
































BANEFUL DOMINATION. 17 

not a whit better informed about the colony gained than 
France was about the colony lost. Some London journal- 

ists were not sure whether Canada formed part of the 

Cape of Good Hope or of the Argentine Republic. For a 

long time the English Government annually sent a flag- 

pole for the citadel, probably grown in a Canadian forest. 

Nor did time improve their knowledge, for as late as the 

Trent affair one statesman in the House of Commons 

informed his more ignorant brethren that Canada was 

separated from the United States by the Straits of 

Panama. 

The acts of Regicide France inspired horror in Canada, 

yet were not without their fruits. Despite his title of 

the ‘‘Corsican ogre” and their horror of revolution, the 

submission of all Europe to Napoleon did not make the 

French of Canadian birth more submissive. Nor did the 

nation of shop-keepers, whom he despised and who were 

to cut his ambition and send him to his island prison, 

become more plausible, courteous or conciliatory, through 

their sense of victory. Many a thing, had the positions 

been reversed, which would have been passed unnoticed 

by a phlegmatic Briton, was to the Gallican a national 

insult. 

And LeMoine, that past grand master of the Franco- 

Anglo-Canadian complexion, says all too truthfully that 

conciliation was not a vice-regal virtue ; and one of the 

singers of the day, a Briton of the Britons, confirms the 

opinion : 

‘¢So triumph to the Tories and woe to the Whigs, 

And to all other foes of the nation ; 

Let us be through thick and thin caring nothing for 

the prigs 

Who prate about conciliation.” 
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But, under its fossil simplicity, Quebec, the “ relic pre- 

served in ice,” untrue to its formation, burned with a fear- 

some heat and glow in the years 37-38, and those prior 

to them. The thoughtless words of such birds of passage 

as commandants and governors were not calculated to put 

out the fire. The very origin of the name Jean Baptiste, 

applied generically, arose from a Jean Baptiste answering 

to every second name or so of a roll called in 1812, when 

he turned out in force to defend the British flag. Getting 

tired of the monotony of them, said the officer in his 

cheerful English way : rl) 

Baptistes.” And so the name stuck. General Murray, out- 

them, they are all Jean 

raged at any gold and scarlet apart from his own soldiers, 

lost all patience at the sight of French officers in the 

streets of Quebec. ‘One cannot tell the conquering from 

Frenchmen walk- 

ing about with their uniforms and their swords.”* 

But the French-Canadians did not struggle against indi- 

the conquered when one sees these 

viduals except as they represented a system considered 

vicious. With the British Constitution Jean Baptiste was 

a veritable Oliver Twist. He was not satisfied with the 

morsels doled out, but ever asked for more. 

True, there were many—at any rate, some—of the higher 

class French whose horizon was not bounded by petty 

feelings regarding race and religion. These men accepted 

* ** Among French as well as among English military men, swearing on every 

trivial occasion was formerly so common that it was considered as quite the pro- 

per thing. A witty French author asserted that ‘God Damn était le fonds de la 

langue anglaise ’—the root of the English language ! whilst the Vicomte de Parny, 

an elegant writer, composed a poem in four cantos bearing that profane title. 

Long before and after the British soldiers ‘swore so dreadfully in Flanders ;’ long 

before and after Cambronne uttered his malodorous ‘ juron’ on the field of Water- 

loo—though it must be confessed in extenuation the incidents of that day were 

ugly enough tc make any of Napoleon’s vieilles moustaches swear most emphati- 

cally—swearing was indulged in all over Europe.”—J. M. LeMoine. 
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British rule as one of the fortunes of war and enjoyed its 
benefits. An old seigneur, when dying, counselled his 

grandson, ‘‘Serve your English sovereign with as much 

zeal and devotion and loyalty as I have served the French 

monarch, and receive my last blessing.” And that king in 
whose reign insurrection was on the eve of breaking— 

irreverently called “ Hooked-Nose Old Glorious Billy ”— 

strangely enough had great sympathy with French-Cana- 

dian feeling, a sympathy which did much to hearten the 

minority who counselled abiding by the fortunes of war. 

But ‘“ Old Glorious” was also called the “ People’s 

Friend,” and the Quebecers had lively and_ pleasant 

memories of him. 

In the nine years preceding the fateful one of ’37 there 

had been eight colonial ministers, the policy of each 

differing from that of his predecessor, and all of them with 

at best but an elementary knowledge of colonial affairs and 

the complexities arising from dual language, despite the 

object-lesson daily under their eyes in the Channel Islands. 

A. little learning is a dangerous thing. Hach Colonial 

Secretary had that little, and it proved the proverbial 

pistol which no one knew was loaded. By them Can- 

adians were spoken of as ‘aliens to our nation and con- 

stitution,” and it was not thought possible that Lower 

Canada, any more than Hindostan or the Cape, could 

ever become other than foreign. It was popular and 

fashionable in some quarters to underrate the historic 

recollections which were bound up in religion and lan- 

guage; and as for Canadian independence, that was an 

orchid not yet in vogue. By 1837 he who sat in state in 

_ the Chateau St. Louis (says LeMoine) in the name of 

majesty had very decided views on that subject. H. M. 

William IV.’s Attorney-General, Charles Ogden, by virtue 
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of his office “the King’s own Devil,” who was an 

uncompromising foe to all evil-doers, held it to mean a 

hempen collar. 
The question of British or French rule grew steadily for 

a half century, until Melbourne’s cabinet and Sir John 

Colborne made effort to settle it in one way and forever. 

“Tes sacres Anglais” was, in consequence, the name 

applied to the followers of the latter ; and as to the former, 

probably the illiterate habitant, who could not read the 

papers but who had an instinct wherewith to reach 

conclusions, had his own patois rendering of an English 

colonial’s opinion that the politicians comprising the 

cabinet might “talk summat less and do summat more.” 

All classes, indeed, of all sections, were not backward in 

giving opinion as to the quality of ministerial despatches ; 

for a titled lady, writing from a far-off land where she did 

much work for the Home Government, dipped her pen in 

good strong ink and wrote, “ My Lord, if your diplomatic 

despatches are as obscure as the one which lies before me, 

it is no wonder that England should cease to have that 

proud preponderance in her foreign relations which she 

once could boast of.” 

A humorous naturalist had said that the three blessings 

conferred upon England by the Hanoverian succession 

were the suppression of popery, the national debt, and the 

importation of the brown or Hanoverian rat. 

Strange to say, one of the complexities of the Canadian 
situation was the position taken by that very popery 
which in England was still looked upon with distrust 
and suspicion. In 1794, not a decade’s remove from 
when the streets of London ran alike with rum and 
Catholic blood, through Protestant intolerance and the 
efforts of a mad nobleman, Bishop Plessis had thanked 
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God in his Cuinadian Catholic Cathedral that the colony 
was Englis: and free from the horrors enacted in the 
French coloni»s of the day. ‘Thank your stars,” cried 
another from the pulpit, “that you live here under the 
British flag.” 

“The Revolution, so deplorable in itself,” wrote Bishop 
Hubert of Quebec, “ensures at this moment three great 

advantages to Canada : that of sheltering illustrious exiles ; 

that of procuring for it new colonists; and that of an 

increase of its orthodox clergy.” ‘The French emigrants 

have experienced most consolingly the nature of British 

generosity. Those of them who shall come to Canada are 

not likely to expect that great pecuniary aid will be 

extended ; but the two provinces offer them resources on 

all sidés.” 

Many of the French officers whom the fear of the 

guillotine sent over in numbers to England found their 

way to that country which the Catholic Canadian priest- 

hood so appreciated. Uncleared land and these fragments 

of French noblesse came together in this unforeseen way. 

But there was another view of their position when Burke 

referred to them as having “taken refuge in the frozen 

regions and under the despotism of Britain.” Truly has 

Britain shouldered many sins, made while you wait in the 

factory of rhetoric ; nor is it less true that glorious sunny 

Canada has suffered equally unjustly as a lesser Siberia 

from a long line of writers, beginning with Voltaire, 

ending —let us hope—with Kipling. 

The French Revolution over, and a mimic one threaten- 

ing in the colony, the clergy did not hesitate to remind 

one another of the fate of their orders in France, to con- 

gratulate themselves they were under a different régime, nor 

fail to remember that the War Fund to sustain British action 
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against the Republicans of France in 1799 had been sub- 

scribed to heavily by many of their brethren and them- 

selves. Le Seminaire stands in that list, in the midst of 

many historic names, against the sum of fifty pounds “per 

annum during the war.” One point of great difference 

between new and old was that the habitants, who were 

more enlightened and more religious than their brother 

peasants left behind in France, had, with the noblesse, a 

common calamity in any prospect which threatened sub- 

jugation. The variance ’twixt priest and people could 

only end in one way where the people were devout; and 

the Lower Canadian has ever been devout and true to 

Mother Church. But the “ patriot,” who was more apt 

in diatribe against Tories than in prayers, spared not the 

priests in their historical leanings. ‘Who was the first 

Tory?” cries a patriot from his palpitating pages. ‘The 

first Tory was Cain, and the last will be the State-paid 
priest.” 

But if the British Government had in some things 

acted so kindly and justly to those of French extraction 

as to merit such words, in other matters there had been 

much of harshness increased by ignorance and indifference, 

and the time had come when all had to suffer for such 

inconsistencies, and, unfortunately, those most severely 

who already were the victims of them. 

“Crest la force et le droit qui reglent toutes choses dans 
le monde.” Said one of their own writers, “la force en 

attendant le droit.” In both Canadas “la force” was local 
supremacy. The painful development as to when it should 
be superseded proved “le droit” and British supremacy 
identical. 

It was a political struggle prolonged beyond endurance, 
more than a real wish to shake free from Britain ; a 
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political struggle, where the combatants were often greedy 

and abusive partisans who appealed to the vilest passions 

of the populace and who were unscrupulous in choosing 

their instruments of attack. Capital was made out of 

sentiment most likely to appeal to the suffering : 

“‘ Hereditary bondsmen, know ye not 

Who would be free themselves must strike the blow ——” 

and Papineau, by speech, manifesto and admission, looked 

toward the seat of vice-royalty and made plain the homely 

sentiment, ‘‘Ote toi de la que moi je m’y mette.” He did 

not agree with the humble habitant saying, “C’est le bon 

Dieu qui nous envoya ga, il faut l’endurer.” His opinion 

leaned more to that of O’Connell, who said the French 

were the only rightful inhabitants of the country. How 

much baneful domination had it taken to so change the 

Papineau of 1820, when on the occasion of the death of 

George III. he says,“ . . . agreat national calamity 

—the decease of that beloved sovereign who had reigned 

over the inhabitants of this country since the day they 

became British subjects; it is impossible not to express 

the feeling of gratitude for the many benefits received 

from him, and those of sorrow for his loss so deeply felt in 

this, as in every other portion of his extensive dominions. 

And how could it be otherwise, when each year of his long 

reign has been marked by new favours bestowed upon the 

country? . . . Suffice it then at a glance to compare 

our present happy situation with that of our fathers on the 

eve of the day when George III. became their legitimate 

monarch . . . from that day the reign of the law 

succeeded to that of violence. . . . All these advant- 

ages have become our birthright, and shall, I hope, be the 

lasting inheritance of our posterity. To secure them let 

us only act as British subjects and freemen. 
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About ’31 the Lower Canadian Assembly received a 

lot of new blood; and very hot, adventurous and zealous 

blood it was. Young men like Bleury, Lafontaine, and 

their confreres, were not backward in naming what they 

considered their rights ; and they had somewhat unlimited 

ideas. The most ardent of the group centred round 

Papineau and excited him still further. They scouted 

Lord Goderich (Robinson) and his concessions so long as 

his countrymen formed a majority in their government. 

This was a ‘“‘demarcation insultante ” between victor and 

vanquished. Lord Dalhousie, ‘glowing with scarlet and 

gold,” and followed by a numerous staff, had brought a 

session to a close in a peremptory manner, with words 

which might have furnished a cue to himself and others. 

‘‘Many years of continued discussion . ... have proved 

unavailing to clear up and set at rest a dispute which 

moderation and reason might have speedily terminated.” 

To the Loyalist Papineau was the root of all evil. A 

French loyal ditty attributed every calamity of the era 

to him, cholera morbus, earthquakes and _ potato-rot in- 

cluded, each stanza finishing with the refrain, ‘‘C’est la 

faute de Papineau.” ‘It is certain,” said the latter, 

‘“‘that before long the whole of America will be repub- 

licanized. . . . In the days of the Stuarts those who 

maintained that the monarchic principle was paramount 

in Britain lost their heads on the scaffold.” This, surely, 

was the proverbial word to the wise. 

Naturally, such sentiments made him receive cool treat- 

ment in Downing Street, even when his Ninety-T'wo 

Resolutions embodied much truth and called for affirmative 

answers. Nothing but the most absolute democratic rule 

would satisfy the irreconcilables. Their act in the House 

had led to Lord Aylmer being forced to advance the 
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supplies from the Military Chest, and to embody his dis- 
approval in a resolution of censure. They in turn voted 

his censures should be expunged from the journals of the 

House. Then Papineau, from the Speaker’s chair, in- 

veighed against the Mother Country. After the presen- 

tation of the Resolutions, Lord Aylmer, alluding to them, 

imprudently said that dissatisfaction was mostly confined 

to within the walls of the Assembly rooms, that outside 

of them the country was at peace and contented. The men 

who framed them lost no time in giving him a practical 

denial. Resolutions from many parishes approved of the 

acts of the Assembly, and’the newspaper columns teemed 

with accounts of popular demonstrations. Lord Aylmer, 

however, supposed himself within his rights. After his 

recall, at his interview with the King, and supported by 

Palmerston and Minto on either side, the monarch de- 

clared he entirely approved of Aylmer’s official conduct, 

that he had acted like a true and loyal subject towards 

a set of traitors and conspirators, and as became a British 

officer under the circumstances. 

Lord Glenelg sent to the rescue that commission of 

enquiry, the prelude to the later Durham one, whereof 

Lord Gosford was chief. This nobleman, who became 

governor of the province, was Irish, and a Protestant, an 

opponent of Orangeism, a man of liberal opinions and de- 

cisive in speech and action. He tried every means to 

make friends in the French quarter ; visited schools and 

colleges, enchanted all by his charming politeness of man- 

ner, gave a grand ball on the festival day of a favourite 

saint, and by his marked attentions at it to Madame 

Bedard showed at once his taste and his ability to play 

apart. He made a long address to the Chambers, breath- 

ing naught but patriotism and justice ; so some still had 



Taye VRE MME e.7t e F, 

is ae ry 

26 HUMOURS OF ’87%. 

hope. “To the Canadians, both of French and British 

origin, I would say, consider the blessings you might en- 

joy but for your dissensions. Offsprings as you are of 

the two foremost nations of the earth, you hold a vast 

and beautiful country, having a fertile soil with a health- 

ful climate, whilst the noblest river in the world makes 

sea-ports of your most remote towns.” He replied to the 

Assembly first in French, then in English. There is a 

possibility of doing too much, and the Montreal Gazette 

censured this little bit of courteous precedence so far as 

to deny the right of a governor to speak publicly in any 

language but his own, and construed this innovation by 

the amiable Earl into one that would lead to the Mother- 

Country’s degradation. Then what of the Channel Is- 

lands, where loyalty was and is above suspicion; where 

the Legislature declared that members had not the right 

to use English in debate, and “that only in the event 

of Jersey having to choose between giving up the French 

language, or the protection of England, would they con- 

sent to accept the first alternative.” 

Matters progressed till rulers were burned in effigy, 

and bands of armed men, prowling about the most dis- 

affected parts, confirmed M. Lafontaine’s saying, ‘“ Every 

one in the colony is malcontent.” ‘We have demanded 

reforms,” said he, “and not obtained them. It is time 

to be up and doing.” ‘We are despised!” cried M. 

Morin, ‘oppression is in store for us, and even annihi- 

lation. . . . But this state of things need endure no longer 
than while we are unable to redress it.” 

‘Tt is a second conquest that is wanted in that colony,” 
said Mr. Willmot in the House of Commons, when he 

heard the Canadian news via the Montreal Gazette. 

So Lord Gosford asked for his recall, got it, stepped 
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into a canoe after a progress through streets lined with 

guards of honour composed of regular and_ irregular 

troops, amid ‘‘some perfunctory cheering,” and was pad- 

dled to his ship, the band of the 66th playing “ Rule 

Britannia.” She might rule the waves, but many of those 

who listened were more than ever determined that she 

should not rule Canadians. 

The Gosford report was vehemently protested against 

by Lord Brougham and Mr. Roebuck, who did not mince 

matters, but predicted the rebellion and outlined a probable 

war with the neighbouring republic. 

But Lord John Russell, like Sir Francis Bond Head, 

did not anticipate a rebellion. 

Lord Gosford had found his task more difficult than he 

expected. His predecessor, Sir James Kempt, had done 

his best and failed, through no fault of his own but 

_ because there was a determination in the majority of his 

subjects not to be satisfied. Lord Gosford tried the effect 

of a proclamation as an antidote for revolutions. But the 

habitants tore it to shreds, crying, ‘A bas le proclama- 

tion! Vive Papineau, vive la liberté, point de despotisme,” 

and made their enthusiasm sacred by holding their meet- 

ings at parish church doors. Papineau was omnipotent ; 

one would imagine ubiquitous, for he seems everywhere. 

He made the tour of the northern bank of the St. Law- 

rence, while his supporters, Girouard and Lafontaine, 

took the southern, making the excited people still more 

discontented. In after years, as a refugee in Paris, Papi- 

neau disclaimed any practical treason at this time: “‘ None 

of us had prepared, desired, or foreseen armed resistance.” 

“Yet the pikes were further sharpened, and the firelocks 

looked to; and at St. Thomas (Que.) alone sixty men on 

horseback, carrying flags and maple boughs, preceded him, 
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and following him were several pieces of artillery and the 

remainder of the two thousand people who formed his 

procession. Bishop Lartigue, a relative of Papineau, 

warned his people to beware of revolt, declaring himself 

impelled by no external influence, only actuated by motives 

of conscience. Addressing one hundred and forty priests, 

he used unmistakable terms as to how they were to resist 

rebellion in the people ; no Roman Catholic was permitted 

to transgress the laws of the land, nor to set himself up 

against lawful authority. He even speaks of ‘the Govern- 

ment under which we have the happiness to live,” while 

his relative was contending that the yoke on the necks of 

the Canadians was made in a fashion then obsolete—the 

Stuart pattern. But he spoke too late; his people were 

beyond his control, and they in turn condemned clerical 

interference in politics, and the curé in charge at the 

combustible Two Mountains had his barns burned in 

answer to his exhortation. On the first Monday of every 

month these sons of Liberty, organized by Storrow Brown, 

met—‘‘Son projet réuissoit a merveille, chaque jours le 

corps augmentoit en nombre et déja de pareilles sociétés se 

formaient dans la campagne.” 

The chronic state of eruption in unhappy Lower Canada 

had intervals of quiet only when some governor, with 

manners of oil and policy of peace, made an interregnum. 

All time was not like that of the little Reign of Terror, 

full of fear and arbitrary measures, after the suppression 

of Le Canadien and the arrest of the judges; but the 

country felt itself to be a plaything of not much more 

weight than the cushion dandled by Melbourne or the 

feather blown about by that minister of deceptive manner. 

The famous Ninety-two Resolutions embodied the Canadian 

view of what was wrong, and the remedy for it. Papineau, 
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their author, owed much in their construction to his col- 

league, M. Morin, a gentle, polite man of letters, with the 

suave manners of a divine, who neither looked nor acted 

the conspirator, despite his many fiery words—as fervid as 

those of the idol of the people, the eloquent leader in 

Canadian debate, who was nightly carried home to his 

hotel on the shoulders of the enthusiastic crowd. 

“ Since the origin and language of the French-Canadians 

have become a pretext for vituperation, for exclusions, for 

their meriting the stigma of political inferiority, for depri- 

vation of our rights and ignoring public interests, the 

Chamber hereby enters its protest against such arrogant 

assumptions, and appeals against them to the justice of the 

King and Parliament of Great Britain, likewise to the 

honourable feeling of the whole British people. The 

numerical though not dominant majority of this colony 

are not themselves disposed to esteem lightly the con- 

sideration which they inherit from being allied in blood 

to a nation equal, at least, to Britain in civilization and 

excelling her in knowledge of the arts and sciences—a 

nation, too, now the worthy rival of Britain for its 

institutions.” 

Certain it is, the policy of the British Clique, so called,. 

was moulded more upon old than new country needs and 

ideas, and was suited to the times of George I. and Louis 

XIV. more than to the dawn of the Victorian era. But 

tis always darkest the hour before day, and the torch 

lighted by Papineau was unfortunately to make conflagra- 

tion as well as illumination. It was the old, old story of 

theorists and political agitators exciting popular discontent 

and alarm more than the occasion warranted, by exaggera- 

tions retarding instead of speeding a cause, with another 

story of procrastination and cross-purposes from the 
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Mother Country. Further, history was corroborated in 

that a demagogue ends as a tyrant. A super-loyal news- : 

paper did not hesitate to say that the only way to calm 

Canada was to purge the Colonial Office from King 

g, and to do so by one huge peti- 

tion to Majesty signed by every Canadian from Quebec to 

Amherstburg. For Lord Glenelg, with the best inten- 

tions in the world, had a positive genius for doing the 

Stephen down to Glenel 

wrong thing. 

But even such evidences of ignorance as did arrive by 

despatches and otherwise did not warrant, in the minds of 

many Liberals, the overthrow of a monarchy. They made 

allowance for good disposition in the abstract, and spoke 

of “ want of knowledge and characteristic apathy.” The 

influence of these men cannot now be overestimated. 

They were then looked upon with suspicion by either side, 

for they recognized that gigantic obstacles and class exclu- 

sions were to be met; a recognition which lessened the 

credit of their heartfelt ‘Je suis loyal.” On the other 

hand, a good many French Canadians were made to join 

the rebel side by intimidation. 

If the assurance of “Je suis loyal” did not come 
quickly enough some inoffensive Frenchman would find 

himself popped into the guardhouse, and the results of 

jealousy and over-zeal have left us many absurd stories. 

A county M.P., at the Chateau one sultry evening, seeing 

the rest all busy at ice-cream, asked for some. The 

Canadian Solon took a huge spoonful, his first taste of 

such a delicacy. With a feeling of rage at’ what he 

thought an insult, or at least neglect, he cried out what is 

translated into, ‘‘ You abominable rascal, had this been for 

an Englishman you would have taken the chill off.” 

No more condemnatory record exists of the British 
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Clique than that left of it in its earliest days by Governor 

Murray, a man not likely, to judge by the personal 

anecdotes we have of his reign, to be accused of French 

proclivities. For a time everything was given a French 

turn, and “Don’t moushify me,” in the words of an 

eminent literary man, showed the essence of British feel- 

ing of the day. 

Although Murray said the ignorance of the French- 

_ Canadian and his devotion to his priest ran together, and 

that the veneration was in proportion to the ignorance, he 

has to say also that, with the exception of nineteen Pro- 

testant families and a few half-pay officers, most of the 

British population were traders, followers of the army, 

men of mean education. All had their fortunes to make: 

“I fear few are solicitous about the means when the end 

can be obtained. . . . The most immoral collection of 

men I ever knew, of course little calculated to make the 

new subjects enamoured with our laws, religion and 

customs, and far less adapted to enforce these laws which 

are to govern.” 

Canadians were then a frugal, industrious, moral set of 

men, noblesse and peasantry alike, knit to each other by 

ties made in the time of common danger ; the former as 

much contemned by Murray’s compatriots for their 

superior birth and behaviour as the latter were by him 

for theirignorance. In his despatch to the king’s advisers 

he is particularly hard on the judge and attorney-general, 

neither of whom knew the French language,—nor, indeed, 

_ did any of the men to whom offices of greatest trust were 

bestowed by the sub-letting of posts whose property they 

became through favour. In a word, a more worthless set 

of officials could not be gathered together than that which 

carried out the beginning of British rule in Lower Canada. 
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Haphazard circumstance placed them where they were, and 

they scrupled not to make themselves paramount. 

This oligarchy, made up “of the driftwood of the army 

and manned by buccaneers of the law, knew how to seize 

occasion and circumstance;” and the governors, “ fascinated 

by these oflicial anacondas, fell into their folds and became 

their prey, were their puppets and servants, and made 

ministers of them instead of ministering to them.” 

Papineau contended that when all the people in any 

country unanimously repudiate a bad law it is thereby 

abrogated. To which sentiment Mr. Stuart responded, 

«This is rebellion.” Unfortunately, with many high in 

office, some governors included, any measure of opposition 

meant rebellion, and, like Mr. Stuart, they did not hesi- 

tate to say so. 

Papineau, and those whom he represented, looked upon 

the British Government as a mélange of old usages, old 

charters, old fictions, and prejudices old and new, new and 

old corruptions, the right of the privileged few to govern 

the mass. The boasted “image and transcript” in Canada 

was called by them a veritable Jack-~o-lantern, a chameleon 

that assumed colour as required. 

In Papineau’s interview with Lord Bathurst some years 

before rebellion, that nobleman, after allowing that diffi- 

culties existed, blaming remoteness from England and 

nearness to the United States as aggravating circumstances, 

asked for only twenty-five years of patriotic resignation to 

what he considered a hard but, under the circumstances, 

natural state of things. But Papineau’s Utopia differed 
from Lord Bathurst’s; and he told him so. 

It was now that it came to be acknowledged there was 

something more powerful than Parliament, governor, or 

priest. That was opinion after it had spoken in print. 
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On being asked how much treason a man might write and 
not be in danger of criminal prosecution, Horne Tooke 
replied : “I don’t know, but I am trying to find out.” 
Where anything belonging to Majesty, even so remotely as 
an article in the military stores, was irreverently treated, 
the article in question became of importance through the 
importance of its royal owner, and treason could lurk in a 
misused garment. 

‘** For grosser wickedness and sin, 

As robbery, murder, drinking gin,”’ 

the penalties were then heavy indeed ; but the nature of 

treason, according to the Common Law of England, ‘is 

vague, and judges were sometimes put to rare shifts to find 

it. Evidently it did not always dwell in the heart alone, 

but on occasion could be found by a diligent judge con- 

siderably below that organ. A tailor, tried for the murder 

of a soldier, had the following peroration tacked on to his 

death sentence by a judge who was loyal enough to have 

been a Canadian : 

«¢ And not only did you murder him, but you did thrust, 

or push, or pierce, or project, or propel the lethal weapon 

through the belly-band of his breeches, which were His 

Majesty’s !” 

“To slay a judge under specified circumstances ” was also 

a count in treason, and this knight of the bodkin doubtless 

longed to thrust his tool into his wordy antagonist. But 

as a phrenologist has told us, the judge could best illus- 

trate his bump of veneration by the feeling with which 

Tories of the old school regarded their sovereign. In 

Canada a man had not to show sedition in order to be 

suspended; for there was a law to banish him if he 

were “about to endeavour to alienate the minds of His 
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Majesty’s subjects . . . from his person or Govern- 

ment.” She foreshadowed the methods of the Mikado ; 

when it was desired to punish a man “a crime was in- 

vented to suit his case ”—-an inversion of the punishment 

fitting the crime. Sir James Mackintosh succeeded in 

passing two bills lessening the list of crimes punished by 

hanging; but Lord Eldon demurred at the noose being 

done away with in case of five shillings worth of shop- 

lifting, as the small tradesmen would be ruined. ‘Then, 

why not quartering and other horrors for treason 4 

They certainly left no stone unturned in Canada to find 

out details in matters of treason or libel. The John Bull 

and other English papers handled some cases without 

gloves ; but it was reserved for Canada to show what could 

be done with printers’ ink. The type fairly flew into place 

under the willing fingers of compositors who were also 

politicians. Minerva in the printing office is oftentimes 

undignified. She seems to have been particularly so in the 

case of Le Canadien, a paper founded in 1806. Its wood- 

cut frontispiece had the arms and emblems of Canada, with 

two beavers hard at work biting the slender tie which 

attached the scroll to the insignia of Great Britain, and, 

of course, a suitable motto. Two reporters of that stormy 

time added to the excitement of the Assembly by throwing 

assafcetida on the stoves. The odour was insupportable, 

and the too enthusiastic scribes were taken in charge by 

the sergeant-at-arms. Like many others whose freedom 

that functionary sought to curtail, they could not be found 

when wanted. When the type, paper and presses of Le 

Canadien office, under a warrant from Judge Sewell, were 
seized in 1810, the magistrate, attended by a file of sol- 

diers, removed all to the vaults of the Courthouse. This act, 

with the long imprisonment without trial which followed, 
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was considered one of the most arbitrary committed since 

Hanoverian rule began. The printers were arrested, as 

were also the leading members of the Assembly, Messrs. 

Pierre Bedard, Tachereau and Blanchet. When some of 

these members had been admitted to the bar, M. Perrault, 

one of those discreet men who were the saving of their 

country, patriotic but prudent, made the caustic remark : 

‘So many men forced to steal in order to make a living! 

I shall certainly yet see some of you hanged.” It was 

quite easy to hang a man in days when the death penalty 

covered an incredible number of offences, when a boy 

could receive that sentence for killing a cow or a child 

for stealing sweets from a pastry cook’s window. So M. 

Perrault had a margin for his prediction. This half-jocular 

condemnation of the legal profession was prevalent to 

a degree which made many believe that in a corner of the 

Protestant hell, which was separate from and hotter than 

the Roman Catholic one, was a place reserved for lawyers. 

“There they will have a little hell of their own, and even 

well lighted for them to see each other the better ; and 

there, after having deceived their poor clients on earth, 

they will tear each other to pieces without the devil having 

the bother of helping them.” 

In 737, when three of the members had become judges, 

Perrault made his pun by saying, ‘I have often pre- 

dicted that I should see some of you hanged (pendw) ; 

there are now three of you suspended (suspendu), which 

is nearly the same thing.” Those who were partners in 

guilt in the writings of this “seditious paper” were sent to 

gaol, and we learn that the article which gave chief offence 

was one entitled ‘“‘Take hold of your nose by the tip.” 

Maladministration was evidently malodorous. Such pro- 

ceedings naturally caused excitement, and the fears of 
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those in power made them redouble the city guards and 

patrols. 

But if Le Canadien had been conducted with animosity, 

it was also marked by much ability. Nor had it a 

monopoly of the former. The Anglo-Canadian papers, too, 

knew how to be bitter and violent. The press of those 

times indulged in wonderful prophecies. But the future 

is in the lap of the gods, so said the more knowing 

ancients ; and if any of those ’37 prophecies had the flavour 

of truth it is to be found in those of the contemned 

Reformers. 

Early in the century Judge Sewell had got into 

trouble. He was accused of usurping parliamentary 

authority, by undue influence persuading the Governor 

(Craig) to dissolve the House and also to address the 
members in an insulting manner ; and later there were the 
Bedards’ affairs. Judge Monk was also accused. Judge 
Sewell went to London to defend himself, which he did to 
such good purpose, backed by the influence of Prince 
Kdward, that he gained the ear and confidence of Lord 
Bathurst. His explanations were accepted, and fresh 
favours were in store for him from the incoming Governor 
Sherbrooke. 

Although “each new muddler” blamed his predecessor 
for his own misgovernment, the tasks falling to the 
Governors were not easy. Under Kempt came up the 
question of giving legal status to Jews and Methodists, 
the question regarding the former going back some twenty 
years, when, under the administration of “ little king 
Craig,” there was endless trouble over Mr. Ezekiel Hart’s 
presence in the House, lWxpelled and returned alternately, 
Hart was doubly obnoxious as a Jew and an Englishman, 

—ss . 
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penitence.” The humbler sort began no dangerous work, 

such as roofing, without a prayer. With heads uncovered, 

the workers knelt down, while some one of the oldest of 

the company recited the prayer to which all made response 

and Amen. Nor was thanksgiving omitted when the 

harvest firstfruits were sold at the door of the parish 

church. Close by the housewife’s bedhead hung her 

chaplet, black temperance cross and bottle of holy water ; 

from the last the floor was sprinkled before every thunder- 

storm. And nothing was done by natural agency. Even 

the old, worn-out curé, who met death by the bursting of 

the powder-magazine on board the ship in which he was 

returning to France, was ‘‘ blown into heaven.” 

_ But once the primitive ones left their village they were 

much at sea, and we have a member for Berthier, whom we 

shall credit as being both pious and Tory, arriving in Que- 

bec with his wife one winter’s evening in his traineau. 

They drew up at the parliamentary buildings and surveyed 

the four-and-twenty windows above them, wondering which 

one would fall to their lot for the season. They descended, 

boxes and bundles after them, rapped at the door and pre- 

sented their compliments to the grinning messenger. ‘He 
was the member for Berthier, and this was Madame his 

wife ;” they had brought their winter’s provisions with 
them, and all in life needed to allow him to pursue his 
work of serving his country as a statesman was a cooking 
stove, which he looked to a paternal government to supply. 
When told that not one of the four-and-twenty windows 
belonged to him, and that family accommodation did not 
enter into the estimates, the member from Berthier stowed 
his wife and bundles back in the traineau, gave his steed 
a smart cut, and indignantly and forever turned his back 
upon the Legislative walls of his province, 
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these officers; he had made an insolent reply—‘“ The pre- 

tension of the Governor to interrogate me respecting my 

conduct at St. Laurent is an impertinence which I repel 

with contempt and silence ”—to the Governor’s secretary, 

and had to suffer for it. The political compact called the 

Confederation of the Six Counties was governed by some 

of those so dismissed, and they all grew still more enthusi- 

astic from the sight of such banner legends as ‘ Papineau 

and the Elective System,” “Our Friends of Upper Can- 

ada,” ‘‘ Independence.” The Legislative Council was pic- 

torially represented by a skull and cross bones, and the 

declaration of the rights of man was voiced. 

In addition to present troubles there was a perpetual 

harking back at these meetings to old scores, impelling 

“the people to wrestle with the serried hordes of their 

oppressors in the bloody struggles which must intervene ” 

before “the injured, oppressed, and enslaved Canadian” 

could escape from “the diabolical policy of England.” 

