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Fricadahip Was Quce.

was onoe s pleasiogtiought
And tinted life with goiden bestus;
An‘d‘I-Iu h;sp io al Ot
tfloa wn on sunlit streams,
To my young eye the world was bright
As earth's cerulean canopy ;
Its jo bours searce knew a night,
all was fair and bright to we.

PBut soon the ones my scul believed
Bineere were first to prove untrus ;
Boved, but loved to be deceived,
And thorns about my pathway grew,
The ready trust | gave so0 free
Toall I loved was shattered when
To falser hearts they turned from wme,
My dream of bless was over then!

- From ll:ltf nbil:uruﬂ hg lnﬁ{ 'f“"m
’ Hope's pleas rays bus dimly ehine;
- And, war by ﬁii’l incessant zales,
¢88 buds about me twine,
Mo breeezes that blows from yoon brignt bowers,
Eocircling Hope's majestio fane,
' ﬁnlﬂlﬁulﬁu the drooping lowerd, ,
Or call to life the leaves again, '

71 such a breeze, alas! could reach
The bloggoms from that distant shore,
Its scft, lighs wafted touch might teach
My heart to dream of joy once more !
But cold and dead the petals lie,
Unstirred save by the Arctic blast,
That moans, as it goes coldly by,
A dreary requiem o'er the past !

IRl, MARION BEATON.

The Xong of the Plough.

 ——m——

BY THR LATE WALTER CHISHOLM,

,mhlhﬂl to the plough, boys! cheerily,
e
Ihlnrrﬂttu man to yield ;

peed-time bas come, and merrily,

d from the broad sheet we fling,

we kpow that the seed which we sow
: for our labor will bring.

' Now,hands to thu‘ﬂltmgh.

JAs toiiog o'er valley and
Let us e the plough with a strong, sure grasp,
Let ns work with a nearty will ;

us eover the good seed carefully,

In the lap of the warm, brown éarih:
Then to us shall the time of the harvest prove

A season of gladness acd mirth,

gk

o
:

mit manfully,

of onr sowing full often we ticd
of labor and care:

And o’en a8 we labor unsparingly

. Theseed in ita season to sow—

eow, hands to the plough, boya! warily,
' gﬂll!qrmrbs st«aight Ind i’im':r
A

B e aaes g, T o rwiR,
A CASE OF MISTAKEN IDEN.
TITY.

1.

" . Time—a clondless June morning, balmy,
gose-soented, delicious; place—a charming
oountry house on the Hude>n, where the
geoently married Mr. and Mrs. Tom Ferguson
wers established for the season. He
wal & giant, with a passion for enter-
talning his friends, infectious high spirits,
and an irresistible laugh; she was a bright,
ml. attractive creature, with a happy
. for extracting the greatest amount of
pleasure from the most ordinary circum-

;m: altogether a well-matehed pair.

"~ Just now they were expecting a houseful
of people to spend a week with them,
{ so Tom was leisurely pacing up and
down the drive, with his morning cigar, while
Yanra gave the finishing touches to her
wer vases, coming out between whiles to
his wateh.
_ Boon their pretty little phaeton appeared
with the first instalment of guests—iwo

: ladies, who were enthusisstisally

!m Tom snd warmly embraged by
ght behind the phaeton came a

goomy rockaway, well filled with visitors poth
masouline and feminine, and before this

. Jast vehicle was fairly emptied a light waggon
. made its approach, in which sat a remark-

handsome young man,
was just at this moment that Miss

" Rdith Romaine, one of the very first arrivals,
 who had been etanding ohatsing to Tom

¥erguson, happened to turn her eyes upcn
the new-comer. Her change of countenance

was 80 noticeable that Tom hastily asked if | Charlie,

she felt ill.

~ + # Yeu, I think I am suffering from the heat
«] don's feel badly at all, thank you,” was

ht gomewhat inocoherent answer.

