north via Fort Ellice, Fort Pitt, and
Fort Carlton to Edmonton, where
they were to be stationed in the old
Hudson’s,Bay Fort. When the main
force reached the Sweet Grass Hills
the Commissioner, Colonel French,
and Colonel Macleod proceeded to
Fort Benton, in the United States,
and on their return French, with two
troops, returned East, instructing
Colonel Macleod to proceed north-
west and build a fort, naming it af-

*Despatches from Lieutenant-Governor Morris.
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ter himself. The police often came
upon the buffalo, and near the Bow
River sighted a great herd of about
80,000. the plains being literally black
with them as far as the eye could see.

Colonel Macleod sent small detach-
.ments of the police to reconnoitre the
upper course of the rivers and open
up communication with Fort Benton.
He secured the services of Jerry
Potts, a Piegan half-breed, as guide
and interpreter, and sent his men to
work to build Fort Macleod. The In-
dians in the neighbourhood numbered
about 8,000, and this gallant officer
and his associates soon won their
regard and friendship.

Colonel French had proceeded
direct to Fort Pelly, where quarters
had been built by the Board of Works
while the force were in the Bow
River Country, but these were found
to be inadequate. The hay was also
burnt, so the Commission left one
troop only and took the other to Win-
nipeg and thence to Dufferin, where
they wintered. In the spring of 1875
they returned to Fort Pelly and made
it the headquarters of the police.
Captain Walker took a troop to Bat-
tleford, and he and Colonel Macleod,
with another troop, acted as guards
for Lieutenant-Governor Morris and
the other Commissioners when the In-
dl.an treaties at Fort Carleton and
Pitt were made. Captain Walker and
his men then returned to Battleford
and Colonel Macleod took his troop to
Fort Walsh, which now became the
headquarters. Colonel French re-
signed and Colonel Macleod became
Commissioner of the whole force.

Colonel Irvine joined the mounted
police as Assistant Commissioner in
1875. He travelled through United
States territory by way of the Mis-
souri, in order to trace up the
Cypress Hills murderers, and told
me of his experiences. After eighteen
days in a wretched steamer he de-
cided to strike the trail, and with his
man-servant got off at Fort Peck,
where the Indian agent arranged for
their transport to Helena. They

started on their long journey through
a country held in great dread by the
Americans on account of the Sioux,
with whom they were at war. Before
leaving, the Colonel was shown the
grave of a teamster who was shot
down. At night the guide would
pitch the tents some distance from
the trail, and was careful to make
no fires, fearing the smoke would at-
tract the Sioux. En route, Colonel
Irvine got word of and traced up
the principal witness of the Cypress
Hills massacre, Alex. le Bombard,
a half-breed, who later led the
Sioux at Batoche. He accompanied
the Colonel to Helena. At Benton
they awaited the mail. The great
herd of buffalo on their march south
had knocked down the telegraph
poles, and the connection between
Benton and Helena was cut off. At
the latter place they found Colonel
Macleod awaiting their arrival. The
Commissioners laid evidence against
the murderers and went to Fort Ben-
ton. American troops surrounded
the place and the men were arrested
and taken to Helena. A lawyer was
engaged and a trial followed.

The Commissioners were kept near-
ly three months trying to get the
men extradited, but the Americans
would not consent. These men were
desperadoes, whisky traders, and
wolfers. When the men were released
a platform was erected and the de-
fendants made speeches. One said
he would wade knee deep in British
blood rather than hand them over—
then faltered, and a little man, whose
legs were very unsteady, hurled his
hat in the air, and said next to the
Stars and Stripes he would rather
live under the Union Jack. The legs
gave out and he was hoisted up to
say, ‘‘Remember, no matter whether
they are Indians or Negroes if they
are British subjécts they are pro-
tected.”” The hat was again thrown
up and the legs gave out altogether,
The erect figures of the Commis-
sioners amongst these must have made
a striking picture. They learned

ST T
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that three of those implicated in the
murder were still in Canadian terri-
tory, and when they were captured
Colonel Irvine took them to Winni-
peg. He found the trial could not
take place until the spring, and wired
to Ottawa for permission to return
to God’s country, as he calls Alberta.
He went by way of Wood Mountain
and Cypress Hills.

Le Bombard and Jack, ‘‘the man
who took the coat,’”’ the young chief
of the Assiniboines, were the wit-
nesses sent to Winnipeg, but it was
found there was not sufficient evi-
dence to conviet these particular
men, and they were released.

A cause of great anxiety to the
police was the arrival of the Sioux.
The Americans had long been at war
with these warriors, and after their
victory over General Custer the
Sioux again began to cross the bor-
ders, taking refuge in British terri-
tory, and ecamped about Wood Moun-
tain. Many powerful Sioux -chiefs
came with their following, and final-
ly, in May, 1877, Sitting Bull and
his immediate following crossed over.
‘With the arrival of all these warriors,
the hereditary enemies of the native
tribes of Canada, there was great
danger of a general Indian uprising,
and the rapid extermination of the
buffalo, their only means of support,
was driving the Indians to despera-
tion, so that it required the greatest
tact and firmness to control the
various elements gathered in the
neighbourhood of the Cypress Hills.
Here were Crees, Saulteaux, Assini-
boines, and Sioux. The refugees, the
Sioux, had with them their King
George medals, and they declared
their father had always considered
themselves British subjects, and that
they would not submit to the rule
of the “‘Long Knives,”’ as they called
the Americans. It required the
mounted police to be continually on
the alert to prevent hostilities be-
tween the tribes.

I would refer historians to
““Papers relating to the Sioux In-

dians of the United States who have
taken refuge in Canadian territory,
printed confidentially for the use of
the Ministers of the Crown,”
1876-’79. In this is recorded the in-
terviews between the Sioux and the
officers of the mounted police. An-
other work of importance is Cap-
tain Denney’s Journal, ‘‘The Riders
of the Plains.”’

About this time Colonel Irvine
came into contact with the notorious
Big Bear, the Cree chief, who played
so conspicuous a part in the half-
breed rebellion. He had stopped the
Government surveyors, and com-
plaints were brought to the Com-
mander. He took twenty-six men
with Winchester rifles (previous to
this they had used Snider carbine),
and proceeded to the scene of trou-
ble; arriving at the south branch of
the Saskatchewan, a little west of
where Medicine Hat now stands, they
found a large number of Blood In-
dians encamped. These had heard of
Big Bear’s interference with the sur-
veyors, and knew the meaning of the
presence of the police. That night
the police camped with the Bloods,
a fire was burning in the chief’s
lodge, and presently the braves came
and sat around. Then they rose,
and, throwing aside their blankets,
stood in their war paint, with noth-
ing on but their breech clouts and
mocassins, and armed with rifles.
Ho! O muket stumix (Bill Bull), Ho!
we will go with you. We will kill
Big Bear!”’ they exclaimed. The
Colonel withheld his answer until the
morning. The Bloods gave their war
dance, chanted their war songs, and
the warriors recounted their many
deeds of wvalour, occasionally men-
tioning the name of O mux et sumix,
the name which Sapo Maxika (Crow-
foot) the Head Chief of the Black-
foot had given Colonel Irvine.

The next morning he told the
Chief it would not do to take the
tribe, but he might come with one
of his braves. The Indians then
showed the ford and the party crossed

.




LIEUTENANT-COLONEL IRVINE

over, though one of the police was
nearly swept away in the swift cur-
rent. Reaching Big Bear’s camp, it
looked ominous. The women and
children had been sent away. The
Colonel ignored Big Bear and went
to the tent of the surveyors. Then
came Big Bear with a large number
of his braves. Colonel Irvine told him
if he interfered with the work of the
surveyors he would arrest and lock
him up in the guard-room at Cypress
Hills. A Blackfoot runner arrived at
that moment with letters for the
camp, and it occurred to Big Bear
this was a concerted action between
the Bloods, Blackfoot, and the police
to attack him. He, therefore, sub-
missively consented to let the sur-
veyors go on with their work, and
this was the last time they were in-
terfered with by any of the tribes.
Big Bear had been present at the
great Fort Pitt Treaty negotiated
by Lieutenant-Governor Morris. He
refused to sign, but promised to do
80 some time. He was then practi-
cally deserted by his following, and
they joined other bands who took
treaty. The Chief wandered off
alone; later he was joined by all the
malcontents of the West, and became
the most powerful Chief of the Crees
since the death of the great Chief
Sweet Grass of the Plains Crees. He
would not settle, and used to fre-
quent the Cypress Hills. While here,
Colonel TIrvine got word of an at-
tack he had planned to make on Fort
Walsh, so that when he came with
his braves in their war paint ready
to fight, he was awed by the front
the police presented. Later he came
to the fort, and Colonel Irvine, after
much persuasion, at length induced
him to sign his adhesion to the treaty;
then, after a turn on the plains for
buffalo, he started in the direction
of his reservation, near Fort Pitt,
the country he originally came from.
Unfortunately, on his way he met
Riel’s runners with messages from
the rebel leader to meet him at Duck
Lake. This he did and the promise
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of great gain swayed the Chief, and
he joined the half-breeds.

One of my most precious relies is
Big Bear’s own copy of his adhesion
to the treaty, which Colonel Irvine
gave me lately.

I shall briefly refer to the half-
breed rebellion and the part Colonel
Irvine took in it.

On the 13th of March, 1885,

Superintendent Crozier telegraphed
to Regina: ‘‘Half-breed rebellion
liable to break out any moment,
Troops must be largely reinforced.
[f the half-breeds rise Indians will
join them.”’
« The Commissioner, Colonel Irvine,
wired to Ottawa recommending that
a hundred men had better be sent at
once. Lieutenant-Governor Dewdney
advised his going north, and on
March 18th he left Regina with a
detachment of ninety of the police.
He passed through Chief Pieapot’s
reserve, then on through the Qu’Ap-
pelle Valley, and into the Touchwood
Hills. While camped here, near Great
Salt Plains, he got a communication
from Superintendent Crozier that In-
dians had joined the half-breeds, who
had made prisoners of several whites
at Duck Lake, and that their plan
was to seize any troops coming into
the country at the north branch, then
march on Carlton, then on Prince Al-
bert. En route for Carlton the
Colonel learned that 400 half-breeds
and Indians were gathered at the
south branch, Batoche’s, ready to
stop his crossing the river at Ag-
new’s Crossing.

The half-breeds were enraged at
his having out-manceuvred them,
having passed through a country in
their possession and formed a jume-
tion with Crozier’s forces. He
reached Prince Albert on the 24th,
after a march of 291 miles in seven
days. He then proceeded to Carlton.
On the way he got a despateh from
Superintendent Gagnon at that place,
stating that Crozier had marched out
and exchanged shots with the rebels
at Duck Lake, and was retiring on

&
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Carlton, and here he and Irvine met.
The Commissioner had now to de-
cide which of the places—Carlton or
Prince Albert—was to be made the
base of operations. He favoured
evacuating Carlton, as he regarded
Prince Albert as the key to the whole
position. He held a council regard-
ing this, and it was decided that the
safety of the country lay in ensuring
Prince Albert of being placed in a
tenable position. It was agreed that
Prince Albert and the country imme-
diately adjoining it represented what
might be termed the whole white set-
tlement where the lives and interests
of the people lay. The country to
the south, already in the possession
of the rebels, was composed of their
own half-breed settlements and farm
lands.

There is no doubt that the pres-
ence of the police force saved Prince
Albert from falling into the hands
of the rebels. The Sioux settled near
this place did move on Prince Al-
bert, and abandoned their raid, when
in close proximity they saw the trail
of the police; besides this the loyalty
of many of those at that time about
Prince Albert and the surrounding
country was not at all certain; these
the police kept in check.

The normal population of Prince
Albert was 700; now the refugees
had increased it to 1,500. It was a
strageling settlement, stretching five
and a half miles. The Colonel had
995 mounted police and 300 Prince
Albert volunteers.

On the 25th of March Colonel Ir-
vine received the following telegram
from the Comptroller: ‘‘Major-Gen-
eral commanding militia proceeds
forthwith to Red River. On his
arrival in military operations when
acting with militia take orders from
him.”” Subsequently Irvine got a

message from General Middleton say-
ing he was then under his orders and
to report to him. This Colonel Ir-
vine did.

In some unaccountable way it was
for a time accepted as the opinion
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of General Middleton that the Com-
mander should have attacked the
rebels on the north side of Batoche
at the same time that Middleton’s
column was attacking it on the op-
posite side of the river. ;

In the first instance Colonel Irvine
had suggested to Middleton that
their forces should combine, either by
the Commissioner going out with his
column, or by Middleton joining the
police at Prince Albert. This was
before the Colonel knew that the 350
men were joined by the 1,000 men
following each other in rapid succes-
sion. Messrs. McDowall and Bedson
brought the Colonel a message from
the General which stated that he
would engage the enemy at Batoche
on the 18th of April. They stated
that Middleton’s orders for the
Colonel were not to attack. On the
19th of April the Colonel made 2
reconnaisance in force in the direc-
tion of Batoche, and pressed forward
his scouts, but gained no information
of Middleton’s troops being near
Batoche.

Trvine’s scouts brought word that
Middleton was moving on Clark’s
Crossing, and later another of his
scouts brought a despatch from the
General that he had been attached at
Fish Creek on the 24th, had driven
the enemy hack after a smart fight,
but would not repeat. In it he said
he had ordered Otter to send a regl-
ment on to Prince Albert if he could
spare it. !

There was great danger at this time
that the rebels would attempt 10
seize the setlement. 1 will quote from
a letter written in 1890 by Father
André, who was there at the time:

“If in consequence of some fatal mIS:
take the rebels had carried the place
am certain that the rebellion wguld have
lasted longer, spreading, as it WO
have done, upon a greater area of coun-
try. You have been blamed, 1 kn"wé
for having stayed at Prince Albert, an<
not having left the place to join Ge:o
eral Middleton, but those so ready Y’
blame your conduct know very little ©

: £
the consequences invoked in that £
leaving Prince Albert. When the rebel
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lion was over I had plenty of opportunity
to see Riel and the men who were en-
gaged with him in the outbreak. Riel
[ saw every day for four months during
Regina before his
conversing with him
phases of the rebel-
lion I particularly inquired from him

what was the reason that prevented him
Prince Albert, know-

his captivity at
execution, and in
about the several

to come down upon !
ing well what a prestige would have
been given to the rebellion, the news

over the North-West that

spreading
Prince Albert had been
hesitating Indians, Crees,
would have taken arms at once,
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taken, all the
or Blackfoot
but said

Riel, he was deluded about the force of
men under tke command of Colonel Ir-
vine, he thought them a great deal more
considerable than they were, indeed, but
said Riel, we were expecting the ('n]nm‘i
tu‘]v:l\’v with his men, Prinee Albert, and
going to the front to join General Mid-
dleton. In that case we have made up
our mind to make a raid on Prince Al-
bert. following the trail alongside of the
southern branch of the S: skatchewan,
and Riel, in a kind of joke, said to me:
‘It was fortunate, Father Andre, that the
Colonel stayed at Prince Alberty for
otherwise you would have received my
visit.” Thus, Colonel, you acted as a
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loyal and cautious commander in mnot
moving from Prince Albert. The whole

population of the town and that of the
surrounding country, which had rushed
there for protection, was entrusted to
your - care, and you would have assumed
a terrible responsibility in abandoning
us to be attacked the moment you were
gone to join General Middleton.”

The police scouts were active, often
having skirmishes with the men em-
ployed on similar duty by Riel, yvho
frequently tried to scout right into
Prince Albert.

The personnel of the Prince Albert
vounteer companies was made up of
half:breeds, as well as white men,
and the Colonel could not say enough
in their praise.

Middleton did not attack Batoche
until the 12th of May. He then de-
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feated the rebels, and brought his
force of 1,200 men—scouts, artillery
and infantry—to Prince Albert. The
Commissioner reported to him he
could take into the field a force of 175
mounted men, who, like himself,
wanted active service, in pursuit of
the rebel Big Bear, but the General
considered it more important for the
police still to remain at Prince Al-
bert.

Middleton, with a force of artillery
and infantry, left by steamer for
Battleford. The Colonel then re-
mained at Prince Albert until the
24th, when he took a guard to be
posted at the ferry at Carlton. With
a small number of men he rode south
to Duck Lake, and disarmed a band
of Indians camped there. On the 8th




g

LIEUTENANT-COLONEL IRVINE 503

of June, acting under instructions
from the Minister of Militia, he
started an escort from Prince Albert
with forty rebel prisoners, but had
to recall these, as he got orders from
Middleton to send out as many
mounted men as possible to cross the
river at Carlton and patrol towards
Green Lake, as Big Bear and his
band were supposed to be making in
that direction. Troops were scourg-
ing the country in all directions in
pursuit of this rebel chief, but he
had been deserted by the Wood
Crees and crept along Indian trails
between the columns of Irvine and
Otter, and was finally captured by
a sergeant and three of the mounted
police, whom Irving had left at
Carlton.

On his return, Irvine found some
of Big® Bear’s followers encamped
near (CCarlton. He arrested thesc and
took them to Prince Albert, and on
the 11th he sent Inspector Drayner
with Big Bear and other prisoners to
Regina. The same day he left for
that place himself. The canture of
Big Bear was the final episode in the
Rebellion of 1885, Riel and Pound-
maker having both surrendered.

I have not given an account of the
movements of the police force as a

whole, but only of those under Ir-
vine’s command, and have drawn my
account from his report as Commis-
sioner.

The year after the rebellion
(1886) Colonel Irvine resigned from
the police, and became agent to his
old friends the Blood Indians. That
to him was an ideal life, and the
Bloods cannot say enough in his
praise. Later (1892) he became
Warden of the Penitentiary at Stoney
Mountain, Manitoba. The Colonel
told me when he used to visit his pre-
decessor, Colonel Bedson, he thought
it the most lonely place in the world
and little thought he would spend
so many years there, but he threw
himself into the work, and the prison
is a model. He aims to help those
who are under his charge more than
to punish them.

Stoney Mountain is a plateau ris-
ing above the prairie. At night the
lights of Winnipeg are seen from
the Warden’s broad verandah, and
here the Colonel has welcomed many
visitors. It was a relief to his friends
that he pulled through a severe ill-
ness last winter. All honour should
be shown to him, for he did much to
open the distant West to settlement
and quiet the warriors of the plains.
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G NOUIT BY- THE SEA

BY HELEN E. WILLIAMS

ONE summer, while exploring the
many headlands about For-
tune’s Rocks, T happened upon a lit-
tle cove, where one of the old fisher-
folk was mending his lobster traps.

“What is the name of this point?”’
I asked.

He told me, also, the names of sev-
eral beyond.

“An’ tharn Cape Poppus, whar
the lighthouse air,”’ he continued,
“an’ tharn the Port, whar the grand
folks be, an’ tharn Kennebunk
Beach.”’

““And then?”’ I prompted, for his
stop seemed to set a period to the
conversation.

He ceased for a moment his work of
repairing the ravages of the sea, and
looked up at me blankly.

““An’ tharn?’’ he repeated, giving
his nose a puzzled tweak and shak-
ing his head—‘God knows.”’

He looked out across the sunlit,
tumbling waters to where, away down
the coast, a thread of gray lay on
the quiet sea at the point where sky
and ocean meet.

“The end of the world, I'm think-
in’,”’ he added.

T conceived a desire to visit the
““Tind of the World.”” Every day that
summer T looked across at it until
the fires of sunset burned low in the
west, and Cape Porpoise lighthouse
winked out in the twilight and far
in the distance the York headlight
answered with its steady glow. Next
summer Searboro’ and Prout’s Neck
claimed me. Kennebunk Beach,
the following year, again brought me
nearer. 1 wandered over the Web-
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hannet golf links; I followed the
windings of the Kennebunk and
Mousam Rivers; I flirted with the At-
lantic; T ‘‘did’’ the Port, and visited
Kennebunk village, four miles away,
where I breathed the New England
atmosphere of Mary E. Wilkins
Freeman and Alice Brown, in all its
native mellowness. But late of an
afternoon I was pretty sure to find
myself among the rocks of Pair Or-
chard, watching the homing waves
come hurrying across from my old
fisherman’s ‘‘End of the World,”
and seeming to hear in their many
uplifted voices a call to come over.

And next year 1 went.

Ogunquit, at first, is disappointing.
One has heard so much about it, and
it is so utterly careless itself of mak-
ing a good impression. During your.
six-mile drive out from Wells Beach
station, the curving silver thread on
your left widens and deepens to a
ribbon of glancing blue, and far in
the distance you see it sparkling
about the base of a high bluff, on
which a single medieval-looking
castle shines like gold in the westering
sun. The bluff is Ogunquit, but the
castle resolves itself into nothing
more antique than a summer hotel.

For the first week you wonder what
there is about this little, gray village
by the sea to make the artist world
rave about it, and paint it, and pray
all the gods that be to leave un-
changed. The second week you be-
gin, vaguely, to understand. There-
after, the only people in the world
whom you really pity are those who
from time to time drive away with
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many a backward look. To the new-
comer, disappointed and blank as you
once were, you would like to say:

“1 know what you are feeling now.
That will pass. You are going to
like it. You are going to like it tre-
mendously. But don’t lose a minute.
Begin!”’

For Ogunquit is a place that grows
upon one. Newport may be more
fashionable, Old Orchard has a longer
beach, Kennebunkport and Prout’s
Neck have more picturesque cottages,
Scarboro’ is more restful, but Ogun-
quit has that which these others lack
—tone.

You see it, you feel it, everywhere.
But it is down by the old fish houses
that you come under its influence
most. Here Ogunquit River rises with
the tide till it bathes the gray feet
of the tottering buildings, and, fall-
ing, leaves many a curious shell and
limpid jelly-fish and feathery strand
of seaweed pressed into the moist,
corrugated river-bed. Gnarled, patri-
archal willows of gigantic girth, and
limbs that stand out like the sinews
of a man straining in mortal combat
offer perennial shade to the artists,
who are to be found at all hours of
the day sketching and painting the
wonderful symphonies of gray. For
wonderful they assuredly are. They
play upon the imagination like fairy
music. The river and the bridge and
the sky and the gleaming sand-dunes,
green crested, have perhaps suffered
a ‘‘sea-change.”” There are days
when you doubt their reality, think
them an optieal illusion. It is all so
un-American in essence, so old-world
in accent. The venerable figure of
Hiram, the old clam-digger, forking
up the tidal harvest from the river-
bed, with the stolid skill of lifelong
practice, might have been the proto-
type of some of Millet’s Barbizon
studies. I sometimes wondered that
I never saw him on any of the can-
vases. The strip of blue-green
ocean glimpsed beyond the sand-
dunes, a sail afar in the distance—
clouds of circling gulls—a boat rid-
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THE SURF AT OGUNQUIT
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ing at anchor under the bridge—the
old ruin — the fish-houses — these
stereoscopic subjects again and again,
but the genius loci, never, the ab-
sence of man and the preponderance
of nature being still a distinetive
trait of American landscape paint-
ing.

Porkin’s Cove was to me my Car-
cassonne. 1 was forever being told
that I ‘“‘ought to go there.” Day
after day 1 left “The Sparhawk”

with firmest intentions to do so. But
the attraction of the surf along the
Marginal Way proved too strong and
lured me aside, or I became tired
with the long walk, or there was an
excursion elsewhere—something al-
ways prevented.

Once I did follow the indented
coast up and down, up and down,
along bay-scented paths, until the
Cove lay far down beneath me. But
a glance was all T was able to carry

THE RACING “WHITE-HORSES”
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away with me. For a terrific thun-
der shower had followed hard at my
heels, and inky clouds were painting
lurid pictures overhead, and the oily
crest of the breakers were pallid

for hermit ecrabs and star-fish
among the barnacled rocks when the
tide is out. Very beautiful, and
calm, and guileless and devoid of
cruel intent. One could look for-

HIRAM THE CLAM-DIGGER

with what was to come. An artist,
high on the cliff, was working like
one possessed. TIe did not see me,
but as I passed for an instant I
caught the expression on his face. It
was the look of a man who sees what
Robert Hichens ecalls ‘‘That wonder-
ful thing in nature which is God
without man.”’

On the second or third day of ‘“the
Line Gale,”” as the natives call the
equinoctial storm, the inmates of all
the hotels leave their cheerful open
fires, get into raincoats and rubbers
and turn out to watch the drama for
hours together in the rain, moving
only to view from all sides the
racing ‘‘white horses’ charging over
the rocks and up the gorges all along
the coast. Tt is a sight not soon for-
gotten. After a morning so spent one
comes to know a little of the awful
majesty and terror of the sea. Very
different it looks on days one hunts

ever down into the pellucid, green-
fringed pools, where crabs and queer
unknown salt water insects zig-zag
over an amber floor thick studded
with barbaric jewels. And yet, look-
ing up and out, you see poetry in
every breaking wave. Poetry in the -
dory off the farther point, where the
fisherman is hauling in his lobster
trap. Poetry in the youthful eouples
who come here to sit and build
castles, which are unlike all other
castles, in that they are never, never
to fall. :

Charming are all the roads about
Ogunquit, alluring and full of his-
toric interest. It is to the old Ports-
mouth road, however, that one turns
oftenest. Hardly a road it could be
called now, for grass grows rank and
unmolested in the middle, and trees
almost touch overhead. But it has
been a road, and coaches have rattled
along it at a round pace in the olden
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time, and people, a full score have
passed upon their way, where you
now meet but one—a lover of by-
ways and birdnotes like yourself. A
corduroy road, mossy and soft un-
derfoot, branches off to the left, and
following it for a little you presently
find yourself emerging upon an ele-
vated ledge, thickly covered with the
oreenest of overlapping juniper.
From this fragrant couch you can
look down upon Ogunquit village and
watch the stir of life below. People
arriving, people returning to the
city, little detachments setting out for
afternoon bathing on the beach, still
others coming back again, driving,
and tennis, and that other game
where the players are restricted to
two—all this you see looking out from
among your juniper. Overhead great,
filmy cloud ships sail in the blue;
lights and shadows play over tree and
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meadow and far-away hillside; in the
woods behind birds break out into
song and trill, and whistle, and carol
for mere joy of living. Heady nec-
tar of the gods is every breath you
drink in. And always, from beyond
the maze of sand-dunes, you hear the
voice of the ocean, mystic, yet
strangely human, soon to come to you
fainter and fainter, as you, too,
drive away with longing backward
glances.

And when" the air no longer is
strong with the savour of the sea, and
the salt marshes have dropped behind,
and the meadows have danced scarlet
poppies into view, and the solemn
procession of White Mountain peaks
marches past, you care not greatly
for any of these. For ever, in faney,
you hear the waves breaking upon
the gray cliffs of Ogunquit calling,
calling you back.

ALBERTA

BY CARROLL C. AIKINS

LL. all is mine, of mountain and of plain;
Of foothills, swelling to the steadfast sea,

Of rolling ranges, where the stampede wakes
A drowsy echo in the distant hills.
My sons have wandered in the lonely ways,
Laughing with shadows of their dearest dreams
Until the silence seizéd fast their souls
And visions vanished in the clearer light.
The test of silence! God’s eriterion
Of open hearts at his confessional !
The meed and merit of their naked worth !
The making and the breaking of my sons'!
These days are passing. Hark! The measured tread
Of eager millions marching to my gates;
Seience shall weave her steel-shod, shining ways
Beside the tardy trails of yesterday.
Houses shall rise amid the golden fields
And new-born cities rear their hopeful heads,
My waters shall be saddled to their use,
My woodland wealth and mountain anthracite.
Alberta’s birthright! Long neglected, 1!
As some lone virgin-goddess, in whose hands ¢
Qtill waits the ready recompense, unclaimed !
In largess lies my long-sought heritage.

R
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BY JANE PRATT

H, don’t leave me! Don’t leave
me!”’

““No, no, we won'’t leave you. You
keep still. You're all right.”’

Suddenly on the other side of the
bed a man’s face. ‘‘How is she com-
ing on?”’

““You must be the doctor. Your
coat is white. Is this a hospital? She
says not to talk, but I keep talking.
My name is Kate Sears, and if my
mother were alive I would send her
word that I was all right, but there
is nobody who will worry. Only Mr.
Clarke might like to know. He’s at
the office, 70 State Street. Could you
tell him? He had an important mat-
ter after lunch. What happened to
me?”’

And on the instant the blessed
power to be silent held me close.

““You have had an accident,’’ said
the doctor, putting his hand on my
wrist, ‘‘and it was necessary to
operate at once; now we are going to
take very good care of you. Yes, I
will tell Mr. Clarke.”’

His kindness dropped gently down
on me. The head nurse stayed after
he went. I lay watching her and
her young assistant moving about.
The pain seemed an opiate. By and
bye somebody pushed up an un-
familiar cotton sleeve. = More and
more the pain seemed an opiate.

