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December.

The December number of THE CaNapiaN MacaziNE will be
specially illustrated, and will contain many important contributions.
The character of these may be gathered from the following list :

%*%%%*i

Hon. C. H. Mackintosh, Lt.-Gov. of the North-West Terri-
tories, will write of Cabot, Mackenzie, Fraser and Thompson,
the ear y explorers of the territory now known as Canada.

Joseph Pope, author of “ Memories of Sir John Macdonald,” will
deal with the Cabot celebration, and offer a criticism on the
present scheme of holding a Cabot celebration. Both this and
the previous article will be important contributions to Canada’s
early history. Both authors are quite capable of dealing with
the subjects which they have chosen.

\/
I\

John Charlton, M.P., will deal with “Sunday Rest as a Civil
Right,” and will endeavour to show how Sunday Rest is soci-
ally and economically necessary to mankind.

Gordon Waldron, B.A., will offer a criticism on the poetry of
Lampman, Camrcpbell, Carman and Roberts, and show wherein
these writers have departed from the true ideals of art. As a

critic, Mr. Waldron is quite capable of performing what he has
undertaken.

Ian Maclaren, will continue his story, “ Kate Carnegie,” which
will be coneluded in the January number.

esksiesieskSisleteiiealie e

John Anderson, My Jo., By JerNa. This is a homely love-story
with its scenes laid in Edinburgh and Quebec. It will be pro-
fusely illustrated by C. H. Kahrs, and is one of the best short
stories ever offered to our readers.

S

A Civil War, By Joux McCrae. This is a bright piece of
dialogue —a society story of more than ordinary briliiancy.

The author is one of the brightest of Canada’s young writers. i
1t will be illustrated by Brigden. E

S

\
*

A Priestess of Liberty, By Staxsury R. Tarr. A sketch of
Mrs. Browning as “A Priestess of Liberty,” and of her relation
to the Ttalian struggle for liberty is especially opportune at a
time when there are other prominent struggles for liberty in
various parts of the world.

Other Contributions. Besides the above there will be several
short stories and poems by leading Canadian writers. The
number will be especially Canadian, but not in the sense that
only Canadian subjects, pure and simple, are worth discussing.
The range will be broader than that.

Single Copies s Th16 Canadian Magazine,

TORONTO, ONT.
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MINES

The Mayflower Mine

& o In all accounts of the Trail Creek district the
one mine never failing to be mentioned is the “Olla
Podrida” claim, operated by the Mayflower Gold Min-
ing Co., which is considered one of the best properties
in the vicinity of Rossland.

Development Work

Is being energetically prosecuted under the direction of one
of the ablest mining engineers in the district. The mine is now
shipping ore.

Its Ore

From the tunnel in which the Company is now working, ore
is being extracted that carries $10 to $15 per ton in gold, and
galena ranging from 130 to 220 ounces of silver per ton. Ship-
ments that have been made to the Tacoma smelter have netted
the Company an average of $73 per ton.

It is the Only Mine

In the district that has had paying ore from the beginning,and
the returns from ore already shipped have paid for all work done.

Mr. Howland Stevenson, a recognized authority on the mines of this
; district, wtiting of the Mayflower Mine, said :—

*The situation of its vein upon a very precipituous mountain ; the location
of the main tunnel upon the railway grade; the value of the ore in the tunnel
and in vatious surface cuts; the regular course and persistency of the vein on
the surface, and the cheapness of min ng as compared with the cost in the
mines in the territory north of kossland, makes this, in my opinion, a veiy
attractive and promising investment.”

Its Shares

Par value $1.00 each, fully paid and non-assessible, can be
obtained from us at 17!%c, per share in blocks of 100 and upwards.

SAWYER, MURPHEY & CO,,

REMIT BY

DRAFT Canada Life Buildings,
P.O. ORDER

MARKED CHEQUE TORONTO.




INSURANCE

Please Verify
this Calculation . . .

FROM . Your Estate | Your Estate, plus
without Protection ' Life Insurance

SUBTRACT Your SKILL, ENERGY and
(as Death will) BUSINESS REPUTATION

REMAINDER INSOLVENCY,

A COMPETENCY
Struggle, Humiliation

and Family Comfort

SEE AN ACENT OF THE

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANGE GO,

or write direct to the Company, 22 to 28 King Street West, Toronto,
for particulars of the Compound Investment Policy.

This plan of Insurance is specially adapted to meet the requirements of all classes.
JOHN L. BLAIKIE,

WM. McCABE,
PRESIDENT.

MANAGING DIRECTOR-

ASSESSMENT SYSTEM

MUTUAL PRINCIPLE P H EN lX
OFFICE OF THE

Mutual Fire Insurance Co.
Reserve Fund | BROOKLYN, N.Y.

L.ife Association.

FREEHOLD BUILDING

———eawo

UNDER POLICIES ISSUED IN CANADA

ARE PAYABLE

IN THE CURRENCY OF CANADA,

Toronto, Oct 14, 1896.

I am authorized to announce that | WHICH IS

in future payment of all death claims in |

ON A GOLD BASIS
the Dominion of Canada will be made e —

by check on Ontario B.nk, Toronto, . AGENTS IN ALL THE PRINCIPAL
or The Molson Bank, Montreal—thus ‘ TOWNS IN CANADA.

making the Mutual Reserve practically

5 2N

*‘ ALL LOSSES
\

|

a Home Company.

i —_—
[ L. C. CAMP, General Agent,
W. J. McMURTRY, l Gooderham Building,
Manager for Ontario, TORONTO.
v
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FEDERAL LIFE

Rssurance
Bompany

HEAD OFFICE:

Hamilton, Ont
-

Capitalana Assets,
$1,119,576.90

Surplus Security,

$703,955.02
Accumulation Policies.

Guaranteed 49 Insurance Bonds
AND ALL OTHER

Desirable Forms of Insurance.
[ B BN BN J
JAMES H. BEATTY, President.

DAVID DEXTER, Managing Director

PRESENT DAY PRIMERS

30 Cents Each.
-
—Early Church History. A sketch of the First

Four Centuries. By J. VERNON Bartrer, M.A., late
Scholar ot Exeter College.

—The Printed English Bible, 1525-1885. By the
Rev. Ricuarp Loverr. M.A.

—How to Study the English Bible. By Canox
GIRDLESTONE.

—A Brief Introduction to New Testament Greek.
By Rev. Samuer G. Green, D.D.

—A Primer of Assyriology. By A. H. Savce,
LL.D., Professor of Assyriology, Oxford.

_The Reformation in England. By the Rev.
W. H. Beckerrt. Illustrated.

—Plants of the Bible. By Rev. GEorGE HENSLOW,
}I\:"I].A.. F.L.S., etc. lllustrated from Photographs of the
ants.

— A Primer of Hebrew Antiquities. By Rev.0.C.
WhitTeHOUSE, M.A., Principal of Cheshunt College.

—A Primer of Roman Catholicism. By Rev.
C. H. H. WriguT, D.D. Illustrated.

-_A Primer of Modern Missions. Edited by Rev.
R. Lovert, M.A.

Upper Cahadzi Tract Society,

JOHN YOUNG, DEPOSITARY,
107 Yonge Street, Toronto.

JORONTO..

The New Guarantee Income

Policy issued by the Confedera-
tion Life Association has all the
benefits and privileges of the

ordinary Unconditional Policy,

such as Extended Insurance,

Paid up and Cash Values, etc.
Write for
Head Office, or to any of the

information to the

Company's Agents.

J. K. MACDONALD,
MANAGING DIRECTOR.
W. C. MACDONALD,
Actuary.

IT LEADS THEM ALL.

Twe Canada Life

Leads all the Canadian Life
Companies in

AGE,
SIZE,
ECONOMY,
POPULARITY,
and PROFITS

No other Company in Canada has continued
for 20 years to give as large profit returns to
Policy-Holders for the same money.

For Rates And Other Information
Apply To

Geo. A. & E. W. Cox,

MANAGERS EASTERN ONTARIO
TORONTO.
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College

FOUNDED 1829

PRINCIPAL :

G. R. PARKIN, M.A., LL.D.

THE COLLEGE WILL RE-OPEN ON
SEPTEMBER Sth.

Full particulars about admission will be
furnished on application to the Principal, or
to John Martland, M.A., LL.D. (Queen's
Royal, Niagara-on-the-Lake) who during the
vacation will be at the College each Thursday
for personal consultation.

DEER PARK,
July, 1896.

The Temperance and General
Life Hecord.

Not a Dollar of Interest Overdue Dec. 34, '94
Not a Dollar of Interest Overdus Dec. 31,798
Not a Dollar's Worth of Real Estate Owned

in 1886-7-8-9-90-1-2-3-4-B (10 Years).

TRUST FUNDS, such as money paid for
Life Insurance, should not be used for specu-
lative investments, but should be invested in
absolutely safe securities,

HON. G. W. ROSS

PRESIDENT.

H. SUTHERLAND

MANZGER.

No man acts wisely who fails in early life
to do something to create a fund which will be
available to supply his needs when he can no

longer by daily toil secure the daily necessities
of life.

DON'T YOU
WANT IN

A LIFE POLICY,

The

Ontario Life

ENDOWMENT,
INVESTMENT,
Or ANNUITY ?

carried.

RESULTS TO MEMBERS
UNEQUALLED.

What we have done f;;

In 1876, at age 35, Mr. E. Misener, Marshville, Ont., took
out $2,000, 20-year Endowment.
dividends, $1,

At settlement he received $151 for every $100 invested,
or 3% 7 compound interest, besides 20 years' insurance

Total premiums paid, less

317.91. Value over cost, $682.09.

others
We can do for you.

ONTARID LADIES GOLLEGE

WHITBY, ONT.

Recently enlarged and provided with every modern
comfort in the shape of steam-heating, eleciric-light-
ing, bath rooms, etc. Universally acknowledged by
all who have seen it to be the largest most elegant
and best equipped college for women in Canada. In
educational work it stands unequalled, being the only
Ladies’ College in the country-sending up students
regularly for the first two years' examinations of
Toronto University. Magnificent new pipe organ,
concert grand pianos, etc. WILL RE-OPEN SnPT,
8th. Send for calendar to

REV. J. J. HARE, PH.D., PainciPaL

STOCKS, BONDS, INVESTMENTS

AND
MINING SHARES.

¢ Stocks and Bonds listed on New York, Montreal and
o

ronto Stock Exchanges Bought and Sold for cash or
on margin.

Grain and Provisions on Chicago Board of Trade
bought and sold. '

hares in standard mines in Ontario and British
Columbia dealt in at closest prices. Send for quotations,

“*  WYATT & CO.,

(Members Toronto Stock Exchange),
46 King St. West (Canada Life Build'g). Tel. 1087.

vii
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There are Good Reasons Why
127 STUDENTS 127

Are in attendance at the

GENTRAL BUSINESS GOLLEGE,

TORONTO, ONT.,

when scarcely more than half that number can
be found in any other Canadian Business School,
Here young men ard women find the best advan-
tages, get the best instruction from expetienced
teachers, and reccive assistance into positions
when qualified. FOUR members sent direct
from College to positions last week. New
students admitted at any time.  Get particulars

Address,

L ol n dh o U S o e et tE b SR S SR AR SOy

Hamilton Ladies’ College

And Conservatory of Music.
A. BURNS, S.T.D., LL.D., PRINCIPAL.
Re-opens Sept. 8th, 1896.

In addition to thorough instruction in every depart-
ment, pupils have the advantage furnished by a city of
over 50,000 inhabitants, in church, lecture, concert and
social privileges.

For terms catalogue, etc., address the Principal.

Z, ﬂ
OWEN S8OUND, ONTARIO,

Is THE VERY BEST PLACE 1IN CANADA TO GET A
THOROUGH BUSINESS EDUCATION,

Take a Round Trip and visit all other

Business Colleges
and Commercial Departments in Canada, then visit
the Northern Business College: examine everythin

thoroughly. If we fail to produce the most thorough,

The Leading

W. H. SHAW, Principal.
oo¢—~~+~o—eo—o~ooo<r*co+&'oo‘oonJ
m YOUNG . ...
CANADIAN WOMEN

A LM A COLLEGE fy S7. THOMAS, ONT

Music, Akt, COMMERCIAL, ELOCUTION AND
L1TERARY COURSES,
Low Rates, 60 pp. Announcement,

| Hellmuth Collegé, |

LONDON, ONT,.

For Young Ladies and Qirls.
CIRCUI.ARS,

CANADA @'//
W 227 ﬂ
' HAMILTON, ONT.
¢ Is the leading School of Business and Shorthand in the
Dominion.  Established 35 vears.  Over 2,000 graduates
in Business life.  For handsome prospectus write
' R. E. GALLAGHER,

’ MENTION CANADIAN MAGAZINE.

%&93939939999%

THE

Principal.

Afhiliated with the Institute

complete, practical and extensive course of study; | A Y b of Chartered Accountants.
the best college premises and the best and most S * Ontarlo W Most widely attended Busi-
complete and most suitable furniture and appliances, "~ p W& vess College’in America,
we will give you a full course FREE. For Annual . g\ Busxness W W. B. Romivsox,
Announcement giving full particulars, free, address | z c II $ J-}\)‘,. J_OH;‘S&N. P.C.A,,)
. : . M W Tincipals (for 20 years),
G A. FLEMING, Principal. [ o ege' W Send for Catalogue to
A 28th Year. $ Robinson & Johnson,
%66666666(-66& BELLEVILLE, Ont.

Pickering (College.

A Boarding School for Both Sexes Under the
Care of the Society of Friends.

Beautiful and healthy location ; commodious build-
ings ; home influences ; efficient staff,

Very moderate rates.

Preparatory and complete business courses, and
prepares for departmental and matriculation ex-
aminations.

Full course in Music, Drawing and Painting.

Send for announcement to

PRINCIPAL FIRTH,
Pickering, Ont.

Ridley College

ST. CATHARINES, ONT.
- A Church School for Boys.

Established for the purpose of uniting religious
instruction and moral training with thoroughly
efficient secular education and physical development,
The climate is the mildest and finest in Canada.

Boys prepared for the universities and for business.

Apply to—
ﬁEV. J. 0. MILLER, M.A,
Principal.
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Royal Military College of Canada.

INFORMATION FOR CANDIDATES.

HE ANNUAL EXAMINATION for Cadetships in the Royal Military College will take
place at the Headquarters of the several Military Districts in which candidates reside, in
June, 1896. Intending candidates who hs:ve ma.t,.mculp,tfed in Arts, within 12 months previous to
the Examiuation, in any one of the following Universities, viz.: Toronto, McGill, Queen’s, Laval,
New Brunswick and Dalhousie, will be exempted from passing the Obligatory or preliminary
examination.

In addition to the facilities the College affords for an education in Military Subjects, the
course of instruction is such as to afford a thoroughly practical, scientific and sound training in
all departments which are essential to a high and general modern education.

The Civil Engineering Course is complete and thorough in all branches. Architecture forms a
separate subject. »

The Course of Physics and Chemistry is such as to lead towards Electrical Engineering,
Meteorological Service, and other departments of applied science.

The Obligatory Course of Surveying includes what is laid down as necessary for the profession
of Dominion Land Surveyor. The Voluntary Course comprises the higher subjects required for
the degree of Dominion Topographical Surveyor. Hydrographic Surveying is also taught.

Length of Course four years.

Four Commissions in the Imperial Regular Army are awarded annually.

Board and instruction $200, for each term, consisting of ten months’ residence.

For further information apply to the Adjutant-General of Militia, Ottawa, before 15th May.
Department of Militia and Defence, 1895.

Agricultural College,

GUELPH.

Full course of lectures with practical instruction, at very small cost, in
Agriculture, Live Stock, Dairying, Poultry Management, Bee-Keeping, Veter-
inary Science, Chemistry, Geology, Botany, Entomology, Bacteriology, Politi-
cal Economy, English and Mathematics. Send for circular giving full infor-
mation,

JAMES MILLS, M.A., President.
GuEeLprH, 1893-96.

£I0 000 —OLD POSTAGE STAMPS WANTED.
’ ]

£10,000! £10,000 Ready to invest in Old Stamps and Collec-

tions. zo to 25 per cent. more paid than any other dealer. Special high
prices for Old United States, British North American, West Indian, and for all obsolete
Colonial and Foreign Issues. CASH AT ONCE. Established 1880.

FREDERICK R. GINN, 143 Strand, London, W.C,, “e**"&.gVatiatsr™>"

Bankers :—LoNDON AND PROVINCIAL, Limited, and Messrs. GLYNN, MILLS, Currie & Co.

ix



- BOOKS
A $7.50 Premium Free

JUST THE THING FOR A CHRISTMAS PRESENT

THE LIFE OF CHRIST

—AND--

HisTorYy oF PALESTINE AND ITS PEOPLE

BY
T. DeWITT TALMAGE, D.D.

THIS is a beautiful Royal oblong volume, size 11 x 13 inches, containing 400 pages with 350 splendid
Engravings, made by the world's most distingui-hed artists at immense cost, and handsomely bound
in cloth with gilt side and back stamps Regular price $7.50
We will send a copy of this beautifil book to any one who will forward us the rames of new sub-
scribers to the Westminster, accompanied by cash, as follows - —

1 New Subscription and Cash... ......... . $4.00
8 « . ‘ e e 8 00
4 " “ et e eeeieenee el ... 17.00
5 . «“ e e . . 17.50

The full subscription price, $1.50 a year, must be collected from each subscriber. Thus the person
securing one new subscriber will receive the book for just one-third its regular price, and for five new
subscribers he will receive the book free. )

Under this offer, new subscribers for 1897 will receive the October, November and December numbers
for this year free.

This is an extraordinary offer. By devoting one evening's work to the Westminster you may easily
secure five names.

If you want the book, speak for it at once.

Sample Copies of the ‘*Westminster’ Free.
e L ————

THE WESTMINSTER CO., “*ier “* TORONTO
NOW READY

In the Days of the Canada Company.

The Story of the Settlement of the Huron Tract and a
View of the Social Life of the Period (1825-50),

BY

ROBINA AND KATHLEEN M. LIZARS

WITH INTRODUCTION BY
REV. PRINCIPAL GRANT, D.D,, LL.D.
In one volume, large octavo, 494 pages, freely illustrated and handsomely and strongly bound.

PRICE, $2.00

CuAPTERS—I., Spirit of the Times—II., The Father of the Company —I1I., Canada as the Company
Found It—1V,, The Face of the Land—V.. From Champlain to Gooding—VI., The Kings of the Canada
Company—VIl,, The Colborne Clique— VIII., Gairbraid—IX., Lunderston—X., Meadowlands—XI, The
Canada Company versus ‘T'he People—XIi., The People versus the Canada Company--XIII, A Social
Pot-Pourri—X1V., The Heart of Huron—XV,, The Bonnie Easthopes—XVI., The Cairn.

PRINCIPAL GRANT thus concludes his admirable Introduction :—

‘I abstain trom saying here all that I feel concerning the authors’ work, because those who read the Preface
are sure to read the book, and they will judge for themselves. Enough to say that to me it has been an unmixed
delight to read the proof. Their racy descriptions give vivid glimpses of the good old times, and many Canadians
will join with me in thanking them for allowing us to sit beside one of the cradles of our national life-—incanatula
nostrae gentis—and hear some of the first attempts at speech of the sturdy infant.”

The numerous illustrations scattered throughout the volume add much to its value. Many are
reproductions of old portraits or sketches that would otherwise have been lost. A very complete Index
is a feature in the book tbat will be much appreciated.

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Publisher, = Hetmms st wes

~
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MISCELLANEOUS

CANADIAN COPYRIGHT EDITION

‘“ Kate Carnegie and Those Ministers”

BY
IAN MACLAREN

Author of the “Bonnie Brier Bush.”
CLOTH, $1.25

e o e s el o Sl S S o o

DAVID LYALL

¢ Heather from the Brae.”” Scottish

Character Sketches.................. $ .75
JOSEPH PARKER, D.D.

‘“Tyne Folk.” Masks, Faces and

Shadows ....oevvvenns vevennieannns .75
W, A. P. MARTIN, D.D., LL.D.

‘“A Cycle of Cathay;” or, China,

South and North. ~With Personal

Reminiscences...... ............... 2,00
EDWARD W. BOK, Editor of the Ladies

Home Journal.
‘“Successward,” A Young Man’s
Book for Young Men............... 1.00

REV. E. W. FARRAR, D.D.

““The Young Man, Master of Him-
Self ™ e $ .50

PROF, LUTHER TRACY TOWNSEND, D.D.

“ Evolution or Creation.” A critical
review of the scientific and scriptural
theories of creation and certain related

subjects 1.2§

. ASHE; M.A., F.R.GS,,
‘“ Chronicles of UUganda.” With Por-
trait and Illustrations,...............
. MAacKAY, D.D.

**From Far Formosa.” The Island,
Its People and Missions.............

2,50

FLEMING H. REVELL COrPANY, 140-142 Yonge St., TORONTO

CHICACO

NEW YORK

A SNAP IN MUSIC.

THE LILY SERIES

OF INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC

Complete in twelve books, containing Waltzes,
Marches, Polkas, Galops, etc. Each plece speaks
for itself. Price 25¢. each post paid. Send trial
order.

Book 1. Contents : Imperial Grand March (As
played by Blind Tom), Clayton’s Grand March,
Andes Grand March (March Di Bravouri),
Ivanhoe Commandery Grand March.

Book 2.—Contents: Home Sweet Home (Varia-
tions), Pretty Pond Lilies Transcription, Tam
O’Shanter.

Book 3. - Contents: Dance of the Waves and
Moonbeams (Morceau Characteristique), Sil-
very Waves, Chapel Chimes (Idyl), Autumn
Leaves.

Book 4.—Contents : Moonlight on the Hudson

(Morceau De Salon), Chanson Des Alpes (Song

(])3f ﬂ\e Alps) (Fantasia De Concert), Christmas
ells.

Book 5.— Contents : Blue Bird Echo Polka, Mont-
rese Quickstep, Adirondack’s Galop, 'i‘oronto
Ripple, Run of Luck Schottische, Bon Ton
Gavotte, Marina Quadrilles.

Book 6. —Contents : Home Sweet Home (Sicilian
Air, with Variations), Last Hope (Religions
Med)xtatlon), Daylight (A Musical Expres-
Bl1on).

Book 7.—Contents : Tripping Thro' the Meadows
(Polka Cnprice), Sunrise Ripple (Le Lever Du
Soleil), Blue Ontario Rockaway, Floating
Breezes (Valse Sentimentale).

Bovk 8 —Contents: Sweet By-and-By (Varia-
tions), Hold the Furt (Funtasia and Varia-
tions), Uld Black Joe (Variations).

Book 9.—Contents : Pearls of Dew (Valse), Bon-
nie Sweet Bessie, Battle of Waterloo, Electric
Light Schottische.

Book 10. --Contents : Memory, Robin’s Departure,
Regret and Hope, Love My Dearest, A TeO.
Cara (Variations), Shepherd Boy (Idyl).

Book 11.—Contents : The Mocking Bird (Grand
Paraphrase De Concert), The Storm (An Im-
itation of Nature), Woodland Echoes,

Book 12.—Contents: Wayside Chapel (‘“ Rev-

erie”) Whisperings of l.ove, Robin’s Return,
Nearer My God to Thee.

G. M. ROSE & SONS, 25 Wellington St. West, Toronto



MISCELLANEOUS ﬁg

ESTABLISHED 1778,

Y 1he GAZETTE ;

B N N NN

Eailg and Wlecekly Editions.

The Leading - Daily Commercial Newspaper of
Canada, and the most Profitable and Reliable
Advertising Medium in the Dominion.

D ——
Rates on application to

RICHARD WHITE,
Managing Director,
GAZETTE PRINTING CO.. MONTREAL.

‘ BRASS and
R oroi IRON

#wll BEDSTEADS

‘NS TILES o

s o Y Hearths, Vestibules,
Ba,throoms, ete.

RICE LEWIS & SON,

(LIMITED),

Cor. King and Victoria Sts., ' Toronto.
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REMINISCENCES OF FORT MACILEOD IN 1885.

BERTIE W,

“LJALT! Who goes there ?”
“Friend ! ”

“Pags, friend; all's well,” came in
shrill, ringing sounds directly under
my window, at intervals, all through
the long night—or nights, I should
say, for that was an awful time of
suspense, that spring of
18835, when the Indians
inthe North-West were
up in arms and ready to
swoop down upon the
Whites at any moment ;
andwe, at Fort Macleod,
were two hundred miles
from the nearest railway
station, and there was no
telegraph. :

It is true there were
couriers stationed at in-
tervals of twelve milesall
along the route, but in
spite thereof the rebels
somehow succeeded in
getting news sooner than
we, and it was well ~ -
known they were ‘only
waiting the turn of events
to make an attack. If
things had gone differently that day
at Batoche, it would have been a
sorry time for us, for the Redskins
were better armed than ourselves, and
their red cousins on the other side of

the boundary line were ready to join
them at a moment’s notice.

bl
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THF NORTHWEST MEDAL.

ANTROBUS.

Bastions were added to the stock-
ade, the big guns, that were always
bright and shining, had an extra rub-
bing up, and every possible measure
for defence taken, for Major Cotton
and my husband were determined not
to be caught napping or taken by sur-

prise. Provisions were
2 secured and stored in the
Fort, twenty horses kept
saddled night and day—
not that anyone intended
to attempt escape, for
there were no cowards—
but for emergencies and
the use of couriers. There
were a number of child-
ren to be considered, too,
and after a deal of dis-
: cussion it was decided to
RO  send them with their
SPME: @ mothers to a place of
(SLVRRINNON  safety.

Will we ever forget the
day when the big, red.
four-horse mail coach and
two large waggon-loads
of women and children
left for Calgary to take
the train east ? It was a sad-looking
little band, with an escort-of well-
armed Mounted Policemen on either
side—women trying to smile and be
brave, yet with eyes red from weep-
ing at the thought of leaving their
husbands—not knowing but it was
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for the last time. And when they
were all gone, it seemed very desolate
to feel I was the only woman in the
Fort. My husband had done his best
to persuade me to go: but I had no
encumbrances like the others, no
young life to think of before my own,
and I thought I might be of use.

A few days after the women left,
orders came for a detachment of Police
to proceed to the front under com-
mand of Inspector Perry, and to take
with them one of the big “nine
pounders.” Two companies of Rifles
were sent to replace them, “ Black
Soldiers” the Indians called them,
not having as much respect for the
dark uniform as for the “red coat.”
They used to say “ Little boy better go
home to his mother; he no can ride,
and his feet too big to run”"—so much
for government boots! But if the
“ Black Soldiers” could not run, the
boots did not prevent their tighting,

MOOSOMIN.

and when there were no Indians handy
they did not hesitate to practise fisti-
cufls, at least, on one another, or even
on one of their own officers when oc-

OBVERSE OF NORTHWEST MEDAL.

casion seemed to demand. Then be-
sides the Police and the gallant 9th,
we also had as defenders the * Rocky
Mountain Rangers,” with Captain
Jack Stuart at their head; and how
these fellows longed for a scrim-
mage with a real live Indian instead
of a clump of furze. When, after
some good scouting work over the
prairie, “ Captain Jack ” telegraphed
their exploits to Ottawa—thinking, of
course, they would 1m-
mediately be sent to the
scene of action, the reply
came, “ You done well!
keep on,”—it was some-
what damping to their
pride and ardour. But if
disappointing to “ The
Rangers,” that telegram
was “nuts”’ to the Police,
with whom it is a slang

' expression to this day, for
“ %% when one of “the boys ” is
tempted to blow a bit,
he is invariably greeted

W



REMINISCENCES OF FORT MACLEOD IN 188s.

INDIAN GRAVE (AERIAL).

with  “You done well; keep on,”
which is the key-note to any amount
of chaff that is apt to cool bubbling,
misplaced enthusiasm.

Aund then came news from the
north of the awful massacre at Frog
Lake: of the dear friends whom we
had so lately left besicged at Bat-

5

tiring drive in
the rain and
sleet, when the
ferryman—
Louis Riel's
lieutenant-gov-
ernor, Fisher
by name — re-
fused to cross
us at the South
Branch of the
Saskatchewan,
how thankful
we were to turn
back to the
comfortable
house of old
Batoche for
the night—the house that held so pro-
minent a place in the history of this
rebellion.* Here, after laying aside
our soaking garments, we passed up-
stairs, and landed in a long, wide hall,
with bedrooms opening off which, after
having slept on the hard ground so

tleford ; how our old friend, Cap-
tain Dickens (son of the author),
“ Little Charlie ” as he was famil-
iarly styled by his brother offi-
cers, was shut up at Fort Pitt
with a handful of men, and cut
off in every way from assistance ;
and how our gallant old Colonel
and his brave little band were
shut up in Prince Albert—* Go-
phers in their holes” the news-
papers dubbed them, but we knew
better, and that they were merely
obeying orders like good soldiers.
Then there was the terrible fight
at Duck Lake, where so many
were killed and wounded. Then
followed the burning of old Fort
Carlton.

How little we thought when,
only a short time before, traver-
sing this quiet, peaceful-looking
northern district, that it would
speedily be the scene of terrible
bloodshed. And after our long,

CROWFQO L.

*I may here remark that it was in this house that Capt. French was shot;- VDasrhingui—;lzo the building, reckless of
life, in quest of Riel’s prisoners, he received a bullet in h's breast while passing a window. His last words were :

‘““ Don’t forget, boy=, that 1led you here!” Close behind him was Colonel Williams, who, in compauy with others,
entered a neighboring building, wrenched open a trap door and released the white captives.
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many nights, with their feather beds
and piles of soft Hudson Bay blan-
kets, looked the very personification of
rest and comfort. Off this hall was the
large drawing-room, with its upright
horsehair chairs and sofas placed
stifly at respectful distances against
the wall, with a gaily painted and sug-
gestive-looking spittoon in front of
each. Then there was the centre
table, with its gay, bright covering,
and big glass water pitcher and gob-
lets—for ornament only ; the lace cur-
tains stretched to their full length and
breadth, lined with turkey-red cotton
to show off the pattern. But to tired
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travellers, all this dis-
play lost its vulgarity,
and appeared bright and
cheerful. Old Batoche
personally did the hon-
ours, and while we were
awaiting supper, proud-
ly exhibited the con-
tents of a large cup-
board at the end of the
room. First of all a
bandbox carefully lifted
down disclosed within
a lovely sealskin cap, a
purchase from “the
Hudson’s Bay Store”;
then came a case with
a huge meerschaum
pipe, presented by “The
Company ”; and last,
but not least, two beau-
tiful China dinner sets,
for which he had paid,
he with much dignity
informed wus, $90 and
$150, respectively. Both
were brought into use
in my honour, one for
supper and the other
for breakfast, though it
is perhaps needless to
add all the dishes were
not required, since the
meals were alike. They
consisted chiefly of
those two staple deli-
cacies, boiled pork and
potatoes in their jackets. I felt very
much tempted to eat the latter half-
breed fashion, on the wide blade of my
knife, after fruitless endeavors to bal-
ance even the smallest portion on the
end of a two-pronged fork. With
what pride the old man showed us
his treasures, little dreaming, I dare
say, how short a time they were to be
his, for instead of joining the other
“breeds,” he remained loyal and his
place was looted while he was away
trading for furs.

Loyalty was at a premium thosedays,
hence I may speak of old “ Moosomin,”
a Cree chief who went about with a
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tattered Union Jack draped over his
shoulders, to show that he and his
had no sympathy with the followers
of Louis Riel. And there was also
“ Crowfoot,” the head chief of the
Blackfeet, peacefully disposed, but
who had hard work to keep his young
braves in order. He often declared
he could not answer for his followers
after the first shot was fired. They
were very busy making arrows all
this time, and had sent their women
and children to a distance, evidence
that they were spoiling for a fight.
One day when alone in my quarters,
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hearing a “ How 2” I looked up to see
a young brave standing in the door-
way. 1 happened to be wearm% a
dress with bright buttons, which lat-
ter took his eye, for putting both
hands on my shoulders, he said, “ Oh!
Expesonia!” (lovely, beautiful), and by
signs conveyed the information that he
would like them cut off for his benefit.
This T told him was impossible, but if
he would wait on the doorstep I would
get him some others, as I happened to
have some of very gay character in
my button box; and he was so pleas-
ed thereat he offered a dollar bill in
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come in and suggested they
should go to the store and get
a plug of tobacco all around,
I fancy they would have re-
mained until everything in
the house was devoured.

One of these warriors,
“ White Calf” by name, was
covered with wounds which
he delighted in showing, and-
describing how he had broken
off the teathered ends and
pushed the arrows through
his body to remove them: 1n-
deed, he could have gotten
rid of them in no other way,
since if an attempt was made
to withdraw them, the sharp,
flat, iron point woull instant-
ly become detached and re-
main imbedded in the flesh.
Their bows, too, were beauti-
fully made, often being cover-
ed with rattlesnake skin as a
sort of charm, and decorated
with scalp locks. These were
the weapons they were pre-
paring, and possibly they
were counting our scalp locks
at the time, when came tid-
ings of the battles of Fish
Creek and Cut Knife,where so
many brave men, who have
since gone to rest, took part—
Colonel Williain Herchmer,
then Superintendent in the

FIGURE ON VOLUNTEERS MONUMENT IN Ql‘HEN‘S
PARK, TORONTO ; DESIGNED BY WALTER

S, ALLWARD, SCULPTOR.

return. All Indians, however, were
not so civil ; they often used to come
in with the demand “ Nook-se-so-kit”
(give me food). On one occasion I
had quite a tea-party ; no less than
five chiefs, in full war paint and fea-
thers, walked into my sitting-room
and, seating themselves on the floor
in a half-circle with rifles across kneey
as if they intended to stay, intimated
refreshments would be agreealle, to
which, when supplied, they did full
justice.  1f my husband bad not

N.W.M. Police, afterwards As-
sistant Commissioner; Capt.
Short, of B. Battery, who so
heroically lost his life at Que-
bee; and where our well-known friend
“ Paddy ” Bourk (bugler) was killed—
poor Paddy !

Following the battles of Cut Kuife
and Fish Creek came news of thate
glorious charge and grand victory at
Batoche, speedily followed by the re-
turn of our troops. What excite-
ment there was the day they arrived,
not only in barracks, but throughout
allthe country round: Every one turn-
edout to meet and escort themin,every
available old “ cayuse” was in requi-



REMINISCENCES OF FORT MACLEQD IN 1885.

sition, and even a dog belonging to
one of the absent ones was dressed in
full regimentals and rode out on the
gun carriage to meet his master.
And what a noise that old gun did
make when it reached the top of the
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hill ' the boys” could not load fast
enough to satisfy their ardour. We
had no band then, but everyone con-
sidered it a solemn duty to do his
best in the way of making a noise,
and this part of the celebration at least
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was a great success. And the big
dance we had in their honour,—and
that supper !—even our dusky friends
had some part in the latter. Will

any one who attended that ball ever
forget it?

Even the very violins

themselves seemed toflenter into the
spirit of the affair. The sky had
cleared, the stormn was past, and white-

winged peace brooded again over the
fair North-West.

Bertie W. Antrobus.



THE NORTH-WEST MOUNTED POIsICEMAN.
A Character Sketch.

BY AN EX-POLICEMAN,

VER the wide
prairies of that
b “Great North-
i West” of ours there
A rides a gallant,
scarlet-clad horse-
man, omnipresent
throughout the
length and breadth
of that vast terri-
tory. From the

A fertile fields of
_\\\ Manitoba to the
" towering peaks
Rock-

f Jf’/? of the
the bleak, desolate
plains of Montana to the far-off, lone-
ly Slave Lake, his scarlet jacket is

ies, and fromn

known, feared and honoured. He it
is who upholds the majesty of law and
order, and sways the sceptre of au-
thority over a tract of semi-wilderness
measured by tens of thousands of
square miles, Within the limits of his
Jurisdiction mighty is his word and
great is his power. He has made the
strong arm of British justice a terror
to evil-doers, a bulwark and a defence
to the peaceable colonist. From the
low doorway of his teepee, the Redman
scowls askance at the scarlet-coated
figure, but the herds of the Paleface
graze unmolested. After one glimpse
of the blue and yellow forage cap, the
typical western desperado, the “ Bad
Man,” fresh from lording it over those
who frequent the saloons and gamb-
ling-hells of the Western States, de-
generates (?) into a quiet, peaceful,inof-
fensive personage.

This scarlet-clad horseman is the
North-West Mounted Policeman of
Canada, and of his brilliant record, of
his gallantry and of his efficiency, all

Canadians should be proud. On the
margin of every page in the history of
the civilization of the North-West, his
figure is indelibly stamped, and though
he follow the vanishing Indian down
the fast dimming trail of the buffalo,
yet will his name and his fame ever be
remembered in the land which he has
helped to civilize.

He presents himself for our obser-
vation in a variety of guises. On a
warm summer day he may be met
strolling down the street of some ris-
ing railroad town, or found seated at
the dining table of some first-class
hotel, as a natty cavalry man. From
the button of his forage cap to his
brilliantly burnished spurs, he is as
spick and span as any dandy trooper
in the Imperial service; and looks ex-
actly what he is, a smart, active sol-
dier. On the contrary, while doing

(10)
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MOUNTED PARADE, N. W. M. POLICE, REGINA.

special duty far removed from ecivil-
ization, he looks exactly what he is
not, a border ruffian. Clad in som-
brero, buckskin shirt, and “Shaps,*
with unshaven (alas! often dirty)
face, he looks as tough as a broken-
down cow-puncher. At the same time
it must be admitted that he looks ex-
tremely business-like. He may be
dirty, but his horse is not; he may
not look fit to appear upon a full
dress parade, but the condition of his
accoutrements is above reproach.
Again, when the gentle zephyrs of the
North-West blow softly from the pole,
he appears in a third
character.  Wrapped

Though he appear in divers out-
ward garbs and upon various duties,
yet the inner man is essentially the
same, a distinct, though broad type,
and as a type easily considered. The
elements constitating his nature are
not so incongruous as might be sup-
posed. It istrue that heisa combina-
tion of “All sorts and conditions of
men,” men blown together by the
“round-up” of the winds of heaven,
but these do not differ from one an-
other so much as might at first glance
appear. The wanderer, the rolling-
stone, the ne’er-do-well, and the prodi-

from head to foot in
furs, and seated in his
narrow “ Flatsleigh,” +
as he threads his way
through the forests and
muskegs of the far
north, he appears more
like an Eskimo than
anything else. And he
must needs be like an
Eskimo in more than
outward resemblance,
in ordertoface,on those
long dreary miles of
patrol, the icy breath
of the Arctic winter.

DETACHMENT GUN SQUAD.