Then,

yraing to Laura: * May Il go to my room
mow, dear? Thanks ; I know the way ; the
" same one I had last time, is it not? " and

; mnlna up her veil and parasol, the young
vanished swiftly.

* Laura overtook her at the foot of the stairs
0 ask the reason of this sudden flight.

“ Don't you see, goosey, that my crimps are

' dissppearing? Go back, and I will

you when I have repaired the mischief,”

waa Edith's laughing reply.

But onos in her room, Edith Romaine's
smile changed to a frown. Bhe locked the

" door, took off her hat, and eat down, but
" made 1o sttempt to re-arrange her hair. On
* the contrary

, she leaned her arms on the
table, and thrust her fingers idly through
the oarefully arranged *flaffinees™ of her
yeollow locks.

« How vexations!” was what she said &8
she sat there; * how provoking! and how

. fotally unexpeoted, too ! After all the world

is & small place, or how conld our paths cross
go soon? If Laura had only known—

i but she don't know, and she won't, if I ean

. gmomen —

helpit. I wonder if 1 could get away o
morrow ? No; I promised to stay a week,
" and what excuse counld I make ? Beeides, my

arn all made ; I've nowhere elee to go

. uotil pect Taesday, and Lanra knows that

$00. IfIocould only see him alone—for a
. that is the wisest way, I do

believe, will wateh for an opportunity

. betweer now and loncheon, before we are

obliged to eubmit to an introdaction.
Birarge ! bus he didn’s see me—I know he
didn't ; but shen men are #o blind 1 Well,
well, I'll drees end reconnoitre.”

A oouple of hours later Miss Romaine
walked into the ' library"—a small room
whose ckief characteristios were a tiny book-
case and an immense bay-window, vine-
wreathed and shady—and came face to face
with the gentleman whose arrival bad so
discomfited her.

He rose from his seat as she entered, and
bowed formally, as to a Biranger. Her color

od, but she spoke coolly :

o Mr. Nugent, 1 have gomething to say to
m 1 came here to say it without interrap.

"

He looked amazed and repeated mechani.
, "You have something to say to me 7"
w] don's wonder you are astonished, but I
shall be as brief as possible "—with great
hanteur, 1 mpﬁou wo muat be introduced
when our hoat or hostess Appears and I wani
to say only this—we meet as strangers, a8
entire strangers. Do you understand ?
Evidently Oharles Nugent did not under-
stand, for he looked utterly bewildered and,
instead of nﬂﬂsw her question, stared at
h's companion in helpless silonoe,

She waited 8 moment and spoke again :

« Of eourse, if I had known you were to be
bere I should have sens a regres, but it is to
late now. The only thing to be done, as you
must acknowledge, is for us to meet as it we
had never met betore, since that will save the
| embarrasement of explanations which I, for
one, do not choose o make.”

Nugent yas dazed. He mansged to say:
| * Bat why—what does this mean ? Haven't

we made & mistake—" But he got no farther.
Miss Romaine's temper was up. Her eyes

inches taller, as she interrupted him :

“ No mistake at all, Mr. Nugent, After
your conduct laet summer, you deserve no
segond heariong.”

Nugent etarted violently at these worde,
and cast a searching glance at her, as if
seeking to uoravel a new difficulty. Then he
echoed, vacantly, * Last summer! [ast
summer | what has last summer to do with
to-day.”

« Nothing—nothing at all, eir! They bave
as little conneotion as our present has with
our past.”
| * Then, may I ask why vou referred to * last

summer ’ in that pointed way?” enquired
| Nagent, who began $o feel quile sunre that
this ircomprehensible young lady was de-
mented, or, as he expressed it mentally,
 mad—stark, staring mad /"

Certainly her behavior grew more and more
peculiar every momenat. Now she looked at
him with superb disdain, and replied, slowly,
++Is this intended for ignorance or imperti-
nence, Mr. Nugent? You are quite at home
in both roles, I imagine.”

