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THE SCENE OF ‘EVANGELINE’

BY G. A. MACKENZIE.

THERE is no event in the history

of this continent which has come
down to us clothed with more roman-
tic interest than the expulsion of the
French setlers in 1755 from the old
Acadian country. A community,
simple, happy, and prosperous, living
under the patriarchal sway of their
clergy, cherishing the legends and
habits of rural life in the old world,
given to the picturesque observances
of their religion, are suddenly removed
In a body from the fields which they
are peacefully cultivating, on a charge
of disaffection to the government to
which they have become subject, their
Property confiscated, their families
byoken up, and the members thereof
dispersed in strange lands, to spend
the rest of their days in poverty and
heglect. Upon this event, sad enough
In its plain realities, the American
Poet has founded the most touching
of his poems. Longfellow is the poet
of the family and the fireside. He
does not scale the loftier heights of
Passion, nor explore with subtlety the
depths of feeling, but he moves with
Sumplicity and sweetness on the levels

of thought where all can walk with
him, and simply and sweetly has he told
the sorrowful story of ‘love in Aca-
die,” which has made that quiet coun-
try-side on the Bay of Fundy known
wherever English poetry is read.

Let us for a moment recall the cir-
cumstance§ which led to the strange
episode in colonial history out of
which the story has sprung. Nova
Scotia, or Acadie, was ceded by France
to Great Britain at the treaty of
Utrecht. Withthetransferof territory
there was, however, no transfer of the
loyalty of the people. Itis true they
took the oath of allegiance to the King,
but with the omission of the clause re-
quiring military service. As mili-
tary service would have entailed the
necessity of bearing arms, not only
against their Indian allies, but also
their own countrymen, the Acadians
steadfastly refused to take the oath
without such a modification. Succes-
sive Governors gave up in despair the
attempt to extort from them a more
comprehensive form of submission.
In course of time the Acadians began
to consider themselves as holding a
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peculiar character. They were not in-
dependent, they were not French sub-
jects, but neither were they ordinary
British subjects. They claimed to be
¢neutrals, and by many of them the
laws of ‘neutrality’ were very freely
interpreted against the English. As
Canada and Cape Breton remained
French, in the intermittent warfare
between the two powers which fol-
lowed the treaty, the Acadian ‘neu-
trals’ became a source of serious em-
barrassmenttothecolonial government.
In any outbreak of hostilities the
French could count upon gaining in-
formation and even active aid from
their countrymen in Acadie. The
priests also, who by the indulgence of
the English Government, were ap-
pointed by the Bishop of Quebec, con-
tributed to keep alive the feeling
against England as the enemy of Fa-
therland and Holy Church. Moreover
the English colonists were constantly
subjected to attack by the Indiams,
who were the friends of the French,
and whose hostility was fanned by
the disaffected amongst the ¢ neutrals.’
On the whole the presence of the
French settlers was a cause of contin-
ual annoyance and trouble to the colo-
nial government, besides being a seri-
ous hindrance to the opening up and
settlement of the country. When at
last a body of young Acadians were
taken in arms at Cumberland, where
they had joined an invading French
force, the authorities at Halifax, out
of all patience, determined to eradicate
the French from Nova Scotia at a
single stroke, and gave the orders
which were carried out at Minas in
the manner described in the poem.
The scene of ¢ Evangeline’ is in
itself not unworthy of the historic and
poetic associations which cluster round
it. The district of Minas is at the
upper end of the Annapolis valley, in
the present Township of Horton. The
Basin of Minas, celebrated in the poem,
appears on the modern maps of Nova
Scotia as the ‘ Basin of Mines,” or
¢Mines Basin;’_and the Village of
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Horton and a railway station called
¢Grand Pré—Grand Pree in the dia-
lect of to-day—probably mark the cen-
tral part of the Acadian village.

The muddy Annapolis flows slug-
gishly between the North and Sonth
mountain ranges of Nova Scotia. It
enters the Bay of Fundy at Annapolis
Royal, where French and English often
met in arms in the old days,and where
there is still a mouldering fort, occu-
pied by French and English in turns
for many years. The valley of the
Annapolis is called thegarden of Nova
Scotia. Itisa good agricultural region,
though perhaps it would not be called
a garden in a richer country. There
is no part of it better than Minas dis-
trict. As one drives to-day through
the pleasant country, so beautifully
situated on the sheltered basin, one
can readily imagine how attached to
their home the Acadian farmers must
have been, and with what anguish
they must have watched it fade away
for ever from their sight. To-day there
is an air of prosperity and solid com-
fort about the whole country-side. The
farmers’ houses are uniforgly large
and bandsome, overlooking well-culti-
vated fields and symmetrical rows of
vigorous fruit trees.

Five years after the exile of the
Acadians, settlers from Connecticut
took up the deserted farms. They
found ox-carts and the implements of
husbandry scattered about the fields,
and the bones of cattle which had
perished for want of care in the winter.
To-day if you enter one of the big
comfortable homesteads in Horton,
you will probably be received by the
grandson or great-grandsen of one of
these New Englanders, who will give
you some facts about the old French
village from his scanty store of tradi-
tion, and display some relics which
the plough has turned up on the sites
of Acadian houses.

Probably the person who named
¢ Wolfville’ was a New Englander,
and had no sense that there was any-
thing in the name out of harmony
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“with the associations of the region. It
is at Wolfville that the sentimental
traveller must quarter himself if he
would explore the scene of Evange-
line. There, at the Acadia Hotel, he
may get a comfortable bed and indi-
gestible meals, and may hire horses at
a fancy price. Horses are not scarce
in Wolfville; but tourists who take
an interest in ‘ Evangeline’ are, and
this fact the worthy proprietor of the
Acadia Hotel takes into consideration
in making his charges. Wolfville is
well-to-doand common-place. The Bap-
tists reign supreme there, and possess
a magnificent college with a cupola
and pillars, all of painted wood, and
a seminary for Baptist young ladies.

The road from Wolfville to Horton
seems to have been one of the main
roads through the Acadian settlement,
which, like the villages of Quebec, no
doubt straggled over a large extent of
ground. The gnarled and decaying
trunks of ancient willow trees still
stand by the road-side, laid out it may
be two hundred years ago by the hands
of the immigrants from La Rochelle
and Poitou. After passing the fine
mansions of Wolfville, surrounded
by their great elms, you rise to high
ground, and the whole of the historic
Scene is spread before you.

In the Acadian land, on the shores of the
. Basin of Minas,
wtant, secluded, still, the little village of
Grand-Pré
ay in the beautiful valley. Vast meadows
._Stretched to the eastward,
ving the village its name, and pasture to
., flocks without number.
Dikes, that the hands of the farmer had
raised with labour incessant,
Shut oug the turbulent tides; but at stated
seasoux the floodgates
Opened and welcomed the sea, to wander at
v Wwill o’er the meadows.
West and south there were fields of flax, and
orchards and coru.fields
Spreading afar and unfenced o'er the plain,
B and away to the northward
lomidon roge, and the forests old, and aloft
S on the mountains
ea-fogs pitched their tents, and mists from
L he mighty Atlantic
ooked on the happy valley, but ne’er’ from
Th their station descended,
€Te, in the midst of its farms, reposad the
cadian village.
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This hillside, sloping gently to the
grand pré—great prairie—was dotted
withrustichouses, ‘suchasthe peasants
of Normandy built in the reign of the
Henries,” with dormer windows and
projecting gables. Imagination may re-
construct the rustic sceneasthepoethas
sketched it ; the matrons and maidens
sitting in the summer evening at the
‘ gossiping looms,” in snow-white caps
and bright-coloured kirtles: the white-
haired priest walking with reverend
step, while the children pause to kiss
the hand extended to bless them, and
the women rise with a glad smile to
greet him ; the labourers slowly plod-
ding homewards from the fields; the
columns of pale blue smoke rising
like incense from a hundred hearths,
‘the homes of peace and contentment.’
All has vanished ; but if we try and
recall the scene, may we not do it with
the poet’s fancy ?

Away off there is Blomidon, a sul-
len promontory jutting into the basin,
his head wreathed in mist so that you
may account him as tall as you will,
French and New English, Nova Sco-
tians and Canadians come and go and
possess the earth, the ocean is driven
back and the forest primeval hewn
down, but Blomidon stands guard over
the Basin, unmoved and sulky amid
all the changes.

And there, a broad peninsula reach-
ing out into the Basin, is the great
prairie, first reclaimed from the ocean
by the French and afterwards added
to by the New Englanders. To the
north-west are a few trees and a house
or two crowning an eminence, which
rises slightly above the general level,
That is Long Island, an island only
in name now, for the great sea-wall
sweeps round and meets it, converting,
what was once a wide area of water,
dividing it from the shore, into hay-
fields, Within the circuit of the outer
dike are the older earthworks of the
French, the lines which mark the
gradual progress of the farmers in
their advance upon the ocean, now
slowly disappearing under the plough
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and harrow. There are no fences to
divide the fields of the different land-
owners. The low, flat plain, basking
in the warmth of the hazy summer
day, is almost as lonely and still as it
must have been after Winslow’s ships
had sailed away with the Acadians.
A few scattered cattle are grazing ;
a solitary labourer swings his scythe ;
on the mirror-like surface of the basin
beyond, a little sail-boat is becalmed.
T doubt if the tides are allowed to
wander at will at stated seasons over
the meadow, as Mr. Longfellow as-
gerts. 'The salt-water does not im-
prove the soil, and, now-a-days at any
rate, the inhabitants most jealously
bar its entrance. They tell of a
great upheaval of the waters some
ears ago, the ¢Saxby tide’ as it is
called, from onme who predicted it
when the whole plain was submerged,
and cattle and crops and houses were
destroyed. The ocean does not enter
at any time with the concurrence of
the farmers. They have ingeniously
constructed gates, called abadoes (7 &
bas deau), which allow the small
streams that intersect the meadow
to escape, and close of themselves at
the flow of the tide. The dikes are
anxiously looked after. An official
inspection is made every month, and
weak points discovered in the earthen
walls are at once strengthened by the
united labour of the owners of the re-
claimed land.

Naught but tradition remains of the beauti-
ful village of Grand-Pré!

And indeed the New England sol-
diers who had the matter in hand did
the work of destruction very effectu-
ally. A few cellars, which are being
gradually filled up, are all that is left
to mark the sites of the Acadian
houses. Visitors are shown the place
where the blacksmith’s shop stood—
« Basil the Dblacksmith, who was a
mighty man in the village and hon-
oured of all men’—and also the site of
the church, and, opposite it on the
other side of a former road, the house
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of the parish priest. The poor man’s:
cellar and well are the sole relics of’
what seems once to have been a com-
fortable homestead. Here Col. John
Winslow of Massachusetts, the officer-
whose business it was to remove the
Acadians, quartered himself, appar-
ently with satisfactory results. ‘As.
you have taken possession of the fri-
ar’s house,” wrote his friend Jedediah
Prebble from the camp at Cumberland,.
¢I hope you will execute the office of
priest.” ¢I rejoice to hear that the
lines are fallen to you in pleasant
places, and that you have a goodly
heritage. I understand that you are
surrounded by the good things of this.
world, and, having a sanctified place
for your habitation, hope you will be-
prepared for the enjoyments of an-
other.’

In the church opposite—the grain.
grows on its site now—on the 5th
September, 1755, all the male inhabi-
tants of the district from ten years
old and upwards, were ordered to as-
semble by a proclamation of Winslow’s.
They came at the time appointed, little
suspecting the fate that was impend--
ing. They were shut into the church.
and Winslow, rising with the Gover-
nor’s warrant in his hand, announced:
the purpose for which they had been
assembled, He was not a hard-hearted
man. He had written to Governor
Lawrence at Halifax that the duty laid.
upon him, though he felt it to be ne-
cessary, was a disagreeable one, and he
told his prisoners that it was against
his natural make and temper. He
reminded them of the long indulgence
they had obtained at His Majesty’s
bands; they themselves best knew
what use they had made of it. He had
simply to deliver to them His Majes-
ty’s orders—that their lands and cat-
tle and all their effects, saving money
and household goods, should be forfei-
ted to the Crown, and themselves re-
moved from the Province. So over-
whelming a calamity had not presented
itself as possible to the Acadians, an
we may imagine with what sore am~
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:azement the intimation of it smote
~upon their hearts.

“¢“ As, when the air is serene, in the sultry
solstice of summer,
Suddenly gathers a storm, and the deadly
sling of the hailstones
"Beats down the farmer’s corn in the field and
shatters his windows,
Hiding the sun, and strewing the ground
with thatch from the house-roofs,
Bellowing fly the herds, and seck to break
their inclosures ;
So on the hearts of the people descended the
words of the speaker.
“Silent a moment they stood in speechless won-
der, and then rose
Louder and ever louder a wail of sorrow and
anger,
And, by one impulse moved, they madly
rushed to the doorway.
Vain was the hope of escape ; and cries and
fierce imprecations
Rang through the house of prayer ; and high
o’er the heads of the others
Rose, with his ars uplifted, the figure of
Basil the blacksmith,
As, on a stormy sea, a spar is tossed by the
billows.
Flushed was his face and distorted with pas-
sion ; and wildly he shouted,—
‘Down with the tyrants of England! we
never have sworn them allegiance !
Death to these foreign soldiers, who seize on
our homes and our harvests !’
More he fain would have said, but the merci-
less hand of a soldier
-Smote him upon the mouth, and dragged him
down to the pavement.

The church was turned into a tem-
porary jail where the male Acadians
were kept under restraint. Winslow’s
orders, signed by himself, as to the
confinement of the prisoners, are ex-
tant. Attached to them is this post-
script: ¢ Sept. 5.—The French peo-
Ple not having with them any provi-
sion and many of them pleading hun-
ger, begged for bread, on which I gave
them, and ordered that for the future
they be supplied by their respective

amilies, Thus ended the memorable
fifth day of September, a day of great
fatigue and trouble.—J. W.’

The immigrants from Connecticut,
on theirarrival, searched forthe church
bell, naturally deeming that it could
Dot bave been carried away by the

rench, but failed to find one. ¢So
the old folks cal’clated,’ as one of their
descendants remarked, ¢that. they
couldn’t ever have had a bell” He
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was not aware, probably, that he was
making a damaging charge against
Mr. Longfellow.

Anon from the belfry
Softly the Angelus sounded.

« .+ _+_ . while the bell from its turret
Sprinkled with holy sounds the air.

So passed the morning away. Andlo! with
a SumMmMmons sonorous
Sounded the bell from its tower. . . . . &ec.

Off to the north-east from the site of
the church is the mouth of the Gaspe-
reau, where the English ships lay atan-
chor. The Gaspereau winds through a
lovely vale in which a pretty village
nestles, bearing the same name as the
river. The river has the peculiarity of
all these Acadian streams. As the tide
rises it runs up; as it falls, it runs
down ; and at low tide it is almost
empty. A common sight in these
parts is a slimy water course meander-
ing gracefully under trees that droop
from the banks, but with hardly any
water to indicate what it is intended
to be. ‘I never knew before how
much water adds to a river, says
Charles Dudley Warner speaking of
one of these streams. All encomiums
on Acadian scenery must be taken to
apply to the time when the tide is
high.

The more modern dikes have ex-
tended the farming land bevond the
spot where the boats of the English
sailors werebeached,and wherethe A ca-
dians were embarked. You may walk
to-day for miles on the top of the great
solid bank which encloses the shore,
once the scene of such sad confusion.

To the Gaspereau’s mouth moved on the
mournful procession.

There disorder prevailed, and the tumult and
stir of embarking.

Busily plied the freighted boats ; and in the
confusion

Wives were torn from their husbands, and
mothers, too late, saw their children

Left on_the land, extending their arms with
wildest entreaties.
* * ” * * *

Farther back in the midst of the household
goods and the waggons,

Like to a gipsy camp or a leaguer after a
battle,
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All escape cut off by the sea and the sentinels
near them,

Lay encamped for the night the houseless
Acadian farmers.

Back to its nethermost caves retreated the
bellowing ocean,

Dragging adown the beach the rattling peb-

les, and leaving

Inland and far up the shore the stranded boats

of the sailors.

» * * * * *

Suddenly rose from the south a light, as in
autumn the blood red

Moon climbs the crystal walls of heaven, and
o’er the horizon

Titan-like stretches its hundred hands upon
mountain and meadow,

Seizing the rocks and the rivers, and piling
huge shadows together.

Broader and ever broader it gleamed on the
roofs of the village,

Gleamed on the sky, and the sea, and the
ships that lay in the roadstead.

Columns of shining smoke uprose, and flashes
of flame were

Thrust through their folds and withdrawn,
like the quivering hands of a martyr,

Then as the winds seized the gleeds and the
burning thatch, and, uplifting,

‘Whirled them aloft through the air, at once
from a hundred house-tops

Started the sheeted smoke with flashes of
flame intermingled.

These things beheld in dismay the erowd on
the shore and on shiphoard.

Speechless at first they stood, then cried aloud
in their anguish,

¢ We shall behold no more our homes in the
village of Grand-Pré.’

History gives us these statistics :
255 houses, 276 barns, 11 mills and 1
church were burned by Winslow at
Grand-Pré, and 1,923 persons trans-
ported from the village and its neigh-
bourhood. By a sort of poetic justice,
‘Winslow and his family, 20 years
later, were driven into exile for hostil-
ity to America.

‘Whether so hard a sentence as that
described was merited by the Acadian
population, it is no part of this paper
to decide. But this is certain, that
numbers of peaceful and innocent peo-
ple suffered with the guilty ; that an
apparently reasonably request to be al-
lowed to choose other homes for them-
selves, where they might remove with
gome leisure, seems to have received no
recognition ; and that, in their trans-
portation and subsequent dispersion,
the unfortunate people suffered cruelly.
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The Acadians who were landed in:
Pennsylvania petitioned the King for
a legal hearing of their case. Their
memorial is a most pathetic document,
but it gained them no redress. After
asserting their fidelity to the English
crown, and setting forth the grounds
of their claim for redress, the exiles
say : * We were transported info the
English Colonies, and this was done
in so much haste and with so little re-
gard to our necessities and the ten-
derest ties of nature, that from the
most social enjoyments and affluent
circumstances, many found themselves
destitute of the necessaries of life.
Parents were separated from their
children, and husbands from their
wives, some of whom have not to this
daymet again; and we were so crowded
in the transport vessels that we had
not room even for all our bodies to lay
down at once, and consequently were
prevented from carrying with us proper
necessaries, especially for the support
and comfort of the aged and weak,
many of whom ended their misery
with their lives. And even those
amongst us who had suffered deeply
from your Majesty’s enemies, on ac-
count of their attachment to your
Majesty’s government, were equaliy
involved in the common calamity, of
which René Leblanc, the notary-pub-
lic before mentioned, is a remarkable
instance. He was seized, confined,
and brought away among the rest of
the people, and his fumily, consisting
of twenty children and about one kun-
dred and ,fifty grand-children, were
scattered in different colonies, so that he
was put on shore at New York with
only his wife and two youngest children,
in an infirm state of health, from
whence he joined three more of his
children at Philadelphia, where he died
without any more notice being taken
of him than any of us, notwithstand-
ing his many years’ labour and deep
suffering for your Majesty's service.’

If the district of Minas was once
the scene of disaffection, it is gratify-
ing to know that no part of Nova
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Scotia is better disposed to the present

order of things. May loyalty to the |

union extend and grow strong through-
out the whole country! And let us
hope that the prosperous dwellers by
the basin of Minas shall never again
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see ships with hostile purpose round-
ing Blomidon ; that the comfortable
homesteads will be safe from the torch
of an enemy ; that none but friendly
feet will ever tread the quiet lanes and
smiling fields of Acadie.

GRAND PRE.

STI LL stands the forest primeval ; but far away from its shadow,
Side by side, in their nameless graves, the lovers are sleeping.

Under the humble walls of the little Catholic churchyard,

In the heart of the city, they lie, unknown and unnoticed.

Daily the tides of life go ebbing and flowing beside them,

Thousands of throbbing hearts, where theirs are at rest and forever,

Thousands of aching brains, where theirs no longer are busy,

Thousand of toiling hands, where theirs have ceased from their labours,

Thousands of weary feet, where theirs have completed their journey !

Still stands the forest primeval; but under the shade of its branches
Dwells another race, with other customs and language.
Only along the shore of the mournful and misty Atlantic
Linger a few Acadian peasants, whose fathers from exile
Wandered back to their native land to die in its bosom.
In the fisherman’s cot thé wheel and the loom are still busy ;
Maidens still wear their Norman caps and their kirtles of homespun,
And by the evening fire repeat Evangeline’s story,

‘While from its rocky caverns the deep-voiced, neighbouring ocean

Speaks, and in accents disconsolate answers the wail of the forest.

Longfellow.
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THE EMIGRANT'S FAREWELL.
BY GEO. W. FIELD, ELORA.

[The papers have of late been much occupied with the emigration of the better class of
farmers, which is now steadily setting into our country from Great Britain. In despair at
repeatedly bad harvests, a number have at last made up their minds to try their fortunes in
the New World. The grief of those who have already landed, on leaving those homes of which

their ancestors, in many cases, had been masters for generations, is said to have been pecu-
liarly poignant.

FA RE ye welll old England’s hamlets, one long ling’ring last adieu,

While the hills are slowly sinking, merging in the rising blue :
England where I early sported, where life’s vig'rous prime was passed,
Where I hoped, amid my fathers’ kindred dust to find at last.

Fare you well! old home forever, while we follow yonder star,
Beck’ning brightly on to westward, o'er the ocean hills afar,

On to where the broad St. Lawrence seaward mighty volumes pours,
Sweeping, from the loud Niag'ra, all his inland garnered stores—

On to where the sunset prairies roll to meet their guardian sun;
On to where that bright maid Comfort waits by Labour to be won ;
Genial faces there shall greet us; ours by kindly hands be wrung,
Brothers’, sisters’ voices welcome in the same dear mother tongue.

There are mem'ries, dark and golden, shadow-sprites—a spectral band
Rising wildly, sadly floating round that dim and fading land ;
Children, of the wayward fancy, wand’ring restless to and fro,
Gath’ring for the soul the brilliance and the shade of long ago.

Tt was there we laid our first-born, when Death struck his cruellest blow,
Down by where the meadow brooklet murmurs in its summer flow ;
Ah, the flowers we rev’rent planted, how they bloomed and looked so gay
When we paid that falt’ring visit at the sunset yesterday.

Still we fain had proudly hovered round those scenes so fondly dear ;
Fain we too would stand beside her, when to England danger’s near;
But, dark Fortune, ’tis not given man to stem thy fickle tide,

And a willing hand must tarry where the willing skies provide.

And Hope rising points us onward, onward, o’er the waiting sea
Where the Western Queen is smiling on her children brave and free,
Where, from out her palace lonely, ocean-girdled, mountain-crowned,
(Canada beams forth her welcome to the nations wond'ring round.

Fare ye well then England’s hamlets still may Plenty crown your store,
Still may Freedom guard your portals, as so oft in days of yore ;

Still may Valour linger round you, Honour scorn to bow the knee,
Mirth and Comfort and Contentment flourish there eternally.
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ARE LEGISLATURES PARLIAMENTS?*

BY WM. LEGGO, OTTAWA.

IT is gratifying to observe that the
intellectual progress of Canada
is equal to her material advance-
ment. The shelves of the Library of
Parliament at Ottawa prove that she
possesses men able to write, and that
her own history, industries, and ele-
ments of wealth furnish varied and
ample subjects on which their talents
are usefully employed. To those un-
acquainted with the inmer life of Ot-
tawa, the amount of literary and artis-
tic talent moving in its circles is sur-
prising, and if there were but a toler-
able certainty that the valuable and
interesting information which the
numerous highly-educated members of
the civil service are able to lay before
the public would be published without
loss to the writers—saying nothing of
profit—a large mass of admirable
reading and information, valuable
from a national point of view, would
soon be placed before the Canadian
people. In Ottawa, as the seat of
Government, is centered the most
reliable and extensive data respect-
ing the Dominion, whether we seek
for its history, its sources of wealth,
or its development ; its educational,
its political, or its social progress ;
and in the departments are found
many men of great culture, the best of
whose lives have been spent in the
public service, and who have neces-
sarily obtained an accuracy and an
extent of knowledge on these subjects

_*Are Legislatures Parliaments ? A Study and Re-
view, by Fenuings Taylor, Deputy Clerk and Clerk
Assistant to the Senate of Canada, author of

Sketches of British Americans,” with photographs
by Notman ; ‘ The Life and Death of the Honour-
able T. D’Arcy M'Gee ;’ ¢ The Last Three Bishops
Appointed by the Crown for the Anglican Church of
Canada,’ &c.~-Montreal ; John Lovell 1879.

which no other persons can hope to
secure. In the great library,—now
numbering 93,000 volumes—in the
public archives, and in the depart-
mental appliances, these gentlemen
have at command a storehouse of re-
ferences and authority, as to Cana-
dian matters, unequalled on the Con-
tinent ; and when we add to the list
of opportunities the leisure—we may
add the luxurious — leisure which
many enjoy, we are inclined to ex-
press some surprise, and not a little
disappointment, that these great facil-
ities are not more largely used. The
answer, however, is at hand. Ex-
pressing these views not long since to
one of these gentlemen, his reply was—
¢ There is much in what you say,—but
you must reflect that, though we may
be willing to write without compensa-
tion,we can hardly be expected to print
gratuitously. The reply means this :
that the country is yet too young to
support a literature of its own. Works
on general subjects are produced in
foreign countries, possibly better, cer-
tainly cheaper, than they can be in
Canada, and works on subjects pecu-
liarly Canadian have not a field suffi-
ciently large to bring a profit either to
writer or publisher. Under these cir-
cumstances it is gratifying to find that,
though thus handicapped, several gen-
tlemen of the civil service have pro-
duced valuable books. Chief among
these is Mr. Todd, the Librarian of
Parliament. He has not permitted
the sloth which so frequently attacks
departmental officers to destroy his
usefulness. Possessing peculiar facul-
ties, and surrounded by exceptional
facilities, this most industrious and
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able official has produced a work of
great importance, and of so great
value that it is now the leading autho-
rity wherever British Parliamentary
law prevails. Mr. Todd’s ¢ Parliament-
ary Government in England’ is the
vade mecum of all public men, not only
in England, but also in every colony
where representative institutions ob-
tain. He is now preparing a second
edition of his work, and he is also en-
gaged inenlarging thebrochure,*A Con-
stitutional Governor.” Mr. Bourinot,
Clerk Assistant to the House of Com-
mons, has nearly ready for the pressa
work much needed. It is a singular
fact that until the appearance of Mr.
Todd’s ‘ Parliamentary Government,’
there was no book on the subject
even in England, and it is as singular
that there does not yet exist a work
supplying full and authoritative in-
formation on parliamentary practice.
Sir Erskine May’s work has not so
wide or practical a range as Mr.
Todd’s. Mr. Bourinot’s work is in-
tended to supply this want, and as
he is an elegant writer, and is
intimate with all the technicalities
aud minutiz of the proceedings in
the Houses of Parliament, his book
will, doubtless, prove a valuable con-
tribution to the legal works of the
country. Mr. Fennings Taylor, of the
Senate, Mr. Russell, of the Crown
Lands Department of Ontario, Mr.
LeSueur, of the Post Oilice Depart-
ment, Mr. Morgan, of the Archives
Office, Mr. E. A. Meredith, LL.D.,
late Deputy Minister of the Interior,
the late Col. Cottin, Receiver-Gen-
eral, Mr. Griffin, Deputy Postmaster-
General, Lieut.-Col. White, of the Post
Otfice Department, Col. Gray, lately
in the public service, but now Chief
Justice of British Columbia, and Mr.
F. A. Dixon, the writer of the charm-
ing plays produced at Rideau Hall
during Lord Dufferin’s administration,
and of the ‘Masque of Welcome,’
sung before His Excellency the Mar-
quis of Lorne and Her Royal High-
ness the Princess Louise, shortly after
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their arrival in Canada, are examples
of officers who have contributed in va-
rious degrees to the literature of Can-
ada. Their work has been produced
chiefly for magazines, and is to some
extent fugitive, but they, and many
others, require only the incentive of
protection from loss to stimulate them
to productions of a more solid charac-
ter. Next to Mr. Todd, among the
gentlemen of the civil service, stands
Mr. Fennings Taylor as a writer on
important subjects. His works form-
ing the caption of this article are well
known to every Canadian student,
and his last effort, ‘ Are Legislatures
Parliaments !’ we now propose to dis-
cuss. Canadians may feel proud that
the peculiar system known as the
¢ Confederacy ’ of Canada is attracting
constant notice wherever Brilish in-
stitutions are known or studied. So
important is it in the eyes of all states-
men that its working is being anxious-
ly watched in Europe, and the most
far-seeing public men are drawing les-
sons from its progress. Remarkable
articles in the last two numbers of the
Westminster Review, on * The Federa-
tion of the English Empire,’ take the
Dominion of Canada as a model upon
which the writer proposes to confed-
erate all the possessions of Great
Britain. That the principle of consti-
tutional, or, as it is popularly though
erroneously termed, ‘ responsible’ gov-
ernment has been more fully and
more rapidly developed in Canada
than in Britain itself, is a curious and
suggestive fact, since it proves that
in Canada the elements from which
the highest form of popular govern-
ment yet discovered has been con-
structed exist in a purity and fulness
hitherto unknown in any other coun-
try. Any work, therefore, which adds
to our knowledge of the political his-
tory of Canada,—which throws any
light on her institutions, or corrects
any popular errors as to her govern-
mental working, will be received
with gratitude, and be read with
avidity by all classes. Every fre-
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quenter of the lobbies and galleries of
the Houses of Parliament must be
struck by the very superficial know-
ledge possessed by many of the mem-
bers, both of the Commons and Senate,
of the political history of the country
for which they are legislating, and
even of the meaning or usefulness of
many of the proceedings in which
they are hourly taking part. To our
legislators especially, such works as
those of Mr. Todd, Mr. Fennings Tay-
lor, and Mr. Bourinot, should be
familiar.

Mr. Taylor is well known as a ripe
scholar and an elegant and forcible
writer. His style is peculiarly grace-
ful, and his language a model of taste
and perspicuity. He expresses his
thoughts with great lucidity and
strength, and his work, though on a
comparatively dry subject, is rendered
attractive, even to the listless reader,
by his beauty of expression. His
great experience as a superior ofticer
of the Senate, and the opportunities
which an intimate acquaintance with
all the leading statesmen of Canada
have afforded him of acquiring a
minute and accurate knowledge of
political matters render him a most
fitting exponent of the important
Subject with which in this, perhaps
his best production, he has so elabo-
rately dealt. '

What is the difference hetween a
‘Parliament’ and a *Legislature }’
If there be any, is it a merely verbal
one, or does it involve matters of
consequence ? These are the questions
Proposed to himself by Mr. Taylor,
and the book of 208 pages now before
Us is his reply. The preface is a
brief condensation of the answer. It
tells us that :

‘The inquiry which has suggested
What follows is a very interesting and im-
Portant one, for it includes a good deal
lore than a question of grammatical
Construction, and rises much higher

ah a mere play on the value of terms

at are commonly accepted as inter-
changeable, There need be no contro-
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versy on the etymology of the words in
our title page, for their origin and deri-
vation can easily be traced. It may at
once be admitted that they are popnlarly
regarded as synonymous and convertible;.
nor can their relationship be questioned,
for the ‘‘business of law-making” is
necessarily interlaced with, and neces-
sarily includes, the duty of talking and
consulting. But the question we pro-
pose to examine refers less to the ordi-
nary kinship than to the official use of
the two words *‘ Legislature ” and ¢ Par-
liament.” Such examination is the
more necessary as the suggested mean-
ing of these words, as supplied by the
English Statutes, is by no means identi-
cal with their common meaning, as given
in the English dietionaries. Nor does
this divergence exhaust our embarrass-
ment, for the two words have been
differently employed, and, consequently,
differeutly interpreted by the Parlia-
ment of the United Kingdom, and by
the Legislatures of the Colonies. Were
the distinctions thus drawn only verbal,
they would scarcely deserve attention.
But they are not so.  On the contrary,
the Imperial Parliament has placed an
exact and limited meaning on these
initial words, which has either escaped
the notice of, or has not been assented
to by, the Provincial Legislatures ; and,
as the distinction made by the former
includes some important consequences
to the latter, it may be worth while to
give the whole subject a patient exami-
nation. Indeed, the law of the casecan
scarcely be interpreted apart from the
history of the case, and the latter can
only be gathered by a careful reference
to the practice of the Legislatures, as it
is found in the Journals and Records of
the Provinces, and these, again, must
be studied with the aid of those lights
which, actually or presumably, have
been shed on them by Ministers of the
Crown in England.’

In illustration of his argument, Mr.
Taylor cites three important Imperial
Statutes, the Act 31 Geo. ITL,, 1791,
commonly known ‘as ‘The Constitu-
tional Act of 1791, which divided
the Province of Quebec into the two
Provinces of Upper and Lower
Canada ; the Act 3rd and 4th Victo-
ria, 1840, which re-united these Pro-
vinces, and formed the Province of
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Canada ; and the Confederation Act
of 1867, cited as ¢ The British North
America Act, 1867. In the first of
these Acts nowhere is the word ¢ Par-
liament’ used as a term applicable to
the new system, nor is the word
¢ Legislature’ anywhere used as an
alternative expression, much less as
an equivalent one for the word ¢ Par-
liament.” The same remark may be
made as to the Act of 1840. Both
Acts were passed to aid His Ma-
jesty, by and with the advice and
consent of the Legislative Council and
Assembly, to make laws for the peace,
welfare, and good government of the
inhabitants of the respective Pro-
vinces. They conferred no ‘powers,’
no ‘privileges,” no ‘immunities,’ be-
yond the power to make laws. The
functions of the Legislatures created
by these Acts were, in a certain
sense, municipal, and they had no
powers except those specially declared
by them, or such as were necessary
for their due and orderly manage-
ment. Every Statute of the Legisla-
ture was declared to be passed under
the authority of the supreme authority
of the Empire—the Parliament of
England. This seatof all British power
possessed a variety of ¢ powers,’ ¢ privi-
leges’ and ‘immunities’ with which
centuries of use, or custom, had sup-
plied it, but these were not conferred
on the Legislatures created in Canada,
either in 1791 or in 1840. The Im-
perial power reserved the gift of these
attributes until 1867, when the Do-
minion was established, and a ¢ Par-
liament’ created supplied with all the
adjuncts of the British institution of
which it was made as perfect a copy
as circumstances would permit. The
framers of the Constitutional Acts of
1791 and 12340, and of the Confedera-
tion Act of 1867, carefully preserved
the distinction between the terms
¢ Parliament’ and * Legislature.’” The
Assemblies of the Provinces of Upper
and Lower Canada, created by the Act
of 1791; that of the Province of
Canada, created by the Act of 1840 ;
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and those of the Provinces of Ontario,
Quebec, Nova Scotia, and New Bruns-
wick, created by the Act of 1867, as
well as those of Prince Edward Is-
land, Manitoba, and British Columbia,
which subsequently came into Confed-
eration, are in no instance spoken of
as ‘Parliaments’ or as parts of a
¢ Parliament.” It is only when the
ruling power of the Dominion is
created—when the legislative bodies
of the Commons and Senate are
spoken of—that the word ¢Parlia-
ment’ is introduced, and then the
draftsman is careful to give to the
first Parliament ever created in
British North America by express
words all the ¢ privileges, immunities
and powers’ possessed by the Impe-
rial Parliament.

Mr. Taylor, therefore, argues that
the British North America Act, 1867,
should be regarded as the interpreter
of the Acts of 1791 and 1840, since it
not only uses the words ¢ Parliament’
and ¢ Legislature, but for the first
time, it defines their meaning, and
points at their powers. He then de-
duces the conclusion ¢that as a Legis-
lature is a body distinguished from,
and not identical with, a Parliament,
so must it be ruled by the conditions
of its creation, and not by the condi-
tions under which the body from
which it is distinguished was created.
A Parliament possesses hereditary as
well as inherent right. A Legislature
possesses only a charter right ; for it
has no other or higher powers than
those contained in the Act under which
it is established, and therefore its au-
thority, like the authority of a muni-
cipality, is absolutely limited by the
law.” Mr. Taylor then draws the some-
what alarming inference that the
¢ privileges, immunities, and powers’
claimed by the Legislatures of Upper
Canada and of Lower Canada, under
the Act of 1791, by that of Canada
under the Act of 1840, and by the
several Provinces confederated, under
the Act of 1867, were, and are un-
Jjustly claimed, and if contested would
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bave been, or will yet be, held by the
Supreme Court of Canada, and by the
Privy Council of England, to be un-
warrantable assumptions of an arbi-
trary and absolutely illegal authority.
‘What are these ‘privileges,immunities,
and powers?’ They are not distinctly
stated, but we gather that they con-
sist chiefly of freedom by the members
from arrest for debt—the right to im-
prison for contempt of the House—
freedom from prosecution, civil or
criminal, for words spoken in debate—
and access at all reasonable times to
the Executive Head of the Govern-
ment.

The account given by Mr. Taylor of
the assumption of these large powers
by the Legislature of Upper Canada,
is highly interesting. The first Lieut.-
Governor of that Province was Jobhn
Graves Simcoe, Esq., Lord Dorches-
ter, late Guy Carleton, Esq., being
Captain-General and Governor-in-
Chief in and over the whole of Ca-
nada, then known as the Province of
Quebec. The first Session of the first
Provincial Parliament of the new Pro-
vince of Upper Canada met at New-
ark, now Niagara, on the 17th of
September,1792. The Legislature con-
sisted of aLegislative Council of seven,
and a House of Assembly of sixteen
members. The first journal of the
Council opens thus :— '

‘ NEwark, Monday, 17th Sept. 1792.
¢ Prayers were read by the Rev. Mr.
Stewart.
¢ Present :
‘The Honourable
¢ William Osgoode,
¢ James Baby,
¢ Robert Hamilton,
‘Richard Cartwright, jr.
¢ John Munro,
¢ Alexander Grant,
¢ Peter Russell.’

The House was a full one—all the
sixteen members being present—John
Macdonell, one of the members of
Glengarry, was elected Speaker. On
his election, the House, in obédience
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to the command of the Lieutenant-
Governor, attended at the bar of the
Legislative Council. The three estates,
King, Lords and Commons, of the
Imperial Parliament, were then repro-
duced in miniature,—Mr. Simcoe be-
ing ‘King,’ the Legislative Council
being ¢ Lords,” and the Legislative As-
sembly being the ¢ Commons.” ¢Thus,
according to Governor Simcoe’s view
of the occasion, were the three estates
of the Upper Canada Legislature, con-
sisting of twenty-four persons, assem-
bled to make laws for the peace, well-
fare, and good government of the
Province.” They met in a log-house,
and it is said occasionally adjourned to
the adjoining woods to escape the heat
of their small ‘ House of Parliament.’
The modesty and simplicity of the
building were, however, amply com-
pensated by the grandeur and dignity
of the ceremonies of the occasion, and
by the lofty tone of the ¢ Speech from.
the Throne.” His Excellency thus ad-
dressed the two Houses :—

¢ Honourable Gentlemen of the Legislative
Council, and Gentlemen of the tlouse of
Assembly :

¢ ] have summoned you together under
the authority of an Aect of the Parlia-
ment of Great Britain, passed in the last
year, and which has established the
British Constitution, and also the forms
which secure and maintain it in this
distant country.

‘ The wisdom and beneficence of our
Most Gracious Sovergign and the British
Parliament have been eminently proved,
not only in imparting to us the same
form of government, bat also in securing
the benefit by the many provisions that
guard this memorable Act, so that the
blessing of our invaluable Constitution,
thus protected and amplified, we may
hope, may be established to the remotest
posterity.

¢ The great and momentous trusts and
duties which have been committed to the
representatives of this Province, in a
degree infinitely beyond whatever till
this period have distinguished any other
colony, have originated from the British
nation upon a just consideration of the
enérgy and hazard with which the inha--
bitants of this Province have so conspi-
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cuously supported and defended the
British Constitution.

¢ It is from the same patriotism now
called upon to exercise with due delibe-
ration and foresight the various offices
-of the civil administration that your fel-
low subjects of the British Empire ex-
pect the foundation of that union of
industry and wealth, of commerce and
power, which may last through all suc-
ceeding ages. The natural advantages
of the Province of Upper Canada are
inferior to none on this side of the At-
lantic ; there can be no separate interest
through its whole extent ; the British
form of Government has prepared the
way for its speedy colonization, and I
trust that your fostering care will im-
prove the favourable situation, and that
a numarous and agricultural people will
speedily take possession of a soil and
climate which, under the British laws,
and the munificence with which His
Majesty has granted the lands of the
Crown, offer such superior advantages
to all who shall live under its govern-
ment.’

These great utterances fell on grate-
ful ears. The twenty-three gentle-
men, to whom they were addressed,
. had been suddenly constituted the rul-
ing power over a country whose extent
and natural wealth exceeded a thou-
sand fold the area and wealth of many
a European Xingdom, holding high
seats in the great councils of the na-
tions of the world. They found them-
selves the very counterparts of the
two greatest deliberative assemblies of
the globe. To them was confided the
important trust of building up a great
empire, having almost a continent for
their territory. In their hands was
placed the power of fashioning a poli-
tical system worthy of the great coun-
try from which the precious gift had
proceeded, and they may be excused if,
on the first impulse of a laudable
pride, they took positions, which now
bear the appearance of arrogant as-
sumption. Here in the humble log-
shanty of the modest little village of
Newark was planted on the 17th Sep-
tember, 1792, the germ which in three
fourths of a century, produced on the
1st July, 1867, the great Confederacy
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now favourably known and mentioned
with respect in all parts of the globe
—the Dominion of Canada.

And now was committed the initial
error which, according to Mr. Taylor,
has run like a dark thread through
the systems of all the British North
American provinces—the Lieut.-Gov-
ernor took delight in proclaiming the
new system to be the ‘image and tran-
seript of the British Constitution,’ and
without considering whether he, or the
assembly, possessed the power they,with
bis assistance, instantly appropriated
all the ¢privileges, immunities, and
powers,” with which the British Houses
of Parliament were undoubtedly en-
dowed. The first step in the appro-
priation was the presentation of the
Speaker of the Assembly to his Ex-
cellency for his approval, when, fol-
lowing British practice, he formally
approved of the selection, and sol-
emnly promised that the members of
the House should ‘enjoy freedom of
debate, access to his person, and pri-
vilege from arrest’ The privileges
of the British Houses were here
formally tendered to the new As-
sembly, but we look in vain for the
authority of his Excellency thus to
confer important civil rights upon a
select body of men, which were denied
to their fellow-citizens,—rights too,
which, as between a member and his
creditor, might be used to the serious
injustice of the latter. No autho-
rity for this grant is to be found
in the Constitutional Act of 1791, or
in his Excellency’s Commission, or in
the Royal Instructions, and Mr. Tay-
lor therefore concludes that the grant
was & mere nullity. Mr. Taylor uses
the following strong language in sum-
ming up the arguments on this point

¢ Thus it would seem that Governor
Simcoe made a serious mistake when, in
the absence of law and authority, he
used the king’s name without leave to do
what the king personally was powerless
to perform, for His Majesty would not
screen debtors from their creditors. In
the absence of law the king could not au-
thorize the arrest, imprisonment, or fine,
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of offenders by such self-constituted
courts as Legislative Assemblies, any
more than he could do so under the au-
thority of such statutory corporations as
County Councils. Neither could he by
any exercise of personal authority con-
fer on such assemblies privileges to
which they were not entitled by law,
which governors were powerless to be-
stow, and which the Sovereign and Par-
liament of England evidently did not in-
tend they should possess.’

On Monday, the 15th October, 1792,
the Lieut.-Governor after assenting to
a number of bills, closed his speech
proroguing the House as follows :—

‘I particularly recommend to you to
explain that the Province is singuiarly
blessed not witha mutilated constitution,
but with a constitution which has stood
the test of experience, and as the very
image and transcript of that of Great
Britain, by which she has long estab-
lished and secured to her subjects as
much freedom and happiness as 1tis pos-
sible to be enjoyed under the subordina-
tion necessary to civilized society.’

