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COMMERCIAL UNION WITH THE UNITED STATES.

BY ARCH. MCGOUN, JR., B.A., B.C.L, MONTREAL,

THE people of Canada are being in-

structed and perhaps enlightened
by a series of letters from a gentle-
man in the United States, Mr. Whar-
ton Barker, of Philadelphia, addressed
to certain men of prominence here and
in his own country, who do not uppear,
however, to honour them with much
attention.

The object of these letters, we may
venture to say, would seem to be the
wish to instil into the minds of the
Canadian people a feeling of dissatis-
faction with existing institutions, and
thus to induce them to ‘look to
‘Washington’ for a happy escape from
the ills they are supposed to be suffer-
ing from.

‘The writer of the letters is variously
deacribed as ‘one of the Executive of
the International League of the
United States,” and as ¢ Secretary to
the Industrial League’ in that country,
and the latter appellation may remove
from our minds the apprehension that
it is a Nihilist or Socialist who ven-
tures to become the prophet of this
new school of economy. What the
International League may be, or why
Mr. Wharton Barker should be o

1 .

guide, counseller and friend, we are
left to imagine; perhaps it is not
necessary we should be informed,
These letters have, however, served
our purpose, to draw attention to an
important question for Canada, since
several of our prominent journals have
published and commented upon the
question of which they treat, though
they are given to the world evidently
not by their recipients, but by Mr.
Barker himself. The propositions
these letters deal with are mainly
three : 1. That our commercial rela-
tions with the United States are of an
unsatisfactory character ; 2. That this
state of affuirs cannot be permanently
bettered by a Reciprocity Treaty liable
to constant variation upon changes of
government ; 3. That Canada belongs
to the American ‘system,’” and that
she should not be isolated commercially
from the continent to which she be-
longs. It is gratuitously asserted,
moreover, that the Dominion of Cana-
da is & purely artificial union effected
for selfish purposes by England, and
independently of the desire of the
people of Canada themselves.

The subject of a Commercial Union
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is one upon which our people have
generally been reluctant to let in the
light of day. In the possible political
result of the adoption of such a policy,
its economical bearings have been al-
lowed to be lost sight of. This is the
more unwise as the commercial effect
of any policy is bound to be one of
the most important elements in de-
termining what will be its ultimate
political influence. And one of the
consequences of this timidity has been
to defeat the very object sought to be
attained, as many tacitly assume that
our real economic advantage lies in a
commercial union, while objections to
it are of a purely sentimental nature,
If this be the case, it will be well to
know it; but it cannot be well from
sheer indifference to admit a conflict
between our predilections and our in-
terests in the matter.

In the present state of public
opinion in the United States, and so
long as their existing fiscal system
prevails, a commercial union with
that country must be formed by our
adopting against all other countries
their high rate of duties on imports.
‘We shall still be able, ag they are
now, to dispose of our exports in
Europe, and especially in free trade
countries like England ; but we shall
not be able to buy, except to a limited
extent. The problem, therefore, re-
solves itself into this: Will the
American market for our exports
compensate for the damage that a
commercial union would do to our
trade with all the rest of the world ?

Let us in the first place look at the
value to us of the United States market
at the present time. The States stand
gecond on the list of the countries, to
which our exports are sent. In 1879,

. our exports to the United Kingdom

were about $36,000,000; to the United
States, $24,000,000; and to the rest
of the world, $8,000,000, making a
total of $68,000,0000. The exports to
t;:e United States are to be classified
thus :

~a

Agricultural produce ......... $8,600,000
Animals and their produce. ... 4,600,000
Produce of theforest.......... 4,600,000
Produce of the mine.......... 2,700,000
Produce of the fisheries ...... 2,000,000
Manufactures................ 1,200,000

The foregoing table shows that the
the great bulk of our exports to United
States consists of raw products, these
forming $22,800,000 of the total. The
following table furnishes a more de-
tailed statement of the chief articles
that go to make up these exports to
the United States, together with the
total amount of our exports of these
articles to all countries :—

Free to U. 8. market:
Commodities. ToU.8 Total Exp's.

Produce of the fish-
feB.......0..0nn $2,000,000 87,000,000

.............. 876,000 see below.
Eggs..oooeviiinnne 554,000 574,000
$4,374,000
Dutiable to U. 8. :
Barley ............ $4,650,000 $4,789,000
Produce of the for-
O nenannnnns ,724,000 13,700,000

£19,775,000 $42,250,000

Manufactures :

1. The produce of Canada :
Ironware.......... $104;000  $138,000
Furniture......... K 96,000
Other woodware. 60, 205,000
Spirits ve....vn.n. ,000 99,000

8331,000  $538,000

2. Not the produce of Canada :
Sugar............ ,000 $69,000
Spirits..........: 52,000 78,000
Ironware......... ,000 54,000

$482,000 $739,000
U.8. Total.
Total exports.......$24,000,000 $68,000,000
Total manu
exports .......... 1,200,000 3,200,000
Manufactures of Ca-
nadian  produce
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It will be seen then that the great
bulk of our exports to the United
States consists of agricultural, animal,
and forest produce ; indeed farm pro-
duce including both agricultural pro-
duce, proper and animals, amounts to
the annual sum of $13,200,000, out of
twenty-four millions ; and purely Can-
adian manufactures to the sum of
$882,000 only.

Now, the next question of interest
for us is, what duties the United
States Government collects at pre-
sent upon our exports to the other
gide. It will be found that at least
$4,500,000 enter the American market
free of duty, namely : certain descrip-
tions of lumber, the produce of our
fisheries (leaving out of consideration
the petty impost on lobster cans), al-
most & million dollars of gold, and over
half & million dollars worth of eggs. It
will further be found, that the duty on
barley, our principal agricultural ex-
port, is fifteen cents a bushel, equal to
167 per cent. ; on lumber, except what
is free, 20-52 per cent.; on wheat,
about 22} per cent. ; on all living ani-
mals (horses, cattle, sheep, &c.), as well
as furs and malt, 20 per cent. Even a
number of our manufactures of wood
pay only 20 per cent. ; while potatoes,
wool, and most of our manufactures
alone pay a duty exceeding 25 per cent,
The duties on exports to the United
States may then be summed up as fol-
lows :—

Free,atleast................... $ 4,500,000
Duty under 25 per cent.......... 17,000,000
Duty over 25 per cent. (at most).. 2,500,000

Total.........unnne. $24,000,000

If, however, a commercial union
were to take effecty it is believed that
many of our manufactures would be
greatly stimulated by having the mar-
ket of the entire continent thrown open
¢o them. Let us, therefore, consider the
effect it would produce upon our manu-
facturing industries. It may at once
be admitted that an impetus would be
given to certain manufactures in this

eountry by any arrangement by which

the American market would be secured
to us. Manufacturers that have al-
ready established factories would, dur-
ing a short time, realize large profits,
In considering a question that involves
the entire future of our country, how-
ever, we must be guided only by the
probable permanent effect that would
be produced upon these industries and -
on the whole country, and not the mere
transient benefit of a few individuals
‘What then would be the ultimate ef-
fect upon manufacturers in Canada of
a commercial union with the United
States? One of our chief industries at
present is the manufacture of - boots
and shoes. It ranks immediately after
saw mills, and flour and grist mills.
According to the census of 1871 there
were at that time three and a half mil-
lion dollars invested in this industry ;
the number of establishments was
4,191, and the total number of hands
employed over 18,000. What are the
natural advantages we possess in re-
gard to this industry ¥ They are prin-
cipally two-fold : abundance of mater-
ial, and cheapness of labour. We ex-
port large quantities of hides and of
leather, besides living animals. In
1879 we exported to the United States
$356,000 in value of hides and skins ;
842,000 of sole and upper leather, the
duties on which were at the rate of
fifteen per cent. for leather belting, and
twenty-five per cent. for calf skins and
tanned leather. It will not, I think,
be wrong to infer that our raw mater-
ial is twenty per cent. cheaper than
that of our competitors in Massachu-
setts and the New England States. We
have a great advantage, too, in cost of
labour here. The rate of wages per
annum paid in this industry is §234 to
each employee. It is $600 in Massa-
chusetts, according to the Report of
the Bureau of Statistics for 1878, In
the two items of material and labour
we have a great advantage over them,
probably to thirty per cent.,amounting
at least to twenty-five per cent., in cost
of production, and all our people reap
the benefit of the low cost of boots and
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shoes here in consequence. But it must
be at once evident that these advan-
tages would certainly disappear under
a commercial union. For and
material would almost immediately
come to the same level in the two coun-
tries. In furniture and other wood
work the same would be true. In
woollens our advantage in cost of ma-
terial is even greater, being at least
thirty per cent., while labour here is
$206 per annum compared with $350
in Massachusetts, a difference of sixty
percent. It requires a very high duty
therefore to exclude us now from the
American market. In cotton, it is un-
necessary to add, we could not begin
to compete, as we have to import the
material from the United States, and
the double freight would kill our chance
of success in that branch of manufac-
tures. But all these advantages would
be neutralized by any measure that
would raise the level of wages and ma-
terial to that of the United S

It is urged, however, that the loss
of these advantages would be more
than counterbalanced by our gaining
8 vastly extended market, and that it
is that alone that can make it worth
while to invest the capital necessary
to develop these industries so peculiar-
ly appropriate 1o the country. This is
perfectly true, and if we could get the
United States market at a fair price
- we certainly ought to take it. Before
setting forth the reasons for believ-
ing that entering into a commercial
union would be too high a price to
pay for this market, I wish to ad-
vance a few considerations upon a sub-
ject, at least closely associated with
the matier in hand. I have admitted
that the American market would en-
able us to receive a larger return on
capital invested on manufactures than
we can hope forat present. The ques-
tion then arises : Is this the most pro-
fitable investment we can find? The
amount of capital Canada can command
is limited. The lackof it isfelt to be the
great wantof the country. Theamount
would probably be somewhat increased

under a commercial union by an influx
of American capital ; but all we can get
must still remain small in comparison
with the amount required fully to de-
velop our natural resources. What
then, either now, or under a commer-
cial union, would be the most remun-
erative enterprise in which to invest
our limited capital. The answer is,
whether a commercial union were to
take place or not it would best repay
us to invest most ofit: 1. In de-
veloping our agricultural and forest
wealth; and 2. Inprovidingevery facil-
ity for transport. These two branches
of investment ought for the next fifty
years to absorb far more than all the
capital we can command, and yield a
vastly larger return than any other on
the investment. And if it be pretend-
ed that a purely agricultural com-
munity cannot be a great nation, we
reply that this would not make us s
purelyagricultural community,butone,
in many respects, similar to France.
France is a country that is essentially
agricultural, and it is the praise of
such a country that not only is there
much wealth, but that the wealth is
better, more fairly and evenly distri-
buted,than anywhere else in the world,
except, perbaps, in our own Province
of Ontario. But France is not, and
Canada will not be,an exclusively agri-
cultural community. Even previous
to 1871, there were in Canada over
200,000 people actually engaged in
industrial or manufacturing pursuits.
There were 37 industries, each of
which had more than 100 separate es-
tablishments, 12 baving more than
1,000 establishments. There were 17
industries in each of which over a mil-
lion dollars capital was invested ; there
were 21 industries each of which em-
ployed over 2,500 hands. The prin-
cipal of these were saw mills, boot and
shoe,and clothing establishments,black-
smithing, carriage making, foundries,
ship yards, flour and grist mills, wool-
cloth making, &ec., & It cannot,
therefore, be maintained that Canada
has been reduced to tilling the soil
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and hewing down the trees of her for-
est a8 the sole occupations of her peo-
ple. Those I have enumerated are all
healthy, prosperous branches of manu-
facturing industries that need no pro-
tection and each of them assists in
developing the natural wealth of the
country. But while this is incontest-
able, it does not detract from the
truth of the proposition that the com-
merce in agricultural and forest com-
modities adds the most to the nation’s
wealth. How unwise it is to pro-
tect manufactures cannot be better
shewn than by inquiring which class
adds most to that national wealth. The
number of people in Canada engaged
in agricultural pursuits in 1871 was
479,000, or about half amillion; the
number engaged in industrial occupa-
tions, exclusive of fishermen and lum-
bermen, being about 160,000. The
precise numbers have probably altered
sincethat date, but the proportion must
be about the same. This proportion
then may be assumed as about three
agriculturists to one industrinl. Now
the export trade of a nation represents
the surplus produce of the people’s la-
bour. Supposewe manufacturedevery-
thing we require, produced all the
timber and minerals, grew all the food
consumed in the country, and export-
ed a quantity of each class besides ;
then the exports would shew how
much each class of produce added the
most to our riches by seeking a foreign
market which, in purchasing, would
contribute to the country’s wealth.
A comparison of our agricultural
and manufactured exports, therefore,
will show how much each adds to our
weaith, and any difference in favour
of agriculture is 80 much the more to
be accepted, as we can produce all we
use of that, while we are obliged
to import & large proportion of the
manufactured goods we consume. In
1879, our agricultural exports, includ-
ing animals, amounted to thirty-four
million dollars of Canadian produce
alone (independently of re-exports of
foreign produce), and our manufac-

tured exports of the same desoription
amounted to two million seven hun-
dred dollars; the proportion here is
12.6 to one ; and, as we have seen, the
agricultural to the industrial popula-
tion is as three to one, it follows that
eachagriculturalist producesmorethan
four times as much as each person
engaged in manufactures. The same
thing is true of the United States. It
is therefore important to know what
would be the effect of commercial
union on agriculture in Canada. And
this brings us to the main point of
the discussion.

Canada’s exports of agriculture (in-
cluding animals) amount annually to
$40,708,000, of which $6,979,000 is
not the produce of Canada ; and add-
ing to this the forest exports, they
amount to $46,990,000 of Canadian
production and $7,515,000 not.the
produce of Canada, giving a total of
$54,505,000. Out of this $36,700,000
are sent to other countries, and $17,-
800,000 to the United States, Or,
referring back to the beginning of
this article, the exports to the United
States form twenty four millions out
of a total of sixty-eight millions. Itis
well known, however, that the United
States are not importers, but large
exporters of all the articles we
have to send them. Let us try then
to ascertain what portion of these ex-
ports are actually consumed in the
United States, and what portion is re-
exported or serves merely to replace a
like quantity of the same articles
exported by them. It is to the inter-
est of Canada—at least to her com-
merce—that the goods she has to ex-
port should remain in the hands of her
own merchants and forwarders until
they reach the market of consump-
tion. If, therefore, Canada exports
to the United States what they re-
export to another country, it is evi-
dent that she loses a good deal in the
way of trade. By the table above given
it appears, then, that the United States
is our best market. 1. For gold and eggs,
which are now admitted free of duty,
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and which, therefore, a ocommercial
union would not affect ; 2. For barley,
for horses, potatoes, coal, sheep, wool
and malt, and also, though in very
small quantities, for certain descrip-
tions of iron-ware, furniture and
spirits ; while for every other article
of export she is & much smaller mar-
ket than Great Britain. It may be
added that though, up to the 30th
June, 1879, the date of the last com-
plete returns published, the United
States were our best customers for
sheep (630,000 as opposed to $335,-
000 exported to Great Britain), still
the British trade has been the growth
of three years only, and has probably
by this time exceeded the United
States; at all events her exportation
of sheep largely exceeds the importa-
tion from us. As against the amounts
of the chief articles we now export to
the United States above stated, may
be set off the following amounts which
they export of the same articles for
1879 :—

U.S. Imports

Commodities, from Canada, U.8. Bxports.
Barley 4,650,000 410,000+
Lumber 4,600,000 2,500,000+
Wheat 1,480,000 96,000,000
Horses 1,181,000 770,700
Potatoes 1,134,000 545,000
Coal 784,000 2,300,000
Shee 630,000 1,083,000
‘Wool 548,000 17,000
E:ldrmed furs 453,000 4,828,000

t 3, —
Horned Cattle 404,000 8,379,000

As for the manufactures, the
amounts are t0o trivial to notice them.

The only articles of which the im-
ports from Canada exceed the ex-
ports are, barley, horses, lumber, po-
tatoes, wool, and malt, in which the
excess, or amount retained in the
United States, is, at the very outside
estimate, $8,203,000. This, then, may
be taken as the amount for which the
United Ntates is a consuming market
for our produce—independently of the
free goods unaffected by a comimercial

* In 1878 it was $2,565,000.
+ I believe this is under-estimated.
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union. I do not mean to assert that
a greater amount than that is not ac-
tually consumed in the United States,
but simply that for any greater quan-
tity consumed, a corresponding amount
is exported, and we therefore might
a8 well have that export trade as leave
it to them. The general proposition,
then, cannot be denied, that the Unit-
ed States is a consuming market for
less than nine millions of our dutiable
produce.

It may be said that but for the du-
ties she would import and consume a
greater quantity ; but the chief rea-
son why she does not do 80 is not the
duties, since they amount to only
about 12 per cent. on an average
(c. a. d. about $3,000,000 on a trade
of $24,000,000), but simply because
they themselves can and do produce,
not only enough for themselves of
everything we can sell them, but an
immense surplus, for the sale of which
they are our rivals and competitors in
the other markets of the world. The
real truth is, the United States do not
want our produce, and can never be
the best market in which to sell it.

