























CHAPTER 1.
INTRODUCTORY.

[}

On the 28th November, 1826, I was born in the city
of Lincoln, England. At that time my parents had their
residence in one of the historic city buildings. The
Stone Bow, or “ Stan Bow,” as it is commonly named,
spans the High Street, some distance below the “ Steep
Hill” which leads up to the Norman cathedral. It dates
back to the times of Richard the Second, and was origin-
ally erected as the southern gate of the city. At one
side of it, and above it, were the City Hall and Jail, the
latter having been closed in consequence of its inade-
quacy, and because a large building, more in accordance
with modern requirements, had been erected on other
city property.

My father was city corn inspector, with whom every
sale of grain in Lincoln had to be recorded, and returns
were weekly sent to the proper Government Department.
In those days, before Free Trade, every transaction on
the corn market was a matter of public concern, for the
sliding scale of Lord John Russell’s régime was enforced.
The living rooms under and above the Bow looked out
upon the busy life of the High Street, and to me, as a
child, the varying scenes were a constant source of plea-
sure and attraction, for the locality was in the very
centre of Lincoln, and nothing of interest passed which
did not come under the observation of those resident in
that neighborhood.



SIXTY YEARS IN UPPER CANADA

The city of Lincoln is one of the most ancient in Eng-
land, and at that time still bore the impress of the various
changes which at once marked its rise, its age and its
decadence. In the days of its origin, when rough stones
and mud and wattled walls were the protections of its
British inhabitants from man and beast, the triumphant
legions of Rome had swept through the land, and created
the nationality which, in some form, gave a limited
cohesion to another of the peoples whose existence dated
from the victories of Ceesar upon their territory. The
withdrawal of the Roman eagles was followed by Saxon
occupation and rule. Then came Danish forages, and
even settlement, upon the eastern coast of Lincolnshire,
to be rudely broken down by the mailed hand of Wil-
liam, and the firm establishment of a rule which, how-
ever rough and even brutal in its form, was thorough,
and ultimately and practically declared that never again
should the island shores be under foreign control.
Growth followed the maintenance of order and the im-
position of protection, and Lincoln, under the shadow
of a vast cathedral, and the frowning walls of a
Norman castle, and in the midst of a country given up
largely to the growth of wool and wheat and flax,
became a trading centre of more than secondary import-
ance. But it, in turn with many others, fell back from
prosperity to a stagnation which became somnolent, and
gradually stood in the position of an unimportant city
of the past. Its intellectual superiority may be gathered
from the fact that its churches, and chapels of religious
houses, numbered over fifty, and that to-day it possesses
a diocese much more than commensurate w1th its extent
and population in Norman times.

My life now covers the remembered doings of nearly
eighty years, a period the most astounding, probably,
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in the history of the world in which we live. The
years of my infancy belonged truly to a past people,
almost a past age. Every century is marked by its own
progress in dress, food, education and government; but
between the eighteenth and nineteenth were vaster differ-
ences than in any two preceding them.

Machinery, unknown before the opening of the nine-
teenth century, gradually became the common property
of the husbandman, the producer of textile fabrics, the
builder, the traveller, the mechanic. Chemistry began
to play its important part in the unfolding of the trea-
sures of the earth’s surface.  Steam, from being a
mechanical curiosity, exerted its potentiality as the means
of locomotion on river and sea and land. Electricity
was growing into a useful and controllable power, and
something more than the toy of schoolboys and teachers.
Gas became the terror of the housebreaker and the foot-
pad, as well as the most useful of domestic agencies.
Old Bow Street runners gave place to that system of
police which became the foundation of law and order.
Postal conveniences increased the intercourse necessary
to an extended civilization. The Press gradually cast
off the fetters which had held it in the past. That great-
est blot upon British institutions, the West India slave
trade, was driven by the persistent efforts of philanthro-
pists into befitting annihilation. The extension of the
suffrage, which was forced from the aristocracy of Great
Britain before a third of the century had passed, opened
the way to a series of reforms, long demanded, yet firmly
resisted. A new era had truly set in. A reformed
tariff was one of its first results. Protection was grad-
ually superseded by a system of trade which gave to
Great Britain control of the commerce of the world.
Her mercantile fleet dotted the seas, and a cloud of
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purple smoke soon marked the pathway of British bot-
toms from the Old Land to the new and wealthy con-
tinent beyond the Atlantic. Unrest, which meant com-
mercial life and force, pervaded all things, and it was
indeed a valued privilege to be born at such a time and
amidst such surroundings.

The dead level of the eighteenth century, which was
broken only by the wars, necessary to Progress, it may
have been, but which incarnadined the whole of the civil-
ized world ere they passed away, had come to an end.
The struggles of a class, anxious to maintain its hold
upon territory and privileges, had done much to deaden
the slowly developing desire for the growth of general
liberty, but Progress in its protean forms nevertheless
came with the downfall of Napoleon, and the people,
having felt their strength, slowly but surely asserted it,
in the various measures which henceforth crowded the
statute books. But, despite the liberal character of this
legislation, it failed to satisfy many who had unreason-
ably looked for a millennium upon an earth not yet free
from the trammels of Ignorance and Privilege.  The
unexpected had happened, and the Reform Act, although
to a limited extent a Magna Charta, had not proved
itself to be a panacea for every ailment of the political
situation.  Men looked beyond their island home.
Many had already left Britain for the United States and
its undoubted prosperity. To reach its shores was to
begin life anew, and multitudes, convinced of this, sought
the enlarged opportunity to the man of moderate means
which emigration offered.
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CHAPTER IIL i
MY SCHOOL DAYS.

Thomas Cooper, Chartist, poet and teacher—Abandons the last
and opens academy—Teaching methods—Winter readings
—Educational originality—A decorated Milton—From school
to press—Writes poetry and starves—Lectures on Chartism
—Staffordshire—Excites a mob—Sent to jail—Writes a
poem—Becomes' a rationalist lecturer, and ultimately a
Baptist minister. George Boole, mathematician and
teacher—Lincoln and Waddington—A Lincolnshire school
without a Squeers—A good home—Professor of mathe-
matics, Queen’s College, Cork—Dies there.

WHILE I was yet a lad I was fortunate enough to be
sent to school to Thomas Cooper, Chartist, poet and
author of several works of fiction, which, like the writ-
ings of Thomas Miller, the literary basket-maker, and
Hugh Miller, stonemason, were the products of self-edu-
cation, acquired under unusual difficulties. Born in
Leicester, the death of his father caused the removal of
the boy, in the care of his mother, to Gainsboro’, in Lin-
colnshire, the town which “ George Eliot” loved so
much, and described so well, as “St. Oggs,” in her best
narrative work, “ The Mill on the Floss.” The young
student had been apprenticed to a shoemaker, but in his
twenty-third year he abandoned the last, and opened an
Academy, which proved to be unsuccessful as a commer-
cial venture, and removed to the city of Lincoln, where
he assumed charge of a school conducted by a relative
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who had recently died. He had at Gainsboro’ picked up
a knowledge, more or less thorough, of Latin, Greek,
Hebrew and French, and after he took control of the
Lincoln venture, studied Italian with an emigré, while
we scholars were at play at our noon recess. His heart
was in his educational work, and he made the school-
room as attractive as a home. Its walls were largely
covered with prints and engravings, and there were
heads, painted in oils, of the Apostles and other biblical
characters, which gave promise of wonderfully strong
artistic ability on the part of one of Cooper’s Gainsboro’
pupils. On the brackets between the windows were busts
of Milton, his favorite poet, Shakespeare, Byron, Crom-
well, Cesar and Homer, and the purchase of these and
of the engravings must have absorbed the sparse savings
of the struggling preceptor.

Our hours of study in school were from nine a.m. to
noon, and from one p.m. to five. The days never seemed
long, although the holidays, which we had from three on
Wednesday afternoon, and the half-day on Saturday,
were always welcome. At four o’clock promptly, on
winter afternoons, school books were closed, and for an
hour our master read aloud some interesting narrative,
which, from his elocutionary powers and distinct pro-
nunciation, and, more than all, intelligent choice of sub-
ject, held us truly spellbound. Bonaparte’s unfruitful
campaign in Egypt, and the horrors of the retreat from
Moscow, were thus made known to us; the graphic
description from the pen of a French sevant telling of
the mysteries of the pyramids, took us back to ancient
Egypt; the changing fortunes of the day at Waterloo
were told in thrilling tones; and travels and adventures
and discoveries daily trod upon the heels of the wonders
of the preceding afternoon. The beauties of Milton,
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Shakespeare and Byron were in turn presented to us.
We crossed the Sahara, scaled the Alps, followed Colum-
bus across the Atlantic, heard the jubilant death-cry of
Wolfe, and stood by the rude grave of valiant Sir John
Moore. The pages of ancient history were opened to us,
and we trod the soil of Italy, entered the Roman amphi-
theatre, fought at Marathon, and with intense satisfac-
tion, difficult to realize now, witnessed the discomfiture
of Xerxes.

It was not in such things only that Cooper excelled.
He was the embodiment of educational originality, and
loved to teach us the A B C of citizenship. A mayor
and municipal council were elected, for the boys, by the
boys; by-laws for our management were passed; and
even courts were established for the trial of minor
offences. = A row in the playground was disposed of
before a tribunal in which the master became judge, and
some of the pupils acted as counsel, witnesses and jury-
men—the sentence being properly in the hands of the
Bench. T was too young to be a very active participant
in these formalities, but have a distinct remembrance of
them. We were made as familiar as boys could well be
with the various forms of government, and while politics
were not openly taught, we were strongly tinctured with
the belief that a free republic is infinitely better than an
unlimited monarchy.

Although full of nervous energy, impulsive and posi-
tive in his opinions, Cooper possessed wonderful control
over his temper, and seldom exhibited its weakest side.
Once only did T see him lose ordinary curb over it, and
then he severely chastised a lad who had, without ptovo-
cation, applied an opprobrious epithet to another. Once
again I witnessed the coming storm, but then it was
softened by an expression of regret that averted punish-

13



SIXTY YEARS IN UPPER CANADA

ment. A lad, full of animal spirits, and the victim of an
irresistible impulse of drollery, took advantage of the
master’s absence on one occasion, bored a hole into the
plaster bust of Milton, near the melancholy mouth of the
great poet, placed a short pipe in the aperture, and decor-
ated the neck of the author of “ Paradise Lost” with a
narrow blue ribbon, tastefully tied- into a fashionable
bow. Need it be wondered that such a profanation
called forth the lightnings of our offended Jove? The
hurricane came, and the sinner quailed before it, but
Humor pled with Mercy. She prevailed over frowning
Justice, and with a smile, sad and forgiving, even if
somewhat grim, the judge kindly warned the culprit
never to repeat such a desecration of the memory of the
highest and noblest in England’s Pantheon.

After a comparatively brief period, Cooper abandoned
the teaching profession for a pursuit still more attractive
to him. He was offered and accepted the position of
co-editor to the Stamford Mercury, probably then the
most important of the county press in England, and,
removing to Stamford, acted as its editor until the demon
of unrest once more overtook him. He sought refuge
in trade, bought and sold leather, and lost money. He
had visions of literary excellence, and could have realized
them had he listened to their promptings. He went to
London and Bulwer, to whom he was well known, and
was disappointed.  The literary baronet had his own
ambition to satisfy, and took little interest in the author
of second-rate fiction. Cooper returned to Leicester and
opened a coffee house, and lost more of his small means.
Naturally a Reformer and man of the people, he here
became acquainted with a local leader of the Chartist
body—then rapidly developing,—and urged its claims in
many directions. He drifted into political discussions,
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became prominent amongst his Chartist associates, lec-
tured to and was worshipped by his hearers. A conven-
tion of working men was to be held in Manchester, and
Cooper was selected as a delegate.  The country was
seething with excitement, a wave of unreason swept over
the artisans of the land, and wherever a match was ap-
plied a conflagration followed. On his way to Lanca-
shire, Cooper addressed a crowd of citizens at Hanley,
in the Staffordshire Potteries, and his oration was fol-
lowed by destruction of the residence of the parish par-
son, and of those of two other local magnates. He was
not actually present at the riot, but was arrested and com-
mitted on a charge of inciting to arson, and, although
he conducted his own defence, was acquitted. He was
shortly afterwards tried for sedition, and convicted.
His trial lasted several days, and his defence was bril-
liant and vigorous, if not effective. He was sentenced
to two years’ imprisonment in Stafford jail, and man-
fully served his term for what he did not regard as a
crime. It was a time of trials and convictions and pun-
ishments of men who asked for a measure of liberty
which has long been accorded to Canadians and has been
liberally extended to Englishmen.