There was a liberty pole, and Papineau, burning, ener- 

getic, flowery of speech, promised all things as crown 

to laudable effort ‘‘in the sacred cause of freedom.” It 
was a Canada ‘regenerated, disenthralled, and blessed 
with a liberal government” which the prophetic speech 

of Papineau had foreshadowed ; and the “ lives, fortunes, 

and sacred honour” of his hearers were there and then 
pledged with his own to aid in that regeneration. That 

‘“‘Frenchified Englishman,” Dr. Wolfred Nelson, also 
spoke; and Girod,—a Swiss, who taught agriculture in 
a Quebec school for boys, got up by that true patriot 
Perrault,—destined shortly for a tragic fate, was there. 
At this meeting Papineau thought he had set a ball 
rolling which would not easily be stopped. Already it 
was careering in an unpleasantly rapid manner. He 
deprecated the use of arms, and advised as punishment to 
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England that nothing should be bought from her. This 

reprisal on the nation of shopkeepers Nelson thought a 

peddling policy ; that the time was come for armed action, 

not pocket inaction. Papineau’s opinion was disappoint- 

ing to the fiery wing of the Confederation. Again did 

Bishop Lartigue warn generally against evil counsels, re- 

minding his flock that a cardinal rule of the Church was 

obedience to the powers that be; and every one of his 

clergy echoed him. 

“Tl n’y a que le premier pas qui cofite ” was once oddly 

applied by a lady who heard a canon of the Church say that 

St. Piat, after his head was cut off, walked two leagues 

with it in his hand. She could not gainsay such an 

authority, so said, ‘‘I can quite believe it. On such occa- 

sions the first step is the only difficulty.” 

Alas, many at these meetings were to exhibit the price 

of a first step; heads were to come off and necks to be 

broken, and every step in that blood-stained via doloroso 

which led to the Union, to the righting of Englishmen’s 

and Frenchmen’s wrongs, to establishing Canadian rights 

to be French or British, was to cost bitterly,—cost how 

bitterly only one can know who reads the story in its 

human aspect, not politically alone. It is a strange thing 

that privileges so purely British as those asked for, the aboli- 

tion of the death sentence except in case of murder, “ that 

chimera called Responsible Government,” the unquestioned 

use of a national language in public affairs, freedom of the 

press, should have been asked for by Frenchmen, denied 

by Englishmen, and fought for to the death by many of 

each nationality. 

All time from the Conquest to the Rebellion seems to 

belong to the latter event. For the causes of it reach back 

by perspective into Misrule, making a vanishing point in 

Mistake. 



More Banetul Domination. 

“ Away with those hateful distinctions of English and Canadian.” 
—Epwarp Duk or KENT. ~ 

TrEASON always labours under disadvantage when it 

makes preliminary arrangements ; and it is often obliged 

to found combinations on defective data, not reckoning 

upon disturbing forces and the sudden appearance of the 

unforeseen. But if so in ordinary cases, what must it 

have been when, in Upper Canada, sympathy with the 

French and dissatisfaction with existing Upper Cana- 

dian institutions ended in a determination to combine 

forces and make a common cause. 

Each province had its distinct enemies ; but distance 

was one common to both. They were divided from the 

metropolis and arsenal of the Empire by ocean, storm, and 

wooden ships; and tracts of native roadless wilderness, 

long stretches of roads of mud and corduroy, and the in- 

tercepting reserve, helped to keep manfrom man. <A huge 

place ; and the badness of its affairs was in proportion to 

its size. With no hint of the future iron belt from 

Atlantic to Pacific, all travel was by stage, a painful 

mode, and costing some $24.00 from Montreal to Toronto ; 

or if by water, in long flat-bottomed bateaux rowed bf 

four men, Durham boat, barge, or the new ventures, steam- 

boats, where as yet passenger quarters were in the hold. 

The element of Upper Canada was crude, and the home- 

sick letters of the new-come emigrants sighed over the rude 
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surroundings. But perhaps the rudest thing which the 

settlers of 37 found was the apology for a form of govern- 

ment then offered to them. An idea had prevailed in the 

home countries that Canada was the best of the colonies. 

But this idea was dispelled by Mackenzie; those of his 

earlier writings which reached Britain rendered such a 

sorry account of Canadian happiness that people who had 

confidence in his book thought twice before they risked 

fortune in what evidently had become his country through 

necessity. 

Some time previous to the publication of his book 

(“Sketches of Canada and the United States”), he had 

been good enough to write Lord Dalhousie, “So far, your 

Lordship’s administration is just and reasonable.” To him 

Canadian affairs were like a falling barometer, soon to end 

in storm, and there was every ground for the statement of 

a United States editor that Mackenzie constituted himself 

the patron or the censor of the race. 

“Oh, England is a pleasant place for them that’s rich and high, 

But England is a cruel place for such poor folk as I.” 

There was no iron hand in a silken glove about the oli- 

garchy ; the hand was always in evidence to Mackenzie and 

his kind, and Canada was not a whit better than Kingsley’s 

apostrophized land. 

It is easy at this time of day to cast reflections upon the 

ruling class of that period, a class chiefly composed of sons 

of officers in the army and navy, for the most part gentle- 

men in the conventional sense of the term—a crime laid to 

their charge by some who could not forgive it. They 

naturally came to centre in themselves all offices of honour 

and emolument; and the governors, all gentle if some 

foolish, looked to them for counsel and support, before 
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time was allowed for reflection, the governors so cleverly 

governed that they knew it not. Gifts of the Crown 

naturally followed, and the great Pact grew richer, along- 

side of that older Compact of the sister province. It isa 

case for “put yourself in his place.” The burden and heat 

of the day had fallen on these men ; they but followed the 

instinct to reap where one has strawed, and carried out to 

the letter the axiom that unlimited power is more than 

mortal is framed to bear. 

“The tyrannical government of palace pets” furnishes 

pages of misgovernment. It took a clear head, a steady 

will and a true heart to cling to British connection and the 

Union Jack, when desperation made some determined to 

be rid of the Toronto rule, which was to them odious, 

unjust, intolerable. And yet, when we review that epoch 

of dissolution and transformation, the errors and_short- 

comings of either party, the two sides of the dispute stand 

out so clearly that we wonder anyone could then think he 

was altogether right. ‘“Flayed with whips and scorped 

with scorpions,” one side said, ‘“‘ there is no alternative but 

a tame, unmanly submission or a bold and vigorous 

assertion of our rights as freemen ;” while the other, by 

the mouth of its governor, likened Canada, standing in 

“the flourishing continent of North America,” to a “girdled 

tree with drooping branches.” Certainly, the simile was 

good; and with all justice to the side of Tory or Reformer, 

Royalist, Rebel, Loyalist and Loyalist, a retrospective 
glance discloses a knife on either side busy at the process 

of girdling. ‘What is the best government on earth?” 
asks a school-book in use in Duncombe’s District and 
printed in Boston for Canadian schools; “A Republican 
Government like the United States,” is the unqualified 
next line. ‘“ What is the worst government on earth?” 
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—-** A Monarchical Government like that of England and 

Canada.” ‘Can the King of England order any man’s 

head cut off and confiscate his property ?”—* Yes.” “ Will 

you, if the occasion arrives, rise up and rebel against such 

a government as yours, and join the States ?”—‘“ Yes, with 

all my power and influence.” The Yankee school-master, 

a chief agent of this propaganda, was one of the first 
prisoners. 

The Family Compact believed the chief beauty of govern- 

ment to be simplicity, the foremost tenet loyalty to one 

another. But men outside the Pact, every whit as much 

gentlemen and each in turn bearing his part of that heat 

and burden, awoke to a sense of individualism, each to 

realize that he was a unit in the commonweal. 

The forerunner of the new dispensation was Robert 

Gourlay. And what and if his sorrows had so overwhelmed 

his wits, he yet was the founder of public opinion in Upper 

Canada; nor is it less true that the first outcome of his 

martyrdom was that life was made harder for those who 

dared to follow where he had failed. 

‘Whaur ye gaun, Sawndie?” ‘EH’en to the club just 

to conthradick a bit ;” and Mackenzie, right as he was in 

many points, leaves us in no doubt as to his descent and 

his ability to “conthradick” for pure love of so doing. 

Also his club covered a wide area, and his influence over a 

tract as wide as his ability to contradict was phenomenal. 

Passing the line between the Canadas, Glengarry showed 

the change from French to British ways. Not only were 

the features and tongues of the inhabitants different, but 

- there was an entire absence of that thrifty, snug cot- 

tage comfort which distinguished the half-brother below. 
With outsides unfinished, no taut lines about them, both 

houses and original huts proclaimed a people undaunted 
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by obstacles and surmounting them by indifference to 

detail. Here all were loyal. Stories of the famous 

Glengarry Fencibles of 1812 took up the leisure hours, 

and the spirit of the Loyalist fighting bishop was para- 

mount. That prelate would not tell his people how to 

vote, but he talked of “these radicals who aim at the 

destruction of our Holy Religion ;” and this word to those 

already wise was sufficient. 

Next came Prescott, once La Galette, well built on a 

rocky prominence, the site of a former entrenchment, a 

place mentioned in old French diaries from the time of La 

Salle, the white of its tall, massive tower, roofed with a 

tin dome and built out on a rounding point covered with 

evergreen, making an abrupt feature in the river bank. 

Enormous sails flapping in the breeze proclaimed its func- 

tions, and a fort in process of erection, not having a 

moiety of its aggressive strength of appearance, lay near it. 

Here the people were of two minds, many ready to be 

sympathisers in a movement though lacking the force to 

be leaders ; prominent men, some of them, and wishing 

for a lead, while others, living in the remote shadow of 

the dominant ‘party, were so securely attached to crown 
and flag that they were ready to defend that party for 
the sake of the flag whose exclusive property it seemed to 
be. 

Farther on, as the river broadened towards the chain 
of lakes, came Kingston, its “agreeable, genteel society 
accommodated in houses of stone and wood,” also much 
divided by party. In the harbour ships of war stood 
close to the shore, where blockhouse and fort com- 
manded the entrance. Fort Henry, begun in ’32, had 
by February, ’36, cost England more than £50,000; 
its area did not exceed an acre, the walls, massive 
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outworks and aspect evidently conveniently designed 

for the success of the enemy. A few more years 

were required for its completion and to level the glacis ; 

but although unfinished it was to be the theatre of a tra- 

gedy. In its finished state it has been described as a 
colossal monument to military stupidity. From the top 

of the inner fort lie in view the famous “cow pasture,” 

Dead Man’s Bay where some fourteen men were drowned 

during construction of the fort on Cedar Island, and Shoal 

Tower, all points of arrest to the eye in that ever-beautiful 

scene. Several old war-ships left from 1812 were in 1831 

kept at the dockyards, shingled over and protected, some 

fated later to be sunk as useless, one to be burnt to the 

water's edge. Hard by there was a dockyard, furnished 

with every article of naval stores required for the equip- 

ment of ships of war. Two seventy-fours, a frigate, a sloop 

of war and eleven gunboats reposed under cover on stocks. 

They were not planked, but men employed for the purpose 

replaced-decaying bits of timber, and it was estimated that 

in little more than a month they could be got ready for 

sea. Immense sums had been expended during that war 

upon unnecessary things, unaccountable ignorance having 

sent the woodwork of the frigate Psyche to a country 

where it could have been provided on the spot at one- 

hundredth of the expense and in one-tenth of the time 

necessary to convey it there. Even wedges had been sent, 

and the Admiralty, full of salt-water notions, was paternal 

enough to include a full supply of water casks for use on 

Lake Ontario, where a bucket overboard could draw 

up water undreamed of by Jack tars, from a reservoir 

through which flowed nearly half the fresh water supply 

of the globe. Clearly, details of geography were not 

included in the lists for those bright youths who were 
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preparing for the Admiralty, and nowhere in Canada was 

the foolish touch of a prodigal-handed parent seen, to 

more advantage than in Kingston. 

Across the lake at Sackett’s Harbour was a ship of 102 

guns, apparently put together in a substantial manner in 

forty days from the day the first tree used in her construc- 

tion was cut down. Peace declared, she was never launched ; 

and, agreeably to the terms of the treaty, which called for 

the abolition of an armed force on the lakes, six or seven 

more American vessels were sunk in the harbour and, 

in the parlance of their owners, were “ progressing to 

dissolution.” Green timber might have proved as good a 

vehicle for the squandering of money as imported wedges 

and water-casks. 

But although there was then this show of vessels in 

Kingston, a practical military man of ’37 records that the 

dockyard was a grazing ground, that the Royal Engineers’ 

department did naught but patch up barracks in much the 

same state as the ships, not a ship, boat, sail or oar was 

_ available, and that sad havoc had been made by the 

twenty-two years of profound peace and disuse in harness, 

waggons, carriages, limbers, wheels, drag-ropes and other 

munitions of war. The powder would not light, and 

moths had destroyed blankets and bedding. Artillery. 

with no horses to the guns, and part of the 66th regiment, 
represented the military force at the half-finished fort. 

At Kingston Her Majesty’s accession was proclaimed on 
a certain Monday in August of ’37 by Mr. Sheriff Bullock 
and the other authorities, but “ the procession was meagre 
and pitiful in the extreme.” And this state of affairs was 
because of the dislike ‘manifested by many to petticoat 
government.” 

Farther on, the peninsula of Prince Edward should have 
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been the very paradise of loyalty if any inference were to 

be made from its nomenclature : Adolphusburg, Maryburg, 

Sophiasburg, a transatlantic inventory of major and minor 

royalties. But, although it had sent forth a Hagerman, the 

Bidwells were there too, all champions in the coming 

struggle for what each loyally believed to be the right. 

Every town and hamlet along that immense waterway had 

heard the call of Mackenzie from either lips or pen, and 

some dwellers in each had responded. 

With York is reached the centre of grievance, the house 

of hate, where the principals in the coming struggle dwelt 

‘in a succession of patched-up peace, revolts, domineering 

unfairness, harsh punishments and secret reprisals, a pano- 

~ramic play in which the first act was tyranny and the last 

revolution. Some of the by-play reads childishly enough. 

‘Mackenzie’s stationery shop in King Street contained 

window decorations of the most soul-harrowing kind, and 

all belonging to the era of belief in eternal punishment. 

The asperities of Mackenzie’s truly Presbyterian enjoyment 

had not yet been softened by a Farrar or a Macdonnell. 

The prints there displayed depicted Sir Francis Bond 

Head, Hagerman, Robinson, Draper and Judge Jones 

as squirming in all the torments of a realistic hell, relieved 

_ by sketches of a personal devil whose barbed tail was used 

as a transfixing hook for one or other of these Tories, the 

more conveniently to spit and cook him. The Canadian 

ejaculations of former times, ‘‘ May an Iroquois broil me,” 

or “Tors mon Ame au bout d’un piquet” (Twist my soul on 

the end of a fence rail), were forever routed. Like Pope 

and an interrogation point, Mackenzie was a little thing 

who would ask questions, any crookedness about him being 

the peculiar twists and turns made possible by nature to 

his rapier-like tongue. His paper heralded the day of 
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Carlyle and Doré, anticipating the former’s ‘ gloomy 

procession of the nations going to perdition, America the 

advance guard.” When he thus bearded these lions in 

their dens they promptly called—through the government 

organ —for the suppression of the first issue of this obnox- 

ious paper; further, that the editor should be banished, 

and the entire edition confiscated. Vituperative, he had a 

command of uncomfortable words fitted to every cireum- 

stance, his ability to scent out abuses phenomenal. But 

he was not banished, nor his pen and pencil confiscated, 

nor yet did his influence stop at this point in the long 

journey from Glengarry to Windsor. And why should 

such a pen be confiscated? While the Family Compact 

were expelling Mackenzie, imprisoning Collins, and hunting 

to death any poor stray printer who dared put his want of 

admiration of them in type, no less great a person than 

their King was feign to be out of his wits because he was 

not only libelled but had no redress. He laments the 

existence of “sucha curse . . . asa licentious and 

uncontrolled press,” and of a state of things which renders 

the law with respect to libellers and agitators a dead letter. 

Poor King, happy Family Compact; Canada had no dead 

laws if the people who administered them wished them 

quick. ‘The Irish agitators, the reviews and, above all, 

the press, continue to annoy the King exceedingly;” but 
Earl Grey said the only way with newspaper attacks was 
the Irish way, “to keep never minding.” Also Lord 
Goderich writes to Sir John Colborne in 732: “I must 
entirely decline, as perfectly irrelevant to any practical 
question, the inquiry whether at a comparatively remote 
period prosecutions against the editors of newspapers were 
improperly instituted or not.” It is needless to look beyond 
Mr. Mackenzie’s journal to be convinced that there is no 
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latitude which the most ardent lover of free discussion 

ever claimed for such writers which is not enjoyed in 

Upper Canada. Had he looked beyond Mr. Mackenzie’s 

journal he would have found the Reformers called “juggling, 

illiterate boobies—a tippling band—mountebank riffraff— 

a saintly clan—Mackenzie a _politico-religious juggler.” 

The Reform Parliament was ‘the league of knave and 

fool—a ribald conclave ;” and Mr. Ryerson, when under a 

temporary cloud, was called “a man of profound hypocrisy 

and unblushing effrontery, who sits blinking on his perch 

like Satan when he perched on the tree of life in the shape 

of a cormorant, to meditate the ruin of our first parents 

in the Garden of Eden!” 

Following the frontier line, Niagara, looking like a 

“dilapidated hennery,” had not much in the aspect of its 

feeble fort to awe the rebellious spirits. They remem- 

bered the cruel sufferings of Gourlay, the demolition 

of Forsyth’s property, and could not be awed back into 

what had technically come to be known as loyalty by any 

associations of ‘‘ Stamford,” or by the leavening power of 

the U. E. Loyalism which abounded in that district. 

Thence on to the hamlets of Dunnville and Port Dover, 

past the Dutch settlement called the Sugar Loaves—six 
conical hills rising from the low ground near the lake—to 

where that old lion, Colonel Talbot, perched midway be- 

tween Niagara and Detroit, on Lake Erie, dared any 

among his many settlers to name a grievance. Thence to 

Amherstburg and Windsor, and on to Goderich, youngest 

of them all, and beyond which was primeval wilderness, a 

matted and mighty forest on which clouds and thick dark- 

ness still rested—known only to the savage, the wild beast, 

or perhaps to some stoic of the woods who was hustled out 

of his dream of quiet by the hunt after that ever-receding 
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point of the compass, the West. Over such an area did 

the influence of this small, almost childish figure of a man 

extend. And up and down the land within this water- 

bound border, in outlying interior townships, did his 

message penetrate until, as the seasons advanced and the 

times grew ripe, he seemed to hold within the hollow of 

his small palm—a palm never crossed with gold—the 

power for which Governor and Council schemed without 

tiring or maintained by the right of might. 

As early as ’34 the Canadian Alliance had been 

formed, not local in aim, but ‘ entering into close alliance 

with any similar association that may be found in 

Lower Canada or other colonies.” The democratic ten- 

dency of its resolutions caused it to be called revolutionary 

by the governmental party ; but then anything outside of 

that party was “rebel.” When matters focused between 

Sir Francis and that which he called his ‘“ low-bred 

antagonist, democracy,” evenly balanced persons became 

“notorious republicans ;” Postmaster Howard, who came 

of ultra-loyal stock, was deposed from office chiefly because 

his son, a lad of ten, read a radical newspaper ; and we 

find an “ old dyed-in-the-wool Tory, a writer of some note,” 

afterwards saying : ‘“ When I look back over events which 

were thought all right by the Loyalists of those times, I 

only wonder there were not thousands of Mackenzies and 

Papineaus.” Might with the Loyalists made right; Mr. 

Hagerman would not ‘stoop to enquire whether this act 

was right or wrong, it was sufficient for him the House 

had done it.” It was clear, too, that the Chief-Justice 

himself was no student of George III. in the meaning of 

the word ‘‘mob,” and it was exasperating to the last to 

hear themselves spoken of as “a few individuals,” their 

serious conclaves as ‘casual meetings,” their petitions as 

‘got up by somebody or other.” 
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The Alliance was pledged to disseminate its principles 

and educate the people by gratuitous issues of political 

pamphlets and sheets. The series of meetings organized 

to bring the people together showed sympathy with 

Papineau throughout. Lloyd was the trusted messenger 

sent to convey that sympathy ; but at first it was not a 

sympathy backed up by physical force. ‘‘ Much may be 

done without blood” was the keynote of its temperate 

tone. Yet, as where Papineau’s own disclaimers of physi- 

cal force were heard, in Upper Canada the meeting ended 

in drill; Brown Besses were furbished up, and the clink 

of the blacksmith’s hammer might be heard in any forest 

forge busy fashioning into shape the pikes which were 

made in such shape as to be equally happy in ripping or 

‘stabbing. 

In November, 737, Papmeau sent despatches to Upper 

Canada by the hands of M. Dufort, with an appeal for 

support as soon as they should have recourse to arms there. 

The mission carried Dufort still farther west, and in 

Michigan a Council of War was held, embracing many 

names prominent in that section. Cheers for Papineau and 

“the gallant people of the sister province” were tempered 

in their enthusiasm by fears in some minds that there was 

a disposition to establish the Roman Catholic as a domi- 

nant or State Church in the Lower Province. State Church, 

they said, was one of their own most formidable enemies. 

At one meeting those composing it were called upon to 

divide, those in sympathy with Papineau to go to the right 

of the chairman. Only three remained on the left. The 

sympathy, which was general, grew more enthusiastic over 

common woes. ‘ They,” (the British) said Papineau, “are 

going to rob you of yourmoney. Your duty then is plain. 

Give them no money to steal. Keep it in your pockets.” 

Sea tae ae 
Gas 3ue...- et eee 
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The women of the country, handsome and patriotic, were 

exhorted to clothe themselves and their children in a 

way to destroy the revenue, and to assist the men to pre- 

vent the forging of chains of undue taxation and duty. 

‘‘ Henceforth there must be no peace in the province, no 

quarter for the plunderers. Agitate, agitate, agitate. 

Destroy the revenue, denounce the oppressors. Every- 

thing is lawful when: the fundamental liberties are in 

danger.” In his newspaper Mackenzie calmly discussed 

the probability of their success under the question: ‘‘Can 

the Canadians conquer?” drawing a picture of two or three 

thousand of them, headed by Mr. Speaker Papineau, 

muskets on shoulders, determined to resist and finally 

throw off British tyranny. He argued that they could 

conquer, everywhere, except that ‘old fortalice, Que- 

bec,” the daily sight of whose sombre walls, no doubt, was 

instrumental in keeping her own citizens the quietest in 

those troublous times. He pointed out how their or- 

ganization was better than dreamed of by Lord Gosford, 

how as marksmen they were more than a match for the 

British Atkins, how the garrison might possibly desert 

rather than fire, how blood would tell and Britons over the 

border come flocking to the Canadian standard; how no 

House of Commons would spend fifty or sixty millions to 

put down rebellion in what was already “a costly encum- 

brance,” and how the men who commanded these malcon- 

tents were, as already shown, renegade regular or dismissed 

militia officers. 

At one of these outside meetings emblems, devices and 

mottoes were even more significant than words. On one 

flag was a star surrounded by minor stars, a death’s head 

in the centre, with ‘ Liberty or Death ;” another showed 

“Liberty ” surrounded with pikes, swords, muskets and 
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cannon, “by way of relief to the eye.” In another deco- 

ration Father Time discarded his scythe and rested his 

hands in an up-to-date fashion on a cannon. A Liberty 

Pole one hundred feet high was contemplated in imitation 

of the Papineau pole ; but methods likely to be successful 

under skilful French management came to naught with the 

clumsier Anglo-Saxon. Certain it is, no poet had yet 

arisen from that hot-bed of poesie, treason, though dog- , 

gerel adorned many flags. The concluding lines in one 

effort show Pegasus’ attempt to settle into a steadier trot : 

, ‘*Treland will sound her harp, and wave 

Her pure green banner for your right ; 

Canadians never will be slaves— 
Up, Sons of Freedom, to the fight !” 

But Ireland’s other arm was waving a banner of a dif- 

ferent colour. Orangeman followed Liberal with the 

usual results, fights and many black eyes; horsemen then 

escorted the organizers of the meetings ; and after threats 

of assassination and guns snapping in the pan, angry 

ceavalcades of hundreds of carriages and mounted men, 

quiet at the shilelah’s point was in most instances gained. 

The pretended constitution was announced a humbug, the 

_ people living under the worst of despotism. Discontent, 

vengeance and rage were in men’s hearts. 

Two years before this period Mackenzie had visited 

Quebec, one of a deputation to cement the fellowship exist- 

ing between Reformers of the two provinces. They found 

many of their grievances identical, and their oneness in 

determination to overcome them would, it was hoped, 

- prove to Canadian and English authorities alike that “the 

‘tide was setting in with such unmistakable force against 

bad government that, if they do not yield to it before long, 
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it will shortly overwhelm them in its rapid and onward 

progress. ” | 
Truly the progress had been rapid and onward. It was 

now “Hurrah for Papineau” in every Upper Canadian 

inn where the two hundred meetings held in this year of 

37 might happen to rendezvous. And yet there were some 

who opined that Mackenzie’s bark was worse than his bite ; 

who, with Lord Gosford and the Provincial Governor, did 

not apprehend a rebellion. The province was, in the words 

of its Governor—in his opinion—more tranquil than any 

part of England; and because there was a demand for 

Union Jack flags it was argued that if people loved that 

flag they would willingly die for the oligarchy. ‘To many 

minds, the Pact was the most untrue and disloyal element 

in the province; and according to the point of view the 

sides unfurled these significant bits of red and blue bunt- 

ing, each man defining to his own satisfaction the meaning 

of that vexed word loyalty. 

The Hon. Peter McGill had said at a loyalist meeting, 

“ . . . the organization (to repel rebels), that it may 

combine both moral determination and physical force, must 

be military as well as political. There must be an army 

as well as a congress, there must be pikes and rifles as 

well as men and tongues.” The answer to these wise words, 

useful to either side as containing solid truth for each, was 

a miserable attention, an exhibition of incompetence on the 

rebel side towards that necessary military wing, and on 

the Governor’s side the answer was the removal of all the 

troops in the province. The one party was no longer the 

superior of the other; with the dreadful difference that 

there was unanimity on the loyalist side, as against jeal- 

ousies and multiplicity of leadership on the other. 

It so happened that in the year 734, partly in com- 
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pensation to him for his expulsion from the House of 
Assembly, Mackenzie had been raised to the dignity of 
first Mayor of York, and, as in the words of his own 

rhyme, changed the name to the far better Canadian one 
of Toronto : 

‘** Come hither, come hither, my little dog Ponto, 

Let’s trot down and see where Little York’s gorie to ; 

For forty big Tories, assembled in junta, 

Have murdered poor Little York in the City of Toronto.” 

Calendars tell us that the pillory was abolished in ’37. 

When reading the life of Mackenzie one would imagine 

the statement a mistake, so popular did pillory methods 

seem. So far as unmerited obloquy, misrepresentation at 

home and abroad from those who pretended to despise and 

at heart feared him, personal insult, outrage, hard words, 

kicks from men who made up in inches what they lacked 

in justice, could constitute a pillory, Mackenzie had for 

years stood in it metaphorically, the old conditions being 

carried out faithfully, since practically it had been a pun- 

ishment thought meet for authors and publishers of sedi- 

tious pamphlets. A wise man has said : ‘‘ Whereas before, 

our fathers had no other books but the score and _ tally, 

thou hast caused printing to be used ; and contrary to the 

king, his crown and dignity, thou hast built a paper mill.” 

In certain cases, too, the persecution was unpopular, and 

the intended disgrace became a species of triumph. A 

public pillory and stocks were still part of the actual 

machinery of government in Little York, and unfortu- 

nately for his own good name Mackenzie celebrated Toronto’s 

first year by using the stocks and otherwise conducting 

himself in a way mortifying to his friends, most satisfac- 

tory to his enemies, and calculated to still further alienate 
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those members of the Reform party to whom he seems to 

have been personally objectionable even when his mistakes 

of judgment did not run the length of seditious writing or 

putting women in the stocks. 

But extraordinary acts and extraordinary words were 

not confined to Canada. It was reserved for a member of 

Parliament, a British statesman, to pen words the repeti- 

tion of which alone was sufficient to overturn the feelings 

of the majority of the thinking and well-intentioned por- 

tion of the colony. Never did Tory press or Tory lips tire 

of abusing saddle-bag doctors and saddle-bag ministers as 

the purveyors of treason, the latter, in guise of Methodist 

preacher, supposed to scatter seeds of faith and sedition 

with the same hand. Strangely enough, Dr. Ryerson, the 

most prominent Methodist in the country, was Tory 

enough to provoke the wrath of the radical Mr. Hume. In 

a letter to Mackenzie, so abusive that all must wonder a 

gentleman could write it, Hume made the clergyman an 

object of abuse in words which stamped the receiver as 

well as the writer everything their most ardent enemies 

desired and believed them to be. 

That letter did more for Loyalism in Upper Canada 

than the concentrated action of Governor, oligarchy, and 

Tory press could ever do to hurt it. Mackenzie, to work 

offa private spleen of his own against Dr. Ryerson, pub- 

lished the obnoxious document without comment. Vain 

was it for its author to hasten to say “ that the misrule of 

the Government of Canada, and the monopolizing, selfish 

domination of such men as had lately (though but a sm 

faction of the people) resisted all improvement and reforiye 

would lose the countenance of the authorities in Downing 

Street, and leave the people in freedom to manage their 

own affairs.” The mischief was done. On the one hand, 
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many of Gaoranet: reputable of that body through which 
_ amelioration of condition might be hoped to come were 

gs forever divorced from a party that could voice such 

ee sentiments ; and on the other, it placed a weapon ready to 
‘ the hand of those men who, the incarnation of Toryism, 

; al honestly believed themselves to be the only conservers of 

loyalty left. Rt pres of that day, m May, 34, when the 
“eopious extracts ” were published by Mackenzie, he and 

_ oe execrated by many who, an hour 

_ before that electrical sheet was issued, had been friends or 

: : ‘The whole country was under baneful domination ; but 

- notof the motherland. Great provocations had brought 

_ Just condemnations, and the match was about to be put to 

; A the torch. The rights of the people and the prerogative 
of the Crown bade fair to become parallel lines that could 

not meet. Somé still believed in a brighter future ; but 
_ the few streaks of light which they declared they could 

discern i in that darkest hour before dawn were blood-red. 
Day was to be ushered in with much woe, although more 

_ than one writer has been found to call Rebellion “a mag- 
_ niloquent word ~ as applied to all the unsettled humours 

of the land in that episode of Canadian history. 
x _ Had Shakespeare, born to still further glory, tarried till 

Be Canadian times, he might have added a syllable or so when 
he wrote “ The devil knew what he did when he made men 
_ politic.” But then, a contemporary diary of his time tells 

us: “J have heard it stated that Mr. Shakespeare was a 

tura wit, but had not any art at all;~ and he would 

| Wave needed both to do justice to the Canadian question. 

= —— was called “the almost romantically loyal 

m population” had diverse ways of showing 

I enthuse, when (to quote Mackenzie in after 
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years), a “person known as Victoria, the sovereign of 

England and the Canadas,” came. “to keep up the 

dignity of that article called a crown.” Ze Dewms were 

sung in the French cathedrals, it is true, but many in the 

congregations rose and walked out. But at the corona- 

tion illuminations in Toronto, although one transparency 

quoted the words of the late king, ‘‘The Canadas must not 

be lost or given away,” another came as rider to it, “ The 

Constitution, the whole Constitution, and nothing but the 

Constitution.” For many in Upper Canada were as dis- 

satisfied with the portions of that system imported by 

Governor Simcoe as their French brethren were. Here as 

there the broad basis of it, the Will of the People, was a 

dead letter. 

Happily for Toronto on that occasion it had that British 

characteristic which, however Tory might abuse Whig, or 

Reformer predict the ruin of everything Tory, made all 

men unite—for the day at least—in fealty to the young 

Queen, and, more wonderful still, in good-will towards one 

another. Elsewhere there were forecasts of petticoat 

government, when ‘the speech from the throne would 

dwell chiefly on embroideries, nurseries and soap.” How 

were they to know that the slim and beautiful young 

fingers which held the sceptre were strong, tenacious, and- 

of an even touch, or that the girlish form held a mother 

heart large enough and to spare for her own and every 

bairn within her realm. 

So did the shuttles angrily fly to and fro in the warp and 

woof of coming catastrophe in the year when Her Majesty 

came into her inheritance of discontent. 



The Canadas at Westminster. 

“<I put not my faith in Princes, for that would be forgetting the 

rules of Holy Writ ; but, begging your pardon, I still put my faith 

in Peers.” 

***T am glad I am not the eldest son, said the younger Pitt when 

he heard of his father’s elevation to an earldom ; ‘I want to speak in 

the House of Commons like papa.’ ” 

“A politic caution, @ guarded circumspection, were among the 

ruling principles of our forefathers.” 

THE man who wrote the letter calculated to create 

trouble and promote that already begun was quite a per- 

sonage in the Radical wing of the House of Commons. A 

Scotchman from Montrose, born in 1777, he was son of a 

captain of a trading vessel; the father’s early death left 

this Joseph and numerous brothers and sisters to the care 

of a mother who was a woman of extraordinary persever- 

ance and energy. She kept a small stand on market-day 

in Montrose, and Fox Maule, afterwards Lord Panmure, 

seeing young Joseph there, was seized with the whim to 

apprentice him to a druggist. A subsequent apprentice- 

ship to surgery and a voyage to India led to his study 

there of the native dialects, a knowledge of which he made 
such good use that in the war with the Mahrattas he 

became interpreter, an office of emolument and honour. 

He returned to Britain at the peace of 1807, and began a 

tour there so minute and exhaustive that he visited every 

_ manufacturing town. He then went as thoroughly through 
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Southern Europe, and with his head thus equipped entered 

the House as Tory member for the borough of Weymouth 

in 1812, calculated to make a figure there and carry much 

weight through native ability and wide experience. Once 

more he tried his réle of interpreter between those who 

could not or would not understand each other. His oppo- 

nents found it impossible to tire or baffle him ; repulses 

were thrown away on him, and he returned to the charge, 

unconscious, ready to repeat a hundredth time that which 

they had declared unreasonable. 
‘‘What manner of man is Joseph Hume?” asks The 

Noctes. ‘Did you never see him?” says North. ‘‘He isa 

shrewd-looking fellow enough, but most decidedly vulgar. 

