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VISIONS OF OLD QUEBEC

O, Excentric am YWhimsical Characters
o

O most people the events
of bygone periods are
subjects of great interest.
They find satisfaction
and pleasure in wander-
ing back over the ways
the departed souls have

travelled ; they wish to hear of their
mingled warp and woof of character,
their quality of temperament, their
magnetic personalities, their martial
and adventurous deeds and acts.
These are the things that generally
arouse, absorb and fascinate the living.
Strangely enough the majority of folks
find a greater interest, more poignan-
¢y, more vivid significance in the foi-
bles and naughtinesses and perversities
of their fellow-beings than in their vir-
tues, perfections, and home-like qual-
ities !

From the present chronicler’s past
there arises a shifting panorama of var-
ied scenes and incidents, and a host of
ghostly memories, in which appear
many specitnens of humanity, includ-
ing the peculiar, morbid and fantastic.
In these retrospective glances, or vis-
ions he beholds also welecome births,
and mournful rustles of - deaths, sad
partings and harrowing farewells from
loved ones. But the writer's intention
to-day is to confine himself to visual-

izing more especially some of the queer
folks and singular characters who fig-
ured in the life of Quebee, during his
boyhood and early years of manhood.
This he does mainly for the benefit of
the younger generation. Many of the
voices which he heard during these
periods of his existence resound still
in his ears, and not a few of the
old faces peer upon him from the
land of spirits. Some of the people
appear as in a dream, like ships in the
night when one is crossing the ocean,
while others are almost complete enti-
ties, with their peculiarities and oddi-
ties, and their acts and deeds plainly
writ.

No one, now-a-days, challenges the
fact that we are all more or less pecu-
liar or bizarre, with varying crotchets,
kinks or wheels, in our mental make
up. The queerest and oddest ones we
meet are people of like passions, of
similar feelings and failings as our-
selves. Are we not children of one
family with a line of demarcation be-
tween the sane and insane, not often
easy to define? 'We have but one par-
ticular absurdity in common, death
ends the comedy or tragedy in all
cases. We may well exclaim with
Abraham Lincoln who was particular-
ly fond of William Knox's memorable
lines :




O why should the spirit of mortal be

proud ?

Like a swift-fleeting meteor, a fast-

flying cloud,

A flash of the lightning, a break of

the wave,

He passes from life to his rest in the

grave."’

The insignificance of
saute aux yeux, as the
when we reflect that ultimately we
shall fill some contracted spot in =
graveyard, and likely to lie

mortal man

there as

unremembered by the living, as the
leaves that flutter to rest upon our

tombs.

In the case of many of the charac-
ters whom the narrator has in his
mind’'s eye, they gave the onlooker
the fecling that they must have wan-
dered from the s of old authors
and journals of a century and more
ago. He has often found himself
longing for the gift of portraiture
which permitted of clever limners like
Gaverni and Boz to seize and reflect
typical personages, such as one saw
here daily last century, strolling in
the streets of ‘‘ye Ancient City,”" or
in the homes, of both French and
British. These were of all kinds, sane
and unbalanced, some grotesque, irre-
pressible and care-free, others blended
with touches of pathos, or simplici
or compounded of good and evil, each
and every one of them making their
own appeal. Most were doubtless of
types that have kept repeating them-
selves century after century, and likely
to continue re-incarnating themselves
in perpetuity. Many of them more
pleasant to meet than to live with,
however.

In the following sketches the char-
acters have been placed in the setting
and background in which they
found.

88

were
They may, therefore, be con-

sidered as side-lights upon the life,

French say,,

the habits and customs of the old days.
Such descriptions do not always adapt
themselves to compact summaries, but
call for running commentaries, which
shall be resorted to. And for the sake of
brevity, often the substance of remarks
and conversations shall be given, rath-
er than the exact, original phrasing.
In almost every instance names have
been omitted and occasionally a little
mystification employed, to avoid too
casy recognition of the people limned,
and the susceptibilities of
touchy, surviving relatives and friends.

In the gallery of complex,

to spare

variegated

and excentric types 1 am about to
open for the entertainment of the
“Telegraph's” Christmas readers, the
first toat 1 wish to draw their atten-
tion to is that of a lazy, idle,
shiftless,  good-for-nothing  fellow,
about eighty odd years old, who

lived upon what he could obtain from
the charitably inclined. He knew well
how to chant the song of the woes and
afflictions of the worthy and distressed
poor. His only actual claim upon the
consideration of the public was the fact
that he had served under Colonel e
Salaberry during the war of 1812, and
notably at Chateauguay. Owing to
the fact that he had been at one time
a servant of Joseph Francois Perreault,
my father's grand-parent, he claimed
that he was entitled to the assistance
and protection of my parent. And he
was humored in that supposition ! Like
the British pauper that TLondon
‘Punch’ speaks of, he considered that
the public owed him a living : “*Ain’t
their dooty? Don't we own them?''
He acted as if he had a vested in-

terest in the continuance of pub-
lic charity. After my father's de-
mise I continued giving this un-
deserving  wretch cast-off clothing
and an occasional twenty-five cent

piece, for the sake of one whom I held
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so dear. One day 1 happened to be
short of change and I gave him but
fifteen cents, promising to make up the
balance next time. There was a whole
charity sermon, not omitting the warn-
ing, in the look he gave, which I con-
fess somewhat embarassed me. T was
quite busy when he called again, and 1
failed to make up the trifle omitted the
previous week. He looked at me in a
semi-scornful, offended way, and in
quired if T meant to cheat him out of
what was due him? T felt irritated,
and was about to speak my mind free-
ly, when he conquered me by a touch-
ing reference to my father's unvarying
kindness. There is no doubt but that
he knew human nature and under
stood its foibles!

One day T came across this same
worthless fellow strutting along St.
John strect ky as a ban-
tam rooster. He was clad in a fan-
tastic miscellany : a stove-pipe hat of
ancient vintage, cocked to one side, a
shiny black frock-coat with two silver

looking as pe

military medals on the breast, and
geranium flowers in the lapel. Trow-

sers baggy at the knees, and frayed at
the bottom, boots down at the heels, a
flaring red cravatte, with a cigar snug-
ly held in one corner of the mouth,
completed his make up. Daintily he
carried a cane which he kept whirling
in one hand, & la Tommy Atkins.
Added to this was an air of ‘“‘Now,
how do you like it?"" He saluted me
with gestures of considerable import-
ance. On his face and all about him
I could read of some recent or coming
festivity, which made me inquire as
to the cause of the transformation. In
a strain of gladness he answered:
“Why, don't you know that I was
married yesterday to a bouncing
beauty of eighteen summers? 1 sup-
pose you will double my allowance
now,"” with a mock beseeching look.

I thought first that he must be joking,
but T soon saw he was in earnest:
“Well, well,”” T said, ‘‘can it be possi-
ble that a uselsss, antiquated, old im-
poster like you could find a woman, old
or young, to marry him?" Putting
aside his every day, mild, obsequious
manners, he straightened himself up,
threw his head backward, and with
lofty mien and fine irony in his voice,
he exclaimed : *'T am surprised at you,
doctor? T thought you knew more of
human nature Tet me inform you
that a man may always find a woman
to marry, though a woman may not
always find a man. You also forget
the old dicton: ‘Chaque torchon a sa
quenille’
rag)."

dish-cltoh has its
With a self-complaisant air
and a look in his eye which might
be interpreted : ““So, there you are, put
that in your pipe and smoke it,"”" he
walked away with added dignity and
elasticity to his step, humming a popu-
lar air:

“Gai, gai, maluron, maluré,

The gate of happiness had swung
again for him and he was joy-
fully, if foolishly, treading the alluring
garden of love, or whatever else it was
to him!

