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REBEL OR PATRIOT.

——

1 have read, some w here or other, that History 1s Plalesophy teaching by sxample ™

BoLINGRROKF

BY 8. M. BAYLIS.

AS it then come to this? Are
a people's aspira-
tions to be laughed
at as the vaponngs
of a mortnd umagi
nation.  their just
demands  spurned
with contempt, and
their dearest rights
trampled under the
heavy heel of a
brutal alien,
who, by the
.- fate of con-
= quest, now
rules in this land of our love, and seems to think that
the ‘I'reaty of Cession gave him the souls of a people to
despoil as he did their land and goods! The veriest
cur that scuttles along the alleys of the city will turn to
bay 1n desperation 1f cornered by his pursuer, and shall
not we, in whaose veins flows the best blood of France,
nise 1n the strength of a nghteous cause and avenge the
studied insults heaped upon us? We wouid hve n
peace, forget the mistaken past, and, hand-in-hand
with hin, strive together to work out the new destiny
that God has in store for our heloved Country. He
will none of us or our ideas, his haughty notion of going
hand.mn-hand with the “lesotted  Zabditants” as he
contemptuously calls us s thus”  and the <peaker, with
a quick, ficrce motion, grasped his left wnst with his
right hand, the intensity of his emotion being shown in
the marks of his fingers thereon imprinted as he flung
his hands apart in an cxpressive gesture of protest and
despair. .
“What does 1t then mean” he continued, * when the
voice of & people through their clected representatives is
stifled, and their complaints ignored?

TR TS s =

¢ War, war, my noble father '
Thus I fling it ;
And fair-cyed peace, farewell !’

= But they tell us we are not prepared for this, point to
the garnsons of British coldiers ready at a moment’s
notice to salh forth and «rush the first attempt at se
dittion i the blood of our deluded  dupes, who shall he
shot down in the fiddd, ur resernved for the trotor's death
on the gibbet. What of 1t ‘Tt is the cause and not
the death that makes the martyr” and were the dangers
a thousand times as great,

¢ My voice is still for war.
Gods ! can a free-horn people long debate
Which of the two to choose—slavery or death ¥’

Strange words these, surely treasonable, and, one
would think, hardly suited to the time of the first year of
Her Gracious Majesty's reign, or proper to the speech of
a loyal subject in Her growing Canadian colony. How-
ever e may judge of them, there was no mistaking the
meaning of them to the speaker, or interpreting the
fiery c¢jaculations and impassioned gestures as other
than the outward signs of a noble spint stirred to 1ts
profoundest depths.

The time was towards the evening of the 24th of
November, 1837. A dull, leaden sky threatening snow :
the hard frozen ground and fast forming ice; the un-
ganly himbs and branches of the trees nsing gaunt and
bare, save for the few shnivelled leaves that still clung to
their stems n spate of the whisthing winds that had dis-
persed their scattered compamons, all betokened a
tvpical day of early Canadian winter. ‘The scene was
the valley of the Richelieu River, truthfully described
as the * Garden of Canada.” 1In the verdant beauty of
its summer dress, or the golden richness of its ripening
fields of grain, 1t would seem as if the appellation was
fitly bestowed, but in its preparation for a long winter
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sleep, the blue waters of the Richelicu hiding beneath a
fast-forming icy covering, and the signs of tumult and
disturbance in the very air, desolation scemed to claim
it for its own.

Here it was at a spot about midway between the
little villages of Chambly, at the head of navigation, and
Sorel, at the mouth of the river where it opens into the
St. Lawrence, that the leaders of the “Patrivtes,” as they
were called, had gathered what number they could
muster of the haditants of the district and persuaded
them—ill-cquipped as they were—to make a stand and
offer armed resistance to the authoritics. It is not our
purpose here to discuss the political questions that dis-
turbed the country at the time, suffice it to say that the
French party did sufier under substantial grievances,
which, however, the more thoughtful of their leaders did
not dispair of overcoming by constitutional means, and
strongly discountenanced the more hot-headed in their
wild appeals to the last resort of the oppressed. A
skirmish had already taken place at Su. Denis a few
miles below, the day befere our story opens, and the
forces under Col. Gore were compelled to retire tem-
porarily on their base at Sorel. Encouraged by what
appeared to be the victory of their cause, the prople of
the neighboring village of St. Charles were being
aroused to a more determined attitude, and now
awaited what might follow such an—probably on both
sides—unexpected opening of the campaign.  Such in
brief was the situation ; and now let us take a look at
him of the fiery and eloquent tongue discovered in the
opening sentences recorded above.

Raoul de Bienville, the son of the seignenr of the dis-
trict, was now in his twenty-first year. He had been sent,
as was, and still is, the custom with the wealthicr
country folk, while very young, to the classical College
of Montreal, and having completed the eight years'
course, was entered to study law in the office of one of
the best known French practicioners.  Quickly falling

in with the custom of his young compatriots, he joined
a political club, and, being specially gifted among men
all born orators, was soon in demand on occasions of
elections and meetings, where his cloquent speech was
noticed by the leaders of his party, and he was marked
The ardent, emotional, and

as a rising young man.
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passionate characteristics of his race being intensified in
his nature, he was soon drawn into the advanced rank
of the Latrivte cause, and on the first mutterings of
revolt he, disregarding the wiser counsels of his friends
in the city, hurried off to his native county to wait
developments.

Sce him now as he paces excitedly up and down the
stretch of road before his father’s house in the gathering
twilight!

‘The house stands a little back from the road and
overlooking the river ; a prominent object; a veritable
enfant-du-sol; the creation of a past century; a long,
low building with a frontage of perhaps cighty feet, its
massive four square stone walls, three feet thick, picrced
Ly four many-paned French windows on each side of a
wide centre door with its columned portico.  Rising
above the single storey on the ground flcor, stretches the
high-pointed, shingled roof, with its double row of little
dormer windows, flanked by the solid chimney which
forms the apex of cach gable end wall. A row of tall
Normandy poplars is planted just inside the low paling
fence. In onecorner of the house lot stands the familiar
well frame, with its long, overhanging sweep, and solid
iron bound well bucket auwachiecd.  In the other, sur-
rounded by a low railing, rises a tall wooden cross with
its little glass front shrine inserted at the junction of the
arms, and, radiating from this centre in the form of a
star, are seen the spear, the reed, and other emblems of
the Crucifixion ; above these a wooden tablet bearing
the inscription INRI; the whole surmounted by the
Cock, and, in more peaceful times, an object of de-
votion to the passing Zabitant.

Who would know the natty law student from the city
in his strange dress—half uniform, half that of the or-
dinary farmer of the district—adopted by the insurgents
as a patriotic badge? On his head was the well-known
faded blue fwgue of the farmer which, though now
pulled down over his ears to protect them from the
cold, did not conceal his handsome, clear-cut features
and glossy black hair worn long and flowing. His
dark eyes flashed out in his excitement from their setting
in the rich olive of his face, which was devoid of hair,
save for the long, dark and gracefully curving eyebrows.
His coat. cut after the fashion of the time, was made of

ROAD AND OVERLOOKING THE RIVER. .
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the grey éloffe-du-pays, short in the waist, long in the
skirts, wide in the cuffs, and finished off with a low cut,
deep collar and wide rolling lapels.  Around his waist
were bound the folds of a sash, of the kind known to
this day as cefnture flécké, and probably handed down
*to him as a precious heir-loom through several genera-
tions. His breeches, of the same material as his coat,
were thrust into the legs of a pair of the ordinary red
leather beef mocceasing of the country, which are still
the usual foot wear of the French Canadian farmer, and
whose easy fit is now appreciated by the city sportsman
in his excursions,

Again those fiercely muttered exclamations; the up-
turned frozen earth in the wheel ruts crunching beneath
his moccasins as he rapidly paces his beat, with head
bent, and bands tightly clasped behind his back :

’
&

5l

“You said you had something important to tell me,
Monsicur de Bienville, and I came to hear it, though
why you could’nt say it in the library by a comfortable
fire, instead of bringing me out here at the risk to my
bodily self of a cold in the head, and to my sensitive
spirit of a lecture from your stately mother on the proper
behaviour of a young lady, I can’t for the life of me sec.
But forgive me, you seem worried and anxious about
something—and this dress —what does it mean? Be-
lieve me, if T can be of any service to you—any ad-
vice "'—

“ Advice ! No mademoiselle, unfortunately my friends
have lately been giving me an overdose of that and 1
want no more from you ~fool ! is this the way to wina
lady’s favor -—pardon my boorish speech, Miss Gordon,
but T am troubled and spoke hastily, T want a kind

*“WAR, WAR, MY NOBLE FATHER!”

“It must be! we must fight it out and see it to the
bitter end if need be! But ske, my fair English lily,
what will sk¢ say when I tell her of my hopes, both as
regards herself and my unhappy country? Will she
listen to me, or laugh at me, or, worst of all, treat me
with the cold indifference her people show ever to us?
Is it a wild fancy, this dream of mine, that two young
hearts should join together and strive in bonds of love
to symbolize the peaceful union of two divergent in-
terests 2 Or is this new born love but another burden
laid upon my soul to try it as by a heavenly fire? 1
cannot, 1 will not give her up, for 7 love her | I love her!
God help me if T am wrong in doing so, but to-night
dei:iides my fate.  She promised to meet me here
an ))___

“ Ah! Mademoiselle Evelyn—Miss Gordon I should
say,” this with a courtly bow of easy, natural grace-
fulness, ‘“you startled me ”

word more than 1 do advice, even of the best. Listen:
You cannot but have seen that important events have
been iinpending and that our down-trodden people have
at last aroused themselves to a final appeal to arms.
You have heard the glorious news from St. Denis how
Providence has guided our efforts and given us a great
victory. Here in my old home the people are burning
to join in the holy cause, and rightly look to their
seigneur to show them an example. 1 do so! this dress
is my pledge ! 1 am one of the Patriotes, swomn to do,
and, if need be, die, in the sacred name of Freedom !