In opposition to the nine million,
or adding the free goods, say the
twelve million, for which the United
States is a consuming market, we ex-
port to other countries $44,000,000,
the greater part being to markets of
consumption ; of this, $36,000,000 is
to the United Kingdom, which cer-
tainly-is, and always will be, a large
consumer of the very articles we are
best able to produce. As the price of
her exports to other countries, Canada
has coming due to her forty-four mil-
lion dollars a year ; how is this to be
paid 7 How can we make the greatest
profit out of this immense export
trade? Is it by shutting up our ports
by a prohibitive tariff to everything
those countries can send us? If we
enter & commercial union, and thus
adopt the high American protective
tariff; inwhat :are we: to be paid for -
our exporta? Is it in gold,—in coin
and bullion? If we insist on being
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paid cash, we shall get the smallest
possible return for our merchandise.
Great Britain has vast quantities of
commodities which are a necessity to
us, and which she can supply us with
better and cheaper than any other
country. She is the best market in
the world in which to purchase many
articles that neither we nor the United
States can produce except at a greater
cost, and with greater difficulty.

To illustrate this, take an example :
A cargo of 5,000 quarters of wheat is
sold by a Canadian exporter in Liver-
pool at 56s., or $14 a quarter. He
receives the price, in Liverpool, $70-
000. If the freight from Montreal to
Liverpool cost 6s., or $1.50 a quarter,
and other expenses, say 50c. a quarter,
the amount netted to the Canadian
exporter would be $60,000, viz,

5,000 qrs. wheat at $14.00.... $70,000
ight at $1.50 per gr $7,500

Other charges, at50c.‘*  2,500—10,000

Amount netted to exporter $60,000

If now, under our present tariff,
(which is almost a revenue tariff com-
pared with that of the United States)
the ship that carried the grain across
earns freight to the amount of
$5,000, and by advancing our duties,
which, as against England, are now
(including free goods) 17-9 per cent.
to the rate of United States duties
against England, which is about 35
per cent., the return cargo is so dimin-
ighed that the ship earns only $2,500,
evidently the shipowner must advance
the rate of freight from Canada to.
England, 50 28 to make up for the loes.
The freight on the wheat will now cost
$10,000 instead of $7,500, and the
transaction will be—

]A\:pnnt received in leerpoo(ln.) $70,000

1774 1 S 810,
2,500--12,500

...............

Amount netted to exporter .... $57,500
being a loss on this cargo of twenty-
five hundred dollars. But this is not
the entire loes. For now, owing to the
duties being doubled, the merchant
cannot spend the $57,600 to the sume

.advantage in England. He must bring

it back, in great part, in cash, to be
spent in this country, and here very
probably he can only get half the
quantity of goods he could have bought
in England for the same money. The
Canadian, exporting a valuable cargo
of grain, would therefore get in return
perhaps only about half the value that
he now receives.

If then, on such a transaction, which
is one of every day occurrence, so great
a loss would be entailed, what would
be the loss on our entire foreign ex
port trade of forty-four million dollars
a year? And what on the returns
from the United Kingdom alone

There is a way of arriving at the
minumum loss we would suffer, irde-
pendently of loss in freights, and dam-
age to shipping. Suppose we entered
the commercial union and adopted
the American tariff, our duties on im-
ports from Great Britain would ad-
vance from 17-9 per cent. to 35 per
cent., being an advance of 17°1 per
cent. The duties collected at present
on imports from the United King-
dom amount to about $5,550,000, and
the amount of imports required to
produce this revenue (at 179 per
cent.) is $30,944,000. To produce the
same revenue by a duty of 35 per
cent. would require imports of the
value of only $15,850,000. Suppose
that to be the amount imported, it
leaves a sum of $15,094,000 to be
spent in this country. With this sum,
we have to purchase articles that could
have been bought iu England 171 per
cent. cheaper ; or, suppose that com-
petition between merchants within the
limits of the commercial union to re-
duce this to 15 per cent, then the
damage to our trade by the advance in
duty will be—

Loss of 17°1 per cent. on the
$15,850,000 of imports from
England, for every dollar’s
worth of which this additional
cost will have to be paid by
the people $2,710,350

Loss of 15 percent. in decreased
value received for the $15,094,

this country - 2,264,100

$4,974,450

000 spent in
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being a loss of five millions per an-
num in the value of the commodities
we receive as the price of our thirty-
six millions of exports to the United
Kingdom, independently of a beavy
loss due to increased freights, as in
the above example.

The effect upon our total foreign ex-
port trade may be traced in the same
way, We have seen that this trade
amounts to forty-four million dollars.
The average duty on all imports for
1879, was 16 per cent. ; that of the
United States was 308 per cent.,
being a difference of 148 per cent. The
revenue we have to raixe from this
trade is about thirteen million dollars.
The amount of our imports which pro-
duces this revenue at present, is about
$80,178,989. To produce the same
revenue with a duty at 308 per cent.,
the amount of imports required would
be—$41,890,772, on which the loss
would be 14-8 per cent c. a. d., the
people would pay 148 per cent. blgher
for every article that was thus im-
portel whiie the loss on the balance
of $38,268 217, which would be spent
in this country would, at the same
rate, or even if reduced by competition
here, be at least 14 per cent. Ad-
ding these two together then, the loss
would be—

14°8 per cent. on $41,890, 772 of

im; rts £6,199,834
And 14

per cent. on $38, 288,21
spent within the oommercml

union - - 5,360.350

$11,560,184
or eleven million and a-half on our
total foreign import trade.  The real
loss resulting from this cause alone
could not fuil to be very much greater
than this, because the calculation is
absolutely of the lowest loss that pos-
aibly could be made, To this, more-
over, the loss in additional freight on
our exports, occasioned in the manner
above shown, and which would amount
probably to two million dollars a year
more, would have to be added. We
may well infer, then, that by commer-
cial union a damage of at least thirteen

and a-half million dollars a year would
be caused to our trade with all other
countries besides the United States.
This loss is quite independent of the
serious damage that would be caused
to one of our most important in-
dustries, one in which we justly tuke
the most pride. As a ship-owning
nation, Canada can now boast that she
ranks the fourth among the countries
of the world, and not only is this a
proper source of pride to her people,
but it is a source of great profit and
wealth. It will be observed that I
have taken a rough account of the loss
to our exporters in freights, and this
might be thought to cover the loss to
our shipping.  Such is not the case,
however. It is true that shipowners
must be indemnified for the trips
their vessels are compelled to make in
ballast ; but if we were to adopt a
high protective tariff, the shipping
would pass out of the hands of our
people. It will not be improper to re-
peat here what has very frequently
been urged in economical discussions.
The shipping of the United States has
suffered most severely from the effects
of their protective tariff, Previous
to the adoption of a protective tariff a
very large percentage of American
shipping was done in American ves-
sels. In 1858 the proportion of
American vessels was 737 per cent.
In 1861, when the protective tariff
was just introduced, there was still
652 per cent.; this has since then
constantly decreased until the figures
for 1877 were 269 per cent. ; 1878,
263 per cent. ; and 1879, the lowest
point of all, 229 per cent. Under
the old system, the tonnage of United
Statea shipping kept continually in-
creasing, and rose from one million
tons in 1803 ; two million in 1839;
three million in 1848; four million
in 1852, to 5,353,868 in 1860, the
date when protective tariffs began,
since which time it has constantly de-
creased, in spite of the immense ad-
vance in volume of trade, unmtil in
1879 it is only 4,169,801 tons. In
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fifteen years nine hundred million
dollars have been paid by the United
States to foreigners for freight on ex-
port of produce;in 1879 alone seventy-
five millions were paid for this purpose.
And there is every reason to believe
that the same will result here if Can-
ada continues to follow the lead of
the United States in adopting a bighly
protective tariff. It would seem that
a country cannot advance, as a ship-
owning community, unless the greatest
possible freedom be given to both im-
port and export trade. I am not at
the moment in a position to make an
accurate estimate of the probable
amount of this loss, but it is certain
that it would make a large addition to
the thirteen and a-half or fourteen mil-
lion dollars a year already spoken of.

It has, however, to bhe considered
whether the conditions of the Ameri-
can market offered to us in return for
this are such as to warrant the belief
that it would ‘make compensation for
this losa. It is urged by those favour-
able to commercial union that the
nearest market is the best, because it
gives the speediest returns; and that
the money or its value can change
hands many times, and always with
profit. This was a very important
argument half a century ago. Sir
‘Walter Scott tells of the time, about
1737, when there was so little com-
wmunication between London and
Edinburgh that the mail sometimes
arrived in the Scottish capital with a
single letter in it; when the usual
mode of travelling was by post-horses,
the traveller occupying one, and his
guide another; and he praises the

celerity of his own happy time of the -

well-appointed stage-coach. Now we
know of the tens of millions of letters
that pass every week from this conti-
nent to Europe, and the trips of from
seven to ten days from port to port.
It now takes but ten days at most
from Quebec to Liverpool; and less
than a month to send a letter and
geb a reply.

But even admitting that there is a

certain advantage in immediate con-
tact between the buyer and seller,
there is & more powerful countervail-
ing reason why otr export trade with
other countries is more profitable
than trade with the United States.
The most profitable trade is that
between countries which naturally
produce different commodities. Thus
a trade between this country and
Great Britain is valuable, because Can-
ada has a large surplus of natural
produce, England has an equally large
surplusof manufacturing commodities.
Canada can send England food ; Eng-
land ecan sent Canada clothing. 8o
also a trade of a most valuable kind
might be carried on with most Eu-
ropean countries. Antwerp annual-
ly imports millions of dollars worth of
goods that Canada can well supply.
A trade with Brazil, also, could scarce-
ly fail to be profitable if once fairly
set afloat, since there are a very large
number of products that each can ex-
change for what the other has in
abundance. It will certainly take
capital to develop such trade, but why
divert capital by means of protec-
tion into unnatural and permanently
unprofitable channels ?

Trade, itistobenoted, with the United
States does not possess this advantage.
Both Canada and the Urited States
have a super-abundance of raw pro-
products. It is an altogether errone-
ous idea to believe that the United
States are becoming larger exporters
of manufactures. As far back as 1860
the proportion of agricultural to the
total exports of the United States was
78 per cent.; in 1878 it was 82 per
cent., and in 1879 it was again 78 per
cent. And her exports of manufac-
tures are only 12°5 per cent. for 1878
and 12-3 ‘per cent. for 1879, which
leaves 875 per cent., or 877 percent.
of the total of the United States ex-
ports as consisting of raw products,
whether agricultural or otherwise. It
is evident, then, that in their essential
features the products of Canada and
of the United States are identical.



10 COMMERCIAL UNION WITH THE UNITED STATES.

This being the case, there is no great
advantage to be gained by de-
veloping this trade at the expense
of our foreign trade which has every
element necessary to make it increase
enormously. By trading with each
other, both Canada and the United
States derive less profit than either
would by trading with a conntry whose
products are dissimilar. 'We may be
told that Canada can purchase in the
United States, or could purchase with-
in the limits of the commercial union,
everything she can find in England,
and that the best evidence of this is
that our. imports from the [Jnited
States already exceed those from any
other country. But it must be re-
membered that there is now no restric-
tion upon importation from the United
States. Our duties upon similar arti-
cles are the same against all countries.
Hence there is the most conclusive
answer to this in the fact that our
chief imports from the United States
are raw products, to be re-exported.
This will be evident upon looking at
the largest items in our import trade
from the United States, compiled from
the last Blue Book. The amounts of
the same goods imported from Great
Britain are given in a collateral
column :—

1. Free Goods,
From U.S. From G.B.
Wheat .............. 3.956,860
Indian Com......... 2,444,
Coin and Bullion .... 1,565,#19 25,270
‘Wheat Flour 36 9,615
1,414
118,075
180,636
450
184,948
2. Dutiable Goods.
Sugar, above 13 D. 8. 3,055,120 1,105,169
Hardware .......... 1,345,013 391,557
Tea, Green.......... 1,064,098 297,073
Cotton, jeans, &c.... 1,013,845 1,535,060
Cotton, manufactured 945,884 1,779,549
Indian Comn ........ 814,867
Small wares ........ 649,348 - 1,242,376
Cottons, bleached
unbleached ........ 647,453 256,429
............. 13,908

The above comprise all articles of
which our annual import exceeds half
a million dollars. On examining it,
what is stated above suffers exception
only in regard to (1) coal, (2) sugar
and green tea, and (3) hardware,
manufactured cotton and small wares.

The first of these classes is largely
composed of an article we cannot pur-
chase to so great advantage elsewhere,
and, therefore, the trade is of a profit-
able nature. The second consists of
imports not from, but through the
United States, for, until a direct trade
with the West Indies is opened up,
and until our Pacific railway is ex-
tended across the continent, we must
be content to receive our tea and su-
gar through the United States. Asto
the third class, it will be noticed that
our imports of cotton and smallwares
from Great Britainvery largely exceed
those from the United States, and
hardware remains as the sole instance
in which we receive for consumption a
larger quantity than from Great Bri-
tain. It is not necessary to underrate
its importance, but we may frankly
admit that it is an article, for which the
United States is a good market in
which to purchase. This is what is
shown by the returns of 1879, and a
few years previously show & similar re-
sult. It is a question, however, whe-
ther this be not the mere export, with
scarcely any profit, of a surplus, for
which Canada was made a slaughter-
market. That will be verified by the
experience of the next few years. But
it appears sufficiently well established
that the United States is not the best
market in which we can buy, except
for a limited number of things. Com-
pare what has just been shown regard-
ing our United States import trade
with the following statement of our
principal imports frop the United
Kingdom with cerresponding amounta
for the United States :—

1. Free Goods,

From G B, Frem U.8.
764,921 18,934
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2. Dutiable Goods.
From G.B. From U.8.
124,689

‘¢ .. 1,779,549 945,884

“" jeans, &o...... 1,535,060 1,013,843
j .............. ,260,236 28,209
Small wares ........ 1,242,376 649,348
Sugar, above 13 D. 8. 1,106.167 3,065,129
............ -896,209 7,069

Tea, Black ..... .... 792,604 276,075
Flax & manufactures 789,809 53,085
Iron rods, &c 754,845 133,487
‘Woollen Clothing 590,518 79,485
“  Carpets 409,799 8,568

This list shows a great quantity of
staples which cannot be produced, ex-
cept under most unfavourable condi-
tions, in our own country. It could
be extended tbroughout the whole
thirty millions of our imports from
Great Britain. It may fairly be con-
cluded, then, that proximity of markets
is a less important element in trade
than dissimilarity of products.

I may now sum up in a few words
the whole of the argument The
United States, being already over sup-
plied with everything we can furnish
her, can never be the best market in
which to sell our produce. She must al-
ways be our rival in the other markets
of the world. By lesser cost of living we
may compete with her to greater ad-
vantage, and this can only be secured
by keeping duties on imports at the
lowest possible point. Great Britain
and many other countries must, for
ever, be our best customers, and we
can only make large profits out of our
trade with her, and then by receiving

into our ports their exports with the-
least possible restriction. A policy
that would increase the duties on the
produce of those countries wou!d be
seriously detrimental to our interests.
‘We can find highly profitable invest-
ment, without unnaturally stimulating
any industry, for more than all the
capital we can attract. Our country,
if it would advance to a high state of
prosperity, must not depend upon con-
stant changes of policy in government
or changes of national existence, but
should take advantage of the free in-
stitutions we enjoy and try to develop
the resources we possess in such abun-
dance. This can be done by encour-
aging agriculture hy every possible
means, and chiefly by improving our
means of communication with the out-
side world. Give cheap and speedy
outlet to our natural produce ; bring,
in the shape of imports, to our agri-
cultural population all the comforts of
civilization at the lowest possible price.
If our farmers’ sons wish to leave their
eastern habitations, let them be the
occupants of our vast and fertile north-
west. Educate our farmers by estab-
lishing good schools, colleges and li-
braries, witbin their reach. Let them
feel that they are Canadians, and in-
cite them resolutely to live for Canada;
and who can picture, who can con-
ceive of the greatness, the wealth, and
the power of the nation Canada may
yet become.

"
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THE ITALIAN BOY.
BY FRANCES E. SMITH, LUCAN.

ARK ! a sound of soft music floats down the dull street,
And enlivens the gloom of the chill evening hour,
‘While it wakes in the heart olden memories sweet,
That look upward and smile ‘neath its magical power.
But I pause, and the joy-notes are turned into pain,
As alone, in the twilight, the minstrel draws near,
And 1 cannot rejoice in the gladness again,
Though as wild, and as sweet, are the strains that I hear.

Little child—with the arm yet too weak for the strife,—
And a heart that, if sad, still must feign to be gay—
Lonely footsteps, too soon in the rough path of life,
‘With no kind eyes to watch if they wander astray.
Little exile—the flowers that we bring from thy land,
We are careful to shield from the cold wintry blast,—
They are tenderly nurtured by many a hand

That this tide-drifted child-flower has heedlessly pa.ssed.