* Chapureros, or tieavy riding overails of horsehide or calfskin,

t A large toboggan, with luw pack aud sides, drawn by dugs or horses,



DRAWN FROM LIFE

BY HEMING,

MOUNTED POLICEMAN IN STREET DRESS,

gal, who chiefly recruit the ranks of
the force, are practically one and the
same individual, and any minor differ-
ences of rank or station they may pos-
sess are soon effaced in the mill of dis-
cipline. Whatever has been the pre-
vious life of the recruit, whether clerk
cr aristoerat, student or farmer, he
soon becomes but one of a class, and
but one uniform among many. From
the midst of a heterogeneous collection
of humanity he rises as a distinct
figure, and it is as a distinct figure
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that he patrols the
prairies as a North-
West Policeman.

In his veins flows
the hot, strong blood of
the Anglo-Saxon, that
fierce, restless current,
which, ever surging
impetuously  onward,
has encircled the globe
from sunrise to sunrise.
Some slight admixture
of foreignelement there
is, a dash of the Teuton
or the Gaul, but it is
merely a drop in the
flood and does not ap-
preciably affeet the in-
tensely national char-
acter of the man. His
is the deep thirst for
excitement and adven-
ture, the admiration
for muscle and manli-
ness, the generous scorn
for all baseness and
cowardice, that distin-
guishes England’s sons
all the world over. His
is the reckless, dashing
bravery, the cool, cal-
culating courage, the
calm, quiet endurance,
that has conquered so
many tfields for our
Motherland.  With a
heart that beats a mad-
dened response to the
clanging and clashing
of steel, to the thunder
of galloping hoofs, or the sweet, clear
notes of the trumpet singing of fame
and glory and honour, small wonder
that he holds a foremost and an hon-
ourable place among the people whose
guardian he has become.

In the close pursuit of horse-thieves
or other criminals, our friend is in his
glory. Should he win the race, the
prize will probably consist of an in-
terchange of leaden courtesies, oft-
times deeply felt and long remem-
bered—but this prospeet ouly adds to
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ON PLEASURE BENT.

his enjoyment, only sinks the spuis
deeper into his horse’s flanks. He
rather enjoys hearing the sharp whip-
like report of carbine or revolver, and
the vicious seream of a ricochet-
ing bullet sends no chill to his heart.
He calls it “living” to gallop along
with tiny spats of dust rising from
the prairie around him, and the zip-
ping as of insects in his ears. He
considers it * an experience ” to have
a bullet through his body, and fondly
imagines that it enlarges his views of
life. And death—what cares he for
death as he rushes along through the
fragrant prairie breezes, swaying re-
sponsive In the saddle to every mo-
tion of his horse, and each nerve
tingling with excitement as his quarry
comes into view on the crest of a rise
ahead! What cares he that the Rider
of the White Horse follows close
upon his trail, while yet the intoxi-
cating joy of the headlong chase fills
his breast!

If there is no chance of a stray
bullet or two flying about, he is not
averse to an encounter with a prairie
fire ; nor will he murmur at a miners’
strike or even a bar-room row. All
are pies in which he delights to have
a finger: and when these and other

duties fail, he falls
sports and athletics. He dearly loves
a horse, a dog, or a gun, and 1s ever
ready for anything that will keep his
muscles active and his mind free from
ennui, anything in the shape of fun
or excitement. In this, as in many
other ways, he is nothing but an
overgrown schoolboy, a schoolboy in
his love of fun and amusement, in
his light-heartedness and his irrespon-
sibility. The troubles and cares of
humanity weigh lightly upon his
shoulders, the problems of life trouble
not his brain. It is nothing to him
whether the world be advancing or
retrosrading—he has his duty to do
and he means to do it, at the same
time extracting all the pleasure pos-
sible out of life. So when not en-
gaged in sterner games, he rides and
shoots, plays cricket and football, and
enjoys himself mightily. Utterly
wild and careless, he has absolutely
no thought for the morrow, no care
or anxiety for the future. Food and
clothing are provided for him in
abundance, and these, with a regular
supply of pocket money, are quite
sufficient, he thinks, to satisfy the
heart of man.

The amusements mentioned above

back upon field-
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are, unfortunately, not his only ones;
others he has that are not perhapsso
innocent. Often, far too often, he
embraces vice in the form of pleasure,
confounding dissipation with amuse-
ment. He drinks more or less, gam-
bles habitually, and his language at
times is positively heart-rending. His
faults cannot be denied, but many ex-
cuses may be made for them. There
is no gentle hand of mother, sister or
sweetheart to hold him in check by
its soft restraint ; no home ties to sub-
due his stormy passions by their sweet,
refining influence.  Living in the
moral (or rather immoral) atmosphere
of a barrack-room, separated from most
of the culture and retinements of life,
his temptations are peculiarly strong.
Let him, therefore, be judged gently,
for if Le has many vices he has also
many virtues. Brave, open-hearted
and generous to a fault, intensely
loyal to his friend and comrade, with
a high sense of duty (as he sees it),
and a stern resolution in executing it,
he possesses most of the qualities that
endear a man to his fellows. His
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truly are the rougher and grosser vices,
but his also are the rougher and stur-
dier virtues. He drinks, but he is no
hypocrite; he swears, but he does not
lie ; he gambles, but he does not steal
and call it politics or business or some
gentler name.

His is a stern, hard life, a life that,
in a very short time stamps itself clear-
ly upon his individuality, not only of
character but also of appearance. After
a year or two in the foree, his eye ac-
quires a sternness eminently suited to
drag the truth from the deceitful
bosom of the Indian, but quite unsuit-
ed to the tender, veiled glances of a
drawing-room. There is a ring of
command in his voice that is not ex-
actly “the smooth phrase of peace.”
His hand, once white and soft, becomes
hard, brown and muscular, more fitted
to grasp the hutt of a pistol or the hilt
of a sabre than to turn the leaves of
a music book. His bronzed, weather-
beaten face clearly tells the tale of
many a hardship and privation, of
many a ditliculty and danger. Heat
and cold, hunger and thirst, fatigue

A CHURCH PARADE

AT REGINA.
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and suffering, have stamped endurance
resolution and self-reliance upon every
feature.

If his life be rough and savage, it
contains much of sweetness and beauty,
and this fact our guardian of the peace
fully realizes. Though he does not
gush with sentiment or rhapsody,
though he rarely turns to poetry in
order to relieve his pent-up emotions,
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stars, he learns somewhat of the great-
ness and wideness of the world and
of human life. Seated beside the
lonely camp-tire, and gazing musingly
into its glowing embers, he realizes
how free from care and sorrow and
trouble his lot. really is, in what plea-
sant places his lines are cast, and he
silently thanks God that he lives not
in the land of brick and mortar.

CAMPED ON THE PRAIRIES,

This scene shois the Police on herd duty or the guarding of the horses sent out to graze.
Three of the men wear Shaps and Sombreros.

left is the half-breed guide.

yet deep down in his heart he fecls
and appreciates the glory of the wilder-
ness. Living day after day within the
encircling arms of Nature, he learns
to love her with no common love.
Even in her wildest and most savage
moods, his heart finds something
strangely akin to hers. Riding by day
through the fragrant prairie grasses,
bivouacing by night beneath the silent

On the

Therc, seated beside his fire, we
must take leave of him. Asthe tlames
burn low he knocks the ashes from
his pipe, and with a sigh of deep con-
tent rolls himself in his blankets and
lies down to rest. Soon, lulled by the
whispering voices of the prairie night,
he sinks into the deep, dreamless slum-
ber vouchsafed to Nature's children.

Harold Chaistie Thomson.



SIR JOHN SCHULTZ AND THE “ GANADA FIRST” PARTY.

Recollections.

LT.-COL. GEORGE T.

HE foundation of the Dominion in
1867 had a marked effect upon
the imagination of the Canadians of
that day. Before that time the scat-
tered Provinces were comparatively
small in territory and weak in popu-
lation. The people felt that they
were simply colonists and were some-
what provincial in their ideas. With
Confederation came a marked change.
It was felt that Canada had become a
great country with immense re-
sources, with entire control of local
affairs; and the public mind looked
forward to possibilities of future
greatness that were limited only by
the power of the imagination.

The young men, particularly, were
affected in this way. It was only a
few months after the first Dominion
Day, in the early part of 1868, that
chance brought together, in Ottawa,
five young Canadians. They were:
Robert Grant Haliburton, of Halifax,
son of the celebrated author of “Sam
Slick ”; William A. Foster, of Tor-
onto; Charles Mair, of Lanark, Ont.;
Henry J. Morgan, of Ottawa; and the
writer of these Recollections. We met
repeatedly and spent our evenings to-
gether, the topic of conversation being
almost always the future of Canada,
her brilliant prospects, and the duty
of her sons to study her interests and
to do all in their power to advance
her welfare. These discussions led to
a pledge being taken that each in his
way would do his utmost to encour-
age and foster a national spirit in our
people, and that on all public ques-
tions we would put the country be-
fore political or any other considera-
tions. From this pledge naturally
came the motto “ Canada First,” which

DENISON.

was assumed when the ideas had
spread and the movement began to
exert an influence on public opinion.

The first idea was to endeavor to
bring the Provinces more together by
encouraging intercolonial trade, and
Robert Haliburton delivered lectures
through the country, urging this
method of consolidating the Domin-
ion.

The next object was to get in more
Provinces, particularly the North-
West Territories, the acquisition of
which was then being discussed. Al-
ready there had been at work for
several years in that quarter, the
brilliant intellect, the unflagging en-
ergy and the devoted efforts of one
of Canada’s most loyal sons, Sir
John Schultz. His boyhood had
been passed around scenes made his-
toric by Brock and Tecumseh, and
His youthful imagination had been .
fired by the recital of their deeds of
valor and daring, inspiring in him a
deep and fervid love for his country,
which increased with his years, and
only passed away with his last
breath. Up to the moment of his de-
cease, he was arranging plans for the
bettering of the condition of his less
fortunate countrymen of the far
north or Arctic circle. He was at the
time of which I speak a young phy-
sician of great promise and large prac-
tice, but one who put couuntry above
all other considerations and was busy
working in its interests. He saw
clearly that the true destiny of both
the Territories and the Dominion lay
in their being united politically. and
in communications being opened up
between them. Seeing all this him-
self, he sought in every way to

(16)
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awaken the people of the place to a
knowledge of the possibilities which
lay before them. His facile pen and
eloquent, persuasive powers did good
work to this end.

Charles Mair went to Fort Garry in
the fall of 18G8, and arrangements
were made that he should write let-
ters to the Toronto Globe describing
the country and using the opportunity
to encourage an emigration that would
secure the territory to Canada. His
letters were extensively copied, and
brought before the minds of the On-
tario people the immense heritage
that lay open to them. The strong
national spirit which breathed through
these letters must have awakened the
people of the older Provinces, and no
doubt exercised a good etfect when a
year or so later a rebellion broke out,
and there seemed a danger that in-
trigue or carelessness might for a long
time delay the opening up of the new-
ly-acquired territory.

In Mareh, 1869, I first met Sir John
Schultz. He was then quite a young
man, under 30, of magnificent phy-
sique, with clear, blue eyes, golden
hair with a dash of brown in it, an
exceedingly erect carriage, a man who
impressed one with the idea of
strength of mind and will power.
Mair had written to me about him,
telling me that he had given Dr.
Schultz a letter of introduction to me,
and asking that I should introduce
him into our little organization, and
secure him as an associate. He spoke
very strongly of Dr. Schultz’s strong
patriotic Canadianism, said that he
was easily the foremost of the few
Canadians in the Red River Settle-
ment, and predicted (truthfully) that
he would certainly be the foremost
man in the North-West Territories
after they were incorporated in the
Dominion.

Soon after Dr. Schultz arrived from
the West. 1 introduced him to
Foster and Haliburton, and we had
long conversations on the object we
had in view. Dr. Schultz, already
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full of the idea, entered into it en-
thusiastically, and agreed to work
heartily with us. All who have
watched and followed his career, know
how nobly he took his part for Can-
ada, and that he did more for her in
the North-West than any other man.
Now, when the work has been done,
when the Canadian Pacific Railway
has bound the Provinces together, and
Confederation has been established
for a generation, it is difficult to ap-
preciate how different everything
looked in 1869, when 600 miles of
unbroken wilderness separated Fort
William from Fort Garry, and when-
there was no communication with it.
or British Columbia, except by way
of the States, and over immense tracts
of unsettled country.

Dr. Schultz returned to Fort Garry,
and on Dominion Day, 1869, he and
Mair arranged for a celebration of the
day by the few Canadians in the
country. A large flag-pole was put
up in front of the place occupied by
Dr. Schultz on what is now Main
street, Winnipeg, and a Union Jack
with the word “Canada ” across it in
large letters, was hoisted by the Doe-
tor.

In the autumn of that year the
Hon. Wm. Macdougall was appointed
to be the first Lieut.-Governor, and as
is well known, his approach was a
signal to the French half-breeds to
rise in rebellion against his entry, and
against the absorption of the Territory
into the Dominion. Mr. Macdougall
appointed the late Lt.-Col. J. Stough-
ton Dennis, as Deputy Lt.-Governor,
and conservator of the peace, with
power to raise the loyal portion of
the community, and put down the re-
bellion. As soon as he arrived at
Fort Garry, Col. Dennis put himself
in communication with Schultz, Mair,
Lynch and the other leading loyalists.
Schultz at once saw the importance of
Dennis’ commission, and said that 1t
gave the loyal men authority to act,
and suggested storming the Fort that
night. This was the proper and wise
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course, and showed that he had the
true soldierly instinct. Dennis re-
fused to consent to this, but ordered
the Canadians to organize and arm,
while he himself went to the lower
or “Stone Fort” to raise the inhab-
itants of that neighborhood. Time
was lost until any opportunity of
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ernment property, and being cut off
from supplies and water were obliged
to surrender to Riel. They were at
once put in close confinement in Fort
Garry, and kept in great misery for
several months of a hard winter.
Schultz and Mair escaped about the
same time, but went in opposite direc-

FROM A LATE PHOTO,

THE LATE SIR JOHN SCHULTZ,

doing anything was gone, and then
Dennis started for the frontier, leaving
an order for his followers to disperse
to their homes.

In the meantime Schultz’s little
party were besieged in his house,
where they had been defending Gov-

tions, Mair to Portage la Prairie and
Schultz to the Lower Settlements
down the river. They both appearto
have at once cominenced organizing
expeditions for the release of their
comrades, who were still in prison,
and a junction of the two bodies was
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effected, and an attack upon the Fort
was threatened, when Riel agreed to
release all his prisoners. This he did,
and thereupon the loyal men disband-
ed and went to their homes. Mair
inmediately left for St. Paul, travel-
ling over 400 miles of unsettled
country on snowshoes. Schultz in the
same manner making his way to
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much detail, and it can be readily
understood how anxiously the friends
of Schultz watched the progress of
affairs. So little was known in On-
tario of what was going on, and it was
so manifestly the interest of the Gov-
ernment to have as little said as pos-
sible, that not much interest seemed

to be taken in the matter. Following
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Duluth, over 600 miles of almost un-
broken prairie.  After they left, Riel,
who by basest treachery had re-arrest-
ed anumber of loyalists, threatened to
execute Col. Boulton, and did put to
death Thomas Scott, one of the loyal
Ontario men.

“>News came to Toronto of these pro-
ceedings very slowly and  without

L

shortly after the news of Scott’s exe-
cution, came the information that
Sehultz had reached Duluth, and that
Mair had arrived at St. Paul. The
“ Canada First” Committee had been
watching anxiously for news,and were
consulting every day. 1t was fleClQed
thatsome publicreeeption shouldbegiv-
en to them on their arrival in Toronto.



20

By this time additions had been
made to the little committee, which
now included the late Richard Gra-
hame; the late George R. Kingsmill,
editor of the Telegraph; James D.
Edgar, now speaker of the House of
Commons: Joseph Macdougall, now
County Judge: Dr. Canniff, Hugh
Scott, Thomas Walmsley, and George
M. Rae. A 1ieeting was called in
Foster’s office, and a number of people
invited to take part in arranging for
some demonstration. A requisition
was prepared, calling upon the Mayor
to hold a public meeting, and a depu-
tation waited on him and arranged
that the loyal refugees should be the
guests of the city at the Queen’s
Hotel, while in Toronto.

In the meantime, Foster had been
writing vehement editorials for the
Telegraph, and these had attracted
great attention throughout the Pro-
vince and were generally copied in the
country press. They were written in
a high key, and filled with Canadian
patriotism. The death of Scott was
referred to in burning words, the
paper was put into mourning for him
and the whole country was ablaze
with indignation. The meeting to
receive Schultz and his comrades was
so large that no room could hold more
than a fraction of the people present,
and it had to be adjourned to the open
air in front of the City Hall. It was
one of the largest meetings ever held
in the City of Toronto. Speeches
were made by Schultz, Mair and
Lynch, and the people of Ontario
heard of the wrongs of the loyal men
in the Red River Settlement. Dr.
Schultz made an eloquent and most
powerful appeal to the men of his
native Province.

The following is a short extract
from his speech as reported in the
next day’s paper:

‘“This assembly wished to hear something of
the situation of affairs at Red River. Well he
would give it in a few words, referring more
particularly to the condition of affairs at Fort

Garry. The situation at that Fort was simply
this, that the Fenian flag floats from its flag-
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staff. The rebels hold high revelry within its
walls, and Canadians lay in dungeons within it.
It was to tell the people of Canada this, that he
had come over a loug and tedious journey, and
to ask them what they intended to do in the
matter.”

A resolution was carried urging the
Government to take prompt action,
and the following resolution, with
reference to the proposed reception of
the rebel emissaries who were on their
way down to Ottawa, was passed with
great enthusiasm :

“That this meeting expresses the strongest
indignation at the cold-blooded murder of poor
Scott, sympathizes deeply with his relatives
and friends, and considers that it would be a
gross injustice to the loyal inhabitants of Red
River, humiliating to our national honor, and
contrary to all British traditions, for our Gov-
ernment to receive, negotiate, or treat with the
emissaries of those who have robbed, imprisoned
and murdered loyal Canadians, whose only fault
was zeal for British institutions, whose only
crime was devotion to the Old Flag.”

This meeting was followed by others
in various places, and from that time
no Government dared to have refused
to send an expedition. to put things
right.

Ouar committee requested me to ac-
company Schultz and his friends to
Ottawa to aid them in laying their
case before the Government. At Co-
bourg, Belleville, and other places on
our way to Ottawa, large crowds
gathered at the stations, the munici-
pal authorities taking the lead in wel-
coming back to their native Province
these loyal men.

On arriving in Ottawa, the “ Free
Press” of that city gave an account
of the refugees, and the following pen
picture of Sir John Schultz, when he
was a comparatively unknown man, is
interesting :

“Dr. Schultz is a tall, athletic man over six
feet high, with reddish hair and beard, both
close cut, broad shoulders, deep chested, and
straight as a dart. His clear eyes look you
straight in the face with a quiet power that
commands involuntary respect, and the repose
and firm purpose developed by the features are
the very picture of determination and unflinch-
ing courage.”

At Ottawa a large public meeting,
addressed by Dr. Schultz and others,
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was held to welcome the fugitives. 1
discovered in an interview with Sir
Johin Maedonald, that the French-
(Canadian influence in the Cabinel was
all powerful, and that the Government
intended to confer with the rebel
delegates.  These delegates consisted
of Fuather Richot, one Scott and Judge
Black, and had been sent down by
Riel, at the request of the Government,
as commissioners to arrange terms of
settlement with the Government.
Thomas Scott had been murdered by
Riel's orders after the Government
had made this re-
quest, and it was

21

scant courtesy. Their cause, however,
was taken up by the people of Ontario,
with such warmth that finally an ex-
pedition was organized to restore order
in the Red River Settlement.

Our committee at once set to work
energetically to arouse popular feeling
in favor of Colonel, now Lord, Wolse-
ley for the command,and fortunately,
favored by his great sbility and the
extraordinary hold he had gained up-
on the minds of the Canadian volun-
teers, the popular feeling responded
vigorously to the call, and Lord Wolse-

ley got the com-

held by most On-
tario men that af-
ter Scott's murder
no parley should
be held with them.
Foster arrangeit
for a warrant to
be issued for the
arrest  of Richot
and Scott as acces-
sories to the mur-
der of Thomas
Scott.  This war-
rant was proved
and backed, Richot
and Scott placed
under arrest, and
afterwardsputun-
der bail to appear.
Finding that the
Government fully
intended te con-
fer with them,
Schultz, Lynch,
Mair and 1 had a conference, and as
the result a formal protest against
their reception was prepared and
signed by Liynch on behalf of the loyal
population, and sent to the Governor-
General. This it was understood was
cabled to the Imperial Government,
and the consideration of it, as well as
the arrest of Richot and Scott, delayed
the matter for some days; but finally,
Richot and Scott were received, while
those representing the loyal element
were not received but treated with
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mand.

The expedition
set out in the end
of May,and it was
thought the diffi-

culty would be
over. The com-
mittee, however,

were not altogeth-
er satisfied, and
felt that some in-
trigue might yet
interfere with our
troops  reaching
Fort Garry. Sir
John Macdonald
fell ill and was
laid up for weeks,
leaving SirGeorge
Cartier in charge
of atfairs. The pro-
gress of the expe-
dition at first was
very slow, the
result, 1t was
thought, of want of energetic ass st-
ance on the part of the Canadian
officials.

In the middle of July, I received a
message from Schultz who was then
at London, Ont., saying that he had
received a private intimation that a
plot was on foot to nullify the expedi-
tion, that the Governor-General and
Lt.-Governor Archibald were to go to
Red River, that an amnesty was to be
given to the rebels, that Riel was to
hand over the government to the Gov-
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ernor-General, who was to install Lt.-
Governor Archibald, and that there
then being no necessity for it, the ex-
pedition would be withdrawn. I im-
mediately laid the information before
the committee. They felt that noth-
ing could be done until some sign of
the proposed plan appeared publicly,
but arrangements were made to coun-
teract it if possible. Colonel Wolseley
was written to, warning him of the
danger and urging speed. Letters
were written to the volunteer officers,
warning them and urging steps to
prevent the withdrawal.

Schultz had received this informa-
tion from our comrade, Haliburton,
who by accident had happened to call
on Lord Lisgar at Niagara Falls, where
the latter was having a holiday. They
had a long conversation, and whether
by accident, or carelessness, Lord Lis-
gar let slip enough to enable Halibur-
ton to divine what was on foot. A
few days later the design was intimat-
ed in a despatch to the Toronto Leader,
the Government organ, which follow-
ed this up the following day with an
editorial advocating the plan.

Our comnmittee had already pre-
pared a requisition for a public meet-
ing signed by a large number of pro-
minent citizens, and at once put it in
use : a number of inflammatory pla-
cards were prepared and printed, and
soon covered the walls. In the mean-
time, Dr. Lynch had been telegraphed
for, and a protest against the ainnesty
being granted was prepared and pre-
sented to Lord Lisgar.

The public meeting in Toronto was
most enthusiastic and unanimous.
The following resolution was moved
and carried, amid great applause and
excitement :

¢ Resolved, in view of the proposed amnesty
to Riel, and withdrawal of the expedition, this
meeting declares : That the Dominion must and
shall have the North-West Territory i fact, as
well as in name, and if our Government, through
weakness or treachery, can not or will not pro-
tect our citizens in it and recall our volunteers,
it will then become the duty of the people of
Ontario, 10 organize a scheme of armed emigra-
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tion, in order that those Canadians who have
been driven from their homes may be reinstated,
and that with the many who desire to settle in
new fields, they may have a sure guarantee
against the repetition of such outrages as have
disgraced our country in the past ; that the ma-
jesty of the law may be vindicated against all
criminals, no matter by whom instigated or by
whom protected ; and that we may never again
sce the flag of our ancestors trampled in the
dust, or a foreign emblem launting itself in any
part of our broad Dominion.”

This prompt action and the strong
public feeling everywhere shown,
caused Sir George Cartier to pause,
and encouraged Lord Lisgar to object
to the proposed plan. The threat of
organizing a scheme of armed emigra-
tion must have opened the eyes of
them both, for a similar scheme had
been successfully worked both in
Texas and Kansas, and had been
proven to be practicable. Sir George
Cartier must have seen that an ex-
pedition under Government control
would be better than an armed mob.

The early news we had received
from Haliburton and Schultz had a
most important influence upon the re-
sult. It was kept a profound secret,
yet it enabled “the twelve apostles,”
as our committee were jocularly
named among themselves, to carefully
consider, and prepare to counteract,
the intrigue. The result was that the
very first mention of the design,
aroused such a rapid and extraordin-
ary outburst of public indignation, as
must have surprised Sir George Car-
tier, who could not have known that
any information had leaked out. But
for the warning received, nothing
could have been done until too late to
have influenced the course of affairs.
In all these events Schultz took a most
active part, and it is easy to see that
but for his action in the whole affair,
the opening up of that most import-
ant portion of Canada might have
been indefinitely postponed.  We who
now see the immense advantage to
Canada of the ecarly incorporation
of all the western country, with its
transcontinental railway, its great
trade and future possibilities, must
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feel that Canada owes a great deal to
the loyal patriotic devotion to his na-
tive land, of the late Lieutenant-Gov-
ernor of Manitoba.

Had he not early prepared the
minds of the English-speaking por-
tion of the comumunity to the great
advantages to ensue to themselves as
well as to the o her portions of the Do-
minion, they might have been misled,
as Riel sought to mislead them, into
either joining his rebellious movement
or —what would have been equal-
ly disastrous—to an apathetic indif-
ference.

Schultz  followed the expedition
closely into Fort Garry, and at once
took a foremost part in the inaugura-
tion of the new system of government.
He was one of the first members of
the House of Commons from Manitoba,
and during all his subsequent carecr
was the foremost figure in that Pro-
vince. He served for a long time as
a Senator and for many of his later
years as Her Majesty’s representative
m the same town where in his youth
he had passed months in prison for
manfully upholding her cause.

During all his lifte he never forgot
his connection with the old “Canada
First” party, and always held true to
its principles. Henever lost an oppor-
tunity of encouraging a national spirit
in the people. We constantly corres-
ponded up to his death, and his letters
all show how deeply the love of his
native land was i1ngrained in his
nature. Nothing could prevent him
from taking a most active interest in
everything that would tend to develop
and advance the interests of Canada.
For many years he was an invalid,
his ill-health having been brought
about by the injuries he received in
making his escape from Fort Garry,
by the privations he endured while
incarcerated there, having no fire in
his room with the thermometer at 40°
and 50° below zero, and by his long
snowshoe tramp while his injuries
were still recent. He suffered intense-
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ly, fighting and struggling against
v{']eak%ess gnd pain with a pluck and
determination beyond deseription.

In the House of Commons, or in the
Senute, he never lost an opportunity
of furthering the progress of the new
provinees, or of spreading information,
of which he had a boundless store, as
to their resources and capabilities.
In all his speeches as Lieutenant-
Governor, whether before Boards of
Trade, or in addressing Public School
demonstrations, his strong Canadian
patriotism was the striking feature
and has planted seed that will blossom
and bear fruit in the sentiments of the
people.  Only the otherday, when the
Public Schools re-opened in Winnipeg,
every flag that waved over them,save
one, was the gift of Sir John Schultz
and spoke eloquently, though silently,
of his fostering care for the patriotism
and welfare of the young. The numer-
ous resolutions of sympathy aud con-
dolence sent by nearly all the public
bodies of Manitoba to his bereaved
widow, and the universal testimony of
respect shown by all classes at the
time of his death, show how highly he
was respected, and how strongly his
fellow countrymen appreciated his
sturdy loyalty.

As one of the original members of
the little “ Canada First ” Committee,
T wish to bear testimony to the thor-
ough, hearty, and loyal manner in
which our comrade did his share of
the work. To the day of his death,
love for his native land was the pre-
dominant feeling. Canada owes a great
deal to the memory of so true a son.
As T have on another occasion suggest-
ed, the nation should erect a statue of
him and place it on the main street in
Winnipeg on the spot where, in 1869,
he hoisted the Unilon Jack with the

“word “Canada” upon it; and it should

depict hiw, in the full vigour of his
early manhood, raising the flag which
he always loved, guarded and hon-
oured.

George T. Denison.



FORESTRY—A NEGLECTED INDUSTRY.

PHILLIPS THOMPSON, AUTHOR OF “ THE POLITICS OF LABOR.”

OR the last twenty years “the
development of Canadian indus-
tries” has occupied a foremost place
among political questions.  While
differing widely as to methods, all
parties are agreed as to the need of
utilizing to best advantage our largely
dormant resources and increasing the
productive capacity of the nation.
Controversy and discussion are direct-
ed rather towards the specific classes
of industrial pursuits to be promoted
and the measures to be employed
than towards the underlying prin-
ciple.

When the widespread popular in-
terest aroused in the subject by its
prominence in the political arena is
considered, it is surprising that one of
the most feasible, natural and promis-
ing opportunities for largely increas-
ing the sum total of the national
wealth and affording employment to
the people should have been steadily
overlooked. It is, however, only an-
other illustration of the frequently
noted tendency of mankind to neglect
the things that lie at their feet, while
fixing their attention upon the distant
and the inaccessible. In a land of
forests, forestry is a neglected, almost
an unknown, industry,

“And very naturally so” most
readers will be apt to exclaim. “Itis
precisely because Canada is a land of
forests that forestry is superfluous.”
As well say that because a young man
is the heir to a large fortune, a know-
ledge of the principles of tinance and
the practice of a judicious economy
were therefore unnecessary to him.
The cases are precisely parallel. Can-
ada being naturally a forest-growing
country and a country, moreover, a
considerable area of which will grow
nothing profitably but timber, is the

reason above all others why the princi-
ples of the science of forestry should
be carefully studied and diligently
applied to the maintenance, repro-
duction and economical management
of our wooded tracts, whether in the
possession of the Crown or in private
hands. Hitherto the forest has been
regarded simply as wealth to be re-
alized, not as capital to be perpetually
renewed ; as a mine to be worked till
exhausted instead of a farm to be
maintained in undimished fertility.

Those who have been in the habit
of describing our timber supply as
*“inexhaustible” used no figure of
speech. Rightly managed itis “inex-
haustible "—managed as it is and has
been the phrase becomes not merely
metaphorical but untruthful, for the
period of exhaustion for the more valu-
able varieties at least is not far re-
mote. According to a report prepared
in 1895 by Mr. George Johnson, Do-
minion Statistician, on the “ Forest
wealth of Canada,” the first quality of
pine has already disappeared. “ We
are within measurable distance,” says
Mr. Johnson, “ of the time when with
the exception of spruce as to wood,
and of British Columbia as to Pro-
vinees, Canada shall cease to be awood-
exporting country.” This means a
good deal more than the loss of the
large amount annually received from
abroad for our timber shipments.
When Canada ceases to exjort timber
the price of lumber and every variety
of forest product for home consumption
and numerous manufacturing indus-
tries, the prosperity of which depends
upon an abundant and cheap supply
of wood as raw material, will have
risen enormously.

That no great advance in price is as
yet noticeable does not disprove Mr.

(24)
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Johnson’s conclusion. As Prof. William
Sommerville, of the Durham College
of Science, England, aptly says in a
recent paper. “ When a spendthrift
squanders an inherited fortune he is
often, to all appearance, as prosperous
on the eve of insolvency as when he
embarked inhis careerof extravagance.
Similarly, if it should happen that
Sweden, Russia, Canada and the Uni-
ted States are recklessly squandering
their timber capital, as is frequently
maintained, their bankruptey in wood
may occur with a suddenness of which
the Board of Trade returns need not
necessarily have afforded the slightest
indication.”

The process of deforestation islike-
ly to be greatly hastened in the near
future by the still more rapid and
reckless exhaustion of the timnber sup-
ply of the United States. The warn-
ing note has been repeatedly sounded
by Prof. B. E. Fernow of Washington,
Chief of the United States Division of
Forestry. In his report for 1893, he
estimates that it would require fully
the annual growth of 400,000,000 acres
of fully-stocked forest to furnish the
output of mill-tinber now consumed.
Adding the consumption of firewood,
which 1s largely made up of sizeable
timber, he concludes that three times
that area is necessary to furnish by
its annual increase the wood required.
As in another publication the same
author puts the total woodland area
of the country at 500,000,000 acres,
“neither in good condition nor well
managed,” the rapidity with which
the angmenting demand is overtaking
the diminishing supply is manifest.
It is also sufficiently obvious that, as
the nearest and most extensive source
of supply to the American market, the
forests of Canada will be more and
more drawn upon to make up the de-
ficiency.

The reproductive energies of Nature
are 8o great that it is probable that
these demands could be met, excepting
perhaps as to quality, for many years
to come, but for a still more destruc-
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tive enemy than the axe of the lum-
berman—viz, the extensive bush fires
which yearly devastate large tracts of
pine forest. The loss from this cause
has been vastly greater than from
over-clegrance, as fire, in addition to
the destruction of standing timber,
destroys in many cases the reproduc-
tive capacity of the land. Sweeping
over rocky or naturally sterile tracts
where the production of a forest has
been the slow work of centuries, it
consumes not merely the vegetation,
but the light covering of soil, leaving
nothing but the barren substratum.
In other instances, where the land is
more fertile, in burning up the humus
formed of the accumulation of decayed
wood and leaves it destroys the seeds
which, had the land not been burned
over, would in a few years have re-
paired the devastation of the axe by a
vigorous second growth.

So far as the timber lands which
yet constitute a portion of the Ciown
domain are concerned, the problem is
much more easily solved—were the
public mind once convinced of the ur-
gent need of a solution—than is the
case as regurds the settled portions of
the country. In ordertoconvert what
has hitherto been considered—and
under the present wasteful system of
lumbering practically is—a mere ter-
minable annuity, so to speak, into a
perpetual and increasing source of rev-
enue, the Dominion and Provinecial
Governments have but to apply to the
Crown Lands some of the broader and
simpler principles of the science of
forestry adopted as a matter of abso-
lute necessity in the leading countries
of continental Europe. That such a
policy has not long ago been insisted
upon is due in large measure to the
popular misconception of the real ob-
Ject of forestry. Most of those who
have not made a special study of the
subject regard forest preservation as
incompatible with the progress of set-
tlement and the development of agri-
culture, and any regrets they feel,
either from an industrial or sentimen-
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tal point of view, over the destruction
of the woods, are tempered by the re-
flection that the process is necessary
to the development of the country.
Wood and wheat will not grow in the
same place, and the forest, like the In-
dian, the wolf, and the buffalo, is re-
garded as fated to disappear before
advancing civilization.

It is true that a juster appreciation
of the principles of forestry is slowly
gaining ground, as the evils arising
from excessive clearance in the older
parts of the country force themselves
upon the attention even of the least
reflective observer. There is a wide-
spread disposition to admit the desir-
ability of preserving a larger area in
woodland than has been retained in
most of the settled portion of Ontario,
in order to preserve the conditions of
climate and distribution of moisture
favorable to agriculture. But the
truth which the public have been slow
to grasp is the possibility of so treat-
ing the forest as to render it a per-
manent factor of that ecountry's pros-
perity, instead of regarding its utiliza-
tion as synonymous with its destrue-
tion.

Forest preservation by no means
implies the prohibition of lumbering.
It simply means the regulation of the
process of removing the mature timber
so that it may be taken out with as
little injury as possible to the remain-
ing trees, retaining a sufficient cover of
foliage to preserve the forest character
of the area, and allowing full scope
to the natural and constant reproduc-
tive process by which, when conditions
are at all favorable, vacancies are
speedily filled, whether they are oc-
casioned by the axe or the slower op-
eration of natural decay. The highly
elaborate forestry methods of Ger-
many or France would be superfluous
here. The object with us is not as yet
to develop to the utmost the timber-
producing capacities of every acre—-
that would not pay the cost of the
labor and supervision required—but
to maintain as far as possible existing
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conditions in such portions of our
timbered area as from considerations
of locality or soil appear best adapted
to be permanently sct apart as wood-
Jand.

In our own Province of Ontario
much educational work has been done
under government supervision since
the appuintient of the late Mr. R. W.
Phipps to the position of Clerk of
Forestry, in 1883. A system of fire-
ranging has been adopted by which
the extent and destructiveness of
forest fires during the last few years
has been very materially reduced at a
cost infinitesmally small as compared
with the great saving effected. With
the appointment of Mr. Thomas South-
worth to the position of Clerk of For-
estry, the scope of this branch of the
public service has been considerably
widened.

The sctting apart of Algonquin
Park, as a perpetual forest reserve, a
few years ago, is a recognition of the
principle which ought from the out-
set to have prevailed in connection
with the management of our public
lands ; that the regions which, either
by reason of their position at the head-
waters of our larger streams oron ac-
count of their unfitness for profitable
agriculture, it is in the public interest
to retain asforest,should be withdrawn
from settlement. Hitherto the prac-
tice has been to permit settlers to take
up land in such districts and to en-
courage an influx of population, no
matter how sterile or unprowmising
from an agricuitural point of view the
locality may be. As a consequence,
when the lumberman has removed the
most valuable of the timber, settlers
come in small numbers, selecting what
appear to be the least barren locations
here and there, in the hope that be-
tween such farming as is possible and
the sale of what is left in the way of
timber on their lots, eked out it may
be by government road-making or
such makeshift jobs as are obtainalble
in a sparsely settled region, they may
be able to subsist. Profitable farming
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is out of the question, and many who
have settledl among the rocks and
swamps simply because the land was
easily obtainable have speedily realiz-
ed their mistake. In any event it is
natural that under such circumstances
they should seek to get as much out
of the land as possible, and the work
of clearance is pushed on apace. When
all saleable wood is removed the
worthless “farm” is abandoned for
another location. As woodland it was
valuable both as a source of produe-
tion and as a protection to the springs
and water-courses by which the rivers
are fed and the conditions of climate
maintained in due equilibrium. As a
stripped and desolate clearing it is
worth nothing either to the individual
owner or the country and will not be
for generations to come, until nature,
by an almost insensibly slow process,
has reclothed it with the vegetation
of which it should never have been
deprived. Unfortunately even this
gradual rehabilitation is likely, under
existing conditions, to be interfered
with by fire. The carelessness of set-
tlers in burning brush-heaps or light-
ing fires in woods when hunting or
fishing is responsible for most of the
damage from this cause in the thinly-
populated “debateable ground” be-
tween farm and bush-land. The iso-
lated settlements which add practical-
ly nothing to the wealth of the country
and hold out to the farmer no reason-
able expectation of establishing a pros-
perous or permanent homestead are
the cause of the destruction of millions
of dollars worth of valuable growing
timber, in addition to incalculable loss
by the deforestation of large fire-
swept regions rendered non-produc-
tive,

The same considerations which in-
duced the withdrawal from settlement
of Algonquin Park might very well
prompt an extension of the policy to
other regions where similar conditions
prevail. The perpetual maintenance
of these in forest. subject to such regu-
lations for minimizing the danger from
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fire as have been found effective, and
a closer supervision over lumbering
operations than has so far been exer-
cised, would do much to avert the
threatened peril of excessive defor-
estation. -So far indeed as the loss of
timber by fire is concerned the mere
exclusion of settlers would of itself
greatly lessen the number of forest
conflagrations. With the example of
the United States before us, public
opinion is probably fully prepared for
a measure involving a careful discri-
mination in dealing with Crown
Lands, between those areas suited for
tillage and those marked by Nature
as better adapted for the production
of timber than anything else, and the
management of the latter under such
restrictions as will best maintain their
productiveness.