Nobody that sees him could ever for a moment suspect him 

of being a gentleman born. He has the air of a Montrose 

dandy at this moment, and there is an intolerable affec- 

tation about the creature. I suppose he must have sunk 

quite into the dirt since Croker curried him.” “TI don’t 

believe anything can make an impression on him. A 

gentleman’s whip would not be felt through the beaver of a 

coal-heaver.” He was, in fact, short, broad, stiff, square 

and copperfaced. He exhibited the uncouthness of the 

Scot in relief, and his speech, in all the worst of the 

Scotch brogue, ‘“ barbarous exceedingly,” baffled descrip- 

tion. ‘‘ Depend upon it, Joseph will go on just as he 

has been doing.” And he had been going on from his 

place as Radical member for Montrose. Added to all, he 

was a master of detail. In spite of his earnestness, he 

often convulsed the House with his Scotch bulls when he 

intended most to impress. Expatiating on the virtues of 

the French-Canadians, he exclaimed, ‘‘I say, sir, they are 

the best and gentlest race in Europe (laughter), aye ” 
—waxing hotter—“ or in Africa” (roars of laughter). Sir 
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Francis Bond Head did not scruple to say that Hume was 

the greatest rebel of the lot, and, in his turn, Hume made 

a furious attack on Sir Francis. However, he was just as 

vigorously answered by Lord Grey, and then the morning 

papers said ‘‘ that Hume had not been able to make Head.” 

Politics were so bitter then that all Reformers were rebels. 

Hume’s letter of March 29th, 1834, in which he says, 

“ Your cause 1s ther cause, your defeat would be theor 

subjection. Go on, therefore, I beseech you, and success, 

glorious success, must inevitably crown your joint efforts,” 

sounds as if Sir Francis might have had reason for his 

opinion. By 1839 a public dinner had been given this 

erstwhile Tory, in testimony of his eminent public services 

and constant advocacy in the cause of reform. Says 

North, ‘‘Why, a small matter will make a man who has 

once ratted rat again. We all remember what Joe Hume 

was a few years ago!” 

“A Tory?” 
“TI would not prostitute the name so far, but he always 

voted with them.” 

** At the Whigs it was then his chief pleasure to rail, 

He opposed all the Catholic claims tooth and nail. . .” 

“Why, no wonder . . . he hates the Tories. They 

never thought of him while he was with them, and now 

the Whigs do talk of Joe as if he were somebody. But, 

as John Bull says, 

py aA very small man with the Tories 

Is a very great man ’mong the Whigs.’” 

It was a time of general unrest and suspicion, just 

from the likelihood of change and the alarming pre- 

cedents set up. No two men could be seen anywhere 



66 HUMOURS- OF 8223 

in the same neighbourhood without arousing ideas of 

coalition, hope, suspicion and a host of feelings—as, for 

instance, when “Mr. Roebuck was seen in a quarter 

which left little doubt that he had been with Lord 

Brougham. It is very generally thought that something 

is about to happen.” Mr. Roebuck, like Mr. Hume, 

was a marked man and an out-and-out Canadian sympa- 

thiser. He, according to a well-known and accredited 

newspaper, ‘‘ was paid by the Lower Canadian House of 

Assembly to expatiate on grievances, and to declare at all 

times and in all places to those who. have no personal 

acquaintance with the Canadas that the people there are 

restless, dissatisfied, yearning for republican institutions, 

and that unless the never-ending, still-beginning concessions 

they require are granted, another American war must be the 

result.” The effect of his words was weakened by his 

appearance, which was that of a boy of eighteen. ‘If we 

do not immediately take active measures,” was Sir John 

Colborne’s antiphon from across the sea, ‘to arm and 

organize our friends, the province (Lower Canada) will be 

lost to us.” 

He did organize—“ Why, slaves, ‘tis in our power to 

hang ye.’ ‘Very likely,” came the answer, “’tis in our 

power, then, to be hanged and scorn ye.” 

What in Canada were called Roebuck’s ‘“remarques 

ordinaires” were constant philippics against adminis- 
trative abuses there. He wanted some means to be found 
as remedy for the defects. He laboured unceasingly. In 
speeches, writings in journals and pamphlets and period- 
icals, in season and out of season, he lost no chance to 
plead the cause of the Canadas. Naturally, he was 
‘abusive and ridiculous” in these letters to such as did 
not agree with him. Had his nomination been properly. 
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confirmed, his income as agent would have been £1,000 a 

year; but the want of it did not slacken his efforts. 

‘While such is the nature and conduct of this petty and 

vulgar oligarchy, I beseech the House to consider the 

peculiar position of the people over whom they domineer.” 

He then goes on to draw a picture of the superior scene 

across the St. Lawrence, a natural enough picture to be 

drawn by an American, born with prejudices in favour of 

his native land. He goes on: ‘ With such a sight before 

them it is not wonderful that the Canadian people have 

imbibed the free spirit of America, and that they bear with 

impatience the insolence, the ignorance, the incapacity and 

the vice of the nest of official cormorants who, under the 

festering domination of England, have constituted them- 

_ selves an aristocracy, with all the vices of such a body, 

without one of the redeeming qualities which are supposed 

to lessen the mischiefs which are the natural attendants 

of all aristocracies. It is of a people thus high-spirited, 

pestered and stung to madness by this pestilential brood, 

that I demand your attention.” 
But the Canadians, though grateful, were aware he did 

not always act with prudence in their behalf. He and 

_Mr. Hume together had presided at a meeting where the 

latter declared that Canada was of no advantage to Britain. 

But they gave him and all who mentioned them kindly in 

the House of Commons—O’Connell, Pakington and others 

who had spoken for them—their heartfelt thanks. 

Labouchere, French by descent, stood up in their defence 

and vindicated their claims. “I look upon the Act of 

1791,” said he, “as the Magna Charta of Canadian 

freedom,” and contended that a more rigid following of 

Pitt’s intentions would have resulted in better things. He 

denounced the prejudice of one race against another, nor 
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deemed a council so altogether British wholesome govern- 

ment for people so entirely French. The French had 

many champions in that historic chamber. Sir James 

Mackintosh, author of “ Vindicie Gallice,” a man whose 

whole bias of mind had been turned and held fast by 

French revolution, equipped by nature with all the powers 

and attributes of statesmanship, and who had brought all 

to bear on home politics and legislation in the broadest 

imperial sense, was not the least of these. He had under- 

taken, years before the blooming of that bitter blossom, 

the Canadian aloe—tenacity of life is one of its virtues, — 

the successful defence of a French emigrant for libel on 

the consul; his residence in Bombay, as Recorder, had 

been famous for his wholesome administration between 

British and native rights; he had strongly opposed ‘the 

green bag and spy system ;” had voted against the severe 

restrictions of the Alien Bill, and had moved against the 

existing state of the criminal law; so that he did not 

speak, as many did on Canadian affairs, without special or 

collateral experience. He wanted the dependency governed 

on principles of justice, few and simple ; protection against 

alien influence, and freedom to conduct their own affairs 

and manage their own trade. 

‘‘ A British king see now assume 

Judicial sovereignty, ‘ coutwme,’ 

And that of Paris cease to reign 

Throughout the Canada domain.” * 

He even allowed merit to that old cowtwme in comparison 

with affairs as they existed under British law, and in sar- 

castic humour ran a parallel between them. 

When 
‘* Quebec first raised the legal courts 

For Does or Roes to hold their sports,” * 

* Curice Canadenses. 
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the spirit of the Consei) Sowverain was one which did not 

at the Conquest migrate to the new body: ‘“ Nous avons 

cru ne pouvoir prendre une meilleure résolution qu’en 

_éstablisant une justice réglé et un Conseil Souverain dans 

le dits pays, pour y faire fleurir les lois, maintenir et 

appuyer les bons, chatier les méchants, et contenir chacun 

en son droit.” 

Sir James now held the Governor responsible for the ex- 

isting state of affairs ; he accused the Colonial Minister of 

appealing to the sympathies of the House in favour of 

British interests only. Were the twenty thousand British 

to be privileged at the expense of the four hundred thou- 

sand French? Were the former to be cared for exclusively, 

their religious sympathies so fostered as to bring about 

Protestant domination? Again he draws a parallel be- 

tween what Ireland was and what Canada might become, 

and in the name of heaven, his eloquence aided by large 

grey melancholy eyes, adjured them solemnly that such 

a scourge fall not a second time upon any land under 

Britain’s sway. ‘ Above all, let not the French-Canadians 

suppose for a moment that their rights or aspirations are 

less cared for by us than those of their fellow-adult 

colonists of our own blood. . . . . Finally, I look 

upon a distinction in the treatment of races and the divi- 

k sion of a population into distinct classes as most perilous 

in every way and at all times.” 

Then Melbourne rose to reply that nothing was as 

unsafe as analogy, particularly historical analogy. 

And Lord Alymer thought, after an extensive tour of 

the French province, giving all these questions earnest 

consideration, that the best way to settle the question was 

to bring in thousands of the Irish to the colony ; the East- 

ern Townships he estimated could take five hundred 
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thousand, and the valley of the Ottawa one hundred | 

thousand. These painstaking, conscientious governors 

generally left England laden with minute instructions, and 

came on the scene with exact directions as to their action. 

The Canadians, first credulous, afterwards wary and lastly 

suspicious, shrewdly guessed that many of the “ impromp- 

tus” were in the Governor’s pocket; they also knew that 

Lord Glenelg was a Reformer in London and a Conserva- 

tive in Quebec. They believed that orders publicly given 

carried with them secret advice not to have them enforced, 

as they were meant “only to blarney the Radicals.” And 

Papineau had told them that the same hand which wrote 

the King’s speech penned the answer to it. When the 

Irish emigrant did come he brought the cholera with him, 

and Jean cried out again that legislation and emigration 

only meant fresh trouble. | 

The amount of thought bestowed upon the Canadas by 

these statesmen no one, not even the most discontented 

Canadian, denied. But the mistaken data from which 

many of the arguments were drawn maddened some ; and 

aristocratic mannerisms, when brought into contact with 

the democratic Upper Canadian, gave offence. There was 

a great deal of the picturesque about Jean Baptiste, and of 

him much was known; retiring governors and officers took 

with them bulky note-books full of anecdotes. In Upper 

Canada there was nothing of the picturesque, and the same 

note-books, developed into goodly volumes, tell us it in print 

without flinching. True, those intent on learning had 

Basil Hall’s Sketches, with accounts of Hall’s five thousand 

two hundred and thirty-seven miles of travel ; but though 

the former were beautifully done the latter were meagre, 

and with the exception of Niagara make the Upper Pro- 

vince as uninteresting as its own crows. For foundation 
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they had Charlevoix ; but, says Charlevoix, “The horned 

owl is good eating, many prefer his flesh to chickens. He 

_ lives in winter on ground mice which he has caught the 

previous fall, breaking their legs first, a most useful pre- 

caution to prevent their escape, and then fattens them up 

with care for daily use.” Could housewife with Thanks- 

giving turkey do more! 

Now a good many of those who came after Charlevoix 

and reported on us took him—perhaps unconsciously, per- 

haps conscientiously, for Charlevoix was a good man—for 

a literary model, pushing to the extreme limit their rights 

and privileges as travellers. They read, did these mighty 

and well-meaning statesmen, in their leisure hours. Nor 

in later years were the English less credulous when Cana- 

dian curiosities came to them bodily. When a party of 

Indians were nightly attracting large and wondering 

masses of the classes, one of the Royal Household, with 

two others as white as himself, one of the trio six feet two 

of apparent savagedom, arrayed themselves as magnifi- 

cent Bois Brilé, a Sac and’ a Sioux respectively, to appear 

before a brilliant array of fashion, wealth and beauty, 

carry out an unusually thrilling programme and be loaded 

with gifts by the spectators. The “interpreter” of the 

three got into rather a mess through his attempt to inter- 

pret too much, and ina final frenzy of dancing they danced 

off some paint made liquid by their desire to be honest in 

giving enough for their lavish remuneration. An earl in 

the audience failed to recognize his brother in one of the 

chief actors, voice and speech being disguised by a rifle 

bullet held in the mouth. The sequel was the return of 

the presents and a chase home to lodgings, followed by a 

yelling crowd of ragamuffins who turned out to be truer 

savages than those whom they termed Hopjibbeways. The 
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Indian came first in romantic interest to the Englishman, 

particularly when got ready for an audience by a clever 

manager. To hear a handsome, strapping Bois Brilé sing 

“To the land of my fathers, white man, let me go,” was 

enough to draw tears. Next in point of interest to this 

link between red and white came the habitant. The 

Upper Canadian was very tame after these two, and To- 

ronto was but ‘‘a place of considerable importance 

in the eyes of its inhabitants.” 

Another writes of travel by water as he finds it in 

America: ‘There is no toothbrush in the country, simply 

I believe the article is entirely unknown to the American 

toilet. A common towel, however, passes from hand to 

hand, and suffices for the perfunctory ablutions of the 

whole party on board.” No man in England would take 

the trouble to contradict this; it was much easier to buy. 

the book, read, be amused, and believe—as he did with > 

the Indian party. 

Much as Mackenzie was instrumental in doing for his 

country, he was scarcely a person to make his province 

interesting when he presented himself in London. 

‘““ Now Willie’s awa’ frae the land o’ contention, 

Frae the land o’ mistake and the friends o’ dissension ; 

He’s gane o’er the waves as an agent befitting 

Our claims to support in the councils o’ Britain,” 

aR 

sang a Candian bard in 1832, when Mackenzie, with his 

monster grievance book under his arm, set sail for the 

Home Office. 

The quiet of the vessel after his late life in Little York 

was irksome; so this stormy petrel went aloft one night in 

a howling tempest, no doubt in a fit of home-sickness, and 

Paar oe 
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remained for hours at the masthead. Scarcely had he 

descended when one of the sails was blown away. 
‘ 

‘* Then there the Reformers shall cordially meet him, 

Ar there his great namesake, King William, shall 

greet him.” 

He lost no time in putting himself in communication with 

Hume, Roebuck, Cobbett and O’Connell, and with Lord 

Goderich, then Colonial Secretary ; but just how far the 

meeting was cordial, with those from whom cordiality was 

expected, only a long comparison of data can show. Even 

then our opinions had weight, as in ’31 when Brougham 

wrote: ‘ Dear Lord Grey, the enclosed is from a Canadian 

paper ; they have let you off well, as being priggish and 

having a Newcastle burr, and also as not being like 

. O'Connell.” Mackenzie was in the nick of time to see that 

“ wonderful sight for eyes such as his—a great aristocracy 

bowing to the will of a great people—to hear the third 

reading of the Reform Bill. He was lucky enough to get 

into that small gallery in the House of Lords which accom- 

modates only some eighty persons. He noticed that but 

few peers had arrived, and that a number of members from 

the Lower House stood about. To stand they were forced, 

or sit upon the matting, for there were neither chairs nor 

benches for them—a state of things highly displeasing to 

the fiery little democratic demagogue perched aloft, anxious 

to hear and determined that others should yet hear him. 

At the Colonial Office he was simply a person interested 

in Canadian affairs, and useful as one able to furnish infor- 

mation. But he furnished it in such adiscursive manner 

and adorned it with so much rhetoric that the Colonial 

Secretary found his document “singularly ill-adapted to 

bring questions of so much intricacy and importance to a 
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definite issue.” The impression Mackenzie might have 

made was nullified by the counter-document adroitly sent 

in ahead of his own by the Canadian party in power, 

wherein a greater number of signatures than he had been 

able to get appended to dissatisfaction testified to satis- 

faction with affairs as they then existed in the Upper 

Province. The customary despatch followed. Some of 

Mackenzie’s arguments were treated with cutting severity ; 

but an impression must have been made by them, for the 

despatch carried news most distressing to the oligarchy, 

which was modelled after the spirit of St. Paul,—that there 

should be no schism in the body, that the members should 

have the same care one for the other. 

To these Tories of York it was all gall and wormwood. 

Nor could they accept it. Mackenzie had spent six days 

and six nights in Londof, with only an occasional forty. 

winks taken in his chair, while he further expressed him- 

self and those he represented. His epistolary feat was 

regarded by the Upper Canadian House with unqualified 

contempt, and Lord Goderich’s moderately lengthy one as 

“not calling for the serious attention of the Legislative 

Council.” Mackenzie had ventured to predict in his vigil 

of ink and words that unless the system of the govern- 

ment of Upper Canada was changed civil war must follow. 

But peers also sometimes have insomnia and know the 

distressing results; so he was warned: “ Against gloomy 

prophecies of this nature, every man conversant with 

public business must fortify his mind.” The time was 

not far distant when he might say, “I told you so.” 

The Home Office lstened with great attention, but 

observed close reticence in regard to itself. The Colonial 

Minister looked upon such predictions as a mode to 

extort concessions for which no adequate reason could be 
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offered. Nevertheless, the two Crown officers who were 

Mr. Mackenzie’s most particular aversions at that time 

had to go. The weapon of animadversion sent skipping 

across seas for the purpose of his humiliation had proved 

a kind of boomerang, and the Attorney-General and Soli- 

citor-General were left free to make as many contemptuous 

expressions as they pleased concerning the Colonial Secre- 

tary and his brethren, being looked upon by the last- 

named as rebels themselves, since they had, “in their 

places in the Assembly, taken a part directly opposed to 

the assured policy of His Majesty’s Government.” Such 

is the strength of point of view; for the libellous rebel 

doing his busiest utmost against them was to them “an 

individual who had been twice expelled” this same House 

of Assembly. Under the first affected hauteur of the 

dismissed officials there had been many qualms; the 
Attorney-General thought it ill became the Colonial 

Secretary to “sit down and answer this rigmarole trash ” 

(Mackenzie’s hard work of seventy-two sleepless hours), 

‘and it would much less become the Canadian House of 

Assembly to give it further weight by making it more 

public.” One, a little more sane, thought that if Mac- 

kenzie’s papers contained such an amount of falsehood 

and fallacy, the best way to expose such was by publica- 

tion. Buta large vote decided that it should not go upon 

the Journals, and the official organ called Lord Goderich’s 

despatch an elegant piece of fiddle-faddle, . . . full of 

clever stupidity and condescending impertinence. The 

removal of the two Crown officers was described as ‘“‘as high- 

handed and arbitrary stretch of power as has been enacted 

before the face of high heaven, in any of the four quarters 

of this nether world for many and many a long day.” 

The organ’s vocabulary displayed such combinations as 
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‘political mountebank—fools and knaves—all fools and 

knaves who listened to the silly complaints of the swinish 

multitude against the honourable and learned gentlemen 

connected with the administration of government.” 

Whenever time dragged withal in the Upper Canadian 

House they re-expelled Mackenzie and fulminated anew 

against “the united factions of Mackenzie, Goderich, and 

the Yankee Methodists.” 

Mackenzie’s friends lost no time in celebrating what was 

to be a short-lived triumph : 

“‘ They sneered at Mackenzie and quizzed his red wig ; 

That the man was too poor they delighted to show, 

Nor dreamed with such triumph the future was big, 

As chanting the death song of Boulton and Co. 

Rail on, and condemn the corps baronial, | 

Lord Goderich and Howick despatched at a blow, 

Those peers who knew nothing of interests colonial, 

In proof read the march route of Boulton and Co.” 

Lord Goderich’s polite wish not to hamper any nor coerce 

—that these gentlemen might be “at full liberty, as mem- 

bers of the Legislature, to follow the dictates of their own 

judgment ”—ended in the dictates of anger appearing in 

hard words in the official press. The affections of these 

tried Loyalists were said to have been estranged ; more- 

over, ‘“‘they were casting about in their mind’s eye for 

some new state of political existence” which would put 

them and their colony beyond “the reach of injury and 

insult from any and every ignoramus whom the political 

lottery of the day may chance to elevate to the chair of 

the Colonial Office.” ? 

Now Mackenzie himself could not have done better than 

this, nor had he yet gone even thus far. 
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But the official in that chair was used to many hard 

knocks, and the individual was changed so often that the 

blows had no time to take effect. Nor was the incomer 

ever anxious to avenge the woes of his predecessor. 

‘“‘ Prosperity Robinson,” alias ‘“‘Goosey Goderich,” soon 

to be Lord Ripon, ‘the dodo of the Reform party,” stepped 

out. Mr. Stanley, “Rupert of debate,” stepped in. The 

two dispossessed of Canadian power lost no time in pre- 

senting themselves at the Colonial Office, one of them 

going in as his small adversary, Mr. Mackenzie, happened 

to be coming out, and the personal interview with the 

possessors of “alienated affections” made the new Secre- 

tary make a bid for the return of these valuables by 

reinstating the ex-Solicitor-General, and giving the ex- 

Attorney-General the Chief-Justiceship of 

*“Some place abroad, 
Where sailors gang to fish for cod,” 

in what was called the Cinderella of the colonies, New- 

foundland. History is silent, as far as we can learn, on 

the state of his affections thereafter, transplanted and 

uprooted so often. We presume they withered and a’ 

' wede awa’. 

Now this Chief-Justice had formerly called Mackenzie a 

reptile, and the other gentleman had dubbed him a spaniel 

dog—quite a leap from the general to the special, had but 

Darwin, then somewhere near American waters casting his 

search-light of enquiry from H. M. 8. Beagle, known of it. 

-Mackenzie was in despair: “I am disappointed. The 

prospect before us is indeed dark and gloomy.” But rally- 

ing from this despondency, in his usual peppery style he 

told Mr. Stanley the appointments would be ‘a spoke in 

the wheel in another violent revolution in America.” 



78 HUMOURS OF 787. 

Hume wrote that he judged the disposition of the Secre- 

tary was to promote rather than to punish for improper 

conduct, and thereby encourage the misgovernment in 

Canada, which Lord Goderich’s policy had been likely to 

prevent. 

Well might a Canadian paper, announcing the advent 

of the new Attorney-General, Jameson, say: “It is to be 

hoped he will view the real situation of the people of this 

province from his own observation.” 

The Iroquois was always ready to drink to the King’s 

health, be he a George or a William; Stanley might 

declaim about ‘the most odious and blood-thirsty tyranny 

of French republicanism ;” but this little Canadianized 

Scotchman, with his clever pen and tongue, misty con- 

ceptions of statesmanship, real grievances and revolu- 

tionary speech, was more than the Home Government 

could ‘“‘thole.” The Earl of Ripon, in 1839, stated that 

Mackenzie in his correspondence of 1835 sought to make 

himself appear a very great man, whereas in reality he was 

a very little man. In his apologetic we find: ‘“ Well, he 

saw Mr. Mackenzie. He did not know that Mr. Mackenzie 

was a broken-down peddler. He knew that Mr. Mackenzie 

was an exceedingly troublesome person. He was perfectly 

satisfied, from the conduct of the individual, that Mr. 

Mackenzie was as vain and shallow a person as he had 

ever encountered. If the conference alluded to by Mr. 

Mackenzie was of only two hours’ duration, he must say it 
was the longest two hours he had ever known.” 

How to make a common unity, a compact and har- 

monious people, out of their uncommon ancestors became 

the problem. ‘‘ Not that our heads are some brown, some 

black, some auburn, some bald,” said the Canadian mélange, 

“but that our wits are so diversely coloured.” Some 

+ 
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of the men who were to solve the problem do not read as 

if equipped by appearance or culture to handle with their 

_ delicate fingers such homely subjects. Scarcely a week 

passed without a fresh turn up of the cards in Canada; 

and although Mr. Warburton wondered if the colony were 

worth retaining, the game worth the candle, the young 

Queen, in that part of her speech which dealt with the 

Canadian question, had an undertone of determination ‘to 

maintain her supremacy throughout the whole of the 

North American colonies,” and how the game would finally 

turn out became daily involved at Westminster in greater 

doubt and difficulty. At this time an editor in the United 

States uttered prophecy: ‘‘ We do earnestly believe that 

the Virgin Queen of England is destined to be one of the 

most extraordinary characters of the present age or any 

country. She is a little Napoleon in petticoats—as deter- 

mined, as lofty, as generous, as original as he was. Wait 

and see.” 

“My Lords,” said the Great Duke, referring to her 

speech quoted from, “I could have wished that this 

declaration of Her Majesty had been accompanied by cor- 

responding efforts to enable Her Majesty to carry those 

intentions into effect.” 

“Sir Robert Peel, who played upon the House as upon 

an old fiddle,” regretted that there was not also in that 

speech a stronger expression of sympathy for the sufferings 

of their brave and loyal fellow-subjects in the colonies— 

at which there were cheers from both sides of the House. 

He could not too much admire the bravery, the loyalty, 

the devotedness of the Canadians. Nor did this arise from 

interested motives ; it was sincere attachment to monarch- 

ical principles, and sincere opposition to a republican form 

of government. 
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There were many men, interesting in themselves, in 

debate on us then; but individually, and as he borrowed 

interest from his position towards that centre of all obser- 

vation, the young Queen, came Melbourne. 

While still William Lamb he had hated what he called 

the creeping palsy of misgiving, tried hard to resist it, and 

developed into one of those not afraid to advance with the 

age. He had no “extreme faith in religion, politics, or 

love.” Accordingly, to him patriotism and wisdom were 

not confined to the Whigs alone. The oh-oh’s and ironi- 

cal cheers from what he knew to be a powerful majority 

moved him not; he was as easy, comfortable, good- 

humoured, as ever. Quaintness, originality of a manner 

fitful, abrupt, full of irony, at times of a tenderness almost 

feminine, distinguished him, together with an insuperable 

aversion to ‘platitudes, palaverings,”—and bishops. In 

an age when swearing was as common in drawing-rooms as 

in the field, England’s Prime Minister was an acknow- 

ledged past-master in the art, and by inflections gave a 

dozen changes to the small familiar four-lettered British 

adjective in most common use. In ordinary transactions 

he loved achirpy oath ; but in his dealings with the bishops 

was forced to coin a “superdamnable.” The Order of the 

Garter was a great favourite with him, ‘because there was 

no damned merit about it.” Utilitarian levelling like 

Bentham’s he regarded as nonsense ;_ state parsimony like 

Hume’s, a “pettifogging blunder;” radicalism after the 

manner of Cobbett and others he called mere ragamuf- _ 

finism ; but he told his peers plainly that the time had 

gone by when any set of men could put themselves up as a _ 

check against national opinion, that antique usages could 

not prevail against reason and argument—truths spoken k 

with the voice of the Commons in that place where such — 
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a voice was almost unknown, seldom heard. Yet rancour 

was foreign to his nature: “The great fault of the present 

time (1835) is that men hate each other so damnably ; for 

my part, I love them all.” And all with the air of a good- 
tempered, jovial gentleman. 

“Tf something of his amiable spirit could be caught by 

others,” said a friend, ‘‘and grafted on Lord Wellesley’s 

counsel to ‘demolish these people, matters would not be 

difficult.” 

Called upon frantically by friend and foe at a time of 

crisis ‘‘¢o do something,” the responsibility of the times 

thrown on him, he sat tight and calmly answered, “ When- 

ever you are in doubt what should be done—do nothing.” 

This all sounds like the man for the Canadas. Nine 

hundred or so of his peers gnashed their teeth at him,— 

if peers ever so use their molars; and in Canada they 

wrote of ‘the prolific source of political evil, the profligate 

course of imbecile rulers.” 

William the Fourth had called him “a great gentleman,” 

although he and his government had been “kicked out ” 

by that obstinate, morbid, prejudiced and somewhat 

imaginative monarch. Naturally, Melbourne refused an 

earldom and a garter; but in his final advice to the sov- 

ereign he was as tactful as ever in making the latter par- 

~ tially modify the note of dismissal, thereby averting a 

storm of popular feeling and individual resentment of 

ministers. “Mind what you are about in Canada,” said 

the King when final instructions were given to Lord Gos- 

ford before he left England, and Melbourne and Glenelg — 

the Sleeping Beauty—found the monarch as hard to man- 

age as the colony itself. “ By I will never consent 

to alienate the Crown Lands nor to make the Council 

elective. Mind me, my lord, the cabinet is not my cabinet ; 
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they had better take care, or by ——— I will have them 

impeached. You are a gentleman, I believe, I have no 

fear of you; but take care what you do.” 

Posing as a man of pleasure, in reality a capable man of 

business, Melbourne lounged through his duties in a way to 

exasperate friend and foe. But as he lounged, he learned 

men and manners, determined to see cnto things, and 

even in Ireland, when Chief Secretary, said, ‘“ If agitation 

would not go to bed he would like to have a chat with 1t.” 

He was ever pleading for concession to the demands of 

the people, dreading the consequences of refusal.‘ Every- 

thing about him seems to betoken careless desolation ; 

anyone would suppose from his manner that he was play- 

ing at chuck-farthing with human happiness, that he was 

always on the heels of fortune, that he would giggle away 

the great Charter. . . . But I accuse our Minister,” 

said his critic, ‘of honesty and diligence ; I deny that he 

is careless and rude; he is nothing more than a man of 

good understanding and good principle, disguised in the 

eternal and somewhat wearisome affectation of a political 

roué.” Perfectly courteous to others, it was impossible for 

others to be discourteous to him, always excepting 

Brougham. But even before Brougham he did not quail, 

and always could give tit for tat, much to the delight of 

the audience of peers who, like schoolboys, exulted when- 

evet their terror, the bully of the class, got a drubbing. 

The tongue which Brougham sarcastically spoke of as 

attuned ‘to courtly airs, made to gloze and flatter, flayed 

him so completely with its quiet polish that he winced 

under its lash and betrayed, by his own increased violence 

of invective, the weight of the punishment. Soon after 

the accession the press said Lord Melbourne was about to 
publish a work on chess—the best method of playing the 
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= ee of getting possession of the castle, an entire disre- 
gard of the old system as to bishops, being points in the 

book. This genial, indolent statesman, who fearlessly 

5 told the truth irrespective of party, was rubicund, with the 
 aquiline nose of the aristocrat; his large blue eyes some- 

times flashed with fire, but tenes brimmed with merri- 
7 tment. The noble head, sturdy plainly clad and careless 

__ looking figure, consorted well with the laisser aller expres- 
sion of face. Strange to say, he, like Lord John Russell, 

_ usually stuttered ont his speeches, thumping the table or 
4 desk before him as if to work out the sentences that 

would not get themselves delivered. The Reform Bill 
- made him specially energetic. Sitting next to him was a 
_ very noble earl who wore his hat well over his brows, 

ving the pros and conz of too much liberty—for 
- people. Melbourne in his heat took his own white 

ie hand, beat the air with it in inarticulate 
strt and brought the white to bear, crown to crown, 

Bis ies black one. The blow was fair, the arm 

axel ; the very noble earl looked like the ancient 

White Knight, with head apparently wedged between his 
noulders. He sat speechless for a moment, and then 
i. springing to his feet, amid roars of laughter, 

twisted his head free and regained his vision. And when 
s e roar subsided, the Duke of Buckingham thought that 

8 the great statesman so suddenly beclouded could scarcely 

8 ah ay out of the difficulty, and the laughter was 

| «Fenes To see a way out of the Canadian difficulty was 
nd a clue in a maze. 

va iat m Tories were triumphant over the fall of the 
ir on the Jamaica question. “We cannot guess,” 

one editor, “into what hands Her Majesty may be 

to commit the trust which Lord Melbourne has 
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j 
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declared his unfitness to administer.” ‘The incoming man, 

Peel, quoted the state of Canada as among the trying 

questions which made the office of premiership the most 

arduous, the most important that any human being could 

be called upon to perform . . .. the greatest trust, 

almost without exception, in the whole civilized world, that 

could fall on any individual. A few moments later he had 

to confess that there was one question worse than the 

Canadian one, greater than colonial politics, a ‘ question de 

jupons.” So the Government, after forty-eight hours’ 

attempt at change, reverted to its former holders ; 

Canadian Tories were as glum as ever, and said Melbourne 

was again the governor of the’ petticoatocracy? 

The St. Lawrence alone made the colony worth keep-— 

ing ; also, Canada by its confines came in contact with 

Russia; it was the seat of the most valuable fur trade 

in the world, and England would not be out of posses- 
sion of it for two months before a French fleet would 

be anchored in the Gulf. These were thoughts impossible 

to think with calmness, worse even than annexation 

to the United States. The least calm of these men 

who debated upon what we were worth, and just what 

should become of us, was Brougham. Like most who love 

to torment, he himself was easily tormented. How does 

this champion of liberty look as he rises to condemn the 

policy on the Canadian question as “ vacillating, imbecile, 

and indolent ;” as he puts his awkward questions to those 

whom he calls his “noble friends” or ‘“ the noble lords,” 

all looking marvellously uncomfortable when their names 

are in that merciless mouth. We hear of him as absent 

from his .place, ill in Paris through having swallowed a 

needle ; yet after his return, one could imagine, in spite of 

his pointed replies, that his gastronomic feat had been to 
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swallow a flail. ‘The foolish fellow with the curls has 

absolutely touched him,” says a contemporary writer. 

‘“‘Make way, good people, the bull is coming— 

chained or loose, right or wrong, he can stand it no longer; 

with one lashing bound he clears every obstacle—there he 

is, with tail erect and head depressed, snorting in the 

middle of the arena.” The eyes flash, the brows gather, 

the dark iron grey hair stands up rigid, his arm is raised, 

his voice high ; he is well out of the lush pastures of rhodo- 

montade and diffuseness. The display of his power and - 

the fertility of his mind amazes friend and foe ; for the 

genius of his fervent intellect includes French joao ; 

Italian poetry, bees and cell building, and a host of 

subjects seemingly far removed from law and_ politics. 

This must have been knowledge gained at the cost of his 

profession, for an epigram has it that he knew a little of 

everything, even of law. ‘ Brougham, though a Whig, is 

not a goose,” says the Woctes. Certainly “the whipster 

peer” who was so lately defiant does not look as if he 

thought so, as his late pretty bits of rhetoric rattle about 

his own ears. Sarcasm on his tongue, bile in his heart, 

Brougham talks pure vitriol, and everywhere a word falls 

a scar remains. 

His foes accused him of being ‘one of those juggling 

_ fiends” 

“Who never spoke before, 

But cried, ‘I warned you,’ when the event is o’er.’ 

He eprtended that his conduct on the Canadian question 

had been “impudently, falsely and foully aspersed.” So 

far from being a juggling fiend who did not warn until the 

event was o’er, instead of standing by and not giving a timely 

_ warning, he had, not less than ten months before, standing 
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in that place, denounced the policy of the Government. 

More, he had entered his protests on the journals, warning, 

distinctly warning, the Government that their proceed- 

ings would lead to insurrection ; and to mark the falseness 

of the quotation, more marvellous still, he had never 

twitted them when the event was o’er by saying he had 

warned them. 