During the term he was immured in Stafford jail he
was afforded facilities for literary work, and wrote a
poem in the Spencerian stanza which is of remarkable
power, and called forth many favorable criticisms from
even politically differing opponents. His jail poem,
“The Purgatory of Suicides,” evinced vast literary eru-
dition and depth of thought, and was speedily followed
by other work in prose and verse. Amongst his corre-
spondents and friends he numbered Jerrold, Carlyle,
Bulwer, Dickens, D’Israeli, and many others whose
names are household words. But in religious belief,
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although a ‘Methodist in early life, he was a heretic, and
for years derived a precarious existence from lectures on
subjects which he saw from the extreme Radical stand-
point. As life sped on, his ultra views were softened,
and although he remained a Liberal in politics, he spent
many of the later years of his life in the enunciation of
“The Evidences of Christianity,” using the old argu-
ments, made stronger by his own experience. He died
but a comparatively short time ago, in Lincoln, at a ripe
old age, respected and beloved by all who knew him.
After leaving the Cooper school, I became a pupil of
George Boole, subsequently a well-known Mathematical
Professor of Queen’s College, Cork, who opened a semin-
ary in Lincoln, and afterwards became the proprietor of
a large boarding-school in the village of Waddington,
near Lincoln. Again was I fortunate in ‘my surround-
ings, for George Boole was even more devoted to his
work than was Cooper.  The school had an average
attendance of about sixty pupils, and these were well
and thoroughly taught.- At Waddington this was
assured by the constant supervision of the master during
school hours, and the actual presence of two ushers at
all times. The school proper was in a building of the
Elizabethan era, and its long windows, like large paral-
lelograms with stone casings and leaded glass, and hav-
ing iron rods as protection, took the imagination of the
pupils back to a period when Shakespeare made a name
and “good Queen Bess did rule this land.” Our refec-
tory occupied about a third of the length of one large
room, lused as school and dining-room, the remaining
space being utilized for desks and “ forms,” at which we
sat to study. Either end of this hall held a huge fire-
place, in which, during the winter months, fires con-
stantly burned throughout the day, and until, at the hour
16
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of nine p.m., the pupils retired to their dormitories. A
healthy mind and a healthy body were regarded as the
normal condition of a Waddington lad, and an epidemic
was a thing unknown during the reign of the presiding
master.

George Boole was a born teacher, largely self-taught,
and standing in the ranks of the people.  Of refined
taste, liberal ideas of vast width and depth, he won
love, commanded respect, and was successful because
thorough, persevering, and well equipped for the work
which he set out to do. And to him the schoolroom was
his home, while his exacting duties were a labor
of love. As long as he conducted the day-school
in Lincoln I was a regular pupil. In summer months
he gave us no home work, but we went to school
each morning at seven, and studied until eight, when
we went home to breakfast, returning punctually
at nine. Boole’s father was a clever optician, and
I have clear and pleasant recollections of several
Sunday afternoons spent in a darkened room, which
enabled us to greedily drink in the wonders produced by
the lenses of a solar microscope of great power. I
remember, still more vividly, the occurrence of a total
eclipse of the sun, and the exhibition of its moving
shadow, thrown upon a sheet by means of a telescope
placed in one of the shutter-darkened windows of the
room. At totality, the pupils present were taken into
an adjoining garden to see the closing of the flowers, -
to hear crowing chanticleers, and to watch jackdaws
winging home to roost in the lofty cathedral towers at
Lincoln. These things are such pleasant recollections
that it would be difficult to refrain from telling them,
and they afford, if naught else, a view of the possibilities
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of a well-taught school in the days when the story of
Dotheboys Hall was believed to be the story of nearly
every private school in England.

Knowing the difficulties of Lindley Murray, our pre-
ceptor dictated to us, each morning, a portion of a brief
manual of grammar which he had prepared, so as to sim-
plify the studies of his pupils. The blackboard and nu-
merous maps were freely used, correct orthography was
rigidly enforced, and our reading lessons were made in-
structive by varied questions which brought before us the
meaning of the author. In the selection of reading mat-
ter used in the classes he travelled far beyond the average
teacher as to the quality of the books put into the hands
of his pupils, and he aimed at elevation of taste and cul-
tivation of the mind.  Compositions were his tests of
progress, and they were so numerous that every scholar
could give a written expression of his ideas. His pupils
were from the families of the middle class of society in
Lincoln and its surrounding villages, and were of average
intelligence, while of varying age and capacity. Several
boys were destined for medicine, others had before them
a legal career, still others were preparing for the farm or
commerce, and one, a special wonder, was studying for
the naval service and was up in trigonometry.

Waddington was supposed to have derived its name
from “ Woden,” in the days of the Danish invasion and
settlement of Lincolnshire, and to have received its ter-
minal “ton " at the instance of the Saxon invaders who
succeeded the Norsemen. It was a quiet village, perched
on the top of the cliff highland which runs throughout
the border of the fenny country and terminates in the
Wolds amidst which Tennyson was born, and the beau-
ties of which he has sung in living verse. Below it is a
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valley of vast extent, and the eye overlooking it takes in
a vision embracing much of Nottinghamshire and the
Sherwood Forest, in which Robin Hood was king, and
distant views of Rutland, Leicestershire, Derby and
Yorkshire. What a magnificent panorama under either
sun or storm! Field after field, grange after grange,
masses of woodlands here and there, church spires every-
where, towns and villages in the profuse number which
distinguishes so much of thickly populated England, and
on every hand evidences of thrift, prosperity and beauty
make up a picture such as Turner loved to paint. Sunny
Italy itself, as I heard a travelled gentleman declare, can-
not produce a scene more exquisitely finished than that
which meets the eye on a clear summer’s day from the
brow of the hill-slope of Woden’s town.

In our schoolroom the furniture was plain, and there
were few of the extra comforts of an ordinary home.
The food supplied to the pupils was plentiful and whole-
some, and with meat, milk, bread and potatoes as their
bases, the meals were suited to the capacity and require-
ments of growing lads and were served at regular hours.
Breakfast, consisting of bread and milk, was partaken of
at eight; dinner was called at half-past twelve, with a
well-known bill of fare distinguishing each day of the
week; and “tea,” of bread and butter and coffee, at six
o’clock. At half-past eight we had a collation, termed
a “supper,” when we were given bread and cheese or
bread and treacle, as we preferred, and every night we
were polled to ascertain how many rations of cheese were
required, or how many “ treacles ” were called for, and
it was seldom that the total poll fell short of the total
number of voters.

Above the schoolroom were the dormitories, in each
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of which were six or eight beds, an objectionable feature
being the fact that there were two boys for every bed.
We rose at seven in winter and at half-past six in sum-
mer, and retired at nine all the year round. Our lava-
tory was on the lower floor, where basins, the usual sinks,
and an abundant supply of water sufficed for our toilets,
each boy furnishing his own soap, towels, brushes and
combs.  Our ablutions were pretty thorough, for we
stripped to the “buff,” and sponged and soused under
the superintending eye of a vigilant usher. We had
baths, used on Saturdays, and at other times when requi-
site, and we kept about as clean as we felt necessity for.
Prayers and the reading of a portion of Scripture fol-
lowed our morning scrub and preceded our retirement
at night. Dur studies were as thorough as regular super-
vision could enforce, and were commenced by half an
hour’s work before breakfast, proceeded from nine to
twelve, were resumed at two and continued until five,
and were kept up at night from seven to half-past eight.

Holidays were not numerous. On Wednesday after-
noon books were closed at three o’clock, and although
there was no dissipating all-day vacation on Saturday,
there was no work on the afternoon of that day. That
play hours were fully employed goes without saying.
Games were fast and furious, and as various as the tastes
of the pupils.  There were “seasons” for them, and
passing waves of shinney, tops, marbles, fox and hounds,
prison bars, paper chase, football, bull in the ring, burn-
ball, foot races, jumping, leapfrog, and the various other
amusements which fill up the play hours of young John
Bull, followed each other with a regularity which was
pleasing in its kaleidoscopic characteristic. But cricket
was with us as a “ stand-by,” and ball games always had

20



MY SCHOOL DAYS

a preference. In those days baseball was unknown, ex-
cept as rounders, and hockey on ice was a sealed book to
the English lad. The games, however, helped to develop
pluck, courage and strength just as surely then as do the’
sports of to-day, and I like to think that it was the game
itself, even more than the hope of victory, that appealed
to us.

One of my early recollections of a semi-literary char-
acter is the fact that when a child I saw my first theatri-
cal play. It was “ Hamlet,” the principal character being
assumed by the famous tragedian, Young, who was
assisted by the stock company on the Lincoln Circuit,
managed by William Robinson, father of Mrs. Kendal
and of Thomas Robinson, the clever author of several
well-known and successful plays, as ““ School,” * Caste,”
“QOurs,” and others. Mrs. Robinson, mother of
“Madge,” played the Queen, but the character which
delighted me more than others, I distinctly remember,
was the first grave-digger, personated by Henry Comp-
ton, the most distinguished delineator of Shakespeare’s
clowns. The duel scene was long and distinctly remem-
bered by me.

There is an incident of my later life which so strongly
recalls my schooldays that I cannot forbear telling it
here. At one of the dinners given by me as Speaker in
the old Parliament Buildings in Toronto, I had as a guest
Frederick Broughton, Esq., then manager of the Great
Western Railway. A slight dialect possessed by him
struck me as of Lincolnshire in its origin. Upon inquiry
he told me that he was an Englishman, born in the city
of Lincoln, and in the animated conversation which fol-
lowed T found that he, as I, had been taught his alphabet
by a Miss Morris when living in that city, and that he
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CHAPTER IIL

AN OLD-TIME ENGLISH ELECTION.

The Sibthorpian interest—Mr. Lytton Bulwer—A reform
candidate—His personal appearance—* Split votes” and a
reform winner—Street scenes—Election row—Pinks and
blues — Rival roosters — Blazing tar barrels — Babies and
beer—Torn flags—Broken windows—More of Bulwer—
Another sketch—His pluck—Wright and Cobden.

THE city of Lincoln, one of the strongholds of Feudal-
ism, had, for the larger part of the century previous to
the passage of the Reform Bill, been represented by some
member of the Sibthorpe family, resident at Canwick,
about a mile from Lincoln, and two Conservatives were
regularly returned as a matter of course. But the end
was near. The chain was snapped at last through the
efforts of a strong Reform candidate in the person of Mr.
Lytton Bulwer, afterwards to become a leading novelist
of the day and a statesman of no small renown.
Although the eccentric Colonel Sibthorpe, whose intro-
duction of the moustache upon the face of the ordinary
citizen was his chief claim to notoriety, fought a strong
fight and headed the poll by a small majority, he was in
no respect a match for his opponent, and but for the free-
men who “ plumped ” in self-defence, and many of whom
were brought long distances for the purpose, the whilom
champion of this special class would have been beaten,
as were so many of those who had sat with him in the
unreformed Parliament, and, as it was, his coadjutor,
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the other Conservative candidate, was hopelessly dis-
tanced.

Mr. Bulwer, who, as Lord Lytton, has a world-wide
reputation, had some of the qualities of the popular can-
didate. Of little more than nfedium height, and with
a frame of average proportions, ungainly in manner as -
an orator, and in a somewhat labored fashion making
points which told with an audience of intensity on both
sides, he fought keenly and had an enthusiastic following.
Many votes were “split,” and the indications of the
waning popularity of the semi-military Sibthorpe were ob-
vious; and although afterwards elected by a fair major-
ity, where little more than five hundred votes on either
side were the tally of party strength, and in a contest
wherein Bulwer was freely supported by the more intel-
ligent electors of the constituency, the bewhiskered old
man was no longer supreme. Bulwer afterwards, when
he became heir to Knebworth, a large landowner with a
prospective title, changed his political allegiance, and was
as strongly Conservative as hitherto he had been an advo-
cate of Reform. At about the same period, Gladstone,
the after champion of Radical principles, was contesting
Newark, fourteen miles distant, in the Newcastle and
Tory interests, and D’Israeli commenced his career as an
extreme Reformer.

The street scenes accompanying the electoral fights of
those days, in Lincoln, as well as elsewhere, were full of
humor and pugilistic ferocity. The West Indian slavery
question was prominent then, and Sibthorpe’s defence
of British iniquity called forth the ire of the supporters
of Reform. Six manacled wretches were driven through
the streets in the Liberal procession, with burnt-cork vis-
ages and in dress apparently borrowed from the circus of
a Cook or Ducrow. The driver, wearing moustache and
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whiskers of huge proportions, was armed with a heavy
whip and carried a rusty pistol which he loaded and fired
at intervals at the heels of the unfortunate “slaves”—
well paid for their temporary degradation—and was
supposed by the juveniles to be the genuine embodi-
ment of the gallant Colonel himself, who had dragged
the miserable blacks from their far-off island homes.
In these processions flags of blue and white indicated the
Liberal proclivities of the bearers, while pink and white
distinguished the followers of Sibthorpe. These displays
took place daily and nightly, and while the contest lasted
there was ever upon the air the solemn beating of the
Tory drum, which found in “ The Roast Beef of Old
England ” its most popular air, or the brazen notes of
the Radical bugles and trombones, which anxiously
asked, “ What Can the Matter Be?”  Sometimes the
rival processions met, and dire was the result.  The
streets were being repaved and macadamized just about
that special period, and stones and mud were handy.
Some boy of an adventurous disposition tried their effi-
cacy upon some other boy of opposite political tendencies,
and it is almost needless to tell what followed. Flags
torn from their poles were trampled under foot; the poles,
broken up, became convenient weapons of offence and
defence, and a real fight went on until the weaker party
succumbed, and retired to once more do vigorous battle
on the morrow. Colonel Sibthorpe’s gardener, an old
man with bulbous nose and hearty laugh, wearing a pink
hat made of tin, with *“ Sibthorpe for ever,” as its painted
legend, was the conspicuous leader of a boyish host who
took advantage of some holiday opportunities to lengthen
out a long line of supporters of the “Pink.” The old
fellow was ““ King of the Castle,” and marshalled his
young recruits with all the knowledge and tactics of an
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old soldier. In his hand, as his chief weapon of offence,
he carried a pole with a tin placard, firmly nailed thereto,
upon which was vividly depicted a blue “ rooster” in the
struggles of death, stricken by an invincible pink bird of
a more formidable breed. The idea was a brilliant one,
but its originator had no special copyright. Next day
the Bulwerites had their revenge, for they had an artist
equal to the Conservative Landseer, and who sent forth
a blue rooster crowing vociferously, if an arched and
extended neck, a tip-toe attitude and a defiant look con-
veyed any meaning, and when the legions met the pink
bird fell to the ground and speedily became an obJect of
Radical derision and destruction.