Turning from the Crown Lands to
the settled and cultivated portions of
the country the uestion assumes a
different phase. The soil being in
the hands of private owners, any
measures to be taken towards wood-
land preservation or restoration must
be carried out in .the main by indi-
vidual enterprise, with perhaps some
encouragement in the way, either of
ald or direction, such as has been af-
forded in connection with various
branches of agriculture. Thesteady de-
cline in agricultural prosperity, caused
by the world-wide decrease in the
price of cereals and other farm pro-
ducts, ought to insure for the sub-
ject a more interested hearing than
could have been hoped for in a time
of comparative prosperity. Farmers
are beginning to learn that it is only
by diversified farming, by utilizing to
the full all the capacities of their
land, by adding to grain growing, cat-
tle-raising, dairying, fruit culture,
poultry and bee-keeping, etc., that
they can hope to succeed. If to these
varied and continually-multiplying
adjuncts of farm industry, they could
be persuaded to add sylviculture, the
decreasing profits of which they now
complain would in a few years be
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very materially increased. Farmers
are accustomed to contrast their posi-
tion unfavorably with that of the city
man of business, and to point envy-
ingly at the comparatively large protits
of the merchant and manutacturer.

There is much of truth in their
complaints—but apart from unequal
laws and unjust social conditions there
is one very marked difference between
the habits of thought of the country-
man and the man of business, that
largely accounts for the disabilities of
the former. The successful capitalist
is as a rule a man of foresight. He
must plan and calculate for a comnpara-
tively distant future, be continually on
the alert to observe the tendencies
of trade and the signs which portend
the shifting of the current, and often
content to forego immediate profits in
view of richer returns at the end of
many years of working and waiting.
The farmer has but rarely learned
these lessons. Like the Jews of old,
he is a good deal better at discerning
the face of the sky than the signs of
the times. His outlook on life is nar-
row, and he is prone to follow in the
footsteps of his fathers, rather than to
keep abreast of changing conditions
and strive to forecast the future. He
is little accustomed to make expendi-
tures in view of a far-off return. The
idea of growing trees as a profitable
industry usually excites his derision.
“Why they won’t be good for any-
thing for thirty years: I'll be dead
long before that,” is the frequent re-
sponse to the suggestion. And yet it
is precisely the counterpart of many
operations continually undertaken in
the commercial world, and carried on
frown one generation to another.

In view of the fall in prices and the
competition of the prairies in wheat-
growing, the “ margin of cultivation,”
instead of advancing, is actually re-
ceding. The less choice and rich land,
the sandy, stony, or broken ground, is
allowed to remain waste or partially
utilized. Itisobvious that land which
it would just pay to cultivate with
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wheat at a dollar a bushel will not re-
munerate the farmer’s labor with that
staple at sixty cents, or thereabouts.
The continued depression of agricul-
ture, therefore, means the abandon-
ment of large areas of comparatively
poor land which, having been stripped
of its forest covering, has become
practically valueless. According to
the report of the Bureau of Indus-
tries for 1894, there are 23,038,974
acres assessed in the rural area of the
Province of Onrario, of which 12,292 -
610 acres are classed as cleared land,
7,859,714 acres as woodland, and 2,-
886,650 as swamp, marsh, or waste
land. The system of classification
pursued by the local assessors is re-
garded as by no means exact, much
land being entered as woodland which
is to all intents and purposes waste,
that is to say partially cleared tracts
where a few trees have survived the
axe or the fire, but which have lost
their distinctive forest character. and
the conditions of reproductiveness
which prevail in a thick wood. Dur-
ing an hour’s railroad travel in any
direction one may see from the car-
windows dozens of such patches of so-
called woodland merely dotted with
trees, with large grass-grown spaces,
and the stumps and debris of partial
clearings between them, with few or
no saplings growing up to take the
places of the scanty remains of the
forest. The land is practically wa-te,
and ought to be classed as such.
When the remaining timber has
been felled for fuel or other require-
ments, unless the soil is adapted
for cultivation, under existing con-
ditions it will yield nothing except
a scanty crop of pasturage. The
falling-off in the value of agricul-
tural land in Ontario, owing mainly
to the continued low price of farm
produce and the competition of newly
opened up grain-growing regions in
various parts of the world, is indicated
by the Bureau of Industries returns,
according to which it has fallen from
$654,793,025 in 1883 to $587 246,117
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in 1894. The full significance of this
decrease is not conveyed by these fig-
ures, a8 in the period included by these
dates the area of cleared land had in-
creased from 10,539,557 to 12,292,610
acres. It is abundantly evident that
if the farmers of Ontario are to re-
tain their position, they must learn to
economize, not in the sense of curtail-
ing living expenses, but in the truer
meaning of the word by emp'oying
all their capital and utilizing every
factor they possess to the best advant-

age. The “waste” and partly cleared
land, instead of representing practi-
cally so much dormant or diminishing
capital, should be turned to account
in raising timber, which, so far as the
more valuable kinds are concerned, is
as certain to rise in value in the
markets of the world as the cereals
are to decrease, or at best remain sta-
tionary, as new territories upon three
continents are exploited by cheap la-
bor and modern machinery.

Phillips Thompson.

A DEAD FRIEND.

So short a while— we talked together,

So short a while ago !

My friend through fair and cloudy weather,
The friend I trusted so.

Last week you died, and if to-night

You were, as often—near,

My soul would cower with affright,

My flesh wou'd creep with fear.

For you have broken the golden bowl,

You know the things untold ;

Each secret of my inmost soul

Would be to you unrolled.

Oh difference dread ! you understand,—

1 grope in doubt and pain.

With what changed hearts—in what strange land,

May we two meet again !

REGINALD GoURLAY.



THE NUGLEUS OF A SALON.

KATHARINE L.

T is over a year ago that Belinda
first told me of her plan. 1 was
staying all night at her house, and
when we went to bed I was surprised
to be allowed to go to sleep peaceably,
Belinda merely remarking, as she
turned out the gas, that these cool
autumn nights were nice for sleeping.
As up to then I had never known
either of us to find it ditlicult to sleep
on any night that the thermometer
had becn able to supply us with, 1
didn’t quite see her idea in the remark ;
but I accepted it thankfully, and went
to sleep. I do not know how long
my sleep lasted, but I know that it
was nearer to-morrow than yesterday
when her voice woke me, and my
dream fled away into the darkness. I
heard her ecalling :

“ Gertrude, Gertrude, are you dead ?
Wake up a minute.”

Who but Belinda would expect a
person to “wake up a minute,” es-
pecially when there was a doubt as to
that person’s being alive? And who,
knowing Belinda, would have ex-
pected to be allowed to go to sleep
again at the expiration of the min-
ute ? »

I opened my eyes and saw her sit-
ting curled up in the window-seat, and
looking much smaller, even in the en-
shrouding shawl, than her five feet
of stature would lead one to expect.
I uttered my mind somewhat freely
on the subject of her unwisdom ; and
she, seeing that I was awake, told me
I ought to see how queer and quiet
everything outdoors looked. I drew
a pathetic picture of the daisy-covered
grave she would sleep in soon if she
did not avail herself of the present
more comfortable arrangements for
slumber, and she merely replied that
I didn’t know what a dear little curl-

JOHNSTON.

ed-up moon there was, all tangled up
in the top of the elm-tree.

I did not, and [ don’t yet. The
moon has not been invented that will
lure me out of bed just at the sharp
corner of an autumn morning. I
told Belinda this, and she turned her
attention from the scenery for a
moment, and said she had awakened a
little while ago, and had found that
there was a barbed-wire fence between
her and sleep, and she had torn several
large, jagged rents in her mind trying
to pass 1t, so she had given up. 1
threw her a blanket, to supplement
the shawl, and piled my pillows up in
a conversational attitude, reflecting
meanwhile on a possible reason for
Belinda’s unusual wakefulness. Then
I said :

“ Belinda, dear, who was the big
young man you introduced to me the
other day ?” Belinda turned her face
to the dear little curled-up moon.

“ Mr. Lineoln.”

“T remembered his name.

“Oh —— he is the nucleus of a salon.”
she went on.

“Asalon?” I repeated, unwisely,
for my vocal organs seem to have
been made for the pronunciation of
English only.

“Yes. I'm going to be wise one
night a week this winter —see if I'm
not. Mamma says I may— Oh, by
all mneans,” she said, when I suguested
it, ¢ by all means, dearie. And I will
get a dove-coloured silk dress, and
endeavour to find some invaluable old
lace among your Grandmother’s things
—though [ doubt my success—and 1
will try to drink coffee as if it were
merely an adjunct to intellectual and
literary conversation.””

“ More than I would do for you,” 1
struck in.
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“ More than I should expect of you,
dear.” Belinda answered softly. ¢ Yes,
Mother is humourous at times, but she
always does me the honour to under-
stand what I want.”

“ Your mother must have a magnifi-
cent intellect, for you have wanted
many and divers and peculiar things,”
I said.  “ Where does Mr. Lincoln
come in ?”

“ Oh—look yonder! What is it
your friend Lippo says about the grey
beginning—zooks ?  Well, zooks 1is
the proper word to use now. Con-
sider I've said zooks. Mr. Lincoln ?
He is going to bring his brain along
and be wise, too. You know, dear,
Jack’s chums are good enough lads,
but there’s only one of them who’s at
all clever, and the girls, though they’re
awfully nice,don’t know much but how
to wear becoming clothes and look
pretty—except you, dear, of course—
and so I thought if I imported another
brain into our circle, it would balance
nicely—and that's the whole thing,
Gertie.”

“Where did you find him?” I asked.

“At Grey’s. He was lonesome there,
and they didn’t want him; he merely
scared them with his brains. So I an-
nexed him myself.” Two thingsin this
caught my attention. I spoke of one.

“ How is the annexation process
managed ?” T asked. “Ineverunder-
stood it.”

“ Oh, I don’t know.

It's ensy.”

“I never could do it.” T said.
“You never wanted to, dear.” This
was not the fact ; but, understanding
that Belinda’s method was instinctive
rather than scientific, I gave it up, and
spoke of the second point.

“Your friend didn’t strike me as be-
ing so very clever,” I ventured. “ He
seemed to be rather—nice—than in-
tellectual.”

“ Oh, he is nicer than he is clever,
of course. Butthen he gives that im-
pression of modest worth through not
knowing how clever he is.
to tell him.”

I just wanted
to.

T 1
m going
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“ Are you also going to tell him—I
mean, does he know how nice he is ?”
I asked.

“ No—how can you c¢xpect one man
to know all that ? It's zuoksing some
wmore over there. I'm coming to hed.”
She began to untangle herself from
her wrappings. “There’s one thing,”
she added. “He may incapacitate
himself for salon purposes. He may”
—Belinda has the grace not to use the
heavy words of our language unless
they are necessary. This sometimes
necessitates slang, or circumlocution—
“he may get smitten on some one.
Wouldn’t that be horrid 2  You'll see,
I hope, that it isn’t you, Gertrude ?”

“He will see to that himself, prob-
ably,” 1 assured her, out of my ex-
perience.

“Think so0?” she said, with a most
polite rising inflection. “And you'll
put on a pretty gown, and come over

to our house and scintillate, next
Thursday 77

So far as I am a judge of such things,
the salon was successful for the one
brief winter of its life. Our idea of
the brilliant drawing-rooms of France
was a little vague, but this merel
enabled us to give the benefit of the
doubt to any recreation that seemed,
on first sight, too frivolous for a salon.
Perhaps we did not carry out the
specifications at all—probably not, in-
deed, as none of us knew exactly what
they were; but we had a picturesque
and happy sort of time. I was cap-
tured the first evening by a large-
browed and charmingly serious-man-
nered young man, who undertook to
teach me to play chess. “ He asked me
to introduce him, dear,” Belinda said,
softly, while he was bringing the lit-
tle inlaid chess-table from the other
end of the room, “so I'm afraid you'll
have to play with him. You have
brain enough, I think.” I had a fuller
knowledge of said brain than Belinda,
and I thought not; but I sat down,
amiably, and gave my most rgspect-
ful attention to all the instructions I
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had received. I never won a game,
by any chance, during the whole win-
ter, but did my best and really learn-
ed more than | had expected. And I
had some satisfaction ; one night when
we waxed frivolous, and unbent our
minds as Mistress Sarah Battle did
not, in playing whist against my
chess-opponent, 1 won seven games
out of seven. We "~ played -cards
only twice, I think; in fact, apari
from our chess, we did very little but
talk. Sometimes somebody sang—
never anyone who couldn’t; and some-
times somebody read a poem—always
someone who could. 1 will confess
that I recollect but little of our talk,
though it seemed very wise and in-
teresting to hear when it was uttered.
But I think that when I amn an old
woman, and any stray sequence of
ideas—or some other old man or
woman—recalls to my mind that win-
ter, it will be as when one tinds in a
drawer the absurd symbol that marked
one’s membership in one’s first, most-
believed-in, and most charming schoo!-
girl club, or the two inches of striped
ribbon that suggests the cricket or
football matches one used to watch. 1
don’t recollect any tale in mythology
in which a flower changes into a
jewel, but there should be such a
lecend to symbolize the fragrant
flower-charm of the present hour,
and the lasting jewel-grace of the
past.

I did not say that at the salon, but
I said plenty of other things, and
listened to plenty. At this moment,
however, I recall only two conversa-
tions, and one of them was very short
—at least, 1 heard only two sentences
of it, as Belinda and Mr. Lincoln passed
the chess-table on their way to the
piano—

“ Little Boy Blue, I didn’t tell you
that.”

« Little Girl Green, you didn’t need
to.”

Belinda found the following verses
on her breakfast plate the next morn-
ing—author too cautious to sign :—
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Little Boy Blue stood six feet two,

W hen he wasn’t wearing the ghost of a shoe ;
And the smallest maid that ever was seen

Was his boon companion, Little Girl (ireen.
Oh, Little Boy Blue, pray tell me true,

How did she ever capture you ”

The wit of this was thought to be
below salon level, for the verses were
not read at the next meeting.

The other conversation that I re-
member occurred the last time we
met. Somebody said he had read
a pathetic story about a girl who
died at tweunty-three, and had been
wondering, about two o’clock the pre-
vious night (the hour at which he
finished reading the story), what he
would be sorriest to mmiss, it he had died
at twenty-three. I put aside the two
things that came promptly into the
fore-ground of ny mind.in order to see
how the rest of the people responded.
Almost every face showed knowledge
on the subjeet, and you ought to have
heard the amount of wisdom we
uttered, when we had all decided what
not to say. In the meantime the
young gentleman to whom Belinda’s
brother has g¢iven the Indian name
of “Man-with-frills-on-his-manners,”
turned to Belinda's mother with a
graceful speech as to what we should
all have missed by dying before that
winter. Then the prettiest girl in the
room said she was not twenty-three
yet, but hoped to be it we gave her
time (she didn’t say how much), and
meanwhile she would be very sorry to
have died before learning how to spell
spontaneity, because ignorance on this
point had darkened her childhood.
Several of us looked as if we could
not spell spontaneity yet, but no one
was rash enough to raise the point.
One man, who mu-t have been nearly
thirty-five, said he would not be will-
ing to lose a single minute out of all
his days since he was twenty-three.
I looked at him in awe, and wondered
whether it was his conscience or his
memory that was at fault. And
Belinda's brother said, admiringly :

“What a ruftling good time you
must have had !”
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Then my serious young chess-play-
er said : .

“None of you seem to think how
good it would be to get rid of things
you've done since, by dying at twenty-
three. You must be awfully good.”

“Or stupid,” 1 said, sagely. “It
doesn’t seemn possible, to the ordinary
conscience, to get rid of iniquities, by
dying or by any other extreme mea-
sure.” Then the man-with-frills-on-
his-manners told me, in a most com-
plimentary tone, that I mu-t be fright-
tully wicked. In fact there were
may opinions expressed, more or less
seriously but I should have much pre-
ferred to hear those that were not
spokei.

One sincere word was said, and
that I did not hear, but saw. Be-
linda and Mr. Lincoln were standing
near the pilano, arrested in a search
for some music by a moment’s interest
in the discussion. Isaw Mr. Lincoln's
colour rise as he spoke, and 1 knew
what he was saying, as well as if I
had heard it. But I think he made a
mistake in policy ; he looked straight
across the room at the girl who was
not twenty-three yet. 1 did notknow
whether he saw her, or not; it’s easy
to look at things. or even people,
without seeing them, when one’s pre-
occupied. But if he meant that by
leaving this earth at twenty-three he
would have missed the great happiness
of knowing her, it was surely a sinful
waste of time to say it to Belinda, and
if he meant that Belinda's {riendship
was the huppiness he would have been
cheated of by an early death, he should
not have looked at an unusually pretty
other girl while he said it. T suppose
the primaxval man who discovered the
device of articulate speech thought he
had done something large for his
race; one can picture his fresh de-
light, and almost hear him saying:
“ Now, I'll know what all the other
fools in the world mean, and they’ll
know what I mean, and everything
will be truly lovely.” He did not
contemplate the divers uses to which
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his discovery might be put. All this
went through my mind in a flash, as
Belinda's face changed, and her eyes
turned away from the uncomforting
beauty of that other face. 1 bent my
head quickly in the direction of the
nearest window.

“Is that the fire-bell ?” 1 said, and
one of the men pulled back the cur-
tain for me. I donot know how they
do these things in France, but I do not
believe that there is in this country
material for a salon that will not rush
window-wardson a hint of a fire. We
all looked out eagerly, and listened a
few moments, then some one said :

“I don’t hear it.”

“ Neither do I, now,” T answered in
a disappointed tone. I think I should
not tell a direct lie, unless the provo-
cation is something stupendous; but
my conscience hasn’t even mentioned
this little dramatic performance to me
since—not even in my bluest moments,
when it might have had a chance.

I was sorry that was the last time
we met at the salon, for 1 thought
there were some of us who didn't
quite know where we were. My own
ignorance of matters was unimportant,
of course, but I was naturally interest-
ed, and should have liked to know the
facts. I learned them later, when
Belinda came back to town, after a
long summer of camping and hilarity.
We went walking the day after she
came home.

It was a hazy September afternoon,
and we took the shortest way to get
out of the region of pavement of any
sort, and when we had accomplished
this, and had reached a road that was.
chiefly grass and cart-ruts, we walked
contentedly along for a time, and
then sat down upon a conveniently
broken fence to talk.

Belinda told me amusing stories of
camp-fires, and swimming lessons, and
canoeing exploits, and I waited for a
name. It came after a time, uttered
casually, and T waited till it was well

buried under half a dozen others, and
then asked:
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“WasAlicethere—andis shetwenty-
three yet ?”

“Yes, Alice was there—and not yet
twenty-three, I should judge—but
then you wouldn’t have thought any
of us more than fifteen. Alice pitched
out of the big canoe one day, and you
should have seen the lads plunge after
her, though they knew she could
swim "—and then followed a sparkling
history of that adventure.

It was not till we discovered the
difference between a broken fence and
an easy chair, and consequently rose
to go home, that Belinda at last spoke
out:

TAM MILLER.

“You remember the night you didn’t
hear the fire-bells 7”7

I remembered.

“T thought that night,” she went
on, “that Mr Lincoln had-—incapaci-
tated himself for salon purposes, you
know. I found this summer that it
was s0.” A voice may shake through
grief, or joy, or mere nervousness, and
I was afraid to look.

“That’s too bad,” I said, watching
the sunset.

“Oh, I shouldn’t say that,” she an-
swered, tolerantly, “1 should not say
that, Gertrude—for it's 1.”

Katharine L. Johnston.

TAM MILLER

Tam.
Bonny Jean, winsome Jean,
Trippin’ ower the daisy,
Weel 1 ken where ye hae heen ;
Faith ye'll drive me crazy !

Donald’s but a silly lad,

Full o naught but dancin’,
Blawin’ pipes that drive me mad,
Round the country prancin’ !

Scarce a bawbee till his name,
Hoo can he support ye ?
Canna bide an hour at hame ;
Diuna lat him court ye!

There’s mysel’—an honest chiel,
Douce, ror ill behavit.

Jeanie, lass, T loo ye weel,

An’ I've siller savit !

Come awa’ an’ bide wi’ me,

1 will mak’ ye c¢:.zy ;

Busk ye out, a sicht tae see—
(Giay as any posy !

Jean.
Haud, awa’ ! ye crazy loon !
Tammas I despise ye!
Gie some ither lass the goon—
That’s what I advise ye !

All your siller and your gear,

All ye can add to them,

Think ye that I coont them dear !
Think ye that I loo’ them ?

Gin my Donald loves to roam,
Blyth maun be his life then ;
Gin he winna bide at hame,
Mair he n:eds a wife then !

Donald’s worth a score o you !
Dinna speak agin him !

Bonny is he, leal an’ true,
Proud am I tae win him !

Noo gaud nicht ! but bide a wee !
Mi: d ye this, Tam Miller !—
Think na ilka lass ye sec

Cares for naught but siller !

Mavcony MacKeNzie.



THROUGH THE SUB-ARGTIGS OF GANADA.

A Journey of 3,200 Miles by Canoe and Smow-shoe.

BY J. W. TYRRELL, C.E., D.L.S

VIL.—FROM MARBLE ISLAND TO FORT
CHURCHILL.

WE started southward down the

coast of Hudson Bay on the
13th of September; and the day being
beautifully calm, we made a capital
run past a rocky, reef-bound coast, and
at night camped upon the mainland
about twelve miles north of Marble
Island, whose snowy white hills of
quartzite could be distinctly seen
against the southern horizon.

Marble Island—so called because of
the resemblance which its rounded,
glaciated rocky hills bears to white
marble—is known a8 a wintering sta-
tion for American whalers. Its geo-
graphical position was well determin-
ed in 1885 and 1886, by Commander
Gordon, of the Dominion Government
Hudson Bay Expedition (of which the
writer was a member), so we were glad
to avail ourselves of the opportunity
of connecting our survey with such a
well-fixed landmark. There were no
whalers then at the island. Had
there been, we would have endeavour-
ed to arrange with one of them to
take usto Churchill.

During the following day the wea-
ther continued to be beautifully fair,
so with the feeling that nature was
smiling upon us, we made good use
of our time. Aswe followed the coast
in a south-westerly direction, mile
after mile, the rounded white hills of
Marble Island continued to present a
remarkable appearance, while to the
north of us extended the bold, dark,
rocky shore, brightened here and there
in appearance by great banks of snow.

Landing at noon at a bluff, rocky
point, we discovered what must very

C

recently have been a large Eskimo
encampment. Several kom -e-ticks
(sleds) and other articles were found,
including the wreck of a large whale
boat, which lay in a cove near by.
This camping place had been the sum-
mer home of the Eskimos we had met
within the inlet, and from a sanitary
point of view it was no credit to them,
for filth and putrefaction everywhere
abounded.

The rocks of this locality were
chiefly dark green hornblendic schists
of the Huronian formation, and were
of particularly interesting appearance,
being much contorted, and dipping at
high angles.

Following our two days of fair
weather we were permitted to enjoy
still another, which enabled us to cross
the mouth of Rankin Inlet, one which
would have required days to coast had
the weather been anything but calm.
During these three days, we covered
a distance of just one hundred miles,
and this run upon such an exposed
coast was most encouraging. Though
we saw little game, we had still some
dried meat left, and at this rate of
travel, two weeks would tuke us to
Churchill. By putting ourselves upon
rations, our meat would last us for
five or six days.

On the night of the 15th our camp
was pitched upon a little sand island
in the mouth of Corbet's Inlet, and
here for a time we were destined to
remain. Before morning we were
aroused by the already too familiar
sound of the gale,and all day we were
kept prisoners upon the sand bar,
without water to drink, for what was
found on the islet was salty. Towards
evening the wind was accompanied by
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a chilling rain, which continued all
night and the greater part of the next
morning. On the following afternoon
the wind suddenly fell, and though a
heavy sea continued to roll in from
the east, the waves ceased to break;
and fearing to lose one hour unneces-
sarily, we launched our canoes upon
the heaving waters and started across
the mouth of the Inlet on an eight-
mile traverse.

As we got out beyond the shelter
of the island, we found the seas run-
ning fearfully high; but so long as
they did not break upon us, we had
little to fear; and this would not likely
occur unless the wind should spring
up again. But when we were well
out in the middle of the inlet that is
just what did occur. The wind com-
menced to blow from exactly the
opposite quarter, and speedily increas-
ed in force, whipping the crests off
the waves in such a way as to make
our position anything but assuring.
Our situation was indeed perilous.
Every effort was made to guide our
canoes in such a way as to brook
least danger, but in spite of all we
could do, the seas dashed in upon us,
and it looked as if we would never
reach the shore.

My brother and I laid down our
paddles, and with tin kettles plied
ourselves vigorously in dashing out
the water. Many times the great
tumbling billows seemed as if they
would certainly roll over us; but our
light cedars, though sometimes half-
tilled, were ever borne up by the
waves. At length we neared the
shore, toward which for several hours
we had been struggling but, to our
dismay, only to find it skirted by a
long line of rocks and shoals upon
which the full force of the wild sea
was breaking with frightful fury.
What were we to do? Without a
harbor we would be dashed to pieces
upon the rocks, and it was impossible
for us to retreat against the storm.

On we were borne by the force of
the gale toward the breakers, but just
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as the crisis appeared to have come—
thanks to s kind Providence, a way
of escape was presented. One rock was
observed standing out a short distance
in advance of the others. If behind
this we could thrust our canoes, we
might yet land in safety. Every
arm was strained in the effort, and
one after the other each canoe, being
well directed, was dashed by the
breakers into the desired haven.

Then in shallow water, and with
the strength of the seas broken, we
all jumped out of our canoes and suc-
ceeded in landing them safely. Every
particle of our outfit was, of course,
thoroughly saturated, but we were
very thankful that nothing worse had
befallen us.

The surface of the country here
consisted of bare rock, comparatively
level, of a most dreary aspect, and
without a sign of vegetation.

The storm continued for two days
longer, during which time we were
obliged to remain on shore. As
our provisions were now almost ex-
hausted, our attentions were chief-
ly devoted to hunting; but the
only game that could be found was
one little duck and two gulls. The
broken remains of an Eskimo kyack
were found, and these were carefully
gathered up in order that a kettle of
water and our gulls might be boiled
for supper.

New ice was now forming over the
ponds on the shore, and the weather
was turning perceptibly colder, so
that we were very anxious to be
moving southward. When still dark,
on the morning of the 20th, the wind
having fallen, camp was aroused, and
without breakfast our journey resum-
ed. For two days we pressed on,
and made good progress, but having
scarcely anything to eat, we began to
feel weak.

On the morning of the 22nd we
were again storm-bound by a heavy
gale and snow, which lasted four days.
During this time we suffered much
from the violence of the storm, as
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well as from want of food. As soon as
the storm had sufficiently abated,
which it did not do until the morning
of the 25th, two of the men, Pierre and
Louis, were sent out with the shot
guns to hunt for food, and with our
rifles my brother and I set out for an
all-day tramp into the interior. We
found that our camp was situated near
the end of a 1ong, narrow point, at the
back cf which is Neville Bay. The
point consisted in places of extended
fields of water-washed boulders,and in
order to reach the mainland, these
had to be crossed. This circumstance,
together with the fact that we were
travelling into the teeth of a gale and

with empty stomachs, made walking
very difficult.

Soon after leaving camp a hare
jumped out from among the rocks,
and, coming to a fatal stand, it was
with some gratification made a prey
to a slug from my “Martin.” Not
wishing to carry him all day, he was

left with Pierre and Louis to be taken
to camp.

By three o’clock in the afternoon,
after along and labourious march, and
securing nothing more, excepting one
}I)\tarmigan, we reached the bottom of

Neville Bay, and then discf)vetzed t}}e
mouth of a large river flowing into 1t.
We would gladly have stayed some
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time in this vicinity pursuing further
research ; but as the day was already
far spent, and we were pretty well
used up, we did not deem 1t advisable
to do so.

Finding a little dry moss we made
a fire, roasted the little ptarmigan,
divided it between us, and being some-
what resuscitated began a weary
march to camp. Towards nightfall,
a8 it began to grow dark, we found
ourselves becoming very much ex-
hausted, but not wishing to be out all
night without $lankets —for the wea-
ther continued to be very cold and
stormy—we pushed on with all the
cnergy we could poseibly muster. We
were frequently obliged to sit down
to rest, notwithstanding the fact that
night was close upon us, and when
still several miles from camp, we
found ourselves enveloped in darkness
and endeavouring to grope our way
through a field of sharp, angular rocks
of all shapes and sizes. It is needless
to say that travelling under such con-
ditions was not easy. For a consid-
erable distance we were obliged to
feel our way with hands and feet be-
tween and over the rocks (occasionally
going over, then between, and exercis-
ing the sense of feeling last).  After
about two hours of this sort of experi-
ence, we gained the more level country;
and a little later, getting sight of a
light in one of the tents, which served
as a guide, we reached camp thorough-
ly played out.  We were not, however,
required to go to bed fasting, for
Pierre and Louis, having been more
successful than ourselves, had secured
several hares and ptarmigan, and from
these a “ bouillon” had been prepared,
and part of it reserved for our supper.
It was a most thoroughly appreciated
meal, and after partaking of it, we
were soon rolled up in our blankets
and all unconscious of the storm that
howled about us, and of the fact that
we had not another meal in the camp.

On the morning of the 26th, we
were glad to find that the wind had
fallen sufficiently to allow us to launch,
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so without delay our canoes were
loaded and a fair run made. Several
sea ducks were shot during the day,
and thus our supper was secured. The
next day we were again wind-bound
by a gale from the south-west, and our
whole party set out to hunt for food.
We were not altogether unsuccessful
—assembling in the evening with five
marmots (animals about the size of
house rats).

The next morning, the 28th, though
a strong breeze was still blowing, we
deterniined to make a start at least,
for to remain where we were meant
that we must soon starve to death.
We were already much reduced and
weakened from the effects of cold and
hunger, and the condition of the
weather had of late been most dis-
heartening. We were still fully three
hundred miles from Churchill, the
nearest habitation of man; we had
not one bit of food; the country was
covered with snow, the climate pierc-
ingly cold : we had no means of
making a fire, and, worst of all, the
weather was such the greater part of
the time that we were unable to tra-
vel. It was diflicult to be cheerful
under such ecircumstances, but we
maintained a bold front and pushed
on.

As we were bending to our paddles
and had made, perhaps, seven or eight
miles south-westerly along the coast,
our hearts were gladdened by the ap-
pearance of a band of deer on the
shore. Ascan be imagined, our course
was quickly altered and a landing ef-
fected, though with some difficulty
as the tide was falling and the water
rapidly receding over the broad boul-
der flats. The men were left to keep
the canoes atloat and from being dam-
aged by the rocks, whilst iy brother
and I, with cur rifles and the sagacity
of Indians, went off in pursuit of the
deer, which were now very different
animals to hunt than when in great
bands earlier in the season. Another
fact which rendered them difficult to
approach was, that the country was
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now a vast snow-covered plain, afford-
ing no cover for the hunter save that
of a few scattered boulders. Behind
some of these we crept for long dis-
tances, but found it impossible to get
within any kind of medium range.
Several times we got within about
five hundred yards of the deer, but
could get no closer, and so opened tire
at that distance. At first they trotted
about in confusion, but then locating
their enemies, fled straight away
across the country. For hours we fol-
lowed them, vainly seeking for some
opportunity of nearer approach, but
being unsuccessful were compelled to
retrace our weary steps to the shore,
where we arrived faint and exhausted.
We found the men had been unable
to keep the canoes afloat, but that
they were now high and dry, and the
water of the bay barely visible in the
distance, such was the extremely low
and flat character of the coast

It was impossible to launch our
canoes until the return of the tide, so
Pierre and Louis were sent off with
our rifles, to try their fortune. As
they departed and left us lying upon
the snow, we sincerely prayed for
their success. We had done our best
and had failed; if they also should
fail it was too apparent what must
soon be the result.

Two of the other men, Jim and
Francois, were also sent off with the
shot-guns, and then anxious hours of
waiting followed. No shots were
heard, but towards evening we observ-
ed in the distance Pierre and Louis,
and afterwards the other two men,
returning. None of them appeared to
have anything with them, as we had
hoped they might, and at the pros-
pect, I confess, my heart grew sick.
As they came nearer, however, Louis,
holding up something in one hand, ex-
claimed “ I got um.” It was the claw
of a polar bear, and we soon learned
with much joy that he had, sure
enough, killed a bear, which he had
suddenly come upon at the edge of a
little lake, whilst following the deer.
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It was about six miles inland that
the encounter took place, and Louis
was alone at the time, his brother
having gone off on a different track,
The meeting was a mutual surprise,
for the bear, which was lying in the
snow near the ice of the lake, being
very white himself, was unobserved
until our hunter’s footsteps aroused
him. Then there was a distance of
not more than fifty yards between
them and there was no time for con-
sideration, for the bear, springing to
his feet, made straight for Louis, who
met his charge with a slug, and
brought Bruin to his knees. He was
up again though in an instant and fol-
lowing our Indian, who had taken to
the ice, thinking that in a conflict he
would there have theadvantage. But
in this he found he was mistaken, for
the bear was quickly overtaking him
—being at home on the ice—so he
turned, and the second time knocked
the bear down. Again, as Louis made
for the shore, Bruin got up, and with
blood streaming from his wounds and
a roar of defiance, made one more des-
perate charge. There were now only
a few feet between them, but ILouis,
doubtless fully realizing the situation
as critical, turned and shot his adver-
sary dead at his feet.

It was a happy shot for our whole
party, as well as for the Indian, who,
being unable to handle the carcass
himself, had returned—meeting his
brother by the way—for assistance.

We all gladly followed him to the
scene of the combat, where, judging
by tracks and blood, there was abun-
dant proof of the veracity of hisstory.

On a bare knoll, near the carcass,
some dry moss was discovered, and
with this, even before the skinning
had been completed. some of the flesh
was roasted, or, more correctly, slight-
ly singed, and refreshments were
passed around. " The reviving effect
produced upon the spirits of our party
was remarkable. Though the flesh of
the polar bear is famed for its rank-
ness, we would not have exchanged it
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at that time for its weight in silver. I
remember one of the western half-
breeds being so exultant that he af-
firmed “ he would not own the Queen
as his uncle.”

The carcass was found to be ex-
tremely poor. The only food found
in the stomach was the droppings of
reindeer, so that at the first meeting
Louis must have been considered a
very desirable prize. It was just a
question of which should eat up the
other in order to prolong his existence.
Fortunately for our party the Indian
proved to be the fittest survivor.

No part of the carcass was wasted,
but every scrap, including the hide,
amounting in all to between three and
four hundred pounds, was placed in
bags and carried.to the canoes which,
with much difficulty, we reached long
after dark.

Next morning a strong east wind,
driving a wild surf in upon the shore,
made 1t impossible to launch, but we
were thankful for having some food
on hand with which to fortify our-
selvesinwardly. Advantage was also
taken of the opportunity for obtaining
moss with which to cook some of the
meat. Though five or six miles dis-
tant, a quantity of this fuel was gath-
ered, and with it several large kettles
of the meat boiled—almost sufficient,
it was hoped, to take us to Churchill.

But—alas for our hopes!—the gale
which had arisen increased in fury
until it became a terrific storm accom-
panied by sleet and snow, and this
continued for five days. During one
of the nights of this storm the tent
occupied by my brother and myself
was ripped up the back by the force
of the gale, and it was with great
difficulty that we saved it from being
blown away. So fierce was the storm,
and so piercingly cold was the wind,
that without shelter we must soon
have perished. We were already numb
with cold, but midst the snow and
darkness I managed to find in my bag
a sail-needle and some twine, and then,
having lowered the tent to the ground,
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whilst my brother held on to it, I
stitched up the rent. When the tent
was again raised, our blankets were
buried in snow,but they being our only
comfort, the snow was shaken off and
in a half-perished condition, we again
crept beneath them.

Besides the discomforts occasioned
by the storm, a case of poisoning oc-
curred at the camp. Our cook, one
day, thinking to give my brother and
me a treat, provided for our dinner
some of the Lear’s liver. Because of
its rank flavour my brother partook
sparingly, but T ate of it frecly, and at
once became fearfully ill.

For a whole day I lay in the tent
reaching and straining. though throw-
ing off nothing but froth, until I
thought I would have died. My bro-
ther pressed me to take some brandy
—a little of which still remained in a
flask we had brought with us, but,
mule-like, for some time I declined on
the plea that I did not think it would
help me. However, towards night,
thinking I would have to take some-
thing or give up the ghost, I yielded
to his advice, and very soon began to
feel greatly relieved. I have since
learned that, by the Eskimos as well
as by whalers, polar bear's liver is
said to be poisonous.

After this great storm, which lasted
until the 4th of October, the whole
country was buried deeply in snow,
and every possibility of finding even
a little moss for fuel was excluded.
The sub-arctic winter, with all its
cruelty, had overtaken us. JIce was
forming rapidly along the shore of the
bay, and it was evideut that, withina
very few days, canoe travelling must
be at an end.

On the above date, though snow
was still falling, the wind had gone
down sufficiently to allow us to
launch ; but, because of a low tide
and the ice, it was not an easy matter
to get into the water. However, this
was in time accomplished, and, by the
greatest exertion during the day, we
managed to make a distance of ten
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miles through a dashing spray which
froze upon whatever it touched and
encased canoes and men in an armour
of ice. In getting to shore at night,
we experienced the same difficulties
as we had met with in the morning,
only they had slightly increased.

The following morning the water of
the bay was clear out of sight, and it
was not until about noon, when the
tide flowed in, that we could get into
the water. Then we were so obstruet-
ed by ice along the shore and a head
wind, that we were not able to make
more than a mile or two before we
were again forced to struggle to the
shore.