But for me, every song has the sound of a sigh,

From thy young heart too early in life’s noon-tide heat,
While thy rosy-faced childhood is passing thee by,
‘With her ungathered bloasoms crushed under thy feet.
For I think of tby home with its soft sunny skies,
That all poets have loved, and in rapture have sung,
“Till a spirit, too sad, seems to look from thine eyes,
And moan in each chord that thy fingers have strung.

But the hand on the harp cannot pause in the strain—
And the list’'ner must pass with a wish on his way—

‘May the music of life be as sweet a refrain

As those small hands have won from the harp-stiings to-day
And if.e’er hopes the dearest prove fruitless and vain-—
‘When the idols of earth shall their faithlessness prove—
May there still be a tone in the echo of pain

To tell thee the power that awaked it, was Love.
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A TBREE WEEKS' FISHING TRIP TO MUSKOKA.

BY H. V. P.

IT was & lovely morning, the 8th of
September, 1879, and as the north-

- bound train steamed out of the City of

Toronto, the autumn sun rose bright
and unobscured over Lake Ontario,
giving a golden lining to a few fleecy
clouds which floated across the sky,
and carving a wide glittering highway
over the still waters. It looked very
promising to us, who were off from the
humdrum daily routine of office work
on a three weeks’ fishing trip to Mus-
koka. As we moved swiftly onward,
however, past stubble fields, fresh-
tilled land, and nestling hamlets, cloud
after cloud fioated up from the south-
east, and what at first promised so
fairly, set in, after we had been a few
hours on our journey, a cold wet day.
On we speed, nevertheless, regardless of
weather, past the thriving town of
Newmarket and busy little Allandale,
and so to Barrie, looking wonderfully
clean and cozy as it lay out before us,
nestling on the beautiful slopes of
Kempenfeldt Bay. Away again,
through thickly-wooded country, until
we appeared to gradually lose our-
selves in an endless path of the prime-
val forest, looking wet and miserable
as the rain soaked through the fuliage ;
and the monotonous clipper-clap, clap-
per-clip of the wheels, as they revolve
over their iron road, made dreariness
more drear. Past Orillia, on the
southern slopes of picturesque Lake
Couchiching. On past Lake Seguin,
until we rush by rugged masses of
rock, obtruding across our direct road,
and the contour of the country changes
into a rugged rocky land, on which the
goarled roots of the hardy pine find
but a precarious hold. Through deep

jagged cuttings, and round sharp jut-
ting bluffs, till Gravenburst lies out
before us, with its new buildings, and
its busy saw-mills, buzzing and hissing
on the lake shore.

Here the Wenonah, a small and not
over commodious steamer, was waiting
at the wharf, and we are soon away
through a chain of beautiful little
lakelets, surrounded on all sides by
abrupt rocky shores and thickly-wood-
ed grades, which increased in rugged-
ness and grandeur as we wended our
tortuous course onward. Here a
mighty eminence rose up perpendicu-
larly from the water’s edge, almost
within arm’s length, as we passed by ;
there a beautiful bay ran far away,
until it seemed folded in the embrace
of the distant forest ; and on all sides
rose high above everything the mag-
nificent Canadian pine, lording it as
it were away over the heads of its
more lowly neighbours, the maple,
larch, and oak, and spreading its gaunt
branches far out over them, from its
stately upright trunk. Past wide
stretches of water, and lonely islands
lying like emeralds on its surface. On
for an hour or so, and then our little
boat turns sharply up the Muskoka
river, which is not a quarter of a mile
broad, and in many places but a hun-
dred yards across.

The river runs through the thick
overhanging forest, with here and
there a small patch of low lying marsh
land, to break the monotony of the
darker foliage with the bright emerald
green of its water plants; and at in-
tervals of & mile or so, the log shanty
of some hardy bush farmer passed, and
his small open patch of a year ortwo’s
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bard work against the almost impassa- |

" ble forest.

Further up the river, however, signs
of man’s existence are more apparent,
and clearing follows clearing at short
intervals, though small and but evi-
dently of a few years’ standing, still
having more the appearance of com-
fort and growing importance in the
more pretentious dwellings and out-
houses on them. Here also the soil
is of a far more inviting appearance,
and the greater part of that rocky, un-
favourable land has gradually disap-
peared, although here and there may
be seen a high granite rock, rising ab-
ruptly out of the subsoil, telling that
its presence is siill part of the pecu-
liarity of the country. On a little
longer, round a sharp bend, and we
are at Bracebridge, a thriving village,
straggling up hill and down dale, with
the main streets running north and
south. It is at the head of the first
Falls, which here stop the further navi-
gation of the river to large’craft, only
canoes which can be carried over the
falls being used abqve this.

Here we met H. and C. on the
wharf, who came up two days before
us, and have been improving the
shining hours by making sundry in-
quiries regarding the ways and means
of reaching Lake Kahweambelemaga-
mog, our intended destination, and
also in laying in the various articles
of provender requisite for our three
weeks' consumption.

They find, to our disappointment,
that our journey beyond this will be
attended by various delays, teaming
seventeen miles to Lake of Bays over
& road which was said to be anything
but smooth travelling— Muskoka roads
are most annoyingly heavenward in
their tendencies at one moment, and
the next ridiculously downward in
their desperation, and considerably
wabbly all through—also that numer-
ous portages would have to be made
afterwards on our way up a river
by canoe to the lake.

Taking these facts under our grave

consideration, the shortness of our

.time, and our anxious wish to be at

work as soon as possible amongst the
finny tribe, we came to the unanimous
conclusion that we had better strike
for pastures new. 'We therefore
started down the village in search of
information, and ‘landed up’ at the
barber’s shop. He, the barber, wasa
garrulous and most learned man on
the subject most near to our hearts at
the present moment, being quite an
authority on the topography of the
country and its various resources.

After weighing the pro and con of
several places proposed, we finally de-
cided to take the Wenonak next morn-
ing down the river again, and across
the lake to Bala, where the fishing
was said to be betfer than in the lake
to which we had first intended going.
We took up our quarters for the
night at the —— Hotel, which turn-
ed out to be very clean and comfortable
—rather a rarity in the back country.
By the by, our worthy hostess wasa
most elaborate lady, who, by her
queenly manner, and stately way of
dealing out her small talk, evidently
intended to impress us with the feel-
ing that she was a person of im-
portance, and worthy of our serious
consideration and respect.

‘We are up at four next morning,
cold and raw—that is, the morning
was—with every appearance of a
miserable day before us. After rout-
ing each other out of bed by sundry
persuasive whacks with that school-
boy’s delight, a bolster, which had to
be again brought into force, as two
had returned to their reclining attitude
regardless of there being no time to
play the fool with, we were off be-
times and went on board, and were
soon wending our way down the
tortuous and sluggish Muskoka river,
rather sleepy, decidedly hungry, yet
in the best of spirits. )

Away past the outlet of the river,
and out into the lake. On we steam
through long stretches of water, past
picturesque little islands, jutting head-
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lands, and through narrow channels;
and now the sun is coming forth, and
the water turns from a dark, inky
colour to a liquid blue, and rock, lake
and foliage look smilingly bright and
fresh after the late dull and unpro-
pitious weather.

We call at a landing or two to ex-
change mail bags; but whether there
are any letters in the bags I cannot
say, for they look lean and lanky, and
decidedly in want of a good meal

There is only a small shanty at
each place, and everywhere wild,
rugged country around, with no sign,
except these isolated dwellings, of
civilization until we run in at the
wharf of Bala. There are only two
or three houses here: the village, if
it has arrived at that stage of import-
ance, is prettily situated at the ex-
treme end of a beautiful bay.

.Here we landed and portaged our
canoes and possessions for almost
three hundred yards to the foot of
some lovely falls, which leap and
foam over the rocks from the lake
above into the ¥ Muskoka river below.

After sundry attempts to stow our
cargo in our two canoes, we start on
our own account down the river. It
is rather wide at first, being in reality
a long low-lying lake, but after run-
ning for about two miles, this gra-
dually decreases in width, and we are
passing between precipitous rocky
shores, till in the distance can be heard
the roar of falling waters.

Passing the outlet of the river, we

round a promontory, and paddle in to
a small bay on its southern shore, hav-
ing now left all signs of civilization far
behind us.

Here a long portage had to be made
of five hundred paces, through the
bush, to the river below the falls. Af-
ter making five trips across we had all
our effects landed safe and sound on
the bank of the river about five o'clock.

Time is not a matter of momentary

* The river locally known as the Muskosh is a con-
tinuanes of the Muskoka river, which carries the
‘waters of the Muskoka lakes into Georgian Bay.

consideration withusnow, and I amnot
sure as to being quite correct, but we
each thought some one else would bring
a watch, and every one in consequenca
very naturally left theirs behind, so we
have to guess how the time goes.

Herewe selected our campingground,
on a beautiful spot under the shade of
some large hemlock trees ; surrounded
on all sides by brush covered hills, ex-
cept to the south, where the river
Muskosh lay out peacefully before us,
with its rugged pine clad banks on the
opposite side rising abruptly from the
water's edge against the deep blue
sky.

‘We had a busy time getting up our
tents, one for sleeping in and the other
a8 a store room ; but at last everything
was snug and comfortable, and by sun-
down a fire is brightly burning, on
which somepotatoes are broiling, bacon
frying, and a pot of tea drawing near.

By dark our first meal is served up
on a rough table near the fire, which
is very soon done ample justice to by
our four famished selves, and touched
off with a raw onion apiece by way
of dessert. Then the fire is replen-
ished, and we have a quiet smoke
round it, soon afterwards turning in
to our canvas mansion; and as the
night breeze sighs amongst the tree
tops, we vie with each other in trying
who shall take the most sleep out of
the first night in camp.

By the way, we had a visitor on this
our first night, who introduced himself
by asleing if we wanted a hand.

He had pulled over from near Bala,
hearing of our arrival. Being informed
that we were our own body servants,
and did not require any such luxury,
he did not press the matter ; but mak-
ing himself at home by the fire, sat in
obstinate silence, evidently thinking
that after our first night's experience
of chopping and cooking, the game
would be in his own handse. We left
him there when we turned in, and
there he was the next morning, crouch-
ing over the dying embers, a woe-be-
gone, coiled-up looking lout, who, re-
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ceiving many unspoken hints that we
wanted him not, slunk off through the
bush and was seen no more.

Up next morning soon after dawn,
& mist rises from the river, hanging
like a pall over everything around,
through which can just be seen the
pine tree tops on the opposite bank ;
but as the morning advances, and the
rising sun comes upon the scene, the
mist gradually lifts, and floating away,
forms round fleecy masses of cloud,
which, mounting higher and higher,
finally dissipate, leaving the morning
sun shining down bright and unob-
scured on bush and river.

‘Whilst R. and myself start the fire
and put the kettle on, H. and C. are
away to the foot of the falls, and very
soon they return with thirteen good-
sized bass, and give us glowing ac-
counts of the fishing to be had there.

Soon a goodly fry of fish is rerved
up for breakfast, and is pronounced
by all to be excellent. After breakfast
the dishes sre washcd, camp tidied up,
and bedding put out to air, and weall
start out to fish. We are soon hard
atit, hauling in pickerel and bass ; not
atone place only, but trying each likely
rapid or pool, and always with suc-
cess. After catching thirty-two good
fish, R. and I start down the river to
explore, but are soon stopped by some
more rapids and falls following each
other in quick succession between
rocky banks and overhanging branches
and culminating in one grand leap into
the river below. We named these
Beverley Falls, and then returned to
camp. After ahearty meal of boiled fish,
we smoke, tell yarns, sing songs, and
discuss the day’s events and our plans
for the future round a blazing fire,
and go to bed well satisfied and tired,
and are soon sound asleep.

‘With a good night’s rest we are out
again, and in the misty morning have
a glorious bathe in the limpid waters
of the river. After breakfast we
paddle up stream, and as R. and I
have determined to try if we can run
up the rapids, we take everything out

of the canoe and ouar boots off, in case
of an upset, and start.

This was rather & hazardous under-
taking, as the water rushes through
a narrow channel for over a hundred
yards, between precipitous granite
rocks, which frown down on the fast
flowing river. A hard paddle, with a
narrow upset or two, as the whirling
waters rush surging and bubbling past
us, at times almost overcoming our
strenuous efforts, and we are in com-
parative safety at the foot of the falls,
which here boil and foam into a basin
carved deep in the solid rock. Running
under the lee of a cliff, we land, and
have some splendid sport.

Again we shoot back down the tur-
bid river to camp, as the slanting rays
of the setting sun shine through the
forest, and the unmistakable warn-
ings of our internal economy in-
form us that the dinner hour is nigh,
and the day is nearly spent.

‘We remained at this camp a week ;
with faultless weather and splendid
fishing everywhere, with which was
combined the beautifully wild scenery
around, and undisturbed, unbroken
solitude. 'We could not wish for
more, And let those who talk of
freedom of nations, church or state,
go to the pathless backwoods where
freedom reigns supreme—more free
than the flowing river that keeps its
accustomed bed ; more free than the
antlered deer that yields to the hunt-
er’s skill ; more free than the fleecy
clouds that drive with the changing
wind ; there you are free, absolutely
free ; unshorn, untrammelled, and un-
seen.

On Monday, the 15th, we are up
and out early, and are soon striking
tents and packing the canvas, hayve
breakfast, and are off, as we intend
travelling further down the river.
Soon unloading again at the head of
Beverley Falls, where a long portage
of 640 paces leads us to the river be-
low. Away again down stream, which
now gradually widens out into a small
beautiful lake, lying glistening and
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still under the bright sun, like a bur-
nished mirror in the depths of the
forest. As our canoes cleave their
way through the peaceful water, and
our paddles break the placid surface,
some wood-duck rise with clamouring
note in dismay before us, and a lazy
heron flaps his heavy wings over our
heads as he soars from his quiet nook
on the shore. On past rocky little
islets, like sentinels of the deep, till
the channel gradually lessens in width,
and the stillness is broken by the
soundof angry waters rushing through
a narrow outlet in its course onward
to the mighty lakes.

Running into the left bank close
to the edge of these rapids, we soon
have our canoes, after a short cerry
over, in the water again, and swing
down with the strong current for half
& mile more, when another ugly-look-
ing rapid compels us to take the shore

As it was now getting late in the
day, we selected a camping ground be-
low these rapids, and soon had the
tents up, and a savoury fry of bacon
and potatoes on the fire,

By the time dinner was over it
had set in a wet evening, obliging
us to keep under canvass, where, after
& pipe and a game of euchre, we set-
tled ourselves for the night, with the
rushing waters roaring past us and the
rain pelting down in torrents on our
tent. We did not sleep well, however,
as, owing to the sloping nature of the
ground on which our tent was pitched,
we had a wakeful time of it keeping
our heads at a res distance
from our toes, and starting at inter-
vals out of our snooze, with the dreamy
conviction that we were having a mid-
night roll, and plu into the

ids at the bottom of the hill in our
vain attempt to wash it down.

It looked rather dull and unpromis-
ing next morning, but after removing
our tent to a more level spot we were
soon off fishing for our breakfast, to
which we shortly returned with ample
suppliea.

After breakfast had been disposed
of, I tried my hand, for the first time,
at bread-baking. This is a very
simple sort of thing to look on at,

when some one else is going through

the process, but it is no light matter
when you do it yourself. First of all
you don’t use enough water, and the
flour won’t mix ; then you add just
a little, which makes it stick too
much ; then you add some more flour,
and it looks, as you think, correct.
Putting it into a flat pan, it is set be-
fore the fire at an angle of 45 degrees
to rise, and for a moment you turn
away your head to admire the sur-
rounding scenery, during which, in-
stead of rising up, it has quietly slid

"down the pan into the ashes. Of

course you make a dive, and catch
hold of the pan, which you immedi-
ately drop, and go though a war dance
round the fire, snapping your fingers
in a most joyful manner, and

many cursory remarks on the success
of your undertaking. After sucking
your fingers for a time, you pick the
dough out of the dirt, slice off the
mottled exterior to the best of your
ability, and set it in position again;
but there is no rest for you, that
dough will slide; you turn the pan
one way, then another, and it seems
hopeless, until your patience has com-
pletely gone and you are nearly suffo-
cated and blind with the smoke, and
half baked with the heat. When this
has reached an unbearable point, the
stuff begins to behave 1tself, and keeps
tolerably quiet, but it won ’t rise, oh,
no, not it ! but it will burn, and a log
will fall off the fire on top of it every
now and then, just for variety sake.
‘When it looks pretty black, you think
it advisable to turn it, but it won't
turn—it sticks like grim death to the
pan, and, after much patting and coax-
ing, you give it & wrench in your des-
pair, and, pulling off the top crust,
leave a mass of untouched dough look-
ing up at you. However, something
must be done, 80 you scrape it up ina
lump, put the crust upside down in
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the pan, and pat the rest down on
top, and your loaf is turned at last,
but at what a sacrifice] All things
must have an end, even baking, so at
last you pronounce it done. Butitis
extremely ungenerous, after one has
gone through so much for others, to
be told that it is as hard asa bullet, or
all pap inside, or to be gravely asked
what sort of a thing do you call that?’
All of which remarks must be meekly
borne, for you know you are helpless,
Next day, H. and I determine to
take a trip further down the river.
So, while the others start up to the
lake above trolling, we are away.
Passing a bend, round which we swing
with the swift current, we soon come
to a rapid, which, as it seems to run
in a pretty even-inclined plane, we
determine to shoot. Paddling to
‘the brink, and taking what seems to
be the easiest course, we are soon
rushing down with the swiftness of an
arrow, and are shot into the bubbling
waters below, dipping the bow deep
into the angry waves and shipping a
a.sea which nearly upsets us as we run
past into comparatively smooth water.
Away we paddle, past stretches of
still water and rapid eddies, as the
river widens and lessens in width, for
about two miles, when again the roar
of falls ahead are heard. We paddle
close into shore, not trusting to luck
this time, but determining to look be-
fore we leap, and it was lucky that we
did so, as a surging, rushing mass of
water, tearing at a fearful rate over an
almost perpendicular ledge of rock,
goea foaming and whirling on to many
feet below. Carrying our canoes over
the ledge, we take to the water again,
and go merrily down the turbid
river, which here divides into two
channels.  Following the right hand
branch, we swing along at a rapid rate,
and tummg a sharp bend, are almost
carried over another fall, the sound of
which had escaped us, owing to the
proximity of the other one just left
behind. There was not a moment to
spare, and with a determined paddle
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across stream the nose of the canoe
runs with a heavy thud into the bank,
almost on the brink. Jumping ashore,
the canoe is quickly secured and we
look below. There the rapid river,
rushing over a sharp ledge, goes
deep down into a seething abyss,
where the water drives and leaps in
high, angry waves, in which no canoe
could ever live for a moment.