There was a serio-comic element in
the practicableness of a French-Can-
adian of Breton extraction, which may
be worth recording in this study of
types. He was as fixed as the pyra-
mids of Egypt: nothing this side of the
North Pole could prevent him pursu-
ing a course he had decided upon. And
he had besides, in a marked degree,
the bumps, phrenologically speaking,
of the love of life and caution. He had
been a farmer and mounted the lad-
der of Mammon through an inherit
ance from an uncle. After a life of
strenuous labor on a farm, he settled
into one of comparative idleness in this
city, with the result that he soon be

(every
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came afflicted with dyspepsia. I urged
him to follow the advice of Dr. Aber-
nethy, the celebrated Scotch physi-
cian, who ordered his rich patients:
“To live on sixpence a day and earn
it,”” but this did suit him or his
excellent appetite. He was willing
and ready enough to take medicine of
any kind, but as regards limiting his
dietary and taking exercise he de-
murred. Not being benefitted by my
preseription or those of other practi-
tioners, as might be expected in the
premises, he resorted to patent medi
cines. After partaking of one quack
preparation he ill, and

800N similar ex

not

became quite

afterwards he had a
perience.  This cautioned him against
patent medicines, Still, “hope springs
eternal in the breast of man,” and he
adhered as much as ever to the belief
that ther nostrum that would
cure him, only, where to find it
the question? The thought presently
that he must find

““to pull the chestnuts out of the fir

was a
was
oceurred

some one

He now became conspicuous for his
generosity to sick people He visited
the afflicted in his neighborhood and

provided those who
suffering from troubles, resembling his
own, with new patent remedies adver-
tised to cure dyspepsia

were apparently

He solicitous
ly watched their effects, being satisfied
that it was only a matter of time when
he would secure a remedy for his own
ailments. When 1 him last he
was still seeking for “‘springes to catch
as the Prince of Denmark
once remarked.

Among the peculiar, excentric ones,
but of a higher degree of intelligence
thun those above referred to, was a
most absent-minded, vyet delightful
old gentleman. He had a gallant
heart wrapped in modest garb, for his
features  were not
Nevertheless he was contented inward-

saw

woodcocks,””

preposse ssing

ly with the way his Creator made him
outwardly A find
within body,
b autiful disguise

objectionable oul \
man he
His
style of expression was individual ; he
used forms of speech in use by the cul-
tured only. He was also a ready and

noble soul may

abode ungainly

H'Hl a one |HJ'\
a o very
somewhat sad and

was,

Sensitive
with a wit of grave grace

felicitous, and deft quoter. Nature,
however, burdened him with what is
generally considered a heavy handi-

cap. He was “‘as deaf as a post,"” as

the old saying is, but being a philoso
pher, familiar with the philosophy of
Pythagoras downwards, he readily
and cheerfully accepted the inevitable
His views on life were that it held s
many bright and cheery incidents that
we could afford to overlook the sad and
distressing ones. He contended that
in being grateful for what might be
worse was a long way towards content

ment.  Not seldom he would say that
it is best ‘‘to bear the ills we have tha
fiy to others we know not of.”” Wi
I remember his saying to me once:

“We should b
we have missed
served."’

thankful for the trials

and de-
He was evidently in accord
with the truly Christian spirit of the
old lady who was known, far and
wide, as always transfiguring burdens
into new blessings. This eon-
tented old soul was heard more than
once thanking Providence for one spe-
cial benefaction. She had lost all her
teeth but two, and she was so grateful

doubtless

same

that those left were opposite ones,
which helped her to masticate her
food. How true it is that there is al-

ways a flower somewhere for the hope-
ful believer! This is the secret of
happiness. Both these good people
approached the state of mind which
James Whitcomb Riley refers to as
“‘the simple soul reposing glad belief
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in everything being for the best."
There can be no doubt that this is one
of the hinges on which the gate of hu-
man happiness swings. Treasure up
small pleasurc them,
is truly the swmma summarum—the
true way to enjoy life and win the
agrace of God!

Although philosopher’s soul was
temperamentally tinged with melan-
choly, he carefully concealed the fact
from others With a quiet chuckle
and play of fancy he would allude to
his deafness thus: *“The Divinity that
shapes our ends has done me incaleu-
lable service. 1 contend that the pos-
sessor of a physical defect or blemish

do not dissect

derives from it a blend of pleasure and
sorrow, with more of the former than
the latter. It constitutes a species of

luptuousness which lends additional

terest to life.”” 1 happened once to

xpress sympathy over his defect of
hearing when he quickly replied : **An
affliction did you say?'’, taking down
the trumpet from his ecar, ‘“‘nothing of
the kind, my friend Providence
could not have sent me a greater
blessing. 1 can walk daily back and
forth, to my office, without being
hailed or intercepted by stupid or ig-
norant bores who think they have wits
to air. No one waylays me, not even
my creditors.  (The latter was pure
badinage, for it was not necessary to
dun him). And, with a quiet leer in
his eyes, he continued: ‘‘Yes, Sir,
they leave me severely alone. Avaunt
ingratitude, thou marble-hearted
fiend.””  His conversation was gen-
erally interspersed with some such
nuggets of homely philosophy.

There are many stories extant re-
garding his heedlessness. I will give
the flavor of two. Of a gusty, tem-
pestuous summer afternoon, while his
family was away to the seaside, and
the servant absent, he was expecting a

friend.
message that called him out. Fearing
that his visitor might come during his
temporary absence, he pinned a note
on his front door specifying that he
would be back in one hour's time.
Having transacted his business sooner
than he anticipated he returned a half
period  fixed.
note, he consulted
remarked to himself :
“Heigho, this is awkward and in this
pelting rain too He now began to
walk up and down in front of his
arrival of his

Unexpectedly he received a

hour earlier than the
Reading his own
his watch and

home, awaiting the
friend. The rain meanwhile was pour-
ing down in torrential sheets; low
rumblings of thunder could be heard
reverberating in the distance, and
flashes of lightning kept illuminating
the darkened atmosphere.

On another occasion our distrait
friend started on a railroad journey,
accompanied by his wife. In a fit of
absent-mindedness he bought only a
single ticket. Presently his wife be-
came aware of his omission, and joked
him about it. This time he was equal
to the emergency and he gallantly an-
swered, if equivocally: ““Why, so I
have, my dear. 1 actually forgot all
about myself.”” These are examples
of his wayward flights, and many more
could be cited.

Another figure appears from the
mists of early days, in the shape of a
gentleman who practised farming near
this city, and was a valued contribu-
tor to an agricultural paper in Upper
Canada. He held advanced views in
agricultural and other matters, and
was generally ahead of his time. For
years he kept dinning into the ears of
his neighbors, that the farmer who
caused two plants to grow where one
originally grew, was a public benefac-
tor.  Inadvertently or otherwise he
was quoting from Gulliver's Travels:




“Whoever could make,"

said Gulliver,
“‘two ears of corn or

two blades of
grass, to grow upon a spot of ground
where only one grew before, did more
essential service to his country than
the whole race of politicians put to-
gether.”” This gentleman farmer also
claimed that the quality of fruit and
vegetables could be much improved by
a system of grafting, anticipating
what has been done of recent years by
a celebrated Californian named Bur-
bank. He also contended, and with
truth, that while many of his views
might be in dissonance with the know-
ledge of the age, yet they would be
found in harmony with the greater age
before

us. He was a wit, too, and
much of it was characterised by a
jocund grace, fertility of badinage,

with no little play of sportive fancy.
With simulated earnestness the
same gentleman would advocate mul-

tiplying animal freaks by inbreed-
ing He kept expressing regrets

that scientists neglected experiment-
ing along those lines. He had seen
at a Sherbrooke fair a cow born with
two tails, and this gave him a text for
long dissertations for the gobe-mouch-
es among his neighbors. He would
point out to them that by breeding
that kind of cow, not only would the
museums be benefitted thereby, but
the nation’s supply of oxtail would he
doubled. To the epicurean who loved

ox-tail soup this increased supply
would be of much importance, he
would roguishly add. He was an

astute judge of human gullibilities !
By some mistake a newspaper in
the Eastern Townships, where he was
well-known, announced his death, re-
ferring to him as a man ahead of his
time, although possibly a little vision-
ary. He excitedly and earnestly ob-
jected to everything connected with
that obituary notice. ‘‘I do not like

the flippant way in which they speak
of me,"” he said, ‘‘nor do I like to be
spoken of as the late so and so, espec-
ially when I am so far in advance of
my time that I die ahead of it. 1
suppose, however, it is better to be a
visionary than a ghost.”” This brand
of humor resembles Mark Twain's,
who, some years before his death, was
reported as gathered to his forefathers,
when he told newspaper reporters :
“The details of my death have been
very much exaggerated.”’

From the rural glades there came
from time to time to Quebec a farmer
noted for his comical, original remarks,
which would flash from him under
any and every circumstance. His
right hand had been badly mutilated
by the explosion of a gun. All he had
left of it was a stump and the thumb.
One day while he was laboredly en-
deavoring to affix his cross, to stand
as his signature to an official docu-
ment, a sympathetic looker-on ob-
served : ‘Tt must be quite a trial for
you to write.”” *‘Garn away,” he
quickly made answer, “‘it ain't writin
that troubles, it's spellin’, or the like
of that!”" When he drank, his head
was a house of mad, wild dances, and
his temper fiery and almost ungovern-
able. The boys enjoyed arousing him
then, when he would dance a taran-

tella, blaspheming meanwhile. Dur-

ing these splenetic manifestations  he
used such robust phraseology that
Laurence Sterne’'s recording angel

might not care ‘‘to drop a tear over,
and blot out forever.” 'There was a
commingling of naivete and sagacity
in his make up that kept startling peo-
ple. T may point out some more of his
traits, on another occasion.