At this rate of travel we would be
a long time in reaching Churchill.
We had now been more than three
weeks on the coast, and were still at
least two hundred and fifty miles from
our haven. Some different mode of
travelling must be adopted or we could
never get in. The shore ice was
forming rapidly, and might now block
us at any time. We were again re-
duced to two or three rations, and the
game had all left the country.

What was to be done ? My broth-
er and I talked the atter over dur-
ing the night, and the plan which
first suggested itself was to abandon
everything but rifles and blankets, and
start down the shore on foot. But to
this plan there appeared many serious
objections. Our party, though much
weakened of late, was still, through
long practice, able to pull at the pad-
dles, but to undertake a long march,
we would have been in very poor con-
dition. Besides this, our footwear
was in a very bad state, and then
walking without snowshoes through
the soft deep snow would have been
very laborious, if not quite impossible.
Again, there would be several large
rivers to cross, and these would not
yet be frozen over; so that altogether
the idea of completing our_journey
on foot appeared impracticable.

A second plan was then proposed.
It was to abandon one canoe with all
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dunnage, instruments, rock collection,
Eskimo curiosities, etc.; ete., and re-
serving only our note books, photo-
graphs, plant collection, riftes, blank-
ets and tents, to start out with the
help of the additional man in each of
the remaining canoes, and pull for
our lives.

The adoption of this plan was de-
cided upon, and at day-break all
hands were set to work to “cache”
our stuff, excepting the articles above
mentioned. This task occupied the
whole morning, and to us it was a sad
and dreary one. Things were first
packed in tarpaulins and waterproof
bags, and then lashed in the canoe,
which was tinally turned upside down,
then covered by the “green” bear-
skin, and weighted with stones. Hav-
ing thus made the “cache” as secure
as we could, with heavy hearts we
turned our steps toward the shore.

Canoes were launched, and then
followed the extremely difficult and
dangerous work of forcing our way
through the broken but heavy shore
ice to the open water beyond. Hav-
ing succeeded in this, we made a good
run, and even at the risk of being
smashed upon some of the many rocks
or blocks of drifting ice, we paddled
on far into the night; but at a late
hour, being sheathed in ice from the
freezing spray, we gained the shore,
and without supper, lay down to sleep
upon the snow.

Eight more dreary days passed,six
of which were spent in battling with
the elements, and two in lying storm-
bound upon the shore. During this
interval our party suffered much from
cold and lack of food, and to make
matters worse dysentery attacked us.
The shore ice had been steadily form-
ing, rendering it more and more diffi-
cult to launch or get ashore. Our
frail crafts had been badly battered,
and several times broken through
by the ice, and the low character 'of
the coast had not improved. Still,
with hollow cheeks and enfeebled
strength, we struggled on, sometimes
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making fair progress and at others
very little, until on October the 14th
as we advanced we found the ice so
heavy, and extending so far out to sea,
that in order to clear it we could not
see the land.

Towards evening we began to look
about for some opportunity of getting
to shore, but nothing could be seen
but the sea and a vast field of ice,
with here and there some dark pro-
truding rocks. We pushed on, hoping
to find some bluf! point or channel of
water by which we might reach the
shore, but the conditions of our sur-
roundings did not change. We stood
up in our canoes and climbed upon
rocks, vainly hoping to at least get a
glimpse of the land, but it was so low,
and we were so far out, that it was
beyond our view.

Soon the shades of night begdn to
overshadow us; our canoes were leak-
ing badly, and the weather was bit-
terly cold. We tried our utmost to
reach the shore, but failed. It was
hoped that at the time of high tide,
about 10 p.m., we might do better,
but 10 o'clock came and still we were
in the same helpless condition, no more
able to penetrate the drifting ice and
gain the shore than before.

Indeed, long before this time, it had
become intensely dark, and we were
in great danger of being smashed by
ice or rocks. We were utterly power-
less, and could do nothing but sit in
our canoes, and go where the tide
chose to carry us, until the return of
daylight.

The hours of that night were the
longest that I have ever experienced,
and the odds seemed to be against us
surviving until morning. Our canoes
were leaking so badly that only con-
tinual baling kept us afloat. I sin-
cerely prayed that we might, in some
way, be delivered from our distressed
condition.

At length the day returned and
found us all alive, though my brother
was nearly dead from exposure and
sitting in the icy water; and poor lit-
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tle Michel had both of his feet frozen,
whilst his brother Louis was in a
very low condition from the effects of
dysentery.

Still we were in the same position
as we had been the night before. We
could not hold out very much Icnger ;
we must gain the shore or perish. At
the time of high tide, the ice being
somewhat loosened, our canoes were
thrust into the pack, and by the ex-
ercise of great care and almost super-
human effort, we succeeded, about one
o’clock, in reaching the solid shore
ice, upon which we were able to land,
and, for the last time, haul out our
noble little crafts.

We had been sitting in them just
thirty hours, battling with the ice, ex-
posed to a piercing wintry blast, with
clothing saturated and frozen,and our
bodies faint and numb with starva-
tion and cold. But, thank Heaven,
we were now within reach of the land,
and all who were able gladly scram-
bled out upon the ice to stretch their
cramped and stiffened limbs. My bro-
ther was not able to walk, but was in
a perishing condition from the ex-
posure of the night, and from sitting
in ice-cold water in the bottom of his
canoe, which had with difficulty been
kept from foundering. I wrapped
him up as warmly as I could in our
blankets, and administered half a bot-
tle of Jamaica ginger, the last of our
stock.

Those of us who were able then set
about hauling the canoes over the ice
to the shore, which was in time reach-
ed, and where we were delighted to
find a quantity of driftwood. With
some of this a fire was soon lighted,
and, camp being pitched, my brother
was removed to our tent, whilst the
weaker of the men sought shelter in
theirs.

The three half-breeds, Jim, John
and Francois, were still fairly strong,
but the remaining five of us were bad-
ly used up. We knew now, however,
that we could be no very great dis-
tance from Churchill, for we had
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again reached the wooded country.
Two or three miles back from the
shore could be seen dark clumps of
evergreens, and this aflforded great
consolation, for it meant for us shel-
ter and fire.

As to again launching our canoes,
that was entirely out of the question.
1f we should reach Churchill at all it
must now be by land, but as most of
us were unable to walk, the only
course open appeared to be to send on
some of the stronger men to, if pos-
sible, reach the Fort and bring back
a relief party. This plan was pro-
posed to the men, and each of the
three stronger ones volunteered their
services. Accordingly,on the follow-
ing morning, the 16th of October,
Jim and John were dispatched to the
Fort, whilst the remainder of our
party undertook to move camp back
to the woods, where we might make
ourselves more comfortable to await
the success or failure of our relief
party.

A well-sheltered spot was selected
in a thick grove of trees, and after
clearing away about two feet of snow
which covered the ground, tents were
pitched, then well “brushed” with
fir branches ; and before them a great
roaring camp-fire made, such as we had
not been permitted to enjoy for many
a day. Besides this, in the willows
through which we had passed on our
way from the shore, many ptarmi-
gan had been seen, and a number
of them shot. These, together with
the shelter and warmth, contribut-
ed greatly to our comfort and re-
lief. The reviving effect of food and
fire upon our numb and half-frozen
bodies was very marked. Francois,
who of our number was the best
able to walk, was kept out with the
gun, and found no difficulty in secur-
ing a good many birds. Unfortunate-
ly, though, our ammunition was now
reduced to a few charges, otherwise
we would have had no fears of living
there for some time.

With the one exception, we were all
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very weak, and much reduced from
long starvation. Our veteran, Pierre,
who had done such noble service with
his paddle, now staggered in his walk;
and as we were trudging up from the
shore, he fell, from sheer exhaustion,
and had difficulty in regaining his
feet. Now in camp, however, and
with the means of procuring food for
at least two or three days, we were in
a position to rest and gain strength,
though poor Michel suffered greatly
from his frozen feet, as did also his
brother Louis from our common ma-
lady.

About one o'clock on the afternoon
of our third day at this camp, as we
were all seated within our tents en-
joying our dinner of boiled ptarmi-
gans, my brother and 1 were startled
by hearing some one exclaim “ Halloo
Jim " The eagerness with which we
scrambled over dinner and dishes to
our tent door can better be imagined
than described, and upon looking out,
sure enough, there was Jim returning.

Washealone? No, thank Heaven!
Behind him a moment later emerged
from the woods other strange men,
followed by teams of dogs and sleds.
One after the other there came scamp-
ering along no less than four teams,
hauling long empty sleds capable of
furnishing accommodation for our
whole outfit. As they drew up at
our camp, Jim advanced and handed
us letters from the trader and Mr. and
Mrs. Lofthouse—the missionary and
his wife—whose acquaintance I had
the pleasure of making on two former
visits to Churchill. The letters were
not mere expressions of sympathy,
but were accompanied by such pro-
visions as we might require until we
should all reach the Fort. It would
be difficult to describe our feelings
upon this occasion—the termination
of our many hardships. ,

After a hard two-days tramhp
through the deep snow, Jim and John
had reached Fort Churchill, where
they had found kind friends nreavdyh tg
send us assistance. Dog teams na
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been placed’at their disposal, provis-
ions supplied, and carly on the morn-
ing of the same day on which they
had found us, the train had set out
forour relief.

With light sleds they had travelled
at a rapid pace over the thirty miles
of snowy plains which were found to
still separate us from our haven. An-
other day of good travel in our canoes
would have taken us in, but this was
not afforded us.

With as little delay as possible pre-
parations were begun for our sled
Journey to the Fort on the following
day. Canoes were hauled up from
the shore, where we had been obliged
to leave them, and loaded upon two
of the sleds. Camp outfit and pro-
visions were loaded upon the others,
and as far as possible everything was
made ready for an early start in the
morning.

Long before daylight camp was
astir, breakfast was partaken of by
the light of the camp-tire, and at the
first streaks of dawn, our crippled
party, loaded upon the dog-sleighs,
was wending its way to Churchill.
The snow being very soft at this
early season, the travelling was heavy
and comparatively slow, but being
anxious to make the Fort in the one
day, the teams were urged on. Ata
sheltered spot, rather more than half-
way to Churchill, a brief halt was
made for dinner and to rest the dogs,
but without allowing the usual time
for a smoke, we again pushed on.

THE
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At three o'clock in the afternoon
we reached the bottom of Button’s
Bay, and thence shaping our course
north-easterly, we arrived, about two
hours later, at the base of a long
range of rocky hills. For some time
we skirted the foot of these until,
reaching a low place in the ridge, we
turned up the steep pass, and after a
short climb to the crest we found
ourselves within full view of Fort
Churchill. Though consisting of only
four or tive old frame buildings, the
sight to us was one of profound satis-
faction, and for 4 moment we paused
on the summit of the ridge to take in
the realities of the situation.

Little time, however, was afforded
for reflection, for at the crack of the
driver’s whip the teams bounded for-
ward, galloped down the steep slope,
and, without slackening their pace,
sped across the plains below, until
they came to a halt in front of the
house of the Hudson Bay Company’s
trader.

Presently a tall young Scotchman
came out to receive us, introducing
himself as Mr. Matheson, the Master
of the Fort. We felt a little taken
aback upon at once being asked how
long we expected to remain; however,
we arranged with him for quarters
and rations for our men, and board
for ourselves, until such time as we
might be able to continue our jour-
ney on snowshoes.

J. W. Tyrrell.

END.




JOHN RUSKIN A8 A POLITIGAL EGONOMIST.

w.

N his preface to “ Munera Pulveris”
Mr. Ruskin tells us quite frankly
his experience in getting before the
English public as a political economist.
He began a series of papers in the
Cornhill Magazine, the editor being
his friend. The outery against them
became such that upon the appearance
of the third number the editor wrote
him in great distress and with many
apologies that he could admit but one
more political economy essay. He
took the liberty of making this longer
than the rest, giving to it “ such blunt
conclusion as he could,” and, using
his own words, “the Cornhill public
was protected for that time against
further disturbance on his part.”

These four essays now stand in his
published works under the general
caption, “ Unto This Last,” suggested
evidently by Christ’s paratle in which
he represents the householder as pay-
ing the same wages to each of the late
and early workers in his vineyard,
and justifying himself by saying, “ 1
will give unto this last even as unto
thee. It is lawful for me to do what
I will with mine own.”

The respective titles of these de-
lightfully disquieting essays are,* The
Roots of Honor,” “The Veins of
Wealth,” “ Qui Judicatis Terram,” and
“Ad Valorem.” On reading them
from the standpoint of applied Chris-
tianity, or the Biblical notion of man’s
rightful bearing toward man, and re-
membering that the English people
are supposed to have been schooled
from the time of St. Augustine and
his monks in such notions, one won-
ders why they should have so dis-
turbed “the Cornhill public” This
happened in 1860. Mr. Ruskin did
not cease to write because certain
people made up their minds to dislike
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him. No true prophet ever did. In
1863, he published “ Munera Pulveris,”
and unless his critics had changed
their opinions meanwhile materially,
he must have enjoyed their dislike 1n
a manifold degree.

But the times change, whether
great men’s critics do or not. Here is
the deliberately expressed opinion of
Mr. Alfred Ewen Fletcher, editor of
the London Daily Chronicle, as to
Ruskin’s place in the world of political
economy. The extract is from a
speech delivered before the Grinde-
wald Conference in 1894 :

“You ask me to define a living wage, 1
frankly tell you I cannot.  The living wage to
me is a living principle, which is—that wages
shall govern contracts, and not contracts wages,
and that the capitalists shall not be allowed to
enter into cut-throat competition with the as-
sumption that they shall recoup themselves
from loss by taking it out of wages. We are
told that the principle is contrary to political
cconomy. Itis not contrary to the political
economy of the New Testament, which is quite
good enough for me, and 1 am prepared to say
quite good enough for the greatest and most
scientific of political economists, John Ruskin.
Ruskin thirty years ago published his great
work, ¢ Unto This Last,” and the peop}(f said,
Mr. Ruskin may be a very great art critic but
he should not write about what he does not un-
derstand.  Now they say, after thirty years
experience of this political economy according
to the Gospel, Mr. Ruskin is not an art critic,
but a great economist,”

Still further, in the preface to
“ Munera Pulveris,” Mr. Ruskin gives
us a confession, in substance without
reserve, and in forin completely beau-
tiful, of his indebtedness to Carlyle.
He inscribes the work to him, ca]ls
him his “friend and guide in all chief
labor,” and says, “ 1 would that some
better means were in my power of
showing reverence to the man who
alone, of all our masters of literature,
has written, without thought of him-
self, what he knew it to be needful
for the people of his time to hear, if

(45}
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the will to hear were in them ; whom,
therefore, as the time draws near
when his task must be ended, Repub-
lican and free-thoughted England as-
saults with impatient reproach; and
out of the abyss of her cowardice in
policy and dishonor in trade, sets the
hacks of her literature to speak evil,
grateful to her ears, of the Solitary
Teacher who has asked her to be brave
for the help of man, and just for the
love of God.”

So Ruskin sends us to Carlyle for
political economy, and if any of us
had not thought of going there be-
fore we had better immediately upon
his advice make a pilgrimage thither.
“Sartor Resartus” may be read, lut
“Past and Present” must be if we
would reach the fundamentals of the
science as Ruskin esteems them.
There are a certain half dozen of Car-
lyle’s short chapters, which, if they
were digested and assimilated by our
pulpits and parliaments, and above all
by our “Mill-owning Aristocracy,”
would revolutionize a good deal of
our misdirected social thinking and
practice. Let us say, “ The Gospel of
Mammonism,” “ The Gospel of Dilet-
tantisin,” “ The English,” “ Un-work-
ing Aristocracy,” *“ Working Aristoc-
racy,” “ Democracy,” “ The Captains
of Industry,” and “Permanence,’—
these chapters, and a few others for
which the digestion of these will bring
on the appetite, would be an excellent
diet for both Canada and the United
States with their drunken, mammon-
istic “Sir Jabesh Windbags,” now and
again uppermost in parliament. Un-
fortunately the hell that Carlyle dis-
covered, what he calls the “ Hell of the
English,” the *hell of not making
money,” has been too generally ex-
tended since his time, and the Ameri-
cans as well as the English have their
“ cash payment the sole nexus,” and
their “supply and demand the sole law
of nature,” and their “ paroxysms of
prosperity on the old methods of com-
petition and devil take the hindmost,”
paroxysms to be followed inevitably by
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paroxysms of adversity, when the devil
does take the hindmost, and the fore-
most too, of our once happily employed
working men, and sends them to gut-
ters and back alleys to pick rags, or
puts them to sleep, after thin soup,
among the vermin in an eight-cent
lodging house, or boards them in
prisons for specitied times, thereafter
turning them out penniless to beg or
steal or starve.

Somebody has felicitously called
Carlyle a good Old Testament Chris-
tian. The phrase is a contradiction
in terms; but perhaps for that reason
all the more pertinent. If there could
be such a nondescript asan Old Testa-
ment Christian, Carlyle was that. He
echoes the thunders of Sinai, but he
does not repeat the prayers of Gol-
gotha. Here is his merit, and his de-
merit. Since the former is so great,
let us in charity not emphasize the
latter.

But Ruskin, when he tells us the
whole truth about himself, had other
masters than Carlyle, one of them
greater than any man. In “Fors
Clavigera,” Letter X., he makes a
clean breast of himself, pretty much
as follows, quoting and paraphrasing:

““You have perhaps heen provoked, in the
course of these letters, by not heing able to
make out what I was. It is time you should
know, and I will tell you plainly. I am, and
my father was before me, a violent Tory of the
old school (Walter Scott’s school, that is to say,
and Homer’s). I name these two of numberless
great Tory writers, hecause they were my own
two masters. I had Walter Scott’s novels and
the Illiad (Pope’s translation) for my only read-
ing, when I was a child, on week days; on
Sundays their effect was tempered by Robinson
Crusoe and Pilgrim’s Progress, my mother hav-
ing it deeply in her heart to make an evangeli-
cal clergyman of me. Fortunately, I had an
aunt more evangelical than my mother, and my
aunt gave me cold mutton for my Sunday din-
ners, which, as I much preferred it hot, greatly
diminished the influence of Pilgrim’s Progress,
and the end of the matter was that I got all the
noble imaginative teaching of Pope and Defoe,
and yet I am not an evangelical clergyman.

¢TI had, however, still better teaching than
theirs, and that compulsorily, and every day in
the week. My mother forced me by steady,
daily toil, to learn long chapters of the Bible by
heart, as well as to read it every syllable
through aloud, hard names and all, from Gene-
sis to the Apocalypse, about once a year. To
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that discipline I owe my power of taking pains,
and the best part of my taste in literature, and
might have been led from Walter Scott and
Homer to Johnston’s Fnglish, or Gibson’s, but
once having known the 32nd of Deuteronomy,
the 119th Psalm, the 15th of First Corinthians,
the Sermon on the Mount, and the most of the
Apocalypse, every syllable by heart, and having
always a way of thinking with myself what
words meaut, it was not possible for me, even
in the foolishest times of youth, to write entire-
ly superficial or formal English.”

In any adequate statement, there-
fore, of the factors that go to make a
Ruskin, the ehildhood memorising of
the Sermon on the Mount and the
15th chapter of First Corinthians
must not be left out. Walter Scott
and Defoe, and Bunyan and Carlyle
may be there, but Christ and the
resurrection of Christ are also there.
But what have Christ and the resur-
rection of Christ to do with political
economy ! Much every way. Who-
ever does not believe 1t let him read
Ruskin till he does.

It is all but impossible to make a
complete classification of Ruskin’s
writings on political economy. - The
chiefest are, “ Unto this Last,” *“Mu-
nera Pulveris,” and “ Fors Clavigera.”
The latter consists of numerous letters
to working men, covering a period of
ten years, from 1871 to 1881. But you
will find political economy like the
grains of gold in its native quartz al-
most anywhere in his writings. In his
« Arrows of the Chase,” in “A Joy For-
ever,” in “ Lectures on Art” in “The
Two Paths,” even in “The Stones of
Venice” and quite frequently in his
miscellaneous writings are to be found
iteration and reiteration of the author’s
political economy convictions.

It classification is difticult, charac-
terization is more so. None but a
master artist in the use of words, and
a genius as original, as sparkling and
as daring as his own could spcqeed in
an attempted faithful description of
his ways of coming at the matter.
The very titles of his most distinctive
chapters are conundrums. You must
figure them out, sometimes at a ood
deal of pains. For “Munera ul-
veris ” you must go to the 28th Ode
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of Horace, and then very likely polish
up your Latin for a week before you
get his meaning. “Fors Clavigera”
he explains at length himself, or you
might never guess what he means by
it.  But think of his writing letters
to working men for years under this
caption, and pouncing at them, or
more especially one may guess, at some
other bodies through them, from every
imaginable standpoint of history, art,
classical literature, mythology, science,
philosophy, the daily papers, the
Christian religion, the follies of roy-
alty, and the sufferings of povertsr!
One is liable to meet anybody in these
letters, fromn Zoroaster and the Eastern
Magi to Weng Chin, the latest China-
man me:chant up to date hanged by
a Los Angeles mob; and from *the
fine ladies in the Queen’s concert, sit-
ting so trimly, and looking so sweet,
and doing the whole duty of woman—
wearing their fine clothes gracefully;
and the pretty singer, white throated,
warbling < Home, sweet Home’ to
them, morally and melodiously,” to
the wanderers of the street, the
“canaille,” going their way to their
poor home—" bitter sweet ”; « Cuvrier
and petrouleuse—prisoners at last—
glaring wild, on their way to die.”
These are wonderful letters. They
are the store-house of a magician ; but
they are the sermons also of a seer,
the warnings of a prophet, and the
pathetic pleadings of a father.

And all the while there is the charm
of his wonderful English. Johun Rus-
kin’s mother tongue is the toy of his
playful moods, the lightning and the
thunder of his prophetic moods, the
arsenal inexhaustible of his soldierly
moods, the ring and robe of his father-
ly moods, and always the perfect
transparency of his thought. Pro-
fessor Frederic Harrison, writing in
the Nineteenth Century of last year,
speaks of Ruskin's prose after this
style: “Milton began, and once or
twice completed, such a resounding
voluntary on his glorious organ. But
neither Milton, nor Brown, nor Jeremy
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Taylor, was yet quite master of the
noble instrument. Ruskin, who comes
after two centuries further of continu-
ous progress in their art, is the master
of the sublime instrument of prose.
And though it be true that too often,
in wanton defiance of calm judgment,
he flings to the winds his self-control,
he has achieved in this rare and peril-
ous art some amazing triumphs over
language, such as the whole history of
our literature cannot mateh.”

Ruskin is essentially a poet, only he
has not taken the trouble to make his
thoughts jingle. Thisis why so many
prosy people were taken by surprise
when Mr. Gladstone appointed him
poet laureate three years ago. But
the really funny thing escaped the
crities. That John Ruskin should be
appointed at a fixed yearly stipend to
sing a sonnet or write an ode every
time a sprig of royalty died or was
born—this was the thing to be stared
at and smiled at. However, such
prose can come only fromn the soul of
a poet. The insight, the music, the
passion, the command of materials,
the creative genius are all there; but,
impatient of metre and rhyme, this
essential poet flings his work broad-
cast in the form ot rieh and resistless
prose, and lo! we in our stupidity sit
waiting for a Gladstone to tell us that
our hero is really a poct.

But if Ruskin is a poet, why should
he meddle with a matter so prosy and
supposedly scientific as political econ-
omy ? That, now, is the question first
uppermost in the mind of every pure-
ly materialistie, or legalistic, or mam-
monistic, or mechanical patent-right
adjuster of the affuirs of men with
men. And the answer, bluntly, is sim-
ply this: Nobody but the essential
poets, including the actual ones,
should meddle with such matters on
any great scale. They alone must be
the masters, the fountain head, the
light of the world, and the bread of
life on such matters. Ten chances to
one the economist who has neither in-
sight nor sentiment will propose to
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right up the wrongs among men in
some purely mechanical or legalistic
way, seriously advocating as his pan-
acea government levers, and bands, and
pulleys, and cog-wheels; government
factories and store-houses; and rail-
roads, and pneumatic tubes, and tele-
phones, and trundle-beds. He would
sing you to sleep with a government
fiddle and rouse you to work with a
government whistle, and expect you
to be supremely happy. Mrs. Brown-
ing should be high authority with us
here:
¢ A starved man exceeds a fat beast :

We'll not bharter, sir,
The beautiful for barley. And even so
1 hold you will not compass your poor ends of
Of barley feeding and material ease
Without the poet’s individualism to move
Your universal.

It takes a soul to move a body ;
It takes a high-souled man
To move the masses even to a cleaner sty ;
It takes the ideal to blow a hair's breadth oft
The dust of the actual.

failed

Because not poets enough to understand
That life develops from within.”

Ah, your Fouriers

Before attempting a statement of
Ruskin’s value as a political economist
it is needful to note that he had some
eccentricities. He quarrelled needless-
ly with steam power and its smoke-
stacks, with railroads and the general
multiplication of machinery. He
could have no patience with the itch
for rushing off somewhere at the rate
of a mile a minute if you had noth-
ing to do when you got there. He
complains that they have turned every
river in England into a common sew-
er, “so that you cannot so much as
baptize an English baby but with
filth, unless you hold its face out in
the rain; and even that,” he says,
hitting at the coal smoke from boiler
furnaces,—-*“even that fallsdirty.” In
his fifth “Fors” he declares that no
machines will increase the possibil-
ities of life, but that they do increase
the possibilities of idleness. Some-
times of late one is tempted to believe
him in that. In thissame “Fors” he
proposes to give a tenth of his prop-
erty, asking any others who will to.
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Join him, for the purchase of Eng-
lish lands to be made over in perpet-
uity to English people, who would
take them and live on them and till
them with their own hands, “ and such
help of force as could be found in
wind and wave” *We will have no
Steam-engines onit,” he declares, “ and
no railroads, We will have no un-
tended and unthought-of creatures on
1t; none wretched but the sick ; none
idle but the dead. We will have no
liberty upon it, but instant obedience
to known law and appointed persons;
no equality upon it, but instant re-
cognition of every betterness that we
can find and reprobation of every
Wworseness.” Such a strange com-
mingling of generous, old-fashioned
Hebrew  tithing, and heroic, John
Bull conservativeness it would be
hard to find in any smaller man
than John Ruskin, and a greater
than he would probably have foreseen
the futility, if not the folly, of a
struggle against machinery. He has
a mighty soul of love for the people,
and he mourns with a father’s tears
for them in their oppression, their
hunger, their rags, their sins, and their
enforced idleness. He pleads for their
homes, their lands, their schools and
their churches with eloquence and
pathos, and a power of rebuke all but
inspired. He demands of the people
that they obey their appointed leaders,
but he does not say from whom the
appointed shall leaders receive their
appointment. He is no democrat. He
would not trust the people in order
that he might rule them, but he would
rather rule them in order that he
might trust them. He does not like
American institutions. His Tory blood
is too thick for that. In this respect
he falls below the great leaders of
democracy, and far below the great-
est of his acknowledged great mas-
ters, for of all the teachers in this
world the very greatest was the first
great Democrat. Contrast John Rus-
kin for a moment with Wendell
Phillips. The latter is easily one of
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the greatest of American reformers.
He held with John Bright, “ that the
first five hundred men who pass in the
Strand would make as good a parlia-
ment as that which sits at St. Steph-
ens.” He believed in the people, and
when they mobbed him he went on
appealing to them, expecting that
their to-morrow would rectify their
to-day. The lack of this trust is
Ruskin’s deficiency, and in respect to
it, and perhaps in this respect alone,
he is to be followed more cautiously
than Benjamin Kidd, and such leaders
as see clearly that there can be no
permanent industrial brotherhood ex-
cept as it is based upon a permanent
brotherhood of the ballot box. We
may well believe Henry George when
he says that, “between democratic
ideas and the aristrocratic adjust-
ments of society there is an irrecon-
cilable conflict.”

The value of Ruskin's economical
teachings is precisely the value of his
art teachings. He is wholly, and
emphatically, and uncompromisingly
ethical and spiritual everywhere and
always. Mere formal art, or “art
for art’s sake ” as the materialists and
sensualists will have it, is his abomina-
tion unutterable, even spite of his
powers of utterance. But art for the
ideal, for faith and hope and love, for
the human hand and head and heart
that are back of it, and for the one
God who is good and eternal back of
these—real art, that is, was adopted
by him, and inculcated, and defended,
and by every possibility of his life ad-
vanced. He believes in souls as well
as bodies, in the immortals quite as
much as in mortals, in the actually
eternal side by side with the actually
temporal, and in such a God as is both
Father and Judge, and who demands
of his children that they be both
brothers and guardians one of another.
Economically speaking, it is the mis-
sion of Ruskin to “ put a soul beneath
the ribs of death.” . .

The first pages of “ Unto this Lasp,
are an index to all that he has writ-
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ten. He calls the science of political
economy, “soi-disant,” based as he
says it 1s, “on the idea that an advan-
tageous code of social action may be
determined irrespectively of the in-
fluence of social affection.” On this
he observes, “1 neither impugn nor
doubt the conclusions of the science,
if its terms are accepted. I am sim-
ply uninterested in them, as I should
be in those of a science of gymnastics
which assumed that men had no skel-
etons. It might be shown on that
supposition, that it would be advanta-
geous to roll the students up into pel-
lets, flatten them into cakes, or stretch
them into cables; and that when these
results were effected the re-insertion
of the skeleton would be attended
with various inconveniences to their
constitution. The reasonings might be
admirable, and the conclusions true,
and the science deficient only in ap-
plicability. Modern political economy
stands on a precisely similiar basis.
Assuming, not that the human being
has no skeleton, but that it is all
skeleton, it founds an ossifiant theory
of progress on this negation of a soul.
And having shown the utmost that
may be made of bones, and eonstructed
a number of interesting geometrical
figures with death’s heads and humeri,
successfully proves the inconvenience
of the reappearance of a soul among
these corpuscular structures. I do
not deny the truth of this theory; I
simply deny its applicability to the
present phase of the world” He
claims that this “ soi-disant science”
of political economy treats the work-
ing man or the servant as though he
were a machine whose motive power
might be “steam, gravitation, magne-
tism, or any other agent of calculable
force.” “But,” he says, “ he being on
the contrary an engine whose motive
power is a soul, the force of this very
peculiar agent us an unknown quan-
tity, enters into all the political econ-
omist’s equations, without his know-
ledge, and falsifies every one of his
results. The largest quantity of work
will not be done by this curious en-
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gine for pay, or under pressure, or by
the help of any kind of fuel which
may be applied by the chaldron. It
will be done only when the motive,
that is to say, the will, or spirit of the
creature, is brought to its greatest
strength by its own proper fuel;
nawmely, by the affections.”

This position is cardinal with him.
But he does not claim originality for it.
He claims rather a noble and ancient
advocacy of it, that of Plato, and Aris-
totle,and Cicero,and Horace,and Moses,
and Christ. “The Roots of Honor”
strikethemselves intothis soil,and they
do not draw their substance, therefore,
from seltishness, but from self-sacrifice,
so that the merchant can never be
honored as the soldier is, or the physi-
cian, till he holds his life and his for-
tune, upon due occasion, in jeopardy
for his community and his country. If
in cage of national peril men are will-
ing to put their bodies in the front
rank of battle for the love of their
country, men should also be willing to
put their fortunes at the disposal of
the national treasury, refusing in-
terest.

In this connection still you must be
asked to hear his conclusion to the
chapter entitled “The Veinsof Wealth.”
It is a marvellously beautiful bit of
English, and its teachings should not
be unpalatable.

“In fact it may be discovered that the true
veins of wealth are purple —and not in the Rock,
but in the Flesh—perhaps even that the final
outcome and consummation of all wealth is in
the producing of as many as possible full-
breathed, bright-eyed, and happy hearted hu-
man creatures. (ur modern wealth, I think,
has rather a tendency tbe other way ;—most
political economists appearing to consider mul-
titudes of human creatures not conducive to
wealth, or at least conducive te it only by re-
maining in a dim-eyed and narrow-chested state
of being. Nevertheless, it is open, I repeat, to
serious (juestion, which I leave to the reader’s
pondering, whether, among national manufac-
tures, that of souls of a good quality may not
turn out a guite leadingly lucrative one ? Nay,
in some far-away and yet undreamt-of hour, 1
can even imagine that England may cast all
thoughts of possessive wealth back to the bar-
baric nations among whom they first arose ; and
that while the sands of Indus, and adamant of
Golconda may yet stiffen the housings of the
charger and flash from the turban of the slave,
she, as a Christain mother, may at leass attaim
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Lo the virtues and the treasures of a heathen

one, and be able to lead forth her sons, saying,
~These are my Jewels, ™

In “Munera Palveris” there is given
his definitions of wealth, money, and
riches. In the preface to this book he
says with a sort of reckless candor as
regards his own estimate of his own
work, “The following pages contain,
[ believe, the first accurate analysis of
the laws of political economy which
}lil\"e been published in England.” He
claims that the “ Fine Arts” are pro-
ducts of the highest industry, and that
No one unaequainted with them could
Inake an exhaustive cxamination of
the subject. More than ouce he makes
rare sport of John Stuart Mill, flatly
contradicting him, or reducing him to
an interrogation point, or still worse
to an absurdity, according as his mood
and the oceasion may direct. But
Mill is only one of many for whose
great names Mr. Ruskin hasno rever-
ence.  He bunches the whole sehiool of
modern political economists together
under the charge that they are, “with-
out exception, incapable of apprehend-
mg the nature of intrinsie value at
all.”

 Emnphasis is laid upon these defini-
tions of wealth, money, and riches.
“ Wealth consists of things in them-
selves valuable ; money, of document-
ary claims to the possession of such
things; and riches is a relative term,
expressing the magnitude of the pos-
sessions of one person or society as
compared with those of other persons
or societies.” It follows that “the
study of wealth belongs to natural
science ; of money, to commercial
science; and of riches, to moral science.”
It is infinitely and diabolically stupid
in the Chancellor of the Exchequer,
and Goldwin Smith, and John Stuart
Mill, and the press writers generally
to imagine that the increase of money
is the increase of wealth, or of pros-
perity. “1f all the money in the world,”
he says, “notes and gold, were des-
troyed in an instant, it would leave
the world neither richer nor poorer

D
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than it was. But it would leave the
individual inhabitants of it in different
relations.”

Riches being relative, the correla-
tive is poverty. The question of get-
ting rich is simply that of creating an
inequality in one’s own favor. The
ways of doing this involve highly
moral questions. In the case of the
multi-millionaire, for instance, you
have to ascertain not only how he
came to be such, but how the correla-
tive paupers, or pinched day-laborers
all around him came to be such.

In the chapter on “ Store Keeping ”
we are taught with much persuasion,
and a good deal of reason, that the
store-keeper has no right to speculate ;
but that he has a right to be paid for
his trouble in transferring articles of
value from the man who does not
want them to the one who does.

In the chapter on “ Commerce,” his
radical free trade principles get them-
selves well hinted at. Here character-
istic quotations are due to the reader.

It will be discovered in due course of time
and tide that international value is regulated
just ax inter-provincialor inter-parishional value
i1s.  Coals and hops are exchanged between
Northumberland and Kent on absolutely the
same principles as iron and wine between lLan-
cashire and Spain.  The greater bhreadth of an
of the sea increases the cost, but does not modify
the principle of exchange ; and a bargain writ-
ten in two languages will have no other econo-
mical results than a bargain written in one.
The distances of nations are measured not by
seas but by ignorance ; and their divisions de-
termined not by dialects but by enmities. . . .
One law of international value is maintainable
in any form: namely, that the farther your
neighbor lives from you, the more you are
hound to be true in yvour dealing with him ;
because your power over him is greater in pro-
portion to his ignorance, and his remedy more
ditticult in proportion to his distance ”

Now we may call that with equal
propriety international economy, or
free-trade, or a Ruskinian rendering
of the Golden Rule.

Here is an exceedingly choice bit of
satire on the subject of debt and war.
Professor Faucett, it seems, had been
teaching English capitalists that the
nationalindebtednessincurred by wars,
and the consequent necessity of bor-
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rowing laid upon the nation, was the
proper and wholesome solution of the
question of the investment of their
capital. Led by this teaching, the capi-
talists, so Ruskin moralizes, “ when
they do not know what to do with
their money, persuade the peasants
in various countries, that the said pea-
sants want guns to shoot each other
with. The peasants accordingly bor-
row guns, out of the manufacture of
which the capitalists get a percentage,
and the men of science much amuse-
ment and credit. Then the peasants
shoot a certain number of each other
till they get tired; and burn each
other’s homes down in various places.
Then they put the guns back in arse-
nals, towers, ete, in ornamental pat-
terns ; (and the victorious party puts
also some ragged flags in the churches.)
And then the capitalists tax both par-
ties annually ever afterward to pay
interest on the loan of the guns and
gunpowder. And that is what capi-
talists call ‘knowing what to do with
their money;’ and what commer-
cial men generally call ‘practical’
as opposed to ‘sentimental’ political
economy.”

One other point of great momcnt
must be named. Ruskin reinforces
the Mosaic law against interest, or the
Increasing of capital by lending it.
interest is usury, and usury is theft.
For a long time, he says, this prob-
lem of interest bafled him, but he
wrought it out at last to his satisfac-
tion with the help of a Mr. W. C.
Sillar, though he greatly regrets the
iinpatience that causes Mr. Sillar to
regard usury as the capital crime in
political economy. He thinks there
are others worse that act with it. His
definition of interest, apart from com-
pensation for risk, is this: “The ex-
ponent of the comfort of accomplished
labor, separated from its power, the
power being what is lent.” That is,
the lender gets the comfort due to
work without doing the work; he
gets something for nothing. But
there is an objection ; without inter-
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est men would not save, and capi-
tal would not accumulate. Have men,
then, not even the prudence of mice,
“to hoard for use and not for usury,
and lay by something for winter
nights, in expectation rather of shar-
ing than of lending the scrapings?
My Savoyard squirrels would pass a
pleasant time of it under the snow-
laden pine branches if they always
declined to economise because no one
would pay them interest on nuts.”
For further materialupon thisquestion
reference must be made especially to
the 68th “Fors.” A half dozen lines
from it must sutlice as giving his own
summary of the matter. “In all pos-
sible or conceivable cases, the moment
our capital is increased by having lent
it, be it but in the estimation of a hair,
that hair’s breadth of increase is
usury, just as much as stealing a far-
thing is theft, no less than stealing
a million.”

Since rent is but a form of interest,
the tenant should own the house when
by his monthly payments of rent he
has returned to the capitalist his prin-
cipal with compensation for trouble
and risk ; but no increase of the capi-
tal itself, for that is usury.