‘We now turned our canoe over on
the bank, and crawled underneath, as
a smart shower of rain and hail bhad
come on,and then had some cold fish
and biscuit by way of luncheon, Af-
ter a pipe, we start campward ; having
had quite enough water-falls for one
day.

Our hardest work now began, pad-
dling against a heavy stream. Once
we were nearly overpowered at start-
ing ; but a hard tussle, and a know-
ledge of the danger behind brought us
safely through.

On nearing camp we thraw out the
troll, and caught some of the largest
bass we had yet seen. Back again
all safe, where C. and R. are busy
with the preparations for dinner, hav-
ing bad a good haul up the river.

Starting out next day with my gun,
in search of something in the way of
fresh meat, to relieve the monotony of
our fare, I tumbled a porcupine out
of a maple tree, where he was taking
a grave inspection of myself ; and, af-
ter a prickly encounter, had him skin-
ned and put on the fire to stew. Dur-
ing this operation, however, although
everybody was anxious to partake of
the animal and, in fact, longing to
do so, at least we all said we were,
it was quite evident there was a gen-
eral feeling of doubt as to its being
palatable, and when it was cooked and
waiting for us, there was, somehow, an
uncomfortable pause. Fresh meat,
however, had been a rarity with us,
and after a very diffident taste all
round, it was pronounced to be exoel-
lent ; tasting a good deal like a mix-
ture of pork and rabbit.

After spending our second week
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here, we determined to move onward,
and, on Monday, the 22nd, are up
with dawn and away.

It is rather a cloudy morning, but
as the day advances, the clouds gradu-
ally melt away and leave the sky clear
and unobscured. 'We are soon at the
fork of the river, and have our canoes

,over the falls, Taking the left chan-
nel, we pass the outlet of the right-
hand branch, which empties again into
the left, making a wide and deep river.

There is hardly any perceptible cur-

vent now, and we move onward
down the river, between banks cov-
ered to the water’s edge, on both sides,
by lofty trees and thick underbrush.
Thesun shines brightly downward, the
tints of the autumn foliage varying

in colour from a light lemon through .

every tint of yellow and crimson to a
dark copper colour and olive green,
throwing their varied shadows into the
bright mirrored surface of the placid
river, till they seem lost to sight in
the deep depths below, blending in
the reflection of the blue sky beneath;
and we seem to be calmly floating on-
ward, through the air of some en-
chanted fairy land.

The river runs in an unbroken
stretch for some miles now, and as we
paddle on, the shrill note of the king-
fisher breaks the dreamy solitude, and
numerous wood duck rise with alarm-
ing note ahead ; some of which after-
wards make us a very good supper.

‘We pass by alternate stretches of
marsh, low lying bush land, and sandy
banks ; on which are many tracks of
bear and deer, until another rapid puts
a stop to our further progress.

It bas now clouded up, and looks
very threatening. We therefore land
and pitch our tent, just in time, for
the rain comes down in torrents, com-
pelling us, after some difficulty in the
preparation of our supper, to take it
under cover,

‘We remained here for two days,and
had some very fair sport ; the fish be-
ing of a large size, and taking the
trolling hook very kindly.

On the third day, we started for a
day’s trip further down the river.

The portage here is 420 paces long,
and as we did not take anything but
our canoes, we were soon over the
road and in the water again. Here
the falls are very beautiful. After a
succession of rapids, the water rushes
over a semi-circular ledge, in a"deep
fall, and then goes rushing between
and over large masses of rock into an
almost circular pool below.

‘We named these Hayes’ Falls, and
started on our voyage of discovery.
After passing along apparently good
level land for almost four miles,
through which the river slowly wends
its way like a good road through some
stately avenue of trees, the timber be-
comes more scarce, and rocky eminen-
ces appear, until we emerge into a
lovely little lake, about two miles in
diameter. Naming this Vernon lake,
we started in a straight line across it,
and fortunately found the outlet of the
river again without any trouble. At
the entrance we were stopped, how-
ever, by a magnificent fall ; pulling
our canoes therefore on shore, we walk-
ed over to inspect it. The river here
rushes past high rocky banks, and
tumbles in one immense sheet of water
to some forty or fifty feet below, and
then roars in a succession of leaps in
foaming anger, over rocks and through
deep channels into a lovely stretch of
the river below, which wends its way
into the distance as far as the eye can
reach, past rocky shores and wooded
glades, dividing into many channels
between lovely islands, and joining
again into one mighty stream ; form-
ing one of the most picturesque and
beautiful landscapes it is possible to
conceive.

‘We named these Lonsdale falls, and
after luncheon, trieda lineat the foot of
them, and caught some fine sized bass,
then turned homeward with regret
at having so soon to leave a scene so
bright and fair.

After a most enjoyable day, we are
back again at camp, and make a hearty
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dinner off boiled fish, stewed duck, and
the last of our potatoes.

It is now the 25th, and we are

homeward bound. 'Whilst a glisten-
ing coating of frost shines on grass,
leaf, and twig, under the bright rising
sun, we are packing our possessions
in the canoes, which, owing to our
good digestions, are now considerably
reduced in bulk.
y Our first camping ground is to be
reached to-day if possible ; as our
holiday time is now drawing to a close.
After a good hard day's paddle, and
tedious packing over portages, we ar-
rived just before dark at the old camp
ground, thoroughly fagged out.

No one has apparently been here
since our absence, and in fact since we
left we have not seen & single human
being, with the exception of our four
selves, who what with soiled and rag-
ged clothes, tanned skin, and beards of
a week's sprouting, are, to say the
least, anything but respectable repre-
sentatives of our species.

It seemed almost like coming home
again, so kindly did we feel towards
the old place, and after we had satis-
fied our hunger, we lit our pipes.
‘While we smoked round the fire, the
moon rose over the pines, and cast its
glittering silvery beams across the
river, and an old owl, perched up in a
tree above, welcomed us back with
his mournful hooting. @ 'While the
crickets chirped, and the bull frogs
held croaking conference, we spoke of
home, and talked over the events of
our most enjoyable trip down the
Muskosh. :

It is our last day in camp, and we

mean to have a whole day’s fishing to
wind up with. The morning breaks
over the solitary forest, calm and still ;
not a cloud is there to be seen, and
not a breath of air to stir the gorgeous
foliage, or ripple the surface of the
river. Soon we are at the old fishing
ground, and there remain steadily till -
evening; and when the shadows are-
lengthened far out across the river,
and the golden beams of the setting
sun glow warm and ruddy in the
western sky, we paddle slowly home,
and there count the day’s spoil. We
had caught seventy-five pickerel and
bass, varying in weight, but most of
them over a pound, and many over
three.

Before dinner we indulge in an al-
most forgotten luxury, a comfortable
shave, once more recogniging in our-
selves the beings of three weeks ago.
Our last diuner-table is illuminated
for the occasion with the remaining
stock of candles, almost two pounds ;
and after dinner we have a jolly old
roast round a roaring fire, and then to
bed to sleep the sleep of the weary.

Again we are on the road to civil-
ization. Once more the cow-bell is
heard tinkling in the woods, and the
bark of the house-dog breaks clearly
on the morning breeze; and as we
near Bala, the shrill whistle of the
stcamer reverberates round the echo-
ing hills. .

Soon we are speeding along on the
south-bound train, and are again but
as cogs in the wheel of that mighty
machine, called bumenity, and free-
dom’s spirit has fled.
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THE MEMORY OF A SONG.
BY CESTUS.

HE window-curtains, rich and dark,
Are drawn behind the pane ;

The shadows from the firelight

Flit with the same refrain
As once they did, in happier days

That long ago have flown,—
Calling back sunny memories

Of home’s sweet monotone,

The owner of the mansion sits
Alone, and in the shade ;

He sees no dancing firelight,
Nor heeds the shapes it made ;

His thoughts are of a picture, fair,
He holds with loving hands,

Set round with pearls and diamonds,
And linked in golden bands.

He sees the dear, dear face he loved,
A face so young and fair,

‘With bright, true, laughing eyes of blue,
And flowing auburn hair.

Oh ! who can know the bitter pang
That rends a heart in twain,

‘When death takes all that made life sweet
And leaves behind the pain !

A strain of music rises now—

But harsh—from out the street,
Beneath that lofty window’s arch

‘Where dark, rich curtains meet,—
A youthful voice untutored,

And hoarse from wet and cold,
Sang feebly to a well-worn harp

A song both blithe and bold ;—

A song of loving and of love,
A song of daring deeds,

Of knights in armour, tilting,
And prancing of their steeds.
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THE MEMORY OF A SUNG.

It brought a flush of angry hue
Across the listener’s brow,—

¢ He shall not sing her song, out there
It is too sacred, now.’

He heard the powdered footman stop
The music in the street,

He heard a slow, reluctant step
Go past the window-seat,

Then back he drew the curtained silk
And saw a child go by,

Bent down beneath his weary harp,
With a face too brave to cry.

A moment, and he watched the boy
Leaving his pillared door,

Then a kindly look came o'er his face,
A look unknown before.

‘I was too harsh,’ he said aloud,
‘ He did not think it wrong ;

But oh, what feelings crowd around,
The memory of her song.’

He paused in thought a moment,
A moment lingered near :
¢ Yes, for her sake, I'll follow him ;
That song is now so dear.’—
Forgetting wind and rain and cold
The millionaire set out,
And traced the poor boy down the street,
Nor stopped to think or doubt. .

He followed on through cold, wet streets
‘Where dim lamps shed their light,
Though jostled by the passers by,
And thrust to left and right ;
He struggled on, for still he thought
Of song, and wife, and love.—
‘Was it the song that guided, or
Our Father’s hand above %

He toiled still on, a weary way,
Through alleys far and near ;}—
At length, a stairway steep and dark
Leads to a garret drear.

He heard, while pausing at the door,
The words of mother and son,—

¢ No mother, I couldn’t a penny get.’
¢ Well, dear, “ His will be done.””
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He enters now the room, and sees
A woman on a bed, :

The old harp hung upon the wall,
The boy’s hands to his head.

A moment more, they tell him all ;
Their tale of want and woe,—

A moment more, they bless his name,
With happy hearts aglow |

The mother’s strength is ebbing fast,
Her eyes with tears gre dim :

‘To-night I'm going home, dear child,
Yes, going home, to Him.’
» * * * » »

So when the last sad look is o’er ;
For death’s cold band is there,

The stranger takes the poor boy thence,
His house and home to share.

And now within the mansion great,
The wand'rer, safe and glad,

Is taught to know the rapturous power
Of music, gay or sad ;

And so by kind instruction’s aid
He leaves the strings he played,

And learns the truer, nobler strains
The grand old masters made.

Years have passed slowly o’er their heads,

The boy has changed to man,

His old friend’s head is whiter far
Than when the tale began ;

And in the quiet evening
Together they are seen,

In a time-worn, gray Cathedral, dim
‘With lights and shades between.

And now in that proud gothic pile,
Though time has passed away ;
The old man, still the one to hear ;
The boy, the one to play.
"Tis now no song of ardent love
Or knight’s bright fame they raise,
The organ’s golden pipes proclaim
The great Trisagion's praise.

At first through that deep stillness, float
Soft, silvery waves of sound,

The sweet-toned vox Aumana calls
And echoes far around.

An angel's voice then speaks to earth,
Aolian whispers come,

To faces grotesque on the corbels carved
Grim-writhing lips, yet dumb.

23
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The full notes of the clarion

Are ringing all along,

The loud and stirring trumpet’s voice
Blends in the wondrous song.

Each lending power to raise and swell
That anthem’s glorious sound

Till the diapason’s thunder shakes
The clustered shafts around.

There,—as they play and listen,—each
In that Cathedral, see !

Where pale cold marbles speak of life
From pain and sin set free ;

And there, as music rich and glad,
In ringing echoes throng,

Let both, with thankful hearts recall,
The memory of a song.

TORONTO.

THE TORONTO -GIRLS COTERIE.

PROCEEDINGS OF FI1RST MEETING, REPORTED BY DOC.

IN the language of Wordaworth's

immortal little cottage girl—* we
are seven : the Judge, the Duchess,
the Poet, Smarty, Doc, Grum,and Lily
Cologne. We are all girls—all old
friends and chosen comrades. The idea
of forming ourselves into a club came
to us during a talk we had at the
Poet’s the other evening. The Judge
suggested it, the Duchess gave her
gracious approval, but said that ¢ cote-
rie’ was the name we should take; Lily
declared it to be perfectly splendid,
and Grum perfectly unreasonable. ¢ We
are good friends already,” urged the
latter, ‘we can be no more. Why
should we endanger the natural ties
of sympathy and good-fellowship which
join us together, by introducing an ar-
tificial and utterly meaningless bond
of union ? She talked on in this strain
for some time.

¢ That is precisely what you are ex-
pected to say,’ put in Smarty, calmly.
¢ No matter what the feeling or belief
of the rest of us may be, Grum, youal-
ways represent the Opposition ; that is
your never-failing characteristic, your
chief charm, your strongest—that is
to say your weakest—weakness. I'm
glad of it, for it is always necessary to
the success of an undertaking that
some one should object to it.’

‘It is also necessary that it should
have an object,’ I suggested.

¢ An object,’ broke in the Poet, run-
ning her fingers through her short, soft
hair.; ‘what object should we have but
talking—heaven’s first best gift to wo-
man. Let us meet every week and talk

¢ Of many thi
Of chalk and cheese aealmg wax,
And cabbagerand gl ;

And why the sea is boiling hot,
And whether pigs have wings,”
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with other matters of like weighty im-
port. You need'nt scowl at me, Judge.
That's not original.’

‘We'll set the fact down to your
credit,’ good-humouredly remarked the
the Judge. ‘For myself, I should like
to form a club, every member of which
shall be pledged to do ard say exactly
what she pleases’

‘I do you the honour of believing
that you don’t mean that,’ said Grum.
¢ People have no right to do as they
please.’

‘ Except when they please to do
right,’ quoted the Judge, with her ‘slow
‘wise smile.’

¢ And how can it be imagined that
we could possibly please to do other-
wise ¥’ queried the Duchess, loftily
arching her delicate brows.

‘How, indeed ¥’ asked Smarty, with
an exaggerated imitation of the Duch-
ess’s tone and gesture, at the same time
trying on Lily Cologne’s hat, which
}lmd been lying on the sofa beside

er.

¢ Why, it’s a great deal too small for
you,’eried Lily. ¢ You Aate got a big
head !’

‘ Where did you suppose I kept all
my brains ¥ inquired her friend.

¢ Come girls,’ I said, ‘let us stick to
the question of the evening. What is
to be the object of this club—if it is &
club ¥’

¢ The study of Shakespeare,” mused
the Poet, half inquiringly, half affirm-
atively. ‘We have read lnm frequently
in the past. Why may 1 not add in
the words of the old rhyme, ‘“ and so
we shall again "1’

¢ Oh, Shakespeare ! echoed Lily
Cologne, sinking back, with her pink
finger tips pressed to her eyes. ‘I'd
rather talk gossip.’

¢1 believe you !’ said Grum, with
melancholy emphasis.

‘You're on my side, aren’t you,
Judge?’ pleaded Lily, turning to our
representative girl, who clasped her
long arms behind her head to consider
the subject.