People of limited vocabulary are
often uninteresting, yet the other ex-
treme, incessant volubility, are trying
to one’s patience. I have known per-
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sons with a pong-shong for seasonable
or unseasonable verbosity, that would
make a saint resort to language not
permissible in ladies' company. There
was a well-known Quebecer who was
troubled with this malady, and which
is now scientifically recognised as
logorrhea. He might be styled a hu-
man geyser. He was ever belching
high-flown verbiage, grotesquely dis-
torted words, and ambiguous phraseol-
ogy generally. When he was in good
form, and he choose to let loose his
vocabulary he was ‘‘a holy terror,”’ to
use the lingo of urchins. One after-
noon I met him in the neighborhood
of a churchyard, and while speaking
with him, I saw two men climbing a
tree. Each had a short saw in his
belt, but T did not notice it at the
time. T enquired from the Vesuvius:
““What are these men doing?"’ 1 was
immediately overwhelmed with this
diffuse, grandi-eloquent exposition :
*“My dear Sir, there can be no question
in me mind but that these worthy
laborers have been deputed to ampu-
tate some of the branchial extremities
of these ecclesiastical, arboriferous ex-
crescences, which while resplendent in
vernal equipment, are nevertheless in
danger of degenerating into a patho-
logical state.”” This is equal to the
Bowdoin professor who enquired from
a Brunswick farmer, who had tied the
tug of a harness with a cord: “‘Is the
ligament adequate to the exigency of
the emergency?"’

On another occasion the same col-
loquial magnate, who was ever ready,
with horse, foot and artillery, for an
onslaught upon the follies of others,
was heard expatiating over the weak-
ness of a neighbor who had an Alder-
manic bee in his bonnet. He inform-
ed a friend that he had been frank
with this aspirant for municipal hon-
ors, and had approached him verbally,

in this wise : ‘‘Look here, my friend,"”
says 1, "‘you know there is no one who
would enthuse more heartily than
meself if you were to attain the zenith
of your ambition, but is the game
worth the luminary of a candle, as the
French so cleverly have it? It was on-
ly yesterday that I was revolving over
in me mind the lucubrations of your
endeavors to secure your re-election,
and it flashed upon the retina of me
optical organs that you would be more
felicitously and profitably pre-occupied
in the bosom of your amiable and in-
teresting family, than a quarreling and
a wrangling with the other theaves in
the City Hall?"' At times it would
seem as if nothing could stop him
talking, unless it were the millennium,
and that was not likely to begin in our

generation. He had strong party
feelings in politics, and his animad-

versions on political foes were plenti-
fully besprinkled with forcible denun-
ciatory polysyllables. He revelled in
the use of words seldom disturbed from
their resting place in the dictionary.
He might fairly have been labelled the
Dogberry of Quebec City.

Another character of somewhat sim-
ilar stamp, but who considered himself
much the superior of the former, is en-
titled to be included in this contem-
poraneous gallery. His floodgates of
conversation were ever unloosed and
kept wide open. He had at his com-
mand avalanches of words and sen-
tences ; he scattered the foam of words
and created cloudlands of verbiage in-
cessantly. They truly came from him
in torrents. One had hardly time for
the mental digestion of the mass of
words, which irrupted from him, when
others were poured forth in equal
abundance. As Disraeli once said of
Gladstone :““He was intoxicated with
the exuberance of his own verbosity.”
One could also have compared him




with Tennyson's brook, ‘‘ever rushing
on.” In point of fact, it was talk,
talk, eternal talk. He spoke so rapid-
ly that he would have to pause and
gasp for breath, which soon caused his

listener to do likewise. His vocab-
ulary in fine, was of the rapid fire
magazine order, and it was scldom

that any one else could find a place to
wedge in a word. TFaucher de St.
Maurice, in summing him up one day,
stated : ‘‘He is a roaring cataract of
twaddle.””  TIn fine he lacked little in
('H[I\t'l'\ll'll”!')l save “'l'“l”l.‘l!
facilities.

power

He loved calamity and was never so
happy as when he was growling about
something or other. In a great de-
gree he had the knack of magnifying
evils and making out of
molehills. He was a striking example
of a pessimist; and to put it bluntly,
“‘he was the limit.”” According to him
the country was ever going to the
demnition bow-wows. He was also a
great prevaricator, if not a downright
liar, which caused Faucher, who sel
dom said anything derogatory of any
one, to say of him: “We might brack-
et him without injustice with Mun-
chaussen and Ananias.””  But unlike
the celebrated . character in Mark
Twain’s  ““Knights of the tound
Table,”” who told lies of the stateliest
pattern with gentle and winning nai-
veté, he was not “‘willing to listen to
anybody’s and believe
them."

mountains

else’s lies

This same individual had a perverse
habit of constantly differing in opin-
ion from others; to hear himself talk,
doubtless. He always took the op-
posing view of whatever question dis-
cussed ; it did seem a law of his na-
ture. He insisted not only upon
voicing his opinions, but would an-
tagonize unnecessarily the opinion ot

others. He did remind me of a
character of Theophrastus, who was
constantly

advancing a theory in

regard  to  the cause of tides.
“Some say one thing,” he would
remark, and some say another,
but if 1 was to give my opinion 1t

would be different.”” He was also so
cock-sure of himself that he tried one's
patience to the verge of exasperation,
but he was so polite withal that one did
not like to send him to that region
where we hope our friends are not.
Blumbart could not bear him, and he
used to say : ‘‘He gives one the idea of
flourishing on wind.”

I used to dread meeting this ever

overflowing Heckla. He waylaid me,
one day, on Saint TLouis street, and
just as 1 was thinking how 1 could

get rid of the pest, 1 saw coming to-
wards us a Frenchman recently arrived
from Paris. He was another belching
volcano, but of a most entertaining and
instructive kind, however. Ordinarily
I would have been pleased to converse
with this gentleman, but at the mo-
ment the thought uppermost in my
mind was to get rid of the fiend at my
elbow. 1 hastened to introduce them,
remarking : ‘‘Gentlemen, you cannot
fail to enjoy yourselves; I know no
talkers who can hold a candle to either
of you. Excuse me, I am in a hurry.
A  bon entendeur salut.”’ Later,
neither had anything to say that was
favorable of the other. Our garrulous
windmill especially complained that the
Parisian had nearly talked him blind.
I confess I rejoiced not a little that
our bore had been overmatched. [
understand that he took to glaring at
the Frenchman when they met after-
wards. As one was large and tall, and
the other, the Frenchman, short and
lithe of figure, Buteau Turcotte used to
refer to their meeting as: ‘“The mod-
ern tussle between Goliath and David ;
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the little hero coming out best as of
yore.”’

1 think it was about this time that
Punch propounded the famous query :
‘““What is a bore,”” with the clever and
satirical answer: ‘A man who per-
sists in speaking of himself, when you
are especially cager to speak about
yourself.””  This was appropriate to
one of the personages who was en-
gaged in the particular verbal encoun-
ter just alluded to.

I would like to say a few words en
passant, about the gentleman whom
I introduced to our Quebecer. 1 pre-
serve a clear mental picture of his
personality, remarkable traits and
marvellous accomplishments. He was a
welcome guest at 1)’Aiguillon street,
when he dropped in of a Sunday after-
noon, which he did a number of times.
I have already written of Achintre at
some length in the columns of the
“Daily Telegraph’, a few years
He spoke in a steady stream, with
great volubility, on any and every sub-
ject, as iUf they were all at his fingers’
ends. He would, at times, apparently
begin nowhere to end finally every-
where, speaking with much clever dic-
tion, eloquence, striking imagery, sub-
tleness of inference, irony and sarcasm
in discussion, and critical certitude.
Like the Turks he had voleanic possi-
bilities ; and when exeited he was given
to be fiery, pungent and ironic. He
presented his facts with clarity of de-
tail, grace and power of expression. In
bold and clever surveys he would offer
kaleidoscopic views of life, dilate upon
the various metaphysical solutions of
its enigmas; comment upon the droll
and comical situations that had come
under his notice, and the peceadilloes,
infirmities, and absurdities of human-
ity. And added to these mental at-
tractions, he had a pleasing personal-
itv. a level, racy and breazy Bohemian

ago.

manner. The portals of the intellec-
tual life of Quebec and Montreal swung
wide open before him, and he was pri-
vileged to enter its gardens and attrac-
tive grounds and pick the flowers that
pleased his eye !