The next morning I accepted every-
thing without wonder or interest.
The night nurse came with basin,
water, sponge, and towel. I looked
for long lines of hospital cots, but T
was in a room alone. Later came the
doctor. Yes, he had notified Mr.
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Clarke. That seemed to lift my only
care, the thought of the important
letter T was to have written after
lunch. I tried to remember a little
about the accident, but I found it
was too hard work, so gave up.

The doctor, a dark, young fellow,
with large, delicately formed hands,
looked at me as if studying. Was
there anybody to whom I should like
to have him write?

No—no. Cousin Fanny was in the
mountains, and Cousin George—but
no.
He observed that thinking wearied
me. ‘‘No matter; we won’t bother
about that now,’” he said quickly.

As I look back on those first days
in the hospital, T seem to have been
at that time only a cog in some vast
machine. The nurses moved in and
out, and the doetor, when he came
on his rounds, still studied me with
the least bit of a pucker in his fore-
head. But I was no case of lost iden-
tity. T knew that T was Kate Sears,
Mr. Clarke’s secretary, all alone in
the world. The people at the board-
ing-house had sent to inquire, and
Mr. Clarke asked every day over the
telephone, the doctor said. For the
rest, my back ached, and sharp pains
shot through my head, which was
bandaged. Sometimes an older man
came in and punched and tapped,
while my doctor stood by answering
an ocecasional curt question.

But all those first days (I don’t
know how long it was) I never felt
the pity of it, never felt sorry for
poor Kate Sears, without a friend in
the world to care very much, lying
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there with her head bandaged and
her back aching.

And then the roses came. The lit-
tle brown-haired nurse brought them
in. She was young, and she held the
great mass of crimson jacqueminots
pressed against the blue and white of
her hospital dress. Her plain face,
peeping over them, looked rosy and
soft. She smiled as if they fed her
youth. Such roses!

‘“Oh, bring them here, bring them
here!’” I cried, and gave a quick
movement, which sent an agony of
pain down my poor back. She put
them in my arms, and I buried my
face in them. And their loveliness,
and the pity of it! I began to cry,
even while drinking in their sweet-
ness all the time with a delirium of
joy.

“Who sent them? Who sent
them?’’ I asked, yet not much car-
ing.

;g‘There’s no card,’”’ answered the
little nurse, dimpling, ‘‘you must ask
the doctor.”’

Tt was the stereotyped reply to al-
most all questions, but this time the
doetor appeared at once. He looked
down at me, smiling at my tears as if
I were his favourite child.

““Oh, but Miss Sears, it isn’t so
bad as all that!”’

““Who sent them?’’ I gasped, fish-
ing under the pillow for my handker-
chief.

“I don’t know that I ought to
tell you,”” he said gravely. ‘‘They
are from the man whose automo‘qile
ran over you. 1 hope you’ll enjoy
them just as much,’”’ and he turned
and went out.

The little nurse had brought'a tall
vase and looked gay and girlish as
she arranged the flowers. Ether,
bandages, and night duty! The jac-
queminots seemed just then to suit
her better. ;

The man and his automobile did
not stay in my mind at all. But the
roses waked so many memories! The
morning my mother died, her single
white roses in full bloom beneath her

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

window, stole softly in. The day I
left Broadmeadow to go to the city
to earn my living oppressed me. I
wondered if the old friends there
knew I was hurt. And then I began
to think of last Christmas, the first
Christmas alone, and of Cousin
Fanny’s dinner, and of her guests,
and of the bitter ache of my loneli-
ness as the courses came and went.
Remembering it all, I began to cry
again—the nurse was gone now—but
very forlornly this time.

And as it happened, the doctor,
who apparently had me on his mind,
came in again and found me.

““Now this will never do,’’ he said
severely. ‘‘Evidently, we ought to
have confiscated those flowers.”’

I was ashamed of myself, and tried
to say something sensible.

““I think I'm beginning to realise
things a little more,”’ I ventured
brokenly. ‘‘And why is it I'm in
this room by myself? You know I
have no money, only what I earn. I
ought to be in a public ward.”’

‘“The room is paid for.”’

““‘By whom?”’

‘“‘By Mr. Blagdon.”’

‘“The man who ran over me?’’

My mind really was awake at last.

‘“His automobile ran over you. His
chauffeur was drunk and alone in it.”’

He paused and then sat down.

““Is it quite impossible for your
aunt to come to the city?’’ he asked.

“‘My cousin?”’

‘‘Mrs. Greenleaf.’’

Had I ever told him her name?

““I don’t know,”” I said weakly.
‘“Why should she?’’

‘““Your cousin’s husband is Mr.
George Greenleaf, the lawyer?’’ he
asked.

‘“Yes.”’ .

‘“He has an excellent reputation.
Would you be willing to put your
affairs into his hands?”’

“My affairs?’’

““My dear Miss Sears,”’ he ex-
claimed, a litHe impatiently, ‘‘you
should have damages for this in-

jury.”
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‘“Oh, yes. Could I see Mr. Green-
leaf? There is no need to bother Mrs.
Greenleaf.”’

After Cousin George’s call came
Cousin Fanny’s box. Small events
loom large in a hospital, great ones
look small. It was the little nurse
again who brought it in, and we en-
joyed it together. I was certainly get-
ting to be a perfect child, and Cousin
Fanny had remembered my child-
hood’s colour. A delicate, soft, berib-
boned pink wrapper lay light and
fluffy on the top, as if it were the
cream of the whole matter; beneath
it were slippers, and novels, and
patience cards. Cousin Fanny was
certainly very kind.

““This has been a most terrible
thing, dear Kate,”’ her note said.
““Run down on Washington Street at
noon! I was laid up two days after
I heard of it. I hope George will
secure heavy damages, but you know
he is much too easy. The doctors may
say you are doing well, but you never
can tell. You must remember your
nervous system. It may never re-
cover. There is a lady in the hotel
here . ”” and so on, and so on.

‘“When can I sit up?’’ I began to
ask the doctor, and he always an-
swered something, kindly and cheer-
fully, quite as if T were his favourite
child. At last and at last the time
arrived when I really could—and glad
enough I was to be helped back into
my clean, white bed again.

One day not long after the doc-
tor came in, with that very little
pucker in his forehead, and sat down,
which he only did when he had some-
thing special to say.

‘‘Miss Sears,”” he began, ‘‘that
automobile man is making me a great
deal of trouble.”

‘“Automobile man?’’ T repeated,
picturing a persistent agent who
over-estimated our hard-working
house doctor’s income.

‘‘Mr. Blagdon, whose motor car ran
you down. He comes to see me every
day, and he wishes to see you. I
can’t understand what right he has.
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I don’t know anything about the fel-
low. Why doesn’t he go back West,
where he belongs? Now he has handed
over his check and your uncle is
satisfied, that’s all that is required
of him.”’

The doctor looked both worried and
cross. I was quite unable to get his
point of view.

““Miss Sears,”” he continued,
‘““‘you’re the best patient I ever had.
I don’t believe you’d have got on half
so well if—if you hadn’t made up
your mind to. We all feel now that
you are going to make a complete
recovery. In less than a year you
ought to be as well as you ever were.
But you’ve got to go through con-
siderable discomfort, and it has cer-
tainly been no joke up to mow. I
wish you felt more resentful toward
this fool who nearly knocked the life
out of you with his cursed machine.”’

He glanced at the roses on the lit-
tle stand. They were great pink ones
to-day.

“I don't know,’’ he soliloquised,
“but I ought to have eut down on
those flowers at the beginning. I
really wish your aunt were here,”’
he finished, with the little anxious
pucker.

And then his idea dawned upon
me. He was trying, awkwardly, to
be a sort of chaperon to his poor lit-
tle patient, all alone in the world.

““You see,”’ he continued, with an
effort at an accurate statement of the
case, ‘‘the young man has been very
much wrought up over the whole af-
fair. He’s from the West—Kansas,
I believe. He can’t understand that
his money is all you need. It’sa kind
of obsession with him that he must
see you, ask your forgiveness, I sup-
pose. He seems a good, honest fel-
low. He certainly has taken the thing
very hard.”’

‘“If he wants to come, Doctor, what
harm ecan it do?”’

“Well, if you say so,’’ rising, ‘‘but
be sure,”” and this time he smiled,
‘‘be sure to show proper resentment.’’

As it turned out, I showed no re-
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sentment at all. If my heart had been
heavy with it, it would have been
melted away, for the day the doctor
allowed Mr. Nathaniel Blagdon, of
Kansas, to see his precious patient
was the same day that precious pa-
tient was wheeled out through the
long stone passages of the great old
hospital onto the thick green grass
of the hospital grounds. It was mid-
October now, but the sun was warm,
and the sky as blue as June. Oh,
what a sky! I had forgotten the sky.
Its beauty was almost too great for
me. The grass was thick, and soft,
and dark. I wished I could press it
with my hand. All over the upper
part of the great enclosure were the
patients, hurried out, every possible
one of them, for the benefit of the
warm, quiet October day. And among
them I had not only the weight of
the beauty of the day upon my poor,
unusued personalty, T had to take up,
too, the consciousness of myself. I
seemed such a little, brown thing!
The bandages were off my head now,
but my braided hair hung down each
shoulder. The frivolous pink wrap-
per was well covered up with a big,
dark hospital blanket. T felt so weak,
and so frightened, almost, under the
wide, beautiful sky in that hospital
blanket that I closed my eyes to shut
out the wonder and the fear.

And when I opened them the doec-
tor was coming toward me, the doctor
and another young man who looked
sturdy and square-shouldered beside
him. And then was the time I should
have felt the resentment, for this was
Mr. Nathaniel Blagdon, of Kaqsas,
I knew at once, and he was straight
and well-made, with a smooth-shaven,
sunburnt face, and a shock of auburn
hair—he carried his hat in his hand,
—while I lay with my poor, useless
back, pain-racked and shaken, under
the hospital blanket.

¢“‘Miss Sears, this is Mr. Blagdon,”’
said the doctor.

The young man had been walking
with his eyes down, but now he raised
them and looked steadily at me. Then
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a kind of dumb, helpless misery suf-
fused his face. He appeared as if he
were going to say something to me,
but instead, after a pause, he turned
to the doctor, with, ‘‘I am most happy
that Miss Sears can be out to-day.’’

““Yes,”’ said the doctor, ‘‘I'm very
glad.”’ .

They both seemed stiff and awk-
ward and unnecessarily solemn, and I
felt a glimmer of returning respon-
sibility, enveloped though I was in the
big hospital blanket.

““Tt is very kind of you to call, Mr.
Blagdon, and T wish, I wish,”’ I fin-
ished frivolously, ¢‘I eould ask you to
sit down.”’

“You see we furnish chairs only
to our patients out here,’”’ added the
doctor, more lightly than before.

“J—I—prefer to stand in your
presence, Miss Sears. I—it’s useless
to talk; it’s too serious a matter for
talking about, but if anything I could
do, any sort of thing, could make you
more comfortable, stronger,”’—he
broke off, his eyes were full of tears.

The doctor looked embarrassed.
This outspoken feeling distressed him
as a2 man and a New Englander. As
a physician, he entirely disapproved
of it. But to tell the truth, it made
more of a woman of me than I had
felt myself for a long time. Every-
body had been taking care of me.
Here was somebody who needed a lit-
tle comfort.

¢“Oh, but you mustn’t feel so,’” T
pleaded. ‘‘They are fixing me up
so nicely here. I’'m to be as well as
ever before very long., And you
couldn’t help your chauffeur getting
tipsy.”’

“I refused to pay his fine,’’ he
blurted out, savagely. ‘‘A fine for
a dastardly piece of work like that!
And I’ve sold the blasted car—but
precious little good that’ll do you.”’

“T don’t know how I shall feel
when T get better and at work again,
but so far, for the most part, I
haven’t had much emotion at all.
You see,”’ I continued, smiling up at
the doctor, ‘‘they use antisepties here
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to keep out all emotions.
never allows them.’’

The young man looked at Dr.
Brand doubtfully.

“I'm afraid,” hesitating, ‘I
shan’t be admltted again if I've
broken all the rules the first time.”’

““Oh, yes, you must come up the
very next unpleasant day, when we
shall be inside, we patients, and
there’ll be a chair to sit on.”’

““Then I’ll go now to prove I'm
trying to deserve your kindness.
Would you mind shaking hands to
show, to show,”’” he rallied bravely,
‘“you’ll think as well of me as you
can,’’

The doctor was silent, except for
necessary questions, on his evening
visit, but I was a bit excited and
wanted to talk.

“Did you think I was too cor-
dial to Mr. Blagdon?’’ 1 asked.

“Well, T was wondering what you
would have done if he had smashed
you to a jelly,’’ he joked.

‘““Oh, it wasn’t that. It was be-
cause he was so sorry, and you were
so stiff with him.”’

The doctor grunted, and asked me
to turn on my right side.

But I was not to be silenced.

“You know,” I continued, ‘‘it’s
just as I told you this afternoon. My
ideas have been sterilised a little too
much of late. I do need some healthy
spiritual germs.’’

The doctor laughed.

“I’ll have to tell that to Dr. Dana.
He’ll think that’s great. Just the
line he’s working on.’

After that Mr. Nathaniel Blagdon
came often afternoons. If the day
was dull and eold T was in the pink
wrapper in my room. If it was warm
- and bright T was shrouded in the
gray blanket and he was comfortably
seated on the grass. The doctor gave
up all responsibility, quite washed his
hands of the whole matter; the
nurses joked, but that did not trouble
me in the least. The other patients
who saw him on the outdoor days re-
garded him with a pathetic favour.

Dr. Brand

513

He seemed to bring health and cheer
among the shattered folk.

As for me, as I told myself, I dld
not mind him at all. Which meant
that his frequent visits seemed the
most natural thing in the world. I
began by considering him very much
of a boy, and that idea did not de-
part when we discovered that we were
of the same age.

He evidently had made a compact
with himself not to speak any more
of his sorrow and remorse over my
condition. His theory apparently was
that T needed to be amused. And he
certainly amused me. The stories he
told—of his college days, of his ex-
periences in his father’s mines, of his
sisters, and of his boyhood. He evi-
dently thought his father a very re-
markable man, but held a half-con-
cealed opinion that he did not fully
understand his only son. As to his
mother, he adored her. His ambitions
were apparently vague. He thought
he could help his father a lot more
if he would let him.

It was just a time all by itself.
He continued to send me flowers. He
brought me books. When I returned
one after reading it, he looked dis-
tressed, miserable.

‘“You are not willing to keep it?’’
he asked, with a sharp pain in his
voice. ‘‘I—I don’t wonder.”’

“I should like it very much,”’ I
said, quickly, and the others that he
brought I kept.

If T did not think of the future, I
never had thought of the future since
I came to the great stone hospital.
The autumn rains were setting in, but
he still remained in the East, and his
reddish hair seemed an individual
brand of sunshine, especially good
for convalescents. When the doctor
came in while he was there they
spoke of me with a mutual pride in
my improvement. The doetor still had
at times that little pucker in his fore-
head, but it was evident that he could
not dislike Mr. Blagdon, of Kansas.

I do not know how much longer it
might have gone on if he had not had
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a telegram announcing his mother’s
serious illness. He came to me as
soon as he received it. He was pale
and quiet. °

““I must start West this evening,
but I cannot go without telling you
I must look after you always. It is
all T think of. You must promise
to marry me.”’

‘“Oh, no,”” I gasped. He grew
whiter and his face looked rigid.
‘““You do not care for me?”’

““Oh, yes, yes, but not that. It
would not be right. You pity me.
You blame yourself. You have been
very much distressed by the whole
thing. Oh, no, no!”’ T covered my
face with my hands.

He came nearer.

‘““You do care for me!’’ he said,
eagerly. .

‘‘Tt wouldn’t be right. Think how
ridiculous! Just because your auto-
mobile ran over me! Anybody would
see it was ridiculous. A young man
like you!’’

“I'm two months older than you
are,”” he sulked.

‘“Oh, but you haven’t had such a
hard time as I have.”’

“I had a hard enough time after
that confounded accident, when they
kept you for three days on the dan-
gerous list—and now,’’ there was a
little catch in his voice and he turned
his head away.

I knew how much he loved his
mother, and I reached out and took
hold of his hand.

He turned toward me quickly.

““Oh, I do love you, just you. It’s
not because I’ve hurt your poor
back. If I could only take care of
you!’”’

He leaned toward me, a sweet
yearning and gentleness through all
his young strength. I felt myself
yielding, yielding.

But something answered for me,
“NO, no.”’

He started to go; I felt he could
not speak. But at the door he
turned and faced me again. I saw
he had somehow pulled himself to-

gether. There was a bit of whimsi-
cal smile about his lips, though his
eyes were grave.

“I shall come back,’”’ he said,
‘“when you are stronger. I’'m afraid
it won’t be good for you to fight you
too much now. Good-bye.’”’

And he was gone.

I put my head down on the pillow
of my little hospital bed, and the
thorns of one of his roses caught in
my hair. It was very lonely.

And just then Cousin Fanny came
in.

‘““Well,”’ she ejaculated, ‘‘the way
they let you wander about this place
and find your own way! If it hadn’t
been for that nice-looking young man
who directed me so carefully! They
said you had a caller. Was it he!?
And who is he?”’

““Mr. Blagdon, whose automobile
ran over me,”’ I faltered.

‘““Well, of all the impudence!’’ ex-
claimed my cousin, remembering at
last to embrace me.

‘““My dear,”” she continued, ‘‘you
certainly do look much better than I
expected to see you. I always told
you that as long as you didn’t go into
mourning you might as well wear
something becoming. But why is this
strange man calling on you? Do you
think it quite’’—she stopped and
looked at me with a more penetrating
gaze than T had ever seen on poor
Cousin Fanny’s face.

‘“He won’t any more.
home to Kansas.
kind.”’

For once Cousin Fanny was silent,
but not for long.

‘““Well, he ought to be,”” she snap-
ped. ‘‘George thought he was very
liberal about the money. He must be
rich. But I told him no matter how
much he paid I never should think
it was enough. But you certainly
are looking better than I expected to
see you. If you only can keep your
nervous system from breaking down!
This is a good room, but how bare
they do have them!

““Well, now, Kate,”” she went on,

He’s gone
He’s been very

&5"‘“‘5; T
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“I’ve been talking with the doctor—
he was called away or I think he’d
have come up with me to show me
the way—and he says you are going
to get completely well, and that you
are quite able to be moved any time,
and your uncle and I want you to
come to us right off, as soon as I get
the house running. Mary Foley is
coming back, but Bridget has gone to
Ireland.”’ .

A few days afterwards I was in-
stalled with ceremony in Cousin
Fanny’s best guest-room, freshened
and crisped to its prettiest in honour
of me, poor me, too forlorn then for
much gratitude.

I missed the regular routine of the
hospital, with its cheerful, impersonal
helpfulness. 1 missed the tonic
acidity of the head nurse, and my
special little nurse’s funny ways, and
dear Dr. Brand’s railing kindness. 1
looked at Cousin Fanny’s knick-
knacks and longed for bare walls.
But, most of all, I missed Nathaniel
Blagdon.

There was no letter from him. My
back still ached. As well as ever in
a year? What did they know about
that? The truth of the matter is T
was a selfish, self-pitying, irritable,
unhappy young woman. Cousin
George and Cousin Fanny were kind-
ness itself, but Cousin Fanny’s ad-
vice made me wild. It usually was
poor, but none the less well-inten-
tioned because of that.

Mrs. Knightley it was who showed
me how to save the day. Mrs.
Knightley has a sammer house in
Broadmeadow, but I suppose I should
never have really known her if she
had not walked in upon me one after-
noon when I was at my lowest, back
aching, and heart aching, and only
wishing I could die. She was like a
sunny day, with a sea breeze in it.
Clever, original, lively, awfully good
fun, we called her in Broadmeadow,
and we were always glad when she
and the robins arrived in the spring;
but she’s a strong angel of the Lord,
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is Mrs. Knightley, and I found it
out in Cousin Fanny’s best guest-
room.

There’s a cut-glass lavender-water
bottle there that will always remind
me that self-pity is deadly, and a
lavender eiderdown puff that will
preach courage and a hard control
every time I look at it. Somehow or
other she made me ashamed of my-
self, she dared me to maintain a good
fight. She stuck by while the strug-
gle was on, too, and buoyed me up
when I was bruised and sore after a
bad fall. What if my back did ache?
It was going to get over it before
long. Alone in the world? Nobody
was alone. Never see Nathaniel Blag-
don again? Well, supposing I never
did? I'd got to live somehow, and
I might as well make as good a try
at it as possible.

It was a hard winter. The worst
of it was that T was such a miserable,
half-sick thing. There was a picture
of St. George and the Dragon at the
right of the dressing-table, just be-
yond the cut-glass bottle, that I used
to look at and think about a good
deal. There must have been times in
the fight when the dragon seemed to .
be getting the best of it, and how did
St. George look then?

It is queer what tremendous ef-
forts we put forth to gain a fair de-
gree of decent behaviour. By spring
I was much better, able to walk about
the public garden and take a vivid
interest in the appearance of the
tulips and swan boats, and even soon
to do a little shopping down town.
I was really getting some colour. I
played cribbage with Cousin George
evenings and entered with a good
show of zest into Cousin Fanny’s
plans for refurnishing the drawing-
room. 4

¥*

And now it is the May after the
accident. I am almost as strong as
ever, and when Mrs. Knightley came
to Broadmeadow to open her house
she persuaded me to let her open our
old house, and dry it, and sun it, and



516

- air it, and put Mary Pringle into it.
So here I am in my own room, the
great South Chamber, sitting by the
open window, where I can hear a
humble bee buzzing in the crooked
old apple-tree by the back porch.
The contorted, low-drooping branches
are covered with pink and white blos-
soms, whose odour comes in between
the curtains. It is as if some gor-
geous queen’s cloak, heavy with
jewels and perfume, had been thrown
over a poor beggar woman, bent
double with racking pains, standing
at the gate.

Yesterday I was sitting in the sun-
shine on the south steps, feeling end-
lessly old (I'm twenty-seven), but
strong, and quite equal to making the
best of things. The sun was the
warmest sun, just soaking in, and I
was looking at the bent trunk and
twisted branches of the old apple-tree,
covered then, only yesterday, with the
roundest, hardest-looking pink buds
among the tender green leaves, and
reflecting that we were alike, the
apple-tree and I, all our racking
troubles over, and basking in the sun.
I remember there were some robins
flying about very officiously, and a
little toad jumped out from under the
steps and blinked at me in a funny,
shrewd way.

And just then Mrs. Knightley came
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into the yard, bare-headed, and quick,
and eager.

““My dear, you must come over to
lunch with us this minute. It’s a
friend of Charlie’s just come. You
don’t need to do a thing; you look
as mice! At once, or the chops will
be spoiled!”’

Oh, it’s too absurd to tell, quite
too  absurd! Charlie’s  friend,
Charlie’s friend, what did she mean?
It was my friend. It was Nathaniel
Blagdon. :

Oh, well, why should one get so
excited about that? The world, as
people are always saying, is very
small. It was, as I told myself, a
little unsteadily, nothing so unheard
of.

As to Mr. Blagdon, he was very
quiet through that luncheon and af-
terwards. He walked home with me
and told me about his mother’s re-
covery, and a little about the busi-
ness his father was putting into his
hands now. He seems older and
graver, but when he laughs it is just
as dear. I wonder if he will come to
call to-day.

I don’t care about writing any
more. I will go and sit in the sun
on the south steps. If the little toad

comes out I will ask him to tell my
fortune.
little toad!

He looks such a knowing




FREDERICTON

AND

I1S LITERARY ASSOCIATIONS

BY EMILY P. WEAVER

ITTLE  Fredericton, nestling
amongst its elms, in the green
valley of the St. John, combines with-
in itself many diverse charms. To
borrow the description of one of its
own citizens, it is ‘‘a most complete
little city.”” With this epithet in
mind, one catches oneself wondering
at each fresh proof of the complete-
ness of this, the smallest of Canada’s
provincial capitals, as one delights in
the delicate finish of a tiny model
of some ancient building or complex
piece of mechanism. Surely, Frederic-
ton has everything—except rattling
street cars and dangerous crossings
—which a city and a capital ought to
possess. It has so much that many
people find in it ample compensations
for that lack of mere bigness, which
some of us usually confound with
greatness.

Of course, the city has its Gov-
ernment Buildings and its Par-
liament Buildings, erected some
twenty-five years ago, in place of the
older legislative halls, which had
echoed to the eloquence of Wilmot
and his fellow-Reformers in their
long fight for responsible govern-
ment. Tt has, too, its handsome old
Government House, the scene in its
day of many brilliant functions, and,
later, the home and training school
for the deaf and dumb of the
Province. On the rising ground be-
hind the town stands the home of the
University of New Brunswick, a
lineal descendant of a college of New
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Brunswick, which received its char-
ter in the year 1800. On its roll of
graduates are many names, honoured
in circles far distant from the little
capital, but it is only the crown of
New Brunswick’s educational sys-
tem, and Fredericton (of which one
of the earliest institutions was a
grammar school) has schools of all
grades, including a Collegiate school
and a Normal school, for the training
of teachers. Another kind of train-
ing school is that for military officers,
housed in Fredericton’s old Barracks,
and ‘‘the red-coats’’ of this small
garrison—if we may call it so—lend
their picturesque touch of vivid
colour to streets and throngs, which,
without them, would be by no means
sombre. The Court House and the
City Hall, the Hospital, and little
Wilmot Park are all so many links
in the city’s claim to completeness;
and, last, but not least, may be men-
tioned the small, but beautiful, Cathe-
dral, built by Bishop Medley some
fifty years ago and very recently bhad-
ly damaged by fire.

Fredericton is withal a calm
little city of blooming gardens, green
lawns, and high, blue skies, unob-
scured as yet by the reek of factory
chimneys. The waters of the vast St.
John serve still, as in the days when
all the Province was Indian country,
as a noiseless hichway to far distant
regions, and along the hroad stream
sweep ever the fresh, pure hreezes
from the fields and forests. Thus, to
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shy dwellers in the still country, who
would grow bewildered in one of the
brick-and-mortar wildernesses, which
nowadays seems the typical city,
small, peaceful Fredericton bears a
friendly aspect; and there many an
old farmer, grown weary of his fields,
spends the evening of his life in
placid content.

Yet, once a week, at least, the
quiet is broken. The Saturday mar-
ket-day brings stir and life and busi-
ness to the stores and the streets. By
seven o’clock on Saturday evening
Queen Street, parallel with the river,
has become a veritable promenade. A
procession of smart buggies, oceupied
for the most part by lads and lasses
agreed as to the old adage that ““two
is company and three none,’’ pass
and repass on the roadway. Less ex-
clusive throngs jostle each other good-
humouredly on the sidewalks, divid-
ing their attention between the bright
shop-windows and the attractions of
their fellow-saunterers. Of course,
the same seene may be enjoyed on a
Saturday evening in any other pros-
perous little centre of a distriet de-
voted to agriculture; but the
stranger would be greatly at fault
(as visiting strangers are apt to be)
if, judging by such a scene, he classed
Fredericton as a mere country town.

The fact that it is and always has
been a capital ecity has impressed
upon Fredericton that aristocratic
dignity, which the consciousness of
rank gives alike to individuals and
communities. Fredericton has a his-
tory—a long history, as the term
applies in Canada—shading off, as
all histories and scenes must shade
off, into a dim, half-imaginary back-
ground.

Tn this case the background is one
of primeval forest, haunted with big
game and red warriors; but, to the
very horizon, of three centuries ago,
we can trace the noble river, flecked
with the dim shapes of lightly-dane-
ing birch canoes, which seem to be of
the very essence of the poetry of the
wilderness. Other relics of the race
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we have displaced often hold sugges-
tions gruesome or sordid, but the
canoe is the graceful symbol of all
that was fairest in the Indians of
old—their  untaucht instinet for
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put up even the roughest sort of
houses, and the foundations of the
city were laid in misery and anguish
of spirit.

Now, Fredericton prides itself on

THE ST. JOHN RIVER ABOVE FREDERICTON

beauty, their wild daring, their pas-
gion for liberty, and often and often
the broad breast of the St. John has
borne up a whole flotilla of these
fairy skiffs. And still to-day the white
men who have succeeded to the heri-
tage of the red—the citizens who oc-
cupy the Indians’ old camping
ground—Ilove nothing better than to
entrust their canoes (rarely now
made of bireh-bark) to the swift cur-
rent of the great river, or to go ex-
ploring in the more sheltered reaches
of its tributary streams, the Nash-
waak or the Oromocto.

