THE SEA.
BY JAMES HERBERT MORSE.

I'MHE sea is music to my ears,
Such music that it thrills
The trembling chords of soul when I
Am far behind the hills.

A low wind whispers to the elms:

““He comes!

Take up the strain,

And let him hear the ocean stream
Roll inland from the main!”

Oh, how the clouds laugh when they see
Me lying on the ground,

With some rare book unopened, for
The joy I have in sound!

The wild-geese fly as in a dream—
Mere specks against the sky;

I see them.

“* Happy, happy birds!

For ye far off desery

“The rolling surf, the breakers of
The ever-glimmering sea!”

I Jeave my book unopened, for
The sounds that come to me,.

A WALL STREET WOOING.
BY BRANDER MATTHEWS.

IT had poured all the night before, and
even now at three o'clock in the af-
ternoon the air had the washed clearness
that follows a warm rain. Fortunately
the sun had shone forth before the church
bells summoned the worshippers to kneel
in front of the marble altars banked high
with scentless white flowers, It was
Easter, and the first of April also, and
furthermore the first warm Sunday of the
spring. So the young men and maidens
who clustered about the doors of the
churches that afternoon were decked out
in fresh apparel, the young men in light
overcoats, and the maidens in all the
bravery of their new bonnets.

In the corner of oue of the cable-cars
which were sliding along under the skel-
eton of the elevated railroad there sat a
voung man looking at his neighbors with
begrudging interest, and pulling at the
ends of an aggressive black mustache.
Filson Shelby was not yet at home in the
great city, and he knew it, and he silent-
ly protested against it. He was forever
on the wateh for a chance to reseut the

complacent attitude of city folks toward
country people. Yet the metropolis hiad
so far conquered him that his hat and
his shoes and his clothies were city made.

It was six months now since the young
Southwesterner had left his native vil-
lage, and already he thought that he knew
New 7York pretty well, from Harlem
where he boarded to Wall Street where
he worked. He was sure that he was
well informed as to the customs of New-
Yorkers, although the New- Yorkers
changed their customs so rapidly that it
was not so easy to be certain about this.

There were white flowers blossoming
in the parlor windows of many of the
houses in Fifty-third Street, through
which the cable-car was passing, and as
the car clanged around the curve and
started on its way down Seventh Ave-
nue it grazed the tail of a florist’s wag-
on, the box of which was piled high with
palms. Filson Shelby was aware that it
was now a practice of New-Yorkers to
give one another potted plants at Easter.

He had been told also that the habit
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no longer obtained of paying calls on
Sunday afternoon; and none the less was
he on his way down to Wall Street to
take out for a walk the one girl in New
York who seemed to him to have the un-
pretending simplicity of the girls of the
Southwest. What did he care, he asked
himself, whether or not it was fashionable
to call on girls Sunday afternoon? What
right had the New-Yorkers, anyhow, to
assume that their way of doing things
was the only right and proper way?

Having propounded these questions to
himself, he answered them with a smile,
for he had a saving sense of humor, and
even a tendency toward self-analysis,
and he had long ago detected his own
pride in living in New York. In his
earliest letters home he hiad expressed his
delight in that he was now at the head-
quarters of the whole country; and he
had written these letters on broad sheets
of paper bought in the German guarter,
and adorned with outline views of the
sights of the city, picked out in the pri-
mary colors. He had sent missives thus
decorated not only to his family and to
his old friends, but even to meve ac-
quaintances of his boyhood, for whom he
cared little or nothing, except that they
should know him to be settled in the me-
tropolis. He could not but suspect that
if he were now to go back to the village
of his birth, he would seem as stuck-up
to the natives as the New-Yorkers had
seemed to him the first few weeks he was
in the city.

The car slipped down Seventh Avenue,
and stumbled into Broadway, and sped
along sometimes with a smooth swiftness
and again with a jerky hesitation. Gay-
ly dressed family groups got on and got
off, and the car had almost emptied it-
self by the time it came to Madison
Square. Filson Shelby was greatly in-
terested in the manners of two hand-
somely gowned girls who sat opposite to
him, and who did not know each other
very well. It struck him that one of
them—the prettier of the two, as it hap-
pened—was a little uneasy in the other’s
company, and yet pleased to be seen with
her. To his regret, both of them alighted
at Grace Church, leaving only half a
dozen people in the long car as it started
again on its journey down town.