No matter what he touched ble
caused it to glow with interest and in-
tensity ; he pressed familiar dictons in
a quaint and arresting form of words;
he presented reflections upon underly-
ing philosophies of daily life in flowery
metaphors and many-sided figures of
speech. As a story teller few could
excel him. In a voice flexible and
rich toned, and with rare verve and

entrain he would tell stories equal to
some of Balzac’'s and Guy de Maupas-
found in their
Contes Drolatiques, with similar quiet

sant's, such as are

powers of obscrvation, pathos and hu-
mor. He constantly bubbled over
with wit and good humor, and jollity
blended with valuable information.
He dazzled his auditors and kept them,
when he so willed it, in a very whirl-
pool of fun. A decidedly independent
creature he was, whose law of life was
his own whims; he did whatever his
individual dictated, ignoring
conventionalitics.  But he inclined to
reticence and a generous incredulity,
concerning other's moral failings !

It was highly interesting and most
delightful to listen to Achintre and
Faucher de Saint Maurice when their
conversational fountains were un-
It was then a rapid exchange
of witticisms, bon-mots, delicate and
whimsieal bits of persiflage, with
many airy interpolations. They would
touch this and that with light wit, give
bits of charming characterisation of er-
ratic human nature, or introduce biting
dialogues in which thrusts and retorts
were numerous. They took particular
pleasure in springing upon cach other
amusing and suggestive collocations

desires

sealed.
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and assonances of words,

And many
of them were so

exceedingly  funny
Through the aid of eloquent gestures
and actions, motion of eyes, facial ex-
pressions and the glowing and shadow-
ing of the voice, they atly height-
ened the effect of their words. They
succeeded in giving life to the trivial-
ities, to the haps and mishaps, and
serious events of existence. The bright
and clever things were so many that
they subsequently jostled one another
in our minds and occasionally led to

some confusion No “‘grouches” or
“blues’ could long exist in the com-
pany of these admirable entertainers.

When their waves of mirth passed
over, serious and dignified reserve en-
sued

Within them both burnt the Celtic
fire, but of the two, Faucher was the
more prime-siulier, his repartees came
more spontancously, his parodies were
more lively and his witticisms more in-
genious.  Oliver Wendell Holme's
bright reference to the poet, T. B. Al-
drich is quite applicable to Faucher:
“You've only
said of him goes ofl like a
rocket.””  But when matters requiring
good judgment had to be decided, when
l|||n‘.~|inn.~‘ of I(lglq' had to be considered,
when irony and sarcasm were called
for, when facts and figures were need-
ed, Achintre was decidedly Faucher's
superior.  They both gave a certain lilt
or rhythm to their sentences which was
very pleasing to the ear!

Who has not felt that it is well at
times to let the mind wander into airy
nothings, and take in just such pas-
times as the company of these gentle-
men afforded. Those who arouse and
make us laugh, who cause us to sing
and feast and forget, especially in
times of high tension of mind, fulfill
a useful and worthy role. And to both
Achintre and Faucher T am indebted

got to touch him,"”
“and he

he

10

for the whiling away of many hours
and the experience of many gratifying
emotions, through their interesting, en-
tertaining, and talk-fests.
And to the memory of them both 1 re-
move my hat! Many times since my
return to this city 1 have found myself
longing for their congenial company
and that of some few others. This re-
ference to them alone, opens up cell
after cell of sleeping, cherished memor-
108

METossing
cngrossing

\chintre was a distinguished journ-
alist and chroniqueur, still  well  re-
membered by many in the capital and
metropolitan cities.  Apart from his
other gifts he possessed a vemarkable
range and scope of political thought
that is well evideneed in his Silhou-
ettes  Parlementaire.  They created
quite a furore when they appeared.
These portraits are tiré sur 1 vif,
the French say, and are even now re-
ferred to by politicians.  He placed
cach portraiture against a background
of rich and interesting incidents. Poor
Achintre had high expectations when
he came to Quebec and he built many
edifices on the vague foundations of
airy imaginations. Of the many dreams
he weaved, few took outward or visible
form.

as

Among the peculiar ones of those
days was a genius, wonderfully dow-
ered, but inclined to take advantage of

his friends in various ways. In his
profession he was considered an ex-
pert, but it was more especially

through his social acquirements and
conversational faculties that he charm-

ed his way through the world. He
spoke French with distinction and

grace ; his diction was excellent, and

enunciation admirable. His comments
were individual and original, and the
children of his whims were presented
felicitonsly and in picturesque phras-
He was an entertaining and in-

ing.
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forming conteur. If given the start-
ing point of an ordinary incident, a
mere hint, he would surround the cir-
cumstances with a halo of wit and hu-
mor, and pathos, that would enshrine
it in the laughter and tears of his
hearers.  When he spoke of inci-
dents of history, there was always 2
sense of historical and narrative values
in his references. He did not often
speak of his trials and troubles, which
generally were of a monetary nature,
but when he did it was with a glow of
good nature which raised them out of
the commonplace. Many things he
related as having seen during his trav-
els, were, at the time, considered apo-
eryphal, until verified later.

Through the memory
there rings acecdote  connected
with him that merits being printed.
He used to resort to a restaurant kept
by a French-Canadian named Laforce,
a sensible level-headed and tactful fel-
low, with the manners of a Chester-
fieldian. This boniface was a liberal,
even generous fellow, but he did not
like being imposed upon. About the
time T am writing of, graduated bottles
came into use. The ‘“‘bar-keep’ could

recesses of

one

see at a glance how many drinks
were taken. This customer and

others often ordered their liquor sent
to a side-table, and the consumer was
charged according to the quantity reg-
istered on the bottle. After a while
our bon-vivant got in the way of re-
placing with water what he had taken
in excess of the quantity he wished
charged against him. It followed
after this innovation, as surely as
night succeeds day, that he regularly
patronized this particular restaurant.
After a while he began to notice that
the cognac was not as palatable or as
strong as formerly. The fact was that
Laforce had ‘‘caught on’' to the trick,
and ordered that the same bottle be al-

ways served him. “Look here, La-
force,” cried out this customer, ‘‘your
cognac used to be good and strong, but
this is without flavor and as weak as
water.”” ‘""How strange, my dear
sir,” said the host. ‘‘All of it has
come out of the same bottle. I keep
it specially for you. See for yourself,
your name is on the bottom of the
bottle.  Would you prefer us hercafter
to serve your drinks from an ordinary
2" There are other stories con-
nected with this character that are
still pattering along the aisles of the

glas

recollection of many old Quebecers,
and worth recounting.

A\ man’s moral nature may be no
more his free choice than is his physi-
cal conformation! At any rate this

mortal was not of the kind who pur-
chase future bliss by a present com-
fortless and jovless existence; he be-
lieved in aceepting and enjoving any
temporal pleasure available.  He loved
a good dinner and good wines ; and he
was an excellent judge of both.  He
wounld have lived in truly sardanapa-
lian luxury, if he had had the means.
Fating with him was an important
business, and under the influence of a
good dinner his conversation was char-
acterised by still more subtlety and
sparkling finesse.

When the late Willis Russell, a man
of many acquisitions, besides being a
good hotel-keeper and an enterprising
and generous citizen, came to Quebec
to open the Saint Louis Hotel, he
knew very few of its residents. There
was then an old fop who had been
well-off, but on his “‘uppers'’ at this
time. He longed for a good dinner,
one Saturday evening, and he decided
he would have one at the expense of
the new hotel proprietor. He partook
of a hearty meal, ordered the best
wines the house had in its cellar and
the finest cigars. When he had dis-
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posed of a bountiful dinner, he called
for mine host Russell. He introduced
himself, said he wished to congratulate
the house upon the excellence of its
cuisine and vins de meilleur eri, and
wanted to know if he might not have
the honor of breaking a bottle of cham-
pagne with him. This bottle was fol-
lowed by another, and many a joke
was cracked.  Finally the guest
brought around the subject of the im-
positions practised upon hotel people,
and put Willis Russell the question :

“Now, suppose, that a man who
had seen prosperous days, should
happen to be hard up and had

feasted on one of your excellent din-
ners, including your choicest wines
and cigars, while he had not a cent in
his pocket to pay [l'addition, what
would you do to him?""  **Oh, I don't
know,"" good-naturedly answered Rus-
sell, for he was big-hearted and
without the tinge of a Bohemian
his veins.

not
in
Being further pressed as
to what punishment he would inflict,
he replied : ""Well, T should probably
kick him out of the place.”  ‘“This
suppositious case is truly mine, Mr.
Russell.””  Turning his back and lift-
ing his coat-tail, the impecunious fel-
low, meanwhile taking on a sheepish
look, said: ““Pay yourself, my good
friend.”” No one loved a joke better
than Willis Russell and simply
roared. ‘‘That is one on me,"” he ex-
claimed, in the vernacular of the day,
shook hands with our checky fop, and

he

odererd another bottle of wine, They
then ‘“‘made a night of it,"”" as the

sports say.