The blazing tar barrels, carried on the shoulders of
men, whose special skill in dexterously and safely tossing
into the air these fiery rallying signals earned for them
higher compensation than was paid the ordinary election
““rooter,” were objects of special delight to the juvenile
mind, while the crowning excitement of the prolonged
popular “spree” was the “chairing” of the successful
candidate, who had to submit to being placed on a raised
platform and carried through the city on the shoulders
of voluntary or purchased enthusiasts.

The most reprehensible practice which, after wholesale
bribery, prevailed at the elections was the custom, handed
down for many recurring contests, of marching the sup-
porters of each candidate to the several breweries owned
by adherents of the two parties. The boys, decked with
ribbons, and carrying upon their hats mottoes of “ Church
and State,” “The Constitution for ever,” “ No Coali-
tion,” “ Bulwer and Reform,” and others of equal ambi-
guity, were ranged against the walls of the brewery yard
and freely served with beer, while their seniors of the
same political faith guzzled and imbibed to their high
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content and happiness. On two occasions the supporters
of the “ other side”” met their opponents after this satur-
nalia, and fierce was the conflict. The “ Pinks” carried
many silk flags telling the world of the Sibthorpian vic-
tories, dating back to the previous century, and these
were ruthlessly torn into ribbons by the warring com-
batants. Next day there was more drinking, more
hurrahing, more challenges, more fighting, and the
“Blues” were compelled to bite the dust. But the
fiercest struggle was over the headquarters of the rival
candidates. The “ Saracen’s Head,” one of the largest
coaching inns in the Eastern Counties, occupied one side
of the High Street, and was given over temporarily to the
Sibthorpians, while the ““ Reindeer,” immediately oppo-
site, sheltered the followers of Bulwer. Somebody
began it. Somebody always does. History telleth not
who threw the first stone, but it was thrown and fell on
glass. And windows were broken, and more followed,
and next morning not a pane remained in the front eleva-
tion of either the broken Saracen’s Head or the stricken
Reindeer. And of such were the contested elections of
our forefathers before the ballot was!

A further brief description of Sir E. L. Bulwer, taken
from Fitzgerald Molloy’s “ The Most Gorgeous Lady
Blessington,” may be permissible before dismissing the
subject of his connection with Lincoln. Says Molloy:
“Descended from a family which, according to its own
belief, had been settled in Norfolk since the Conquest,
this member was, in bearing, a dainty patrician, eccentric
in his ideas, and talented. @ In appearance he was of
ordinary size, his hair light, his eyes pale blue, his nose
prominent, and his mouth full-lipped. Before he had
reached his twenty-fifth year he had married Rosina
Doyle Wheeler, clever and witty, with a will and temper
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of her own.” N. P. Willis writes a description of
Bulwer, in which he tells of the possession of a voice
lover-like and sweet, and says that his conversation was
gay, quick, various, half-satirical, and always fresh and
different from everybody else. ‘‘ He seemed to talk,”
says Willis, “and could not help it; and affected every-
body with his spirits.” Willis describes him as “ short,
very much bent in the back, and as ill-dressed a man, for
a gentleman, as you could find in London.” The only
commendable point in his person, we are told, was the
smallest boot he had ever seen a man stand upon. In
1838, on account of his literary merit, he was made a
baronet. Here is opportunity for the introduction of
a “little incident.”

During one of the contests in Lincoln, Bulwer, passing
along the High Street, saw a large, vociferous and highly
excited crowd assembled near the Stone Bow, and as
earnestly engaged in the exchange of Doric expressions
of sympathy and defiance as if they had entered into a
taproom for political discussion. At the request of the
member, who was leading a little lad, his eldest son, the
crowd promptly opened its ranks, and he quietly stepped
forward towards two huge and ugly dogs, each tugging
at the other’s throat, and each being in turn tugged at
by its tail by two of the most brawny men in the crowd.
Bulwer quietly took his snuffbox from his pocket and
scattered its contents upon the noses of the warriors.
In a second “ the scene was changed.” The dogs separ-
ated and were speedily out of sight, sneezing and snarl-
ing as they fled. Some votes were doubtless secured by
this plucky and practical act which otherwise might not
have been recorded in his favor.

My boyish interest in public men was not confined to
those of my immediate locality, and during the thirties
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the name of Daniel O’Connell, the great Liberator, was
heard in every shire in England, and there was no British
statesman held in higher estimation than he who has
been well entitled “ the Member for All Ireland.” My
juvenile curiosity was one morning aroused by the an-
nouncement that the popular orator had reached Lincoln,
that he was to remain for an hour, and that there was a
hope that he would address the people before his depart-
ure for York, to the assize at which city he was making
his way. A large crowd gathered in front of the “ City
Arms ” hotel, where he was staying, and although rain
was falling, loud cheers proclaimed the desire of the
people to hear and applaud their hero. When he ap-
peared at the gateway of the inn to enter his carriage,
he was compelled, by the earnestness of the crowd, to
offer some remarks to his impromptu audience. In
response to the call, he mounted the driver’s box seat,
arrayed in overcoat, muffler, and travelling cap, and for
a quarter of an hour uttered words so rousing and accept-
able to his friendly hearers that almost every sentence
was marked by cheers and applause, and when he got
down from his novel rostrum, and felt the hearty hand-
clasps of those near him, he must have thought how much
akin were the Reformers of Ireland and the Radicals of
England.

I had another experience of somewhat similar char-
acter, in seeing Richard Cobden and John Bright, and
hearing Bright addressing a large crowd of farmers in
the sheep market at Lincoln on the question of the repeal
of the Corn Laws and the adoption of Free Trade. For
this purpose I stole away from my work for a few pre-
cious minutes to obtain a glimpse, however brief, of men
whom I admired so much. I had to hurry back, but I
had seen them!
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CHAPTER IV.
UPPER CANADA IN THE FORTIES.

Apprentice—Master and servant—A runaway’s start—First
railroad trip—The Superb—Upper Canada—Dress—Dear
groceries—Cheap whiskey—Sixteen to one—Food—Open
fireplaces—Buckwheat cakes—Maple sugar—Cattle—Steam-
boats on Grand River—From Buffalo to Brantford—
Farming—Rattlesnakes—Wild pigeons—Decreased forest,
fewer birds—Otter, trout and beaver.

WHEN I was a lad of about fourteen I was bound as
apprentice to a large drapery or dry-goods concern in
Lincoln, and in a service of between two and three years’
duration acquired a fair knowledge of values and an
ability to assure a customer what colors were fast and
materials serviceable. When my indentures were signed,
my widowed mother, following what was then a cus-
tomary practice in England, paid a premium to my em-
ployers for instruction to be imparted to me, and at the
close of the stipulated three years I was to resume my
liberty. My mother remarried in the interval, and
with her husband departed for America, arriving in
Canada in 1843. Another relative resolved to follow
in 1844, and wished me to accompany him. I asked
my employers to remit the few weeks’ service to which
they still had legal claim. They refused my request.
Desiring to have the guardianship of my relative, I re-
newed my petition. Again the application was without
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favorable result. I had conscientious scruples, but, alas!
they withered almost ere they bloomed. My uncle
secured berths for himself and family in the liner Hot-
tingeur, to sail at an early date, and I determined to
accompany him. On the last Sunday in April I was
driven by a friend from Lincoln to Nottingham, and
departed thence by rail that evening for Liverpool. This
was my first experience of railway travel, and I well
remember the sensations felt when I entered a carriage
chained to a monster seemingly arrayed in green and
gold, and we dashed off for Derby that night, and con-
tinued our journey past Manchester and Chat Moss next
morning for Liverpool. I was disappointed when I
reached that town and was informed that the Hottingeur
would not start for New York for another week. I had
£10 in my pocket, and its rapid diminution would render
it impossible for me to go to Canada unless I made an
immediate start. I studied the notices of departures and
found that the first to leave Liverpool was the Superb,
a timber and cotton ship built on the Clyde untold years
before, and which went down off Greenock in the autumn
gales of 1844. I need waste no space in telling in detail
of its troubles and escapes. It landed us safely in New
York six weeks after we had left Liverpool, and in the
meantime we had run before a tremendous gale to the
Sargasso Sea, been in close proximity to the West
Indies, sailed under frozen rigging in the Northern
Atlantic, and had opportunities to study the possible
length and height of an Atlantic wave. We had been
served with ship dog-biscuits and sprouting potatoes as
a means of keeping body and soul together, until many
were suffering from diarrhcea. We had medical rem-
edies in the form of Epsom salts and castor oil, without
a doctor to prescribe even them. It is not difficult to
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determine how much of my £10 remained to me
when Staten Island came in sight and the end of our
voyage was reached. Fortune favored me. Upon the
day that the Swuperb cast anchor and landed her passen-
gers, the Hottingeur arrived from Liverpool, having
amongst her passengers my uncle and his family. I
again became a capitalist by effecting a necessary loan,
and on the following day started afresh for Canada.
Going up the Hudson in a “tow ” for Albany, we took
passage in a mixed freight and passenger canal boat,
transferred to a steamer at Buffalo, and landed at Port
Robinson, on the Welland Canal, on the 23rd of June,
1844.

And here I purpose, as briefly as possible, to tell what
knowledge of Upper Canadian life 1 acquired at that
time and in several following years. What the Old
World had learned through centuries of experience
had evidently become the property of the new country
at almost its first settlement. Making a home in the
Niagara District in the forties was to find it speedily
surrounded, in so far as mere necessary comforts went,
in the older sections of Upper Canada at least, by con-
ditions not far inferior to those existing in the world
beyond the huge Atlantic waves. But there is a greater
difference between the Upper Canada of to-day and-that
of half a century ago than there is betwen the England
of the twentieth century and that of the earlier portion of
the nineteenth. On dress, homes, travel, education,
food, speech—in every particular item of daily life, in
fact—the stamp of progress has been placed.

Let us make comparison with the dress of sixty years
ago, and take the ordinary working farmer of that day
as our lay figure. Heavy full-cloth, satinette, coarse
linsey-woolsey shirting, all of home manufacture, com-
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fortable, strong and serviceable, formed the staple of his
wear. Stoga boots and home-made and coarse straw
hats generally completed his costume. In winter his
headdress was often a cap of fur, made from the skin of
an animal shot by himself, and, for the season of frost,
replaced the nearly universal hand-plaited summer straw.
Home-made wincey and flannel, with a printed calico
dress, and a black Orleans or alpaca for “best wear,”
were the pride and ambition of the farmer’s wife.
Canada tweeds were unknown, fine ‘“boughten” and
imported flannels were little used, and a black sitk was a
rarity. Woollen hoods in winter, a straw hat or sun-
bonnet in summer, with a go-to-meetin’ hat or bonnet,
formed the headgear of our gentle country cousins.
“Plug” or silk hats were uncommon, producible at
funerals and regarded as a venerable remnant of Old
Country finery. Broad-leaved hats of felt were, it may
be added, the outcome of the visit made to America by
Kossuth, the Hungarian patriot. Town folk made a
near approach to European fashions, but they were often
a year or two behind those of the motherland.

Food, which is ever regarded as, at least, next in im-
portance to dress, partook of a similar simplicity. Salt
meat, eggs and potatoes were the staple edibles after
bread. Fresh meat, in country parts, was at some sea-
sons a comparative luxury. Veal was obtainable in
spring, mutton in summer, and beef or pork in the fall
or winter months, while poultry was generally marketed
as soon as possible after the fattening stubbles were
exhausted. Fancy groceries were actual luxuries. I
have seen currants sold at ““ three yorkers” (374 cents)
a pound ; and raisins, of a poorer quality than we now see,
often commanded “a quarter.” Tea was dear, although
duties were low, and frequently brought a dollar; and
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coffee, cheaper in proportion, was more freely used.
Native fruits were cheap. Peaches were bought off the
tree in the Niagara District for twenty-five cents a bushel;
apples had little commercial value, and cherries could
be had, in rural localities in the Niagara District, at
twenty-five cents ““a tree,” the purchaser picking off the
fruit. Ale and beer were obtainable, of drinkable qual-
-ity, in town, but little of either reached country parts.
Cider was often used, the most desirable being * frozen,”
so that the watery element was largely eliminated and a
very potent intoxicant produced. Whiskey, the common
drink of the country, could be had at any of the numerous
distilleries, by the barrel, at sixteen or twenty cents the
gallon, and there were few “bees,” “loggings,” or
“raisings ” at which it was not more freely dispensed
than water, and there was a prevalent opinion that it
was much more wholesome. Venison, now a luxury,
was a common article of food in many sections, and
obtainable at three or four cents a pound. Wild pigeons,
pheasants or partridges, grouse, wild ducks and quail
were offered at figures which would be startling to people
with modern ideas of value. Maple sugar and molasses
were as common an article for “trading” transactions,
in country stores, as home-made straw hats, butter,
tallow, dried apples, timothy seed, woollen socks,
whittled butter ladles, bowls and axe-helves.