The ambitious style which the
new authorities from the first adopted
has led to an extravagance in expendi-
ture which is now causing serious at-
tention in the several provinces of the
Confederacy.  The example of the
Lieut.-Governor in inaugurating the
elaborate system, having been copied
in Upper Canada, and followed in the
other provinces, has doubtless 'had
much to do with the useless and dis-
Proportionate expense of carrying on
the Government of the several Pro-
Vinces of which the people are now

eginning to complain. In some of
the Provinces the Legislative Council
has been abandoned, without loss to
vernmental efliciency, and with
much gain in pecuniary outlay. But
a feeling is daily gaining ground that
the Local Legislatures possessing in
reality little more than municipal
Powers are entirely too expensive—
that the whole system is too elab-
orate and costly, and that ere long it
must be reduced to simpler forms, and
& more economical expenditure. It is
‘Curious that this public feeling, which
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ig yearly gaining force, brings us back
to exactly the form of government
which the British Parliament in 1791
supposed it was creating in Upper
Canada. There is nothing in the Con-
stitutional Act of that year leading us
to suppose that the Government would
have been worked on any other than
municipal lines. Mr. Simcoe in lhis
desire to have the ‘ very image’ of the
highly elaborated and expensive Bri-
tish Constitution established among a
very youthful and poor people, cast
aside the unassuming garb of a muni-
cipality and decked the feeble and
tottering infant in all the gold and
silver, the purple and fine linen of
the Imperial parent. It was a fatal
error, and has produced a system so
expensive and burdensome to the peo-
ple that now, seeing the provincial ma-
chinery to be like a steam trip ham-
mer provided to crush a fly, they are
growing restive under the needless ex-
pense, and will soon be clamouring for
a radical change. If this change be
made, it will, as has already been in-
timated, be but a return to the ori-
giual intention of the Imperial Par-
liament, and the sooner the return be
made the better for the country.

On Monday, the 17th December,
1792, the Legislature of Lower Cana-
da assembled under the Constitutional
Act of 1791, Major-General Sir Al-
ured Clarke being the Lieut.-Gover-
nor. The Legislative Council was
composed of fifteen members, and the
House of Assembly of fifty members.
The Councillors present were :

The Honourable William Smith, Chief
Justice of the Province and Speaker
of the House.

Hugh Finley,
Picotte de Bellestre,
Thomas Dunn,
Edward Harrison,
Francois Baby,
John Collins,
J. G. Chaussegros
de Lery,

Joseph de Long-
ueuil,

Charles de Lanau-
diere,

George Parnall,

R. A. de Boucher-
ville,

John Fraser,

Henry Caldwell.



352

Here too, the error was committed
of assuming the name and rile of a
Parliament. The words employed in
the first journals of the Council are :

¢ At the Provincial Parliament begun
and holden at Quebec, in pursuance of
an Act passed in the Parliament of Great
Britain.’

On being presented to His Excel-
lency the Lieutenant-Governor, Mr.
Panet, the Speaker of the Assembly,
made the following demand :

‘I most humbly claim, in the name of
the House of Assembly, the freedom of
speech, and generally all the privileges
and liberties that are enjoyed by the
Commons of Great Britain, our mother
country .’

This was received by His Excel-
lency with more caution than was ex-
hibited a few months before by his
brother Governor of Upper Canada, as
his reply was :

¢ The House may depend or being al-

lowed the full exercise and enjoyment
of all just rights and lawful privileges.’

But though the Lieutenant-Gov-
ernor of Lower Canada was more
guarded in his offer of privileges than
Mr. Simcoe had been, it does not ap-
pear that his House of Assembly was
less disposed than that of the Upper
Province to assume all the immunities
of the British House. The members
immediately commenced a system of
self-appropriations, until, atlength, the
popular belief in their right to retain
what they had really filched became
permanently fixed, and the practice of
the two Provinces became identical

No opposition was made to these
assumptions until 1812, for no occasion
had until then arisen to test the ques-
tion of authority. On the 11th Feb-
ruary, 1812, a letter from Alexander
Mclonell, Esq.,, member for Glen-
garry, to the Speaker of the Upper

anada Assembly, was read in the
House, in which that gentleman com-
plained that William Warren Baldwin
had grossly and flagrantly violated the
privileges of that honourable body by
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issuing as Deputy Clerk of the Crown,
and endorsing and placing in the hands
of the Sheriff of the Home District,
as Attorney-at-Law, a writ for the
purpose of arresting Mr. McDonell in
the month of July preceding. He fur-
ther stated that the Deputy Sheriff
told Mr. Baldwin when the writ was
lodged, that as a member of the House
of Assembly, Mr. McDonell was privi-
leged from arrest :—this, Mr. Bald-
win denied, and insisted on his com-
plying implicitly with the tenor of
the writ. The Sheriff declined. He
further stated, that as Mr. Baldwin
was, as Master in Chancery, the or-
gan of communication from the Legis-
lative Council to the Legislative As-
sembly, his violation of privilege was
the less pardonable, and he submitted
to the House that Mr. Baldwin should
be declared a violator of the privileges
of the House.

Proceedings were taken on this let-
ter. Mr. Baldwin was summoned to
the bar, but before he could attend he
was further charged on the motion of
Mr. Gough, seconded by Mr. Rodgers,
with having been guilty of a false,
scandalous, audacious, contemptuous
libel of the House, by publicly charg-
ing the House, in the hearing of sev-
eral members thereof, with injustice
to his father, Robert Baldwin, one of
the Commissioners for amending and:
reforming the public highways and
roads for the District of Newcastle.
But three of seventeen members in
attendance, of a House of twenty,
voted against this extraordinary reso-
lution. A motion, declaring Mr. Bald-
win guilty of a breach of the privileges
of the House by suing out a capias for
the arrest of Mr. McDonell, was then
carried.  These resolutions having
been communicated to the Legislative
Council, that body immediately dis-
missed Mr. Baldwin from its service
as one of its officers, without discus-
sion. Mr. Taylor thus comments on
this remarkable exhibition of power :

‘Indeed, when it is borne in mind that
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the Chief Justice of the Province was
the Speaker of the Legislative Council,
it almost justifies the impression that
the Upper Canada Legislature was most
anxious to repress inquiry, and to intim-
idate, and run to earth, any one who
should venture to make it. Though the
Legislative Council abstained from ex-
pressing an opinion, it evidently concur-
red with the House of Assembly in treat-
ing the question of the *‘privileges,
immunities, and powers” of their respec-
tive bodies as a sealed question, which
no one should be permitted to open,
and as a settled question which even
the courts of law should not be allowed
to disturb by their intervention, or de-
stroy by their judgment.’

Having asserted their assumed
rights, the Assembly begged the Coun-
cil to restore Mr. Baldwin to his posi-
tion as Master in Chancery, which
was immediately done, and thus the
matter ended. It does not appear
that the question was carried before
the courts, and the Houses remained
victors.

From this period to 1817, changes
were made in the formula adopted by
the Speakers both in Upperand Lower
Canada, in claiming the privileges of
the Houses at the opening of the Leg-
islatures. Mr. Taylor suspects, for
there is no direct evidence of the fact,
that these modifications were suggested
by the Imperial authorities. The re-
Plies too were more guarded and the
Premises were narrowed. In the

wer Province the answer came to

this : ¢ The Governor-in-Chief will
always respect the just rights and
Constitutional privileges of the Assem-
ly,” or ¢ The Governor-in-Chief recog-
zesthe accustomed and constitutional
Tights and privileges of the Assembly.’
0 Upper Canada, the reply settled
down to ¢The Lieutenant-Governor
&rants, and upon all occasions will re-
Cognise and allow their constitutional
Privileges.’

hese words, it will be seen, were
vague. Nothing was definite, the As-
Sembly now possessed privileges to

Which they were entitled, leaving them
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unpalatable to the Houses, and they
chafed greatly at the narrowing effect
of the granting words, which were in
striking contrast with the broad and
extensive expressions of Mr. Simcoe,
In 1817, the Upper Canada House
made a strenuous effort to commit the
Lieutenant-Governor to as wide an
expression, as the first Lieutenant-
Governor had approved of, and on the
4th February of that year, Mr. Nichol,
seconded by Mr. Burwell, moved :

¢ That the Speaker do demand from
the Lieutenant-Governbar, the rights and
privileges of this House as amply as they
are enjoyed by the House of Commons
of Great Britain.’

And the motion was carried unani-
mously. But this arrogant demand
was met by an evasive answer. The
Assembly was politely assured ¢ that
their privileges should be respected,’
leaving them as before, undetermined.
Though thisform of reply, whichmeant
nothing, was preserved till 1841, it -
must not be supposed that in practice
the Assembly eitherforgot or yieldedup
the extensive immunities they claimed.
They actually enjoyed them to as full
an extent as if they were inherent,

. and had never been questioned.

But a change came. The advent of
Lord Sydenham marks an era in the
history of the question now under
discussion. The Act of 1791 did not
direct how a Speaker of the Assembly
was to be chosen. Mr. Simcoe there-
fore naturally adopted the forms of the
British House of Commons. These
suggested that, before the Speaker
could be said to be fully in possession
of his powers, his election should be
approved by the Lieutenant-Governor
—this involved presentation to His
Excellency, and the prayer for privil-
eges, and their grant, including the
important one that was subsequently
challenged by Mr. Baldwin —freedom
from arrest. It has been shewn that
this immunity had been gradually
withdrawn, though not in specific
terms. A diluted form of expression

entirely undefined. The change was ' had come into use which meant any-

2
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thing or nothing. In November, 1827,
an incident occurred which led up to
the change inaugurated by Lord
Sydenham in 1841. On the second
day of that month the Hon. Louis
Joseph Papineau was re-elected Speak-
er of the House of Assembly of Lower
Canada. Bitter personal differences
then existed between him and the
Governag-in-Chief, the Earl of Dal-
housie. 'When Mr. Papineau, in ac-
cordance with established usage, pre-
sented himself at the bar of the Legis-
lative Council ,for fapproval, the
Speaker of the douncil, by command
of the Governor, used language which
to us seems nothing less than shock-
ing; he said to Mr. Papineau that
¢The claim made by the Assembly
was disallowed, and they were to go
back and choose another person for
their Speaker.” This outrage, of which
English history furnishes but two ex-

amples, one in the Tudor, the otherin -

the Stuart times, was met in the only
way possible, by the instant re-election
of Mr. Papineau. Lord Dalhousie was
properly humiliated and he took the
only course open to him ; he prorogued

the Legislature by proclamation, re- |

signed, and returned to England. He
was succeeded by Sir James Kempt,
who having no objection to Mr.
Papineau approved his election. These
proceedings gave rise to much discus-
sion, and the Assembly passed several
resolutions which clearly proved that
the claim for the ¢ privileges, immuni-
ties, and powers ' of the British House
of Commons had no solid foundation.
In Mr.Taylor’s words, ¢ Their adoption

has destroyed a fiction that apparently

has been firmly believed and fondly
cherished, viz: that the Legislature
of Lower Canada, like the Imperial
Parliament, derived its privileges from
the Common Law of England, whereas,
the resolutions, by implication, if not
actually, declared that it was created
by a special Statute, and that there-
fore it was controlled by the obligations
of a modern law, and not by forms
derived only from ancient custom.’

ARE LEGISLATURES PARLIAMENTS!

This episode in the parliamentary his-
tory of Canada led, it is believed, to
the change of procedure which took
place in 1841, It came now to be
understood that in the words of a re-
solution adopted by the Lower Canada
House, ‘the approval of Mr. Speaker
by His Excellency was an act of
courtesy, and not an obligation of
law.’

Now we come to the Statute re-
uniting the two Canadas. This is the
Imperial Act of 3 & 4 Vic, c. 35,
passed 23rd July, 1840, which went
into effect on the 10th February, 1841.
By sec. 33 the Legislative Assembly
is empowered to elect a Speaker. The
first House, under the new Act, met
on 14th January, 1841, and after an
animated debate it was determined
that the Speaker need not be presented
to His Excellency for approval, but in
answer to the stereotyped prayer for
¢ privileges > Lord Sydenham replied
that ¢ he grants, and on all occasions
will recognize and allow, their consti-
tutional privileges.” His Excellency
cautiously avoided any explicit enum-
eration of the privileges thus granted,
and they were left by him still unde-
termined. The matter remained in
this state until ‘* The British North
America Act, 1867, created the Con-
federacy known as the Dominion of
Canada, and in direct terms gave to it
a Parliament, and not a Legislature.
Section 18 provides that ¢ The privil-
eges, immunities and powers to be
held, enjoyed, and exercised by the
Senate and by the House of Commons
and by the members thereof respec-
tively, shall be such as are from time
to time defined by Act of the Parlia-
ment of Canada, but, so that the same
shall never exceed these at the passing
of the Act held, enjoyed and exercised
by the Commons House of Parliament
of the United Kingdom of Great Bri-
tain and Ireland and by the members
thereof.” Doubts having arisen with
regard to the power of defining these
privileges by a Canadian Act, the
clause was repealed by 38 & 39 Vic.,
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c. 38, 19th July, 1875, and this one
was substituted. ‘The privileges, im-
munities and powers to be held, en-
joyed and exercised by the Senate and
by the House of Commons, and by
the members thereof respectively,
shall be such as are from time to time
defined by Act of the Parliament of
Canada, but so that any Act of the
Parliament of Canada defining such
privileges, immunities and powers
shall not confer any privileges, im-
munities or powers exceeding those at
the passing of such Act, held, enjoyed
and exercised by the Commons House
of Parliament of the United Kingdom
of Great Britain and Ireland, and by
the members thereof.” What are these
privileges? We can authoritatively
answer the question by referring to
the Lords’ Journal of 1874 where we
find the following entry :—When Mr.
Brand was re-elected Speaker of the
House of Commons, after the Lord
Chancellor, on Her Majesty’s behalf,
had approved of the choice, Mr.
Brand said: ‘I submit myself with
all humility and gratitude to Her
Majesty’s gracious commands, and it
is now my duty in the name and on
the behalf of the Commons of the
United Kingdom, to lay claim, by
humble petition to Her Majesty, to all
their ancient and undoubted rights
and privileges, particularly to freédom
of speech in debate,—to freedom from
arrest of their persons and servants ;
to free access to Her Majesty when
Occasion shall require; and that the
ost favourable construction should
be put upon all their proceedings, and
With regard to myself I pray that if
any error shall be committed it may be
tmputed to myself, and not to Her
ajesty’s Loyal Commons.” Such are
the privileges of the Senate and Com-
mons of Canada at this moment.
We will now enquire into those of:
the several Provinces forming the Con-
ederacy. Canadians of the present
8y will smile at the following account
Which Mr. Taylor gives us of thestate
of public feeling in 1818, and of the
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cool assumption of power by the As-
sembly of Upper Canada. The battle
for civil rights had commenced—the
war against the Family Compact had
been inaugurated ; the Tories of the
day arrogated to themselves all the
loyalty of the times. The Liberals
were stigmatized as ‘Hickory Yan-
kees,’” ‘ English Luddites,’ ‘Scotch Rad-
icals, ‘Irish Exiles, and they were
soon called ‘Rebels.” These, in order to
ventilate their grievances, and force
from the Tories, who filled all the posi-
tions of power and all the avenues to
them, at least a portion of the civil
liberty which should have been equally
divided, called a CONVENTION oF DELE-
GATES to consider the state of public

. affairs. This alarming proposition was

looked upon by theToriesas butonestep
removed from rebellion. The Lieut.-
Governor, Sir Peregrine Maitland,
caught the infection, and on opening
the Legislature at the then town of
Muddy York—now the beautiful City
of Toronto—said

¢ Should it appear that a convention of
delegates cannot exist without danger to
the Constitution, in forming a law of
prevention, your dispassionate wisdom
will be careful that it shall not unwarily
trespass on the sacred right of the sub-
ject to seek a redress of his grievances
by petition.’

This invitation to active interfer-
ence bore the ridiculous fruit of a reso-
lution moved in the House by Mr.
Jones, seconded by Mr. Vankoughnet,
in these words—

‘ Resolved, that no known member of
the meeting of persons styling themselves
Delegates from the different districts of
this Province shall be allowed a seat
within the bar of this House.’

This monstrous assumption of the
right of expulsion was actually carried
almost unanimously—two members
only, Mr. Secord and Mr. Casey, vot-
ing against it. It does not seem, how-
ever, that any occasion occurred for
acting upon it, but its passage is a
curious revelation of the ideas of power
held by the Assembly of Upper Canada
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sixty years ago. At this stage of his
work, Mr. Taylor gives us a graphic
gketch of the rise of Constitutional, or
as it is generally termed ¢ Responsible
Government’ in Canada. The account
is too long for reproduction, and any
resumé would do it an injustice. It is
alone worth the price of the book,
and is a valuable contribution to
the history of that principle. It is,
however, germane to the enquiry,
¢ Are Legislatures Parliaments?’ be-
cause as Mr. Simcoe, in 1792, without
authority, assumned to clothe the Pro-
vincial Legislature with the privileges,

* powersand immunities of the Imperial
House of Commons, so, in 1842, Sir
Charles Bagot, Governor-General of
the Province of Canada, in the face of
instructions to the contrary, given to
preceding Governors by the Colonial
Office, established, in fact, if not in
words, the system of Responsible
Government in this country. Inboth
cases the gifts were in excess of the
authority of the donors, but they were
acquiesced in by the Imperial authori-
ties, though the first was secured with
but little remonstrance, while the se-
cond was acquired only after a violent
and protracted struggle. Mr. Taylor
concludes his fifth chapter in the fol-
lowing glowing words :—

¢ Though separated by an interval of
fifty years, Governors Simcoe and Sir
Charles Bagot seem to have been alike
desirous of raising the Local Legislatures
to the highest rank, and to this end to
clothe them with the attributes of Par-
liament. Those eminent men, with the
intuition of statesmen, apparently saw,
though afar off, to what authority those
limited inquests would eventually grow,
and hence they did not hesitate by word
and deed to promote, as far as in them
lay, whatever way best suited, to advance
and strengthen such growth. We are wit-
nesses of what has taken place, and if
we are wise we shall contentedly appre-
ciate the greater freedom our political
institutions have acquired and fuller con-
sideration we have consequently won.
In passing, it may be noted that Gover-
nor Simcoe and Sir Charles Bagot were

of the same political school, and held

»
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sympathetic opinions of the value to the
Empire of ‘ships, colonies and com-
merce.” They were both Tories. Both
were large-hearted and open-handed
rulers. They withheld nothing it was
in their power to grant, and even when
under the guidance of an attractive illu-
sion, they professed to bestow what they
had not the right to give, the intention
betrayed a generous and far-seeing pur-
pose—for its aim was to promote the
happiness of the Canadian people, and
not to advance the private or selfish ends
of their rulers. Superfine cynics say of
such persons and of others like-minded,
that they belong to the ¢‘ Stupid Party.”
It would be easy to exchange sneer for
sneer and answer such imputations in
words conveniently chosen from the
vocabulary of Scorn. But it is not ne-
cessary ; for, were the reproach true, it
would not change the fact that Canada is
as much, and many think more, indebted
to the party thus defamed than to the
party of its defamers for the most valu-
able and enduring parts in her system
of Constitutional Government.’

The privileges of the Provincial
Legislature can now be easily settled.
The recent case of Landers v. Wood-
worth* throws much light on the vexed
question. It had been decided by the
English Privy Council in the case of
Beaumont v. Barrett t that the power
of punishing contempts is inherent in
every Assembly possessing a supreme
legislative authority—whether they
are such as tend indirectly to obstruct
their proceedings, or directly to bring
their authority into contempt. The
Houses of Assembly in Jamaiea, being
possessed of supreme legislative au-
thority over that island and its depen-
dencies, have such power, and were
therefore justified in committing a
party guilty of publishing certain li-
bellous paragraphs, which had been
resolved & breach of the privileges of
the House, to prison. The later case,
however, of Kielley v. Carson} dis-
tinctly overruled Beaumont v. Bar-
rett. It was there held that the

* 2 Canada Supreme Court Reports, 158.
+ 1 Moore P, C, Cases, 59.
14 Moore P. C. C. 63,
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House of Assembly of the island of
Newfoundland does not possess, as a
legal incident, the powerof arrest, with
a view of adjudication on a contempt
committed out of the House ; but only
such powers as are reasonably neces-
sary for the proper exercise of its
functions and duties as a local legisla-
ture. And it was further intimated
that the British House of Commons
possesses this power only by virtue of
ancient usage and presumption, the
lex et consuetudo parliamenti. In
Fenton v. Hampton* it was held that
the lex et consuetudo parliamenti ap-
plies exclusively to the House of
Lords and House of Commons in
England, and is not conferred upon a
Supreme Legislative Assembly of a
Colony or Settlement by the introduc-
tion of the Common Law of England
into the Colony. No distinction in
this respect exists between Colonial
Legislative Councils and Assemblies,
whose power is derived by grant from
the Crown, or created under the au-
thority of an Act of the Imperial
Parliament. In that case the con-
tempt consisted in refusing to appear
before a Committee of the Legislative
Assembly of Van Dieman’s Land to
give evidence. In the still more re-
cent case of Doyle v. Falconert it was
held that the Legislative Assembly of
the island of Dominica does not pos-
8ess the power of punishing a con-
tempt, though committed in its pre-
Ssence and by one of its members,
Such authority does not belong to a
Colonial House of Assembly by ana-
logy to the lex et consuetudo parlia-
Mmenti, which is inherent in the two
Hf)uses of Parliament in the United

ingdom, or to a Court of Justice,
Which is a Court of Record—a Colo-
mial House of Assembly having no
Judicial functions. There can be no
dOl}b_t that on the authority of these
decisions the case of McNab v. Bid-

*11 Moore P. C. C. 347.
305 3% Reports, 1 Privy Council Cases in-Appeal,
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well & Baldwin* would not now be
considered as law. It was there held
that the House of Assembly of Upper
Canada had a constitutional right
to call persons before it for the pur-
pose of obtaining information ; and if
the House adjudged the conduct of
such persons, in answering or refusing
to answer before a Select Committee
to be a contempt, it had the right of
imprisoning them.

As toimmunity from arrest, it was
held in Zhe Queen v. Gamble & Boul-
tont that a member of the Provincial
Legislature was privileged from arrest
in civil cases, and that the period
for which the privilege lasted, was the
same as in England ; but this has
been modified by local legislation for
section 38 of chapter 12 of the Revised
Statutes of Ontario provides, that
¢ Except for any breach of this Act,
no member of said Assembly (the
Legislative Assembly) shall be liable
to arrest, detention, or molestation,
for any debt or cause whatever of a
civil nature within the legislative au-
thority of this Province, during any
Session of the Legislature, or during
the twenty days preceding, or the
twenty days following such Session.’

The law may now therefore be
briefly summed up thus: The privi-
leges, immunities and powers of the
members of the Dominion House of
Commons and of the Senate are pre-
cisely the same as those of the Impe-
rial Houses of Parliament,and they
are enumerated by Mr. Brand, Speaker
of the Commons in 1874, as we have
already shewn. Those of the Legisla-
tive Assemblies and Councils of the
several Provinces are confined to the
right to remove any person, whether
a member or a stranger, from their
Chamber, who is obstructing their
proceedings ; but they have no power
to punish by imprisonment for any
such contempt ; nor have they the
power to commit for disobedience of

* Draper, Upper Canada Reports, 144.
t 9 Upper Canada Queen's Bench Reports, 546.



358

a mandate to attend and give evi-
dence. The immunity from arrest is

have already noticed.

The subject is highly important, in-
volving as it does, the liberty of the
subject, and the country is deeply in-
debted to Mr. Taylor for the industry

ON THE BEACH.

- and ability exhibited in his treatment
_ of it, since we now know precisely
given in Ontario by the Statute we

what constitutes a Parliament, and
what a Legislature, and their mem-
bers need no longer be in doubt as
to the extent of their privileges, their
immunities, or their powers.

ON THE BEACH.

BY GOWAN LEA.

SO thick the mist is hanging round,
Vast ocean is not seen ;

But we may hear her rolling wave,
And mark where she hath been.

The veil is rent ; a gleam of light ;
The forest lands appear !—

Again the brooding vapours dip ;
Earth looks more hopeless, drear.

As mist upon the mountain-side ;
Or as the tidal flow ;

So Doubt within the human breast,
Arising, falling low.

The pulse of Nature, Life'sfheart-throb,
Lo, everywhere we hail |

Not more upon the heaving sea,
Than in the soul’s deep vale.

Peak’s Island,
August, 1879.
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THE CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY.*

BY GENERAL HEWSON, C.E., TORONTO.

HE ¢Thirteen Colonies’ of North
America possessed little or no
original force of unity. Strung out in
a thin line along the vast extent of
coast between New Brunswick and
Florida, if they had been given inde-
pendence freely and separately, they
would, in all likelihood, have failed to
find any internal ground for confeder-
&*’on. The union which arose between
tham was a product of common danger.
Their subsequent consolidation into a
nutionality followed from the impetus
of that force after it had ceased to
operate, on the declaration of peace.
If the passions of the American revo-
lution had been allowed to pass away
previously, that consolidation would
probably have been found impossible,
because of the differences of habits and
sympathies between the Puritans of
New England and the Southern caval-
iers. But a controlling element pre-
sented itself to give their union of a
convenience already satisfied, perman-
ence. From the day at which the
Thirteen Colonies had expanded in
thought and feeling to the dimensions
of the common inheritance which ex-
tended in their rear, they felt the in-
stinct of a common destiny, the prin-
ciple of a national life, in a sense of
Empire—in such a fraternity of ambi-

* Reports on the Canadian Pacific Railway. By
8axpFrORD FLeuviNe, C.M.G., Engineer-in-Chief, Ot-
tawa, 1879,

Notes on the Canadian Pacific Railway. By

neral M. Burr HewsoN, formerly Originator and
Promoter of the Memphis and Louisville Railroad ;
Chlef Engineer (under Commission from the State
of Mississippi) on the Memphis and Charleston Rail-
Toad ; Chiet Engineer of the Mississippt Central
Railroad ; Chief Engineer of the Arkansas Midland

Iroadl ; Consulting Engineer of the Mississippi,
Ouachita and Red River Railroad, &ec., &c., &

tion as that which found voice in the
exclamation :

¢ No pent-up Utica confines our powers ;
But the whole boundless Continent is ours !’

The Provinces of this Dominion
have not been moved towards each
other by lasting forces of internal at-
traction. Having a seaboard nearer
home, the farmers of Ontario are not
bound by any original reciprocity of
convenience to the fishers and shippers
of New Brunswick, Prince Edward,
Nova Scotia. The Maritime Provin-
ces are drawn by their interests less
powerfully towards the carrying trade
of this poor Dominion than they are
towardsthe Transatlanticand thecoast-
ing traffic of the great and rich Union
across the border. Outside the area
of country whose material interests
follow for six months of the year the
line of navigation and the line of rail-
way discharging at Montreal upon
ships of the sea, there does not exist
to-day a fixed ground of reason to sus-
tain, after the British sympathies of
the people shall have cooled, the pre-
sent promise of Canadian nationality.

“ Commerce is King.” Actsof Par-
liament creating embryo nations ope-
rate in new societies subject to his
veto. They become sooner or later a
dead-letter unless they shall have re-
ceived from him previously the quick-
ening of material life. Mr. Goldwin
Smith spoke thoughtfully when he.
said that the forces of ultimate prepon-
derance which act with political effect
in this Dominion of 10 day, favour an-
nexation to the United States. In-
stead of hiding our heads, as the jos-
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trich hides his, from the pursuit of
that unwelcome conclusion, we are
told by the practical instinct of this
population of architects of their own
fortunes, to look the conclusion in the
face with the manful determination
that it shall be reversed !
reversal the country relies on the Pa-
cific Railway.  The Province-creators
look to the Nation-creators to carry
out that great enterprise so as to il-
luminate with fixed life the black let-

ter of the latter’s work, so as to set |

this embryo Dominion going through-
out its several parts, in the develop-
ment of all that is within it of the
elements of vitality. The Pacific
Railway may be used for the realisa-
tion of that popular expectation if it
be carried out with breadth and cour-
age. It can certainly be so located as to
make New Brunswick and Nova Sco-
tia the factors and carriers; Quebec
and Ontario the bankers and manu-
facturers, of the millions of agricul-
turists who may be planted on the
rich lands of the North-West, to sup-
ply to these scattered Provinces, as
the millions of agriculturists who have
been planted on the rich lands of the
Mississippi Valley have supplied to
the scattered communities along the
seaboard of the United States, a cen-
tripetal attraction of ample grasp to
bind around a common core all the
outlying parts of a great American
empire.

The location of the Canadian Paci-
fic has been made in disregard of its
power to ¢fasten life in’ the Domin-
ion. Delivering the business of the
North-West so far in the interior as
the neutral waters of Lake Superior,
it gives that business over at the first
opportunity on its transit, to foreign
rivalry. It ignores, thus, the National
Policy which would have taken pains
to exclude, as far as possible, the inter-
vention of the ample capital and dash-
ing enterprise of the people of the
United States between the carrying
and the manufacturing interests of

Ontario and Quebec, and a vast do- -

For that
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mestic market of supply and demand
whose exclusive possession would give
so much ground of permanence to our
political union. Further : the location
of the Pacific Railway has been made
to rest on a system of eastern connec-
tions which give the winter commerce

~ of the country to a port of the United

|

States. 1f only because of its political
complexion, that fact is highly objec-
tionable even where it is unavoidable ;
but where it may be avoided with ac-
tual economy, it ought not to be sub-
mitted to by the country. Now the

| location of what ought to be the na-

tional highway, not only gives the
commerce of our future to Portland
for the time, but that highway being
the arterial outlet of the transporta-
tion of the future, the giving now es-
tablishes that subordination of Cana-
dian independence for ever. It sup-
presses thus, and as the pamphlet,
¢ Notes on the Canadian Pacific Rail-
way,’ shows, does so in wantonness, a
vast development of reciprocal inter-
ests available in the hands of states-
manship for bringing into play the
powerful attraction which may be set
into operation, with the effect of bind-
ing together around the North-Wes-
tern core, the inland and the outlying
Provinces of what is little other than
a union of black-letter.

Since its inception, the Pacific Rail-
way has been treated by the Govern-
ment of Ottawa in a narrow spirit.
The pamphlet, ‘ Notes on the Pacific
Railway,’” says :

‘ One Ministry felt free to yield to local
pressure in restricting the route of the

road through the Province of Ontario to
the south of Lake Nipissing.

¢ Again, the road, designed though it is

to connect the two oceans and to dis-
charge ¢ Asiatic commerce’ on the St.
Lawrence, has been made to ‘begin in
the woods !’ Its ultimate counection
with tide-water was, it is true, provided
for at the same time by an ‘Order in
Council,’ one decliring that connection
to lie over two sides of a triangle whose
base is perfectly available for making the
connection in about half the mileage of
the sides ! The general purpose of the
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railway was compromised for some local
consideration in order to build a branch
whose only supposable uses had been al-
ready discharged elsewhere; and was
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- the boundary of the United States into

again compromised when the influence

of local interests was allowed to deter-
Iine the site of a river-cressing !
‘¢ Some struggling settlements exist on

Manitoba from two days’ march to four,
at any point of the track for a length of
400 miles ;

¢ That for 200 miles west of Selkirk it

* runs through a district in which facilities
i of settlement exist already, in the navi-

the northern border of Georgian Bay. -

Others battle on to crops on the northern
shore of Lake Superior. These insigni-
ficant facts have been, seemingly, al-
lowed to fix one part of this great line of
inter-oceanic commerce ! A few dozen
of town-lot speculators had cast their
fortunes at a port of Lake Superior ;
and made good their determination to
control the route of this vast undertak-
ing in order to give value, by a short
branch, to their ‘landing !’

‘Forty or fifty thousand people in
Manitoba constitute an influence which
has been permitted to determine a vital
point—the general question of route—
in the design of a great project whose
capabilities go to the creation of an em-
pire! Ten thousand inhabitants in the
southern part of Vancouver Island and
the southern mainland of British Colum-
bia, represent another consideration
dominating the grand practicabilities of
that creative enterprise—committing it
to an extravagant project of marine fer-
Tage, or placing its existence as an
agency of British commeree, subject to
the foreign guns of San Juan. All this

ragging-down of the Pacific Railway |

elow its proper level being, it may be
feared, unavoidable so long as its execu-
tion is left in Colonial hands, the inter-
vention of the Imperial Authorities in
tb?.t execution is a very necessity of
things if it is to be held on the high
ground of Imperial interests. . . .

‘The surveyed line of the Canadian
Pacific is open to objection on grounds
Which may be glanced at in the following
Summary :—

‘That from the Valley of the Ottawa to
Manitoba—about 900 miles—it traverses
& country which contains but insignifi-
ent areas fit for cultivation, a country
Whose rocky and broken surfaces involve

ines needlessly unfavourable and works
heedlessly heavy ;

That it is exposed for 150 miles to
Selzure in the event of war, by parties
Fom American ships dominating Lake

Uperior ; and that it is again exposed
8eizure by troops penetrating: from

gation of Lakes Winnipeg, Manitoba, and
Winnipegosis ;

¢ That of the 800 miles between Win-
nipegosis and the mountains, 500 miles
go through a region unsuited to agricul-
tural settlement ;

‘That the pass selected for the crossing
the Rockies is twice as high as that of
Peace River, and probably one-third
higher than any* that is likely to be
found necessary in crossing from Peace
River by way of the central plateau into
the slopes of the Pacific.’

The people of Canada must be
supposed not to have intended that
the Pacific Railway should be subor-
dinated to local or sectional interests.
They may be regarded as submitting
to its burdens, not to please Manitoba,
not to please British Columbia, not to
give value to lots at Kamanistiquia or
at Prince Arthur’s Landing; but to
consolidate and to develop their poli-
tical unity, and to place its mainte-
nance under the safe-guard of a great
line of defence. Scattered settlers ex-
tending in a thin front along the
frontier of a great nation, and receiv-
ing at all points of 1,500 miles of that
front the pressure of that nation’s
expanding population, the practical
intelligence of the Canadian people
sees that their control of their own
political destiny demands that they
shall have, not only a frontier, but
also an interior ; not only a front, but
also a rear. ‘Notes on th& Canadian
Pacific Railway’ suggests, for the
National line, a route which promises
to meet these necessities, and to give
the political union of the country the
fullest obtainable base in reciprocating
interests. It says :—

‘A prima facie case presenting itself

* This rests on speculation as to the continental
summit of a route up the Omineca and, passing the
Fraser-Skeena *‘divide,” descending to the Pacific
by the Sabine and Skeena.
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thus in support of this conclusion, the
Peace River Pass taken in conjunction
with the extraordinary richness and
adaptation to settlement of the Peace
River country, seems to determine one
point on the true route for the Canadian
Pacific Railway.

¢ Portland cannot be accepted forever
as the winter outlet of Canada. If de-
pendence on a foreign power in that case
18 to be stopped at all, the stoppage must
govern the location in reference to the
Atlantic Ocean of the great arterial line
of this nursling Empire. Halifax, or
St. Jokn, or both, offering an escape
from Lolding the trans-continental com-
merce of Canada subject to the good
pleasure of the United States, the sum-
mer port of the Canadian Pacific should
be selected in reference to these har-
bours as its winter ports. At or near
Quebec is the lowest point at which the
St. Lawrence can be regarded bridge-
able. About 40 miles farther than Mon-
treal, on a straight line, from Peace
River Pass, it is now nearer by railway
than Montreal to Halifax by from 150 to
170 miles. Saving ultimately a railway
transportation of over 90 miles to St.
John,and over 330 miles to Halifax, the
true point for discharge of the Pacific
Railway upon summer-tide-water would
seem, on these grounds, to be Quebec.

‘If Quebec be accepted as a fixed point
in the East, and the Peace River Pass
as a fixed point in the West, a question
arises as to the intermediate route. To
follow the line now contemplated by way
of Montreal, Nipissing, Selkirk, ete.,
would involve an unnecessary length of
track, which would aggregate a total
excess, between tide-water and tide-
water, of probably not less than 240
miles. With even six trains each way
per day, the working-expenses over that
distance would cost a million of dollars
per annum. It is needless to add to
that reason, if Quebec be accepted as
the summer port, other proof of the con-
clusion that the route which has been
surveyed should not have been con-
sidered until a thorough investigation
had been made of the direct route.

‘ The straight line between Quebec
and Hudson’s Hope cannot be followed
otherwise than generally. Special con-
siderations demand modification in that
basis of experimental examinations.
What these are can be determined but
by those who are in possession of access
to official reports and maps of the coun-
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try to be traversed. A few may be
suggested here, at a venture by way
of 1llustration. The broken country
back of Quebec demands, probably, that
the route be thrown as soon as may be
into the valley of the St. Maurice.
Passing out of that into the rainshed of
Hudson Bay—at a maximum elevation
of, perhaps, 1,400 feet—it should be
directed upon the Abbittibi and the
Moose with a view to connection with-
out any considerable increase in length
of track, with navigation by ships or
steamers from Hudson Bay. Proceed-
ing, tapping on its way the Albany
River, the Weemisk River, the Was-
tickwa River, etc., it would tap the na-
vigation of Lake Winnipeg from the
south, and of Nelson River from the
north, at Jack River—crossing the latter
at, say where it is said to be but 200
yards wide, Norway House.

‘ Continuing westwardly from Norway
House, the deviations from the straight
line suggested by greal special considera-
tions would take the railway to, suppose
Big Bend, so0 as to tap the navigation of
the Saskatchewan above the Grand
Rapid. Proceeding into the valley of
the River Luc la Ronge, it would go on
to tap the Beaver River and the Atha-
basca; and tapping the Peace River
near the mouth of the Smokey, might
continue thence to Hudson’s Hope as it
entered Peace River Pass.

‘The line sketched out here is sketched
as but a basis of experimental work sub-
ject to modification, or, as facts may
demand, rejection. It may prove, on
investigation, to be unsuited totally. It
involves some assumptions which do not
rest on a sufficient breadth of informa-
tion, and other assumptions that are
little better as a ground for grave deci-
sion, than conjecture. But Peace River
Pass being once accepted as a point on
the route of the Canadian Pacific, and
Quebec as its point of discharge upon
summer-tide-water, the circuit by way of
Lake Nippissing, Lake Superior, and
Manitoba, involves so great an excess
of length that it ought to be held inad-
missible until all facts, physical and agri-
cultural, shall have been first brought
out in reference to the line from Quebec
by way of Norway House.’

In giving local application to the
line indicated thus on general con-
siderations, the pamphlet says :
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¢ What interest has New Brunswick in
a railway discharging Canadian freights
for Burope at Portland 7 Quebec made
the terminus of the Pacific Railway on
the St. Lawrence, about 290 miles of
railway (7 miles shorter than the line
connecting Montreal with Portland),
would give the shipping interests of that
Province the opportunity of competing
for the winter freights of half a Contin-
ent, at St. John.

¢ What interest has Nova Scotia in a
railway discharging Canadian freights
for Europe at Portland ? Quebec made
the terminus of the Pacific Railway on
summer-tide-water, a chord-line across
the bow-line of the Intercolonial will
8pring into existence, reducing the dis-
tance to Halifax to 510 miles ; and thus
will the establishment of the terminus
at Quebec give the shipping interests of
Nova Scotia, subject to the drawback of
transportation over 220 miles of rail-
way, the great advantage of their geo-
graphical position in competition with
8t. John for the winter-freights of the
British North American Empire of the
future, at Halifax.’

The Canadian Pacific discharging
at Quebec, direct lines would follow
under the necessity of things from
Quebec to St. John and to Halifax.
A trunk involving no considerable
addition to the length of rail to either
port, would apply for about 170 miles
out of Quebec—to a connection with
the New Brunswick and Canada
Railway at Houlton. Following the
Houlton branch of that line to De-
bec junction, it would fork there, ex-
tending on the one hand, in about 160
Iuiles, to Painsec junction on the In-
tercolonial ; and on the other hand, in
about 120 miles, to St. John. This
would give Quebec one outlet on the
Atlantic at the cost of transportation
over 290 miles, to St. John ; and an-
Other offering more favourable con-

1tions in reference to European com-
lerce, at the cost of transportation
Over 510 miles, to Halifax. But fur-
ther advantages of the proposed
change of location are pointed out in
the pamphlet thus :

¢ Five or 8ix hundred miles of railway
Tunning up the St. Maurice and down
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to the Moose, would tap Hudson Bay.
That line once ready to discharge upon
the St. Lawrence at Quebec the trea-
sures awaiting to be claimed by enter-
prise on and around that great sea, it
would quicken the latent energies of the
French Canadian -population by direct-
ing a powerful stream of industrial
blood into its heart. The timber, the
soil, the minerals, the fisheries—with
their whales and their seals and their
salmon and their caplin and their cod—
thrown open by that line even to Hud-
son Bay, would fix the Canadian Pacific
firmly in the local interests of Quebec
and the Maritime Provinces, by placing
new openings for industry and wealth at
the service of their lumbermen, their
farmers, their miners, their sailors, their
ship-carpenters, their merchants, their
capitalists.

‘On neither the route adopted, nor
on the route proposed in the following
pages, does the Pacific Railway obtain a
broad basis in the special interests of
Ontario. While meeting that expedien-
cy, a further development of the Impe-
rial and of the National character of the
enterprise may be obtained in the case
of the line proposed in this pamphlet by
constructing from its crossing of the
Moose, a branch-line of 350 miles up
the Abittibbi and down the Montreal
River to a junction with two lines con-
verging on a point east of Lake Nipis-
sing—one of these lines progressing now
by way of Ottawa from Montreal, the
other progressing now from Toronto.
The point of junction of that Pacific
Railway branch with these two lines.
from the south being retired some eighty
miles inland from the Georgian Bay, and
in a country highly defensible, this ex-
pedient would supply an interior line of
communication in direct connection with
a base upon Hudson Bay ; and while
giving about 700 miles of Railway to
local development in Ontario, would give
that Province at its great railway-cen-
tre, a terminus of the Canadian Pacific.
Montreal would continue to enjoy the
present—its canals, its lakes, its Grand
Trunks—and being provided, like To-
ronto, with one terminus of the Pacific
Railway, would be asked by the proposed
change of route but to divide the future,
in a highly expedient distribution of the
industrial and commerecial vitality of the
country, with that centre of French Ca-
nadian life, ‘the Ancient Capital.’
* * * * *.
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¢ The political policy which England
has placed on trial in the creation of the
Dominion of Canada involves a great
British interest. In the fore-front of
that policy lies the Canadian Pacific
Railway. Based on Halifax, its sum-
mer-outlet at the fortress of Quebec—on
the defensible waters of the St. Law-
rence—and opening up communication
from the rear with Europe by way of
Hudson Bay, and perhaps by way of
Mackenzie River, it supplies a line of
transportation three hundred milesnorth
of the frontier, for maintaining the de-
fence of British interests on the great
lakes and on the Northern Pacific.
Giving to English commerce and enter-
prise the vast wealth of land and water
within the basin of a great inland sea;
grasping the fisheries of the Northern
Ocean for a hardy populaticn south of
them ; opening, probably, a direct route
by way of that ocean between England
and the boundless wheat-regicn drained
by the Mackenzie ; and planting British
power in a position on the shores of the
Pacific from which it can overshadow
rivalry in the surrounding waters, the
Canadian Pacific Railway standsin rela-
tion to Imperial policy in the creation of
this Dominion, as an essential base of
its development, the very spinal column
of another North Americau Empire !
The route suggested above places that
great enterprise fairly within the objects
of British statesmanship ; and raising it
out of the Colonial into the Imperial,
makes it a legitimate subject for [mpe-
rial support.’

The mistake that has been made in
the location of the Pacific Railway is
vital. That a mistake has been made
is a conclusion which, after seven
years of ¢ explorations’ in that part of
British Columbia which has been
described as a ‘sea of mountains,’
begins to take form in the public mind.
And now that the world is about to
conclude that it is cheaper to carry
inter-oceanic freights over an eleva-
tion of 1800 feet than over an eleva-
tion of 3700, that a railway through
the rich soils of the Peace is more
likely to obtain freights and promote
settlement than one through the
northern limits of the great American
-desert, the said world settles down to
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the belief that the proper crossing of
the Rocky Mountains is that of Peace
River Pass! But it has no sooner
sat down to consider that conclusion,
than it has become startled by the de-
claration of the map that, of all parts
of British Columbia, the part north
of ‘the sea of mountains,’ the part
offering the strongest presumptions,
prima facte, of the best extension to
tide-water of the Pacific, is ‘unex-
plored I’ .

¢ Explorations’ are in progress at
last for testing the route by Peace
River Pass. But they have been be-
gun in adherence to the blunder of
the present location through Manitoba;
and promise, therefore, to prove, as all
the previous explorations have proved
in fact, to be a waste of time and
money. A glance at the ‘Report on
the Canadian Pacific Railway by Sand-
ford Fleming, C.M.G., Engineer-in-
Chief, Ottawa, 1879,” shows strikingly
that, including all the contributions to
the subject by travellers, seven years
of Pacific Railway explorations, at a
cost of four millions, have left us with
very little knowledge of the North-
West. Even a breadth of tinting
which the actual range of the informa-
tion does not justify, fails to disturb
the conclusion from the laborious
studies embodied by Mr. Ridout on the
map which accompanies Mr. Fleming’s
last report, that we know to-day but
little of the North-West—know no-
thing of it in the way proper for pre-
senting to men of sense so grave a pro-
position as the construction of the
Pacitic Railway in consideration of a
grant of lands along the line.