Acadian fugitives from Nova Scotia
were the first white settlers at St.
Anne’s Point, as the site of New
Brunswick’s capital was then ecalled,
and they used to gather for worship
in a little rude chapel near the spot
where Government House now stands.
But the modern city of Fredericton,
like that of St. John, owes its exist-
ence to the Loyalists. The town was
laid out in 1784, the year following
the great Loyalist exodus from New
York, but it was a diffieult task to

a winter climate far more ‘‘steady”’
than that of the coast towns of New
Brunswick. Often when St. John is
wreathed with mists or drenched
by furious rains, the ecapital,
sixty miles away, is enjoying the
erisp, invigorating atmosphere of
keen frost. And the mid-winter frosts
of Fredericton are keen enough to
grip the mighty river with a grasp
of ice, and for weeks there is a glassy
highway for the flying sleighs, till in
the spring the river comes to its
own again, with a rush and a roar.
Then it flings its ice prison in frag-
ments against the great bridge at
Fredericton, tiil it is a marvel that
any work of man ean withstand the
fury of the onslaught. It is a fas-
cinating sight to see the river in its
hour of revolt against its usurping
winter-tyrant. It asserts grandly its
inalienable right to liberty, but none
the less the frost-king has had his
triumph, and for weeks the river has
lain at his feet, bound, helpless,
voiceless.

But not only cver the river does
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the Frost-spirit exercise his dread
magic. He turns the earth to iron,
the winds to sharp-edged swords, and
woe to the weak mortal who presumes
to measure strength with him. Those
early Loyalists, in their first months
at Fredericton, felt the fierceness of
his wrath. Their little crazy huts
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have a collection of such old letters,
which show what manner of folk the
Loyalists were, not only in battle and
council, but in such disheartening
tasks as building new homes in the
wilderness, often late in life. We
see them—women, as well as men—
at their own firesides, at their dinner-

HOUSE OF PARLIAMENT, FREDERICTON

became the harsh prisons of ill-
nourished, half-clad women and ten-
der children, and many a time death
visited them, armed with arrows of
piercing cold.

On the whole, however, the Loyal-
ists were of the stern stuff that can
suffer and endure and from defeat
wring victory. They were a Te-
sourceful folk, many of whom had
served their apprenticeship in the
struggle with nature in New Eng-
land, and had learned to force sub-
sistence out of a grudging land. Thus,
in the rich valley of the St. John,
their triumph was only a question of
time, and the old letters of the period
often reveal a brave gaiety of spirit,
which foreshadows vietory.

In the ‘‘Winslow Papers,”” ably
edited by Rev. W. O. Raymond, we

DEPARTMENTAL BUILDINGS ]

tables, entertaining friends, or join-
ing in the more general festivity of
some ancient, humble ball-room. We
oven learn something of the cost and
trouble at which was obtained the
finery so dear to their brave old
hearts. We get glimpses into their
housekeeping, troubled at times by
the unruliness of black ‘‘boys’ or
slaves. We discover that most of the
luxuries of life, even books, came
from the Old Land, and we find
piteous entreaties for something—
anything—to read.

Tt was Thomas Carleton, the first
Governor of New Brunswick, who de-
cided that Frederic’s Town (as he
named the place in honour of a royal
duke) should be the capital; and
still the larger city at the mouth of
the river can hardly forgive him
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for his blindness to its superior
claims. To balance this, one hopes
the Frederictonians are properly

grateful to the stubborn old Gover-
nor, to whom they owe the greater
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hopes and outworn ambitions lie side
by side with the poor mortals whom
they lured and tortured during life.
Here and there, amongst the crowd
headstones,

of humble moss-grown

OFFICERS' SQUARE AND OLD BARRACKS

part of their city’s marveilous com-
pleteness.

Naturally, the seat of Government
is largely the centre of intellectual
and social life, and hence, no doubt,
the fact that Fredericton can boast
a larger number of literary associa-
tions than is usual with a town of its
small population. Looking through a
bibliography of works bearing on
New Brunswick or written by
authors who had spent some part of
their lives in the Province, I was
amazed to find how many persons,
having some connection with Fred-
ericton, have been haunted with liter-
ary ambitions. Many of the names
have only been brought to light by
the most painstaking research, and,
turning over the list of these forgot-
ten writers, one seems to be wander-
ing through a cemetery, where dead

and scarcely legible, one comes on
some more magnificent monument,
which, at least for a moment, catches
one’s attention, though it by no
means follows that its subject was
worthier than many who sleep be-
neath grassy, unmarked mounds.
Chronologically, one of the earliest
Frederictonians who won a reputa-
tion with his pen was the first Pro-
vincial Secretary, Reverend Jonathan
Odell. He lived in Fredericton for
nearly thirty years, but his literary
work belonged to an earlier time,
when, in the heat of the American
Revolution, he used his pen, an effec-
tive weapon, on the British side. His
style was pungent, his verses hitterly
satirical, but his story, as sketched
in Tyler’s ‘‘Literary History of the
Revolution,”” accounts for some
acerbity. A descendant of New Eng-
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land Puritans, he was in turn doe-
tor, clergyman, and politician. He de-
plored the action of the British
ministry in taxing the colonies, but
did not go far enough to suit the
hotter ‘‘Patriots.”” After suffering
various insults, he was forced to es-
cape to New York, which he might

OLD GOVERNMENT HOUSE

never have reached had not a
Quakeress concealed him, when hard
pressed, in a dark and secret nook
contrived for such emergencies be-
hind the shelves of her linen closet.
Throughout the war Odell cheered
on the Loyalists with his rhymes, and
was long happily convinced that the
““mock-States,”” with their ‘‘mock-
money’’ and ¢“mock-troops,”’ would
all melt away together. ‘When at
last this predietion proved to be hope-
lessly at fault, the poet turned his
back on his native New England, and
gave his energies to building up a
new British Province in the morth,
where to the last he showed himself,
as Tyler says, ‘‘a proud, gritty mem-
ber of a political party that had been
defeated, but never conquered or
convineced.”’

A few years after the staunch old

Loyalist’s death there was born in
Fredericton a boy named John Fos-
ter Kirk, who became secretary to
the American historian Prescott, and
himself wrote a history of ¢‘Charles
the Bold.”” Amongst other writers on
serious subjects who have lived for
longer or shorter periods in the small
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capital might be mentioned Dr.

George R. Parkin and William Fran-
¢is Ganong, who has worked both in
the fields of history and science.
Of story-writers, there is special
reason in connection with Frederic-
ton in mentioning the name of
Juliana Horatia Ewing, not so much
on aceount of the value of her work,
though her books for children are as
graceful and dainty and quaintly
humorous as the most charming of
the little people for whom she wrote;
but because her letters from her
«“(tanada Home,”” which have been
published comparatively recently,
give a most delightful picture of life
in Fredericton forty years ago.
Incidentally, the bright, unconven-
tional young lady, impulsive, whimsi-
eal, imaginative as a child, and her
musical husband, both ready to en-

&7 "'HM
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joy to the full life under its new as-
peets, must have been a great acqui-
sition to the society of Fredericton
during the two years of their sojourn
there. Major Ewing came to Fred-
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ance in fuel.”” But this ‘‘Reka
Dom,”’ as Mrs. Ewing christened it
(the name is Russian for ‘‘River
House’’) commanded such a view of
the St. John that more practical con-

CHRIST CHURCH CATHEDRAL

eriction in some capacity connected
with the garrison, having just mar-
ried Juliana Gatty, the daughter of
a Yorkshire clergyman, and one of
a family of eight brothers and sis-
ters. Already the bride—a tiny,
golden-haired woman, with ““deep
eye‘s”-—had won a reputation in her
special field of work; and she wrote
several of her stories at Fredericton.
But she was no recluse. She en-
joyed the society of the place and
its amusements, and 1 fear that on
the other side, ‘‘society’ must have
derived a wicked pleasure from the
little lady’s queer experiments in
housekeeping.

On their first arrival, the couple
established themselves in an old
house of twenty-one rooms, so diffi-
cult to heat that as that useful fac-
totum, the orderly, declared, ‘‘it
would take a major-general’s allow-

FREDERICTONIANS ARE JUSTLY
PROUD OF THIS EDIFICE AND PARK

siderations seem to have sunk into
insignificance. Moreover, it was near
the Cathedral, which Mrs. Ewing
learned to love almost as much as
the River and the trees, which are
the glory of Fredericton; and the
ferry-boat (for it was before the
building of the great bridge) stopped
opposite their front door. The Ewings
made no attempt to furnish their
great house (which, by the way, still
stands) in any regular fashion. They
appear rather to have camped in it,
and when they gave a dinner-party,
they had to borrow right and left,
glass and china and candlesticks,
whereby hangs a harrowing tale. The
dinner, enlivened doubtless by the
sparkling wit of the hostess, was a
brilliant success until, at the end of
the evening, an extraordinary uproar
was heard from the kitchen. Going
to see what was the matter, Mrs,
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THE FORMER HOME AT FREDERICTON OF THE POET BLISS CARMAN

Ewing found the orderly and a ‘‘bor-
rowed butler’” engaged in a stand-
up fight amongst the debris of the
borrowed china, whilst the cook, half-
intoxicated, lay in the corner, ‘“‘a
heap of smoking ruins,”’ having
crammed a lighted pipe into her
pocket.

Mrs. Ewing threw herself with en-
thusiasm into Canadian ways and
(anadian sports. In winter, when
the dry, powdery snow covered the
fields she and her hushand went
sleigh-riding or snow-shoeing. In
summer they explored the woods for
new flowers, and learned to paddle
their own canoe on the river by day
or night. On one moonlight even-
ing, Mrs. Ewing writes that they ‘‘lay
to’’ in the Nashwaaksis, close to a
great bull-frog; on another they
came down the St. John with the
current, their canoe and thirteen
others being lashed together, whilst
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the Major, who was choirmaster at
the Cathedral, led the singing, with
his paddle for conductor’s baton.
They both loved the glories of colour
in the Canadian landscape; and Mrs.
Ewing tried to reproduce them in
water-colour, but found the rich
tints baffling. She was nothing if
not courageous, however, and she of-
ten organised sketching parties dur-
ing her brief residence in Frederie-
ton. Some of her sketches, including
views of her beloved Cathedral and
the Old Barracks, where Major Ew-
ing had his office, are reproduced in
the volume describing her Canadian
home, to which I have referred.
Fredericton surely has some mys-
terious appeal to the poetic side of
many minds. Of those half-forgot-
ten writers of early days several
strove to express themselves in verse,
whilst in more recent years, new
poets have arisen not likely to be for-
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gotten while interest in Canadian
literature continues to grow as it has
grown during the last few decades.

Of these later singers of the St.
John, of its woods and wild-flowers,
of its wide salt-marshes and the
weird, terrible sea, the best known
are akin in more than their genius
and their common love of Nature as
she reveals herself in the lovely land
of their birth. Bliss Carman, the
richly-gifted Roberts family, and
Barry Straton are all cousins and
great-granchildren of a certain Judge
Bliss, who was a cousin of the Ameri-
can philosopher and essayist Emer-
son. All were educated in the
schools of Fredericton, several of the
cousins attended the University of
New Brunswick, and all are endowed
with some share of the poet’s gift.
Now most of this wonderful ‘‘nest
of singing-birds’’ have left their old
haunts for a wider, busier world, but
still one representative of the family
remains, Mrs. Macdonald, who is her-
self a poet.

The two most widely famed mem-
bers of this melodious clan, Charles
(. D. Roberts and Bliss Carman,
have mnot confined themselves to
verse. They have plied the pen in
many ways. Mr. Carman has been
editor and essayist, as well as poet,
but it is his verses, with their haunt-
ing phrases and wonderful word pie-
tures, which seem to belong most in-
timately to the quiet home of his hoy-
hood and to the streams, along which
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used to flash his far-famed ‘‘Red
Swan.”’
As for Charles Roberts, he has

won honours in history and fiction,
with tales of old times and stories
of animals, but, if I mistake not,
poetry was his first love, and in the
poetry of our country many would
accord him the rank of laureate.

Little Fredericton has every right
to be proud of her poets, and we may
well believe that they are proud of
her. Who could paint her more at-
tractively than does Roberts, in his
lines ‘“To Fredericton in Maytime,”’
which strangely mingles the sweet-
ness of spring with longing memories
of summer ?—

“This morning, full of breezes and per-
fume,
Brimful of promise of midsummer wea-
ther,
When bees and birds and I are glad to-
gether,
Breathes of the full-leaved season, when
soft gloom :
Chequers thy streets, and thy close elms
assume
Round roof and spire the semblance of
green billows,
Yet now thy glory is the yellow wil-
lows,
The yellow willows, full of bees and bloom.
Under their dusty blossoms blackbirds
meet,
And robins pipe amid the cedars nigher;
Thro’ the still elms I hear the ferry’s

at;

The swallows chirp about the towering
spire ;

The whole air pulses with its weight of
sweetb,

Yet not quite satisfied is my desire.”
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WATCHFOB

A STORY OF INTERNATIONAL DIPLOMACY

BY CAPTAIN LESLIE T. PEACOCKE

DID not have long to wait, so I

knew the matter must be of im-
portance. The outer room was
crowded, yet on presenting my card
I could see by the searching glance
I received from the secretary in at-
tendance and the alacrity with which
he delivered it that I was expected.
He reappeared almost immediately,
and many envious glances were cast
on me by the waiting importunates,
among whom, as I hastened to obey
the summons, I recognised several
members of the Upper House and one
Cabinet Minister. As I entered, the
Prime Minister looked up from the
document he was perusing and mo-
tioned me to a chair. He appended
his signature, added a postseript,
placed it in an envelope, and care-
fully sealed it. He regarded me in-
tently from under his shaggy brows
for fully half a minute, and then he
spoke. :

‘“‘Captain Forbes,”” he said, “‘you
don’t waste time.”’

I hastened to assure him that none
of my colleagues did so when the
Government service was in question.
Our time belonged to it. 3

““T am going to entrust you with a
very important mission,”’ he said,
““perhaps a dangerous one. You know
Dublin?”’

““Yes,”” I replied. ‘‘I was quar-
tered there with my regiment eight
years ago.’’

He opened a drawer in his desk,
and took from it a square package.

““@ood!”’ he exclaimed, ‘‘I want
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you to leave for there by the night
mail from Euston. I need not ask
you if I ean trust you with a secret.”’

I assured him that was unneces-
sary. He took up the package.

““This,”” he said, ‘‘contains the
State jewels, which were stolen from
Dublin Castle. You no doubt have
heard of the theft.”’

‘Who, indeed, had not. The news-
papers at the time had been full of
it, their recovery despaired of, and
many prominent people, peers and
government officials, some of them
my intimate acquaintances, suspected
of the erime. To say I was astonished
was to put it mildly. He smiled at
my undisguised surprise, and con-
tinued :

““I do not believe in leaving in the
dark a man whom I trust.”” (I bowed
my appreciation.) ‘‘So I am going
to tell you all about it. You will
be surprised to hear that it is more
or less an international affair. As
you may remember at the time, the
Lord-Lieutenant had as a guest a
certain young Prince, you know whom
I mean?”’ (I nodded my assent.)
““Well,”” he contiued, ‘‘that young
Prince is a practical locksmith; our
seeret service found that out, and,
having the run of the castle, he found
the opportunity of committing the
theft. He was, of course, never sus-
pected; in fact, was the last person
on whom suspicion did fall.
investigation, we discovered that he
is in love with a beautiful woman of
the actress type, whom he has housed

Upon.
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in a sort of splendour at Angouléme,
in France, the Prince having rented
a chateau at Jarnac, quite adjacent.
We discovered that this woman had
taken all the stones of value out of
their settings, and had them reset to
suit her fancy. The old settings we
discovered, some having been pawned
in Bordeaux, some in Royan, and
some in Cognac. Having located
them, it was an easy matter to get
them back. Our secret service saw
to that. The lady was eleverly rob-
bed, and all the jewels in their
original settings are in this pack-
age.”’

He paused, and handed the pack-
age to me.

““A smart piece of work, sir,”’ I
said; ‘““but I don’t quite see what
danger I incur in delivering them to
the officials at Dublin Castle.”’

The Premier ' looked suddenly
grave.

“1 trust none,”’ he said, ‘“‘but I
warn you to be on your guard.
Three of our secret service men had
charge of their recovery from that
woman, and only one of them re-
turned to London. Watson, a Scot-
land Yard man, was murdered in
Tours, and Bowers—you knew him,
I think—has been waylaid in some
way in Paris. The Prince, you know,
as heir to the throne; though kept
low in funds by his father, hence I
suppose his incentive for theft, has
tremendous influence, and has put the
secret service of his country to the
task of recovering the jewels. They
missed the mark in Watson and
Bowers, as the third man, little Cas-
well—you know him also, I think—
had them in his possession, and got
them safely through. The Prince
apparently will stop at nothing to
get them back; his blind infatuation
for that woman has turned his
brain.”’

- T ventured to suggest that if the
recovery of the jewels was publicly
made known, that the Prince would
desist in his efforts, advocating at
the same time the cause of several
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Castle officials who had lost their
positions incidental to the robbery.

““That is unfortunately what we
cannot do,”’ said the Premier. ‘‘Our
relations are already somewhat
strained with the country to which
the Prince belongs, and such an act
on our part might precipitate a war.
No, we must go slow, and if possible
replace them without a breath of sus-
picion from the public falling on the
Prince. Here is a letter to the Chief
Secretary of Ireland. He is the only
person outside the secret service who
knows anything of the matter.”’

He handed me the envelope he had
so carefully sealed.

“That is all, T think,”” he added,
extending his hand, which I respeet-
fully shook and withdrew.

To me the mission appeared a sim-
ple one, and it was with unmixed
feelings of delight that I anticipated
my visit to Dublin, where I had some
warm friends, contracted during my
period of soldiering in that hos-
pitable city.
~ Leaving Downing Street, I hailed
the first hansom that offered, giving
my rooms in Half Moon Street as my
destnation. Pondering deeply over my
interview with the Prime Minister
and the cause and effect of the Dublin
Castle robbery, I took no thought of
'y bearings, until suddenly looking
up, I found to my astonishment that
I was crossing Waterloo Bridge.
Surely I had made no mistake in my
directions to the driver? Remember-
ing the mission I was on, and the
Premier’s advice, I raised my cane,
and, cautiously opening the little
door in the roof of the hansom, took
stock of my Jehu. Yes, upon close
inspection, there was no doubt he
was a foreigner.  His high cheek
bones, blond hair, and florid com-
plexion betrayed his nationality.
That the Prince’s emissaries were
daring and unscrupulous there was
now no doubt. Leaning far forward,
I looked behind us, and was not sur-
prised to see that we were being close-
ly followed by another hansom, con-



528 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

taining two men, unmistakably of the
same nationality as my driver. My
experiences of later years, whilst fol-
lowing my present calling, had
sharpened my wits, and, seizing the
opportunity, as my hansom got
blocked in a crush at the end of the
bridge, I eautiously sprang out, and,
dodging swiftly through the moving
vehicles, darted into a ’bus bound for
Charing Cross. Fearing to return to
my rooms, as I knew I was now a
marked man, I left the ’bus in the
Strand, and, engaging a hansom,
whose driver looked above suspicion,
I drove straight to the Naval and
Military Club in Pieecadilly. From
there I telephoned to my rooms, and
in less than an hour my servant had
delivered to the club a suit case con-
taining everything I should need for
my journey and short sojourn in
Dublin. T kept within the precincts
of the elub until the hour of my de-
parture, and, having secured the
package containing the jewels, and
the letter, to a belt which T wore be-
neath my waist coat, and enveloping
myself in an Inverness Cape, I hailed
a cab, and in less than half an hour
was the sole occupant of a first-class
smoking carriage in the Irish mail. A
liberal trip to the guard of the train
had secured me that privilege.
Having provided myself with some
light refreshments at the club, I
found no necessity to leave the train
at either Crewe or Chester, and a
good book enabled me to pleasantly
kill the time until we were within ten
miles of Holyhead. Knowing that
we were nearing the terminus, T was
in the act of consulting my watch,
when a sudden jerk, accompanied by
a tearing and grinding sound,
brought the train, which was for-
tunately slowing down, to a stand-
still. In a moment all was confusion,
and, leaning out of the window, I as-
cortained from one of the frightened
passengers that some sleqpers had
been thrown across the rails, nparly
derailing the locomotive. Fearing I
should miss connection with the Mail

DBoat, I hailed the approaching
guard, who was running down the
line of ecars, accompanied by an
officer in naval uniform, beseeching
the passengers to keep their seats, as
the obstacle, having been removed,
the train was about to proceed. In
answer to my inquiries, he told me
that the mails had already gone for-
ward, as delay might invalidate the
Irish mail contract, and the boat
would more than probably leave be-
fore we reached the pier. More than
annoyed at the delay, which would
now entail a loss of twelve hours, I
swore roundly at railroads in general,
my views being shared by the naval
officer, who begged for a seat in my
compartment, as the other smoking
carriage was crowded. Nothing loth,
I asked the guard to open the door,
and in a few minutes the train was
once more on the move.

My companion, I discovered, was a
junior lieutenant, in command of a
torpedo boat lying at Holyhead, and
at present engaged in the Spring
manceuvres. IHis boat was part of the
defending fleet, which had anchored
the preceding day. He was a pleasant
fellow, and on learning that I had
been in army, we soon fraternised,
and I d to avail myself of his
offer his ship, and partake of
his hospitality. T did not relish the
idea of knocking about Holyhead in
the dead of the night with the ob-
jects of my mission on my person,
and a British man-of-war, albeit a
small one, was as safe a place as I
could have wished. He told me that
he had been paying a visit to some
people in the neighbourhood, close to
where the accident had occurred, and
gave me to understand his affections
were involved. He acknowledged the
breach of discipline in leaving his
command during the manceeuvres,
but pleaded the state of his affections
as an excuse.

We found a pinnace awaiting him,
and, as all was darkness in the har-
bour, we got safely aboard his eraft
without his absence being detected.
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He told me he was the only officer
aboard, and he apparently took great
pride in his command. His cabin and
quarters were very comfortable, and
from the porthole near which I sat,
1 could indistinetly define the heavy
hulls of several ironclads.

‘We drank a success to the object of
his visit ashore, and he regaled me
with an excellent supper, and invited
me to accept the hospitality of his
bed, assuring me that a short rest
on the eabin lounge was all that he
required. I was glad of the oppor-
tunity for snatching a few hours’
gleep in such safe quarters, and,
throwing myself down on the bed,
which was uncomfortably narrow, I
was soon snoring like a trooper.

I could not have been asleep more
than five minutes, when I was
awakened by the most dreadful up-
roar. It seemed to me as if all the
thunders in heaven were suddenly let
loose. I sprang up and opened the
cabin door. As I did so, T heard my
host give a sharp command, one that
1 understood—but in a foreign
tongue. Scattered as my senses were,
1 quickly grasped the sitnation. I
was trapped, cleverly trapped, and
on board a torpedo boat bel ing to
that foreign government whos
service I was trying to"mtv’git.

The harbour, which but a short
time before had been plunged in
darkness, was now a flood of light,
searchlights playing on and around
us, and the flashes from the big guns
of the ironclads were almost blinding.
T realised at onee that the attacking
fleet had made their appearance un-
der cover of the darkness, and that
the ships T had seen lying all around
us were trying to beat them off. This
mimic battle would give my host an
excellent opportunity to escape, as I
knew that our own torpedo boats
would be rushing to the mouth of the
harbour to engage the supposed
enemy, and thereby give the boat I
was on every chance to reach the open
sea without exciting suspicion. To
reach the deck and jump overboard

D1}

529

was impossible, as the Lieutenant and
three of his crew barred my way,
and T saw at a glance that the port-
holes of the cabin were too small to
permit my exit in that way. :

T had not a moment to waste in
thinking, as T had heard the Lieuten-
ant give the command to full steam
ahead for the open sea. I knew that
he did not suspect that T knew T was
trapped, and T might expect his ap-
pearance at any moment in the eabin.
The situation was desperate, for I
realised that if once clear of the
mouth of the harbour T was lost, and
my life not worth two pins. No man
could know what I must know, and
live. To think, with me, was to act,
and drawing the revolver with which
1 had been careful to provide my-
self, T awaited his entrance. In less
than half a minute he entered, and,
clubbing the pistol, T felled him like
an ox, slamming instantly the door
behind him. In the twinkling of an
eyelash T had ripped off the table-
cloth, bound him, and with his own
handkerchief gagged him. The boat,
now under full steam, was plunging
and straining to reach the open bay.
To one unaccustomed to the motion
of the torpedo boat, as she darted in
and out to avoid the many craft,
bellicose and otherwise, with which
the harbour was ecrammed, the sen-
sation was far from pleasant, and T
found it all T could do to keep my
footing.

Having made my prisoner fast, I
bolted the cabin door, which, for-
tunately, fastened on the inside, and,
exerting all my strength, T tore the
table from its hinges and braced it
against the door, backing it with the
Lieutenant’s sea chest. T was safe
for a time, at least, and T was fully
determined, if attacked, that my
treacherous host should die before
I did. On searching him, I found two
revolvers, both loaded, so now I was
fully armed and ready if need be to
sell my life dearly. The Lieutenant,
in his present condition, was worse
than useless for the furthering of my
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design, so, seizing the water jug, I
emptied it over his head, reviving
him almost instantly.

My only hope lay in promptly con-
vincing him that his case was as
desperate as my own, so far as his
life was concerned. As his senses
slowly awakened, the first object that
met his gaze was the barrel of my
revolver, and, closly watching his
features, I was glad to note that fear
was strongly mingled with astonish-
ment at his helpless condition.

Waiting until he had fully re-
covered, I earnestly addressed him.,

‘‘Lieutenant,”” I said, ‘“‘you are
dealing with a desperate man. T give
you my word as an officer and a gen-
tleman that if this boat is not back
in the harbour and alongside a
British ship in five minutes that you
will be a dead man.”’

From the fresh outburst of boom-
ing cannon all around, T knew that
we were now in the open, and passing
the attacking fleet, and a voice, prob-
ably that of his second in command,
was calling for my host. If he sus-
peeted how matters stood, T knew that
my scheme must fail,

“I am going to ungag you,”’ T
continued, ‘‘and you must stand in
the doorway and issue such commands
I give you. If you fail to obey me
in the slightest particular I ghall
blow your brains out.”’

So saying, I loosened the gag,
forced him to a standing position, and
shoved him towards the door, keep-
ing the cold muzzle of my I:evolver
pressed against the back of his heaq.
1 then made him remove the barri-
cades T had placed at the door suffi-
ciently to permit his addressing a
party on the outside.

“What are you going to do?’’ I
asked. ‘‘Are you going to obey me
or are you not?’”’ 3

The perspiration was pouring doyvn
his face, and he was trembling
visibly. ““Yes,”” he replied, ‘‘but I
must give my commands my own way
or they will suspect.”’

““No, you don’t,”” I retorted. ‘‘Do

exactly as I tell you, or I’ll blow the
back of your skull in.”’

I pressed the muzzle home to em-
phasise my intention.

“‘Now, round ship,’”’ I ecommanded,
‘““and full steam for the harbour.”’

He groaned.

““They won’t obey that,”” he
pleaded. ‘“You don’t understand;
they would suspect at once, and my
life doesn’t count in this. T will tell
them to lay to. That won’t alarm
them, and I will help you to escape.
I swear it.”’

His argument appeared reasonable.
so I told him to go ahead. He did
so, and the boatswain’s reply, in the
foreign tongue, which I, fortunately,
understood, reassured me that I was
so far safe.

‘“Aye, aye, sir,”” he said, and is-
sued the order to ‘‘lay to,”” then
turned to the trembling lieutenant.
““Is everything all right, sir?’’ he in-
quired. His officer assured him that
it was, and told him to keep the men
aft and await orders. He then closed
the door, and, with his back still
towards me—my revolver muzzle in-
suring that—he addressed me."

‘““Captain Forbes,”” he said, ‘‘if
you will remove your pistol and help
me to put this table back in its place
it will be safer for both of us. The
boatswain may return for further or-
ders, and it would be well if he found
us seated at the table. I am un-
armed, so you are quite safe from
me. I swear on my honour that I
will make no attempt to eseape or
give ar alarm.”

I was half afraid to trust him,
and he was, as he said, entirely at
my mercy. So, still keeping him
covered, we carried out his sugges-
tion, and in a few minutes were ap-
parently seated in friendly discus-
sion. I placed him with his back to

the door, and faced him, thus com-

manding the situation.
““Now what is to be done?’’ I
asked. .
““Captain Forbes,’’ he commenced,
having somewhat regained his com-
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posure, ‘‘I am not going to begin by
asking your pardon for my actions, as
both of us know what we are fight-
ing for. At least, I know, and you
think you know.”’

I smiled sarcastically, and mut-
tered, “Go on. I know what I
know.”’

He put his hand to his breast
pocket, and I promptly raised my
pistol.

“PDon’t be alarmed,’’ he said, smil-
ing, ‘I am only looking for my
cigarettes,”” and he shoved the case
over to me, lit one and threw his
mateh box across the table. ‘I say
you think you know,’’ he repeated,
“phut you don’t.”” You think that
if you fulfil your mission that a great
<candal, probably great enough to
provoke a war, will be averted. T
tell you, Captain Forbes, if you de-
liver that package of jewels, which
T know you carry, a greater scandal
than ever you dreampt of will be the
result.”’