What appalling, and possibly bene-
ficient, revolutions such economy
would work among our big million-
aires and our small shop-keepers and
farmers must be left for the most part
to the Imaginations of such as are
capable of dreaming on such subjects.
But before leaving the question, here
is an application of the multiplication
table to help the dreams.  One mnillion
dollars at compound interest, at six per
cent., Joubles in less than twelve years.
In less than twenty-four years it is
four millions; in less than thirty- six,
eight ; in less than forty-eight, sixteen;
in less than sixty, thirty-two; in less
than seventy-two, sixty-four; in less
than eighty-four, one hundred and
twenty-eight ; in less than ninety-six,
two hundred and fifty-six millions!
Now while this million is becoming
two hundred and fifty-six millions,
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what are the father and son and grand-
son doing ? Either scraping along on
the interest of some other hoarded
million or more, or else living as misers
and compounding it likewise. Be sure
they are not earning a cent, or adding
a nickel to the national wealth. Such
mathematics has the effect at the very
least of turning one back for a second
reading of the 68th *“Fors,” and also
of the 25th chapter of Leviticus, verses
25 to 38. At any rate our political
economy seems to be running about
as follows: monopoly, speculation, in-
terest, multi-millionaires, multi-mil-
lions of the poor and of paupers, and
of people that are pinched.

As to Ruskin’s influence. He 1s
considered an enigma by some: a
charlatan by some: an “irresponsible
joker” by some; and a prophet, all
but inspired, by increasing numbers.
His father was a wine merchant, and
was horrified at his son’s political
heresies.  Carlyle was delighted when
Ruskin raised his voice, for hitherto
he had felt himself alone in the wil-
derness, like a veritable John the Bap-
tist, crying aloud and sparing not:
now he had found more than an echo.
The estimate of the editor of The Lon-
don Daily Chionicle has already been
quoted at length to the effect that
Ruskin is the greatest and most scien-
titic of political economists. We are
told that the sale of his books is in-
creasing year by year. In many
places there are Ruskin clubs, and one
is reported, the members of which rise
at seven o'clock in the morning to read
his works. A writer in the National
Review, for February, ‘93, says that
the old political economy stands not
where it did, and that Ruskin and
Carlyle have been dissolvent forces.
Most of the practical things for which
Ruskin pleaded while others hooted,
such as government training-schools
for youth, government work-shops for
the unemployed, compulsory labor for
the idle, and government provision for
the old and destitute, have either been
incorporated, in one way or another,
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into the social workings of England,
(so Mr. E. T. Cook says in the article
referred to,) or have passed from the
region of “Ruskinian sentiment” to
that of parliamentary debate. The
state is beginning to look to her “sol-
diers of the plowshare ” as well as to
her “ soldiers of the sword.” The
agitation for a living wage has its in-
ception in Ruskin’s teachings, and not
a little of the land question agitation
also may be traced to him, for he says
the land should belong to him who
can and will use it. “ Property to
whom proper.”

In 1885, Tennyson, Browning, Lo-
well, Holmes, Bishops Lightfoot and
Westeott, many University Professors,
and the Head Masters of many schools
united in the presentation of a com-
plimentary address to Ruskin. The
following paragraph conveys their es-
timate of him:

“Those of us who have made special
study of economic and social subjects
desire to convey to you our deep sense
of the value of your work in these
subjects, pre-eminently in its enforce-
ment of the doetrines : (1). That politi-
cal economy can furnish sound laws
to national life and work only when it
respects the dignity and moral worth
of man. (2). That the wide use of
wealth in developing a complete hu-
man life is of incomparably greater
moment, both to men and nations,
than its production or accumulation,
and can alone give these any vital
significance. (3). That honourable per-
formance of duty is more truly just
than rigid enforcement of right, and
that not in competition but in helpful-
ness, not in self assertion, but in rever-
ence, is to be found the power of
life.”

With the assurance of such names
the writer of this little paper promises
“ veins of wealth,” not of money sure-
ly, nor of riches in the vulgar sense,
to such as will go down into the Rus-
kin mine, and dig there. Our conclu-
sion shall be our great man’s own
conclusion of “ Unto this Last:”
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“ And if, on due and honest thought
over these things,it seemsthat the kind
of existence towhich men are nowsum-
moned by every plea of pity and claim
of right, may, for some time at least,
not be a luxurious one:.—consider
whether, even supposing it guiltless,
luxury would be desired by any of us,
if we saw clearly at our sides the
suffering that accompanies it in the
world. Luxury is indeed possible in
the future—innocent and exquisite:
luxury for all by the help of all. But
luxury at present can only be enjoyed
by the ignorant. The cruellest man
living could not sit at his feast unless
he sat blindfold. Raise the veil bodi-

THE
Up on the hills they dwell—
The Weirds, aerial.

In their wigwams there

They fashion out of air
Dreams for the folk who dwell
All winter in the dell.

They sit against the sun,
And make them, one by one.

There on the mountain top
Where all the planets drop,

And all the stars that fly,

Serape ‘twixt them and the sky.
The fashion fantasies

As playful as the breeze,

That come to us in dreams—
Jell-toned, like mountain streams.
Visions of Lorelie

They weave, and waft to e ;
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ly: face the light; and it yet the
light of the eye can only be through
tears, and the light of the body
through sackeloth, go thou forth
weeping, bearing precious seed, until
the time come, and the kingdom,
when Christ’s gift of bread and be-
quest of peace shall he UNTO THIS
LAST even as unto thee; and when,
for earth’s severed multitudes of the
wicked and the weary, there shall be
holier reconciliation than that of the
narrow home and calm economy,
where the wicked cease—not from
trouble, but from troubling—and the
weary are at rest.”
W. J. Lhamon.

WEIRDS.

Dream-faces, bending low,
With brows and chins of snow,

And eyes that burn sea-green,
And lips with Jove between.

They lean against the moon
And chant a lifeless tune,

And make us dreams that start
The numbness at the heart ;

We strangle, in our flight
From weir-wolves of the night.

Mixed cups for us who dwell,
All winter in the dell,

Under the Weirds, and Stars,
&R And Fashioners of Wars.

Tueoporr RoBERTS,




KATE GARNEGIE.*

BY IAN MACLAREN, AUTHOR OF ‘‘ BESIDE

THE BONNIE BRIER BUSH” AND “IN THE

DAYS OF AULD LANG SYNE.”

CHAPTER XIX.
THE FEAR OF GOD.

T was the way of the Free Kirk that
the assisting minister at the Sac-
rament should sit behind the Com-
munion Table during the sermon, and
the congregation, without giving the
faintest sien of observation, could es-
timate its effect on his face. When
Doctor Dowbigein composed himself
to listen as became a Church leader of
substantial build—his hands folded
before him and his eyes tixed on the
far window—and was so arrvested by
the opening passage of Cunningham'’s
sermon on Justitication by Faith that
Lie visibly started, and afterward sat
sideways with his ears cocked, Dram-
tochty, while doubtful whether any
Muirtown man could appreciate the
subtlety of their minister, had a higher
idea of the Doctor: and when the Free
Kirk minister of Kildrummie—a stout
man and given to agricultural pur-
suits—went fast asleep under a mas-
terly discussion of the priesthood of
Melchisedek, Drumtochty’s opinion of
the intellectual condition of Kildrum-
mie was confirmed beyond argument.
During his ministry of more than
twenty years the Rabbi had never
preached at Drumtochty—being fear-
ful that he might injure the minister
who invited him, or might be so re-
stricted in time as to lead astray by
ill-balanced statements—and as the
keenest curiosity would never have
induced any man to go from the Glen
to worship in another parish, the Free
Kirk minister of Kilbogie was still un-
judged in Drumtochty. They were
not sorry to have the opportunity at

last, for they had suffered not a little
at the hands of Kilbogie in past years,
and the coming event disturbed the
flow of business at Muirtown market.

“Ye're tae hae the Doctor at laist,”
Mains said to Netherton—Iletting the
luck-penny on a transaction in seed-
corn stand over—“an’ a'm jidgin’ the
time’s no been lost. He’s plainer an’
casier tac follow then he wes at the
affco. Ma word "—contemplating the
exercise before the Glen—"but ye ’ill
aye get eneuch here and there tae
cairry hame.”  Which shows what a
man the Rabbi was, that on the
strength of his possession a parish like
Kilbogie could speak after this fashion
to Drumtochty.

“ He ’ill hae a fair trial, Mains’
Netherton’s tone was distinetly severe
—an’ mony a trial he's hed in his day
they say : wes't three an’ twenty kirks
he preached in, afore ye took him?
But mind ye, length’s nae standard in
Drumtochty : na, na, it’s no hoo muckle
wind a man has, but what like is the
stuff that comes. It's bushels doon
bye, but it’s weeht up bye.”

Any prejudice against the Rabbi,
created by the boasting of a foolish
parish not worthy of him, was reduced
by his venerable appearance before
the pulpit, and quite dispelled by his
unfeigned delight in Carmichael’s con-
duct of the « preliminaries.” Twice he
nodded approval to the reading of the
hundredth Psalm, and although he
stood with covered face during the
prayer, he emerged full of sympathy.
As his boy read the 531rd of Isaiah the
old man was moved well-nigh to tears,
and on the giving out of t:lle te‘xt tromn
the parable of the Prodigal Son, the
Rabbi closed his eyes with great ex-
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pectation as one about to be fed with
the finest of the wheat.

Carmichael has kept the sermon
unto this day, and as often as he finds
himself growing hard or supercilious,
reads it from beginning to end. It is
his hair shirt, to be worn from time to
time next his soul for the wrongness
in it and the mischief it did. He can-
not understand how he could have said
such things on a Sacrament morning
and in the presence of the Rabbi, but
indeed they were inevitable. When
two tides meet there is ever a cruel
commotion, and ships are apt to be
dashed on the rocks, and Carinichael’s
mind was ina © jabble ” that day. The
new culture, with its wider ideas of
God and man, was fighting with the
robust Calvinism in which every Scot
is saturated, and the result was neither
peace nor charity. DPersonally the
lad was kindly and good-natured, in-
tellectually he had become arrogant,
intolerant, acrid, flinging out at old-
fashioned views, giving quite unneces-
sary challenges, arguing with imagin-
ary antagonists. It has ever scemned
to me, although I suppose that his-
tory is against me, that if it be laid on
any one to advocate a new view that
will startle people, he ought of all men
to be conciliatory and persuasive ; but
Carmichael was, at least in this time
of fermentation, very exasperating
and pugnacious, and so he drove the
Rabbi to the only hard action of his
life, wherein the old man suffered
most, and which may be said to have
led to his death

Carmichael, like the Rabbi, had in-
tended to preach that morning on the
love of God, and thought he was doing
so with some power. What he did
was to take the Fatherhood of God
and usc it as a stick to beat Pharisees
with, and under Pharisees he let it be
seen that he included every person
who still believed in the inflexible aec-
tion of the moral laws and the austere
majesty of (God. Many good things
he no doubt said, but each had an
edge, and it cut deeply into the people
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of the old school. Had he seen the
Rabbi, it would not have been possible
for him to continue, but he was con-
scious only of Lachlan Campbell, with
whom he had then a feud, and who,
he imagined, had come to criticise
him. So he went on his rasping way
that Sacrament morning, as when one
harrows the spring earth with iron
teeth, exciting himself with every
sentence to fresh crudities of thought
and extravagances of opposition. But
it only Hashed on him that he had
spoken foolishly when he came down
from the pulpit, and found the Rabbi
a shrunken figure in his chair before
the Holy Table.

Discerning people, like Elspeth Mac-
fadyen, saw the whole tragedy from
beginning to end, and felt the pity of
it keenly. For a while the Rabbi
waited with fond confidence—for was
not he to hear the best loved of his
boys—and he caught eagerly at a
gracious expression, as if it had fallen
from one of the Fathers. Anything
in the line of faith would have pleased
the Rabbi that day, who was as a
little child and full of charity, in spite
of his fierce doctrines. By-and-bye
the light died away from his eyes, as
when a cloud comes over the face of
the sun and the Glen grows cold and
dreary. He opened his eyes and was
amazed—looking at the people and
questioning them what had happened
to their minister. Suddenly he flush-
ed as a person struck by a friend, and
then, as one blow followed another, he
covered his face with both hands,
sinking lower and lower in his chair,
till even that decorous people were al-
mnost shaken in their attention.

When Carmichael gave him the cnp
in the Sacrament, the Rabbi’s hand
shook, and he spilled some drops of
the wine upon his beard, which all
that day showed like blood on the sil-
very whiteness Afterward he spoke
in his turn to the communicants, and
distinguished the true people of God
from the multitude—to whom he held
out no hope-—by so many and string-
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ent marks that Donald Menzies refus-
ed the Sacrament with a lamentable
groan. And when the Sacrament was
over, and the time come for Carmich-
ael to shake hands with the assisting
minister in the vestry, the Rabbi had
vanished, and he had no speech with
him till they went through the garden
together——very bleak it seemed in the
winter dusk—unto the sermon that
closed the services of the day.

“God’s hand is heavy in anger on us
both this day, John,” and Carmichael
was arrested by the awe and sorrow
in the Rabbi’s voice, “else . . . you had
not spoken as you did this forenoon,
nor would necessity be laid on me to
speak . . . as T must this night.

“His ways are all goodness and
truth, but they are oftentimes encom-
passed with darkness, and the burden
He has laid onme is . . . almost more
than I can hear; it will be heavy for
you also.

“You will drink the wine of aston-
ishment this night, and it will be
strange if you do not . . . turn from
the hand that pours it out, but you
will not refuse the truth or . . . hate
the preacher,” and at the vestry door
the Rabbi looked wistfully at Car-
niichael.

During the interval the lad had
been ill ut ease, suspecting from the
Rabbi’s manner at the Table, and the
solemnity of his address, that he dis-
approved of the action sermon, but he
did not for a moment imacine that the
situation was serious. It is one of
the disabilities of good-natured and
emotional people, without much deep-
ness of earth, to belittle the convic-
tions and resolutions of strong natures,
and to suppose that they can be talk-
ed away by a few pleasant, coaxing
words.

The Rabbi had often yielded to
Carmichael and his other boys in the
ordinary affairs of life—in meat and
drink and clothing, even unto the
continuance of his snuffing. He had
been most manageable and pliable—
as a child in their hands—and so Car-
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michael was quite confident that he
could mnake matters right with the old
man about a question of doctrine as
easily as about the duty of a midday
meal. Certain bright and superficial
people will only learn by some soli-
tary experience that faith is reserved
in friendship, and that the most heroic
souls are. those which count all things
loss—even the smile of those they
love—for the eternal. For a moment
Carmichael was shaken as if a new
Rabbi were before him; then he re-
mewmbered the study of Kilbogie and
all things that had happened therein,
and his spirits rose.

“How dare you suggest such wick-
edness, Rabbi, that any of us should
ever criticise or complain of anything
you say. Whatever you give us will
be right, and do us good, and in the
evening you will tell me all T said
wrong.”

Saunderson looked at Carmichael
for ten seconds as one who has not
been understood and sighed. Then he
went down the kirk after the beadle,
and the people marked how he walked
like a man who was afraid he might
fall, and, turning a corner, he support-
ed himself on the end of a pew. As
he crept up the pulpit stairs Elspeth
gave James a look, and although well
accustomed to the slowness of his
understanding, was amazed that he
did not cateh the point. Even a man
might have seen that this was not the
same minister that came into the Sac-
rament with hope in his very step.

“ A’m no here tae say ‘that a kent
what wes comin’”—Elspeth like all
experts, was strictly truthful— for
the like o that wes never heard in
Drumtochty, and noo that Doctor
Saunderson is awa, will never be heard
again in Scotland. A jaloused that
vials wud be opened an’ a wesna
wrang, but ma certes —and that re-
markable woman left you to under-
stand that no words in human speech
could even hint at the contents of the
vials.

When the Rabbi gave out his text,
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“Vessels of wrath,” in a low, awestruck
voice, Carmichael began to be afraid,
but after a little he chid himself for
foolishness. During half an hour the
Rabbi traced the doctrine of the Di-
vine Sovereignty through Holy Serip-
ture with a characteristic wealth of al-
lusion to Fathers ancient and reform-
ing, and once or twice he paused as if
he would have taken up certain mat-
ters.at greater length, but restrained
himself, simply asserting the Pauline
character of St. Augustine’s thinking,
and exposing the looseness of Clement
of Alexandria with a wave of the hand
as one hurrying on his destination.

“ Dear old Rabbi”—Carmichael con-
gratulated himself in his pew—* what
need he have made so many apologies
for his subject 7 He is going to enjoy
himself,and he is sure to say something
beautiful before he is done.” But he
was distinctly conscious all the same of
awish that the Rabbiwere done and all

. . well, uncertainty over. For there
was a note of anxiety,almost of horror,
in the Rabbi's voice, and lie had not let
the Fathers go so lightly unless under
gevere constraint. What was it ? Sure-
ly he would not attack theirminister in
face of his people. . . . The Rabbi do
that, who was in all his ways a gentle-
man? Yet ... and then the Rabbi
abruptly quitted historical exposition
and anuounced that he would speak on
four heads. Twice Carmichael, from
his corner behind the curtains, saw
the old man open his mouth as if to
speak, and when at last he began he
was quivering visibly, and he had
grasped the outer corners of the desk
with such intensity that the tas-els
which hung therefrom—one of the
minor glories of the Free Kirk—were
held in the palm of his hand, the long
red tags escaping from between his
white wasted tingers. A pulpit lamp
came between Carmichael and the
Rabbi’s face, but he could see the
straining hand, which did not relax
till it was lifted in the last awful ap-
peal, and the white and red had a
gruesome fascination. It seemed as if
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one had clutched a cluster of full, rich
tender grapes and was pressing them
in an agony till their life ran out in
stieams of blood and dripped upon the
heads of the choir sitting beneath, in
their fresh, hopeful youth. And it
also came to Carmichael with pathetic
conviction even then that every one
was about to suffer, but the Rabbi
more than they all together. While
the preacher was strengthening his
heart for the work before him, Car-
michael’'s eye was attracted by the
landscape that he could see through
the opposite window. The ground
sloped upward from the kirk to a pine
wood that fringed the great muir, and
it was covered with snow on which
the moon was beginning to shed her
faint, weird light. Within, the light
from the upright lamps was falling on
the ruddy, contented faces of men and
women and little children, but with-
out it was one cold, merciless white-
ness like unto the justice of God, with
black shadows of judgment.

“This is the message which I have
to deliver unto you in the name of the
Lord, and even as Jonah was sent to
Nineveh after a strange discipline
with a word of mercy, so am I con-
strained against my will to carry a
word of searching and trembling.

“First "—and between the heads the
Rabbi paused as one whose breath had
failed him—* every man belongs abso-
lutely to God by his creation.

“ Second. The purpose of God about
each man precedes his ereation.

“Third. Some are destined to Salva-
tion, and some to Damnation.

“ Fourth "—here the hard breathing
became a sob—* each man’slot is unto
the glory of God.”

It was not only skilled theologians
like Lachlan Campbell and Burnbrae,
but even mere amateurs who under-
stood that they were that night to be
conducted to the farthestlimit of Cal-
vinism, and that whoever fell behind
through the hardness of the way, their
guide would not flinch.

As the Rabbi gave the people a
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brief space wherein to grasp his heads
In their signiticance, %a,rmichael re-
mmembered a vivid incident in the Pres-
bytery of Muirtown, when an English
evangelist had addressed that reverend
and austere court with exhilarating
confidence—explaining the extreme
simplicity of the Christian faith, and
showing how a minister ought to
preach. Various good men were de-
lighted, and asked many questions of
the evangelist—who had kept a baby-
linen shop for twenty years, and was
unspoiled by the slightest trace of the-
Ology—but the Rabbi arose and de-
molished his “teaching,” convicting
him of heresy at every turn, till there
was not left one stone upon another.

“ But surely fear belongs to the Old
Testament dispensation,” said the un-
abashed little man to the Rabbi after-
ward.  “‘Rejoice, you know, my
friend, “and again I say rejoice.”

“If it be the will of GGod that such a
man as I should ever stand on the sea
of glass mingled with fire, then this
tongue will be lifted with the best, but
so longas my feet are still in the fear-
ful pit it becometh me to bow my
head.

“Then you don’t believe in assur-
ance ?” but already the evangelist was
quailing before the Rabbi.

“Verily there is no man that hath
not heard of the precious gift, and
none who does not covet it greatly, but
there be two degrees of assurance”—
here the Rabbi looked sternly at the
happy, rotund little figure—"and it is
with the first you must begin and what
you need to get is assurance of your
damnation.”

One of the boys read an account of
this incident thinly veiled—in a re-
ported address of the evangelist, in
~ which the Rabbi—being, as 1t was in-
ferred, beaten in scriptural argument
—was very penitent and begged his
teacher’s pardon with streaming tears.
What really happened was ditferent,
and so absolutely conclusive that Doc-
tor Dowbiggin gave it as his opinion
“that a valuable lesson had been read
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to unauthorized teachers of religion.”

Carmichael recognised the same note
in the sermon and saw another man
than he knew, as the Rabbi, in a low
voice, without heat or Jeclamation,
with frequent pauses and laboured
breathing, as of one toiling up a hill,
argued the absolute supremacy of God
and the utter helplessness of man. One
hand ever pressed the grapes, but with
the other the old man wiped the pers-
piration that rolled in beads down his
face. A painful stillness fell on the
people as they felt themselves caught
in the meshes of this inexorable net
and dragged ever nearer to the abyss.
Carmichael, who had been leaning for-
ward in his place, tore himself away
fromn the preacher with an eifort, and
moved where he could see the congre-
gation. Campbell was drinking in
every word as one for the first time in
his life perfectly satisfied. Menzies
was huddled into a heap in the top
of his pew as one justly blasted by the
anger of the Eternal. Men were white
beneath the tan, and it was evident
that some of the women would soon
fall a-weeping. Children had crept
close to their mothers under a vague
sense of danger, and a girl in the choir
watched the preacher with dilated eye-
balls, like an animal fascinated by
terror.

“1It is as a sword piercing the heart
to receive this truth, but it is a truth
and must be believed. There are hun-
dreds of thousands in the past who
were born and lived and died and were
damned for the glory of God. There
are hundreds of thousands in this day
who have been born and are living and
shall die and be damned for the glory
of God. There are hundreds of thou-
sands in the future who shall be born
and shall live and shall die and shall
be damned for the glory of God. All
according to the will of (God, and none
dare say nay nor change the purpose of
the Eternal” For some time the oil
in the lamps had been failing—since
the Rabbi had been speaking for nigh
two hours—and as he came to an end
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of thispassage the light began to flicker
and die. First a lamp at the end of
Burnbrae’s pew went out and then an-
otherin the front. The preacher made
as though he would have spoken, but
was silent,and the congregation watch-
ed four lamps sink into darkness at in-
tervals of half a minute. There only
remained the two pulpit lamps, and
in their light the people saw the
Rabbi lift his right hand for the first
time.

“Shall . . . not. . .the...Judge

.of all the earth...do...
right 2”7 The two lamps went out to-
gether,and a great sigh rose from the
people. At the back of the kirk a child
wailed and somewhere in the front a
woman’s voice—it was never proved to
be Elspeth Macfadyen—said audibly,
“ God have mercy upon us.” The Rab-
bi had sunk back into the seat and
buried his face in his hands, and
through the window over his head the
moonlight was pouring into the church
like unto the far-offradiance from the
White Throne.

When Carmichael led the Rabbi into
the manse he could feel the old man
trembling from head to foot, and he
would touch neither meat nor drink,
nor would he speak for a space.

“Are you there, John?”"—and he put
out his hand to Carmichael, who had
placed him in the big study chair, and
was sitting beside him in silence.

“Idare not withdraw nor change
any word that I spake in the name of
the Lord thisday,but . . . itismyin-
firmity. . . . I wish I had never been
born”

“ It was awful,” said Carmichael,
and the Rabbi’s head again fell on his
breast.

“John”—and Saunderson looked up
—“I would give ten thousand worlds
to stand in the shoes of that good man
who conveyed me from Kilbogie yes-
terday, and with whom I had very
pleasant fellowship concerning the
patience of the saints.

“ It becometh not any human being
to judge his neighbour, but it seemed
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to me from many signs that he was
within the election of God, and even as
we spoke of Polycarp and the martyrs
who have overcome by the blood of
the Lamb, it came unto me with much
power, ‘Lo, here is one beside you
whose name is written in the Lamb’s
Book of Life, and who shall enter
through the gates into the city’; and
grace was given me to rejoice in his
joy, but 1 ...”7—and Carmichael
could have wept for the despair in the
Rabbi s voice.

“Dear Rabbi!”—for once the confi-
dence of youth was smitten at the
sight of a spiritual contlict beyond its
depth—"you are surely . .. depre-
ciating yourself. . . Burnbrae is a
good man, but compared with you . ..
18 not this like to the depression of
Elijah ?” Carmichael knew, however,
he was not fit for such work, and had
better have held his peace.

“It may be that I understand the
letter of Holy Secripture better than
some of God’s children although I be
but a babe even in this poor know-
ledge, but such gifts are only as the
small dust of the balance. He will
have mercy on whom He will have
mercy.

“John,” said the Rabbi suddenly,
and with strong feeling, “ was it your
thought this night as I declared the
sovereignty of God that I judged my-
self of the elect, and was speaking as
one himself hidden forever in the
secret place of God ?”

“I ... did not know,” stammered
Carmichael, whose utter horror at the
unrelenting sermon had only been
tempered by his love for the preacher.

“You did me wrong, John, for then
had I not dared to speak at all after
that fashion; it is not for a vessel of
merey filled unto overflowing with the
love of God to exalt himself above
the vessels . . . for whom there is no
mercy. But he may plead with them
who are in like case with himself to

. acknowledge the Divine Justice.”

Then the pathos of the situation

overcame Carmichael, and he went
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over to the bookcase and leant his
head against certain volumes, because
they were weighty and would not
yield. Next day he noticed that one
of them was a Latin Calvin that had
travelled over Europe in learned com-
pany, and the other a battered copy of
Jonathan Edwards that had come
from the house of an Ayrshire farmer.

“Forgive me that I have troubled
you with the concerns of my soul,
John”—the Rabbi could only stand
with an effort—* they ought to be be-
tween a man and his God. There is
another work laid to my hand for
which there is no power in me now.
During the night I shall ask whether
the cup may not pass from me, but if
not, the will of God be done.”

Carmichael slept but little, and
every time he woke the thought was
heavy upon him that on the other side
of a narrow wall the holiest man he
knew was wrestling in darkness of
soul, and that he had added to the
bitterness of the agony.

CHAPTER XX.
THE WOUNDS OF A FRIEND.

INTER has certain mornings
which redeem weeks of mis-
conduct, when the hoar frost during
the night has re-silvered every branch
and braced the snow upon the ground,
and the sun rises in ruddy strength
amd drives out of sight every cloud
and mist, and moves all day through
an expanse of unbroken blue, and is
reflected from the dazzling whiteness
of the earth as from a mirror. Such a
sight calls a man from sleep with
authority, and makes his blood tingle,
and puts new heart in him, and
banishes the trouble of the night.
Other mornings, winter joins in the
conspiracy of principalities and powers
to daunt and crush the human soul.
No sun is to be seen, and the grey
atomsphere casts down the heart, the
wind moans and whistles in fitful
gusts, the black clouds hang low in
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threatening masses, now and again
a flake of snow drifts in the wind.
A storm is near at hand, not the
thunder-shower of summer, with warm
rain and the kindly sun in ambush,
but dark and blinding snow, through
which even a gamekeeper cannot see
six yards, and in which weary travel-
lers lie down to rest and die.

The melancholy of this kind of day
had fallen on Saunderson, whose face
was ashen, and who held Carmichael’s
hand with such anxious affection that
it was impossible to enquire how he
had slept, and would have been a
banalité to remark upon the weather.
After the Rabbi had been compelled to
swallow a cup of milk by way of
breakfast, it was evident that he was
ready for speech.

“What 1s it, Rabbi?” as soon as
they were again settled in the study.
“If you did not . . . like my sermon,
tell me at once. You know that Iam
one of your boys, and you ought to
.. . help me”" Perhaps it was in-
separable from his youth, with its
buoyancy and self-satisfaction, and his
training in a college whose members
only knew by rumour of the existence
of other places of theological learning,
that Carmichael had a distant sense of
humility and charity. Had it been a
matter of scholastic lore, of course
neither he nor more than six men in
Scotland could have met the Rabbi in
the gate. With regard to modern
thought, Carmichael knew that the
good Rabbi had not read Ecce Homo,
and was hardly, well . . . up to date.
He would not for the world hint such
a thing to the dear old man, or even
argue with him; but it was flattering
to remember that the attack could be
merely one of blunder-busses, in which
the modern thinker would at last in-
tervene and save the ancient scholar
from humiliation.

“Well, Rabbi?” and Carmichael
tried to make it easy.

“ Before I say what is on my heart,
John, you will grant an old man who
loves you one favour. Sofarasin you
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lies you will bear with me if that
which I have to say, and still more
that which my conscience will compel
me to do, is hard to flesh and blood.”

“Didn’t we settle that last night in
the vestry 2 and Carmichael was im-
patient: “is it that you do not agree
with the doctrine of the Divine Father-
hood? We younger nien are resolved
to base Christain doctrine on the actual
Scriptures, and to ignore mere tradi-
tion.”

“ An excellent rule, my dear friend,”
cried the Rabbi,wonderfully quickened
by the challenge, *and with your per-
mission and for our mutual edification
we shall briefly review all passages
bearing on the subject in hand—using
the original, as"will doubtless be your
wish, and you correcting my poor re-
collection.”

About an hour afterward, and when
the Rabbi was only entering into the
heart of the matter, Carmichael made
the bitter discovery—without the
Rabbi having even hinted at such a
thing—that his pet sermon was a
mass of boyish crudities, and this re-
verse of circumstances was some excuse
for his pettishness.

“ It does not seem to me that it is
worth our time to haggle about the
usage of Greek words to count texts:
I ground my position on the general
meaning of the Gospels and the sense
of things,” and Carmichacl stood on
the hearthrug in a very superior atti-
tude.

“ Let that pass then, John, and for-
give me if 1 appear to battle about
words, as certain scholars of the clden
time were fain to do, for in truth it is
rather about the hard duty before me
than any imperfection in your teaching
I would speak,” and the Rabbi glanced
nervously at the young minister.

“ We are both Presbyters of Christ’s
Churceh, ordained after the order of
primitive times, and there is laid on us
certain heavy charges and responsi-
bilities from which we may not shrink,
as we shall answer to the Lord at the
great day.”

Carmichael’s humiliation was lost in
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perplexity, and he sat down, wonder-
g what the Rabbi intended.

“If any Presbyter should see his
brother fall into one of those faults of
private life that do heset us all in our
present weakness, then he doth well
and kindly to point it out unto his
brother; and if his brother should de-
part from the faith as they talk to-
gether by the way, then it is a Pres-
byter’s part to convince him of his
error and restore him.”

The Rabbi cast an imploring glance,
but Carmichael had still no under-
standing.

“ But if one Presbyter should teach
heresy to his flock in the hearing of
another . . . even though it break the
other’s heart, is not the path of duty
fenced up on either side, verily a
straight, narrow way, and hard for
the feet to tread ?” .

“You have spoken to me, Rabbi, and

. cleared yourself ”— Carmichael
was still somewhat sore—“and T'll
promise not to otfend you again in any
action sermon.”

“ Albeit you intend it not so, yet
are you making it harder for me to
speak. . . . See you not ... that I
.. . that necessity is laid on me to de-
clare this matter to my brother Pres-
byters in court assembled . . . butnot
in hearing of the people?” Then there
was a stillness in the room, and the
Rabbi, although he had closed his eyes,
was conscious of the amazement on
the young man’s face.

“Do you mean to say,” speaking
very slowly, as one taken utterly
aback, “ that our Rabbi would come to
my . . . to the Sacrament and hear
me preach, and . .. report me for
heresy to the Presbytery? Rabbi, I
know we don't agree about some
things, and perhaps I was a little . . .
annoyed a few minutes ago because
you . . . know far more than I do,
but that is nothing. For you to pro-
secute one of your boys and be the
witness yourself . . . Rabbi, youcan’t
mean it . . . say it's a mistake.”

The old man only gave a deep sigh.

“If it were Dowbiggin or . . . any
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man except you, I wouldn’t care one
straw, rather enjoy the debate, but
you whom we have loved and looked
up to and boasted about, why, it's like

. . a father turning against his sons.”

The Rabbi made no sign.

“You live too much alone, Rabbi,”
and Carmichael began again as the
sense of the tragedy grew on him, “and
nurse your conscience till it gets over
tender; no other man would dream of
. . . prosecuting a . . . fellow-minis-
ter in such circumstances. You have
spoken to me like a father, surely that
is enough,” and in his honest heat the
young fellow knelt down by the Rab-
bi's chair and took his hand.

A tear rolled down the Rabbi’s
cheek, and he looked fondly at the lad.

“Your words pierce me as sharp
swords, John : spare me, for I can do
none otherwise : all night I wrestled
for release, but in vain.”

Carmichael had a sudden revulsion
of feeling, such as befalls emotional
and ill-disciplined natures when they
are disappointed and mortitied.

“ Very good, Doctor Saunderson "—
Carmichael rose awkwardly and stood
on the hearthrug again, an elbow on
the mantelpiece—* you must do as you
please and think right. I am sorry
that I . . . pressed you so far, but.it
was on grounds of our . . . {riendship.

“Perhaps you will tell me as soon
as you can what you propose to do
and when you will bring . .. this
matter before the Presbyter. My ser-
mon was fully written and . . . 1s at
your disposal.”

While this cold rain heat on the
Rabbi’s head he moved not, but at its
close he looked at Carmichael with the
appeal of a dumb animal in his eyes.

“The first meeting of Presbytery is
on Monday, but you would no doubt
consider that too soon; is there any-
thing about dates in the order of pro-
cedure for heresy ?” and Carmichael
made as though he would go over to
the shelves for a law book.

« John,” cried the Rabbi—his voice
full of tears—rising and following the
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foolish lad, “is this all you have in
your heart to say unto me? Surely
as I stand before you, it is not my de-
sire to do this thing, for I would rath-
er cut off my right hand.

“God hath not been pleased to give
me many friends, and He only knows
how you and the others have comfort-
ed my heart. I lie not, John, but
speak the truth, that there is noéhing
unto life itself T would not give for
your good, who have been as the apple
of my eye unto me.”

Carmichael hardened himself, torn
between a savage sense of satisfaction
that the Rabbi was suffering for his
foolishness and an inclination of his
})etter self to respond to the old man’s
ove. :

“If there be a breach between us, it
will not be for you as it must be for
me. You have many friends, and may
God add unto them good men and
faithful, but I shall lose my one earth-
ly joy and consolation when your fect
are no longer heard on my threshold
and your face no longer brings light
to my room. And, John, even this
thing which I am constrained to do is
yet of love, as . . . you shall confess
one day.”

Carmichael’s pride alone resisted
and it was melting fast. Had he even
looked at the dear face, he must have
given way, but he kept his shoulder
to the Rabbi, and at that moment the
sound of wheels passing the corner of
the manse gave him an ungracious
way of escape.

“ That is Burnbrae’s dogeart . . .
Dpctor Saunderson, and I think he
will not wish to keep his horse stand-
ing in the snow, so unless you will
stay all night, as it’s going to drift.
.« . Then perhaps it would be better.

.. Can I assist you in packing?”
How formal it all sounded, and he al-
lowed the Rabbi to go upstairs alone,
with the result that various things of
the old man’s are in Carmichael’s house
unto this day.

Another chance was given the lad
when the Rabbi would have bidden
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him good-bye at the door, beseeching.
that he should not come out into the
drift, and still another when Burnbrae,
being concerned about his passenger’s
appearance, who seemed ill fitted to
face a storm, wrapped him in a plaid;
and he had one more when the old
man leant out of the dogeart and took
Carmichael’s hand in both of his, but
only said, “God bless you for all
you've been to me, and forgive me for
all wherein I have failed you.” And
they did not meet again till that never-
to-be-forgotten sederunt of the Free
Kirk Presbytery of Muirtown, when
the minister of Kilbogie, accused the
minister of Drumtochty of teaching
the Linlathen heresy of the Father-
hood of God in a sermon before the
Sacrament.

Among .all the institutions of the
North a Presbytery is the most char-
acteristic, and affords a standing illus-
tration of the contradictions of a su-
perbly logical people. It is so anti-
clerical a court that for every clergy-
man there must also be a layman—
country ministers promising to bring
in their elder for great occasions, and
instructing him audibly how to vote—
and so fiercely clerieal that if the most
pious and intelligent elder dared to
administer a sacrament he would be
at once tried and censured for sacrilege.
So careful is a Presbytery to prevent
the beginnings of Papacy that it in-
sists upon each of its members occupy-
ing the chair in turn, and dismisses
him again into private life as soon as
he has mastered his duties, but so im-
bued is it with the idea of authority,
that whatever decision may be given
by some lad of twenty-five in the
chair—duly instructed, however, by
theclerk below—will be rigidly obeyed.
When a Presbytery has nothing else
to do, it dearly loves to pass a general
condemnation of sacerdotalism, in
which the tyranny of prelates and the
foolishness of vestments will be fully
exposed, but a Presbytery wields a
power at which a bishop’s hair would
stand on end, and Doctor Dowbiggin
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once made Carmichael leave the Com-
munion Table and go into the vestry
to put on his bands.

When a Presbytery is in its lighter
moods, it gives itself to points of order
with a skill and relish beyond the
Southern imagination. It did not mat-
ter how harmless, even infantile might
be the proposal placed before the court
by such a man as MacWheep of Pits-
courie,hewould hardly have got past an
apology for his presumption in ventur-
ing to speak at all, before a member of
Presbytery—who had reduced his con-
gregation to an irreducible minimum
by the woodenness of his preaching—
would enquire whether the speech of
“our esteemed brother was not ultra
vires” or something else as awful.
MacWheep would at once sit down
with the air of one taken red-handed
in crime, and the court would debate
the point till every authority had
taken his fill, when the clerk would
submit to the moderator, with a fine
blend of deference and infallibility,
that Mr. MacWheep was perfectly
within his rights; and then, as that
estimable person had lost any thread
he ever possessed, the " Presbytery
would pass to the next business—with
the high spirit of men returning from
a holiday. Carmichael used, indeed,
to relate how in a great stress of busi-
ness some one moved that the Pres-
bytery should adjourn for dinner, and
the court argued for seventy minutes,
with many precedents, whether such
a motion—touching as it did the
standing orders—could even be dis-
cussed, and with an unnecessary pro-
digality of testimony he used to give
perorations which improved with
every telling.