‘Notes on the Canadian Pacific
Railway’ advises that the present sys-
tem of explorations be stopped. It is
certainly high time to consider the ad-
vice when that system can be studied
under the light of the fact that it has
nothing to show—certainly nothing of
any value—to the country for so vast
an expenditure as four millions. The
‘ Notes’ says:
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‘The general considerations which
suggest the route by Norway House bring
in question the antecedent proceedings.
That four millions of dollars—nearly
$2,000 per mile of railway—have been
expended on surveys which have steadily
ignored what seems, on prima facie evi-
dence, to be the true line until the con-
trary shall have been established, is a
fact 8o grave as to set men thinking ra-
dically. But, is the mode of exploration
pursued the best—the most economical,
the broadest 1 Colonel Dennis, the Ca-
nadian Surveyor-General, may be sup-
posed to have answered that question in
his adoption of the survey-system under
which the Government of the United
States makes the work of exploration
subserve the uses of settlement. It is
proposed here that that system shall he
extended to the region traversed by the
route suggested above for the Pacific
Railway, so that the moneys spent on the
latter service in future shall accomplish
& permanent result by establishing in
the field, in the note-hook, and on the
map, a fixed guide for the sale and the
settlement of the Crown Lands. If the
four millions of dollars expended up to
this time on Pacific Railway surveys
where facts may—in all likelihood will—
Prove these expenditures to be mere
waste of money, had been expended on
section-line surveys after the American
System adopted by Colonel Dennis in

anitoba, Canada would be in possession
to-day of an immense breadth of accurate

owledge of the topographical and agri-
cultural facts of her great North-West.
And these surveys embodied in such a
ap as the Surveyor-General’s map of

anitoba, the determination of the best
Toute for the Pacific Railway could be
made by running across the continent
fiveor six thousand milesof experimental

nes at a cost not exceeding a hundred

and fifty thousand dollars.’*

Mr. Sandford Fleming seems to feel
the insufficiency of the present mode
of “ exploration.” He says in the Re-
Port under consideration in this article:

ti * This assumes, under the light of extensive prac-
ical experience, & rate for these engineering sur-
veys of from §25 to $30 per mile. The Pacific Rail-
[7ay lines have, it is true, cost 84 per mile; but
anes much more elaborate than they—those of Col.
wennls s “ block’-surveys in Manitoba and the North-
are“-have cost much less— 837 per mile. 'What
the called ‘ Standard’ lines of the section-surveys of
¢ United States are run out at a cost varying from

0 t0 $16 per mile,
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‘I have endeavoured to collect all
known information respecting the coun-
try within the limits of the Prairie Re-
gion. To make it easy of reference, the
whole region has been subdivided into
blocks, bounded by each separate parallel
of latitude and longitude. I have placed
side by side the descriptions of scientific
travellers, and all statements made on
reliable authority which are available.
Thus all facts collected have been sys-
tematically arranged, and the result is
set forth in the appendix. A map has
also been prepared on which an attempt
has been made to indicate generally the
character of the soil, separating that of
more or less value from tracts which are
comparatively worthless.

‘It will be seen that much yet remains
to be discovered respecting large areas,
and it is this information which 1 sug-
gest should be obtained in the coming
season by careful explorations of the sec-
tions where our knowledge is deficient.
This or some other similar method of sys-
tematically arranging the facts as they
are collected, can alone give mode-
rately correct ideas of a country so vast
in its dimensions. Some misconception,
I fear, has already arisen respecting the
character of portions of the Territory.
Large tracts have been declared worth-
less on very slender data, and equally
extensive areas have been pronounced
to be of the greatest fertility on insuffi-
cient grounds.

¢ The course I suggest will dispel all
erroneous opinions. Moreover, correct
information is indispensable to enable
us to maturea scheme of colonization
railways for the ultimate development
of every considerable tract of cultivable
and habitable land.’

This reference of Mr. Fleming to
the necessity of more ¢explorations’
glances outside his own system. It
speaks of ‘some other or similar method
of systematically arranging the facts
as they are collected,” so as to ‘ give a
moderately correct idea of a country
so vast in its dimensions.” The ¢Notes’
points out clearly what that ¢some
other’ method ought to be—what it
should have been at the outset; and
what it must be ultimately if the Pa-
cific Railway is to be located know-
ingly, or the lands along its route to
be offered as a basis for its construc-
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tion in a way likely to be considered
seriously by men of business. Speak-
ing after the fact of seven years of
¢ exploration,” and in full view of their
results, it says :(—

A mistake has been made in the
mode of exploration. An investment
of fifty or a hundred millions ought not
to be predicated on anything short of
full knowledge. The present system of
investigation may stumble on a good
line ; but it fails to supply evidence that
there may not be found even ten miles
on either side of that line, oune better by
many millions of dollars. The explora-
tion ought to proceed on a plan of
breadth, one serving to show not only a
good line, but the best line. Besides
this reason for stopping at once the pre-
sent mode of procecdings, there exists
the further reason that, while that mode
wastes—and hascarried the waste already
1> millions—all outlays, save those on the
line ultimately adopted, the method pro-
posed in the following pages applies
almost all its outlays to a work of per-
manence which is a very necessity of
settlement. With such a map as Colonel
Dennis’s map of Manitoba, I can aftirm
on the authority of many ycars of per-
gonal experience in the determination
of railway-routes through regions new
and thinly settled, that the question of
the route across the Continent may, in
the first place, be simplified in the office
by the projection of several lines on the
map on a basis of specific knowledge. A
personal examination of half a dozen
points — known to Enginecrs in the
United States as ¢ ruling points’—on the
lines laid down thus, will be sufficient for
the rejection of the more unpromising
of those projected routes. The few
whose relative merits cannot be deter-
mined by this reconnoisance may then
be subjected to instrumentation. That
experimental survey may be made in the
case of the Canada Pacific at a special cost
which ought not to exceed $150,000—
a cost sufficient in conjunction with the
permanent work of the settlement-sur-
veys, to determine not only a good route,
but a route based on such a fulness of
knowledge that it may be pronounced
with cogfidence to be the best route.

¢ Another reason why the system of
single line-explorations should be aban-
doned for that of section-line surveys,
rests on that necessity of the Pacific
Railway, the utilisation of its rich lands

THE CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY.

as a convertible resource. The last
report of the Chief Engineer of the
railway presents strikingly the utter
poverty of the information which has
been collected, so far, as to the character
of those lands. Half-a-dozen professors
of Botany mightspend the natural terms
of their lives in flying visits along In-
dian trails in the North-West without
supplying knowledge of the soils of that
region in the way necessary for its pre-
sentation to investors in the regular
course of business. The section-line
survey supplies information in a very
different way. Used as they are now in
every land-oftice of the United States as
a basis of its sales, and used as they
have been in the land of the Illinois
Central Railway as a basis of its sales
and of its credits, books of maps and
field-notes compiled from section-line-
surveys are very necessities for the
utilisation of the magnificent lands of

! the North-West as a means of obtaining

money for the Pacific Railway.’
The ‘Notes’ add :—

‘It is proposed here that ¢ explora-
tions,” whether topographical or botani-
cal, on special routes for the Canada
Pacific, shall be stopped. Instrumenta-
tion, whether on trial or on location,
involves, when made in advance of
general knowledge of the country, a still
more costly waste. *“ Section ”-line-
surveys—at intervals of a mile apart—
are hardly necessary for guiding the

i determination of the proper route of the

Pacific Railway ; for ¢ Township -line-
surveys—at intervals of six miles apart
—will probably be found sufficient. It
is suggested, therefore, that these latter
be run out, ‘ blazed,” noted, and
mapped, along the proposed route from
Quebec, by way of Norway House and
Peace River Pass, to the Pacific. The
breadth of the survey at the eastern end
may be narrow, the east and west lines,
or ‘“ base -lines, being * offsetted ”’ on
meridians wherever necessary to con-
form to the general direction of the
proposed route. Beyond the Rocky
Mountains these surveys—in the region
marked on the map as ‘‘ unexplored ”
—would take a wide range, so as to em-
brace the lacustrine plateau between the
Rockies and the Cascades for, say, three
degrees of latitude. The * Township ”
lines having supplied the facts, agri-
cultural and physical, somewhat gener-
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ally, it might be found necessary subse-
quently, to fill the intervals at some
places with ‘¢ section ”-lines so as to
obtain these facts in specification. But,
be the detail in which the work may be
carried out whatever experience shall
demand, every dollar spent on it would
be spent on a result of permanence, on a
very necessity which must be met sooner
or later, as a basis of agricultural settle-
ment.
¢ About 400 miles of the belt proposed
above for settlement-survey lie within
Quebec. The cost of that part of the
whole would be chargeable in fairness to
the Crown Lands Department of the
Government of that Province. Ontario
would, doubtless, meet the obligation of
Paying for the survey of her lands lying
within the proposed belt, for a length of
about 300 miles. The 600 miles remnin-
ing east of Norway House applying to
lands of the Dominion, would constitute
a legitimate charge upon the Dominion.
If the Imperial Government accept the
fact of its deep interest in this great
British Railway, it will not hesitate to
make the proposed surveys from Nor-
way House to the Pacific, itsclf. A
company of the Royal Engineers set at
that work, its completion would place
before the English people the offer of
fifty millions of acres in a preciseness of
nowledge as to the character of the
land and as to the construction of the
Tailway—in substitution for mere gene-
ral statements as to the soil and to the
topography—which is absolutely neces-
Sary to supply satisfactory grounds of
Consideration for an acceptance involv-
Ing 80 grave a commitment.’

An expenditnre of four millions of
dollars having been made under the
Present system of explorations and sur-
Vveys, the fact that that expenditure is
Ch_al‘geable on the face of its results
With being a mere waste, demands that
1ts continuance shall be stopped until,
'at all events, the merits of a substitute
System shall have been considered.

-288ing now to the mode of construc-
tion, the attention of thoughtful men

6comes startled when called on to con-
8ider that the country has entered on
the construction of 2,700 or 2,800
Mileg of railway at a cost, on the sec-
tions now under work, of from

$27,000 to $83,000 per mile; on the
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sections next to come under work —
those in British Columbia—of from
$59,000 to $84,000 per mile! TUnder
this head of its subject, the ‘ Notes’
says :

¢ The Canadian Pac#fic Railway should
not cost at first a dollar more than
necessary to make it passable by trains.
Interest kept down thus, the opening
should take place as soon as possible so
as to begin the process of developing
business. Running through a country
perfectly new, it will not require at the
outset the class of works proper to great
traffic. The bridge-piers are, in truth,
the only constructions that demand
permanence. Its road-bed high, well-
drained and well cross-tied, it can dis-
pense as long as necessary with ballast,
fences, cattle-guards, Troad-crossings.
Except at such places as the intersection
of rivers, station-buildings will not be
necessary. A colonization road whose
object at first is that of simply opening
up the country for settlement, it may

*resort freely to undulating grades, sharp

curves, wooden bridzes, and almost un-
broken stretches of single-track-embank-
ment. Rock-work, deep cuts, high em-
bankments, etc., being all avoided by,
where unavoidable otherwise, substitu-
tions of one sort or another, the road
and rolling-stock ought not to cost for
the purpose of opening for traffic be-
tween Quebec and Peace River Pass,
more than $15,000 or $16,000 per mile.
Any suhsequent addition of ballast,
substitution of trestling by filling, re-
placement of undulating gradients by
heavy work, etc., etc., may be made in
employment of idle rolling-stock—made
by degrees at the charge of revenue and
in the continued production of revenue,
by a system of labour associated with
the encouragement of settlement.’

It says on the same head, this :—

¢ The mode of construction adopted
for the Canadian Pacific demands recon-
gideration. I do not remember to have
seen any estimnate of its cost on the
Prairies ; but recollect that the figures
for British Columbia are set at about
$75,000 a mile. Between Lake Superior
and Manitoba they go up to about $83,-
000 a mile ! Such sums as these repre-
sent for a railway through a wilderness,
are open to grave question—going as
they do to the practicability of construct-
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ing the line without danger to the credit
of the country. If the $20,000,000 being
invested in the railway between Lake
Superior and Manitoba had been appli-
ed to the railway—the colonization line
at a cost of about $15,000 a mile—pro-
posed in the following pages, it would
have connected Quebec with Hudson
Bay ; and have carried the railway seven
hundred miles farther westward—com-
pletely through ‘‘the woodland region” to
the threshold of the western granary, at
Norway House. There that expenditure
would, in any event, have flung open
the gate of the future greatness of the
country ; and would have brought the
project to a stage at which, there is very
little room for doubt, the offer of a land-
grant of fifty millions of acres made in
the business-like way of presentation
under the specifications of section-line
surveys, would enlist British capital in
the extension of the line to the Pacitic.
A contrast of the results that might have
been accomplished thus for the same
amount of money, with the results that
will have been accomplished in the case of
the expenditures between Lake Superior
and Manitoba, supplies not only a
striking commentary on the route adopt-
ed, but also a startling comparison of
the cost of the mode of construction
with the expediencies of the case.*

The ‘ Notes’ urge that this great
enterprise be entered on de novo ; and
that the commitments to the present
blunder be boldly disregarded, so as
to carry out the road on the high
ground of Imperial and National inter-
ests. It says:

‘ Yellow Head Pass should, it seems to
me, never have been thought of as a
point on the Pacific Railway while a
pass half the height offers at the dis-
charge through the Rocky Mountains,
of Peace River. In this and other
points glanced at in the following pages
I cannot avoid setting down the pre-
sent location of the National Railway as
an error. The plea set up in apology
for that mistake, that the Canadian

* At the rate on the route between Lake Superior
and Manitoba, the construction eastwardly in ex-
tensivn of that route to the valley of the Ottawa,
would cost as rnuch as the construction, on the basis
proposed in the ‘ Notes,’ of the Jine from Quebec by

Hudson Bay, Norway House, and Peace River Pass, -

to the gold fields of the Omineca !
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North-West will be crossed hereafter by
several lines to the Pacific, supplies, as-
suredly, no reason why the first should
be fixed on the route which is the most
objectionable. Noris the investment
of twenty millions in the blunder which
evidently has been made, a good reason
why a hundred millions more should be
invested in continuation of that blunder.
Indeed that commitment ought not to
count for anything against the overrul-
ing expediency of placing the Railway
on an Imperial and National plane—
certainly ought not to count so when it
is considered that those twenty millions
supply a distinct want of the day, in
giving access for even six months of the
year to the lines of emigrant distribu-
tion centering at Winnipeg in the navi-
gation of Red River, of the Assinaboine
River, of Lake Manitoba, of Lake Win-
nipegosis, of Lake Winnipeg, of the
River Saskatchawan.’

The ¢ Notes ’ deals with its subject
without any consideration for parties.

- It goes forward as ina great practical

business; and in the firm belief that
the country will suffer very much
more by the course marked out for
the location and construction of the
Canadian Pacific than if the leaders
of both its political parties and all the
interests they represent were sunk to
the bottom of the sea. It offers the
following apology :

‘I went into studies of the Pacific Rail-
way to employ idle hours. The results
are given to the public in obedience to
an old Engineer’s sympathy with a great
Engineering enterprise. And views of
a pertinent experience presented inde-
pendently of the political authority may,
perhaps, prove to be of more or less ser-
vice to the country. It may be well to
add that in dealing with the question I
have not intended to reflect on either in-
dividuals or governments. Indeed, L
had been restrained for a long time in
giving my views on the subject to the
public by the unavoidable seeming of
discourtesy to the engineer in charge of
the railway. But the extent to which I
have seen what I must suppose to be
mistakes of the management carried,
has led me to reflect that that seeming
is not real. The points involved are
seldom or never strictly prcfessional ;
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and where they are strictly professional,
they may be presumed to find their ex.
planation in political pressure. In speci-
fying acts of Governments, I have had no
thought of discrimination between the
Government of Sir John Macdonald and
that of the Hon. Mr. Mackenzie. Both
Cabinets are responsible for errors in
the management of this great practical
enterprise ; and because of, simply, the
conditions of their existence.’

And now that great, that ruinous,
blunders have been committed in the
case of the Pacific Railway, there is
hope for its future in the considera-
tion that these blunders are charge-
able fairly to both parties. Where
both are not responsible in common,
the aggregate responsibility in the
case of either is about evenly balanced
by the aggregate responsibility of the
other. There is, therefore, no reason
why the corrective shall not be ap-
plied patriotically and boldly with the
approval of both. On the contrary, the
responsibility of each for the mistakes
already committed, places on each the
obligation of earnest concurrence in

i
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the conclusion that the location* and
construction of the Pacific Railway—
being properly outside the functions,
as they are certainly outside the in-
telligence, of Ministries—ought to be
placed in the hands of a commission
of specialists removed beyond the em-
barrassments of factious carping. If
the voice of party would but remain
silent in the event of a transfer of the
work to a non-political body occupy-
ing the proper relation to the ministry
of the day, no happier selection for
the management could be made than
the Deputy Minister of the Interior, ,
the Deputy Minister of Railways, and
the Deputy Minister of Immigration.

proposed in the text
promise. Each would

*The section-line surveys
can be confined to routes of
require two lines of parallel—one as a base line and
the other asacheck. To conform generally to their
route, these parallels should be offsetted, at inter-
valy, on meridians. All that would remain to he
done then, would be the running cut of meridian-
lines of such lengths, and at such distances apart, as
would be necessary to shew the route for a sufficient
width, wn cross-section. This work cuuld be made
available subsequently, by filling in, for the pur-
poses of settlement ; hut the lines suggested would
be sufficient for railway exploration ; and could he
carried out to any extent likely to be required for
that purpose in, at most, three years,

GATHERED ROSES.

BY F. W. BOURDILLON.

ONLY a bee made prisoner,
Caught in a gathered rose !

Was he not 'ware, a flower so fair
For the first gatherer grows !

Only a heart made prisoner,
Going out free no more !

Was he not ’ware, a face so fair
Must have been &athered before }
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THE FALLEN LEAVES.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.

‘CHAPTER XXI.—(Continued. )

} IS heart ached as he looked at
., her, she was so poor and so
young. The lost creature had, to all
appearance, barely passed the bound-
ary between childhood and girlhood—
she could hardly be more than fifteen
or sixteen yearsold. Her eyes, of the
purest and loveliest blue, rested on
Amelius with a vacantly patient look,
like the eyes of a suffering child. The
soft oval outline of her face would have
been perfect if the cheeks had been
filled out ; they were wasted and hol-
low, and sadly pale. Her delicate lips
had none of the rosy colour of youth ;
and her finely-modelled chin was dis-
figured by a piece of plaster covering
some injury. She was little and thin ;
her worn and scanty clothing showed
her frail youthful figure still waiting
for its perfection of growth. Her
pretty little bare hands were reddened
by the raw night air. She trembled
as Amelius looked at her in silence,
with compassionate wonder. But for
the words in which she had accosted
him, it would have been impossible to
.associate her with the lamentable life
that she led. The appearance of the
girl was artlessly virginal and inno-
cent : she looked as if she had passed
through the contamination of the
streets, without being touched by it,
without fearing it, or feeling it, or un-
derstanding it. Robed in pure white,
with her gentle blue eyes raised to
heaven, a painter might have shown
her on his canvas as a saint or an
angel ; and the critical world would
have said, Here is the true ideal—

- port-wine and cloves.

Raphael himself might have painted
this !

¢ You look very pale,’ said Amelius.
¢ Are you ill ¥’

¢ No, sir—only hungry.’

Her eyes half-closed ; she reeled as
she said the words. Amelius held her
up, and looked round him. They were
close to a stall at which coffee and
slices of bread-and-butter were sold.
He ordered some coffee to be poured
out, and offered her the food. She
thanked him and tried to eat. ‘I
can’t help it, sir,’ she said faintly.
The bread dropped from her hand;
her weary head sank on his shoulder.

Two young women—-older members
of the sad sisterhood—were passing at
the moment. ¢ She’s too far gone, sir,
to eat,’ said one of them. *I know
what would do her good, if you don’t
mind going into a public-house.’

¢ Whereis it 1’ said Amelius.
quick !’

One of the women led the way.
The other helped Amelius to support
the girl. They entered the crowded
public-house. In less than a minute,
the first woman had forced her way
through the drunken customers at the
bar, and had returned with a glass of
The girl re-
vived as the stimulant passed her lips.
She opened her innocent blue eyes
again, in vague surprise. ‘I shan’t
die this time,’ she said quietly.

A corner of the place was not occu-
pied ; a small empty cask stood there-

‘Be

- Amelius made the poor creature 8it

down and rest a little. He had only
gold in his purse ; and, when the WO
man had paid for the wine, he offered
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her some of the change. She declined
to takeit. ¢ I'vegot a shilling or two,
sir, she said; ‘and I can take care
of myself. Give it to Simple Sally.’

¢ You'll save her a beating, sir, for
one night, at least,’ said the other wo-
man. ¢ We call her Simple Sally, be-
cause she’s a little soft, poor soul—
hasn’t grown up you know, in her
mind, since she was a child. Give her
some of your change, sir, and you’ll be
doing a kind thing.’

All that is most unselfish, all that
is most divinely compassionate and
self-sacrificing in a woman’s nature,
was ay beautiful and undefiled as ever
in these women—the outcasts of the
hard highway !

Amelius turned to the girl. Her
head had sunk on her bosom ; she was

half asleep. She looked up as he ap-

proached her.

‘ Would you have been beaten to-
night,’ he asked, ¢ if you had not met
with me ?’ ‘

‘ Father always beats me, sir,’ said
Simple Sally, ¢if I don’t' bring money
home, e threw a knife at me last
night. It didn’t hurt me much—it
only cut me here,’ said the girl, point-
Ing to the plaster on her chin.

One of the women touched Amelius
on the shoulder, and whispered to

lm. ¢ He’s no more her father, sir,
than I am. She’s a helpless creature
—and he takes advantage of her. If
L only had a place to take her to, he
8hould never set eyes on her again.
Sh({w the gentleman your bosom,

v’

She opened her poor threadbare lit-
te shawl. Over the lovely girlish
breast, still only growing to the round-

uty of womanhood, there was

2 hideous blue-black bruise. Simple

Sally smiled, and said, ¢ That did hurt
e, sir.  I’d rather have the knife.’

me of the nearest drinkers at

the bar looked round and laughed.

elius tenderly drew the shawl over

the girl’s cold bosom. ¢For God’s

::!38, let us get out of this place!’ he

1d.
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CHAPTER XXII.

THE influence of the cool air com-
pleted Simple Sally’s recovery.
She was able to eat now. Amelius pro-
posed retracing his steps to the provi-
sion-shop, and giving her the best food
that the place afforded. She preferred
the bread-and-butter at the coffee-stall.
Those thick slices, piled up on the
plate, tempted her as a luxury. On
trying the luxury, one slice satisfied
her. ¢I thought I was hungry enough
to eat the whole plateful,’ said the girl,
turning away from the stall, in the
vacantly-submissive manner which it
saddened Amelius to see. He bought
more of the bread-and-butter, on the
chance that her appetite might revive.
While he was wrapping it in & morsel
of paper, one of her elder companions
touched him and whispered, ‘There he
is, sir !’ Amelius looked at her. ¢ The
brute who calls himself her father,’
the woman exclaimed impatiently.
Amelius turned, and saw Simple
Sally with her arm in the grasp of a
half-drunken ruffian ; one of the
swarming wild-beasts of Low London,
dirtied down from head to foot to the
colour of the street mud—the living
danger and disgrace of English civili-
sation. As Amelius eyed him, he drew
the girl away a step or two. ¢ You've
got a gentleman this time,’ he said to
her ; ‘I shall expect gold to-night, or
else—!’ He finished the sentence by
lifting his monstrous fist, and shaking
it in her face. Cautiously as he had
lowered his tones in speaking, the
words had reached the keenly-sensitive
ears of Amelius. Urged by his hot
temper, he sprang forward. I[n another
moment, he would have knocked the
brute down—but for the timely inter-
ference of the arm of the law, clad in
a policeman’s greatcoat. ‘Don’t get
yourself into trouble, sir,’ said the man
good-humouredly. ¢ Now, you Hell-fire
(that’s the nice name they know him
by, sir, in these parts), be off with
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you!’ The wild beast on two legs

a moment.
‘I saw him threaten her with his
fist,” said Amelius, bis eyes still atlame

with indignation. ¢ He has bruised her *

frightfully on the breast. Is there no
protection for the poor creature?’

¢ Well, sir,” the policeman answered,
‘you can summons him if you like, I
daresay he'd get a month’s hard labour.
But, don’t you see, it would be all the
worse for her when he came out of
prison.’

The policeman’s view of the girl’s
position was beyond dispute. Amelius
turned to her gently ; she was shiver-
ing with cold or terror, perhaps with
both. ‘Tell me,” he said, ¢ is that man
really your father }’

¢ Lord bless you, sir |’ interposed the :

policeman, astonished at the gentle-
man’s simplicity, ¢ Simple Sally hasn’t

got father or mother—have you, my

girl ¢’

She paid no heed to the policeman.
The sorrow and sympathy, plainly
visible in Amelius filled her with a
childish interest and surprise. She
dimly understood that it was sorrow
and sympathy for ier. The bare idea
of distressing this new friend, so un-
imaginably kind and considerate,
seemed to frighten her. ‘Don’t fret
about me, sir,’ she said timidly; ‘I
don’t mind having no father nor
mother ; I don’t mind being beaten.’
She appealed to the nearest of her two
women-friends.
everything, don’t we Jenny.'

Amelius could bear no more. ‘It’s
enough tobreak one’sheart to hear you,
and see you !’ he burst out—and sud-
denly turned his head aside. His
generous nature was touched to the
quick ; he could only control himself
by an effort of resolution that shook
him, body and soul. ‘1 can’t and
won't let that unfortunate creature go
back to be beaten and starved!’ he
said, passionately addressing himself

{ to the policeman.
cowered at the voice of authority, like
the wild beast on four : he was lost to
sight, at the dark end of the street, in

. selves.
! coffee-house,’ he said, with the air of

‘We get used to |
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¢0, look at her!
How helpless, and how young!’

The policeman stared. These were
strange words to him. But all true

| emotion carries with it, among all true

people, its own title to respect. He
spoke to Amelius with marked res-
pect.

¢ It’s a hard case, sir, no doubt,” he

- said. ¢ The girl's a quiet well disposed

creature—and the other two there are
the same. They’re of the sort that
keep to themselves, and don’t drink.
They all of them do well enough, as

. long as they don’t let the liquor over-

come them. Half the time it’s the

. men’s fault when they do drink. Per-

haps the workhouse might take herin
for the night. What's this you've got,
my girl, in your hand? Money ¥’

Amelius hastened to say that he
had given her the money. ‘The work-
house ! ” he repeated. ¢The very sound
of it is horrible.” ¢ Make your mind
easy, sir,’ said the policeman ; ¢ they
won't take her in at the workhouse
with money in her hand.’

In sheer despair, Amelius asked
helplessly if there was no hotel near.
The policeman pointed toSimpleSally’s
threadbare and scanty clothes, and left
them to answer the question for them-
¢ There’s a place they call a

a man who thought he had better pro-
voke as little further inquiry on that
subject as possible.

Too completely pre-occupied, or too
innocent in the ways of London, to
understand the man, Amelius decided
on trying the coffee-house. A suspi-
cious old woman met them at the door,
and spied the policeman in the back-
ground. Without waiting for any
inquiries, she said, ¢ All full for to-
night—and shut the door in their
faces.

¢ Is there no other place?’ said Ame-
lius.

‘There's a lodging house,’ the po-
liceman answered, more doubtfully
than ever. ¢It’s getting late, sir; and

| I'm afraid you'll find ’em packed like
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herrings in a barrel
for yourself.’

He led the way into a wretchedly-
lighted by-street, and knocked with
his foot on a trap-door in the pave-
ment. The door was pushed open
from below by a bright eyed boy with
a dirty nightcap on his head. ¢ Any

Come, and see

of 'em wanted to-night, sir 9’ asked the :

bright-eyed boy, the moment he saw

the policeman. ¢ What does he mean?i’ °

said Amelius. ‘There’s a sprinkling
of thieves among them, sir,’ the police
man explained. ¢ Stand out of thelway,
Jacob, and let the gentleman look in.’

He produced his lantern, and direct
ed the light downwards, as he spoke.
Amelius looked in. The policeman’s
figure of speech, likening the lodgers

described the scene.
a kitchen, men, women, and children

packed rows. Ghastly faces rose ter-
rified out of the seething obscurity
when the light of the lantern fell on

policeman inquired. ¢ This is a civil
boy,” he explained to Amelius, ‘and I
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Amelius settled the difficulty in his
own headlong way. ¢T’ll take care of
her for the night,’ he said. ¢ Sally,
will you trust yourself with me 9’

She put her hand in his, with the
air of a child who was ready to go

home. Her wan face brightened for
the first time. ¢Thank you, sir,’ she
said ; ‘I'll go anywhere along with
you.” -

The policeman smiled. The two
women looked thunderstruck. Before
they had recovered themselves, Am-
elius forced them to take some money
from him, and cordially shook hands
with them. ¢You’re good creatures,’
he said, in his eager, hearty way ; ‘I’'m
sincerely sorry for you. Now, Mr.

. Policeman, show me where to find a
to ‘herrings in a barrel,” accurately |

On the floor of

cab—and take that for the trouble I
am giving you. You're a humane man

. and a credit to the force.’
lay all huddled together in closely-

In five minutes more, Amelius was

¢ on the way to his lodgings, with Sim-

ple Sally by his side. The act of reck-

. less imprudence which he was commit-
them. The stench drove Amelius back !
sickened and shuddering. ¢ How’s the
sore place on your head, Jacob?" the

ting was nothing but an act of Chris-
tian duty, to his mind. Not the
slightest misgiving troubled him. ¢I

. shall provide for her in some way !’ he

like to encourage him.’ ¢ Better, thank .

you, sir,’ said the bright-eyed boy.
‘ Good-night, Jacob.” ¢ (Good-night,
sir.” The trap door fell—and the lod-

ging-house disappeared like the vision :

of a frightful dream.

among the little group on the pave-
men{. It was not easy to solve the
question of what to do next. ¢There
seems to be some difficulty,’ the police-
Wan remarked, ‘about housing this
girl for the night.’

. Why shouldn’t we take her along
With us?’ one of the women suggested.
¢She-won’t mind sleeping three in a
bed, 7 know.’

‘ What are you thinking of 7’ the
other woman remonstrated. ¢ When

¢ finds she don’t come home, our
Place will be the first place he looks
or her in.’ ‘

thought to himself cheerfully. He
looked at her. The weary outcast was

. asleep already in her corner of the cab,

From time to time she still shivered,
even in her sleep. Amelius took off
his greatcoat and covered her with it.

i How some of his friends at the Club
There was a moment of silence, |

i

would have laughed, if they had seen
him at that moment !

He was obliged to wake her, when
the cab stopped. His key admitted
them to the house. He lit his candle
in the hall and led her up the stairs.
¢You'll soon be asleep again, Sally,” he
whispered. She looked round the little
sitting-room with drowsy admiration.
¢ What a pretty place to live in!’ she
said. ¢ Are you hungry again?’ Am-
elius asked. She shook her head, and
took off her shabby bonnet ; her pretty
light brown bair fell about her face
and her shoulders. I think I'm too
tired, sir, to be hungry. Might I take
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the sofa-pillow and Jay down on the
hearthrug?’

Amelius opened the door of his bed-
room. ‘You are to pass the night
more comfortably than that,’ he an-
swered. ‘ There is a bed for you here.’

She followed him in, and looked
round the bed-room, with renewed ad-
miration of everything she saw. At
sight of tbe hair-brushes and the comb,
she clapped her hands in ecstasy. ¢ O,
how different from mine!’ she ex-
claimed. ‘Is the comb tortoiseshell,
sir, like one sees in the shop-windows?’
The bath and the towels caught her
eye next ; she stood looking at them
with longing eyes, completely forget-
ful of the wonderful comb. ¢ I've often
peeped into the ironmongers’ shops,’
she said, ‘ and thought I should be the
happiest girl in the world, if I had
such a bath as that. A little pitcher
is all T have got of my own, and the
swear at me when I want it filled more
than once. In all my life, I have
never had as much water as [ should
like” She paused and thought for a
moment. The forlorn, vacant look,
appeared again, and dimmed the
beauty of her blue eyes. ¢ It will be
hard to go back, after seeing all these
pretty things,’ she said to herself—and
sighed, with that inborn submission to
her fate so melancholy to see in a
creature so young.

¢ You shall never go back again to
that dreadful life, Amelius inter-
posed. ¢ Never speak of it, never think
of it any more. O, don’t look at me
like that !’

She listened with an expression of
pain, and suddenly lifted both her
hands to her head. There was some-
thing so wonderful in the idea which
he had suggested to her, that her mind
was not able to take it all in at once.
¢ You made my head giddy,” she said.
‘I'm such a poor, stupid girl—I feel
out of myself, when a gentleman
like you sets me thinking of new
things. Would you mind saying it
again, sir$’

¢ I'll say it to-morrow morning,’ Am-
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elius rejoined kindly. ¢ You are tired,
Sally—go to rest.’

She roused herself and looked at the
bed. ¢Is that your bed, sir?’

‘It’'s your bed to-night,’ said Am-
elius. ¢I shall sleep on the sofa, in
the next room.’

Her eyes rested on him for a mo-
ment, in speechless surprisc; she
looked back again at the bed. ¢ Are
you going to let me sleep by myself ?’
she asked wonderingly. Not the
faintest suggestion of immodesty—
nothing that the most profligate man
living could have interpreted impurely
—showed itself in her look or manner,
as she said those words.

Amelius thought of what one of her
women-friends had told him. ¢ She
hasn’t grown up, you know, in her
mind, since she was a child.’ There
were other senses in the poor victim
that were still undeveloped, besides
the mental sense. He was at a loss
how to answer her, with the respect
which was due to that all-atoning ig-
norance. His silence amazed and
frightened her. ‘Have I said any-
thing to make you angry with me?’
she asked.

Anmelius hesitated no longer. ¢ My
poor girl,” he said, ‘I pity you from
the bottom of my heart! Sleep well,
Simple Sally—sleep well.” He left her
hurriedly, and shut the door between
them.

She followed him as far as the closed
door ; and stood there alone, trying to
understand him,and trying all in vain !
After a while, she found courage
enough to whisper through the door.
‘If you pleage, sir— She stopped,
startled by her own boldness. He
never heard her; he was standing at
the window, looking out thoughtfully
at the night ; feeling less confident of
the future already. She still stood at
the door, wretched in the firm persua-
sion that she had offended him. Once,
she lifted her hand to knock at the
door, and let it drop again at her side.
A second time she made the effort,
and desperately summoned the reso-
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lution to knock. He opened the door -

directly.

‘'m very sorry if I said anything
wrong,’ she began faintly, her breath
coming and going in quick hysteric
gasps. ¢ Will you please forgive me,
and say good-night?’ Amelius took
her hand ; he said it with the utmost
gentleness, but still he said it sorrow-
fully. She was not quite comforted
yet. ‘Would you mind, sir—1’ She
paused awkwardly, afraid to go on.
There was something so completely
childlike in the artless perplexity of
her eyes, that Amelius smiled. The
change in his expression gave her back
her courage in an instant: her pale,
delicate lips reflected her smileprettily.
¢ Would you mind giving me a kiss,
sir #” she said.

Amelius kissed her. Let the man
who can honestly say he would have
done otherwige, blame him. He shut
the door between them once more.
She was quite happy now. He heard
her singing to herself as she got ready
for bed.

Once, in the wakeful watches of
the night, she startled him. He heard
a cry of pain or terror in the bed-
room. ‘What is it !’ he asked through
the door, ¢ what has frightened you %’
there was no answer. After a minute
or two, the cry was repeated. He
opened the door, and looked in. 'She
wag sleeping, and dreaming as she
slept.  One little thin white arm was
lifted in the air, and waved restlessly
to and fro over her head. ‘Don’t kill
me !’ she murmured, in low moaning
tones—¢ O, don’t kill me !’ Amelius
took her arm gently, and laid it back
on the coverlid of the bed. His touch
Seemed to exercise some calming in-
fluence over her; she sighed, and
turned her head on the pillow ; a faint
flush rose on her wasted cheeks, and
Passed away again—she sank quietly
Into dreamless sleep.

Amelius returned to his sofa, and
fell into a broken slumber. The hours
of the night passed. The sad light of
the November morning dawned’ mist-
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ily through the uncurtained window,
and woke him.

He started up, and looked at the:
bedroom door. ¢ Now what i to be
done?’ That was his first thought,
on wakening ; he was beginning to
feel his responsibilities at last.

CHAPTER XXIIIL

THE landlady of the lodgings de-
cided what was to be done.

‘You will be so good, sir, as to
leave my apartments immediately,’
she said to Amelius. ‘I make no
claim to the week’s rent, in consider-
ation of the short notice. This is a
respectable house, and it shall be kept
respectable at any sacrifice.’

Amelius explained and protested ;
he appealed to the landlady’s sense of
justice and sense of duty, as a
Christian woman. The reasoning
which would have been irresistible at
Tadmor was reasoning completely
thrown away in London. The land-
lady remained as impenetrable as the
Egyptian Sphinx. ¢ If that creature
in the bedroom is not out of my house
in an hour’s time, I shall send for the
police.” Having answered her lodger’s
arguments in those terms, she left the
room, and banged the door after her.

¢ Thank you, sir, for being so kind
to me. T'll go away directly—and
then perhapsthe lady will forgive you,’

Amelius looked round.  Simple
Sally had heard it all. She was
dressed in her wretched clothes, and
was standing at the open bedroom
door, crying.

¢ Wait a little,’ said Amelius, wiping
her eyes with his own handkerchief ;.
‘and we will go away together. I
want to get you some better clothes ;
and I don’t exactly know how to set
about it. Don’t cry, my dear—don’t
cry.’

The deaf maid-of-all-work came in,
as he spoke. She too was in tears.
Amelius had been good to her, in
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many little ways—and she was the | as she was then. ¢No, no,” he said,

guilty person who had led to the dis-
covery of the bedroom. ¢If you had
only told me, sir,’ she said penitently,
¢ I'd have kep’ it secret. But, there, I
went in with your ‘ot water as usual,
and, O Lor, I was that startled I
dropped the jug, and run down stairs
again—?’

blame you, Maria,’ he said ; ‘I’'min a
difficulty. Help me out of it ; and
you will do me a kindness’ Maria
partially heard him, and no more.
Afraid of reaching the landlady’s ears
as well as the maid’s ears, if he raised
his voice, he asked if she could read
writing. Yes, she could read writing,
if it was plain. Amelius immediately
reduced the expression of his necessi-
ties to writing, in large text. Maria
was delighted. She knew the nearest
shop at which ready-made outer cloth-
ing for women could be obtained, and
nothing was wanted, asa certain guide
to an ignorant man, but two pieces of
string. With one piece, she measured
Simple Sally’s height, and with the

other she took the slender girth of | isn't it,’ he said, ‘a man like me buy-

the girl's waist-—-while Amelius open-
ed his writing-desk and supplied him-
self with the last sum of spare money
that he possessed. He had just closed
the desk again, when the voice of the
merciless landlady was heard, calling
imperatively for Maria. The maid-
of-all-work handed the two indicative
strings to Amelius. ‘They’ll ’elp you
at the shop,” she said—and shuflled
out of the room.

Amelius turned to Simple Sally. ‘1
am going to get you some new clothes,’
he began.

The girl stopped him there; she
was incapable of listening to a word
more. Every trace of sorrow vanished
from her face in an instant. She
clapped her hands. O’ she cried,
‘new clothes ! clean clothes! Letme
go with you.’

Even Amelius saw that it was im-
possible to take her out in the streets
with him in broad daylight, dressed

Amelius stopped the fur- | suggested Amelius, speaking uncon-

ther progress of the apology. ‘I don't |

|
J.
|

‘wait here till you get your new
things. I won’t be half an hour gone.
Lock yourself in if you are afraid, and
open the door to nobody till I come
back !’ Sally hesitated ; she began
to look frightened. ¢Think of the
new dress, and the pretty bonnet,

sciously in the tone in which he might

{ have promised a new toy to a child.

He had taken the right way with
her. Her face brightened again. ‘I’ll
do anything you tell me,’ she said.
He put the key in her hand, and was
out in the street directly.

Amelius possessed one valuable
moral quality which is exceedingly
rare among Englishmen. He was not
in the least ashamed of putting him-
selfin a ridiculous position, when. he
was conscious that his own motives
Justified him. The smiling and titter-
ing of the shop-women, when he
stated the nature of his errand, and
produced his two pieces of string,
failed to annoy him in the smallest
degree. He laughed too. ‘Funny,

ing gowns and the rest of it? She
can’t come herself—and you’ll advise
me, like good creatures, won’t you?’
They advised their handsome young
customer to such good purpose, that
he was in possession of a gray walk-
ing costume, a black-cloth jacket, a
plain lavender-coloured bonnet, a pair
of black - gloves, and a paper of pins,
in little more than ten minutes’ time.
The nearest trunk-maker supplied a
travelling box to hold all these trea-
sures ; and a passing cab took Amelius
back to the lodgings, just as the half
hour was out. But onc event had
happened during his absence. The
landlady had knocked at the door, and
had called through it in a terrible
voice : ‘ Half anhour more !’ and had
retired again without waiting for an
answer.

Amelius carried the box into the
bedroom. ¢ Be as quick as you can,
Sally,” he said—and left her alone, to
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enjoy the full rapture of discovering
the new clothes.

When she opened the door and
showed herself, the change was so
wonderful that Amelius was liter-
ally unable to speak to her. Joy
flushed her pale cheeks, and diffused
its tender radiance over her pure blue
eyes. A more charming little creature,
in that momentary transfiguration of
pride and delight, no man’s eyes ever
looked on. She ran across the room

to Amelius, and threw her arms round ;| American carefully studied the face of

his neck. ‘Let me be yourservant!’
all my life. Jumpme up! ['m wild
—I want to fly through the window.’
She caught sight of herself in the
looking-glass, and suddenly became
composed and serious. ¢ O,’ she said,
with the quaintest mixture of awe and
astonishment, ‘was there ever such
another bonnet as this? Do look at
it—do please look at it !’

Amelius good-naturedly approached
to look at it. At the same moment
the sitting-room door was opened,
Without any preliminary ceremony of
knocking—and Rufus walked into the
room. ‘It’s half after ten, he gaid,
‘and the breakfast is spoiling as fast
as it can.’

Before Amelius could make his ex-
cuses for having completely forgotten
his engagement, Rufusdiscovered Saily.

0 woman, young or old, high in rank
or low in rank, ever found the New
Englander unprepared with his own
characteristic acknowledgment of the
debt of courtesy which he owed to the
Sex. With his customary vast strides,
he marched up to Sally and insisted
on shaking hands with her. ‘How
do you find yourself, Miss? I take
Pleasure in making your acquaintance.’

e girl turred to Amelius with wide-
®yed wonder and doubt. ¢Go into
the next room, Sally, for a minute or
two,’ he said. ¢This gentleman is a
friend of mine, and I have something
to say to him.’ '

‘That's an active little girl,’ said
Rufus, looking after her as she ran to
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the friendly shelter of the bedroom.
‘ Reminds me of one of our girls at
Coolspring—she does. Well, now,
and who may Sally be 1’

Amelius answered the question, as
usual, without the slightest reserve.
Rufus waited in impenetrable silence
until he had completed his narrative
—then took him gently by the arm,
and led him to the window. With his
hands in his pockets and his long legs
planted wide apart on his big feet, the

' his young friend under the strongest
she cried, ‘I want to live with you

. portmanteau.

light that could fall on it. ¢No,’ said
Rufus, speaking quietly to himself,
¢ the boy is not raving mad, so far as
I can see. He has every appearance
on him of meaning what he says.
And thisis what comes of the Com-
munity at Tadmor, is it? Well,
civil and religious liberty is dearly
purchased sometimes in the United
States—and that’s a fact.’

Amelius turned away to pack his
‘I don’t understand

. you,’ he said.

|
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‘I don’t suppose you do,” Rufus re-
marked. ‘I'm at a similar loss my-
self to understand you. My store of
sensible remarks is copious on most
occasions—hut I’m darned if 1 ain’t
dried up in the face of this! Might
I venture to ask, what that venerable
Chief Christian at Tadmor would say
to the predicament in which I find
my young Socialist this morning?’

¢ What would he say 7’ Amelius re-
peated. ‘Just what he said when
Mellicent first came among us. ¢ Ah,
dear me! Another of the Fallen
Leaves!” I wish I had the dear old
man here to help me. He would
know how to restore that poor starved
outraged beaten creature to the happy
place on God’s earth which God in-
tended her to fill !’