T watched his face intently, but
did not interrupt him, so he con-
tinued :

“T was brought up in England,
and went to school at Harrow, and
am as anxious as you are to prevent
any cause for ill-feeling between our
Governments. You were naturally
deceived by my bearing and accent,
and you will see that I was the best
person in our naval service to be
selected for this task.”’

Here I interrupted him.

““But why,”” T asked, ‘‘does your
Government back the Prince up in
this? It’s a damned outrage!’’

He smiled, and then instantly be-
came graver than before.

“I told you that you did not un-
derstand,’”” he said. ‘‘My presence
here has nothing to do with the
Prince or those jewels you are
anxious to take to Dyblin Castle.”’

Here I interposed by muttering,
““Bosh !”?

“I know you think so,’”’ he said,
‘“‘but hear me out. The Prince, as
you know, is an utter scamp, and has

been causing our Government no end
of trouble. He has been making him-
self conspicuous by his open infatua-
tion for that woman in France, to
whom he gave those jewels you are
carrying. His father has purposely
kept him without funds as a means
to curbing his desires, and this action
of his Majesty is without doubt the
cause of his scandalous behaviour and
of our secret missions. The Prince
is, T am bound to confess, un-
serupulous, and T am not trying to
defend his eonduct.”’

Chafing with impatience, and fear-
ing that he was trying to gain time
by talking, and thereby hoodwink me
in some way, I made a motion with
my revolver, and told him to hurry
up.

““You must hear me, Captain
Forbes,”” he said, ‘‘and you must un-
derstand that I am trying my best
to save you and both our Govern-
ments. I have given you my word,
and you must “trust me. In that
package which you ecarry there is a
watchfob; a heart-shaped locket,
which' the Prince stole from his
father, and gave to that woman. Your
secret service men took it along with
the other jewels, and it is that watch-
fob which is causing all this trouble.”

This information sounded like a
cock and bull story, and T so informed
him. He answered by telling me I
could verify it by opening the pack-
age; in fact, that I would have to do
0. I told him that I had no warrant

for that.
“Yes, you have,’’ he assented.
“Listen! That watchfob is of more

value to his Majesty than anything
he possesses, and he would sacrifice
half of his kingdom to get it back.
I will have to tell you a secret that
no one, except his Majesty and I,
“now. When you hear it, you will
keep it, I am sure. No gentleman
could do otherwise. The locket at-
tached to that fob contains a por-
trait, signed, with endearing words
on the back, and the portrait is what
his Majesty wants.”
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His very earnestness almost con-
vinced me that he was telling the
truth, so I interrupted him by asking
whose portrait could create so much
trouble,

“You must know,”’ he said, ‘‘be-
cause you will have to open that
package. It is a portrait of e
(here he mentioned a name which I
would rather lose my right hand,
aye, my life, even, than mention).
““So now,”” he continued, ‘‘you will
please open that package.”’

Utterly astounded, I obeyed him,
hoping against hope that he was
mistaken, or lying to me, in either of
which ecase I was determined he
should die. No man should utter
such a calumny in my hearing and
live.

My left hand trembled as I broke
the package open, grasping my re-
volver in my right. Underneath the
cardboard wrapping was a jewel box,
with a spring clasp, which, on my
touching, flew open, disclosing in mot-
ley array, the state regalia of Vice
Regal Dublin. I feverishly plunged
my hand amongst them, with one ar-
dent eye on the Lieutenant, whose
heart was covered by my revolver,
and the other on the jewels.

The blaze of the stones dazzled me,
so I dumped the box upside down,
and there, sure as fate, lay the
watehfob, a beautiful heart, studded
with diamonds. My host drew a sharp
breath.

““Ah!”’ he exclaimed, ‘‘that’s it!
Open it. You will see I have told
you the truth.’’ Still hoping that
he was mistaken, I acted on his sug-
gestion, prying the locket open with
my teeth, my finger on the trigger
of the pistol. If he had calumniated
one of England’s fairest royal
daughters to save his filthy neck
nothing could save him now, no mat-
ter what the consequences to myself
might be.

My teeth soon found the clasp of
the locket, and it dropped open 1n
my hand. In a moment I saw that
he had not lied to me. I stared at

it, and then at him, and placed the
revolver on the table,

“Well?”’ he said.

Utterly dumbfounded, I could only
mutter.

“‘T—er—I beg your pardon.”’

He held out his hand for the fob.

““Thank you,’’ he said.

““No!”’ I eried fiercely.
burn the portrait,”’ and I snatched it
up and sought my pocket for my pen-
knife, intending to open the locket
and extract the tell-tale miniature.

““No,”’ pleaded my host, ‘‘don’t do
that, please don’t do that. I have
kept my word to you. Won’t you
think of me now?”’

‘““What the devil has it got to do
with you?’’ I eried.

The Lieutenant shrugged his shoul-
ders.

‘‘Everything,”’ he said, ‘' without
that I cannot return. Come. Treat
me fairly. No one knows this secret
but you and I, and no Bne ever shall,
I dare mot reveal it, nor will you.
We are both gentlemen. That por-
trait was given to his Majesty, and
with the love of Princes we have
nothing to do. We are their sub-
jects, not their judges. Come, old
chap, do the right thing by me.”’

He rose, and held out his hand.

Picking up the locket, I rose, too,
and with a lump in my throat I gave
it to him. ;

‘I suppose you are right,’”” T said,
‘‘but it’s a confounded shame, the
whole business.’’

The Lieutenant endorsed my senti-
ments, and, picking my pistol from
off the table, handed it to me.

““You have mine, I think,’’ he said.
I could not help smiling as I restored
them to him.

““I suppose you know,”’” I said,

““that it was touch and go with you?’’

and I patted my revolver.

““Yes,”’ he said, ‘‘I knew.’’

He was a brave fellow, and I ad-
mired him then, and as we replaced
the jewels in their box and he held
the string in place whilst I retied
the package securely, I told him that

“We will

'\/\‘“

i e e
/

L



SELF-RELIANCE

1 hoped we should always be friends
and meet often in the future.
Asking my permission, he sum-
moned the boatswain, to whom he
whispered the success of his mission,
and in less than two minutes we were
full steam ahead for Kingstown Har-
bour. He landed me safely there,
and, refusing my offer to run up to
Dublin to partake of the hospitality
of the Kildare Street Club, whose
breakfast menu is second to none,
shook me warmly by the hand, and
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ten minutes later I was waving my
handkerchief at a tiny speck on the
horizon, which was bearing him at
twenty-five knots an hour to the land
of his allegiance.

The jewels lie safely once more in
Dublin Castle, and on the bosom of
my newly-wedded wife reposes a
heart, studded with diamonds, a wed-
ding gift from a noble gentleman
whose commands are obeyed, and
containing an excellent portrait of the
giver.

SELF-RELIANCE

By HILDA RIDLEY

T maltters not what bitter words you say,
Nor that your path winds dimly out of sight
Through sunless tracts abandoned of the light,
And that you seem to faint beside the way;
For this has been my refuge and my stay,
That in the dark you must be led aright,
And though the way be long and stern the fight,
You will emerge victorious one day:

‘When all those bands which wrap and bind you fast
Shall tear and burst, and, falling one by one,

Lie rotting on the ground, and you, at last,
Released, shall know their paltry work is done;

And like a god, leap forth to claim your own,

Naked and unashamed to stand alone.




a1 HIEE IN
BY ANNE

“Y HOPE that she doesn’t go in for

polities,”” the Iiberal said to
the friend who was extolling a lady’s
charms; ‘“‘I hate that kind of woman.
Women are women. They don’t be-
long in men’s affairs. And when
they do meddle they always make a
mess.”’

‘“Oh, she isn’t a Suffragette, if you
mean that,’’ said the friend; ‘‘or if
she is, T never heard of it,”’ he added
quickly.

““You think that she may be one?’’
The tone was all challenge.

“Well—er—I don’t know. She is
rather unexpected.’’

“What do you mean by ‘unex-
pected’?”” The tone was suspicious
this time. (And yet the Liberal was
truly a most delightful fellow).

“I mean that if I suddenly heard
that she was a Suffragette I shouldn’t
be surprised, because she is surpris-
ing.”’

““You mean that she is unconven-
tional > Now the tone had become
one of pronounced decision.

““Well, rather. Yes.”’

The Liberal considered.

‘“All women try to be unconven-
tional in these days. Does she do
it well?’’ he asked then.

““I believe that it is generally ad-
mitted that she does it very well,”’
the friend replied; ‘‘indeed, I believe
that it is generally admitted that any-
thing that she sets out to do at all
she does most uncommonly well.”’

““T hate unconventional women,”’
said the other man at that. Then—
being a Liberal and open to all man-
ner of modern advance—he added:
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THE NIGHT
WARNER

“But I shall like to meet her. You
may depend on that.”’

A week later he did meet her, and
during the week following he met her
eleven times by accident. There is a
centrifugal force of an altogether un-
common quality awhirl when people
meet eleven times by accident in one
week. It is a force far too little in-
vestigated, but, fortunately for all
politicians of any party, it exists, and
never ceases evolving new futures.

The first meeting had been on a
Sunday, and the next Sunday com-
pleted the first dozen. It was that
Sunday which followed upon the
coming of ‘‘the thief in the night.”’
She was just descending the steps of
a place where, oddly enough, many
people had been gathered without
any one’s referring to the situation.
The explanation is that the place was
Westminster Cathedral, and the most
remarkable thing about the whole af-
fair was that the Liberal should have
happened to be passing that instant.

“How very odd!”’ he exclaimed,
stopping to greet her with a brilliant

smile; ‘T didn’t know that you were

a Roman Catholic!”’

“I’'m not,’”’ she said; ‘T only go to
their church.”’

Then—althouch he was on his way
elsewhere—he walked home with her
first. They talked a bit about that
of which everyone was talking, and
he condescended to cast a few rays
upon her darkness.

““You will be very busy now,’’ she
said simply. when he paused in his
well-doing of exposition.

““Naturally,”” he said.
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1 don’t know just what to say to
you as to your chances,’”’ she said,
pausing at her own door; ‘‘you see, I
am not exactly with you.”’

They had never talked politics, and
something dire flashed through his
forehead.

““Surely you are not a Conserva-
tive?’’ he said.

““No,’”’ she said tranquilly; ‘“‘I’'m a
Socialist.”’

Of course it gave him a shock to
find out that she was a Socialist, for
nice people shouldn’t be Socialists.
Nevertheless, late in the afternoon of
that same day, he made time to go
and see her again. It had been a
day of more or less stress with spec-
ulation and mental discomfort on
every side. There are a great many
politicians who are so queer in their
ways of thinking as to find two elec-
tions in one year quite a superfluity
of public devotion. These gentlemen
made the first Sunday after the an-
nouncement of the Dissolution very
trying to their friends.

So he was awfully glad to get away
from it all, to find his feet upon the
stair-carpet of that particular house,
to see that particular parlourmaid
turning the button of that particular
sitting-room door to let him in,

In a single week the room within
had grown absolutely familiar to him.
He knew every turn of the stucco
carving and every twist of the carved
chair-legs. The same centrifugal force
which was working havic generally
within him had printed all these petty
details on his mind while he had been
thinking of other things. Strange!
But then, centrifugal force is a
strange affair.

The curtains were all drawn and
candles were lit on the chimney-piece
and on the two Italian cabinets. There
was a fire, for we all know that the
thief came upon a night in latter
November. Tt had been bitterly damp
and cold without, and the fire was
full of pleasure. On a low seat be-
fore it, her chin propped upon her
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hands, sat the Socialist. She only
turned her head when the maid an-
nounced him.

““I thought that it would be you,”’
she said; ‘“I told them not to let
any one else in.”’

He felt so grateful, so glad of the
fire, so generally content with life
for the first time that day, that he
almost went down on his knee be-
side her and——

But he rallied at once and took a
chair, crossed his legs, and shut his
eyes.

‘“‘How most awfully good you are,’’
he said. ‘“Oh, I’m so tired!”’

‘““You’d like tea, I know,’’ she said
then, jumping up and running to the
bell before he could open his eyes.
“I'm sure that you must have had
it and had it all wrong, but now you
shau have more and have it quite
as 1t should be.”’

So they had tea, and he cheered
up amazingly.

‘Don’t think that I'm depressed
over this beastly election,’” he said
f)resently. “I don’t mind it in the
east, only it’s such rot having the
game all over again. I’ve other ways
to Spend money—better ways.’’

3 YeS_, naturally,’”” she said, in a
kitten-like and soothing manner; ‘‘but
whatever happens we're safe not
to have. another thes year, you know.”’
Sh(_e smiled there, but he took her most
seriously and answered :

‘I should think not,”’ with the
accent on each word.

““And you’re so much better off
than those in the doubtful spots,’’ she
went on. ‘‘You can rest easy with
your lovely big majority; you don’t
ficure in that horrible column that
they keep printing under the heading
of ‘Possible Gains.’ ”’

He smiled at that, but only a very
little.

““One can never tell what will hap-
pen nowadays,”’ he said. ‘‘Some
new wind may blow on the Lahour
weathercock and give me an oppon-
ent after all—a real adversary, that
would mean.”’
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She was silent a minute, and then
ghe said:

«1 do wonder if I am true enough
to my belief to want to see you over-
thrown by some one of my order.”’

«“your order? You don’t mean
that you are actually a Socialist? In
very deed?’’ Then he leaned forward
and tried to see her face, but her face
was to the fire.

““Yes, in very deed, I am. I sub-
scribe to the whole programme.’’

“What, for the land and all?”’

“Yes.”” And then she turned and
looked at him.

He contemplated her with that
kind of smile which exacts more
patience from an intelligent woman
than anything else that the stupidest
man can do.

“You don’t really know what
you’re talking about, my dear little
girl,”” he said pleasantly, and then
apologised. ‘‘It slipped out before
I thought,’’ he explained casually.

A great many men must have
called her ‘“‘dear little girl’’ inad-
vertently before, for she didn’t seem
to notice at all. §

“I don’t believe that you know
what Socialism really is,”’ she said,
after a while.

““Oh, yes, I do. T read all their
papers.”’

“Then you are familiar with the
Belgian platform, the French plat-
form, the position of Bebel, what has
been done in Hesse, what they’ve
driven through in Bavaria, and what
Berger declares will come soon in
America.”’

He felt a bit staggered, but, being
a Liberal, he only took a sip of tea
and said:

“Ag a general thing, yes.”

She looked at him in a most
peculiar manner, opened her lips to
speak, then looked at him in a quite
different manner, and closed them
again.

“Tf you are really and truly a
Socialist,”” he continued presently,
“T don’t quite see how you manage
with society: its conventionalities

must gall you very considerably.””

“1’;m throwing them over rather
rapidly,’’ she said. ‘‘I do not have a
companion, and I decline to wear this
year’s hats and gkirts. Both my ears
and my ankles have claims upon my
common sense and consideration.”’

“T pever thought about the com-
panion,’’ he said. “Haven’t you any
one at all living with you?”’

““No. Only guests, when I ask
them.”’

¢ Aven’t you—aren’t you afraid of
being talked about?’’

““Not a bit. I know absolutely how
to behave, and I do not make friends
of either sex unless they know how
to behave too.”’

He pondered this a little, and won-
dered what would happen to a man
who misbehaved. He glanced at her;
she was staring in the fire, and she
looked very pretty. But then he
noticed that her right hand was on
the handle of the singing tea-kettle,
and something in the sight of the
steam pouring out of its spout re-
minded him suddenly that he was
conventional—and a gentleman—and
a Liberal. After all, the Salvation
Army lassies go everywhere. Why
should she have a companion? He
couched, glanced at the tea-kettle
again, and took some more cake.

“T gometimes wonder,”” she pur-
sued, ‘‘just how far one has a right
to follow out their own beliefs. Tt’s
a bit puzzling at times.”’

““Yes,”” he said. ‘‘For instance, if
T invited you to go north with me
and make speeches, you couldn’t, of
course.”’

He did not put it as a question,
meaning simply to bring her up with
a round turn.

¢““Why couldn’t T?”’ she demanded,
turning her face towards him.

He choked on a currant.

“Wonld you?’’ he asked when he
could speak.

“Yes, if T could do any good. But
T don’t see how T eould do any good.
TUnless you had a great deal of typing
to do? T use a typewriter as well as

3
A
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a professional. But as to speeches,
my convictions are as far ahead of
yours as yours are ahead of your
opponent’s. I couldn’t set back the
hands of my clock to suit your elee-
tion needs, you know.’’

With that she turned her face to
the fire again. It came over him with
what can only be deseribed as over-
whelming irresistibleness what it
would mean to have his cold, gray,
weary, northward way illuminated by
this—this—well, let us say just, by
This. Of course, being a mere man,
he didn’t know exactly where he was
standing or just what he was ap-
proaching, but he did know that—
that

There are tons of typewriting to do
always,”’ he said suddenly, with an
emphasis that almost shattered his
tongue.

“T don’t know why I shouldn’t go
with you and do it,”’ she said then;
“it would be very interesting.’’

He looked up at the ceiling, but it
had not fallen. Then he looked at
her. Some men—even some English-
men—can get over a great deal of
ground in a week.

“‘Doesn’t that tea-kettle burn your
hand ?’’ he asked. The other subject
he felt that he must drop.

Her eyes fell sideways as far as
the tea-kettle handle, and she shook
her head. :

‘It keeps my hand warm,’’ she
gaid; “‘I always hold it.”’

The days passed rapidly while the
thief slipped lightly here and there
making up his sack of booty. Then
the days arrived when the battle be-
gan to froth at the eannon’s mouth,
and every one was up, off and away.
A great deal had happened, was hap-
pening, was inevitably to happen.
All sorts of dust filled the air, all
sorts of complications blew out of un-
expected quiet back street. Some sheet-
anchors became loose and dragged.
Some things afloat went ashore. Some
parties ran men where they had no

ehance and picked up somebody else’s

P

certainty half unawares. That merry
old saw about the foregone conclusion
speedily began to back water, and
in some places leaked sadly. The
Liberal became rather tired and
haggard.

“I wonder if it would really do to
take you with me,’’ he said one day;
and if he had not been so wrought
upon by his country’s need that he
dared not divide his voting strength
in such an hour, he might have said
more. ‘‘More’’ was dreadfully close
to getting itself said every day now.
““More’’ would have simplified things
so. But

““I don’t see why not; it’s nobody’s
business but ours,’’ she said. “‘If it
makes too much trouble—why, I'm
alone and quite free.”’

.“It wquld be such a comfort,”’ he
wid, eyeing her in a way very ab-
sorbent of possible comfort. ‘‘Of
course, there are always other people
about—other women, you know; and
—oh well, I want you up there with
me.”’

“I could do letters and things,”
she suggested modestly, ““and I’ll
never interfere.”” She knew his point
of view well by this time; and being
very wise she never took any liberties.
He was not a man who believed in
women having much liberty.

“Yes,”” he said, ‘‘that is your great
charm. You never do interfere. You
know your place. I’ve no use for
women except in their place.”” He
was very English, and most Liberal—
with a big L.

She smiled.

“I’ll go with pleasure,

And she went.

)

she said.

It is a very disagreeable trip to
make in winter, and that railway
which transforms G. B. into N. B. is
not the smoothest in the world, even
under the best of circumstances. Yet
they were very gay about it, and he
was obliged to talk polities steadily
to keep from feeling unduly exuber-
ant. He went into a lot of details
for her benefit, and pointed out all

S
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the common-sense objections to her
own creed, even while admitting that
he had not read Das Kapital in Ger-
man, and could not disprove any
Vandervelde statistics.

¢ At any rate, Bismarck was driven
into all his reforms by our pressure,’’
che said in her sweetly subdued
feminine undertone.

«“Not necessarily,”’ he declared,
and then he made her a truly fine
speech on Magna Charta, full of
warmth of tone and wealth of meta-
phor only to be accounted for by
the fact that he had to continue talk-
ing polities to keep from falling into
the temptation of forgetting the
premier claim of his party and all
else for—

“T don’t want to argue,’’ she said
finally, peering out at some signals
which did not wink at her, ‘‘but it
always seems to me that Socialism is
the inevitable——"’

Just there the non-winking signals
proved their stolidity by being the
prime factor in a sudden crash,
smash, and wreck. There was a quick
chain of hideous jars, a sound of
shattering glass, the wrenching of
wood and steel, the creaking, rending,
and harsh grating that accompanies
every railway disaster. The roof
above sank suddenly, the cold air
rushed in, the Socialist felt herself
to be upon the floor of the coupé, and
the Liberal was silent, flung down in
a heap on the floor beside her.

Outside there were shrieks and
wails in the darkness. It is always
pandemonium in the very first of an
aceident. She was perfectly quiet
herself and sure that she had not lost
consciousness for a single second.
Stripping off her gloves she felt
about. He was stretched lengthwise
between the seats and besprinkled
with broken glass. She knew in her-
self that clear, swift precision of
judgment which is priceless in an
hour of need, and slipping on one
glove to protect her hand from glass-
splinters, sent it before the other to
search out how he fared. In a few

seconds she knew that his head was
free; her bare hand touched his face
and felt none of the moisture that
hints hideously in the dark. She
moved closer and bent her ear to his
lips; his breathing was very faint.
She struggled to get her hand where
she could feel if his heart beat, but
he had not intended freezing to death
on his way to his constituency, and
his heart was entrenched and inac-
cessible. So she drew his head upon
her knee and waited quietly.

It seemed a long time, but it was
in reality only a few minutes, before
the first torches went flaming by. The
half-hour after was hell in very truth.
The wrecking-train with its wondrous
outfit and workers arrived soon, and
they placed a jack-screw under the
bent and twisted roof and took, the
Liberal out, feet first. The Socialist
followed on her hands and knees, as
would perhaps be thought eminently
fitting. Vool

Thus he came among his own to
“stand again.”’ &

«Will he recover?’’ she asked of
the surgeon in the hospital where
they carried him.

““ Are you a relative?’’

“No; I’'m his secretary.’’

“Yes, he’ll ecome out all right,’’
said the surgeon, ‘“‘but he’ll be weeks
at it, and the uncertainty as to how
he’ll pull through will likely lose him
his seat.”’

She went in afterwards and looked
at him. They had shaved his head
and bound ice-bags on it. His eyes
were closed and he was quiet, yet
strangely unrestful.

““Tt’s fever,”’ said the nurse, glanc-
ing at him as she put her little glass
table in order, ‘“he’ll sleep soon. He’s
only out of his head now. Nothing
dangerous.”’

The Socialist drew a chair beside
the narrow white bed, slipped her
arm beneath te uneasy head and drew
it into the angle of the best rest of
all, the rest that God and nature
devised together for babies and
weary, weary men. The head was

e, ———
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still, the lips parted in a single,
peaceful sigh; then there was silence,
utter and complete.

“‘I’m his cousin,’’ the Socialist said
to the nurse later. As she said it
she laughed into the nurse’s eyes.

“Come whenever you're able,”” said
the nurse (she ought to have had a
Gold Medal, a Blue Ribbon, and been
made a member of the Academie
Franecaise) ; it’ll do him more good
than anything else.”’

The Socialist laughed again, but
her lips trembled too. Such a close
call. To think that——

In January of the year of our Lord
nineteen hundred and eleven, Eng-
land was still afloat upon the water
which she claims as her own by right
of sall that has been said and done
since days before the Spaniards of

the Armada thought otherwise and
failed to make good.
The election was over, and why

say more than that when we all know
how it went?

The Liberal, sitting up and rapidly
recovering, knew that he had come
through victor, and was very calm
about it—as victors have a way of
being. He looked over his telegrams
and cards with quiet appreeciation.

“T suppose that sympathy had a lot
to do with it,”’ he said to the Social-
ist, who came in to take his orders
for dictation and typing as tranquilly
as if she had never done anything
else in life. ‘‘By George! but that
was a crack to get on the head. Talk
about ‘Zerstreuung’ for spies—well,
a knock like mine will do the busi-
ness; I don’t remember one word I
said from London up.’”” And then
he looked at her very hard, indeed,
wondering what he had said on the
way up and what she had said when
he said it—if, indeed, he had said it.

“You talked about the election,”’
she told him. ‘‘And you outlined it
all for me. And I made notes for
your speeches—don’t you remem-
ber?”’

‘““Not one syllable.”’
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Then she opened her eyes widely.

“Don’t you remember my going
throngh some of Kautsky’s premises
for you, and your being so inter-
ested ?”’

“I tell you I can’t remember a
thing.”’

““Why, don’t you recollect how you
suggested the possibility of incor-
porating some of those principles into
your own speeches?’” Her amaze-
ment was very real now.

He quite started.

““‘Socialistic principles
speeches?”’

“You weren’t going to call them
by Kautsky’s or von Vollmar’s
name. I wanted that but you
wouldn’t have it.”’

“Well, I should think not,”’ said
the Liberal.

‘““No; but we went all over it—
just on account of the Labour vote;
and I made notes and typed them.”’

“When? When did you type
them.”’

‘“ After the aceident.
night. T was so afraid that I would
forget. And I knew that they would
be needed—during the campaigns,
you know.’”’

“Did you get them into the
papers, or print them as an ad-
dress?”’

“I didn’t have them printed; I
thought that rather risky. I de-
livered them myself.”’

“You delivered them!”’

““Yes. I said that I was your sec-
retary, and knew your views practi-
cally by heart; and so I went to all
the meetings and always spoke. Of
course, I never could have done it, ex-
cept for your having told me the
subject-matter before. But with all
that ready I managed somehow. And
it all went very well. You can read
all about it if you feel strong enough.
to look over the press clippings?’ =

“How many are there?’’ s

““There are a good many. There
are more every mail.”’

““HHow many are there now?’’

“Between five and six thousand.

into my

That same
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But I’ve sorted and arranged them.”’

““What do they say?’’

“They say you’ve founded a new
party.’’

““(tood heavens!”’

“T thought that you didn’t appre-
ciate what wonderful views you held.
I’ve often thought that, but coming
up in the train I was perfeetly be-
wildered. You don’t know what a
remarkable man you are.’”’ She was
smiling straight into his eyes. It
would be hard to doubt such a smile
under any circumstances. But
now

The Liberal leaned back against his
pillows. But the doctor had assured
her that he was strong enough now.

““I suppose that subconsciously
you’ve been thinking these thoughts
for a long time, but only now, in the
sudden hour of need, they all came
together. It was a perfeet miracle to
me how each time T rose to speak
your views stormed in on me. You
must read the speeches. Two pub-
lishers want to make a book of them.
Some of the papers say you will sure-
ly be offered the next Cabinet
vacaney.”’

Then she ran to fetch the press
clippings, and with a bright red spot
on either pale cheek the invalid read
a few selected bits dealt out to him.

““Surely you remember now?’’ she
said, looking earnestly and anxiously
into his face. ‘‘This bit about the
Miller and Ministerial proposition—
you must recall that?’”’ :

He couldn’t bear to disappoint her,
so he said kindly:

“T do seem to recollect that—but
vaguely.”’ :

Her face grew quite bright. !

““And every one was so enthusias-
tie,”’ she said. ‘‘After the first day
there were a great many telegrams
from managers and whips; and even

the head of us all was said to be a
little troubled over some of your
ideas; but as the election went on
the speeches proved more and more
exactly the thing. You’ll see by the
clippings what a great name you’ve
made for yourself.”’

He began to feel absolutely faint.

““I can’t read any more,”’ he said.
““Won’t you sit by and tell me about
it. And can’t you hold my hand—
just for once?’’

““Oh, I don’t mind,”’ she said, mov-
ing the mess of newspaper cuttings
and dirty green and pink additions.
“I’ve grown so used to doing any-
thing I can to help you that I can do
this very well too.”’

He looked at his hand, folded be-
tween her two.

“Do you know,’”’ he said slowly,
““what I thought that I thought of
on that train was whether I could pos-
sibly wait until after the election be-
fore asking ’?  He paused and
bit his lip. “‘I’m too used up to go
on,”’ he said then.

‘“Shall T finish for you?’’ she
asked. ‘‘I couldn’t understand poli-
ties, or do that kind of work, because
I'm just nothing but a woman; but
perhaps I can say what you want to
say now.’’

The Liberal looked at her.

““Say it,”’ he said.

She stood up and leaned above him,
drawing his head upon her shoulder.

“Tt doesn’t need saying,’’ she
whispered, and it was fortunate that
she felt so, for, in that, second speech
failed her too. Because her lips

Looking afar into the future, T be-
lieve that we may safely surmise that
they were happy—very happy. Some
men are made like the Liberal, and
some women like the Socialist. But
when they——




IN THE EASTERN TOWNSHIPS, QUEBEC

A VIEW OF RICHMOND

SCENERY AS A NATIONAL ASSET

BY FRANK YEIGH

IS scenery to be regarded as an as-

set? Avre lakes and rivers, moun-
tains and falls to be reckoned as in
any sense a part of a country’s na-
tional wealth? Is Canada’s richly
varied scenery worth entering up in
her ledger as possessing a computable
value?