“QOh Monsieur Raoul {” she burst out, and, at the
more friendly form of address he started in surprise,
“think, I implore you, of what you are doing; even if
your cause were ever so just, what chance have you
of making any stand against the might of England’s
power, which will surely be brought in full force to
crush any puny attempts your ill-disciplined XAabdstants
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can make to overcome the government 7 Don’t take my
poor, and, as you may possibly say, biased judgment,
but iisten to the advice of your wiser leaders ; or your
heloved curé, Father Phillipe, he will tell you”- -

But with an impatient gesture he interrupted her
excitedly : —

“Oh! talk me no curds, false shepherds who sell the
sheep they should carefully tend ! as for our leaders, the
noblest of them belicve as 1 do, for the rest, time-
servers and place-hunters—Bah !

Without heeding his interruption she continued :

“ As for the temporary check offered to Col. Gore's
expedition yesieiday, think you it means anything, or
will have any greater cffect than to further exasperate
the soldiers, already maddened by the foul murder of
poor Lieut. Weir by some of your édrave patriols, into
whose hands he had been thrown by fate a defenceless
prisoner ?”

“Oh! Mademoiselle, no one regrets that sad event
more than I and others in command, who, if we had
been there would certainly have prevented it.  Would
vou have a cause responsible for the blunders of each
of its ignorant adherents?”

Ignoring his question she continued: “Do you not
know that Col. Wetherall is marching from Chambly,
and that it is the purpose of the commander-in-chief to
cficct a junction of the two columns which will probably
be done at about this very spot, and by to-morrow morn-
ing at the latest?> What can you do? Where will your
poor ‘army,’ with its scythes and wooden cannon, be
then ?—Crushed like that ”—and, suiting the action to
the word, she grasped a handful of the dried leaves by
the roadside and ground them to powder in her hand.

‘ Miss Gordon ! you belong to a race whose devotion
to duty is their proudest boast. Death has no terrors
to them when duty calls. I too, no less, can claim
descent from those to whom honor was as the breath of
life. Honor and Duty both point in one direction. T
am pledged. Igo. And then, Mademoisclle, there is
another matter; we may, as you say, ‘be crushed’ to-
morrow, and I have something to tell you "—

“ Go on,” she said quietly, as he scemed to hesitate.

And then as if determined to risk all on one desperate
chance, he plunged blindly into the matter affecting him
so nearly :

“ Mademoiselle ! Evelyn! what I have to say may
seem strange and ill-timed, and, on such short acquaint-
ance, almost impertinent, but I have fondly dreamed
that your heart would anticipate my faltering tongue and
plead for me.” Then dropping to one knee he seized
her hand exclaiming: “See! as a vassal to his queen I
salute thee and proffer my devotion! say that you love
me! that should I live through the fight to-morrow, and
when peace returns to my unhappy country, you will
some day be my wife! Say this and give me another
motive to nerve my arm!” and kissing her hand he
waited breathlessly for her answer.

Withdrawing her hand she stammered :

“Oh! Monsicur de Bienville, this is v8ry sudden—
you do me honor—but my people in Montreal, my
presence here as your mother’s guest :—You forget, too,
that my father holds Her Majesty’s commission, and I
am one of Her loyal subjects, while you are—a 7edel.
See! here is some one coming, and you do vot look
very dignified kneeling there in the mud.”

“What! -;ou laugh at me, you spurn my honest love !
_ Fool that I was to think the poor Canadien should aspire

to the hand of a daughter of the proud English officer, or
to dream that love could leap over the barrier of race,
and that in affairs of the heart mere opinions had no
weight ! Hearts ! why do-I talk of such things to you?
You English cannot know the passion that burns in our

breasts. You are cold, haughty, indifferent; you have
no heart.”

She staggered at this outhurst as if he had struck her,
then, looking straight at him, she said quietly :

“Yes Raoul, you are right, 1 have no heart, I lost it
some time ago, have you found it ?”

At this, a revulsion of feeling seemed to sweep him
away, and he flung out his arms as if to clasp her to his
breast, but she waved him off.

“Oh ! my darling,” he cried, “forgive my cruel words,
forget all T have said except that 1 Jowe you ! 1 love you't
Only love me in return, say you will be mine, and this
night we will fly across the lines to the Land of Free-
dom, and together bLegin a new life, away from these
scenes of trouble and heartbreak that keep us asunder.”

“Raoul de Bienville, would you have me marry a
coward? 1 would that yon could choose the path your
friends point out to you, but you refuse. You say your
duty calls you in the other direction. Is it for me to
remind you of it? if 50, I say: do your duty, come what
may, and T shall do mine, though hearts break in the
doing of it.”

Nothing was said for a moment till de Bienville,
raising his pale face, said huskily :

“1 thank you, Miss Gordon, for teaching me that
word. Pray forget all cxcept my decp regard and res-
pect for you. We may meet again in happier times, if
not, farewell 1” and touching his zwgue in military style
he bowed, turned in the direction of the insurgent camp,
and was soon out of sight.

Evelyn stood staring after him in a dazed sort of way,
her eyes following his figure as it vanished in the
gathering night, but her mind vainly trying to realize
the situation, until suddenly the despair of it all flashed
before her in its bitter intensity, and relief came to her
in a flood of fast falling tears. .

“Oh what have 1 done! Gone to his death and 1
sent him! And vyet it could end no other way. Mine
is the Ditterest lot, as I must live on with the zest of
life gone out of it.”

The foot steps she had heard echoing on the hard-
frozen road came nearer, and presently a mellow voice
rang out cheerily :

“What my child, crying! Abh! that rascal Irancois, I
must give him a talking to. What has he been saying
to cause you such trouble, as if we had not enough on
our hands already ?”

She turned to look at the speaker and confronted the
well-known form of the village curé, Father Phillipe
Lebeau,  With a start the good curé saw* his mistake
and hastened to apologize :

“Ah! Mademoiselle, a thousand pardons ! 1 presume
T have the honor of addressing the young English
lady, the guest of Madame the Seigneuress? Yes! 1
regret the inconvenience caused to Mademoiselle by her
involuntary detention here in the midst of all this ex-
citement. Foolish children! they will not be advised,
and 1 trust it may not cost them too dear. But these
tears ! is it that you fear for your safety? Not so, my
child, you are safe with us, and whatever fate may be in
store for our poor people at the hands ot your com-
patriots, you will be cared for by both parties. If your
trouble is in yourself, and, in the absence of your friends
you can confide in an old man to whom the troubled
often come, be assured, my child, of his best wishes to
assist and advise you.”

“Oh ! monsicur le curé, 1 thank you with a grateful
heart for your kind words, but I fear you cannot help
me. Raou--Monsieur de Bicenville—has just informed
me of his decision to share the fate of your poor mis-
guided people, and I—his mother, his sisters—what will
become of them if harm should come to him ?”



U A v e

e

¢
B
i
i
3
2

The Foung Canadian 53

“Ah! is it so? Headstrong boy, impulsive, but mis
taken, he would not be guided, and now he sccks to
drown the poor lamb with him in the impending flood
of misfortunc! My child, you have my deep sympathy,
and you may command meas one of my own flock, and
may the good Lord comfort you as 1 cannot.”

These kind words deeply touched the sorely tried
girl, and for a moment she was undecided whether she
would not tell the good man everything, and accept thé
proffered assistance to try and bring back the wanderer.
Her native reserve, however, stood her in good stead,
and she merely said :

“Thank you, monsieur le curé, 1 thank you from the
bottom of my heart. I shall not forget your kindness
and may someiime remind you of your promise. In the

meantime, I must be going in as Madame will wonder
where T am, and, with your permission, I will wish you
good cvening.”  With a grateful look, a pleasant smile,
and a bow, she turned, pushed open the little gate,
passed on up the walk, and disappeared into the house.

The curé watched her go with a puzied expression
on his benevolent face, now unusually clouded by
the weight of care the times had hrought to his
quict life, and muttering: “Aht these boys and girls,
what troubles they will bring upon themselves, as if
they did not have enough brought to them unsought,”
he shook his perplexed head and walked slowly off
in the direction of the preshytére to seek the consolation
of the little supper he knew his careful housckeeper
had ready for him.

(7o be continued.)

ONTARIO.

HAT should we do without our sugar? It
has become to us as necessary as clear
crystal water.  With all our heat in the
scorching months of July and August, our
climate is not warm enough to grow sugar

cane for ourselves, and so we have to bring it from
other countries when we need it.  ‘This is a very
troublesome and expensive thing. A gentleman who
makes sugar out of the cane after it is brought here told
me that he sometimes pays as much as $150,000 of duty
on his material at one time.