Dwellings were more advanced, probably, in proportion
to the age of a settlement, than food or dress. While
the majority of houses were of logs—the first building
material used by the settlers in a new section of coun-
try—frame buildings of sawn boards superseded them
in older settlements, and preceded the more substantial
erections of brick and stone which now so liberally deck
the landscape in many of our farming districts. There
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was not much of what is termed architectural beauty,
or even variety, but then, as now, solid comfort, was the
distinguishing feature of Canadian homes. The open-
air fireplace in the living-room, the huge backlog, the
piled-up fire on winter nights, which often afforded light
as well as warmth, held undisputed sway before the
growing scarcity of fuel made the dark and frowning
cook-stove a sad and unavoidable necessity. That fire-
side was a home institution from which men and women
gradually broke loose; and many look back with regret
to the day when the andirons kept in place the crackling
logs and the griddle, swung over the blazing fire, sent
forth sweet music to the crowd of hungry girls and boys,
as the sizzling lard or chunk of fat pork made it ready
for the batter whence came those steaming buckwheat
cakes of cinnamon brown on either side, and which,
piping hot, were food for gods, girls and boys, and hardy
backwoodsmen.

Sixty years back, the cattle on the hills, the sheep in
the meadow, the hogs in the beech woods, the cows in
the pasture, and the horses and oxen at the plough were
farther apart from their successors of to-day than aught
else that Canada has brought forth and improved. The
pail was the test of the cow, and other points were
nowhere. Beef wasn’t king. Butter was but the key
to unlock the stores from which the good housewife filled
her tea-caddy, replenished the sugar-bowl, secured her
bonnet, or renewed those store clothes which it was the
darling desire of her heart to possess. Nearly every
“boughten ” thing owned by her had come from the
churn or the hennery. If cows were “ mixed,” swine,
the pork factors, were as ugly as that famous possessor
of them who drove them pell-mell into the sea, and wore
manes as do the wild boars of a German forest. Sheep
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were of a degenerated Merino breed, small in size and of
little value for mutton, and the selling price, minus the
skin, was often as low as one dollar the carcase. Cattle
were sometimes large when, at four or five years of age,
they reached maturity, but even then were bony, coarse,
and more of active than adipose tendencies. There were
but few men known as breeders of thoroughbred stock,
and you could have counted on the fingers of both hands
the names of those who had imported such animals from
Great Britain. The Provincial FExhibition had not
begun its work of instruction and book-farming. The
horse, smart, quick, active and manageable, was the best
and most valuable product of the farm, and for general
purposes came more closely to the rural idea of the fitness
of things than his more pretentious and, it may be, better
pedigreed successor. If he could not command fancy
prices, he was worth more money than the average horse
of to-day, could do quite as much work, and was as
handy and useful a farmer’s friend on the road as on
the farm. But if our horse does not show that widely
spread and general superiority which might reasonably
have been expected, the roads upon which he now travels
are, from every standpoint, a vast improvement upon
those of half a century ago. What can the settler of
to-day, in any section of old Upper Canada, tell of cor-
duroys, log crossways and culverts, jolting mud-holes,
wide and deep, of ditches absent where most needed, of
huge stumps round which wagon wheels or sled runners
slipped or bumped, of sticky clay piled into yawning
chasms, or of big boulders dumped into a hole only to
make jumping, groaning, creaking, squeaking wheels
work a wider margin of sloppy, slushy, indescribable
confusion.

In the county of Haldimand, in the summer days, a
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steamboat ran from Dunnville to Brantford, carrying
passengers and merchandise, and was a great convenience
to the people resident on the banks of the stream—
“ Grand River Roarers” they were termed—but the
Grand River Navigation Company saw that the invest-
ment was a poor one, and the enterprise was abandoned.

To remain successful in life, in Canada or elsewhere,
without work was then, as now, an impossibility, and I
willingly took such as offered. My relatives had made an
unfortunate purchase of what proved to be a worn-out
farm in the township of Canboro’, about seven miles from
Dunnville, and the struggle to help reclaim and improve
this occupied the summer and fall of 1844. Everything
was novel, and I revelled in the wonders which the new
land presented to the callow Englishman. Bird and
beast, reptile and insect, all were previously unknown to
me, and I lost no time in making myself familiar with
their appearance and habits. I was told which to avoid,
and the rattlesnake, having the worst reputation, became
my special aversion. The first which I killed was bask-
ing in the sun heat of a summer day, and an oak rail,
taken from a fence at hand and vigorously used, speedily
rendered him harmless. A companion escaped. While
engaged, on another day, in “loading” a crop of peas,
I threw a bundle of the vines upon the wagon, when
one of the dangerous reptiles wriggled to the ground
and T despatched him with my fork. At the same time
my comrade on the wagon warned me that another
rattler was crawling past me. I turned to strike, but
my intended victim had disappeared below a large and
decayed pine stump. After the crop was gathered the
stump was burnt, and in the following year rattlers were
an unknown quantity in that locality.

In travelling upon the roads in that neighborhood it
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was not unusual to see a dead rattler, or other large
snake, adorning a roadside fence, and on a summer’s
morning the road was marked with lines through the
thick dust indicating where snakes had passed in the
night. In that section of country the several other
varieties of snakes were regarded as harmless, but to kill
every such reptile seen was thought to be the duty of
the good citizen.

Canboro’, near which village was my home, was but
a few miles from Lake Erie, and in the various creeks
small turtles were found in abundance, taking their wide-
awake nap morning, evening and night, while there were
others of the snapping variety large enough to adorn an
aldermanic table,

Birds were plentiful in numbers and variety, and many
were common then which now are seldom seen. The
disappearance of the forest, and the increased number of
boys and guns, account largely for the falling off in the
extent of the annual migration from south to north, and
this is to be regretted. In the days to which I refer the
cardinal bird was often seen, herons were numerous,
humming-birds were comparatively abundant in their
coats of bronze and carmine, and quail were to be
seen and heard, with their call of “ Bob White,” late in
fall, early in spring, often in winter, and always through-
out the summer months. Partridges, with their peculiar
drumming in spring and fall, were heard on every farm,
and the king of the woods, the large red-headed wood-
pecker, a splendid variety of our summer visitors, was
no rarity. The tanager, with his adornment of crimson
and black, brightened field, forest and garden more
often before the devastation of our woodland, but
now is seldom found in locations of altitude and bar-
renness. Ducks of one variety or other are still
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food for the sportsman in decreased numbers. But
the bird most missed is the passenger pigeon. Large
flocks of these birds were last seen by me in 1866. They
flew in numbers each morning in June and July of
that year across the St. Clair into Michigan, and re-
turned at night to roost in northern Ontario. The flocks
were not so large as in some previous years, and were
the last of which I have any record. In the fall of 1844
I saw one flight, or probably many smaller flights em-
bodied in one huge mass for migratory purposes, cross
the field of view near Canboro’, darkening the sky so that
the morning seemed dull, travelling from east to west,
and occupying more than an hour in its flight. Whence
the birds came none knew, but on other occasions when
these wild pigeons were killed, rice had been often found
in their crops, and old hunters surmised that it had been
taken from the fields of North Carolina—a prodigious
flight, although a possible and probable one. The rate
of flight and its great height while the birds were pass- -
ing over Lake Ontario en route gave strength to this
theory. Roosts were found in the townships north of
Elora, and I visited one in the township of Maryboro’
where the birds were breeding in large numbers in
the branches of lofty elms growing there in full lux-
uriance. The return and departure of the birds engaged
in feeding their young was continuous, and fully war-
ranted the description given by Fenimore Cooper when
he told of the thunder-like noise produced by the wings"
of arriving and departing birds engaged in their parental
duties.

The lessening of the number of birds owes much to
decreased forest, the frivolities of  fashion in the love of
feather trimmings, and a target practice which takes a life
for every good shot. The whip-poor-will, the red-headed
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woodpecker, the scarlet tanager, the blue-jay, the oriole,
the canary have been diminished in numbers as the
woods have disappeared. The gun has been more devas-
tating than the axe.

With the disappearance of birds there is a marked
lessening in the number of the wild animals which came,
at one time or other, to the doors of our rural popula-
tion. At Canboro’ I saw twelve deer disporting them-
selves, in the shining sunlight of a fine winter afternoon,
upon the ice formed on the mill-dam, and smaller herds
of them—a family or two running together—had their
“runs ” in the woods of some of the old farms of the
locality. Otter had their “slides” upon the banks of
the Grand River, in which stream large trout were then
abundant; and within half a mile of FElora beavers
cut down trees in the vain instinctive hope of damming
the big stream which, with rising waters, swept
away their good intentions. Wolves howled vigorously
‘nightly through fall and winter. Lynx were sometimes
trapped and often seen in woods bordering upon the
village, while foxes and the smaller fauna were more
plentiful than profitable.

In those days a good shot was a man of lofty reputa-
tion, and a turkey-shooting match was one of the highest
forms of rural enjoyment. A horse race had innumerable .
fascinations, but to be able to snuff a candle with a rifle
bullet, and to drive a nail into a stump, across a road
diagonally fired over, was a feat entitling the performer
to applause sweeter than that awarded to the most suc-
cessful jockey or politician.

We have reason to be thankful that since the times of
which I have told change has placed its hand upon nearly
everything, and, in the vast majority of instances, for the
benefit of mankind. Life is made more and more worth
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CHAPTER V.
FROM 1844 TO 1849.

Farming—Fever and ague—Change of scene—Good water
powers—Drugs and literature—A green editor, genial and
Irish—A startling proposal—A Reform training—Robert
Smiley—Press reforms—Party feeling high—Lord Elgin—
Adorn a pageant or grace a feast—Rebellion Losses Bill
—Unpopular if just—An old argument given full play—
Paving stones and politics—A genuine ovation—Spoiled
eggs and faded patriotism—* Fire ”—A magnificent library
destroyed—ILord Elgin rewarded—His progress through
Upper Canada a triumph—Ashes of Ste. Anne.

FroM 1844 to 1848 I spent most of my time in farm-
ing, at Canboro’, in the county of Haldimand, and
although as an agriculturist I was not what is termed
a brilliant success, I could have lived there comfortably,
performing the ordinary work of ploughing, seeding,
harrowing and gathering, had not severe attacks of fever
and ague rendered removal a necessity. A friend, who
knew the country well and had travelled over much of
the older portion of Ontario, invited me to visit with
him a section of the province in which ague was un-
known and land was as fertile as any in Upper Canada.
His advice was taken; a new home was sought for and
found at a recently formed village, Elora, about thirteen
miles north of Guelph, and affording a settler oppor-
tunity of growing up with it to prosperity. The idea
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of farming at that time was abandoned, and a mercantile
life seemed to afford quicker and better means for secur-
ing a comfortable home. But the money which we had
when we came from England was about exhausted, and
it was necessary to start afresh in an effort to make
Canadian dollars replace the English sovereigns which
had slowly but certainly disappeared, first in buying a
worn-out farm at a high price, and later in buildings
and in securing the means of subsistence which the
meagre crop from the exhausted land failed to provide.
Upon the farm at Canboro’ we had built a frame house,
covered in a large space for shed, stable and feeding pur-
poses, and then found that sixty acres of poor land would
require some years for the recuperation of the vegetable
matter which had disappeared. We ultimately sold this
property for $800 to a respectable and intelligent farmer
from the county of York. He was a keen son of Scotia,
was not deceived as to the situation, and thought he
knew what he was about, but a year’s experience con-
vinced him that he had made a poor investment, and he
was doubtless glad to escape from an illimitable supply
of Canada thistles and the innumerable bodily evils which
a malarial atmosphere produces. ‘
Elora was then in its infancy and had less than two
hundred inhabitants. Upon the north side of the town
plot two houses had been erected, with a mill run by a
company, a distillery—an almost necessary adjunct to a
flour mill in those days—furnishing spirituous comfort
to all who sought it. A more beautiful site for a flour-
ishing town could not well be imagined. A fall of forty
feet down a limestone escarpment gave enormous power
on the Grand River, where a dam had been erected, which,
for many months in the year, was filled with abundance
of water. The rocks, covered with cedar, pine, maple,
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elm, beech, spruce, hemlock and basswood, were amongst
the most attractive features of the scene, and within two
hundred yards came the junction of the Grand and Irvine
rivers. Less than a mile up the Irvine were two other
“powers,” while down the Grand itself, about another
mile away, was a fall taking in the waters of the com-
bined streams.

After removing from Canboro’ to Elora, it was deemed
advisable that I should learn more of the business cus-
toms of the country. Walking about forty miles from
Elora to Hamilton, then a growing city though of small
population, and meeting with friends, I secured a posi-
tion as assistant in a drug store. Here, at odd intervals,
I jotted down remembrances of the scenes on the banks
of the Grand River at Elora, and, ambitious of seeing
myself in print, had sent them anonymously to the
editor of the Journal and Express. Solomon Brega, its
editor, gave to the compositor scraps of editorial matter
and long “takes” from current literature and Toronto
and local newspapers, such information as might seem
necessary to continued existence of himself and his organ.
He liked to take things easily, and wore as many smiles
—and genuine, too—as brightened any face T had ever
seen. He was genial, a good fellow, and had seen some-
thing of English newspaper life, notably in the office of
the London Morning Chronicle, and his reminiscences
were as interesting as they were novel.