For Canada is, in a unique sense,
and to a remarkable degree, a land
of scenery. Each of the nine Pro-
vinces forming the chain of Con-
federation boasts of its own scenie
setting, all the way between the kelp-
scented ocean shores of the Mari-
times and British Columbia, while
in the hinterlands of each, and in
the even vaster areas of the north
and west, far beyond any provincial
boundary, are wide realms, rich in all
nature has to offer and upon which
few eyes have gazed.

_ Nova Scotia ean hoast of its sea-
indented shores, its fruitful valleys,
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its Evangeline land, and its Cape
Breton. New Brunswick has the
(Canadian Rhine, in the St. John
River, curious tidal phenomena in
the reversible falls and the Petit-
codiac bore, strange nature forms in
the colossal Hopewell rocks, and river
beauty unexcelled where the great
salmon streams have made a path to
the sea.

As for Quebee, a St. Lawrence
alone would give her fame, but when
a Saguenay, a Richelieu and an Ot-
tawa are added, when cataracts by
the score mark the landscape, and
when all have a Laurentian range
for a noble background, then the
wealth that seenery brings makes the
land of the Old Regime rich beyond
compare.

And what does Ontario possess?
There is her northern wilderness,
where nature is seen in all its pristine
glory, but scarce a section of the fair
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Province is without its mnatural
charm. Has the reader ever seen the
sweep of the River Nith as it makes
its circuitous way through a land of
pastoral beauty ? Have you ever ex-
plored the quiet waters of the Speed,
the Thames, the Maitland, or the
Grand? Have you ever drunk in the
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trees, huddling close together by a
coulée for companionship and em-
phasising the immeasurable spaces of
thie country.

‘Who can look without a thrill upon
this world of the West, as it awakes
with the returning light, just the
everyday birth of the morning when

" ORCHARD IN BLOOM, NOVA SCOTIA

beauties of the intricate water region
in Eastern Ontario—Sharbot, Massa-
noga, Kawartha? Nothing sensa-
tional in scenery is revealed by them,
but for rarity of quality Canada can
show nothing finer. And on the way
to Manitoba there are alluring
glimpses of the Nepigon streams, and
of the Lake of the Woods, both sug-
gestive of vast waterways stretching
far beyond the skyline, where the
sunset lingers longest.

There are those who would aver
that the Prairie Provinces are with-
out the attractions of natural scen-
ery, but where is their vision W.hen
the real prairie sweeps into view,
the prairie floor of waving grass and
o’ertopping flowers, of gently swell-
ing hills, catching the last colours of
the sunset, of lonely little elumps of

TIDAL RIVER IN BACKGROUND

a glamour of indescribable charm
rests upon the world. The Western
plains without scenery? He that has
eyes to see will make adequate an-
SWer.

' And then the mountains! Alpin-
ists who are acquainted with the
world’s great ranges—men like Long-
staff and Whymper and Munn—tell
us that Canada possesses one of the
great mountain heritages of the
olobe, a heritage that carries with
it a value which the Canadian is apt
to overlook in eounting up his coun-
try’s assets. The Alpine Club of
Canada, a comparatively new or-
ganisation, but one that has already
gained a membership of six hundred.
aims at revealing to Canadians this
oreat mature gift of seas of moun-
tains and leagues of valleys.
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What is the commercial value of
scenery? If a computation could be
made under this heading the total in
Canada would no doubt be a sur-
prisingly large one. Take, for in-
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and when the Canadian Northern
Railway shall have reached the coast
by still another route, the stream of
tourist travel to and through British
Columbia and Alberta will be sure

IN NEW ONTARIO

stance, the sixty or seventy thousand
visitors to Banff each summer. Such
a tide of travel is highly indicative
of the monetary value to the country
of unrivalled scenic attractions.
While it would be difficult to estimate
the amount of momney such a com-
pany of travellers would leave in the
country (for a large majority are
from lands other than Canada), the
total sum would doubtless pass the
million mark, and yet this would
fall far short of the grand total spent
by those who are attracted to our
Canadian mountains season after sea-
son along the lines of the Canadian
Pacific Railway alone. When the
Grand Trunk Pacific Railway shall
have made accessible the mountain
wonders of the Yellowhead Pass, with
kingly Mount Robson within view,

A CHARACTERISTIC WATERFALL
to inerease proportionately. That
day is not far distant.

It would be interesting if possible
to estimate what may be termed the
income of Niagara Falls all through
its history, since it was first viewed
by the eyes of white men. As one
of the world’s great magnets, it has
attracted millions who have left be-
hind a golden shower of ducats.

What has been the value of On-
tario’s North-land scenery of lake
and stream and forested areas? For
years an ever-increasing stream of
travel has swept northward to the
delectable regions of Muskoka, the
Lake of Bays, Algonquin Park, the
Temagami waters, and the alluring
lakes and rivers of farther beyond,
until the Height of Land turns the
currents in another direction.
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This discovery of what Kipling so
aptly termed our ‘‘Land of Little
Takes’’ (although they are by no

means little) has also added its mone-
tary results to the benefit of the

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

ludicrous, if not pathetic, are the ef-
forts sometimes made to exploit a bit
of fall, a modest stretch of stream,
or a hill with mountain ambitions, on
behalf of a community or an enter-

L

THE RIVER NITH, ONTARIO

transportation companies, the enter-
tainers of the publie, and all who
serve them. Here again any estimate
of results would run into substantial
figures.

Or again, take the ‘‘Niagara-to-
the-Sea’’ tour, which probably can-
not be duplicated in any part of the
world. Starting from one of nature’s
greatest cataracts, covering an in_lqnd
sea and a kingly river, cruising
among beautiful isles, and running
white-capped rapids, tens of thou-
sands annually traverse this charm-
ing route, and the results in dollars
and cents help to create satisfactory
dividends for more than one transpor-
tation or public service company.

The economic value of scenery is,
indeed, observable.on every hand and

prise. Just as nearly every trans-
portation line, whether by land or
water, has ‘‘a great scenic route,”’
so every centre of population that
can boast of a bit of scenery makes
the most of the fact.

There comes to mind a charming
little town in eastern Canada, the
name of which I would not divulge
for a king’s ransom, that advertises
an adjacent waterfall as an attrac-
tion and so seductively that a wander-
ing summer traveller was irresistibly
drawn to the town and its miniature
Niagara. The place itself was all
that was advertised—shady streets,
attractive homes, well-kept laws, a
thriving human centre, with a charm-
ing setting of rural beauty. The first
day’s programme of sight-seeing in-
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EAST COVE, PERCE

cluded a drive to the much-advertised
fall and the ecliff-like rock in the
background, but, alas, there was no
water and consequently no water-
fall. Tt had gone dry! Under the
stress of summer drought the rock
was as parched as the ground, but
it only required a little imagination
' realise that there had been once
a trickling stream over the modest
little rock, for did not the railway
545

A CELEBRATED BIT OF SCENERY

and town guides picture it in all its
flowing beauty!

Sometimes the humblest of summer
inns, with more balcony than bed-
room space, will issue alluring pie-
tures of scenic surroundings based on
even less than a dry waterfall.

I recollect a summer resort carrying
the name of a lake. It sounded cool
and restful when read on a hot day,
and it was successfully used as a
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traveller’s bait, but it proved a very
diminutive body of water, with
marshy and reedy banks, without a
single island to decorate its waters,
and where the little steamer had to
perform all kinds of acrobatic turns
to fill in an hour of sailing. But this
is in the United States.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

been created by Congress, within
which are some of the world’s
sublimest nature pictures, wonderful
records of past centuries and re-
minders of prehistoric races. This
system of parks also includes famous
battle-fields and other historic sites.
Even yet, however, the American peo-

BATTLE RIVER VALLEY, NEAR WAINWRIGHT, ALBERTA

These are, however, exceptions that
only prove the rule that scenery is an
attractive force, that God’s handi-
work in nature casts its spell over all
who have eyes to see; that scenery
is, in fact, a mighty and continuous
magnet.

1f scenery is a national asset, carry-
ing a commercial as well as a senti-
mental valuation, then it should be
safeguarded. This has become the
policy of the United States through
its Clonservation of Natural Resources
Commission, and mnone too SOOIN.
“Qave the scenery’’ is as deserving
a ery as the saving of any natural
resource.

In the United States a series of
152 National Parks and Forests have

ple have only touched the fringe of
the subject, though the enormous
area of the 152 is 191,000,000 acres.
It is only a few years since San
Francisco tried to secure the right to
dam the eanyon that would have de-
stroyed the Hetch-Hetchy Valley,
one of the most beautiful features of
the Yosemite Park, and it was only
after a storm of protest had arisen
from every quarter that the step was
frustrated. Strong fights still need to
be made to save the Adirondacks and
White Mountains as forest reserves.
This would indicate a public indif-
ference that is in itself a dangerous
feature, but along with it is the very
hopeful sign that an active interest
is being evinced in the recreative
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value and purifying
natural scenery.
Canada’s action in setting apart
large areas as forest reserves or parks
is a hopeful one, and the movement

power of
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Another recently established moun-
tain park is known as the Jasper
Park reserve in Alberta, at the foot
of the Canadian Rockies, and con-
tiguous to the Grand Trunk Pacific.
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has the valuable co-operation of the
Commission of Conservation. The
Dominion has twenty-four forest re-
serves, covering the immense area of
16,760,640 acres. Sixteen of these re-
serves are in Alberta and British
Columbia, and therefore include large
areas in the Rockies and Selkirks.

The eastern slope of the Rocky
Mountains, from the international
boundary to a point two hundred
miles west of Edmonton, has recent-
Iy been set apart as a forest reserve,
making the largest mountain park in
the world. This tract, together with
the Rocky Mountains Park and Jas-
per and Waterton Lakes forest re-
serves, which were previously re-
served, forms a strip approximately
350 miles in length, and from ten to
fifty miles in width.

LOOKING NORTH FROM SWANSEA PARK

Other parks cover the region of
Banft, the incomparable Yoho Valley,
and in the Selkirks a large region in
the heart of that great alpine world.

Canada has wisely taken this ae-
tion before it is too late, and coming
generations will bless the men who
had the foresight to thus preserve
one of the greatest heritages that he-
longs to the people.

In addition to the above men-
tioned reserves, set apart by the
Canadian Government, many of the
Provinces have adopted a similar
policy. For example, Ontario has
five forest reserves, comprising over
ten million acres, in addition to the
Algonquin National Park of over a
million acres. Quebee also has de-
voted 174,000 square miles of the
Crown area to reserves and parks, as
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have the other Provinces in degree,
and it is safe to predict that no bet-
ter investment for the future could
be made by the State.

‘What is the value to England of

painter need no longer search in
foreign lands for suitable themes for
his brush.

Cobden was wont to say that there
are two sublimities in nature: the

“THE GAP,” ROCKY MOUNTAINS

the Lake District? What to Seot-
land of its Trossachs and Glens, what
to Ireland of Killarney and the
Giant’s Causeway? What is the
Bernese Oberland worth to Switzer-
land, or the Southern Alps to Italy?
The value of the Rhine to Germany
is the value of the Rhone to France.
The fjords of Norway mateh with
the needle-like dolomites of the Tyrol
“in attracting the sightseer from every
quarter of the globe. Let Canada
learn its lesson ere it is too late. It
is satisfactory to note in this connec-
tion that many of the scenic features
of the Dominion have been dis-
covered and appropriated by the ar-
tist, who has found in them subjects
of the highest type. The Canadian

ENTRANCE OF CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY

sublimity of rest and the sublimity
of motion. The sunset alps repre-
sented, in his opinion, the sublimity
of nature, and Niagara Falls the
sublimity of motion, and Canada can
fulfill both conditions.

It would be a thousand pities if
Canada were to undervalue her scenic
possessions, chiefly for their en-
nobling influences. He who can look
upon a giant of the Rockies like Tem-
ple or Hungabee, and not be pro-
foundly moved lacks a spirit of ap-
preciation that may easily lead him
to under-estimate their value in any
sense; they may become to him so
many obstructions in the pathway of
man. Such a blinded one may per-
chance be likened to the dweller on

oo e
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the plains who, on seeing the moun-
tains for the first time, remarked:
“I can’t see any scenery for these
‘ere mountains!”’ He who is blind to
the out-of-door world of God will be
blind to much beside.

But even such may have regard to
the commerecial standpoint. He may
remember that the scenery of Swit-
zerland is a money-producing asset
to the value of two hundred million
dollars a year, and from the mone-
tary basis he may be awakened to a

sense of its value. But one would
fain hope that a higher point of view
would prevail, and that it will be more
universally recognised that in the
varied scenery of our land, from the
sweetest-toned rivulet to the thunders
of Niagara, from the little rounded
hill in a country landscape to a king-
ly spirit throned among the peaks,
we have one of the best gifts, one of
the richest of assets, wmsthetically and
morally, as well as practically and
commercially,

THE RIDE TO RESCUE
By CHARLES WOODWARD HUTSON

WE hangit swords frae shouthers strang—
Frae belts to droop they were too lang—

We mounted pownies fleet as wind,

Frae ane guid mare the twain were twinned,

We rade and rade, like witehes wild ;

In toons we scairt fu’ mony a child,

We thunnered ower the Brig o’ Doon;

Oor scabbards scattered splints o’ th’ moon,

We raced and raced, nor drew in rein

Until we cam’ to the Beggars’ Lane;

And there we fell on the gYpsy crew,

Whose ane auld mare had cast a shoe,

And right and left we cut and slashed,

And mony a pow was sairly gashed,

Or ere they clattered doon the glen

And left the lass to us young men,

The lass of lily broo and hand

They’d borne that morn frae Borrisland.

She wadna choose whilk croup to tak 2

And sae we twinned in ridin’ back,

And she sat licht on Wat’s Sir Guy,

Because my roan was wont to shy.

Anither day micht Wat and 1

For her fair sake mak’ red bluid fly;

But each was licht o’ heart the noo

To show himsel her champion true!
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BY MARION ATWOOD

l WOULD not have cared so much

if it had been a handsome cow,
but it was lean and scraggy, with
a coat that looked like a worn-out
hearthrug and only one eye it could
see out of; but the remaining eye
was so alert and full of mischief and
devilment of all sorts that I often
wondered what feats that cow would
have performed had it possessed full
power of vision. If there are any
devils roaming this earth in trans-
migrated form, one dwelt in the
gaunt, meagre frame of that animal,
consequently if her owner saw any
beauty in her it must have been la
beauté du diable.

This owner was a certain Mrs.
Burke, of Irish-American extraction
—that is, her genealogical tree be-
gan, as far as it had been traced, with
one Brian McDermod Burke, known
in ancient history as King of Con-
naught, and ended in onme Brian
Murphy Burke, known in modern
history as a thriving saloon-keeper of
Spokane, Washington. So her char-
acter was of the strenuous type, and
the pride and hauteur of kings were
blended in her manper, with the
business ability and volubility of ex-
pression usually poss.essed by the sue-
cessful trader in rmxed_drlnks.

She was my nearest ne}g_hbour, an
our homes were only divided by a
yisible fence, two fifty-foot lots, and
an invisible line, which extended be-
tween two countries, so that 1 QOIIIt
of fact that cow had no business
within one hundred feet of my gar-
den unless she paid duiy .each time
she had stepped over the line.
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But what did she care for interna-
tional complications? Her mind
was purely material, and her one re-
lentless purpose in life was to obtain
luxurious living at someone else’s
expense.

Now—Ilike Elizabeth—I loved my
garden, and it was the joy of my life
to work in it as soon as the motherly
earth had absorbed the snow in her
throbbing breast. Such a labour of
love it was to plant and transplant
all kinds of bulbs, seeds, and tender
shoots that T knew would reward me
hy growing up into things lovely and
fragrant. Even the homely occupa-
tion of weeding the strawberry
pateh or raking over the melon bed,
where the cats had held soirée the
night before, brought its own
pleasure, because in the intervals I
could look round at the hills in their
exquisite garments of spring green.

The soft April showers and warm
sunshine had laced my fences with

vine tendrils and draped my veran--

das with curtains of wild cucumber,
wistaria and rose foliage, and beneath
them -one’s eyes rested on a wide
spreading carpet of clover, where the
bees hummed and the butterflies
coquetted all day long.

And, like the cherubim at the gate
of Eden, my business was to guard
this Paradise from those who would
despoil it—and m-re especially from
that beast of a cow. :

I am not partimlarly _addlcted to
early ri-ing. but the click of the
front cate, which oretold .the,mllk-
man’s entrance, S00T after ‘S‘IX o’clock.
was the signal for me to ‘‘throw off




————

THE INVISIBLE LINE 551

dull sloth and early rise to pay this
morning sacrifice,”” for, ten chances
to one, that wicket would not be
fastened securely when he went out,
and so surely as it was not—for even
a scant five minutes—a gaunt, red
form would eome slinking round the
corner of the fence, dash wide the
..ate, and, plunging into the midst of
my cherished clover plot, begin to
partake of a hearty breakfast, making
side grabs by way of entrées at every
vine festoon within easy reach. And
once in, that cow was not put out
»n a hurry, I can assure you, or not
until such depredations had been
done as to leave me tearful for the
rest of the day--and an empty wood-
hox.

In the event of my having to go
away from home on either business
or pleasure I was obliged to put up
as many barricades to an entrance on
the premises during my absence as
might have safe-guarded a be-
leaguered city. But, if Love laughs
at locksmiths, T am sure the devil
does too, for neither barred gates or
a chevauz-de-frise of barbed wire
around the whole domain were able
to keep out that animal, and so one
afternoon, returning after an hour’s
absence, I found her in full posses-
sion, and such industry had she dis-
played in catering for herself during
her short tenure of office that half
the fence was denuded of its drapery,
the veranda pillars were bare, and
the clover trampled so low that every
bee and butterfly had left in high
disdain.

I suppose a great mind would have
viewed such a scene of devastation
with calm philosophy, and consoled
its owner by a recollection that all
that vegetation would grow again
some day; but my mind must have
belonged to the small order, for every
idea in it became concentrated upon
having revenge on that beast, and,
rushing into the wood-shed, I col-
lected as large an armful of sticks as
I could carry and commenced bom-
barding it with all my might.

I must confess that most of the
missiles flew wide of the mark, but
one went home with such true aim
that, with vicious snort and tail erect,
she departed through the back gate
—which I had set wide open—and re-
turned to her own country, pursued
by me and a flying shower of fire-
wood. g

And there, standing just beyond
the invisible line, was her mistress,
viewing with wrathful brow this rout
of her pet.

The cow passed on, but she stood
still, and so did T when I eame just
opposite to her, remaining meanwhile
on my own side of.the line.

“Madam,”’ said she, ignoring the
langnage of her royal forefathers
(which, T presume, was Gwlic), and
adopting the dialect of her immediate
ancestor, ‘“what has that poor baste
done that ye must be firing sticks
and stones afther her like that?
Have war been declared between
Canady and the United States?’’

““‘No, madam,”” said I, just as po-
litely, ‘““but war has been declared
a Uoutrance between myself and your
cow, and if you don’t keep her out of
my garden I’ll kill her.’’

“Kill her, will ye? Well, T don’t
know what sort of an ‘utterance’ ye
mane, but ye may take yer oath my
‘utterance’ manes that if ye lay a
finger on that erayther to harm her
ye'll lamint it to yer dying day.”’

“And do you suppose,”” T replied,
““such a foolish threat as that will
deter me from hurting her if she con-
tinues to play havoc with my gar-
den? Why don’t you keep her your
own side of the line? What business
has she in Canada at all?”’

““Just as much business as ye have,
ma’am. Sure, yer only an inther-
loper yerself.”’

“Mrs. Burke,”’” said I, with dan-
gerous calmness, ‘““do you see that
line?”’ moving the toe of my shoe
backwards and forwards over the
blades of grass. ‘“Well, T want you
to understand that the next time I
catch that horrid beast over it I
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shut her up until I can get the cus-
toms officer to seize her as contraband
goods.”’

“The customs-house officer,”’ she
ejaculated with contempt. ‘““He dare
not touch her, bekase ennybody with
sinse knows that line yer pretending
to show me was relocated last fall by
the United States surveyors one hun-
dred feet the other side of yer gar-
den, so that Bessie has all the rights
in the world to ramble about her own
blessed country if she feels like it,
and ye’ll have to behave yerself now
like a dacent citizen of the great
Republic or ye’ll be druv out of it,
and then I’ll buy up yer little straw-
berry patch and give it to Bessie to
ate her desart off.”’

But this brazen impertinence was
the last drop in a cup already full
to overflowing, and sent any remain-
ing politeness T may have possessed
to the winds, so, throwing up my
head and walking slowly backwards,
as became a retreat from a royal
presence, I fired one parting shot into
the enemy’s quarters.

“You are really such a rude, ig-
norant person, Mrs, Burke,”’ I re-
marked in my haughtiest tones, ‘‘that
I see it is only wasting time to try
and reason with you, but I am very
much afraid if you continue to make
such wild statements you will find
yourself before long in a lunatic
asylum.’’

‘And I turned and walked quickly
away.

¢t’A lunatic asylum,’’ she screamed
after me. ‘‘No fear of that. As long
as such idjits as ye are left at large
'l be safe.’”’ But I wisely pretended
not to hear, and the interview ended
in something like a drawn battle.

I need scarcely say that after this
Mrs. Burke and I were not acquainted
—in fact, when we chanced to meet
on the lonely flat we might each have
been the last inhabitant left upon
the earth for any sign the other
showed of being aware of the pres-
ence of a fellow-being, consequently
1 was more than surprised one fine

morning about a month afterwards,
while T was spending an enjoyable
hour in decapitating cut-worms, who
were boarding amongst my straw-
berry plants, to find her watching
me from the other side of the fence.

“Yer at yer murthering work as
usual, I persave,”’ was her cour-
teous address.

“You are welcome to ‘persave’
anything you please, so long as you
and your cow keep off my premises,”’
was my polite retort.

‘““We won’t trouble ye just yet,”’
she said, laying a strong emphasis on
the just yet.

““Have ye located the line where
I tould ye it was put by the United
States surveyors last fall?’’ she con-
tinued, with a most impertinent grin
playing over her features.

““I have already told you,”” I re-
plied, ‘‘what the consequence will be
if you go on making such crazy as-
sertions.”’

Her grin grew broader, but she
said nothing else for a minute.

““Are ye sorry for what ye said
to me the other day?’’ was her next
surprising remark.

“T am not aware of having said
anything I ought to be sorry for.
You were just as rude and impertin-
ent as you could possibly be,”’ I
answered.

““T am some older than ye,”’ she
said, and—after a little pause—‘‘of
higher blood.”’

“I am quite willing to admit the
former, but I don’t see how you are
going to sustain your last assertion,’’
I replied.

““My ancisthors sat on thrones and
wore crowns of goold on their
heads,’’ she remarked.

“Did they mnow,”’ said I insolent-
ly, “and so, I believe, do the kings
of the Cannibal Islands and of the
Zulu nation, but I can’t see what
there is to be proud of in being
descended from such barbarians.”

The colour flamed high in her royal

countenance. : :
“And so ye call the ancient kings
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of Ireland barbarians, do ye?’’ she
ejaculated in tragic tones. ‘‘Well,
after that cruel insult I’'d put no
crime past ye, but all the same, me
fine madam, ye’ll take back thim
same words some day.”’

“I don’t think I’'m likely to,”’ I
called out as she moved away from
the fence.

And on that occasion I had the
last word, as she condescended no
reply.

After this second exchange of
neighbourly civilities we were at
times more dense of vision, if pos-
sible, than formerly, and no doubt
Mrs. Burke took her cow into her
confidence on the whole matter, as
it not only gave my premises a wide
berth, but invariably turned its blind
side towards me whenever we hap-
pened to encounter each other.

And the lovely spring days moved
on, and summer Wwas upon us, with
all its heat and lassitude. All vege-
table nature drooped and languished,
and my pretty flowers hung their
heads and called to me the whole
day long, in their silent but eloquent
language, for water.

But though that element proved
ever a potent remedy for their ail-
ments, it failed to revive me when
I began to droop and languish also,
and soon such a sense of weariness
and inertia took possession of me
that my mind held no interest beyond
a passionate craving for cooler wea-
ther.

One evening in particular, when
the thermometer had been registering
at ninety-eight for three consecutive
days, I felt that the end of all things
must be at hand, and should not have
been a bit surprised to feel the earth
shrlyel}lng up all round me and
vanishing, with myself, in smoke.
But then I had eaten nothing solid
for seventy-two hours and may have
been a little light-headed. I was alone
In the house, as my husband had left
home a week before, and I did not
expect him back for another ten days.

And so I lay on my bed, while
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my astral self wandered away into
the most extraordinary places and
amongst the most extraordinary peo-
ple, but always returned to its more
substantial second part at short inter-
vals.

I invariably received it with a loud
groan, and I suppose these dismal
greetings must have floated through
the open window and attracted the

attention of the passers-by, for
presently I heard a knock at the
door.

I don’t know if I answered, but
after a minute it slowly opened and
admitted the head of Mrs. Burke.

I suppose if T had been in my
normal condition I should have ex-
claimed: ‘‘Hast thou found me, oh,
my enemy ?’’ But my astral self had
already found and had so many stiff
encounters with her that morning
that T did not feel equal to another
just then.

‘“What ails ye, to be shouting like
that?’’ I heard a far-away voice in-
quire. And then an exclamation of
‘“God bless us!’’ floated to my ears,
but I heard no more for I had started
on another trip.

When I came back I was lying on
a couch near an open window, and a
cooling hreeze played over my face
from a fan wielded by a steady hand.
I la}y still and enjoyed it for a little
while, and then through half-closed
lids took a peep at the wielder. But
I quickly closed my eyes again and
tried to concentrate my poor, wan-
dering mind on the situation.

Could that kind, sympathising
countenance belong to my irascible
neighbour across the invisible line,
and those gentle touches come from
her strong, clumsy-looking hands?
And why was she ministering thus to
me who, instead of using the ‘‘soft
answer which turneth away wrath,”’
had stirred up further strife by im-
pertinences which would have caused
me to have been hung and quartered
for ‘‘léese majesté’” had her royal
forefathers still held office and T heen
a subject of their realm.
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And, by and bye, when I felt my-
self lifted up by those strong, capable
hands, and fed slowly with delicious
iced milk, I turned, and, flinging my
arms round the neck of my erstwhile
enemy, bedewed her shoulder with my
tears.

““Oh, Mrs. Burke,’’ I sobbed, ‘‘how
can you be so kind to such a rude,
disagreeable woman as 1 am?”’

‘““Whist, honey,”” she answered,
““don’t be bothering yer head about
what’s past and gone. We were only
jest trying to show each other how
smart we could be, and I think ye’ll
allow that no matter what ye said, I
was always able to ‘go wan better,’
except—except on wan oceasion when
we reflecthed on my ancisthors, but
I know yer sorry for that now.”’

“Sorry!”” T exelaimed. ““I could
not half tell you how sorry I am for
saying such a rude, horrid thing.
And it was not the truth either, be-
cause I know Irish people are just
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the bravest and cleverest and kindest
in the whole world—and—and won’t
you forgive me?’’

‘““Av coorse I will,”” she said.
““Sure, I knew at the time ye did not
mane it, and only spoke thim words
bekase I riled ye about that old
boundary line, which none of us ever
saw or knows a thing about. And
after this we won’t remember there’s
wan located between the two coun-
tries at all, for, what difference does
it make anyhow? Ain’t we all of the
wan family and language, and have
no more right to quarrel than
brothers and sisters—or good first
cousins, anyway?’’

““That is quite true,”’ I said, ‘‘and
after this you and I will never quar-
rel again, I know, and—and—I’ll
save all our clover, when we cut it,
for that nice cow of yours.”’

And if T could go any further than
that in an abject amende honourable,
I should like someone to tell me,

THE QUESTING HEART

By CLARE GIFFIN

AH!

From the far country, broken, poor,

poor and prodigal Heart, come back ashamed,

and cold,

Beggared of joy, with many sorrows grown old,
Blinded with many tears, by hard ways lamed:
Lost is the fair desire that boldly aimed

At all things high and passionate, longed to hold

In fragile hands love’s erown of burning gold,
Nor feared the awful light wherewith it flamed!

Ah, Heart! Ah, Prodigal! Look up, be glad!
That light thou hadst, however brief the day,
That little hour of Heaven, though Hell be long!
Lo, the calm Soul that knows not to be sad
Hath not known aught of love ’s rich fleeting May,
Hath not forgot love’s sorrow in love ’s song !




THE LITERARY GROUP

BY J. D. LOGAN, Pu. D.
AUTHOR OF ‘“‘THE STRUCTURAL. PRINCIPLES OF STYLE," ETC.