The Ontario Government has been trying to save all
this money to the country, by finding sugar out of other
things than the sugar cane. Almost everything that
Nature grows for us to eat contiains more or less sugar
stowed away in it somewhere.  You would be surprised
if I told you them all. ‘riiere is s good deal in the
beet, the common mangold-murzel, and we can grow
any quantity of these in Canada. The government has
been making experiments in different parts of the Pro-
vince as to where it can best be raised and how it should
best be attended to.  In Ontario beets grow well,as well as
in Eugppe, and the great matter for us is to sce that we
improve the kind that we plant, that we plant it properly,
and that we cultivate it thoroughly after it is planted.
Some kinds of beets contain more sugar than others,
and the quantity that we can get out of the same kind
depends upon the care we bestow upon it. In that the
beet is like everything else. It is the old story of the
talents. The inore we court nature, the more she does
for us in return. She is fond of being coaxed and
caressed.  So soon as we take pains to find out her laws,
which are intended for our good, just then she is on our
side. So I hope the Government of Ontario, and our
farmers all over the Dominion will give their very best
thought to the laws of nature about beets, to have that
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wonderfully powerful little lady working with us in
summer and in winter, by day and by night.

‘I'he sugar that we have so far procured from the beet
is not so sweet as that from the cane. Thatis we do
not get as much sweetening power. from the beet.  But
the cultivation and the processes are improving so that
it is impossible to say how soon we may not have just
as nice sugar from the one as from the other. At
present the beets are washed and broken up by mu-
chinery. ‘The pulp is then put into bags, and the juice
is pressed out by heavy weights. This is taken and
purified with chemicals, and filtered again and again
until there is no sediment. Then it is put into huge
vats and boiled down until it comes out a dark brown
syrup. In this syrup therc is a great deal nore than
sugar stowed away, and the chemist steps in to separate
the one from the oiher, by several interesting processes.

Since I am writing from our great Province of On-
tario I must tell you of a tremendous piece of good luck
we have had, so tremendous and so important that it
should be told you under the Dominion rather than
under the Provincial news, for every Province is likely to
reap a share of the rich harvest in store for us. Every
boy knows what a nickel-plated door handle, or coffee-pot
is ; that it is hard as iron,takes a polish like silver, can be
beaten and moulded into any shape, and does not rust
with dampness. Every day more and more articles are
being made of it, until nickel has now become perhaps
the most urgently useful metal we possess. The good
luck I refer to is that in Ontario we have received from
the same kind Dame Nature a supply of this nickel in
mines, in quantities greater than in all other countries of
the world put together. Suppose the quantity in the
whole world to be one dollar’s worth ; of that we possess
ninety cents. We can scarcely believe it. It almost
turns our heads to think of it,—a perfect fairyland of
wealth,—an almost unlimited and inexhaustible supply
of the metal that the world is most pressingly in need of.

Meantime our financial men are busy planning how
best to work the mines, how best to make good use of
Nature. Most of us who know little would say “Why ;
dig up the nickel, of course, put up a factory at the pit
and go ahead.” But you would be surprised to know
the list of questions to be considered. There is the
cost of the factory ; the risk in the venture ; the freight
from the factory to the purchaser; and a dozen. more
But you may be sure we shall do our best. -

: Orn York..:
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THE CRUISE OF THE YACHT “HIRONDELLE” IN 18go.

SUNNY. MEMORIES OF MY YOUTH.

A DETACHED CHAPTER OF A COMING BOOK.

BY J. M., LEMOINE, F.R.S.C., QUEBEC.

Basin of St. Thomas, gth Sept., 1890.

“Well done, Carleton, you have admirably hit the
tortuous, nuricate channel of St. Thomas; your fifly
years' experience with its currents and shoals has indeed
done you good service. Put out your kedge and we will
saunter ashore to the village, and see the sights,” thus
held forth the commander of the “Hirondelle.”

“1 say, Mr. Oldbuck, tell us what St. Thomas was like
in the days of your youth, when, during the ‘rising’ of
1837, its patrofes were thinking of waging war against the
fleets of Britain and the veterans of Waterloo, with wooden
cannon-~rusty old fire-locks and butchers’ knives attached
to them in licu of bayonets, resolved on ruining her

colonial export trade in broad cloth and foreign_spirits
by wearing é/offe du pays coats and pants, beef®mocas-
sins, and drinking small beer only. Could you not,
for our edification, describe some of the doings of your
carly days at the village school, or possibly one of the
memorable grandes chasses d’automne of Jacques Oliva,
the Baron?”

T'o this touching appeal, J. O. replied :—

“You have, indecd, struck a tender chord in my whole
being. How could I forget the ten blissful years of my
youth, spent in this sunny spot?—then a mere village—
now a thriving shire-town, blessed with a district judge,
a court house, and that indispensable adjunct of civiliza-
tion—a district lock-up. 'Tis now the growing need
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town of Montmagny, ‘twas then the pastoral parish of
St. ‘Thomas ; imagination can yet lend it, through the
enchanting prism of years, its rosiest tints,  “T'was, in
verity, a hothed of political agitation in 1837-8, though
my Scotch grandparent, inaccessible to surrounding dis-
affection, never swerved an inch from his allegiance to
his sovereign, Not even the fierce, gushing speeches
of his csteemed friend and trusted medical adviser,
Dr. B, P, Taché, the village Esculapius and moving
spirit of the place, zould prevail against the deep-rooted
loyalty of my aged relative and protector, Danicl
McPherson, J.P. A United Enmpire Loyalist, he had bid
adieu to Philadelphia, and went in exile in 1783;
settled and prospered in Canada;and died at St. Thomas
in 1840, at the ripe age of 87 years, through his long,
blameless career, true to the teachings of his younger
days.”

b Kindly can I recall the wild meetings of its young
men, the inflammatory addresses of its self-clected leaders
at this momentous crisis in Canadian history.  But dis-
loyalty was more than once rebuked. Methinks 1 ‘see
the genial, portly Laird of the Scigniorial Manor, William
Randal Patton, bustling round—eager to throw oil ‘on
the troubled waters—a =plendid type of the sturdy Briton,
as well as an enterprising exporter of Canadian timber,
admired even by his French Canadian censitaires and
retainers, though occasionally there cropped out, to my
regret, in his discourse, a dash of franco-phobia, hard for
me to forgive, in spite of my partiality towards him.”

“ Had he not been to me a tried, a revered friend, ever
since my most tender years?  Did he not allow me—
and how 1 prized the privilege—to roam unheeded
through his woods and plantations, to scan every rock,
every tree, in quest of birds' nests, which, however, I was
not to disturb. The owner himself of a large aviary and
lover of song birds, had he not taught me the first Jes-
sons in ornithology—a study which has so agreeably filled
so many sparc hours in after life?”

“Later on, on my admission, as a Barrister, to the
Qucbee Bar, had he not entrusted me with his lucrative
scigniorial business-—the recovery of the arrcars of seig-
niorial rents ?”

“Did I not, at all times, meet with a cordial welcome
at the hospitable board of the Manor—among his five
handsome, manly boys—alas! now cut down by the
scythe of the destroyer to one single representative 1

“ Commodore, forgive me for rendering this tardy
tribute to my dear old friend—so suddenly, so mourn-
fully, snatched away from a true-hearted wife and discon-
solate family, on the 19th August, 1853.”

“T fancy I can still catch a glimpse—~—as he hurries past
my happy home—a long white house, with green blinds,
hid among Lombardy poplars, amidst a plum orchard
and flower garden, dear toa beloved sister—of Baron
Jacques Oliva, the St. Thomas Nimrod par excellence. 1
see protruding from the mouth of his game-bag a Canada
goose (‘antarde), shot by him at Dupuis Point, and which
his inseparable sporting companion—his Newfoundland
dog, “ Gaspe”—swam out for and retrieved in the basin
of St. ‘Thomas.

“Why dc you style him Baron?” asked Mac of the
Iles.

“It was a soubriguet, Hestowed on him on account of
his grandiloquent style of speaking and pompous deport-
ment.”

“Thescene changes, but let me continue: Here comes,
erect, with a jaunty military swagger, a former Licutenant
of the Canadian Voltigeurs, in the American war of
1812—Dbrave Doctor Taché.”

“Little does he dream, in 1837—when discanting with
such vigour on the misrule of England and her dead ear
to colonial grievances—that the time will come, when a
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belted knight, he will, as Sir E, P. ‘I'aché, be honoured
with the rank of Aide-de-Camp to the Queen.”

“Dr, Taché, during the eventful year of 1837,
was a daily attendant on his agea patient—I may
add, his respected friend, Daniel McPherson, my grand-
father; right w2l can 1 still recall, after more than a
half century, tie dialogue exchanged between the phy-
sician and his patient, on a memorable incident of the
insurrection.”

“l'idings of the death of heroic Dr, Chenier, ut St. Eus-
tache, bad just reached us. A version, much exaggerated,
was the universal theme of comment—Chenier, mortally
wounded, had fallen to the ground. His remaining
strength enabled him to raise himself on one knee, and,
though wracked with pain, he suceeeded in taking aim
and shot down an English trooper, when a thrast from a
British bayonet ended his carcer.  ‘Pradition says a
British corporal-—out of revenge—tore out and eat his
heart ; but this is one of the many legends to which
Chenier’s death gave rise.”

*“Fhe Doctor, as usual, made his professional morning
call to his octagenarian patient,  Pains and aches having
been discussed, Mr. McePherson enquired about the news
of the day, when Dr. ‘Taché, with flashing eyes, sprang from
his seat, and after succinetly relating the particulars of
the disastrous engagement at St. Eustache, added in
French—*Le Dr. Chenier, J McLherson, est mort
comme un lheros de Fancienne Greece!?” (Dr. Chenier died
like a hero of ancient Greece).  ‘T'o which Mr. McPher-
son emphatically replied”—

“No, no! Doctor! Chenier was a rebel—a rebel to
his king and country t”

“The good Doctor was beside himself with excitement.
All this I heard and saw with my own cars and eyes.”

“ Commodore, the old U. E. Loyalist of 1783, for all
that, never ceased to cesteem his trusted  physician and
friend of 1837.”