There were, however, occasions and combinations which 

dismayed even Brougham. He, Ellis, Hume, Papineau 

and Bedard, happened to meet in Paris. Much to the 

satirical disgust of some Canadian papers, Lord Brougham 

declined a dinner invitation and remained in bed in order. 

to be quite incapacitated, as he had good reason to fear 

that his seat at table would be opposite Papineau. 

But there is a grave in the Benchers’ Plot at Lincoln’s 

Inn which tells the tale of the one vulnerable spot, the 

wound which would not heal, in this extraordinary, 

audacious, eloquent man, this free lance, the critic of 

administrations, so prone to wound others. There he laid 

his only remaining child, a girl of seventeen, his applica- 

tion to have her so buried listened to by the Benchers 

because he too wished to be laid there in the same grave 

with her. 

The third in this trio who faithfully laboured to abolish | 

or mitigate “toil, taxes, tears and blood,”—who all for 

their pains were burned in effigy in Quebec and other 

places—was Lord Glenelg. The following is a travesty on 

what were supposed to be the instructions given by him, 

when debates as to what would prevent rebellion were 

followed by debates on what would cure it, Lord Durham 

chosen the Physician Extraordinary for colonial ills. The 

document was intended to regulate the Canadian Govern- 
ment, and showed the zeal and watchfulness of Lord 
Glenelg : 
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“First of all, endeavour to discover of what rebellion 

consists; it is not exactly murder or manslaughter, or 

precisely highway robbery or burglary; but it may, in a | 

measure, consist of all.” The witty gentleman who wrote 

thus far was quite right, but his words were two-edged. 

Lount’s death has more than once been called murder, and 

rebellion losses discovered some pretty kinds of robbery. 

‘TT have looked into all the dictionaries, and I find that 

the definitions given are pretty much alike; but I would 

' not be quite certain that they are right.” Lord Glenelg 

had personally written Sir F. B. Head on his appointment 

a year or so before, “‘ You have been selected for this office 

at an era of more difficulty and importance than any which 

has hitherto occurred in the history of that part of His 

Majesty’s dominions. The expression of confidence in your 

discretion and ability which the choice implies would only 

be weakened by any mere formal assurance which I could 

convey to you.” Now any man who could ascribe discretion 

and ability to Sir Francis Bond Head had need of recourse 

to dictionaries. 

-The bogus -Lord Glenelg then continues his theorizing, 

on the basis that a mascot is a mascot. ‘A rebel is 

undoubtedly a person who rebels, and rebellion is unques- 

tionably the act of a rebel; you will therefore ascertain 

whether there is a rebel, whether that rebel rebels, and if 

he does rebel whether it be rebellion. Having decided the 

point, you will then consider what is to be done. IJ am 

strongly of opinion that as long as rebellion lasts it will 

- continue. Now, it would be requisite to learn the probable 

duration of the rebellion, which, I should think, would 

depend in some measure on the causes which excited it. 

Your object will be, therefore, to make its continuance as 

_ short as possible ; and if you cannot suppress it all at once, 
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you will do it as soon as you can. Then, as to the method 

of suppressing. I know of no way so efficacious as that of 

putting it down. I would advise neither severity nor concili- 

ation, but only measures which will deter the bad or win 

them over. I would neither hang, pardon nor fine a single 

rebel, but let the law take its course, tempered with 

mercy.” The last Sir George Arthur did. 

‘“‘ By following these general instructions you will most 

assuredly set the Canadian question at rest, and I comfort 

myself with the idea that my rest will not be broken up 

again while I hold the colonial seat. Should any diffi- 

culty occur, I beg of you to send to me for further 

instructions ; but I place such confidence in the advice I 

have already given that I shall not anticipate any appli- 

cation to disturb my slumbers.” 

At the date of this ironical issue there were questions, 

seriously enough put, as to why Lord Gosford should be 

decorated with the Order of the Bath, the inference from 

the wording being that, unlike the Garter, it had some 

“merit” in it; merit which this Tory sheet failed to 

discover : ‘“‘ Given in a mad spirit of democratical arrogance 

to make rank and honours mere butts for public derision 

. they generate a swarm of obscure baronets ”—poor 

Sir Francis! ‘‘ Last, and worst, they bestow that distince- 

tion, which was intended for the highest military and civil 

merit, on Lord Gosford, who found a colony in peace (!) and 

left it in rebellion.” The colony did not think so: il était 

un excellent homme. L. O. David says that only where he 

found it impossible to work out his mission of pacification 

he took vigorous measures, which were forced upon him. 

He left behind him, says the legend, le trop-célébre Col- 
borne. 

I have laboured with all my wits, my pains and strong 
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endeavours, said each debater ; and Canada, Shakespearian 

in turn, replied, ‘Pray you, let us not be the laughing- 

stocks of other men’s humours.” 

There were many winter nights of ’37 made anxious to 

the colonies, when ‘Goderich, amiable but timid, 

Lord Glenelg, sleepy, . . Howick, mischievous, 

and the real Judas, Mr. Stephen, debated leisurely, and 

Mr. Disraeli began his romance of politics.” 

* Well, Mr. Disraeli,” said Lord Melbourne, “ what is 

your idea in entering Parliament?” ‘To be Prime 

Minister, my Lord,” was the daring answer ; not quite as, 

in their minor world of politics, Papineau and Mackenzie 

dreamt of presidency in new republics. 

On the night of Gallows Hill, December 7, ’37, while 

Toronto was in a flutter of excited wonder and self-con- 

gratulation, while Mackenzie was speeding one way, 

Rolph another, and Papineau had already crossed the lines, 

the British House of Commons echoed to the sonorous 

brogue of the Celtic Thunderer and to Mr. Disraeli’s 

famous failure of a maiden speech. “ A failure is nothing,” 

said the man destined to be great ; “it may be deserved or 

it may be remedied. In the first instance, it brings selt- 

knowledge ; in the second, it develops a new combination 

_ which may be triumphant.” Words as prophetic for the 

failure in Canada as for his own. | 

If, with Henry VI., we can say of Mackenzie, a bedlam 

and ambitious humour makes him oppose himself against 

his king, so might these Lords and Commons, Governors 

and Commanders, have taken pains with the habitant to 

- “attend him carefully and feed his humours kindly as 

we may.” The French were such very children. ‘Oh 

mon Dieu,” cried one from the bottom of a boat while he 

and his companions looked momentarily for destruction, 
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‘if you mean to do anything, do it quickly! Once we 

are at the bottom it will be too late. Allons mon Dieu! 

just one little puff of wind, and we shall escape ! ” 

Far back as the times of the beloved Murray, when they 

had at his recall petitioned the King to send him back to 

them—for he and his military council ‘“ were upright 

officers, who, without prejudice and without emolument,” did 

their best—and received as answer the arrival of Carleton 

in his stead, they were satisfied. For Carleton “ was chosen 

by your Majesty.” Even the Duke of Richmond, in his 

short and stormy encounter with the Houses of Assembly, 

was beloved; why? They hailed the prestige of his ex- 

alted rank, for he was not only Duke of Richmond but 

Duc d’Aubigny, direct from the Duchess of that title, who 

had been invested with it by Louis Quatorze, their own 

Grand Monarque, as his other ancestors had been by 

Charles. Why did not some quick wit in the year ’37 
follow the Scotch plan of providing a monarch for England 

instead of allowing that that place provided rulers for 

Scotland, and draw a parallel between James, who was 

Sixth of Scotland before he added England to his domain, 

and the young Queen whose claim to anything and every- 

thing came straight down from France? “The Norman- 

French of Quebec may well feel proud when they remem- 

ber that they can claim what no other portion of the 

Empire can assert—that they are governed by a monarch 

of their own race, who holds her sceptre as the heir of Rollo, 

the Norman sea-king, who first led their ancestors forth 

from the forests of the north to the plains of Normandy.” 



Al Call to Umbrellas. 

‘“We must have bloody noses, and cracked crowns, and pass 
them current, too.” 

In 1837 people did not do things by halves. De mortuis 

nul mst bonum doubled its meaning from the fervour of the 

abuse and obloquy cast upon the subject of it during life. 

William IV. found even his Queen—to whom, by the way, 

though she was jostled on the edge of accession by Mrs. 

_ Jordan and others, he seems to have been devoted—satir- 

ized, lampooned, vilified, by press and tongues alike. No 

sooner is he himself dead than his demise becomes 

“mournful intelligence,” ‘“‘melancholy event,” ‘ affecting 

news,” ‘distressing circumstance of the death of our be- 

loved monarch.” 

Out of the chaos left behind him steps a girlish figure, 

not unlike, in her bare feet and streaming hair, to some 

picture of early Italy, a Stella Matutina. 

Her head and hands are touched with the holy Chrism ; 

Melbourne redeems the sword of state with a hundred 

shillings; two archbishops and some peers lift the tiny 

figure into the throne ; no champion throws the glove; the 

_ acclamations of thousands proclaim her crowned, peers and 

peeresses put on their coronets ; trumpets blare above the 

boom of cannon ; the heads of a nation are bowed in the 

silence of prayer; “Stand firm and hold fast,” adjures 

His Grace ; the old do homage and become her liege men 
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of life and limb and of earthly worship, and of faith and 

truth which they will bear unto her, to live and die against 

all manner of folk. All the romance of the Middle Ages 

seems crowded round that small figure in St. Edward’s 

chair, and Stella Matutina becomes Queen Regnant. 

When she opened her first Parliament the Repeal Cry 

and disturbed Canada were vexing elements in discussion ; 

but the young sovereign placed her trust ‘upon the love 

and affection of my people;” and that trust, as we see, 

was not misplaced. 

The Far West was long in hearing of her accession. 

“There was a deep slumberous calm all around, as if Nature 

had not yet awoke from her night’s rest; then the atmosphere 

began to kindle with gradual light; it grew brighter and 

brighter ; towards the east the sky and water intermingled 

in radiance and flowed and glowed together in a bath of 

fire. Against it rose the black hull of a large vessel, with 

masts and spars rising against the sky. One man stood in 

the bows, with an immense oar which he slowly pulled, 

walking backwards and forwards ; but vain seemed all his 

toil with the heavy black craft, for it was much against 

both wind and current and it lay like a black log and 

moved not. We rowed up to the side and hailed him, 
‘What news?’ What news indeed, to these people weeks 
away from civilization, newspapers and letters. ‘ William 
Fourth was dead, and Queen Victoria reigned in his 
stead.’ ” 

“Canada will never cost English ministers another 
thought or care if they will but leave her entirely alone, 
to govern herself as she thinks fit.” Then came the 
division of opinion as to what was fit, to be followed later’ 
by the opinions of Lords Durham and Sydenham upon the 
dominant party, to be in the meantime fought for by all. 
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Some held it wisdom to say that a despotic government 

was the best safeguard of the poorer classes. A certain 

gentleman aired this idea in Canada, saying a governor 

and council was the only thing for that country. His 

Canadian listener looked at him fixedly for a moment, 

asking again if that were really his opinion,—“ Then, sir, I 

pity your intellects.” 

_ There was an ominous smoke from the fire in Canadian 

hearts over this question of class prejudices. Those were 

the days when a barrister would not shake hands with a 

solicitor, nor would a “dissenting” minister be allowed 

within the pale of society. Governor Maitland had been 

particularly hard upon this latter so-called shady lot of 

people. A store-keeping militia officer refused a challenge 

because the second who brought it was a saddler. The 

honourable profession of teaching was looked at so askance 

that to become a teacher was an avowal of poverty and 

hopelessness. Yet joined to this Old World nonsense, 

transplanted to a world so new that the crops sprung out 

of untilled ground, was the fact that many of the noblesse, 

indigenous as the burdock and thistle, drew their rent rolls 

_ from the village stores, and with the rearing of the head of 

what was called “the hydra-headed democracy,” Froissart’s 

fear was shared ‘that all gentility was about to perish.” 

_ Under these circumstances military life naturally gave 

scope for much originality in uniform, accoutrement, and 

deportment. At one drill three or four hundred men were 

‘tmarshalled, or rather scattered in a picturesque fashion 

hither and thither. A few well-mounted ones, dressed as 

lancers, in uniforms which were anything but uniform, 

flourished back and forth over the greensward to the 

great peril of spectators, they and their horses equally 

wild, disorderly, spirited and undisciplined. Occasionally 
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a carving or butcher knife lashed to the end of a fishing 

pole did good duty for lance,—-not a whit more astounding 

in appearance and use than the concert of marrow-bones 

and cleavers which some years before had nearly frightened 

the Duchess of York to death on her arrival in England. 

But the lancers were perfection compared with the in- 

fantry. Here there was no attempt at uniformity of 

dress, appearance or movement; a few had coats, others 

jackets ; a greater number had neither coats nor jackets, 

but appeared in shirt-sleeves, white or checked, clean or 

dirty, in edifying variety. Some wore hats, some caps ; 

some had their own shaggy heads of hair. Some had fire- 

locks, some had old swords suspended in belts or stuck in 

waistbands; but the greater number shouldered sticks. 

An occasional umbrella was to be seen, but umbrellas 

were too precious to allow of liberties; some said, “ But 

for these vile guns I myself would have been a soldier ;” 

some were willing to enlist for gardin’, but not for shootin’. 

The word of command was thus given :—‘‘ Gentlemen with 

the umbrellas, take ground to the right; gentlemen with 

the walking-sticks, take ground to the left.” They ran 

after each other, elbowed and kicked, stooped, chattered ; 

and if the commanding officer turned his back for a mo- 

ment, very easily sat down. One officer made himself 

hoarse shouting out orders which no one thought of obey- 

ing with the exception of two or three inen in front. But 

the lancers flourished their lances, galloped and capered, 

curvetted (and tripped) to the admiration of all, The 
captain of the lancers was the proprietor of the village 
store, and shortly after the military display might have 
been seen, plumed helmet in hand, vaulting over his 
counter to serve one customer a pennyworth of tobacco 
and another a yard of check. The parade day ended in 

ae 
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a riot, in which the colonel was knocked down and one or 

two others seriously, if not fatally, injured. “Most ele- 

gantly drunk,” “superbly corned,” the gallant lancers, for 

want of an enemy, fought with one another. One inven- 

tion of ’37 was a fuddleometer, an instrument designed to 

warn a man when he had taken his innermost utmost. 

But it does not seem to have been adopted at the War 

Office. Be that as it may, ‘these were the men who were 

out in 737, and they did good work too.” 

A glance at the method of preparation at times employed 

by their enemies shows a uniformity in style. One cap- 

tain, in calling his company together, enumerating “ You 

gentlemen with the guns, ramrods, horsewhips, walking- 

’ could 

not get his men together, because at the time most of 

canes and umbrellas, and them that hasn’t any,’ 

them happened to be engaged either as players in, or spec- 

tators of, a most interesting game of fives. The captain 

consulted his hand-book of instructions to see what was 

proper to do in such circumstances, and exhorted them 

persuasively and politely : 

“Now, gentlemen, [ am going to carry you through the 

revolutions of the manual exercise, and I hope, gentlemen, 

you will have a little patience. I’ll be as short as possible; 

and I hope, gentlemen, if I should be going wrong, one of 

you gentlemen will be good enough to put me right again, 

for I mean all for the best. Take aim! Ram down cart- 

ridge—no, no, fire—I remember now, firing comes next 

after taking aim ; but with your permission, gentlemen, 

_ Tl read the words of command.” 

“Oh, yes, read it, Captain, read it, that will save time.” 

“’Tention, the whole then. Please to observe, gentle- 

men, that at the word ‘fire,’ you must fire, that is if any 

of your guns are loaded; and all you gentlemen fellow- 
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soldiers, who’s armed with nothing but sticks and riding 
switches and cornstalks, needn't go through the firings, 
but stand as you are and keep yourselves to yourselves. . . - 

Handle cartridge! Pretty well, considering you done it 
wrong end foremost. . . . Draw rammer! Those who have 

no rammers to their guns need not draw. . . . Hand- 

somely done, and all together too, except that a few of 

you were a little too soon and some a little too late. . . . 

Charge bagonet !” . 

(Some of the men) “That can’t be right, Captam. How 
can we charge bagonets without our guns?” 

“1 don’t know as to that, but I know I'm right, for 

here it is printed, if I know how to read—it’s as plain as 

the nose on your—faith, [Tm wrong! I’ve turned over 

two leaves at once. I beg your pardon, gentlemen,—well _ 

not stay out long, and well have something to drink as 

soon as we've done. Come, boys, get off the stumps. . . . 

Advanez arms! Very well done; turn stocks of your guns 

in front, gentlemen, and that will bring the barrels be— 

hind ; and hold them straight up and down please. . . . 
Very well done, gentlemen, you have improved vastly. — 
What a thing it is to see men under good discipline. 
Now, gentlemen, we come to the revolutions—but Lord, 
men, how did you get into such a higglety-pigglety?” ~~ 

_ The fact was, the sun had come round and roasted the | 
right wing of the veterans, and, as they were poorly | 4 
provided with umbrellas, they found it convenient to 
follow the shade. In a vain attempt to go to war under 
the shadow of their own muskets, and huddling round to 
the left, they had changed their crescent to a pair of pot- 
hooks. The men objected to the captain’s demand for 
further “revolutions,” as they had already heen on the 
ground for three-quarters of an hour, and they reminded — 
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and he was supposed to be no common recruit. A surgeon \— 

who suspected him suddenly called out ‘‘ Attention!” 

and as the man’s hands dropped by his side he stood 

confessed a soldier. 

At Fort Brady, with its whitewashed palisades and 

little mushroom towers, was a castle, unrivalled in modern 

architecture. On the greensward in front were drilled an 

awkward squad of matchless awkwardness, in that way the 

superiors of any Canadians whom they might propose to 

attack. On occasion one would give his front file a 

punch in the small of the back to speed his movements, 

another would aim a kick for the same purpose ; each had 

a humour to knock his neighbour indifferently well. The 

sentinels, in flannel jackets, were lounging up and down, 

looking lke ploughboys ready to shoot sparrows, quite 

in keeping with their surroundings. But on the Cana- 

dian side there were not even these vivid demonstrations 

of power. Enthusiasm, however, made up for many 

shortcomings. 

In all the newspapers of the two provinces such produc- 

tions as that shown in reduced fac-simile on the opposite 

page might be seen; age has robbed the original, now 

lying before us, of a few words, but the lettering and 

alignment are unaltered. 

The chronicler has it that Brockville’s corps began with | 

twenty-three inoffensive and respectable men of small 

merchandise, who essayed to hearten themselves and terrify 

the French by adopting the name Invincibles. This 

amused Kingston, and a corps was accordingly turned out 

from there, called the Unconquerables, in order not to be 

behind “the paltry little village down the river,” and in a 

bogus notice from one ‘‘ Captain Focus, commanding,” there 

was an N.B.: “No Unconquerable permitted to attend 
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muster without his shoes well blacked and his breeches 

well mended.” 

One colonel issued instructions that above all things 

solid form must be preserved,—shouid a man fall, close 

LOYALISTS TO YOUR DUTY. 
Queens Royal Berderers. 

COMMANDED BY LIEUT. COLONEL GOWAN. 
Wanted 4eQLoyai Velunteers,for 

She above Corps, for eix months ser- 
vice only. | 
Each man will get 8 dollars boun- 
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and cover the vacancy. An Irishman with a bass voice 

and sepulchral delivery gravely asked, “ And would your 

honour have us step on a did man?” 

The word “halt” had little power to make some 

‘militia corps stationary ; it rather accelerated their speed. 
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‘¢ Halt—halt—halt!” cried a .perspiring officer as he 

chased his men, and as near explosion point as his own 

gun; ‘if you don’t halt I'll walk you five miles!” The 

threat prevailed, and they halted. But they were peremp- 

tory enough when individually they had to give the same 

order. Both sides, loyalist and patriot, saw an enemy in 

every bush and were always ready for a spy. Excitement 

was running high in a Yonge Street village one day, when a 

lad, young Jakeway, hearing an unusual noise in the street, 

walked out to see what it was. One of a number of armed 

men before the village inn called to him to halt, taking 

him for a spy. But the lad turned away and did not hear. 

The man, upon no further provocation, raised his gun to 

shoot, but another, less ardent, knocked the weapon up 

and contented himself with Jakeway’s arrest. The leader 

recognized him as an inoffensive onlooker, and dismissed 

him with an apology. No one was to pass certain out- 

posts out of Kingston without passport, the parole and 

countersign. The Montreal mail with four horses dashed 

to the bridge at Kingston Mills as the militia sentry’s halt 

rang out. But the coachman, as fit as himself, paid no 

heed ; so the sentry’s bayonet pierced the breast of one of 

the leaders. Complaint was made to the Postmaster- 

General, but the sentry was promoted and Government 

would afford no redress. It knew a good man. That 

same night brought commanding officer and men, clothed 
and armed, to parade. By lantern light they were made 
load and told “the time was come.” On the principle of 
first fire, then enquire, a man in the front rank—of course 
an Irishman—-discharged his musket in his officer’s face. 
“Be jabers,” said he, when asked for explanation and 
congratulated on the harmlessness of his aim, “ Colonel, I 
wuz that full of fight I cuddn’t help it.” 
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But at the grand inspection in and about Kingston, 

which took place chiefly before St. George’s church, with 

the same hearty bluff Englishman, Colonel Bonnycastle, in 

command, the troops, six hundred and fifty in number, 

newly clothed and equipped, made a handsome showing, 

and considering their rawness performed their evolutions 

creditably and. without damage to themselves or him. 

‘Are these British soldiers?” asked an onlooker who 

- was shrewdly guessed to be a military spy from the other 

side. 
“Qh, no, not at all, only the Frontenac militia.” 

‘Then if they are militia,” returned the American, “all 

I can say is they must be regular militia.” 

Old Peninsula officers, remnants of Brock’s army, 

veterans from everywhere British, helped from Quebec to 

Sarnia to leaven this mass of raw colonial fighting material, 

and they developed it into something very ugly to tackle. 

But even veterans want substantial recompense for 

service, and in 737 Sir Francis received a strong appeal 

from one of them : 

“ May it please your Honor and Glory, for wer more, 

Amen. 

ols , formly belonging to the 49th Regt of 
Foot was sent to this country in 1817 by his Majesty 

George the Forth to git land for myself and boys; but my 

boys was to small, but Plase your Honor now the Can 

work, so-I hope your honor wold be so good to a low them 
Land, because the are Intitle to it by Lord Bathus. I was 

spaking to His Lord Ship in his one office in Downing 

Street, London, and he tould me to beshure I wold Git 

land for my boys. Plase your Honor, I was spaking to 

Lord Almor before he went home about the land for my 
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boys, and he sed to beshure I was Intitle to it. Lord 

Almor was Captain in the one Regt that is the Old 49th 

Regt foot. Plase your honor I hope you will doe a old 

Solder Justis. God bless you and your family. 

“ Your most humble Sarvint 
(a5 

‘“N.B. Plase your Honor I hope you will excuse my 

Vulgar way of writing to you, but these is hard times 

Governor so I hope you will send me an answer.” 

Not one of them was too far off to hear the despatchmen 

as they rode along the half-made roads, with bugles blow- 

ing the call toarms. Spear in boot, sword clanking by his 

_ side, the despatchman was an impressive figure which still 

lives in the memory of some of those who in their youth 

answered to his call. No one disputed his word; at his 

behest the farmer had to go, and the farmer’s horses had 

to be harnessed to furnish transport for recruits. ‘ Four 

of us were out, ‘cause why, we had to. Two of us were 

stacking cornstalks, one was at the creek with the horses, 

and I was mending the fence. It was a beautiful day, and 

the air was clear enough to hear anything, let alone that 

bugle. The tooting was followed by the appearance of a 

lot of men, and we were ordered to fallin. It took me 

only a minute to run into the house for some things ; none 

of us had a gun, and on the way we cut ourselves cudgels. 

There was not any volunteering about it, for it was a regu- 

lar press. I was the youngest, and mother she did ery 

like sixty.” 

Everywhere the rigours of barrack life, drill, and life 

generally were lightened by practical jokes and bogus 

challenges. John Strachan, junior, once gravely challenged 

a cow, gave her one more chance to answer, and then, in 
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defence of his country, took her life. What is more, he 

had to pay for her. 

-In Quebec the volunteer days of ’37-38 were festive 

times. With population that followed a thin line of river 

border and condensed at the two cities, and with superior 

means of equipment and drill, the period of formation 

was not so lengthy as in Upper Canada. Lieutenant- 

Colonel the Honourable James Hope was chosen by 

Lord Gosford as commander of the volunteer force. In 

December, ’37, the garrison at Quebec was reduced to one 

company of Royal Artillery. No greater compliment 

could be paid Major Sewell, late of the 49th, Brock’s own 

—with his regiment in uniforms of “blue coat and buff 

breeches, white blanket coat and green facings, blue cap 

and light band”—than to put him in charge of that 

important post. He had some veterans among them, 

Henry Lemesurier, a captain minus his right arm, which 

had been carried away by a round-shot at the battle of 

Salamanca when bearing the colours of his regiment—the 

 74th—for one. The militia force in the beginning of the 

year was incomplete and inefficient, looking formidable 

with its list of every officer from colonel to corporal, 

but with many, officers and men alike, who had never 

handled a musket. But they were to get used to the smell 

of powder. ‘Lord love your honour, the smell of gun- 

powder, did yousay? Divil a bit do we care for it—it’s the 

balls we do be moindin’.” And well he might say so, for 

not even H. M. Regular Rocket troop was to be entirely 

trusted. At St. Eustache, under the impression that 

rockets like wine improve with age, one, a relic of the 

Peninsula, was fired. It was a mellow old fellow, slow 

_ In making up its mind. Instead of rising it fell, failed to 

_ clear the unaccustomed snake fence which lay in the track, 
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broke off its tail and sent its huge head whirling and 

whizzing, twirling and sizzling, over a ploughed field, with 

Head-quarter staff, Rocket troop and all before it in mad 

flight to escape. It seized upon one volunteer to play 

particular pranks with, and chased him round and round 

the field, until, exhausted, he fell between the furrows, 

and the rocket, balked of its prey, went out with a final 

bang. Convinced that his enemy was defunct the man got 

somehow to his feet, and never drew breath—so the story 

goes—until Montreal was reached. . 

The first paid corps raised at Quebec was named the 

Porkeaters, a regiment some six hundred strong, able- 

bodied, resolute fellows, mostly Irish labourers, mechanics 

and tradesmen, who did no discredit to their supposed 

diet. These bacon-fed knaves began by looking the 

awkward squad; but drill by the non-coms. of the regulars, 

aided by strict discipline, soon made them perform their 

evolutions with the regularity and precision of their 

instructors. It is easy to fancy this regiment going into 

action under Colonel Rasher, with the wholesome advice, 

Salvum Larder, floating to the breeze in the hands of 

pee Flitch—“ Charge, Sausage, charge; On, Bacons, 

on,” the last words of some local Marmion. 

A. fine cavalry corps, well-mounted, muscular fellowes 

under Major Burnet, did good work ; yet temperate withal, 

not like Strange’s troop in Kingston. The latter had been 

in semi-activity since ’34—that is to say, they were drilled 

on foot, with sticks for sabres. The consequence was that 

when they were furnished with arms and mounted on 

steeds of many sizes, difficulties ensued. Calm Sergeant 

Nobbs, sword in hand, all his neighbours equally hard at 

work mastering horse and weapon, unfortunately drew the 

curb at an inopportune moment as he was demonstrating his 
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mode of parrying. Up came the horse’s head, and off 
went its ears. 

Also at Quebec were the Queen’s Pets, composed of sea- 

faring men, under Captain Rayside, a veteran naval officer, 

in long blue pea-jackets, blue breeches, round fur caps with 

long ears, and red woollen cravats—evidently the young 

Queen was supposed to be fond of novelty—their arms, 

horse pistols, broad cutlasses and carronade. Companies 

1, 2, 3, 4, 5 and 7 in this regiment had blue loose coats 

with red collars, blue breeches, and high fur caps with 

long ears; the Highland company had Rob Roy tartan 

trews, Scotch bonnets and dark frock coats. 

The Fauch-a-Ballaughs were gayer still, in white blanket 

coat, red sash, green buttons, green facings and green 

seams, high cap with green top falling over—an old hat 

and the humour of forty fancies pricked int’ it for a feather 

—and blue breeches with a red stripe. 

One corps had a euphonious and suggestive Dahomean 

title from corporations gained in forty years of piping 

peace and good dinners. They were chiefly Lower Town 

merchants, yeterans in business if not in war, who soon 

brought their cognomens under the discipline of black 

leather belts, cartouche box and twenty rounds of ball 

cartridge ; good Brown Besses rested on the shelves pro- 

vided by a kindly Mother Nature ; and with much pufling 

and blowing, their eyes fronted and righted until a per- 

manent cast was threatened. 

All corps dined much, whether they were to fight or not. 

Military dinners were frequent, and always went off with 

great éclat, the local excitement lending ‘“ go” to them all. 

Even in that time of ferment there were, as there had 

_ been since the Conquest, sensible men, French and English, 

of the better classes who had made the fact of a common 
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enemy—the American assault of Quebec—a ground for 

-acommon patriotism. History has handed down a glow- 

ing account of one St. Andrew’s dinner given in 737, 

in Quebec, and Mr. Archibald Campbell’s lines, sung by 

himself in a clear and mellow voice, are worth reproduc- 

tion as indicative of the Scottish spirit : 

‘* Men of Scotia’s blood or land, 

No longer let us idly stand 

Our ‘ origin’ which traitors brand 

As ‘foreign’ here. 

By gallant hearts those rights were gained, 

By gallant hearts shall be maintained, 

H’en tho’ our dearest blood be drained 

Those rights to keep. 

On the crest of Abram’s heights, 

Victorious in a thousand fights, 

The Scottish broadsword won our rights, 

Wi fatal sweep. 

Then when the Gaul shall ask again 

Who called us here across the Main, 

Kach Scot shall answer, bold and plain, 

‘ Wolfe sent me here.’ 

Be men like those the hero brought, 

With their best blood the land was bought, 

And, fighting as your fathers fought, 

Keep it or die.” 

There were men then in Quebec whose denunciations of 

British rule were given with a vim not exceeded by 
Papineau himself, who were destined, fermentation over, to 

be like the wine kept for the end of the feast. It so hap- 
pened that Sir E. P. Taché, aide-de-camp to the Queen in 
after years, was then Patriote—to be spelled in capitals and 
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rolled with the reverberation of the Parisian R. He was 

subjected to an unexpected domiciliary visit, as a cannon 
was supposed to be hidden under his winter supply of pro- 

visions. The searchers were rewarded by a pair of duelling 

pistols, then a part of every gentleman’s outfit, and a veri- 

table Mons Meg, six inches long, which belonged to a small 

boy of the same number of years. 

As history counts, it was not long before Etienne Taché, 

in the fold and one of our Queen’s knights good and true, 

declared “the last gun fired for British supremacy in 

America would be fired by a French-Canadian.” 

From survivors, and from a few printed memorials, 

one finds that what was known as Training Day seems 

to have been a great farce in Upper Canada. The 4th 

of June, King George’s birthday, was its date. Descrip- 

tions of it take one back to the Duke of Brunswick’s 

lament over his army-——that if it had been generaled 

by shoemakers and tailors it could not have been worse, | 

for the Duke’s general marched with his division like cab- 

bages and turnips in defile. Here there was no likeness to 

anything so formal ; the army manceuvres partook of the 

wild luxuriance of native growths. If twelve were the 

hour for muster on the common at Fort George, it was 

sure to be after one before the arduous work of falling in 

_ began. “The men answered to their names, as the rolls of 

the various companies were called, with a readiness and 
distinctness of tone which showed that, in spite of the 

weather, they were wide-awake,” says the chronicle. Once 

they became more active a scene ensued which could not 

fail to gladden the eyes of the onlookers. In time, either 

slow or quick, the men did not seem to be guided by any 

rule of book, but exemplified home-made tactics, present- 

ing lines for which mathematicians have yet furnished no 
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name, putting out flanking parties at either end, and as 

nearly squaring a circle and circling a square as possible. 

“Though many jokes were passed, fewer sods were 

thrown than usual.” Even later than ’37, once men had 

been out and had come home veterans their services 

were in demand by officers newly appointed. As in the 

days of the good Duke of York, ignorance was an officer’s 

perquisite ; then some intelligent sergeant whispered the 

word of command which his officer was ashamed to know ; 

here, the poor officer was willing, but perhaps had a ser- 

geant as ignorant as himself. However, he was not too 

haughty to search for some private to help him. ‘Say, 

they tell me you were out,” said one of these officers to a 

private ; ‘“ I suppose you know something of military train- 

ing: Now, I am a captain and don’t know anything, and 

I believe [ll appoint you my sergeant.” The scene of 

initiation was by the Little Thames, on what was later to 

be a Court House site, thenceforward to be known as 

Stratford. The captain wore the battered remains of a 

tall silk hat, a black tailed coat, white linen trousers 

about six inches too short, and hose a world too wide for 

his shrunk shanks. The hastily-made sergeant, Tom 

Stoney, a blue-eyed young Irishman with a spice of fun 

but kind at heart, armed his superior officer with his own 

cavalry sword, and taking him into his small saddler-shop 

made himself military tailor as well. The captain never 

would have rested without spurs had he known that the 

late King on his first appearance in military uniform, 

although unmounted, wore a pair of gold ones that reached 

halfway up his legs like a gamecock. Stoney drew down the 
white pantaloons as far and as tight as possible, sewed on. 
buttons, and cut and sewed two leather straps to aid in 

keeping the captain together. The men were got into line ; 
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an captain meekly took his place among them. “ Right 

face !” cried the sergeant, and off flew a button, up went the 

trouser-leg to the knee—“ pursued my humour, not pursu- 

ing his”—rejoicing in regained freedom, relented and 

came down again. Clump-clamp wentthe leather strap with 

every step. The sergeant’s commands came quicker than 

ever, the captain perspired, and toiling behind his men 

removed his silk hat to wipe his streaming face. Then he 

ventured his first “command”: ‘I think we have had 

enough drill; we'll march down to the distillery, boys, if 

you like.” And they did. 