OF ‘61

This is an essay in literary classification. To Canadian authors it applies a special
method of historical grouping. These two facts are to be remarked at the outset, in
order to have it clearly understood that the essay deals primarily with exposition and
constructive criticism—not with biographical and msthetic appreciations of ‘‘favour-
ite’”” Canadian ts and prose-writers. : : 5
" The methogogf the egsay has desirable pedagogical advantages: it assists the
imagination to view Canadian authors in ﬁr(_)per historical perspective, an.d t}}us.;,to
discriminate one group from another by their relations in time, genius, inspiration
and achievement. The method has also important critical advantages: it disengages
the essential excellences of the writings of any particular group and enables the con-
structive critic rightly to estimate the social significance of their ideas of nature,
man, and human ‘ife. The essay divides into three parts: the first deals with the
historical position of a special (or, as it happens, the primary) group of Canadian
authors; the second, with the quality of their writings as literature; and the third,
with the significance and potency of tho social ideas inspiring, or openly expressed

in, them.

THE yvear 1861 A.D. may rightly
be signalised as the ‘“‘annus mira-
bilis?’ in the literary history of Can-
ada. In that year—just a half-cen-
tury ago—were born William Bliss
Carman, Archibald Lampman, Wil-
liam Wilfred Campbell, Frederic
George Scott, and Margaret Marshall
Saunders. Though not all of them
are the most gifted or eminent of
Canadian litterateurs, yet as a group
they must, for several reasons to be
stated immediately, be regarded as
the most significant.

The reasons are these: First, they
were born, bred and educated (men-
tally and emotionally) in the very
four provinces—Nova Scotia, New
Brunswick, Upper and Lower Canada
(Ontario and Quebec)—which form-
ed, on the proclamation of the British
North America Act, 1867, just six
years after their birth, the original
territorial and political unit known
specifically as the Dominion of Can-

ada. From the point of view of their
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—The Editor.

nativity and education in relation to
these confederated provinces, as their
homeland, the members of the literary
aroup of '61 are thus the first, striet-
ly so-called, Canadian lLitterateurs.
Again: They were the first native-
born writers to begin, under the Con-
federacy, a systematic literary career.
The term systematic defines their
conspectus and aims. To the liter-
ary group of ’61 the free and im-
passioned expression in verse and
prose of the truth and beauty in
nature and in human thought, activi-
ties and institutions appeared as their
own specific function and ideal life.
They were thus the first to undertake
a literary career which should be, in
its way and degree, commensurate
with the growing social and commer-
cial life of the Great Dominion, and
to find their inspiration chiefly, if
not wholly, in the beauty (I cannot
add sublimity; another group, native
to the Prairies and Rockies, will be
inspired by that) of their homeland
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and in the spiritual import of the
lives of their compatriots. In short,
their conspectus was thoroughly
Canadian and their inspiration or
ideals Canadian too—a moral neces-
sity with them, a loyal obedience to
the same creative impulse active in
other spheres of Canadian life.

Finally : The literary group of ’61
(along with Charles G. D. Roberts,
whose historical position I shall define
later) may justly be given the distine-
tion of having been the first Canadian
writers to show their American
cousins and the motherland that the
politically and commercially lusty
young Confederacy was decidedly ac-
tive in letters, putting forth green
shoots and boughs, full of spiritual
sap, on the great antique tree of Eng-
lish literature. Here I have pur-
posely used metaphor (‘‘green
shoots,’” etc.), in order to prevent the
scorn of the academic ecritic who,
dwelling, by reminiscence, only in the
past and with the dead, respects not
the beginnings of things, nor beholds
the shining glory of the imperfect.
The fact is that the verse and the
prose of the literary group of ’61,
though derivative in form, actually
have gained the regard of the parent
nation and are quite worthy of the
admiration of their own compatriots
as furnishing proof of the presence
of the god in the Canadian people
and as promising unsullied achieve-
ments in letters, distant, no doubt,
but sure.

For the reasons, then, enumerated,
namely, nativity, literary conspectus
and ideals, and honourable reputation
for achievement, the Canadian writers
born in ’61 distinguish themselves,
and the year in which they were
born, as the most significant in the
literary history of Canada under the
Confederacy. :

Now, from the outset I have anti-
cipated, in the epithet significant, the
answer to this question: Are not the
writings of Charles G. D. Roberts and
of Ralph Connor (both born in 1860),
of Duncan Campbell Scott, Sir Gil-
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bert Parker, and of that excellent
aboriginal poetess Pauline Johnson
(all born in 1862), as important in
the literary history of Canada as the
writings of the group born in ’61?
The truth is that, disregarding natal
years, the group of ’60 and the group
of ’62 have done nothing which in
kind might not, or could not, have
been done, were it not for circum-
stance or preference, by the group of
’61. The last have all the potentiali-
ties of intellect and faney present in
the first two groups, and, of course,
all the powers of acquired technic. By
virtue, then, of nativity, potential
genius and actual accomplishment
and reputation, the Canadian littera-
teurs born in ’61, though not all as
eminent or famous as some of those
born in ’60 and ’62, are the most sig-
nificant. :

To illustrate, taking a single in-
stance, Mr. Roberts, or Sir Gilbert
Parker, is more eminent or famous in
the world of letters than Miss Saun-
ders. Their work in the short story,
or in the historical romance, is more
striking, or powerful, and more wide-
ly read than hers in the same genres,
though theirs is mot more original,
authentic and readable. In one liter-
ary species, Miss Saunders, it may be
said, stands alone both in craftsman-
ship and fame. But the international
reputation and household popularity
of her ‘“‘Beautiful Joe,”” certainly a
unique sociological tale, wherein are
commingled strangely, but veracious-
ly, the life of man and of the domes-
tiec animals, is based on pathos and
the tender sense in us of the ‘“near-
humanity’’ of the nobler domestic
animals. Mr. Roberts’s animal stories.
on the other hand, are psychological
fictions : they appeal, not to the heart
in us, but to the analytic imagination
and the @sthetic sense. These are en-
during faculties of human nature;
the humanitarian feelings vary their
expression according to circumstance
of time, education, and environment.
In the world of letters as such, then,
Mr. Roberts’s animal stories will al-
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ways take a higher place than Miss
Saunders’s, though hers be, conceiv-
ably, more original, veracious and
readable.

In. view of these distinctions in
clqss1ﬁcation, the first proposition of
tl_us essay may stand: In the literary
history of Canada the group of
writers born in ’61 are primary in
significance. It so happens that Rob-
erts has certain positive and special
relations (which the other writers
born in ’60 and ’62 have not) to the
group of ’61. And as I hinted I
should do, I shall bring him within the
scope of this essay by defining these
relations to the primary group.

First: Roberts was the literary
sponsor of Lampman and Carman. In
1884, while editor of The Week, he
published in that periodical the very
first poems which Lampman con-
tributed to the public press (‘‘The
Coming of Winter’’ and ‘‘Three
Flower Petals’’). This is more sig-
nificant than appears on first view.
It must be remembered that Roberts,
though but twenty-four years old at
the time of his editorship, had pub-
lished in 1880 his ‘‘Orion and Other
Poems,”’ which had been well-received
by the press. This distinction,
abetted by his editorial connection
with Goldwin Smith, the founder of
The Week, gave him some of the glory
of a new literary star and made him
an authority whose good opinion of
another’s verse was inspiring when
it took the form of introducing a
young native poet to the Canadian
public. Lampman was a young man
then; human, sensitive and shy, and
Roberts gave him that practical en-
couragement which alone really
counts—a right start per aspera, in-
deed, but for Lampman, as we shall
see, ad astra.

In 1886 (7) Roberts published his
second volume of verse, ““In Divers
Tones,”” and his star shone with
greater glory, especially to the eyes
of our American cousins, who were
not likely to think that any good
thing could come out of Canada, ex-
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cept pulpwood, fish, and potatoes.
Roberts was related to Carman by
blood and temperament. This fact
being known and the light of Rob-
erts’ literary glory being reflected on
his ecompatriot, it was but natural
that the editors of The Atlantic
Monthly should publish in that maga-
zine Carman’s first poem, ‘‘Low Tide
at Grand Pré’’ (1888). This, too,
is more significant than it seems. To
appear in The Atlantic, as the phrase
goes, is for a young poet, story-teller,
or essayist a literary distinetion in
itself; and its imprimatur is as a
royal seal in the kingdom of letters
in America; for that magazine enters
only the homes of the most cultured
readers, lay and professional—the
literary élite,

Thus Roberts was directly sponsor
for Lampman and indirectly for Car-
man ; further, all the while from 1880
to 1893 his success was an inspiration
to these two and Scott (F. G.) and
Campbell, an incitement to them to
accomplish a body of verse, excellent
enough for publication in volume
form, without fear of discrediting
themselves and their country. So, in
fact, it happened: Lampman and
Scott (F. G.) published their first
volumes of verse in 1888; Campbell
his first in 1889, and Carman his first
in 1893.

Again : it was Roberts’s two volumes
of verse that called the atten-
tion of the neighbouring Repub-
lic and of the motherland to the fact
that systematic literary activity
was going on in Canada and first
awakened curiosity about the quality
of the literary work of the group of
’61, when their volumes of verse ap-
peared. Roberts’s renown secured for
them a just ‘“hearing’’; and this
done, the quality of their verse, es-
pecially of their nature-poetry,
brought them no uncertain standing
in the world of contemporary English
literature.

Once more: Roberts is related to
the literary group of ’61, not only
positively as sponsor, and as, so to
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put it, elder brother, doing the same
kind of work along with them and
encouraging them, but also in a
special way. He is ‘“the voice’’ of
the Canadian Confederacy, of the
new progressive, creative spirit in the
men of ’61, and their compatriots
active in other spheres—a genuine
patriot poet revealing Canada and
her citizenry to themselves, and call-
ing on them to achieve the destiny im-
manent in their genius and in the re-
sources and institutions of their coun-
try.*

In virtue, then, of his peculiar af-
finities with the literary group of 61,
Roberts, despite the difference of a
year in priority of birth, falls within
the scope of this essay. So!—Roberts
and Lampman, Campbell and Car-
man, Scott and Saunders—is not that
a roll of names, honourable for liter-
ary ambition and achievement, to
which the other Engish-speaking
peoples may be pointed by the com-
patriots of the young Canadian Con-
federacy, with brows uplifted and
faces unashamed ?

In passing, T remark that the
phrase ‘‘in the literary history of
Canada,”’ though open to the same
kind of objection which those polite
detectives, the purists in speech,
would raise against naming a college
for women a female college, is used

in this essay, which is one of construe- °

‘tive criticism, for a special purpose.
I might have used “‘in Canadian
literature’’ or ‘‘in the literature of
the Canadian Confederacy.”” But by
employing the phrase in the text I
have escaped ‘‘begging,’’ as too many
of our literary critics and historians
do, two questions, still mootable: (1)
whether the verse and prose of Rob-
erts and the group of ’61 are really
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literature; and (2) if so, whether, as
literature, their writings are to be
differentiated as merely native or as
national.t Both questions will re-
ceive a sufficient answer by implica-
tion if we discover in the writings of
Roberts and the group of ’61 that
they (who are, of course, Canada—
the land and the people—incarnate
and vocal) have in any wise contri-
buted to the world of letters, first,
novel delights, and, secondly, original
social ideas, quite indigenous, for the
spiritual enhancement of life.

Let it be granted, as axiomatie, that
the "intrinsic end of existence is its
own perfection and that verse and
prose rise to the dignity of fine art, or
literature, when they promote exist-
ence ideally—by delighting the ®s-
thetic senses, by consoling the heart,
and by inspiring the moral imagina-
tion. Judged by this threefold test,
the best poetry and imaginative prose
»f Roberts and the group of 61 will
fare well in the company of the
poetry and prose of the significani
British and American authors of the
Vietorian era; while here and there
in Canadian verse appear genuine
gems of poetry, which, for vision,
imagery, passion, lyrical eloquence,
verbal musie, and mastery of technie,
are hardly surpassed by Coleridge,
Shelley, Keats, Wordsworth, Brown-
ing, Tennyson, or Swinburne.

If this be doubted, then apply this
method of criticism. For exquisite
tenderness and simple pathos, with
Tennyson’s ‘‘Break, Break, Break”’
compare Roberts’s sweetly sad lyrie,
‘“‘Grey Rocks and Greyer Sea.’” For
delicacy or for poignancy in express-
ing the passion and meaning of love,
with Swinburne’s ‘‘These Many
Years’’ compare Roberts’s ‘O Red

*Doubtless he does this somewhat grandiloquently in his verses, yet with true in-
sight, sincere feeling and noble emotion. For fuller treatment of Roberts as ‘‘the

voice”’ of the Confederacy see pp. 962-3

+For the distinction between
debted to Mr.

a “native’’ and a “national”’ literature I am in-
Newton MacTavish in a sensible, incisive illuminating article in

The Canadian Magazine (see ‘‘Within the Sanctum,” Vol. 32, Feb., '09, pp. 388-90).
Here also I may acknowledge my indebtedness to Mr. Donald G. French, author of

an excellent handbook of poetics,
(born in Ireland, 1861), and author of

and to Mr.
“Poems: Grave and Gay.”

Albert E. S. Smythe, a gifted poet
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E,ose of Life,”” or with Browning’s
“EVG]YH Hope’’ compare Roberts’s

A Nocturne of Conseeration.”’ For
power to visualise the ghostly and
ghastly, with Coleridge’s ““The An-
cient Mariner”’ compare the vivid,
uncanny pictures of a spectral ship
and crew in Carman’s ‘‘Nancy’s
Pride.”” For beauty of deseriptive
imagery, verbal music, and expres-
sive correspondence of emotion with
the mood of the season, in nature-
poetry, with Keats’s ‘““Ode to Au-
tumn’’ compare Lampman’s lovely
lyric of earth, ‘‘September.”” For
dignity of thought and mastery of
technie, with the finest sonnets of
Wordsworth, compare Roberts’s ‘‘The
Sower’” or those noble sonnets by
Lampman, beginning, ‘‘Not to be con-
quered by these headlong days,”’
“‘Come with thine unveiled worlds, O
truth of Night,”’ and ‘‘There is a
beauty at the goal of life.”” For dra-
matic power in sounding the degths
of elemental passion and emotion,
with Tennyson’s ‘‘Rizpah’’ compare
Campbell’s profound utterance of the
heart of woman in ‘‘The Mother,’’
or with the more subtle of Browning’s
dramatic monologues compare Camp-
bell’s psychological revealments in
¢“TInabsolved’’ and ‘‘The Confession
of Tama the Wise.”” Finally, for the
dainty, piquant expression of all
those experiences which delight and
console us in our humaner moments
of reflection and reverie, let these
pure lyries be a daily rosary :—Secott’s
““The Cripple,”’ ‘““Van Elsen,’”’ and
‘¢ A Reverie’’; Campbell’s ‘“‘The Hills
and the Sea,”” ‘““Vapor and Blue,”
and ‘“‘Lake Huron’’; Lampman’s
‘““We, too, Shall Sleep,”” *“‘The
Weaver,”” and ‘‘The Passing of
Autumn”; Carman’s “Make Me
Over, Mother April,”” “The Ships of
St. John,”” and ‘‘The Grave-Tree” :
and Roberts’s “The Lone Wharf.”
“Lake Aylesford,”” ‘“Afoot,”’ ““Kin-
ship,”” and ‘‘Recessional.”’

True, Mr. Arnold Haultain would
submit that these are, in his phrase,
“examples of poetry’’; and, forget-
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ting that England possessed a litera-
ture when she heard but the notes
of that sweet warbler Chaucer, would
maintain, as he has done (The Cana-
dian Magazine, April, ’09), that ‘‘a
dozen beautiful Canadian poems do
not make a Canadian literature.”’
Then, let us complete our litany by
adding Lampman’s and Campbell’s
metrical dramas, Carman’s essays in
belles-lettres, Roberts’s and Miss
Saunders’s animal stories, and their
romances and tales of '
‘“—old, unhappy, far-off things,

And battles long ago.”

Now, constructive criticism must
do more than furnish, as the scien-
tists say, ‘‘proof presumptive’’ that
Canadian letters have, through the
poetry and imaginative prose of the
literary group of ’61, attained the
beauty, or the distinetion, of thought
and style which inform genuine litera-
ture. To furnish complete inductive
proof of ‘““nationality’’ in literature,
I have selected from Lampman’s
poetry a signal example of wholly in-
digenous expression of the Canadian
genius and the Canadian view of na-
ture and of life. I do not hesitate to
claim that the example from Lamp-
man, which goes under the name of
‘“Sapphies,’’ is for faultless technic,
for spiritual vision of nature and for
the beautiful application of noble
ideas to life, an indubitable contribu-
tion to poetic art, and peculiarly
Canadian. This is not too high praise ;
for the poem itself, which I shall
quote immediately, and the analyses
of its form and beauty, together with
the commentary, I shall supply as to
its spiritual meaning, will furnish suf-
ficient evidence that it must be given
a unique place in the history of Eng-
lish literature. For expository pur-
poses I shall divide the poem into
three parts—its three themes and
their inspiration:

&
Clothed in splendour, beautifully sad and
silent,

Comes the autumn over the woods and
highlands,
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Golden, rose-red, full of divine remem-
brance,
Full of foreboding.

Soon the maples, soon will the glowing
birches,
Stripped of all that summer and love
had dowered them,
Dream, sad-limbed, beholding their pomp
and treasure
Ruthlessly scattered:

Yet they quail not: Winter, with wind
and 1iron,
Comes and finds them silent and uncom-
plaining,
Finds them tameless, beautiful still and
gracious,
Gravely enduring.
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Me, too, changes, bitter and full of evil,
Dream by dream have plundered and left
me naked,

Gray with sorrow. Even the days before
me
Fade into twilight.

Mute and barren. Yet will I keep my

spirit
Clear and valiant, brother to these my
noble
Elms and maples, utterly grave and fear-
ess,
Grandly ungrieving.
I11.
Brief the span is, counting the years of
mortals,

Strange and sad; it passes and then the
bright earth,
Careless mother, gleaming with gold and
azure,
Lovely with blossoms—

Shining white anemones, mixed with
roses,

Daisies mild-eyed, grasses and honeyed
clover—

You and me, and all of us, met and

ua
eqSof,tly shall cover.

The pure beauty of that poem, of
its spiritualised imagery, of its rhyth-
mie flow and cadences, andante tran-
quillo, and the noble mood and emo-
tion it induces—how it all affects the
heart and imagination like music
heard in dim cathedral aisles, regall—
ing us from the vulgar distractions
of life to sequestered retreats in the
Canadian wildwood, there to contem-
plate existence with a subdued joy

and tender peace! Nay more, we rise
from eommuning with the poet, as he
did from his communing with nature,
anointed with a new spiritual grace
and with a new strength to achieve,
amidst ten thousand vicissitudes of
fortune, a right worthy destiny—
““‘grandly ungrieving.’’

The poem divides into three parts,
each having its own theme and in-
spiration. The first section gives us
the poet’s vision of nature and of her
own (as well as the poet’s) autumnal
mood. This is an important distine-
tion: it notes the peculiar Canadian
piciorialising and humanising vision
of nature. Who can mistake in what
Jand comes that autumn, ‘‘clothed in
splendour,’” and ‘‘beautifully sad and
silent,”” in what land flourish those
weods, ‘‘golden, rose-red,”” and in
what land rise those hills, ‘“‘full of
divine remembrance’’? Those are in-
dubitably, unmistakably, Canadian
woods and hills in their precise au-
tumnal garb and mood.

Some would contend that this way
of pictorialising nature is Grecian or
even English. Nay, not so, for this
reason: The Greeks, as it were,
“‘decked out’’ nature solely for the
sensuous enjoyment of a world made
lovely to look upon or pleasant to
dwell in. The external beauty of
nature was with them, as also with
Keats and Wordsworth when these
two did not assume the moralising at-
titude, the sufficient reason for their
impressionistic word-painting. With
Lampman and his confreres, as with
the Kelts (and Lampman was a Gael
on’ his mother’s side), the physical
loveliness of the face and garb of
nature is an essential, living aspect of
earth, or, as the sstheticians say, ex-
pressive beauty; for does mot nature
change her aspect becomingly with
her seasons, thus expressing her vary-
ing moods? Lampman’s attitude to
nature is not the attitude of an im-
pressionistic portrait-painter, but of
one for whom physical loveliness is
supremely a spiritual revealment.
This, however, might be wholly Kel-
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tie, and not Canadian, unless the in-
terior revealment expressed, as we
shall immediately see it does, a special
view of nature and a special mode of
Intimate communion between the
Canadian heart and the spirit of na-
ture in Canadian wolds and streams
and hills,

Part second of the poem gives us
an altogether novel and original
spiritual interpretation of nature’s
mood and temper. It is a mood or
temper, be it noted, not expressed by
nature in any land save Canada, and
not to be divined, and sympathised
with, by any other racial genius save
by the mind and heart indigenous to
Canada, by the Canadian genius, ‘‘in-
formed’’ from birth through inti-
macy with nature in the homeland
and sensitive emotionally to her vary-
ing aspect and manner, as children
to the meaning of changes in the
facial expression and manner of a
mother.

The uneritical, having in mind that
inveterate sermoniser Wordsworth,
may think that Lampman in this
poem does but ““moralise’’ nature.
Far from it, our poet humanises na-
ture in a peculiar way, namely, by
reciprocal sympathy. Mark that—
““peciprocal sympathy’’—as an orig-
inal Canadian contribution to the
poetic interpretation, the spiritual re-
vealment, of nature. Our poet, as
he says himself, is ‘““brother’’ to na-
ture. Her reflections on her own
vicissitudes are as his own on his for-
tunes of life. They, though two
physically, are one by a mutual hond
of sympathy. The poet sympathises
with nature as he himself feels that
she sympathises with him. Thus does
he humanise, not sentimentally, but
nobly, the Canadian maples and
birches, which, as he says:

“Dream, sad-limbed, beholding  their
pomp and treasure
Ruthlessly scattered:
“Yet they quail not:—

“Yet they quail not”’—there we
have envisaged the mood and temper
of Canadian nature! The Gael, vision-
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ing the maples and birches, with his
racial sentiment for glories gone or
departed, might say of them that they
‘‘dream, sad-limbed.’”” But only a
Canadian, or, if you will, a Canadian
Gael, apprehending, through sym-
pathy, their inmost mood, could say
of them, nobly, inimitably:—‘‘Yet
they quail not.”” And so our poet,
divining, with a more than Keltic
subtlety of vision, the spirit of the
Canadian woods in autumn, sympa-
thetically responds to their mood, and
is heartened to endure, as they do,
silent and uncomplaining :

“—Yet will I keep my spirit

Clear a.nlc)ll valiant, brother to these my

noble
Elms and maples, utterly grave and

fearless,
Grandly ungrieving.”

“Yet will T keep my spirit clear
and valiant!”’> Mark that as the au-
thentic spiritual note of the Canadian
genius. It is not Canadian, however,
because it is the expression of in-
domitable courage, but because the
idea, the inspiration of a self-con-
trolled destiny, achieved with clear-
ness of vision and valiant heart,
first comes to the mind and heart
and moral imagination of the Cana-
dian poet as a gift from Canadian
wolds, and he, for his part, conveys
that gift to his compatriots, by the
envisagement in his poetry of the
‘“brotherhood’’ of man and nature in
this land of glowing birches, noble
elms and maples. And that note of
clear-visioned faith and courage is in
Canadian poetry of pioneer days
before the Confederacy, as well
as in these days of soecial and
commercial progress—in the Gaelie
verses of James MacGregor, who
for years trod, with dauntless
spirit, the wilds of Nova Secotia,
companion of the snows, and
beasts, pines and maples, as well as
in the poetry of Campbell, Carman
and Roberts, laureates of the Cana-
dian lakes, marshes and forests. Much
as I should like to illustrate this fully
by quotation from the verse of Rob-
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erts and the literary group of ’61, I
must forbear in order to signalise in
their writings another quality—a na-
ture-note—which is also peculiarly
Canadian.

Taking the first two parts of Lamp-
man’s poem as a whole* and the
nature-poetry of Roberts, Carman
and Campbell, from which I had to
forbear quoting illustrative examples
in point, we may say that the first dis-
tinctively national note in the litera-
ture of the Canadian Confederacy is
a unique humanising of nature,
singularly apparent in Lampman—a
sympathetic identity of mood and
temper, a reciprocal sense of brother-
hood in man and nature. This
is a psychological phenomenon by it-
self, belonging solely to the Canadian
genius and expressing itself with fine
art solely in Canadian poetry.

Like other poets, British and
American, Canadian poets have no-
table pictorial gifts, and can visualise
a scene so vividly as to give a reader
of their verse the intimate view of an
eye-witness of the reality; and they
can, as aptly as Wordsworth, moral-
ise nature and convey a noble preach-
ment; but they stand alone in this—
the power to humanise nature into
personality and sympathetically iden-
tify her spirit with their own, in
mood and will.

They also stand alone in this—in
their love of local beauty and their
power to individualise and vitalise it.
This, too, is a national note and a psy-
chological phenomenon by itself.
Theirs is not a love of nature’s beauty
abstracted from a partieular time and
place, but of those very scenes and
haunts where first they beheld nature
in all her physical loveliness and
many moods and became her intimate
companion and lover. Lampman so
individualises and vitalises his fields
and woods; Campbell, his lakes; Rob-

erts, his woods and marshes; and
Carman, his tides and mists, that the
reader can localise the region and
time the season of their inspiration
with the mnicest perception. So
singularly is this quality present in
their poetry that a reader can, with
absolute surety, say not only, ‘‘This
is Canadian nature-beauty,’’ but also,
““This is Canadian nature-beauty in
Nova Scotia, in New Brunswick, in
Ontario.”” Surely, then, this peculiar
power of imagination and imaginative
appeal, whereby Lampman and his
confreres, first, localise nature, and,
next, humanise her noblest mood and
temper into an identity with their
own—surely this power, informing, as
it does, their finest writing, is enough
to raise Canadian letters both to the
dignity of literature and of nation-
ality.

It remains for me briefly to show,
as I promised, that Roberts utters a
national note when he becomes ‘‘the
voice’’ of the Canadian Confederacy.
We recall how Lampman expressed
the clear-visioned courage of the es-
sential Canadian heart—

“—Yet will I keep my spirit

Clear and valiant, brother to these my
noble

Elms and maples——"’

But he does this quietly, in a re-
flective mood. Roberts expresses, not
by implication, but boldly, or, as it
were, with the voice of a prophet.
the same ‘‘call”” to the essential
Canadian heart—a call of clear and
valiant faith in the self-controlled
destiny immanent in the Canadian
genius, land, and institutions. He
did this somewhat after the manner
of a political ‘“‘spell-binder’’ in his
verses beginning, ‘O child of nations,
giant-limbed.”” He did it again
somewhat grandiloquently in his
‘“Ode for the Canadian Confeder-
acyn_

#Part three, save for a few lines of lovely nature-painting, is quite Greek, con-

trasting the brightness of earth with the brief sad life of man.

There is no such

melancholy, as there is no humour, in the Canadian genius, and this section of
Lampman’s poem is beautiful as world poetry, not as a sample of peculiarly Canadian

verse.

SR Basten - 15




SPEECH AFTER SILENCE

“Awake, my country, the hour is great
with change,
* * * * * *

The hour of dreams is done. Lo, on the
hills the gleam!
* * * * * *

Doubt not, nor dread the greatness of
thy fate.”

This note of inexpugnable faith,
and dauntless courage to achieve, was
uttered twenty years after the form-
ing of the Confederacy. The pro-
gress of Canada, in the ensuing
twenty years is the best proof that
her people are answering I'\_’,oberts’s
“call’’ and achieving a destiny con-
sistent with their view of life and
their genius. In general,’ the essen-
tial character of their view of the
meaning and worth of life may be
phrased thus:—‘Prosperity that
brings with it a rational serenity of
mind and a wholesome eontentment
is the only prosperity wortl_x _wh:le._"

The normal Canadian ecitizen is,
above all things, sane. The turbulent
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pursuit of prosperity, so conspicuous
in our American cousins, in his view
disturbs balance of mind and charac-
ter, and so destroys that which is
really worth while in living, namely,
the ideal enhancement of life with
pure spiritual possessions. For what,
in Biblical paraphrase, shall it ad-
vantage a people if they gain the
whole world of material goods and
lose their own souls and the price-
less goods of the spirit?

Canadians are notably in the eyes
of the nations a sane and happy peo-
ple, and they are so because they keep
their souls always clear and valiant,
having, as Lampman and Roberts and
the rest of the literary group of
’61, a sure vision of the greatness of
their fate and the means to it. Pros-
perity which enhances ideally every
sphere of life—this is the peculiar
Canadian view. Who can gainsay its
sweet reasonableness and genuine
nobility ?