It was his turn to flash now, but he made
no attempt at any farther conversation for
some moments. * Ridiculous, to be affected
by what she eays, when she is evidently a
lanatic. Yet what a lovely creature! what a

pity|” were his thoughts in the interval. |

She moved toward the door, as if all was said,
and merely repeating her first warning,
«+ Remember, you are to bebave as if yon
never had seen me,” passed out, leaving
Charles Nugent more puzzled thap he had
ever been in all his life before.

«« How the deuce did she know my name,
when I eannot even guees at hers?—that
must be more than sccident,” he wondered.
» She seemed to think that I had ill-treated
her in some way—all crazy people have such
fancies, I believe. But then, after all, there
was no incoherence in her words, no violence
in her manner: she certainly would have
impressed any one as pgane, except in her
mysterious allusions. Bat what did she
mean about last pummer—was she referring
to—nonsense ! how could she know! Well,
I'll wait antil I can ask Tom about her. 1
might guess and conjecjure all day, and not
come any nearer the truth than I am now.’,

I,

It was eight o'clock that same evening.
Mrs. Ferguson and moet of her gunests had
been amusing themselves with eoroquet, and
now, warned by the gathering darkness, were
hurrying up their game with the usual amount
of langhing and disputing inseparable from
the pastime. Tom Ferguson had retreated
to a rustio seat at some little distance from
the players, where he was joined directly by
Nugent, who had been waiting for this oppor-
tunity all day. Now, as he lit his cigar, he
asked, carelessly,

* Where doee Miss Romaine live, Tom ?—
a very striking beauty, isn’t ghe 2"

| *Lives in New York. Bhe's a great pet of
Laura’s and mine, t00,” answered Tom, be-
I tween his ¢ By-the-way, Charlie, 1
should t you found her a striking beaunty,
and no mistake, for you seemed to ba struck
dumb when I introduced you this morning.
What ailed you, I should like to know ?”

« Ajled me? 'Why, nothing—nothing at
all ; but I was preplexed for a moment, You
were showering all your introductions on me
at a rate that took away by breath. Bo you've
known her a long time 7" -

¢ Oh yes, knew her before I met Laura,
who was a schoolmate of hers. I say,
why don't you fall in love with
Edith Romaine? I think yon'd make a
mateh team, and Laura would be delighted.
You're well up in her books, you know, and
she'd speaka geod word for you. Come, it's
time you were thinking of geiting mar-
ried ;" and Tom was evidently very much in
earnest.

“ But—the fact is, I want to ask you a
question, Tom, and it is about Miss Romaine
herself. Isn't she a little—well, queer at
limes ? Now candidly,” said Nugens, watch-
ing the graceinl white robed figure as he
spoke, and hoping that his friend’s answer
would be an indignant denial, But, instead
of that, Tom Ferguson hesitated, pondered,
and then said, slowly :

* Charlie, you astonish me! How couid
von have seen that in such a short time?

1

after Edith's retarn from Earope, I only
langhed at her.
least not at first ; bat eince then I've
watohed her oarefally, and I must confess
she i8 very queer at éimes. But only at times,
you know, and Laura ineiste that if she
could only find a true, devoted lover it would
oure her. Sucha pity !"

s Yen, indeed, a terrible misfortune. DBut
why do not her friends resort to medical
treatment at once?
is inezoneable,” was Nuogent's reply, in a
pained voice. Tom was evidently surprisad
at his manner, and began to langh.

“ Don's look so doleful, old fellow,” he
went on, presently. * There's mo great
harm domne, after all, Edith Romaine is in
no need of doctors, and, besides, you remem-
ber the old saying about *ministering to a
mind diseased,’ don't you? Well, I'm certain
you conld minister better than any M.D.:"
and jovial Tom slapped him on the shoulder,
with another laugh.