In the Talbot District, Training Day since 1812 had 

been kept up with constancy. In spite of that, the inhabi- 

tants were somewhat unprepared when’37 came. But the 

gathering of the Loyalists, however isolated they were from 

one another, was willing and surprisingly quick. Old 

officers of the army sought for and gathered up volunteers ; 

they had neither drum nor fife, but there was a ready 

response from willing hearts, and from hands equally will- 

ing, however uncouth and unused to arms. The most 

embarrassing hindrances, sometimes, to everything like 

organization and drill and obedience to orders were those 

same old soldiers when, as was generally the case, they 

knew more than their officers. They stood in the ranks, and 

at the same time found fault with every word of command, 

so that tHewe demoralized that which they had brought. 

together. No set of volunteers was more difficult to 

handle than the old soldiers who had settled in Adelaide. 

Captain Pegley, although himself a retired regular officer, 

found them almost unmanageable when mixed with the 

more docile farmers and farmers’ sons. After much adjur- 

ation he at length broke out into exclamations which, 

on the whole, suited is mixed audience better than set 
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military phrase. “ Haw, man! gee, man!” cried he, a start-_ 

ling contrast to the studied politeness of some of the subs, 

who, with nothing whatever of the drill-sergeant tone, when- 

ever the openings in the ranks were too wide, would say, 

‘Won't you be kind enough to step nearer this way ; now, 

you men, be good enough to keep your places.” The sharp- | 

est order delivered by these subs was, “ Halt! and let the 

others come up, can’t you!” Wheeling into line disclosed 

a line looking like the snake fence surrounding the stubble 

field which contained the wheel. 

Marching in quick time with one bagpipe and a fiddle, 

or with a single drum and fife, was not antidote enough to 

the stubble as they passed the gallant Lieutenant-Colonel 

in blue frock coat, white trousers shoved up from his boots, 

around hat above his fat face, seated in unostentatious 

dignity on his venerable white mare, whose sides were 

blown out with grass and her neck adorned with a rope 

halter. ‘Now, men, won’t you fall in,” he would patheti- 

cally inquire, while they showed every disposition to fall 

out. For, instead of the drum boy, in the centre of the 

_parade-ground was a keg containing that liquid which in 

Lower Canada, when carried in a seal-skin covered bottle, 

was known as Lac dulce, or sometimes as old man’s milk. 

Then would Captain Rappelje command to drink the 

Sovereign’s health, which was done con amore ; trials of 

strength, boxing and wrestling, would fellow, when ‘ Abe 

would knock Jehial as straight as a loon’s foot.” 

What would men not do to keep these kegs full. Once 

Colonel Bostwick and Captain Neville were temporarily 

absent at the same time, while certain points on the 

river were guarded against surprise; the rebels were 

hourly expected, but failed to appear. Advantage was 

taken of the officers’ absence to cross at one of these 

ere 



— 

Cw LO, OMBRELLAS, DET 

points, to replenish the canteen. The boat, showing lights, 

returned before the expected time. Those on the pier 

bethought them of a Yankee boast to come across and 

eat the small village before breakfast. They prepared to 

fire into the boat, but changed their minds, and rushed 

to where their Captain and a companion were soundly 

sleeping. The pile of discarded clothing by the couch had 

been rather mixed, and the Captain measured six foot 

odd ; his companion’s valour was contained in few inches. 

“Come, come quick, quick, the rebels are upon us!” 

brought them to their feet, the big Captain thrusting him- 

self as far as he could, and farther than the garments bar- 

gained for, into the unmentionables of the smaller man. 

They refused to cover below the calf; he tried to with- 

draw, they were obdurate, and in an agony of thought 

the enemy’s knock was heard. The small man had 

meanwhile decamped with a train at either heel. The 

7 Captain seized a jacket which matched the rest of his suit ; 

in desperation he took the quilt, and in toga arrayed, like 

“that hook-nosed fellow of Rome,” reached the wharf 

in time to receive the whiskey kegs, where he delivered 

~a lecture on breach of discipline and ordered the men to 

the guard-house. This Captain was a formidable figure 

out of his quilt, in his own red uniform with white fac- 

ings and girt with a sword whose hilt of ivory and _ brass 

was further decorated with two beavers conventionalized 

beyond even the requirements of modern art. The sash, 

of double twisted silk, strange to say had been the pro- 

perty of John Rolph, who, during his life in Middlesex, 

had made his home in Captain Neville’s house—a queer 

foregathering, for we all know the one, and the latter 

was after the pattern of the U. E. Loyalist definition in 
ECL: 
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‘‘ By Tory now is understood 

A man who seeks his country’s good.” 

Captain Neville and Colonel Mahlon Burwell had a 

friendly rivalry as to who would furnish the country to 

which they were both so devoted with the most warlike 

sons. Leonidas, Blucher, Hannibal, Napoleon and Brock, 

did they call their unprotesting infants, until a mother ~ 

rose to the assertion of her prerogative when Wolfe was 

suggested for one of her babies. The most warlike of 

this cream of heroism weighed but two pounds when he 

came into the world, and was put in his father’s carpet 

shipper to be weighed. Great, then, was the consterna- 

tion when at the outbreak the following regimental order 

was issued, embracing fathers and sons: 

‘You are hereby ordered and required to warn all the 

men from sixteen to sixty, within limits of the late Cap- 

tain David Rappelje’s company, to meet at St. Thomas, 

13th inst., on Wednesday, with arms and ammunition, of 

whom I will take command.” ‘The same village walls 

held another order from Sir Francis Bond Head. The 

result was more men brought together than ever before in 

the history of the settlement. The Mansion House was the 

great rallying point, and here, after the Scotch fashion, 

business was discussed, the suspected ones talked over by 

the extra loyal, and toasts and maledictions drunk ac- 

cording to the politics of the thirsty. That part of the 

country was one of the most disaffected sections, and 

neighbour looked upon neighbour with suspicion. 

Some time before this, roused out of his retirement by 
the tales of agitation which he heard, Colonel Talbot at- 
tended the only political meeting of his Canadian life. 

On St. George’s Day of the year when Sir John Col- 
borne, one of his nearest friends, took sucha conspicuous © 
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: part in the provincial elections, a large party of his people 

went out to meet the Colonel on the way from his Cana- 

dian Malahide castle. They found him on the top of 

- Drake’s Hill, from which a beautiful view was afforded of 

the pleasant valley they were ready to defend. He en- 

- tered the town, surrounded by waving flags bearing ‘The 

Hon. Thomas Talbot, Founder of the Talbot Settlement,” 

and other descriptive legends. The venerable figure of 

the eccentric lord of the manor, Executive Councillor, 

friend and fellow-officer of Wellington, stood there sur- 

veying his flock, the majority cheering him to the echo; 

but knots here and there bestowed unfavourable glances 

on them and him. His address was full of wit and sage 

advice. Some of the veterans, clad like himself in home- 

spun, who had toiled under his eye and by his aid had 

emerged from poverty to wealth, stood, with hands in 

their capacious pockets, looking up at-him as if they 

“could fairly swallow his words.” When he referred to 

the pains he had taken to preserve loyalty among them, 

“That’s true, Colonel,’ came as involuntary response. 

_ “But,” said he, “in spite of all my efforts, some black 

sheep have got into the flock—aye, and they have got 

the r-r-rot-t-t, too !-” 

_ His well-known aversion to altercation or controversy 

resulted in his being the only speaker. A loyal address _ 

was dictated by him extolling the blessings of government 

as then enjoyed and resting the blame of disaffection on 

the religious teaching of a certain lot of immigrants who 

had come to the Talbot Settlement in time to enjoy its 
prosperity, and then, not having the devotion bred by 

being first-comers, found it easy to pick flaws. The year 

°37 brought to them a mysterious individual mounted on a 

cream-coloured horse which ambled him along the lanes 
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and roads of Yarmouth. Like the clock peddler, the 

stranger wore deep green glasses in his spectacles. After 

his labours of disseminating dissension were over he 

managed to make his escape, but the cream-coloured nag 

figured as an officer’s charger on the Loyalist side—-accord- 

ing to his late owner’s opinion, much after the manner of 

the unmounted Glengarries whose humour it was to steal 

at a moment’s rest—‘“‘ convey, the wise it call ””—but .from 

the opposite point of view was pressed into government 

service. It was an animal of no prejudices, for with its 

rider it was always in the van. | 

Of those whose looks burned as they listened to the 

Colonel, and who would not subscribe to the address, some 

were yet to stand upon the drop to die for treason—a 

dignified name with which Colonel Talbot, in common with- 

Drew, Prince and others, would have had little patience. 

These disaffected were chiefly influenced by an Englishman, 

George Lawton, who, like a good many of the demagogues 

of that day, had been a factious pate elsewhere. Concerned 

in the Bristol Riots, he was well up in the catch-words 

which thrilled the crowds there, and he used his strong 

mind and nimble tongue upon Canadian complications. 

He had to escape, somehow, from the consequences of his 

acts at home; so a sham illness and a sham death, a 

stuffed coffin and a funeral, and a voyage of the supposed 

deceased brought George Lawton to the Talbot District to 

sow those ‘‘seed-grains” of revolutionary doctrine which 

were to make him a second time an outcast. One of the 

first persons he met in this country was a chief mourner 

who had followed his coffin to the grave. 

As early as’33, Colonel Talbot writes to a friend : “ My 

rebels endeavoured to hold a meeting at St. Thomas on 

the 17th, Dr. Franklin’s birthday as I am informed, but 

ce 
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‘in which they were frustrated by my Royal Guards, who 

routed the rascals at all points and drove them out of the 

village like sheep, numbers with broken heads leaving 

their hats behind them—the glorious work of old Colonel 

Hickory. In short, it was a most splendid victory. Mr. 

Fraser, the Wesleyan minister, behaved admirably on the 

occasion, and I scarcely think they will venture to call 

- another meeting in St. Thomas. Their object was to form 

a political union, the articles of which were to elect the 

Legislative Council and magistrates.” 
At all periods of the Rebellion Talbot’s District pro- 

vided much “sympathy.” Several men from Port Stanley 

_ set out to join the sympathisers who were making ready 

_ at Detroit. Their small vessel was provided with boiler 

and machinery, and they made fair headway until off a 

_ spot near the Lake Road, when the rudder gave way. In 

a frenzy of conscience the boat made for her own shore 

and stuck inthe sand-bank. Just at that point there hap- 
pened to be a small company of dragoons, who, when they 

saw the boat coming towards them, with armed men in it, 
divided into two parties and galloped off in opposite 

directions. The officer of the company, in two minds to 

go both ways at once, solved his difficulty by popping 

under an upturned canoe. The would-be saviours of their 

country in the rebel boat got clear of the sand-bank and 

made off, upon which the dragoons galloped back to look 

after their captain. After a careful search, for he was 
very coy, they found him under his canoe canopy, not a 

bad makeshift where umbrellas were not procurable. 

"There was scarcely a locality which did not give evidence 
that the rebel spirit had a lodgment not far off. But also 
in each there were martial spirits eager and willing to lead 
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or be one of loyalist troops. Some of them tell their own 
stories so well that it would be a pity to garble or curtail 

them. One man describes how he gave up his professional — 

work, as the winter and the Rebellion were coming on ~ 

together. “ . . . The political horizon at that time 

looked rather squally. The Rads. were holding frequent 

meetings in different parts of the country, at which loud 

and long speeches were made to the ignorant and wicked, 

until it broke out in a general rising among the disaf- 

fected portion—which was the largest portion of the 

County of York. In Simcoe the Rads. were fully half 

the population ; but they did not turn out for fear of the 

other half, among whom were many fiery Orangemen. 

And to this Order I attribute the safety of our country, 

although many loyal men, not Orangemen, turned out in 

behalf of the Government. Without these men we should 

have failed, as, before troops could arrive from England, 

the Yankees would have flooded the country. 

“The Home District appeared to be the stronghold of 

the disaffected in Upper Canada. On the 4th of December, 

as I was going towards Queensville, I met five or six men 

with rifles, whom I knew to be fond of hunting deer. We 

talked about hunting and I went on my way, when I met 

sixty or seventy more, straggling along, some with guns, 

some with swords, and others unarmed. They had several 

waggons with them, which appeared loaded, but were 

covered up. I began to suspect their object, but could get 

no satisfaction to my questions. Then I met a young 

fellow whom I followed into his father’s house, and saw | 

_ his father give him a pair of boots and some money. ‘That 

convinced me. I then turned back and followed the party, 

when I met a man who told me my suspicions were correct, — 

and that they were going to take Toronto. I advised him 
aa 
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to go home, but he said he dare not ; so then I told him 
lhe had better go to the States. He said he would, and I 
afterwards learned that he took my advice. On my way 

_ south I went imto the tavern on Tory Hill, and asked the 

_ landlady if she understood the movement, to which she 

replied that they were going to take Toronto, and she had 

Emown it for several days. Her husband and several 

_ others had gone there three days before, and I may 

say here that when I went to the city I found him there 
as a volunteer—either that or go to prison. I next saw 
Mr. Samuel Sweasey, and asked him if he understood the 

' Movement. “Yes, they are going to take Toronto, rob the 

Bank, hang the Governor, and when they come back they 

will hang you” When I asked him where his sons were, 

he said he had sent them to the woods to get nd 

__ 6€ them as the rebels were after them” Between this 

" Marrator and his friends the news was soon pretty 

_ well spread m the neighbourhood of the Landing, 
_ Bomd Head, Bradford and Newmarket as to what he had 

Seen and heard. “Farther on I met several men, too 

great cowards to turn out with the rebels, but mean 

enough to sive me great abuse on account of my principles.” 
- He and various other officers met at Newmarket, and 

_ agreed to do all possible to raise quickly what force they 
_ eould im their respective neighbourhoods, the narrator 

Teme assisted by one of his sons, who was 4 sergeant. 
“Two men had been sent from Newmarket to inform the 

| Governor that there were 2 number up here he could 
_depend om These men were taken prisoners by Mac 

Semmes party 2. . . We felt much the want of arms. 

|" Orders were given to search for and seize all the arms that 

_ @oald be found: but we had poor success, as most of 

‘them were im the hands of the rebels and the rest were 
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hidden away to prevent our getting them. About the 9th 

we heard that John Powell had shot Anderson,” followed 

by the rest of the doings after Montgomery’s. News 

reached the men of the north slowly, and for many reasons 

their march to the assistance of the city was delayed. 

‘At McLeod’s inn, on Yonge Street, a most cowardly 

affair occurred. Some twenty-five or thirty of the Scotch 

and a few others, on hearing that a body of men under 

Lount was stationed in the Ridges, whom we might have 

to fight, turned tail and went home. Their minister did 

all he could to dissuade them; but home they would. go. 

When he found persuasion useless, he mounted his horse 

and called for volunteers. <A few, fell in with him, and 

he and they were with us when we took up our march 

for the city. 

«A certain officer had assumed the command, and was 

mounted on a horse that had been taken from a Lloyd- 

town man as he was trying to get home after Mont- 

gomery’s. When we got down as far as Willis’s farm, at 

the entrance to the Ridges, a halt was called and a council 

held, and, as it was yet feared by some that there was a 

strong force of rebels in the Ridges, it was decided that a 

few of us, about eight, and mounted, should form an 

advance guard to reconnoitre. A man from the Landing 

had gone into Willis’s and got a gun, which when the 

colonel saw he called to the man to let him have. The 

other objected, whereupon the colonel went up to him and, 

in the presence of us all, wrenched it out of his hands. 

We were then ordered, the disarmed man one of us, to 

advance, which we did. The eight of us had two guns, 

three swords, one club, and this little party went through 

the Ridges while the colonel and his reserve waited for 

about half an hour. Hearing nothing from us in the shape 
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of a skirmish they ventured through. When we got to 

Bond’s Lake I got a pitchfork for the man from whom the 

colonel had taken the gun.” At Thornhill they learned 

that the rebels were completely dispersed, and many were 

for returning home ; but it was decided to continue the 

march and tender their services to the Government. ‘“ By 

this time we mustered pretty strong, as several had joined 

us during the night and morning, many of whom I pre- 

sume would have joined the other party had they been 

able to reach the city and make a stand there. We had 

now some twenty-five or thirty prisoners that we had 

picked up as we came. .These we tied and placed in 

two strings, somewhat in the form of A.” Arrived in 

the city the volunteers were inspected by the Governor, 

and thanked by him in Her Majesty’s name for the tender 

of their services. ‘ When they came opposite to where I 

was sitting on my horse, Colonel Carthew said, ‘A more 

loyal man does not live,’ and upon this the Governor 

bowed twice and passed on.” Some ten or twelve of them 

did not accept their billet upon the people, but went to a 

tavern and paid their own way. ‘‘I was officer of the 

guard on the night that Peter Matthews was brought into 

the Parliament House (used as head-quarters and prison) 

a prisoner. On the next night I went with Mr. Robinson, 

Dr. King and Sheriff Jarvis to the hospital, where Edgar 

Stiles, Kavanagh, and Latra were lying, to take their 

depositions.” On the next night he was sent “with a 

strong party to Sharon, where we captured some thirty or 

forty and sent them to Toronto. For three or four days 

IT was at Newmarket attending to the guards, as we had a 

number of prisoners in the Baptist meeting-house. 

} I was ordered to where Collingwood now stands to Tee 

for Lount, who was said to be there at a lonely house of 
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ene John Brasier, When we had got as far as Bradford — 

& man Was sent after us with a report that Lount had been 

taken somewhere below Toronto. When I went to New- 

market again I found that in my absence wveral gentle- 
men who had been nowhere at the first had come im, had 

got commissions and my men. . .  . After this, same 
eighteen or twenty of us about the Landing and Sharean 
joimed and formed a company for our mutaal defence, - 
armed with muskets. For a while we met for drill weekly, 
then monthly, and sean not at all.” 3 

Dieydtewn, although the seat of disaffection, had its 
loyalists, too; bat as they were im the face af such odds 
they had to temper the exhibition of their loyalty with 
discretion. Ome of themselves says that when the all 
came for their ald they made a prompt respanse, bat teok 
the precantion to lave the village Im small partes. 

Bat loyalty was a term on a siding sale, and a Seoich- 
man whose vote was Reform was every whit as loyal as 

his Tory acquaintance who “sasmeiened ” him. 
“Loyal! Of course I was loyal, a every ame Mou 

neighbourhood was; bat most ef us were tree Reformers 

nevertheless, and not ashamed of the name, in spite of 

Mackenme’s goingson. | refesed to volunteer in ‘38 when 

the drafiangs bezan again, becamse all trouble m Upper 

Canada was over, and I could not see that I was called © 

upon to give up important home duties ; and besdies thai, 

the officers had nothing te da, and theashi it woeld be a 

fine thing to set a company up and have the recompense 
for keeping it together. The capiaim only secceeded m 

getting a few volunteers noi twenty, and the thing was — 

to be completed br ballot. Thai was a rezalar farce, and © 
the ignorance of some af those whe drew was ndiceloss — 

A Sootthman, holding his Sip m bis hand showed it | 
* 
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 exaltantly to a friend, who did nox hegradge hiss his tuck, 
wee *‘Ooaye, alive drawed 2 prize” Bat I met an 

| Arishwan, som after, who bad been sharper than the 

‘Seotehman, pretending that he knew the peculiar twist 
ee % eee flest was intended net to be “ drawel’ The 

| Tishman was rejoicing in his own excsaption, and wickeily 
gloating over his beother who was not up to the twisted 
paper trick and had ‘drawed” One man, now our most 

| ~prousinent citizen, and certainly ome of the oldest, refuse 
| Gither to draw or volunteer, for reasons the same 28 mine ; 

\ he had fought m 37 om the loyalist side. and now in BS 
_ Warrant was out for iim on the score of disloyalty! They 
| tried to arrest him, thinking he would salasit quictly, bat 
Geet fhe thing on every point, and these sccalled 

loyalists found they bad no keeal ground & stand om 
They dare not press the matter, w my friend was le 
alone.” 

ig 
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“Our captain was a regular autccrat in manner and 

appearance, and he spoke with < thick, fast utterance of 2 

Kind better imagined than written, when he was excite 
Two others, who happened to be where we were satiomed, 
alse lad an mepediment in their speech, and none of them 
Were remarkable for smooth temper. X_ was sitting in the 
tavern one day when Z. entered to get something which was 
Tyme om the back of Ns chair. Z stutteringly apologized 

fo disturbing him XX was annoyed at being mocked. and 

attiering told him he would wane ee eee Z 

ae eee eT ee ee 

~y 

ees Secomanation and > a mmiegelies 



E22 HUMOURS. OF 737. 

captain’s sympathy, which was stutteringly refused, while 

he advised them not to be ‘such-ch f-f-fools.’ ” 

“In the beginning of the winter of ’37-38, MacNab, 

president of our railroad, came with some of the directors 

into our office. He stood before the fire, with his coat- 

tails turned up, and seemed to have made up his mind 

to rival Cromwell, if not to surpass him. ‘ Boys, the 

Rebellion has burst out and the railway has burst up. 

Make out your arrears of accounts due, get them verified 

and certified by the chief engineer and keep them safe— 

some day you may get the money. In the meantime we 

have none for you, and the banks are burst all over the 

country, and if we had any to give you you could not pass 

it.. We have no further use for your services, unless you 

choose to enlist in the volunteer corps. In that case I can 

promise you lots of work at twenty-five cents a day without 

board, except by ‘foraging on the enemy. I give you 

quarter of an hour to get your accounts verified, and then 

go. I want to lock up the office and put the key in my 

pocket by that time.’ 

‘‘T don’t know what the other fellows did with them- 

selves, but I got my $130 odd verified, and it will be just 

sixty years next December since that money started 

‘coming’ to me. I joined the Guelph Light Infantry, 

under Captain Poore, and that afternoon we marched over 

awful roads to Ancaster. When we got there we made 

camp-fires along the street, and lay down in our blankets 

on the frozen ground. The object of our expedition was 

to annihilate Duncombe. 

“At about two in the morning we were kicked till we 

woke up, when we were summoned to partake of the 

banquet the Government provided of pork and bread. For 
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_ the ensuing two weeks of our expedition we looked back 

in raptures at that meal, for we got hardly another bite 
except an occasional one stolen from the farmers. Once I 

got one hot potato from the table while the people were at 

breakfast ; the other fellows took the rest, and it was all 

done ina moment. We got an occasional frozen potato or 

turnip, but the farmers, who were nearly all rebels there, 

generally left their houses empty. Lane, the commissary, 

was all the time a three-days’ journey behind us. 

‘¢ When we reached Brantford we were quartered in the 

Methodist Church, three hundred of us, a coloured com- 

pany from Toronto part of the three hundred. Many 

queer things happened there, including a_ burlesque 

sermon from the pulpit by a darkey, and the attempt 

to take up a collection after it for commissariat pur- 

poses. [I was sentry that night over the so-called 

stores, and as I was leaving the church a kettle of boiling 

fat was brought in. I had not time to wait, so I 

dipped my india-rubber cup in and took a drink. I 

_ scalded my thumb and finger, burnt my mouth and tongue, 

melted my cup, and then had two hours in which to quietly 

meditate on the result of drinking red-hot fat in a hurry. 

As I was leaving the church a strip of red flannel was 

handed me to sew on my fur cap ; none of us had uniforms, 

and the flannel was our distinguishing mark from the 

enemy. While on sentry a woman crossed the road and 

asked me if I had seen her husband; I said I had seen no 

one, and asked her to sew the flannel on my cap. It 

appeared I was keeping sentry over her husband’s bake- 

shop, which had been taken for commissary purposes, and 

she kept me bareheaded in a snowstorm for an hour wait- 

ing for that cap. That was our first snow, and before that 

all our teaming had been by waggons. While bareheaded 
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the commissary came along to get into his store; I chal- 

lenged him, and he said he had not got the watchword. | 

would not let him pass ; so he forced his way against my 

bayonet. That made him go off vowing vengeance. Soon 

Colonel MacNab and Colonel Mills and the commissary 

came up. I guessed what they came for, and challenged 

them. MacNab wasin themiddle. To ‘ Advance, friend, 

and give the countersign,’ he said, ‘ Don’t you know me?’ I 

said I knew no one on duty. He then came up and 

whispered ‘Quebec,’ and I let him pass. That ended the 

attempt to catch me tripping while on duty. When the 

woman brought me my cap | said I was not going to thank 

her for sewing it, because she sympathised with the rebel- 

lion. Suddenly I heard musket shots, and it appeared the 

rebels were marching in to take Brantford without know- 

ing we were there waiting for them. A doctor in advance 

of their army had been taken prisoner at the bridge; but 

he lied to MacNab, and said he was on his way to see a sick 

person. This seemed probable, and he was let go, when 

he rode back to warn the rebels. A shot was sent after 

him, and that started the alarm I heard. All our com- 

panies were mustered in line in a great snowstorm, and 

furnished with thirty-six rounds of ball cartridge ; then we 

began quick march to catch the enemy, who retreated 

when the doctor reached them. We caught up to them at 

Beemersville, when they took position and fired a volley ; 

we charged, and they subsided ; so we ate their breakfast, _ 

During the day several hundred Indians drew up in line 

in an orchard and took us for rebels; we took them for 

the same. We were in line to receive them, and pails of 

whiskey were dealt along. The others took it, but I re- 

fused, although the sergeant who dealt it out said it would 

give me Dutch courage. I said I wanted only English 
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courage. Officers met each other half way with flags of 

se truce for a parley. It turned out we were all of the same 

side, so they brought their painted faces to within ten feet 

opposite ; but we couldn’t speak Indian and they couldn’t 

speak English, so we were not very communicative. When 

there was to be no fighting I wanted my whiskey, but the 

sergeant would not give it. 

“T went into the tavern to capture a prisoner almost in 

my hand. He had fired two rifles at me, and then he ran 

to the tavern; my musket was not loaded, so I could not 

return fire, but I threw it at him. I got him fast in the 

tavern, almost transfixing him with my bayonet before I 

could divert it ; as it was, his long whiskers were pinned 

into the wall, and to withdraw the steel I had to plant my 

foot against his waistband. But when our men came 

pouring in several tried to kill him, so I stood before him 

and we fenced with bayonets, I against three or four. 

They desisted when I told them that the first blood spilt 

would be theirs or mine, and I sent for a sergeant to come 

and take the man. But when they went out I had to 

stand between my prisoner and the crowd. 

_ “We slept three deep in straw that night. I came 

in late, found a place, and used another man for a pillow ; 

soon a comrade came in and woke me up by sitting on my 

head while he pulled off his boots. I shook him off three 

or four times, but he remonstrated with me for being in- 

considerate, as my head was the highest thing in the room 

and the best for his purpose. He was so persistent, and 

Iso sleepy, that I agreed to let him stay if he would 

promise to get off when he got rid of his boots. He pro- 

mised, and I went to sleep; and I suppose he must have 

done as he said, for I did not find him on my head in the 

morning. 
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“Near what was then Sodom-and-Gomorrah we came 

on seven haystacks in a row by the fence line ; the cavalry 

had tied their horses to the fence and divided the stacks © 

among them; then the teams came up, and the stacks 

were melted more thoroughly than the snow. My legs 

were stiff from walking, and a pock-marked Irishman’s 

hands were stiff from driving; so we exchanged musket 

and whip, and I had a day’s relief while driving for him. 

The snow had grown so deep that a team took the lead, 

breaking the way for the men, who would pass by in full pro- 

cession, while the teamster drew to one side to rest his horses. 

Before we left Norwich three or four hundred men gave 

themselves up as prisoners, heartily sick of what they had 

supposed was patriotism. When we got to Ingersoll and 

asked for food they said there that everything had been 

bought up that was not poisonous; the grocery man had 

nothing to offer me but soft soap, and he recommended 

that in strong terms. I declined the inference. 

“Our barracks there were in the blacksmith’s shop, 

without a floor, and built over the creek on the only street 

in the place. I took my bayonet out of the sheath and 

knocked at the kitchen door of the best looking house I 

could see. A lady answered, and I asked her if there was 

a gentleman in the house that I could talk to. She said 

no, her husband was with the officers. I said I came to 

buy a loaf of bread. She could spare me none, as she was 

going to give a dinner to the officers that evening, and at 

any rate she did not sell bread, that was not her-business. 

I told her I was sorry there was no man in the house that 

I could talk to, but as there was not I must tell to her 

that I had been all over the village trying to buy food, and 

as I had not been able to get any I had taken this bayo- 

net out with a view to fighting for some if I could not buy 
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it; that I was soldiering to drive the rebels out, and that 
we had no commissariat ; that that sort of thing was hard 

for me and the rest of the men, when ofticers could have 

banquets given them after being too ignorant to organize a 

commissariat. 1 told her a great many things, and apolo- 

gized for having to talk to her so, and that I was sorry 

there was no man to talk to. She ended by giving me 

nearly a whole loaf, the price for which she said was a 

York sixpence. I put a York shilling down on the table 

and took my loaf to the barracks, where I cut it in as many 

pieces as there happened to be men in. As soon as I had 

. put a piece in my mouth I found myself reeling and get- 

ting blind. They led me out and I fell into the creek, 

with my head under water; they picked me out again, but 

“my appetite was all gone, and I gave away my bit of bread. 

I wandered about, and after awhile heard that the Orange- 

men were having a feast. I and several others went to 

the same house, and we were all in the seventh heaven of 

happiness ; good food, and served by a handsome hostess 

and two beautiful daughters. After eating, we joined the 

Orangemen in the next room, and we spent several hours 

drinking grog and singing. That was our tenth day 

out, and that supper was my third meal. Generally our 

meals consisted in sucking a corner of a blanket ; we kept 

our mouths moist that way, and averted faintness and 

reeling. 

“When going to Hamilton teams were pressed from the 

farmers, and we were carried seven men and a driver in 

each. When we got to the mountain the angle and state 

of the road sent the first sleigh over the precipice, and 

ours, the second, hung over at right angles; but we man- 

aged by hugging the bank and shifting our weight. I 

looked over and saw the first. sleigh on a ledge about one 
9 
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hundred feet below, and as the men were not visible I 

suppose they were buried in the snow. 

‘When sitting in the tavern that day I found in my 

pocket a small apple I had bought near Paris. I took a 

bite of it and that brought the saliva into my mouth, when, 

naturally, I fainted as I sat. 

« As we marched into Hamilton we had to pass by my 

door, so I marched out of the ranks and into it. Of my 

three meals in two weeks, only one was at the expense of 

the Government.” 

“When I was going from Hamilton to Windsor I had 

to take to sleighing at Chatham, and as we drove down 

the river, hugging the shore, many large fields of ice 

floated down the open. We passed three men on one | 

cake, another on a second, and later a fifth, all dead 

and frozen Yankees, sympathisers. At Windsor I stopped 

with Mr. Baby, whose house windows were riddled with 

bullets, and I saw vacant lots broken up and dotted with 

graves. As an encouragement for me, on my way to 

Detroit, | was told that the Yankees had threatened to 

hang the first six Canadians they could catch, to the 

lamp posts, in return for Colonel Prince’s shooting. 

When I got my pass from a lieutenant to enable me to 

eross the river he told me the same thing. I got over and 

was trying to get my boxes examined by two men who 

called themselves custom house officers, when I found I 

had to go off, for peace’ sake, with three others, to report. 

I guessed what it was about, and made up my mind. They 

took me to a low tavern filled with unwashed men, and I 

was left sitting with one of my three while the other two 

reported on me to an officer. Was I in the ‘war’? Yes. | 

Which side, the patriotic? Yes, Where? Under General — 
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Duncombe. How did he make out? Beaten horribly. My 

questioner had been at Navy Island, and said ‘the British 

had sent over a rocket, which they all looked at while 

it zigzagged round until it fell plump on the island, where 

it fizzed away so long that they went to see what was the 

matter with it, and while they were looking the - 

thing burst, and if it didn’t kill eight; they didn’t 

feel any curiosity to examine any of the rest that came.’ I 

treated this fellow to a drink, unrectified and tasting like 

sulphuric acid. I didn’t drink mine, so he did. Then I 

was conducted to the officers’ room, about eighteen gentle- 

manly looking fellows, apparently American officers, who 

were deputed to conduct the campaign, so as to give better 

prospects of success in the conquering and annexing of 

Canada. They tried to catch me tripping, but I lied man- 

fully ; I had no scruples about treating such gentry so. I 

knew all about what I had seen, and all I had to do was 

~ to reverse the position. But my stay in Detroit was short, 

and I soon returned to work in Canada. 

“Tn our scrimmage with the enemy our captain of 

cavalry fired his pistol at a rebel, but his horse inoppor- 

tunely pranced and the bullet ran along the animal’s 

neck and out at his forehead. He fell, stunned, crushing , 

the captain pretty badly, one of whose hands was perma- 

nently injured. He told the story to some one, and that 

person said,’ Don’t tell that story again ; say the rebels 

shot your horse, and claim a pension.’ He took his friend’s 

advice, but I don’t know about the pension. At a review 

afterwards I saw the same captain on the same horse, and 

I told the story to the man I was with; we then went up 

to the captain, and asked him how he got his hand hurt, 

and he replied that the rebels had shot his horse ! 

“After our campaign I found I could drink thirteen 
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cups of tea at a meal for several successive meals; but I 

could not sleep in a bed, or in fact stay long in the house 

at night at all.” This narrator gives some most unflatter- 

ing opinions of Colonel MacNab in his generalship in the 

Duncombe campaign, and many tales of the commissariat 

department alone seem to bear out his statements from a 

private’s point of view. He is contemptuous and satirical 

in describing the methods employed in the Little Scotland 

affair, “but considering we were about 30 to 1 it did not 

much matter.” 

Another gives a summary of the few casualties at Little 

Scotland, and, as a death dealer, thinks sauerkraut almost 

equal to bullets: “ A private,from Hamilton nearly per- 

ished after eating a quart of raw frozen sauerkraut. I was 

detailed to bring in some prisoners, a cold trip in the snow, 

and I was fired at from behind an elevation in the road in 

front of us. We found two of the prisoners covered up in 

an oat bin in a tannery. Our luggage-train had such a 

hard time that in one place we had to build a bridge and 

hold it down with hand-spikes while the train went over. 

We had no rest and little to eat; no salt at all, and our 

rations only frozen bread. We would gnaw at it a while 

and then lay it aside to rest our jaws; but we had to be 

careful that the hero of the sauerkraut would not make 

away with it, as he had a hungry maw and a canvas bag. 

At night we slept in the open, and we wrapped ourselves 

in Indian blankets—to find them frozen round us. But ~ 

a fire made of fence rails thawed us and our bread and 

blankets.” 