“Here he comes, the plucky Voltigeur officer of 1812,
walking arm-in-arm, past the grand parish church, with
his friend and neighbour notary, Jean Charles Letour-
neay, the member for the county—to whom he will
shortly succeed ; both are huirying to greet the irrepres-
sible, eloquent agitator—rebel, perhaps, some will say—
Louis Joseph Papincau, as he drives past in his soft-
cushioned carriage (nho railroads in those days) to Kam-
ouraska, stopping a minute to receive a welcome at Mr.
Mercier's village school, where 1 was then the biggest
boy of the class.”

“‘T'here goes, in his black cassock, the worthy parish
priest, Rev'd Curé Beaubien—still in the heyday of his
uscfulness!  How many more familiar faces of the
period could I recall?” :

“'Those were, doubtless, Mr. Oldbuck, living and
stirring actors in that period of the exciting drama of
1837, rehearsed at St. ‘Thomas,” observed the Commo-
dore; “hut, as once a sportsman and still a lover of the
feathered race, has not the author of Les orseanx du
Canada some specially remembered souvenir of bird-
life—some memorahle partie de chasse, to tell about in
connection with such a famous resort for game, as the
dattures of St. Thomas were in olden times ?”

“ Right well, Commodore,” retorted J. 0., “could 1
gratify your wish, and describe some sporting episodes of
the past; for, be it remembered, there were several
mighty hunters to be found, each September, ensconced
on the reedy shores of the Ruisseawn de la Caille, on the
watch for ducks or snipe, or hunting for grouse on the
wooded heights of the mountains to the south. One
bird memory, 1 think, will never vanish from my
remembrance:

A Day Dream.”
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COUSIN BOB AND HIS BANJO.

OO morning, Mr.
Parker,” said I,
a few days ago,
opening the door
of 2083 St. Cath-
crine  Street,
Montreal,

Mr. Parker
was full of busi-
ness, up to his
eves in arms,
W peys, heads, rims,
brackets, and an
array of native
woods in all the

.. o8 colours of the
HOW TO HOLD THE BANJO. forest, and we
dont half know what that means. But he shook the
shavings from his great apron, and came forward, politely
returning my salutation, with a glance at my com-
panion.

“1 have brought you a customer, a cousin from the
West.  He is in search of a Banjo, and fancies he must
take a return fare on the Vermont Central to get one.”

My cousin blushed a liule. In the West they don't
like to have their family failings blurted out in this
fashion, and with a look in his eye that said, “I'll square
up this with you yet,” he stepped forward, saying—

“Well, you see, it’s a little weakness of ming, is a
Banjo; as necessary to me in my winter nights and my
summer evenings as sunshine is to roses. I have been
strumming away on a second rate thing 1 got of a chap
on the Railway ; traded for it with a rifle and a pair of
snowshoes, and being down in your good city on a bit of
a holiday—"

“Thought you would like a first-class one?” inter-
rupted Mr. Parker, with a beaming smile.  “ You have
come to the right spot, sir; headquarters, in fact, for a
Banjo—the only headquarters in Canada.  Just take a
look about you. All sorts, sizes, prices. There's a
beauty—and there—and there.  Any of them is fit for
the Empress of India.”
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“They're going to be the rage with us up West, °1
believe mine was the first, and being a bit of an enthu.
siast, I stuck at it until now I love the little witch;
really, sir, I do.  Would not be without it for a good
deal”

“Well, now, sce if I don't give you a good one, and
cut the price close, too.  You may depend upon any of
these as the best article made. I season my wood for
three years; cut it in arms first to let the air reach the
wood ; next put it into the kiln to dry it with heat, and
then finish it off by exposure to the air.”

“Where do you get your woods, Mr. Parker?” asked
I, as cousin Bob went round the place, examining and
strumning by turns.

“Our own Canadian Maple is the best for acoustic
purposes ; and for decoration 1 get woods from South
America and the West Indies. You would be sur-
prised to see the variety—fifteen or twenty different
sorts.” .

“Indecd ; what are they 2?7

“Well, there's Mahogany, Rosewood, Canadian Cherry
and Maple, Coco-bola, Holly, Amaranth, Tulip Wood,
Lbony, Hazeled and Mottled Wood, Curly White Wood,
Hungarian Ash, Bird’s-Eye Maple, and—"

“Here's the one for me,” broke in Bob, with a show
of more feeling than I had given him credit for.

“That s a beauty. 1 see you are a judge. That
ones going to Ottawa to-night, but I'll make you its
duplicate. How would you like it mounted? That,
you seg, is inlaid with gold and silver.  It's for a grandce.
3ut perhaps you would like pearl better,” and Mr. Parker
laid on the wble a box which dazzled the eyes of
Boh.

“That's suail pearl, that dead white; 2Zaf's peacock
green; and fhat there is aurora.  Isn't it pretty?  All
the colours of the sunrise.”

“Is that the swff you make the pretty borders of 2

“Ye¢s. I saw Indian shells up into sheets, very thin,
cut out my pattern, grind it smooth on an emery wheel,
and then fit it into the wood. No casy job, I assure
you. I make all my own designs, t00.”

“But that border of coloured mathematical figures,
that’s_paper pasted on, isn’t it?” T ventured to ask, to
edge in my knowledge.

Mr. Parker and Bob scemed suddenly seized with ill-
ness.  Such faces! You should have scen them! 1
hastily glanced around for the telephone, and remem-
bered with some bitterness that we were at least a block
from the nearest doctor.  An uproarious burst of laugh-
ter from my imaginary patients, however, made my breath
come easier.

“That!” said the Banjo manufacturer, his composure
restored, and  turning round  to bring a handful of long,

7 narrow veneers of wood, “ that is made by hand—by my

own hand, too, and from my own designs. Al these
colours are natural—the veritable colours of the forest—
brown, hlack, white, red, orange.  ZZaf’s what 1 call
margqueterie.  Herd's ascrap 5 there are cighteen separate
picees fitted into that.”

# Upon my word,” said 1, forgetting my Aunt Matilda's
mania against slang, **I never saw anythiing so pretiy.
How ¢er you do that?  So fine, so exquisite.”

“It's a sceret of the trade,” smiled  Mr. Parker, “and
T can make you that in silver and gold, if you like, and
set your monogram on the drumn; the drum is madc of
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calfskin,” added mine host, secing me wax inquisitive,
“calfskin specially prepared for banjos. Itahan and
Russian gut strings are the best, and the pegs—you
would like them of ebony or ivory, I suppose? The
metal parts are all brass, plated in Montreal.  And 1
finish everything in French Polish. By the bye, let me
tell you of a patent T am bringing out.  You see these
rims?  ‘They are made in hollow sections, each section
communicating at one end with a steel peg.  Well, T am
going to make them communicate at the other end
with a hollow tube, and get double the vibration, and a
better tone, t00.”

“Q0bh, ho,” ejaculated Bob, * You'll have all the mag-
nates whiling away their cares on the banjo.”

“Why not?” replied Mr. Parker.  “The Governor-
General’s son plays one; and ‘Talmage, and Gladstone,
and the Czar, and the Pringe of \Wales.”

“Pity they
don’t all live

rin Canada,”
interrupted
Bob, “where
they might
haveaclimate
to enjoy it
There is no &
climate in the
world for the
Banjo like
our Cana-
dian summer.
look at oury
camps, yacht-
ing cruiscs,
canoeings,
picnics,excur-
sions; what
would theyall
be without j1? 8
Let me have
the duplicate; WITH ONE
mind, sir, the  HAND.
duplicate of the gran-
dee’s, with the gold and
silver mountings, the coco-hola,
hazeling, mottling, and all the rest
of it; and—a case, I suppose?” A TRIO.

“Of canvas, leather bound ; or of English trunk
leather, handsomely embossed 2

“The best that's made.
It only costs fifty cents or so.

And the price?”

“ Bother the price,” said the happy Mr. Parker, * the best
is the cheapest in the end; and I'll slip in a roli of solos,

duetts, and quartetts of my own composition.”

“All right,” added my cousin Bob, to my consteration,
I'm on wy

“You've got me in a good humour, you sce.
wedding tour.”

—

SHORTHAND.

—

We have armanged with Messrs. Isaac Pitman & Sons
for a complete and progressive course in Tir YouNe
Caxaviay, with full instructions and excrcises.  “The
plates are specially prepared for oursclves, and we want
little clubs to be formed 1o study by themsclves, where
no teachers can be had. It is onc of the most fascinat.
ing, as well as one of the most uscful subjects of to-day.
This Department alone is worth ten times the annual
subscription.

THE YOUNG CANADIAN is priated and puldished by the Vouve Cava-
niax Puatrsnine Conraxv.—N. P, Wmay. Secreiary, 188 Mackay
Strect, Mostreal,

*ack it well, and send it by express.
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@\ EW things are of such importance as the
,,;\4 selection of «reading for the young., We

are proud to have secured the most coni-
o) petent  Editor for this Department. A
Home Reading Club is ounaim.  We shali direct home
reading.  We shall suggest courses, and the best books.
We shall give help to those who join in
the Club.  Difficulties will be explained
and removed.  We hope to stimulate the
taste for good and cducational reading. In
comuection with schools, Sunday schools,
temperance socicties, reading circles will
be formed, with prizes, certificates, ctc.
Every circle shall have its leader. Al
young people need guidance in their
reading.  Few parents
have time to suggest
and supervise the best
courses.
In our experience we
find that one
great obstacle
to patriotic
sentiment lies
in the fact that
WE HAVE NO
HISTORY OF
OUR OWN
COUNTRY
WRITTEN FOR
OUR YOUNG
reorty. In
ordcr to sup-
ply this great
national de-
ficit, Tug
Youxc Cana-
D1AN will
shortly make
ONE OF THE
MOST IMPORT-
ANT ANNOUN-
CEMENTS cver
made in Ca.
nada.

o

T

In these days of many (oo many) physicians' pre-
scriplions, it is refreshing to stumble upon a cough mix-
ture of a hundred and fifty years ago.