The Judge is a grand girl, and that's

a fact. She is not so bright as Smarty,
nor so pretty as Lily Cologne; her
manners are not 8o fine as are those
of the Duchess, nor her knowledge of
books so extensive asthe Poet’s; she
herself admits that she is not quite so
strong as the present reporter. These
qualities are somehow belittled in her
presence. She gives one an instant
Impression of disinterestedness, force
of character, and reserved power.
There is something so simple and ad-
mirable in the way inwhich she comes
into a room, and takes a chair, and
looks in your face when she speaks to
you. Inever supposed, before I knew
her, that it made much difference
how such little things were done.

‘I like to gossip,’ she snid, frankly,
‘but I don't know that I approve of
it.’ .

¢ It seems to be one of the strongest
instincts of civilized human life,’ said
I. ‘How do you account .for it,
Smarty ¢’

¢ Oh, I don't account for it at all,’
returned Smartly, lazily.

¢ There is no surer sign of a shallow
nature,” said the Poet, allitera.tively,
¢ than this habit of small talk. It is
the poorst soil that produces the most
weeds. 'When a person’s mind is cul-
tivated—that is, when it is strength-
ened, deepened, and enriched, it pro-
duces—I mean it becomes the
She hesitated a moment.

¢ There | the Poet’s swamped,’ cried
Lily. ¢That’s what comes from hav-
ing one’s mind too much enriched, &e.’

‘Well, I'd rather be swamped, as
you call it,’ said the Duchess, in sup-
port of the Poet, ‘ than use that vile
word. I think we ought to pass a by-
law excluding the use of slang from
this society.’

‘Bylaw!’ echoed Grum; ‘we
haven't got a constitution yet, and we
don’t want one either.’

‘I quite agree with you,’ declared
Smarty. ¢ Not one of us girls nas a
constitution worth a cent—always ex-
cepting Doc here. She has a splendid
one.’
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I do believe Smarty thought she
had ruffled my feathers with her an-

swer to my last question, and she in- |

tended to smooth them with this little
verbal caress. She knows I am proud
of my perfect health. But I declined
to look gratified. Smarty gets alto-
gether too much encouragement from
the rest of our set.

¢No, I'm not,’ said the Poet, who
apparently had not heard a single word
since Lily Cologne said she was
swamped. ¢This is what I mean: that
small talk is the natural outgrowth of
small minds. When a person cannot
travel, and will not read, what is left
for their intellect to feed upon but the
worse than trivial sayings and doings
and happenings at their neighbour’s
homes }’

¢ That’s very prettily said,’remarked
Grum, ‘and I don’t doubt it’s true;
but its only part of the truth on the
subject.’

¢ Gossip in itself may be a vice,” ob-
served the Judge, ¢ but it springs from
a noble root—it springs from the deep
and abiding interest which every liv-
ing person takes in every one else.
Grant that human life is & very poor
affair, it is, after all, more worthy of
our attention and regard than any-
thing else under the sun. Everyone
has his own battle to fight, and every-
one, naturally,is most anxious to know
how his neighbour is fighting his—
whether nobly or ignobly. I am in-
terested in a variety of subjects, but
the one of most importance to me is
man.’

‘What man ?’ asked Lily Cologne ;
but no one took any notice of the
question.

‘It seems to me,’ languidly put in
the Duchess, ¢that we might appro-
priately call ourselves a debating so-
ciety.’

‘Oh, we mustn’t debate,’said Smarty.
¢ That is & vain masculine habit, which
implies that a thing has only two sitles,

whereas most truths are many-sided, -
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and require to be seen from various
standpoints to be fully understood.’

¢ After dwelling in the rarefied at-
mosphere of the highest thinking,’ said
the Duchess, in reference to our
Shakespearian readings, ¢ we ought to
be above the pettiness of silly society-
talk. It is the capacity for intercourse
that distinguishes man from the lower
animals; and it is a gift capable of
a vast deal of improvement.’

‘I couldn’t have expressed it any
better myself,’ exclaimed Smarty, ad-
miringly.

‘Then it is finally decided,’ said
Grum, ¢ that we are to meet each week
for the purpose of chattering amicably
upon anysubject that “happensalong.”
We may be a decently educated set of
girls, but we have been entertaining
Shakespeare’s royal thoughts, if not in
a very royal manner, for some time
past, and I, for one, do not feel like
shutting them out and opening my
doors to tramps.’

¢ Speak for your own guests, Grum,’
cried I. ‘ My ideas are shabby enough,
but as long as they keep a cheerful
face I shall always survey them with
interest. I look upon them as my
poor relations. It would be mean to
treat them meanly.’

¢ It seems to me,’ said Smarty, ¢ that
we ought to celebrate the birth of our
Coterie by some solemn ordinance or
other. Let’aall make a vow of secrecy
and kiss the Poet’s album.’

¢ Better not,’ warned Lily. ¢ Blue-
stockings never dust things half, you
know.’

¢Oh, don’t they!’ cried the Poet,
reddening.

Lily Cologne compromised the mat-
ter by opening the album and kissing
the pictured face of the handsomest
young man therein contained ; a pro-
ceeding which she claimed was much
more sensible than the one Smarty had
recommended. Then, as it was grow-
ing late, the girls shook hands heartily
and separated.
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KEECHIM-AH-TIK :

(4 Rhyming Legend of the * Broken Fall,” now known as the Falls of Elora.)

TiME, ABOUT 1750.

N the topmost twig of the loftiest
pine
RockFal-lroo,ted by verge of the Broken
Did the ;ardiest sunbeam lingeringshine,
Asif it were crowning the tree-king tall.

Right over the river the night-hawk,
shrill,
Cried ¢ Kr-a-a-ng’ as it dived on grey-
moth bent ;
In a distant covert the whip-poor-will
Was tuning his voice for his evening
plaint.

The scarlet-bird and the oriole
Were hidden away in themaples’shade:
And, close to the fragrant cedar’s bole,
The v:laxwing and robin their nest had
made.

A chattering chip-munk here and there,
Still crouched onend of beechen bough,

And scolded hard in the evening air,
With quivering sides and ruffled brow,

The bark of the ’coon, and the wood-
chuck’s call
Came through the woods with a wierd-
like wail :
While the torrent rushed roaring o’er
Brokin }I:au'
Through the rocky gorge to the S-
clad vale, oo e

But, see ! and the startled squirrels hide,
A bark-boat pushed by a swarthy crew,

‘Who silently strain 'gainst the rapid tide,
For the place is sucred to Manitou,

(With moss-grown cliffs o’ertopping trees
all round,

And caverns where the echo spirits dwell,

From out whose depths comes forth mys-
terious sound :

That Manitou is here the men know well.

Yet, landed once, and some thank-offer-

ing made,

Then silence may be broken—food pre-
pared-—

The pipe passed round, and warriors,
arrayed

In paint and feathers, dance what they
have dared.)

As yearly moons, 80 many were the men ;

Mother and daughter of another tribe

Their prisoners—victims to be slain—

The one to please the Manitou—the
other, bribe.

Before a cave, therestood amaassive stone,

Withe-bound on which had captive
maiden lain,

In fear of death did th’ aged mother
moan—

Her awe-struck captors whisp'ring threats
in vain. ,

She called on the Great Spirit in his
home

To come and help her at this time of
pain.

The Ojibwan braves were terror-dumb,

Expecting naught but that the rocks
would fall, )

Or, that the Manitou himself might come,

In answer to Waw-saw-bun’s piteous
call.

Her brown cheek flushed like summer
sunset sky ;

She clutched her matted locks, her eyes
glowed fire,

While, as she spoke, the crags took up
the ery—

Now sad and low, now wild with anguish
dire.

¢ By this great cave in which we stand,
¢ This rock whereon my child lies bound,
¢ By this ravine to higher land,
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“ Up which ye l?ua the Broken Fall ;

¢ Ev'n by the Fall itself, I swear,

¢ And by these rivers here that flow,

< Before a thousand moons shall die,

* Not one Ojibwa here shall dare

¢.The fortunes of the hunt to try,

* Not one Ojibwa of you all

¢ To throw a spear or bend a bow.

¢ The white man from Ontario’s shore,

* Will make this country all his own ;

“ Your people slay, your lands run o'er,

¢ Your tribe, like wine, now,—small,
unknown.

“ Then why should ye aid the Pale Face

¢ With stealthy step and cunning bound

“ To send so many of our race,

¢ —For we are one—

* Away to the Great Hunting Ground

“ Beyond the sun ?

On the altar-rock she sprang, and stood

Pleading in accents hoarse and wild :

“ Q! brothers, if ye must have blood,

¢ Slay me, but spare my child.’

* No, mother,’ cried Sah-koo-nah-quaw,
And painfully she half arose ;

¢ If only one of us may die,

¢ Live thou to tell our tribe that I,

¢ Who dread of suffering never saw,

¢ Have gone to lands beyond the sky,

¢ Where no Ojibwa goes !’

Appalled stood every Indian brave—
Appalled stood Chief Kee-chim-ah-tik
Amazed to hear the captives rave,
Mid rock and tree-shades falling thick.

At last, the chief found tongue and
spoke :

< Waw-saw-bun and Sah-koo-nah-quaw,

¢ Our rule of silence ye have broke.

¢ Now, may the Spirit whose summer-
home

“Is ’mid these caves and round these
streams

¢ (Whose voices fill our hearts with awe

¢ When after wolf or deer we roam),

* But let mine eyes see morning’s beam

¢ Again light up each rock and tree,

¢ I promise, should my braves agree,

* To offer up instead of you,

¢ As sacrifice to Manitou,

¢ The best of all our spesars may =lay,

¢ In wood or gorge, throughout the day,

¢ If you, unbound—adopted—free,

* My mother, and my wife, will be,

ELoRA.

¢ For none have I, where’er I go,
¢ My wood to bring, my maize to hoe.’

The braves assent with scowl and grunt,
The morrow all take up the hunt.
* % * %

To his island-home the Great Spirit
withdrew .
To reckon his wampum, smoke, and
rost—
The nights bedecked each plant with dew
The days in golden haze were drest.

Soundly he slept, four moons or so—

The Frost-god clad the earth in snow ;

Locked were the streams and keen the
air—

The bush, all save the pines, was bare.

Awoke at last, He ruled again,

With length’ning day and gladsome rain,

The rocks re-echoed the waters’ roar,

And the birds returned to their haunts
once more.

With leaf-bud -russet and green and

gray, .

Beech, maple and birch had a warmer
look ;

Whilst cranes’-bill and snow-flower, in

modest array,

Peeped timidly forth from sheltered
nook.
* * * % x %

Kee-chim-ah-tik—false to the Indian

maid—
‘Was spearing fish in the pool below ;
She, hidden deep in the ry shade

Of the’islet above, was crouching low.

Like wild-cat on its prey intent,

Her steps were crafty—silent, slow,
Then with unerring aim she sent

A flinty shaft from a jealous bow.

The wounded chief's last lance is
thrown—
No more his whoop shall cheer the
Brave

‘Who, guided both by splash and groan
Has found and led him to a cave.

With loss of blood, the end soon came,
He died in cavern’s shadows thick,
E’er since the place has borne this name,

¢ The Cave of Chief Kee-chim-ah-tik.

Davip Bovie.
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WALT WHITMAN AND HIS POEMS.

BY MRS, KATE SEYMOUR MACLEAN, KINGSTON.

IN these last years of the nineteenth

century, when some who have
made the study of language and litera-
ture, the work of their lives—read in
the growth and development of our
English tongue, and especially in the
increasing light with which modern
science has explored all the nooks and
hiding-places of mystery and romance
wherein the subtle spirit of poetry was
supposed by them to have its most
congenial habitation—the si of
decay,and even the ultimate extinction
of the poetic sentiment in man—the
fact that & new poet may have arisen,
entitled to be considered the founder
of a new race of poets for the near
future of the world, is one which may,
perhaps, interest but a small portion
of the mass of mankind. But that such
an one should have the courage to an-
nounce himself as the prophet of a
more enlightened religion—a broader
and more comprehensive humanity,—
or as the teacher, not of a new, but of a
very old and simple code of morals, as
simple as the divine rule of loving one’s
neighbour as one’s self—this is a fact
sufficiently startling to arouse the in-
terest, and apparently the eager antag-
onism, of everybody.

For both these reasons, there- -

fore—general indifference to the pro-
gress of poetic literature—especially
that which is distinctively American —
and the almost universal dislike of
people to hear even the most unden-
iable principles of either religion or
morality set forth in any but the old
formulas, Walt Whitman is not likely
in this century or generation to be-
come popular either as a poet or phi-

losopher. And, as in politics and
religion, a certain conservatism marks
the popular effort to stay the tide of ad-
vancing thought which, to the alarmed
apprehension of the many, who neither
reason broadly nor profoundly, seems

about to sweep away in indiscriminate

ruin even the rock-hewn foundations
of eternal justice, and trust, and good-
ness, along with the idle shells,
sand and seaweed of empty forms and
creeds which have survived the living
principle which once animated them,

‘80 also in literature there is an ortho-

dox code with formal lines and boun-
daries, and a measuring and weighing
apparatus which would fain make &
fixed quantity of the element of beauty,
and allot & certain circumscribed
sphere to the divine creative faculty
of gevius itself.

As the exponent of this orthodox

*conservatism in literature, the Ency-

clopedia Britannico, brings this unique
production of Western ¢democracy’
and ¢ savagery,’ to the test of the old
formularies, and naturally finds it
wanting. The many-sided marvel of
this large and luminous nature refuses
to be fitted into the'old round mould,
and straightway it is found that the
strange barbaric song he sings is a
mere glonﬁcatlon n% nature in her
most unabashed forms, an audacious
protest against all that civilization
has done to raise man above the savage
state.’

Notwithstanding the high authority
for what is here asserted, it would be
well to remember, in forming a just
estimate of Walt Whitman’s claim to
be considered & poet, and of the lite-
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rary value of Leaves of Grass—his most ! indispensable adjuncts thereto—and

considerable poem—that he has already
an audience °fit though few,’ and
wideningday by day across theA tlantic,
if not here. The names of William
Michael Rossetti, of Swinburne, and
Robert Buchanan, are not unknown
amongmodern British poets and artists,
as well as writers of reviews and criti-
cal essays, in the most widely-read
journals and magazines in the English-
speaking world. As these writers may
fairly be supposed to represent no in-
considerable portion of contemporary
opinion in literary taste at home and
abroad, it cannot be thought irrelevent
to the subject to cite their conclusions
here. In the Dictionary of English
Literature, may be found these words
from the pen of Robert Buchanan :—

‘Let it at once and unhesitatingly
be admitted that Whitman’s want of
art, his grossness, his tall-talk, his me.
taphorical word-piling are faults—
prodinians anes:—and then let us turn
reverently to contemplate thesc signs
which denote his ministry, his com-
mand of rude forces, bis nationality, his
manly earnestness, and last and great-
est, his wondrous sympathy with men
as men. He emerges from the mass of
unwelded matcrials—in shape much
like the earth-spirit in Faust. He is
loud and coarse, like most prophets,
“ sounding,” as he himself phrases it,
“ hig barbaric yawp over the roofs of
the world.” He is the voice of which
America stood most in need—a voice
at which ladies scream and whipper-
snappers titter with delight, but which
clearly pertains to & man who means
to be heard. He is the clear forerun-
ner of the great American poets, long
yearned for, now prophesied, but not
perhaps to be beheld, till the vast
American democracy has subsided a
little from its last and grandest strug-

le.

It is not to be supposed that a poet,
like the author of Leaves of Grass,
who shows so plainly that mere graces
of composition do not enter into his
idea of poetic expression, at least as

who 8o daringly sets at defiance all
the received rules of poetic art in the
matter of rhythm and rhyme,—whose
lines run flowingly, or halt, as the case
may be, upon any number of feet, with
a rhythmical accent anywhere or no-
where in particular—would be re-
ceived without a flutter, and a stir
amounting to a revolution among the
gods who sit high on Olympus. Yeta
despiser of elegance and grace he is
not. If he turns not aside from his
swift, direct, and eager quest to seek
them, neither does he go out of his
way to avoid them when they fall na-
turally into the rush and melody of his
impetuous, onflowing, and abounding
theme, which, like a mountain tor-
rent, seems to bear all before it.
Every page of his books teems with
inspired texts to furnish forth a score
of lesser poets with material out of
which to build volumes of better verse.
For himself, the mighty power within
which dominates the man, and all the
work which is the outpouring of his
own life—most vital and magnetic
—has no time to spend in fashioning
tinsel ornaments out of the splendour
of its own evident affluence. To him
¢ the true poets are not the followers,
but the august masters, of beauty.’
Turning at random over the pages of
these two volumes, Leaves of Grass,and
The Two Rivulets, one stumbles per-
petually upon phrases and passages of
exquisite tenderness, or vivid pictures
wrought at one stroke of the master-
pencil which, with all its scorn of the
artificial and the conventional, has
ever a profound and loving reverence
for nature and for humanity. Un-
couth and formless as be at first ap-
pears, he has often a marvellous feli-
city of depicting the familiar aspects
of ¢ earth’s soil, trees, winds, tumultu-
ous waves,” and of so interpreting their
language to that ideal sentiment, lying
deep in every semsitive nature, that
thereafter the association remains
fixed and indissoluble—to be recalled
whenever the same scenes or images
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present themselves. As when he
speaks of the ¢ Ocean's poem,” and—

‘——We feel the undulating deck beneath our

feet,

‘We feel the long pulsation—ebb and flow of
endless motion ;

The tones of unseen mylter{—the vague and
;iast_a ations ﬁ)‘fbltho riny world—the

quid-flowing syllables,

‘The perfume—the faint-creaking of the cord-
age—the melancholy rhythm,

The bo,undleu vista, and the horizon far and

How graphically correct to the ear
i8 the sound of the sibilant line—

ter dresses his plank—the tongue
is fore-plane
Whistles its wi'd ascending lisp.’