Another character around whom re-
miniscences pile high with many old
Quebecers, was a gentlemanly inebriat~
with charming manners. He would
have graced society anywhere. Bon-
mots, prompt sallies, witty and hu-
morous sayings, and epigrams were

ever on the tip of his tongue. At times
he seemed a human fountain bubbling
incessantly wit and humor. He always
had a stock of pleasant words, some
drollery or humorous expressions, and
many smiles to accompany his hearty
hand clasp. He had the soul of a
troubadour, and in his younger days, 1
am told, an air of romance, but when
I knew him he was short and of ro-
tund figure. 1 have often seen of an
afternoon, this bibulous soul wending
his way homewards half-scas over,
frequently with a bouquet of flowers
n one hand. He would occasionally
complain, when his steps were partic-
ularly unsteady, that it was not the
length of the way home that troubled
him, it was the wide sidewalks. 1t
would happen at times that he would
jostle against people while walking,
when he would immediately steady
himself and profusely apologize for his
awkwardness. If the
whom he moved unsteadily
lady, he would shake himself together,
doff his hat and give it a grand and
graceful sweep towards the sidewalk,
in ultra-castilian style, smile genially,
beg her to accept a flower, if he hap-
pened to have a bouquet with him,
and pay her some delicate compliment
while apologizing. Those who knew
him readily accepted his courtesy and
excuses.

One day this convivial and jolly soul
stopped me on his way home, when he
was feeling pretty mellow. He had
been reading Charles T.amb's essays
and wished to know if T admired him
as much as he did. He desired me to
understand that he coincided with
Lamb, that liquor in moderation was
not best for man, a bottle a day was
only about a fair allowance. He be-
lieved, with the English essayist, that
the human gullet along which wine
trickled down so pleasantly and grati-
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Nature never does anything
said, with a knowing

purpose.
uselessly, he

look. He asked if I recollected the in-
eident when Lamb was returning home

in a coach after copious libations, and
the query of the old |:lll)' who |m|uin-d
of the coachman: ""Are you full in-
gide?”’, and Lamb's reply: 1 am
quite full madam; that last drink I
bad did the business.”” The original
story varies somewhat from this ver-
gion, but it was amusing enough as he
gave it. And he continued in his us-
wal racy vein; and this time, too, re-
miniscently, as the eritics say,
Lamb : “'If reason causes me to believe
when sober that two and two make four,
what of it, if when drunk, I make it
five? Two and two will nevertheless
make four, as it did before I took the
extra glass which befuddled my brain.’
This is a sample of some of his desul-
tory conversation. He always took
delight in making certain of his state-
ments explode in gaily colored bubbles.

One of his boasts was that he had
never been helplessly drunk, and 1
would not care to challenge this st
ment ; but perhaps he like
saloon-keeper, who maintained he
would not consider a man drunk unless
he saw him enter his bar, hang his hat
on a gas-jet and ask the stove for the
pleasure of a two-step.”” Of this old
Quebecer, it might be said that his out-
flow fully equalled his inflow of spirits
As can readily be imagined he was the
joy and admiration of a large ring of
friends, and was considered ‘‘the whole
show’” on convivial occasions,

On holidays it was his habit to
“‘erook his elbow’ more frequently.
Entering a hotel early of a St. Jean
Baptiste morning, he ordered a glass
of his favorite liquor, held it up to the
light and remarked : *“Well, look out,
you puny weakling, your troubles are
only just beginning. Squeeze yourself

{
ol

was

inside (tasse toi dans la place
d’Armes) for there will be a rush be-
fore evening. (car il y aura foule ce
soir)"’. Stretching his gullet to its
utmost limit he slowly poured down
the spirits, and afterwards smacked
his lips in a gustatory manner.

After a serious illness from which
this poor fallible mortal barely escaped
with his life, his physician warned him
that if he returned to his old habits,
he would die within a short time. For
a week or more he was completely

abstemious. Then, one morning on
the way to his office he passed Le
Chien d'Or restaurant kept by La-

force. Determinedly he walked straight
by, without looking at the place. He
soon stopped for a moment and then
started again, but the temptation was

too great.  Muttering to himself,
Contre Laforce, il n'y a pas de resis!-

ance (Against la force (loree) there is
no resistance), he retraced his steps,
his good resolution scattered to the four
winds of heaven. He then and there
fell from grace and lapsed into his old
habits, until he became bed-ridden
when perforce he abandoned liquor
When man has been through the
deep waters of inebriety and is making
a battle to swim back to the shores of
sobriety, the struggle is no ordinary

one, as but too many can testify!
There was a kindred spirit living

in those days who used to complain
that Bacchus was the meanest of all
the gods—the more you worshipped
him over night, the worse he treated
you in the morning. As regards both
these men’s failings, their friends were
inclined to look at them with the eye
of charity “‘which covers a multitude
of sins’’, as we all know ; or in other
words, pretty much as Nelson did
the signal from Sir Hyde Parker, at
the Battle of Copenhagen, ordering him
to cease fighting the enemy when he
turned towards it his sightless eye.




Thumb- Nail Sketch--

Hon. George Irbine

&

F' there were one person
more then another whom
Sir Adolpne Chaplean
hated and Areaded, at the

same time, it was the

Hon. George Irvine, a

| member of the Local
Legislature for years, representing th
county of Megantic. He was a
dominating personality in polities,
and before the courts, civil and
criminal. To behold him in his
seat in the House one would have
taken him for a refined, austere

politician or statesman, wrapped in
dignity and elevated meditation. Tem-
peramentally he was cold and passion-
less, almost entirely governed by intel-
lect. There was not even the suspicion
of a smile on the classical outlines of
his face. It was impressive, and
sphinx-like. Very noticeable were a
firm, set-look about the lower jaw and
chin, and a shrewd keenness about his
blue-gray eyes. He was of good stature
and mien, and a well-bred grace and
distinction of manner enveloped him.
If a question arose, however, in which
he was concerned, a sudden mental
alertness and fox-like vigilance were
conspicuous, which caused him to be
dubbed by his enemies, The Megantic
Fox. Nothing escapel him. When
he rose to his feet to address the House
or a Court of Justice, the mask of in-
difference and non-chalance was drop-
ped, his face would light up with a

pleasant smile and his demeanor
change to one of affability and cordial
ity—a typical débonnaire of the old
school. Nothing seemed to have the
power to affect his serenity or to ruffle
his soul. No matter if he were an-
noyed or angered, the friendly beam of
the face and the suavity of manner
were insistently present, but a close
observer might notice a dangerous
glint of the eyes. He was the em-
bodiment of a sua viter in modo, fer
titer in re personage.

There was a pleasant modulation and
intonation in Irvine's voice. It rarely
became vibrant, nor did ke strike the
high treble, even under excitement.
He spoke rapidly, fluently and smooth-
ly ; he seldom paused for a word, words
gushed from him in a stream. One
had to be alert and think quickly to
follow his rapid utterance. He did
not resort to any oratorical climaxes or
to thrilling appeals; it was always
analytical and vigorous reasoning with
a luminous marshalling of facts. He
was free from dramatic attitudes or
wild gesticulations, *ruly English or
Gladstonian in this respect. In de-
bate he was conciliatory in tone,
speaking with precision, polish and
easy grace. He preferred plain, di-
rect, unvarnished dtatements to the
flowers of rhetoric, quickly marshall-
ing his facts and exposing them rapid-
ly. He did not essay to conceal his
acts behind a flood of worid extrava-
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gance of words, or bolster his argu-
ments with sophistries and  Aristote-
lian subtleties, as his rival Chapleau
often did. Nevertheless Trvine could he
subtle enough when he wanted to be.
He could split hairs, he could resort to
many shadings and distinctions of in-
terpretation and finesse, when it suit-
ed his purpose, but he preferred co-
gent, broad and compelling argu-
ments, couched in virile and correct
English. However, like Joey Bag-
stock, he could be “‘deep, Sir, deep
and devilish sly.”” His speeches and
addresses left an impression on the
mind full of vitality and color. He had
marked powers of exposition, compact-
ness of thought, accuracy of judgment,
astuteness of reference and shrewdness
of observation, as well as an encyclo-
prdic knowledge of polities, of law and
general facts. These gifts and acquis-
itions made him a host in himself und
a dangerous foe. In fine he was a per-
sonality, a legal and a political entity,
who always focused public attention.
1t was generally conceded that he was
one of the great jurists of his day, and
it may be remembered that such legal
luminaries as Judge Black, the Judges
Stuart, and Messrs. Casault, Lang-
Holt, Angers and Dunbar were
his contemporaries.