The love of law ditfused through
the Presbytery became incarnate in
the clerk, who was one of the most
finished specimens of his class in the
Scottish Kirk. His sedate appear-
ance, bald, polished head, fringed with
pure white hair, shrewd face, with
neatly cut side whiskers, his sugges-
tion of unerring accuracy and inex-
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haustible memory, his attitude for
exposition—holding his glasses in his
left hand and enforcing his decision
with the little finger of the right hand
—carried conviction even to the most
disorderly.  Ecclesiastical radicals,
boiling over with new schemes and
boasting to admiring circles of Mac-
Wheeps that they would not be brow-
beaten by red tape officials, would be-
come ungrammatical before that firm
gaze, and end in abject surrender.
Self-contained and self-sufficing, the
clerk took no part in debate, save at
the critical moment to lay down the
law, but wrote his minutes unmoved
through torrents of speech on every
subject, from the Sustentation Fund
to the Union between England and
Scotland, and even under the pictur-
esque eloquence of foreign deputies,
whom he invariably requested to write
their names on a sheet of paper. On
two occasions only he ceased from
writing : when Dr. Dowbiggin dis-
cussed a method of procedure—then
he watched him over his spectacles in
hope of a nice point; or when some
enthusiastic brother wo'ul.d urge the
Presbytery to issue an injunction on
the sin of Sabbath walking—then the
clerk would abandon his pen In visi-
ble despair, and sitting sideways on
his chair and supporting his h_ead by
that same little finger, wou]'d face the
Presbytery with an expression of rev-
erent curiosity on his face why the
Creator was pleased to create suf:h a
man. His preaching was distinguished
for orderliness, and was much sought
after for Fast days. It turned largely
on the use of prepositions and the
scope of conjunctions, 80 that the
clerk could prove the doctrine g,f Vi-
carious Sacrifice from “instead,” and
Retribution from “as” in the Lord’s
prayer, emphasising and confirming
everything by that wopderful finger,
which seemed to be designed by Pro-
vidence for delicate distinctions, just
as another man’s fist served for popu-
lar declamation. His pulpit master-
piece was a lecture on the Council of
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Jerusalem, in which its whole pro-
ceedings were reviewed by the rules
of the Free Kirk Book of Order, and
a searching and edifying discourse
concluded with two lessons. First:
That no ecclesiastical body can con-
duct its proceedings without officials.
Second : That such men ought to be ac-
cepted as a special gift of Providence.

The general opinion among good
people was that the clerk’s preaching
was rather for upbuilding than arous-
ing, but it is still remembered by the
survivers of the old Presbytery” that
when MacWheep organized a confer-
ence on “ The state of religion in our
congregations,” and it was meander-
ing in strange directions, the clerk,
who utilised such seasons for the
writing of letters, rose amid a keen
revival of interest—it was supposed
that he had detected an irregularity
in the proceedings—and offered his
contribution. “It did not become him
to boast,” he said, “but he had seen
marvellous things id his day : under
his unworthy ministry three church
ofticers had been converted to Chris-
tianity,” and this experience was so
final that the conference immediately
closed.

Times there were, however, when
the Presbytery rose to its height and
‘was invested with an undeniable
spiritual dignity. Its members, taken
one by one, consisted of farmers, shep-
herds, tradesmen, and one or two pro-
fessional men, with some twenty min-
isters, only two or three of whom
were known beyond their parishes.
Yet those men had no doubt that as
soon as they were constituted in the
name of Christ, they held their au-
thority fron the Son of God and Savi-
our of the world, and they bore them-
selves in spiritual matters as His ser-
vants. No kindly feeling of neigh-
borliness or any fear of man could
hinder them from inquiring into the
religious condition of a parish or deal-
ing faithfully with an erring minister.
They had power to ordain, and laid
hands on the bent head of some young
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probationer with much solemnity ;
they had also power to take away the
orders they had given, and he had
been hardened indeed beyond hope
who could be present and not tremble
when the Moderator, standing in his
place, with the Presbytery around,
and speaking i the name of the Head
of the Church, deposed an unworthy
brother from the holy ministry. Maec-
Wheep was a “cratur,” and much
given to twaddle, but when it was his
duty once to rebuke a fellow minister
for quarrelling with his people, he was
delivered from himself, and spake
with such grave wisdom as he has
never shown before or sinee.

When the Preshytery assembled to
receive a statement from Doctor Saun-
derson “re error in doctrine by a
brother Presbyter,” even a stranger
might have noticed that its members
were weighted with asense of respon-
sibility, and although a  discussion
arose on the attempt of a desultory
member to introduce a deputy charged
with the subject of the lost ten tribes,
yet it was promptly squelched by the
clerk, who intimated, with much
gravity, that the court had met in
hune effectum—~viz., to hear Doctor
Saunderson, and that the court could
not, in consistenee with law, take up
any other business, not cven—here
Carmichael professed to detect a flick-
er of the clerkly eyelids—the disap-
pearance of the ten tribes.

It was the last time that the Rabbi
ever spoke in public, and it is now
agreed that the deliverance was a it
memorial of the most learned scholar
that has been ever known in those
parts. He began by showing that
Christian doctrine has taken various
shapes, some more and some less in
accordance with the deposit of truth
given by Christ and the holy Apos-
tles, and especially the doctrine of
Grace had been differently conceived
by two eminent theologians, Calvin
and Arminiug, and his exposition was
so lucid that the clerk gave it as his
opinion that the two systems were
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understood by certain members of the
court for the tirst timethat day. After-
ward the Rabbi vindicated and glori-
tied Calvinism from the Scriptures of
the Old and New Testament, from the
Fathers, from the Reformation Di-
vines, from the later creeds, till the
brain of the Presbytery reeled through
the wealth of allusion and quotation,
all in the tongues of the learned.
Then he dealt with the theology of
Mr. Erskine of Linlathen, and showed
how 1t was undermining the very
foundations of Calvinism; yet the
Rabbi spake so tenderly of our Scot-
tish Maurice that the Presbytery knew
not whether it ought to condemn Ers-
kine as a heretic or love him as a
saint. Having thus brought the court
face to face with the issues involved,
the Rabbi gave a sketeh of a certain
sermon he had heard while assisting
“a learned and much-beloved brother
at the Sacrament,” and Carmichael
was amazed at the transtiguration of
his very youthful performance, which
now figured as a profound and edify-
ing discourse, for whose excellent
qualities the speaker had not adequate
words. This fine discourse was, how-
ever, to a certain degree marred by an
unfortunate,no doubt temporary, lean-
ing to the teaching of Mr. Krskine,
whose beautiful piety, which was to
himself in his worldliness and unpro-
fitableness a salutary rebuke, had ex-
ereised its just fascination upon his
much more spiritual brother.  Finally
the Rabbi left the matter in the hands
of the Presbytery, declaring that he
had ecleared his conscience, and that
the minister was one—here he

was
painfully overcome—dear to him as a
son, and to whose many labours and

singular graces he could bear full tes-
timony, the Rev. John Carmichael, of
Drumtochty.  The Presbytery was
slow and pedantic, but was not in-
sensible to a spiritual situation, and
there was a murmur of sympathy
when the Rabbi sat down—much
exhausted, and never having allowed
himself to look once at Carmichael.
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Then arose a self-made man, who
considered orthodoxy and capital to be
bound up together, and espeei .1ly iden-
tified any departure from sovereignty
with that pestilent form of Socialism
which demanded equal chances for
every man. He was only a plain lay-
man, he said, and perhaps he ought
not to speak in the presence of so
many reverend gentlemen, but he was
very grateful to Dr. Saunderson for
his honourable and straightforward
conduct. It would be better for the
Church if there were more like him,
and he would just like to ask Mr. Car-
michael one or two questions. Did he
sign the Confession ?—that was one:
and had he kept it ? that was two?
and the last was, When did he propose
to go? He knew something about
building contracts, and he had heard
of a penalty when a contract was
broken. There was just one thing
more he would like to say—if there
was less loose theology in the pulpit
there would be more money in the
plate.
this harangue was pitiable to behold.

Then a stalwart arose on the other
side, and a young gentleman who had
just escaped from a college debating
society wished to know what century
we were living in, warned the last
speaker that the progress of theologi-
cal science would not be hindered by
mercenary threats, advised Dr. Saun-
derson toread a certain German called
Ritschl—as if he had been speaking
to a babe in arms—and was refresh-
ing himself with a Latin quotation,
when the Rabbi, in utter absence of
mind, corrected a false quantity aloud.

“ Moderator,” the old man apologis-
ed in much confusion, “ I wot not what
I did, and I pray my reverend brother,
whose interesting address I have inter-
rupted by this unmannerliness, to
grant me his pardon, for my tongue
simply obeyed my ear.” Which un-
toward incident brought the modern
to an end, as by a stroke of ironical

The shame of the Rabbi during
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fate. It seemed to the clerk that
little good to any one concerned was
to come out of this debate, and he sig-
nalled to Dr. Dowbiggin, with whom
he had dined the night before, and
concocted a motion over their wine.
Whereupon that astute man explained
to the court that he did not desire to
curtail the valuable discussion, from
which he personally had derived much
profit, but he had ventured to draw
up a motion, simply for the guidance
of the House—it was said by the Rab-
bi’s boys that the Doctor’s success as
an ecclesiastic was largely due to the
skilful use of such phrases—and then
he read: *“ Whereas the Church is set
in all her courts for the defence of the
truth, whereas it is reported that vari-
ous erroneous doctrines are being pro-
mulgated in books and other public
prints, whereas it has been stated that
one of the ministers of this Presbytery
has used words that might be sup-
posed to give sanction to a certain
view which appears to conflict with
statements contained in the standards
of the Chureh, the Presbytery of Muir-
town declares, first of all, its unshaken
adherence to the said standards, sec-
ondly, deplores the existence in any
quarter of notions contradictory or
subversive of said standards, thirdly,
thanks Doctor Saunderson for the vili-
gence he has shown in the cause of
sound doctrine, fourthly, calls upon all”
ministers within the bounds to have a
care that they create no offence by
their teaching, and finally enjoins all
parties concerned to cultivate peace
and charity.” o
This motion was seconded by the
clerk and carried unanimously—Car-
michael being compelled to silence by
the two wise men for his owpn sake
and theirs—and was declared to be a
conspicuous victory both by the self-
made man and the modern, which was,
another tribute to the ecclesiastical’
gifts of Dr. Dowbiggin and the clerk
of the Preshytery at Muirtown.

(To be continued.)



TRAGIG INCIDENTS IN FOREST DIFE.

E. STEWARYT, D.L.S.

NURELY the day must soon arrive
5 when some one in this northern
clime who loves the forest, and has the
gift to portray it, will appropriate the
tield which at present lies open with
its virgin opportunities for exploita-
tion.

It is true that Francis Parkman has
charmed us with his historical nar-
ratives of English and French adven-
turers, and others have given us occa-
sionalglimpses of Canadian pioneerlif,
but there is still a vast unappropriated
field, beginning with the toil and cvery-
day life of the early settlers on the St.
Lawrence and the great lakes, and ex-
tending to the lonely and semi-bar-
barous life of the Hudson Bay agent
and employee in the great lone land
of the north and west.

These thoughts arise and impress
themselves on my mind as I sit down
to write a short account of two inci-
dents which are very vivid in my re-
collection, and I think, when you have
become acquainted with the nature of
them, youwill readily believe me when
I say that I am sorry that they are
real in character and not a product of
the imagination.

In the summer of the year 1881 it
fell to my lot to survey the Township
of Mack, on the north shore of Lake
Huron; and some time in the latter
part of the month of August, in com-
pany with a small party of assistants,
I landed at Blind River for that pur-
pose. As it took us some time to get
ready after landing from the steamer,
we were obliged to stop over night
at the little village, which was al-
most entirely dependent on the saw
mill there, the latter being owned and
run by the late Peter Murray, who
was well known as one of the carly
pioneers in that part of the country.

Ou waking inquiries from him in the
evening regarding the best way for us
to take in order to reach our work, he
very kindly gave us full details of the
route, which would Le up Blind River
to a lake, thence across this lake to
where we would see a small building
known as “ the granary,” and which he
paused to say had a hustory of its own.
After he had finished his direction for
our guidance, I asked him concerning
his reference to the granary, and then
he proceeded to give a most vivid de-
seription of one of the most tragic
occurrences conceivable. I shall en-
deavour to give as accurate an account
of the happening as my memory will
permit.

In the month of October, a few
years previous, he sent seven men
with a scow-load of oats up to his
granary, at the head of the lake above
referred to. The distance was about
ten miles. With favourable weather
they could make the round trip in
two days, but on this occasion, as
the wind had been against them, no
uneasiness was felt when they failed
to return the second night, but they
were looked for on the third day, and
when it passed, and also the third
night, without their appearing, un-
easiness began to be felt. On the
fourth day, he said, he found it
necessary to quiet the apprehensions
of some members of the family of the
absent ones by telling them that the
men were probably doing some neces-
sary work up at the lake. In the
afternoon he had unexpectedly to go
over to the Hudson Bay store at the
Missisaga River, from which he did
not get back till nine o'clock at night.
His first question on his return was
concerning the absent men, and when
informed that they were still away,
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without saying a word to any one
outside his own household and telling
his mother to say nothing about it,
he went down to the shore and, tak-
ing a little bark canoe, started alone
up the river. I can never forget his
description of his lonely journey, and
the incidents connected with it. It
was one of those clear, calm, starlight
nights in October. when the silver
light of the hunter’s moon shonc with
unwonted brilliancy over lake, river
and forest, and as he forced his frail
craft up the stream, and between the
shadows of the trees growing on either
bank, it seemed to him that the very
silence of the night was ominous.
Ever and anon he held up his paddle
and listened, hoping to hear the plash
of oars ahead, but nothing, save now
and then an owl hooting in the tran-
quil woods, or the plaintive cry of the
loon in the lake beyond, disturbed the
dead silence of the sylvan solitude. It
seemed as if even the trees were
asleep, for the aspen leaf, so sensitive
to the least motion of the air, vied
with the tall grass growing on the
margin of the stream in refusal to
break the midnight calm or disturb
the lethean repose of the forest.

And so the first and second hours
were spent. On one or two occasions
he imagined he heard the sound of
oars, but on listening his hopes were
disappointed. At length the lake was
reached, and again with listening ears
and strained eyes he looked out over
its glassy surface. But all in vain.
No sound greeted his ears; and peer
as intently as he would he could
neither see anything on the water nor,
what he more expected, a camp-fire
anywhere on the shore. He now felt
sure that some agcident must have
befallen the men. After resting a
few moments he started easterly across
the lake, but still only the same weird
silence encompassed him. The situa-
tion was one the like of which is fre-
quently recorded in fiction, but seldom,
fortunately, experienced in real life ;
and we can well imagine that at that
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time of night, and as the shore of the
one side of the lake gradually receded
from view and the darkling outline of
the opposite one seemed to rise like a
cloud from the calm bosom of its
waters he would almost question his
own identity or fancy he was in a
dream, while the very thought of
what an hoar more might reveal would
intensify his feelings. Still on he
paddled, till finally, nearing his desti-
nation at the granary, he saw the
scow tied up to the shore. That
was all; the same bewildering and
seemingly interminable silence re-
mained. It seemed as if every object
in nature was hypnotized, and lay
dormant at the feet of Morpheus.
There was not a single thing to give a
clue to the perplexing situation. The
thought of murder tirst suggested it-
self, and with this the temptation to
beat a hasty retreat, but this was only
for a moment, and pulling up his
canoe, he moved cautiously up the
bank and around the shanty, and
listened, even fearing to shout, not
knowing what fiends in human shape
the sound might arouse.

He said the beating of his own heart
seemed to him like the sound of an
Indian drum. However,after waiting
for a few moments, he resolved to
enter the cabin. With some difficulty
he opened the door, but could not find
a match with which to strike a light,
but shortly the darkness yielded suffi-
ciently for him to discern the situa-
tion, and he at once realized that he
was even then in the chamber of
death.

In the dim light he beheld the
clothing of the men hung up to dry
around where the stove had stood,
while the bags of oats were scattered
about in the most disorderly manner.
He at once commenced moving some
of them and it was not long until he
discovered the fate of his seven men.
The poor fellows had unloaded their
cargo, piling the bags up till thcy met
the roof on one side of the shanty,
after which they made their rude bed
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on the floor beside them; and, no
doubt, when they were all enjoying
that oblivious repose only known to
the weary labourer, through the un-
tying or bursting of a bag the whole
cargo came down upon them and
smothered them all to death.

In a few moments more Murray
was in his canoe paddling home again.
The mystery to him was now solved ;
but alas, what a message he was carry-
ing to seven families,all at this moment
unconscious of their loss !

I remember well his saying that he
felt like secluding hLimself in the
woods rather than bear the sad mes-
sage with which he was burdened to
those bereaved families; and that it
was with the greatest difficulty that
he could summon courage suflicient to
paddle home.

You may be sure that in passing
the scene of this tragedy the next day,
after hearing this deseription of it
from Mr. Murray, we were all im-
pressed, not only with the thoughts
connected with the sad occurrence
within its narrow walls and shanty
roof, but also with the heroism of the
man who, in the dead of night and
the loneliness of the forest, had the
courage to do and to endure what he
had on that occasion, and I can well
credit the truthfulness of the remark
he made as he closed the narrative,
that hewould rather sacrifice five years
of his life than experience another
similar night.

It was little we thought at this
time that the omniscient eye saw
awaiting us, only a few days hence, a
tragedy in which each of us would
act a part and in which one of us
would be called upon to transcend
every other act in the great drama of
human life.

My staff on this survey consisted of
an assistant and four chainmen. Be-
sides these the party was made up of
six labourers and a cook.

Before leaving home there came
into my office one day a young lad
who was very anxious to engage with
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me on this “ trip to the woods.” Iwas
at first not disposed to take him,
as I was quite certain that he would
be awkward for some time as a woods-
man and especially in a bark canoe,
but there was something about the
boy that I liked. Perhaps it was his
rural simplicity and honest face that
satisfied me that he would soon adapt
himself to his new position, and 1
agreed to take him as one of my
chainmen. His name was Jefferson
Heacock, his father being a well-to-do
farmer in the County of York.

I do not remember anything of un-
usual interest occuring during our stay
at our first camp, where we remained
about a week, and then with our
canoes moved about four iniles west
to a point on the shore of a small,
marshy lake—a not very pleasant
camp-ground — where we remained
several days, and till we had finished
the lines in its neighbourhood. 1t then
became necessary to make another
move, and one of considerable diffi-
culty. We were some time in decid-
ing whether to leave our canoes and
“pack ” our outfit and supplies over
those hills and swamps with which
the country is abundantly supplied, or
endeavour to utilize our canoes by fol-
lowing up from one inland lake to
another and carrying canoes and sup-
plies across the portages. This ques-
tion was solved by my taking a man
with me for one day on an exploration
trip and finding a canoe route from
where we were to Lake Matinadinda.
The next day all the party, except one
man and myself, undertook to move
camp to a bay on that lake, while we
two did some chaining on lines run-
ning northerly in the direction of the
locality where we had agreed to pitch
our new camp. After reaching the
end of the cut-out line, we struck
through the woods and finally came
out on the shore of the lake, not far
from where the rest of the party were
busy pitching the tents.

We shouted, and in a few minutes
a canoe was sent over and took us to
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the site of our new home. It wasa
charming spot on a beautiful bay of
one of those inland lakes of which
there are so many in our northern
country, but which are as unknown to
most Canadians as they would be if
located in the wilds of Africa. I have
often thought, when paddling up some
of these, lying so still in their un-
disturbed solitude, that it would well
repay some of our summer tourists to
forego at least one trip to the sea-
side to look at such scenery lying al-
most at their doors.

There is nothing awe-inspiring or
majestic in it, as in the scenery on
the Upper Saguenay, or among the
great mountains of the West, but there
is a weird, quiet beauty made up of the
gorgeous foliage of the woods sloping
down from the surrounding hills until
it meets the glassy lake below, and is
reflected by it so that at a short dis-
tance away you can scarcely discern
the dividing line between them.

In naking the move from our last
camping place to this one, the men
had had a hard day’s work. They
first loaded everything into the bark
canoes which they paddled across the
first lake, then portaged across on an
Indian trail about a mile to another
small lake, and after crossing it, made
another 1nile portage to Lake Matina-
dinda, where they again embarked,
and shortly after reached their destin-
ation. Then dividing up, as usual,
some of the men cleared away the
ground for the tents, others gathered
the balsam boughs for our beds, while
the cook prepared the evening meal,
which was ready shortly after we had
joined the rest of the party.

Only those who have experienced
it can realize the satisfaction felt after
a bard day’s work in “shifting camp,”
to find themselves comfortaby located
where the situation and surroundings
are pleasant, and in a good position for
future operations. All these condi-
tions were filled as a result of this
day's work, and everyone seemed to
feel amply rewarded for his labour,
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and greatly pleased with the new
camp. :

After we had partaken of a good
supper we all went down to the shore,
where we could obtain a good view of
the surrounding territory. The sun
was receding behind the hills on the
western shore. The exceedingly hot
day was giving place to a cool, pleas-
ant evening, and all seemed entranced
with the beauty of this lovely bay,
dotted with its numerous islands of
varying sizes which rose from the
glassy surface of its placid waters.
Soon a suggestion was made by one of
the young men of the staff to take a
canoe and cross over to a small island
in order to bathe, when I made the re-
mark that [ would take another and
try our new lake for fish. «Jeff’
as we had learned to call him, offered
to accompany me. I asked him if he
did not wish to go bathing with the
others, to which he replied that he
could go after we returned, and adding
that he liked to paddle. We trolled
around the shore, but as the fish did
not seeming to relish the shining bait
we offered them, and as the night was
approaching we soon returned. I
asked “Jeff” if he did not want to
join the boys on the island. He re-
plied that he thought they were about
leaving, and added that he would take
his bath from the shore, and, getting
his bathing towel, went around a lit-
tle point beyond our landing place,
while I went up the shore and joined
two or three of the men in front of
the camp-fire. ‘

We were only a few rods from
where he was and heard him splashing
in the water, but in a few minutes one
of the men who had gone down to the
shore gave an alarming shout and in
a few seconds we were all down at the
water’s edge, but no sight of poor Jeff
was to beseen. The man had reached
the shore just in time to see him
disappear beneath the surface of the
water. In u moment several were
diving in the vain hope of rescuing
him, but alas, the darkness seemed to
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settle almost instantly over the lake.
Lights were brought and grappling
was attempted and continued till it was
useless to hope that he could be res-
cued alive. Then we went up the
shore where lay the poor boy’s clothes
as he had left them only a short time
before, and then back to the camp-
tire, scarcely realizing the tragedy
that had visited us.

The silent stars came out and glist-
ened through the leaves. The loons
made doleful music at varying dis-
tances over the smoky surface of the
dark waters, and later on in the even-
ing a whip-poor-will was heard in the
forest, but no camp songs were sung
that night, or, for that matter, during
the rest of the survey.

As midnight approached we retired
to our tents, but what little sleep we
had was disturbed by the burden of
the tragedy that had visited us, and
as dawn approached, everyoue, I am
assured, heard the songs of those twi-
light birds that always announce the
new-born day. .

But sadder than all else, to my
mind, was the thought that away in
the County of York was a family
who would that morning arise and go
about their usual routine of rural em-
ployment all unconscious that one of
their number had even then made the
great journey beyond the border land.

Before the sun had risen far above
the horizon I was on my way to the
mouth of Blind River, where I arrang-
ed to have the body brought, and re-
turning with an Indian and large canoe
we reached our camp on the evening
of the second day after the sad ocecur-
rence. The following morning I took
a blanket, and placing it over my head
5o as to shut out the light overhead,
and sitting in the bow of the canoe, I
had a man paddle slowly over where
we supposed the body was lying. 1
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found by this means I could distinctly
see the bottom of the lake, and in a
few moments the object of our search
was discovered fully twenty feet
below the surface. In a few minutes
more it was recovered, and without
much further delay we started across
the lake. On reaching the western
shore we placed the body on a stretch-
er to each side of which was attached
a pole of suflicient length to allow two
men at each end to walk in single file
along the narrow trail. And thus was
borne back all that was mortal of the
poor boy who only a few days before
had worked so hard over those same
portages. Finally, about three o'clock
1n the afternoon, we reached our des-
tination at the mouth of the river,
and before the sun had set the fune-
ral was over and the body of poor
“Jeff” had found a temporary resting
place in mother earth. In about a
week afterwards his father came up
and removed the remains in order
that they might repose till the last
great day beside those of his kindred
in his own neighbourhood.

Then we returned again to this
fatal camp, but before finally leaving
it his comirades carved on a birch slab
made with an axe, this rude cenotaph :

JEFFERSON HEACOCK,
'DROWNED HERE, SEPT. 20TH, 1881.
HE RESTS WITH GOD.

This was put up on the shore near
wherethe accident occurred. No doubt
the birds have sung their songs as
they perched upon it, but I have often
wondered if it has ever been seen by
man since we moved our camp from
this spot, which, though associated
with such sad recollections, has always
seemed to me one of the most beauti-
ful in this wilderness region.

E. Stewart.
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A Rejoinder to Dr. Goldwin Smith.

G. M. GRANT, LL.D., PRINCIPAL OF QUEEN'S UNIVERSITY.

R. SMITH has replied, in the
CANADIAN MAGAZINE, to an ar-
ticle on “Canada and the Empire,”
which appeared over my signature in
the National Review for July ; but,
though unwilling to suggest another
term, I certainly do not think it
entitled to be called “ A Reply.” Cana-
dian readers, however, can now judge
for themselves, as the London Adver-
tiser, in its issue of October 17th,
has published my article. The half-
dozen pages which the editor of the
CANADIAN MaGazINE  has Kkindly
placed at my disposal will be suffi-
cient for a brief explanation and
re-statement.

I was trying to show what the real
and resolute will of all sections of the
Canadian people, regarding their own
national aims and destiny, has been for
more than a century, and what it still
is, with unanimity greater than ever,
at the present day. That will—ex-
pressed in the whole of a not unevent-
ful history—is what should always be
opposed to abstractconceptions Those,
persons, however, who had the oppor-
tunity of reading only the “ Reply "—
probably ninety-nine out of a hundred
-—would fancy that I had written only
about Dr. Smith. I can assure them
that his personality or work was en-
tirely subordinate to the mainquestion.
It was necessary to deal with him, be-
cause he is the only authority on
Canadian matters who is widely read
in England ; and as he is a man natur-
ally truthful, a scholar, a gentleman,
and known to have lived long in Can-
-ada he is supposed by them to be a
reliable witness. Besides, Dr. Smith’s
literary power is so exceptional that
everything he writes is sure to be read.

Now, ignorance in Britain of the
deepest feelings of the self-governing
Colonies has led to such lamentable
mistakes in the past that it is our
duty, when opportunity offers, to give
what little enlightenment we can.
All the more so, when there are power-
ful anz sinister influences on the side
of misrepresentation, and when—as I
put it—*there is, worse than all, a
false light, which seems to come from
Heaven, because it comes from a man
whose ability and good intentions can
hardly be questioned.” Hence the
necessity I was under to allow for the
personal element. Allowance has
to be made for this, even in the case
of astronomers, who are swayed by no
bias in recording their nightly watch-
ings of the stars. How much more so
in the case of publicists, dealing with
ndtional and political problems, with
their solutions of which their own
preconceptions, prejudices, prophecies
and inherent limitations are bound
up. An estimate of the man must
then be made. Dr. Smith knows this
very well. He has had to give hun-
dreds of such estimates—some of
them very unflattering—in the course
of hislong literary career. All the
world knows with what freedom he
has done his duty in this respect:
how sharply, too, he has dealt with
any who have ventured to criticize or
to rasp him: how skilfully he fences
and with what subtle poison he tips
his rapier. He assumes the attitude
and title of a * Bystander”: but—as
Grip put it, sketching him surrounded
by numerous badly-wounded victims,
—“Call you this being a Bystander ?”’
A man who gives so liberally should
be willing to take a little.
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Almost every paragraph of his re-
ply shows too that, in suggesting more
than it is desirable to state, his hand
has not lost its cunning. Not to al-
low the main object of my article to
be obscured, I point only to the first
half page of the “reply.” It begins,
“1f some eoarse and acrimonious
writer,” etc. What a delightful illus-
tration of the “don’t nail his ears to
the pump ” style of writing ! Another
remark is concerning “one, who just
before had been approaching me in the
attitude of friendship.” He should
have said less or more, but had he said
more, he might bave explained that it
was he who had approached me. I
have been a contributor to the Week
ever since he and another gentleman
started it; and, therefore, early in this
year, I wrote, protesting against an
editorial that seemed to hint a threat
of subjecting him to personal violence,
because he had expressed unpopular
opinions, at an inopportune time and
in a very exasperating way. I took
the liberty of asking the editor, “ How
can we controvert his opinions, if you
deny his rights?” Thereupor, Dr.
Smith wrote me a letter of thanks.
While appreciating this highly, it
never occurred to me that I was to be
muzzled thereafter from criticism, or
from showing to Englishmen why
I considered him a misleading witness
concerning Canada

He then says that Principal Grant
“incidentally admits” that his opin-
ions were once held by other literary
men and statesmen. It was not an
admission, and it was not incidental.
It was an integral part of the argu-
ment.  In justice to him, I pointed
out that his views “were formerly
held by very eminent men who con-
stituted a prevalent, if shallow, school
of thought” I gave their names,
quoted from them fairly, to show their
attitude, and proceeded as follows :—

“There was a time, then, when Dr.
Smith was in good company. But his
school has quietly given up the ghost.
All his comrades have died or ’verted,
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and to-day his followers are little better
than Falstaff’s regiment. When free
trade found favour in the eyes of the Bri-
tish public, its beauty dazzled them. Tt
was regarded as a Morrison’s pill, warrant-
ed to cure all the ills, and to be a substitute
for all the needs, of mankind. Nations
existed merely for the purpose of inter-
changing commodities, and man lived by
bread alone. The Colonies would continug
to buy from the Mother Country as lone
as it was their interest to do so, and
what more could Britain ask or desire?
If they did join a rival or hostile nation,
that was their own business. If Canada
united politically with the States, so
much the better. The free trade area
would be enlarged, the general prosperity
would be increas d, and the workshops of
Britain would share in the prosperity.
All this prattle was accepted as express-
ing absolute truth, the whole truth, and
nothing but the truth. But now the glit-
tering generalities are seen to be only
half truths or sophisme. Time has brought
with it new points of view, and it is felt
even by the man on the street, that a na-
tion is a complex organism, and that the
exceilent law of buying in the cheapest
and selling in the dearest market, far
from expressing the fulness of its life, may
be checked or transcended by other
laws.

Dr. Goldwin Smith, however, will not
learn. No Bourbon could refuse more re-
solutely to be enlightened by events.
Though in an excellent position for seeiog,
he keeps the telescope to his blind eye,
and cries aloud visions of the night to
those who, being less favourably situated,
still look to him for guidance. He suc-
ceeds only in making ignorance more
dense, and misunderstanding more prob-

able.”

It is rather comical to call all this
anincidental admission; extraordinary
that he should object to the saying
that man does not live by bread alone;
and still more extraordimary that he
should add, “It is to be observed that
those who impress upon us this sen-
timent have always themselves plenty
of bread.” Is it not a very good sen-
timent ? Is it not well for all nations
to take it toheart? Wasit ever more
required than in this materialistic age ?
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And does he not know that Iam poor,
while he is wealthy ?

I have no desire, however, to add
one word on the merely personal ques-
tion. That was introduced simply in
order to explain the curious isolation
of Dr. Smith in the country for which
he undertakes to speak. If he stood
alone, because of strenuous attachment
to a high spiritual truth, he would be
worthy of all admiration. Then it
would be a case of Athanasius against
the world. But his isolation is on the
complex political question of whether
Canada should go over to the United
States or continue in the grander unity
of the British Empire. On that ques-
tion, the native-born Canadian is quite
competent to judge, and he has mnore
right to speak than any one else, all the
more so, it may be said, if his fore-
fathers have suffered for the country.
May I not add that the choice of
American connection is singularly ur.-
happy at present. Dr. Smith might
well admit that time hag shown Canada
to have been wiser than himself. But
Snowdon’s Knight, confronted with a
host of armed men was not more
resolute. He still holds that duty
calls on us to abandon cherished
ideals and to become engulphed in a
less liberal, less moral and less com-
prehensive education than we now
have, in the vain hope that we may
be able to turn the tide of feeling
which sways millions of average
Americans, inflamed from their youth
up with unnatural cries of vengeance,
aswell as with external or false notions
of their own place in civilization.

Space is not available here to deal
fully with this fundamental question,
but 1 shall take it up again before
long. In comparison with it, any
man’s personality or fate is of small
consequence. My nt rpretatlpn of
Dr. Sinith’s character may be ma:c.ie-
quate or mistaken, and I .r.egret if T
was betrayed into vivacities of ex-
pression which gave hlm.pam. Or-
dinary readers, however, will not deem
it unparliamentary language to say
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even an Oxford education has limita-
tions. I spoke with ample acknow-
ledgment that Dr. Smith meant well,
even when industriously sowing tares,
because I spoke in sorrow rather than
in anger, and only after hoping against
hope that, in accordance with his own
repeated declarations, he was retiring
from the position of our unauthorised
Ambassador to do work for which he
is better suited. Here was my sum-
mary :—

*“ His aims are good, but as he insists
that they shall be carried out in his and
in no other way, he is all the time defeat-
ing instead of furthering them. Heloves
his native country, yet misrepresents its
action. He sees that the best hopes of
civilization lie in the direction of the uni-
fication of the English-speaking race, yet
he excites evil suspicions between its
different members. He believes that the
saving elements in the Canadian people
are so strong that they could do much for
the healing of bitter waters in the States,
yet he belittles us and mocks at our con-
tinuous and resolute struggle to become a
nation.”

If there are faults here or else-
where, they are, I submit, in the man-
ner of expression, and because of my
interest in a great subject, rather than
the outcome of a desire to misjudge
or of acrimony of temper, of which, in-
deed, I am not conscious. But might
it not be well for Dr. Smith to con-
sider that others may see him better
than he sees himself, and that the
outlines of a crowded career, extend-
ing over a long period, may come out
most clearly, like those of mountain
ranges, at a distance ? Looked at from
this point of view, almost every onc
will tell him that since heleft his own
country his general attitude has been
anti-British, and has not been repre-
sentative of Canadian sentiment He
supposes, to use the ironical language of
our great humorist, Haliburton, “ That
a trec would be much more vigorous
if the branches . . were all
lopped off, . and that the
stem would be larger, stronger and
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better without such useless or expen-
sive appendages.” He knows that the
fate of Canada will ultimately deter-
mine that of all the Colonies, as well as
that of the whole Emnpire with its pro-
mise of a future as glorious as its past.
But Britislr connection he distrusts and
cven seems to dislike; while to us it
is the etfectual guarantee that we shall
continue to maintain our indepen-
dence, build on our own foundations,
develop our institutions, and contri-
bute some share, ‘ off our own bat,’ to
the higher life of the continent and
the race.

This, I repeat, is the fundamental
question between us. Dr. Smith is
influenced or dominated mainly by the
idea of continuous territory, and by
what he considers the hopelessly in-
soluble character of French-speaking
Canadians. These seem to me exter-
nal considerations, while his tone
concerning them ie unduly pessimis-
tic; but, I tried to estimate them fair-
ly. In proof, let me conclude this
brief rejoindcr with as long a quota-
tion as space will permit of what
was said in the article regarding the
difficulties with which we are strug-
gling, and the price which we, like
every other people, must be willing
to pay for national life :—

“The Dominion consists of four great
sections, each of which is said to be na-
turally more allied to a portion of the
United States than to the other sections.
There is a certain amount of truth in
this, but the point of view which makes
it an insuperable difficulty is wholly ex-
ternal. When we are told that it is im-
possible to fight successfully against geo-
graphy, a little'reflection-fissures us that
all history teaches the opposite, and that
each new triumph of science is simply
another victory of man over nature.
Besides, this difficulty is on the surface,
and has been seen and discounted by
us at every stage in our history. 1t
has no more terrors for us than the Alle-
ghanies and the Rocky Mountains had
for the people of the Ntates, or than the
Atlantic and the ‘long wish of Australa-
s'an seas’ had for our forefathers. Instine-
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tively, at every crisis, we have realized
that a nation must be ready to pay a
price for its freedom, must be willing to
transcend and even laugh at ditficulties in
order to realize itself and secure a dis-
tinctive and worthy future. We have,
therefore, said with Nehemiah, ‘Let us
rise up and buiid.”  We have established
an unequalled system of internal naviga-
tion from the Straits of Belle Isle into
the heart of the continent, and we have
added to that an unparalleled railway
system, along lines where Indian guides
and old-fashioned engineers and scientific
otticers had declared that railways could
not be built. We were told that the
traffic would not pay for greasing the
wheels of the locomotives. Tt has paid
those who put their money in the road
better than any other trans-continental
railway. In today’s paper I see that
Northern Pacific is quoted at 5 per cent.,
Union at 7, Cen'ral at 14, and Canadian
Pacific at 64. And, now, when the ex-
ternal difficulties have been overcome,
when every part of our great Northern
Confederacy has been linked together by
steel as well as sentiment, when dry-
docks have been built at Halifax, Quebec,
Kingston, and FEsquimault, when our
coasts, rivers and lakes have been lighted
with hundreds of lighthouses : now, when,
through the faith and toil of a handful
of people scattered over half a continent,
we have built our nation’s house, and
are able to reach out one hand to Great
Britain and the other to Australia, a
philosopher assures us that ‘manifest
destiny ’ was all the time forbidding,
and that our house was built only to
be smashed! Destiny, if you like, but
certainly it was not and is not manifest.