**Fwo or three smails boiled in barley water or in tea
is of great service for 2 cough.  But the child must not
know of it. It has no manncer of taste. But nobody
should know of it but the mother. It is a good way to
hoil six or cight ina quart of water; stmin it off and
putitinto a bottle.  Add a {ew spoonfuls to evervthing
he drinks.  They must be fresh done every three days,
liecausce they grow too thick.”

If the decoction were as effectual as it must have been
cconomical, no wonder our ancestors Jrced far on into
tkc ninctics.
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HALF-HOLIDAY TALKS ON ANCIENT HISTORY.

BY JOSEPHINE H. GRAHAM, KA., WHITHY, ONT.

gl 'S “big sister,” who has  just  come
o home from Europe, and of whom ‘Ted is
immensely  proud  (though  he  wouldn't
acknowledge it for the world,) lJooks up
from her story or Stanley in Africa as Ted
bangs his book upon the wble and savagely chewsa
stubby lead pencil.

“So you ‘hate history’ do you ‘T'ed? Especially
Anctent history ; and you think it is ¢a horrid grind 1o
have to take it Zakeit! Weall if you look upon itas
medicine 1 don't wonder at your use of such vigorous
expressions, but”

(Ted looks uncomfortable, so his big sister smiles
relentingly and continues)—

“Well, I won't preach,Ted.  But do vou know I think
that you are not taking hold of it at the right end, most
things get into a snarl because people will persist in
tugging at the wrong end.”

“Supposc you read me over those notes you made
about half-an-hour ago, which you've been trying so hard
to ‘cram’ ever sinee”

Ted reads :—

¢ Reign of Nebuchadnezzar..........B. C. 604 to 561

Reign of Pisistmatus in Athens ..., ¢ 360 ‘¢ 327
Capture of Babylon by Cyrus ...... .. 336
Egypt conquered by Cambyses ... .. 323
. Want any more? “That's only four out of the whole
beautiful dozen I've got 10 get off for tomorrow's
lesson.”

“Why, Ted! Is fhat the way you study?—-I don?
wonder at your hating it.  Isw't it anything more to you
than a stang of names with dates attached, 10 be leamed
to-day and forgotten toamorrow 27

(There is such grieved astonislonent in the biy sister’s
voice that Ted hastens 1o exculpate himself at the ex.
pense of his syntax.}~ - Us fellows all study it that way ;
and as long as Morton thinks we're stright on the
names and dates,—¢everythings lovely and the goose
hangs high:® hut just you wait till a fellow trips on
some one of these old beggars, and fen you'lll see
double stars!”

For fully three minutes Ted's sister sits and thinks.
Then shexays, —-“I wish vou had been with meTed when
I was at Chamounix ; there where the Col. de Balm or
the "T'ete Noir marks the Alpine houndirries of the beauti.
ful valley, stretching away on ciher side peak after
prak, springing out from that wall of mountain, and each
peak sharply defined against that wonderful blue sky.
There were the lofty sunmmits of the Domes, there
Aiguilies, there, nearer, were the crevices, the avalanche
beds, the glaciers, the leaping eatamcts, there fine green
tickds and tiny villages.”

“T didn't see the Mpsall at once, but b by bit T grew
1o knowand love them, studying their outlines, and feel-
ing the meaning of their names”

“Not, Ted, that's the way to study history.  The will,
the words and theacts of great men; the hero who
represents the millions he influenced ;. Dariug,  not
Persian history; Alexander, not  Greeian  history ;
Napolcon, not French history.  Get hold of the
facts, study the plans and purposes and failures
and triumphs of the worlds great leaders, and
then and not ull then will you know and love

history. Do vou ranember what Emerson says,~—
*When nature has work to be done she creates a genius
0 doit. Follow the grea man and you will see what
the world has at heart in these ages.  “There is no omen
like thar”

“Now you know you can't study these men unless you
know where to place  them; you must follow their
wanderings through the great plains of Assyria, Babylon,
and Egvpt; seck for their footsteps as they march down
to the sea across Greeee, Italy, Germany, and  Britain;
scale the mountain fastnesses of Seir and  Switzerland
and find them in their natural fortresses.  Not a sea or
desert but has its story of brave explorers ; not a moun-
tain or river or splendid ruin but cries ‘We are im-
mortal because to us arelinked those names which the
world will not let die, names of warriors, saints and
sages.”  So, Ted, to study history you must study
geography.”’

“ And beeause man was made in the image of God he
becomes a creator.  ‘The hut that is built to protect his
body from the heat and cold, the fortress that is reared
to protect his borders from the invader, the palace or
pyramid that is piled as a monument to his pride, the
temple or mosque in which he goes up to worship,~all
become instinet with deeper meaning when you look
upon them as monwments of man’s activity, part of his
story written in stone and marble, telling of grear men,
great deeds, or great ideas, that have “had their day
and cexsed to be”  So to study history yvou must study
architectural antiguities.”

“1But back of all great deeds and great men there is a
Great FPower which the plumiet and man’s wisdom can-
not fathom.  ‘There is the great God who gives to man
a dreacdom and an opportunity for which he is held ces-
ponsible ‘to the uttermost farthing*; who punishes and
who rewards ; who develops through the slow centuries
those plans of which some are now manifest, others yet
to be made plain.  We would understand the plilosuphy
of history, Teddiv, if we could understand it not as
hiogmphical, nor geagmphical, nor monumental history,
but as Providential.  *Then shall ye sce the kingdoms
of this world hecome the kingdoms of our God, and of
his Son Jesus Christ.” ”

There was a soft hush in the livdle room as Ted's
sister ceased speaking,

Her white fingers hadbeen threading in and out of
the kindly little brown curls that had been close to her
knce for the last 1en minutes: the stubby pencil had
hidden away under the cover of the note-book, and Ted
was meditating.  Suddenly hie said,—* 1 say, Sis, sposin’
Tom wasto come around tomorrow—"Toms my chum,
aud we generally ‘cam’ halfan-hour or s0 Wednesday
afternoons, --would you wind giving us a boost over
some of those hard places? Hed like it tremendously
{1 know, for he bates it just as hard as 1 do—or 47d."—
he added, Iooking up with such a twinkle in his bright
eves that the big sister smiled and said,

“Very well Ted.  Ifs abargain. I yvou will go with
me we'll take a through ticket from the Tower of Babel
1o Independence Hall, with liberty to stop over at, say
twelve interesting places along the line”  And this was
how Ted and “Tom and the big sister began their half-
holiday 1alks on Ancient History.
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Topics of the Day
ABROAD.

—

OUR RIGHTS TO FISH FOR SEALS.

1Y HALIGONIAN,

It is a rule of International Law, that is the laws that
one nation obeys in regard o the rights of other nations,
that the sea on the shore of any country belongs to
that country only to a distance of three miles.  Beyond
that all is public property.  Countries that are near
have no more real right than countries that are distant.
All have an equal right to sail in the sea and to fish
in it.

If you find your atlas and turn up the map of North
America, you will find away up in the left hand top cor-
ner Behring Sea.  ‘This seaat one time belonged to
Russia.  When Russia sold Alaska to the United States
the sea went with it.  Now it is in the territory of the
United States.

The sea is a very valuable one on account of the
enormous quantitics of seals that frequent it, and while
all nations must regard the International Law that re-
serves for the United States the necessary monopoly of
the three mile limit to fish for scals, we, among others,
have been sending our boats to the sea to get our share
of the fishing.

However, one day one of our boats, called the *Say-
ward,” was fishing in the waters where anyone might fish,
and, to the surprise of the captain, a United States cutter
came along and seized his boat and its cargo of seals.
Of course the cutter would not have done this if it had
not thought it was doing its duty. And in a sensc it
was doing its duty. It was net to blame, for the United
States had given it instructions, and a sailor, as well as a
soldier, must obey orders.

It so happens that when the sea belonged to Russia, it
was as it were surrounded by Russian territory, which
would make it belong much more to Russia than if it had
been only partially so surrounded.  But when the sea be-
came the property of the United States this surrounding
ot territory was divided, inasmuch as Alaska was Ameri-
can, while the other shore, Siberia, was not.  When the
sea belonged to Russia, the American people declined to
admit the claim of Russia to the whole of the sea for jtself.
Now, when Americans own it, they insist that the seaall
belongs to them.  The ground they take is that it is an
inland sea, asort of lake, or gulf, and that no one bhut an
American has therefore the right to come and take the
seals.  And so the cutter scized our boat, the “Sayward,”
when it was fishing away out as far as onc hundred miles
from theshore.  When Russia made the claim, even al-
though she had territory on both sides, the Americans
denied the claim.  Now, when America, with territory
only on one side, makes the claim and we deny it, she
seizes our fishing boats and makes no end of afuss.  The
claim of Russia never was recognized, although it was
more reasonable than that of the United States, and
the American people were the stoutest against recogniz-
ing it

Great Britain, who stands by us as a parent docs for
her child, has had a long ofticial correspondence with the
United States on the subject.  Lord Salisbury, who is the
Forcign Sccretary, denies that the United States had any
right to scize the “Sayward.”  Mr. Blaing, who is Foreign

Secretary in Washington, holds that they had. Lord
Salisbury has offered to submit the whole question to arbi-
tration—that is, that the United States and Great Britain
should each appoint some men, in whom all have confi-
dence, to talk the matter over, and decide what should be
done—a very sensible plan.  But Mr. Blaine has refused
to do this.