Irvine was a towering figure
debate.

lois,

in a
He exhibited much diserim-

ination, clarity of detail, grace and
power of diction in his arguments,

which he poured forth in erisp tor-
rents. Quick to sece through the vul-
nerable gaps in an opponent’s armor,
readily he detected an
statement or a wrong date. When
this  happened he would pounce
upon the delinquent with the alert-
ness of the hawk. Chapleau’s habit
of inaccurate statements and his blun-
ders over many questions, left him
open to many scathing ‘‘take downs. ’

incorrect

Irvine was never slow to trip him un-
der such conditions. He would by
such exposure, and by banter and
raillerie, break the force of his eloquent
passages. He was not without hu-
mor, and now and then he indulged
in quiet wit to lessen the strain of his
own intense thoughts and to jolly an
opponent.  While modest and unas-
suming he was not without “‘an unco
guid conceit of himself""; but like
Tennyson, when, accused of being
vain, he could have replied: “‘TI have
good reason to be."”

How Irvine loved to taunt Chapleau !
He would deliver in gentle and flexible
tones of kindness the most serious ac-
cusations, bitingly and scathingly sar-
castic; but always in strictly parlia-
mentarian language. He fought fair-
ly; asked for no quarters and gave
none. The member for Megantic
seemed at his best when attacking
Chapleau, and the latter was certainly
at his worst when replying to him. -He
would fall into a cold rage over Irvine's
mocking reflections and censure. Out-
wardly he seemed indifferent, but in-
wardly he was all groans. When other
members attacked him he would
tilt his head backward with an assumed
abstracted pose, occasionally raising
his eyebrows in a kind of parliament-
ary askance, but when it was Trvine
that was une autre histoire. I have
seen Chavlean wince and writhe under
the quick, satirical lashing which his
arch-enemy administered. Trvine was
ordinarily particalarly affable and cour-
teous in debate ; but when dealing with
his rival, he threw the niceties of dis-
cussion to the four winds and heaped
upon him, unsparingly, rebuke, sar-
casm and ironv. He did it almost in-
variably in bantering tones, which
greatly provoked his enemy. Instead
of puncturing his blunders with shafts
of wit, he preferred to smash them
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with the hammer of logic and hard
facts, thus knocking into
pretensions.  Innumerable
and  Chapleau
came off second best.

No ordinary antipathy actuated
Irvine towards Chapleau; he called it
an instinetive dislike, and it was hearty
and genuine. He was heard to say
once: ‘‘Abraham ILincoln disliked a
man whom he did not understand,"”
and he added : “'T understand Chapleau
only from one point of view'' and he
left the auditor to draw his own infer-
ences.  In the House they glared at
each other with their hands on their
swordhilts, metaphorically speaking.

In the true sense of the word, Irvine
was not an orator. There was a qual-
ity of refinement and artistic form in
his eloauence which appealed to the
cultured classes, but did kindle
much enthusiasin among the masses
Although there was a [ine inflection
and' ring to his voice, it did not possess
the wonderful melody and sweetness
of Chaplean's, nor had hLe that inex-
plicable, undefinable charm character-
ised as personal magnetism that secures
for a speaker spell-bound aundiences.

Chapleau could impart to his voice
strikingly emotional and pictorial im-
pressiveness and wonderfully cadenced
tones. To the magic of this voice, to
the fascination which his oratorical
gestures and handsome physique and
bearing exercised, rather than to his
logical or reasoning powers, may be
attributed the successes he obtained
in the political and criminal arenas.
He was pre-eminently a criminal law-
ver with all the acquired soplustries of
his profession and the attractive qual-
ities which tell with a jury. He
found politics a more profitable field
to exnloit. He infused in his speeches
a glow of rich, warm pulsing
tones, delivered them in a voice vibrant

pieces his
were their

bickerings generally

not

with feeling, and punctuated them
with eloquent gestures. They often
consisted of hypothetical arguments,
inaccurate or deceptive statements
couched in involved, diffuse sentences
and in incorrect language. He had a
habit of not completing his phrases,
but with a shake of his leonine head
and one of his familiar gestures he
made his auditors understand what was
in his mind, but not uttered. Mean-
while the impression of great eloquence
and cleverness were conveyed. It was
not, however, the kind of eloquence
which one heard from Mercier, and a
few the House. In com
parison with Irvine, Chapleau could
not begin to present his facts as clear-
ly or as effectively as his opponent, not
could he usc

tions with the
sureness — of

others in

his statistics or illustra-
same  dexterity
He never, un-
unravelled a tangled
political or economical question !
During Chapleau’s regime as prime
minister of the province, schemes were
as plentiful as the leaves of Vallom-
bro-a, and politicians fattened upon
them. When his politico-economical
policies are studied and analyzed, es-
pecially in the light of the present day,
they are found to be full of flagrantly

and
grasp

aided, logically

rapacious and scandalous schemes
There were several notorious secan-
dals  connected with the premier

and his administration, but they were
cleverly hushed. In the case of the
sale of the North Shore Railway, he
trampled upon the indignation of the
people and ignored their protests. The
servile majority at his back in the Leg-
islature were outrageously indifferent
to public criticism, and he was thus
enabled to carry out this project, and
others equally objectionable.  This
was a debasing era of corruption and
decadence in provineial politi
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dignation soon spread over the prov-
ince, which led to dissensions among
the party, and finally swept them out
of power.

Chaplean was intensely selfish—Re
was selfishness persomified 1y was
ever himself, first, last and a1l the time.
And as for gratitude, it was something
unknown to him. When the friends
to whose fidelity and cleverncss
owed his advancement and success in
politics became convinced «f the ex-
istence of these despicable traits
their idol, an estrangement ensued,
and later when he played them false
in an important financial deal, they
entirely deserted him.  Thereafter
his downwards. If
ever the true history of his career be
made public it will be found merged
in the acts and deeds of a céterie of
keen, shrewd counsellors, headed by
C. N. A. Dansereau, the premier's
right hand man and fidus Achates.
Senecal, a most able promoter of clever
and artful schemes, was another of
Chapleau’s lieutenants, and they both
found in Blumhart a valuable and
astute co-operator and ally.

Some time later Chapleau was called
to Ottawa, but temperamentally and
intellectually he did not belong to that
larger parliamentary arena. Recog-
nizing him to be a failure, Sir John
A. Macdonald disposed of him in his
usual way, under such circumstances,
by a so-called promotion. He trans-
lated him to the Lieutenant-Govern-
orship of the Province of Quebec.

Before Chapleau’s time expired in
the gubernatorial chair, he set to
scheming for his re-appointment and
made advances to both sides of politic-
ians to attain his aim, but unsuccess-
fully. Most piteously did he beg to
be retained, assuring one and all that
he had not been a partisan, nor frac-
tious, that he had invariably followed

he

in

course was

the behests of his constitutional advis-
ers, and so forth. This was a sad and
pitiable spectacle! It is an undeniable
fact, however! His fall was final and
complete after he returned to Mon-
treal. There were then '‘none so poor
as to do him reverence,”’ and he died
abandoned by most of his old friends
and followers. This must have ate
into his very heart, but who shall say
that he did not deserve it? And this
was the end of one who had worn an
carthy halo for many years, in poli-
ties. A thick mantle of oblivion is
now wrapped around his memory.
During the period of which Iam treat-
ing there was much clashing of conflict-
ing ambitions in the Local Legislature,
and during its sittings there could be
heard the exciting sword play of many
political gladiators. Many were the
pungent verbal encounters with par-
tisan invective and plotting and coun-
ter-plotting and some base desertions
and treacheries. There were then in
the House such able men as Lynch,
Loranger, Church, Joly, ¥lynn, Fran-