SPEECH AFTER SILENCE

By JAMES P. HAVERSON

YOU have retired unto that garden still

To nurse your woe as "twere a single son,
To clothe it how you please and brood upon
The days wherein it grew to hold your will.

And all the wistful sorrow mothers know

Ig yours who nurse your pain in holy peace,

Till comes the dream that brings, with time, surcease,
And God and I are glad it should be so.

For you, the cloistered isles of silent trees;
I tread again the busy, moiling streets

And take my way where every day entreats
Some weary brother’s sad necessities.

Each bears the burden as is willed, God wot:
You in the quiet gloom, remembering still;
And I where life and strife must daily thrill—
I—I, God help me, T have not forgot.



THE ROCKS OF NEWFOUNDLAND
By LURANA SHELDON

THUS far, old Ocean! "T'wixt thee and man’s far habitat we stand
"T'wixt thee and that drear, meagre stretch of fields,
That wind-blown rime which in brief season yields
Bare sustenance, and standing, guard our strand
Against the fury of thy snarling rage.
Thus have we stood in battle age on age
Against thine anger and on-rushing greed.
Were we not staunch how would thy waters speed,
To swallow valleys and to lick the hills,
To wreak swift vengeance, overwhelming ills,
And link thine arms across man’s destiny—
A ravening union of the parted sea!

These are the blades which thy desire doth whet—
These sharpened daggers, wrested from our sides,
Shaped by the torture of unnumbered tides,

Whose strong impotence in untiring fret
Gnawed at our bulwarks, These gaunt, ragged spears

That split the tongues of thine unceasing ire

Do thus defeat thine effort, thy desire,

And with their terrors lash thy treacherous tears

To venomed foam. Yet beatest thou in vain,

With importunings and dull, baffled eries!
Until Time’s end thus shall these rocks arise
In strong defiance of thy wrack and strain.

Back, hungry ocean! In thine own vast breast
Hide thy great envy of man’s little peace !
We stand to warn, to chide, to bid thee cease,
To thwart the madness of thy monstrous quest.
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THE CHARM OF OLD WALNUT

BY PHIL IVES

«I love everything that's old, old
friends, old times, old manners, old
books, old wines.””—Oliver Goldsmith.

W ALNUT was occasionally used

for furniture-making in Eng-
land as early as the time of Charles
I. A great many walnut trees were
planted during the reign of Queen
Elizabeth, and the trees, which grow
slowly, were at this time beginning
to mature. Most of the high caned-
backed chairs were made of this ma-
terial, but as their constructional af-
finities are more closely related to the
oak period, they may, for the pur-
poses of classification, be relegated to
that period.

The walnut age proper immediate-
ly follows the oak furniture of the
Tudor and Stuart dynasties. This
age embraces all those pieces (usual-
ly, though not always, made of wal-
nut), which exhibit the French and
Duteh influences brought into Eng-
land by the Courtiers who returned
after the Restoration, and by those
who followed the fortunes of William
of Orange. .

Although no fixed dates can be
given in this fashion, it may be
broadly indicated as beginning about
the accession of James II., continu-

.ing during the reign of William IIIL.,

and becoming modified, adapted,
and thoroughly Anglicised in the
time of Queen Anne. Finally, the
quasi-Duteh style disappears during
the reign of George I., when it is dis-
placed by the mahogany furniture of
Chippendale and his school.

No sharp line of demarcation can
be drawn between the respective
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styles of oak and walnut furniture,
nor between those of walnut and
mahogany. The transitions were very
gradual, the earlier traditions died
hard. In the first quarter of the
eighteenth century we find furniture
being made in all three of these dif-
ferent woods simultaneously and in
fashions which were sometimes near-
ly a century apart.

Not without a struggle, we may be
sure, did the English workman aban-
don his beloved traditions of rect-
angular construction, strength, soli-
darity, and sobriety of outline. We
may imagine the feelings of wonder,
dismay, and aversion with which he
beheld curves, applying the difficult
veneering on bent surfaces, also cut-
ting elaborate marqueterie which
seemed almost too delicate to touch.
Nevertheless, however much they may
have rebelled against these innova-
tions, the demands of fashion were
then imperious and irresistible as to-
day, and it is most interesting to
trace the earliest naive concessions to
the new style, first a little trivial,
paw-shaped foot, then a little ripple
of curves in the under-rail, then the
enrichments by veneering in simple
designs; and sometimes these efforts
are quite amusing and suggest the
gaucherie of the rustic arrayed in
the costume of a courtier.

Soon, however, this preliminary
awkwardness and diffidence dies
away, and we find British cabinet-
makers boldly essaying the most diffi-
cult feats, exercising a definite dis-
erimination and deliberately select-
ing the best features of the foreign
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style. They rejected much that was
bizarre and eccentriec, and out of

exotic elements created a new Eng-
lish style; formal, dignified and re-
strained, admirably suited to the
courtly times of Addison, Swift, and
Steele.

Many of furniture,

new pieces

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

lacquer is black or green, but some-
times it is scarlet or buff; the latter
colour is very rare. But scarlet is
also held in the highest estimation
by collectors.

At first the designs of walnut fur-
niture did not differ materially from
the oaken furniture of the .Jacobean

A WRITING DESK AND OCCASIONAL
CHAIRS BY JACQUES AND HAY

hitherto almost unknown in English
homes, appear at this time. We may
instance the writing cabinets and
bureaux, the quaint mirrors for the
toilet tables and for the walls, the
card-tables, the tall candlestands or
““torchers,”” the powdering tables
and wash-stands, the corner cabinets,
the china cabinets, the long-cased
clocks, the tall chests of dra.\vers..and
linen presses (see illustration of pieces
in possession of writer. Page 569).

This period also witnesses the ad-
vent of gilded furniture, also of lac-
quer, in imitation of those Oriental
cabinets which were then being
brought to this country by the
Dutech and East India Trading Com-
panies. The usual ground-colour of

REPRODUCED BY COURTESY
OF MR. R. SCULLY

period. In early examples the legs
of tables and chairs followed the
simple turnings and spiral twists
with which we are so familiar, but
soon the turned work begins to
_change, and we find a curious widen-
ing (something like an inverted cup)
near the centre of the leg, or portions
of the leg are shaped in square
or octagonal form.

The stretchers, or connecting cross-
bars of the legs, which were formerly
straight rails intended to keep the
feet from the floor, now become
X-shaped.

The next change is the adoption of
that peculiar curved form of leg
known as the ‘‘cabriole’’ leg. This
was no new form, but had been known
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in very ancient days; an example
closely analagous has recently been
found during exeavations in Beni-
hassan in Egypt, which is at least
three thousand years old. It is im-
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tions of old bureau and china-cabinet
in writer’s possession). The cornice
mouldings become wider and wider
until they attain to great importance,
considerable skill being shown in

T |

A WALNUT SIDEBOARD BY JACQUES AND HAY

possible to trace the origin of the
form, but we may conjecture that this
leg (which often resembles the hocked
leg of an animal) was possibly sug-
gested by the skins of animals thrown
over seats, the pendant legs often as-
suming an appearance from which the
design would arise. It seems to have
found its way into Europe from
China, and was frequently adopted
as a motive in design in France and
the Low Countries.

Tall pieces of furniture, such as
presses, wardrobes, bookcases, which
were formerly made with straight,
flat tops, were now made arched,
rounded, and dome-shaped; or with
“broken’’ pediments of a somewhat
architectural character (see illustra-

BHOWING LOWESTOFY AXD SPODE TEAPOUTS

their construction. Instead of being
cut out of a solid piece, they were
built up in small wedge-shaped sec-
tions placed in an opposite direction
to the sweep of the moulding, This
method of working the wood in a
contrary direction to the grain is
peculiar to the walnut furniture of
this period; it was a laborious and
expensive process, but the rich ef.
fects of colour thus gained gives a
great charm to ‘‘Queen Anne’’ fur-
niture. Modern reproductions of
Queen Anne furniture generally
evade this trouble by working the
moulding straight, but the loss of
effect is very great.

To obtain beautiful effects of colour
and rich ‘“figuring of the wood”’
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seems to have been the beaw ideal of
the cabinet-makers; no trouble was
too great; they would almost cut up
a tree specially to obtain a little piece
of curiously gnarled wood, and then
apply it quarter-wise, so that by
repetition it would form a sort of
nature design. On the edges of the

tuted, and with good results. Hence
the amateur of to-day is often puzzled
by observing that a piece, externally
of rich quality, is lined with deal,
which he, in ignorance of the faects,
is apt to regard as an inferior wood.

Curious little hiding-places and
secret drawers are characteristic of

A ROOM FURNISHED WITH OLD WALNUT

drawers and doors it was customary
to place a border of lighter-coloured
wood, with the grain running in an
opposite direction, to the centre; this
is technieally ‘‘cross-banding.” A
second, inner border of two strips,
with the grain cut diagonally and ar-
ranged like the barbs of a feather,
was also used ; this is ealled ‘‘herring-
bone’’ or ‘‘feather’’ inlay.

Obviously this gnarled wood could
not be used in a solid form, but had
to be applied as a veneer. In early
instances it was sometimes laid upon
an oak foundation, but soon it was
discovered that the shrinkage of oak
did not synchronise with that of wal-
nut, consequently the veneer fell off.
In time, deal was therefore substi-

Queen Anne furniture, some being so
obvious and palpable that they could
only deceive young children, while
others are most cunningly- contrived
in positions of difficult approach.
They were intended for the reception
of wills and private papers, or coin
and jewels, in days when banking
facilities were not so great as in our
own time.

In course of time walnut was super-
seded by mahogany, obtained from
the West Indies. Its greater dura-
bility, the ease with which it could
be worked, its immunity from the at-
tacks of ‘““worms,”’ and its rich
purplish colour contributed largely
to a popularity which has lasted for
nearly two centuries. Although wal-

<.
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nut went gradually out of fashion,
the style of construction which
characterised walnut furniture sur-
vived far into the eighteenth cen-
tury. But for the sake of classifica-
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mahogany, but, despite a few faults,
the walnut furniture not only capti-
vates, but retains a lasting place in

our affections. So much so that
Canadians are beginning to, and

e

(J'AN OLD WALNUT LINEN PRESS

tion the furniture made after about
1725-1730 must be relegated to the
period known under the title of the
““Age of Mahogany.”’

If we compare the furniture of the
Age of Walnut with the later furni-
ture of Chippendale, Hepplewhite,
Adam, Sheraton, and their contem-
poraries (by some, called the Golden
Age of Furniture), it must be con-
ceded that greater utility and refine-
ment of design belong to the latter:
but there is undeniably a charm, a
naiveté, a quaintness, a variety in
form, belonging to the furniture of
the walnut period, which are entirely
its own. We may venerate the
““sturdiness’’ of oak, we may admire
the ‘‘daintiness’’ of rosewood and

—

A FINE SETTING FOR AXTIQUE FURNITURE

fresh arrivals have already begun to,
recognise the enduring merits of the
walnut furniture made by Hil-
ton, of Montreal, and Jacques &
Hay, and a fine old sideboard, sofa,
or an arm-chair, made by them, is a
welcome addition to our homes. To-
day we often hear cultured Cana-
dians speak with regret of certain old
pieces that their parents foolishly
parted with in days gone by, when
early Victorian, or some other eve-
sore was in vogue. Oh, Fashion!
What a lot we have to put up with
for your sake, and, like custom, you
are aperfect nightmare to wise
folk!

Although genuine pieces of Jac-
ques & Hay furniture (made in their
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best period, and beautifully carved)
sometimes fetch more than mahog-
any, yet pieces are still to be had, if
one takes the trouble to seek dround
at a price well within the reach of
the slenderly-lined purse, and often-
times at a price even lower than
their modern equivalents.

Robert Hay was a Scotchman. His
parents were Robert Hay and Eliza-
beth Henderson, and he was born in
the Parish of Tippermuir, Perth-
shire, on the eighteenth of May, 1808.
His father was a small farmer in
anything but afﬂuont cireumstances,
and had a family of nine children.

At the age of fourteen, Robert had
to push ior himself, and he became
an apprentice to a cabinet-maker in
the town of Perth. After faithfully
serving his apprenticeship, he worked
for some time as a journeyman, and
then, in 1831, he sailed for Canada;
and landed at Montreal in June, and,
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after speding two months in that city,
he came to Toronto on the eleventh
of September of the same year,
where he found employment.

In 1835 he formed a partnership
with Jacques, a native of Cumber-
land, England, under the name and
style of Jacques & Hay, and com-
menced business as cabinet-makers,
etec. The capital possessed at this
time by the firm only amounted
to about eight hundred dollars, but
they _had pluck, and, with two ap-
prentices and their own willing
hands, they laid the foundation of
a business, which, at that time, was
one of the largest in Canada.

Their store-rooms were situated at
the corner of Jordan and King
Streets, where the present Bank of
(Clommerce now stands, and their faec-
tory was on the Esplanade, at the
bottom of Bay Street. After being in
business for about twenty years, they
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were twice burned out, and lost about
two hundred thousand dollars’ worth
of furniture and machinery. They
were unfortunate enough to have a
third fire some five years later. But,

used to test each piece per-
sonally before it left the factory (and
woe betide the workman if a chair
creaked). It not only found a ready
market in Canada, but a good deal

ITALIAN WALNUT CENTRE TALLE

nothing daunted, these plucky and
energetic cabinet-makers rebuilt their
premises and started into business
with renewed vigour.

In 1875 Jacques retired from busi-
ness, and Charles Rogers and George
Craig, who had long worked for the
firm, were taken into the partnership,
and the name was changed to Robert
Hay & Company. This partnership
continued until 1885, when Messrs.
Rogers and Craig retired, leaving
Mr. Hay in entire possession of the
business. Mr. Hay three months af-
ter retired from business, and Mr.
Rogers, not being able to come to
terms with him, started on his own
account, under the title of Charles
Rogers, Sons & Company.

The furniture manufactured by
the original firm was of the
finest description, and Mr. Hay
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found its way in time to England.

Several of the county families
purchased their furniture, amongst
others, Mr. Bass, M.P., the brewer,
now Lord Burton, and the late Lord
Abinger. These suites of furniture
were designed by the late Mr. Rogers,
father of Mr. W. B. Rogers, the Post-
master of Toronto, and were made
before the style was altered and the
workmanship had begun to deterior-
ate. Mr. Hay represented Central
Toronto in Parliament for several
years.

Before a commission sitting at To-
ronto in 1880, to report on agricul-
ture, including forestry and arbori-
culture, Mr. Hay supplied the fol-
lowing information .

“When I first came to this country
there was very little walnut used, but
one or two years afterwards it came to
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be used more extensively. I think it was
Sir Peregrine Maitland who first intro-
duced walnut here, and who was the first
to make it fashionable.

“Previous to that they had used cherry
or any of the common woods. Since its
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first introduction, walnut has been the
staple fashionable wood for making fur-
niture.

“When we first commenced making wal-
nut furniture we got the wood from
Canada West. A great deal came from
about Port Stanley and the banks of the
Thames, in Kent, Essex and South Mid-
dlesex. We now obtain very little wal-
nut, indeed, from that part of the coun-
try.

“Lately we have been getting our prin-
cipal supplies of walnut from Indiana.
The walnut grown in that State is as
good as that grown in Canada, but as
you go south of Indiana the walnut is of
a ligchter shade. The dark walnut grows
best in a climate such as that of Michi-
gan or Canada. I don’t suppose the sup-
ply in Indiana is inexhaustible. I have
been told, in fact, it will not last a great
many more years.

“When I came to Canada first they
used walnut for rail fences. . . . .
(The writer has seen pig styes in New-
foundland made of mahogany collected
from shipwrecks). The principal value
of walnut is that it is an excellent wood
for furniture, and is handsome in ap-
pearance. It is universally admired, has
a close grain, is mot liable to be much
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affected by changes of temperature, and,
at the same time, it is not hard to work.
It is a very valuable timber economically.

“I could not say exactly what time it
would take for walnut trees to grow to
maturity, fifty or sixty years at least. 1
don’t know any other parts of Canada
where walnut is to be found, except the
district I have mentioned. There was a
little once in the Niagara district, but
that has been cut down. There is none
at all north of us. I don’t think any
careful examination has ever been made
of the walnut region to ascertain how
much of the wood may still be remain-
ing, but I am sure there can be very
little left. It would be a desirable thing
to replant walnut. There would be a
great market for it.”’

It is to be regretted that our
farmers and others living in the
country sadly neglect the work of
planting forest trees from the notion
that their growth will be so tardy as
to make the outlay of time and a
little money worthless to them in
their day and generation.

The idea of handing down a fine
estate beautifully timbered to their
sons is not constantly present to the
minds of Canadians as in England,
where timber has helped to save many
a bankrupt landlord, and a craving
to achieve immediate results is one
of the curses of the times.

Judging from the walnut trees
growing round about Oakville they
will repay the trouble and expens.e
of planting. This ought to encourage
the residents in that district to plant
extensively in their pastures and
round their houses. A well-grown
walnut tree is not only ornamental
and a good shade for cattle, but its
nuts, pickled when green, and, when
ripe, assisted with a glass of good
old tawny port, is an ever welecome
adjunect to our luncheon and dinner
tables.

It is an ill wind that blows no one
good. Were it not for the Philis-
tines and the bourgeois in our midst,
the ecollector or connoisseur would
miss many bargains. These dear, good
people have been too busy chasing
the almighty dollar to cultivate a
taste for art. Consequently, the
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house beautiful is beyond their com-
prehension, and antiques to them are
mere ‘‘junk.”” They will often dis-
pose of them in order to furnish their
houses in what, poor souls, they fond-
ly consider the fashion. This genteel
furniture (to use one of their pet
words), covered with some quite too
awful an abomination for words, be-
ing usually jerry-built and made of
unseasoned wood, warps as soon as
the rooms are heated in the winter,
falls to pieces in the spring, and is
smashed up for firewood in the sum-
mer. Then, and then only, they learn
the folly of buying the banal things
we see every day in our shop win-
dows, or the inane crudities of ’ar(
NOUVEAU.

Beware of ‘‘fakes’’ and ‘‘shams’’
of all kinds, for there are many traps
for the unwary. Genuine old rose-
wood, mahogany, or walnut furniture
may not appear cheap at the time of
purchase, but do not be prevented
from becoming the lucky possessor of
such a piece. For, remember, in buy-
ing well-made furniture, you are
buying once and once only, not for
your life-time, but for generations to
come.

Rome was not built in a day—
neither can a house be successfully
furnished in an afternoon by rush-
ing pell-mell from one shop to an-
other. It requires quite as much
time, skill, and thought as it does to
write a successful play like ‘‘The
Importance of Being Earnest.”’

The scheme of a room should be
always determined hefore anything is
chosen, and then patiently elaborated
in detail, if one would avoid the gar-
ish or discordant note so commonly
seen in the mansions of mushroom
millionaires. The second generation
of the nouveau riche usually have bet-

ter taste or are wise enough to know
that they are lacking in this commo-
dity and call in an expert or consult
their educated friends, who have
grandfathers, and who are to the
manner born.

One of our Dominion’s merchant
princes has recently deputed a well-
known artist to furnish and decorate
his new house throughout, and to go
to Europe to purchase pictures,

Everything in the principal rooms,
the artist informed the writer, is to
be earried out with that fidelity to
tradition which is so essential to a
harmonious ensemble. In faet, every-
thing will bear the unmistakable
stamp of ‘‘correctness.”’ For in-
stance, in the Louis XVI. music-
room, the stuff on the chair seats, or
the curtains, and even the door
handles, will all belong to this
period.

The day for rare bargains and
wonderful ‘‘finds,”’ so dear to the
collector’s heart, is not yet passed.
There are many delightful pieces
of old furniture and china and other
treasures lying perdu still for the
seeing eye and thinking brain of the
collector to discover.

The writer, in his rambles in the
quest of the antique, recently dis-
covered in a ‘“junk shop’’ a Lowestoft
and an early Spode teapot, which
were promptly secured at the ridie-
ulous price of twenty-five cents each,
and which are photographed on the
sideboard, shown on page 567, for
the benefit of the true antiquary, who
is generally a person of elastic tastes,
many-sided and omniverous.

“A wife, a span’l and a walnut tree,
The more you beat them the better they
k"’
—0ld Saw.
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IN AUTUMN

BY L. M. MONTGOMERY
AUTHOR OF “‘ANNE OF GREEN GABLES" ETC.

MAPLES are trees that have
primeval fire in their souls.
It glows out a little in their early
youth, before the leaves open, in the
redness and rosy-yellowness of their
blossoms, but in summer it is care-
fully hidden under a demure, silver-
lined greenness. Then, when autumn
comes, the maples give up trying to
be sober and flame out in all the bar-
baric splendour and gorgeousness of
their real natures, making of the
ancient wood a thing out of an
Arabian Nights dream in the golden
prime of good Haroun Alraschid.
You never may know what scarlet
and crimson really are until you see
them in their perfection on an Octo-
ber hillside under the unfathomable
blue of an autumn sky. All the glow
and radiance and joy at earth’s heart
seem to have broken loose in a splen-
did determination to express itself
for once before the frost of winter
chills her beating pulses. It is the
year’s carnival ere the dull Lenten
days of leafless valleys and peniten-
tial mists come. :
The maples are the best vehicle
for this hidden, immemorial fire of
the earth and the woods, bu_t the
other trees bear their part valiantly.
The sumacs are almost as gorgeous
as the maples; the wild cherry trees
are, indeed, more subdued, as if they

‘are rather too reserved and modest

to go to the length the maples do,
and prefer to let their crimson and
gold burn more dully through over-
tints of bronzy green.

I know a dell, far in the bosky
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deeps of the wood, where a row of
maiden birches fringe a deeply-run-
ning stream, and each birch is more
exquisite than her sisters. And, as
for the grace and goldenness of the
young things, that cannot be ex-
pressed in terms of the dictionary or
symbols of earth, but must be seen
to be Dbelieved or realised. I
stumbled on that dell the other day
quite by accident §%, in-
deed, there can be such a thing as
accident in the woods, where I am
tempted to think we are led by the
Good People along such of their
fairy paths as they have a mind
for us to walk in. It was lying in a
benediction of amber sunshine, and
it seemed to me that a spell of
eternity was woven over it . . .
that winter migh% not touch it, nor
spring evermore revisit it. Tt must
continue forever so, the yellow trees
mirrored in the placid stream, with
now and then a leaf falling on the
water to drift away and be used, may-
hap, as a golden shallop for some
adventurous wood sprite, who had it
in mind to fare forth to some wonder-
ful far-off region where all the brooks
run into the sea.

I left the dell while the sunshine
still shone on it, before the shadows
had begun to fall. And T shall never,
if T can help it, revisit it again. I
wish to remember it always as in that
one vision and never see it changed
or different. I think it is one of the
places where dreams grow; and here-
after whenever I have a dream of a
certain kind . a golden, mel-
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low, crimson-veined dream, a very
dream of dreams, I shall please my
fancy with the belief that it came
from my secret dell of birches, and
was born of some mystic union be-
tween the fairest of the sisters and
the genius of that crooning brook.

The woods are full of purple vis-
tas, threaded with sunshine and
gossamer. Down drop the tinted
leaves, one by one, with the faintest
of sighs, until our feet rustle most
silverly through their fallen magnifi-
cence. The woods are as friendly as
ever; but they do not make the ad-
vances of spring, nor do they lavish
attentions on us as in summer. They
are full of a gentle, placid indiffer-
ence. We have the freedom of their
wonders, as old friends, but we are
not any longer to expect them to
make much fuss over us; they want
to dream and remember, undisturbed
by new things. They have spread
out a spectacle that cannot be sur-
passed . . have flung all their
months of hoarded sunlight into one
grand burst of colour, and now they
wish to take their rest.

The conebearers hardly know what
to make of the transformation that
has come over their deciduous neigh-
bours, who comported themselves so
discreetly and respectably all through
the earlier months of the year. The
pines and hemlocks -and spruces
seem to wrap” their dark mantles
around them, with a tinge of haughty
disapproval. No change of fashion
for them, and it please ye, no flaunt-
ing in unseemly liveries of riotous
hue. Tt is theirs to keep up the dig-
nity of the forest. Only the firs
are more tolerant. Indeed, here and
there a fir seems trying to change
its sober garments also, and has
turned a rich red-brown. But, alas!
The poor fir pays for its desertion of
fir tradition by death. Only the
dying fir can change its colour
s and exhale that haunting,
indescribable odour, which steals out
to meet us in shadowy hollows and
silent dingles.

There is a magic in that scent of
dying fir. It gets into our blood like
some rare, subtly-compounded wine,
and thrills us with unutterable sweet-
nesses, as of recoltections from some
other, fairer life, lived in some hap-
pier star. Compared to it, all other
scents seem heavy and earth-born,
luring to the valleys instead of the
heights. But the tang of the fir sum-
mons upward and onward to some
“far-off, divine event’”’ . . .
some spiritual peak of attainment,
whence we shall see with unfaltering,
unclouded vision the spires of some
erial eity beautiful, or the fulfilment
of some fair, fadeless land of
promise.

Autumn woods give us another rare
fragrance also—the aroma of frosted
ferns. The morning is the best time
for it—a morning after a sharp frost,
when the sunshine breaks over the
hollows in the woods; but sometimes
we may catch it in the evenings after
the afternoon sun has steeped the
feathery golden sheets of a certain
variety of fern and drawn out their
choicest savour.

I have a surprise for you if you
will but walk with me through these
still, stained mazes and over the en-
closed harvest field beyond, and up
this dour hill of gnarled spruces and
along this maple-fringed upland
meadow. There will be many little
things along our way to make us glad.
Joyful sounds will ‘‘come ringing
down the wind;’’ gypsy gold will be
ours for the gathering; I can promise
you a glimpse now and then of a shy
partridge, scuttling away over the
fallen leaves; as the evening deepens
there will be nun-like shadows under
the trees; and there will be squir-
rels, chattering in the beeches where
the nuts are. Squirrels, you know,
are the gossips and busybodies of the
woods, not having learned the fine
reserve of its other denizens. But
there isa certain shrill friendliness in
their greeting, amd they are not
?eally half such scolds as one might
imagine from appearances. If they
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would but ‘‘take a thought and
mend’’ their shrewd-like ways they
would be dear, lovable creatures
enough.

Ah, here is my' promised surprise.
Look you- . . . a tree :
an apple tree . . . an apple
tree laden with fruit . . . asl
live, a veritable apple-bearing apple
tree here in the very heart of the
woods, neighboured by beeches and
pines, miles away from any orchard.
Years ago it sprang from some chance
sown seed; and the alien thing
has grown and flourished and held its
own. In the spring T wandered this
way and saw it white amid wild-
ness with its domestic blossom. Pluck
and eat fearlessly, I pray you. I
know these apples of old and fruit
of IHesperides hath not a rarer
flavour, nor the fatal apple of Eden.
They have a tawny skin, but a white,
white flesh, faintly veined with red;
and, besides their own proper apple
taste, they have a certain wild, de-
licious flavour no orchard-grown ap-
ples ever possessed or can possess.
Let us sit here on this fallen tree,
cushioned with mosses, and eat our
fill, while the shafts of sunshine
turn erimson and grow remote and
more remote, until they vanish alto-
gether and the early autumn twilight
falls over the woods. Surely, there
is nothing more for our quest, and
we may as well go home.

Nothing more? Look you, I pray
you, over yonder, through the mist
of this mild, calm evening. Beyond
the brook valley, halfway.up the
opposite slope, a brush fire is burn-
ing clearly and steadily in a maple
grove.  There is something in-
describably alluring in that fire, glow-
ing so redly against the dark back-
ground of forest and twilit hill. A
wood fire at night has a fascination
not to be resisted by those of mortal
ace. Come, let us arise and go to
it. It may have been lighted by
some good, honest farmer, bent on
tidying up his sugar orchard, but
it may also, for aught we know, have

een kindled by no earthly woodman,
a beacon or a summons to the tribes
of frery. Even so, we shall seek it
fearlessly, for are we not members
of the immemorial free-masonry of
the woods?

Now we are in the grove. Ts it
not beautiful, O comrade of my wan-
derings? So beautiful that it makes
us perfectly happy; we could sit
dowh and ery for pure, unearthly
joy; and we desire fervently some
new language, rich in unused, un-
stained words, to express our rapture,

The fire burns with a clear, steady
glow and a soft crackle; the long
arcades beneath the trees are il-
luminated with a rosy radiance, be-
yond which lurks companies of en-
ticing gray and purple shadows.
Everything is very still and dreamy
and remote. Tt is impossible that out
there, just over the hill, lies a village
of men, where tame household lamps
are shining. We must be thousands
of miles away from such things. Tt
is an hour and place when and where
anything might come true :
when men in green might ereep out
to join hands and foot in fealty
around the fire, or wood nymphs
steal from their trees to warm their
white limbs, grown chilly in autumn
frosts, by the blaze. T don’t think
we would feel much surprise if we
should see something of the kind
e the flash of an ivory shoul-
der through yonder gloom, or a queer
little elfin face peering at us around
a twisted gray trunk. Oh, T think I
do see it but one cannot
be sure. Mortal eyesight is too slow
and clumsy a thing to mateh against
the flicker of a pixy-litten fire.