Meantime, in this suspense of negotiations—that is,
when both parties are taking a breath to think what they
will do next—our Canadian Government, with the sanc-
tion of Great Britain, has decided to test the case in the
Supreme Court of the United States.  We claim restora-
tion of our vessel, on the ground that the scizure was
against law—against even American law.  ‘The “Sayward”
is now up in Alaska. ‘The American Government was on
the point of praceeding to sell it.  We have applied for an
injunction to prevent such sale by them of property that so
evidently does not belong to them,

If the Supreme Court of the United States decides that
the American Government, by its own laws, had no right
to scize ourship, that will scttle the whole dispute.  If it
should decide the other way, that won’t settle it at all. We
shall still contend that we have a right to fish in Behring
Sea, except within the three miles limit, and in this we
shall be supported by Germanyand other nations who have
a similar right and interest with ourselves.

B e Y'Y SrCS

THE MAPLE.

- ——

BY CHARLES . D. ROBERTS.

Oh, tenderly deepen the woodland glooms,
And merrily sway the beeches;
Breathe delicately the willow blooms,
And the pines rehearse new speeches;
The clms toss high, till they brush the sky,
lale catkins the yellow birch launches,—
But the tree I love, all the greenwood above,
Is the maple of sunny branches.

Let who will sing of the hawthorn in spring,
Or the late-leaved linden in summer;
‘There’s a word may be for the locust-trec,
That dclicate, strange new-comer ;
But the maple, it glows with the tint of the rose,
When pale are the spring-time regions,
And its towers of flame from afar proclaim
Thie advance of winter’s legions.

And a greencer shade there never was made
Than its summer canopy sifted ;

And many a day, as beneath it 1 lay,
Has my memory backward drifted

To a pleasant lane I may walk not again,
Leading over a fresh green hill,

Where a maple stood, just clear of the wood=--
And oh, to be near it still ¢!



00 @he Poung Eanadian

FTopics of the Day

AT HOME.
UNDER THE SEA.

Now, children, find your atlas.  Spread it open at the
map of our own country. Look towards the cast and
you will find Prince Edward Island snugly sheltered be-
hind Nova Scotia, and surrounded by the deep blue sea.
It is a lovely island, with onc of the most delightful
climates in the world, and has rich and beautiful farms.

Now turn over to the map of New Brunswick, and on
the point of land nearest to Prince Edward Island you
will find a Cape marked Tormentine. You see the chan-
nel there is not very wide, but we can't step over it.  In
summer we have stecamers that take us over when we
want, and on a fine day the sail is most delightful.  But
in winter—well, T need hardly tell you—it is not always
delightful. Indeed, sometimes the steamer cannot cross,
and we must go in an open hoat or stayat home.  When
we have our farm produce to take over we have hard
times, and sometimes we cannot get it across at all, and
so we cannot sell it.  For the whole of the winter months
we are in this condition, cut off from our Sister Pro-
vinces of the Dominion, and we feel it very much.

We have been very patient, however.  We have been
complaining, it is true, for a long time, but we have not
said a great deal that we cannot be excused for, and we
think we have some reason to grumble.  When all the
Provinces were united into one Dominion, there was a
bargain made between us that the Province of Prince
Edward Island should get a regular and reliable means
of communication with the mainland all the year round.
Nature gives it 10 us in the summer, but what are we to
do in winter? What we propose is to build a tunncl
under the sea. It is a tremendous undertaking, and a
costly one.  But we reason in this way about it. At
present we cross by steamer when we can, or by open
boat whenwe cannot.  This costs every year the enorm-
ous sum of $200,000, and it is not cfhcient. Well we
want to take that money, and by adding some to it build
our tunnel across.  Years ago the land and the sea have
been measured by the Government engincers.  Maps
have Leen made of the currents of the tides. Every-
thing has been ready except the money, and for that we
have been waiting, and waiting, until our hearts are
sick.

Now, don't you think it faiz and right that we should
getit?  We were promised.  Boys and girls know what
a promise is, and they know what they think of people
that do not keep their promises. OQur good Scnator
has been fighting for us for a long time, but he has
not got it yet.

If you turn once more your atlas to the island you
will see a Cape marked “fraverse. ‘That is where we
propose to start the tunnel, across Northumberland
Straits, and you will scc that we have chosen the shortest
road and the best. Now ask your father and mother
what they think of it.

ISLANDER.

BUT ONE.

BY MATTHEW RICHEY KNIGHT,

Benton, New Brunswick.

They say the world is full of flowers:
1 see but one, the rose ;

IFed by earth’s dews and heaven’s showers,
T'o me none other grows.

‘They say the sky is strewn with stars :
I sce but ong, its height

Blindeth me to all else and bars
Heaven’s myriads from my sight.

I'm growing old, they tell me: yet
My heart recalls one day

Only, and still my eyes are wet
Since it hath passed away.

They say cternity is long :
In all its awful vast

One day alone moves me to song,
‘That which brings back the past.

— e o O P

TO THE HEIGHTS.

FIDELIS.

Sic itur ad astra.

As fair to the Hebrew leader
O'er the desert pathway dun,

‘The distant shadowy mountains
Loomed—soft in the morning sun,

Although on their radiant summits
His feet might never stand,

And, but from the Mount of Vision,
He might view the Promised Jand ¢

So fair on our inner vision,
As on through life we go,

Loom the shadowy hills of promise,
Soft in the morning glow :

How long is the way to reach them,
But little we heed or care ;

How hard and weary the climbing
T'o the summits so bright and rare

Yet still they recede before us,
And ever their promise sweet,
Like a spell they have woven o'er us,
Lures on our wandering feet

And though we may reach them never,
Till the cold dark stream is past,

For us they shall keep their promise,
And the heights shall be ours af Jast /
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GRUBBING.

IN OUR WOODS IN WINTER.

‘The farmer's day in winter 1sa short onc, and his
obstaclesare many. He gets his cattle fed and attended
to. When he has too many he kills them and prepares
them for sale.  When you see long rows of nice fat pigs
in the butchers’ stalls, frozen, with their feet and arms
stretched out, then know that they came from the farm
of some of our brave farmers, who have sometimes
very hard life, that we may get eating all their nice
things. Then they go in the woods, too, to fell, and
cut, and split cedar rails for their fences, to be ready
when the spring comes. Then cord-wood for the fire,
for their fire and ours, has to be cut, hauled home and
piled. Logs, too, for the saw-mill are cut and drawn.
Many a long day does the Canadian woodsman's axe
flash in the sunshine. But he is happy, is our farmer,
with his grain all threshed and ready for market ; his
rosy boys and girls growing up, and his thrifty wife in
the dairy and in the kitchen.  Some day 1 will tell you
all she does.  She is a busy woman. No farm can get on
without her.

There is a little titmouse. In the very coldest day you
may see the merry little creature in his warm fur coat
among the branches, chirping as if it were summer. He
gets tiny little morsels of food in the bark, insccts that
are hiding away from the cold, spiders, a few flies, and a
few sceds of evergreens for desert. \When he comes
upon the pupa of a moth, he smacks his lips and sits
down fora good feast, a regular Christmas or birthday
feast. How he knows where to find one. Youand 1
might hunt about for a very long time when we want to
find a pupa.

By the way what is a pupa? 1 think I will tell you
for this time, but another day when we go out grub-
bing, I shall expect you to turn up thesc things for your-
self. There is no better habit.  Better than reading all
the books in the world is the habit of finding out for
yourself everything you don’t know. Well, a pupa isa
snug little house that the caterpillar has made for him-
self to keep him warm in the winter, and to give him
peace to think upon the colour he should have his wings
when he comes out as a moth, and a snug little house
itis. How the titmouse enjoys nibbling it. ’

But hush, do not stir. There is a little ficld mouse
stealing over to the barn.  Sce the dainty marks it
makes in the snow with its toes and the tip of its tail.
And that trail, still more curious, shows that a red
squirrel has been here. His two fore-paws are short,
and make marks close to each other; the hind ones are
wide apart, and there is now and then a brush from his
tail. He keeps his eye on the barn for wheat, grain,
and oats. )

However, it is cold, and we had better get home soon.
Just onc more look at the snow. Why is it so white
and the ice so blue? Why can we see through ice and
not through snow? A flake of snow is composed of
minute films of ice, all resting upon cach other at every
imaginable angle. A single film is quite transparent.
If they all rested on each other in the same level,-the
whole mass would be as transparent as ice.

AN OLp Grun.
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HOW OUR PRETTY CHRISTMAS BOOKS ARE MADE.

Marvels they are ! Arethey not?  With their chubby
baby faces, their fascinating boys and girls, their be-
witching pictures of life, serious and comic, bright and
shady, gay and sad. How we wish we could always
look as pretty !

And yet so cheap, it is wonderful.  You would
hardly believe if I told you they take two years to pre-
pare. The publishers begin in good time to think of
what we should like, and no small business it is. 1
daresay most of you think the stories are the first thing,
but it is exactly the reverse. ‘T'he pictures are the first
and chief consideration. After they are finished, they
are sent away to have stories written for them.