Nugent shook off his hand impaliently.
** What heartless jesting this is!" be ex-
olaimed. ‘' She ought to see a physician at
once—some oné who has made insanity a
specialty. Who knows but she might bs
fally restored to reason? You might use
your Inflaence—" But Tom's bursé of
langhter was so explosive that the young
man was interrupted. He stared, while his
{riend shook with absolute convulsions of
mirth, vainly attempting to explain the
oause of his merriment, and falling into a
fresh paroxysm whenever he gol as far as,
“What made you—"

At last, however, he managed to gasp:
“ Oh, what & sell! Edith Romaine crazy |
Won't Laura soream when [ tell her? What

at such an absurdily into your head,

agent? Edith » lunatio 1"

““Do be quiet, can't you, Tom? they're all
coming this way, and Miss Romaine will
hear,” was Nugent's vexed remonstrance, and
Tom sprang up and d him away jast in
time. ' Tell me, OCharlie, what made you
{think of sush nonsense?” he saked again,

blazed, her cheeks erimsoned, she looked two.

When Laura first mentioned it to me, just |

I couldn’t see anything, at | Pe°

Buoh a state of things )

when they had reached the shelter of the
stables ; and Nogens made answer in a faint
tome:

“ Why, you did. You ialked about her
being queer yourself, and about watehing her
carefully, aud all that, and of course you
misled me. Nothing so very fonny in is,
either.”

+ Bat the idea of our asking a crazy girl to
vigit us! Oh, Charlie, you must have been a
fool to dream of such & thing! "

* What did you mean, thep, by the change
in her, and all that nonsense ?

 Merely this. Ever sinee Edith came
home last fall she has been subject to fita of
| depresdion, almost melancholy, which excited
Laura's suspicionas that she bad bad some
anfortunate love affair, Add to this her
capricious treatment of the men—sometimes
all emiles to some devoted admirer, the next
moment as frigid as the north pole—and you
| can see what I meant. But she's as sane as
you are, Charlie; more #o, I should say,”
finished Tom, with a quizzieal look.

“ I'm sure I'm delighted to hear it,” said
Nugent, fervently; * but promise me one
thing, Tom: don't tell your wife about this,
for she'll tell it to Miss Romaine, and then
we shall never be friends. Come, promise
not to mention it."”

“ Well, I won't,” assented Tom, after a mo-
ment's refleetion. Then, brightening: * I
won't tell her until you're gone, Charlie ; but
I couldn't keep it any looger than that, for
Laura will lavgh eo0.”

Nugent was obliged to be content with this
conditional promise, and would mnow have
| willingly changed the subject, but Tom Fex-
guson resumed it suddenly by saying :

« Bea here, Charlie, it was you who started
this idea about Edith, and not I, after all,
What did yoa mean, old fellow, by your firet
question—just tell me that ?’

Bat Nugent had already made up his mind
to ray nothing to his friend of his morniog’s
interview with Mizs Romaine, but to wait
antil time or another meeting brought some
explanation of the strangeness. Bo now he
parried the question as best he couid. * Ob,
I don't know! It was suggested by her
haughty manner of acknowledging the intro-
duction, I suppose. The fact is, I hadn't
thought much about it one way or the other.
Hark! some one is calling us. Shall we go
back to the house?”

* Yes, we must,for the moon is getting up,
and I promised Laura to arrange for a
drive by moonlight. Buppose you take Edith,
Charlie ?”

* Thank you, but I am in no hurry.”

“ Hum! going to try the dignified
dodge, are you? pique her interest, and
all that? Well, go ahead your own
way,” laughed Tom, as they retraced their
ateps.

111.