¢ois Langelier, Wurtele and others,
but towering above them all were
g

Irvine and Mercier—the latter a giant
in oratory, a clear-headed political
economist, and a remarkable tribune
and statesman. He was also the most
progressive and sagacious leader of his
day in provincial politics, and an im-
posing, vigorous personality with a
fine noble Roman head! Tt was my
privilege to hear him deliver several
ringing and masterly discourses, when
at the apex of his glory. He then
thrilled his audiences to a fever heat
of enthusiasm by his elequence and
convinced them by the force of his
logic. He ever sought to urge meas-
ures large, arresting and decisive, and
he generally carried them in a blaze
of triumph. But to return to my
theme.
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On the 5th of August, 1879, an feature of the case. He would say this sem|
epochal event happened in the political only, that it would be more seemly if  ditio
history of the Province of Quebec. The the honorable gentlemen concealed  entir
government of the late Hon. Henri their greed of office. He begged to as tion.
Gustave Joly (he had not been knight- sure them one and all that the peace  Bpea
ed then), found itself in & minority of and tranquility of the cool shades of  eage
two votes on a personal question. The opposition were preferable by far to  gove
news spread over the country on the the storms, perils and responsibilities ~ 8ym]

wings of the wind, and created no lit- of power. The sweets of office are at leriel
tle excitement. The next day all best enervating; it is a case of groping Seve
kinds of rumors spread about the among gleams and shadows and disap- = out
city and province concerning the pointments. He had occupied both were
coming action of the government positions and he knew whereof he leriel
When the House met every seat on the spoke, and advised them to stay where Ir
floor was occupied, and a hillowy sea of they were. ness
humanity crowded the galleries.  All e
were see}t'hing with excitement, holding In any case, he asked, are not the hEm?I
their breaths in suspense. I had the gcntller_l('ll sitting on the bvn.ches Qf glan
good fortune to be present on this CPPosition a little premature in their = & .
memorable oceasion. After some Yon- con(-lnsmn that the fate of the govern- his £
tine work, Irvine rose to offer explan- m(-n't is seu[e(l‘," People should not be hﬁnd
ations in behalf of the government in longing for men's shoes before they are Sl
regard to the vote of the night before. d""‘d- TI“‘ W h“"“ question, ™ he ex- as 16
His face was illuminated with abun- plained, ‘‘resumes xtsvlf}n th‘ls: Has ‘thv ]
dant geniality and kindliness, and his th‘e Hon. Mr. J.()ly and his ('flhtﬂvﬁ for- el
manner blithe and happy. He began feited th_e confidence of thxg House ? ete.”!
first to compliment the honorable lead- Perhaps it has, and perhup’s it has not. amid
er of the opposition, whom he styled This remains to be seen. The govern- fon
“the gentleman of melodramatic airs, ment certainly had the confidence of ansl
with a conspicuous stray lock of hair the electorate a short time ago, and gave
upon his noble brow,” (and he bowed Possibly it lm:f of the House, too, as at the
to Chapleau with mock respect) upon Present constituted. =~ We shall soon Chag
his signal victory. He assured him, in Kknow how we stand as regards this bast
bantering tones, that the skillful mar- ™Matter. Tt may happen that the min-

. ‘ oo il : : him
shalling of his highly disciplined fol- istry will again find itself in a minor- Ciotis
lowers, the night before, reflected the ity, (and he beamed benevolently and

\ B2 & ;  with
greatest credit upon his generalship. Tn archly upon Chapleau), but it is also fhrot
the tone of a friendly, good-natured among the things possible that it will sl
conversation, he continued at some Pe sush}med by a larger majority ﬂ}’]o‘f] they
length, evidently bent upon prolonging €ver- 1t must be remembered that awat
the suspense of the enemy. He next re- the adverse vote was on an incident in this
marked that he was puzzled to under- the course of debate and not on a ques- polit
stand why the occupants of the oppos- tion of policy. Under those circum- ens !

ite benches should be torn alike with Stances the government does not b repet
apprehension and anticipation. Their sider itself called upon to rum;,:n. | whie
ebullient eagerness for ‘‘the flesh pots duote the above from memory. man
of Egypt” was a question of taste and At the height of this histrionic stress
propriety, but he would not discuss that there was a complete hush over the as-
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sembly ; one could have heard the tra-
ditional pin drop in the chamber. The
entire House listened with rapt atten-
tion. All necks craned towards the
speaker. To the opposition who were
eagerly awaiting the decision of the
government it was nerve-racking. The
sympathy of the occupants of the gal-
leries swayed with the government.
Several times they came near breaking
out into a mad demonstration, but
were deterred by the threat of the gal-
leries being ordered cleared.

Irvine now assumed a certain breezi-
ness of manner and dramatic vivacity
of speech. Toying with a paper in one
hand, casting an occasional waggish
glance at Chaplean, and still with the
inevitable broad and mirthless smile on
his face, he proceeded : “‘T hold in my
hand a resolution which 1 wish to sub-
mit to this honorable house. It runs
as follows : ““That this House approves
the economical policies of the govern-
ment and has complete confidence,
ete.””  This resolution was carried
amid much applause by a majority of
four votes. In the solution of this
snarl, as well as many others, Irvine
gave proof that he was a Saul among
the politicians of his day. When
Chapleau became Prime Minister he
hastened to shelve Irvine by giving
him the Judgeship of the Admiralty
Court. He was a disappointed man,
with many unfulfilled aspirations
through the jealousy of rivals. His
admirers greatly regretted his act, for
they believed more signal honors
awaited him in politics. Even to
this day, among the legal lights and
politicians of Quebec, his name awak-
ens throbs of interest, and they often
repeat anecdotes and incidents in
which he figured, proclaiming him a
man of exceptional and remarkable

parts and a phenomenally astute law-
yer and politician.

1 was Irvine’s family physician for
many years, in the old days, and my
relations—personal and professional—
with him were of the pleasantest. I
never think of him even to-day with-
out the kindliest feelings welling up in
my heart. The last time I saw Irvine
was in July, 1896, I believe, when I
was on a visit from Boston to this city.
I was pained to notice the lines of care
and age and worry about his face ; and
the twin sun centres of the grey-blue
eyes lacked their former keenness. His
speculative mining ventures which
have since prospered wonderfully, were
then a heavy load to carry. When the
wheel of fortune turned, it was too
late for him to profit by it. His mind,
however, was still alert and bright. 1t
was at the Garrison Club I met him,
and when T referred to the memorable
evening in the House which T have at-
tempted to describe above, I noticed
quiet twinkles in his eyes. Any allu-
sion to the political contests and con-
flicts, the sparkling clashes and the
sharp thrusts between him and his old
enemy was like the smell of powder to
an old war horse. His sands of life
were then fast running out, and it
was but a short time after our inter-
view, on the 24th February following,
that this very clever politician and
jurisconsult answered Adsum to the
final roll call. Given a wider field and
scope, George ITrvine would have shone
illustriously with the best talent of the
Dominion. He had many admirers
and some depreciators, but he was not
a personality towards whom one could
feel indifference! Few were more re-
sourceful ; he could make brilliant al-
most any event, and become its cen-
tral figure!




PHeroic Endurance
and Patience of a Noble Historian

5

RANCIS
ited frequently
while preparing his re
markable series of vol-
French and

campaigns in

The ob

mainly to search

PARKMAN vis
Quebec

umes on
English
North
ject of his visits was
historical

America
records, to stuly the routes
taken by the rival forces and their In-
dian allies in these wars, to examine
the battlefields and to familiarize him-
self with the scenes of the famous ex-
ploits of the seventeenth and eight-
eenth centuries. Parkman is well re-
Ancient City,”” and
was a welcome guest in some of the
homes of its prominent citizens. Twice
he honored the writer by calling at his
old D’Aigaillon  street
and met there some of the old coterie

of friends., H

Spencer Grang

membered in ‘‘yg

residence in

also frequently visited
, whose genial host he
highly esteemed and to whom he was
indebted for many important historical
data. Since those days, Time, great
chronos, has wrought many changes
and his sickle has severed many ties.
Among those whom Parkman met
then, at D’Aiguillon street, poor Fau-
cher de Saint Maurice and Joseph
Marmette have passed to unknown
shores.