T had sent in my contribution without any pen-name.
but it was printed, and T was happy. In the next issue
appeared a request that the writer of the article would
favor the editor with a call. T called, and was told that
the editor wished to spend two weeks at Niagara Falls.
and requested me to take charge of his newspaper during
his absence! T had never read a “ proof.” nor had T
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written a line upon Canadian politics, and thought the
request as comic as it was seriously intended. As a boy
I had become a member of the Anti-Corn Law League,
and written an address “ to the young men of England ”
in favor of Free Trade, which had been politely returned
to me by Mr. Richard Cobden himself. I had the advan-
tage of extensive newspaper reading before I left Eng-
land, and had some slight acquaintance with Chartist
demands for Reform. I had, too, read the Toronto
Examiner previous to and after my arrival in Canada,
and was sympathetic with the Liberal party of the
province. I was thus but poorly prepared for the per-
formance of such a task as was set before me. I con-
sulted my employer, and he told me I could work at the
editorship during the evening, and learn the drug busi-
ness in the day. Upon these conditions I set to work
upon the Express, and managed to get through my fort-
night’s labor in such fashion that the result of the
arrangement was my ultimate settlement in the sanctum,
the acquisition of a somewhat imperfect knowledge of
drugs, and a mental state of mingled enthusiasm and
conviction that many men can do more work than they
believe themselves capable of—until they attempt it.
In Hamilton the Gazeite, the extreme Tory organ, was
the property of Mr. Bull, and was conducted with fair-
ness; and the Hamilton Spectator had recently been estab-
lished by Mr. Robert Smiley, a man full of enterprise,
who built up his paper into the form which for years
has made it into a profitable property, while its rivals,
conducted on old-fashioned lines, have long been dead.
In those days the scurrilous pen was the strong one,
and invective was even more attractive to the ordinary
reader than the most polished sentences. It was not to
be wondered at, therefore, that a young fellow full of
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““go,” and well satisfied with his lucubrations, penned
words he would be ashamed to utter to-day, and de-
scended so low as to find himself applying the name of
Marryatt’s “ Snarleyow ” to the editor of the Spectator.
And it was thought to be a great hit. Times have
changed. The amenities of the press are now as fully
observed as are those of private life. The political
instructor does not find strong and coarse words neces-
sary when making a point. In saying that times are
changed, it is, however, necessary to remember that party
feeling ran high in 1848, that all Europe was aglow with
the fervor of revolutionary progress, and that men were
shaken out of their jog-trot beatitude into incipient war-
fare between parties. While kingly thrones were totter-
ing, and universal crash seemed possible and near, we
were as a people approaching the brink of civil war.

In 1849 came the Rebellion Losses Bill and the burn-
ing of the Parliament Buildings at Montreal, accom-
panied by that foolish exhibition of the Black Flag,
which sets us thinking what arrant blunderers some of
the leaders of those days were.

Public opinion was peculiarly sensitive, and readily
took offence at language said to have been used by
Lord Elgin at a public dinner, whereat he significantly
said: “T did not come to Canada to adorn a pageant or
to grace a feast.”

These words were at once seized upon by some Re-
formers as indicative of the speaker’s intention to inter-
fere with the action of the responsible government won
after so many fierce political battles in its behalf; and
by Conservatives as indicating the instructions which
had been given by the British Government to the Gov-
ernor-General. The stenographer’s report, on revision,
was pronounced to be incorrect, and the obnoxious words
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explained as a slip of the pen. In fact, the stenographer,
I was informed, admitted that his notes were mixed and
that he had at this point confused them. The necessary
changes were made, but the general feeling in regard to
the matter afforded another illustration of the uncer-
tainty—sometimes only—of press reports and corrections.
Lord Elgin was too well trained a statesman and diplo-
mat to wilfully make such an uncalled-for display of
authority, and he, the best judge of his intended sayings,
explicitly denied the use of the words imputed to him.
It must be conceded that, at the worst, he did not intend
to use such language, and never entertained the idea
which it appears to convey.

This was but an incident, however, and had nothing
to do with the excited state of the public mind over the
introduction and passage of what was known as ““ The
Rebellion Losses Bill,” intended to cover the losses sus-
tained by innocent and loyal men whose property had
been destroyed during the progress of the recent rebellion.
The measure met with much adverse criticism from the
Conservative party, then in opposition under the lead of
Sir Allan MacNab, member for Hamilton in the United
Parliament; and his followers, in both Upper and Lower
Canada, were lashed into fury by their belief that the
bill was intended to cover the losses of traitors as well
as those of actual sufferers. The measure was un-
doubtedly a compromise which seemed to be a fair instal-
ment of justice to many innocent men who had materially
suffered at the hands of loyalists and rebels during the
troubles of 1838. Amongst them were some who had
probably—nay, undoubtedly—been guilty of treason, but
not of overt acts. To discriminate, when public money
was to be distributed, was difficult, but it seemed certain
that no great number of applicants could thus impose
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upon officials deputed to make legal payment for injuries
reported and proved to have been committed.

When the Union was effected there was aroused a
strong feeling as to the location of the seat of govern-
ment, and Montreal had been selected as being, in popular
estimation, the most suitable position for the purpose.
Ste. Anne’s Market was occupied temporarily, pending
arrangements for a proper building. The discussion of
the Rebellion Losses had filled such room as was avail-
able, at the sittings of both the Legislative Council and
the Legislative Assembly, with excited and riotously
inclined citizens. The debate going on in both bodies
had been of acrimonious character, and had aroused the
passions of the hearers of the various addresses. The
old race feuds were revived. The fact that the bill was
to receive the Royal Assent—that it had not been
reserved—was regarded as an open challenge by the
denouncers of the measure. But when, on the 26th of
April, 1849, the Governor-General had entered the Hall
of the Council and given sanction to the bill, at the same
time that he placed his imprimatur upon a solitary other
bill relating to the customs, the rage of the street op-
ponents of the Losses Bill became unmanageable. What
to do was the query bandied from one to the other, and
an answer was speedily suggested. The Governor hav-
ing, on his way to Monklands, crossed the upper front
of the city, an attempt was made to overtake and assail
him with missiles on his return, and ‘“short cuts” were
ordered, so that he might be reached. There was a will-
ingness on the part of the mob to obey orders, but the
horses in the rushing ‘ pageant” outraced their pur-
suers. There were those, however, who knew the topog-
raphy of Montreal and succeeded in waylaying the car-
riage, and eggs previously collected for the purpose, and
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paving stones picked up by the way, were thrown at its
occupants. One of these, two pounds in weight, reached
Major Bruce, aide to His Lordship, and eggs were plen-
tifully smashed over the carriage. The gallant Major
had received a foul blow, but warded off some dangerous
ones intended for his superior.

But madly foolish as this attack had been, there was
worse to follow. The House of Assembly continued in
session during the evening, unapprehensive of further
trouble. About 8 p.m. a wild mob had assembled
on the Champ de Mars, and, directed by a mere handful
of well-dressed men, started towards Ste. Anne’s.
Arrived there, their anger was further inflamed by the
sight of the lighted windows, which told them that the
men who had passed the hated bill were still inside.
What followed is well known. A little smoke, a glint of
flame, a cry of “Fire!” and the evil was done. By
whom, no person cared to ask. The doors were opened
wide, the flames rapidly spread, and everything having
the semblance of authority was torn down and trampled
on. The library, one of the finest of a public and schol-
astic character in America, was destroyed, partly by fury,
partly by fire. Comparatively little that was rare or
valuable was saved in its integrity. The portrait of the
Queen was carefully taken from its place on the wall and
protected. The mace, the emblem of the authority
securing the liberties of the people, was forcibly taken
from G. K. Chisholm, Esq., Sergeant-at-Arms, who was
knocked down while guarding it. It was subsequently
carried to the rooms of Sir A. MacNab and duly shel-
tered. The loss of the mace would have been compara-
tively small. Her Majesty’s portrait could have been
reproduced, but the destruction of the Parliamentary
Library, with its single and rare copies of literary trea-
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sures, and its collection of the records of many of the
early settlers of America, whether French or Spanish,
Dutch or English, inflicted an irreparable injury, and
was a loss which must be forever deplored. The active
attack upon responsible government by a handful of its
Montreal opponents, the disgraceful resort to brute force
by their admirers, and the determination evinced to con-
tinue and extend the hostile display, though almost for-
gotten now, threatened to annihilate the homogeneity
springing then into being, and which has at last become -
the first hope of all who care for national advancement
and prosperity.

Lord Elgin was speedily to receive his reward for his
consistency, firmness and constitutionality. Every sup-
porter of responsible government saw in his acceptance
of the Rebellion Losses Bill the first marked instance of
full recognition of the principle at the foundation of all
British rule. The representatives of the people had de-
clared that bill to be a response to the will of the elec-
torate, and His Excellency, having no valid reason to
combat such a plain expression of opinion, unflinchingly
did his duty as a representative of Her Majesty. Upper
Canada, aroused by the violence of Montreal, resorted
to public meetings, whence emanated addresses to the
Crown, and invitations to His Excellency to visit Upper
Canada and witness for himself the loyalty and fidelity
of the vast majority of its people. Even if dubious of
his reception in certain quarters, he gladly accepted the
invitations, and proceeded on an extended tour of Upper
Canada. At every important point he was met by
enthusiastic crowds, and in but two localities did he
receive intentional slight or insult.

He had excellent reason for his faith in Upper Cana-
dians, for he had seen them at a time when their modera-
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tion and good sense were sorely tried. The reception
given to the abused and egg-bespattered ruler came oppor-
tunely in its heartiness, its thorough sincerity, its prac-
tical solution of theoretical problems, and its earnest
expression of opinion in favor of the fullest possible
freedom of the citizen. Verily, in his progress through
Canada West, he adorned many pageants and graced
many feasts, and had paved a way towards reconciliation
between the Upper and Lower Provinces and the laying
of a firm foundation of a new people.

The exasperated feelings of the opponents of the Re-
form Governments did not readily subside, and had to
find vent in an expression of feeling so unexpected—so
inconsistent when coming from a party of professed
loyalists—as a declaration of a publicly expressed desire
for the annexation of the two Canadas to the United
States. In the see-saw of politics the unexpected had
happened, and was, perhaps, a thing not to be surprised
at. Politics, it is proverbial, makes strange bedfellows.
The great bulk of Upper Canadians were at first puzzled,
then wonderstruck, and then convulsed with laughter.
They knew that the spoiled boys, playing truant for the
moment, would soon be back and seeking again to hold
their own in the game of politics. And so ended a mad
fiasco.

But greater results followed. The seat of govern-
ment was removed to a temporary home in Toronto and
Quebec by turns, but there was a general desire for per-
manency in preference to perambulation. That desire
had much to do with the changes which speedily came.
From evil sprang good, and a united Canada, and the
great Dominion which bears its name, arose from the
ashes of Ste. Anne.
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CHAPTER VI.
THE REBELLION.

Family Compact rule—“ Rebellion” not formidable—Men more
frightened than hurt—William Lyon Mackenzie—A poor
soldier but brave man—Unselfish and patriotic.

WHEN I arrived in Canada, in June, 1844, the flames
of the Rebellion had died out, but there was a smoulder-
ing afterglow in their ashes, indicative of a depth of
feeling suppressed rather than neutralized. Men do not
rebel without a sense of ill-usage, a conviction that a
government is tyrannical or careless of public interests,
and that it has indulged in favoritism towards its
intimate friends instead of listening to the grievances of
an outraged community. That feeling had, under what
is known as “ Family Compact rule,” found expression
at last in a resort to arms; and although the rising was,
in Upper Canada, neither formidable nor general, it
clearly indicated what was possible and probable, and
frightened the ruling power into a partial concession of
the popular demands.