Occasionally there were volunteers who were not made 

of the stuff which could be comfortable in a frozen blanket 

or willing to face a foe. An American, engaged in ship- 

ping lumber to Buffalo, with no love for Canadians, had 
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= ‘ama sent terror, as he expected, to the hearts of the 
raw recruits. When ordered to hold themselves in readi- 

<3 ness for the advancing foe, one of them approached the 
= captain and declared he was not going, as he had “only 

listed to stan’ guard.” 
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‘* It appears to me that there is no danger in leaving Canada in Sir - 

John Colborne’s hands for the present, and that his powers are 

q amply sufficient for all emergencies that may arise.” 

WHILE in Upper Canada vigilance committees had 

merged into military organizations with much intended 

secrecy, in Lower Canada matters went with a higher 

By hand. In the former, “ shooting matches,” where turkeys © 

Ae took the place of Loyalists, were fashionable with the more 

advanced Reformers; sharp-shooting practice went on, 

with an occasional feu de joie in honour of Papineau when 

some courier brought an enthusiasm-begetting letter from 

below. Mr. Bidwell, an “incurable American in mind, 

manners, and utterance,” gave his legal opinion that trials 

of skill such as these were not contrary to law. It was 

found, too, that bayonets were much the handiest weapons 

in hunting deer ; from humane desire some hunters added’ 

these to their rifles, so that such monarchs of the forest as 

came in their way could be speedily put out of misery. 

But in Montreal and elsewhere the rebels drilled on the 

military parade grounds and complained bitterly if inter- 

fered with, and ofticers of the troops would make small 

knots of amused audience near them. The bulk of these 

patriots were boys, but they did not like to hear them- — 

selves so called; they were tired of the times of peace, 

when sons bury their fathers, and were ambitious for the 
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_ times of war, when fathers bury their sons. One of them 

challenged an officer, demanding satisfaction for such a 

‘“yemarque insultante,” and two more jostled a soldier on 

sentry, trying to take his musket from him. His officer 

advised, “If the gentlemen come near you again, you have 

your bayonet; use it, and I will take the consequences.” 

For, withal hoping it was but an effect of humour, which 

sometimes hath his hour with every man, instructions were 

not to force matters by any hasty act. The only result of 

this incident was another private challenge, an exchange 

of shots, and Sir John Colborne’s disapproval, all part of 

the excitement surrounding the Doric-Liberty riots, when 

the patriots were ambitious to be “fils de la victoire” as 

well as “fils de la liberté.” 

On his way to the famous Six Counties meeting, Papi- 

neau narrowly escaped a thrashing from a noted pugilist 

who would willingly have championed England had not a 

party of officers on “ board the boat, bound for a fox hunt, 

interfered.” The officers did not scruple to ride at and 

rout with their whips the parcel of young boys, who, armed 

with duck guns, met Papineau as escort at Longueuil, the 

lads fleeing in all directions, while Papineau made his dis- 

appearance unostentatiously down a byway. 

In after years Longueuil was a favourite haunt for Papi- 

neau. He would sit for hours in a small rustic arbour built 

upon a point of land where he could look upon a wide and 

beautiful view, pondering on the things that might have 

been had Sir John Colborne not been the man he was. 

As early as the 14th of October matters were thought 

so ripe for insurrection that the troops were kept ready 

in barracks for a minute’s notice, and a loyalist meeting— 

a@ sure forerunner of disturbance—at which Campbell 

Sweeny was one of the ablest speakers, was held. By 
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afternoon Loyalists and Canadians had come to blows, and 

fought, off and on, into the night, the former thenceforth 

called the Axe-handle Guards, from their weapons on that 

occasion, On the following day a young officer named 

Lysons was sent to Toronto to ask Sir Francis Bond Head 

for as many troops as he could spare. He could spare all, 

except the detachment at Bytown. Garrison artillery was 

turned into field artillery, with guns, harness and horses 

newly bought; and Sir John Colborne, apparently the 

right man in the right place, was appointed commander of 

the forces. Asked what Cromwell had done for his coun- 

try, an old Scotch laird once answered, ‘‘God, doctor, he 

gart kings ken they had a lith in their necks.” Colborne 

at once set about assuring Canadian rebels that they were 

made on the same anatomical principles as kings. He was 

not likely to make a plaything of Revolution. This old 

and tried soldier had been in New York ready to sail for 

home, not a little wearied after his Upper Canadian experi- 

ences, when he received his new command, He lost no 

time in repairing to Quebec to organize and appraise his 

available forces. Hearmed the Irish colonists ; what they 

would do was the question, for there was much sympathy 

among them for the oppressed Canadians, but Garneau 

sarcastically remarks that Colborne possibly appreciated 

the versatility of that race. 

Hitherto the military in Canada had been left unsup- 

ported by their own authorities. Colborne felt them to be 

something after the pattern of the standing army in the 

Isle of Champagne, which consisted of two, who always sat 

down ; and he proceeded to make those under him stand 

up. He asked for reinforcements from home, his policy 

being of the kind which dictated the display of the British 

fleet in Delagoa Bay but lately—to frighten, overawe, 
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to show the case to be hopeless, and so save further 

demonstration from the disaffected. By his detractors he 

has been accused of taking measures to force premature 

révolt, knowing that to allow the movement to ripen it 

would become a grand combination of force which he 

would be unable to resist. Calumny of this kind was 

common and not confined to one side of politics, as witness 

the theory that Mackenzie was in the pay of the British 

Government to stir up rebellion. 

It was a master-stroke of policy, said the cavillers, to 

force the first encounter in Montreal; and thence was 

traced the line of disaster which followed. Among the 

scuffles—“ troubles sérieux ”-—was the famous one between 

the Doric Club and the Sons of Liberty. Warrants 

against the chief malcontents followed, including Papi- 

neau, Morin, O’Callaghan and Nelson. Arrests in the 

rural districts were resisted strongly. After the Governor 

(Gosford) had proclaimed martial law, the clash of arms 

began to be heard. Lieutenant Ermatinger of the Royal 

Volunteer Cavalry and some twenty men were despatched 

to St. John’s, via Longueuil and Chambly, to arrest Davig- 

non and Demarais, two noted malcontents. Ermatinger 

did his work quietly, put irons on their hands and feet and 

ropes about their necks, and after placing them in agonizing 

positions on the boards of the waggon in which they were 

to be conveyed to Montreal, began his return. Their 

appearance of complete defeat struck the young heutenant 

as possibly a wholesome lesson to others ; so instead of 

returning by a direct route he took them where the display 

would not be lost. Near Longueuil he was warned by a 

woman that a rescue party awaited him on the road. 

Disregarding her, he went on till some three hundred men, 

armed with the usual long guns, in a field on their right, 

se ¢ eadiahas 2 7) 
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and protected by the high fences, proved her to be correct. 

Shots were exchanged, Ermatinger himself was wounded in 

face and shoulder with duck-shot, and a plucky little 

Surgeon-Major of Hussars (Sharp) in the leg. Some half- 

dozen others of the Loyalists were disabled, and they 

began to make good their retreat. Sharp, in spite of his 

wounds, managed to cover it. The waggon upset prisoners 

and constables, and as there was neither time nor inclina- 

tion to pack them in again the escape was due rather to 

accident than to rescue. Meantime a party of regulars 

awaited Ermatinger’s return at the ferry, ready to escort 

the expected prisoners to gaol; the civil force was so 

inadequate that he and his men had in fact been doing 

the work of special constables. Shots in the distance, 

then the stragglers wounded or whole, told their story, 

and it was deemed expedient to send a stronger force. A 

detachment of Royals, Royal Artillery, and some cavalry, 

comprising a few of those wounded the day before, went 

back to the scene, commanded by Wetherall. Tracks of 

blood in the fields, an overturned waggon and a dead 

horse, wayside houses and barns with shutters and 

windows nailed tight but hearth-fires still burning, told 
of conflict and hurried -departure. Not an inmate or 

weapon was to be found, but a pedestrian said he saw 

women and children and some armed men farther on. 

The cavalry in advance gave chase to some thirty armed 

horsemen, who, after leading their pursuers over very 

rough riding, took to the woods, leaving behind only one — 

solitary footman, who at once gave himself up. The 

infantry then were ordered into the woods, and the > 

cavalry drew up along its edge, twenty or thirty shots 

were exchanged, and this time they were rewarded with — 

seven prisoners. 
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7 The miscarriage of the first attempt made the rebels 

ironical. Ermatinger’s followers, called the Queen’s 

Braves, were portrayed as ‘‘decamping across the fields, 

leaving Messieurs Davignon and Demarais to their farmer 

rescuers, . . . one of the gallant soldiers first dis- 

charging his pistol, . . . but his hand trembling with 

fear did no other execution than graze the shoulder of M. 

Demarais. . . . The disciplined mercenaries of tyrants 

were far from invulnerable when opposed by men resolved 

to be free.” 
St. Denis and St. Charles were seats of discontent and 

determined resistance. A combined movement was there- | 

fore resolved on, one command under Lieut.-Colonel Weth- 

erall, one under Lieut.-Colonel Hughes, and the whole 

_ under Colonel the Honourable Charles Gore. A magis- 

_trate’s general address preceded this action, accompanying 

the order of the Lieut.-General commanding. “Should 

our language be misunderstood, should reason be slow to 

make itself heard, it is still our duty to warn you that 

neither the military force nor the civil authorities will be 

outraged with impunity, and that the vengeance of the 

laws will be equally prompt and terrible. The aggressors 

will become the victims of their rashness, and will owe the 

evils that will fall upon their heads to their own obstinacy. 

It is not those who push you to excess who are your true 

friends. These men have already abandoned you, and 

would abandon you again at the moment of danger, while 

we, who call you back to peace, think ourselves to be the 

most devoted servants of our country.” D. B. Viger’s 
name heads the list of magistrates, a signature which made 

some eyes open wide. 

But, in an evil moment, the Nation Canadienne perse- 

vered in its trial of strength; Papineau, at its head, 
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proclaimed himself “a briiliant leader and a constellation 

of moral exceilence,” and his proclamation declared that 

“all ties were severed with an unfeeling mother country, 

that the glorious fate of disenthralling their native soil’ 

from all authority, except that of the brave, democratic 

spirit residing in it, awaited the young men of all the 

colonies.” 

Meanwhile the Church issued its pastoral letter, never 

having countenanced either Papineau or his followers. The 

premier Bishop had ended his personal exhortation by 

proposing the health of the Sovereign, and his brother 

Bishops and all the clergy had risen and drunk the toast 

respectfully. His mandement was accepted with few 

exceptions. At the parish church of St. Charles the 

greater portion of its masculine hearers left the church 

cursing, and the Abbé Blanchet, curé of the parish, was a 

patriot who took no trouble to hide his sentiments. 

At St. Charles the rebels had seized the chateau, 

substantial and built on old French models, of M. 

Debartch, seigneur of the manor. He fled for his life on 

horseback, while General Storrow Brown regaled his 

followers on the seigneur’s good beef and mutton, after 

which they cut down the trees and made the house into no 

bad imitation of a fortress. M. L’Espérance, whom they 

courted as a colonel, refused to act. They told him to 

leave the parish at once ; he tried to do so, and then they 

took him prisoner, contributing $236 of his money to their a 

exchequer. They loop-holed the walls, and made their 

barricades in the form of a parallelogram on the acres 

which lay between the river Richelieu and the hill at the 

foot of which the house stood. The tree trunks were 

banked with earth, a tidy fortress in appearance, but a 

trap from which there was no escape in case of defeat, 



+ Seated 
«] Wy ke, oe " Ue 

LE GRAND: BRULE. 139 

practically of no strength against the loyalist guns. But 

no outside strength of position availed where such miser- 

able management prevailed within. General Brown had 

‘lost an eye in one of the late affrays in Montreal ; he was 

now thrown from his horse on the frozen ground and 

severely injured. He had but a handful of men to resist 

attack, for he had sent out a number the night before on 

various errands. They had not returned, and the few 

with him were wretchedly armed. By the time the troops 

arrived he himself was in the village, trying to beat up 

recruits ; and when the firing began without him he took 

the precaution to remove himself still farther. The 

unhappy followers he had forsaken were being killed or, 

trying to escape, taken ; every building but the chateau 

itself was burned and the barricades demolished. The 

fields were by this time covered with flying women and 

children. One woman, who evidently had not time to 

save herself, was found dead, after the battle, in the midst 

of the smoking ruins of her dwelling. 

There were two cannon within the fortress, but they 

were only used twice. Wetherall posted his men on the 

small hill, got his guns into place and began to play on the 

_ Insurgents, who were left no egress but by the river. 

They managed to gall him, one party making a sortie ; the 

firing was kept up for an hour but ever grew fainter, while 

the balls from the field-pieces made great breaches in the 

rude earthworks, and the undisciplined, unofficered defen- 

ders were deeper in confusion. Then came the cruel 

advance with fixed bayonets, and all who did not ask for 

quarter received none; the Richelieu was on the other 

side of them, and “many leaped into the lake who were 

not thirsty.” ‘The slaughter on the side of the rebels 

was great,” wrote Wetherall ; “‘I counted fifty-six bodies, 
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and many more were killed in the buildings and the 

‘bodies burnt.” The rebel record reads not at all like 

this, and ends, ‘“‘One hundred of these brave men took 

shelter in a barn filled with hay and straw. The Royal 

butchers set fire to it and burned them alive. One hundred 

were drowned in crossing the Richelieu. The village of 

St. Charles was entirely burned by the soldiers during the 

attack ; those of the inhabitants who escaped the flames 

perished in the woods from the effects of fright and cold. 

The prisoners that fell into their hands were 

inhumanly treated, and many of the wounded murdered in 

cold blood.” But, as a brother officer records, ‘“ Nothing 

succeeds like success. Colonel Wetherall was lauded to 

the skies.” 

‘We understand the capture of St. Charles was effected 

with great ease,” says a correspondent in a tone admiring 

Se re 
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action, the troops, with the greatest humanity, began to 
wen 

bury the bodies of the killed, the scene truly deplorable, 

wives and daughters ransacking among the bodies for 

those to whom they wished to pay the last rites.” The 

Montreal Courier said that hot shot had been used. 

In Montreal the welcome to the troops was, as might be 
a ee ae ee ere: 

expected, extravagantly joyful: “It was an interesting — 

sight to see the hundreds who crowded on the wharf to 

witness it. The cavalry landed first, two of them carrying 

the liberty pole and cap erectéd at St. Charles at the meet- 

ing of the Six Counties, with its wooden tablet bearing the 

inscription ‘A Papineau par ses citoyens reconnaissants,’ 

the former fragment of the spoils looking sadly like a fool’s 

cap upon a barber’s pole. The artillery followed, with the — 

two little guns taken at St. Oliviere in addition to their — 
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proper armament. . After them rode the commanding 

officer, followed by the bands of the Royals and the infan- 
try, the first company of which followed the prisoners, 

thirty-two in number.” 

“The pole, it was hoped by some, would be deposited in 

that proud fane of British glory, where the tattered 

ensigns of extinguished rebels in Ireland and of blood- 

hunted Covenanters in Scotland wave over the tombs of 

sleeping monarchs in melancholy conjunction with the 

virgin standard of Bunker’s Hill and the trophies of such 

days as Trafalgar, Cape Vincent, and Waterloo!” ! ! 

It had been intended that the other half of the force, 

under Colonel Hughes, Colonel Gore accompanying it, 

should appear before disaffected and mutinous St. Denis 

simultaneously with Wetherall’s appearance at St. Charles. 

But the gods of war were not with them as with the 

others. Torrents of rain, pitchy darkness, rain turning to 

snow, men and horses sinking in mud, harness breaking, 

knee deep in water or winding along trails did the column 

bound for St. Denis find itself, while a few broken bridges 

were the only drawback to the victorious Wetherall. Four 

miles away, they surmised their plight and slow approach 

had led to a warning to their enemies and time for prepar- 

ation. For eleven hours they toiled, at the rate of a mile and 

a half an hour, the mud pulling off the men’s boots and 

moccasins. The cavalry were kept busy driving away 
parties who were destroying the bridges, all of which had 

to be repaired before the gullies and streams could be 

crossed and the howitzers carried over. A most useful man 

was Cornet Campbell Sweeny, of the Mounted Dragoons, who 

prevented much damage and was alert in securing early 

intelligence. They heard the church bells ring the alarm— 

in rebel language usually called the tocsin—and they found 
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a welcome awaiting them from some eight hundred men 

armed with a scant stock .of good and bad guns, pikes, 

pitchforks, and cudgels. 

Before Colonel Gore left he had sent on young Lieuten- 

ant Weir, in plain clothes, to prepare for the advance. He 

was to meet the troops at Sorel, but failed to do so, as they 

had taken a byroad known as the Pot-au-Beurre to avoid 

St. Ours, a stronghold of the rebels. This Weir did not 

know. He took a caléche, and insisted that the man should 

drive him by the very road which it was impolitic to take. 

He gave up this caléche, being urged by a Frenchman to 

take one driven by himself. Weir believed the man’s 

assertions, engaged the caléche for the balance of his 

journey, and was driven straight to Nelson’s quarters. 

When he arrived there and was stopped by the rebel sentry 

he boldly asked where the troops were. This was the first 

intimation to the others that the troops were expected. 

Tied hand and foot, he was put into a cart and removed 

under escort. As Weir was at once arrested he had dis- 

appeared before his friends’ arrival. Among the prepara- 

tions Nelson immediately set his son Horace and his pupil 

Dansereau to make bullets. 

At the outskirts another skirmishing party gave the 

troops a brisk salute, and from nine in the morning till 

four in the afternoon the struggle lasted. Success in resist- 

ance seemed so uncertain that Nelson persuaded Papineau 

to retire and save the person most sacred to the cause. 

“Tt is not here you are most useful,” said he ; ‘ we shall 

want your presence at another time.” Papineau argued 

that his retirement at such a moment might be misinter- 

preted, but eventually agreed that his réle was more that 

of orator than soldier—to breathe fire-eating words rather 

than to stand the fire of Colonel Gore’s guns. Nelson then 
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rode out to reconnoitre, was afraid he would fall in with 

the advancing column, and came back at a hard gallop. 
In the meantime Captain Markham at the head of his men 

was pushing on, taking house after house, till he reached a 

stockade across the road which fenced off the large stone 

building, four stories high, where Nelson had ensconced 

himself, with other houses so situated as to strengthen its 

position. The howitzer now came into play ; one of the 

houses was taken, and attention was turned towards secur- 

ing a large distillery near by. Captain Markham, severely 

wounded in the knee and with two balls in his neck, still 

kept with his men ; but they, too, began to fall. The pre- 

-vious night’s toil, the cold and hunger, told on them ; 

ammunition began to run out, and the insurgents received 

additions to their numbers from the neighbouring villages. 

One of the defenders was Pere Lafiéche, who had been 

soldier before priest and now combined his callings. He 

was telling his beads when he first caught sight of the 

troops, and in a twinkling exchanged his rosary for a 

musket. ‘“ Hue donc!” he cried, and a ball sped to the 

death of an advance guard, Another, David Bourdages, 

son of a celebrated patriot, kept two boys busy loading for 

him for nearly two hours ; he then tranquilly lit his pipe and 

began again, still smoking. The chronicle says that nearly 

every shot dealt death. At that rate of computation a 

simple problem in junior mathematics would show that 

Bourdages alone could have comfortably despatched half 

the attacking force. 

Meanwhile Weir, hurried off in Nelson’s cart, complained 

to his captors of the tightness of the cords which bound 

hin. Captain Jalbert, two men, Migncault and Lecour, 

with the young driver Gustin, who formed his guard, dis- 

puted with him; he insisted, they assailed him, and he 
10 
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jumped out of the cart and underneath it to escape their 

blows. He was fired at twice with pistols, and had sabre 

cuts on his head and hands, the latter hacked away, as, 

tied together, they vainly attempted to screen the former. 

Dragged from beneath the cart the butchery was finished, 

and the body was secured under the water of the Riche- 

lieu by a pile of stones. 

With the troops it had become a question how to man- 

age a retreat. There was no ambulance, there were seven- 

teen wounded, and it was decided to remove Captain 

Markham only. The circumstances demanded that they 

should so be left, but their comforts were attended to as 

far as might be. The rebel chronicles say that the troops 

- deserted their wounded. 

The insurgents had turned from the defensive to the 

offensive, and came out to dislodge some of their enemies 

in rear of a barn ; a galling fire was kept up from the for- 

tified house, and Captain Markham, in transit, was again 

wounded, as was also one of his bearers. The rebel fire 

was dexterous and precise; the retreating party had to 

cross a frozen ploughed field, and Captain Markham was 

put in the only cart and sent to the rear. Hughes needed 

all his cool address to conduct the rear guard, for the in- 

habitants seemed to swarm from every direction. Thus — 

hampered they only removed themselves some three miles 

when, exhausted, in a freezing atmosphere, their gun-car- 

riage broken down and frozen in the ground, they spiked 

the gun and threw its remaining ammunition in the river. 

They kept on their march till daylight, by which time the 

men were nearly barefoot, for their moccasins were cut by 

the rough ice and frozen earth; their horses were lamed, 

and the lighted villages through which they passed made f A 

them apprehensive of attack. At daylight a halt was Be 
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called, and the men, half dead through fatigue and hunger, 

' lay wherever they could find a place in the barns of a 

deserted farmhouse. A young officer who in the plight 

of darkness the night before had got a lantern, stuck it to 

a pole and sent it on ahead of the men as a guiding star, 

now turned his attention to a search for potatoes—which 

he found and boiled in sufficient quantity to allow each 

man three or four before the weary march was resumed. 

Nelson had had his triumph; a short-lived one, for he 

at once had to follow the advice so recently given by him 

to Papineau, that one’s discretions are one’s best valours. 

According to a manuscript letter historically quoted, the 

English commander had more faith in the dictum of a 

priest than in his own guns. Perhaps a submission gained 

by obedience to a higher authority than military force 

might be of greater service to the crown they served. 

Wetherall sent for the curé of St. Denis—as soon as “il 

voyait qu'il n’avait pas a faire a des enfants”—and _ be- 

sought him to tell his people that if they did not succumb 

they would be tormented in even a worse place than Lower 

Canada; that if they persisted, he would refuse them 

burial. The last was a former expedient to ensure an ap- 

pearance of loyalty. Many graves were to be seen in old 

gardens or by the wayside along the south coast, outside 

of consecrated ground, the graves of ‘Canadian rebels ; ” 

rebels who, during the Revolution of 1776, had taken part 

with the Americans, thinking that by so doing they would 

hasten the coming of “ the old folks back again.” “ You 

smell English,” said one of them on his death-bed, raising 

himself to give his curé a scowling defiance on this his one 

strongest conviction, and, turning to the wall, died, outside 

the Church but true to France. 
After the curé’s menace, “which succeded 3 merveille,” 
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the men on whom Nelson had counted were reduced one 

half, a story confirmed by Colonel Gore’s later despatch, 

wherein he also says, “I was accompanied by Mons. Crenier, 

the parish priest, who gave me every information in his 

power.” The Colonel revisited St. Denis with an increased 

force, but found the place abandoned ; Nelson had escaped 

with Papineau and others, although there were many signs 

of greater defences having been made. So the troops 

marched on to St. Charles with their rescued howitzer. 

Montreal was now put in a state of defence ; stockades sur- 

rounded it, and only a few gates, well guarded, were left 

open. 

There were two searches now to be made, one for the 

body of Weir, another for the bodies, living or dead, of 

Papineau, Nelson, and others, the heads of the first two 

being valued at $4,000 and $2,000 respectively. The 

melancholy duty of searching for Weir was given to a 

lieutenant of the 32nd, Griffin, who, conducted to the 

place by a young girl who had witnessed the hiding of it, 

found the body. Several of the fingers were split, an 

axe, some said a spade, having been the last weapon used 

upon him. He had taken breakfast with Nelson and was 

well treated throughout by him. On leaving the house, 

Nelson, in Weir’s presence and after begging him not to | 

be refractory, had commanded the men to treat him with 

all possible attention, but on no account to allow him to 

escape. Their tale was that the sound of the firing, as 

they travelled from the point of attack, so excited Weir 

that in his struggles he loosened the binding of one of his 

arms, and springing from them ran. They overtook him, 

and the appearance of his body told the sequel. It was 

taken to Montreal for burial with military honours, in 

which regulars and volunteers took an equal share. To 

pes 
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the patriot eye this natural action was making ‘a vile 

use” of an “unfortunate occurrence,” to “waken the old 

British horror against Frenchmen, Jacobins and _blood- 

thirsty revolutionists.” As a set-off to this peculiar view 

of a terrible act there is the following sentence anent the 

second occupation of St. Denis, by a Tory paper: ‘“‘ We 

are not sanguine enough to expect that any regular 

opposition will be attempted.” 

“Jock Weir, remember Jock Weir!” now became the 

war-cry of his incensed comrades. 

The hunt for the leaders began in earnest. Papineau, a 

lawyer of some repute, was then a man of about forty-eight 

years, of good average height, inclined to corpulency, 

certainly not the figure to imagine under small haystacks 

or at full length in ditches. His face was strongly marked 

with those features which proclaim a Jewish ancestor 

somewhere ; dark very arched eyebrows, hair nearly black, 

the eye dark, quick and penetrating; an exterior of 

determination and force in keeping with the well-stored 

mind, conversational power, cultivation and gentlemanly 

address which marked the man. His eloquence had passed 

into a proverb. An unusually precocious Canadian child 

always had said of it, ‘‘C’est un Papineau.” 

His followers had every excuse for their worship, and 

thought him equal, perhaps superior, to Washington. His 

father, ‘‘le pere des patriotes,” who had not let his patriotism 

go the length of severance from Britain, frowned on the 

more advanced son, still keeping to feudal tenure and the 

Catholic religion as the priests taught. The Code Papineau 

junior had not much feudalism in it, and politics may be 

said to have been the son’s religion. 
So also did Robert Nelson say that feudal nonsense 

was abolished forever, and the Church of not much more 

Oe ‘i 
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account. He and his brother Wolfred had their own 

interpretation of their relative’s saying that ‘“‘ England 

expects every man to do his duty.” Mrs. Wolfred Nelson’s 

grandfather, le Marquis de Fleurimont, was one of the 

French officers wounded in September, 1759; afterwards 

he took the oath of allegiance, and was again wounded in 

the repulse of Montgomery before Quebec. These Frenchi-  _ 

fied Englishmen seem to have been born for something 
better than treason, stratagem and spoils ; they took none 

of the last and found the first two meant prison, and 

expatriation. Wolfred Nelson was by far the best looking 

of the leaders, tall, with handsome features, and had 

a moreover a brave and manly disposition. His proclama- 

tions were wonderfully worded, his Athanasian rendering 

declaring the Canadian Republic to be ‘one and indivisi- 
ore. 
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ble.” Colonel Gore sought to take these prominent men, 

having heard that they were secreted at St. Hyacinthe. 

Accordingly a young officer and a picked party were told ~ = 

off, their sleighs without bells being timed to arrive after 

dark at the house where the leaders were supposed to be. 

The guide brought the sleighs there somewhere near mid- 

night, and they found the usual comfortable French 

quarters, solid barns with yards and outbuildings. A 

chain of sentries was posted round the place and through 

the buildings ; a knock brought madame, a most charming 

old lady, to the window ; they were very welcome, and she 

showed them not only over the house, but she kept them 

seeking in many corners they would not have found for 
- 

hah a a a in oe 
themselves, in cellars where stores of winter vegetables — 

and fruit lay in rows, cupboards full of treasures, in 

cavernous depths beyond rafters which promised a reward 

for search, but only revealed much bacon and ham, flitches 

“the manifest product of a high-caste gramnivorous pig.” _ 
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But Papineau, on the watch, had had time to get toa 

_ deep ditch which ran back into the fields, whence he made 

his way toa small bush near by. From there he escaped to 

the States ; but Nelson was taken and lodged in Kingston 

gaol. Years afterwards, at an evening party, after his 

_ return from France, the charming, white-haired Papineau 

said to a gentleman who had been the soldier so prominent 

in the search, ‘I hear you are the officer who came to 

call on me at Madame ’s, in 7°37. You little know 

how nearly you took me. . . . You did your work 

admirably, for, though we were on the watch, I had only 

just time to run away down that wet ditch before your 

sentries met.” Among the effects then seized were many 

papers of value to the captors, one of them a letter from 

Papineau, finishing, “Continue to push it (the rebellion) 

as vigorously as you can,” and another, a schoolboy letter 

- from Nelson’s son, a lad of fourteen, somewhat after the 

manner of Tom Sawyer: “I wish that it (the rebellion) 

will do well and without any noise, which I hate very 

much—except with the other side. I believe that the 

prediction of that man Bourgeoi will be accomplished, 

which is that the province will be all covered with blood 

and dead bodies.” A Montreal newspaper deplores ‘the 

fattening of Nelson for the gallows,” and considered that 

“death on the scaffold was the best example such a 

father could give to such a child.” 
And yet Dr. O’Callaghan could write from over the 

border, “ If you are to blame for the movement, blame 

then those who plotted and continued it, and who are to 

be held in history responsible for it. We, my friends, 

were the victims, not the conspirators ; and were I on my 

deathbed I could declare before heaven that I had no more 
idea of a movement of resistance when I left Montreal and 



150 HUMOURS OF 37. 

went to the Richelieu River with M. Papineau than I have 

now of being bishop of Quebec. And I also know that M. 

Papineau and I secreted ourselves for some time in a 

farmer’s house in the parish of St. Mare, lest our presence 

might alarm that country and be made a pretext for rash- 

ness. . . . Isawas clearly as I now see the country 

was not prepared.” Dr. O’Callaghan, the fidus Achates of 

Papineau, the editor of the Vindicator, was not likely to 

have been as innocent as he afterwards remembered him- 

self. 

Another who managed to hide safely but nearer home, 

after the battle of St. Charles, was George Cartier. With 

his cousin Henri he passed the winter at the house of 

Antoine Larose, in his native village of St. Antoine, and 

the person destined to be his father-in-law was in hiding 

not far off. The future Sir George, to make sure of a quiet 

resting-place, wrote, and had published in a Montreal 

newspaper: “George E. Cartier, advocate, a young man of 

great ability and talent, was found frozen in the woods by 

his father. He might have served his Queen in the 

highest councils of his country had he not been brought 

up ina line of politics which led to his untimely end.” 

He read his self-description and epitaph, and handed it to 

his cousin, remarking, “‘ At present, my dear Henri, we 

can sleep tranquil.” But he reckoned, not without his 

host, who was incorruptible, but without his host’s servant- 

maid. The maid had an admirer, and the admirer grew 

jealous of the two young men who enjoyed advantages © : 

superior to those granted him, made a scene with his 

fiancée, threatened to inform on them and to denounce | 

M. Larose to the authorities for harbouring rebels. Sothe — 

two young men, nephews many times removed of the 

celebrated Jacques, had to decamp to the less confined 
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neighbourhood of les Etats Unis. In after years, when 

Mackenzie with questionable taste treated the episode of 

the rebellion as a comedy, he met M. Cartier, in parlia- 

mentary obstructive debate, and twitted him that they 

had both been “out” on the wrong side, and that the 

Government had shown its appreciation of the comparative 

values of their heads. He referred to the price of a 

thousand pounds set on his own, and only three hundred 

on that of the young man whose sudden demise from 

hunger and cold in the woods of Verchéres had _ spoilt 

“une brilliante carriere.” 

Naturally, Montreal was now in a highly excited state, 

distracted at defeat and elated at victory ; openly rejoic- 

ing or inwardly chafing, as the case might be. The specie 

in the Bank found its way for safe keeping to Quebec, 

- ammunition, arms and soldiers began to arrive, volunteer 

battalions were formed; the gaol was crowded with 

prisoners ; the outlets of the city were barricaded, and a 

general hum of expectation was in the air. 

_ Detachments of the Ist Royals under Colonel Wetherall, 

f the 32nd and 83rd under Maitland and Dundas, the 

olunteer Montreal Rifle Corps under Captain Leclerc, 

and a strong squadron of horse with six pieces of artillery, 

fully served, under command of Major Jackson, one sunny 

day defiled through the streets with colours waving and 

bands playing. The field battery, rocket troop and all the 

transports were on runners, for it was now the 15th of 

December and the snow was deep. The Commander-in- 

chief, the generally popular and much-feared hero of 

Waterloo and a hundred other fights, Sir John Colborne, 

with his richly caparisoned staff and escorted by two hun- 

dred Dragoons, brought up the rear of this imposing display. 
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They proceeded to the western extremity of the island, 

past the ruins of two old forts and the smaller remains of a 

larger one, all telling of former war times. At the expansion 

of the river, caused by its narrow outlets, was the Lake of 

the Two Mountains, where one of the hills, in summer 

clothed with richest verdure to the water’s edge, was called 

Calvary. Within its shadow lay St. Eustache, St. Benoit, 

and Ste. Scholastique; any of them might have been 

named Golgotha, so soon were they to become the place of 

skulls. ‘‘ Le Grand Brilé” was so named before “le vieux 

brilot” was to rechristen it with fire and blood, for a 

forest fire had swept it at the end of the last or the begin- 

ning of this century; the ‘“‘ Petit Brilé” was near Ste. 

Scholastique—names significant to the dwellers there of a 

fate worse than burning by forest fire. 

St. Eustache, most picturesque of the early French set- 

tlements, was built on a tongue of land. At that day it 

consisted of a square of handsome stone houses, comfort- 

able and well finished, in which the wealthy but discon- 
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tented owners lived ; hard by were the manor-house, the . ie 

presbytere and convent, and in the centre stood the parish 

church, its two towers topped by spires as glittering as the 

‘panoply of war” then in full sight ready for the attack. 

The people of this village, between five and six hundred, 

were enthusiastic Liberals, disaffected KFrench—traitors, 

rebels or patriots, according to the point of view. Sir John 

Colborne saw them in strong colours, and was determined 

on their downfall, extermination if necessary. The defence 

was under Dr. Chénier and Girod. The latter, a misguided — 

Swiss adventurer, had figured in several of the South 

American revolutionary wars, and later was a protégé of 

Perrault the philanthropist ; his career was one of singular 

folly ; he loved to appear in buccaneer style, affected the 
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manner and language of a dictator, and accented his doings 

by usually riding a fine grey mare as his charger, which he 

had stolen from M. Dumont, a loyal Canadian. The parish 

priest, M. Paquin, assisted by his vicar, who read Colborne’s 

proclamation—a document not to be misunderstood and not 

of a cheerful tenor—succeeded in persuading the peasants 

to return to their homes in peace, that nothing but dis- 

aster awaited them if they persisted, and as a result of such 

persuasions but one solitary person was left to represent 

an insurgent garrison. But some fifteen hundred from 

about the Brilé soon replaced them, some regularly 

armed, but most of them unarmed. M. Paquin now 

sent for Chénier, expostulated with him and showed 

how his undertaking was perilous and hopeless. Chénier 

was moved to tears, but he maintained that the news of 

Wetherall’s victory at St. Charles was false; he was 

resolved to die with arms in his hands. He and Girod 

‘turned the ecclesiastics out of their house, making it 

another point of defence and the church into a citadel. 