The historical works of Francis
Parkman attract and fascinate and en-

rapture the rcader. They arouse and
stimulate one as much as the most ex-
citing and spirited novel. The mar-
vellous drama of the life and deeds of
the people who figured conspicuously
during North Amer-
ica, he describes graphically and il-
luminatingly. He takes the romantic
incidents and tragic blood-curdling
events of those epochs, their glorious
military feats and acts of

wo centuries 1n

prowess,
their striking ecclesiastical personages,
the long and perilous tramps through
the forests, battles and con-
piracies, the fiendish cruelties of the
Indians and their acts of treachery, in
all their brutal and apalling nakedness,
and uses them for the background of
his historical pictures. He does this
with such skillful artistry that they
stand out in clear relief, defiling before
our eyes, in endless procession, in all
their significance and import The
realism is impressive and enthralling.
We hear the clashing of swords, the
rattle of musketry and the boom of the
canon, resounding through his pages.
Indeed the ghosts of the past come
trooping and eddying about the reader,
laden with the atmosphere of those
days. In fine through the magic cf
his pen he gives life to the momentous
phases of the border warfare of two
centuries; he causes to flare forth
gorgeously the beautiful, picturesque
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scenery of Canada and the United
States, and the endless panorama of

soldiery marching back and forth
throughout  both  countries, with
glimpses of the pageantry of those

days. His displays of intellectual re-
sources take many and varied forms of
literary expression and always with a
remarkable technical skill and tem
peramental power.  Truly he is a past-
master in the artistry of words. In
that had
the dust and mists of centuries he re-
suscitated, illuminated the
trodden paths of others with newer
and richer lights

cidents almost vanished with

and he

All his writings bear the imprint of
strong mentality ; his racters are
drawn with fidelity and diserimination
and his historical facts unimpeach-
able The details are handled with
great grace and powerful and felicitous
diction, and much erudition. He wrote
sympathetically and appreciatively of
the and attractions of old
Stadacona and Canada generally. 1Tis
erudition was varied and felicitous ; he
carried it as lightly as the flower he
used to wear in the lapel of his
and like it, it shed a distinctive, pleas-
ing fragrance.

cha

charms

coat,

His unassuming wis-
dom, his quiet modesty, his never-fail
ing good sense, his open-mindedness,
his kindliness and humanity, were
striking features in his make-up. A
kindlier, more amiable or more urbane
gentleman I have seldom met. In
truth his intellectual gifts were only
excelled by the charm of his personality
and his character as a man. .

Parkman left the intellectual
world a legacy that time will account
s more noble, more enduring than any
material monument which could have
been erected to his memory, although
Boston has raised one in one of its
public parks.
debt of

has

Canada owes a great
gratitude to this noble

His books on
both
ill exist in popular esteem

highly gifted histarian.
the border warfare of
countries
as long as interest in such matters
holds sway over human life. He has
exercised and will continue to exercise
the deepest influence
both sides of the line

During the writer's residence in Bos-
ton he was the recipient of flattering
and courteous attentions from Parkman,
both at his Boston home and at his de-
lightful residence at Jamaica Plain,
the memory of which to-day is genu-
ine pleasure. The courtly dignity and
grace of his acts are still vividly pre-
sent in the writer's mind. Parkman
him a service about a year
after his arrival in “The Hub of the
He called one day at the
Venddome, and in the course of

colonial

over writers on

rendered

universe

Hotel

conversation asked: ““Why did you
not follow vour article of a few months
ago, in the North American Review,

with a sequel?  The agitation going
on in Canada at this moment, is an
excellent theme for a second paper,
on the same lines with your first!"”
(The question of the Annexation of
(fapada to the United States was b
ing revived just then). The writer

answered I anticipated your sugges-

tion a few months
bution was decline
ply was: “Yow

been  considered

o, but my contri-

Parkman's re-
may not have
timely just  then
Send it again to the same editor and
let me know its fate.”” This advice
was followed, without a word of alter-
ation in the Ms. and the article was
sent in absolutely the same condition
s when refused. Not ten days later
a cheque for fifty dollars was received
from the North American Review
azine. This is mentioned more
especialy as an instance of a singular
experience in the life of a literary man.

Our distinguished historian sounded

article

ma




paysical distress to the heart's depths.
His was a tragic fate forged upon the
anvil of great sufferings and torture.
1t seems incredible that works of such

high standard, such exceptionable
qualities of style and diction, and such
rcliable historical value, could have
been written by one, who, from the
very outset of his literary career (in
1844) became afflicted ith troubles

which entailed great suflering, repeat-
edly threatened nervous prostration,

and even loss of sight. At one time
insanity itself was feared, through the
torturcs he endured. In spite of this
and other infirmities, he struggled
steadily and perseveringly to accom-
plish the task he had undertaken of
writing the history of the conflicts be-
tween French and English that ended
with the conquest of Canada, This he
had the satisfaction of finully complet-
ing, to the delight of his friends and
admirers, and to the advantage of the
literary world.

Parkman was a man of great per-
sonal energy and activity, always want-
ing to be on the move. Rest was in-
tolerable to him. During the attacks
of severe pain to which he was subject,
he was impelled to persistent physical
efforts. As he often carried them to
excess, they were followed by exhaus-
tion and aggravation of his sufferings.
On this point Dr. George Ellis says:
‘‘His maladies intensified his impuls-s
to physical and mental exertion,
while they limited the hours he conld
wisely give to reading and writing."

Farnham, who wrote a clever biog-
raphy of Parkman, gives these de-
tails : ‘‘The extent of his sufferings is
nowhere revealed, only hinted at, in
writing ; he is remembered, however,
by an intimate friend or two, to have
said that death would often have been
a welcome end to his trials.... Once,
when his physician, during a bad at-

tack, encouraged him by saying that h
had a strong constitution, Parkman re-
plied quaintly : “‘I'm afraid T have'..

Sometimes, however, he felt so strong
ly that he had more than his share of
trouble caused him to explode in a
few very forcible expressions ; then hi

ined the mas
After many years of agonizing

quiet patience soon reg
tery.”

sufferings he had attained almost
savage's endurance of pain ; but what
a nerve-racking life !

In a letter Parkman says: “‘I can

hear witness that no amount of physi
cal pain is so intolerable as the posi
tion of being stranded and doomed to
lie rotting year after year. However,
1 not yet abandoned any plan
which T ever formed, and 1
intention of ever abandoning any.”
This is grit of the true ring. From
such strains of stress and spells of
gloom, he would again into the
sunlight from the darkness, and be
cheerful, and charming and as inter-
esting as ever.

have no

rise

Farnham says, referring to the
spring of 1848: ““The ditficulties were
threefold extreme weakness of
sight, disabling him even from writing
his name, except with eyes closed ; ¢
condition of the brain prohibiting fixed
attention, except oceasional and
brief intervals; and an exhaustion and
total derangement of the nervous sys-

at

tem producing of necessity a mood of
mind most unfavorable to efforts. To
be made with impunity, the attempts
must be made with the most watchful
caution.”’

Parkman would read one minute at
a time, rest one minute by looking at
distant objects, begin agan for another
minute, and after the same interval of
rest would start afresh. He would do

this fer a half hour at a time, twice or
three times a day, and this only when
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he ever overstepped this limited boun-
dary, at once it resulted in a heighten-
ing of cerebrate and nervous reflexes,

he was feeling better than usual.

with concomitant pains. He devised
a gridiron facilitate hig writing :
‘‘He caused a wooden frame to be con-
structed of the size and shape of a
sheet of letter paper. Stout
were fixed horizontally across it, half
an inch apart, and a moveable back of
thick pasteboard behind them. The
paper for writing was placed between
the pasteboard and the wires, guided
by which, and using a black lead cray-
on, he could write, not 1illegibly, with

to

wires

closed eyes.” Some days he would
succeed in penning five or six lines,
which others would decipher after-
wards. This is one of the most heroic

and pathetic experiences which history
offers and the saddest thing of all is
that Dr. Gould now maintains, and
with trath: “'If Parkman had lived at

the present time he could have found
relief from his disability and suffering
of

in the same way that thousands

others have done.” The pity of it all
twists one's heart strings!  Carlyle
was a parallel case, but his eye trouble
affected the organs of digestion and
caused him to be extremely irritable.
Through the use of glasses his general
churlishness and hatefulness of dis-
position might have been transformed
into a sweet and urbane digposition.
\las !

When one afilicted as Parkman was

a reflex ocular-neurosis, or eye strain
by deficient, accommodative
he may be relieved and gener-
ally cured by the wearing of proper
In any when pres-
byopia becomes completed, which gen-
erally happens at the age of sixty or
thereabouts, ease and comfort comes
to the sufferer. This is what finally
happened to Parkman, and during the
last few years of his life the gateway
unto rest was unlocked. On the 8th
November, 1893, he left the world
quietly to enter an illustrious grave
and the enduring peace of the beyond.

caused
power

glasses. case