Rufus abruptly took him by the
hand. ¢ You mean that?’ he said.

¢ What else could I mean?’ Ame-
lius rejoined, sharply. :

‘ Bring her right away to breakfast
at the hotel !’ cried Rufus, with every
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appearance of feeling infinitely re-
lieved ¢l don’t say I can supply you
with the venerable Chief Christian—
but I can find a woman to fix you,
who is as nigh to being an angel
(barring the wings) as any she-crea-
ture that ever put on a petticoat.” He
knocked at the bedroom door, turning
a deaf ear to every appeal for further
information which Amelius could ad-
dress to him. ¢ Breakfast is waiting,
Miss !’ he called out ; ‘and 'm bound
to tell you that the temper of the
cook at our hotel is a long way on the
wrong side of uncertain. Well, Ame-
lius, this is the age of exhibitions. If
there’s ever an exhibition of ignorance
in the business of packing a portman-
teau, you run for the Gold Medal—
and a unanimous jury will vote it, I
reckon, to a young man from Tadmor.
Clear out, will you ? and leave it to
me.’

He pulled off his coat, and con-
quered the difficulties of packing in a
hurry, as if he had done nothing else
all his life. The landlady herself, ap-
pearing with pitiless punctuality ex-
actly at the expiration of the hour,
¢smoothed her horrid front’ in the
polite and placable presence of Rufus.
He insisted on shaking hands with
her ; he took pleasure in making her
acquaintance ; she reminded him, he
did assure her, of the lady of the cap-
tain-general of the Coolspring Branch
of the St. Vitus Commandery ; and
he would take the liberty to inquire
whether they were related or not.
Under cover of this fashionable con-
versation, Simple Sally was taken out
of the room by Amelius without at-
tracting notice. Rufus followed them,
still talking to the landlady, all the
way down the stairs and out to the
street-door.

While Amelius was waiting for his
friend outside the house, a young man
driving by in a cab leaned out and
looked at him. . The young man was
Jervy, on his way from Mr. Ronald’s
tombstone to Doctors’ Commons.

FALLEN LEAVES.

CHAPTER XXIV.

WITH a rapid succession of events

the morning had begun. With
a rapid succession of events the day
went on.

The breakfast being over, rooms at
the hotel were engaged by Rufus for
his ¢ two young friends.” After this,
the next thing to be done was to pro-
vide Simple Sally with certain neces-
sary, but invisible, articles of clothing,
which Amelius had never thought of.
A note to the nearest shop produced

| the speedy arrival of a smart lady, ac-

companied by a boy and a large bas-
ket. There was some difticulty in per-
suading Sally to trust herself alonein
her room with the stranger. She was
afraid, poor soul, of everybody but
Amelius. Even the good American
failed to win her confidence. The
distrust implanted in her feeble mind
by the terrible life that she had led was
the instinctive distrust of a wild ani-
mal. ¢ Why must I go among other
people?’ she whispered piteously to
Amelius. ‘I only want to be with
You.” Itwas as completely useless to
reason with her as it would have been
to explain the advantages of a com-
fortable cage to a newly-caught bird.
There was but vne way of inducing
her to submit to the most gently-ex-
ertedinterference. A melius had only
to say, ‘ Do it, Sally, to please me.’
And Sally sighed, and did it.

In her absence Amelius reiterated
his inquiries, in relation to that un-
known friend whom Rufus had not
scrupled to describe as ‘an angel—
barring the wings.’

The lady in question (the American
briefly explained) was an English wo-
man—the wife of one of his country-
men, established in London as a mer-
chant. He had known them both in-
timately before their]departure from
the United States ; and the old friend-
ship had been cordially renewed on
his arrival in England. Associated
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with many other charitable institu-
tions, Mrs. Payson was one of the
managing committee of a ¢ Home for
Friendless Women,’ especially adapted
to receive poor girls in Sally’s melan-
choly position. Rufus offered to write
a note to Mrs. Payson; inquiring at
what hour she could receive his friend
and himself, and obtain permission for
them to see the ‘Home.” Amelius
(after some hesitation) accepted the
proposal.  The messenger had not
been long despatched with the note
before the smart person from the shop
made her appearance once more, re-
porting that ¢ the young lady’s outfit
had been perfectly arranged,” and pre-
senting the inevitable result in the
shape of a bill. The last farthing of
ready money in the possession of Ame-
lius proved to be insufficient to dis-
charge the debt. He accepted a loan
from Rufus until he could give his
bankers the necessary order to sell out
some of his money invested in the
Funds. His answer, when Rufus
protested against this course, was cha-
racteristic of the teaching which he
owed to the Community. * My dear
fellow, I am bound to return the
money you have lent me—in the in-
terests of our poor brethren. The
next friend who borrows of you may
not have the means of paying you
back.’ '

After waiting for the return of
Simple Sally, and waiting in vain,
Amelius sent a chambermaid to her
room, with a message to her. Rufus
disapproved of this hasty proceeding.
‘ Why disturb the girl at her looking-
glass 1’ asked the old bachelor, with
his quaintly-humorous smile.

Sally came in with no bright plea-
Sure in her eyes this time; the girl
looked worn and haggard. She drew
Amelius away into a corner, and whis-
Pered to him. ‘I geta pain some-
times where the bruise is,’ she said ;
‘and I've got it bad now.’ She
glanced, with an odd furtive jealousy,
8t Rufus. ‘I kept away from you,
she explained, ¢ because I didn’t want
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kim to know.” She stopped and put
her hand on her bosom, and clenched
her teeth fast. ¢Never mind, she
said cheerfully, as the pang passed
away again; ¢ I can bear it.’

Anmelius, with his customary impe-
tuosity, instantly ordered the most
comfortable carriage that the hotel
possessed. He had heard terrible
stories of the possible result of an in-
jury to a woman’s bosom. ‘I shall
take her to the best doctor in London,’
he announced. Sally whispered to
him again—still with her eye on Ru-
fus. ¢Is le going with us?’ she
asked. ‘No,’ said Amelius; ‘one of
us must stay here to receive a mes-
sage.” Rufus looked after them very
gravely, as the two left the room to-
gether.

Applying for information to the
mistress of the hotel, Amelius obtained
the address of a consulting surgeon of
great celebrity, while Sally was getting
ready to go out.

* Why don’t you like my good friend
up-stairs ?” he said to the girl as they
drove away from the house. 'l'he an-
swer came swift and straight from the
heart of the daughter of Eve. ¢ Be-
cause you like him !’ Amelius changed
the subject : he asked if she was still
in pain. She shook her head impa-
tiently. Pain or no pain, the upper-
most idea in her mind was still that
idea of being his servant, which had
already found expression in words be-
fore they left the lodgings. ¢ Will you
let me keep my beautiful new dress for
going out on Sundays?’ she asked. ‘The
shabby old things will do when I am
your servant. I can black your boots,
and brush your clothes, and keep your
room tidy—and I will try hard to
learn, if you will have me taught to
cook.” Amelius attempted to change
the subject again. He might as well
have talked to her in an unknown
tongue. The glorious prospect of be-
ing his servant absorbed the whole of
her attention. ‘I'm little and I'm
stupid,’ she went on; ‘but I do
think I could learn to cook, if I knew
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I was doing it for You.’ She paused
and looked at him anxiously. Do let
me try !’ she pleaded ; ‘T haven’t had
much pleasurein my life—and I should
ll.ke itso!’ It was impossible to re-
sist this. ¢You shall be as happy as
I can make you, Sally,” Amelius an-
swered ; ‘ God knows it isn’t much you
ask for !’

Something in those compassionate
words set her thinking in another di-
rection. It was sad to see how slowly
and painfully she realized the idea that
had been suggested to her.

‘I wonder whether you can mnake
me happy 1’ she said. ‘I suppose I
have been happy before this—but I
don’t know when. T don’t remember a
time when I was not hungry or cold.
Wait a bit. T do think I was happy
once. It was along while ago, and it
took me a weary time to do it—but I
did learn at last to play a tune on the
fiddle. The old man and his wife took
1t in turns to teach me. Somebody
gave me to the old man and his wife;
T don’t know who it was, and I don’t
remember their names. They were
musicians. In the fine streets they
sang hymns; and in the poor streets
they sang comic songs.

pence. The peoplesaid 1 was so little
1t was a shame to send me out, and so
I got halfpence. I had bread and ap-
ples for supper, and a nice little corner
under the staircase, to sleep in. Do
you know, I do think I did enjoy my-
self at that time 1’ she concluded, still
a little doubtful whether those faint
and far-off remembrances were really
to be relied on.

Amelius tried to lead her to other
recollections. He asked her how old
she was at that time,

‘I don’t know,’ she answered ; ‘1
don’t know how old I am now. I
don’t remember anything before the
fiddle. T can’t call to mind how long
it was first—but there came a time
when the old man and his wife got
into trouble. They went to prison

|
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and I never saw them afterwards. 1
ran away with the fiddle; to get the
halfpence, you know, all to myself.
I think I should have got a deal of
money, if it hadn’t been for the boys.
They're so cruel, the boys are. They
broke my fiddle. I tried selling pencils

~ after that ; but people didn’t seem to

want pencils. They found me out beg-
ging. I got took up, and brought be-
fore what-do-you-call him—the gentle-
man who sits in a high place, you
know, behind a desk. O, but I was
frightened, when they took me before
the gentleman ! He looked very much
puzzled. He says, ‘Bring her up here;
she’s so small I can hardly see her’

. He says, ‘ Good God, what am I to do
. with this unfortunate child !’

There
was plenty of people about. One of
them says, ‘The workhouse ought to
take har’ And a lady came in, and
she says, ¢ I'll take her sir, if you'll let
me.” And he knew her, and he let
her. She took me to a place they called
a Refuge—for wandering children, you
know. It was very strict at the Re-
fuge. They did give us plenty to eat,
to be sure, and they taught us lessons.

! They told us about Our Father up in
1t was cold, °
to be sure, standing barefoot on the !
pavement—but I got plenty of half-

Heaven. 1 said a wrong thing—1I said,
‘I don’t want him up in Heaven ; 1
want him down here.” They were very
much ashamed of me when I said that.
I was a bad girl ; I turned ungrateful.
After a time I ran away. You see it
was so strict, and I was so used to the
streets. I met with a Scotchman in
the streets. He wore a kilt, and played
the pipes ; he taught me to dance, and
dressed me up like a Scotch girl. He
had a curious wife, a sort of half-black
woman. She used to dance too—on a
bit of carpet, you know, so as not to
spoil her fine shoes. They taught me
songs : he taught me a Scotch song.
And one day his wife said she was
English (I don’t know how that was,
being a half-black woman), and I
should learn an English song. And
they quarrelled about it. And she had
her way. She taught me ¢Sally in
our Alley.” That's how I come to be
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called Sally. I hadn’tany name of my
own—I always had nicknawmes. Sally
was the last of them, and Sally has
stuck to me. I hope it isn’t too com-
mon a name to please you ¥ O, what
a fine house ! Are we really going in 1
Will they let me in ¥ How stupid I
am! I forgot my beautiful clothes.
You won't tell them, will you, if they
take me for a lady %’

The carriage had stopped at the
great surgeon’s house : the waiting-
room was full of patients, Some of
them were trying to read the books
and newspapers on the table ; and
some of them were looking at each
other, not only without the slightest
sympathy, but occasionally even with
downright distrust and dislike. Ame-
lius took up a newspaper, and gave
Sally an illustrated book to amuse
her, while they waited to see the sur-
geon in their turn.

Two long hours passed, before the
servant summoned Amelius to the con-
sulting-room. Sally was wearily asleep
in her chair, He left her undisturbed;
having questions to put relating to the
imperfectly-developed state of her
mind, which could not be asked in her
presence. The surgeon listened, with
no ordinary interest, to the young
stranger’s simple and straightforward
narrative of what had happened on
the previous night. ‘You are very
unlike other young men’, he said ; ‘may
I ask you how you have been brought
up?’ Thereply surprised him. ¢This
opens quite a new view of Socialism,’
he said. ‘I thonght your conduct
highly imprudent at first—it seems to
be the natural result of your teaching
now. Let me see what I can do to
help you.’

He was very grave and very gentle,
when Sally was presented to him. His
opinion of the injury to her bosom re-
lieved the anxiety of Amelius : there
might be pain for some little time to
come, but there were no serious conse-
quences to fear. Having written his
Prescription, and having put several
questions to Sally, the surgeon semnt
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her back, with marked kindness of
manner, to wait for Amelius in the
patients’ room.

‘I have young daughters of my own,’
he said, when the door was closed ,
“and I cannot but feel for that un-
happy creature, when I contrast her
life with theirs. So far as I can see
it, the natural growth of her senses—
her higher and her lower senses alike
—has been stunted, like the natural
growth of her body, by starvation, ter-
ror, exposure to cold, and other influ-
ences inlerent in the life that she has
led. With nourishing food, pure air,
and above all, kind and careful treat-
ment, [ see no reason (at her age) why
she should not develop into an intelli-
gent and healthy young woman. Par-
don me if I venture on giving you a
word of advice. At your time of life,
you will do well to place her at once
under competent and proper care. You
may live to regret it, if you are too
confident in your own good motives in
such a case as this. Come to me
again, if I can be of any use to you.
No,’ he continued, refusing to take his
fee, “my help to that poor lost girl is
help given freely.” He shook hands
with Amelius—a worthy member of
the noble order to which he helonged.

The surgeon’s parting advice, fol-
lowing on the quaint protest of Rufus,
had its cffect on Amelius. He was
silent and thoughtful when he got into
the carriage again.

Simple Sally looked at him with a
vague sense of alarm. Her heart beat
fast, under the perpetually recurring
fear that she had done something or
said something to offend him. ¢Was
it bad behaviour in me,’ she asked, ‘to
fall asleep in the chair?’ Reassured,
so far, she was still as anxious as ever
to get at the truth. After long hesi-
tation, and long previous thought, she
ventured to try another question. ‘The
gentleman sent me out of the room—
did he say anything to set you against
me !’

‘The gentleman said everything that
was kind of youw’, Amelius repl{ed,
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“and everything to make me hope
that you will live to be a happy girl.’

She said nothing to that ; vague as-
surances were no assurances to her—
she only looked at him with the dumb
fidelity of a dog. Suddenly, she drop-
ped on her knees in the carriage, hid
her face in her hands, and cried si-
lently. Surprised and distressed, he
attempted to raise her, and console
her.  ¢No!” she said obstinately.

¢ Something has happened to vex you, .

and you won’t tell me what it is. Do,
do, do tell me what it is !’

‘ My dear child,’ said Amelius, ‘I
was only thinking anxiously aboutyou,
in the time to come.’

She looked up at him quickly.
¢ What ! have you forgotten already !’
she exclaimed. ‘I'm to be your ser-
vant in the time to come’ She dried
her eyes, and took her place again
joyously by hisside. ‘You did frighten
me,’ she said, ‘and all for nothing.
But you didn’t mean it, did you?’

An older man might have had the
courage to undeceive her : Amelius
shrank from it.
back to the melancholy story—so com-
mon and so terrible ; so pitiable in its
utter absence of sentiment or romance
—the story of her past life.

¢ No,’ she answered, with that quick
insight where her feelings were con-
cerned which was the only quick in-
sight that she possessed. ‘I don't
like making you sorry; and you did
look sorry—you did—when I talked
about it before. The streets, the
streets, the streets; little girl, or big
girl, it'’s only the streets; and always
being hungry and cold ; and cruel men
when itisn’t cruel boys. I want to be

happy! 1 want to enjoy my new
clothes ! You tell me about your own
self. What makes you so kind? I

can’t make it out; try as I may, I
can’t make it out.’

Some time elapsed before they got
back to the hotel. Amelius drove as
far as the City, to give the necessary
instructions to his bankers.
4L On returning to the sitting-room at
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last, he discovered that his American
friend was not alone. A gray-haired
lady with a bright benevolent face
was talking earnestly to Rufus. The
instant Sally discovered the stranger,
she started back, fled to the shelter of
her bedchamber, and locked herself
in, Amelius, entering the room after
a little hesitation, was presented to

! Mrs. Payson.

¢ There was something in my old
friend’s note,’ said the lady, smiling

. and turning to Rufus, ¢which sug-

He tried to lead her

gested to me that I should do well to
answer it personally. I am not too
old yet to follow the impulse of the
moment, sometimes ; and I am very
glad that I did so. I haveheard what
is—to me—a very interesting story.
Mr. Goldenheart, I respect you! And
I will prove it by helping you with all
my heart and soul to save that poor
little girl who has just run away from
me. Pray don’t make excuses for
her; I should have run away too, at
her age. 'We have arranged,’ she
continued, looking again at Rufus,
‘that I shall take you hoth to the
Home this afternoon. If we can pre-
vail on Sally to go with us, one serious
obstacle in our way will be overcome.
Tell me the number of her room. I
want to try if I can’t make friends
with her. I have had some experi-
ence ; and I don’t despair of bringing
her back here, hand in hand with the
terrible person who has frightened
her.’

The two men were left together
Amelius attempted to speak.

‘Keep it down,” said Rufus’ ‘no
premature outbreak of opinion, if you
please, yet awhile. Wait till she has
fixed Sally, and shown us the Para-
dise of the poorgirls. It’s within the
London postal district, and that’s all I
know about it. Well, now, and did
you go to the doctor? Thunder!
what’s come to the boy? Seems as
though he had left his complexion in
the carriage? He looks, I do declare,
as if he wanted medical tinkering
himself.’
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Amelius explained that his past
night had been a wakeful one, and
that the events of the day had not al-
lowed him any opportunities of re-
pose. ‘Since the morning,” he said,
‘things have hurried so, one on the
top of the other, that I am beginning
to feel a little dazed and weary.’
Without a word of remark, Rufus
produced the remedy. The materials
were ready on the sideboard—he made
a cocktail.

¢ Another 1’ asked the New Eng-

lander, after a reasonable lapse of |

time.

Amelius declined taking another.
He stretched himself on the sofa; his | the outcast of the streets might, by

good friend considerately took up a -

newspaper. For the first time that

day, he had now the prospect of a | would, in one way or another, be al-

. most infallibly suggested to Amelius ;

quiet interval for rest and thought.
In less than a minute, the delusive
prospect vanished. He started to his
feet again, disturbed by a new anxiety.
Having leisure to think, he had
thought of Regina. ¢ Good heavens !’
he exclaimed ; ¢she’s waiting to see
me—and I never remembered it till
this moment!’ He looked at his
watch ; it was five o'clock.
am I to do?’ he said, helplessly.

its various aspects.

¢We are bound to go with Mrs.
Payson to the Home,” he said ; ‘and : himself used earlier in the day.
© needful excuse was, unhappily, quite
Sally is not a matter to be played

L téll you this, Amelius, the matter of

with ; it’s a thing that’s got to be
done. In your place, I should write
politely to Miss Regina, and put it off
till to-morrow.’

In ninety-nine cases out of a hun-
dred, & man who took Rufus for his
counsellor wasa man who acted wisely
in every sense of the word. Events,
however (of which Amelius and his
friend were both ignorant alike), had
80 ordered it that the American's well-
meant advice, in this one exceptional
case, was the very worst advice that
could have been given. In an hour
more, Jervy and Mrs. Sowler were to
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meet at the tavern-door. The one
last hope of protecting Mrs. Farnaby
from the abominable conspiracy of
which she was the destined victim,
rested solely on the fulfilment by
Amelius of his engagement with Re-
gina for that day. ~ Always ready to
interfere with the progress of the
courtship, Mrs. Farnaby would be es-
pecially eager to seize the first oppor-
tunity of speaking to her young
Socialist friend on the subject of his
lecture. In the course of the talk be-
tween them, the idea which, in the
present disturbed state of his mind,
had not struck him yet—the idea that

the barest conceivable possibility, be

identified with the lost daughter—

and, at the eleventh hour, the con-
spiracy would be foiled. If, on the

. other hand, the American’s fatal ad-
. vice was followed, the next morning’s

post might bring a letter from Jervy
to Mrs. Farnaby—with this disas-
trousresult. At the first words spoken

' by Amelius she would put an end to

‘What ' all further interest in the subject on
" his part, by telling him that the lost
Rufus laid down the newspaper,

and considered the new difliculty in . other person.

girl had been found, and found by an-

Rufus pointed to the writing-mater-
ials on a side table, which he had
The

easy to find A misunderstanding
with bis landlady had obliged Amelius
to leave his lodgings at an hour’s no-
tice, and had occupied him in trying
to find a residence for the rest of the
day. The note was written. Rufus,
who was nearest to the bell, stretched
out his hand to ring for the messenger.
Amelius suddenly stopped him.

‘She doesn’t like me to disappoint
her,’ he said. ‘I needn’t stay long—
I might get there and back in half an
hour, in a fast cab.’

His conscience was not quite easy.
The sense of having forgotten Regina
—no matter how naturally and ex-
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cusably— oppressed him with a feeling : derhand and wicked ways she contrived

of self-reproach. Rufus raised no ob-
jection; the hesitation of Amelius
was unquestionably creditable to him.
¢ If you must do it, my son,” he said,

you.’
Amelius took up his hat. The door
opened as he approached it, and Mrs.

Simple Sally by the hand.

¢ We are all going together,’ said the
genial old lady, ‘to see my large
family of daughters at the Home. We

i
i

. to put a few shillings in her pocket

from week to week. If she was half

| starved, it was for the very ordinary

. reason (among persons of her vicious
¢ do it right away-—and we’ll wait for

class) that she preferred spending her
money on drink. Stating his business

¢ withher,asreservedly andas cunningly
¢ as usual, Jecvy found to his astonish-
Paysoir entered the room, leading

ment that even this squalid old crea-
ture presumed to bargain with him.

. The two wretches were on the point of

can bave our talk in the carriage. It’s 3

an hour’s drive from this place—and
I must be back again to dinner at
half-past seven.’

Amelius and Rufus looked at each
other. Amelius thought of pleading
an engagement, and asking to be ex-
cused. Under the circumstances, it
was assuredly not a very gracious
thing to do. Before he could make up
his mind, one way or the other, Sally
stole to his side, and put her hand on
his arm. Mrs. Payson had done won-
ders in conquering the girl’s inveterate
distrust of strangers, and, to a certain
extent at least, winning her confidence.
But no earthly influence could shake
Sally’s dog-like devotion to Amelius.
Her jealous instinct discovered some-
thing suspicious in hissudden silence.
‘You must go with us,” she said; ‘T
won't go without You.’

¢ Certainly not,” Mrs. Payson added;
¢ I promised her that, of course, before-
hand.’

Rufus rang the bell, and despatched
the messenger to Regina. ‘That’s the
one way out of it, my son,” he whis-
pered to Amelius, as.they followed
Mrs. Payson and Sally down the
stairs of the hotel.

They had just driven up to the gates
of the Home, when Jervy and his ac-
complice met at the tavern, and en-
tered on their consultation in a private
room,

In spite of her poverty-stricken ap-
pearance, Mrs. Sowler was not abso-
lutely destitute. In various and un-

a quarrel which might have delayed
the execution of the plot against Mrs.
Farnaby, but for the vile self control
which made Jervy one of the most
formidable criminals living. He gave
way on the question of money—and,
from that moment, he held Mrs. Sow-
ler absolutely at his disposal.

‘Meet me to-morrow morning, to
receive your instructions,” he said.
‘The time is ten sharp ; and the place
is the powder-magazine in Hyde Park.
And mind this! You must be decent-
ly dressed—you know where to hire
the things. If I smeil you of spirits
to-morrow morning, I shall employ
somebody else. No! not a farthing
now. You will have your money to-

¢ morrow at ten.’

Left by himself, Jervy sent for pen,
ink and paper. Using his left hand,
which was just as serviceable to him
as his right, he traced these lines :

‘You are informed, by an unknown
friend, that a certain lost young lady
is now living in a foreign country, and
may be restored to her afflicted mother
on receipt of a sufficient sum to pay
expenses and to reward the writer of
this letter, who is (undeservedly) in
distressed circumstances.

¢ Are you, madam, the mother? I
ask the question in the strictest confi-
dence, knowing nothing certainly but
that your husband was the person who
put the young lady out to nurse in her
infancy.

¢I don’t address your husband, be-
cause his inhuman desertion of the
poor baby does net incline me to trust
him. T run the risk of trusting you
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—to a certain extent at starting.
Shall T drop a hint which may help
you to identify the child, in your own
mind? It would be inexcusably fool-
ish on my part to speak too plainly,
Jjust yet. The hint must be a vague
one. Suppose I use a poetical expres-
sion, and say the young lady is envel-
oped in mystery from head to foot—
especially the foot 1

‘In the event of my addressing the
right person, I beg to offer a sugges-
tion for a preliminary interview.

‘If you will take a walk on the

bridge over the Serpentine River, on
the Kensington Gardens side, at half-
past ten o’clock to-morrow morning,
holding a white handkerchief in your
left hand, you will meet the much-
injured woman, who was deceived into
taking charge of the infant child at
Ramsgate, and will be satisfied so far
that you are giving your confidence to
persons who really deserve it.’

Jervy addressed this infamous letter
to Mrs. Farnaby, in an ordinary en-
velope, marked ‘Private.” He posted
it, that night, with his own hand.

(Z'0 be continued.)

I HOLD within my hand a lute,
A lute that hath not many strings,
A little bird above it sings,
And singing soars and claps its wings;
Sing, little bird ; when thou art mute,
The music dies within my lute.

Sing on, thou little bird, until

I hear a voice expected long,
That bids an after-silence fill

The space that once was filled with song.
Then fold thy wings upon my breast,
Upon my heart, and give it rest.

DorA GREENWELL.
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ECKERMANN AND GOETHE.

BY FIDELIS, KINGSTON.

PART IL

F all Goethe’s literary conversa-
tions,hisaffectionate reminiscences
of Schiller are the most interesting, in
themselves, and as a proof that human

gave up his subject entirely to him,

. and thus we have the origin of Schil-

' ler’s ¢ Wilhelm Tell.’

sympathy was not really the matter of

indifference to him which he supposed.
He speaks with some amusement of
the rivalry which the public had set
up between himself and Schiller. ‘For
twenty years, the public has been dis-
puting which is the greatest, Schiller
or I, and it ought to be glad that it
has got a couple of fellows about
whom it can dispute.” He tells us
that Schiller could not work instinc-
tively, and that he liked to discuss the
works on which he was engaged,
scene after scene. Goethe, on the
contrary, said nothing to any one till
his work was finished,—an indication
in itself of the different quality of
their genius. Yet, different as their
natures were, Goethe tells us that
their tendencies ‘were still to-
wards one point, which made our con-
nexion so intimate that one really
would not live without the other.” He
tells us how the subject of ¢ William
Tell ’ had been suggested to Schiller
by himself—that he, inspired by the
enchanting scenery of the Lake of the
Four Cantons (Lucerne), had for some
time contemplated such a drama, but,
having many other things to do, had
communicated his thoughts to Schiller,
and described to him the scenery
which had so impressed him., In
Schiller’s soul, he tells us, his land-
scapes and his acting figures formed
themselves into a drama,—Goethe

Of ¢ Wallen-
stein,” on the other hand, he says that
if Schiller had asked him about it be-
fore he had written it he would cer-

i tainly have advised him against it,
¢ for he ‘could never have dreamed

i

© that from such a subject so excellent

a drama could be made,’ which he
gives in illustration of the wise maxim
that ¢ one should never ask anybody if
one means to write anything’ A
memorial of Schiller, which he re-

" ceived on his seventy-eighth birthday,

' use of spirituous liquors.

consisting of a transcribed conversa-
tion, seemed to give (oethe much
pleasure. ¢ Schiller appears here, as
always, in perfect possession of his
sublime nature. He was a true man,
such as one ought to be.” In another
conversation, he speaks regretfully of
over-work having in Schiller’s later
years impaired his health and pro-
ductive powers. Being obliged to
write on days when he was not well,
and being determined that his talent
should obey him at any hour, he - was
obliged to stimulate his powers by the
The habit
impaired his health, and was likewise
injurious to his productions. The
faults which some wise-acres find in
his works I deduce from this source.
All the passages which they say are
not what they ought to be 1 would
call pathological passages, for he wrote
them on days when he had not
strength to find the right and true
motives.” Would that authors gen-
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erally could find such considerate
crities !

In another conversation, some
years later, he refers again to the
danger of forcing production by re-
course to stimulants, remarking that
if an author should do this, ‘the me-
thod would certainly answer, but it
would be discoverable in all the
scenes which he had written under
such an influence, to their great dis-
advantage.” ‘My counsel,’ he says,
‘i3 to force nothing, and rather to
trifle and sleep away all unproduc:ive
days and hours, than on such days to
compose something which will after-
wards give no pleasure.’ To which
we may imagine hard-driven writers,
chained to the relentless press of this
bhurrying age, responding, with a
sigh, ‘ Happy indeed are they who
can avail themselves of such excellent
advice!’ But the lesson is a good
one, for all!

In the same conversation, he makes
an interesting distinction between the
higher kind of productiveness, which
is a gift, and the lower kind, which
man can himself control—both heing
required for the production of any
great work.

¢No productiveness of the highest
kind, no remarkable discovery, no
great thought which bears fruit and
has results, is in the power of any
one; but such things are elevated
above all earthly control. Man must
consider them as an unexpected gift
from above, as pure children of God,
which he must receive and venerate
with joyful thanks. They are akin to
the deemon (Socratic), which does with
him what it pleases, and to which he
Unconsciously resigns himself, whilst
De believes he is acting from his own
Impulse. There is, however, a pro-

uctiveness of another kind, subjected
to earthly influences, and which man
a8 more in his power, although he
ere, also, finds cause to bow before
Something divine. Under this cate-
8ory I place all that appertains to the
€Xecution of a plan, all the links of a

|

i
!
|
|
i
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chain of thought, the ends of which
already shine forth ; I also place there
all that constitutes the visible body of
a work of art. Thus Shakespeare
was inspired with his first thought of
his Hamlet when the spirit of the
whole presented itself to his mind as
an unexpected impression, and he
surveyed the several situations, cha-
racters and conclusions, in an elevated
mood, as a pure gift from above, on
which he had no immediate influence,
although the possibility of conceiving
such a thought certainly pre-supposed
such a mind as his. But the indi-
vidual scenes, and the dialogue of the
characters, he had completely in his
own power, so that he might produce
them daily and hourly, and work at
them for weeks if he liked.’

To Shakespeare Goethe again and
again recurs with unbounded admira-
tion, ¢We cannot talk about Shakes-
peare,” he says at one time, in despair ;
‘everything is inadequate.’ ¢ Goetz’
and ‘Egmont,” he admits to be the ex-
pression of his influence on his own
genius, which he says he ¢did well to
get rid of by writing them.” Elsewhere
he speaks of Shakespeare as having
‘already exhausted the whole of hu-
man nature in all its tendencies, in all
its heights and depths, and that, in
fact, there remains for him the after-
come, nothing more to do! And how
could one get courage to put pen to
paper, if one were consciousin an ear-
nest, appreciating spirit, that such un-
fathomable and unattainable excellen-
cies were already in existence !’ He
believed that, had he been born an
Englishman, the master-pieces of Eng-
lish literature, brought before him at
the first dawn of youthful conscious-
ness, would have overpowered him,
and he would not have known what to
do. At another time, he says, dwell-
ing on the same thought : ¢ Had I ear-
lier known how many excellent things
have been in existence for hundreds
and thousands of years, I should not
have written a line, but have done
something else.” In a similar mood,
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he quaintly says of distinguished men
who died early, that they ¢had per-
fectly fulfilled their missions, and it
was time for them to depart, fhat other
people might still have something to do
in a world made to lust a long while I’

Of Byron, he again and again ex-
presses an extraordinarily high esti-
timate, indeed, Lie was evidently his
favourite among his English contem-
poraries. He declared that he had
never seen the true poetical power
greater in any man than in him. ‘In
the apprehension of external objects,
and a clear penetration into past situ-
ations, he is quite as great as Shakes-
peare. But as a pure individuality,
Shakespeare is his superior.” But he
admitted that his recklessness of moral
restraint, his perpetual discontent and
opposition to the world about him,
prevented the fair development of
his genius. Had he been able to
work off this opposition in speeches
in Parliament, he would have been,
Goethe thought, a healthier poet,—an
acute, and probably correct conjec-
ture. But, saysGoethe, ‘as he scarcely
ever spoke in Parliament, he kept
within himself all his feelings against
his nation, and to free himself from
them, he had no other means than to
express them in poetical form. I
could, therefore, call a great part of
Byron’s works of negation ¢ suppressed
parliamentary speeches, and think
this would be no bad name for them.’
In an earlier conversation he uses the
same tendency in Byron to illustrate
a great truth, which, however, needs
to be balanced with its opposite :—
¢ His personal negation and fault-find-
ing is injurious even to his excellent
works. Fornot onlydoes thediscontent
of the poet infect the reader, but the
end of all opposition is negation ; and
negation is nothing. If I call bad
bad, what do I gain? But if I call
good bad, I do a great deal of mis-
chief. He who will work aright must
never rail, must not trouble him-
self at all about what is ill done, but
only do well himself. For the great
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point is, not to pull dvwn, but to build
up, and in this, humanity finds pure

Jjoy.’

But Goethe, as we all know, went
to the opposite extreme of apathy to-
wards revolutionary movements which
were necessary to the welfare and pro-
gress of humanity. [lis own expla-
nation of this was, that ¢all violent
transitions are revolting to my mind,
for they are not conformable to na-
ture. I love the rose, but I am not
fool enough to desire that my garden
should produce them now, at the end
of April. I am satistied if I now find
the first green leaves, satisfied if I see
how one leaf after another is formed
upon the stem, from week to week ;
I am pleased when in May, I perceive
the buds, and am happy when, at last
in June, the rose appears in all its
splendour and all its fragrance.’

With destructive criticism Goethe
had as little patience as with destruct-
ive movements. With a grand reck-
lessness of literal truth of detail na-
tural to one who could see into tle
great central truths of humanity, he
says : ‘Till lately the world believed
in tbe heroism of Lucretia,—of a Mu-
cius Sceevola, and suffered itself by
this belief, to be warmed and inspired.
But now comes your historical criti-
cism, and says that those persons ne-
ver lived, but are to be regarded as
fables and fictions, divined by the
great mind of the Romans. What
are we to do with so pitiful a truth ¢
If the Romans were great enough to
invent such stories, he should at least
be great enough to belicve them.’

‘Wolf, he tells us, had tried to pull
Homer to pieces, but the poem con-
structed itself by its own vitality.
¢ Thus,” he says, ‘they are now pull-
ing to pieces the five Books of Moses,
and if an annihilating criticism is in-
jurious in anything, it is so in mat-
ters of religion, for here everything
depends upon faith, to which we can-
not return when we have once lost it.’

Scott, as well as Byron, was a fa-
vourite of Goethe’s, and there is a
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letter from Sir Walter to Goethe,
touching in its frank simplicity, as he
enters into a description of his family
and circumstances, and refers with
some pride to his home at Abbots-
ford. The letter pleased Goethe ex-
ceedingly,—especially the personal
communications regarding  Scott’s
home and family. It is carious to
note, as recalling the immense differ-
ence in postal facilities between that
time and the present, that Scott apo-
logises for delay in writing, owing to
not having been able to find ¢a pri-
vate hand to convey his letter, and
that he now writes hurriedly because
he has just heard of an opportunity.’
Here is one of Gocthe’s criticisms on
Scott’s genius :—

¢ His scenes and situations are like
pictures by Teniers ; in the arrange-
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with £30,000 a year! And ‘having
once attained this eminence, would
have neglected nothing to keep my
position. Above all, T would have
done everything to make the night of
ignorance, if possible, still darker.
Oh, how would I have tried to cajole
the good silly multitude, and how
would I have humbled the school-
boys, so that no one should have ob-
served, or even have had the courage
to remark that my brilliant position
was based upon the most scandalous
abuses !’

Of course these words must be tak-

! en ironically, but they well illustrate
: the cynical mocking side of Goethe's

ment they show the summit of art ; the

individual figures have a speaking
truth, and the execution is extended
with artistic love to the minutest de-
tails, so that not a stroke is lost.’

Of Milton, he said that his ¢ Sam-
son’ has ¢ more of the antique spirit
than any production of any other
modern poet. Milton was really a
great poet ; one to whom we owe all
possible respect.’

Of Napoleon also, he had a great
admiration,as one of the master spirits
of the world, and speaks with evident
satisfaction of his having carried a
copy of ¢ Werther’ in his field library.
Goethe had no romantic illusions
about the great conqueror ; but it is
evident that, on the whole, he valued
strength, intellectual and physical,
above moral power and insight,and in-
deed held a rather low opinion of
humanity in general. ‘ No man, he
says, ‘serves another disinterestedly,
but he does it willingly if he knows
he can thus serve himself. Napoleon
knew men ; he knew how to make
Proper use of their weaknesses.’

In another conversation, in the
same Mephistophelian vein hetells Eck-
ermann that had he been born in Eng
land, he would have been a bishop

character. At another time, the other
side comes out,—in speaking of his
having been censured for not taking
up arms, or even co-operating as a
poet during the struggle of the Ger-
mans with the French :

¢If such an emergency had befallen
me when twenty years old, I should
certainly not have been the last ; but
it found me as one who had already
passed the first sixties.—Besides, we
cannot all serve our country in the
same way, but each does his duty best,
according as God has endowed him.
I have toiled hard enough during half
a century. I can say, that, in those
things which nature has appointed for
my daily work, I have permitted my-
self no repose or relaxation, night or
day, but have always striven, investi-
gated, and done as much, and that as
well as I could.” To himself, he said,
who was not of a warlike nature, and
who had no warlike seLse,—Wwar-songs
would have been as a badly fitting
mask.

‘ How could I write songs of hatred
without hating? And, between our-
selves, I did not hate the French, al-
though I thanked God that we were
free from them. How could I, to
whom culture and barbarism are alone
of importance, hate a nation which is
among the most cultivated of the
earth, and to which I owe so great a
part of my owa sultivatirn § —¢Thare
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is a degree where it (national hatred)
vanishes altogether, and where one
stands, to a certain extent, abore na-
tions, and feels the weal or woe of a
neighbouring people, as if it had hap-
pened to cne’s own.” It was such a
calmand exalted philosophy of thought
and feeling that made his admiring
disciples regard even his egoism as
the natural and fitting expression of a
majestic nature. Guizot, Merimeé,
Voltaire, Victor Hugo, Humboldt,
Manzoni, Béranger, Moliére are
among the literary men of other
countries of whem he speaks with ad-
miring appreciation. One of the most
interesting conversations discusses
Carlyle’s celebrated essay on Goethe.
Eckermann, through whem the essay,
first published in Fraser’s Magozine,
had teen sent to Geethe, dined with
him on the day he read it, and nai-

try of the RScotch has changed into
earnestness and profundity. When I
reccllect how the Edinburgh Review-
ers treated my works not many years
since, and when 1 now consider Car-
Iyle’s merits with respect to German
literature, I am astoniskted at the im-
portant step for the better.’ In the
same conversation Geethe remarks to
Eckermann.—¢ My works cannot be
popular. He who thinks and strives
to make them so is in error. They
are not written for the multitude, but
only for individuals who desire some-
thing congenial, and whose aims are
like my own.’
admiration for Englishmen,— especi-
ally the young, handscme Englishmen
who found their way to Weimar,
whom be declared to be ‘thoroughly
complete men,’—and whom he con-
trasted with the ‘short-sighted, pale,
narrow-chested young Germans,’—
¢ young without youth,'—who came to
~ him from North-Fast Germany. He
protested against the over-education
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which prevailed in philosophical and
learned matters,” which had no prac-
tical application and caused ¢ defici-
ency in the necessary mental and
bodily energy, which is quite indis-
pensable when one would enter pro-
perly into practical life.” What he
says of Germans then might not be
altogether inapplicable to ourselves

; now. He goes on tosay :—

‘The third part of the learned men
and statesmen, shackled to the desk,
are ruined in body, and consigned to
the demon of hypochondria, Here
there should be action from above,
that future generations may, at least,

" be preseived from a like destruction.’

The death of the Grand Duke,
Carl August.—Gceethe’s old patron
and friend— occurred in 1828 and was
a heavy blow. ‘I thought,’ said he,

. “that I should depart before him,—
vely says:—¢He appeared to-day in '
quite youthful spirits, and we began -
immediately to speak on topics inter- |
esting to Loth.” ‘It is pleasant to see’
said Goethe, ‘how the earlier pedan-

Goethe had a great .

but Ged disposes as he thinks best ;
and all that we poor mortals have to
do, is to endure and keep ourselves
upright as well and as long as we
can.’ To this end, Eckermann very
characteristically tells us that ‘he
went scon to Dornburg to withdraw
himself from daily saddening impres-
sions, and to restore Limself by fresh
activity in a new scene.” During the
Grand Duke’s life, he had bLorne the
following honourable testimony con-
cerning him, in speaking to Ecker-
mann :—* I have been intimately con-
nected with him for half a century,
and have, during half a century,
striven and worked with him, but 1
should speak falsely if T were to say
that I have known a single day in
which the Grand Duke has not
thought of doing and executing some-
thing tending to the benefit. of the
land, and fitted to improve the con-
dition of individuals.” Some months
after bis death, in conversation
with Eckermann, he indulged in
affectionate reminiscences of his early
intercourse with the prince with
whom he had worked for fifty years,
—of their break neck chases over the
Mountains of Ilmenan—their forest
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bivouacks— their long evening dis-

cussions, when they would sit convers-
ing ‘on art and nature and other ex-
cellent topics, till both fell asleep on

one sofa.” Goethe extols his talent, his !

administrative power, his cultivation,
and his noble benevolence. ¢ He al-
ways thought first of the happiness of
his country, and only, at last, a little
of himself. His hand was always
ready and open to meet noble men,
and to assist in promoting worthy
objects. There was a great deal that
was divine in him. He would have
liked to promote the happiness of all
mankind. Love engenders love, and
one who is loved can easily govern.’

A slight incident that occurred dur-

ing the Grand Duke’s life, showed how
little pettiness there was in Goe-
the’s egoism. The theatre in which
Schiller as well as Goethe had taken
80 strong an artistic interest had been
burned down, and Goethe had spent
much time and thought in devising,
along with the architect Coudray, a
plan for a new and noble building. It
had actually been begun, and the walls
were going up, when the Grand Duke
was persuaded, on the score of expense,
to alter the plan, and Eckermann in
passing, discovered that the plan of
Goethe and Coudray had been relin-
quished. ‘T feared,” he said (very na-
turally) ¢ that this unexpected measure
would deeply wound Goethe’s feelings;
but there was no sign of it. I found
him in the mildest and most serene
frame of mind, quite raised above all
sensitive littleness.” ¢ You will have a

. me.
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his telling Eckermann that, ¢ To make
an epoch in the world, two conditions
are notoriously essential—a good head
and a great inheritance. Napoleon
inherited the French Revolution; Fre-
derick the Great, the Silesian War ;
Luther, the darkness of the Popes ;
and I, the errors of the Newtonian
theory. The present generation has no
conception of what I have accomplished
in this matter, hul posterity will grant
that I have by no means come into « bod
inheritance.’

¢ As for what T have done as a poet,’
he would repeatedly say to me, ‘I take
no pride in it whatever. Excellent
poets have lived at the same time with
myself, poets more excellent have lived
before me, and others will come after
But that, in my country, I am

' the only person who knows the truth

very tolerable house,’ said he, ‘if not |

exactly such a one as I wished and
imagined. You will go to it,and I shall
go to it too, and in the end all will
turn out well enough.’

It is one of the curiosities of genius
that Goethe should have placed his
chief pride in his celebrated ‘theory of
colours,” in which he was completely
wrong, and which, even during his life-
time, met with persistent scientific
opposition. How strongly he clung to
t as his great achievement, we see from

in the ditticult science of colours—of
that, [ say, I am not a little proud, and
here I have a consciousness of a supe-
riority to many.” Eckermann accounts
for his irritability with regard to oppo-
sition to this favourite theory, while
he was perfectly patient of criticism of
his poems—on the ground that his
feeling for it was ‘like that of a mc-
ther, who loves an excellent child all
the more the less it is esteemed by
others.” It shows, however, that no
man is ‘lotus, leres, alque rolundus;’ and
that even a Goethe, with all his pene-
tration, was not able to form a correct
estimate of his own powers. Ecker-
mann glances at the reason of Goethe's
failure in attempting questions of exact
science, although, in his ¢ Metamorpho-
sis of Plants,” he foreshadowed a real
scientific truth. He was always eager
toavail himself—Eckermann tells us—
of the knowledgeof a specialist, because
he says, ‘the latter has mastered a king-
dom of endless details, whilst Goethe
lives more in the contemplation of
great universal laws. Thence it is that
Goethe, who is always upon the track
of some great synthesis, but who,
from the want of knowledge of single
facts, lacks a confirmation of his pre-
sentiments, seizes upon and retains
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with such decided love, every con-
nexion with important natural philo-
sophers. For in them he finds what he
himself wants ; in them he finds that
which supplies his own deficiencies. In
none of his tendencies has he come to a
fixed point ; he will always go on fur-
ther and further, still learning and
learning. Thus he shows himself a man
endowed with imperishable youth.’