“ Another dominating conception of
Dr. Smith arises from the superficial view
that he takes of Quebec Province. Ac-
cording to him, French Canada before
the conquest, owing to the exclusion, of
the Huguenots, ‘fell into the hands of
the Cuatholic reaction and of its incarna-
tion and apostle, the Jesuit,” and so be-
came ‘a Jesuit mission grafted on a
station of the fur trade.’ This is epigram,
but not history. It is doubtful if history
can be written epigrammatically. The
truth is that—as might have been expect-
ed by anyone who knows the character
and development of the French people—
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there was a vigorous Gallicanism in
Quebec down to the conquest. The Cana-
dian peasant, under the nominal feudal-
ism of the New World, was never a serf or
villein. Proudly he called himself the
‘habitant,” or dweller in the land. In
the same spirit, though a devout member
of the Hoy, Catholic, Apostolical, Ro-
man Church, he always stoutly asserted
his own religious rights. Nor was he
without constitutional protection of a
kind. Just as Louis XIV., though under
priestly influence, did not shrink from
putting bishops in their place and hold-
ing his own against the Pope, so a strong
governor in Quebec, the representative of
the King and the head of the State, did not
shrink from bullying the bishop and pro-
tecting the rights of the laity. This Gal-
lican spirit, as might also have been ex-
pected, died out after the conquest. The
reasons will easily be divined by anyone
who knows the history of Ireland from
within. It has revived, however, since
the Confederation of 1867 ; it is a factor
of ever-increasing significance in the de-
velopment of French-speaking Canadians ;
to ignore which may be pardonable in
the average politician, but not in the his-
torian or statesman.

“The difference of language and race
is another of the bogeys that forbid the
banns between French and English-
speaking Canadians. Dr. Smith’s only
hope lies in submerging the former in the
vast mass of English speech to the south.
That mass will have its influence, no mat-
ter what the political arrangements may
be ; but the supposition that national unity
requires uniformity of language and race
iy an abstract conception scarcely worth
refuting It is a remnant of the individ-
ualist view of society which prevailed in
the eighteenth century, but which is now
universally discarded. The highest form of
national life does not depend on identity;
but rather on differences that are trans.
c:nded by common political interests and
sentiments ; and it is most interesting to
trace the growth of these in Canada,
especially since 1867. The result is
before the face of all men, in a fact
which is half a continent in size. The
fact was there before, but it could
be seen only by the penetrating eye.
Now, the blind may see, unless blinded'by
preconceptions. Under the constitution
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of 1791, which gave only the irritating
shadow of political liberty without the
substance, the French-Canadians fought
splendidly against the armies of the
States, though these came as practical
allies of the Corsican, who at the time
was the idol of every Frenchman. Sub-
sequently, when the union of the two
Canadas, in 1841, ended in a deadlock,
statesmen never dreamed of the formation
of the two provinces into two distinct na-
tionalities as the solution. They saw that
the deadluck had come, because the Act
of Union had an inherent defect. Ithad
attempted to combine the federal principle
with unity of action in local matters.
Hence the clumsy expedients of dual ma-
jorities and dual leaders, which could not
possibly be permanent. The solution of the
difficulty was sought for in a wider union,
and though that made Quebec one province
of four, now one of seven,and—a few years
hence—to be one of twelve, instead of one
of two, Cartier assented to it as loyally as
George Brown. The Confederation of
1867 cured the defect of the Union of
1841, by assigning local questions to pro-
vincial legislatures, and it laid the basis for
a Dominion which soon extended from
ocean to ocean.

“Of course we have had our difficulties
since, but they are simply growing pains.
Dr. Smith identifies the extreme Ultra-
montanes, or the Nationalist section, in
Quebec, with the province, as they, for
their own ends, identify the ¢ Orangistes’
of Oatario with English-speaking Canada.
But the tailors of Tooley Street are not
the people of England, nor are he and his
handful of Commercial Unionists the
Canadian people. In forming a nation
which, while including all sections of the
British people, plus Germans, Icelanders,
Belgians, Hungarians and Indians, is
mainly composed of the two great historic
races that lave taken reot in the land, we
are making a most interesting experiment,
and one that has had already a large
measure of success, The French-Cana-
dian sees that he must teach his children
English, if they are not to be handicapped
for life in  America; and the British-
Canadian, finding that the man who is
master of two linguagesis often preferred
to him, resolves that if he cannot speak
French his children shall. For this anfl
other reasons, actual fusion of speech is
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going on slowly but surely. But unity of
national life is independent of the fusion.”

In a word, no matter what our
speech, we are all, as Cartier said,
above everything else Canadians.
We are still “Canada First,” that is
of the party, the first planks in whose
platform declared for Canada and
British connection. So, too, whether
English, Irish, Scotech, Welsh, Cana-
dian, Afrikander, Australian, Tas-
manian, or New Zealander, we are all
one Empire, under one Flag, governed
by the same stable, yet elastic Parlia-
mentary institutions, and faithful to
the traditions of the race which has
carried to the ends of the earth the
practice of freedom within the bounds
of law, the principle of justice explain-
ed by precedent, and the defence of

the oppressed up to the full extent of
our power,irrespective of continental-
ism. In realizing this unity, and so
fulfilling what appears to us to be our
highest destiny, we have no quarrel
with our neighbours. Far fromit. We
honour that great sisterhood of States
for what they are and for what they
have accomplished ; we know that our
prosperity is largely bound up with
theirs; and we hope that the time
may soon come—for they are a people
of infinite humour, apart from their
national conceits—when they shall
understand that if a “bloody shirt”
thirty years old is obsolete, it is pre-
posterous to be continually waving
one which is four or five times as
ancient.

George M. Grant.

THE UNUTTERABLE DESIRE.

The pensive youth resumes his irksome task
Behind the plow, and goads the drowsy team ;
But every common object wears a mask,
And €’en the oxen teach him how to dream.

He needs must pause. (How quick the burly beasts
Perceive the liberal license of his mood,
And stand at ease wkile wayward Fancy feasts

With paladins, returned all blood-imbrued.)

And while the stately cavalcade is formed,
And helméd knights their battle-steeds bestride,
And fields are won, and feudal castles stormed,
The setting sun proclaims it eventide.

Again the task dispels the stirring scene,
Again the furrow lengthens o’er the field ;—
But who could pass a copse so dense and green
Without a ghimpse of romance there concealed ?

Here Robin Hood and stalwart Friar Tuck
Dispensed the spoils or ate their venison fare ;
ITere outlawed archers tested skill and luck,
Or wound their horns, or planned a bishop’s snare.

And here Maid Marion heard a lover’s vow,
And here — (But oh ! prosaic, cruel Fate !
There stand the idle oxen and the plow,
And there an irate father at the gate).
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And oh! the task, and oh! the stern demand ;
And oh ! the guilty feeling in his breast.

Is there no champion who for him will stand,
To silence wrath with Chivalry’s behest

¢ A lazy lout ! he hears his father say.

He slew a dragon, fought a host and—won,
Preserved a maiden scathless through a fray,

Aud yet is asked : ““ Why is the task not done ?”

Without excuse, he meekly bears the cuff,
Then slinks, crestfallen, to his truckle-bed,
A vangquished hero, who was bold enough
Where plows were lances and where fields were red.

He cannot tell why he should be remiss,
Or why some things a vision will inspire ;
He knows but one vague feeling, and ’tis this :
The poet’s wild, unutterable desire.

Let others plow, and others plant the corn ;
Let others moil in servitude’s degree ;

But he must dream, though waking brings him scorn
When each enchantment ends in misery.

He sees with envy youth engage itself
In tedious toil or boisterous merriment ;
Yet while one book, unread, is on the shelf,
He keeps his vigils as a saint keeps Lent.

Foregoing pleasure, little else he craves
Than toleration of his solitude

And choice in spending all the cash he saves,
With some respect for each eccentric mood.

And granted these, he reigns a king supreme,
His vassals numerous as he can create.

‘Would he a palace ! He has but to dream,
And lo! he enters by the golden gate.

Ask him not why, nor what it is that burns
Within his breast like a consuming fire ;

He only feels that he for something yearns
With that intense, unutterable desire.

WiLLian T. James.
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TALKS ON WRITING ENGIbISH.*

JOHN A.

JHOULD a man (or a woman) desire

to practice the profession of a
lawyer, he spends several years in a
lawyer’s office. reads many books on
legal subjects, and passes several ex-
aminations set by legal professionals.
A like procedure obtains, should he
desire to become a doctor, a civil en-
gineer, an architect or a professor.
Should he desire to be an artist, he
must visit Paris and study under the
best masters and from the best work
of those who have become the acknow-
ledged masters in painting and sculp-
ture. But should he desire to become
an author—he simply sits down and
scribbles off a manuscript; then he
arises with a look of satisfaction upon
his countenance and mails the pen-
production to the editor of some maga-
zine, the name of which he knows by
hearsay. If any person should sug-
gest that he should spend four or five
years learning the art of composition,
acquiring the power of original de-
seription and creation, and perfecting
himself by a study of the best models
of the great litterateurs, that person
would  be quickly and effectually
snubbed. 1t has been said that poets
are born and not made, and about fifty
per cent. of the people in the world
(the English-speaking world is refer-
red to) have at some time in their lives,
the conviction that perbaps they are
born poets or litterateurs.

A lady friend of mine, who is well-
born and well-educated but without
any special qualifications as an origi-
nal writer, sends her poetry and her
rovelettes quite regularly to the edi-
tors of Canadian publications. She
remarked in a recent letter that it was
not her fault that Canadians did not
possess an ample literature; it was

COOPER.

the crime of the editors who refused to
publish and pay for her manuscripts.

Another young lady brought me a
pretty story. In it words were mis-
spelled, phrases misplaced and para-
graphs poorly constructed, but the tale
was an agreeable vne. I revised it
carefully and labouriously,and pointed
out to her the weaknesses, to my mind,
of her composition. She seemed anx-
ious to learn to write, and I was will-
ing to encourage her. She brought
me another story which I returned as
being too long for the matter con-
tained and as being slovenly written.
Finally I received a third manuseript,
which apparently had never been read
after having been written, as the
punctuation and paragraphing were
deplorable. I returned it with plenty
of blue pencilling and decided that
her next manuscript should be return-
ed unopened.

There is plenty of room in literature
for new writers, but they must be
writers who are masters of the art;
writers who have cultivated their or-
iginality and their composition until
both are striking; writers who have
somnething to say and have carefully
studied the best way of saying it. As
Buffon said, talent 1s only long prac-
tice, and the secret of success is per-
severence in hard work.

As Fleubert said to Maupassant (In-
troduction to Pierre and St. Jean) :—
“When you pass a grocer seated in a
doorway, a concierge smoking his pipe,
a row of cabs, show me this grocer
and this concierge, their attitude, all
their physical appearance ; suggest by
the skill of yourimage all their moral
nature, so that I shall not confound
them with any other grocer or any
other concierge; make me see, by a

* Talks on Writing English, By Arlo Bates. Crown 8vo.,

$1.50. Houghton, Miflin & Co., Boston and New York.
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Si}\gle word, wherein a cab-horse
ditters from the ftifty others that
follow or precede him.” And Mau-
passant adds: “ Whatever may be the
thing which one wishes to say, there
is but one word for expressing it;
only one verb to animate it; but one
. adjective to qualify it. It is essential
to search for this verb, for this adjec-
tive, until they are discovered, and
never be satisfied with anything else.”

This is the spirit of the true man
of letters. His originality, be it little
or much, must be persistently develop-
ed, and his power of expression must
be just as persistently cultivated until
it nearly equals that of the best writers.

Robert Louis Stevenson once wrote :
“ All through my boyhood and youth,
I was known and pointed out for a
pattern of an idler; and yet 1 was
always busy on my own private end,
which was to learn to write. I kept
always two books in my pocket, one
to read, one to write in. As I walk-
ed, my mind was busy fitting what
I saw with appropriate words; when
I sat by the roadside, I would either
read, or a pencil and a penny version-
book would be in my hands to note
down the features of the scene or
commemorate some halting stanzas.
Thus I lived with words, and what I
wrote was thus for no ulterior use. It
was written consciously for practice.”

To destroy all one’s earliest writings
is hard indeed. Yet Arlo Bates says in
his recent admirable book entitled
« Talks on Writing English :”

« Tt is necessary to compose and re-
compose ; to write all sorts of things,
to prune them, recast them, polish
them ; to elaborate and to simplify :
to weigh each word and phrase; and
when all is done to destroy the result
as ruthlessly as we would destroy
anything else which has become rub-
bish by outliving its usefulness.

“TIt is a thousand pities that the
work of writers who are learning their
art is not written in ink fading over
night, or which would at least vanish
as soon as the manuseript had under-
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gone revision. The next best thing is
for the would-be author to accustom
himself to phrasing thoughts in his
mind without setting them down upon
paper at all. . . .

“ Each mail carries to the office of
every magazine scores of manuseripts
which are nothing but the crude ex-
ercises produced in more or less intel-
ligent struggles with the art of com-
position. . . . Would to heaven there
were some one eloquent enough to
persuade the world once for all that
literature is as surely a profession
which must be learned as is law or
medicine.

“Itis a long time before the student
has a right to look upon himself as a
producer at all; and the more com-
pletely he can preserve the attitude of
a learner, the better will be the re-
sults of his self-training.”

This book from which the above
quotations are taken is worthy the at-
tention of young Canadians who are
aspirants for literary fame and suc-
cess and profit. After two introduc-
tory chapters the author takes up the
“ Principles of Structure” and deals
with Unity, Mass and Coherence, then
the “ Principles of Quality” and treats
of Clearness, Force and Elegance.
After having thus worthily filled about
one hundred pages of his book, he
takes up Exposition, Argument, De-
scription and Narration in turn, deal-
ing with each in a clear, conversational
manner, without the slightest attempt
at pedantry. His quotations and ex-
amples are taken from modern books,
and his criticisms are mainly on those
writings with which the general pub-
lic is at present most familiar. The
book is by no means of the character
of a college text-book, but the produc-
tion of an editor who has seen the need
for a book which any young writer
may easily read and digest, and which
would convey to him the knowledge
and experience of one who had been
over the road, and knew the danger-
holes and the hills between a liter-
ary Beginning and a literary Success.



OUR
HUNTER

R. WILLIAM SMITH, our readers
will admit, was not romantically
named. Neither did his life flow ina
romantic channel, albeit a pleasant
one. When he had completed his
nonage and legal infancy with not
more impulses and fewer escapades
than average young men, his father
put him into a syndicate which rented
a patent in universal use, and in which
his chief duty was to draw his divi-
dends monthly, if he were at home.
If he were not at howe, they stood
over until next month, and he drew
them both together. He was now
spoken of as Mr. William Smith, Jr.,
instead of the plain “ Bill Smith,” by
which he had been heretofore known
to his intimates. In one respect Mr.
Smith, Jr., was a singular young man,
for he set himself to improve the
common school education he had re-
ceived. He read everything that came
in his way, and has been heard to de-
clare that he derived more real know-
ledge of life from fiction than from any
other branch of belles lettres, or even
of science. He attended lectures, too,
carefully avoiding faddists of every
stripe, as well as those pundits, who
wander under the auspices of a bureau
at $10.00 per night, and hash up
“ popular ” scientific pabulum that is of
no practical use to anybody. For
accomplishments he acquired pretty
fair Parisian French from a refugee
of the commune, and the use of his
mawleys (which, being interpreted,
means how to box with his fists) from
a retired English prize fighter.

He was a pleasant young man was
Mr. Smith, Jr. The bent of his mind
was towards sestheticism—you counld
not call it dilettantism. He was too
sensible for that. He loved every-
thing that was beautiful and har-

ABBE.
DUYVAR.

monious and serene. And yet for
several summers of his life he was ad-
dicted to Cheap Tripping in the gre-
garious way that has become an In-
stitution in these later days. In fact,
he was a confirmed Cheap Tripper.
He went everywhere the Tripping
Co. asked him. On one memorable
occasion he had been personally con-
ducted by an ex-usher (Master of the
French of Stratford-atte-Bow), to Bul-
long and Paree, and would have been
taken to Carpathians, but thought it
too far. Accompanied by a friend of
like tastes with his own from the mid-
dle-class club to which he belonged, he,
with some hundred others had been at
Land’s End and in Wales and the Isle
of Man and at the Lakes of Killarney
and Windermere, and at Chester and
York, and had even penetrated beyond
the Scottish border. When the ad-
vertised limit of their tour was reach-
ed the horde of trippers rushed across
country for home, desecrating fanes,
writing the names of ’arry and 'arriet
on monuments of antiquity, greeting
mansions with howls and waking up
sleeping villages with music-hall
choruses—all to be repeated on next
holiday. It would be wrong to say
that Smith junior liked this kind of
thing. He did not, yet, despite his
wstheticism, his sense of humour was
as much amused by the antics of the
company as by the historical scenes
through which he passed. In a few
years his father died and he himself
became Mr. Smith. After wearing
black for a year, and for six months
more a white hat with a crape on it
for the old gentleman he fell in love
and married a lady in every way suit-
able for him, with equally cultured
mind and much similarity of tastes.
Having little knowledge of the busi-

(32)



OUR ABBE.

ness of the syndicate and none at all as
to its prospects, he, acting on his wife’s
advice, sold his interest and with a por-
tion of the purchase money bought a
pretty place in Devonshire,onwhich he
built amodest villa as a pied a terre,and
which he and his wife designed with-
out the aid of an architect, and furnish-
ed to their own taste. On balancing
accounts they found they possessed an
annual income of just %5,000, sufficient
to live on in happy competence.
Smith was after all but a wholesome
sound-souled Englishman of no brilli-
ant parts, gentlemanly in his habits,
but averse to being the slave of any
stilted convenances, while Mrs. Smith
was too sensible a womnan to want to
squeeze herself into high society where-
in she could have found no real plea-
sure and where she would have been
looked down upon for her comparative
poverty. 'Therefore they lived con-
tented in their secluded home of
“ Forest Retreat,” as they called it,
passing their time agreeably enough,
only it must be admitted that under-
lying this placid content there was a
slight—the very slightest—tinge of
latent Bohemianism, not pronounced
but just enough to give colour to their
lives. "When the fit came on they,
leaving their place in charge of a care-
taker and his dame, would set out on
their travels to interesting parts of the
country, no longer as Cheap Trippers
but as respectable British tourists,
eschewing fasionable hotels and put-
ting up in some comfortable family
hostelrie in any place that suited their
fancy. In this way they made many
pleasant friends. Although three or
four years had elapsed, there were no
children.

This worthy and unpretending
couple were at the old and out-of-the-
way town of Laon in the Aisne, hav-
ing made their way there by a leis-
urely route through Belgium. There
they intended to stay for a few days
to enjoy the charming scenery and to
study the mnoble cathedral which
crowns the hill on which the town is
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built, and which, if archaology be .
true, was founded in the twelfth cen-
tury. On the day after their arrival
and while his wife was resting, Smith
set out, as was his custom In a new
place, to take a stroll through the
streets. Entering a shop to purchase
a pocket map of the town, he was
fortunate to find in the bookseller a
local antiquary of no mean intelli-
gence. From him he learned that in
a monastic collection in connection
with the cathedral were some curious
manuscripts throwing light on the
time of the Carlovingians, which
were not duplicated in the otherwise
excellent public library. He found
the custodian of these treasures, an
elderly man in a black gown, quite
courteous and obliging, and soon was
seated in an ill-lighted apartiment
making notes, until, after some time,
the point of his pencil broke. TLook-
ing up, he discovered he was not
alone, for a person in the conventional
dress of an abbé, with a fringe of
grey hair peeping from under his
skull-cap, was seated near him, poring
over a large antique folio which
might have been one of the early
fathers’ commentaries. This vener-
able person opened a penknife, and
with a polite bow handed it to his
fellow-student. It happened that
when Mr. Smith had completed his
memoranda and rose to leave, the
Abbé rose too; so that both stood
together on the pavement. The Eng-
lishman thanked his clerical acquain-
tance for his courtesy, and, after some
further conversation, begged, if his
reverence were at leisure, he would
accompany him, a stranger, in a walk
al'ong the old ramparts, whence the
view would, no doubt, be very fine.
The Abbé explained that he too was,
In a manner, a stranger, his curé
being in the Landes of the Gironde.
They walked along together and
paced the ancient lines with the towers
Jutting in grey decay,the whole dom-
inated by the fine pile of the cathe-
dral. The Englishman talked glibly
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of what Laon had been when it was
the residence of the Kings of France,
and of its having been taken from the
League by Heunry of Navarre, with
other topics on which the AblLé did
not seem well informed. Noon hav-
ing arrived, Mr. Smith pulled out a
watch that looked like silver, but was
only aluminum, and remarked it was
near luncheon time.

“That is a singular chronometer
Monsieur carries,” remarked the Abbé;
“no doubt an heirloom ¢”

“ It is singular,” laughed Smith, “as
showing the cheap labour and skill of
the Swiss. I always carry it in the
streets.”

“ Perhaps”” persisted the Abbé, «it
is associated with remembrances so
touching that Monsieur would pay an
unheard-of reward to recover it if
lost 7

“Not at all,” was the reply; “its
value is exactly twelve francs. You
can buy a thousand of them at that
tigure in Zurich or Geneva.”

Thought is free and sometimes
flashes aeross the mind without our
will, and it flashed into the speaker’s
mind “if our Abb¢ were not grey-
haired and a clergyman I would have
half thought he would like to snatch
the watch and bolt down an alley
with it.” The absurd idea was dis-
missed with a smile. The Smiths are
nothing if not hespitable. This one,
therefore, turning to the priest, thank-
ed him for his company and begged
he would do him the honour of dining
with him at five o'clock, if not too
early, at his hotel, the Boule d'Or,
where he might be sure Mrs. Smith
would be pleased to welcome one of
his salutary profession. The Abbé
hesitated.

“ Luxury in apparel,” said he, “is
forbidden to members of my sacred
calling. My constant dress is soutane
and tonsure-cap; hence I must de-
eline.”

Mr. Smith assured him his clerical
garb would but confer additional
honour on the board. With this the
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invitation
parted.

At tive o'clock the Abbé appeared
in his clerical garb and with the sub-
dued mien befitting his profession.
His host had put on a dress coat and
substituted a massive gold watech and
chain for his Swiss toy. Mrs. Smith
appeared in demi-toilette, plain and
ladylike, with no ornament excepting
a noticeable one of oriental manu-
facture, the bequest of an uncle who
had served in India and had shaken
the pagoda tree in the days when it
bore fruit. This singular and some-
what barbaric adornment was a neck-
lace formed of a five-pointed star
of quite two inches in diameter, the
floor being a mosaic of alternate bril-
liants and emeralds, with one rich
ruby in the centre, the whole being
attached to a coil of eight or ten
very fine gold chains of a vivid
orange colour. Apart from its singu-
larity it was evidently of great value.

The Abbé said grace. His eyes
did not seem to have observed the
adornment of the lady, nor, indeed,
to have rested on anything beyond
the tablecloth. This might have been,
from modesty, inasmuch as the at-
tendance of a butler and three waiters
may have given him an exaggerated
impression of the social position of
his entertainers. He showed himself,
however, acquainted with the eti-
quette of the table, although his man-
ner seemed to be under strict watch
and his conversation was contined to
mere necessary remarks. His host,
on the other hand, was voluble on
many subjeets, trying to draw his
guest out. Dinner passed rather heav-
ily. After an abstemious repast,
and still more sparing indulgence in
wine, followed by cotfee, the guest
took leave and bowed himself out,

“I do not like your Abbé” said
Mrs. Smith.

“No more do I, replied her hus-
band. *“ His being a stranger accounts
for his want of acquaintance with
the place, for he told me his curé was

was accepted, and they
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in the Bourbonnais, or somewhere,
but he he did not seem to follow some
points of scholarship I tried him with
—no doubt attributable to his secluded
and religious life. He scarcely comes
up to the mark of the polished and
scholarly Abbds we read of. Besides,
did you notice he never fell into those
mild pieties by which clergymen
always betray themselves?”

“1 do not like your Abbé,” repeated
Mrs. Smith.

The table having been cleared, hus-
band and wife sat before the morsel
of fire that glowed in an open grate,
more for cheerfulness than warmth,
when Smith, laying his watch and
chain on the table, went upstairs to
change his coat and boots. This did
not occupy him long, and he went
leisurely down the staircase with his
hand on the bannister, his list slippers
making no noise. When he was
about half way down he thought
but so indistinctly that it was scarce-
ly a thought—that he saw a figure
cross the corridor and enter the din-
ing room. Coming down he found
the door ajar, and on going in saw at
a glance his wife asleep in a fauteuil
with her back to the door, and behind
her the crouching figure of the Abbé
with a tilk scarf in his outstretched
hands, creeping up as if to strangle
her: Like a flash the fist of the
trained boxer flew from the shoulder
and struck the intruder full on the
back of the head. The ecclesiastic
went down as if shot. His fall awak-
ened Mrs. Smith, who screamed, but
had presence of mind to ring the bell
violently, which brought several at-
tendants into the room, among them
the master of the hotel, who showed
great reluctance to notify the author-
ities, pleading it would bring great
scandal on the church,and might hurt
the good name of the Boule d'Or
The latter reason was doubtless the
one the landlord feared, but a waiter
had in the meantime run out and
summoned the patrol. Soon two gens
«Q’armes came marching into the room
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at the regulation pace, drew their
swords, stood at attention, and did
nothing. A sergeant followed, on
which the men at a sign from him
sheathed their weapons with a clang,
and seizing the prostrate and stili
insensible man by the colfar, dragged
him up and and set him in an arm-
chair, his hands still holding the scarf,
which, it was now observed, exhaled
a strong odor of chloroform. At
another sign, one of them went out,
and speedily returned with two police
acolytes bearing a hand ambulance,
into which the Abbé was bundled
and marched off, the two men-of-arms,
with their swords again bared, follow-
ing as escort. Meantime Mr. Smith,
as hero of the hour, had excitedly
related all the circumstances to the
sergeant, who listened with no appar-
ent interest,and merely replied, “Ah !”
but afterwards added, “ Monsieur
must go along with me.”

“What for ?” cried Smith hotly,
“are you going to lock me up ?”

“ Not necessarily ” replied the ser-
geant, “ but you must tell your story
to the Inspector.”

There seemed some reason in this,
so the irate Knglishman, calming down,
called a coach in which he and the
sergeant were driven to the office of
police, awhitewashed apartment where
2 man in uniform was leaning back in
a high chair before a desk beneath a
flaring gaslight, with his eyes closed
and the stump of a cigar in his mouth.
The sergeant related the circumstances.

“Let us see this truculent abbé”
said the Inspector, taking a lighted
bull’s-eye lantern in his hand and lead-
ing the way through a private passage
to the darkened hospital ward, whither
the patient had been already brought
and laid, still unconscious, on a mat-
tress. Throwing the whole glare of the
lantern on the death-like face, the
policeman twitched off the skull-cap
with the fringe of gray hair attached,
and gazed long and earnestly.

“Ah!” said he at length, “making
for the frontier,” then turning to his
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companion remarked, “ Monsieur has
been more successful than the whole
police of Paris” To anticipate our
story by a few weeks, the sham Abhé
was a notdrious bankrobber and as-
sassin, who had evaded the hue and
cry out aféer him and was watched
for at all the ports and railways. No
disguise could havebeenbetter adapted
for escape than that of a priest. He
now became the object of lively in-
terest to the first surgeons in Laon,
who vied with each other in éfforts
for his recovery. After trephining
and other surgical care he was at
length recruited sufficiently to be put
on trial for one of his other easily
proved crimes, and was deported for
life to Cayenne.

Returning to the office, the Inspector
again sat down in his high chair, re-
placed a half-smoked cigar in his
mouth, and reached listlessly for his
large brass-boundregister,and in atone
that made it clear he felt the whole
thing a bore, proceeded to ask a great
many questions: the complainant’s
name, age, occupation, why he was in
France, where born, was he known to
the police of his own country, his
father’s and mother’s name, with others
equally irrelevant, all of which he
wrote down with exasperating slow-
ness. Then he reached for one of a
pile of printed slips which lay on the
desk, and on the corner of which
Smith’s eyé was quick enough to read
the printed figures “100 francs.”
This slip Mr. Inspector filled up with
a date, but seeming to think the amount
was too small, selected another of 1,000
francs, filled in the date and handed
it to his visitor with the remark:
“ personal bond to appear—sign there.”

“I will not sign,” cried Smith.

“'Then,” said the policeman coolly,
“ Monsieur will be detained. Mon-
sieur will further observe that besides
his personal bond he remains under
the surveillance of the police, and will
do wisely in making himself happy in
Laon until the alleged culprit is sufii-
ciently recovered for trial”
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“I give my word as an KEnglish
gentleman to appear on the day -of
trial,” urged our tourist, who was be-
ginning to be alarmmed at the turn
affairs were taking.

“ Monsieur’s word is without doubt
unimpeachable,” said the policeman,
with the slightest suspicion ot a sneer,
“but we do not accept it in preference
to bond and surveillance.”

Our exasperated Briton dashed his
signature across the document and
strode out in a white fume ot rage.

Calling a caleche, our irate friend
requested to be driven to the private
address of some smart lawyer, and
soon found himself in presence of a
young dissolute-looking wan in desha-
bille lying on a sofa reading a yellow-
covered novel, with a miniature decan-
ter of absinthe and a glass on a brac-
ket within reach, and the table littered
with cigarette stubs. On hearing the
story the legal gentleman's interest
was great. He particularly cross-ex-
amined as to whether the policeman
did or did not positively refuse to ac-
cept a proftered pledge of honour, and
on being assured that such was the
case his distress was really pathetic.

“But what!” he exclaimed, in his
best jury manner, “ dicudediew! it is
an insult to a friendly power, an in-
sult to be wiped out with swords.
Ciel! and to a Grande Breton (an
English ! gentilhomme ! rentier!); but
thus! it humiliates France!”

Then he gave his client some advice.
Smith paid the counsel his fee and,
again calling the caléche was driven
to the hotel, where he ordered Mrs
Smith to toss all their belongings into
the portmanteaus and be ready to
leave in a quarter of an hour. The
lady was equal to the occasion, and in
not much more than the time specitied
the trunks were placed in care of a
commissionaire to convey to a place of
safety till called for. Meantime Smith
had drawn a cheque for 1,000 francs,
payable to the President of the Re-
public, which he enclosed—not to
the inspector, but to the Minister of
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Police, in a letter abusing the French
Republic, the Ministry and all their
myrmidons, threatening them with
the wrath of the British lion, and add-
ing divers other threats which he
would have found it impossible to
carry out. This he placed in the com-
missionaire’s hands, with orders not
to mail it until after twelve hours
should have elapsed. Then he paid
his hotel bill, and, taking his wife’s
arm, walked out.

Finding their way to a livery
stable. the address of which had been
learned from the caléche driver, the
pair ordered a postchaise to convey
them anywhere into the country for
a few miles. After one or two zig-

/

zags to throw pursuit off the scent,
Smith directed the postboys to strike
across country for a busy railroad
passenger station. There they caught
the mail train for the north, and in
a short time were beyond the fron-
tier.

The first words Mr. Smith said to
his wife when they again stood, free
Britons, on the soil of Belgium were;

“I have learned something in our
travels.”

“ What is that ?”

“ Never to ask an unknown abbé to
dinner unless he brings a certificate
from his bishop, for even a clergyman
may be counterfeited.”

Hunter Duvar.

HOME AGAIN, 40-1.

A Thanksgiving Story.

MUDDLED, out-o-work looking
man sat in a pool-room fumbling
a scrawly letter, and staring with a
look of drunken cunning at the names
on the black-board. One of them
caught his eye, and then swam be-
fore him till the whole board scemed
covered with nothing but the name of
the one horse, “Home Again,” at
forty to one. He rushed up to the
clerk and placed tive dollars on that
horse, then sat down to wait and to
look over again, in a muddled way,
the letter his father had written, urg-
ing him to come home for Thanks-
giving, and if he could do so, to settle
down on the old farm again. “ We
ain’t got much to offer you.” the letter
ran, “ but it won’t cost much to come,
now the railroad’s through to Pine-
ville, and your poor mother’s been
living on the thought of seeing you
the past year, the minister says; so
I'm sending you this money; it’s all we
have, and we hope you'll come.”
He had intended to go. Poor old
soul,she was bad,no doubt,but would it

do her any good to see the miserable
wreck he had become? If he could
win now he might still get home ; he
had not spent all on this last spree,
and . . . How his head ached in this
hot place ' —if he hadn’t been such a
fool as to put up his last cent, he would
have got another drink. Watching
the board in a kind of stupor, he
Jumped suddenly to his feet, soker in a
moment. “Home Again” had won.

A crowded train was hurrying
through one of those rocky forest
stretches, common on new roads in
Canada. The minds of the passengers
were filled with thoughts of home,
many miles nearer each hour. In
every farm-house and village dwel-
ling happy faces and busy prepara-
tions gave signs of the approaching
Thanksgiving Day.

Quiet, the peace of labour ended and
rest well earned hovered about a grey
homestead which was set back some
distance from the road that wound
between snake fences from the newly
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painted station at Pineville, two miles
away. Inside the house an old wo-
man sat beside the box-stove that
stood half in the sitting-room and half
in the bed-room. A small fire lent
heat, but not cheerfulness, to the room
which, with its meagre furnishings,
had an expectant air. Her mind
travelled back, as it had done every
day since, to the time when she stood
among the sunflowers at the front
door, in the clear freshness of a Sep-
tember morning ten vears ago, to
watch the old waggon disappear over
the hill with her son. As she sat
there the tired hands gradually grew
still. and the knitting fell unheeded
to the floor. A hopeful tear or two
stole down her wrinkled cheek. As
the minutes were ticked out by the
tall clock in the corner, a calmer,
holier smile came into her face. In
the deepening twilight a red gleam
from the stove-damper flickered about
the room a moment and was gone.
The old cat stretched out her paws to
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the fallen knitting with a memory of
kitten days: then as the needles click-
ed loudly together in the silence. drew
hurriedly back. The bent figure in
the rocking-chair straightened up a
little at the sound, murmured some-
thing half aloud,—was it, “Next
station Pineville—Jim!” and then sank
back with a happy smile about her lips.

Was she asleep and dreaming / Per-
haps. God knows.

With noisy slamming of doors the
brakesman had gone through the cars
calling out “ Next station, Pineville,”
when instead of the long call of the
engine that should have announced
the town, there was a short shriek
and . . . only darkness broken by
the fitful gleam of the hurrying lan-
tern and the glare of the fires that
began to eat up the tumbled mass of
broken cars.

Had “ Home Again” won in that
last race, too? Perhaps.

S. J. Robertson.

.

AUTUMN'S CLOSE.

He saw the flush among the Autumn hills,
Like some vain hope fade solemnly and slow ;

He heard the myriad voices of the rills
Crooning sleep songs mysterious and low.

He knew that Summer, with her smiles and tears,
Endured sad exile in a distant land ;

That Winter, hoary with eternal years,
Must rule again with stern, relentless hand.

Yet in his heart was hope forever bright,

He knew the flower-crowned Spring would come

with song

To overcome the shadows of the night,
Fill woods and meadows with her happy throng

Brabrosp K. DaNIErs.
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THE

HYPNOTISM.

lN the past few years increased attention

has been given to the study of hypnot-
ism, especially as to the part it can be made
to play in effecting cures upon diseased per-
sons. The notion that hypnotism is the
exercise of a peculiar power bestowed
uprn one man to benefit or to harm his
fellow-creatures is being undermined, and
in its place the idea 1s gaining ground
that under the direction of a hypnotist, or
perhaps without his assistance, anyone
has the power to bypnotize himself. 1In
view of this increased attention and this
change of opinion with regard to hypnot-
ism, a brief reference to its history may
not be out of place.

The fact that particular psychical states
can be induced in human beings by cer-
tain physical processes has long been
known among the Oriental peoples, and
was utilized by them for religious purposes.
By steadily gazing at precious stones,
into vessels and crystals, or at a certain
point or object, these Eastern people have
hypnotized themselves for the purposes of
soothsaying, of divination or of producing
sleep.

Independently of this there has existed
at all times in many quarters the belief
that particular individuals could influence
their fellows by the exercise of certain
powers, e.g, healing by the laying on of
hands, as practised by the Egyptians and
the early French kings. This doctrine of
animal magnetism was not, however, clear-
ly defined nor definitely brought to public
attention until Mesmer, a Viennese doc-
tor (1734 to 1815), began his studies.
He maintained the existence of animal
magnetism by means of which persons
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could influence each other, and he cured at
first by contact. Later, he believed that
different objects of wood, glass, iron, etc.,
were also capable of receiving the magnet-
ism. Many people believed that the
imagination might be employed with some
curative effect, but very few of Mesmer’s
contemporaries believed in mesmerism or
animal magnetism. He had disciples
nevertheless.

During the latter part of the 18th cen-
tury, animal magnetism was much studied
at Bremen,in Germany,and during thefirst
twenty years of this century it was much
practised in that country. In 1815 the
exercise of it was forbidden in Austria.
About this time it flourished in Berlin,
being introduced into the hospitals by
‘Wolfart, whom the Russian Government
had sent to visit Mesmer at Frauenfeld.
Lectures were given on the subject at
many of the German universities. In
1814-15 the Abbé Faria, who came from
India to Paris showed by experiments
that no unknown force was necessary for
the production of the phenomena; the
cause of the sleep, he said, was in the per-
son to he sent to sleep ; all was subjective.
This is the main prineiple of modern hyp-
notism. It has been lost sight of too
ofven, but is again being forced upon the
attention of those who are investigating
the subject.

From this time we find the belief in
animal magnetism being displaced by a
belief in suggestion. The former doctrine
was soon tabooed hy the scientists, al-
though it still had a certain hold on the
common people in different partsof Europe.
When the French magnetizer, La Fon-
taine, exhibited magnetic experiments in
Manchester, Eng., in 1841, Braid, a doc-
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tor of that city, investigated the pheno-
mena, and decided that they were not due
to animal magnetism, but were subjective.
He found that by fixing the eyes upon any
object a state of sleep was induced, and
this he called Hypnotism, heing the first
to use that word in its present form. He
used hypnotism to perform painless surgi-
cal operations.  Mesmerism had also teen
used for this purpose, and Braid at first
thought the states were similar, but after-
wards changed his opinion.

A few years later, Grimes studied the
question in the United States, much as
Braid had done in England, and the states
he produced were designated as electro-
biological,

Liébeault, who later in life lived at
Nancy, France, published a book in 1866,
and became the real founder of the thera
peutics of suggestion. He endeavoured to
rvefute the doctrine of animal magnetism.
Charles Richet came forward in Paris in
1875, and tried to popularize hypnotism,
which he called “Somnambulisme Provo-
qué.”  In 1878 Charcot began his public
classes, and in 1881 Paul Richer pub-
lished his book on “La Girande Hystérie.”

After 1884 there were two schools of
investigators in France, the followers of
Charcot and the Nancy School.  Liébe-
ault, to whom veference has been made,
was the father of the Nancy School.  Prof.
Bernheim, of that place, who had studied
with him, published, in 1884, “De la Sug-
gestion, etc.”  He gave in it examples of
the curative effects of hypnotism, the phe-
nomena of which, he states, are entirely
of a psychical nature, whereas, the follow-
ers of Charcot leaned toward a physical
explanation. At the celebrated congress
in Paris, in 1889, where nearly all the
civilized nations were represented, a clear-
ing-up of opinions was attained, the views
of the Nancy School receiving the most
approbation.