He set down the plainer of the two as
a member of the strange society known
as the ““ Four Hundred,” about which he
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had heard so much since he had been
reading the Sunday papers. If he were
right in this aseription, and if he were to
judge by this sample, the girls of the Four
Hundred were not a very good-looking
lot, for all they were so stylishly dressed.
It struck him, too, that this girl’s man-
ners were somehow offensive, although
he could not state precisely where the
offence lay.

He was glad that the one girl in New
York whom he knew at all well had the
easy good mauners which spring from a
naturally good heart. She was as well
educated as the two girls who had just
left the car; perhaps better, for she was
going to graduate from the Normal Col-
lege in two or three months; and yet she
was unaffected and unassuming. As he
phrased it in his mind, “*she didn’t put
on any frills.” He could chat with her
just as easily as he used to talk to the
girls who had gone to school with him
at home. And yet when he considercd
how unlike she was really to these friends
of his childhood he wondered why it was
he and she had got along so well, and
his thoughts went back to the occasion
of his first meeting with her.

The car was now speeding swiftly down
Broadway, obstructed by no carriages, no
carts, no trucks, no wagons, and no drays.
Below Astor Place the sidewalks were as
bare as the street itself was empty. The
shades were down in the windows of the
many -storied buildings which towered
above the deserted thoroughfare, and the
flamboyant signs made their incessant
appeals in vain. For a mile or more it
was almost as though he weve being car-
ried through the avenues of an aban-
doned city. The one evidence of life,
other than the cars themselves, was an
infrequent bieyclist ‘‘riding the cable
slot” up from the South Ferry. If only
he had first arrived in New York in the
restful quiet of a Sunday, so the young
Southwesterner found himself thinking,
perhaps the metropolis might not have
seemed to him so overwhelming, As it
was, it had been a shock to him to be
plunged suddenly into the vortex of the
immense city.

A telegrapher in the little town near
which he was born, Filson Shelby had
gone beyond his duty to oblige a New-
Yorker who had chanced to be detained
there for a fortnight, and the New-York-
er had repaid his courtesy by the proffer
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. of a position as private operator in the
office of a Wall Street friend. The young
man had accepted eagerly, having no ties
to bind him to his home; and yet he had
felt desperately homesick more than once
during his first three months in New
York. Indeed, it was not until he had
come to know Edna Leisler that he had
reconciled himself to the great town,
which was so crowded, and in which he
was so alone. He was slow to form
friendships, but he had made a few ac-
quaintances.

It was one of these casual acquaint-
ances who had taken him one day to the
top of an old office building not far from
the Stock Exchange. Here the janitor
lived, and was allowed to use one of the
rooms allotted to him as a lunch-room.
The janitor’s wife was a good cook, and
Filson Shelby returned there again and
again. One Saturday, when the room
happened to be more crowded than usual,
the rawboned and ruddy Irish girl was
unable to serve everybody, and some
time after he had given his order Filson
Shelby was waited upon by a young lady
in a neat brown dress. He was observ-
ant, and he saw a red spot burning on
each cheek, and he noted that the lips
were tightly set. It seemed to him that
she was acting as waitress unwillingly,
and yet at the same time that she was
doing it of her own accord. He did not
like to stare at her, and yet he could
hardly take his eyes from her while she
was in the room. She was not beautiful
exactly, for she was but a slim slip of a
girl, and she had coppery hair; and he
had always been taught that red hair was
ugly. Yet something about lier took his
fancy; perhaps it was her independent
manner; perhaps it was rather her perky
self-possession; perhaps, after all, it was
the humorous expression which lurked
in her eyes and at the corner of her
mouth.

He had lingered over his luncheon that
noon as long as he could, and then he
was rewarded. The man who had first
brought him there entered and took a
seat beside him. When the young lady
in brown came for his order the new-
comer shook hands with her cordially,
and called her *‘ Miss Edna.”

¢ She used to go to school with my sis-
ter,” he explained to the young South-
westerner. ‘‘She’s up at the Normal
College now, and I've never seen her here
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in the dining-room bhefore. But she has
a holiday, and I suppose she thought she
ought to help her mother out. It’s her
mother who cooks, you know—and boss
cooking it is, too, isn’t it?—real home sort
of flavor about it.”

Filson Shelby had still delayed his de-
parture; and as Kdna Leisler brought
bread and butter, and went back again
to the kitchen, his friend’s chatter had
streamed along.

““Red-hot hair, hasn't she?’ was the
next remark. ‘‘If there was half a dozen
more of her you'd think it was a torch-
light procession, wouldn't you? But it
suits her style, don’t it? TFact is she’s
the only red-haired girl I ever saw I
didn’t hate at sight.”