From many wise and weighty say-
ings on great questions, we select the
following as being especially fitting and
characteristic :—

¢ Man is born not to solve the prob-
lems of the universe, but o find out
where the problem begins, and then to
restrain himself within the limits of
the comprehensible.’

‘ His faculties are not sutlicient to
measure the actions of the universe ;
and an attempt to explain the outer
world by reason is, with his narrow
points of view, but a vain endeavour.
The reason of man and the reason of
the Deity are two very different
things.’

¢ 1f we grant freedom to man, there
isan end to the omniscience of God;
for if the Divinity knows how I shall
act, I must act so perforce. I give this
merely as a sign how little we know,
and to show that it is not good to
meddle with divine mysteries.’

¢ People are always talking about
originality ; but what do they mean ?
As soon as we are horn, the world
begins to work upon us, and this goes
on to the end. And, after all, what
can we call our own, except energy,
strength, and will? If I could give an
account of all that I owe to great pre-
decessors and contemporaries, there
would be but a small balance in my
favour.’

‘ Evleryw'here we learn only from those whom we
ove. .

There are many other thoughts in
this basket of fragments to which one
would willingly give place, did our
limits permit, but room must be left
for a few of Goethe’s latest utterances
on the most solemn and momentous

ECKERMANN AND GOETHE.

problems of life. In the immortality
of the soul he had the fullest belief :
‘I am fully convinced,” he says, ¢ that
our spirit is a being of a nature quite
indestructible, and that its activity
continues from eternity to eternity. It
is like the sun, which seems to set only
to ourearthly eyes, but which, inreality,
never sets but shines on unceasingly.’
In a much earlier conversation he says,
in his Mephistophelian moods, that
much occupation with theories of im-
mortality was for ladies and rich men,
not for active workers, and hoped that
he should hereafter meet none of the
warm advocates of the doctrine here.
¢ For how I should be tormented! The
pious would tkrong around me to say,
“ Were we not right ? Did we not pre-

. dict it? Has it not happened just as

we said?  And so there would be en-

~ nut without end—even in the other

. world

1

But this cynical outbreak
waus evidently the result of a worrying
cross-examination he had had to sus-
tain from a lady, on some specula-
tions of Tiedge’s in his ¢ Urania.” Years
later, he says, ‘To me, the eternal ex-
istence of my soul is proved from my
idea of uctivity, if I work on inces-
santly till my death, nature is bound
to give me another form of existence
when the present one can no longer sus-
bedn amy spirit.

The plaint “few and evil have been
the days of the years of my life’ is
one we should hardly have looked for
from, perhaps, the most successful
poet who ever lived, yet he gives his
retrospect thus:

‘1 have ever been esteemed one of
Fortune’s choicest favourites ; nor will
I complain or find fault with the
course my life has taken. Yet, truly,
there has been nothing but toil and
care ; and I may say that, in all my
seventy-five years, I have never had a
month of genuine comfort. It has
been the perpetual rolling of a stone,
which I have always had to raise
anew. The claims upon my activity,
both from within and without, were
too numerous.’
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As to the existence of a God, he
entertained no doubt whatever,—nay,
more, he considered it a truth beyond
question. ¢ Heathen,’ as he has been
called, he was orthodox in compari-
son with the ‘advanced thinkers’ of
our own day. ¢ Men,’ he said, ‘now
doubt as little the existence of a God
as their own, though the nature of the
divinity,—the immortality, the pecu-
liarities of our own souls, and their
connexion with our bodies, are inso-
luble problems, with respect to which
our philosophers take us no further.’
It is curious that (oethe, in these
conversations, never refers to Shelley,
whose declaration of atheism in the
poem of ¢ Queen Mab ’ had been given
to the world a year or two before
Eckermann came to Weimar, -nd
whose tragic death occurred in the
very year that the conversations be-
gan. In conversing about the instinct
of birds in caring for the orphaned
young of other birds, he says: ¢ That
is what I call the omnipresence of the
Deity, who has everywhere spread

and implanted a portion of his end- .
less love, and has implanted even in

the brute as a germ that which only
blossoms to perfection in noble man.’
As to the ‘ moral element,” he was
equally at issue with ‘modern ad-
vanced thought.” It came, he tells
us, ¢ through God Himself, like every-
thing else. It is no product of human
reflection, but a beautiful nature in-
herent and inborn. It is more or less
inherent in mankind generally, but to
a_high degree in a few eminently
gifted minds.’
. Even his eschatology resembles, and
18 evidently drawn from the Christian
one: ‘I foresee the time when God
will have no more joy in man, but
will break up everything for a re-
newed creation. I am certain that
everything is planned to this end, and
that the time and hour are already
fixed in the distant future for the oc-
currence of this renovating epoch.” At
another time, he expresses a feeling
Wost, natural to earnest minds when
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the burden of ¢world-sorrow ’ presses
heavily upon them :

¢If, in a depressed mood, one re-
flects deeply upon the wretchedness of
our age, it often occurs to one that the
world is gradually approaching the
last day. And the evil accumulates
from generation to generation! For
is it not enough that we have to suffer
for the sins of our fathers, but we
hand down to posterity these in-
herited vices, increased by our own.’

¢ A second Redeemer,” said Ecker-
mann, ‘would be required to move
from us the seriousness, the discom-
fort, and the monstrous oppressions
of this state of things.” *If he came,
said Goethe, ‘e would be crucified a
second time.’

¢ Christianity,” he says elsewhere,
‘has a might of its own, by which de-
jected, suffering humanity is re-ele-
vated from time to time, and when we
grant it this power, it is raised above
all philosophy, and needs no support
therefrom.’

Inthe guiding and governing action
of a Divine Providence, Goethe again
and again expresses his implicit faith.
In speaking of what had once seemed
adverse circumstances in his life, he
says :

¢ But now I can do reverence to all
these hindrances; for during these
delays things have ripened abroad,
among other excellent men, so that
they advance me beyond all concep-
tion, and will bring my work to a con-
clusion, which I couldnothaveimagined
a year ago. The like has often hap-
pened to me in life, and in such cases
one is led to believe in a higher influ-
ence, in something “ demonish” which
we adore without trying to explain it
further’ Again he says, ‘To hear
some people speak, one would almost
believe that they were of opinion that
God had withdrawn into silence since
those old times, and that man was now
placed quite upon his own feet, and
had to see how he could get on with-
out God and His invisible breath.’

Towards Christianity Goethe’s last
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attitude was certainly not one of re-
jection, though it would hardly have
secured him membership in a Chris-
tian Church. Again and again in the

last months of his life he recurs to the

inspiring effect of a true faith, to the

wonderful and majestic tigure of Christ
¢ [ look

as portrayed in the Gospels.
upon all the four gospels as thoroughly
genuine ; for there is in them the re-
flection of a greatness which emanated
from the person of Jesus, and which
was of as divine a kind as ever was
seen on earth.’

Again he says, in comparing Ro-
manism and Protestantism, ¢We

scarcely know what we owe to Luther

and to the Reformation in general.
We are freed from the fetters of spiri-
tual narrow-mindedness ; we have, in
consequence of our increasing culture,
become capable of turning back to the
fountain head, and of comprehending
Christianity in its purity. We have,
again, the courage to stand with firm
feet upon God’s earth, and to feel our-
selves in our divinely endowed human
nature. Let mental culture go on ad-
vancing—let the natural sciences go
on gaining in depth and breadth, and
the human mind expand as it may, ¢
will never go beyond the elevation and
moral culture of Christianity as it alis-
tens and shines forth in the Gospels.”
¢Themischievous sectarianismof the
Protestants will also cease, and with

it the hatred and hostile feeling be- '

tween father and son, sister and
brother ; for as soon as the pure doc-

trine and love of Christ are compre- !

hended in their true nature and have
become a vital principle, we shall feel
ourselves as human heings, great and
free, and not attach especial import-
ance to a degree more or less in the
outward forms of religion. Besides
we shall all gradually advance from a
Christianity of words and faith, to a
Christianity of feeling and action.’

¢ God did not retire to rest after the
well-known six days of creation, but
on the contrary, is constantly active
as on the first. It would have been
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{

i for Him a poor occupation to compose
this heavy world out of simple ele-
ments, and to keep it rolling in the
i sunbeams from year to year, if he had
not had the plan of forming @ nwursery
o for w world of spirits, upon this material
basix.

Why, seeing so far and going so far,
i Goethe did not see farther and go far-
ther, is one of many similar mysteries
| which we must be content to leave un-
- solved. One reason, probably, was
that the object of his natural worship
was rather greatness of intellect—pure
reason, than the Divine Love whose
revelation is the Lord Jesus Christ.
Then the concrete types of Christian-
i ity with which he chiefly came in
i contact—the Roman Catholic, the Ra-
I tionalistic, and the Pietistic, were
calculated, each in its own way, to
vepel rather than attract his full and
many-sided nature, while doubtless
his egoism presented a more personal
barrier to the entrance of the spiritual
light which the humble and the child-
like are most fitted to receive. Yet
another reason, perhaps, lay in his
| tendency to dissatisfaction with any
| partial revelation of that Absolute and
Incomprehensible Existence, the full
apprehension of which is so far beyond
i the reach of human faculties. That he
© was not wanting in intense veneration
1 for the ¢ Eternal Power and Godhead,’
i and for the ‘grace and truth’ that
| shone in the person of Christ, his own
| words conclusively prove.
} The words last quoted were spoken
|
|

but a few days before his death, in the
i last conversation but one which Eck-
i ermann has recorded. The end seemed
to come suddenly, as all endings, per-
haps, do seem to come, however long
delayed. Eckermann sorrowfully apo-
logises for the too scanty records of
the last months by the simple and
touching confession, that *as he was
daily before my eyes, fresh and ener-
getic as ever, I fancied this must al-
ways be the case.” So completely does
he impart to us his own feeling for his
| great master that we can almost share
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the silent sorrow with which in the
closing scene, he stands beside the
empty shrine from whence the mighty
intellect had fled. ‘A perfect man
lay in great beauty before me, and the
rapture which the sight caused made
me forget for a moment that the im-
mortal spirit had left such an abode.
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. companion'to a summer solitude, en-
. hancing by its suggestiveness the de-

lights of unrestricted communion with

- nature, and enriching the harvest of

thought which at such seasons, we
ay garnerin.  Its poetic insight, too,

. might well furnish an antidote to the

I laid my hand on his heart—there ;
was a deep silence—and I turned away -

to give free vent to my suppressed
tears.’

We reluctantly turn away from the
pages in which, through the medium
of the poet’s simple-hearted friend,
we have been privileged to hold con-
verse for a while with the mighty
dead, and share in what seems an ideal
life, as compared with the common-
place of average existence. It is hon-
ourable to the literary history of the
United States, that the first transla-
tion of these conversations, though not
a full one, was published in America,
the work of Margaret Fuller Ossoli.

superficial ‘smartness’ and shallow
materialism that penetrate too much
of our current literature. Itis a help
to the comprehension of the great
works of Goethe, and as has been al-
ready said, to the complex and enig-

. Mmatical character of the man. We see
, that his faults—great indeed—were
- at least the faults of a great nature ;

that the very egoism at which we

- grow so impatient, was the outcome of
the conviction that his ‘¢ God-given

best’ was the perfecting and the full
development of the genius which had
been bestowed on him. That his life
was self-centred was its weakness and

. its mistake—the weakness and the

The more complete translation by

John Oxenford, published in England

this side of the sea especially. A
modern reprint of it, which, so far as
the writer is aware, does not exist,
would be a boon to readers in America.
It is the sort of book to take as a

mistake that stunted its highest de-
velopment, sullied its fair repute, and

| obscured to him the highest truth that
is not an easy book to find, on |

the poet-teacher can unfold—that the

© truest greatness and greatest moral
. beauty for man lies, not in self-asser-

tion but in self-surrender—in willing-
ness to ‘ lose his life ’ that, in the best
and truest sense, it may be ¢ found.’

DESTINY.

BY EDWIN ARNOLD.

tQ‘OM EWHERE there waiteth in this world of ours
, For one lone soul another lonely soul,
Each chasing each through all the weary hours,
And meeting strangely at one sudden goal.
Then blend they, like green leaves with golden flowers,
Into one beautiful and tender whole ;
And life’s long night is ended, and the way
Lies open onward to eternal day.

(Selected.)
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HOW IT HAPPENED.

HOW IT HAPPENED.

BY ELIZABETH CAMPBELL.

was how it came

VY Bk chis |
about—Colonel Warde said he | had not seen it.

little coffee-mill lately?’ —but Bridget
She seldom sees any-

couldn’t get a cup of coffee to suit him | thing at the right time ; but on this

at the hotel ; and, as 1 rather prided

fit for a king, of course I volunteered
to make a cup that would suit him ;
and, as it was near luncheon,and there
is no time like the present, I under-
took to make it for Lim at once—
‘right away,” as our Yankee neigh-
bours have it.

T inake coffee in that comparatively
recent invention knownas the ‘French
Coffee-pot,” and when I went in search
of it I found that the percolator was
out of order. Now, ordinarily, that
would have been of no consequence,
because we are such a nervous family
that we seldom drink coffee; it in-
toxicates us, much as strong drink
intoxicates other mortals. Dick says
because I make it so strong, and pro-
bably that is the reason ; since, if 1
take coffee at all, I want it to be
coffee, and not a dark-coloured hot
water. However, I will never get this
cup of coffee made at this rate, and
that is what I began to think when,
having managed to repair the percola-
tor so that it would do duty, I pro-
ceeded to half fill the cylinder top, and
found that the coffee had been ground
so fine that it would take the water
about three hours to drip through
enough for two or three cups. Well,
fortunately, after due search, I found
sowe very fine unground coffee, and
it only remained to grind it to suit
myself.

¢ Bridget ’ I asked, with a dim fore-
boding of evil, ‘have you seen the

© occasion she really made an effort,
myself on being able to make coffec

and after some five or ten minutes’
skirmishing in the kettle-closet, and
subsequently in the cellar, the cotfee-
mill came to the surface, and things
began to look favourable for the
decoction of that much vaunted and
eagerly awaited cup of coffee.

I'm afraid you will think me a
shocking poor housekeeper, but U'm
not ; not nearly so bad as the fore-
going would lead you to suppose;
only | was a stranger, in a strange
city ; and Heaven defend me from
untrained servants—of all the help-
less, useless, shiftless, incapable—

i well! well! I was just making a few
{ mental remarks of this sort, while I

stood watching that Bridget clean the
coffee-mill.

¢ Arrah, ma’am, sure this thing'll
niver grind anything agin—sure the
childer, bless thim ! was playing store
with it the other day, and I think it
was pebbles they hadin it, or some-
thing.’

“What!’ I screamed, ‘then it’s
ruined, of course; and now I am
fairly at my wits’ end, and Colonel
Warde will have to go without his
coffee after all. It is too bad. I de-
clare it is—I shall be ashamed to ex-
cuse myself.’

A low, rippling laugh fell on my
ears at this moment; and turning
saw my sister Beatrice standing in the
doorway. Now Beatrice was ouf
queen—she was tall ; she was beautl”
ful ; she was stately, cold, and grand ;
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she was really an old maid; but no
one ever thought of applying the term
to her, and although she was seven
years older than me, I know strangers
always supposed her to be younger.
Whatever the circumstances of our
family, Beatrice ulways managed to be
well-dressed, though she really spent
the least money of any of our girls.
She was slender and elegant of figure, a
pale brunette in type, with magniticent
dark, Spanish-looking eyes, and a
superb head of glossy hair, dark as
midnight, and not a single silver
thread among its silken coils, while I
was visibly growing grey. There was
a legend in our family that Beatrice
had once been deeply in love—engag-
ed, in fact—and during those haleyon
days she was as merry, frolicsome,
full of fun and mischief as any of
the ordinary mortals of the house-
hold ; but that I never quite believed,
for I could not imagine her other than
the calm and stately being she always

appeared to us. True, there were mo- |

ments when she unbent, and then she
Wwas more our queen than ever, for
she was one of those rarely favoured
creatures who rule in every word—
when she was cold and stately we
submitted to her influence and owned
her sway absolutely ; and when she
unbent we basked in the rays of her
infrequent sunlight, but owned her
8way more abjectly than ever.

So now when I heard that low,
musical laugh, I turned and saw her
swiling in the doorway, and 1 smiled
a radiant response, for I immediately
felt encouraged.

‘Why do you laugh at my per-
plexity, Trix, dear? I'm sure I shall
be too mortified to apologize. I wish
I had never had the conceit to say I
could make a good cup of coffee.’

‘ Don’t despair, dear ; you shall yet
make good that harmless boast,” was
the encouraging reply ; and turning
away without further explanation
she took a wide-brimmed hat from
the stand in the hall, and tying it on
88 she ran lightly down the front
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steps proceeded swiftly along the
street. Of course I ran to the dining-
room, which commanded a view of the
street, and wondered to myself, quite
andibly, what on earth she was going
to do. How young—how girlish she
looked in her plain, princesse robe of
black silk ! It was buttoned down the
back,from the nape of her delicate neck
to the simple flounce of knife-pleat-
ing round the skirt, which was its only
trimming, and it was made with a
gracefultrain, that added to her height
and the striking elegance of her figure.
"At this moment it was caught up in
one white hand, for Beatrice never
swept the street with her gowns, and
had that rare knack of never catching
a speck of dust on any article she
wore, either in the street or elsewhere,
while 1 was still wondering where
she had gone, and what on earth she
proposed doing to assist me in my
intended coffee making. I saw her
enter the little hardware store at the
end of the street, and then I divined
her intention. She must have heard
Bridget say the coffee mill was spoiled
—Well! who could have fancied it?
But then one never knows what
Beatrice will do.

If she had not done it, I suppose I
would have had the temerity, in the
course of the next five minutes, to have
sent Bridget on the same errand. Al-
though I knew she was quite capable
of refusing ; but I never would have
dreamed of suggesting such a thing to
my queenly sister. While I stood
wrapt in the wonder of it, holding the
canister of unground coffee in one
hand, and a tablespoon in the other,
Beatrice entered and placed a new
coffee-mill on the table before me. I
had just time to say :

‘Trix dear, you are an angel,’ and
to bestow a single rapid glance on her
face, which seemed strangely moved—
her eyes were flashing through the
moisture of tears, and her usually pale
cheeks were aflame with some extra-
ordinaryexcitement—whenshe turned
and was gone,swift as a lightning-flash,
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But T had no time to marvel then
—every minute was of importance ;

80 I hastened to grind the coffee, to
place it in the cylinder, etc., and thank

Heaven! at the end of another ten
minutes the coffee was made, and
poured out in my daintiest and thin-
nest china.

Dear, dear ! I have been a dreadful
time getting the fragrant decoction
into those cups, haven’t I %—but it was
really worth all the worry it cost me,
and poured out as clear as amber and
as strong as brandy. Colonel Warde
declared he had never drank such a de-

licious cup of coffee in America—in |

point of fact he drank five, but the

nervous member of the family, drank
two. As to Beatrice, whom I now
took occasion to observe particulatly,
I really began to fear she was attacked
with temporary insanity.

As soon as the coffee began to cir-
culate, and I-had got over the trepi-
dation of handing roundthe tirst cups
(I told you how nervous I was), I re-
membered how strangely excited Bea-
trice had appeared, and then 1 ob-
served her attentively. I soon decided
that her excitement, whatever had
caused it, was not of an unpleasant
nature; but, asit became more evident,
Iwondered excessively what extraordi-
nary combination of circumstances
could have produced it, for it was an
axiom in our house that earthquakes
would not shake our stately sister
from her customary high-bred repose.
Whatever the cause, however, one
thing was certain, the effect was vastly
becoming. And so Colonel Warde
seemed to thiuk,for an intention which
I had suspected of slumbering in his
breast, suddenly awoke into violent
activity, and 1 felt certain he would
propose for our Beatrice that evening;
and how I did hope she would accept
him, for he was a grand match and a
-splendid fellow.

¢ You are almost as fond of coffee as
I am,’ he remarked, glancing with ad-
miring eyes at her sparkling face when
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she passed her cup to we for the third
time.

‘O, I love it!’ exclaimed Trix,
with what I thought very exaggerated
enthusiasm.  “Blessed be the man
who invented coffee ! ’ she added.

Now Trix seldom ever asked for a
second cup, but, of course, I didn’t say
that; on the contrary I told a harm-
less fib, in the hope of advancing Colo-
nel Warde’s evident intentions.

¢ I should have made my sister pre-
pare the coffee for you, Colonel Warde,’
I said ; ‘she makes coffee better than
I do’

‘I never wunt anything better than

. this,” said the gallant Colonel ; ¢it is
cups were small, and even I, the most |

fit for an Eastern Monarch.’

Beatrice laughed aloud, and her
lovely, velvety, Spanish eyes fairly
sparkled with a mischievous twinkle ;
but she didn’t contradict me, and I was
thankful for that, for our queen ab-
horred culinary pursuits of every des-
cription, and had never, to my know-
ledge, made a cup of coffee in her life.

Cleariy enough she observed the
Colonel’s admiration, and perhaps sus-
pected his intentions as much as 1 did ;
but if so her subsequent treatment of
him was all the more reprehensible ;
for I consider that she gave him the
most decided encouragement—how-
ever, as the real story-writers say, I
must not anticipate. '

Between the pair of them, and my
own small assistance to boot, the cof-
fee-pot was emptied at last ; and there
being no further inducement to linger
over the lunch-table, we adjourned to
thesitting-room—the cosiest littleroom
for a lover’s flirtation that ever was
invented ; and full of that thought I .
made the first pretext I could for leav-
ing them there alone,

I stayed away an unconscionably
long time; and when, at last T re-
turned, I began an apology for my
absence, uttered in a loud distinct
tone, some time before I neared the
door—of course I didn't wish to cause
blushes or confusion by too sudden an
entrance.
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‘You must think me very rude,
Colonel Warde,” T said; ‘but I'm
quite a slave to that pretty set of
china—there isn’t a set to match it in
America—so 1 always wash it myself,
for that dreadful Bridget—'

Trix interrupted further vitupera-
tion of the ‘slavey,” by exclaiming
with a merry laugh :

‘Don’t say a word, Katie dear,
against that invaluable domestic assis-
tant. Bridget’s an angel, and I could
find it in my heart to embrace her this
minute.’

¢ Good gracious ! She has gone
clean crazy!’ was my mental com-
mentary. Colonel Warde’s proposal
has been too much for her—dear Trix !
beautiful though she is, she was getting
to be an old maid,” and so I entered
with some feeling of trepidation, and
the evening having now come on, and
the room being quite dark, I had
}lllearly fallen over Trix before I saw

er. .

‘ What have you done with Colonel
Warde 9’ I inquired then, for I per-
ceived he was not in the room, as soon
as my eyes became accustomed to the
gloom.

¢ 0!I was obliged to send him away,
poor fellow | I knew I should be, as
soon as you left us alone in that os-
tentatious way.’

¢ Good gracious !—then he didn’t—’

€O! yes he did—quite in the most
orthodox way, his hand and fortune,
and all his earthly goods, at my feet
—and he was desperately in earnest,
too ; that was the worst of it, but of
course I had to say no—’

‘ Why bad you to say no, Trix +—
why, T should like to know ¢’

" ‘Don’t scream, dear, and 1 will tell
You. There, sit down on this otto-
an, and give me your dear little
hand, and I will tell vou all about it ;’
and ] did as she bade me, while she
held my hand between both of her’s,
that seemed to me burning with fever,
While her eyes and her cheeks sparkled
Iore than ever, but still she seemed
bnmming over and pulsating with hap-
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piness, and what it was all about I
couldn’t form the faintest idea.

‘She is clean gone !’ I thought to
myself ; but I didn’t dare to hasten

i the coming disclosure by word or
| look.

Fortunately shie didn’t keep me long
in suspense.

¢ Ages ago, when 1 was a girl of
eighteen, and you were but a child, in
short dresses—so, of course you don't

; remember—I]1 was as desperateiy in

love as ever the wildest, most roman-
tic imagination could dreamn of—’

¢ You Trix !’ T gasped.

‘Yes, dcar, me—it secems impos-
sible, almost, but it was true. 1 was
desperately, absurdly in love, and I
wade no effort to conceal it ; every
one about me knew it as well as I did
myself. He was a young English
officer, handsome as Apollo, on leave
of absence from his regiment, and
making a brief visit for change of air,
his health being impaired, to some
friends in New York, where, you re-
member, we were living at that time.
Our acquaintance was brief, and Har-
old hal never spoken to me of his
love, or formally asked for mine, but
I fancied that I read his feelings
aright, and that I knew his love for
me as well as I was quite certain he
knew mine for him. Well, one day
there came a peremptory recall to
Captain Lindsay—his regiment was
ordered out to India, for it was the
period of the great Indian mutiny—
and he had scant time to say good-bye,
for a vessel sailed for England on the
following day ; and, by a singular mis-
chance, I was away from home for a
few days, and when I returned he was
gone! Gone, and he had left no let-
ter, no message, not even an ordinary
good-bye for me ' —oh, the shame, the
anguish, the heart-break of that time.
Of course everybody pitied me, for
all had known of my love, and equally
all could see that no explanation or
engagement had taken place. Well,
I wanted to die, but I didn’t; I couldn’t
understand why, but I know now—
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it was because he really did love me
after all ; ves, even as I loved him,
and neither of us could die till we had
et again, and told our love, for I
don’t doubt but he wished to die too.
Well, T needn’t remind you how we
have knocked around the world in the
course of the last ftifteen or twenty
years ; and if Harold wrote to me, it
is small wonder that I never got his
letters. From the day we parted, be-

HOW IT HAPPENED.

You wonder how I could leave him

. so after such a meeting and such long

waiting—but that was just what made
it so easy— we had waited such a long

. long time, that a few hours more did

fore he received that message to rejoin '
his regiment, until this afternoon, we

never beheld each other, or received
word or token from each other ; and
if that angelic Bridget of yours were
not the shiftless and incapable crea-
ture she is, perhaps we never should
have met again.  Yes, dear, it was all
because of that blessed coffee-mill—
just as I came out of the store, bear-
ing it trinmphantly in my hand, with-
out so much as a wrapping-paper about
it, I found myself face to face with
Harold Lindsay. He knew me in-
stantly, as I did him, though he has a
scar across one cheek, and is bronzed
with the Indian sun; but it seemed
only yesterday that we parted.’

¢1 have searched the world over for
you, Beatrice,’ he said ; ¢ oh, why have
you been so cruel to me—1I know you
loved me—you love me now—1I see it
in every look of your heavenly face.’

Katie, dear, 1 thought I had gone
mad ; I had a wild desire to fling
the coffee mill up in the air, and to
shriek to give vent to my over-
whelming feelings ; but by a super-
human effort I controlled myself, and
behaved quite like a calm, sane per-
son. First, I observed that an old
lady—such a handsome old lady, his
mother, perhaps—was leaning on his
arm, and that helped to steady me, I
think ; so I answered very quietly—

¢There has been some great mistake,
Harold, I don’t know what; but come
to me this evening and it will be all
explained ;’ and then I pointed out
our house to him, and brought home
the coffee-mill, which 1 presently re-
membered you must be waiting for.

not seem of any consequence. And
then there was the dear old lady who
leaned on his arm, and who very evi-
dently thouglit we had both been
stricken with lunacy, and our parting
was almost as sudden as our meeting.’

¢ And you think he will come this
evening ¥’ I asked, incredulously, and
wondering at the hopeless fatuity of
a woman in love.

¢TI know he will come,’ returned
Beatrice, with a radiant smile ; and in
point of fact, at that moment, there

| was a ring at the front door, and my

sister started up, trembling like any
sentimental love-sick girl.

I didn’t believe for a moment it
was Harold Lindsay ; but I was mis-
taken, and evidently Beatrice under-
stood her lover much better than I
did, for a few minutes later he was in
our cosy little sitting-room, and our
stately queen was clasped to his bo-
som, laughing and crying hysterically
like any ordinary mortal.

I stole away as quickly and as
quietly as possible, though I venture
to say they regarded my absence as
little as they had done my presence.
After a time I suppose there were full
explanations, although they scarcely
seemed necessary, considering the ex-
cellent understanding between the
lovers; and since then I have heard

. fragments of their story—a treacher-

ous friend of Beatrice’s was the
chief marplot. It appeared that Lind-
say had left letters, and love-declara-
tions, and a great variety of good-
byes and farewells to be delivered by
this same treacherous friend, who,
being secretly in love with Beatrice,
had never delivered his trust, but had
sought to win her for himself, but his
failure had proved his punishment,
since he had died of remorse and &
broken heart.

So our Beatrice is to be married in
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great state, in St. James’ Cathedral ; | just look for the handsomest woman
and when the Vice regal party arrives | in the room, and you can’t mistake

she will be

resented to the Princess, | any one else for our Beatrice,
p ‘ y

-and should you wish to recognise her,

5

THE SAGUENAY HUNTER.
BY M. E. B., OAKVILLE

FAR, afar, in the forest's shade,
On the banks of the Saguenay river,

The rude hut lies that my strong hands made,

Where glad eyes wait for me ever H
But they must wait for me in vain,

Throughout the evening’s gloaming,
Until suspense has grown to pain,

As they wonder where I am roaming,

I see them all in this glimmering light,
As the twilight hour is nearing,
And my wife’s sweet eye with a tear is bright,
As our darlings are hoping and fearing.
Oh, little they think of the terrible blight
That is over their happiness falling ;
For I know they will mourn me till death’s dim light,
And forever the past be recalling.

‘The antlered deer lies by my side,

His numbed heart faintly beating,

He fled, I followed, the chasm was wide,
And human life is fleeting ;

And they will wander o’er hill and dell,
And start at the wind’s low sighing,

And search for me, yet none may tell,
Where the Saguenay hunter lay dying,

Oh, angels of mercy and angels of grace,
Through life be my loved ones attending,

And soften the grief in each beautiful face,
Whose love lights my spirit’s ascending ;

Were they near me, Death, as the hunter’s fate
I could meet thee, but ah ! I shiver,

And weep as I die while my darlings await
My return by the Saguenay River.
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BY CARROLL RYAN, OTTAWA.

““The history of public virtue in this country, is to be found in protests.”—HORACE WALPOLE.

INCE David Hume wrote his cele-
brated essay on the proposition
¢That politics may be reduced to a
Science,’ a complete change has taken
place in the world of political thought.
Although he drew largely on ancient
history for illustration, portions of his
work had a personal application to the
then prime minister of England—
Robert Walpole—which could, per-
haps, with equal force, be adjusted to
the conditions that attended nearly
every one of that brilliant statesman’s
successors. Indeed, the curious in
such matters may find amusement, if
80 inclined, in drawing an historical
parallel, for there are many and strong
points of resemblance in the charac-
ters and careers of the champion of
the Hanoverian dynasty and the pre-
sent premier of Canada. The purely
democratic idea of government, as
now understood, seems never to have
presented itself to the mind of Hume,
who constantly refers to three estates
in the commonwealth, viz: the Chief
Magistrate, the nobility, and the popu-
lace. A notable passage, however, is
that in which he says: ‘The ages of
public spirit are not always the most
eminent for private virtue. Good laws
may beget order and moderation in
government where the manners and
customs have instilled little humanity
or justice into the tempers of men.’
In support of this somewhat paradox-
ical assumption, he cites the history
of the Roman Republic, but public
spirit was a very different thing then
to what it is now. A Roman citizen
at the time of the Punic wars re-

"garded public spirit as the preserva-

tion of Roman ascendancy, and the
conquest of those whom, in his pride,
he designated barbarians. In our
time, public spirit may fairly be con-
sidered as consisting of a desire to re-
form abuses of administration and
secure the fullest measure of freedom
to all men. How, then, must we re-
gard a country where the laws are
bad, where good order and moderation
do not characterize the Government,
and where the people lack the public
spirit to insist upon a reformation ?
That such is the present condition of
of Canada can hardly be doubted.
‘When Hume wrote, the theory of Evo-
lution had not dawned upon the minds
of speculative philosophers to give
them a key to the problems of history
and politics, nor had the splendid ex-
periment of free institutions in
America furnished them with a test of
human capacity in the aggregate to
govern with wisdom and determina-
tion. Hume wrote ably on matters
of commerce, money, interest, balance
of trade, etc., which he called ¢ vulgar
subjects,” but it was not till the vast
and complex generalizations of Adam
Smith* had been given to the world
that Englishmen began to realize the
scientific element of natural law in
commerce, and the necessity which ex-
isted of studying it with a view to
successful dealing with other nations.
This revealed a new order of business
and developed that idea of commercial

* Hume was bern in 1711, Adam Smith ip 17?3'
Hunie nowhere refeis to the * Wealth of Mations.
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morality which finally led to the over-
throw of slavery, and, after many
years, to the establishment of the
principles of free trade. It would have
been impossible that such a revolution
should have taken place in the world
of commerce without corresponding
results in the world of politics; in-
deed, the two have always been so
closely allied that progress in one di-
rection compelled the abandoument of
error in the other. We, therefore,
find these corresponding results in
successive Reform Bills and the re-
moval of Catholic and Jewish dis-
abilities. It remained, however, for
a later period to establish a man’s
right to change his allegiance and be-
come a citizen of a foreign state. This
was simply an extension of the idea
of liberty directly traceable to the
genius of the people who subdued this
continent to civiligation ; but we all
know how fierce was the struggle and
how near it led to homicidal war be-
fore the principle was admitted by
England. In Germany and other
States it is resisted even at the pre-
sent day. Had American republican-
ism bestowed no other boon upon the
world, that alone would entitle it to
the endearing gratitude of humanity.
Nor is the political evolution thus in-
dicated likely to stop at this point.
The idea, originating in the family,
extended to the tribe, thence to the
nation, now embraces the whole hu-
man race, and enlists the united
moral force of all free people in sup-
port of the cause of the humblest in-
dividual who opposes tyranny.
Coming to our own country we may
observe how, by successive struggles,
we have obtained rights and privileges
one after another from the power that
assumed to control our political des-
tiny, till we have almost reached the
position of independence, with nothing
to retain our allegiance to the mother
Country save affection and expediency.
a national sense we are ‘

¢ Standing with reluctant feet
Where the stream and river meet.’
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Having reached this point it is impos-
sible that the energies which have
carried us thus far should all at once
lose their force and furnish a spectacle
among the nations of an arrested de-
velopment unique in history. We
must go on, because to continue our
colonial nonage much longer would be
fraught with peril, if it has not al-
ready debauched the spirit of patriot-
ism in the youth of our country, who
feel no more repugnance at transfer-
ring their allegiance from Canada to
the United States, when personal ad-
vantage so requires, than they do in
donning a new suit of clothes. Habits
of thought engendered by colonial de-
pendence are fatal to the patriotic in-
stinct, because, in such a condition,
the avenues to distinction are neces-
sarily restricted, and the great incen-
tive of national pride extinguished.
Nor is the evil decreased when the
dominating power is monarchical and
distant, while the immediate neigh-
bouring territory is occupied by a
powerful republic. ~ Under any cir-
oumstances, it may be said, mon-
archical institutions are not the best
calculated for the highest political de-
velopment. There is a fallacy in Pope’s
couplet:

¢ Forforms of government let fools contest
That which is best administered is best.’

A government which depended for
stability on the humours of those en-
trusted with it, would have few claims
for support and none for reverence.

The American idea is impatient of
all political restraint, and the facility
with which change of allegiance is
made merely indicates that the indi-
vidual believes himself entitled to as-
sert the right to seek his own happi-
ness when and in what manner he
pleases. Yet Canadians are a home-
loving people, and would not be so
ready to divert the whole current of
their lives, were there not some radi-
cal defects in our political, social, or
geographical position, which compels
them to seek abroad for that which
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they cannot obtain at home. That
such defects do exist is hardly suscep-
tible of a doubt, and it is my purpose,
in this paper, to show that they con-
gist, primarily, in the immorality of our
political system, our lack of social
homogeniety, and, to some extent, in
our unfortunate geographical position.

In pursuing this inquiry, we must
bear in mind that the conditions un-
der which we are now labouring are
the natural results of antecedent cir-
cumstances ; but it is in our power to
modify them wisely, so as to assure
the happiness of those who may come
after us ; for, after all, our actions are
the only part of us for which we can
reasonably claim immortality.

The British Constitution is an un-
failing theme for the admiration of
certain people who imagine that poli-
tical wisdom could devise no better
scheme of government ; yet, it is, es-
sentially, one of faction and conspir-
acy ; and, in the form in which it has
been transmitted to us, contains the
worst elements of absolutism and oli-
garchy. Our institutions have passed
that period when government could
curtail the liberty of the subject for
the expression of opinion, or, even for
agitating fundamental changes in the
form of national administration, Pub-
lic opinion, or, as some writers say,
the consensus of the competent, has
been found sufficiently strong to con-
trol the speculations of those whose
ideas are too radical for present accept-
ance ; but there are few who care to
reflect upon the devious methods by
which governments and politicians
manufacture public opinion, and the
specious arts they employ in order to
entrap the electorate. Nothing could
be farther from the thoughts or desires
of these wily manipulators, than the
restriction of liberty. On the con-
trary, it is part of the new political
philosophy, that every man should pos-
sess the fullest amount of rational
freedom, an untrammelled press allow-
ing the widest latitude for discussion
on all questions of public polity. This

POLITICAL MORALITY.

species of liberty having become as
common as the air we breathe, it is in
like manner accepted as a matter of
course. This begets a false sense of
security which enables politicians to
carry to a successful issue those
schemes by which whole masses of men
are made to minister to their ambition
and aggrandizement. The prizes in
public life are very great, and, as suc-
cess is the sole test of merit, unscru-
pulousness becomes virtue in a politi-
cian. Men otherwise strict in their
conceptions of morality, judge the
conduct of public men by a different
standard than that which they apply
to others, as if the eternal principle of
right admitted of variation. The ready
acquiescence thus given by honourable
men to actions performed by a politi-
cian that would not be tolerated in a
private individual, betokens an unde-
veloped condition, of morality, and,
politicians, aware of the defect, are
tempted thereby to risk a certain
amount of opprobium in pursuit of
their objects.

But scientific morality applied to
politics condemns all such actions as
essentially bad, and, even on the poor
pretence of expediency, as inadmissa-
ble as it is certain of ultimate failure.
That no law of living can be violated
with impunity is a fact as clearly
established in morals as anything in
physics; therefore bad conduct which,
in the sense I desire to convey, is only
a simple name for political artifice,
demands and always receives its natu-
ral correction. Politicians, neverthe-
less, achieve their immediate purpose,
and, while they dazzle the vulgar
with delusive generalities, manage
to secure their own fortunes and pro-
vide for those attached to them. By
skilful canvassing and caucusing they
steal the franchise from the masses.
Minorities are manipulated by agents,
and no election is permitted to take
place till they have declared who shall
be the candidates. Under this sys-
tem the electors rarely have a choice,
except between the nominees of op-
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posing factions, and very often they
choose the worse. In all political
campaigns, measures are devised for
securing the votes of the various mi-
norities into which constituencies are
divided. Vulgar prejudices, sectarian
passions, social predilections, are all
skilfully woven into a net, into which
the elector walks with eyes open, for
there is no animal more obtuse than
the average voter. One agent pan-
ders to the Catholics, another to the
Orangemen, still another to the
Moethodists, and so with the other
various sects. Englishmen are ap-
pealed to in one way, Irishmen in
another, Scotchmen in some other
way, while Frenchmen and Germans
are approached after a style suit-
able to their peculiarhabits of thought.
It is very humiliating to observe these
tactics, but still more so to find how
admirably the transparent fraud suc-
ceeds. The people thus played upon
seem, under the circumstances, to suf-
fer from a suspension of judgment and
become stupid to the extent of the
cajolery bestowed on them. Another
large class, one by no means insigni-
ficant, in number at least, sell their
votes, and though by the act they sur-
render all rights of citizenship, there
are none more blatant at public
gatherings than they. According to
this system, the electors are the very
last persons consulted in the choice of
their representatives. The heads of
factions do that for them, and, as a
general thing, they submit with com-
Placent stupidity while all the time
imagining they are free and inde-
pendent electors. No wonder we have
bad laws and corruption in high places
under a system like this.

Ministers, backed by a parliamen-
tary majority, are absolute in Canada
since Lord Dufferin established the
constitutional inability of a Governor-
General to act contrary to the advice
of his Ministers. The sense of un-
limited power thus engendered gives
tangibility to the immorality which
lies at the basis of government by fac-
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tion, and those who have taken an ac-
tive part in politics, or who at any
time may have exercised their fran-
chise conscientiously in opposition to
a dominant party, know how impose
sible it is for them to obtain justice or
consideration from men who esteem it
a part of their duty to punish those
who disagree with them. Within a
year we have seen Acts of Parliament
passed with the obvious purpose of
providing rewards from the Treasury
for men whose sole claim to recogni-
tion consisted in their having performed
the dirty work of a political campaign.
So deeply has the spirit of faction en-
tered into the life of Canadians, that it
is no uncommon thing for men in or-
dinary avocations to quit the country
when their party is defeated, only to
return when another election gives
them the prospect of securing justice
at the hands of the Government, or,
perhaps, a share in the spoils of office.
This is the more to be deplored when
we reflect that there are no ¢ burning
questions’ to divide the people into
hostile camps, and what may be taken
as a reason for division is merely of a
traditional or personal character. But,
perhaps, the worst indication of the
essential immorality of our system lies
in the readiness of the electorate to
condone the gravest political offences
when the passion of common greed is
appealed to. Material politics, if I
may be permitted to use the term, are
now paramount in Canada—Govern-
ment and people appearing to sink
every consideration which is not based
on the immediate selfishness of the
pocket. Our Statute Book is encum-
bered with unjust, unequal laws ; our
system of taxation, direct and indirect, .
is in open violation of equity ; our
judicature is split up into almost in-
numerable jurisdictions, which enable
the rich to defraud the poor. Whole
classes are exempt from bearing their
Jjust share of the public burdens. Re-
ligious corporations, the Civil Service,
holders of certain kinds of securities,
escape taxation in various ways; while,
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those who labour in productive pur-
suits and win a precarious livelihood
by band and brain, have to endure the
additional imposition thus created.
Our bankruptcy laws, which can only
be described as disgraceful, place a
premium on dishonesty, enabling the
trader tc wipe out his liabilities on the
one hand, while empowering him on the
other to exact the last farthing from
those who have been inveigled into his
books. Under the operation of these
laws a fraudulent debtor to the extent
of many thousands of dollars may defy
those whom he has cheated ; but the
wretch who is mean enough to owe
less than $100 must go to prison. Our
banking system is founded on an im-
moral compact between political lead-
ers and great monetary institutions for
mutual benefit at the expense of the
people; while our currency is more de-
based than the brass money linked in-
dissolubly with the infancy of the
second James. Our system of repre-
sentation, extending as it does to the
smallest details of municipal life, fur-
nishes us with a class of professional
demagogues ready on all occasions to
divert popular movements to their own
advantage; while innumerable sects
and cliques conspire in public places
for shares in the plunder of which the
dumb-driven taxpayer is despoiled.
Let any man, for instance, walk
through the Dominion Capital with
his eyes open and he will find that
every third man he meets is either
taxing him, living on his taxes, or ex-
empt from taxation. In some cases
he will observe fortunate individuals
who exercise all three functions with
honour and in perfect self-satisfied
equanimity that Canada is the best
governed and ought to be the happiest
country on the globe. Contemplating
these things, is it any matter for as-
tonishment that the Dominion should
annually lose one hundred thousand
of its people who leave its borders to
find freer scope for their energies in
the neighbouring republic? A for-
eigner observing those palpable defects
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of our system, but unacquainted with
our real condition would be prone to
imagine that we are a sluggish, if not
aretrogressive people, blindly attached
to antiquated traditions, and, unwil-
ling, through superstitious reverence
for our forefathers, to reform the laws
and customs they had bequeathed us.
But how degrading is the position in
which we must be content to be re-
garded when the fact is stated that for
our population of four millivns of
souls we maintain over six hundred
paid legislators and seven parliaments
all constructed on the revered model
of the British Constitution. The pos-
session of such vast machinery for the
abrogation of unwholesome laws and
the enactment of measures in accord-
ance with the genius of a free people,
would, we should imagine, speedily
obliterate theabuses I havementioned;
but, strange to say, these evils have
increased instead of diminishing, and,
now, after twelve years of almost ab-
solute self-government, the idea of
justice in civil affairs is lost amid the
voluminous intricacies of conflicting
legislation. It would have been well
for Canada, perhaps, had the edict of
Zeleucus been incorporated into the
Act of Confederation ; in the words of
Gibbon: ‘A Locrian who proposed
any new law stood forth in the as-
sembly of the people with a cord round
his neck, and if the law was rejected,
the innovator was instantly strangled.’