¢The
of hi

Or this, when the sounds of the open
vowels and the natural pauses in repe-
tition are skilfully made to give the
rhythmical beat of the blacksmith’s
hammers :—

¢ From the cinder-strewn threshold I follow
their movements ;
The lithe sheer of their waists plays even
with their massive arms ;%
Over-hand the hammers swing—over-hand

80 sure ;
They do nct hasten—each man hits in his
place.’

But it is not possible, in parts to
analyse and understand Walt Whit-
mwan, or think by gathering here and
there a fragment to apprehend the
meaning that underlies the whole.
For, without ever becoming didactic or
metaphysical, after the modern poetic
fashion, nne may be quite certain that
under all his rude symbolism there is a
meaning which it is worth while to
studv. A well known essayist, author
of *Our Living Poets,’ in his introduc-
tion to that work—discriminating be-
tween artistic excellence merely and
that higher excellence which may be
described perhaps as artistic moral ex-
cellence—has this very just and some-
what remarkable passage :—

‘But however splendid and great
the style or way of saying things, it is
not that alone, or that mainly even,
that endears noble art-work to la
circles of readers ; what dces this most

unfailinglyis the true artist’s unlimited
sympathy with all animate and inani-
mate nature, shown in the exquisite
sense of the beautiful minutie of
scenery as well as of its large effects,
and in rejoicing with the great and
small joysof great andsmall people, sor-
rowing over the large and little sorrows
of the lofty and lowly, drawing near
with infinite loving pity to the erring,
whether in petty weaknesses or grave,
sad crimes. These universal sympa-
thies are what go to make up a noble
and wholesome ideal of life, such asall
true artists possess individually to a
greater or less extent ; and this ideal
of life, coupled with a fine imagination,
brings forth such fruit of idealisation
in art a8 no other combination of
qualities avails for. This large sym-
pathy adequately expressed is the at-
tribute of great poets, and the most en-
dearing of their attributes. It is this
that makes Shakespeare the king he is
over the hearts of men, and it is this
that makes the name of Elizabeth
Barrett Browning still sweet and
grateful on the lips of all who have
known her a8 a poetess, however con-
scious they may be of the shortcom-
ings and sins of her style. This it is,
too, that unfailingly seizes on any mind
which places itself in contact with that
strange great gospel of Walt Whit-
man’s—where, perhaps, it is found in
the intensest form it has ever yet
taken.’

One cannot belter express what ap-
plies with equal appositeness to the
distinctive shape Walt Whitman’s
work has agsumed, than by quoting the
words of the concluding portion of Mr.
Buxton Forman’s paragraph, which
8ays :—

‘Mere sympathy, however universal,
does not make an artist unless there
be also the power of expressing it ;
and, on the other bhand, no amount of
wordy ability will enable a man to ex-
press what is not in him—what he has
not felt at all events deeply enough to
conceive some other person as feeling.
But it is very doubtful whether there
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is such a thing as this great beautiful
sympathy without the power of expres-
sion in some adequate degree. The
expression may be perfect, or it may
be faulty ; and, technically, a man will
be judged according to his success in
expression ; but the strong probability
is that whatever of this greatness of
soul is in & man will find its way out
in some sort or another, and go to work
in the world in form more or less
artistic. Sympathy implies expansive-
ness, and expansiveness implies action,
of which artistic exposition is perhaps
the most intense form.’

His own idea of what constitutes
true art is like all his utterances apon
any subject—simple, concise, direct—

d ends with that undeniable final
appeal to nature which is most certain
of finding a responsive chord in our
bosoms. ‘The art of art,’ says the
poet, ¢ the glory of expression and the
sunshine of the light of letters is sim-
plicity. Nothing is better than sim-
plicity—nothing can make up for
excess or for the lack of definiteness.
To carry on the heave of impulse and
fierce intellectnal depths and give all
subjects their articulations, are powers
neither common nor very uncommon.
But to speak in literature with the
perfect rectitude and tnsouctance of
the movements of animalsand the un-
impeachableness of the sentiment of
trees in the woods and grass by the
roadside is the flawless triumph of art.’

That he has himself achieved this
great result in & more striking manner
than is exemplified in any other book,
except—with reverence be it spoken
—the one Book which lies at the foun-
dation of our faith and religion, there
are not wanting individuals of suffi-
cient intelligence and culture—and it
may be added—of sufficient daring
and candour to assert; mor is it pro-
bable that any one, sitting down dis-
passionately and divested of precon-
cieved ideas and prejudices to the study
of Walt Whitman's poems, will be
disposed to deny it. Perhaps no one
quality is more marked and universal

throughout them all than the spirit of
joyous and abounding healthfulness of
soul and body by which they are per-
vaded; a wholesome and contagious
gladness which is the natural result of
unquestioning faith in, and love for,
humanity, and yet larger faith-in God.
One is obliged to give up the search
for particular passages in illustration,
not because they are obscure, but be-
cause they are everywhere, and the
spirit and aroma of them so underlie
and envelope, a8 in a fluid atmosphere
of their own, every thought and image
presented, that to detach any portion
seems like a removal from its native
element—or rather, like presenting a
fragment of rock to give an image the
towering height and grandeur of a
mountain. The beautiful invocation
To Him that was Crucified will perhaps
bear transferring as well as any. It
is too long for insertion iu this neces-
sarily brief paper, but it is so lovely
an example of this always-presented
feeling of human and divine brother-
hood that it seems a sort of sacrilege
to mutilate it.

My spirit to yours, dear brother ;

Do not mind becanse many, sounding your
name, do not understand you ;

I do not sound your name, but I understand
you, (there are others also ;)

I specify you with joy, O my comrade, to
salute you, and to salute those who are
with you, before and since,—and those to

come also,

That we all labor together, transmitting the
same ch and succession ;

We few, , indifferent of lands, indif-
ferent of times ;

‘We, enclosers of all continenta, all castes,—
allowers of all theologies,

Compassionaters, perceivers, rapport of men,

‘We walk silent among disputes and assertions,
:)‘xllttrgject not the disputers, nor anything

af .

18 »

‘We have the bawling and din—we are reached
at by divisions, jealousies, recriminations
on every side,

They close peremptorily upon us, to sur-
round us, my comrade,

Yet we walk unheld, free, the whole earth
over, journeying up and down, :

il we make our ineffaceable mark upon
time, and the divers eras,

Till wedu.tmh t;me and eras, that the men
and women of races, ages to come, may
prove brethren and lovers, as we are.’

To him it is tlmt the soft unheard
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voices of nature speak by day and by

night,— .

¢ Calling my name from flower beds, vines,
tangled underbrush,

Lighting on every moment of my life,—
Noiselessly passing handfuls one of their
hearts, and giving them to be mine.’
Even the much quoted line about the
¢ barbaric yawp ’ is not without a cer-
tain rude beauty of significance in its
place,—for to the quick eye of the
poet, the inconsequent flitting by of
the night-hawk in the twilight, with
its aerial, melancholy, abrupt cry fur-
nishes the comparison and the quat-

rain : —
¢ Thespotted hawk swoops by and accuses me—

He complains of my gab and loitering,
I too am not a bit tamed--I tvo am untrans-

latable ;
I sound my barbaric yawp over the roofs of

the world.’
It is a difficult task to single one from
the mass, any one passage which shall
convey an adequate idea of the quali-
ties of largeness and strength—of
width of comprehension, united to a
singular intensity of feeling which are
rarely found in combination, and which
render the resulting work so homo-
geneous in itself that any division is
like a mutilation. William Michael
Rossetti, in a very full and carefully
written prefatory notice to the first
English edition of ‘Leaves of Grass,’

thus concludes his remarks on the then’

almost unknown writer :—

‘I commend to the English reader
the ensuing selection from a writer
whom I sincerely believe to be, what-
ever his faults, of the order of great
poets, and by no means of pretty good
onea. I would urge the reader not to
ask himself, and not to return any an-
swer to the questions, whether or not
this poet is like other poets—whether
or not the particular application of
rales of art which is found to hold good
in the works of those others, and to
constitute a part of their excellence,
can be traced also in Whitman. Let
the questions rather be—is he power-
ful? Is he American? Is he new?
Is he rousing? Does he feel and make

3

me feel? I entertain no doubt as to
the response which in due course of
time will be returned to these ques-
tions and such as these, in America,
in England, and elsewhere, or to the
further question, ¢ Is Whitman then
indeed a true and a great poet 1”

‘I believe that Whitman is one of
the huge, as yet mainly unrecognised,
forces of our time ; privileged to evoke
in a country hitherto still asking for
its poet, a fresh, athletic, and American
poetry, and predestined to be traced up
to by generation after generation of
believing and ardent—let us hope not
servile—disciples.’

The superficial or unsympathetic
reader will not comprehend nor admire
Walt Whitman. His song is not ‘a
mere tale—a rhyme—a prettiness’—
intended to fill up one of the pauses in
the serious business of life, to be laid
aside and forgotten when the hour of
leisure is over. One must bring to the
study no preoccupations, no prejudices,
but the same willing acceptance of
truth with which we come to the study
of science or philosophy ; and though
we may not always be able to grasp the
whole meaning of the writer, no one
can rise from communion with such a
mind without being penetrated with a
new and broader idea of humanity and
religion, and without having received
‘ endless suggestions ’ to thought.

It is wonderful that an intelligence
so microscopically keen to perceive,
and so formed to worship all the beau-
ties and graces which exist in natural
things—the sound of windin theleaves,
of rain on secluded cottage roofs, of the
voices of birds and all wild, shy things
that have their dwelling remote from
man, and whose loving vision beholds
in man himself the most beautiful and
perfect of natural forms, and finds in
the human voice & mystic fascination
which calls him,

¢ As the waters follow the moon silently, with
fluid steps,
Anywhere around the glqbe,’

should not also discern the beauty of
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form and sound which belong by right
supreme to poetry. As in the highest
thoughts of man wherein are embodied
his religion, the form and the symbols
which are its adjuncts and expression
—the outward and visible signs of the
living spirit within, became, through
the accretions of ages,and his own lack
of spiritual insight, but the beautiful
mausoleum of the dead faith which
was flown—until the stern iconoclasts
of the Reformation arose in their anger
and, in seeking to restore the simple
ancient fuith, laid waste its stately
temples, and attempted to abolish all
form. So, we may imagine, this strong
.loud propbet of a new evangel escaping
impatiently from the shackles and fet-
ters of old systems, and in his grand
scorn of empty shrines, returning like
the persecuted Huguenots and Coven-
anters to the mountain fastnesses, and
the hills and ¢ groves which were God’s
first temples.’
1t is impossible to conclude this im-
perfect presentation of Walt Whitman
and his poems without referring to his
sing of grossness and coarseness of
style, which, notwithstanding the as-
sured belief which their author must
have aroused in the breast of every

candid reader of the singular health-
fulness and sweetness of his own moral
nature, are felt to be, nevertheless,
painful deformities- which one cannot
help wishing did not exist. It is by
no means the least important phase of

their objectionable character that the -

ordinary reader is repelled by them at
the outset, and a prejudice is created
which prevents any further explora-
tion or attempt to comprehend what
might afterward seem to be a just
reason for their admission. But while
we cannot withhold the sincere hom-
age of our hearts from the artist whose
very faults arise out of his loyal and
unswerving devotion to nature—in
every part of whose full-orbed circle
he is at home as a child in his father’s
house—it must still be admitted that
in true art, as well as in speech, silence
is sometimes golden, and the perfect ar-
tist is shown in the delicate and chaste
treatment of details, as well as in the
bold and grand limning of outlines.

Something of this one feels in reading

more or less of Walt Whitman’s verse,
but the feelmg which remains when
the book is closed is one of joy that
America has found at last a poet of
her own.

CANADA, OUR HAME.

(Dedicated to Scottish Readers.)

BY I'IDELIS.

U’ mony a Scottish bard has praised, i’ mony a noble sang,
The beauty o’ the weel-loed isle frae whilk our fathers sprang,—

How shall we fitly celebrate, in patriotic strain,
The praises o’ the bonnie lan’ we proudly ca’ our ain #—
A lan’ the foreign potentate misca'ed ‘some leagues o' snaw,’
‘When frae his faint and feckless grip he loot it slip awa’,—
A lan’ sae stored wi’ walth untauld, aneath his smilin’ face,—
Sae rich i’ 1mony a pleasant hame, and bonnie bidin’ place !
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‘What though nae rugged mountain-zone our wide horizon boun’
‘W1’ swathin’ robes o' purple mists, their heath-clad sides aroun’
Yet bonnieare the rosy cluds that greet the risin’ sun,

An’ gowd and purple tints that wrap him roun’ when day is done.
‘Though frae the lift we dinna hear the lavrocks soarin’ sang,

Nor the lintie and the mavis whistlin’ clear the wuds amang,

‘We hae sweet sangsters o’ our ain, in ilka bush and tree,

That mak’ the simmer mornin’ sweet wi' gushin’ melody !

As sweetly shines the mornin’ sun fra out the lift sae blue,

As bright, on ilka blade o’ grass, its crystal drap o’ dew,

As balmy is the caller air o’ incense breathing morn,—

And brichter lies the light o’ noon upon the gowden corn,

As saftly, through the cool green wuds, the bickerin' sunbeams play,
‘When shadows lengthen and the kye hame tak their wanderin’ way, —
And when the trysting hour is come,—an’ hearts wi’ luve are thrang,
As sweetly i’ the gloomin’ soun’s the milkmaid’s evening sang.

An’ whan the simmer slips awa’ amang the drappin flowers,

An’ the early rime upo’ the grass foretells mirk wintry hours,
‘What walth o’ glory on the wuds then meets the wonderin’ sicht,
An’ scatters o’er the country-side a shower o’ gowden licht.

The ainber fleeces o’ the birks, wi’ white stems shimmerin’ throu’,—
The maples’ gowd and scarlet, and the aik’s deep crimson hue,—
‘Wi’ purple and wi’ russet mixed, an’ feathery larch between,

An’ ower a’, 'neath the opal sky, the pine-tree sombre green.

An’ syne, when a’ the glory’s gane, and cauld the north-winds blaw,
An' mirks the lift, wi’ smoorin’ drift, an’ blindin’ cluds o’ snaw,
Hoo brichtly,—whan the onding’s o’er an’a’ the strife is done

" The pure white warl, i’ snaw-wreaths wrapt lies shimmerin’ in the sun.

Hoo gaily soun’ the merry. bells as sleizhs gang glidin’ by,
Hoo swiftly, o’er the glancin’ ice, the skater seems to fly,
And when the last reid sunset hue fleets frae the frosty nicht,
Hoo keen the sparkle o’ the stars an’ flittin’ Northern Licht !

A ]

‘We dinna see upo’ the brae, the bonnie bush o’ broom,

Nor whins sae rich i’ gowden glow, an’ saftly breathed perfume,

Nor crimson-tipped gowans glint amang the dewy grass,

Nor primroses, alang the lanes, smile at us as we pass ; —

But wi’ the breath o’ comin’ Spring, the sweet wee Mayflower wakes,
Lily and violet brichten up the lanely forest brakes,

An’ showers o’ simmer-blossoms smile amang the shady dells,

Wi’ snaw-white clusters, roses wild, and gracefu’ pendant bells,

‘We hae nae ruins,—auld an’ grey, wi' lichens crusted o’er,—
Grim relics o’ the bluidy strifes our fathers waged of yore,
Entwined wi’ stirrin’ tales o’ raid an’ capture an’ relief,

‘When pibrochs ca'ed the gatherin’ clans to rally roun’ their chief ;
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Nae bards hae gi'en ilk wimplin’ stream an’ ilka rocky scaur,
A tongue an’ story o’ its ain, o’ duel or love or war;

Scant are the memories we meet, where'er the eye can turn,
We hae nae hapless Floddenfield,— nae glorious Bannockburn !

But we hae leal, true Scottish hearts within our bosoms yet,— -
The prowess o’ our fathers’ arms we never may forget,—

The sangs that fired our fathers’ bluid our heritage we claim

An’ gin the time o’ need arrive, their deeds we winna shame !
True to the Queen we loe ‘at hame,’ the flag that o’er us waves,
The han’ that wins the lan’ fra «smaun win it o’er our graves,
The bluid o’ some baith wise and brave has wat Canadian sod, -
‘We'll guard the lan’ they died for freedom and for God !