It seemed as though he had expected
Filson to respond to this, and so the young
Southwesterner hesitated, and cleared his
throat, and admitted that her hair was
red.

“Well, it 4s just.” the other returned.
““T guess her barber has to wear asbestos
gloves, eh? But she’s a good girl, Edna
is, if she is a brand from the burning.
My sister used to be very fond of her,
and T like ber myself, though she isn't
in sur set exactly. T'll introduce you if
you like?”

The cable-car now came to a halt sharp-
1y to set down passengers for Brooklyn
by way of the bridge, but Filson Shelby
was wholly unconscious of this. He was
busy with the recollection of that winter
day when he had stood up with bashful
awkwardness and had heard Edna Leis-
ler say that she was pleased to meet him.
He had the memory also of the next Sat-
urday, when he had gone back to the lit-
tle low eating-roow under the roof in the
hope of seeing her again, and of the un-
affected frankness of her manner toward
himn when he met her on the stairway.

He remembered how simply she had
accepted his invitation to go to Central
Park to lunch on Washington's birth-
day, the first holiday when they were
both free, and he remembered, too, what a
good time they had up there. It was on
that Washington’s birthday that he had
first found out that in the eyes of some
people red hair was not a blemish, but
a beauty. The omnibus in which they
came down town had been so crowded
that they were separated, and he heard
one well-dressed man say to his compan-
ion: ““Did you ever see such stunning hair
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as that girl has? It is like burnished cop-
per—except when the sun glints on it,
and then it’s like spun gold.”

Hitherto he had been willing to over-
look her aggressive locks in consideration
of her good qualities, but thereafter he
came rapidly to accgpt the view of the
well-dressed man in the omnibus, and to
look upon her red hair as a crown of
glory. She aid not seem any more attrac-
tive to him than she did at first meeting,
but he knew now that other men might
be attracted also. He wondered whether
there were any other men whom she
knew as well as she knew him. It seemed
to him that they had taken to each other
at the start, and they were now very good
friends indeed. But there was no reason
why she should not have other friends
also.

The current of his retrospection was
not so sweeping that he could not follow
the course of the cable-car in which he
was seated, and just then he saw the
brown spire of Trinity Church and heard
the clock strike three. He signalled to
the conductor, and the car stopped before
the church door and at the head of Wall
Street,

As he stood looking down the crooked
street, washed white by the rain and look-
ing clean in the April sunshine, he asked
himself why he was going to mneet Edna
Leisler—and especially why it was his
heart had slowed up at the suggestion
that perhaps other men were as attentive
to ber as he was. He was not in love
with her, was he? That she had made
New York tolerable to him he was ready
to admit, and also that he liked her better
than any girl he had ever met. But if
he was jealous of her, did not that prove
that he Joved her?

These were the questions he propound-
ed as he walked from Broadway to the
old building on the top floor of which the
Leislers lived. 'When Edna Leisler came
down stairs to meet him, with her new
Kaster hat, he knew the answers to these
questions: he kuew that he would be
miserable if he were to lose the privilege
of her society; he knew furthermore that
he had loved her since the first day he
had seen her, even though he had not
hitherto suspected it. He knew also that
he would never have a better chance to
tell her that he loved her than lie would
have that afternoon; and while they were
shaking hands he made up his mind that

before he took her back to her mother’s
he would get her promise to marry him.

With this resolve fixed, he took refuge
in the commonplace.

“Am I late?" he asked.

“Five minutes,” she answered, ‘I
didn’t know but what you were going to
April-fool me.”

““ Oh, Miss Edna,” he cried, ‘*‘ you know
I wouldn't do that!”

“I didn’t think you would really,” she
laughed back. ‘“And I felt sure I could
get even with you if you did.”

Thus lightly chatting, they came to the
corner of Broad Street.

‘“Bhall we go down to the Battery?” he
suggested, thinking that he might find a
chance there to say what was in his heart.

“Yes,”"she assented; *“it’ll be first rate
to get a whiff of the salt breeze. It's as
warm as spring to-day, isn’t it?”

In front of the Stock Exchange, and for
two or three blocks below, Broad Street
was absolutely bare, except for a little
knot of men working over a man-hole
of the electrical conduit. The ten-story
buildings lifted themselves aloft on both
sides of the street, without any evidence
of life from window or doorway; they
were as silent and seemingly empty as
though they belonged to a deserted city
of the plains. Bar-rooms in cellars had
bock - beer placards before their closed
portals. On the glass panel of the swing-
door which admitted the week-day passer-
by to the Business Men’s Quick Lunch
there was wafered the bill of fare of the
day before, but the door itself was closed
tight. So were the entrances to more
pretentious restaurants.