Many of the prudent were by now wending their way 

towards Montreal ; some arrests followed ; and those who 

remained and found themselves unarmed were assured by 

Chénier, ‘‘ Be easy about that ; there will be men killed. 

You can take their muskets.” 

A habitant from l’Isle Jésu brought word of the 

approach of the troops, and soon Sir John Colborne’s two 

_ thousand men stood in the valley which looked made but 
for the place of peace. The whole force, field pieces, 

rocket mortar and train waggons, covered two miles of 

roadway. The advance guard would have reached there 

with the.habitant had not the ice been unsafe, causing the 

men to make a detour to Ste. Rose, thereby increasing the 

march by six miles. The water had been open two days 
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before, but to prove that it would bear, Colonel Gugy— 

“a tall, majestic-looking gentleman who expressed himself 

in a beautiful manner ”— galloped from shore to shore. 

About noon all had arrived, and as they neared the — 

village and took up position their numbers and character 

must have impressed the unhappy people with the hope- 

lessness of the coming conflict, The usual desertions 

began, until Chénier, looking at one road full of his 

enemies and another full of his retreating countrymen, 

addressed the few who remained with him: ‘“ My brothers, 

behold advancing before you, to burn and destroy your 

beautiful homes, the servile mercenaries of the despotic 

Government which has enslaved your country.” And they 

in return cried the old cry, “ Liberty or Death.” 

‘We will never desert our wives and little ones.” Officers 

in charge of divided squads put in a state of defence the 

manor house, the presbytere, the convent and one villager’s | 

house, while Chénier, in person taking command of from 

sixty to eighty, many of whom were still without arms, 

went to the church, where the women and children had 

already fled. The last, for further safety, he placed in the 

vaults underneath. The doors were then barricaded, and 

the windows removed to convert the openings into loop- 

holes. Thus did they await the coming annihilation, 

“nor,” said a British officer afterwards, ‘‘ did they quail as 

our overwhelming force approached ; they raised one loud 

and shrill terrific cheer, and then all was still as death till 

the cannonading and musketry began.” The field battery 

opened fire; but there was no reply. At first it was sup- 

posed that the place had been abandoned ; but as another 

brigade came down the village street a rattling fire poured 

from the church. It was evident they meant to show 

fight. The howitzers tried to batter down the barricaded 
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doors, but without effect. Colonel Jackson, of the artil- 

lery, asked for a surrender. The answer “was plucky but 

idiotic ;” they pooh-poohed the offer, and among other 

preparations took a cannon to the top of the steeple. 

Then Jackson set his own gun, blew the steeple and all 

that was in it down, and those below who ran out of the 

doors were bayoneted. An officer who went into one of 

the empty houses close by upset a stove and placed on the 

coals all the combustibles he could find. Ina moment the 

line of fire lengthened, and under cover of the smoke 

Colonel Wetherall and his men came at the double down 

the street ; cavalry and still another regiment surrounded 

the village to prevent chance of escape, with a further pre- 

caution of a corps of volunteers spread out on the ice to 

pick off any unfortunate should he get through such a 

double line. The envelopment of fire was completed. 

The church and houses were now all ablaze. Driven by 

. the flames the unhappy defenders abandoned one position 

for another, only to find the second worse. At the back 

of the church a small door leading into the sacristy had 

been forced, and the soldiers, groping their way through 

smoke and darkness, led by Colonel Gugy, were shot at 

by the few who remained. Gugy was one of those 

wounded. The staircase was gone, and another officer 

lighted a fire beneath the altar, got his men out, and the 

cessation of shots within told the success of his work. 

The simultaneous fire pouring on the French from all sides 

was liking boiling water on an anthill. Men half-roasted, 

with bullets already lodged in their miserable bodies, 

women creeping from the crypt, found that what flame 

and bullet had spared the bayonet could finish. Chénier 

and the few remaining, mad with despair, leaped from the 

windows into the graveyard, and fought there anew with 

RRR. resale 
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all the desperation of a forlorn hope. <A ball brought the 

jeader down ; but rallying his sinking strength he rose, to — 

be again shot, until, with the fourth bullet, he rose no 

more—the blackened semblance of a man. He died 

‘comme un héros digne de la Grece antique.” In the 

mélée a few managed to escape, but for a moment only ; 

those who made for the ice were picked off there, and those 

who fell on their knees and begged for quarter heard 

“Jock Weir, remember Jock Weir.” By half-past four 

the work was finished. Cannon and musketry had ceased, 

but the houses still burned; the churchyard and the con- 

vent were heaped with dead, and the wounded, burning 

alive, received now and then a merciful shot or a stab 

from a bayonet. The village swine added yet another 

horror. ‘ Pshaw,” said a Scotch volunteer to a squeamish 

comrade, ‘it’s nothing but French hog eating French hog.” 

Pathos was added to horrors, when it appeared that the 

pockets of some of the youngest of the insurgents were full 

of marbles—toys turned to missiles. | 

The air was insufferable, but in spite of it loot and 
pillage went on. At Montreal, in the clear atmosphere of — 

a Canadian December night, the bright belt of illuminated 

sky told as plainly as telegraph that the expedition had 

been a success, ‘Such a scene,” wrote a correspondent to 

the press, ‘was never witnessed. It must prove an awful 

example. The artillery opened fire at half-past one. 

Everything was over, except the shooting of a few fugi- 

tives, by half-past three.” : 

Quite a different view of the case is found in official 

despatches. Sir John Colborne writes to Lord Glenelg, 
30th March, 38: ‘On the evening in which the troops — 

took possession of St. Eustache, the loyal inhabitants of 

that village and neighbourhood, anxious to return to their ee 

! 
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homes and to protect the remainder of their property, fol- 

lowed the troops ; and I believe it is not denied that the 

houses which were burnt, except those that were necessar- 

ily destroyed in driving the rebels from the fortified church, 

were set on fire by the Loyalists of St. Eustache and Riviére 

du Chéne, who had been driven from the country in 

October and November.” Andina despatch from Glenelg 

to Lord Durham, June 2nd, 738, we find: ‘ Having laid 

that despatch before the Queen, Her Majesty has com- 

manded me to desire Your Lordship to signify to Sir J. 

Colborne, that while she deeply laments that any needless 

severities should have been exercised by one class of Her 

Majesty’s subjects against another, Her Majesty is gratified 

to learn, as she fully anticipated, that her troops are in no 

degree responsible for any of the excesses which unhappily 

attended the defeat of the insurgents at St. Benoit and St. 

Charles, but that in the harassing service in which they 

were engaged they maintained unimpaired their high char- 

acter for discipline and training.” 

Certainly some of her officers did their best to make up 

for “needless severity.” Colonel Gugy and Colonel Griffin 

afterwards were unwearied, and in a measure successful, 

in their mediations between exasperated nationalities. 

The former persuaded many at the time to return to their 

houses, and priest and layman alike commended him in his 

role of pacificator. Colborne appointed Colonel Griffin 

military magistrate, with civil powers, in the County of 

Two Mountains, and in that office he protected the weak, 

raised the fallen, and did much to assuage the necessary 

horrors of civil war. 
_ When the curé Paquin had begged the people to give in, 

Chénier’s wife added her entreaties, saying there was no 

disgrace in surrendering to such a superior force. But her 
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husband had only fondly kissed her, repeating that well-. 

worn sentence, “‘ La garde meurt mais ne se rend pas,” bade 

her good-bye and sent her to a place of safety. One tradi- 

tion has it that a greater ordeal than farewell and death 

awaited her. The usual terrors of the law were expended 

upon her scorched remnant of a husband ; the mutilated 

quarters lay tossed about in the house of one Anderson, 

near the battlefield, and she was not allowed to bury them. 

After a burial of some fashion she had the hardihood to 

seek the remains, disinter and secrete them, and when op- 

portunity came, in the refuge of a friend’s garret, sew the 

parts together and have them buried properly. The edge 

of romance is dulled when we read that there was more of 

the hot head and mulish foot about Chénier than the hero ; 

but to the present day there is a local phrase, ‘‘ Brave comme 

Chénier.” The day after the battle Colborne’s chief off- 

cers declared that they were obliged to despatch Chénier. 

A patriot dame standing by said none but an English 

soldier was capable of killing a wounded man. The Abbé 

Paquin declares that the mutilation of the body and the 

removal of the heart were incidents in the post mortem, held 

by the desire of the surgeons, to ascertain the precise 

wound of which he died, and the historian De Bellefeuille 

corroborates his assertion. This scarcely accounts for 

parading the heart about on the point of a bayonet, and it 

is also pertinently asked, ‘ Depuis quand ouvre-t-on les 

corps des soldats tués sur un champ de bataille pour savoir 

de quoi ils sont morts !” 

Terrified at the fate of St. Eustache, the inhabitants of 

St. Benoit turned out to meet Sir John, a white flag dis- 

played from every window. At Ste. Scholastique they 

carried their emblems of submission in their hands, white 
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flags and lighted tapers, sinking on their knees in the 

roadway as they presented them. At Carillon they did 

the same. Like the three hundred men of Liége, “all in 

their white shirts and prostrate on their knees praying for 

grace,” the crowd through which Colborne passed _pre- 

sented the appearance of two distinct assortment of souls, 

«|. . of the elect and of the damned.” There were 

but few of the elect in this case. Arrests were made and 

_ the torch was applied, although Christie says “ He dealt 

with much humanity, dismissing most of them.” Of Col- 

borne it might be said, ‘‘ Where he makes a desert, calls 

it peace.” The Glengarry Highlanders met the troops 

at St. Benoit, and in the succeeding burnings, according to 

-Gore’s own words, ‘‘ were in every case, I believe, the in- 

struments of infliction ; ” such irregular troops were not to 

be controlled. “ Many of those who served as volunteers,” 

says Christie, ‘“were persons who had been exceedingly ill- 

treated by the patriots while in the ascendant.” 

The ironical Bishop Lartigue now found it well to write 

another pastoral. After all the carnage was over the 

voices of the clergy generally were uplifted, this time 

thanking God that peace was restored. ‘‘ How now about 

the fine promises made by the seditious of the wonderful 

things they would do for you?” asks this terrible bishop. 

‘Was it the controlling spirit of a numerical majority of 

the people of this country, who, according to the insurgents, 

ought to have sway in all things, that directed their mili- 

tary operations? Did you find yourselves in a condition 

of greater freedom than before, while exposed to all sorts 

of vexations, threatened with fire-raisings, loss of goods, 

deprivation of life itself, if you did not submit to the 

frightful despotisms of these insurgents, who by violent, 

not persuasive means, caused more than a moiety of all the 

ll 
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dupes they had to take up arms against the victorious 

armies of our sovereign ?” | 
No sooner had rebellion come to a head and French 

blood flowed than France remembered where Canada was, 

and quickly learned much about her. People were ask- 

ing in wonderment what all the trouble could be. The 

Gallican remembered his cousin-several-times-removed, and 

set about helping him. One journal advised volunteers 

and auxiliaries, and another made the oft-repeated com- 

parison between Canada and Ireland. Engraved copies'of 

Papineau’s portrait adorned windows, and _ biographical 

sketches of him appeared in the newspapers. Le Journal 

des Débats did not confine itself to printed sympathy, but — 

suggested that arms and ammunition should be smuggled 

into Canada and volunteers enlisted to go there to help. 4 

This sympathy spread far afield in Europe. At the 

Russian Emperor’s birthday féte at New Archangel the 

Commander-in-Chief of the Russian Naval Forces gave a ~ 
splendid banquet, at the close of which ‘‘a collection was _ 

made for the unfortunate patriots of Canada.” Without — 

exception, every one present contributed, with a result of — 

22,800 francs ; and what is more, this sum was forwarded 

to its destination by the Admiral himself. We hope he Bi 

had more definite geographical ideas than had the nearer _ 

French. Given a letter to post to Quebec, before rebellion 

had brought it and its people prominently forward, a post- 
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office clerk in Paris gravely asked if it should go wa 

Panama or Cape Horn. 

And then France remembered that those who had re: 
es a > turned at the time of the Conquest said “it was very cold 

over there.” oo 
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Gallows ‘bill. 

“* Up then, brave Canadians! Get your rifles and make short work 

Ofat.7 

‘* Canadians, rally round your Head, 

Nor to these base insurgents yield.” 

“Sir Francis Bond Head’s entire government of Upper Canada was 

one long, earnest, undeviating opposition to the instructions of 

H. M. colonial ministers.” —BLAKE. 

THE winter of 1837, in England, was so severe that the 

mails were conveyed in sleighs, even in the southern 

counties, a freak of nature no doubt meant to put her in 

sympathy with the many million arpents of snow by that 

time dyed in patches with good Canadian blood. In the 

colony it set in stormily ; but as December lengthened it 

became mild and open throughout the country, until on 

the day of Gallows Hill that month of storm had almost 

_ turned to the brightness and healthy beauty of a Canadian 

June. The brilliant sunlight which was to burnish up 

the arms of the men of Gore had power to convert the 

blackest landscape into a thing of beauty—a scene peculiar 

to the land of shield of crystal, golden grain and Italian 

sky. Straight from the Laurentian Hills the sun turned 

his roses and purples on the bright tin spires of parish 

churches, blazed in small squares of white-curtained habi- 

tant windows, where weeping wives and mothers execrated 

the Dictator in voluble patois, and glared on the blackened 

drama of Le Grand Brilé. The snow which made the 
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background of that Lower Canadian picture sparkled under - 

the prismatic colours, and lit up the icy fragments like the 

lustres of a chandelier. The mysterious bell of St. Regis 

sounded its Angelus through the rosy atmosphere; the 

Caughnawagas, waiting but a word to come forward in 

defence of their new Great Mother, grew a deeper tint as, 

turned from the sunk sun, they knelt to their aves. 

Farther on it touched on the cabins of Glengarry, where 

ninety-nine out of every hundred men were variations of 

the name Macdonald, with only a nickname—Shortnose, 

Longnose, Redhead or Mucklemou’—to distinguish them ; 

all busy furbishing up every available weapon, ready to 

follow where they might be called. If one record profanes 

not their memory some of them went out as infantry, to — 

return as kilted cavalry ; naught but intervention of stern ~ 

discipline prevented Jean Baptiste’s herds being in front — 

of the kilts on the return march ; their genius as linguists ~ 

had failed when their Gaelic fell on patois-accustomed ears. 

We follow the sun through the Thousand Islands, 

where it touched each evergreen crest with glory to 

make a crown of isles for the great pirate king, Bill 

Johnston, who had a trick of posing, blunderbus in hand, — 

ready for attack; to the homes of the Bay of Quinte, — 

where the descendants of Rogers’ Rangers were ready for 3 

defence ; to the winter rainbows of the Niagara and the ~ 

opaline ripples in La Traverse of the St. Clair. It tinged 
it 

the spiral columns of smoke which singly rose from immi- — 

grant cabins and, mingling, turned to clouds of sweét- — 

smelling incense. It sank to rest in Huron, and the vast 

country over which it had made its day’s journey lay 

behind it, angry, sullen, fearing, uncertain, where, of the 

two dispensations, one was in throes of birth and the other i 

feared those of death. 
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Those scattered through this wide region who were in 

sympathy with Lower Canada—and they were many—felt 

the discouragement of the disaster of St. Charles. Yet 

they persevered, and read the results there as an object 

lesson in the importance of military leadership. The motto 

was, “The strength of the people is nothing without union, 

and union nothing without confidence and discipline.” 

Alas, discipline they had none; confidence was to fly as 

soon as the enemy appeared—what mattered that if the 

enemy fled, too, no one was there to see; and as for union, 

the recriminations of Rolph and Mackenzie, the coldness of 

the Baldwin wing, the fighting within camp and without, 

all told a tale of dissension. Sir Francis Bond Head’s 

own letter to Sir John Colborne, in answer to the com- 

mander’s request for troops, shows how completely that 

astute governor played into their hands had they been but 

united and ready to take advantage of him. He would 

give up even his sentry and orderlies, and by some political 

military Euclid of his own invention ‘prove to the people 

in England that this Province requires no troops at all, 

and, consequently, that it is perfectly tranquil. 

I consider it of immense importance, practically, to show 

to the Canadas that loyalty produces tranquillity, and that 

disloyalty not only brings troops into the Province, but 

also produces civil war.” There is some key to his Euclid, 

all propositions not being fully demonstrated ; for he says, 

“T cannot, of course, explain to you all the reasons I have 

for my conduct” (things equal to the same thing are equal 

to anything). ‘“Tknow the arrangements I have made are 

somewhat irregular, but I feel confident the advantages 

arising from them will be much greater than the disadvan- 

tages,” 

Charles XII. was called Demirbash by the Turks—a 
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man who fancies his head made of iron, who may run 

amuck without any fear for his skull. Sir Francis lost no 

opportunity to test the thickness and hardness of his. 

His troops gone, the militia disorganized and never out 

but for one training day since 1815, he found his forces 

consisted of about three hundred men, and the work before 

him was to overcome a bad, bold plot, “ which appears 

unequalled by any recorded in history since the great con- 

spiracy of Cataline for the subversion of Rome !” 

“Must I stand and crouch under thy testy humour?” 

might have cried Sir Francis; and quick as echo came 

the answer, “ He’s but a mad lord, and naught but humour 

sways him.” 

Search through his literary contemporaries, from Galt, 

who calls him the sly, downright author of the “ Bubbles — 

of the Brunnens,” to the somewhat bilious sketches of 

“those dealers in opinions, journalists,” confirms Lord 

Gosford’s saying that one of the essential elements of 

fitness for office is to be acceptable to the great body of the 

people. Sir Francis had a great reputation for literary 

smartness ; he was on excellent terms with himself, and 

there are a few other writers of his time who have recorded_ 

things to his credit which are hard to believe in the after- 

light of condensed history. But most people never tired’ 

of either abusing or ridiculing him. 

“<«Where are you from? asked a worthy but inquisi- 

tive landlord of a distinguished traveller, evidently just 

from Downing Street, who arrived in Canada at this 

solemn juncture. The testy Englishman made a laconic © 

reply, that he had come from a-very hot place. ‘And 

where are you going?’ continued Boniface. ‘To the devil,’ 

roared the traveller. And then they knew he was going — 

to dine with Sir Francis Bond Head.” 
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Phrenology was a popular study then, and it afforded 
opportunities to those who never tired of punning in 

doggerel and skits on this Head. The cranium must 

have presented a remarkable assemblage of bumps; for, 

according to his many detractors and his few admirers, Sir 

Francis was a remarkable man. Not that he required a 

Boswell or Anthony Hamilton to say for him that which 

he was unequal to say for himself. There are no blushes 

on the pages of either “ Narrative” or ‘“ Emigrant.” 

Friends and detractors alike agreed that he had a 

wonderful faculty for sleep. According to himself, he was 

one of those felines who wait for their prey, apparently 

soundly off, but in reality with one eye open. When he 

came out it was thought the Whig ministry had let loose a 

tiger upon the colony. All sorts of stories were rife about 

him ; he was placarded as a tried Reformer, much to his 

Own surprise and amusement, for he tells us himself his 

emotions on seeing the piece of news which looked down 

on him from the posters, as he rode to Government House 

on his arrival Was he a Radical? was he really the 

“Galloping Head”? had he ridden six thousand miles of 

the South American pampas, one thousand of them at a 
stretch in eight days, and without the comfort of galli- 

gaskins? He himself was at a loss to know why he had 

ever received his appointment ; but these questioners at 

the recital of his adventures began to think that the post 

of lieutenant-governor in Upper Canada was a prize of 

sufficient size to attract persons of first-rate abilities. They 

required a man of statesmanlike sagacity and diplomatic 

shrewdness for a position which was no sinecure, and Lord 

Glenelg had sent them a rough rider. ‘Who shall we 

send out as lieutenant-governor to conciliate the discon- 

_ tented inhabitants of Upper Canada?” asked the Cabinet. 
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The Canadians wanted a governor, and they were sent a 

political Puck. They thought it hard to have been given 

in Sir John Colborne’s place but a Captain of Engineers. 

“Captains of Engineers,” said one belonging to the same 

order, ‘‘are sometimes devilish clever fellows.” 

And so, in a sense, Head proved himself to be. He 

contrived to compress into the two years of his Canadian 

life more mischief than could have been accomplished by 

ten ordinary men. Rash, impetuous, inordinately vain and 

self-conscious, dramatic, he was not only an actor who took 

the world for his stage, but he was his own playwright, star, 

support, claquer and critic ; the stirring up of a rebellion 

was a mere curtain-lfter to him; but, fortunately, if the 

vehicle of disaster to the Province, he made his exit from 

it ignominiously. This was the man who, at twelve o’clock 

on the night of December 4th, was awakened and told for 

the third time that the enemy had really arrived and was 

knocking at the door. 

At one of the stopping-places of his former travels he 

had “felt his patriotism gain force upon the plains of 

Marathon.” It now took the persistent efforts of three 

messengers to oust him from a feather bed. Colonel 

Moodie had lost his life trying to ride through the rebel 

ranks to do this same service, and Colonel FitzGibbon lost 

no time in warning all, governor and citizens alike. 

When Sir Francis was inquired for at Government House at 

ten o’clock, Mrs. Dalrymple, his sister-in-law, reported that 

the Governor was fatigued and already asleep. FitzGibbon, 

restless and disturbed, feeling that he could never sleep 
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again, insisted ; and the hero of active service in Spain, the _ 

spectator of Waterloo and Quatre Bras, appeared in his 

dressing-gown, concealed his irritation as best he might, | 

and got back to bed as quickly as possible. ‘“* What is all ~ 
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this noise about,” asked Judge Jonas Jones, who also did 

not. like disturbance; “who desired you to call me? 

Colonel FitzGibbon? The zeal of that man is giving us a 

great deal of unnecessary trouble.” 

About an hour earlier, John Powell, a magistrate who 

had been busy swearing in special constables, went on 

horseback with some other volunteers to patrol the 

northern approaches to the city. At the rise of the Blue 

Hill Mackenzie and two others were met, the first armed 

with a large horse pistol, the others with rifles. Powell 

was not only taken prisoner, but was told “they would let 

Bond Head know something before long,” that ‘“ they had 

borne tyranny and oppression too long, and were now 

- determined to have a government of their own.” A fellow- 

prisoner told Powell of the death of Colonel Moodie, put 

spurs to his horse and managed to escape. Confident that 

the city’s safety now depended on his own ability to elude 

his captors, Powell essayed to do the same, but was told 

by one of them, Anderson, he “would drive a_ ball 

through” him. Then followed the incident which has 

been described as Anderson’s fall from his horse and picked 

up with neck broken, as “an atrocious murder,” ‘a victim 

to Powell’s treachery,” and as a self-deliverance from those 

whom he believed to be common assassins. When ques- 

tioned as to his arms he had replied that he had none, a 

denial refuted shortly afterwards whenshe drew the pistols 

given him by a bailiff on leaving the City Hall. Mackenzie 

had doubted his word, but the statement was repeated. 

He replied, “Then, gentlemen, as you are my townsmen 

and men of honour, I should be ashamed to show that I 

question your word by ordering you to be searched.” 

Powell, in his account, allows no such quixotic courtesy, 

_and says he heard nothing but mutterings of dissatisfaction. 
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Then, not two feet from Anderson, Powell suddenly reined 

back his horse, drew a pistol and fired. The shot struck 

Anderson in the back of his neck ; he fell like a sack—the 

spinal cord was severed and death must have been instan- 

taneous. To wheel about, ride at a breakneck pace, pass 

Mackenzie himself, hear the latter’s bullet whistle past him, 

turn in his saddle and snap a pistol at Mackenzie’s face, dis- 

mount when he heard the clatter of following hoofs, to hide — 

behind a log, while the pursuer passed, to run down the 

College Avenue, hugging the shadows as he went, until 

Government House was reached, brought him where 

FitzGibbon and others, discomfited, had failed to rouse this 

phenomenal sleeper. An hour before there had been a 

moment’s consciousness with the ringing of the Upper 

Canada College bell by the energetic hand of a youth > 

named John Hillyard Cameron; but on hearing that it 

was rung by Colonel FitzGibbon’s command, the sleeper, — 

like a marmot, turned over and went to sleep again. Uncere- 

moniously shaking majesty in its nightcap, Powell man- 

aged to perform what Sir Francis, in his own account of _ 

the affair, calls a sudden awakening. Months before, the 

Governor had said he awaited the moment when Macken- 

zie should have ‘advanced within the short, clumsy « 

clutches of the law,” asking Attorney-General Hagerman Be 

to advise him of the moment; he desired to wait until, in : 

the name of law and justice, he could “seize his victim.” + 

A warrant of arrest for Mackenzie on the charge of high B 

treason had so far proved innocuous; now the mountain was & 

obliging enough to come to Mahomet, and Mahomet did ae 
not seem inclined to hurry. Next to Bidwell, Mackenzie 2 

had most incurred his enmity, they, with “ other name-— 

less demagogues,” being the branches of “that plant of — 

cancerous growth, revolution,” to which he would most R 
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willingly apply his pruning-knife. And apply it unspar- 

ingly he did; but for every twig lopped off he beheld 
a dozen hardy shoots springing from the wound. Truly 

the colonial tree was a stubborn growth; no yew or box- 

clipped fancy, its shaping was beyond his skill. 

“Up, then, brave Canadians, get ready your rifles and 

make short work of it,” had been the legend on Mackenzie’s 

hand-bills ; and here he was within a mile of the Governor 

and capital. 

After a leisurely toilet, Sir Francis entrusted the care 

of his family to faithful friends, who put them on board a 
boat lying in the bay. Late as it was, navigation was not 

closed, and there was no sign of the seals of winter upon 

the lake. Yet the air was intensely cold, and the stars 

shone like diamonds as the Governor made his way over 

the creaking, lightly snow-covered planks from Govern- 

ment House to the City Hall. Every bell in the city 

was ringing with all its might. 

“Though cracked and crazy I have mettle still, 

And burst with anger at such treatment ill.” 

The most monotonous and the shrillest note of the Caril- 

lon, in Head’s own words, proclaimed “. . . Murder, 

murder, murder, and much worse!” ‘ What’s amiss?” 

“You are, and you do not know it ;” or Lady Macbeth 
might have been heard calling, “ What’s the business, that 

such a hideous trumpet calls to parley the sleeper of the 

house.” 

The bells were distinctly heard at Gallows Hill. An 
oceasional shot, fired at random yet startling, pierced 

these impromptu chimes. The rumours of the streets con- 

densed at rallying points, where people told of the rattle 

of Powell’s horse’s hoofs as he made his mad gallop from 
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Mackenzie to Head; of how hundreds, soon thousands, 

were at Gallows Hill, ready to descend upon them ; of 

how the city was defenceless, and would the speaker and 

his friend enrol for its defence or not; how the generally 

staid persons of the Chief-Justice and Judges Macaulay 

and McLean, unusually excited, were seen with muskets 

on their shoulders ; how the third judge, Jonas Jones, was 

losing not a moment to get some thirty volunteers to 

remain on guard at the toll gate on Yonge Street for the 

night ; how such young fellows as Henry Sherwood, James 

Strachan, John Beverley Robinson, jun., were galloping 

about as aides, appointed in a moment and eager in their 

master’s service; all were on the alert, keeping vigil to a 

day of uproar and excitement. 

At the market-house the Governor found assembled the 

force on which he had to depend. It was not long before 

he was aware that one, at least, was armed. A _ ball 

whistled through the room where he was closeted in 

earnest talk with Judge Jones, and stuck in the wall close 

beside them. Men, brimful of loyalty and agitation, were 

seen parading hurriedly in front of the City Hall, a 

musket on either shoulder, hungering for an enemy and 

afraid that he might come. 

At sunrise Colonel FitzGibbon rode out to reconnoitre 

the position of the invaders, and reported that they num- 

bered some five hundred men, a half-armed rabble without 

competent leader or discipline—a fit sequel to that ‘‘ volume 

of shreds and patches,” the grievance book; a set of 

stragglers in an unfortified position. At eight, Sir 

Francis and his comrades at the City Hall, after a nap 

taken on the floor, rose to inspect and to be inspected, 

a group almost as sorry in military appearance as the one 

reported on by FitzGibbon. The Governor had a short 

s 
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double-barrelled gun in his belt and another on _ his 

shoulder; as a kind of twin or complement to him, the 

_Chief-Justice was armed with thirty rounds of ball car- 

tridge. Sir Francis made a brief but animated address, to 

which the assemblage returned three cheers. A few days 

before he had “requested an officer” to strengthen the 

fort lying west of the city; accordingly, its earthworks 

were surrounded by a double line of palisades, the bar- 

racks were loopholed, the magazine stockaded, and a 

company of Toronto militia lodged there. But as “a 

commander without troops,” the market-house—full of 

men, with its two six-pounders “completely filled with 

grape shot,” furnished with four thousand stand of arms, 

bayonets, belts and ball cartridge, brought from the depot 

at Kingston shortly before—was more to Sir Francis’ mind 

than the empty fort would have been. Besides which, he 

states in his own account, in the moral combat in which 

he was about to engage, he would have been out of his 

proper element in a fort. ‘The truth is,” he concludes, 

after disposing of many ill-natured remarks made about 

him by persons unversed in even the rudiments of war, 

“af Mr. Mackenzie had conducted his gang within pistol- 

shot of the market-house, the whole of the surprise would 

have belonged to him.” 

The “officer” who was “requested” to strengthen the 

fort was no doubt Colonel Foster, Adjutant-General and 

Commander of the Forces for some years before the 

Rebellion broke out. His name unaccountably has 

been omitted from many of the chronicles of those 

times. He began his military career in the 52nd Oxford- 

shire Regiment of Foot, and during his colonial service 

he enjoyed the confidence of Lord Dalhousie and Sir 

John Colborne. When the latter sent his celebrated 
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request for troops, Foster remonstrated, as it was well 

known to him, at any rate, that a rebellion in Upper 

Canada was imminent. Foster was then left in command 

‘‘of the sentries, sick soldiers, and women and children 

remaining in the fort.” A captain in the 96th at Lundy’s 

Lane, he was no novice in Canadian requirements, and the 

letter quoted from Sir John Colborne shows how he ful- 

filled his duty : 

“* MontrEAL, May 18, 1838. 

“My Dear CoLonet Fosrer,—I cannot quit Canada 

without bidding you adieu and requesting that you will 

accept my sincere thanks for your constant attention in 

the discharge of the duties of your Department during 

the seven years which you passed at my military right 

hand in Upper Canada. I assure you that the little 

trouble experienced by me in my military command I 

attribute to your arrangements and punctuality. 

“With every wish for your happiness, 

‘“‘ Believe me, my dear Colonel Foster, 

‘‘Sincerely yours, 

“J. COLBORNE.” 

Colley Lyons Lucas Foster is described as a fine-looking 

man, of commanding presence and thoroughbred manner, 

a true gentleman and a thorough soldier of the Wellington 

type. His very cordial intercourse with his beau ideal of 

a general was attested by many letters to him in the 

Great Duke’s own handwriting. 

But whatever Mackenzie’s wishes were, his “gang” — 

had no notion of getting anywhere so uncomfortably — 

near. Yet, if there was to be a fight, what was to be 

done ; for it was hard indeed, after such preparation, if 

the enemy would not come, “I will not fight them on~ 

lee mene 
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* their ground,” said the Governor ; “they must fight me on 

mine.” He would not even allow the picket guard, with- 

- drawn by Judge Jones at daylight, to be replaced by 

Colonel FitzGibbon. ‘Do not send out a man—we have 

-not men enough to defend the city. Let us defend our 

posts; and it is my positive order that you do not leave 

this building yourself.” Notwithstanding which a picket 

of twenty-seven, under the command of Sheriff Jarvis, was 
placed a short distance up Yonge Street. Prior to taking 

position there, it was suggested that a flag of truce should 

be sent—some accounts say from a humane desire on the 

part of the Governor to prevent the shedding of blood ; 

others say to give time in which to allow answers to be 

returned to the expresses which he promptly had sent to 

MacNab in Hamilton and Bonnycastle in Kingston. In 

the faulty despatch sent to Glenelg relating the episode 

he represents himself by that white ensign as ‘“ parentally 

calling upon them to avoid the effusion of human blood,” 
having “the greatest possible reluctance at the idea of 

entering upon a civil war ;” while in his after justification, 

.“ The Emigrant,” he says “The sun set without our receiv- 

ing succour or any intimation of its approach.” He was no 

believer in “the fewer men the greater share of honour.” 

The Sheriff had thought to ride out with the flag, but he 

had many sins laid against him in the rebel repository of 

grievance, such as standing at the polls, riding-whip in 

hand, to expedite the votes he approved and discountenance 

others, and it was thought imprudent to allow him to take 

the réle of mediator. Mr. Robert Baldwin, not long 

_ returned from a prolonged visit to Great Britain, at all 

times above suspicion as to loyalty, a Reformer to the core, 

but as far removed from rebellion as the Chief-Justice 

himself, together with Dr, Rolph—about whom there were 
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diverse opinions—were the final choice. Adjured by the y 

Sheriff, in the name of God, to go out to try “to stop the 

proceedings of these men who are going to attack us,” the 

first man who was appealed to had refused ; the act would 

lay him open to suspicion. Rolph considered that the 

Constitution was virtually suspended, and that Sir Francis 

had no authority to send out the flag. As soon as it 

became known that anything so novel was on the tapis 

excitement in the town merged into curiosity, and all, from 

the smallest urchin up, crowded to see the two start forth 

on their mission. A question which bids fair to remain as 

unsolved as “'The Lady or the Tiger” now had its be- 

ginning. We can fancy the doctor pondering as he rode, — 

“Am I politic?. Am I subtle? Am I a Machiavel?” — 

Rather should he have remembered the late counsel of 

the Keeper of the Great Seal, that the councillors should 

leave simulation and dissimulation at the porter’s lodge. 