Metbinks I see it s’ outspread, frae far Columbia’s stran’

To where the saut sea licks the rocks o’ misty Newfounlan'—

See fertile strath an’ granite isle an’ bonnie rollin’ lea,

An’ bristlin’ pine-clad hills that guard ‘the entrance frae the sea ;}—

1 see braid rivers swiftly rin by mony a busy toun,

An’ wimplin’ streams an’ rocky scaurs, wi’ broun waves dashin’ roun,
An’ mony a steadin’ midst its field, baith bield, an’ trim, an’ fair,
An'’ the white steeples o’ the kirks, that ca’ the folk to prayer.

An’ lookin® earnestly alang the mists o’ comin’ years,

A fair an’ noble future, spread before our lan’ appears,

A wise, God-fearin’ nation,~—no to be bought or sold,

A lan’ where freedom, truth an’ richt mair precious are than gold ;—
The people a’ thegither boun’ i’ faithful britherhood,

The leaders no’ for pairty keen, but for the public guid,—

A lan’ where social virtues thrive, an’ ‘I'ruth upholds the State,
‘Where the puirest are accountit the brithers o’ the great !

Lang may the doo o' peace unfauld her wings aboon her shores,
An’ plenty, wi’ a bounteous han’, increase her yearly stores,

The stoot an’ sturdy pine that too’ers sae hie, her wuds amang,
Be emblem o’ her gallant sons, upricht an’ leal an’ strang,

Ready to daur a’ manly deeds,—a’ noble tasks to do,

Steadfast their country’s guid to seek, a’ change an’ discord throu”
Amang the nations o’ the warl’,—to win a worthy place,

An’ gie the God wha gies us a’, the glory and the praise !
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MARIAN’S MISERIES.

BY CHARLES PELHAM MULVANY, M.A., TORONTO.

CHAPTER I
PROLOGUE.

ON the deck of the good ship Per-
uvian, as she neared Quebec,
8tood two men, emigrants to Canada,
the unfittest for survival in that state
of life, who could have been chosen
from the hundreds on board. One was
James Field, a surgeon, of speculative
and unpractical babits ; the other, a
native of the same town, whose only
occupation had hitherto been that of
parish schoolmaster in one of the small
achools conducted under clerical in-
fluence, in a country parish of Som-
ersetshire. Neither were practical ;
neither were physically capable of la-
bour ; both had been allured by the
misrepresentations of Canadian life,
given in an emigration agent’s couleur
de rose lecture, and had resolved to go
to Canada, take up Free Grant land,
and set up as landowners ; forgetting
the trifling drawback that neither were
capable of cutting down a tree or saw-
ing a stick.

‘With these two undesirable addi-
tions to theindustry of the Dominion,
stood a third person, Marian Ford,
_the schoolmaster’s wife, of whom it
may be said that she was eminently
<capable of self-preservation in any
land the natives of which might be
supposed able to appreciate the at-
$ractions of a pale, but child-like
and singularly pretty, face, dark eyes,
a profusion of dark-brown hair, fea-
tures that expressed the innocence of
the dove, and afigure that had the
grace and suppleness of the serpent.
Marian was the daughter of & builder

and carpenter at Portsmouth, who had
been adopted by an uncle by marriage,
a general practitioner in a London sub-
urb, at whose house she had enjoyed
such social education as was to be got
from free intercourse with the lower
middle-class section of society in the
neighbourhood, and flirtations with a
few curates and medical students,
which flirtations, however, were of the
cul de sac kind, leading to no result
except that of practice in the noble
arts of flattery and self-display. On
her uncle’s death, Marian was wooed
and won by Thomas Ford, then ap-
pointed parish schoolmaster in the
well-known district of St. Platypus, in
Somersetshire. The income of the new-
married couple was sixty pounds a
year, with a pretty cottage close to the
school, rent free, where Marian occu-
pied the time she could spare from
dress-making and personal decoration,
in doing a little work in their garden,
in reading society novels from the cir-
culating library, and for an hour every
afternoon in teaching plain sewing to
the score of village girls who formed
half the school. She was a favourite
in the neighbourhood, quiet, unobstru-
sive, always amiable, though never in-
timate with women, her home a model
of neatness, and the lithe little figure
dressed with good taste, admirable in
one whose incomewas so small. The ap-
prentice at the village drug-store, who
was also the poet of the local newspa-
per, addressed more than one copy of
verses to the ¢ Lily of St. Platypus,’and
Marian’s store of cheap perfumery and
scented soap was kept in a most prosper-
ous condition. Even the curate of the
parish church was observed to visit
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the school most assiduously on those
hours in the afternoon when Marian
shared her husband’s duties ; he occa-
sionally called to leave her such works
of devotion as ‘Thoughts on Chas-
ubles,’ ¢ Incense and Altar-flowers,’ or
¢ The Married Lady’s Manual for Au-
ricular Confession.” Under this teach-
ing Mrs. Ford’s religious ideas assumed
a bias which they have never lost, to-
wards that noble theology known as
the High Church Revival. The curate
himself was influenced, perhaps, more
than he knew, by his fair penitent,
certain it is that if, in reciting the
Athanasian Creed, he was observed to
face, not due east, as is the orthodox
custom, but east and by south-half
east, it was suspiciously in the line of
vision of the schoolmaster’s pew, where
Marian stood, with her pretty velvet
jacket and the gold cross given by her
ecclesiastical guide.

But Mr. Ford did not prosper as a
schoolmaster, debt after debt beset and
beleagured the sixty pounds of income,
and on the school being united to that
of another divigion of the parish, it be-
come n to look out for a fresh
start in life. Just then it befel that
he, as well as Dr. James Field, at-
tended the emigration agent’s lecture
on ‘All Play and no Work in Canada,’
and hence it came to puss that the
three stood, as before mentioned,
watching the spires, shipping, and hill
of Canada’s most historic city.

The first day on shore they spent

ther at & hotel in the upper town ;
Mr. Field treating his patient, as he
still called her, to a present of a co-
quettish fur cap, which admirably set
off her dark eyes, and to a drive round
the city. Marian had a charming way
of accepting presents from her gentle-
men friends, and few were they who
walked any distance by her side on the
pathway of life without giving her
opportunities of displaying it. Then
Dr. Field took his leave, not of the
schoolmaster, who was a heavy sleeper,
but of the pretty wife who knew the
charms of a friend’s presence at the

gix o’clock breakfast, before the west-
ward train left Point Levi. As he
looked at the bright, fresh face and
neatly dressed figure, James Field felt
regret at parting from one who seemed
the last link with the home they both
had left. They parted at the hotel
porch with many promises to write
and keep each other informed of their
fortunes in Canada. James Field was
bound for a village in Ontario, where
he had bought the good-will of u sur-
gical practice. Marian and her hus-
band for somewhere near the Free
Grant lands in the back townships.
He had known her but for a month,
yet it was with a perfectly natural
impulse of long established friendship
that he bent forward for the farewell
kiss, which those pretty lips, if they
did not invite, certainly did not refuse.
Two days afterwards the Fords were
sufficiently rested to pursue their way,
they travelled as far as Clarendon by
railway and stage. Then Mr. Ford
tried his maiden effort at cutting down
a small maple tree, much to the amuse-
ment of the farmer who lent him the
axe and witnessed his discomfiture.
For several months they boarded at a
farm house, living on their small stock
of money brought out from England.
Then Mr. Ford obtained work at the
only vocation heseemed fitted for,teach-
ingin asmallschool by permittemporal-
ly given by the inspector. That cameto
an end with the expiration of the per-
mit, his inability to pass the examina-
tion for a certificate, and the dissatis-
faction, for some cause or other,of the
school section, parents and children.
By selling some of Marian’s trinkets
and rings, enough was raised to carry’
them to Toronto, where they lived in
a vacant house lent for the time by an
Englishman whose acquaintance they
made at a Ritualistic church, and
whose heart was touched by the fre-
quency and grace of Marian’s genu-
flections, and the gold cross she wore
so prominently. Through his kind-
ness they procured a shelter for the
time at the house of an English gen-
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tleman on a business visit to Toronto,
as housekeepers. While this lasted
Mr. Ford had the good sense to work
sufficiently hard to pass the examina-
tion for third-class certificate. When
the Englishman returned home, Ma-
rian bethought her of James Field as
one whose interest in the part of the
county where he had settled might
possibly secure a scheol.

CHAPTER 1I.
JAMES ACCEPTS THE OMEN.

NPRACTICALas he was,James
Field had profited by the oppor-
tunity of his voyage from Liverpool to
talk over his prospectsas asettlerin Ca-
nada with thesurgeon of theship,an On-
tario man, educated for his p1ofession
at the Toronto Medical School. James
had been able to render this gentle-
man some service, in aiding him to re-
duce a severe dislocation, caused by
one of the crew having been struck
by a spar which had been carried
away in a slight collision with a
timber ship, during a fog, while they

were still in the channel. The surgeon !

advised him to give up all thought of
any other work than his own profes-
sion in Canada; it was over-stocked
with men not remarkably gifted with
the promptness, quickness of eye, and
aptitude of hand which he observed in
James. ¢ You’ll be sure to succeed,’ he
said, ‘don’t go to the backwoods as
you were talking of doing, you would
be worked to death and paid in cord-
wood ; don’t go to the cities, they are
over-stocked with good men. T think
I know what will jutt suit you to
begin with ; an advertisement about
the good-will of a practice in a small
village in one of the best counties on
Lake Ontario; these sort of adver-
tisements are often .delusions, but I
know all about this one; it isbond fide ;
the man who had it, Grant, was an
Edinburgh man—heisdead ; hisfriends

want to get a small sum for his widow;.
there’s not much money to be made at
first, mind you, but a really capable
fellow like you would, after a bit,
work his way among the other villages,.
that’s a sure thing,’ said Dr. Neilson,
as he paused to relight his pipe, for

the two were in the surgeon’s cabin

solacing themselves with that assuager
of the passions and promoter of man-
ly confidence. ¢If the advertisement
is still in the Mail! when we make
Quebec, you had best go there right
off, and I'll tell you what: I'll give
you a ‘“ recommend ” to Mr. Hill, who
18 the leading man in the place, he is
the Conservative member for the
county, and by all that’s lucky, he'll
be at his own place now, as Session’s
not on.’

‘The Canadian Parliament Session{’
said James,

‘Yes, the Dominion talking-shop
in the big lumber shanty on the Ot-
tawa, the place where they manu-
facture law and lucifer matches, and
little else to speak of ; you'll like Mr.
Hill, and he'll like you if I'm not mis-
taken ; be is nut only a thorough gen-
tleman of the old achool, one of a breed
of Yorkshire bulldogs made a little
milder by a gencration in Canada, but
he is one who reads and thinks—a
thorough Liberal.’

¢I thought you said he wasa Con-
servative,” said James.

¢ Young man, when you get a little
posted on our politics you’ll find the
two very much convertible terms in
our country,” he went on, ‘letters of
of introduction and testimonials are
not of much use; our people take
& man on his own merits ; still I
think my good word will be worth
something in this case. But I say
Field, are you dead set on pretty
faces ’ )

¢ Why do you ask ?’said James, as
he puffed an aureole of tobacco-smoke
to wreath over his bead.

‘ Because at Spooksville—a sweet
name isn’t it garde d vous /'’

¢ I think I've learned to dread the
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sight of a pretty woman’s face as much
a8 I dislike the stupid talk associated
with it in all cases but that one in a
million whom I have never met and
don’t expect to.’

¢ Right you are,’ said the sea-going
practitioner, as he puffed his meer-
schaum sympathetically. ¢ You stick
to that, one pipe full of such Caven-
dish as this is worth the ‘hull of
them,” as you'll hear them say in the
vulgar tongue in Ontario.” This was
Dr. Neilson’s very sincere opinion.
He had a happy and unusually bright
and gay home at the house of his sis-
ter, a young widow, an élegante, a
charming singer and a frequenter of
whatever was pleasantest in Kingston
society. By her, and theyoung ladies
whom he met at her house, on per-
fectly irresponsible and non-matrimon-
ial terms, he had been spoiled for what
by the priestesses of Hymen are called
¢ gerious views." James Field had not
been go spoiled ; he had in a way fallen
out of the ranks of his own class in
society. While his mother lived there
was plenty of good middle-class pro-
fessional society at his father's house
in a pretty suburb of Brighton ; but
love of adventure and longing to ex-
plore beyond the present horizon, led
him to go to sea as surgeon to a ship
in the West African trade. There for
many a night as helay on the thwarts
of his boat, kept awake by the cries of
wild beaste in the forest, and the
splashing of the river horse among
the reeds, he had dreamed of his own
ideal, dreams undefined- as ever flitted
from the ivory gate ; undefined as to
type of face or tigure, but conditioned
by a pervading grace and tenderness ;
by a beauty that should rather express
the soul and sympathies, than form an
ornamental apex to the body; a figure
not unworthy of the ever-living types
of womanhood, of the fair-haired queen
whose temple is the Iliad, of that Em-
il

v Who was ¢ fairer to be seen,
Than is a lily on its stem of green.’

When he returned to England to

live with his elder sister in the old
home left to them by their parents,
who had died in his absence, the sort
of women whom he met were little
likely to realize the ideal of a poetry
which not one of them could have cared
to read—the watering-place boarding-
houses, the increased habits of expense
and ostentation, seemed tohave vulgar-
ized the neighbourhood where they
lived since Brighton's quieter days in
his childhood. The class system of
English society, never so exclusive and
never 8o universal as now ; the caste
impress which marked on the manners
of all below the higher casts the
stigma of exclusion from what they
coveted, and could only pretend to,
made those whom he had not seen, ar-
tificial, insincere, in all things third or
fourth rate copies of the aristocracy
to which they paid the utterly unre-
cognized homage of their awkward
imitation.

By Marian he had felt, to a slight
and almost imperceptible degree, at-
tracted—belonging to a class confess-
edly below the lowest in the caste
hierarchy, the parish schoolmaster’s
wife had almost the manners of a
lady, all the more so that she was very
humble and took to herself no society
airs. She seemed so graceful, so sweet
and guileless, too good to go into the
wilderness to cook for a backwoods-
man who did not know his own work.
However, he did not give many
thoughts to the subject, she belonged
to the past, and he was looking for-
ward to the future, and to the freer
air which, according to his friend the
surgeon, Canada had to give him.

Whirled along the lake shore by
the Grand Trunk, for as Virgil has it,
¢ jacet ingens littore lruncus,’ he arrived
on the noon of the next day at Bren-
ton, the G. T. R. station nearest to
the Village of Spooksville, here, having
in vain tried to get a cab to drive to
Spooksville, a gentleman, whose car-
riage was waitingat the station, offered
him a seat as far as Spookaville, ¢ the
roads’ hecaid ‘are muddyandyou would
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not get any conveyance between this
and town.” The gentleman was rather
below the middle height—with snow-
white hair and beard, with a brusque,
but kindly and yet somewhat earcastic
manner. He seemed from the manners
of the people at the station to be a
person of some consequence; his ve-
hicle, a handsome but plainly painted
double buggy, was drawn by a pair of
strong bay horses, whose impatience
at being kept waiting by a young lady
who was still engaged in some en-
quiries in the baggage van, seemed to
be fullyshared by their master. Thank-
ing the stranger for his offer, it turned
out that this was the very Mr. Hill to
whom he had the letter of introduc-
tion. ‘Very good, very good,” said
Mr. Hil!, as he glanced over the letter,
¢ come home and dine with me and tell
me all about Neilson—good fellow was
poor Grant’s pupil, we knew him
well. By the way, he says, you want to
know something about buying Grant’s
practice, we'll talk of it by-an’-by.’
He had evidently but looked hastily
at the letter, having enough to do to
control his horses, as James at his re-
quest, accompanied with a hasty word
of introduction to ‘my daughter,” who
now at length emerged frem the sta-
tion laden with parcels, helped that
young lady to her place in the buggy.
She sat on the seat behind them, and
from the glance James got at her, she
seemed to be a young lady of about
twenty-three, with a decidedly grace-
ful figure, grey or blue eyes, and a
pleasing face flushed by exercise, and
crowned by a tiara of light brown
hair ; she wore a plain but rich and
becommg hat, which showed her pretty
light hair well to advantage ; she was
dressed in a style suited to country
life, yet in full harmony with the pre-
vailing fashion. Her father seemed
as impatient as his horses; he was
on the verge of rebellion aganinst the
young lady, whom he addressed as
‘Lucy.’ The latter, however, in a
tone, in which sweetness seemed united
with conscious authority, half-coaxed,

half commanded her papa to stop the
carriage once more when they reached
the main street of Brenton. She got
lightly down without waiting to be
helped, and glided into dry-goods store
after dry-goods store, and finally,
having apparently exhausted the ro-
sources of Brenton in that line of
business, she went to the one sur-
viving drug store, which was also the
book store.

¢ What have you got for me to read,
Lucy %’ said Mr. Hill, as the young
lady at last came out. She replied by
holding up the latest numbers of the
Contemporary, the Nineleénth Century,
Bystander, and the CANADIAN MoNTH-
LY, a8 again, without help, without
huste or effort, she sprang lightly to
her place.