But as Filson Shelby and Edna Leisler
went on farther down town, Broad Street
slowly changed its character. Therve were
not so many office buildings and more
retail shops; there were a few wholesale
warehouses; there were even cheap flat-
houses: and there were move signs of
life. Children began to fill the roadway
and the sidewalks. There were boys on
tricyeles, and there were little mothers
pushing perambulators in which babies
lay asleep. There were girls on roller-
skates; and one of these, a tall lanky
child, had a frolicsome black poodle,
which pulled her quickly along the side-
walk.

Seeing some of these things, and not
seeing othiers, and being taken up wholly
by their own talk, the young Southwest-
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erner and the New York girl passed
through Whiteball Street and came out
on the Battery. They walked to the
edge of the water, and looked across the
waves to the statue of Liberty holding
her torch aloft. An Italian steamer full
of immigrants was just coming up from
Quarantine. The afternoon was clear,
after the rain of the night before, and yet
there was a haze on the horizon. The
huge grain-elevators over on the Jersey
shore stood out agaiust the sky defiantly.

A fringe of men and women sat on the
seals around the grass-plots and along
the sea-wall. Many of the women had
childven in their arms or at their skivts.
Most of the men were reading the gandi-
ly illustrated Sunday newspapers; some
of them were smoking. The sea-breeze
blew mildly, with a foretaste of warm
weather. The grass plots were brownish-
gray. with but the barest touch of green
at the edges, and there was never a bud
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vet on any of the skeleton trees. Noue
the less did every ome know that the
winter was gone for good, and that any
day almost the spring might come in with
a rush.

As Filson Shelby looked about him he
saw more than one young couple sitting
side by side on the benches or sauntering
languidly along the winding walks, und
he kuoew that he was not the only young
fellow who felt the stirring of the seasou.
No one of the other girls was as good-
looking as Edna, nor as stylish; he saw
this at half a glance. With every min-
ute his desire grew to tell her how dear
she was to him, and still he put it off
and put it off. Once or twice when she
spoke to him he left her remark unan-
swered, and then hastily begged her par-
don for Lis rudeness. He did not quite
know what he was saying, and he feared
that she must think him a fool. HHe was
restless, too, and it seeumied to him quite
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impossible to ask her to marry him in
such an exposed place as the Battery.

“*Suppose we go up to Trinity Church?”
he suggested. ' It's always quiel enongh
in the graveyard there.”

“Isnt it quiet enough here?” she ask-
ed, as they turned their footsteps away
from Castle Garden.

It isn't really noisy, I'll admit,” le
responded; “‘but I get mighty tired of
those elevated trains snorting along over
the baclk of my liead, don't you?”

Shie gave him a queer little look out
of the corner of her eye, and then she
Jaughed lightly.

= Oh, well,” she replied, ‘“if vou think
Trinity Church Yard is a better place, 1
don’t mind.”

Then her cheeks suddenly flamed crim-
son, and she turned away her head.

They were now crossing the barren
space under the elevated railroad, and, as
it happened, the young man did not see
her swift blush.

As they skirted the oval of Bowling
Green the girl nodded to a gray-coated
policeman on guard over the little park.

* Who's that?” asked the young man,
acutely jealous, although he saw that the
officer was not less than fifty years old.

*That's Mr, O'Rourke,” she explained.
** He's Rose O'Rourke’s father.  She was
graduated from the Normal College only
two years ago, and then she went on the
stage.  She's getting on splendidly, too.
She played Queen Elizabeth last year-—
and didn’t she look it? T'm sure she's
a great deal handsomer than that old
Queen was.”

“But that old Queen,” he returned,
“wasn’t the daughter of o sparrow-cop —
that’s what you call them, don’t you?”

I don't call them so.” she responded,
“for T think it's vulgar to talk slang.”

“But the boys do call a park police-
man a sparrow-cop, don’t they?” he per-
sisted.

“The little boys do,” she answered,
“hut T know Mr. O'Rourke doesn’t like
it.”

T can understand that,” he replied.
“1f I had Queen Elizabeth for o dangh-
ter, I think I should waut to be a king
myself.”