The suppression of the Rebellion, as the emeute was
heroically named, was the affair of a few days, almost
of hours, and no great glory could be awarded to the
winners in the one-sided contest. A large majority of
the electorate sought fair representation of their indi-
vidual and collective rights, but they were not prepared to
plunge the country into the horrors of civil war, if they
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could in constitutional fashion find redress of wrongs.
The troubles were of comparatively light extent. In
" Toronto alone were they of formidable character, and
only in the very centre of the province—the heart. of the
country—was there serious danger from the attack upon
Canadians by Canadians. An American element had as
much to do with the insurrection as had the grievances
complained of by the Reformers of York and elsewhere.
Political partizanship of the usual character was almost
absent from the minds of men, while sympathy with the
oppressed and resentment at the outrageous misconduct
of some public officials in Toronto were prominent
amongst the causes which drove a portion of a loyal
colony into a rebellious attitude. A few words may suf-
fice to describe the leader of a temporary revolt.
WiLriam LyoN MACKENZIE was a born agitator, but
no soldier. He could readily arouse the enthusiasm of
the electorate, but had not a single element of the mili-
tary leader beyond a personal courage which none denied
to him. But his Rebellion—for it was almost exclu-
sively his—was ill-advised, short-lived, incoherent and
hysterical. Actual rebellion was not warranted, although
the result of the consciousness on the part of many people
that the wrongs endured by them were becoming un-
endurable, and that, at some not very distant time, a
general protest of a physical character might be essential
to the securing of reforms anxiously sought as necessary
to the freedom of the people. That time had not arrived,
for while the hatred of what was looked upon as an
oligarchy undoubtedly prevailed, individual suffering had
not reached the average man, and it was confidently
hoped that agitation before and after the next general
election would bring about reform. Mackenzie’s im-
patience precipitated an avoidable outbreak, and the
53
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incipient display of a totally unorganized force destroyed
the only chance of successful rebellion, even had such
been expedient and desirable. It was impossible to so
magnify a political contest into the importance of a War
of Roses, or in this fashion to create a parallel to Crom-
wellian deeds in the actions of a newspaper editor who
was stronger in the use of scare headlines than in holding
- a boarding pike or a claymore. The Rebellion, as it
was extravagantly termed, was of premature birth, and
fortunately ended less disastrously than might have been
expected. The consequent fiasco was sure to attend a
war attempted without small-arms, artillery, money,
food, clothing, or sufficient supplies, or any of the essen-
tials to successful warfare. Mackenzie appears to have
feared that some other person would run the risk sooner
than he, and receive the ovation which he expected and
coveted. But while this idea of his conduct may be
common to many, none can dispute the existence of his
honest conviction that he was right. Personal sacrifice
never daunted him. The vindictive diatribes of an op-
ponent did not make him quail. He courted rather than
dreaded the attacks of a wordy antagonist. He dearly
loved a fight, with pen or tongue as his weapon. He
was happy in the midst of wordy turbulence. The Fam-
ily Compact was his béte noir, but he never feared it.
The most rabid attacks upon his political beliefs but
aroused him to more vigorous defence. His personal
honesty was generally admitted. For mere money, ex-
cepting as a means to a great end, he did not hanker.
As the head of a family he was a devoted father. Upon
his private character there was not a stain, although his
most inveterate enemies would have gladly exposed it
if it had existed. He had many of the characteristics
of the successful politician, but few of those attached to
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CHAPTER VIL

WILLIAM MACDOUGALL AND THE “CLEAR
GRIT” PLATFORM.

“A famous victory ”—Montgomery’s Hotel—A northern
migration—A pen portrait—An impossible partizan—The
North American platform—*“ Reformator’s” letters—Con-
vention of June, 1867—An exasperated crowd—Macdougall
and Howland—George Brown aroused—Macdougall at
heart a Liberal—Did great work—Planks of the platform—
“Clear Grit.”

ONE of the chief advocates of advanced reforms in
Upper Canada was William Macdougall, who was born
near the town of York, now the city of Toronto, on the
25th of January, 1822. He told me that one of his
early recollections as a lad was of his standing out of
doors in the cold wind of a December night in 1837, and
watching the destruction by fire of Montgomery’s hotel,
which was in the neighborhood of his birthplace. His
curiosity had led him to follow the movements of the
rebels before their abrupt “ migration to the north.”

“‘And what gocd came of it at last ?’
Quoth little Peterkin.

‘Why that I cannot tell, said he,

‘But ’twas a famous victory.'”

“‘But what they killed each other for,
I could not well make out ;

But everybody said, quoth he,

‘That ’twas a famous victory””
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‘This conflagration made an indelible impression upon
the mind of the coming politician, and he talked with
enthusiasm of that night’s experiences, which years after
cropped up again and again and served to intensify the
feeling of opposition to the oligarchy of those days as he
knew it and had been taught to know it.

He was a man of active mental power, and exhibited
many of the traits which have ever distinguished the
leaders of the people. While, however, he early devel-
oped a love of discussion and facility in the production
of a line of argument of strongly convincing character
to himself and hearers, he lacked the pertinacity neces-
sary to pronounced success. His association with party
men and measures was not continuous, nor was it always
the result of permanent conviction. To-day he was sin-
cere in the belief that he had taken an unassailable stand;
to-morrow he might be found battering the stronghold
which he had previously sustained, or, possibly, veer-
ing towards some other- point, and quickening his pace
as he approached it. He frequently displayed a personal
coldness which appeared to be cynical and repellant—an
unfortunate manner, neither more nor less. To those
who knew him thoroughly he possessed attractive quali-
ties which were not always perceptible on the surface.
At times he lacked interest in his "associations of a
political character which made him a doubtful supporter
of others, while always a champion of self.

And having reluctantly but candidly said this, I have
told what I regard as the sole cause of his political fail-
ure, and said all of a deprecatory character that could
be fairly brought against him.

I knew him well as a correspondent and editor, and
found him always inclined to lean to the side of extended
popular liberty, but preferring to seek the road to it in
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his own fashion. His individuality was strongly marked
and distinguished him, and was genuine but subject to
prevailing moods. George Brown declared himself to
be a governmental impossibility, but William Macdougall
proved himself to be an impossible partisan.

With him I conjointly prepared ‘ The Planks in the
Grit Platform,” published in the North American, and
when it was published wrote the accompanying series of
letters, signed “ Reformator,” which were extensively
copied and approved by the majority of the compara-
tively few Reform journals of that period. At the same
time I was associate editor of the semi-weekly Hamilton
Journal and Ewpress. Strange to tell, but it is never-
theless true, I could not secure the original insertion of
these letters in that paper, although, as copied from the
Toronto Mirror, then very ably edited by Dr. Workman,
they were ordered by Mr. Brega, proprietor of the
Journal, to be regularly reproduced in his semi-weekly.

The Toronto Globe occasionally answered them, but
its editor was not in sympathy with the radical ideas of
William Macdougall and the rising “ Clear Grit "’ party.

I have said that William Macdougall had many of the
characteristic points necessary to the winning hand. He
had one which transcended all others. He was cour-
ageous—it may have been to a fault—but he had the
moral courage as necessary to the politician as to the
statesman. He never quailed before an opponent. There
was a notable proof of the possession of this admirable
quality. What stronger illustration could he have given
of the existence of this power over himself and others
than in the bold front worn by him when standing face
to face with his opponents in the Toronto Convention
of the 27th of June, 1867? With men who had lately
been his trusted and trusting allies, now fiercely attacking
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him and seeking to wither him with burning looks of
antagonism and contempt, he declared his belief that,
though manifestly wrong in the eyes of a thousand
united partisans, he and William Howland were prob-
ably the only men then present who foresaw the imme-
diate future which would compel every delegate to
confess his error. The crowd hissed and howled,
shouted contradiction and derision, and refused him
hearing. William Howland cowered before the tumul-
tuous assemblage, and sat as if he were a bound victim
in the presence of his determined executioners; but
William Macdougall stood erect, folded his arms as if
defiant of the noisy throng, and calmly awaited the
threatened onslaught. Growing ashamed of a demon-
stration of a thousand against one, which with every
passing moment increased in its stupid intensity until
it reached an undignified climax, manliness reasserted
itself. A partial silence followed. Curiosity overcame
intense denunciation. Gradually the sibilant interrup-
tors became patient hearers. It may have been sheer
impudence on the part of the unit, but the man conquered
the multitude and was permitted, with occasional inter-
ruptions, to tell his story briefly but strongly, and make
predictions of which some were verified at a not very
distant date. To a limited extent he had disarmed the
semi-ferocity of his opponents, and undoubtedly satisfied
himself that he was a martyr. With him and his few
supporters remained a hazy halo of victory, of, however,
doubtful worth or quality. George Brown was still
there, and to a large extent predominant. He paced the
platform from end to end, shook his fist fiercely in the
face of William Howland, who crouched in apparent
dread of the great tribune’s invective, and made a sorry
figure trembling on the edge of that vituperative display.
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William Howland, if not William Macdougall, received
much sympathy from old friends who had ventured into
the show. It is doubtful whether the Reform party
proper had gained from the exhibition of petulant per-
sonal feeling and rant, and while Macdougall probably
did not influence seriously a single independent delegate,
or secure the conversion of even one old Reformer, the
leader of the great bulk of the progressive party had the
satisfaction of knowing that he had given a ‘‘combin’
down” to William Howland and warned the Reform
party against the machinations of William Macdougall
and Sir John Macdonald.

Of the erratic political character of William Mac-
dougall it is not my intention to further speak. The same
story could be told of many of those who have or have
had much to do with Canadian administrations, and 1
feel no disposition to select the career of one who occa-
sionally departed from party lines as a dreadful example.
As I have said, he had party proclivities and predilec-
tions, and not only initiated great changes, but honestly
and fearlessly fought for them. At heart he was a
Liberal, and there was no man in Upper Canada, outside
of Oliver Mowat and Edward Blake, whose name was
connected with so many suggestions of needed action.
Glance over the long list of changes advocated in the
North American of 1851, and see how many of them
have been adopted and how few are still undetermined,
in one shape or other.

William Macdougall’s marked success was in the intro-
duction to the readers of the North American of the plat-
form erected in the columns of his journal, and which
had been preceded by the Liberal line taken by the
Toronto Mirror, which, under the editorial control of
Dr. Joseph Workman (afterwards superintendent of the
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Toronto Asylum for the Insane), was a warm supporter
of what then seemed to be propositions better fitted for
Utopia than Upper Canada, but which, like the planks
of the Chartist movement in Great Britain, became com-
ponent parts of British and Canadian laws. It is true
that, in a few particulars, the ““ Clear Grit ” movement did
not succeed in bringing about desired reforms, but the
unattained may fairly be regarded as non-essential, or
as matters to be dealt with in coming days of still more
advanced ideas. But, in its main points, the “ Clear Grit ”
platform of 1851 has been embodied in our laws, or has
led to other measures of equal value and importance.
Since its introduction we have made great progress in
our proposal and passage of legislative and, other
changes, and the law-maker would be scoffed at as a relic
of the past who would regard as an extreme measure
that which, less than half a century ago, was denounced
as Republican, or fit only for “ Yankee ” uses.

A rapid survey of the laws sought to be repealed,
enacted, or amended in 1850 will convince the reader
of the anomalies which then existed in our code. By
what has been undone we may guess somewhat of the
extent and character of that which had previously been
done, and see cause to thank any man who had en-
deavored to effect the removal of legal and other ab-
surdities out of place in the nineteenth century.

The first plank in the platform, asking the power to
elect a governor, a legislative council and all local
officers, has not been adopted-in full detail, even if ad-
.mitted in principle. Since the declaration of this plank
Confederation has come, and "the election of our pro-
vincial governors is in the hands of a cabinet indirectly
responsible.to the provincial electorate. Up to the pas-
sage of Baldwin’s Municipal Act, in 1849, County
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wardens were selected by the Government of Upper
Canada, while now every distinctly municipal official is
the choice of the electorate, and the indications are that
great extensfons of popular power will ere long be
granted.

The second plank is a declaration in favor of No
Property Qualification for the Representatives of the
People, and this principle has been adopted in all other
parliamentary elections than in those to the Senate,
where a comparatively small amount is yet necessary as
a monetary qualification.

The third plank asked for Extension of the Elective
Franchise to all Householders and Housekeepers, and
we have seen it including nearly every resident in a com-
munity, although this was not obtained without a
struggle.

The fourth plank regarded the Ballot as necessary,
and, after some waiting, it has been profusely granted
to parliamentary, municipal, school and other elections,
and in voting on by-laws.

The fifth proposition favored biennial and fixed par-
liamentary elections. The first has been thought to be
unnecessary, as we have the quadrennial system, and the
fixed date is looked upon as incompatible with respon-
sible government. '

The sixth plank is in favor of no expenditure of
public money without consent of Parliament. This is
insured in our whole financial system, Dominion, pro-
vincial and municipal, not only practically but very
efficiently.

The seventh plank asks for retrenchment through all
departments of state, and would have been more in
consonance with the desires of the taxpayer had the
word economy replaced its substitute.
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The eighth plank was one of the most important of
the series, for it declared for that reform in the repre-
sentation by population which had so long been, and
properly, the battle-cry of the Reform party, and has
been silenced by the action of the country at the time of
Confederation.

The ninth plank set forth the declaration that no pen-
sion should be attached to any office, but that, if given
in individual cases, it must be as Parliament should
direct. The pensioning system, while now treated as a
prerogative, is not exercised without consent of the
legislators in the province interested.

The tenth plank is not yet fully recognized as part of
our governing machinery, although strenuously advo-
cated by Canada’s leading statesmen. The right of
Canada to deal independently with foreign countries,
although not nominally acknowledged, has been tacitly
admitted by Imperial authorities, and the cession of the
treaty-making power is no longer a disputed plank.

The eleventh and last of the planks is a bold but clear
and unmistakable declaration of extended colonial power,
and sets forth the rights of our law-making body—now
necessarily of the Dominion—to have power to alter or
repeal any act or charter, Imperial or otherwise, affect-
ing ourselves, and which the Imperial Parliament itself
might alter or repeal. While this power has not been
ceded to the Canadian people, the difficulty has been
foreseen, and has been met by Section 94 of the British
North America Act, with its broad provision that uni-
formity of legislation shall be secured by the provision
that it shall not have effect in any province unless and
until it is adopted and enacted as law by the legislature
thereof.

Mr. Macdougall thought some of the things proposed
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afar- off, and believed that nothing but energetic and
long-contmued agitation would bring them about. That
he felt anxious to commence and continue the movements
in their favor was evident, and had he received the com-
metcial support absolutely necessary to the success of
his journal, he would have been able to occupy a still
higher position as a valuable agent for the furtherance
of many liberal and radical reforms than that which he
reached.