Five days oi ihe week had passed, and
Nogent had never had an opportunity to ex-
change a word with Edith Romaine. True,
¢ l) treated him witk politenege, bul it was of
such a distant and frigid sort, and she waseo
adroit in avoiding all occasions of speech, ex-
cept such few necessary worde as all might
hear, that he began to deepair of unravelling
;I:a mystery which encompassed that first

Y-

He could not help feeling that he was in
an unfortunate position. He was so attraot-
ed by this girl, everything she said and did
(to othere) pleased his fastidious taste, and
yet he felt himself under a ban, whose cause
was utterly unknown. He would have been
80 glad 4o walk, or ride, or drive with her, to
| hold her parasol or turn over her music; yet
his faintest attempt at such familiarity was
always checked by a lovk or tone of unmis-
takable meaning. To add to his annoyanoe,
Tom Yerguson loat of leoturing
him on Lis want of success,quoting conatant-
ly for hia benefit the old adage of ‘* Faint
heart,” ete., and urging bim to *‘go in and
win"-—-advice whioh fairly irritated him be-
cause of its nselessness.

Twenty times he had resolved fo leave the
house, and had invented countless plausible
exouses for thus curtailing his visit; and he
had broken his resolution every time, be-
cause there seemed a faint prospect of a tete-
Ei't:sa with Edith which had never been ful-

Thid morning, however, he was in high
gpirite,for fate was absolately propitions. Miss
Romaine had gone for a walk, notwithetand-
ing the predictions of the barometer and the
gathering clouds alike foretold rain. The
rest of the party were comfortably housed,
when Mrs. Ferguson exclaimed, in tones of
diemay :

* Just look at the great drops! We shall
have a perfect deluge, and Miss Romaine will
be soasked. Bhe had only a small sun-
umbrella, and she has gone all the way to the
grove.” 4

« And that is full two miles,” said Tom
Ferguson, starling up to examine the pros-
t. " What shall we do?"

‘* Let me take the pony-phaeton and go
after Misa Romaine, Tom, I snall find her
somewhere on the road, I imagine, both
dripping and disconsolate,” answered Nugent,
briskly, before any one else conld speak.

Tom gave him a significant nod of ap-
proval, and with a ** Make haste, Laura, and
bundle up a water-proof or something,” left
the room to expedite the harnessing. Ina
few moments the phaeton waa at the door,
and Nogen$, well equipped with shawls and
cloak, was on his way to the preity little
grove where Miss Edith was fond of straying.

He drove along the well known road with
mingled fear and triumph, wickedly rejoicing
in her predicament, yet dreading her dis-
pleasure at being forced to acoept his aid.
 But she has no right to be angry at me, for
I never saw her before, and I must get to the
bottom of this tllthl']P somehow,” was what
he said to himself more than once as the
fleet little pony trotted on ; and he really felt
quite brave while he was saying it. DBat
when he espied the young lady at the edge of
the grove, looking doubtfully in his direction,
hie courage began to lessen ; and when, as
the pony stopped close by her, she bestowed
one of her coldest and most disapproving
looks upon him, he was utterly disconocerted
and decidedly angry with himself for his

folly. -
beg your pardon, Miss Romaine,” he

i

i I
said, as he stepped out—**1 beg your pardon,
but Mr, Ferguson sent me to look for f“'“

“ Was there no one else to send ?” freez-
ingly., * John or William would have been
quite sufiicient, and—"

 Don's say any more, Miss Romaine, If
you will get into the phaeton and drive your-
self home, I will gladly walk. I don't mind

in the least, I assure you ;" and he

:qm bu he¢ spoke
tto his coat up as h¢ spoke,
“ Nonse n:i.nrg she llrd. usly.

‘“ How would that look, X » ‘like to
know? No, you have found me, and you
oan take me back, but I wish to

tell you|

that I understand your maneuvre perfeclly,
and it won't do you any good. Bball we
get in 7 for you must see that 1 am uneom.
fortably damp."”

Without & word he aseisted her to her seat
put the cloak about her shoulders, and took
the homeward road,

Presently ehe spoke, though with evident
reluotance :

o I must stop at the'post-office,as I have a
letter to mail, I was going there when youn
found me."

Nugent turned the pony's head in the di.
rection of the village, still without epeaking.
He was getting furiously angry with this
unreasonable girl, and felt that it was quite
beneath his diguity to seek for apy farther
explanation of her behavior.