“AWell,” the girl went on to explain,
“Rose did want him to give up his ap-

pointment. She said she was earning
enough for hier father not to work., But
1e wouldn't, for all she ur im. She's
1 ldn’t, for all she urged him. S
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a kind girl, is Rose, and not a bit stuek-
up. She came up to the coliege last year
and recited for us. You should have
heard her do * Curfew shall not ring to-
night™: 1 tell you she was splendid.”

*T don’t believe she did it any better
thau you could,” Le declared.

> Oh, don’t you?” she veturned, heart-
ily; that’s only because you didn’t hear
her.  And she was very nice to me too.
She complimented me on my piece.”

" What did you speak?’ he asked.

* Oh, I always choose something fiery
and patriotic. I spoke ‘Sheridan’s Ride’
first, and then, when the girls encored me,
I spoke * Old Ironsides’—but I like *Sher-
idan’s Ride’ best; and Rose O'Rourke said
I got more out of it than anybody she
had ever heard. But then she always
was so complimentary.”

I reckon she knows it's Tucky for her
vou dou’'t go on the stage,” the lover as-
serted. "It would be a cold day for her
if you did. I haven’t seen her, but I'm
sure she isn't such a good looker us you
are!”

“ Thank you for the compliment.” the
girl answered. *If we weren't here in
Broadway. in front of Trinily Chureh, T'd
drop you a courtesy. DBut you wouldn't
say that if you had seen her, for she's as
pretty as a picture.”

Do you mean that she is as fresh as
paint?” he asked.

** That’s real mean of you,” she retort-
ed, " for Rose doesn’t need to paint at all,
even on the stage; she has just the love-
liest complexion.”

* She's not the only girl in New York
who has a lovely complexion,” he de-
claved; aud again the color rose swiftly
onh ler cheek, and then as swiftly faded.

They had now come to the gutes of
Trinity Church, and they saw a little
stream of men and women pouring in to
attend the afternoon service.

*You must not be down on Rose,” the
girl said, as they turned away from Broad-
way and began to ramble slowly amidst
the tombstones, ‘" Slie’s a good friend
of mine. She said she’'d get me an en-
gagement if I'd go on the stage—"

*But you are not going to?” le broke
in, earnestly.

~I'd love to,” she answered, calmly.
“But T'm too big a coward. I'd never
dare stand up before the people in a great
big theatre and feel they were all look-
ing at me.”
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*I'm glad you're not going to,” he de-
clared.

“ It would be too delightful for any-
thing!” she asserted; * but I'd never have
the courage. I kunow I wouldu't, so I've
given up the idea. I'll finish my course
at the college, and get my diploma, and
then T'll be a teacher—that is, if T can
get an appointment. But it isu’t easy
if you haven't any influence; and father
doesn’t take any interest in politics, and
he doesu’t know auy of the trustees of
this district, and I can’t see how I'm ever
to get into a schiool. Now Mr. O'Rourke
could help me if he wanted—""

“The sparrow-cop?’ interrupted the
young Southwesterner. ‘ Why, what has
he got to do with the public schools?”

“ Mr. O'Rourke has a great deal of
influence in this ward, 1 cau tell you
that,” she returned. “He has a pull on
more than one of the trustees. If he
were to back me, I'd get my position sure!
And maybe I had better go to Rose and
ask her for her father's influence.”

They were now almost in the centre of
that part of the church-yard which lies
above the church, and behiud the monu-
ment to the American prisoners who died
during the British occupancy of New
York. The afternoon service was about
to begin, and the solemn tones of the or-
gan were audible where they stood.

It seemed to Filson Shelby that the
time had come for him to speak.

He swallowed a lamp in his throat,
and began.

“Miss Edua,” he said, hesitatingly,
“why do you want to be a school-
teacher?”’

“To earn my living, to be sure!” she
answered, calmly enough, although the
color was rising again on her cheeks.

“But you don’t need ever so many
scholars to earu your living, do you?" he
asked, gaining courage, slowly.

“What do you mean?”’ she returned,
forcing herself to look him in the face.

= I mean,” he responded, ‘' that I don’t
see why you couldn’t earn your living just
as well by having only one scholar—"

‘“Only one scholar?” she echoed.

© Yes—ouly oue scholar,” he declared ;
“but you could take him for life. And
you could teach him everything that was
good and true aud beautiflul—and he
would work hard for you, and try and
make you happy.”

The color ebbed from her cheeks, but

MONTHLY

MAGAZINE.

she said nothing. The low notes of tlie
organ were dying away, and on the el-
evated railvoad just behind the young
couple a train came hissing along wreath-
ed in swirling stea.