The volumes of Statutes enacted
since Confederation occupy a large
space in the library at Ottawa, and it
may be truly afirmed of them that
they contain more useless, mischie-
viously bad legislation than ever was
allowed to encumber the records of a
civilized nation. No attempt has
been made to reconcile the conflicting
conditions of those laws which stand

a monument
¢ To show

How much men bear and die not.”
Yet amid this mass of legislation there
is but little attempted in the way of
reforming abuses, and what little there



POLITICAL MORALITY.

may be is of the most perfunctory
character. This is not to be wondered
at, because rings, cliques and combi-
nations control the representation,
and, by far, the larger part of those
elected are mere parliamentary bro-
kers whose chief care is to look after
-certain interests, not the general wel-
fare. The spirit of the age is essen-
tially money-grabbing, and parlia-
mentarians make no secret of the
objects they have been elected to
serve. Anyone who has given atten-
tion to the proceedings of committees
will bear testimony to this humiliating
truth. It would be hopeless to look
to Parliament for reform—that must
come from below—from the people
themselves. This point being ad-
mitted, we must regret the great Japse
which the people of Canada have re-
cently made from right principles.
Under the guidance of certain politi-
cians they have been taught to look to
the State for assistance in their indus-
tries. This idea is destructive of char-
acter, and introduces a spirit of state
socialism fatal to that independent
manliness which should ever distin-
guish a free people. Although the
masses are now free, they are yet re-
strained, in another sense, by poverty,
and made dependent on employment.
But when that employment fails, the
very worst thing a Government could
do would be to teach them to look to
the State for aid. The Government
should be dependent on the people,
not the people on the Government.
Bismarck encouraged this state social-
ism, and, in doing so created a Frank-
enstein monster which threatens his
master’s destruction. There is a pos-
sibility of the great Geerman’s experi-
ence finding a parallel illustration in
the Dominion.

Law Reform is a question which,
perhaps, demands more attention than
any other subject now mooted in poli-
tics ; still, though we have abundance
-of eminent lawyers holding seats in our
legislatures, it is the last thing that
anyonedreamsofattempting. Lawyers,
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a8 a class, are very much to blame in
this respect, and it may here be re-
marked that one of the greatest ob-
stacles to legal reform is the mainten-
ance of the practice of law as a pro-
fession. It is a monopoly of the worst
kind, and surrounds courts of justice
with restrictions totally at variance
with free institutions. It is bad
enough to have the administration of
Justice monopolised by a class, but
when that class assumes a large, if not
a controlling, influence in legislation,
law reform is almost an impossibility.
Nor is the dread of change confined to
one profession, so-called, or one set of
men. A notable example of the ten-
acity with which some people will cling
to bad laws, when once established,
was furnished during the last session
of Parliament. The House of Com-
mons passed an Act repealing all laws
relating to insolvency by a majority so
large that there could be no doubt of
the popular will ; but the irresponsible
Senate rejected the Bill and compelled
the country still longer to endure the
infamy of a trade system which has
done more to demoralize our people
than any Act of Parliament that ever
obtained the sanction of the Crown.
The absurd division of power be-
tween the Federal and the Provincial
authorities, by which prerogative and
jurisdiction is confused in a manner to
defy settlement, when they are not in
accord, leads to endless disputations, in
which the most open evasions of duty
are practised. A prominent instance
of this anomaly in our constitution is
to be seen in the condition of the On-
tario Boundary question, which re-
mains unsettled to this day, although
the award of the arbitrators was given
over two years ago, Here we havean
example of political immorality prac-
tised by the central authority which
takes advantage of its position to pun-
ish a whole Province for not accepting
a local government at its dictation.
The same principle controls the matter
of provincial subsidies, and the notori-
ous example set by Nova Scotia in the
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early days of Confederation has been
followed by other Provinces, the in-
direct support of whose Governments
was secured to the party in power at
Ottawa by most flagrant violations of
the Act of Union.

Nor does this system of bribery and
intimidation cease at any given point,
for we find its ramifications extending
throughout all phases of commercial
and social, as well as political life.
Even criminal jurisprudence is not
free from the universal taint, for it is
in the power of anyone who reads the
daily papers to cite instances where
the prerogative of pardon has been
exercised to defeat the ends of justice
and open prison doors for the escape
of convicted malefactors. I may not
be permitted, perhaps, to go so far
as to say that political influence has
done this, but the friends of the con-
demned have always in such cases
taken care to employ counsel noto-
rious for active sympathy with the
party that happened to be dominant
at thetime. In prosecutions for mal-
feasance of office, there have been
some grievous cases of injustice. A
well known instance will suffice as an
illustration. Some time ago two men
were guilty of an exactly similar of-
fence; both were clearly indictable for
felony as well as for misdemeanor ;
but for some occult reason one was
sent for trial by the Government on a
charge of felony, convicted, and sent
to the penitentiary for five years; the
other charged simply with misdemea-
nor, got off with four months in gaol.
Of the ‘hush up’ system, it is only
necessary now to observe that it is the
curse of the Civil Service and the
worst result of the appointments for
political reasons. To those familiar
with the Capital, it is scarcely neces-
sary to point out the every-day ap-
pearance on its streets of contractors
backed by parliamentarians of pro-
nounced proclivities, long experience,
and tried sagacity in departmental
manipulation. Again, in the matter
of employment, we have all had op-
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portunities of observing how men are
chosen for the most responsible posi-
tions, not on account of their mental,
moral, or professional qualifications,
but because they have demonstrated
certain usefulness in a party sense of
themselves or their connections. Nor
are the amenities of social life exempt
from the all-prevailing stigma of poli-
tical reprobation as the insolent as-
sumption of the title ¢ Party of Gentle-
men’ sufficiently indicates. Fortun-
ately Canada has no aristocracy. Now
every man has an open field to display
his merits; but our system is as yet
too raw for the growth of sound social
homogeneity, Canadians, beyond the
immediate circle of their families, have
none of that intercourse which consti-
tutes such a charm in the society of
some countries. An almost oriental
seclusion surrounds every household,
and gives an air of awkward superfi-
ciality uncomfortably recognizable by
all who have had the benetit of foreign
travel. This is modified to some ex-
tent by church congregations ; but the
general effect is unhappy and greatly
retards the growth of national spirit.

This brings us to the consideration
of a matter of the first importance in
relation to the development of national
character. Our state educational sys-
tem controlled by the Provincial Gov-
ernments has been lauded to the skies,
especially in Ontario, as a triumph of
administration in a very difficult field,
and there are certainly good reasons
for the praises thathave been bestowed
upon it. There is, however, one con-
spicuous neglect, which under a sys-
tem of state education is little short of
marvellous. From primary schools to-
universities there is not the slightest
provision for teaching the duties of
citizenship and the principles of poli-
tical morality. Next to that part of
education which relates to the control
of the impulses and emotions, should
come the inculcation of sound princi-
ples concerning the rights, duties, res-
ponsibilities of citizenship, and so long
as this is lacking, our system of educa-
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tion is incomplete and faulty in the
most important particular. I will not
pause here to describe the laws enacted
in ancient states for the purpose of
training the youth, so that when each
generation arrived at maturity, every
man was prepared to discharge the
functions of a citizen with advantage
to the nation and honour to himself.

Thegeographical position of a country
is of commanding importance when
we come to consider the possibilities
of its future and the probabilities of
its maintaining independent national
existence. As regards Canada, this
portion of our inquiry requires but
brief consideration. A glance at the
map of North America shows that
the Dominion extends across the
broadest part of the continent, a zig-
zag shelf of mountain and prairie de-
void of natural boundaries from Thun-
der Bay to a few miles below the
mouth of Lake Ontario. It is barri-
caded on the north by eternal winter
and interminable ice, while the con-
terminous territory on the south is
occupied by an unconquerable power
determinately hostile to everything
British and Canadian. To these dis.
advantages must be added a climate
which closes our ports against com-
merce for six months in every year;
the wonder then is, not that Canada
should be in its present backward con-
dition, but that its people ever con-
trived to wrest from reluctant nature
and foreign step-mother government
the amount of material prosperity and
political freedom which they do en-
Joy. Circumseribed by climate, hem-
med in by artificial boundaries pro-
Jected in defiance of geographical limi-
tations, with nothing but a fading
tradition to separatc the inhabitants
from a great progressive kindred peo-
Ple, the dream of Canadian nationality,
Or even the perpetuation for any
length of time of British supremacy
In North America, appears in the
light of sober judgment one of the
Wwildest chimeras that ever haupted
the political imagination.
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In addition to these evils and de-
fects which I have endeavoured to
point out, we must not forget to note
the suicidal mania our general, local,
and municipal governments have
contracted for borrowing from for-
eign money-lenders. Nor is this in-
sane system of hypothecating future
endeavour confined to those bodies;
for the fact is notorious that seven
out of every ten farms in the country
are mortgaged at rates of interest that
double the debt every ten years.
Human industry, though ever so
wisely applied, is incapable of success-
fully resisting such a drain, and the
consequences are to be seen in the
fact that the land is gradually falling
into the hands of large proprietors,
while freeholders in the older settled
provinces are becoming fewer every
year. The independent farmer is dis-
appearing to make way for the thrift-
less, shifting tenant. This is, perhaps,
of all evils that afflict Canada, the
worst, because there seems no way to
arrest it. [t means poverty of the
people, sterility of the soil, and is
pregnant with social disaster.

Considering all these things, it is
not too much to say that political mor-
ality in Canada isat a very low ebb.
Nor can we listen to the speeches and
observe the conduct of our statesmen
in the face of these crying abuses and
portentous facts without feeling how
wofully unequal they are to cope with
the ditficulties of their times. Their
organs are filled with personal slander,
vituperation, and false witness ; their
utterances the dreariest common-place
of professional politics. None of them
have the courage to grapple with the
evils which are sapping the foundation
of national life. Our destiny is, there-
fore, manifest under the conditions set
forth. We may stagger along for
awhile, but the combined oppressions
of our political system and vast public
debt must put an early period to the
most foolish and ill-contrived exper-
iment ever attempted in colonial gov-
ernment. The spurious loyalty which
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bestowed longevity on the errors of our
forefathers, and rooted in Canadian
soil some of the worst abuses of an
effete European system, will then be
impotent to save the people of Canada
from becoming a prey to the enlight-
ened rapacity of republican America.
Nor can we contemplate that result
with unmixed feelings, for undoubted-
ly our condition would be vastly im-
proved thereby in a material sense;
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yet no true Canadian can resign the
vision of independent national great-
ness without a pang. Dispute the
point as we may, the whole tendency
of our affairs is towards absorption by
the United States, and that end will
surely be reached much sooner than
many people anticipate, if a higher
political morality and a more noble
public spirit than now obtain are not
infused into Canadian institutions.

NEWFANGLE AGAIN.

BY A NON-RESIDENT.

S our friend, ‘A Woman of
Newfangle,” comes forward
again to break alance on behalf of the
much maligned men whom ‘she’ has
kindly taken under her powerful pro-
tection, a few criticisms on her critic-
isms may be in order. They shall be
as brief as possible, for, since she now
g0 satisfactorily ¢sums up’ in favour
of the ¢higher education’ movement,
. and so cordially agrees that ‘ there can
be no reason why women should not
be afforded all facility for making the
most of their lives and of any talents
with which they may be gifted,’ it is
hardly worth while to waste time in
arguing side-issues that are of conse-
quence chiefly in enforcing the need for
the promotion of more thorough and
systematic female education, Still, a
few remarks are, I think, called forin
view of the very remarkable character
of some of our friend’s criticisms.

It is a pity that a mind so ingenious
in devising and maintaining hypothe-
tical lines of defence, and in disposing
of inconvenient facts, should have
been lost to the noble profession of the

law, in which ‘A Woman of New-
fangle’ would doubtless have distin-
guished herself. Her method of prov-
ing statistics that the facts brought
out through the ¢ Working Women’s
Protection Union of New York,’
amount to nothing—reminds one of
the way in which a worthy alderman
in Dickens’ ‘Chimes’ proves, by the
same means, that a poor man has no
right toeat tripe—in fact, thatit isquite
iniquitous in him to do so. Statistics,
it has been often said, may be made
to prove anything. Everything de- .
pends on the way in which they are
used. Had ‘A Woman of Newfangle’
held a brief on the opposite side, there
is no doubt that, with her acuteness
and perspicacity, she would have ar-
gued somewhat in this way : Six thou-
sand women are a small proportion of
the women of New York and its sub-
urbs or outlying cities, but it must be
remembered that a very large propor-
tion of the adult female population are
not ‘working women,’ 4. e, women
working for remuneration from em-
ployers. Deducting married women,
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whose work, little or much, is entirely
domestic—single women similarly cir-
cumstanced—women whose pride is
that ‘they toil not, neither do they
spin,’ and the women too old to work
at all—it will be seen that the ¢ work-
ing women ' proper cannot constitute
even a third of the whole female popu-
lation. When we can arrive at the
real proportion they do constitute,
we shall be able to say exactly how
large a fraction of that proportion the
six thousand five hundred wronged
women represent ; but we may be
tolerably sure that it is by no means a
small one. Then there is every reason
to believe that the number of cases
righted by this Protective Union does
not represent anything like the num-
ber of the actually existing cases of
wrong. We all know that no Society
of this kind ever reaches all, or any-
thing like all who might be benefited
by it. It is long before even the
knowledge of such a Society penetrates
through the whole mass of a popula-
tion so large as ¢ New York and its
suburbs or outlying cities,'—which
latter our friend has assumed to be in-
cluded in its operations. And of those
who were aware of its existence, how
many—either through procrastination
or dislike to push matters, or fear of
offending where it is their interest to
please, or feminine shrinking from
going to law—would neglect to take
advantage even of this Union? So
that we may fairly presume that the
six thousand five hundred righted cases
represent a very much larger number
of cases which have not been righted,
and this number would bear not by
any means a very small proportion to
the working female population of New
York, with which, alone, it should be
compared. This would certainly be a
much more tenable, because a much
fairer calculation than the remarkable
one our friend has made, and it is a
Pity it did not suit her ®case’ to use
it, as she could doubtless have 'done
with so good effect. .
Then, as to the average amount re-
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covered for each, respecting which ¢ A
Woman of Newfangle’ is so scornful,
let me remind her that there are very
many working-women with families
in far more needy circumstances than
servant girls, since they have to board
and lodge themselves, and often half-
a-dozen hungry little ones as well, and
that, to such, the loss of so small a
sum as even one dollar will often cause
no little suffering. ‘A Woman of
Newfangle ’ may hardly believe it, but
I can assure her that I have known
women of mature age to weep over
the loss of a few sorely-needed shillings
because to them it made all the differ-
ence between getting what they needed
and going without. Many a poor
school-teacher, working hard to -sup-
port a widowed mother and younger
brothers and sisters, would find the
loss of even £3.26 make a sorely felt
hole in herslender purse; and asforfac-
tory-girls, the amount paid them, when
board and lodging are deducted, is
usually barely sufficient for their daily
needs, in which circumstances a very
small loss may entail much privation.
The appreciation shown by a ¢ Woman
of Newfangle’ of the circumstan-
ces and needs of her struggling and
suffering sisters, reminds one of that
shown by the naive question of Marie
Antoinette, who, when informed that
the poor were suffering for lack of
bread, enquired, ¢why do they not
eat cake’

As I am not,and kave not been, dis-
cussing the relative moral excellence
of the sexes, we shall pass over that
alarming story of Baron Huddlestone,
and also the delicate ethical question
whether a ¢ more logical lie’ is more
heinous than a less logical. To me it
seems that the gravamen of a lie rests
in the ‘intent to deceive,’ indepen-
dently of the way in which the intent
is executed, which may be more or
less clumsy or skilful, according to the
intellectual not moral calibre of the
deceiver. As to the question to what
extent women might cheat men, had
they the same opportunities, we need
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not enter upon that either. No one
will for a moment pretend, that, as the
world goes at present, women have
anything like the opportunities of
cheating, or wronging men, that men
have of cheating or wronging women,
who, from their comparative ignorance
of business, are so much in the power
of men. Even to the limited extent
that they are employers, they would
find it difficult to be guilty of much
injustice. If a lady were to try to
underpay, or refuse to pay at all, her
coachman or her gardener, she would
soon be glad, for the sake of peace, if
not of honesty, to give him his due.
However, the question does not con-
cern us—how women might treat men
if they had the power, since ifs’
defy proof—but how men do actually
treat women? How often do we hear
the sad story of helpless and inexpe-
rienced women entrusting their whole
property to men in whom they placed
implicit confidence, and finding them-
selves suddenly left penniless, desti-
tute of the little provision they had
saved for old age or sickness! How
often do we hear of female wards find-
ing that theirinheritancehas, somehow
or other, melted away under the mani-
pulation of its supposed guardians?
No one, with the most moderate know-
ledge of the world, will deny that such
cases, with others that could be cited
ad infinitum are only too numerous.
How often, when such cases of suffer-
ing occur, do we hear the half impa-
tient, half pitying remark ¢ Women
know so little of business?’ Well,
since this ignorance and confidence
work such mischief, would it not be
well that they should be educated to
know a little more of it? It were ab-
surd, as well as wicked, to attempt to
establish an antagonism between the
sexes, which, it has been repeatedly
pointed out, are meant to be the help
and complement, each of the other.
But there is no attempt to do this in
simply calling attention to the exis-
tence of a real evil, and to its simplest
remedy—that women should be better
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fitted by education for taking care of
themselves, and that they should be
disabused of the idea that in the seri-
ous affairs of life, the conventional
courtesy of society will at all make up-
for the helpless ignorance which they
are too often encouraged to cultivate:
as an additional charm.

She is further—as a matter of course
—sceptical as to the flagrancy of the
cases which I said I would give from
my own personal knowledge, for I
certainly happen to know more than
she apparently does—of the circum-
stances and trials of poor women. The
pages of a magazine are obviously not
the place in which to give a detailed
list of circumstances which have come
to one’s knowledge in the free inter-
course of private life. Were it suit-
able to give even a few of the cases I
can readily recall within the compass
of my limited experience, most read-
ers would think them flagrant enough;
but [ am not sanguine enough to hope
that it would convince our Newfangle
friend. She would, doubtless, act on
one of the time-honoured privileges of
the sex to which she ostensibly belongs,
‘and what she will—she will—you
may depend on’t; and if the facts
went against her, would aver, ‘so
much the worse for the facts !’ All
wrongs are to be looked at through
the small end of the telescope, where
women are the sufferers. Yet I can-
not but think, that if she had come in
contact with some of the cases of bitter
hardship which I happen to know ;
had her indignation been as often and
a8 justly stirred as mine has been, by
almost incredible meanness and injus-
tice on the part of men towards wo-
men, ard often by men, who were re-
garded by those about them, asat least
¢ average men,” who could hardly re-
gard as extreme, ‘the opinion’ which,
doubtless, on behalf of the men of
Newfangle, has so excited her ire.

It is, certainly, very kind of her to
take up so warmly the cause of ¢ the
average man,’ though one cannot help
thinking that she might have allowed
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‘him to speak for himself. But what
is an ¢ average man?’ |* A Woman of
Newfangle’ says it means ¢ nearly all
‘men.” To this, I venture humbly to
demur. When we speak, for example,
of the average yield of a field of wheat
as being indifferent, we do not neces-
-garily mean, that nearly all the ears
are indifferent, since a great many
may be very good, or a great many
very bad indeed. We know, of course,
that there are a great many very good
men, as well as a great many who are
very bad. By ‘the average man’ I
understand the man who stands mid-
way between the two extremes—the
man who is neither very bad nor very
good. Now, what is the ordinary
course of the average man, in busi-
ness, when ¢ the principle of self-in-
terest comes into play,’ and is not mo-
dified, as it ought to be, in all Christian
civilization by the Golden Rule} Will
-any one pretend that rigid integrity is
the rule rather than the exception, in
our ordinary commercial life? Does
the ‘average’ manufacturer or im-
porter keep clear of the ‘loaded cot-
tons’ and ¢ China clay,’ which English
writers tell us, are ruining the credit
of British manufacturers? Does the
“average’shop-keeperinstructhisclerks
to inform customers as to the defects
as well as the merits of his goods, and
never to recommend them for what
they are not? Does the ‘average’
milk-seller take care to supply his city
customers with the pure undiluted
fluid, as it comes from the honest cow,
-or are all the stories of adulterated
milk, and consequent physical harm,
malicious fabrications? Does the ‘aver-
age’ lawyer honestly recommend his
‘client to withdraw or compromise a
doubtful case, and keep his speeches to
the jury within the limits of his con-
‘scientious convictions? Are men really
80 much better than when King David
said in his haste that ‘all men were
liars,’ or are the ¢ tricks of trade’ less
Proverbial than they were in the time
-of Solomon? Oliver Wendell Holmes
tells us that—
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‘When doctors tell us all they thiuk,
And lawyers tell us all they mean ;
When what we pay for, that we drink,
From real grape or coffee bean,’
the millennium will be close at hand.

In the August number of the Con-
temporary Review, we are told by a
masculine writer that °respectable ’
attorneys ‘ make out a bill for double
the proper charge’ and think it no
harm. With so many concurrent
testimonies, to the same effect, why
does not our Newfangle friend dis-
tribute her righteous indignation im-
partially all round? ¢Why these
angers in celestial minds’ over one
statement that the ‘average man,’
who (his own sex being the judges)
finds so many opportunities of over-
reaching his fellow-man, will still more
readily over-reach or oppress his more
inexperienced and helpless sister-
woman? Of course, the ‘average’
in Arcadia may be different, and our
friend, from her different standpoint,
may have had reason to arrive at a
different opinion. But, before con-
demning the opinions of others, let her
remember the parable of the knights
and the shield.

Our Newfangle friend is, moreover,
not to be convinced that women, as
women, are paid less than men for the
same services. If facts bear against
it, then, again, so much the worse for
the facts!| A very definite instance
was given, on good authority, of a
lady in the Post-Oflice Department at
Washington, who is paid $900 for
translating foreign letters in three
different languages, while the man
who copies the letters which she trans-
lates receives $1,800. This very dis-
tinct statement is thus conveniently
disposed of by our friend from New-
fangle :—* As for the man who gets
$1,800 for what are said to be inferior
services no decision could be come to
without knowing more about the
case !’ Of course facts are simply
thrown away on any one who has such
an ‘easy method ’ of disposing of
them. Female genius, we are told, is
readily recognized; but this is not to
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the purpose. Genius usually com-
mands its own recognition, especially
. musical or pictorial art. What is
complained of is that, in ordinary
casesand ordinary occupations, women
are, as a rule, paid less than men for
the same work. I had thought this
an undisputed fact, which no one
would dream of questioning. Blanco
‘White, in a book on the Woman
Question, admits it as a recognized
fact, and defends it on the singular
ground that women do not have the
same responsibilities in supporting
others, ignoring the real state of the
case, which is, that there are few
working women who work for them-
selves alone, and have not helpless
relatives to maintain. He goes the
length of drawing a pathetic fancy-
picture or hypothetical case of a
young man obliged to postpone mar-
riage because a young woman is found
willing to do his work more cheaply.
He is driven to emigrate, and is
eventually ruined—all because of
female ‘¢ cheap labour’; precisely the
same style of argument with which we
have been lately familiarized in the
case of the Chinese. Of course he
might just as well have drawn an
equally pathetic fancy-picture of the
young woman, with a widowed mother
and little brothers and sisters to sup-
port, who tinds herself cowmpelled by
necessity to take whatever work she
can get to do, however inadequate the
remuneration. I am glad to see that
the question of juster recowpense for
female labour is being taken up among
ourselves, being one of the points con-
sidered in an address given at the late
Teachers’ Conference in Toronto by a
man who evidently does not agree
with ¢ A Woman of Newfangle.’

Our friend has evidently entirely
forgotten certain questions which she
asked in her first homily, when she
gives us a list of English authoresses
extending over the past half-century.
She formerly remarked that the agi-
tation concerning female education
‘had been on foot, with a lively
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gait, for at least fifty years in the
United States’ (a slight overstate-
ment by the way), and then demanded,
—*1s there any appreciable result ?
Have women there taken a higher
tone ? have they distinguished them-_
selves more than formerly ? If they
have, it is certuinly hidden from the
outside world.” In reply 1 asked,
among other questions: ¢ Fifty years
ago, how many female writers were
there of any repute, in the United
Stutes?’ To this our friend responds
with a list of English female authors
of two past generations, beginning
with Mrs. Barbauld and ending with
Mrs. Somerville. As this is, of course,
not answering the question at all,
which it is to be supposed she would
have done had she been able to do so
satisfactorily, her case must go by de-
fault in the very test-instance selected
by herself. Of course the world moves.
No one has tried to deny thut. And
the question of female education
moves with it.

She is equally wide of the mark in
her criticism of my quotation from
Whittier, which is in no way inconsis-
tent with anything I have said on the
subject. If she will refresh her me-
mory by turning to the context, she
will find that it was given simply to
show in what estimation the cultiv-
ated American woman is held by
noble poets like Whittier as opposed
to certain anonymous newspaper para-
graphists referred to by her. It oc-
curred to me, indeed, in giving it,
that our friend might possibly catch
at the phrase ‘the wisdom of un-
reason,” yet I gave it notwithstand-
ing. For it seems superfluous to
point out, to any candid and intelli-
gent reader, that the ‘logic of the heart
and wisdom of unreason, 7. e the
quick intuitive perception which poets
ascribe to women, is no more incom-
patible with the logic of the schools
than the innate genius of the painter
is incompatible with an accurate
knowledge of the rules of perspective.
Here, by the way, is the verse which
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immediately succeeds those quoted,
which I withheld before out of con-
sideration for the nerves of our vener-
able friend. She needs it now, how-
ever, to correct her misapprehension
. of its predecessor : —
¢ He sees with pride her richer thonghts,
Her fancy's freer ranges,—
And love, thus deepened to respect,
I8 proof against all changes.”

Evidently there are some men on
whom our friend’s indignation will be
rather thrown away.

Our friend maintains that the trial
of female medical education has been
successful only to a very limited ex-
tent (it is wonderful that she adwmits
even that limited success), and that,
however wellit may be to have female
medical missionaries abroad, ¢ it would
be more to the purpose to point to
ladies in full practice at home in every
house one enters.” It strikes me that
it is most to the purpose that medical
women should go where they are most
urgently needed. But as for this
¢ trial, how long has its duration been }
How long is it since women have, with
much difficulty, won for themselves
access to any adequate medical educa-
tion or overcome the obstacles to their
entering on medical practice, which in
England at least, have not been fully
overcome yet / Everyoune who knows
anything of the movement knows that
it has been a struggle with so many
obstacles, that it must have demanded
an exceptionally strong bent and an
exceptionally strong will to overcome
them ; and those who know anything
of the private history of ladies now in
good practice, know with what ungen-
erous and cruel opposition some of the
best of them have had to contend.
Even still they have the prejudice of
many of both sexes arrayed against
them, and yet we are told of the
‘lrials’ and the ‘limited success.’
Taking into consideration the many
¢ lions in the way,” the violent conser-
vative opposition of many from whom
better things might have been expect-
ed, the difficulty of securing educa-
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tional facilities, and the urgent call
and ready welcome for labourers in the
foreign field, I think it is rather sur-
prising that we can point to even so
many female physicians at home. I
do not know that the time shall ever
come when there will be so many fe-
male physicians that we shall have
‘one in every house.” For out of the
number of women with a natural ap-
titude for medicine, many will doubt-
less marry, leaving of course a compar-
atively small proportion to devote
themselves to the study of the profes-
gion. For, of course, the truth that
marriage is the natural lot of the
greater number of women, must never
be lost sight of in predicting the future
of the sex.

It is not necessary to discuss very
extensively the unfortunate subjection
of women to the tyranny of fashion in
dress, so long as men wear hats and
costumes which so sorely perplex the
painter and the sculptor. We may
hope that a more asthetic and sensible
régime is dawning for both, But
whatever monstrosities there may be
in vogue, women at all events manage
to put some grace into their costumes
—and are seldom altogether ‘out of
drawing.’ And, even in Newfangle,
when you see a plot of flowers before
the farmer’s door, is it usually cared
for by the busy farmer, or by his
equally busy wife or daughter

Arbitarily as our friend deals with
facts and figures, it is startling to find
her taking such liberties with the
English language as to declare that
‘difference ’ implies inferiority in the
words she quoted, and that ‘any one
who knows the real force or meaning
of language will agree with her.’ I
have yet to hear of any dictionary
which so defines ‘difference,’ or any
accurate writer who uses it in the sense
of difference plus inferiority. 1If in-
feriority had been meant, in the pas-
sage she quotes, why should not the
word itself have been used, instead
of a word with quite a different
meaning. As ‘difference,’ not ‘in-

-
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feriority ’ was the word used, it is
only fair to presume that difference
notinferiority wasmeant? If ourfriend
is determined to ‘understand’ it other-
-wise, we unfortunately cannot alter
her peculiar ¢ understanding’ of it, but
she cannot expect to justify her logic
by imposing on well-defined and un-
-derstood words an interpretation which
they do not legitimately bear. I do
not express any opinion as to whether
there is or is not ‘inferiority’ on either
side. I simply maintain that, in the
words quoted, this question was not
touched at all.

As for the allusion toCaptain Carey,
it is easy for our Newfangle friend,
writing a month later than I did, to
talk of his ‘noble record and the un-
<certainty and difference of opinion’
which hangs over his case. At the time
I wrote, the apparent unanimity of
public opinion and of newspaper cor-
respondents in condemning him—our
ignorance of his past history, and the
fact that British officers on the spot had
geverely censured and deprived him of
his sword—made it impossible to take
any other view than that which
prompted myallusion, which was slight
compared with the torrent of indignant
condemnation then poured upon him
from the press at home or abroad.
It would have been simple justice in

-our Newfangle friend to have frankly

admitted this, if she referred to the
maitter at all. Of course, by the time
written words were read, a reaction
had set in, which made it easy for her
to take a small advantage. I cordially
admit that, now that we do know his
honourable previous record, and that
competent professional authorities,
after due investigation, have reversed
‘the original sentence, we must ac-
cept their judgment and acquit him
-of cowardice, even though we may

not yet be able to regard him as a
hero.

¢ A Woman of Newfangle ’ declares
thatshe did not ¢ stigmatise’ the move-
ment for the higher education of wo-
men. There are other ways of *stig-
matising ' a movement than doing it
in so many words. If her first homily
was not throughout a sneer at that
movement and its results, it was
strangely calculated to mislead ordi-
nary readers. If she merely wished
to point out that higher education
would not work miracles in the case
of women any more than of men, it
was hardly worth her while to attack,
in 8o hostile a spirit, articles which
never pretended that such education
could do more than afford the disci-
pline which, though it does not ¢ make
careers in the world,” is yet a most
needful preparation for them—arti-
cles in which it was carefully pointed
out that mere success in passing ex-
aminations will nof necessarily ensure
success in the world, and that to such
success there is no royal road ; that
it can be attained only by earnest pur-
pose, faithful preparation, and perse-
vering hord work; in which, also, it
wag predicted that in the long run
women will find themselves permitted
to do whatever they shall prove them-
selves able to do well, because ¢old
prejudices must eventually yield to
common sense and the inevitable law
of demand and supply.” Our friend
repeats some of these indubitable
truths, utterly ignoring the fact that
they were most strongly insisted on in
the very articles which ‘she’ quoted
only to attack. Let me suggest that a
fair and generous critic—whatever
form his criticism may take—will
never fail to balance his fault-finding
with a frank and cordial recognition of
all that he can endorse and approve.
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BY W. M‘DONNELL, LINDSAY.

HE late local elections have sus-
tained Mr. Mowat and his sup-
porters, and have again left him to
contlinue, most probably, as Premier
of Ontario for another parliamentary
period. Whether he will remain a
‘ reformer who has nothing to reform’
ig a question which is now interesting
to many ; but it cannot be denied that
though he has received a new lease of
power, yet, in consequence of his ra-
ther timid and indecisive course—
where, at least, one important reform
was needed—many of his earliest
friends and supporters did not give
him a renewal of the same warm sup-
port as of old during his late appeal
to the electors of this Province. From
the unsatisfactory moves, also, to
which Mr. Mowat resorted to retain
office, and his apparent subserviency
in courting the assistance of a certain
ecclesiastical authority, many have
been led to suspect his intentions,
while others have lost confidence in
him, and have very little hope that
the measures of reform which he may
e permitted to introduce, will be more
than nominal makeshifts, just to keep
up appearances. A prominent Re-
former, at the present period, should
be one in more than the mere name.
Professed attachment to party, merely
for the suke of retaining office, is de-
moralizing statesmanship ; and those
who can rise above mere party in-
stincts will yet be obliged to acknow-
ledge that where a great principle was
at stake, where the most urgent and
perhaps the only great reform of the
day was demanded and repeatedly
Pressed upon the attention of our Jocal
vernment, Mr. Mowat and his

colleagues hesitated to such a degree
a8 to leave them, in the opinion of
every impartial observer, deserving of
being accounted nothing more than
simply nominal Reformers,

In the heat of party excitement,
certain charges were brought against
Mr. Mowat as Premier which, there
is reason to believe, were unfounded.
Notwithstanding the attempts made
to prove him and his political associ-
ates unscrupulous in expenditure, and
to show that, under their direction, the
grossest mismanagement of the public
funds of the Province took place, the
accusations have had but little to sus-
tain them : with perhaps ome excep-
tion, they were evidently, for the most
part, charges trumped up for the occa-
sion. Mistakes may have been made in
expenditure, but these, it may be said,
were unimportant. As a general rule,
the Mowat Government was probably
as careful in the matter of public out-
lay as its predecessors; and on the
whole, unless in the charge for the in-
crease of indemnity, there was little
or no reason for the complaint that
the public money of Ontario had been
squandered by wholesale, or that the
Province was being recklessly run into
debt.

The main cause why many of Mr.
Mowat’s old supporters became alien-
ated from him, and why increased op-
position was offered by many Liberal
Conservatives, was the fact—for fact
it is—that he was openly delinquent
on two important matters. In the
first place, instead of putting his foot
down firmly against any increased
indemnity to members of the Local
House, or against any increase of his
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own salary and that of his colleagues,
particularly during a period of great
financial depression, he yielded to a
most culpable pressure, and virtually
authorised what has been called the
¢ salary grab,’ thereby diminishing the
resources of the Province, adding to
the burdens of the people, and set-
ting an example of want of economy
and indifference to retrenchment. The
excuses made by partizan defenders
for the action taken in this question-
able affair were exceedingly weak.
No matter by whom the suggestion
was made, for it is evident that Con-
servatives and Reformers were equal-
ly to blame; no matter how artfully
the maneuvre was managed, Mr. Mo-
wat ought not, as a Reform Premier,
to have given way or heeded the ra-
pacity of those that beset him. Had
he said to those greedy for an in-
crease : ‘ No, gentlemen; occupying
the position which I do before the
country, it will not do for me as lead-
er of the Reform party in Ontario, it
will not dp for Reform representatives
in the Legislature, to comply with
such a demand. It is antagonistic to
true reform, and I at least cannot bea
party to it.” Had he been firm enough
to bave taken such a course, the Re-
formeis of Ontario would not have
been placed in the false position in
which they found themselves by a re-
trograde action of professed friends.
Many conflicting speculations have
been made as to who the real juggler
was in this mercenary case—the prime
mover or originator of the ‘salary
grab '—whether a Conservative or a
Reformer, whether a private member
orone of the ministry. The finger of
suspicion has, it may have been un-
fuirly, pointed at one of the latter;
and it would be a piece of interesting
information that would enable us to
lay our hand on the man wlo set the
bull in motion, or secretly pulled the
wires for this very selfish purpose.
The other charge against Mr. Mo-
wat—and a very grave one it is—is
his surprising hesitation and uncer-
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tainty in relation to the question of
Tax Exemptions,—the only great re-
form which was demanded, and which,
until lately, he himself, as well as al-
most all others, believed that he had
power to secure for the people of On-
tario. This was one of the great mea-
sures with which only a Reform Go-
vernment was expected to grapple—
and how was the opportunity lost?
None ought to know better than Mr.
Mowat that, for years back, this cor-
rupt thing—virtually class legislation
—this unjust privilege, this scandalous
immunity this admitted outrage on all
that is fair or reasonable, has been de-
nounced by the press and the people.
Yes, he must know this; and that
after a long agitation, relying on his
presumed sense of justice, numerous
petitions during 1877 and 1878, from
nearly all parts of the Province, signed
by great numbers of all classes and all
political parties, by several municipal
bodies, as well as by many professional
men, were forwarded to the Local Leg-
islature demanding redress. But we
all know now how Mur. Mowat, the
Reform Premier of Ontario, and his
timid colleagues, shrunk back in alarm,
disappointed the reasonable expecta-
tion of their friends, and failed most
miserably.

Why is this question such a béte
noire to professed Reformers? It is
remarkable that even Mr. Blake, who
is decidedly one of the most advanced
and outspoken of his party—the party
which claims to be most progressive
—has, as yet, scarcely alluded to it.
Why is this? And why was it that
the Globe was silenced ? Why wasit
that that journal and other papers
which gave us week after week so
many laboured articles against class
privileges,and so many tellingillustra-
tions of the gross injustice of tax ex-
emptions—why was it that they be-
came almost suddenly mute, with
scarcely an effort to hide their shame-
less inconsistency, remaining almost
silent on the matter up to this very
hour? There was, it was suspected,
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good reason to believe -that, for party
purposes, the Conservative leaders
were merely playing with the ques-
tion, and would most probably do so
were they in power; but, in the name
of all that is right, why did a so-called
Reform Government, when it was as-
sumed and believed that it had jurisdic-
tion in the matter,allow such an oppor-
tunity to pass for acting justly ? Why
not make some satisfactory attempt
towards granting equal rights to rich
and poor alike, towards allowing no
distinction to exist before the law, be-
tween the well paid office-holder, whe-
ther in a judicial, clerical, or in any
other position, and the mechanic or
the field-labourer who has to work for
his daily bread ¥ Why let those in ex-
alted and affluent positions—many of
them in the pay of the State (und,
also, with perhaps the assurance of a
comfortable pension or allowance in
Juturo)—why let such be exempt from
paying taxes, and oblige the man, who
when unable to work may have either
to beg or to starve to contribute his
municipal quota, and pay the last cent
of the rate assessed on the trifling
share of chattels of which he may be
possessed, chattels too often publicly
sold to pay even this petty tax? Why
allow this shameful political iniquity
any longer to exist? There is evident-
ly but one reply—the party must be
kept in power, the questionable ar-
rangement must not, if possible, be
disturbod, and, therefore, the holiest

and.most righteous principles must be

abandoned by men usurping, as it were,
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the position of Reform leaders, so that
they may be able to remain longer in
office. 'Who will have the temerity to
state that this is not the legitimate
conclusion which many will draw from
the course of Mr. Mowat and his col-
Jeagnes? The most rabid partizan,
even the Globe itself, must at last, af-
ter every evasion, make the same de-
grading admission.

It seems that, by a late decision of
one of the Courts, it has been held
that the local parliament has now no
power to tax the salaries of judgesor
certain other Dominion officials. This
decision must have evidently been a
god-send to Mr., Mowat. It will bein-
teresting to watch the further course
of events in this direction, and see
whether Sir John A. Macdonald, not-
withstanding much that some of his
strongest supporters have said and
written against exemptions, will act
as Mr. Mowat has done ; or whether
he will go to work resolutely and make
every man, no matter what his posi-
tiom, pay his fair share of taxes, and
shame the so-called Reformers in of-
fice ; or whether he will hesitate and
let the question of exemptious be yet
tossed like a shuttle-cock from one
party of political shutflers to the
other.

It would be well if every indepen-
dent elector in Canada would carefully
watch the course which may be fur-
ther taken by leading politicians in
Ottawa and in Ontario on this impor-
tant matter.
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UNDER ONE ROOF:

AN EPISODE IN A FAMILY HISTORY.

BY JAMES PAYN.

CHAPTER XXXIIL
A WORD FROM VERSAILLES.

T was fortunate that Gresham had
not been hasty in stating to Lady
Arden the wrong that had been done
to his friend by Mr. Walcot’s machi-
nations, for he had no doubt that it
was at his instigation that false wit-
ness had been borne against him ; had
he done so it was not in woman’s na-
ture, or, at all events, in that of her
ladyship, not to have ¢ had it out’ with
Miss Annabel Spence, which would
have led to complications. For on the
morning after the departure of the
master of the Hall, arrived Mr. Hay-
ling, the family lawyer, with ‘in-
structions’ which he had been directed
to communicate forthwith to those
concerned. From their nature it was
evident that Sir Robert contemplated
a protracted absence, since each head
of a department without doors re-
ceived rules for his guidance for some
time to come; while as to mere do-
mestic matters, there was this singular
enactment that no change should be
made in the present household with-
out Sir Robert’s written consent.

In this Lady Arden fortunately
only saw a new impertinence and ar-
rogance on the part of Walcot, and
not, as he doubtless intended it to be,
& positive insult. It was pretty cer-
tain he had taken it for granted that
Mayne had laid the whole circum-
stances of his case before her, when
1o alternative would have been left to

her but to dismiss Annabel Spence, or
to lose her own self-respect.  He had
secured Sir Robert’s consent to retain
the girl by pointing out that she was
not to blame, or, at all events, only
very slightly so in comparison with
her would-be seducer, while to turn
her out of doors on such a charge
would be her ruin. Thus he hoped at
once to bring husband and wife into
collision, and, at the same time—
since he was sure to get his way—to
retain at the Hall one person at least
devoted to his interests. He knew
that the whole hive would be roused
against him, and indeed that, for all
his craft and power, they would have
destroyed him, had he not hit upon
the audacious plan of carrying off with
him their Queen Bee, Sir Robert.

On Lady Arden’s communicating
Mr. Hayling’s message to Gresham,
that young gentleman perceived at
once—for hate sharpens our wits as
much as love—this device of the com-
mon enemy, and resolved to frame
what be had to say to his hostess in
such a way as for the present to shield
Miss Spence from the punishment she
go richly deserved, which was the very
course, indeed, that his friend himself
had enjoined on him. Frederic Mayne
was far too chivalrous to wish to be
revenged upon a poor servant girl for
an offence in which she had Leen only
the instrument ; and also, I am afraid,
he felt that such a course of action
would have tended to diminish the
long score he had set down to the cre-
dit of Mr. Walcot, and which it wa®
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his fixed and firm intention to settle
in full

¢ My dear fellow,” he wrote to his
friend upon the day after he reached
London, ‘it has often been cast up
against me that I have no object in
life ; but that is no longer the case.
My raison d'étre for the future is to be
even with “ Uncle Ferdy.” I am not
80 clever by half, but I have health and
strength, andseveral thousands a year,
all which shall be expended in this
pursuit rather than not gain my ends.
The date of our return match, cannot,
it is true, at present be fixed. but it
will come off, believe me. Of course
I am very anxious to hear from you
if only from selfish motives. I trust
most sincerely that you have been
able to clear my character with Lady
Arden without implicating that im-
pressionable young person with the
too sensational memory—what she did
remember, poor girl, was always, bear
in mind, what Walcot taught her. As
to what happened in respect to that
gentleman and Sir Robert, I probably
know more than you do. They started
yesterday from Folkestone for the
South of France ; your uncle, I was
told by my informant—who has five
pounds a week and his expenses for
keeping his eye on the runaway
couple—looking, you will be sorry to
hear, exceedingly ill ; my “ uncle Fer-
dy” appearing, on the other hand, to
be in excellent health and spirits; a
perfect green bay tree ; how long he
will “ flourish” remains to be seen ;
this woodman is very eager, and his
axe will not fail for want of sharpen-
ing (if I don’t say “d hin ” it is
because it is superfluous, and also be-
cause I'm always thinking it). I hope
matters have been so explained that
You may be able to give my most re-
spectful regards to Lady Arden and
the young ladies; remember me to
poor Frank in any case—who might
put Master Groad into the millstream
with a great sense of satisfaction; and
without fear of consequences ; and of-
fer my homage to the Great Baba—
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whose views, I know, coincide with
my own respecting our common uncle,
I am looking about for a dreadful toy-
man for the dear child to shoot at,
which shall be much more like F. W.
than Quilp’s famous figure head was
to Kit. ¢ Oh, that I had him here,”
&e. Do not forget also to remember
me cordially to Dyneley. He is a
most capital good fellow, but he enter-
tains fanatical views about the for-
giveness of injuries. The most he
could extract from me with respect to
“Uncle Ferdy” is that I would forgive
him—if he escaped my righteous in-
dignation. Before all things we must
pay our debts. I pictureyou all breath-
ing freely in the absence of the op-
pressor, and yet so genuinely sorry
about Sir Robert. Of course it was
“the spirits” who did it ; their power,
—or rather the weakness of poor hu-
manity in connection with them—is
wounded. Our difficulties will, I fear,
be half over, even if Walcot shows
himself (as he is sure to do sooner or
later) to his brother-in-law in his true
colours ; for nothing is so hard in the
way of owning oneself wrong—even
to generous and forgiving natures such
as are to be found at Halcombe—as to
admit that we have been deceived
and cajoled. In case Holme has to
leave the farm for *rounding” as
Groad called it, on his tyrant, 1 shall
be able, perhaps, to do something for
him. You will write particularly to
me respecting Miss Evelyn and Miss
Miilicent, who, I hope, have heard
nothing to my discredit. The mere
thought of this is intolerable to me. I
fly from it, and all the more eagerly
from having experienced its contact—
to the contemplation of my new object
in life. Surely by giving one’s whole
time and attention to it, it ought to
be attained. You will say I have
“ Uncle Ferdy ” on the brain. I am
afraid it is so, and so it will be till I
have him on the hip.