But there were subjects which he looked upon as fit
for immediate consideration, and of these he published
a list, entitled ‘“ Subjects for Immediate Legislation
Advocated by the North American.”

In his proposed law reforms he advocated the abolition
of the Court of Chancery, and establishment of Equity
in the courts of the province, as had been done in the
United States for more than half a century. He went
so far in his desire for a brushing away of the cobwebs
of Legality.

The sale of the public lands, for cash, at a low price;
the settlement of the Clergy Reserves and Rectory ques-
tions; repeal of all laws granting moneys or conferring
special privileges on religious bodies; free navigation
of the St. Lawrence; modification of the Usury Laws;
improvement of agriculture by a judicious application
of government grants; decimal currency; extensive
amendment of the School .Law, and several other matters
of equal importance were set down as requiring early
consideration and to be disposed of without delay.

The following is a copy of this well-remembered plat-
form, as published in the North American, and when we
bear in mind how many of the reforms indicated are now
embodied in our statute books, we may form some idea

64



MACDOUGALL AND “CLEAR GRIT” PLATFORM

of the necessity then existent for a party as aggressive
and persistent as the Clear Grits proved to be.

It is nothing more than an act of justice to place this
platform once more on record as the best monument
which can be erected to the memory of William
Macdougall.

II.
III.
IV.
.- BIENNIAL AND FIXED PARLIAMENTS.
VI
VIL

VIIL
IX.

XI.

@he North Qmerican.

TORONTO, FRIDAY, FEBRUARY 14, 1851.

OUR PLATFORM.

. ELEcTIVE INSTITUTIONS FROM THE HIGHEST OFFICE OF THE

GOVERNMENT TO THE LOWEST. These we class as
follows :
1. THE ELECTION OF OUR GOVERNOR.
2. AN Erective LEGISLATIVE COUNCIL.
3. ELection oF aArL LocaL OFFICERS—
By the County and Town Councils.
No PROPERTY (QQUALIFICATION FOR THE REPRESENTATIVES OF
THE PEOPLE, :
ExTENSION OF THE ELECTIVE FRANCHISE—to all Householders
and Housekeepers,
Vore BY BALLOT.

No EXPENDITURE OF PUBLIC MONEY WITHOUT CONSENT OF
PARLIAMENT.

RETRENCHMENT THROUGH ALL THE DEPARTMENTS OF STATE.

REFORM IN THE REPRESENTATION BASED ON POPULATION,

No PENSION ATTACHED T0 ANY OFFICE. Let pensions be
given in individual cases, when and as Parliament may
think proper.

. OuUR COMMERCE AND INTERCOURSE WITH OTHER NATIONS

PLACED ENTIRELY IN OUR OWN POWER—leaving in the
power of England nothing but the question of Peace
and War, and that under certain restrictions.
Our Legislature to have power to alter or repeal any Act
or Charter, Imperial or otherwise, affecting ourselves
. only, and which the Imperial Parliament itself might
alter or repeal.
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Subjects for Immediate Legislation, advocated
by the “ North American.”

1. Law Reform.
Court of Chancery Abolished, and Equity Jurisdiction
given to the Courts of Law, as is done in fifteen
» states of the American Union, where it has been
found for 50 years to give entire satisfaction.
Simplification of Law Proceedings.
Abolition of the present Monopoly of the Legal
Profession.
. Clergy Reserves for Education.
. Abolition of the Rectories.
Immediate Repeal of all Laws granting monies to, or con-
. ferring special privileges upon Religious Bodies.
Speedy sale of the Public Lands—Cheap and for Cash.
Free Navigation of the St. Lawrence—to all Nations.
Modification of the Usury Laws.
. Abolition of Primogeniture.
Improvement of Agriculture by a judicious application of
Public Grants. -
. Completion of such improvements in the Public Works as
are necessary to secure a maximum revenue, with a
view to the— .
11. Abolition of Customs Houses and Duties on Imports.
12. Amendment of the School Law.
13. Establishment of a Uniform Decimal Currency.

© N PwN
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I see frequent reference in the various journals pub-
lished in Ontario to the common belief that the term
“Clear Grit” was first sarcastically applied to Malcolm
Cameron and his supporters, David Christie, Caleb Hop-
kins, Dr. Rolph, James Leslie and other ultra Reformers
who broke the bonds and scrambled over the boundaries
of the legitimate Reform party.

In Alexander Mackenzie’s “ Life of George Brown,”
the author says: “Mr. Cameron and Caleb Hopkins
were among the earliest to manifest discontent with the
do-nothing policy of Mr. Baldwin, at a time when Mr.
Brown and the Globe were freely supporting the Govern-
ment. These two gentlemen were attacked with great
vigor by the Globe, and sarcastically dubbed the *Clear
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Grit’ party, a term which has since found a permanent
place in our political nomenclature, embracing in its more
extensive application the originator of the appellation.”

In Dent’s “Story of the Upper Canada Rebellion,” he
says that the feeling of dissatisfaction with Baldwin’s
lethargy was freely expressed by Peter Perry, of Whitby,
James Leslie, proprietor of the Toronto Examiner, and
William Macdougall. These gentlemen, with others,
were chiefly instrumental in forming a new political wing
which came to be known as the Clear Grit party.

Their platform included many reforms which have long
since been accomplished.”

Collins, in his “Life of John A. Macdonald,” says,
page 138: “ The term given to the new party was the
Clear Grits, a term which first appeared in the Globe.
The appellation appears to have originated during a con-
versation between George Brown and David Christie,
the latter remarking that they wanted in the new move-
ment men who were clear grit.”

McMullen, in his “ History of Canada,” speaking
of the split amongst Upper Canada Reformers, says:
“ This state of things specially produced a split among
Reformers; and a new party arose into influence which
had already been denominated, in American party phrase-
ology, ‘ Clear Grits,” who declared themselves to be the
unadulterated political commodity.”

My recollection of the use of the title is that it first
appeared in a Whitby newspaper, in a letter written by
Peter Perry. Peter was a merchant and miller, and
knew the meaning of the term to be, as Jamieson defines

| it under “clear” and “ grit "—* rock, hard, cold Scotch

]
3

granite.” A pretty good description of Malcolm C.
Cameron.
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CHAPTER VIII.
A CONTRAST AND A PARALLEL.

George Brown and John A. Macdonald, heads of great parties
—Equal power to originate—Much in ccmmon—Calvin and
Wesley—Both in turn successful—Personal appearance—
Brown a Parliamentarian—Macdonald a Cavalier—Each
great in use of his own peculiar virility—Confederation—
Sir John’s speech : George Brown’s Confederation planks
—Their monuments.

No figures in Canadian history have more firmly im-
pressed themselves upon their contemporaries than those
of George Brown and John A. Macdonald. What the
first editor of the Globe was to the Upper Province,
“ John A.”was to the Canadas. Both stood at the head
of great parties, both possessed the power to originate
and control, and both had many followers guided by the
fealty of clansmen and the obstinacy of partisans.
There was much in common between them, while a wide
divergence existed on cardinal points of greater im-
portance. Both men, like a Calvin or a Wesley, had
their ardent followers and admirers. Brown was, nat-
urally, a Limited Monarchy man; Macdonald was a life-
long advocate of Absolutism, if that were essential to his
personal or party success. Both were loyal to the Crown.
and sincerely anxious to preserve, perpetuate and extend
the limits of British connection. Both were fluent, elo-
quent and argumentative, although the declamatory
powers of Brown were more convincing in the hall than
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A CONTRAST AND A PARALLEL

in the forum, and the lawyer-like reasoning of Mac-
donald appealed more effectively to the casuist than to
the average everyday man. And yet both in turn were
successful leaders and controlled the Canadian public
opinion of their. day.

Upon one point they were ever in unison. They saw,
at a distance, but rapidly approaching, the galaxy of
provinces now shining over the broad North-West, and
had full confidence in the still greater brilliance and
potentiality of a grand Canadian constellation. They
labored with equal ardor to develop that new world
which. they had done so much to create. They might
differ as to the means necessary to this work, but were
agreed as to the character of the end each had in view.
They constantly rose higher in the approval of their
fellow-subjects, and their deaths did nothing to lessen
their claim upon their gratitude. None but the most
rigid partisan will deny the fullest possible admiration
of their wide conceptions, their unflinching determina-
tion to carry them into effect, and the sacrifice of cher-
ished beliefs to which they cheerfully, if reluctantly,
consented.

The personal appearance of George Brown made him
easily recognizable on the street or platform. Six feet
three or four in height, of sanguine temperament, quick
in his movements, impulsive in utterance, vigorous in
action in all that he did, he was a man of mark. Almost
as noticeable in a group of men was Sir John A. Mac-
donald. Spare in form and slightly stooping, he carried
a head which indicated force and culture, a consciousness
of power, and, in his serious moments, a mastery of
situation which compelled the observer to acknowledge
the presence of a dominant mind. In the profiles of both
men were seen the strong nasal outline, the firm chin,
and the broad and lofty brow which tell their own story.
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George Brown had little of what the world terms
humor; John A. Macdonald bubbled over in his mani-
festations of it. A good joke had little significance for
Brown, while Macdonald fairly revelled in the utterances
from his own or other lips if the good story were well
told. Brown was a fair though scarcely patient listener
to any man who had a grievance or a new idea; Mac-
donald was such a consummate actor, with a strong
desire to please, that he was able at all times and oppor-
tunities to assume the rdle of the intensely interested
recipient. Conciliatory in all his moods, when not
actually on the defensive, he gave an apparently eager
welcome to the mental products of other men, and made
many life-long friends from the briefest interviews.

Brown, in Cromwellian days, would have been a Par-
liamentarian, while Macdonald could never have been
other than a dashing Cavalier. Brown looked upon the
world as at all times a serious reality; Macdonald viewed
it as affording material for amusement when the
philosophic spectator called attention to some of its
phases and odd peculiarities. Each man was great in
the use and expression of his own peculiar strength, and
Canada was a loser in the death of both before the full
fruition of their hopes and confident expectations. |

On the 6th of February, 1865, Sir John moved the
Address to Her Majesty which formally introduced the
question of Confederation. He said in the peroration of
his speech:

“In this younger country one great advantage of our
connection with Great Britain will be that, under her
auspices, inspired by her example, a portion of her Em-
pire, our public men will be actuated by the statesmen at
home. These, although not material, physical benefits
of which you can make an arithmetical calculation, are
of such overwhelming advantage to our future interests
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and standing as a nation that to obtain them is well
worthy of any sacrifices we may be called upon to make,
and the people of this country are ready to make them.

Here we are, in peace and prosperity, under the
fostering care of Great Britain—a dependent people, with
a government having only a limited and delegated au-
thority, and yet allowed, without restriction and without
jealousy on the part of the mother country, to legislate
for ourselves, and peacefully and deliberately to consider
and determine the future of Canada and of British North
America. . . . It was only by a happy concurrence
of circumstances that we were enabled to bring this great
question to its present position. If we do not take ad-
vantage of the time, if we show ourselves unequal to the
occasion, it may never return, and we shall hereafter
bitterly and unavailingly regret having failed to embrace
the happy opportunity now offered of founding a great
nation under the fostering care of Great Britain and
our Sovereign Lady, Queen Victoria.”

On the 8th of February, 1865, George Brown, speak-
ing in the House of Commons at Ottawa, on the Con-
federation resolutions, in the course of his address made
a clear declaration of his “ platform,” and the reasons
for his support of its various “ planks.” They are of
such character that they read to-day as a prophecy ful-
filled, and they may properly be placed on record in any
review, however brief, of his political belief.

Said he, at various points:

“ Mr. Speaker, I am in favor of the union of the
British American Colonies, first, because it will raise us
from the attitude of a number of inconsiderable colonies
into a great and powerful people.

“ But, secondly, I go heartily for the union because it
will throw down the barriers of trade and give us the
control of a market of four millions of people.
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“ Thirdly, Mr. Speaker, I am in favor of a union of
the provinces because it will make us the third maritime
state in the world.

“In the fourth place, Mr. Speaker, I go for a union
of the provinces because it will give a new start to immi-
gration into our country.

“ Fifthly, Mr. Speaker, I am in favor of a union
because it will enable us to meet without alarm the abro-
gation of the Reciprocity Treaty, in case the States
should insist on its abolition.

“ Sixthly, Mr. Speaker, I am in favor of the union of
the provinces because, in the event of war, it will enable
all colonies to defend themselves, and give more efficient
aid to the Empire than they could do separately.”

The careers of the two statesmen—for that term, much
as it signifies, may be fairly applied to them—were
widely different until they affiliated towards their close.

George Brown was earnest in all that he did. He
used the tongs and sledge-hammer of the political Vulcan
in bringing the cohesive but malleable mass of public
opinion into desired shape.

Sir John cared more for the victory of finesse with
which he brought his desired end about than for an exhi-
bition of robust style and manner. George Brown
appealed to the judgment, the feelings and the clannish-
ness of his hearers. John A. played upon their imper-
fect knowledge, their prejudices, their often mistaken
enthusiasm, and their loyalty. Both men alike trusted
in the warm patriotism of their supporters because both
themselves possessed it in an extraordinary degree.
“ Calais” may have been written upon the heart of Mary,
but that “ Canada” was imprinted upon those of our
two statesmen does not permit a moment’s doubt.
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Despite the outcome of human frailties and politicians’
blunders, every intelligent Canadian may proudly boast
of two leaders, distinguished by consummate ability,
who have left their marks upon the historic page of a
young and vigorous nation.