Everything is in this hour—the
beauty of classic myths, the primal
charm of the silent and the open, the
lure of mystery, the beguilement of
gramarye. It has been a pure love
mateh ’twixt light and dark, and
beautiful exceedingly are the off-
spring thereof.

We go home by the old fir lane over
the hill, though it is somewhat longer
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than the field way. But it always
drags terribly at my heart to go past
a wood lane if I can make any ex-
cuse at all for traversing it. Some-
times I like to walk in this lane alone,
for I know it well and can tryst here
with many shapes of old dreams and
joys. But to-night T am glad to have
a comrade for the dark
is coming down, and I am just a wee
bit afraid, with a not unpleasant
fear. The whole character of the
lane seems changed. It is mysterious
B =g eerie . . almost
sinister, The trees, my old, well-
known friends, are strange and
aloof. The sounds we hear are not
the cheery, companionable sounds of
daytime . . they are creeping
and whispering and weird, as
if the life of the woods had suddenly
developed something almost hostile
: something, at least, alien
and unacquainted and furtive. I
could fancy that I hear stealthy
footsteps all around us ;
that strange eyes were watching us
through the boughs. T feel all the

old primitive fear known to the child-
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hood of the race—the awe of the
dark and shadowy, the shrinking
from some unseen menace lurking in
the gloom. My reason quells it into
a piquant watchfulness, but were I
alone it would take but little—noth-
ing more than that strip of dried
bark keening so shilly on the rail
fence—to deliver me over to a blind
panie, in which 1 should turn and
flee shamelessly. As it is, I walk
more quickly than my wont, and feel,
as we leave the lane behind, that 1
am escaping from some fascinating,
but not altogether hallowed, locality
—a place still given over to paganism
and the revels of fauns and satyrs.
None of the wild places are ever
wholly Christian in the darkness,
however much they may seem so in
daylight. There is always a lurking
life in them that dares not show it-
self to the sun, but regains its own
with the night. Comrade, I vow I am
right glad to see the steady-gleaming
homelight below us, shining on home-
ly, mortal faces. It is a good thing
after the uncanny enchantment of the
autumn forest.




EAREY NAVIGATION ON THE
SASKATCHEWAN

BY W. EVERARD EDMONDS

THE Saskatchewan River is one of

Canada’s greatest waterways.
Its two branches, draining the
prairie country between Lake Winni-
peg and the Rocky Mountains, are
twin sisters of the Missouri and
Mississippi. The north branch rises
in the mountainous region of western
Alberta, flows north-east past Ed-
monton, and then turns south-east.
At Battleford it receives the waters
of the Battle River, and after pass-
ing Prince Albert it is joined by the
south branch, the combined streams
pouring their waters into the north-
ern end of Lake Winnipeg at Grand
Rapids. The South Saskatchewan,
some eight hundred miles in length,
is formed by the union of two Rocky
Mountain streams, the Bow and Belly
Rivers, and after skirting Medicine

Hat and Saskatoon, pours its swirling

waters into the north branch, which,
at this point, is six hundred yards
wide.

The history of navigation on the
Saskatchewan dates from the old fur-
trading days, when the mnorthern
wilderness first echoed to the stirring
strains of the Highlanders’ bagpipes,
and the chansons of red-sashed
voyageurs and hardy coureurs du
bois. In 1774 Samuel Hearne, dis-
coverer of the Coppermine, built
Cumberland House for the Hudson’s
Bay Company, about a hundred miles
above Grand Rapids. Within twenty
years the company had extended its
posts westward to the foot of the
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Rockies, Norway House, at the foot
of Lake Winnipeg, being the dis-
tributing point for the Western
trade.

But the Hudson’s Bay Company
was not long permitted to have all
the trade in the North and West.
Free traders advanced up the rivers,
and in the closing years of the eigh-
teenth century they carried on a
flourishing trade with scattered
tribes of Northern Indians. In 1783
a number of merchants of Montreal
organised the North-west Trading
Company and succeeded in securing
the services of the free traders by
making them partners or salaried em-
ployees. Fort William, on Lake
Superior, was made the headquarters
of the new company’s trade, and
fur-posts were built at strategic
points along the swift-flowing Sas-
katchewan.

The name Saskatchewan means
‘‘swift current,”’ and anyone who has
battled with its seething waters will
admit that the stream does not belie
its name. Rapids, shoals, and sand
bars are characteristic of both
branches of the river from the foot-
hills to the forks, a little more than
a hundred miles above Cumberland
House. A short voyage down stream
brings one to the Pas, which marks
the extreme northern point that con-
nected railway steel has yet reached
on this continent. A train could be
made up at the Pas, and in a week’s
time its passengers could step out
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on the platform in New York, San
Francisco, or New Orleans.

The Pas is one of Canada’s coming
cities, for within a very short time, a
new line of glistening steel will con-
neet this point with Hudson’s Bay.
Eastward from the Pas, the river
runs through a flat, marshy country,
with shallow lakes on either hand.
After passing through Cedar Lake—
a beautiful sheet of water—it forms
a huge angle and then makes a final
plunge into Lake Winnipeg over the
seven miles of Grand Rapids.

In the early ’eighties, the North-
west Navigation Company placed a
fleet of steamboats on the Saskatche-
wan, and from 1880 to 1885 the
river was navigated each summer
from Edmonton to Grand Rapids.
The company had twelve miles of
roadway built round the rapids, and
freight was transferred by means of
teams from the lake to the river
boats and wvice wversa. The boats,
which were drawn up on the bank
during the winter, were launched
just as soon as the ice went out, and
made the first trip with the high
water.

These boats were run for the
benefit of the great northern trade,
and delivered most of the freight
billed for Cumberland,  the Pas,
Prince Albert, Carleton, Battleford,
Fort Pitt, and Edmonton. The first
trip of the season was the most
profitable, and used to net the com-
pany something like $125,000, most
of the freight going to the Hudson’s
Bay posts in the Far North. In 1882
the company’s fleet consisted of
the Manitoba, the Northcote, the
Northwest, and the Marquis. The
first two generally did the trip from
Prince Albert to Edmonton, and the
latter pair ran between Prince Al-
bert and Grand Rapids. .

The history of these early river
boats is interesting. The Marquis
was one of the old Red River steam-
ers owned by a navigation company,
of which, for a time, J. J. Hill was
active warehouseman. When the

railway advanced toward Winnipeg
River navigation was abandoned, and
the Marquis was bought by the
Northwest Navigation Company, run
down the lake to Grand Rapids,
taken to pieces, hauled across in sec-
tions, and rebuilt above the rapids.
After an honourable career, her old
hulk now lies rotting on the river
bank at Prince Albert, ‘‘and none
so poor to do her reverence.”’ The
Manitoba, which went to pieces in the
Shell River, formerly ran up the As-
siniboine to Fort Ellis, but was trans-
ferred to the Saskatchewan in the
summer of ’'82.

The oldest steamboats on the river
were the Iily and the Northeote.
The first drew too much water and
was wrecked on a survey expedition
up the south branch, above Saska-
toon. It was the Lily which met the
Marquis of Lorne at Carleton in 1881
and took him first to Prince Albert
and then to Battleford, from which

-place he crossed overland to Calgary.

The Northeote distinguished her-
self during the Rebellion of '85 hy
serving as a military transport and
gun-boat. When it was determined
to send supplies to the scene of hos-
tilities by the river, the Northcote,
then at Medicine Hat, was taken to
Saskatchewan Landing, where provi-
sions and troops were taken on
board. Captain ‘‘Gat’’ Howard, with
a Gatling gun Dbattery, almost
monopolised the fore part of the up-
per deck, and the four companies of
soldiers occupied the remainder,
Two barges filled with supplies were
lashed one on each side of the
steamer, and the old stern-wheeler
left on April 22nd for Clark’s
Crossing, where General Middleton
anxiously awaited the expected
stores.

But the Northcote’s progress was
slow. Owing to the turbulent nature
of the South Saskatchewan, new
channels are continually being ecut,
and the water is coloured a deep yel-
low by the moving sand. The im-
provised gun-boat therefore had her
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share of trouble. She ran on the
rocks once, ran ashore twice, and
went aground on sandbars no less
than eleven times in a single day.
Clark’s Crossing was reached on
May 5th, and two of the companies
were left there, with a considerable
part of the stores. It was found that
Gieneral Middleton had advanced to
Fish Creek, and the boat arrived at
that point, with the two remaining
companies, on the following morn-
ing.

The General decided to send the
Northcote down the river to fire upon
the rebel stronghold at Batoche, while
his main body of troops attacked it
from the land. Unfortunately, the
steamer dropped down the stream
too quickly, and, as she swung round
the big bend above the town, she was
swept by a leaden hail-storm from
bhoth sides of the river. At the same
time, the rebels began to lower' the
heavy ferry cable to block her fur-
ther progress. The pilot, seeing that
his only chance of escape was to
break the cable, ordered ‘‘full steam
ahead.”” The mnext moment the
Northeote struck the powerful steel
hawser in the centre, and it bounded
fully twenty feet into the air. The
momentum acquired by the steamer
caused her to pass partly under the
wire before it fell on the hurricane
deck, tearing off the top of the wheel-
house, and sending the smoke-stacks
down with a crash. Although par-
tially disabled, the old boat ‘‘was
still in the ring.”” Amid a howl
of rage she swung round in
the current and drifted down
the stream, firing a broadside as
she went. After maintaining a
running fight for three days with
rebels along the shore, the staunch
old boat reached Hudson’s Bay
Ferry, twenty-two miles down stream,
and was met there by the Marquis.
The two boats proceeded up stream
to Batoche, only to find that the town
had already been taken.

Some twenty years later, a more
disastrons fate overtook Captain
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Ross’s boat, the City of Medicine
Hat, in the erooked currents of the
South Saskatchewan. While making
a pleasure trip down stream from her
namesake city, she was wrecked at
Saskatoon in 1907. The cause of the
wreek proved to be the submerged
electric light and telegraph wires
which erossed the river at this point.

One of the most interesting trips
in recent years was that of  the
Alberta, of Prince Albert, through
the dreaded Grand Rapids. It was
a risky experiment, but fortune
favoured the adventurous erew; and,
though the boat sank immediately
after reaching shore in the still water
below, she was afloat again in less
than a week. At present she is doing
duty as an excursion boat on the
Red, and the Saskatchewan knows
her no more.

Navigation on the Saskatchewan
was no easy task, even in its palmiest
days. The channels were constantly
changing, and it took a pilot with a
practised eye to detect a shoal where,
probably on the previous trip, a
deep channel had existed. The
larger boats had long spars attached
to the bow, and these were operated
by means of a donkey-engine. When
the eraft stuck on a sandbar, these
spars were set at an angle, and the
donkey-engine proceeded to manipu-
late them in the same way that a man
does a pole in punting a scow. As a
rule, the boats were of very light
draught, three feet being the maxi-
mum when fully loaded.

Until one got used to life on the
boat, sleep was out of the question;
‘“‘sounding for the channel’’ was too

important an item to be dispensed

with, even under the most favour-
able circumstances. One man was
stationed at the bow, with a long,
thin pole marked in feet, while. an-
other stood just outside the pilot-
house. The first man would sound
and eall out in a monotonous voice
the various depths—‘two feet slack—
three feet slacking—no bottom,”’ or
“‘three feet—two feet scant,’’ as the
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case might be, and the call would be
repeated by the man near the pilot-
house.

The company used to engage In-
dians to eut wood during the winter
at many points along the river, so
that fuel could be easily obtained.
Failing to reach one of these points,
the boat was tied up, and the crew
turned out to cut enough wood to
last until the next wood-yard was
reached. The transferring of freight
from one boat to another, and to
the various depots, was performed by
Indians—the roustabouts—and it
was truly marvellous to see what one
of these men could carry.

The usefulness of the old river
boats was taken away, however, when
the railways began to stretch out
their tendons into the north. The
Calgary and Edmonton line robbed
the river of most of Edmonton’s
trade, and the Qu’Appelle, Long
Lake and Saskatchewan Railway did
the same for that of Prince Albert.
At present, there are no boats run-
ning on the south branch, and the

once famous north branch fleet has
given place to a few tug-boats and
lumber-barges.

But the end is not yet. Sir Wil-
frid Laurier’s dream of a thousand-
mile waterway from the foot of the
Rockies to the head of Lake Winni-
peg is likely to be realised in his own
lifetime. Even if it is not, the future
of the Saskatchewan is assured. To-
day the Peace River country is on
the eve of its development; to-mor-
row, as a new Province, it will be
sending its wheat to European mar-
kets by the cheapest and shortest
route. And what is that route? Be-
yond all doubt, it is by way of the
Saskatchewan River and Hudson's
Bay. The expenditure of a few mil-
lion dollars would make the river
safely navigable as far as the Pas,
where waiting trains would whisk
the golden grain away to the holds
of trans-Atlantic steamships. This is
not a dream, but a prophecy. Rail-
way companies may scoff, but the fact
must soon be faced; the Saskatche-
wan is again coming into its own.

TR,




"lN manufactures Canada is ‘away

behind’ both Great Britain and
the United States. I am not assert-
ing the Canadian manufacturer has
not grit and push; but the results
have not yet been sufficient to justify
him in thinking he is anywhere near
a level of competence with Britain.
With the exception of a particular
branch of agricultural implement
manufacture there is not a single in-
dustry in Canada at the present time
which could hold its own against
fair-price and quality ecompetition
with the United States and Great
Britain.”” The foregoing is the
opinion of John Foster Fraser, author
of a nmew book on Canada entitled
““Canada as it Is.”” TLord Strath-
cona contributes to this book what is
called an introduction, but he does
not say anything about the book or
the author. He makes a few observa-
tions regarding Canada, and lets it
go at that. The volume is the most
readable of the many that have been
written about Canada of late, but
it is not the most correct. For in-
stance, a chapter is devoted to ‘‘To-
ronto: the most English city in Can-
ada.”” If Toronto had been called
the most American city in Canada
the estimate would have been better.
Toronto is not nearly so English as
either Halifax or Vietoria. Again,
Mr. Fraser writes with admirable as-
surance about the loyalty of French-
Canadians, a subject that has all
along baffled the most astute and
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constant observers. It is always well
to listen carefully to remarks of
strangers, but passing impressions
should not be retailed as the last word.
The volume contains several repro-
ductions of excellent drawings by the
Canadian illustrator Mr. C. W. Jef-
ferys. (Toronto: Cassell & Com-

pany).
¥*

“THE Dominion of Canada,’’ by

W. L. Griffith, is one of the
books of the ‘“ All Red Series,”’ which
is ‘‘designed at once to quicken the in-
terest of Englishmen in the exten-
sion and maintenance of the Empire,
and to give an account of its con-
stituent countries as they are to-day.”’
It is some time sinece a volume of
equal illuminating qualities has been
written about Canada. Besides giv-
ing at the outset a brief, yet intelli-
gible survey of the history of Can-
ada, there are chapters on, for in-
stance, ‘“The American Invasion,”’
““The Habitant,”’ ¢‘Social Life To-day
of Canada,” ““The Governor-General
and the High Commissioner,”’ ‘‘The
Parliament of Canada,’’ ‘‘Defence,’’
‘‘Banking and Currency in British
North Amerecia,’”’ ‘‘Customs Revenue
and Taxation.”” It is therefore a
volume that is full of instruction for
the average Canadian, a volume in-
deed, that might well be used in Can-
adian schools and colleges. Tt deals
with subjects that are not familiarly
understood. Most Canadians observe
Parliament in session, but they do
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not appreciate the working of its
various functions; they frequently do
business at some bank, but they know
almost nothing about the Canadian
system of banking. On many things
which directly affect the people of
Canada this book gives interesting
comment and valuable information.
(Toronto: McClellgnd & Goodchild).
“TTHE New Garden of Canada’’ is

the appropriate title of a
volume written by F. A. Talbot and
dealing with British Columbia along
the route of the Grand Trunk Pacific
Railway from the ‘‘end of steel’’ at
Wolf Creek to Prince Rupert. The
author had many varied experiences
during the trip, and his opportuni-
ties for close observation were excel-
lent. He has written, as a result, a
fine narrative as well as what appears
to be a truthful account of conditions
and opportunities in that new and
promising part of the Dominion. The
book is well illustrated with repro-
ductions of photographs. (Toronto:
Cassell & Compani')-

IT is safe to say that from a popular
point of view no book issued
within recent years covers the field
of architecture so comprehensively as
“How to Know Architecture,”” by
Frank E. Wallis, A.A.T.A. This book
embraces the history of architecture
from the early Pagan period down
to the time of the American
decadence, and the author deals with
present conditions and forecasts the
future, making allowances for the in-
evitable influences of new materials,
such, for instance, as steel, conerete
and cement. The purpose of this
book is to entertain the lay reader
with an exposition of the importance
of architecture in the progress of
the world and its intimate relation-
ship to man, with regard particu-
larly to expression of sentiment, cul-
ture, and character. At the same
time, it is intended that the intelli-
gent reader, after having read the
book, can at a glance tell what archi-

tectural name to give any building
he anay come in contact with in his
own town or anywhere. (New York:
Harper & Brothers).
*
S the title of ‘‘The Jesuit,”’ by
Joseph Hocking, would indi-
cate, the author has given us another
of his anti-Romanist novels. His only
excuse for so doing is his evidently
sincere belief in the reality of the
danger. According to him, the Roman
Catholic Church is a hotbed of in-
trigue, with an avowed purpose of
restoring Roman Catholic supremacy
in England. The present novel is
written around the changes made in
the King’s coronation oath changes,
which, he believes, are only pre-
liminaries to a fight against the Bill
of Rights and the establishing of a
possible Catholiec succession. Over-
strained in many ways as the plot
may appear, the story in the main is
a readable one. Its strong family
likeness to other novels by Mr. Hock-
ing will by some be welcomed and by
others deplored. For Canadian read-
ers it loses much from the fact that
the ‘‘feeling’’ upon which the con-
troversy is based is not an active fae-
tor in Canadian thought and life.
The dangers which Mr. Hocking
points out do not seem real to us. A
possible civil war over religious dif-
ferences, for instance, seems in the
last degree absurd. One feels in-
clined to laugh; and one cannot fight
and laugh at the same time! (Toron-
to: Cassell & Com*pany).

SPAIN is a country about which
some truth might well be told,
and therefore it is gratifying to find
so engaging a volume as ‘“‘The Truth
About Spain,”” by G. H. B. Ward. a
writer who for some years has made
a close study of Spanish affairs. He
has kept in touch with many of the
prominent publicists of that King-
dom, and has made a eareful analysis
of political, ecclesiastical, educa-
tional, legal, social, industrial, com-
mereial, economie, military, and naval

—
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aspects of the country. The volume
gives a vivid picture of Spain as it
is, and is wunusually interesting.
There are excellent illustrations. (To-
ronto: Cassell & Company).

¥

HE thousands of readers who en-
joyed W. Pett Ridege’s volume of
sketches, entitled ‘‘Light Refresh-
ments,”” will want to read this
author’s new hook, ‘‘Table d’Hote.”’
The character of these later sketches
is quite the same as that of the first
book, but there is perhaps an im-
provement in style and a more ma-

tured humour. (Toronto: the Musson

Book Company).
*

J. BELL gives us another of his

* irresistible juvenile characters.
““Jim,”” which is the title of his latest
book, and the name of the chief person
in it, measures up well with ‘“Wee
Macgreegor.”” But, then, everything
that J. J. Bell does is well done.
“Jim’’ is a book of good fun and
good philosophy, too. (Toronto: the
Musson Book Company).

*

“YANADA’S West and Farther

West”” is the title of a profuse-
ly illustrated wvolume written by
Frank Carrell, of The Telegraph,
Quebec.  (Quebec: the Telegraph
Printing Company).

*

T is worthy of note that ‘‘Irish
Poems,’’ the latest volume of verse
by Arthur Stringer, was published
by Mr. Mitchell Kennerley, of New
York, a publisher who has made a
reputation for the excellence of the
verse that comes from his press.

*

OOSEVELT’S celebrated en-
joinder to the English people
respecting the British administration
of Egypt has elicited from J. Alexan-
der a consideration of the Egyptian

question in a volume entitled ‘‘The
"ruth About Egypt.”” The author
has apparently attempted to consider
the question with fairness, from the
standpoint alike of the Nationalist
and the supporter of the British oc-
cupation. Oeccasionally, however, he
seems to take a definite stand, and
when he does so he shows ground
for his contentions. He is credited
with first-class knowledge of the sub-
jeet. The volume is well illustrated.
(Toronto: Cassell and Company).

¥

B URNING Daylight,”” as Elam

Harnisch is ealled by his palls
in Alaska, is one of the physi-
cally and mentally strong men,
in whose life and struggles in
a world of men Jack London
delights. The nick-name furnishes a
title of this popular author’s
book, which is the type of a present-
day masculine school of fiction. Day-
light becomes a Klondike king—in
cleverly buying up all the best claims
in the gold creeks—then goes down
into the States and fights many a
wild battle in the financial arena.
Here he grows hard, selfish and cruel
as never before, losing the geniality
that had been his in Alaska, losing
even the splendid physical strength
that was his pride. Unassumingly,
with none of the italicising that some-
times annoys us in Jack London’s
work, big financial deals that have the
ring of truth about them are exposed.
But it is all seen through Daylight’s
eyes, in relation to his life, his
development. The balance of propor-
tion between the background, first of
the Alaska wilds, then the Gold
Stampede, then the world of high
finance and gambling—the proportion
between this teeming background and
the central figure is ercellently held
throughout.  Finally, when he is
forty, a woman comes into Daylight’s
life, this life that had known the
things interesting men only, and
through his love for her he returns to
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his former simple, strong self. TLeay-
ing the “‘big game’’ of finance, leay-
ing also his thirty millions, he settles
down to a charming idyl of the simple
life in married happiness. The picture
of the ranch and the life there is very
pretty, coming after the storm and
stress of the earlier chapters. And we
take a real interest in the temptation

EL OF COBALT ENTITLED * THE WILDCAFTERS =] P2

that comes to Daylight when he dis-
covers gold on his own land, and all
his gambling instincts flare up anew.
But he conquers them and returns to
his wife, with a plan to plant trees
over the hidden richness that he may
never think of it again. It reads well
as a book, and its author may be for-
given some recent failures for its sake

|-
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DISTRACTING
‘““What drove the lady exchange
editor crazy?’’
““‘Reading of bargains in cities a
thousand  miles away.’’—Toledo

Blade.
¥

By AN ALUMNUS
Ball—‘‘What is silence?’’
Hall— ‘The college yell of the
school of experience.”’—Harper’s

Bazar.
¥

GrEAT EXPECTATIONS
““Where are you going with that
goat, little hoy?’’

“Down to the lake. Come along if

you wanter see some fun. This here
goat has jest et a crate of sponges,
an’ I’'m goin’ down an’ let him
drink.”’—Toledo Blade.

e o

»

MERELY A SUMMER ENGAGEMENT
¢ ~The Chicago News
586 ;

Kepr Him Busy
“You have kept my nose to the
grindstone, Serepta,’’ spoke her hus-
band, nerving himself to say some-
thing at last, ““for fifteen years.”
“I’ve done more than that, Volney, "’

snapped Mrs. Vick-Senn; ““I phave
ma(_ie you turn the grindstone, '’
Chicago Tribune.

*

WILL BE ARy

‘Do you think that aviation will
become fashionable?’’

““To a certain extent,’’ replied Miss
Cayenne. ‘‘Of course, very few peo-
ple will fly. But if airship costumes
are made sufficiently picturesque
they will be much worn.”’— Washing-
ton Star. .

MaxiNeg 1T Rigar

The cheek which the comely young
German woman handed in at the win-
dow of a Walnut Street savings fund
bank the other day was made pay-
able to Gretchen H, Schmidt, and
she had indorsed it simply Gretchen
Schmidt. The man at the receiving
teller’s window called her back to
rectify the mistake just as she was
turning away.

““You don’t deposit this quite this
way,”” he explained. ‘‘See, you have
forgotten the H.”’

The young woman looked at her

-check and then blushed a rosy red.

‘“Ach, so I haf,”” she murmured,
and wrote hurriedly :

‘“Age 23.”’—Philadelphia Times.
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. BaNDY, the local fox-destroyer ( enquiring about new tenant), ** What's he when he's at hame?"
GILLIE. *They tell me he does nacthing but hunt foxes: keepssaxty dogsand twenty horses for 't
8ANDY. “Losh me! It maun be a fine trade doon there."

ONE Best BeT

Plaintiff (in lawsuit)—‘So you
think I will get the money, do you?’’

His Counsel—‘‘I think we will get
it.”>—Puck.

*
THE LATEST

““What are her days at home?”’

‘“Oh, a society leader has no days
at home any more. Nowadays she has

‘her telephone, hours.’’—Smart Set.
¥

IN THE Swim

A reviewer in the New York Na-
tion illustrates his own comments on
a certain new volume of essays by a
story that is worth putting into eir-
culation. Three hearers, he says, of
the admired Dr. X. were talking in
the vestibule after the sermon. ““We
must admit,”” remarked the first,

..__,_“that the doctor dives deeper into his

y-ject than any other preacher.”
,”’ said the second, ‘‘and stays
r longer.”” ““And comes up

ier,”” added the third.—Western
- Christian Advocate.

Iu L

.‘:

— Punch,

Nor 10 BE Lost

“Dr. Junks and I were chasing
his hat for a quarter of an hour this
morning,’’

“What did you want to chase it
forf”’

“Well, I didn’t want to lose sight
of him. When his hat blew off he
was just starting to propose to me.”
-—Fliegende Blaetter.

£

UNPALATABLE

The Rev. Charles H. Spurgeon’s
keen wit was always based on sterling
common sense. One day he remarked
to one of his sons: .

“Can you tell me the reason why
the lions didn’t eat Daniel 9’

o

A Wise Course
The Author—‘Would you advise
meT ltxo %’etb?n; a small edition?”’

e Publisher—‘‘Yes; the smaller
the better. The more scarce a bo:k
1s at the end of four or five centuries
the more money you realise from it
—Cleveland Plain Dealer.
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588 WHA'I‘. OTHERS ARE LAUGHING AT
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BuMMER BOARDER: Do you find that that scare-
crow really keeps off the birds?

“‘Scarecrow! That ain’t & scarecrow that's my
husband.”

— Life
Time 10 GO
¢“Pa, is a vessel a boat?”’
“‘Er—yes—you may call it that.”’
“Well, what kind of a bhoat is a
blood-vessel ?”’
“Tt’s a life-boat. Now run away
to bed.’’—Boston Transcript.
*
He WouLp x
‘“When they take woman away
from the co-educational college,”’ said
the speaker, ‘‘what will follow?”’
“T will,”” cried a voice from the
aundience.—Success.

¥
Up AgaInst IT
““John,”” asked Mrs. Dorkins,

‘““what is a ‘political con game’?”’

“Why, it’s—it’s a frame-up, you
know.”’

‘“Yes, but what is a frame-up?”’

‘‘ A—er—piece of bunk, of course;
can’t you—"’

‘““What is a piece of bunk?’’

_‘“Oh, shucks!”’ exclaimed Mr. Dor-
kins. ‘“What’s the use of trying to

tell a woman anything about poli-
ties!”’—Chicago Tribume. -

PrETTY QUICK
He—‘But couldn’t you learn to
love me, Anna?”’
She—‘I don’t think I ecould.”
He (reaching for his hat)—‘It is
as I feared—you are too old to learn.
—Harper’s Bazar.
¥
A FALSE IMPRESSION
‘““What sort of a magazine do you
publish 2’
“The official organ of the den-
tists.”’
“I see. A sort of mouth organ,
eh ?”’—Toledo Blade.
¥
Ir You WaNT A Kiss, WaY Take It

There’s a jolly Saxon proverh

That is pretty much like this—
That a man is half in heaven

If he has a woman’s kiss,
There is danger in delaying,

For the sweetness may forsake it;
So T tell you, bashful lover,

If you want a kiss, why, take it.

Never let another fellow

Steal a march on you in this;
Never let a laughing maiden

See you spoiling for a kiss.
There’s a royal way to kissing,

And the jolly ones who make it
Have a motto that is winning—

If you want a kiss, why, take it.

Any fool may face a cannon,
Anybody wear a erown,

But a man must win a woman

If he’d have her for his own.
Would you have the golden apple,

You must find the tree and shake it;
If the thing is worth the having,

And you want a kiss, why, take it.

Who would burn upon a desert
With a forest smiling by?

Who would change his sunny summer
For a bleak and wintry sky?

Oh, T tell you there is magie,
ot break it:

oy
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"Is to want a kiss, and take it. |
gt
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