¢ Yours ever faitlifully,

¢ FREDERIC MAYNE.
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¢ A telegram just informs me that
our respective uncles have reached
Marseilles, where they shew signs of
remaining for the present.’

The postscript was the first intima-
tion that the family at Halcombe had
received of the movements of Sir
Robert, whose silence sufficiently in-
dicated his high displeasure. In the
meantime, there had been several
councils held at the Hall, and one or
two (where the calumet, or pipe of
amity, was not wanting) between
Gresham and Dyneley at the Manor
Farm. Unbappily a ¢masterly inac-
tivity ’ was the only course of action
for the present open to them—with
one exception. When Lady Arden
had been placed in possession of the
facts respecting the persecution of her
son, she dismissed Mr. Groad from her
service upon the spot. He did not
come under the head of domestic ser-
vants, and was therefore unprotected
by Sir Robert’s edict ; but it is doubt-
ful whether, even if he had been, her
ladyship would have endured his pre-
sence at Halcombe. Thanks to Gres-
bam’s knowledge of his transactionsin
peaches (which he shrewdly suspected
was not the first), Mr. Groad made no
strenuous resistance, but started off
with his hopeful son, three months’
wages in advance, and the black par-
rot, within twenty-four hours.

Gilbert Hqlme, returning on that
afternoon from Mirton, met the cov-
ered cart which contained this ¢ happy
family’ coming over the moor, and
proffered a good-natured ¢ good bye ;’
but the only reply he got—which was,
however, some explanation for their
silence—was from that truthful bird,
who croaked as usual, ¢ We are all for
ourselves here,” and was incontinently
shaken, cage and all, by Jem, for hold-
ing communication with the enemy.

If Lady Arden’s wrath against one
of Mr. Walcot’s mere instruments
burnt thus fiercely, it may be imagined
with what feelings she regarded that
gentleman himself. With all his know-
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ledge of human nature he probably
underrated the resentment he had
aroused in her, the love of a mother
for her child being a factor that men
of his class are incapable of estimating,
though they can appreciate numbers
(in financial matters) up to millions.
Of course she was for the present
powerless, but from that moment there
were possibilities of reprisal in her,
which, if his eyes could have read
them, would have paled his dishonest
cheek.

Mr. George Gresham (who would
have wrung his neck, however, with
much satisfaction) was far less inimi-
cal to him; indeed he was almost grate-
ful to Mr. Walcot in one particular,
namely for that ukase for leaving the
household undisturbed, which secured
to him the society of his Elise.

‘No matter what happens to me,
my darling, in the future,’ he whis-
pered to her, consolingly, ‘I am your's
for ever, and I could almost forgive
the scoundrel for not having separated
us in the meantime.’

At which that prudent and astute
young Teutoness shook her little head.
¢0, George,” she said, ‘has love so
blinded you that you do not see this
man’s intentions in allowing me to
remain here? He wishes your pas-
sion to precipitate matters; nothing
would please him better than that you
should marry me out of hand, so
that all he has said to your uncle
should be corroborated, and there
should be a just pretext not only for
your disinheritance hereafter, but for
withdrawing his countenance from you
on the spot.’

‘Then let us gratify him,’ cried
Gresham, cheerfully ; ¢we are told,
you know, to give pleasure to those
that hurt us.”

“Yes, but not to ruin those that
love us,’” was her prompt reply. ‘I
always told you that you were endan-
gering your best interests by bestow-
ing your affection on such as [ am, I
shall never reproach you for with-
drawing them, or placing them more
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fitly’ (her voice slightly trembled)
‘ elsewhere. In any case, my resolve
thus far is fixed—that you shall run
no further risks on my account. If
our union cannot take place without
such a loss of your uncle’s favour as
we have good cause to fear, indeed,
indeed, George, I will never become
your wife.

¢ Very good,’ said Gresham, ¢ we are
still young’ (here he kissed her to
prove it), ‘and can afford to wait a
bit. In the meantime let us be happy
with one another.’

Considering the relative position
they were understood to occupy in the
the family, this would not have been
accomplished under ordinary circum-
stances without some difficulty ; since,
for the young man of the house to take
solitary walks with the governess, and
to converse with her in her native
tongue for the purpose of isolation, is
generally considered, at the best, ¢ pe-
culiar.” But Lady Arden, always
prone to take small notice of anything
beyond her children and her ‘symp-
toms,” was now consumed by the
thought of her own wrongs and
Franky’s, and disposed to concentrate
all her sense of misdoing upon a single
-offender.

The two girls, it is true, were sharp
a8 needles, and had eyes to which all
the attempted eoncealments of a ten-
dresse would have been transparent;
but then George was a great favourite
with them, and had been always wont
1o have his own way, and they both
liked Elise, who, so far from being a
designing character, they took note
discouraged her swain’s attentions
rather than otherwise. At the same
time they were by no means without
the social prejudices of their class, and
might possibly have resented such
“goings on’ but for certain circum-
stances in their own position, which at
Present it would be immature, if not
indelicate, to refer to more particular-
ly, than as a fellow-feeling which niade
them wondrous kind. ,

A student of female nature can al-
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ways assure himself whether a woman
has ever been in love or not, by watch-
ing her conduct towards any one of
her own sex who is professedly in that
predicament. There is a tenderness
and sympathy in her manner (and es-
pecially if there are obstacles to the
engagement) which scarcely any other
circumstanceselicit in so marked a way,
and she will always put her shoulder
to the wheel (of Hymen)with a will.

In old maids there are to my mind
few more touching spectacles than this
behaviour ; it speaks of a dead love
——or worse, perhaps, a los*, one—upon
whose grave, along with the forget-me-
nots, grow gentleness and pity, and in
which envy has no root.

It may be added that, in any case,
Mr. George Gresham was not one to
brook interference with his affections
from unauthorized quarters, and if re-
monstrated with, even by Lady Arden
herself, he would have replied, and not
without some reason, that, however
strong the arguments which might
at one time have been urged against
his love for Elise Hurt, they had now
lost their force ; for it was almost cer-
tain he was no longer his uncle’s heir,
if, indeed, he inherited anything ; and
that the incompatibility, therefore,
arising from the difference of social
position no longer existed.

Even if it did exist, it did not, at all
events, affect his spirits; and when
the spring came on and touched fair
Halcombe with its fairy wand, it found
George Gresham already ‘ May from
head to heel.’

As to the other inhabitants of the
Hall, if they were not so merry, yet
the absence of Sir Robert, which they
mourned with genuine sorrow, not un-
mingled in Lady Arden’s case with a
sharp and bitter pain, was greatly
mitigated by the sense of freedom, of
emancipation from the rule of Ferdi-
nand Walcot. That of the Great
Baba—who was now more paramount
than ever—being tempered by love,
was we may be sure infinitely prefer-
able to it.
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They were not without news of the
nominnl master of the house. Sir
Robert wrote letters to his wife from
time to time which were duly read—
for there was nothing, alas! of a con-
fidential kind in them—to the family
circle. His health, he described as
still failing, but always added that
everything was done for him that
could be done, and that he was tended
by kind and loving hands.

These expressions—which were evi-
dently his own—were odious to her to
whom they were addressed ; and in
her replies she studiously avoided any
allusion to them.

Gresham, on the contrary, would
have induced her to take some com-
fort from them.

¢ It is certain,” he argued, ¢ that my
uncle does not write them to annoy
you. Why, then, should he write
them at all, save to keep up a resolu-
tion that has begun to waver, to as-
sure himself of a fact to which a glim-
mer of doubt already attaches itself?
If Walcot looks over his shoulder—
which is quite as likely as not, by the
bye—the idea that such remarks will
suggest is “ Methinks he doth protest
too much.”

This was also Mr. Dyneley’s view.

All theories about the actual state
of Sir Robert’s mind were suddenly,
however, put to flight by a letter from
him, which arrived about the begin-
ning of June ; a part of the contents
of which were singularly grave and
ominous :

¢ As neither my health and spirits
show any signs of improvement, I am
about, under medical advice, to try
the effects of a long sea voyage. As
the firat of a new line of vessels starts
on the 6th from this port to Australia,
without calling elsewhere on the way,
we have taken the opportunity of se-
curing berths in her. I shall have the
great advantage of Ferdinand’s expe-
rience of this new country, and hope
to write you from it a much better and
brighter account of myself. Kiss the
dear girls and boys fondly for me.’
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There was not a word of remem-
brance to Gresham.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
THE HOUSE WITHOUT ITS HEAD.

PRESCIENT as the family at Hal-

combe were of misfortunes
sooner or later to happen in connec-
tion with their head, this last tidings
exceeded all that had been looked for
in the way of evil. It seemed to them
that if once Ferdinand Walcot should
contrive to place half the world be-
tween Sir Robert and his belongings,
he would belost to them forever. The
fact of Walcot’s ¢ knowing the coun-
try’ by no means gave them the satis-
faction that it seemed to afford their
correspondent. It would only give
this man another advantage over his
confiding companion, who far from
home and friends, and perhaps sur-
rounded by creatures of his brother-
in-law, would fall more completely
into his power than ever.

The cruelty of Sir Robert’s with-
drawal from them to so immense a
distance, without one syllable of re-
gret, was felt by Lady Arden very
keenly, but to do her justice this feel-
ing was swallowed up by her appre-
hension upon his account.

¢ Dear George,” said she, with ear-
nest gravity, ‘my mind misgives me
about this matter more than I dare to
express.’

‘It is a most ill-judged proceeding
of my uncle’s, without doubt,’ ans-
wered Gresham as carelessly as he
could ; ¢ but since he chooses this man's
gociety, it is quite as well he should
have it on shipboard. ~Mayne tells
me it is enough to make a man hate
his mother, to be shut up with her for
a three months’ voyage ; and Sir Ro-
bert will see this fellow in his true
colours long before he reaches Mel-
bourne.’

‘Iam so0glad to remember, said
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Milly gravely, ¢ that Mr. Walcot is a
bad sailor.’

‘He is a bad everything, my dear,
observed Lady Arden, regardless of
logic. ‘He will end by murdering
your poor dear Papa in the bush.’

‘My dear Lady Arden |’ exclaimed
Gresham reprovingly ; but in his heart
of hearts he thought this prophecy far
from unlikely to come to His
views of Ferdinand Walcot, always
far from favourable, had of late, per-
haps, gathered corroboration from his
friend Mayne’s epistles, which were
always full of ¢ Uncle Ferdy ;" and for
whom they had no epithet less strong
than ¢ villain.’

‘1 have got my eye on him,’ ran
his last letter, ‘and am watching him
narrowly, though at second band, like
vermin under the microscope.’

But not & word had he said about
this Australian project.

Under these circumstances, it was
urged by Lady Arden that Mr. Mayne
should be at once communicated with,
and invited down to the Hall.

‘ He has been so friendly with us,
George,’ she said, ‘and has taken such
immense pains in this matter, that we
cannot do enough to show our grati-
tude ; and then it would be such a
comfort to have his counsel at such a
crisis.’

¢ But Mayne always says, Lady Ar-
den, that he is under a great obligs-
tion to us for having given him a pur-
suit. And you see it is the London
season, and it is rather hard to bring
a fellow down to Halcombe—though
Iam sure he would be delighted—
and—-—,"and further than that ‘and’
Mr. George Gresham could not get.

The fact was he knew his friend
would be willing enough to come, but
that he would be restrained from doing
80, from feelings of delicacy towards
Sir Robert. ‘I have no right,’ he had
written, ‘ever to enter your uncle’s
house until the imputation that has
been made upon my behaviour ‘while
under his roof has been removed. At
present he thinks me a blackguard,
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and no wonder. His last words were
to forbid me to speak with any ladies
of his family. Of course this is all
owing to “ Uncle Ferdy ”’—here fol-
lowed the usual digression concerning
his intentions of ¢ making it all right’”
with that gentleman, and something
over ;’ allusions to the ¢ return match
to come off at some indefinite date,
&ec., &e.—* but that does not alter the
fact that it would be an impertinence
in me to show my nose at Halcombe.”

Now Gresham had slurred over to
Lady Arden (as well as he might) the
cause of offence supposed to have been
given by Mayne, but he was not good
at framing excuses.

‘I think you do your friend wrong,”
said she, ‘in supposing that he would
not give up the pleasures of society
for a day or two to come and help us
in our trouble.’ .

‘I think so, too, said Evelyn,
gently.

Millicent said nothing, but blushed
80 very much that Gresham imagined
that some story to his friend’s discre-
dit must have reached her ears.

¢ I think, under the circumstances,’
said he, ‘a line from yourself, Lady
Arden, would have more force than
anything I can write.’

¢ Then he shall have it, George,” was
her reply.

Gresham felt the need of his friend’s
presence at such a crisis at least as
much as therest. The two young men
had many points in common (it is curi-
ous, indeed, iow alike young men of
that type are) but Mayne’s was the
leading spirit. They were equally hon-
ourable, generous, and resolute ; but
Gresham was indolent where his
friend was vigorous, and the latter had
the keener witt. When to these cir-
cumstances of superiority we add the
fact that Mayne's large fortune, and
the power it conferred upon him, it is
easy to understand how the other
leant upon him. Dyneley, indeed,
would bhave seemed to be the natural
ally to whom the inmates of the hall
should have turned in this emergency,,
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but respect for his patron (as they
thought), or the knowledge that, how-
ever involuntarily, he had struck the
first note of this domestic discord,
had of late kept the Curate silent even
on occasions when his advice was
looked for.

As a matter of fact he was only too
-eager to help them by his counsel, but
shrank from volunteering that good
-office, which must necessarily draw
him nearer and nearer to Evelyn, his
relation to whom he felt to be that of
the moth to the candle. She attracted
him, and very innocently, but (so it
seemed to him) to his own destruction.
Not that he was so modest that he
felt it impossible she could ever recip-
rocate his affection, but that circum-
stances appeared now more than ever
to forbid him to hope to win her.

It was improbable that at any time
her step-father would have listened to
his suit; but now, when Sir Robert
was already far from pleased with the
family, his pretentions would be sure
to be treated with contempt, and more-
over would undoubtedly be used by
Walcot to Evelyn’s own disadvantage;
and the Curate was not the man to
injure another—far less the girl he
loved—for the gratification of himself.

On the other hand there were limits
even to his self-sacrifice. He could not
seek Evelyn’s society, be intimate and
ever confidential with her, speak with
her,takeherhand,asafriendand almost
8 brother—with such far from bro-
therly feelings; it was more than he
could bear, to be permitted to talk to
her upon every topic—even tender
-ones—for she spoke to him of Gres-
ham and Elise—save the very one
which was always on the tip of his
tongue, but on which honour bade
him to be silent.

Therefore the curate was not so con-
stant a visitor at the hall as he once
had been, when the field was less open
to him, and Lady Arden, perhaps, a
little resented this, which rendered his
keeping away the easier.

- Her letter to Mr. Maynie was ans-
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wered in less time than by return of
post, by the arrival of that gentleman
himself, the cordiality of whose re-
ception by Lady Arden and her elder
daughter at once set him at his ease,
and piaced him in his old position in
the family. Gresham had, indeed,
assured him that this would be the
case, and that nothing ‘ unpleasant’
had transpired respecting him ; but he
was greatly pleased to be thus person-
ally convinced of the fact. As tohis
transgression of Sir Robert’s veto, he
either felt that the circumstances were
grave enough to excuse it, or Lady
Arden’s note, and his own wish to
revisit Halcombe, had overcome them,
Gresham, of course, had received him
even more warmly than did the others,
but there was still one whose welcome
this exacting young gentleman missed.
He so far forgot himself as to look
round the room with an enquiring air
—which Gresham was good enough,
with a twinkle in his eye, to translate
for him.

¢ You wonder why Dyneley is not
here’ (Mayne had mentioned having
caught sight of him at the village) ;
‘if you want him you must go to his
lodgings. He doesn’t visit at this
house now, and is supposed to be &
creature of Uncle Ferdy’s.’

‘For shame,” cried Lady Arden.
¢ How can you jest upon such a sub-

ct, George!’
* ‘George will jest upon anything,’
observed Evy, with unwonted severity
and heightened colour.

‘That is quite my experience of
him,’ said Mayne, demurely. ¢ He
has no ballast.’

Here Milly entered the room ; she
had been standing outside the door for
full & minute, not listening at the key-
hole, nor saying ¢ plums, prunes, and
prism’ with a view to getting a pro-
per shape to her mouth ; yet some-
thing like the latter she had been do-
ing. If she had been a man she should
say she had been ¢pulling herself to-
gether’ in order to enter the room
with an easy and indifferent air. In
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“this she was not very successful, for
when one is indifferent (to the pres-
-ence of a visitor for example) one does
not blush and tremble, and murmur
‘how do you do?’ as though with the
last failing breath of poor humanity.

Mr. Mayne, however, it was plain
to see, was less critical than cordial.
His happiness was 8o bright and clear
that it reflected itself even in the
grief-worn face of Lady Arden. Her
mother’s heart doubtless predicted for
her a spot of sunshine in that future
which until now had seemed all dark ;
but the next moment the present
trouble, like a parted curtain, once
more dropt its folds about her.

¢ You have come, Mr. Mayne,’ said
she, ‘from a bright world to a very
sombre one ; nothing but the shadow
of death itself could have affected us
with a deeper sadness than the news
of my poor husband. Do you think
it can be true?’

‘I'm afraid, Lady Arden, I must
needs corroborate it, from tidings I
have received from another quarter.’

¢ Great heavens! To think of m
poor husband, weak and ill, and in
that distant land, with no one but a
false wretch like Ferdinand Walcot to
-depend upon !’

At the sight of which picture, so
often presented to her imagination,
the poor lady melted into tears.

‘My dear Lady Arden,’ said Mayne,
gently ; ‘do not let us take too som-
bre views of what is no doubt a bad
business. Your husband, I have good
reason to believe, is not so ill as he
imagines himself to be, and the voy-
age may be of real service to him.
Moreover, I have taken such mea-
rures as will prevent him being left
to Mr. Walcot’s tender mercies. An
unknown but trusty friend will ac-
-company him.’

¢ What! On board the ship?’

‘Yes. A friend of mine is also de-
sirous of trying the effect of a long
sea voyage.’ '
._¢Oh, Mr. Mayne, you are too.good !
You have'sent some one expressly to
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look after my dear husband ! Hitherto
I have not interfered with your kind
offices—that is, with the material
part of them—it seemed, somehow,
that I ought not to be spending Sir
Robert’s money in keeping watch, as
it were, over his own actions; but
now that the peril is grown so serious
and so urgent you must really allow
me to defray ?

¢ Pardon me, my dear madam,’ in-
terrupted Mayne, gently, ‘but you
entirely misunderstand what has been
done, and, I am sorry to say, credit
me with much more than I deserve.
My little arrangements have nothing
to do with Sir Robert—that is, di-
rectly. They have been made, as
Gresham will tell you, with quite an-
other object. It is a personal matter
between myself and Mr. Ferdinand
Walcot, and concerns no one else—
that is, directly. It has been some ex-
pense to me, no doubt, but then it is
my only hobby.’

And Mr. Mayne smiled, and rubbed
his hands together slowly, like a man
who ¢ sees his way.’

‘I understand your delicate way of
putting it,’ answered Lady Arden,
smiling also, in spite of herself, ¢ but,
after all, it is my husband’s safety
with which you are so good as to con-
cern yourself, and I really must be
allowed ’

‘You can send another man after
Sir Robert, of course,” put in Mayne,
quietly ; ‘but as to interfering with
my confidential agent, there is really
no excuse for it. He has quite an-
other matter in hand, though it hap-
pens to have a connection with that
in which you are so vitally interested.
Such being the case, I have brought
down with me a collection of * Re-
ports ” I have received from time to
time from the person who manages
my little affair, and which may repay
perusal.’

‘Reports from Marseilles, do you
mean’ exclaimed Lady Arden.

‘From Marseilles and other places,’
answered Mayne, coolly. ¢They form
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quite a little biography of—of the
gentleman I am concerned about from
the time he quitted England. The
manuscript has all the advantages of a
legal document, being written with-
out stops and in a gigantic hand, com-
bined with the interest of a fiction.’

Later in the day the manuscript
was produced ; it appeared to consist
of several reams, and if nothing else,
as Mayne said, should come of it, the
employer of such a correspondent
could never complain that he had not
had enough for his money. The items
of importance, however, were but few.
The two gentlemen had accomplished
their journey to Marseilles with great
rapidity—indeed with surprising haste,
since one of them was an invalid—
and had afterwards lived at their
hotel, quietly, but by no means in se-
clusion. They had occasionally dined
at the table d’lijte, and had made ac-
quaintances in the town ; one a fellow-
countryman of the name of Marshall,
who had been seized with severe ill-
ness on his way to Cannes; he had
been formerly known to Sir Robert,
but Mr. Walcot was particularly kind
and attentive to him ; another, a Mr.
Grosvenor, who often drove out with
them, another a Mrs. Wilmot, who
held spiritual séunces at her house near
the Quai, &c.

Although, in short, Mr. Walcot
rarely left his brother-in-law, he made
no attempt to isolate him in any way.
Sir Robert looked weak and worn,
and was manifestly in bad spirits, but
by no ‘means gave the impression of
being seriously ill. His appetite was
small; Mr. Mayne's informant con-
descended to explain that he had had
& personal opportunity of observing
this at the tuble d’héte ; but the rest of
his budget had to be taken on trust
for the present ; it was dangerous to
commit details to writing,

Such were the heads of what the
secret agent had to tell. In a subse-
quent despatch he stated that Walcot
had taken passage for himself and Sir
Robert for Australia in the steamer
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Apollo without the least attempt at
concealment, ¢ though if that had not
been the case,” added the writer, with
a pretty touch of egotism, ¢ you would
equally have been informed of it.’

Here was matter enough for conjec-
ture and apprehension in the little
household, but unhappily nothing on
which action could be taken. Only
the long and serious talks that ensued
had the effect of making Mr. Mayne's
relations with the ladies more and
more familiar, and himself more re~
cognised as a friend of the family.
Gresham, as we have confessed, though
sincerely regretting the misfortunes of
the house, was by no means inconso-
lable under them, or, at all events,
without the means of consolation.
Evelyn, though grave, could not cer-
tainly be said to be overcome with
grief. The society of Mr. Walcot,
since his declaration of love for her,
Lad become so painful, nay abhorrent,
that his absence was a welcome relief,
notwithstanding that it entailed that
of her stepfather also. If one could
have looked into her heart, it was not
that trouble which vexed it most ;
though it was more defined and posi-
tive than any other.

Millicent was happy in spite of her-
self ; in vain she reproved her own
heart for its gladness and brightness
at a time so inopportune, and under
circumstances that evidently weighed
down her dearest and nearest with a
heavy sorrow.

Frank, though he had loved his step-
father much, had feared ¢ Uncle Ferdy "
more, and openly rejoiced in his en-
franchisement, '

The Great Baba made no secret of
his satisfaction at the departure of his
enemy.

‘But you want dear Papa to come
back, don’t you darling?’ had been a
question addressed to him by his fond
mother.

‘Ess; but not to bring back at
wicked man with him aden ; he must
put bim into the pit-hole first, and then
tum.” The pit-hole being the grave. .
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All the young folks at Halcombe,
in fact though they loved Sir Robert
dearly, bore his absence with a certain
degree of equanimity, the recognition
of which disquieted them. To their
tender consciences it seemed ungrate-
ful to be thus at ease while their bene-

factor was in such dangerous hands,

though it was his own choice that had
placed him there.

Lady Arden alone was genuinely
wretched ; she now perceived that
something more and deeper than her
amour propre had been wounded by

Sir Robert’s preference of Walcot’s -

<companionship to her own; that she
really loved this husband, who had
thus withdrawn himself from her, as
her heart misgave her, for ever, and
to whom, while he was with her, she
bad failed or fallen short in loving
duty. When the sixth of the month
«came round—the date on which he
was to sail for the under world, her
sorrow reached its climax ; she with-
-drew herself to her own room, and re-
mained there for the whole day, save
for one hour, when she walked out
alone to the hill-top, and gazed with
tears upon that ocean on which he had
already begun his voyage.

CHAPTER XXXV,
PERPLEXITIES,

TTYHAT one cannot have one's cake
without certain drawbacks is

well understood, and in the country,
. when one has been asked to dinner, it
1i8 necessary to make a call to acknow-
ledge the obligation. Thus it happened
at this date that Mr. and Mrs. Raynes
came over to Halcombe in due course,
and found things in very different
-case than on their last visit. They
‘had of course heard tidings of Sir
‘Robert’s departure, but they had no
-idea under what circumstances'it had
-occurred, nor was it very easy to in-
form them without betraying family
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' secrets. Moreover, despite his good

nature there was a certain inoppor-
tuneness in the presence of Mr. Raynes
on the spot where any calamity had
occurred, by reason of his grinning. 1t
was not that he made a jest of sorrow,
but on hearing what surprised bim,
whether grave or gay, he always met
it with his mouth split. No sound
necessarily escaped him—this was con-
trolled by circumstances—though when
he did laugh he laughed like a hotse ;
but had one said to him, ‘My father
is dead,” he would have received it
with the same look of amuzed drollery
as the intelligence of the demise of
Queen Anne. As if to make up, too,
for his silence, or inaptness of speech,
he had generally a quotation from
Shakespeare handy, which under really
serious circumstances made him ap-
pear only more ridiculous, and even
affected, albeit he was one of the most
genuine as well as gentle souls alive.

Lady Arden herself was not visible
to this worthy couple on this occasion ;
they were received by the younger
members of the family, who explained
as best they could the misfortune that
had befallen them. Mrs. Raynes,
good soul, at once dissolved into tears
and silence, but her more robust
spouse, eager to comfort and most un-
wontedly loquacious, could not but
think travel was the best thing for
Sir Robert. ‘When he comes back,’
said he, ‘ we shall see changes in him,
no doubt, after so long a voyage ; if
he does not lisp and wear strange suits,
we shall scarce think he has swum in
a gondola.’

At this the young ladies smiled,
with alien lips, as they well might, not
in the least understanding him, whilst
the poor gentleman went on to express
his satisfaction that their stepfather
had at least a friend with him ¢ of
adoption tried, and grappled to his
soul with hooks of steel.” His mis-
conception of the whole situation was
in short so complete, and under the
circumstances so intolerable, that both
Evy and Milly withdrew their atten-
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tion from him, and left him to be en-
tertained by his young friend Frank.
Not a whit discouraged by this, the
good man pursued his well-meant vein
of consolation. ¢ Well, my boy, you
have lost your dear stepfather—unex-
pectedly—for an indefinite period.
The very same thing once occurred to
me ; my stepfather was snatched away
from me, and even more suddenly, not
by water, but by another element—
the wind. He was carried away in a
balloon.’

Frank, who had hitherto been but
moderately interested, here pricked up
his ears.

“In a balioon, Mr. Raynes? How
came he in a balloon ¥’

¢ Well— he was—yes, a scientific in-
dividual devoted to balloon ascents.
Not that he understood the manage-
ment of such things, poor man, or he
might have been here today. He
went up on an occasion—for an experi-
ment—with a donkey tied to the car.’

‘A donkey?’ Franky clapped his
hands delightedly. He would almost
have been reconciled to his present be-
reavement if he could have seen Sir
Robert depart in so admirable a man-
ner.

¢ It’s no joke, my young friend,’ said
Mr. Raynes, reprovingly : ¢I saw the
poor man come down, and thought as
lightly of it as yourself, for the spec-
tacle was no novelty to me, only some
idiot in the crowd cut the donkey loose
before my unfortunate relative was
aware of what he was at, and being
thusfreed from the quadruped’s weight,
the balloon shot up like a sky-rocket,
with my stepfather in it.’

‘But he came down, I suppose ¥’
exclaimed Frank.

‘Not to my knowledge,” returned
Mr. Raynes, coolly. ‘No one ever
saw him come down. He is probably
careering about the viewless fields
of air” (Shakespeare, my boy) at this
very moment. He left his earthly
friends ten years ago. Now your
case is not so bad as that, Frank, so
cheer, up.’
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Frank not only cheered up, but be-
gan to give way to such exuberant
mirth that it scandalised his sisters,
who promptly reproved him for want
of feeling. :

‘I couldn’t help it,’ gasped Frank.

‘I am sorry that my recital of the:
loss of a relative should haveawakened
his mirth,” said Mr. Raynes, in his
gravest manner. And then he grinned,
beyond anything, one would think,
that mortal mouth had attempted, and
took his departure.

‘He is really too eccentric, said
Evelyn.

¢ His Judy, as he will call his Julie,,
is almost as bad,’ returned Millicent.
¢ She told me—oh Heavens, here he is
again,’

¢ One moment, ladies,’ observed Mr.
Raynes, putting his head in at the
door; ¢ we were just off, when I re-
wembered something—which may be
of importance. We drove to Mirton
this morning, and the postmaster,
hearing we were coming to Halcombe,
asked me to bring over this telegram ;
it is for Mr. Mayne. He is here, is.
he not ¥’

¢ Yes, yes ; oh thank you.’

He grinned so that, as he disap-
peared, he seemed to have swallowed.
himself (like the cat in ¢ Alice in
Wonderland).’

¢ Let us take it at once over to the
Manor Farm,’ cried Milly ; ¢the three
gentlemen are all together there, I
know.’

‘I think we had better send it
across,’ answered Evy. She did not
wish to call at Mr. Dyneley’s, nor per-
haps that her sister should appear to
seek to find out Mr. Mayne. In ten
minutes the latter returned in Gres-
ham’s company, and with the open
telegram. .

‘ Here is strange news,’ said he;
‘one hardly knows whether to think
it good or not. It comes from my
agent, Bevill. “Sir R. and W. have
not gone to Australia, they have sailed
for England. Important. I come-
home by to-night's mail.”’
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¢ Then papa is coming back after all,’
exclaimed Milly, joyfully ; ¢ he can be
here to-morrow, can he not ¢’

‘He is not coming alone, unhap-
pily,” observed Gresham. Evelyn, too,
looked very grave. Milly, in short,
was the only one to whom this news
brought unalloyed satisfaction, and
that, as it happened, only for a mo-
ment. The next speaker utterly dis-
pelled it.

<If Sir Robert is coming back,
Mayne, I am afraid we shall lose you ¥
observed Gresham, forgetting the rea-
son why he could not remain at Hal-
combe in the fact. )

Mayne nodded and answered coldly,
‘Yes, it would not be pleasant to re-
main under your uncle’s roof, after our
little misunderstanding.’

Milly longed to say, ¢ What can it
matter, whatever it is? Do stop,’
but of course she remained silent.

‘I am sure, dear papa will not take
us by surprise,’ said Evelyn, confi-
dently. ‘He is too considerate for
that.’ .
¢ True, we need do nothing in a hur-
ry,’ said Gresham ; ¢ we shall probably
hear of my uncle’s movements by to-
niorrow’s post.’

‘I do not think so,’ said Evelyn.
‘ He would surely have written from
Marseilles on this sudden change of
purpose had he wished to inform us of
his movements.’

To this no one had anything to say ;
the remark seemed somewhat inconsis-
tent with that she had just uttered re-
specting the consideration of Sir
Robert for others. And yet they knew
it was not so.

¢ Of course it's all Walcot’s doing,’
said Gresham, expressing the general
sentiment. ‘I wonder what he does
it _for.’ ,

¢ For some wise and good purpose,
no doubt,’ said Mayne unctuously ;
‘dear uncle Ferdy !’

¢Oh, Mr. Mayne, how can you!’
remonstrated Milly, :

¢ My dear young lady, I have the
warmest interest in the gentlemian in
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question, I do assure you. I long to-
meet him, though it is true, not here,
I am delighted that the ocean will not
now separate us. And next to meet-
ing him I long to hear about him.
What do you say to my telegraphing
to Beyill to come to Mirton, where we-
can hold communication with him
without awakening the suspicions of
the enemy? He will bring us the
latest information concerning Sir
Robert, by the light of which, per-
haps, we may be enabled to see our .
way.’
Gresham and the rest thought this
an excellent plan ; while Lady Arden
herself made no opposition to it. She-
would not have liked the man to come
to the Hall—it seemed like encourag-
ing an espionage upon her husband;
but there was nothing offensive to her
in his being at Mirton, where Mr.
Mayne might consult him on his own
affairs.

Practically, the difference was but
slight, but in matters of feeling it of-
ten happens that as little suffices to
salve as to wound; moreover, the
poor lady’s curiosity to know what had
taken place to change her husband’s.
plans was excessive ; and Mr. Bevill
would at least afford them some data.
to enable them to guess at this.

Mr. Mayne therefore telegraphed
as proposed. In the meantime the
family at the Hall ramained in & very
unpleasant state of tension, expecting,
or rather apprehending, they knew
not what, and exceedingly embarrassed
by receiving no communication from
Sir Robert.

On the first news of his change of
intention Lady Arden had been very
hopeful ; expressing herself confident.
that her husband had repented of de-
serting them (even if he had not eman-
cipated himself from the influence of
his brother-in-law), and was returning
in all haste to his home. Even though
Walcot should accompany him, such a
result seemed better to her than lis
prolonged and indefinite absence ; and
the getting things ¢ patched up’ than
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a complete and, perhaps, permanent
rupture.

But as the days went by, and her
husband gave no sign of his return, she
began to grow morbidly anxious and
alarmed. It was with some difliculty,
indeed, when news came of the agent s
expected arrival at the inn at Mirton,
that she could be restrained from going
thither, and hearing his story with her
own ears,

In the end, however, Mayne and
Greshamdroveoverthither alone, while
Dyneley remained with her to admin-
ister such consulation as his presence
and arguments could afford. The
family distress had broken down his
resolution to keep aloof from the Hall ;
and his sober and hopeful view of mat-
ters acted like a tonic.

¢ Certainly when one is in trouble,’
admitted her ladyship, who had been
no little aggrieved by his late apparent
coldness ; ¢ there is no one who com-
forts one like Mr. Dyneley. Don’t
you think so, Evelyn %’

‘T always thought him a very good
man, Mamma,” was her gentle reply.

But if the Curate took sanguine
views of the state of affairs, they were
by no means shared by the other two
young men; who being either less
charitable, or having suffered more
geriously at Walcot’s hands, were
ready to credit him with any enor-
mity.

As they sat in the dog-cart together,
driving over the moor in thoughtful
silence Gresham flicked the mare with
his whip, and suddenly exclaimed, ‘I
believe the man means murder. He
has got my uncle in some out-of-the-
way spot, and is doing him to death,
probably by poison. Else he would
surely have written to his wife.’

* Men don’t always write to their
wives, my dear Gresham.’

‘But a good man, like my uncle,
“who must needs know she is in distress
.and anxiety about him—he would
certainly write if he could.’

¢ Not necessarily, if he is ashamed
-of himself,” argued Mayne. ¢ And be-

sides, his letters may have been inter-
cepted. I quite agree with you, of
course, that Uncle Ferdy would stick
at nothing on moral grounds. But
he is not of the stuff that murderers
are made of. He has too delicate a
consideration for his own skin. His
rule in life is material advantage, to
which all his other passions are sub-
servient. One would have thought,
for example, he would have wreaked
his revenge on Groad and Holme, who
betrayed him ; but he has taken no
steps in that direction, from motives
of policy.’

£It would be his motive to murder
my uncle,’ returned Gresham,’ ¢if his
last will—as 1 have no doubt is the
case—has been made in his favour.’

¢No doubt ; and he would do it
without scruple, but for the conse-
quences. He is & man that weighs
consequences very nicely, and never
incurs a risk that is avoidable. To
raise his hand against your uncle,
knowing as he well does, what we
two think of him, would be very dan-
gerous. However, we shall hear what
Bevill says about it, who is quite with-
out prejudice. I believe him to be
loyal to me as his employer ; but heis
not troubled with sentiment of any
kind, and would have served Uncle
Ferdy himself with equal fidelity, if
he had happened to retain him. That
is why he left the police, and set up
on his own account as a social detec-
tive. He felt that his area of action
was too circumscribed.’

¢ I should say, then, he is likely to
find it some day still more limited—
by a prison wall, for example.’

¢ Not atall ; there is no fear of that
Bevill has a respect for the law, which
he looks upon as an old employer. He
would never hold a brief on the op-
posite side.’

¢ Still—though it is ungrateful for
me to say so—I should feel uncom-
fortable in employing such an instru-
ment.’

‘I am glad to hear you say that be-
cause it leaves this matter where L
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-wished it to be, solely in my own
hands. When one fights with the In-
dians, one does not stand up in scarlet
to be shot at in an open space; one
has to dodge like them behind the
trees. I have hired this gentleman
to dodge for me. You have often no-
ticed, doubtless, what a fine head of
‘hair dear Uncle Ferdy has got. Well,
he is a great chief; but I mean to
have his scalp.’

Before the inn door, as they drove
up, stood a stout and contemplative
person with a straw in his mouth,
whom Mayne, at once indicated as
“my agent ; else Gresham would have
probably taken him for a commercial
traveller in the illustrated book or
fancy jewellery line, to neither of
which branches of commerce much en-
-couragement was afforded at Mirton—
80 much of time he seemed to have
on his hands, and so little to do in it ;
and at the same time so totally indif-
ferent did he appear to the beauties of
land and sea, which offered themselves
to the gaze from the spot he occupied
in sublime profusion. His hands were
plunged deep in his pockets, though,
from the contour of his figure, it was
plain that they could not be with-
drawn from thence without some dif-
ficulty. His hat was tilted on the
back of his head and displayed a coun-
tenance like the moon at full,-and
without any greater vestiges of vege-
tation. It was the face of a fat boy
except for a few lines in it, which
time had drawn about the brow and
mouth, and expressed—if it express-
-ed anything—a good-natured vacuity.

Even the arrival of his employer
awoke but little vitality in Mr. Bevill.
He extricated his right hand from its
pocket, touched his hat with his fore-
finger, and cast one momentary but
scrutinizing glance at Gresham.

Mr. Bevill never lost an opportunity
of observation, and never wasted his
energies ; he knew Mayne already.

¢ Good morning, Mr. Bevill ; thisis
Sir Robert’s nephew, Mr. George
“Gresham.’ :

7
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‘So I concluded, sir, from seeing
him in your company ; otherwise it
would not have struck me.’

‘ You see no family resemblance?’
said Mayne, laughing. ¢ Perhaps you
think he is more like my uncle, Uncle
Ferdy.’

‘Same build, sir, but that’s all,” re-
plied the detective sententiously.

¢ Not so clever, by half, you mean,
Mr. Bevill,’ said Gresham, laughing.

‘Well, sir, I didn't say that. But
evenif it were so, you might be clever
enough as cleverness goes. The gentle-
man to whom your friend was refer-
ring’ (it was a characteristic of Mr.
Bevill never to mention names ; he
thought it a bad habit, and besides the
groom had come forward to take the
mare), ‘has wits enough for half-a-
dozen.’

‘You are bound to speak highly of
him since he has outwitted Mr. Bevill,’
said Mayne, lightly.

¢ Well, yes, sir, for the present—
there is no doubt about it ; he Aas/’

¢Well, come indoors, and let’s talk
it over.’

CHAPTER XXXVL
MR. BEVILL.

B ] R. BEVILL, when not on duty,
was of a retiring disposition,
and had already installed himself in
the only private sitting-room of which
the little inn could boast. A low-
roofed apartment, of small dimensions,
and these encroached upon by a col-
lection of old china, tropical shells,
stuffed fish of truculent and piky as-
pect, and other ‘curios’ brought home
by seafaring men of Mirton, and pur-
chased by the landlord on easy terms.
There was room, however, for the two
visitors, who were about to seat them-
selves near the open window, when
Mr. Bevill put in an objection.
¢ Under that window there is a
bench, where the village folks sit, I
have noticed.” (He had been in Mirton
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about half-an-hour.) ¢It may not sig-
nify, but still it may. Our gentleman’
—it was thus he always spoke of Mr.
Walcot, just as Mayne applied to him
the derisively familiar term of ¢ Uncle
Ferdy'—¢ your gentleman may have
friends here with sharp ears.’

‘Your gentleman has no friends any-
where,’ observed Gresham, grimly.

¢ Pardon me,’ said Mr. Bevill, ¢ ever-
one has friends everywhere—who has
money.’

He closed the window, and pointed
to a little tuble in a corner of the room,
round which they took their seats.

¢ You have read my reports to your
friends here, Mr. Gresham, I con-
clude?’ (The word ¢ reports’ was pro-
nounced with a certain dignity that
showed Mr. Bevill was capable of a
weakness, and that it lay in the direc-
tion of literary composition.)

Mr. Mayne nodded assent.

“ Good ; then I will not trouble you
with matters that are contained in
them. My last statement, if you re-
member, was that Sir Robert was not,
in my opinion, seriously ill. Within
a few hours after I had written that
opinion, I had cause to modify it. I
came upon him in the courtyard of the
inn, and I thought him looking very
ill. It was the first time I had seen
him since I discovered his intention to
sail for Australia. Perhaps, therefore,
his ill looks arose from mental causes ;
that idea occurred to me because our
gentleman was walking arm in arm
with him, and speaking in a tender and
yet encouraging tone. He had, I
thought at the time (but I was wrong),
been persuaded by a stronger will to
exchange all his old associations for
new ones, and was, perhaps, already
regretting it.’

If Mr. Bevill could not be said to
talk like a book, it was clear that he
was talking like a very carefully com-
piled manuscript—and, in fact, was
quoting from it. His own ordinary
conversation had nothing in common
with this ornate and explanatory
style. He was by nature plain of

speech, as he himself confessed, but.
¢give him time,” and he would turn
out something in the way of literature-
worthy of your critical attention. And
he was very proud of this accomplish-
ment.

‘From the day when our gentleman
and his friend had secured their berths.
on board the Apollo, he went on, ‘1
saw very little of them. They kept
themselves fo themselves, or rather our
gentleman kept his friend to himself,
much more than formerly, and for one-
thing, they no more took their meals
at the fable d’héte. It was understood
that Sir R.’s state of health forbade it.
As the A4pollo was to sail with the tide:
in the early morning, they went on
board on the previous afternoon ; but,
as I understood, they did not dine in
in the saloon. As for me, I did not.
wish to show myself to either of them
lest I might be recognised as one who
had sought their company of late
(though I had been as prudent as pos-
sible in so doing), and our gentleman
should have had his suspicions aroused
before starting. I did not wish him
to know that Sir R. had a friend on
board until necessity should compel
the revelation.’

This last sentence Mr. Bevill re-
peated (under the transparent pre-
tence of having forgotten it), with a
roll in his voice that greatly enhanced
the stately periods.

‘I myself delayed going on board
the ship until after dusk, and, when I
did so, at once betook myself to my
cabin. Before finally turning in for
the night, however, I came on deck for:
a breath of fresh air, in full confidence
that at such an hour I should run no
risk of encountering those whom it was
my object to avoid. It was half-past
nine, and the saloon passengers, who-
had been smoking and chatting above
till it grew cold, had all gone below.
I was about to follow their example
when I saw our gentleman come up-
the saloon stairs with & travelling bag
in his hand. There would have been
hardly sufficient light by which to re-
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cognise him, had I not been on the
look-out for him, and no one else ; but
as it was I felt quite certain of my
man. He went to the side of the ship,
and peered over it, into the semi-dark-
ness. I did the like, taking care to
keep myself out of his range of vision,
and this is what I saw. There was a
boat lying close under me, with Sir
Robert himself lying in the stern of it,
and just as I had seen him come on
board, with all his portmanteaus, boxes,
&e., in the bow. Only it was plain
that he was now going away instead
of embarking, I do assure you, for
the moment, I was now quite thrown
off my balance. 1t was not what was
happening before my eyes so much as
the sense of what might and would
have happened, but for my just com-
ing up for that mouthful of air—
namely, that I should have found my-
self bound for Australia for no earthly
reason ; doomed to I don’t know how
many months of ocean travel, without
the least object, save to get home
again, not to mention the money
thrown away by my employer, and the
disgrace that would attach to myself
in having been thus tricked and de-
luded.