‘Since poor Grant died,’ said Mr.
Hill, ‘I have not had a neighbour to
talk with about the only kind of lite-
rature I think worth reading or talk-
ing of.’ They drove along a pleasant
road skirting the lake water, fresh
with the pure blue colour of spring.
James was quite familiar with the
two English reviews.

‘Of course 1 am a stranger in
Canada,” he said; ‘in England the
parson of the parish is generally in-
terested in such things more or less;
not that I have much experience of
the sacred cloth,’ he added.

‘I can only speak of the Episco-
pal Church, as we call it,” said Mr.
Hill, ¢ to which my wife and daugh-
ters belong, and to which I subscribe.
I can only say that as to the truths to
which all educated men among lay-
men are practically agreed, they either
do not know'them, or if they do, they
ignore them in their teaching. You
should have seen our minister’s face
whenhe called the other dayand caught
Lucy reading Lecky’s ¢ England in
the Eighteenth Century!’

¢ But, Papa, you must remember
that Mr. Rubrick was quite right
from his point of view ; he was only
doing his duty; and you know I
get so little scolding at home that
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one from the Reverend Ignatius Ru-
brick is quite a wholesome tonic.’

¢‘It’s the best return I get for my
fifty dollars a-year,’ grumbled her papa.
‘Opiate sermons andirritant conversa-
tions for myself are a tonic as you
call it, which is ceitainly very whole-
some for wife and daughter.’

James Field had introduced him-
self on first entering the carriage,
and though Mr. Hill was far too
well bred to ask any further ques-
tions, James felt encouraged by what
he had seen of father and daughter
to speak of his plan of buying the
medical practice advertised for sale,
if he found he could make his way
of settling down in the township. He
added that he had wasted a great deal
of the best part of life in wandering
about the world, and now wished, if
possible, to make a home for himself.

¢ May 1 ask if you aremarried ¢’ said
Mr. Hill. ‘I only ask the question
for the sake of information, as Miss
Rosa Dartle says, and in the intevests
of a large clientéle of marriageable but
unmarried young ladies.’

James replied that he was unmar-
ried and unengaged, but he feared
too poor and too old, perhaps un-
impressionable and too far gone in

old bachelor ways to affect the in- |

terests of .the matrimonial market;
his only living relative was an old
maiden sister, whom he had left in
charge of the small house at Brigh-
ton which had come down to them
from their father—their joint pro-
ject, he added, had been, that if he
succeeded in getting a living by his
profession in Canada, she should sell
the house in England and come out to
live with him. Mr. Hill told him that
he was Dr. Grant’s executor, that it
was not at all so easy to convey the
good-will of a pructice to a stranger
in Canada as no doubt it was in Eng-
land : that here all success to a new
practitioner stepping into a practice
would depend on the impression made
among the people. But he was anx-
ious to gain a small sum of money for

his friend’s widow, and the fact was
it might any day happen that an out-
sider might ¢ put up his shingle’ in the
village, who would papher nothing,
probably not even buy the poor doc-
tor’s late surgery and fixtures. 1f Dr.

Field liked to come to his house for a
week or g0 he would drive him about

among the people of the township, and
if he and they seemed to like each

other, and Dr. Field thought he could
succeed, why then they could arrange

the terms, which he said would be

found reasonable enough. This offer,

as pleasantly made as it was encourag-

ing, James was glad to accept. ‘I

accept the omen,’ he said to himself.

< But here we are at “‘our village,”’ said

Mr. Hill ; ¢it lies on the other side of

yonder hill with the clump of pine

trees ; that is the cemetery, which is

much frequented by funerals from all

the countryround, thissettlement being

the oldest, And this old timber church

—you see it now—Ilike a broken-down

lake-steamer, with the belfry for a

funnel, the first church built in the

county ; in fact, the cemetery is our

one great public institution, just as

marble tombstones are our one manu-

facture, which I suppose the (iLOBE

will say the National Policy will ruin

by making life too pleasant to the

farmers.’

CHAPTER IIL
SWEET AS SUMMER.

AMES FIELD'S first experiences

of Canadian hospitality were the
pleasanter for contrast with his past
life. Mr. Hill’s home, close to theborder
of Lake Ontario, with a garden that
sloped down to the water, commanded
a pretty view of lake and island. His
stay was made to lengthen by Mr.
Hill being convinced that he was just
the mun to replace Dr. Grant. During
the morning Mr. Hill generally drove
him to visit the farwers in the town-
ship, with whom Mr. Hill, from his
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political position, had great influence ;
the evenings were spent in the draw-
ing room in conversation, with music,
and now and then a quiet game, such
as * logomachie,” which was just then
coming into fashion. There was a
small society of young ladies, friends
of Lucy’s, to whom the new doctor
was soon introduced, and whom he
waa constantly meeting, either at Mr.
Hill’s oy at one of the other houses.
There was Bertha Grant, a niece of
Mr. Grant, a tall, bright-looking girl,
and Nina Small, a less pleasing-young
woman, with lank bhair, cold, fish-like
eyes, and a hard manner and expres-
sion, but not wanting in shrewdness
and power of being amiable when it
suited her purpose. These girls set
each other off Nina was the leader
of the Opposition, but the reins of
government were generally in Lucy’s
hands. All had been from childhood
on intimate terms with each other,
and were most good-natured and affec-
tionate. It was usual to find Lucy and
Bertha sitting with their arms round
each other’s waists, while Nina nestled
on the floor, her head in Bertha's lap.
All these young ladies and their
families were pleased with James
Field; he received a great deal of
kindness and hospitality, and was
struck especially by what seemed to
him a new type of feminine nature,
combining the grace and culture of
the best society of English life, with
a freedom and frankness which he had
not met before. None were mere
country-bred lasses. The facilities of
travel in Canada, and the self-depend-
ence of women in a country where
the ‘unprotected female’ of English
comedy 18 unknown, had given each
of them a thorough insight into the
social life of several of our cities and
towns. In their intercourse with him
they were perfectly self-possessed, and
he was soon made aware of the fact
that he had secured the friendship and
respect of all, a8 well as of their
families. His success had been great
in an operation of conservative sur-

gery by which, without the amputa-
tion which another surgeon had in-
sisted was_ necessary, he saved a
Yimb, fearfully lacerated by a mowing
machine accident. This, and the
patience and tenderness with which
he tended several children attacked
by an epidemic of diptheria, spread his
fame to the furthest part of the town-
ship. To Mr. Hill his society seemed
always welcome.: The study-table,
and often that of Mr. Hill’s drawing
room, was bestrewn with the best
literary and philosophical periodicals.
Lucy listened to their talk, in which
she did not often join. When she did,
she showed her evident appreciation
of their interest in those speculations
and truths which, in our days, engage
the attention of most educated people.

Mrs. Hill listened ; but the good
lady had a way of falling into a nap,
from which ber husband used to rouse
‘the old lady’ after an hour or so.
She wouid always protest that she
had been awake all the time, and al-
ways fell back into her trance in a
few minutes. Lucy was Dr. Field’s
constant companion ; at odd times he
would find himself at her side in the
garden, holding her scirsors or the
string with which she bound up the
roses or fuchsias after rain. In the
evening they would sail in Mr. Hill’s
cutter over the still waters of the bay,
or sometimes drive together by the
lake-side road under the maples and
white blossoming acacias.  James’s
success had been 8o great that he felt
justified in building a small house, on
a lot of five acres bought from Mr.
Hill, and in writing for his sister to
make arrangéments for joining him,
under the escort of a Toronto gentle-
man, a brother of Mrs Hill’s, who
was returning home after a visit to
England. Mr. Hill and his wife took
warm interest in the furnishing of the
new home. Several presents Wwere
sent in from Dr. Field’s farmer friends.
A gentleman at Brenton, whose only
son had got through a severe attack
of typhoid under James’s care, sent
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him a present of a handsome young
horse, well broken in to single harness.
One evening as Lucy and he drove
home from a school room concert a
few miles off, Lucy told him how glad
they all were of his great success, and
especially of his being so sure to have
the happiness of meeting his sister.
James owned that the few months of
that summer had brought him much
that he valued ; it had brought him a
good income, a bome, many gifts,
and the society of the pleasantest and
kindest friends he had ever known.
4 8till one thing was wanting to make
his life complete ; did Miss Lucy per-
mit him to say what that one thing
wus?’ The permission was not refused.
The shadows of the locust "trees
closed over the ancient, ever varied,
ever new, question and answer, the
first in Love’s catechism. -~ When
they returned, Mr. Hill’s consent
was asked by James to their en-
gagement, and willingly accorded on
condition that the marriage was de-
ferred till James's income reached a
clear twelve hundred a year. Mean-
time he was to be absent that winter in
order to visit Ottawa for the session—
that would require a stay of several
months, and Lucy would accompany
him on a visit long promised to a mar-
ried sister, whose husband was in the
civil service,

So the fall succeeded and was as
g}easant as the summer. Bertha,

ina, and Lucy’s other friends were
as warm in their sympathy as if Lucy
had been their own sister. James’s
practice was increasing daily, and his
sister was duly conveyed to his very
door by Mrs. Hill's brother. She was
soon quite at home, and received a
present of several valuable hens from
Mrs. Hill, and a beautiful cow from
the farmer whose son Dr. Field had
saved from the amputation. Their
house looked homelike and pretty
with the Virginia Creeper Lucy had
trainedover the veranda,and thescarlet
and white geraniums in the windows.
All had gone well with James Field.

CHAPTER. 1V..
MARIAN.

LUCY had gone with the Indian
summer ; after James had read
and re-read her first letterfrom Ottawa,
he noticed another letter very badly
written, with the Toronto post-mark.
1t was from Marian, asking bim
if possibly to secure a school some-
where in the district, where she learned
he had succeeded 8o well. In driving to
see a patient that day, James heard of
& school where a temporary master was
needed till New Year, when, if suc-
cessful, he would be re-engaged. This
he easily succeeded in engaging for
Mr. Ford, to whom he wrote, inviting
him to come at once, and stay at his
house till matters were settled. Mr.
Ford came on a few days after this,and
James on returning from a business
drive found him and his wife already
there. He was a little surprised at
seeing her there—but his sister Patty
had taken the greatest fancy to her.
¢Oh! James, she is 30 nice, she has been
telling me all about her misfortunes,
poor thing, we must really do all we
can to help them.” They did all they
could : the Fords were established
in James's room. Marian — for so
they soon began to call her, was in-
deed nice. She made quite a compa-
nion for Miss Patty, during James's
long absences. They were both from the
same English town—that was a tie in
a strange country, Miss Patty had
given her several pieces of real lace,
and a black silk dress, very little worn,
which a very little work would make
a perfect fit. In the process of recon-
struction the two ladies talked dress-
making and domestic gossip, and quite
opened their hearts to each other. It
was noticed by friends in their neigh-
bourhood that since the Fords came
Miss Field saw hardly anything of any
of them. She was an old maid, of ra-
ther precise and conservative habits.
She had never thrown herself into
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anything of intimacy with the friends
James had made, except Lucy, who
left soon after her arrival.

There was one person in the house-
hold who did not approve of the Forda.
That was Sarah, the *hired girl,’ al-
though for the first two or three days
Mrs. Ford had made much of her, had
gone to chat with her in the kitchen,
had made believe to help in the work,
and had once even kissed her as she
left for bed. But she soon found that
Marian had no special aptitude for
any work but her own dressmaking,
and that she required a great many
little luxuries, such as hot water for
washing, whereas the Canadian ladies
Sarah had been accustomed to, were of
Ninon de I’ Enclos’s opinion that cold
water was the best of all cosmetics.
Then Sarah noticed that Mrs. Ford
improved most wonderfully in dress
since her arrival. She arrived looking
neat, but poorly got up in a black print
dress, and a shepherd’s plaid shawl.
But on the second Sunday Mrs. Ford
had come down dressed for church in
‘a new black silk dress fit for the
queen !’ She wore a velvet jacket with
a gold cross over it— her hair was built
up into a tiara, and her pretty face
and neck were set off by a light blue
neck-ribbon, with a tringe of lace. She
had a pair of new kid gloves, Miss
Patty’s last purchase at Brenton, a
faint odour of some delicate perfume,
exhaled as she swept by the indignant
Sarah, her very shoes were steel-
buckled with open fronts, and her
stockings ringed as Sarah said, ‘like
a garter-snake.’

Now these things became known to
others besides Sarah. It became also
known that Mr. Ford did not get on
well with the school trustees, who
when Christmas came, declined to re-en-
gage him. His wife cried in the draw-
ing room, and must have scolded him
in the bed-room, for Sarah heard him
exclaim as he shut the door, ¢ I never
knew a woman who had such a devil
at the exd of her tongue!’ But with
the Fields, Marian was silent, submis-

sive, and tearful. James pitied her
sincerely, and promised to do his best
to get Mr. Ford another school.

This was not very easy. An impres-
sion had got abroad among the farmers
that Mr. Ford did not succeed as a
teacher, and it was also thought by the
farmers’ wives that the Fords were liv-
ing on Dr. Field, who very undeserved-
ly got the credit of some of the pre-
sents by which his sister had so much
improved that lady’s appearance.

At last he came home with the joy-
ful news that he had got Mr. Ford a
six months’ engagement at a place
called ¢ Carthage,’ in another part of
the township. The salary was four
hundred dollars a year, but the neigh-
bourhood was & cheap one, and the
trustees had thrown in a small log
shanty near the school as a home for
the teacher. The school was a large
one, big boys and girls, rather unruly,
and the chief point was to keep good
order. There was rejoicing at the tea
table that night. Miss Patty produced
her best cake. Next day she borrowed
James’ horse and drove over to Bren-
ton where she assisted Marian to get a
few chairs, a bed and mattress, and a
second hand cook-stove, and a few
other necessaries. These procured, the
two ladies visited the dry goods store,
where Miss Patty gave Marian a couple
of dollars to spend. They both enjoyed
such expeditions. Mr. Ford went to his
school a week before his wife, in order
to prepare the house. Marian stayed,
the more readily as Miss Patty had a.
severe feverish cold, during which, to
Sarah’s disgust, Mrs. Ford took Miss
Patty into her own hands, brought her
her food, and even slept with her in or-
derto givethe medicine at proper inter-
vals. At breakfast and tea she looked
after James—cheerful, helpful, care-
fully looking to his comfort. In the
evening she sat in the room with him,
his sister being drowsy, and liking to
take a nap. Generally James read his
book, a volume of some historicul or
philosophical work,or areview. Shesat
opposite, sewing, the picture of cheer-
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ful industry. Sometimes he talked to
her u little, just to cheer her and shew
sympathy. She too talked, always plea-

santly. Not of books or art or social
questions, a8 Lucy and the other ladies
of her set liked to do, when they were
encouraged. She talked to Jamesabout
his wonderful success in practice, of his
engagement and the charming expres-
sion of the young lady’s photograph.
She shewed deferential interest in
everything he said to her, she never
attempted flattery, but by every deli-
cate attention showed how much she
appreciated his kindness. For instance,
when he drove out on his round of
duties in the morning, she was the last
to leave the hall door, lingering in the
veranda as she watched him drive
away, and on his return she was the
first to open the door, to fetch his slip-
pers warm from the fire, her pretty
face bright with a smile of welcome,
and tbe blue ribbon and Miss Patty’s
lace in her hair.

At lust the house was ready, and
one drizzling day of a January thaw
James drove her in a borrowed cart
containing the household goods. Mar-
ian bore the dismal journey of four
miles with admirable good humour.
They passed the school where Mr. Ford
was then engaged at his duties, they
came to » little dilapidated log shanty
by the road side, with two dingy win-
dows, a door half open, the fence logs
thrown open for their reception. James
carried in the furniture, and a box of
groceries. Marian lit up the stove, and
made a cup of Miss Puatty’s tea which
she insisted on Dr. Field's partaking
after his journey in the wet. The place
was a wretched hovel, one room, and
pegs driven into the wall whereby to
“climb to a sleeping place under the raf-
ters. But Marian was not a bit dis-
couraged, cheerful, bustling about her
work, a brave woman, James thought,
and with her bnght face and light sup-
ple form, makmg a sunshine in that
shady place.’

Mrs. Ford was not popularin Spooks-
ville. She was not at her ease in talk-

ing to the ladies she met, and their im-
pressions were not favourable. Mean-
while the Fords,or rather Marian, were
often to tea with Miss Patty. At firat
the accounts of the success of the new
school were most favourable; then
James heard isolated complaints that
the children were too much out at play ;
that clothes got torn ; that the Carthag-
ian boys and girls danced wardances on

the school desks. One Saturday Mar-
ian had come in the morning to help

Miss Patty with some dress-making,

her husband was to follow at dinner

time. He did not come that day or

on the Sunday, and next day James

Field promised to drive Marian home

if no tidings came. But on Sunday

afternoon a note was brought by a far-

mer’s boy. Marian read it—she turned

white, then red, and the large tears

slowly gathered in hereyes. It wasa

scrawled note from her husband, he

had been dismissed for incompetency,

the trustees threatening to lock the

school against him. Marian cried bit-

terly, her friends in vain trying to com-

fort her.

That evening James came when she
was sitting in his sister’s room. He
had a proposal to make. Mr. Ford had
in part prepared for the ordination
exa