All at once an exolamation of dismay
drew his attention to her. Bhe was
looking at him with so much amazement
and alarm in her lovely eyes that he asked,
involuntarily :

“What is the matter, Miss Romaine?
what has startled youn ?"

No anawer, only a clossr soruliny; then
her color deepened painfully, ehe covered her
face with her hands, and fairly groaned aloud,

Nugent reined up sne pony. ‘' For
beaven's eake, Misa I;t«:u:n:unhm. explaion this
strange conduct ! Have you seen a ghost, or
am I such a frightful ebject "

“ You—you—" ghe began, but seemed
utterly nnable to finieh.

Nugent broke out: ** This getting nnbear
able. I must ineist upon gome explanation
of your strange behavior, Mies Romaine,
before you go any further. In our very first
meeting you implied that I had offended you
deeply—I, who never saw you until last
Wednesday! You have followed up that
sirange beginning most consistently, I admit,
but—"

“ Answer me one queslion,” she interrupt-
ed, in an agitated voice. ** Who are you?"

At this astounding query Nugent was com-
pletely disgusted.
curtness: *‘Charles Nugent, son of Dr.
Nugent, of Boston, twenty-six years of age,
lawyer, at your servics.”

“Charles! not Charles Edward 7—but
your double, who joined our party in Bwitzer-
land last June, and travelled with us afler—
who was be ?"

Nugent started enddenly and his expression
changed.

«] understand! I see it mow!” he ex-
claimed. * You mistook me for my counsin
Charlee, to whom I bear & most nnfortunate
resemblance., But how counld you continue
to be mistaken sll this time? That puzzles
me, I confess ;" and he looked anything but
pleased as he spoke.

“]—I am very short-sighted,” was the
gearce audible reply. Then, with adeeper
blush, ** Besides, yon—you seemed to know
Einl:'l about last summer, or 1 thought you

Nugent looked somewhat confased. * 1
spent last summer in the Catskills, where I
met some very sgreeable people, to whom I
fancied you were referring.”

An embarrassing pauee followed. Edith
was too much overwhelmed at the mistake
she had made $o say any more, while Nugent
was pondering the eituation in a very doubt-
ful frame of mind.

« Could she have been engaged to him?"”
was his first thought ; * or was it only a des.
perate flirtation after all? Bat she is evi-
dently very angry with him. 1wonder if shq
cares for him still? He always was a con-
ceited fool, but then the girla used to like
him immensely—" .

“You are passing the post-office, Mr.
Nogent,” said Edith - and sure enough he
had been go absorbed in thought that he had
forgotten to stop at the dingy little building,
where a gevere and spectacled maiden lady
presided over the mails and sold dry goods.

Edith atepped out of the phaeton as it drew
up close to the walk, and Nugent, resigning
the reins to a boy, followed her into the small
apartment, where the postmistress peered at
them through her glasses, but said not a
word.

“ Have you postage stamps?” asked the
young lady abeently.

“We have,” with great dignity.

“ Piease to put one on my letter,” and Miss
Romaine laid down the pennies and the letier
as she spoke, quite nnconscions of the
growing disfavor with which she was regard-
ed. Presently the postmistress produced a
stamp, laid it beside Edith's letter, and re-
marked, with great acidity,

“ We sell stamps here—we don't lick "em.”

For a momsent Edith looked at the angular
old maid, as if in doubt of her meaning; the
next, Nugent had affixed the stamp, and to-
gether they hastened from the ofiice.

As they drove away, their merriment, for a
moment suppreased, became aimosi uncon-

trollable, %ﬂith. leaning back in her seat
laughed ab every fresh recollection of the
rebuke she had received, and Nugent counld
not help joining her, try as he might.