*I'mm not worthy of you, Edna; I know
that only too well; but you can make me
ever so much better if you'll only try,”
he urged. ‘I love you with my whole
heart —that's what I've been trying to
say. Will you marry me?”

She raised her eyes to his and simply
answered, ** Yes,”

An hour later, as they were going
through the dropping twilight down Wall
Street to the old office building on the
top floor of which she lived with ler par-
ents. they were still talking of eacli other,
of their united future, and of their sepa-
rate past.

‘When they came to the door and stood
at the foot of the five flights of stairs that
led up to the janitor's apartment, they
had still many things to say to one an-
other.

What seemed to Filson Shelby most
astonishing was that he should now be
engaged to be married, when that very
morning he was not even aware of his
love for her. And being a very young
fellow, and, moreover, being very much
in love, he could not keep this astonishi-
ing thing to himself, but must needs tell
her.

‘Do yvou know, Edna,” he began, *“ that
I must have been in love with you a long
while without knowiug it? Isu't that
most extraordinary? And it was only
this morning that I found it out!”

Standing on the stairs above him, and
just out of his reach, she broke iuto a
merry little laugh, and the tendrils of red
hair quivered around her broad brow.

**Whatare you laughing at?” he asked.

““Oh, nothing.” she answered. and then
she laughed aguin. ' At least not much.
It is only becanse men are so much slow-
er to see things than womeu are.”

“What do you mean?” he asked again.

©Well.” she returned, laughing once
more, and retreating two or three steps
higher up the stairs, ' 1 mean that you
say you only found out this morning
that you were in love with me—"

“ Yes?"

““Well,” she continued, making ready
for flight, ** T found it out more than two
months ago.”



THE OUANANICHE
& ITs CANADIAN
ENVIRONMENT .

ROM far above the Grand Falls of the
Hamilton River, and from the waters

of its Ashunanipi branch in the interior of
Labrador, came the skin of a fish that
unfolds a novel and interesting story to
anglers and ichthyologists alike. In its
adipose fin the fish whose skin this was
wore the badge of royalty amongst fishes
—the evidence of kinship to the kingly
family of the salmon. In its shapely
beauty and brilliaucy of colorving, from
the deep bluish-green of its back, through
the various shades of its silvery sides, to
the pure white of its under surface, and
in the number and disposition of its tin
rays, it searcely differed from a grilse of
equal size. But its habitat was above a
cataract having a sheer fall of 300 feet,
so that this fish could not possibly have
been a salmou from the sea. The large
number and the distinctness of the xx
marks upon its sides, the large size of the
eve and of the dark spots upon the gill-
covers, and the strength and thickness of
that portion of the body adjoining the
caudal fin, all stamp it a * onananiche, or
fresh-water salmoun of non-anadromous
habits. Prior to the discovery of this fish
in several of the large streams of the ex-
treme northern and eastern river basins
of Labrador, by Mr. A. P. Low, of the

* Those acquainted with the pronanciation of
“onananiche’ (whon-na-nishe or wannanishe), and
who recall the fact that “ou™ at the commence-
ment of similar French words is given the sound of
“w,” will understand why T use the article “a” be-
fore it instead of “an.”

Geological Survey of Canada, who brought
this skin back with him to eivilization
upon his return from liis overland trip of
1894-5 to Ungava Bay, the ouananiche
was popularly supposed to be peculiar to
Lake St. John and its tributary waters.
Now its Canadian environment is known
to include the whole Labrador peninsula,
excepting perhaps that part of its wester-
Iy slope drained into Hudson Bay:; and
the angler who would find it, and fight it
under the varying conditions in which it
may be found, must traverse a vast re-
gion of monntain and lake and forest and
stream as practically unknown as the in-
terior of Africa, save to the Montagnais
and Nascapee Indians, whose hunting-
ground it is.

The earliest spring fishing for ouana-
niche is to be had in Lake St. John. The
railway ride of 190 miles thither from the
city of Quebec carries the tourist through
one of the most fascinating regions of
Northern sport, and across the entirve belt
of the Laurentian Mouutains. which thou-
sands of years before Noah's ark ground-
ed upon the summit of Mount Arurat, or
the fiat had gone forth which first shed
created light upon aworld of chaos, lifted
aloft their hoary heads, white with the
snows of a thousand yeurs. Most of the
stoppages made along the greater part of
this railway line are mainly for the ac-
commodation of {ishermen belonging to
the different clubs of sportsmen, whose
club -houses are sometimes the railway
stations, and the headquarters of private