The pictures are first drawn on stone, a fine-grained
limestone ; traced on in chalk or with a fine pen.  Every
separate colour needs a separate drawing on a separate
stone, containing that and nothing else.  In some Christ-
mas books as many as eighteen different colours and
stones are used. First one colour is printed in its pro-
per position from one stone, then the next from another
stone, then the next, and so on. Imagine the skill and
care to print eighteen different colours, one after the other,

"so that the picture looks as if it had been done at one

stroke of a brush,

The most of this work, for English books, is done in
Germany, though sometimes in Paris.  The German
work is the best. ‘The labour there is cheaper, and the
hours are longer. The paper, however, is nearly all of
inglish make, but foreigners bhave an advantage in
manual skill distinctly traceable to kindergarten drill in
their carly years. ‘The business is an expensive one,
and full of risk, as after all that is spent, some freak of
youthful fancy goes against the hook that may have
had best prospects at first.  Arrangements are made
for French, German, and Italian, as well as English
cditions, and the market is the whole world. Fvery
country has its young folks, and all young folks must
have their Christmas books.

Early in the month of June travellers start from l.on-
don and go all over with samples of their books. Each
is called into the chicf to receive instructions as to con-
tents and charms of each book. The travellers set off,
make appointments with booksellers, and discourse on
the merits of their wares. The booksellers listen, ad-
wire, inspect, and order. The orders are at once sent
in to headquarters, and long before we are dreaming of
our Christmas stockings the whole thing is decided.
The books are all ordered, packed up, and shipped off.

We know who does the rest.

OUR BIBLE.

T need not explain to Young Canadians what a_fatker
is. The duties which a father performs to his child,
and the blessings a child enjoys in having a father, are
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best told by the contrast of the want of both. We all
know what our father is to us, and what we are to him.
The relation is one of love, support, protection, on the
one hand, and on the other, one of trust, respect, and
obedience. The relation is so tender and yet so strong,
so free and yet so binding, so full of what is human
and yet so full of what is higher than human, that the
term father has come to be applied to many things where
love, support, and protection are given. A king is the
father of his people. Abraham was the father of the
faithful. God, Himself, is “ Qur Father Who art in
Heaven.”

When Christ had planted His Young Church on
earth, and was compelled to return to God from whom
He came, His followers needed love to cheer them in
His absence, support to strengthen them to persevere
in the good path, and protection from the evil men by
whom they were surrounded. And when, from time to
time, we hear of the fathers of that carly Church, we
must think of men who loved the words that Christ had
spoken, and the lifc that He taught ; who, although they
had not heard His loving voice, or scen His gentle face,
were so devoted to the spirit which He had breathed on
carth, that they set themselves zealously to support and
protect the young church where support and protection
were required, and stood in such a relation of trust, re-
spect, and obedience to all who loved the teachings of
Jesus, that they came to be known by the name which
Kings and Princes are proud to bear—FATHERS.

One of these great and good men was called Irenzeus.
He was Bishop of a small part of the young church in
Gaul, the ancient name of France. At Lyons, the same
town which gives its name to a kind of silk we use at
the present day, Irenzus wrote a book to explain how
certain things were wrong which the people believed
were right. The word which we use for these things
is /eresy.  When Irenmus wanted to prove that one
thing was right and that another thing was wrong, he
went for his material to the Gospels. He did not go
to the Gospels very seldom, as if nobody knew much
about them. He went as often as four hundred times ;
and of these four hundred quoiations, as many as
eighty are from the Gospel of Saint John. This Father
of the Church wrote his book at the end of the 2nd
century; that is, about rso years after Christ was
crucified.

In other books than that of Irenzeus there are hun-
dreds of pages taken from the Gospels ; and a very curi-
ous and ancient catalogue of books, such as our book-
sellers and libraries require, has been discovered, in
which the New Testament is quoted as among the Sacred
Books. The first part of this catalogue was torn off
when it was found, but it gives the Gospel of Luke as
third, and that of John as fourth, leaving us to infer
that there were a firs? and a second as well.  From this
interesting document we gather that even so long ago
the very order or succession of the Books was the same
as it is now.

You will easily see from this that the name of dowdters
or wwaverers is a good name for men who, in spite of
these facts, persist in saying that the Gospels could not
have been written at that time. They are, indeed, like
a feather on “a wave of the sea, driven with the wind
and tossed.”

—— G Q= — mam

OUR LIBRARY TABLE.

SEA-SIDE AND Wav-Sipe.  Illustrated. By JuLia
McNar WrigHT. Boston: D. C. Heath & Co.

—

Another number of this charming series of Messrs

03

Heath & Co. has been received.  No. 2 takes us over
ant-hills, and down among the worms; tells us about
flies, and introduces us to beetles ; gives us a glimpse
of the bottom of the sea, and a flight with the dragon-
flies, "The style is most charming, and ought to form
the key-note to the solution of the inattentive-child-
question.  Nature and her works should be to all young
people the subject most naturally attractive, and not one
to be taken up as a task. Our children would simply
revel among animals and their ways, but for the want of
tact in presenting them to the subject.

i GO —— o -

1LLUSTRATED TorONTO, THE QUEEN CiTY oF CANADA.
Toronto : ‘I'he Acme Publishing and Engraving Co.

This is a handsomely executed book of 194 pages,
richly embellished with cuts, and a coloured Title Page.
It is intended as a history of our fair Queen City of the
West, as a record of its manufacturing progress, and as
an indication of the expectations of the future.

The data has been procured from authentic sources,
gathered by the editors from men of indisputable reli
ability. The illustrations are varied, artistic, and inter-
mingled with valuable portraits. The whole work is one
of which Toronto may be proud, and as an indication
of an awakening desire to record .our history, and to
take pleasure in the record, the hook should not only
find its way all over the Dominion, but suggest an ex-
ample that cannot, at least for a long time, be too
frequently followed.

Y Y S —

CaNapa’s NarioNaL SoNG, “My Owx CaNabian
HoMmE,” written by E. G. Nelson, composed by Mor-
ley McLaughlin, and published by the Maritime
Steam Litho. Co., St. John,

Is an outburst of patriotism from a promising Young

Canadian. The music is fempo di marcia, and its dedi-

cation to the Bisley Rifle competitors ought to ensure

its introduction as a military song-march. The song was
sung in the Mechanics’ Institute, St. John, on November
15th.  In times of peace our soldiers may be satisfied
with brass and drum. In time of war they must take
to singing.

———— O s a

RaSE THE FraG, AND OTHER PaTrIOTIC CANADIAN
SoNGs AND POEMS, is the Title of a very neat collec-
tion, published by the Rose Publishing Co., Toronto.

A deputation of influential men last year waited upon
the Hon. the Minister of Education for Ontario, request-
ing that our flag should be hoisted over our school-
houses on national anniversaries. ‘Theidea, once started,
gained ground as it went along. On October 13th, the
anniversary of the Battle of the Queenston Heights, a
commemoration was held, and the scholars sent in large
numbers of essays on the battle. A Toronto newspaper
has offered a large flag to the school which shall write
the best essay on the subject “ Raising the Flag.”

A few gentlemen have got up this nice collection of
patriotic songs for the children who wrote the best
essays, as a souvenir of the day and the occasion. ‘The
songs themselves are well-selected. They are all from
our best authors. They all breathe a strong attachment
to Canadian history, and to Canada as our native land.
Many of them touch on perjods in our history that tell
of the endurance and loyalty of our ancestors, those who
fought that we may have peace, who braved peril and
suffering that we might live under our own dear flag.
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TO THE NEW YEAR.

BY GOWAN LEA,

Hark ! 1<t thy step. New Year *
With sure but stealthy pace thou aye dost come,
And 1n thy tran are gladdemng gafts for some
O haste thee, glad New Vear!

‘Too swift thy step, New Year!
1 he past had gathered friend< from many lands,
And thou dost come to part their clasped hanils
Alas, so soon, New Year!

‘Ohaste!’ *llelay!’ New Year,—
‘F'wo prayers together rising up to Heaven;
‘The answer trust, for is it not God-given ¢
Mecet bravely the New Year!

Bid welcome the New Year!
Q clear-voiced Truth, lead wn the coming morn ,
And gentle Charity, our lives adorn;

Hope lives in the New Vear?

Recina, N, I W,

DeAR YouNe CaNaDIAN,—I like what you tell us about the
snow. I never kuew it before. Please tell me about the large
fiakes, when mother goose is plucking her goslings.

T. B.

As the snow passes through the air, it comes upon
currents of atmosphere that are milder than others. "The
flakes get a little soft, and stick to each other. The
wind, too, beats them all about, as wind is apt to do,
into a general snow-flake wreck. ‘This is why we have
sometimes very fine snow, as well as these large flakes.
The wind breaks up the flakes, and where the current of
air is very cold the little atoms freeze up, and start off
as snow on their own account.

Perhaps I might also tell you about the castles on the
windows, the caves and fairies that grow on our panes,
when we are asleep at night; gardens, glens, brooks,
mountains, palaces, and everything that is beautiful and
curious. Since you are fond of snow, perhaps you have
noticed that when it is very, very cold, the fairy lace-
work is made up of extremely fine points, while on milder
days the scenes are large and bold. This is because on
the very cold day the freezing went on at many points,
—all over,—at one moment, and the palaces and caves
have to clbow in as much as possible, and sometimes
you can hardly see them. The mild day, on the con-
trary, gave plenty of time, and therefore plenty of room,
for all to spread out as much as they liked. And still
how noiselessly, how peacefully, does nature work. No
fuss, no hubbub, and yet a thousand men could not do
in a life-time what she does in one short minute.

‘Take a candle to the window as the snow is gently
falling, and see if you could count how many flakes are
in a square foot.—ED, P. B.