That absurd incident did more for them
than a week of explanations ; awkwardness
and embarrassment were driven away as if
by msgio, and when they drove up to the
door at last they were evidently on the best
of terms with themselves and the world in
general,

Tom and Laura, rushing out to meet them,
exchanged gratulatory glances. Laura car-
ried Edith off to her room at once, while Tom
patted Nugent encouragingly on the ahoulder
and whispered, ** Go ahead, Charlie! you're
likely to get the inside track, after all.” To
which Nugent answered, thanklesaly, ** Don’t
be a goose, Tom."

1v.

How the next two days flew! But Nugent
waa no laggard in love.making, and Tom

.grew quite ecstatio as he watched the progress

of affairs.

As Edith had confided the story of her
mistake to Laura (under a promise of invio-
1able secrecy), of course Tom heard the whole
affair as soon as possible, whioch knowledge
not only dombled his interest in Nuogent's
wooing, but kept his wife in continual fear
lest he should make some ill-timed allusion
to it in Edith's presence.

At last the week was gone. The gay
party had made their adieux, and were speed-
ing in different directions in gearch of new
pleasures.

Edith and Nugent were the last fo_leave,
and if she said bus litile as they parted at the
station, the few words seemed to amply satisfy
him, for he hovered around her with lover-
like assiduity, and could hardly make up his
mind to let her go without him.

And if any one eould have heard what she
said to herself as the train whirled her to her
destination, they wonld have heard :

' How could I ever havqiaken him for his
cousin? They are totally unlike, My
Chatlie is so mueh handsomer and cleverer,
and—everything. And I fancied myself in
love with that eomceited fellow! It vexes

He answered with great’

me to think of it now. What a lovely
smile he has, too! 1 wonder how soon he
will come to Baratoga? Perbaps next
-Ekllnhr sald, How surprised Aunt Barah
. L1

—

Lectare on Maniteba and the Novihwest
Territory.

The Rev. D. Ross, Missionary of the Pres-
byterian Ohuroh to Prince Albert, Baskatche-
wan, delivered last week, in the MacNab Street
Presbylerian Churoh, Hamiiton, an excellent
lecture on Manitoba and the Northwest Ter-
ritory to & good audience. The Rev. D. H.
Fl::}ul:nr, pastor of the chureb, ocoupied the
chair,

Mr, Ross began his lecture by stating that
the Province of Manitoba is 120 miles at its
base, with 100 depth, containing about ten
millipn acres, The Northwest, including
Manitoba, ia 1,800 miles at its base, with an
average depth of 460 miles as its wheat-
producing region. Beyond there is a vast
territory, extending to the north, adapted to
the raising of barley, oats, ete. He then
gave a full and interesting deecription of the
lukes. Lake Winnlpeg, the largest, is 200
miles long by an average breadth of (0 miles,
This large lake will necesesarily, not only
irom ite size, but from its position, form an
important factor in the future commerce of
tLe country. It is in the centre of the Domi-
nion, rogeiving the waters of six large rivers,.
averaging 2,604 navigable miles and draining
an immenase prairie region, haviog its outles
by the Neleon River to the Hudson Bay, a
distance of about 400 miles. Lake Manitoba
and Lake Winnipegosis having a natuaral
conneotion are together abont 260 miles long,
with an average of from thirty to twenty
miles wide, oan easily be connected with the
waters of the Assinniboine and Saskatchewan
by two small canals, one seven miles long.
and the other two miles, thus giving a con.
tinuous water communication between Win-
nipeg and Edmonton at the RockyMountains,
900 miles as the crow flies. But the mosst
remarkable water connection is found in
the fast that by a ocanal of one
mile between two lakes, viz., Big BStone
Lake and Lake Traverse, Min., the Mississ-
ippi would be joined to the Red River, there-
by connecting New Orleans and the Gulf of
Mexico with Edmonton at the Roocky
Mountains, a distance of over 5,000 miles.
The lecturer then ed to define the
Baskatohewan River, which takes its rise in
the Rocky Mountains between par. 49 and
53, 350 miles in ita branches and uniting from
two large streams, at the base of the Rocky
Mountains, oalled North and SBouth Saskateh-
ewan, draining an area of 88,000,000 acres of
fertile soil—a territory eight times the size of