¢ All this passed through my
mind like a keen blast of air, but
did not hinder me from seeing my
gentleman run quickly down the lad-
der, jump into the boat, and seat him-
self by the side of Sir R.; the next
moment the rowers had pushed off,
and they were gone.”

¢And where the deuce were they
gone to}’ inquired Gresham, impa-
tiently.

‘That was the very question that
yours truly put to himself, sir,’ said
Mr. Bevill, breaking into his colloguial
style, ‘ and which, unfortunately, has
not been answered yet. Of course, I
was for following ’em hot foot; but
that was not so easy. When I asked
for a boat to go on shore, the captain
of the deck watch didn’t see it. He
said it was too late ; and that the next
time I was put on shore from the
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Apollo it would be in Melbourne har-
bour. The very notion of this turned
me cold again, and I am afraid I found
myself bidding higher than I should
have done for the accommodation of a
boat. The fact was, however, that the
officer was afraid of losing his men al-
together if he gave them such an op-
portunity of slipping away on the eve
of so long a voyage, and in the end he
consented to put me on shore himself
for a five pound note, which accord-
ingly I paid him. That’s gone, 1 fear,
from you and your heirs forever, sir,
here the speaker turned to Mr. Mayne,
‘but with regard to the Australian
passage-money, I am happy to say I
recovered half of it, on a representa-
tion of the case to the Navigation
Company.’

‘That is a secondary matter, Mr.
Bevill,’ said Mayne, quietly. ¢ Pray
go on with your narrative.’

‘I wish 1 could, sir, but unhappily
it ends where I left it ; our gentleman
got clean way, though not, indeed,
without leaving a trail behind him.
He had not returned to the hotel,
where they quite understood, indeed,
he was on his way to Australia; and
as I could not gain any information of
his movements by land—which, since
he was in charge of an invalid, could
scarcely have been concealed—I gave
my attention to the water. A trading
ship, I found, had sailed that very
night for England, bound for Wey-
mouth, and on inquiring at the office,
I found our gentleman had engaged
berths for himself and Sir R. on board
of it, as well as on board the Apollo.’

¢ But for what possible reason 1’ ex-
claimed Gresham.

‘ Heaven knows, sir—or, leastways,
more likely the other party. I can
think of nothing else to explain it but
that our gentleman had found out he
was being watched, and was resolved
to throw one off his tracks at any cost.
Yet how he could have persuaded Sir
R.—though, indeed, poor soul, he
looked in that there boat as though he
had very little strength to resist him
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—to change his plans so completely,
and at such short notice—that baffles
me altogether.’

‘One thing at all events is certain,’
observed Gresham, ‘that their object
is to hide away from all of us.’

¢ It is the object of our gentleman,
no doubt,’ replied the detective.

¢ Mr. Bevill has administered a just
reproof to you, Gresham, observed
Mayne. ‘It is no more your ungle’s
fault that he has adopted this strange
course than that yonder signboard
swings to the wind. He has not been
a free agent for this long time, and
now, prostrated by illness——'

¢ Forgive me,’ interrupted Gresham,
earnestly. “I spoke in thoughtless-
ness, not in bitterness, Heaven knows.
The very thought of the influence this
scoundrel exercises over the good, kind
old man

¢ Fifty-one,” observed Mr. Bevill,
sententiously. ¢I heard him say so.’

‘Well, well, when a man, even in
middle life, subordinates his will to
another, and voluntarily becomes a
cipher, one thinks of him as old,’ said
Gresham. ‘I trust my uncle will live
many a year, but among those who
love him. To think of this man Wal-
cot, I was about to say, puts me alike
out of patience and of reason. That is
why you, Mayne, and Mr. Bevill here
are such a comfort to me. The only
plan that ever occurs to me is to take
the scoundrel by the neck and throttle
him.’

¢ The idea is too charming to dwell
upon,’ said Mayne, gravely. I dare
not indulge myself in such luxurious
thoughts. Besides his neck is scarcely
private property. Jack Ketch hasin
a manner bespoken it.’

‘I hope not, since that will mean
murder,’ answered Gresham, gloomily;
‘in which case one can only too well
guess the victim,’

¢No, no ; our gentleman is not of
that sort, sir,’ observed Mr. Bevill,
assuringly. . ‘I know the class, and
call them the Pouncers; it is always
now or never with them. But
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this one, he is so clever that he don’t
pounce, but can afford to abide his
time. He will never hurry matters in
the way you are thinking of.’

‘That is quite my view,” remarked
Mayne. ¢ Nature, however, may make
things terribly easy for him—his star
has fought for him as it is beyond all
expectation—and time is pressing. I
do not speak of the future wrong that
may be done to my friend Gresham
and others, for that I know is insig-
nificant to them in comparison with
the condition of Sir Robert himself, ill,
and in thisvillain’s clutches; conscious,
perhaps, by this time, of the true
character of his companion, yet physi-
cally incapable of escape from him.’

‘I see all that, sir,’ said Mr. Bevill,
slowly, the place for me, therefore,
seems just now to be Weymouth.’

¢ By all means,’ exclaimed Gresham,
earnestly. ¢If it was not that I fear
my motives would be misconstrued, or
rather misrepresented by this scoun-
drel, I would myself accompany you.
‘What do you say, Mayne?’

¢ Isay “ No,” Gresham,’ was the un-
expected rejoinder. ¢ By Mr. Bevill's
account your uncle stands in no im-
mediate danger either from natural
causes or foul play; and I think it
would be only just, before taking so
decided a step as you propose, to wait
a few days, in which he may declare
his intentions. If he remains in Eng-
land for any time—say a week, for ex-
ample—without communicating with
Lady Arden, or any of the family—
we may take it for granted that he is
under dictation. Whereas, if it is not
so, and you or even Mr. Bevill (whom
we have reason to feel Walcot already
suspects of dogging him), should go
down to Weymouth, it would arouse
irritation in Sir Robert’s mind, and
retard, if it does not prevent its awak-
ening to the true state of affairs.’

¢Our gentleman himself could not
have looked at the matter all around
more judgematically,’ observed Mr,
Bevill, in approving tones. ‘Let us
give him the week then, and I will re-
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main here in the meantime till you say
“Off,” sir. If I get a few score of
questions answered concerning him in
this neighbourhood, it may not be al-
together time thrown away.’

Gresham looked from ome to the
other, with a half-consenting, half
hesitating air.

¢This is your business, at least in
part, Gresham,’ said Mayne, gently.
¢8ir Robert is your uncle, not mine,
and I should be sorry, indeed, if any-
thing should happen—within those few
days—to cause you to repent of fol-
lowing my advice. You will act, of
course as you think right. But I must
follow my own judgment in keeping
Mr. Bevill for the present at Mirton.

437

Uncle Ferdy is too shy a bird for us
to run the risk of frightening him.
We have him now within reach, which
is a great point ; but should we force
him to fly away, things would be made
more difficult for us. Moreover Bevill’s
presence—and much more yours—
might cause him to precipitate matters.’

‘I put myself in your hands,’ said
Gresham, after a long pause. ‘They
are stronger than mine, and fitter, I
feel, to deal with such an emergency
asthis. Let our motto for the present
be Patience, and if within a week, we
do not hear from my uncle, I will take
my own way.’

Whereupon Mayne said ¢ Agreed ;'
and Mr. Bevill, ‘ Right you are, sir.’

(To be continued.)

THE SCIENTIFIC SPIRIT.

BY WILLIAM D. LE SUEUR, B.A., OTTAWA.

THE modern world is, in an alto-

gether peculiar degree, under the
dominion of physical science, and more
and more of the best thought of our
time is being drafted into scientific re-
gions. It would be vain to deny that
this phenomenon is accompanied by a
great bettering of the conditions of
life, throughout a large section at least
of society, and that human thought,
speaking generally, is in a healthier
state than in the days when science
was feeble and theology strong. We
have, therefore, an evident interest in
advancing the boundaries of science,
and to this end it is important that
the scientific spirit should be culti-
vated and guarded, if possible, against
any weaknesses or errors into which it
might have a natural tendency to fall.
In the opinion of some thoughtful per-

sons the time has come when a wise
direction of scientific discovery, and a
wise organization of the present re-
sources of civilized society are of more
importance than the mere increase of
scientific knowledge. The poet Shelley,
in the beginning of this century, wrote:
“We have more moral, political and
historical wisdom than we know how
to reduce into practice ; we have more
scientific and economical knowledge
than can be accommodated to the just
distribution of the produce which it
multiplies.” If this was so in Shelley’s
time, how is it now ? Steam was then
but in its infancy; therailway was not;
the telegraph was not even a dream.
One thing is beyond all doubt. We
have enough physical science—if that
could suffice—to make a very com-
fortable world of this to all decent peo-
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ple ; whereas, for some years past, the
amount of distress consequent upon
financial confusion and the disloca-
tion of industry, has been something
appalling.  Our unlimited command
over the resources of nature has not
enabled us to give bread to the hungry
nor clothes to the naked ; while the
only remedy we can think of for hard
times is—idleness. Men must suffer
because they have produced too much.
Let them therefore stand idle and wait
until the surplus products of their in-
dustry have been consumed ; then,
perchance, they may hope for employ-
ment and food. Such is the “fix”
into which the wisdom of the nine-
teenth century manages to thrust it-
self. Surely such a result should be
regarded as the reductio ad absurdum
of something. But of what ?

Let us have science then, since
science does us good, or at least gives
us the means of doing ourselves good;
but let us see if we cannot humanise
it s0 as to increase the probability that
it will prove of universal, and not of
merely partial, benefit. Let us see
also that the minds which occupy
themselves with science do not waste
their powers in unprofitable inquiries,
and possibly, by the pursuit of false
methods, do themselves more harm
than good. Let us try to realise clearly,
what the true scientific spirit is, and
do our best to develop and strengthen
that.

One of the chief dangers to which
science is exposed is that of dogma-
tism. It is exposed to this danger
through its very strength. Theology
was once strong—strong in its control
of the humanmind, strong in the en-
thusiasm it was able to create, strong
in the universality of its claims and
its ambition—and it was dogmatic as
nothing else has ever been, or pro-
bably will ever be. Dogmatism is no-
thing but the temper of command un-
reasonably exercised. Science in the
present day wields command, and it
only too easily falls into the snare of
dogmatism. We have heard in our day

of an “orthodox” geology, an “ ortho-
dox ” political economy, and probably
other sciences as well have their ortho-
dox schools. Having myself given an
account the other day to a scientific
friend of the argument of a little work
entitled ‘Scepticismin Geology,” which
has now reached a second edition, I
was surprised at the warmth of indig-
nation with which the attack on the
system reared by Lyell was received.
A person present having asked my
friend whether he would not read the
book in question, in order to judge bet-
ter of the value of its arguments, he
answered emphatically ‘ No,’ he would
not, he said, waste time on anything
so absurd. Similarly, I have seen peo-
ple utterly refuse to read so much as a
line in defence or explanation of spirit-
ualism ; while, in the region of Politi-
cal Economy, I have known a writer
set down as utterly incompetent on
the simple ground that he had critic-
ised the views of Adam Smith and
John Stuart Mill. Nay more, in the
latter case, the writer in question,
without an examination of a page of
his book was stigmatised as an infla-
tionist ; whereas, the chief point of his
objection to Adam Smith and John
Stuart Mill was, that the language
held by them in regard to money gave
rise to all kinds of inflationist here-
sies and schemes.* No one, indeed,
can mix much with men who occupy
themselves chiefly with science, or who,
without being possessed of much scienti-
fic knowledge, have a natural predilec-
tion for science, without seeing how
readily—I speak generally of course—
they glide into dogmatism, and assume,
not for themselves personally, but for
the great Church of Science of which
they hold themselves members, an in-
fallibility far surpassing that of the
Roman Pontiffs, which, when fully ex-
plained, is found to be a very limited
thing. For ¢ Roma locuta est, causa
Jinita est, they are quite prepared to

* The writer referred to is Mr. H. V. Poor, of New
York. His views on the point in question are fully
shared by Sir Anthony Musgrave.
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say, ¢ Scientia,’ &c., and when once the
name of science is invoked, contro-
versy must cease.

Now it i8 very obvious that there
is nothing scientific in dogmatism
carried to this point. One can excuse
& well-informed man for not caring to
-discuss matters, on a footing of equa-
lity, with an ill-informed one; nor
need any one trouble himself with
theories which imply complete ignor-
ance of facts on the part of those who
put them forward. Coleridge’'s dic-
tum about ‘understanding a man’s
ignorance’ before you conclude that Le
is hopelessly in the wrong comes in
here. 1f we not only believe a man
to be ignorant, but, as it were, are able
to survey his ignorance, to see all
around it, and understand both it and
him ; then we may, without arrogance,
decline to re-open, for his amusement,
-questions which we have good reason
to consider closed. But, in many cases
where ¢science’ is appealed to, noth-
ing of this kind can be claimed. The
dogmatist simply knows what is cur-
rent as the orthodox science of the
day or hour, and, strong in this know-
ledge, pooh-poohs any facts that may
be alleged in opposition thereto. And
yet how very brief is the authority
which many scientific theories enjoy !
They *have their day and cease to be,’
and are only referred to afterwards as
-examples of inconclusive reasoning or
over-hasty generalisation. The geolo-
gists of to-day have made no satisfac-
tory reply to the attacks made by the
physical school upon their mode of
computing time ; yet how much of
geological theory depends upon the
correctness of that method! The
whole doctrine of ¢ causes now in ac-
tion’ may be said to be at stake; for
if the Lyellian school of geologists
have proved anything, it is that causes
now in action could not have produced
the results we see in much less time
than has been claimed.

The remedy for dogmatism in sci-
ence is a recognition of the essentially
provisional character of all scientific
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theories. Every science, it should be
remembered, owes its existence to &
certain process of abstraction. The
universe is a whole, and only as a
whole can it be fully comprehended.
‘We light upon a fact or a phenomenon,
and discern its relations to certain
closely connected facts or phenomena.
Apart from these it would have no
significance whatever; seen in con-
nection with them it has both signi-
ficance and interest. But how do we
know what its remoter relations may
be, or what may be its place in the
general scheme of things. Any theory
we can frame is valid only so far as
the discovered relations are concerned ;
in other words it is a working hypo-
thesis and no more. How unwise
therefore to allow a working hypo-
thesis actually to stand in the way of
work,—to nail ourselves down to it, as
if it were really part of the durable
framework of the universe! The doc-
trine of gravitation itself can only be
held to be provisionally true, in re-
gard, at least, to the terms in which it
is expressed. The facts on which it is
based, and which at present it serves
to formulate, will remain unchanged;
but the time may come when we shall
see them in other relations, and when
their whole character, relatively to our
apprehension, will be changed. And it
will be something in that day, should
it ever come, to be saved from the
necessity of attributing to the brute
earth the power of acting, without any
intermediary, upon similar brute mas-
ses elsewhere, which is what the theory
as at present framed compels us to do.
The true scientific attitude of mind is
one opposed to all dogmatism, one
which regards the work of science as
in its nature exhaustless, and which
sees that progress consists in ever
grasping more and more of the unity
of laws and phenomena, and not in
pursuing separate lines of enquiry into
infinitely minute detail.

Science indeed to be true to itself,
and to do its work in the best way
must be nothing less than philosophy ;
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or at least it must be steeped in the
widest conceptions that philosophy
can supply. It would be idle to de-
cry specialism in the study of science,
for it has long been a necessary result
of the enormous development of scien-
tific knowledge ; but, at the same time,
it can hardly be questioned that spe-
cial sciences are often studied in a
very unscientific manner and spirit—
that is to say, as a mere matter of
curiosity, or perhaps of personal com-
petition, and without any sense of
what Comte calls the ensemble—with-
out any genuine interest in science in
the widest sense of the word. What
is the difference between a mania for
collecting old books or old tea-pots
and a passion for gathering every ob-
tainable plant, insect or fossil in a cer-
tain district, unless the latter tasks be
undertaken with the distinct object of
furthering the general work of science,
either by establishing some theory in
the particular branch in which the ef-
fort is made, or by throwing a side
light upon some connected study ¥ It
may be said that all these pursuits
sharpen the faculty of observation : so
they do in the particular region in
which the faculty is exercised, but not
in other regions; on the contrary the
more attention is concentrated on one
class of objects the less (necessarily)
will it be given to other classes. One
master interest has often dwarfed,
if not killed, every other. While,
therefore, I readily give my sympathy
to those whose tastes take them afield
and lead them to study nature in any
of her forms, I look for some mani-
festation of interest in science as a
whole, some sense of the unity of all
truth, something altogether above and
beyond the fiddle-faddle dilettanteism
of & curiosity hunter, before I congra-
tulate science on the labours bestowed
in her service. I have seen a boy
turning up words in a Latin diction-
ary, and I have seen a man turning
up plants in Gray’s Botany, and I
cannot say which of the two processes
seemed to me the more scientific.

The true man of science ought, above-
all things, to be interesting. Living in
a world whose phenomena he is study-
ing, with whose laws he is every day
gaining a wider acquaintance, and
seeing the bearing of these upon hu-
man life and history, he should be of
all men the most companionable and
the one from whose intercourse we
should derive the most profit. If this
be 80, there surely must be something
wrong with a science that simply en-
ables its possessor to pound general
society with long words, and which
causes all his interest and enthusiasm
to go out towards the infinitely mi-
nute and the infinitely unimportant.
The entomologist in ¢ The Poet
at the Breakfast-Table, having been
invited to look at the stars through
a telescope, declined on the ground
of pressing occupations. ¢ May I
venture to ask,’ said the Poet, ‘on
what particular point you are engaged
just at present?’ ¢ Certainly, Sir,
you may. It is, I suppose, as difficult
and important a matter as often comes
before a student of natural history. I
wish to settle the point once for all
whether the Pediculus Melittee is, or
is not, the larva of Meloe.” The Pe-
diculus, concluded the Poet, occupied
a larger space in that man’s mental
vision than ‘the midnight march of
the solar system.” When Rousseau
came up to Paris to submit certain
new musical ideas to the savans of the-
Academy, he found, as he tells us in
his‘Confessions,’ that these men enjoyed
a great advantage over him, inasmuch
as their scientific attainments enabled
them to talk continuously without
putting any meaning into what they
said, and to repel all new ideas by the
simple iteration of formulas. Jean
Jacques is not an unimpeachable wit--
ness in his own cause ; but some of us-
have heard enough perhaps of what
has purported to be scientific talk to
be prepared to believe that his descrip-
tion may not have been altogether:
wide of the mark. The fact is that
men of science are often dreary in the-
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extreme through the concentration of
their interests upon some narrow field
of investigation, and the complete ab-
sence from their minds of all wider
views or aims. We donot go to such
men for counsel, for sympathy, or for
anything pertaining to good fellow-
ship or social enjoyment. By long
gazing at specimens they are well
on the way to becoming specimens
themselves; and ‘the unstable and
the unlearned,” taking them as types
of what science does for a man, think
but ill of its power to round human
life into harmonious completeness.
Many, no doubt, are fitted to engage
in the work of scientific observation
and classification, whose power of ori-
ginal thought is inconsiderable, and
whose metaphysical conceptions, if
they indulge in any, will be of a sim-
plicity bordering on rudeness. But
the spirit in which these will pursue
their studies will depend greatly upon
the example set by greater men, and
it is, therefore, of vast importance that
the leaders in scientific investigation
should set clearly before the world
where the chief interest and the high-
estglory ofscience lies, that they should
visibly make it the instructor of hu-
manity to all noble ends, that they
should put it forward as the great
liberaliser of thought, the enemy of
superstition and confusion, the beauti-
fier of life, and that in which man’s
highest faculties can find unfailing ex-
ercise and satisfaction. If science were
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always exhibited in this light by its
foremost representatives, we should
get rid of the notion that it is a thing
of catalogues and long names ; and the
rank and file of scientific workers
would be more conscious of an object
to their labours than they are at pre-
sent. The opposition so often imagined
to exist between science and poetry is
due to nothing but thefaulty exemplifi-
cations which we have of science. Give
to it the depth which comes of union
with philosophy, and inspire it with
the faith which true philosophy teaches,
and it will itself catch the language of
poetry to express its glorious revela-
tions.

We havein Canada many organiza-
tions which are helping forward the
work of science in their own several
ways. We must all desire that the
labours of these should be crowned
with success, and that Canada should
contribute its share to the scientific
achievements of the age. The makers
of catalogues will not do much for us
if left to themselves; but if a true
scientific spirit can be diffused among
the intelligent youth of our country,
if a spirit of rational inquiry can be
awakened, if the work of science can
be nobly conceived by us, then we shall
be sure in due time to do our part
faithfully and well in building up that
structureof scientificknowledge which,
in the years to come, shall be, as it
were, the common home and shelter of
humanity.
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CARDINAL NEWMAN.

D]O man of the present age has
been so enthusiastically lauded

by his friends, or so feebly attacked
by his enemies, as the lately created
Cardinal Newman. A great deal of
this is, no doubt, due to the charm of
his style and his fine mastery of the
English language. Something also to
his earnestness and singleness of pur-
pose ; but the larger part of the zeal
which he has infused into his admirers
seems to be owing to similarity of
feeling, to predisposition towards mys-
ticism and ecclesiasticism. To those
who are disposed to consider the re-
ality of things, and to look for the
strict truth of matters, there are many
sentiments and statements in Dr.
Newman’s works, which can only be
described as ‘glittering generalities’
often very wide of the truth. Out of
many instances I shall only quote one
where he says, that the Roman Catho-
lic Church ¢has raised the position
of woman, destroyed slavery, encour-
aged literature and philosophy,’ and so
on. Not to go too far back in the
history of slavery, what has been the
action of the Church of Rome in regard
to that form of it—Negro Slavery—
with which we are most familiar ? The
Protestant nations of England and
America have spent lavishly their
blood and their treasure to put an end
to this system. England has for many
years, at great expense and loss of life,
maintained a fleet on the coast of Af-
rica expressly to cut off the source of
it—the Slave trade. At the present
time the Catholic nations of Spain and
Portugal are amongst Christian na-
tions the sole owners of negro
slaves. The former power especially
has been the persistent enemy of all

attempts to abolish it. Did any one
ever hear or read of the influence of
the Pope being brought to bear on the
Spanish Government in this matter 1
‘We are all familiar with the success-
ful efforts made by Rome to prevent
the burial of heretics, the erection of
Protestant Churches, and the circula-
tion of the Bible mn Spain. It has also
been specially diligent in prohibiting
secular education in that country ; but
who ever heard of a Bull or Encyclical
or other document issuing from Rome
against the importation of slaves into
Cuba, or against the continued exist-
ence of slavery in that island ?

The latest fulsome eulogy of Dr.
Newman and his works appears, with
singular inappropriateness, in a late
number of the Forinightly. The
writer makes a great display of learn-
ing and literary smartness, and offers
many would-be profound explanations
of things, the true meaning of which
lies on the surface. An almost ludic-
rous instance of this occurs where the
writer and Dr. Newman explain the
causes which led to the popularity of
Sir Walter Scott. Much learned dis-
quisition is expended in explaining the
conditions{and influences which mould-
ed the mind of Dr. Newman. A dili-
gent examination of his writings, es-
pecially of the ¢ Apologia,’ places the
matter in a much simpler and clearer
light. 'We learn that, at a very early
and tender age, he was sent from home
to the school of Dr. Nicolasat Ealing.
That it was there his mind got its
first religious bent appears very clearly
when we afterwards read his own
statement that at the age of ten he al-
wayscrossed himself when in the dark,
and that at fifteen when he wrote his
first verses he made the sign of the
cross at the top of them. At sixteen
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he drew up a series of texts in defence
and illustration of the Athanasian
Creed, a creed which shocks the minds
of many who firmly believe in it.
Such incidents at such periods of a
life would go a long way to enable one
to infer its future career. He was
sent afterwards to Oxford at a time
when there waslittle else taught there
besides classical literature and dogma-
tic theology, and when the air was full
of ecclesiasticism. The principal aim
-of his early writings seems to have
been to gain, for the English Church,
the power and influence in England
possessed by the Church of Rome in
-Catholic Countries, and failing in that
he naturally lapsed into the latter
communion. We can only lament
that his splendid talents should have
been devoted to such a futile purpose.
J.G. W,

ENGLISH SYMPATHY WITH THE
FRENCH EMPIRE.

—Tuar a large section of English
society gives all its sympathies to
the cause of the French Empire as
against the existing Republic there
can be no room for doubt. The al-
together extraordinary and, to the
rest of the world, incomprehensible
demonstrations in connection with the
“death of the Prince Imperial meant
this and nothing else. ~Then to what
are we to attribute this state of feel-
ing? It may have many sources, but
I feel convinced that the principal is
the sense of disquiet that the British
tradesman and the British aristocrat
alike feel at the sight of a government
like the French which is really trying
lo live upon principles. The average
British mind has no faith in principles,
and it has a blind instinct that people
who have much to do with them will
come to harm, and, by their disasters,
keep other people more or less in tur-
moil. The ‘rest and bethankful’
spirit is still strong in the present
generation of Englishmen, at least of
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the middle and upper classes; and
the French Empire was a form of
government that suited them exactly,
—that is to say, as applied to their
neighbours across the Channel. It
did not deal in principles except in
the same insincere, hand-to-mouth
kind of way in which the Britisher
delights. It seemed to favour trade,
and it promised finality in regard to
political aspirations. It acted as a
very imposing kind of police upon a
nation known to contain excitable and
insurrectionary materials. All this
soothed the spirit of John Bull, and
in his heart no doubt he thought the
French happy to be in such excellent
hands. The French people—at least
the intelligence of the nation—did not
see the thing in the same light, but
what did that matter? John Bull
experiences a distinct pleasure in the
thought that the intelligence of a na-
tion should not have its own way ; for
intelligence is a dangerous thing ; far
better, he thinks, come down, as in
England, to a balancing of interest
against interest and a system of uni-
versal compromise.

To people of this disposition the
French Republic with its eager dis-
cussions, springing from strong con-
victions, and its evident desire to carry
out principles consistently, must be a
constant source of irritation and un-
easiness. Thought and expectation
are kept upon the stretch, and then
the example may be bad for other na-
tions. Only think what might hap-
pen if any respect for principles, or
regard for consistency, should extend
to the political system of Great Bri-
tain! Why there is no knowing
what institutions might be overturned
in a year. The Church might be dis-
established, justice might be made
cheap and trade honest or compara-
tively so—and then the deluge! Let
us have the Empire back and we shall
know where we are, we shall again

¢ rest and Pe thankful.’ L.
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¢OF SUCH IS THE KINGDOM OF
HEAVEN.’

—One of the points upon which
science has disturbed traditional modes
of thinking is in regard to our esti-
mate of child-nature. The Christian
world, in spite of much in actual ex-
perience to the contrary, has remained
under the influence of the words ¢ Of
such is the Kingdom of Heaven ;’ and
many beautiful things are said about
the purity, innocence, faith and affec-
tion of children. It is not maintained,
however, that all children show these
engaging qualities; and yet unless all
children —in so far as they are chil-
dren, and are not directly influenced
by the evil example of those around—
exhibit this fitness for a higher stage
of being, the dictum cannot be accept-
ed as the general truth which it has
always been assumed to be. It would
take much from the natural force of
the words if we were to understand
that the speaker, being, as it happened,
surrounded by a group of particularly
good children—the kind for example
who take prizes for good conduct at
school—had exclaimed, ¢Of such is
the Kingdom of Heaven.” Weshould
then have to know what those chil-
dren were like before we could profit
by the statement. Christian theology,
however, is not very consistent upon
the point ; for over against this decla-
ration we must set the doctrine of total
depravity, according to which none of
the works of grace can proceed from
any human being until supernaturally
regenerated. On doctrinal grounds,
therefore, it is very hard to know what
to think. Are children angels in dis-
guise, or are they, like David of old,
¢ conceived in sin and shapen in ini-
quity 7’ There are many facts against

the angel theory, and there are quite
as many against that of total depravity.
A kind of equilibrium 1is, therefore,
established : the former view serves
well for sentimental purposes, while
the latter is an important element in
¢ systematic theology.’

Fortunately science steps in to show
us ‘a more excellent way.” What we
see now is that children inherit the
qualities of their ancestors, and that,
as a rule, ancestral influence is in
proportion to its nearness. A child
will be more like its father than its
grandfather. The children of the radi-
cally depraved will be depraved ; the
children of virtuous and high-minded
people will be easily drawn towards
virtue and high-mindedness. Science,
however, further shows that just as
embryonic life repeats the stages of
our physical ancestry, so child-life re-
peats, more or less fully, the stages of
our historical or social ancestry. In
other words, many of the characteris-
tics of savage or barbarous races are
illustrated in the thoughts and acts of
our children. Tf this be s0, we see at
once how vain it is to look to children
for the fruits of a high moral develop-
ment. In the first place we do the
children themselves injustice, and
possibly injury, in calling for what
they cannot give; in the second, we
subject ourselves to disappointment,
and perhaps fall into fretfulness of
temper consequent on the disappoint-
ment. What we have to do is to
train our children just as their de-
veloping natures will allow, to right
courses of action, not looking for fruit
before it is time for fruit, or losing
patience with the tree (and perhaps
blasting it), because, as yet, it shows
only leaves. In due time we shall
reap if we faint not. S
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Bismarck in the Franco-German War,
1870-71. Authorized translation from
the German of Dr. Moritz Busca,
Abridged. Toronto and Chicago :
Belfords, Clarke & Co., 1879.

Among the many wondrous changes of
this age, few have approached in start-
ling and unexpected completeness the
reunicn of the German fatherland. The
-central figure of the Prussian court, the
-controlling mind of the Germanic Con-
federation, was undoubtedly Bismarck,
and any work which undertook ta give
his views, opinions and utterances, at
this eventful time, more especially on

olitical maiters, was sure to succeed.
aders who hope to find a detailed
statement of Bismarck’s policy will be
-disappointed; nor does this work pretend
to be a history of the stirring tines of
1870. No one, from its pages alone,
-could gather any idea of them. The
author was attached to the staff of the
Prussian Chancellor shortly before the
battle of Sedan and remained with it un-
til the return to Berlin after the surren-
der of Paris. His bureau was eminently
peaceful : we read of despatches received
-and sent away, of telegrams correcting
mistakes, of leading articles and com-
munications to varlous newspapers, as
forming the author’s daily work. During
the progress to Versailles, and occasion-
-ally during his walks there, we get
glimpses of the war, but these are inci-
dents which hardly ruffle the current of
-daily life. As the siege of Paris dragson
-and the long nights of winter close in,
the central bureau at the cosy house
at Versailles becomes most enjoyable,
-and the dinners are aided by presents,
love-gifts, cheese, wine, spirits, cigars,
-and luxuries from all parts of Ger-
many which the railways bring to the
great and popular chief. We see the
chief after a hard day’s work at dinner,
the genial master of the house, encour-
aging every one to talk and talking him-
self, on almost every subject, but as
muchas possible avoiding ‘shop.” And his
-stories are very amusing. Of his parents,
how they went to assemblies and what

dresses were worn, ‘how some time after,
¢ there was an ambassador at Berlin, who
¢ also gave similar balls, where we danced
¢ till three o’clock, and there was nothing
‘to eat. At last we rebelled. When it
¢ grew late we produced bread and butter
‘from our pockets and devoured it.
¢ Food was provided the very next time,
‘ but we were never invited again.” Of his
childhood, boyhood, youth and man-
hood, his hunting, tishing, farming and
diplomacy ; of the people he had met ;
of those he had only heard of—in fact,
the book is replete with the sayings and
opinions of Bismarck.

The hackneyed reference to Boswell is
sure to suggest itself and correctly in this
respect. Boswell's book gave a vivid
idea of Johnson's appearance, habits,
companions and conversation, and Dr.
Busch is_singularly successful in doing
8o too. His descriptions are eminently
happy. We see the visitors come and go
and hear their remarks, and the interest
in the drama, the stage and accessories, is
engrossing. These qualities render the
work of great value, and the extracts
which have gone the round of the news-
paper press shew the ability of the
author in descriptive writing.

The Fullen Leaves. By WiLkiE CoLLINs,
Toronto : Rose-Belford Publishing
Company, 1879.

There is slight blame attachable to so
prolific a novel writer as Wilkie Collins,if
all his works do not come up to his usual
standard. But the blame which must
be dealt out on this occasion is the more
severe when we find that the faults to be
complained of are largely the result of
carelessness. To the highest qualities of
the novelist, those qualities which raise
an author to the top of his profession,
Wilkie Collins has never attained ; his
great success has been largely due to a
marvellous facility in the constructing
of plots, and a wonderful elaboration of
detail which, though it sometimes results
in the evolution of an impossible char-
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acter, yet always makes such a character
appear credible and realistic. Any re-
laxation in the care bestowed upon such
work must necessarily result in a great
falling-off in the quality of the tale.

Fallen Leuves has been too evidently
written in haste. The opening episode
with Millicent at the Christian Socialistic
Community at Tadmor is quite discon-
nected with the rest of the book. Itserves
the purpose of explaining young Golden-
heart’s journey to England, and it justifies
the fanciful name given to the story—for,
without Mellicent, there would be but
one fallen leaf—but beyond this it is no-
thing but an excrescence. Goldenheart’s
character could have been brought out
in more simple ways than by the mach-
inery of this peculiar Community, which
really exercises very slight influence
over his life, beyond inducing him to
utter a very prosy lecture on Christian
Socialism, which we are led to expect
will exercise a great influence on his
prospects in life, matrimonial or other-
wise, and which after all has no effect on
matters at all. It is apparently intro-
duced merely in order that three or four
characters should meet at its delivery,
who might just as well have met on the
street, or at any place of public enter-
tainment.

These smaller blots, however, might
be pardoned, but for the grotesque mean-
ness of the incident which forms the
centre of the chief nmexus of the plot.
Mrs. Farnaby has had her first child born
out of wedlock, stolen from her when a
fow days old, and though she afterwards
marries the man who has done this cruel
action, her only object in life is to dis-
cover her daughter. Mr. and Mrs.
Farnaby are life-like characters, and,
though some of their actions border on
the improbable, that part of the tale re-
lating to the search for the lost child is
the most interesting. But in Mr. Collins’
over desire for realistic effects, and ow-
ing, probably, to his feeling that ‘ straw-
berry-marks,” as a mode of recognition,
are ‘ played-ous,” he has been driven to
make Mrs. Farnaby and her child slightly
web-footed (as to a particular toe on the
left foot)! The result of this in the
scene where the poor mother just recog-
nises her child and dies with her face on
the deformed member, is of course an
utter piece of bathos.

The old French servant ‘ Toff ’ is, per-
haps, the pleasantest character in the
book, with his handy ways and his cheer-

ful disregard for all ordinary moralities
and proprieties in the cause of his master,
Our interest in Goldenheart is not so
strong at the end of the book as it is at
the beginning, and it is a little doubtful
whether it will suffice to carry us through
the second series promised by Mr.
Collins.

Essays from the North American Review.
New York : D. Appleton & Co. To-
ronto : Hart & Rawlinson.

This handsome volume contains a se-
lection of representative essays by the
writers in the North American Review,
on literary, social, and philosophical sub-
jects. The list of authors comprises the
most eminent in American literature,and
ranges from Longfellow’s Defence of
Poetry, in 1832, to Oliver Wendall
Holmes, on Mechanism of Vital Action,
in 1857, and J. R. Lowell on Shakespeare
in 1868. It thus covers an era in liter-
ary activity, the advance in breadth of
tone and power of treatment being mark-
ed in the later articles. A review of
Lockhart’s Life of Sir Walter Scott, is a
readable,pleasantly written resumé of the
outer phases of that remarkable career.
It does not give an adequate estimate of
Scott's position as the originator of the
romantic and mediseval reaction of the
first half of our century, nor does it at-
tempt any analysis of Scott’s peculiar
power in depicting scenery, his sense of
colour and form, so well estimated by
Ruskin, in the Modern Painters.

The Social Condition of Woman, by
Caleb Cushing, 1836, is an agreeably
written disquisition on the causes which
have raised the position of women since
the days when the fancy of the prehis-
toric young man °‘lightly turned to
thoughts of love,’ as invading a hostile
tribal camp, he knocked the object of
his affections senseless with his stone axe,
previous to carrying her off on that
journey of which the modern bridal tour
18 a ¢ survival,’ to his own cave or wig-
wam. There is not anything novel in
what Mr. Cushing writes about the posi-
tion of women under the ancient civili-
zation, and the defect of the usual ex-
aggeration in the influence attributed to
Christianity in beginning or forwarding
the movement of progress as relating to
woman. The influence of the Virgin as
a Mediseval Goddess is not derived from
the position of Mary in the Gospels.
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There she is studiously put in the back-
ground ; and St. Paul’s opinions were
certainly not in favour of the Rights of
Woman. Roman and Byzantine Chris-
tianity left Woman where it found her,
in the gynaecium. Teutonic Christianity
ve the sex the same honour as had
een given by Teutonic Paganism in the
Germany of Tacitus. All through the
ages when Christian ideals dominated in
European Society, women were either
immured million-fold in convents, or in
married life were degraded to a lower
plane. The modern pusition of Woman
belongs to the reign of modern ideas.
Peter the Great is a historical mono-
graph worthy of its writer, John Lo-
throp Motley (1845). A somewhat feeble
Defence of Poetry written on the text—
how much more vigorous than the com-
went I—of Sidney, by Longfellow ; an
omnium gatherum of anecdotes on the
Last Moments of Eminent Men, by Ban-
croft ; a sketch of the Earl of Chester-
field, by Adams ; are relieved by two ex-
cellent essays written at the same era of
the Review, that on The Northmen, by
Washington Irving, and the John Milton,
by Emerson. The latter is a noble por-

traiture of the great statesman and poet ;

of the Cause, betrayed by Monk to the
Monarchy of the Restoration. The
g}_llrity and lofty spiritual grandeur of

ilton are well set before us, but the
writer does not estimate the absence of
the sense of humour which marks the
poet and his party—which M. Taine finds
80 conspicuous in the stiffness of the hu-
man and divine actors in Paradise Lost

—Adam and his wife conversing after the |
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manner of Colonel and Mrs. Hutchinson,
and Eve displaying a meek and humble
deference to the marital wisdom which
the poet could scarcely have drawn from
experience. The articles on Hawthorne
and on Cooper have, of course, an in-
terest belonging to the national literature
—that on Shakespeare is able but doctri-
naire, and surely the comparison of the
greatest English writer to one of God’s
Spies, is a most unsavoury simile.

More than any other of these essays,
we have been charmed with the last, that
on Mechanism of Vital !Action, written
in his usual charming manner by Oliver
Wendall Holmes—an essay where epi-
grammatic sparkle and clearness of state-
ment carries the reader over some diffi-
cult scientific ground. Mr. Holmes shews
how the ordinary forces of nature may
be conceived adequate to the first pro-
duction and to the maintenance of vital
action on the earth. Mr. Holmes wrote
at the precise turning-point in the his-
tory of Evolution as a Theory, when the
Doctrine of Natural Selection was on
the eve of heing enunciated. A sequel
to this delightful essay, taking in the
ground so abundantly gained since then,
would be a useful popularization of the
Theory of Existence now held by all
educated men, who accept the guidance
of science. As a whole, this volume is
a welcome addition to American litera-
ture ; in all details it is an edition de lume.
The paper, type, and binding in dark
green cloth, are alike excellent.. We
might well ask for a similar collection
of essays by representative Canadian
writers,

LITERARY NOTES.

¢ HUS,’ says an American contem-

porary, ‘does the popular demand
for low-priced literature seize hold of the
costliest of England’s thought.” The re-
mark refers to a notice of the enterprise
of a New York publisher, in reproducing
at 20 cents each, the monthly issues of
the English magazines, ¢ The Nineteenth
Century,” and the Fortnightly,’ and
¢ Contemporary ' Reviews. Certainly, the
force of cheapness cannot well go further,

whatever may be thought of the mora-
lity of such piratical seizures upon the
cream of contemporary English t| ought,
To those who hold that literature has no
claim for protection beyond what local
statutory enactments may concede toit,
it may excite no remorse that they are
thus permitted to revel in the spoil of
other lands. The curious thought about
the matter, however, is that while these
gigantic seizures of the American print-
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ing and publishing trade are calling forth
the indignant comments of the author
and book-craft of England, an English
Cabinet Minister is the while shaping
Imperial legislation to give absolute and
almost unconditional copyright in the
whole British dominions, to every would-
be author of the American republic—an
act of grace, not only far in advance of
the privileges American authors have
hitherto enjoyed, but one that throws
- .out of hand every card that England held
by which to win reciprocity of copyright
with the United States. Of course it
may be said that this excess of virtue, on
the part of the Mother Country, is in
harmony with the spirit of Imperial legis-
lation in international matters. With-
out being careful to reply to this, we
would but urge that England in this
matter should not impose upon Canada
the obligation to give effect to the pro-

sed Imperial enactment, so long, at
,anast as she fails to secure a reciprocal
international treaty with our cousins
across the line, and so long, particularly,
as American publishers have the mono-
poly of the book markets of Canada for
the sale of their unauthorized reprints of
English bouks. . The injustice of any
other course, under the circumstances,
need hardly be dwelt upon. To restrain
Canadian publishers from supplying
their own market with reprints of English
copyrights, under government license
in the authors’ interest, is absurd and
impolitic enough, while the American
reprinter alone is free to do so and with-
out any tax. But to place this premium
upon foreign enterprise, and, in addition,
to give the American author copyright
in Canada, without a substantial quid pro
4uo, is simple lunacy. If England is
thus heedlessly bent upon sacrificing the
interests of the Dominion,Canadian nati-
onality is then the veriest dream, and
the mother-land will have another folly
akin to that of the Ashburton and Wash-
ington Treaties upon which to plume
itself.

A volume containing a trio of literary
judgments—on Carlyle, Tennyson, and
Ruskin—has just been issued with the
rather fanciful title of ¢Lessons from
my Masters.” Its author is Mr. Peter
Bayne, the biographer of * Hugh Miller,’
and the critical estimates have been ap-
pearing in the London Literary World,
from which they are now republished.

A two volume selection of the lectures
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and essays of the late Professor Clifford
has just been issued from the press of
Messrs. Macmillan & Co. The volumes
are edited by Messrs. Leslie Stephen and
Frederick Pollock, with an introduction
by the latter.

Messrs. Blackwood & Sonsissue a very
useful and interesting book, entitled
¢ The Modern World,” by Mr. J. A. S.
Barton, containing brief descriptions of
the principal countries of both hemi-
spheres. The sketches exclude reference
to the antecedents of the countries de-
scribed, the author’s object being ‘to
note the most important turning pointa
of modern history, and to indicate, gen-
erally, the resemblances and diversities
of the several races from which the na-
tions have sprung.’

Mr. Francis Parkman, the Historian,
has re-cast his work on ‘ The Discovery
of the Great West,” and issues it under
the new title of ° La Salle, or The Dis-
covery of the Great West,” the author
announcing that he has recently procur-
ed access to a rich store of material
which throws new light on the char-
acter of La Salle, and on his adven-
turous career. It would be an import-
ant service to literature if the author’s
publishers would now bring out a cheap
popular edition of his charming histor-
ies. They would doubtless meet with
large sale in Canada.

Messrs. Scribner have now completed
their re-issue of Mr. Gladstone’s ¢ Glean-
ings of Past Years, 1843-79,” a compila-
tion of the bulk of the great stateman’s
writings. The volumes are grouped as
follows : Vol. 1, The Throne and the
Prince Consort, The Cabinet and the
Constitution ; Vol. 2, Personal and Lit-
erary ; Vol. 3, Historical and Specula-
tive ; Vol. 4, Foreign ; Vols. 5 and 6,
Ecclesiastical ; and Vol. 7, Miscellan-
eous.

Canon Farrar’s new book, ¢ The Life
and Work of St. Paul, is now ready.
The publishers, Messrs. Cassell announce
that Mudie’s Library subscribed for one
thousand copies of the work before pub-
liéation. Fiction will have to look to
its laurels! The same publishers an-
nounce in cheap serial form a reissue o
Robert’s Holy Land, with accurate re-
productions of the artist’s famous draw-
ings. The original edition of the work
has for some years been unattainable
except at a fancy price.