The Poung Canadian

Frepxricrox, N. B,

Drar P'osT Bac,—Mr. Ol Grub seems o fond of our beauti-
ful snow that I thought he would like to hear of a pretty sunset
me and grandma saw lart night. The sun had just gone to bed,
and as he gathered his blankets up around his face, to hide himself
so that we might get sleeping, all the sky shot up red as crimson,
with down near the sun, quite close, wonderful clusters of gold and
scarlet. Away out over the show, too, tight up to Uncle Jumes'
farm, six miles off, the snine glorious red was streaming in waves,
and showers, and streaks. Olt it was lovely, and grandma
thought so too; more than me, Me und grandwa were coming
home in the slcigh, and a hittle later on the Autora Borealis, I hope
I have spelt it right, came out in the sky, with mountains, and
meadows, and forests, and Drinces’ palaces, all dancing up and
down, and a whole army of soldiers keeping time with them. It
was beautiful.

Your friend,
Tatr1r,

Thank you, dear, for your kind remembrance of Mr.
Old Grub. You should have seen how his face beamed
with joy as I gave him your letter to read. Your de-
scription of the sunset and of the Northern Lights is
delightful, and you spelled that hard word, Aurora
RBorcalis, quite correctly, T hope you enjoyed your drive
with grandma. I am sure you did, and I think she
must have done so too if you chatted to her as nicely as
you have written to me.—En, P. B,

Guvyssoro’, N, S,

Dean Youse CANADIAN, —You say in your Reading Club
thut you are always wanting to know what we are reading about,
and 1 think 1 will tell you about an

Orren's TooGGAN SLIDE

that Aunt Kate read to us last night. Aunt Kate reads so sweetly,
her voice is like music. Well, we wcre around the parlour table
after '“I’E);o when our Jessons were all put away, and Aunt Kate
said—** Look here, boys **  We kuew what that ineant, and we sat
right flop down beside ler, as close as we could pack. Of course |
forget some of the story, but it was about a lot of otters that were
having a nice time one day in January. The snow was deep, and
the otters lived up s steep bank. The bank sloped down to the
river, and in the river there was a small pool of water that was not
frozen. Well, here they were, the otters coming down to drink, &
whole crowd of them, and going up again. Suddenly one of them
lost its fosting, and slipped from hend to foot of the banuk. The
rest looked on, aud 1 suppose must have laughed ; for in a few
minutes they all, one after another, did the same. They lay down
flat on their stomach at the top, gave themselves a little push, and
tobogf,mmml down to the foot. Here they plunged in for a bath,
and their wet feet Foiug upand down soon made the slide first-
class  For hours they kept up the sport, which made us boys laugh
like fun to thiuk of.
Frang H.

I am delighted to hear from you, dear Frank, and do
write again soon and tell us more of what you are read-
ing.  You will not only confer a pleasure upon me, but
you will improve your own mind. Nothing is so good
as to try to tell what you have read.

And the otters, hadn’t they a good time? How I
envied their lovely slide, and wish 1 had scen them ! It
was something new to me, too, to know that otters have
their own toboggan clubs. Old Grub has handed me a
foot-note for my answer, which you may read the next
time you get sitting with Aunt Kate ; something more
about otters. Here it is:—*“ My grand-children gave
me as a Christmas present a set of furs for my over-
coat, and I feel no end of a grandee as I walk out with
deep collar and cuffs of otter. ‘The hair is smooth,
shiny, brown-black, with a close warm grey down nest-
ling next the skin,  The skin is cut at the head and
drawn off, as our young Canadians do their over-stock-
ings. A board is then thrust in to make the skin flat,
and is drawn out when the skin is dry. If you want to
test an otter skin, put your arm up the inside of the skin,
or pelt. If your sleeve comes out quite clean, buy the
skin. If your sleeve comes out hairy, don’t.”

Isn’t he a curious Old Grub ?—Ep. P. B.
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IT 1S THE ONLY PREPARATION THAT MAKES

STRENGTHENING BEEF TEA.

PURE

219 St. James Street,

CHAS. ALEXANDER.

CONFECTIONERY.

LUNCHEON AND COFFCE ROON.

Candies and Bon-Bons, own manufa@ure, Wedding Cakes 2 gpecialty

MONTREAL.

TRY ALEXANDER’S COUGH DROPS.

WELL RECOMMENDED - -

H. A. MILLER,
ffouse, Sign & Findow §hads

PAINTER,
Paper Hanger and “Desorator

GILDING, GLAZING, GRAINING,
WHITEWASHING, &c.

1996 St. Catherine Street,
ALOXTTRIEAL.L..

GLASGOW DRUG HALL,

1780 Norre DaMme Srreer,
MONTRBAL.

HOMEOPATHY.—A full stock of
Genuine “Medicines and Books; also -Hum-
phrey's Specifics, all numbers.

SHEET WAX, and all materials for
making Wax Flowers. 4 large assortment
always on hand. Country orders promptly
filled.

J. A, HARTE, DRuGG!ST.

Brw 1190,

TELEPHWRES } cooran 534,

e ** Skeer” God Livwver
O\, puve, wole, and a\-
wost Xasteless. Wo other
O\ X0 corpare WA W.

Kennetn Gavapoel & Go

e AND) oo
Conservatory of Music,

COLLEGE, WITH PREPARATORY DEPART-
MEN1TS.~—English, English Ln:rawre, History,

Mamemaucs. Scieace, Modern Eaglis Cl:»sla,
Phydczl Cufture.  Biss Leaci, bﬂncapa.l, with

Stafl,
COX\SERVA I‘O'RY‘O? MUSIC.—Theory of Music,
Slnﬁinsl ano. Far‘r’l’l ag, Violin,
omw. r., D:r or, with 7 of Staff.
.FINE AR 'S.. --Pro:b..nd rawing, Drawing, Paoint.
ng 1ABA F. Howarn, Head Staster;
BLOLUI TON.—Miss Jaxvie McGanray.

. REV. ROST. LAING,. M.A.,
)  Hotifax; NS,

HALIFAX LADIES? ‘COLLEGE.

JOSEPH LUTTRELL & C0.,

MANUFACTURERS OF

Biscuits and fontactionary,

678 TO 684

io![occllo.' ’

ALBERT STREET,

87, CUNEGONDE, MONTREAL.

JOHN FAIR,
ATotoxry,
Temploe Building, - -

RIDDELL & COMMON,

Chartered Sccountants,
28 St. John Street, - - Montreal.

CHARLES HOLLAND,

Roal Eeotate Agont,
£40 St. Jamos Street, - - Montreal.

WALTER |. JOSEPH,

80 ST. FRANCOIS XAVIER STREET.
Manacexk

UNION MUTUAL LIFE INSURANCE CO'Y,
MONTREAL.

MARTIN'S PHOTO STUDIO,

141 St. Peter Street, (cor. Craig Street), Montreal.

Photography 1n all its branches. Eulargements in
Crayon, Pastcl, Water Color or Oil a specialty.

PHOTOGRAPHERS ”

ARLESS & CcO.,

Montreal.

TO THE =
“OHILPREN

281 8t. James 8t.

THE NEW WEBSTER

JUST FUBLISHED—ENTIRELY KEV.

\ INTERNATIONAL }
DICTIONARY /

The Authentic “ Unatrid, ed com rising th
issucs of 1864, 70 and "84, co 8 v righ wg progert;'
of tho nndersigned, {s now orough
vized and En! 2d, and bears the name ot

Webster’s International Djotiouary.

Editorial work u n this revision has been 1n

Ppro A ga !orgvcrlo eﬁrs.d a

ot loss than One Hundre d  edl I
leborors have been engaged upon It Pu torla
Qrer $300,000 cxpendcd in its pmpnrnuon

e st wonY, m?tﬁr her D,

tical compar nw the tione

iajnrited. G B}S&‘o ¥ Dictiopery
G. &C. mnmax & CO., Pnbllshen,

Spriogifleld, Xnss., V.8 -
Bold by all Bocksellers. nlust‘atedpunpblem-co-

ORDER THE NEW

WEBSTER DICTIONARY

DIRECT FROM

BOCKSELLERS ano STATIONERS, MONTREAL.
KU Bditicne. Lmd for Crevlars,

ASTOR-FLUID

Registered—A d:.-ghlfully refr:shinF prepara.
tion forthe hair. Should be used daily. Keeps
lhe scalp healthy, prchnu dandruff, pmmctu

growm A pcr :cx hair dressing for the
fntm , 35¢. per bol

HENRY R. GRAY. Chemist,
. 122 St Lawroncs Maln Street,




VNI, NOTHLARI & SOXRE, Photographers, 17 Bleury Street, WIORI'TRE AL,

Dealers in PHOTO SUPPLIES, KODAK CAMERAS, CANADIAN VIEWS, &c.

li The Canada Sugar Ré_fini‘hg' Co.

TEES & (1S, OFFICE, PARLOUR and LIBRARY DESKS are the best.

TEES & CO.; 300 St. James Strect, MONTRI AL,

(Limited), l
MONTREAL.

We are now putting up, for family use, the finest b

quality of PURE LOAF SUGAR, in neat paper boxes.

FOR SALE 8Y ALL GRNCERS. PRICE 50 CENTS.

The Canada Sugar Refining Co.

Q@/ (Limited), |
X MONTREAL., i

We are now putting up, expressly for family use, the
finest quality of PUKE SUGAR SYRUP, not adulterated
with Corn Syrup, in 2=IbB. cans, with movable tops.

FOR SALE BY ALL CROCERS

TRES &hﬁg@*g PARGUET FLOOAING and BORDERS are legant and Durable.

TEES & C0., - The Desk Makers, - 300 St. James Strest, HONTREAL.
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