Nova Bootia and aboat a third larger
than Oatario. Mr. Ross then
gave A full deecription of the

fertile belt extending from the boundary line
up to the Peace River, including, according to
Col. Dennis’ survey, 176,000,000 acres of land
of extraordinary fertility. Peaoce River, Mo-
EKepnzie River and the vast territory drained
by them, with its millions of fertile acree,
inexhaustible coal beds, oil eprings and open
streams for eight months in the year, were
pagsed over with the prophetic remark that
it would be the home of millions. After
desoribing immense coal beds, one of which
isat the foot of the Rocky Mouuntains, 200
miles square, with a depth of 300 ft. in layers
of 8, 10, 12 and 15 ft. ; another in the North
Saskatohewan, where ooal has been discover-
ed in 20 foot seams in the bank of
the river, he discussed at great length,
in a most instruotive and interesting
way, the climate. In epeaking of the proba-
ble future greainoes, wealth and population
of the conntry, he stated what appeared to
many of the andience a remarkable fact, that
the route from Epgland by the Hudson Bay
to Lake Winnipeg, the centre of the Dominion
of Canada, is eighty miles shorter than from
England to New York., The rev. gentleman
then spoke of the Northwest as a field for
missionary enterprise, and of the special
work to which he was called by his own
Church. He concludedlan excellent lecture
by an earnest and eloquent appeal to the
audience in favor of sustaining missionary
work in the great Northwest by their prayers,
sympathios and material aid. The lecture
was illustratcd by means of two large maps,

-

The fifth annual demonstration of the
Ansient Order of Foresters will be held in
Brantford on the 24:th of May. Inviiations
have been sent to and accepted by thirteen
lodges. The day will be taken up with
games of various kinds. In the alternoon a
lacrosse match will be played between the
Brante, of Brantford, and the Guelph La-
oroess Club. lu the evening a grand torch-
light procession will leave the Foresters' Hall
at eight p. m., and march through the prin.
eipal streets of the city to the Fair Grounds,
| where a grand display of fireworks will be
given. A large tarnout is expected, and ex-
tensive preparations are being made.

The #ailors in the Lake Michigan poris are
ranning great risk by their etrikes for $2 a
day, Tug owners all around the lakes have
been communicated with, and the opinion has
been gecured that there are suflicient tugs
available to tow all.the vestels that sail be-
tween Chicago and Buffalo, and at low rates.
It is proposed that each tug will take four or
five sohooners from port to port and thus save
one-half the time spent in sailing. 1t seems

| that this plain is feasible, and—well, the

sailora will probably consent to take $1.50
and say quits,

This is the advica given to young men
by the New York Operator. & journal of
telegraphy published in New York: ‘' Rather
wrestle with the jack-plane, than manipulate
the brass elicker,” for in that line of employ.
ment there is an over supply; firat-class
operatora ara glad to get $40 per monih,
while many are hall-starvfog on $20, and
many more are out of work., This is one of
the ' genteel ” employmens whioch possess
a charm for the average boy (and girl) who
think it easy work. It is nothing of the
kind, To earn iwo dollars, or even one
dollar per day at telegraph-operating, means
long hours, monotonous employment, and
steady brain.tension, But until he has
tried it, the sanguine youth is mo more
liksly to take the advice given above, than
to heed our kindred recommendation which
ia: ' Better, in this conniry wrestle with
the plough-handle than manipalate the yard-
stiok,”

The staff of engineers that has been sur-
veying the Beeton and Orangeville section of
the Grand Ontario Central Railway has
arrived at Orangeville, The road is to run
from Ottawa to CGoderich, via Peterboro’,
Port Perry, Usxbridge, Newmarkes, Deeton,
Orangeville, or; Bhelburne. The staff has
| gone east to locate the line from Beeton fo
terboro’. Thus far a fine looation has been

| obtained.
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