George Brown’s monument will be found in the
columns of the Globe newspaper. Throw aside its ex-
pressions of ordinary political views, and its labors in
behalf of the commercial interests of the city in which
it has been published, and there remains the journal,
with definite aims, which has steadily and wisely guided
public opinion and exhibited a thoroughness indicative
of the strongest point in the character of its founder.

Sir John A. Macdonald would, if he could be con-
sulted, proudly point to the iron way which has connected
ocean with ocean and will long continue to be associated
with his name and labors.

One of my first remembrances of George Brown is his
delivery of a lecture illustrative of the doings and dis-
coveries of the Kingston Penitentiary Commission, of
which he had acted as secretary, and which had suc-
ceeded in unearthing abuses on the part of the officials,
which, if they did not imply dishonesty, certainly
indicated wretchedly loose management. Mr. Brown,
requested by numerous friends in Hamilton, laid before
them in manuscript form the results of an inquiry which
left the impression of scandalous misdoings. The hall
was fairly filled, and the audience, largely composed of
leading citizens of Mr. Brown’s nationality, was in full
sympathy with the lecturer. His appearance was that
of a tall young fellow, blushing at unaccustomed sur-
roundings, and evidently new to the art of public speak-
ing. When, at certain points of his discourse, he at-
tempted to dispense with his written aid, he left a sorry
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impression on those who came to hear and sympathize
with the rising public man, who was already regarded
as one of the most prominent of a party then in the
ascendancy. There was little promise of the man
destined before long to magnetize Canadian crowds,
but there was, in his written remarks, at least, the
intense earnestness which distinguished his after public
utterances, when the editor of the Globe had become a
favorite speaker at the numerous public meetings which
he addressed in later years.

The labors of the Commission, as set forth by him,
had struck deeply one of the supporters of Sir John, who
was always a partisan, and led at a later period to a
reprisal, in the shape of deep invective of Brown by Mac-
donald, which, for once, overshot its mark.

Hon. George Brown was born at Edinburgh on the
29th of November, 1813, and died at Toronto on the gth
of May, 1880, the victim of a wound inflicted by one of
his employees, who was doubtless insane. This man,
named Bennet, had been discharged by a foreman in one
of the Globe departments, and had come to Mr. Brown’s
office to ask for a “ recommendation.” The man’s atti-
tude was offensive, and he certainly drew his weapon,
but it is probable he did not intend to kill Mr. Brown,
who was shot while grappling with the intruder. The
thought comes to one that, under similar circumstances,
Sir John would have managed not to be shot.

Sir John Alexander Macdonald was born at Glasgow,
on the 11th of January, 1815, and died at Ottawa on
the 6th of June, 1891.

Ten years more of life vouchsafed to each of these men
would have left a strong impression upon a nation in its
birth-throes at the time of their disappearance from the
political stage.
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CHAPTER IX.

MALCOLM C. CAMERON.

No picture of ’40’s and ’s50’s without reference to “ Malcolm
Cameron”’—A true Canadian and a Radical—A worker
without his coat—Had many offices—Could give and take
—A son of nature—His appearance—Loved a fight—A
consistent supporter of temperance, and yet caught in a
bar-room—*“ The Coon”—Halton election—Poor Weten-
hall’s defeat—Looking for an honest man.

THE dozen years which elapsed from the date of the
Mackenzie Rebellion to that of the legislation introduced
by Hon. R. Baldwin, after a brief stagnation of political
life, brought many ideas to the front, and some men
filled with a desire for radical reforms. The “ rebels,”
as many of the agitators of that day were termed,
nothing daunted by the failure of their then recent ill-
advised resort to arms, commenced an agitation for the
adoption of needed changes already measurably within
reach. Probably the most notable of these Radicals
was Malcolm C. Cameron, and no picture of Upper
Canada in the forties and fifties would be complete with-
out direct reference to his personality and his acts.

This hard worker—and a worker without his coat,
be it borne in mind—was the son of Angus Cameron,
hospital sergeant of a regiment doing duty in Canada.
He was born on the 25th of April, 1808, and lived to fill
the position of Commissioner of Public Works, Minister
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of, Agriculture, President of the Executive Council
and Postmaster-General of Old Canada. He was an
admirable executant, unafraid of obstacles, who laugh-
ingly received stiff blows and never refrained from re-
turning them, with compound interest, when he regarded
such action necessary. He had natural rather than
acquired oratorical prowess, and had a fine physique and
a magnificent voice, which assured him a good reception
in any company where its hearty tones were heard. He
was truly a man of the people—one of those sons of
Nature who feel at home everywhere, and whose popu-
‘larity is dependent more upon personality and individ-
uality than any other cause. His voice told well with
an audience, but his warm hand-shake, his manly ap-
proach, his bluff manner, as sincere evidently as it
seemed, counted more. While he respected the conven-
ances of society, he was not afraid of them, and it would
be safe to assert that he did not lose a wink of sleep
because of the opinion of Mrs. Grundy, and he would
not have laughed at the unintentionals of Mrs. Malaprop.
His appearance was as marked as his manner. Of good
height—probably five feet ten—having a portly presence,
a healthy color, black hair, and eyes like sloes, but as
bright and piercing as those of a hawk, he was what his
female friends would term a handsome man. As a poli-
tician he was one of those who enjoy the good jokes,
the funny turns, the hard work, the amusing rencontres,
and the infinite variety of an election contest. His party
allegiance was unquestionable, but he possessed a feeling
of duty to himself as well as to his associates. His
fealty was reliable if he felt sure of the action and good
faith of those with whom he was connected. If not, he
fought for his own hand.
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In one matter he was consistent from birth to death.
He was a faithful, temperate, ever-active advocate of
temperance, and was known from Lambton to Quebec,
and further, as a rigid and consistent abstainer from the
use of intoxicating liquors. For his subscription, speech
or vote the temperance men of the country could rely
upon him.,

As an illustration of his ability to make himself at
home, and equal to all emergencies, it may be told how,
travelling on a political mission with Premier Robert
Baldwin, he suddenly disappeared. His chief was
anxious to find him, and personally sought him. Look-
ing high and low, he peeped at last into the bar-room,
just then otherwise tenantless, and heard a grampus-like
blowing, and looking curiously around behind the door
found his Commissioner having a thorough wash, and
declaring it to be one of the best he ever had as he
resumed his upper garments. The shock experienced by -
Mr. Baldwin is not difficult to imagine.

The Commissioner was spoken of as ‘“ The Coon”
everywhere. At a dinner given to him in Toronto, Dr.
Joseph Workman, acting as chairman, introduced him
as not only “ The Coon,” but as “ the same old Coon he
had ever been,” and this compliment was declared by
Mr. Cameron to have been the greatest he had ever
received.

In speaking at a hustings meeting he may have been
exaggerative, for he was never afraid of new ideas but
readily grasped them, and it may be that he was more
often afoot in search of them than was consistent with
the characteristics of the leader of a party. He was
somewhat vindictive, too, but as readily forgave as he
took offence. No man with an opinion worth having
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ever doubted his honest intentions. As a stump speaker
he was probably, in his day, the equal, at least, of Archi-
bald McKellar, for both held strong conviction, ready
wit, a mine of good-natured opinions of friend and foe,
and the faculty of using, when necessary, pure Anglo-
Saxon dashed with a tinge of Highland accent.

The most regrettable of the few dubious things he did
was his pursuit of poor John Wetenhall, of Halton, who,
appointed Commissioner of Public Works by the Hincks
administration, was attacked relentlessly by Malcolm
Cameron, and was not only financially ruined, but lost
his reason. I reported Wetenhall’s speech at his nom-
ination in long hand, and spent the night at an hotel in
Dundas listening to the then maundering dictation of
his oratorical points. A few days after that miserable
night came the poll, and the result was dire. The roads
were bad, the Scots vote in Dumfries was alienated or
made indifferent by Malcolm Cameron’s stump speeches;
and with the contributory efforts of Rev. Mr. Jennings,
a Presbyterian minister in Toronto, who had heard
Wetenhall swear at one of his meetings and found him
unwilling to apologize therefor, the unexpected end of
the campaign came in the thorough defeat of the Minis-
terial candidate and the triumphant return of Caleb
Hopkins.

On the morning following the election, a knock at my
office door preceded the entrance of a gaunt figure carry-
ing a lantern in one hand and a big stake for a staff, who
was oddly dressed in unusual garments, and asked me to
find for him an honest man. I thought. at the first
glance, that this was the whim or jest of a cynic. but
speedily discovered that myv visitor was the sad wreck
of an amiable and disappointed man. Poor Wetenhall
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CHAPTER X.
D’ARCY M’GEE.

Poet, politician and patriot—Fought to win, not to annihilate
—Struggle with poverty—Fluctuating in party allegiance—
Dr. Parker, M.P. for North Wellington—His non-commit-
talism—McGee’s support from literature at last assured—A
new phase of life before him, speedily followed by death—
Sir John on McGee—Differences with Parker but
temporary—Parker’s letter on coalitions and Nova Scotia’s
grievance—The failure of his attempted Confederation
speech.

THERE were few men who possessed a larger share of
pre-eminently intellectual strength than did D’Arcy
McGee, whose brilliant career was unique. His sudden
elevation, largely due, it may be, to circumstances, was
remarkable and rare. An enthusiast, with the tempera-
ment of a poet and the burning words of an orator of
cultivated skill, he became associated in early life with
the young and patriotic band who espoused the cause of .
Irish freedom with vehemence and a hopefulness, born
largely of inexperience and doomed to end in failure,
it may be, but which, nevertheless, pointed the way to
a life-work for many whose names have become historic:

That McGee should scout the more sober teachings of
the wiser head of O’Connell was not surprising; that
he did not permanently stand up in opposition is proof
of a sagacity illustrating, once more, that cool thought
and soft words are more prolific of useful measures than
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D’ARCY McGEE

the hot-headed and impulsive charge which destroys
itself when it delivers a death-wound to a strong antag-
onist. He came to know that the suaviter in modo is
generally preferable to the fortiter in re in political as
in other careers.

D’Arcy McGee possessed “ability and integrity which
could not fail to make him prominent in any party to
which he might become attached, or to render him an
object of fear and solicitude to his opponents. He was
a partisan, but not of unforgiving and relentless char-
acter. He was a combative politician, but his party
instincts frequently gave place to a love of fair play. He
fought to win, but not to annihilate. The father of a
family, and of small means, his financial resources were
necessarily limited, and the worry of poverty interfered
seriously with his literary and political labors, but no
proof was ever presented which tended to question his
character for incorruptibility. He may have been open
to the charge of fickleness, but he never sacrificed a friend
with intent to further his own interests. He fluctuated
in his party allegiance, but never, as he undoubtedly
believed, without reasonable cause. He was a sincere
and firm adherent of the faith of his childhood, and yet
was tolerant of the belief of differing friends and op-
ponents alike. He had a frame strong in animal vigor,
and a brain which compensated for rugged and unattrac-
tive features. His one facial beauty was a winning
smile, and if he was not an Adonis, he was at least a
Man.

My last meeting with McGee was on the Friday pre-
ceding his death, when, in the company of Dr. John
Howitt, of Guelph, we spent more than two hours in
discussing his personal affairs and the political character
of Confederation. He declared that he was tired of a
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debate which had become the mere echo of the leading
men of two parties now professedly one, and which had
a foregone conclusion ahead of it. Was there ever, I
wonder, a prolonged debate of which this might not have
been said? I submit the question to all back-benchers.
He complained that some leaders of public opinion had
openly shirked discussion, or had so expressed themselves
as to leave a door for escape from consequences if, in some
unexpected manner, the result of changed conditions was
- contrary to all expectations. He instanced, especially,
his disappointment at the attitude of Dr. Parker, member
for North Wellington, and said that he intended, if
opportunity presented itself, on the following Monday,
to give strong expression to his disapproval of this non-
committalism on the part of one who hoped to become a
leader of public opinion at an early date, and under the
very Confederation which he would neither condemn nor
approve. McGee said he was at last able to find a pros-
pect of that support from literature which he had not suc-
ceeded in obtaining from politics, and that he had just
concluded an arrangement with some American pub-
lishers, notably the Harpers, which presented a promise
of permanency. He spoke of this with animation, de-
claring that he had trodden underfoot certain things that
had hindered him in the past, and had entered on a new
phase of his life which would bring increased happiness
to himself and his family. In short, he had found him-
self. Returning from Montreal, the following Tuesday
morning, I was shocked when the porter of the sleeping-
car whisperingly informed me that, after leaving the
Commons at the adjournment of the House about mid-
night on Monday, April 7th, 1868, D’Arcy McGee had
been shot while opening the door of his lodging-house.
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appears a confirmation of the subject-matter of the -last
interview I had with McGee.

“Sir John Macdonald was deeply affected by Mr.
McGee’s death. The following extracts from letters
written by him shortly after the tragical occurrence show
at once his regard for the dead and his solicitude for the
living.

“‘You will have been shocked by the news of his
assassination. Poor McGee! His only crime was that
he steadily and affectionately advised his countrymen in
Canada to enjoy all the advantages that our equal laws
and institutions give to Irishmen and to Roman Cath-
olics. He sternly set his face against the introduction
of Fenianism into Canada, and he was, therefore, a
doomed man. There is great grief for his loss, and <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>