Liébeault’s process so induce hypnotism
was to raise an image of the hypnotic
state in the subject’s mind by means of
speech.  Hypnosis may also be induced
by recollection of earlier hypnoses. In
rare cases, we have autohypnosis where
the will allows the idea of hypnosis to be-
come so powerful that bypnosis is pro-
duced by the subject himself. These are
mental processes.

Opposed to these are the physical pro-
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cesses.  Braid accomplished hypnosis by
having the subject concentrate his atten-
tionon an arbitrary point. Instead of an
object, the operator may use his finger or
his eye. Just the same effect may be
produced by hearing, e.g., the ticking of a
watch.  Charcot used the loud noise of a
gong or other sudden, strong stimuli. The
same effect can also be produced through
the sense of touch, e.q., by a gentle strok-
ing of the skin.

The old mesmerists believed in will-
power on the part of the operator. The
hypnot'sts acknowledge the operator’s
power, but assert that the subject must
be willing to obey suggestions made, as a
prerequisite to full hypnosis by either the
mental or physical processes mentioned
above. On this point, Dr. Parkyn, writing
in the Hypnotic Magazine (Sept.), says :
“1tis absolutely necessary that the patient
shall co-operate with the hypnotist to
achieve a beneficial result. . . . The fun-
damental principle of the whole system of
mental therapeutics is, that if there is no
obedience to the suggestion, there can be
no relief for the patient. It is a beauti-
fully simple law, but it works without any
exception. . The power that heals
your body is a part of yourself ; I merely
guide and assist, I do not create it.”

In the same issue, Dr. Hood explains
that man has a double mind ; the conscious
mind, which, when man is in his normal
state, controls his acts, thinks his thoughts,
appreciates by means of his five senses all
that falls to his lot to acquire ; and the
subjective or unconscious mind that looks
after the automatic functions of the body
that carry on life’s work while we sleep.
He states that the subjective mind is the
seat of the emotions, and defines hypnot-
ism as a condition produced by the tem-
porary suspension of the objective mind
or the will. The subjective or un.onscious
mind acts upon suggestion alone.  * Our
lives are but reflections of the suggestions
about us.”

DANGERS OF HYPNOTISM.

When a hypnotizer or hypnotist will
use the knowledge and power which he
pussesses to serve ends other than the
benefitting of his fellow-man, dangers to
society and to individuals arise.  These
can be met only by watchful and intelli-
gent care on the part of the public.
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Recently, there appeared in the columns
of the Toronto /lvhe an advertisement
which indicated a want for a young gov-
erness. A charming young Toronto girl
wrote in answer to the advertisement and
in reply received a visit from a well-dress-
ed gentleman, who said that he expected
his wife and family from Chicago very
soon.  He then proceeded to ask a few
questions, and the found that she was
being hypnotized by his strange, light,
compellivg eyes. With an effort, she re-
sisted the strange intluence he seemed to
exercise over her, and said :

“You don’t want a governess.”

The man made a hurried exit, baffled.
The police were informed, but, according
to The Globe, no action was taken, nor
was anything further heard concerning
the criminal.

While this is an example of the possible
dangers of hypnotic suggestion, there is
another danger which must be considered.
A subject who is once hypnotized is very
easily brought under the influence again.
After a dozen submissions, the subject is
likely to be very tractable to any strong
personal influence brought to hear upon
him ¢r her. His own individuality is
likely to be weakened to such a degree
that he may not he able to occupy, with
his former success, the important and re-
sponsible position in life to which he has
been called. No person should submit
himself to hypnotic suggestion unless
some valuable result, which is extremely

desirable, may be best obtained in that
manner.

THE POPULIST PARTY.

It may safely be asserted that at no
period in the world’s history was there
such an independence of thought exhib-
ited, as is to be found among all classes
of the present day. The wage-earaner,
especially in America, is learning to think
and act for himself. He is now less bound
by the opinions of his employer, and less
influenced by the position which he occu-
pies. The trade-unions have, by their in-
fluence, their debates and their trade pub-
lications, taught him to examine the vital
questions of the day from the standpoint
of reason.

The voter of the present day is learning
to mark his ballot according to his own
convictions—not thuse of another. The

gl

newspapers of the day are cheap enough
to be within his reach, and from them he
learns the why and the wherefore of 'all
political movements.  He may still cling
to party, still be amenable to the « organ-
izer” or “boss”, still be influenced by the
oratory of demagogues, but he has “views”
more or less strong.

The same independence of thought is
seen in relation to economic, social, religi-
ous and scientific theories, policies and
beliefs. It may not be an age ¢f revolu-
tion, but it is certainly an age of rapid
evolution.

To this independence of thought must
be ascribed the present power of the Popu-
list Party in the United States ; a party
which, at the general elections in 1894,
cast close to a million and a half of votes.
Between 1892 and 1894 it showed a re-
markable growth. In California there
was a gain of 25,000 ; in Illinois, 27,000 ;
in Towa, 12,000 ; in Michigan, 1€,000 ; in
Minnesota, 46,000 ; in North Carolina,
35,000 ; in Ohio, 38,000 ; in Montana,
8,000 ; and in Nebraska, 14,000,

Since the death of Leonidas L. Polk,
the strategic head of this party has been
Senator Marion Butler, of North Carolina.
He claims that his party has a more en-
ergetic, earnest and effective organization
than either of the other two parties. Every
man who has joined the Populist Party
has had a reason for doing so, ¢ and a rea-
son strong enough to make him brave the
odium and distrust which always attaches
t6 a bolter.” The Populists may never
become the strongest party in the United
States, but they are certainly the embodi-
ment in t* at country of the new indepen-
dence which marks the thought of the
present day. They represent this indepen-
dence politically, though perhaps imper-
fectly.

It will be exceedingly interesting to
note their influence in the election which
will take place in a day or two. They
-have ““fused ” with the Free Silver Demo-
crats, and this fusion party will seeep
the Weet. In California, Colorada, Idaho,
Kansas, Kentucky, Louisiana, Missouri,
Montana, Nebraska, North Carolina, Ore-
gon, Utah and Wisconsin, the “fusion”
ticket should win, as in these States the
Democrats and Populists have arranged
matters so that each party will assist the
other,  For example, in California nine



Q2

electors are to be chosen, and the Demo-
crats have arranged to elect five and the
Populists four, each party voting for the
other’s candidates. There are certain
other States in which fusion has been ar-
ranged, but in which success is more
doubtful. These are Connecticut, [linots,
Iowa, Indiana, Michigan, Minnesota, New
Jersey, North Dakota, Ohio, Pennsylva-
nia, South Dakota, Washington, West
Virginia, and Wyoming.

The total number of Ntates in which
fusion has been arranged is twenty-seven
at least. In Illinois, Iowa, Nebraska,
Kentucky and Louisiana, the Gold-Demo-
cratic ticket (Palmer and Buckner) will
probably draw off enough support to pre-
vent the success of the fusion ticket. The
centre of the Presidential election thus
lies in the States of the middle west.
If the Democrat Bryan can hold Illinios
and win Indiana, his success would be
almost certain.

The result of the election which will be
most important—for whichever party wins
free trade and free silver are impossi-
bilities —will be the ascertaining of the
influence of the independent element at
present represented by the Populist Party.
Each of the three older parties is so dom-
inated and permeated with “ boss” and
“machine” rule,that democracy rule by the
people, of the people and for the people,
has became a farce. The average Demo-
crat or the average Republican has practi-
cally no voice in the moulding of his
party’s policy nor in the selection of His
party’s leaders. This power rests in the
hands of the professional politicians. Hear
the ery of a writer in The Conservator,
Philadelphia: “A thousand politicians
and professors have elected themselves
over 1ae, over you, over the democracy, as
guardians, Those whom they cannot con-
vince, they threaten. 1 thank them for
their solicitude. I despise their threats.
Welcome, Oh, redeeming Heresy !”

JULES SIMON.

As Jules Simon, the famous French
author, scholar and statesman, lay dying,

and after he had lost the power of speech,
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he wrote his own epitaph : “Jules Simon,
1814-1896. Dieu, Patrie, Liberté.” These
three words summed up the motives
which had ruled his life, for he is one of
the few men of whom it may be said that
the world was made better by his having
spent a few years upon it. As the Em
press of Germany said to him in 1890:
“ Eh bien, Monsieur Jules Simon, voici le
monde qui a mis sa signature an bas de
L’ouvriere.”—(The world has counter-
signed your book, L'ouvricre).

When a man has spent many years in
an active public life, he is apt to view the
world in a pessimistic way. Not long ago,
talking with a learned and cultured Brit-
isher who had seen much of the world’s
movements during the past sixty years, 1
was struck with the pessimistic view he
took of human progress. He declared
that the world in which he was born was
much more picturesque, much more noble
than the one in which he was then living.

Tt was not thus that Browning viewed
the world when he wrote :

¢ My own hope is, a sun will pierce
The thickest cloud earth every stretched :

That, after Last, returns the First,

Though a wide compass round be fetched .

That what began best, can’t end worst,
Nor what God blessed once, prove accurst.”

‘“ Apparent Failure.”

From what Baron de Coubertin says of
Jules Simon in the October Revirw of
Reviews, he, like the great Australian
leader, Sir Henry Parks, never failed to
understand that the world continues to be
as interesti. g to day as it was yesterday.
“He never gave up tighting for what he
considered good and true. Truth was his
goddess, and he should not have deemed
life worth living had he not been led to
hope that men might finally induce her
to tix her residence among them ”

Jules Simon was Minister of Public In-
structions from 1870 to 1876, and then
became Prime Minister under President
Marshal de MacMahon, but was dismissed

. because he believed that Church and State

should be separate. The rest of his life
he devoted to aiding and directing social
reform, and French workmen owe much
to his indefatigable efforts in their behalf.
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THOSE who love dainty little volumes

-~ will be pleased with the Prismatic
Library.* Last month one of this series,
“Soap Bubbles,” by Max Nordau, was
noticed. Among previous issues were
“ Trumpeter Fred” by Capt. Charles
King, and ¢« Father Stafford” by Anthony
Hope. This month there are two addi-
tions, “ Bijou's Courtships,” translated
from the French of *“Gyp,” author of
*“ Chiffon’s Marriage,” ** Those Good Nor-
mans,” etc, and “ A Coospiracy of the
Carbonari,” translated from the German
of Louise Miihlbach, author of ¢ Frede-
rick the Great, and His Family.” This
‘“ Conspiracy” is a most interesting tale of
an attempt to assassinate Napoleon, just
after his first defeat, which was inflicted
by the Archduke Charles of Austria at
Aspeon, and about the time of Wagram.
The story is founded on historical facts.
and is thus all the more interesting on
that account. The translation is fairly
well done by Mary J. Safford.

¥

When anyone in Cunada mentions an-
nexation to the United States as a possible
future of Canada, he is immediately de-
nominated  traitor.” The United States
itself seems to have its “ traitors,” judging
from a poem just issued by R. 8. Walter.
It is entitled “A Ride for Life at Gettys-
burg,” t and is a combination of senti-
ment and ryhwming historical narrative.
In one of the explanatory notesthe author
declares that the South is now “envying
the British Dominions generally—espe-
clally Canada, wise Canada.”

* «

Two litt'e pamphlets of poetry come to
Tue CaxapiaN from Halifax. The poems
are by 8. J. MacKnight, and when one
has read them, the thought of how much
harm the printing press has done rises

* New York: F. Tennyson Neely. Toronto: The To-
ronto News Co.

‘9 “ A Ride for Life at Gettysburg,” by R. S. Walter.
New York: De La Mare Ptg. and Pub. Co. Paper.

again for consideration ; yet only about
one-tenth of what is printed is preserved
—this is a consolation.

*%

Charles G. D. Roberts’ new book,
¢« Around the Camp-Fire,” is better than
the average book of fiction which comes
from a Canadian pen* Mr. Roberts
writes pure English in amost gracefulway.
His style is simple and straightforward,
yet has sufficient daintiness about it
to be pleasing. He excels in descrip-
tion, especially of the scenery and the
life of Kastern Canada, the locality in

which he has spent his life. He is pro-
vincial, however, in that he seldorp
compares. Further, he is photographic

in both his prose and his poetry, and one
seldom, while following his guiding, feels
the touch of the philosopher’s hand.

A party of canoeists, according to this
tale, takes hol days in the northern part of
New Brunswick —an ideal locality in
which to hunt and to fish. Tts experi-
ences, which are not numerous, are here
chronicled. The remainder of the book is
taken up with the s‘ories told “around
the camp-fire.” These little tales are good,
most of them are Canadian, and nearly
all are entertaining. They show that
Prof Roberts is a close student of nature
~of nature’s landscapes, nature’s decora-
tions and nature’s animal life. As a book
for boys and youths, this volume may be
very highly commended for its brightness
and its wholesomeness. Perhaps this is
all that the author aimed at. Tt is not a
novel of adventure, with a complicated
plot and a tragic and single climax. As
a glimpse of life where men may get
“sunburned skins, alarming appetites,
and renovated digestions,” it is splendid.
The illustrations are numer.us and better
than T have ever before seen in a Cana-

**Around the Camp-Fire,” by Chas. G. D. Roberts
M.A, F.RS (. Toronto: William Briggs. Cloth, illus-
trated, 349 pp.
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dian book  The publishers are to be con-
gratulated on its fout ensemible.
*%

Another book for hoys is ¢ Walter
Gibbs, The Young Boss, and Other
Stories,” by Kdward William Thomson,*
author of “Old Man Savarin.” There
are seven interesting, well-illustrated
stories in this valuable volumne, and every
boy that reads them —yes, the large boys,
too—wiil be interested and benefited,—
the two most important results which are
to be looked for from boys’ books. Walter
Gibbs is a model young boss —capable,
energetic, upright. He entered upon the
heavy task of carrying out a contract of
engineering which his father had under-
taken and had been prevented by an acci-
dent from performing. The troubles in
managing seventy navvies in a back-
woods spot in Canada were numerous and
trying, but Walter's clear young head and
‘his honest heart led him safely through.

By these stories Mr. Thomson evi-
dently intends to teach his boy readers
honesty and righteousness. This teach-
ing is well concealed, however, under con-
duct which is idealized for its own sake
in that it follows honest lines of policy.
While the characters are “goody-goody,”
this quality is concealed by their nat-
uralness, their every-dayness, theiv hu-
manness.

The stories are Canadian and depict
certain phases of our national life with a
clearness and an accuracy for which this
author has already acquired a valuable
reputation. His characters are those who
may be met with any day, but are en-
dowed by the author’s treatment with a
halo of romance which delights the heart
of the lover of adventure, of exploit and
of the unusual—and what youth is there
who does not enjoy an adventure of any
kind? Mr. Thompson is pre-eminently a
story teller, perhaps the best Canada has
ever produced—certainly one of the best.

*¥

Another book by a Canadian is also to
be considered. This is not a boy’s book,
but a first-class glimpse of the life which
men and women live ¥ Robert Barr was
not horn in Canada, but he came here in

= Toronto : William Briggs. Cloth, illusirated, 361 pp.

t ** One Day's Courtship and the Heralds of Fame,” by
Robert Barr. New York: Frederick A. Stokes C'o. To-
ronto : The Bain Book and Stationery Co.
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early life. He grew up in this country,
and while here he made his first literary
success. He taught school in this country
for a time, and while head-master of one of
our large institutions of education he spent
a sumnier vacation in making a trip around
Lake Erie in a row-boat eighteen feet
long.  His amusing adventures were pub-
lished, under the heading “ A Dangerous
Journey,” in the Detroit Free Press. His
success was macde and he became a regular
contributor to that paper, and in 1881
went to England to publish the weekly
Detroit F'ree Pressin London. Since then
he has written “A Woman Intervenes,”
“In the Midst of Alarms,” “The Face
and the Mask,” © From Whose Bourne,”
and the two stories which appear in the
volume now under consideration.

_ “One Day’s Courtship ” is an amusing
tale of two artists, male and fenale, who
went in the same canoe to visit Shawen-
egan Falls, in the Province of Quebec.
The great English artist Trenton was
afraid of ladies, and Miss Eva Sommerton,
not knowing who her companion was, de-
sired to view the Falls without interfer-
ence, friendly or otherwise. Hence these
two persons went up in their mutual
friend’s canoe, unintroduced and not de-
sirous of a mutual acquaintanceship This
is the beginning of a really humourous and
dramatic little story, told with force and
grace.

*¥

Local histories and special histories
are the side-lights on the national life of
the period to which they are referable,
and as such are exceedingly valuable and
decidedly interesting. Tt is upon this
basis we must estimate the value of Mr.
Champion’s “ History of the Royal (irena-
diers,”* just published in Toronto.

On March 14th, 1862, just after *the
Trent affair,” seven Volunteer Militia
Rifle Companies were gazetted into a bat-
talion to be known as ‘“The 10th Bat-
talion Volunteer Rifles, Canada.” The
first Lieutenant-Colonel was Frederic
William Cumberland, who had previously
been captain in the 3rd Battalion, and
who had been instrumental in the forma-
tion of this new body of volunteers. On
July 6th, 1863, the battalion paraded for

e History of the 10th Royals and of the Royal Giena-
diers,” by Thomas Edward Champion. Toronto: The
Hunter, Rose Co,
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the first time in their full dress uniform,
and had presented to it by the ladies of
tl‘oronto a stand of colours and a set of
mstruments for its band. Dr. MecCaul,
then President of the University of To-
ronto, consecrated the colours and deliver-
ed an address. Among other things he said
that when they (the members of the bat-
talion) looked at the Queen’s colour they
would remember their duty to the Empire
of which they formed a part, and when
they looked at the regimental colour they
would remember that they might be cali-
ed upon to defend their happy homes,
t}‘1e1r wives, daughters, mothers and
sisters.

After an explanation of the organiza-
tion of the battalion, the work goes on to
show its connection with the Fenian Raid
and the North-West Rebellion, and con-
tains a great deal of interesting informa-
tion concerning these the only warlike
events in the history of Canada since the
Rebellion of 1837-8, In this way the
book is made exceedingly interesting to
the general reader, as well as supremely
valuable to all those who have been
connected with this well-known hody of
militia. The author has shown consider-
able ability in combining bald facts and
interesting history in such a way as to
produce a readable book.

The book is well illustrated and hand-
somely bound. The only criticism that
could possibly be offered 15 that the pages
might have heen larger, so as to give more
margin around the letter press and the
well-exeeuted illustrations. The cuts of
the North-West Medal, and of the Fitch

95

Memorial Tablet, used in this issue, are
from Mr. Champion’s book.
*%

People do not seem to tire of delinea-
tions of Scotch character. ¢ Tyne Folk,”
by Joseph Parker,* is a brightly-written
volume of Scotch tales, with not too much
of the dialect to spoil them for the reader
who has not been so fortunate as to learn
the * vernacular ” in his youth. The book
is exceedingly original in its manner of por-
traying the people who live along the
Tyne. The tales are, perhaps, brighter
and contain more action than some of
Barrie’s and Maclaren’s stories, resembling
Crockett’s in this particular. They, how-
ever, lack the touching pathos which Tan
Maclaren threw into ¢ Beside the Bonnie
Brier Bush,” although the author cannot
be accused of being incapable of deep
feeling in his work, or of being unable to
arouse it in his reader. He is not quite
so powerful as Maclaren, however, al-
though perhaps almost equal to Barrie.

WILLIAM MORRIS.

Any person who reads this little volume
will weleome a further instalment from
the pen of J oseph Parker.

**

When people look at a boy of any age
varying from seven to twelve, only those
who recognize the reality of the drama of

* *‘ Tyne Folk,” by Joseph Parker. New York, Chicago,
and Toronto : Fleming H. Revell Co. Cloth, 75 cents.
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life can say, as J. M. Barrie makes the
dominie say of Sentimental Tommy: <1
would gie a pound note to know what
you'll be ten years from now.” Tt is the
boy who makes the man, and in the study
of boy life one may best discover the in-
fluences which are moulding the ever-
changing nature of man.

Charles Dickens told us all about
Oliver Twist ; Crockett has given us Cleg
Kelly. and now Barrie has given us Senti-
mental Tommy,t a Thrums boy in the
city of TLondon, and afterwards back on
his native heath. Tommy is delineated
in Mr. Barrie's leisurely manner, with his
unconventionality of romance, his graceful
style, his telling descriptions, and his un-
equalled flashing of humour and pathos.
The story is very taking, and must in-
crease the author's circle of admirers.

The whole book is full of bright pas-
sages. For example, speaking of the boy
Tommy, he says:

¢“ At times his mind would wander back-
wards unbidden to those distant days, and
then he saw flitting dimly through them the
elusive form of a child. He kunew it was
himself and for moments he could see it
clearly : but when he moved a step nearer,
it was not there. So does the child who
once played hide and seek with us among
the mists of infancy, until one day he trips
and falls into the daylight. Then we scize
him, and with that touch we two are one, It
is the birth of self-consciousness.”

Side by side with this philosophy of
child-life comes the philosophy of child-
death :

““ You mothers who have lost your babies,
I should be a sorry knave were 1 to ask you
to cry now over the death of another woman’s
child. Reddy had been lent to two peo-
ple for a very little while, just as your
babies were. and when the time was up she
blew a kiss to them and ran gleefully back
to God, just as your babies did The gates
of heaven are so casily found when we are
little, and they are always standing open to
let children wander in.”

* %

Pittendure is a little fishing village in
the north of Scotland —*“a lonely little
sput, shut in by sea and land, and yet
life is there in all its passionate variety —
love and hate, jealousy and avarice ;
youth, with its ideal sorrows and infinite

t ¢ Sentimental Tommy,” by J. M, Barrie. New York:
Chas. Scribner’s Sons; Toronto: The Copp, Clark Co.
Cloth, illustrated, 478 pp.
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expectations ; age, with its memories and
regrets, and ‘sure and certain hope.”” In
this village the hero of Amelia E. Barr’s
latest work, “ A Knight of the Nets,” t
lives for our pleasure and benefit. Ttisa
charming tale, not deep, but true, and
fresh, and wholesome.

*¥*

As a writer of historical tales for boys,
G. A. Henty needs no introduction to
Canadian readers. The number of books
he has produced is wonderful, and each
one shows that he has mastered the event
with which it deals with all its detail of
historical circumstacces. He has four
new books* ready for the holiday trade,
and many a Christmas dollar will be in-
vested in copies of each. ¢ On the Irra-
waddy " deals with Britain’s first expedi-
tion to Burmah, and the adventures of an
English youth in that country where so
many brave soldiers of Her Majesty laid
down their lives, not before the prowess
of the Burmese, but before the onslaughts
of the terrible swamp fever. ‘At Agin-
court ” is really a romantic slice of French
history at the time when the long and
bloody feud between the houses of Orleans
and Burgundy made disunited France an
easy prey tu the prowess of the English
bowmen and men-at arms.  The book ends
with a graphic description of the battle
of Agincourt, when 9,000 English de-
feated at least 100,000 French. ¢ With
Cochrane the Dauntless” is a rambling
tale of the exploits of Lord Cochrane in
South American waters; the book lacks
a great event to give zest to its reading.
“The Young Colonists 7 is a tale of the
Zulu and Boer wars, and is specially op-
portune in the year 1896. Fach volume
is beautifully bound and contains from
six to twelve full-page illustrations of ex-
ceptional merit—and the boys should be
trained to admire good pictures as much
as good books.

Henty’s charm and merit lie in the
fact that his books first interest and then
instruct. He makes the path of know-
ledge smooth and inviting to the feet of
the young pursuer. While he is not
didactic in his method, his books are

t “ A Knight of the Nets,” by AmeliaE
William Briggs. Cloth; 314 pp

* “ With Cochrane the Dauntless” (31.75), ‘‘ At Agin-
court "’ ($1.75), *“ On the Irrawaddy ” ($1.50), * The Young
Colonists "—four books by G. A. Henty. London : Blackie
& Son, Toronto: The Copp, Clark Co.

Barr. Toronto:
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wholesome and his sentiment above re-
proach. The young Canadian, moreover,
cannot be too much steeped in the know-
ledge of the prowess and achievements of
the British race, of which he has heen
born a member.
¥

“Into the Highways and Hedges,”
published little more than a year ago, was
an American lady’s first book. ¢ False
Coin or True?” is Miss Montrésor's third
book,* and undoubtedly the most polish-
ed and most artistic.  Linda, the heroine,
was born in a workhouse, became a “ gen-
eral ” maid-of-all- work, and the medium
of a noted mesmerist. It is this mesmer-
ist whose character is held up to view,

and the question asked: False coin
or true’ The author holds the read-
er's sympathy for this unscrupulous

heathen, Monsieur Moréze, a man who
is vindictive, ambitious, self-seeking and
calculating. At first he is repulsive, but
tinally one is led to tole ate, and then pity
him. At the end he is almost noble.
Linda develops under his kindness, is
transformed by his guardianship

The whole drama is in a high key, and
the acting and the execution is adinirable,
The reader must, however, as ia the case
of Harold Frederic’s © Damnation of
Theron Ware,” recognize that the object
of the author is but to analyze character,
and to reveal even objectionable or ostra-
cized personages in a light which the
ordinary observer of passing humanity
may fail to get. or getting fail to under-
stand. It is strange, but true, that we
all believe that our view of our fellows is
correct: vet no two of us view them in the
same w:{y. To one the picture is dark, to
another grey, to another almo.t white.
It then we would attain to correctness in
our conception of our fellow humans, we
must look at them not only from our
own standpoint, but from the standpoints
of those others who are practised viewers
and erities.  Tn this way we will tind our
ideas broadened and our understanding
deepened. These “novels of character”
require a higher order of imagination than
the common-place love story.

. . * % . .
Du Maurier has gone away just in the
height of his popularity. Perhaps it is

. ‘‘False Coin or T;'iie‘: " by Fik Montrcsor, New
York : I. Appleton & Co. Cloth, 298 pp.  $1.25.
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best that he should have left us before we
had found a new idol to worship, for we
are fickle. His drawings have delighted
many thousands many times. ¢ Peter Ib-
bertson ” brought him many friends: “Tril-
by” gave him a furious reputation. “The
Martian,” which has just begun in Har-
per’s, promises to be exceedingly rich. But
at the age of sixty-two he has left us, and
we would like to have kept him a little
longer. As a British artist he was, per-
haps, the greatest in his branch ; as a
British novelist he had a reputation which

IAN MACLAREN.

had extended to the remotest corners of
the globe where the English language is
spoken and read.

*

“ With My Neighbors,” by Margaret
E. Sangster,* is a collection of sketches
which that writer has contributed to
various periodicals, at various times. They
are intended to be read by women, and
deal with subjects which are supposed to
be of particular interest to the gentler
sex.  The author herself describes them
as ‘“ these bits of talk on homely themes.”
Some of the titles are: Tuckered Out,
Mother Bmoding, Stepmothers, Sunday
Reading, The Toilet of the Soul, The New
Woman, Love in Domestic Life, Our Girl
as & Woman of Business, Politeness, An

* ¢ With M_\Z Neig}\bors,” by Margaret E. Sangster.
New York: Harper x Bros. Cloth, $1.25,



o}

Attractive Manner. The author has a
graceful style, and a charming way of giv-
ing advice. Her criticisms are always
kindly, and any girl or woman reading
them carvefully and thoughtfully must be
materially benefited. The book is exquis-
itely bound.
* X

The London Adcademy says: * Maurus
Jokai is one of the great writers of the
world, worthy of taking rank with Field-
ing, Scott, Dickeus and Thackeray. . . . .
Jokai is not only a man of letters, but of
parts.”  The writer is the most conspicu-
ous figure in Hungary’s world of letters,
and is also known as an able statesman,
financier and journalist. His book, ‘“Black
Diamonds,”* deals with the life in and
about a coal-mine, whose engineer and
owner marries one of the girls employed

in it. Tt is full of action, and depicts
commercial life in a most practical
manner.

*%

In Bell's Colonial Library, two other
books may be mentioned, *The Crime of
the Century,” by Rodriguez Ottolengui,
author of “ An Artist in Crime ” etc., is a
tale in which a foundling becomes an
heiress to $3,000,000 and a society lady.
This author seems to be a specialist in
criminal character. ¢ Rita,” an English
author of some note, has had published a
volume of short stories which is entitled
“ Vignettes ” The tales have their scenes
laid in England, and most of them are
decidedly original and extremely inter-
esting.

* ¥

It is rather difficult to believe that the
author of < The Damnation of Theron
Ware” and “ March Hares,” are one and
the same individual. Yet so the title-
page says. The latter ¥ is a dilettante
sort of story about two people who met
each other under circumstances which
were peculiar, and rendered more peculiar
by their continuance. The plot is very
weak, but there is a charm about the
style which partially makes up for the
paucity of important incidents. In many
cases the dialogue is exceedingly bright,
though never brilliant. Tf the reader

Bell’s Indian

* “Plack Diamonds, " hy Maurus Jokai.
and Col. nial Library : Toronto, The Copp Ciark Co.

t+ ¢ March Hares,” by Harold Frederic. New York: 1.
Appleton & Co. Cloth, 281 pp.
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does not take it up with too great expec-
tations, he may enjoy the perusal of it.
The volume is printed on antique paper
and appropriately bound.

* %

A tireless writer is Mrs. Burnett-Smith
(Annie S. Swan), and it is an evidence of
her undoubted capacity and infinite re-
source that this lady can write so much,and
still hold her huge constituency of readers.
Only recently her ¢JMemories of Mar-
garet Grainger, School Mistress,” made its
appearance in William Briges’ Canadian
Copyright Edition, and now the same
publisher announces for issue in Novem-
ber still another story, “A Stormy Voy-
ager.” There is much that is stronger
and better in current literature than the
“Swan books,” but they are bright and
wholesome, and have in them no small
element of that which we call “charm,”
and so are universally popular with the

libraries.
*%

William Briggs has in the press avolume
of the *“ Reminiscences” of Mr. Charles
Durand, the well.known Toronto bar-
rister  As Mr. Durand is the possessor of
an unusually retentive memory, and can
remember back as far as the war of 1812 :
and as he has since the later twenties
taken an active part in public affairs, he
will, doubtless, have much to record that
will make interesting reading. The pity
is that more of the pioneers do not leave
their reminiscences in print before they
pass away to carry these treasures to the
grave with them.

*¥

A volume of poems of more than ordin-
ary merit, and which is likely to attract
more than the usual attention given these
(of late) rather frequent claimants for
popular favour, is in course of publication
by William Briggs. The author of the
collection-—which, by the way, is to be
entitled ¢ Dreams and Diversions "—is Mr.
Lyman C. Smith, Principal of the Oshawa
High School.  Little of Mr. Smith’s work
has heretofore appeared in print, a native
modesty —not always the accompaniment
of genius—having led him to contine their
reading to a few select friends. Now, at
length, yiclding to the urging of these
friends, he has ventured upon this volume.
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is to most people the event of
a lifetime. Thatiis one reason
why brides are usually anxious
to have everything in connec- |}
tion with it the best they can
afford, To those who wish’
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“ COMING EVENTS GAST THEIR SHADOWS BEFORE.”

It is easier to prevent than to cure discase! To accomplish the former will cost you a
fittle faith and a little cash. Toaccomplish the latter may involve much pain and much cash.

l“‘l‘ | If you awake in the morning with afain across your eyes, a
+ sense of dullness in your head, a furred and discoloured tongue,
be Warned! Get a bottle ot

LAMPLOUGH’S PYRETIC SALINE

p.t a teas oonful in half a tumbler of water, and drink while it effervesces, and, if neces-
sary in about two hours.

ﬁpWItf SPEAK FOR ITSELF 2cu it beitsbest advertising medium,

ni | 1 for you will gesirc to extend its blessings to
other sufferers. In combination with a little Lime FrUIT SyRUP it forms the most perfect

thirst-quencher known to science, and is simply invaluable in all feverish attacks. Sub-
joined are a few out ot thousands of Testimonials :—

*“Madame Marie Roze was advised by Dr. Barnes, Qf London, to take your Saline with
her. and we took several dozen bottles, and I really believe it saved our lives."—H, MAPLE-

N
o

PN/
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sox, Col, . .
Dr. W. STEVENS says:—"* Since its introduction the fatal West India fevers are deprived
of half their terror.”

Dr. ALEx. MiLNE :—** Its utility as a remedy in fevers, and as a cooling drink in diseases
of Children, such as Scarlet Fever, Measles, etc., has been testified to by the leading mem-
bers of the profession. [ prescribe it frequently,” etc.

Capraix STEWART STEPHENS, Gold Coast Houssa Force :—**1 have used your Saline
with undoubtedly good effect in India, Natal and Zululand, where I have found its constant
use as nearly as possible the only preventive against the malarious fever, which probably is
the worst in the world.”

DoN'T AcCEPT A SUBSTITUTE, but get LAMPLOUGH'S PYRETIC SALINE from your Chemist,

failing which send 7/6 to H, Lamplough, Ltd., 113 Holborn, London, E.C., and they will
send you three bottles paid to your address by return.
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THE TURN
OF THE TIDE.

—— T

T HERE is a time in the history of

all great inventions when the tide
of approval rises above comparisons.
No other stove in America can be
compared with o o o ot ot 2 2 2

“SOUVENIRS”

AERATED OVENS

Have made them famous.
Cooks all food in pure, fresh air; have
all the latest improvements; requires
only half usual amount of fuel; simple
to operate; one in your house would
save all worry,and much money, time
and labor. Made in all required styles
and sizes; sold everywhere; one will
last a lifetime. ot ot ot ot ot 2 ot

———— e oL ———

GURNEY-TILDEN (CO. (Ltd,) Hamilton

Gurney Stove and Range Co. (Ltd ), Winnipeg
Gurney-Massey Co. (Ltd.), - - Montreal
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cﬂ of their own manufacture, that ate ;f:
| Cheaper and equal to any imported. }"%
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MERIT ALONE

Has placed the

DAISY
| HOT WATER
% HEATERS

at the top.

Warden ng
& Son,

MONTREAL
ano TORONTO.

Sales greatly exceed the combined output
of all other Hot Water Heaters
in Canada.
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It’'s Easy ——ar
To Keep the House Warm

All season through, in any varying weather,
when you use

O xtTord s

FOR HOT WATER OR STEAM.

They always maintain an even
healthful warmth.

The BOILERS, while very

managed and quickly regulated,
and are specially economical in the
use of coal.i!

The RADIATORS are the
world’s standard of mechanical ex-
cellence, are unequalled for artistic

design, and may be decorated to
_ harmonize with any room.

:

In numerous Sizes and Styles—to

of any building—in any weather.
EX X R
Our Prices are Always Reasonable

EI IR A A A A AR IR AR R 2K R R 2 2R 4

The Gurney Foundry Co., Ltd., Toronto, Canada.

The Gurney-Massey Co., Ltd., Montreal, Canada.

AN L NN
AAANAAAAAAANIIONFINHIR
RRAXR

go

&% i

% The Gurney Foundry Co., 75 Finshury Pavement, London, England.
*

O R R R R R R R R A R AR R

powerful in operation, may be easily .

suit the various angles and curves -

A
OO0

90 | oS
325000
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Clouds with Silver Linings
are above most of us, but

“Steel-Clads”

with Nickel-plated linings are an every day
reality. « We only charge $1.50 extra for
this finish, and it is more than worth it.

B

i
|

~ Samples
1 _on
'l Exhibition

at
& our
1l Show-

s rooms.

FULL PARTICULARS MAILED
ON APPLICATION.

, : S

| The Toronto Steel-Clad Bath
and [etal Co., Ltd.

125 and 127 Queen Street East

é 114 and 116 Richmond Street East, ’ TORONTO
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THE NEW HOT WATER
HEATER.

“The Watson,”

Constructed upon scientific
principles, its successful
operation practically demon-
strates the correctness of
these principles. The gases
are , consumed as soon as
formed. No smoke, no soot,
no dust, great economy in
fuel.

The Grate so constructed that
it is impossible to clog.
A child can shake it.

-

SEND FOR CATALOGUE TO

~= The Watson Heater Co.

546 Craig Street,
MONTREAL,

2000000000000 0000000000000000000000000000000000¢ “i

7 SEAMOUS ACTIVE” g

(VEN is VENTILATED §
and CEMENTED on $

L 4
s |EVERY idea TOPand BOTTOM—this ¢

that long
£ ensures EVEN COOK-
:txr:e:;cl:h:: ING, whitle a THERMO-
& could devise is -NETER in door SHOWS

® embodied in
these Ranges.

EXACT HEAT—NO
GUESSING as to how
yourBAKINGorROAS- @
TING WILL
TURN OUT.
Every house=
wife knows
what an ad-
ivantage this ¢
Seveees

-
Quick Working !
Easily Handled! o

L d
Cut shows 8 hours’ work by one woman, using only H 1
one fire-pot of coal. spa”ng on F“el '

12222222224

R il
ALL OPERATION S
BY ONE PERSON

London, Toronto,
e c a r 0 Montreal, Winnipeg,
| l’ Vancouver,

1
§“ If your local dealer cannot supply, write our nearest house. .3
12222222222 22222 2222222222222 2222222222222 227

009000000000 0000000



Canadian Magazine Advertiser.

A A A B D MBI 53

No. 5 “ART SULTANA” —With or Without Oven

FOR 1836

XX

@%&&'&'@3&‘5%@8’8%%5@

A Handsome, Powerful Double Heater for Halls, Parlors and Dining Rooms.
The latest of our celebrated **Sultana” line, introduced 1876, and improved year

\J after year for 20 years, until perfection has been reached. Asa Hall and Parlor
:\\ Stove it is unsurpassed, as an Oven Stove it excels all others.
-

% SoLp BY LEADING DEALERS EVERYWHERE.

THE JAS. STEWART MFG CO., Limited, - - Woodstock, Ont.
SONSRERIENONE UG RS UG NESLEEPELR

-

AT

# Was how our ancestors called attention to their
business.

~Advertising in newspapers and magazines is the

modern way.

k& Most up-to-date advertisers employ advertising

agencies to handle this department of their business.
any of the most prominent Canadian firms em-

ploy ours. They say they are satisfied with our

way of doing business, that we save them time, and

money also.

If you contemplate doing any advertising, we

- will gladly submit plans, estimates and sample
" advertisements,

THE E. DESBARATS ADVERTISING ACENCY

73 8T. JAMES ST., MONTREAL.
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THE

“ECONOMY”

FURNACES AND HEATERS

Are made in many sizes and styles to suit all classes of buildings and to use all kinds of fuel. We make
Hot Water Combination Heaters, Warm Air Furnaces and Steam Combination Heaters, 