The dying testimony of Lount, ‘‘He gave me a wink to 

walk on one side,” that the message should not be heeded, 

the counter testimony of others that this took place at the 

second visit of the bearers, have furnished theme for pages, 

the outcome of which is to mar or make whiter the char- 

acter of one of the most prominent, certainly the ablest, of — 

the dramatis persone in that entr’acte of the rebellion, 

the Flag of Truce. g 

The point of the question is not, Did Dr. Rolph wink, — 

but, When did he wink. If after his ambassadorial function — 

was over, the act, according to the rules which govern 

flags of truce, could not be taken exception to. If whilst 

an ambassador, the case becomes one not of ordinary man- 

ners and morals, but shows him as a double traitor. ‘ 

Arrived at Gallows Hill—ominous title, a fitting one, 

thought the Loyalists—the three on horseback, “2m, solid 
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‘ phalanx,” Hugh Carmichael, the bearer, in the middle, 

Dr. Rolph, as spokesman, asked what the insurgents 

wanted, said the Governor deprecated the effusion of 

blood, and offered an amnesty if they would return to 

their homes. The result of the conference which ensued 

was that no reliance was to be felt in the bare word of 

Sir Francis ; it must be in writing, that no act of hostility 

would be committed in the time allowed for an answer ; 

that they demanded “independence and a convention to 

arrange details.” Moreover, he was given until two o’clock 

only to decide. 

The answer of these ‘“‘ infatuated creatures” had a curious 

effect. For once Sir Francis declined to taunt with the 

license of ink. His nerves were much steadied by the re- 

port of undisciplined, unarmed hundreds, instead of thous- 

ands eager for carnage, brought back by the truce party; 

and letters stating that volunteers bound for his aid were on 

the way enabled him to disregard what in courtesy would 

be due to his agents. He curtly told them his refusal, 

_ and they made a third trip to report him to his enemy. 

Baldwin then returned to his wonted retirement, and 

Rolph busied himself in preparation for the result of his 

advice—‘ Wend your way into the city as soon as possible 

at my heels’”’—by at once seeing the Radicals in town and 

instructing them to arm themselves, as Mackenzie was on 

the road. “Why do you stand here with your hands in 

your breeches pockets? Go, arm yourselves how you can ; 
Mackenzie will be in immediately !”—an event for which 

he did not wait. Some time before, Judge Jonas Jones had 

said that Dr. Rolph had a vile democratic heart, and ought 

to be sent out of the Province. Mr. Baldwin, riding away, 

heard cheers, but did not know the cause. Four weeks 

later, writing of the event, he says: ‘“‘ Whether under the 
12 
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circumstances I acted judiciously in undertaking the 

mission, I know not. One thing I know, that what I did 

I did for the best, and with the sincerest desire of prevent- 

ing as far as possible the destruction of life and property.” | 

But Mackenzie was busy setting fire to Dr. Horne’s _ 

house. Its only guard was a very large and handsome  _ 

Newfoundland dog which formerly had been patrol for i 

Bonnycastle on the beach which skirted his isolated cot- 

tage on the bay, a beach much frequented by smugglers 

and other idlers. The brute valiantly defended his new 

beat, but without avail. After a series of capers which 

caused some of his followers to say that little Mac. was 

out of his head and unfit to be left at large, an end was 

made of the dog, and the fire was lighted. 

A messenger was now sent after the dilatory general by 

Rolph, who, like the mother of Sisera, was sick at heart 

to know what hindered the wheels of his chariot. The 

messenger was a young fellow named Henry Hover — 

Wright, one of Rolph’s students, just arrived from 

Niagara and full of wonder at being met on the wharf by q 

armed men. The only guard he encountered on Yonge _ 

Street was one man—rebel—armed with a fusil. Wright — 

passed him, asking why they did not come. The answer — 

was, “ We cannot go until General Mackenzie is ready.” 

The latter at that moment was busy ordering away 

a new-comer, saying, ‘I don’t know you, and there 

are too many friends,” and particularly busy in his — 

endeavour to get dinner and supper for the men. Mounted 

on a small white horse, from which vantage he incessantly 
harangued his followers, he told them he would be com- ~ 
mander-in-chief as Colonel Van Egmond had not arrived. ~ 

Van Egmond did not arrive until the Thursday, when 

Mackenzie, after breakfasting with him, threatened to ~ 

shoot him. a 
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Expostulating with those who would not advance upon 

the city in daylight, and exhorting those who had equal 

objections to the dark, the leader has been variously 

described : ‘Storming and swearing like a lunatic, and 

many of us felt certain he was not in his right senses. 

He abused and insulted several of the men without any 

shadow of cause, and Lount had to go round and pacify 

_ them by telling them not to pay any attention to him ”— 

(the commander-in-chief)—‘“‘as he was not responsible for 

his actions.” ‘If we had locked him up in a room at the 

tavern,” says the naive chronicler, “and could then have 

induced Lount to lead us into the city, we should have 

overturned the government without any fighting worth 

talking about.” “‘ Once or twice,” says another, “TI thought 

he was going to have a fit.” 

No help from outside had as yet arrived in Toronto. 

After refreshment to the inner rebel had been successfully 

accomplished by the united efforts of Lount and Mac- 

kenzie, the latter’s white mount was exchanged for a big 

horse taken from some loyalist prisoner. At that juncture 

had the movement been persevered in, with Lount promi- 

nently directing it, there is every reason to suppose that the 

arms, ammunition and money in the town would have been 

theirs—also that they would have captured Sir Francis 

himself, “unless,” indeed, as the London and Westminster 

Review said, “he had run away.” ‘All who will reflect 

on the nature of civil war,” it said, ‘‘must see the fearful 

_ odds which a day’s success and the possession of the 

capital and its resources would have given the rebels. 

For their not obtaining it we have no reason to thank Sir 

Francis Head.” 

“JT told them,” (the men) says Mackenzie in his own 

account of his brief harangue, “that I was certain there 
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could be no difficulty in taking Toronto, that both in ~ 

town and country the people stood aloof from Sir Francis, 

that not one hundred men and boys could be got. to 

defend him, that he was alarmed and had got his family 

on board a steamer, that six hundred Reformers were 

ready waiting to join us in the city, and that all we had 

to do was to be firm, and with the city would so at once 

go down every vestige of foreign government of Upper i 

Canada.” 

“Tf your honour will but give us arms,” cried a voice 

from the ranks before Sir Francis, ‘sure the rebels will 

find the legs.” 

In the next hour both sides were to find they had their 

full complement of these useful limbs. ~ 

“To fight and to be beaten,” says Dafoe, “is a casualty 

common to all soldiers. . . . But to run away at the 

sight of an enemy, and neither strike nor be stricken, this 

is the very shame of the profession.” About sundown the 

rebels, between seven and eight hundred strong, began 

their march, half of them armed with green cudgels, 

cut on the way, the riflemen in the van followed by two 

hundred of the pikemen. A score or so had old and rusty 

muskets and shot-guns. Most of them wore a white badge ~ : 

on the sleeve. Three abreast they went, Lount at their 

head, ‘“‘ Mackenzie here, there and everywhere.” They 

moved steadily and without mishap, taking prisoner some 

chance wayfarers and an officer of loyalist artillery, until 

the head of the column neared a garden, where Sheriff 4 

Jarvis and his picket of twenty-seven lay in wait for them. 

The sheriff gave the word to fire. This his men remained 

to do, then speedily stood not upon the order of their going, 

but went at once in haste, and ran into the city. The 7 

sheriff called to them to stop, but they were beyond his 4 
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voice and control; whereupon he probably thought “VT 

faith, Pll not stay a jot longer,” and followed them. 

It was a random volley, but it spread consternation. 

Lount ordered it to be returned, which was done, but in 

such fear and trepidation that had the others waited to 

receive it they might have been still safe. Lount and 

the men in front fell flat on their faces to allow those 

behind them an opportunity to fire. But this the latter 

had no mind to do, thinking the fall due to the bullets of 

the picket. ‘‘ We shall all be killed,” cried the Lloydtown 

pikemen, throwing down their rude weapons. In Mac- 

kenzie’s words, ‘They took to their heels with a speed and 

steadiness of purpose that would have bafiled pursuit on 

foot.” Ina short twenty minutes not one of either side 

was to be found within range of the toll-bar or of each 

other. The one man killed in the affair was a rebel, done 

to death from the rear by a nervous and too willing com- 

rade. Mackenzie implored, he coaxed and he threatened, 

and in such strong language did he treat this retreat that 

one man from the north, provoked beyond endurance, 

raised his gun to shoot the commander-in-chief, when a 

third prevented him. 

“T was enabled by strong pickets,” wrote Sir Francis 

after this, ‘to prevent Mr. Mackenzie from carrying into 

effect his diabolical intention to burn the city.” 

It was now time to look for some support in answer to 

the appeals for help sent by special messengers on the 

Monday evening. One messenger went by land; while 

another, to make certain, took the water route. 

Bonnycastle, indiscriminately dubbed captain or major, 

was sitting quietly in his home in Kingston, tired after an 

afternoon spent at the new fort in providing against fire 

or surprise, when some one, in a state of great excitement, 
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ran into his study to say the steamboat 7'raveller had 

arrived from Toronto with Sir Francis Head and all who 

had been able to escape from that city on board ; Toronto 

was taken by Mackenzie and burnt. Bonnycastle says he 

“buckled on his armour” and went to consult the com- 

mandant of their little garrison—eleven or twelve artillery- 

men—as to what was best to be done in such a dreadful : 

emergency. Not two steps on his way he was met by a 4 

second breathless messenger, followed by a crowd of eager 

neighbours, who took advantage of the open hall door to 

come in to hear the news. This second express was to say 

that the only cargo on board was a letter for Bonnycastle, 

but that a serious outbreak had occurred. The letter was 

an order to send stores to Toronto, to arm all loyal persons 

in Kingston, and to preserve intact the depot and fortress — 

—a work which he did so well fat it earned him his 

knighthood. 

The bearer of the duplicate despatch by land had a more 

difficult journey. He was narrowly searched and examined 

by the rebels en route, but while his companion was being 

taken prisoner he sewed his despatch in his sleeve, and by 

his activity arrived at his destination the same night as, 

but later than, the Traveller. It was two o’clock on the 

Monday when Colonel MacNab, in Hamilton, received Sir 

Francis’ statement, that he, with a few followers, wasin 

the market place of his capital, threatened by Mackenzie 

and his band of rebels. MacNab lost no time in answer- 

ing this appeal for help in a way quite consistent with 

every other detail of that gentleman’s life given to the — y 

public. He mounted his horse, rode to the wharf, seized % 

the first steamer he found lying there, put a guard on 

board her, sent messengers off to the farmers and yeomen — mh 

on whom he felt he could rely, and by five o'clock was is 
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sailing with his sixty men of Gore; a thousand of them 

had but lately gathered before Sir John Colborne to testify 

to their sentiments on Mr. Hume’s baneful domination 

letter. That letter, caleulated to further excite those 

already discontented, was a blessing in disguise, since it 

had stirred into active life half dormant sentiments of 

loyalty, and made brighter those already bright. 

But of the thousands then preparing for a tramp to con- 

verge at Toronto, through dark forest and over corduroy 

and half frozen swale, the market-place and Sir Francis 

himself were not, as his writings assert, the objective 

points. Many who left wives, families and farms and 

who found themselves in the loyalist ranks at Gallows 

Hill, had no such loyal intention when they left home. 

Sir Francis, sitting forlorn enough in his market-place, 

was with his admirers discussing the situation by the light 

of a tallow candle,—a Rembrandt picture, from the 

shadows of which stand forth many familiar faces, when, 

as with Bonnycastle and King Richard III., two or three 

breathless messengers burst in upon them to announce 

the men of Gore. Steamers and schooners—containing 

not only the young and venturesome, but the advanced 

in years, as the Honourable William Dickson, then in his 

sixty-eighth year—now began to arrive, and the city, 

in spite of the motley appearance of some cargoes, seemed 

transformed at a stroke from an excited and fright- 

ened community into a vast barrack or camp. Pride in 

their port, defiance in their eye, there was no longer 

_ need into a thousand parts to divide one man and make 

imaginary puissance, for by that time they were so 

increased that it became imperative to make an attack. 

Their number embarrassed those in command, and it was 

difficult to find accommodation for them. At midnight 
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Sir Francis put MacNab in charge; by the following sun- 

set more than twelve hundred armed men were at his 

service. A council was held at Archdeacon Strachan’s, at 

which it was resolved to attack the rebels on Thursday 

morning. Evidently with changed circumstances and ad- 

visers Sir Francis had changed his mind ; he was no longer 

averse to seeking his enemy on the latter’s ground. Four 

days before this, Attorney-General Hagerman had declared 

his belief that not fifty men in the province would attack the 

Government ; now he announced that everything depended 

on the Government’s power of attack. 

But the council was not held without its own storm. Fitz- 

Gibbon, much MacNab’s superior in military knowledge and 

experience, his senior in every way, heard, for the first 

time, of the other gentleman’s midnight promotion, and 

advanced his own superior claims with no uncertain voice. 

MacNab wanted to make the attack at three in the morn- 

ing; FitzGibbon contended it was impossible ‘to organize 

the confused mass of human beings then congregated 

in the city during night-time,” that such an attempt 

would ruin them, for the “many rebels then in the city 

, (were) only waiting the turn of affairs to declare them- 

selves.” The meeting over, another and semi-secret conclave 

arranged that MacNab should be relieved and_ that 

FitzGibbon should take his place. “It was now broad 

daylight, and I had to commence an organization of the 

most difficult nature I had ever known. I had to ride to 

the Town Hall and to the garrison and back again, 

repeatedly ; I found few of the officers present who were 

wanted for the attack. Vast numbers of volunteers were 

constantly coming in from the country without arms or 

appointments of any kind, who were crowding in all direc- 

tions in my way. My mind was burning with indignation 
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at the idea of Colonel MacNab, or any other militia 
officer, being thought of by his Excellency for the com- 
mand, after all I had hitherto done for him. My difti- 
culties multiplied upon me. Time, of all things the most 
precious, was wasting for want of officers, and for the 
want of most of my men from the Town Hall, whose com- 

mander was yet absent, till at length the organization 

appeared impossible. I became overwhelmed with the 

intensity and contrariety of my feelings. J walked to and 

fro without object until I found the eyes of many fixed upon 

me, when I fled to my room and locked my door, exclaim- 

ing audibly that the province was lost and that I was 

ruined, fallen. For let it not be forgotten that it was 

admitted at the conference at the Archdeacon’s the even- 

ing before that if the attack of the next day should fail 

the province would be lost. This, however, was not then my 

opinion, but I thought of my present failure after the 

efforts I had made to obtain the command, and the evil 

consequences likely to flow from that failure; and I did 

then despair. In this extremity I fell upon my knees and 

earnestly and vehemently prayed to the Almighty for 

strength to sustain me through the trial before me. I 

arose and hurried to the multitude, and finding one com- 

pany formed, as I then thought providentially, I ordered 

it to be marched to the road in front of the Archdeacon’s 
house, where I had previously intended to arrange the 

force to be employed. Having once begun, I sent company 

after company, and gun after gun, until the whole stood in 

order.” 
The Governor moved his headquarters from the market- 

place to the Parliament buildings, and issued his orders 

from there. Colonel MacNab, in recompense for his with- 

drawal, was given command of the main body. 
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The force, drawn up “in order of battle” on the street 
and esplanade by the Archdeacon’s house, only numbered 

some eleven hundred men, and those whom they were about 

to attack were considerably less. But the interests at 

stake, the results involved, their historical significance, 

remove from the affair that ludicrous view attached to it 

by unthinking persons as a kind of mimic battle, in keeping 

with “the mimic king,” the Governor, and ‘the mimic 

Privy Council,” the Executive. 

About eleven o'clock, his Excellency, surrounded by his 

staff, galloped up, and was received with three hearty 

British cheers. Immovable in his saddle, he looked with 

pride, not unmixed with relief, at the picture before him, 

wondering why, now they were so well got together, they 

did not proceed, when an officer galloped up and said it was 

the wish of the militia that the Governor himself should 

give the word of command. He did so, and in the bright 

summer-like sunshine, not a cloud in the blue sky above 

them, the two bands playing, arms and accoutrements flash- 

ing unpleasant signals to those awaiting them on Gallows 

Hills, people in windows and on housetops cheering them 

and waving small flags and those not in sympathy remain- | 

ing discreetly silent, they went off at his bidding. 

“This,” says Colonel FitzGibbon, “was the only com- 

mand he (Sir Francis) gave till the action was over.” — 
By now the name rebel was almost as odious as some 

others, very high in dignity, had recently been.” There is 

not a doubt that much of the cheering came from that 

ignorance of the point at issue which made Solicitor-General 

Blake in after years say, “I confess I have no sympathy | 

with the would-be loyalty . . . which, while it at all — 

times affects peculiar zeal for the prerogative of the Crown, 
is ever ready to sacrifice the liberty of the subject. That — 
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is not British loyalty. It is the spurious loyalty which at 

all periods of the world’s history has lashed humanity into 

rebellion.” 

The curious, and those who were anxious to gee the 

result of the fight as the turning point to decide which 

side of their coat of two colours should be displayed, 

followed, like the tail of a comet, the vanishing point of 

splendour. One militia colonel came prepared to contri- 

bute two fat oxen to the rebel cause ; they made ‘equally 

good beef for the loyalists. Another colonel presented 

the patriots with a sword, pistol and ammunition—a much 

worse kind of soldier than the man who wears a uniform 

and will not fight. There were the actively loyal, the 

actively rebellious, and the connecting link of such as 

were passively either or both. 

All went merry as a marriage bell, and indeed the 

chronicle says one might fancy they were all bound for a 

wedding. To what Sir Francis calls “this universal grin” 

_was added the solemn face of many a minister of religion, 

headed by the Archdeacon himself, a man as well fitted by 

nature to wear the sword as the mitre. 

said the Reverend Egerton 

Ryerson; “the prayers of our women attend thee.” The 

clergymen withdrew at the first exchange of shots. ‘They 

would willingly have continued their course, but with 

“Our men are with thee,” 

becoming dignity they deemed it their duty to refrain.” 

This was all very real, very serious to us. Yet a Scot- 

tish paper said that Canada was still more wonderful than 

the Roman state ; that the latter was saved by the cackling 

of a flock of geese, the former by the cackling of one. 

Who that one was it were unkind to say. The anger of 

the Scotch editor is divided between Head, MacNab and_ 

FitzGibbon. ‘Men eaten up of vanity are they all,” he 

finishes. | 
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At the rebel camp the morning had been frittered away 

like the preceding day—desertions, hopes of reinforce-— 

ments disappointed, Mackenzie’s plans called stark mad- 

ness by Van Egniond, Van Egmond threatened to be shot 
by Mackenzie, the Tories reported by friends from town 

as ensconced behind feather beds from behind which they 

would fire and make terrible slaughter if the Reformers 

once got into the streets, new officers appointed—one of 

whom was to leave his post the moment he caught sight 

of the enemy—false alarms brought in by scouts, until at 

last Silas Fletcher rushed up to say that the cry of 

“wolf” had ceased, and the wolf had arrived. 

“Seize your arms, men! ‘The enemy’s coming, and 

no mistake! No false alarm this time!” Van Egmond 

and Mackenzie mounted their chargers, and soon saw what 

seemed an overwhelming force passing the brow of Gallows 

Hill. The strains of “Rule Britannia” and “The British 

Grenadiers” came wafted in unpleasant bursts of melody. 

The bell had rung and the curtain was about to go up. 

The most formidable part of the army consisted of the 

two cannon in charge of Major Carfrae of the militia = © 

artillery. At St. Eustache the French had thought “Le 

bon Dieu est toujours pour les gros bataillons ;” here, also, | 

the God of battles, to whose care ‘“ the bold diocesan ” com- 

mended them, was on the side of those who had most artil- 

lery. The day before, a party of rebels on warfare bent 

had encountered a stranded load of firewood, which 

imagination and the uncertain light turned into a gun 

loaded to the muzzle with grape or: canister. The 

sight of it caused them to skip fences, like squirrels, to 

right and left, a dispersion which no effort of their officers 

could withstand. Now the real thing began to play, and — 

the woods rang to its reverberations. The fringe of pine — 
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trees on the western side of the road suffered if nothing 

else did; huge splinters were torn from them and hurled 

here and there, as destructive as any missile. The 

hidden men were protected by bushes and brush heaps, but 

the rushing of balls and crashing of trees made enough 

uproar to cause death by fright. The cannon were then 

moved farther up the roadway, their muzzles directed to 

the inn; two round shot, and like bees from a hive the 

rebels came pouring out, “flying in all directions into the 

deep, welcome recesses of the forest.” Their prisoners, 

until then kept in the inn, fortunately had been con- 

ducted out by the back door some moments before and 

given their liberty. It now became a question to preserve 

their own. 

The right wing of the loyalist force, under command 

of Colonel 8. P. Jarvis, had meanwhile been moving by 

by-ways and fields half a mile eastward, the left, under 

Colonel Chisholm, Judge McLean and Colonel O’Hara, 

moving westward to converge at Montgomery’s. 

Young Captain Clarke Gamble, of the latter wing, felt 

sure his directions ‘‘to proceed until beyond the tavern, 

wheel to the right and take it while the column attacked 

in front,” had been complied with; he did so turn, and 

felt his way through several clearings, examining every 

building and shelter himself. He reached a grove of 

second-growth pine and other wood when the sound of the 

first gun, trained on the doomed tavern, greeted him. 

The company had now reached the high rail fence which 

bounded Montgomery’s property on that side, fencing a 

field full of stumps, one of them very large. ‘The young 

captain climbed the dividing line, calling on his men to 

follow. They were in time to see rebels in front and right 

and left. of them running from the house just struck, 
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some of them stopping to discharge their rifles at the men 

so singularly well displayed for their benefit upon the 

_ fence. From three or four between the rails the fire was 

returned, but the shots on each side fell harmless. A man 

then ran from Yonge Street, and as he passed the large 

stump, squatted behind it, took what seemed to be a very 

deliberate aim at Captain Gamble, his eyes and a line of 

forehead all that could be seen between the stump and the 

top of his cap. One of Gamble’s company, a coloured 

man named Boosie, sprang forward, saying, “‘Shall I shoot 

him, captain!” Without waiting for a reply he did so, 

reloaded, and called out to a fellow-soldier, young Gowan, 

a student-at-law, to bear him out that he “had shot that 

rebel.” Judge McLean, hearing shots from his position 

nearer the tavern, came up with another company at the 

double quick, his heightened colour, flashing eye and cool, 

erect bearing becoming him better in his soldier dress than 

even in his robes of office. ‘‘Oh, Gamble, that’s you, is 

it? All right,” was all he permitted himself, and dis- 

appeared. Between the time of looking into the barrel = 

of the rifle pointed at him from behind the stump, and 

the crack of Boosie’s musket, which told of a life taken on 

his account, the seconds seemed long to the captain. He 

reformed his company, and on passing the dead man, 

Ludwig Wideman, the thrifty Boosie said, “Can I take 

his rifle, captain?” took it, and continued his victorious 

march to the inn with a gun on each shoulder, the _ 
proudest and happiest man, white or black, in the force—_ 

‘“not even exceeded by Sir Francis himself.” In the 
centre of the dead man’s forehead was a pink record of 
Boosie’s good aim. To the captain’s surprise he recognized 
in Wideman a client who had but lately been in his office 
and from whom he had parted with a firm shake of the _ 
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hand. It is more than likely that when Wideman was 

taking his aim he had recognized Captain Gamble, and in 

the hesitation following had given the minute which lost 

him his own life and saved his legal adviser’s. The proud 

negro constituted himself his captain’s body-guard for the 

rest of that day. “I believe we must leave the killing 

out when all is done;” and this, according to Dent, was 

the ‘death roll” of Montgomery’s or Gallows Hill battle. 

The full force was too much for the insurgents. The 

whole affair was of not more than a half hour’s duration, 

and after some perfunctory firing, a number of the ‘ em- 

battled farmers” standing about inactively and wishing 

themselves anywhere but at Thermopyle, the outcome 

was confusion to the one side and a well followed-up 

victory on the other. The wounded were tenderly picked 

up and carried off in carts to the hospital; and Sir Francis, 

followed by the flower of his army, went in pursuit of his 

flying subjects, to give his second word of command. 

Before he could do so, Judge Jones, by now as full of 

‘“‘ over-zeal ” as FitzGibbon himself, with a comrade who 

was noted as a splendid officer and was known as hand- 

some Charlie Heath, was trying to ride in at the open door 

of the tavern. MacNab, thinking Jones was some promi- 

nent rebel, promptly gave the word to “shoot me that 

man.” But some one in the ranks, not so zealous, cried, 

“Don’t fire, it’s Judge Jones,” and so saved the Judge's 

- life. 

Two prisoners were now brought before his Excellency, 

who sat upon his horse by the raised platform at the inn 

door. By his account, they were arrantly frightened and 

gazed at the adjacent trees wondering which ones they 

might be sent to decorate. But the dramatic Sir Francis 

was fond of strong contrasts, he was a masterhand at light 
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and shade. These two were all that remained of Mac- 

kenzie’s army. So, after a little homily, he pardoned 

them ‘‘in their sovereign’s name.” The unhappy men 

nearly fainted, unable at once to take advantage of their 

freedom. 

The Governor next deemed it expedient to mark by some 

stern “‘act of vengeance the important victory which had 

been achieved.” He forthwith took a leaf out of his 

enemy’s book of tactics, and burned what his detractors 

call the “houses of private citizens,” what he calls the 

place ‘long the rendezvous of the disaffected ;” the floors 

of one ‘stained with the blood of Colonel Moodie,” “ the 

fortress” from which Her Majesty’s subjects had been 

fired upon. . 

He gave the order to fire the premises. ‘The heaps of 

dirty straw on which he (Mackenzie) and his gang had 

been sleeping” acted as good kindling; the furniture of 

the house, piled with it, soon set fire to the great struc- 

ture of timber and planks. The deep black smoke poured 

from the windows, and the “long red tongues sometimes 

darted horizontally, as if revengefully to consume those 

who had created them, then flared high above the roof.” 

The heat was intense, but to those “gallant spirits that 

immediately surrounded it,” seated on their horses, was a 

“subject of joy and triumph,and . . . aluridtelegraph — 

which intimated to many an aching heart in Toronto the 

joyful intelligence that the yeomen and farmers of Upper 

Canada had triumphed over their perfidious enemy ‘re- 

sponsible government.’” But it was only scotched. 

Sir Francis, by way of balancing aching hearts in 

Toronto with a few in the country, now carried the fire- 

brand farther afield. He commanded a detachment of 
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forty men to ride up Yonge Street to fire the house of a 

farmer who was most objectionable to him, On the way 

they met Colonel FitzGibbon, Captain Halkett and others, 

returning after a fruitless pursuit of Mackenzie. The 

order did not please FitzGibbon, but he was forced to let 

them pass. Presently, Captain Strachan, eldest son of the 

Archdeacon, came in headlong haste to countermand the 

order; Sir Francis had had a qualm. It passed; and 

reining in his horse, the Governor sent for the Colonel 

himself, and reissued his directions. ‘‘ Already,” writes the 

latter, ‘‘I had seen with displeasure the smoke arising 

from the burning of Montgomery’s house, which had been 

set on fire after I had advanced in pursuit of Mackenzie, 

and I desired to expostulate with his Excellency, but he 

quickly placed his right hand on my bridle arm, and said, 

‘Hear me. Let Gibson’s house be burned immediately, 

and let the militia be kept here until it is done,’ exactly 

repeating his order ; and then he set spurs to his horse, 

and galloped towards town.” “It was now late in the 

afternoon,” continues FitzGibbon, ‘‘and the house was 

nearly four miles distant. I then commanded Lieut.- 

Colonel Duggan to take command of a party which I 

wheeled out of the column and countermarched, and see 

the house burned ; when he entreated me not to insist on 

his doing so, for that he had to pass along Yonge Street 

almost daily, and he probably would on some future day 

be shot from behind a fence. I said, ‘If you will not 

obey orders you had better go home, sir.” Again he spoke, 

and I then ordered him to go home; but he continued to 

express his reasons for objecting, and I said, ‘ Well, I will 

see the duty done myself,’ and I did so, for I had no other 

officer of high rank near me to whom I could safely entrust 
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the performance of that duty; and with the party I | 

advanced and had the house and barns burned at sunset.” : 

Mrs. Gibson, the farmer’s wife, and her four young chil- j 

dren, found shelter in the house of a neighbour, and from _ 4 

there she beheld the soldiers riding about with her precious _ ’ 

poultry and porkers slung across their saddle bows, the 

walls of her happy home going up in smoke and flame to 

the rosy sunset sky above them, not knowing where her 

husband was. She was destined not to see him until she 

joined him in Rochester, to which town he, with so many 

others, escaped. 

In his despatch which related his heroism Sir Francis 

tempered his own acts with words likely to cast odium, 

where any might arise, on the militia. “The militia 

advanced in pursuit of the rebels about four miles, till they 

reached the house of one of the principal ringleaders, Mr. 

Gibson; which residence it would have been impossible to 

save, and it was consequently burned to the ground.” 

Sir Francis would have done better to stand by his acts 
or to have had the prudence to recall and destroy all his 3 

former writings before transcribing anew, since by his 

writings is he most condemned. 

Meanwhile, more prisoners had been taken, and he was a 

in time to see and exhort them, and also to see that proper 

care was taken of the wounded, insurgent as well as his 

own followers. They were placed in carts and taken to 

the hospital, and the body of Wideman given to his cousin 

for interment. Some of the Loyalists were galloping 

about, seated behind the living decorations of their saddle 

bows, and others bore the flags taken out of Montgomery’s 
burning house. One of these, a large red one, had on qi 

one side, “‘ Victoria lst and Reform,” and on the other, — 

‘“ Bidwell and the Glorious Minority, 1837 and a Good a 



Ba WES EST 1b Ss eee ee ee Lee oF te fe be AE At Fs Wipe Nes a at Waal 
SOMMER NM ca ees qe ee Pe), ‘ ‘ 

ve i { " f y \ 

GALLOWS “HILL. 193 

Beginning.” * It was supposed that this had been intended 

to take the place of the flag flying from Government House 

staff, which was not always the same one, for the latter 

was thriftily managed to reverse the proverb and temper 

the flag to the wind; large, when it hung motionless in 

the burning heat of summer, or was a flag poudré by drift- 

ing snows, and reduced to a British Jack no larger than 

a lady’s pockethandkerchief when there was a high blow. 

There were several others in the rebel group; one decor- 

ated with stars, another with stripes, and yet another of 

plain white, which was useless, since Sir Francis had sup- 

plied that article of signal. 

Among the men admonished were some as loyal as the 

soldiers who arrested them, but the advance guard had 

assumed that all they met were rebels, and deprived them 

of liberty accordingly. One was a youth named William 

Macdougall, who, after the manner of boys, left his uncle’s 

farm-house, where he happened to be making a visit, so 

that he might see whatever was going on. The uncle 

tried to break through Sir Francis’ exordium with ex- 

planations, but that flow, like Iser running rapidly, was 

not easily stopped. Sir Francis was sorry to see such a 

respectable youth in such company, and directed uncle 

and nephew to return to their allegiance. This drew forth 

a spirited reply, and the Governor rode away. 

Sir Francis tells of a woman whose screams came from 

the direction of the militia, where he quickly sought her. 

*This banner, a remnant of an old election, with date changed, was taken 

' possession of by Sir Francis and carried to England as a personal trophy. His 

grandson, Sir Robert Head, ignorant of the flag’s true history, exhibited it, as 

apropos, on the occasion of the lunch given by the National Liberal Club to Sir 

Wilfrid Laurier, K.C.M.G., July 9, 1897. The Canadian statesman followed the 

spirit of Lord Sydenham’s life and utterances in the comment that ‘‘in 1837 Cana- 

dians were fighting for constitutional rights, not against the British Crown.” 

Query: By what right was the banner left in the possession of Sir Francis? 
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His intended kindness only hastened the catastrophe. 

“For some reason or other, probably, poor thing, because 

her husband, or brother, or son had just fled with the 

rebels, she was in a state of violent excitement, and she 

was addressing herself to me, and I was looking her 

straight in the face and listening to her with the utmost 

desire to understand, if possible, what she was very in- 

coherently complaining of, when all of a sudden she gave 

a piercing scream. I saw her mind break, her reason 

burst, and no sooner were they thus relieved from the high 

pressure which had been giving them such excruciating 

pain than her countenance relaxed; then, beaming with 

frantic delight, her uplifted arms flew round her head, her 

feet jumped with joy, and she thus remained dancing 

before me—a raving maniac.” He had this sight, and the 

sinister blessing invoked on his head by Mrs. Gibson, to 

further cheer him. 

He fought his battle, came home, and by four o’clock 

published his proclamation wherein, after giving much 

information on the definition of traitor and loyalist and 

bidding them leave punishment to the law, he offered a 

reward of £1000 to anyone who would apprehend and 

deliver William Lyon Mackenzie up to justice, and £500 

each for Lount, Gibson, Jesse Lloyd and Silas Fletcher, 

with a free pardon to the one who should so deliver his 

man, provided he had not been guilty of ¢nurder or arson. 

If the last should be punished by law, Sir Francis be- a 

came outlaw by his own proclamation. 

But Mackenzie, leaving behind him his carpet- ne of 

papers—calculated to assist in the hanging of many 

persons—was by that time seeking safety in flight. The 
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with them, gave the address of every insurgent and 

incriminated many persons hitherto unsuspected. 

“So unwilling was Mackenzie,” says one eye-witness, 

‘to leave the field of battle, and so hot the chase after 

him, that he distanced the enemy’s horsemen only thirty 

or forty yards by his superior knowledge of the country, 

and reached Colonel Lount and his friends on the retreat 

just in time to save his neck.” He not only saved his own 

neck, but left behind him a directory in that padlocked 

carpet-bag to expedite the search for those whom he had 

deserted. Small wonder that many women cursed him as 

the cause of all their domestic unhappiness. 

Standing by the belt of wood occupied by his own men, 

he heard the word pass that the day was lost. He ran 

across a ploughed field, encountering by the way a friend 

who inquired how things were going, and Mackenzie’s 

blanched face gave a direct denial to his hurried “all 

right.” At the side-lne where young Macdougall hap- 

pened to be when on his way to the seat of war, his foot- 

steps hastened by the sound of cannonading, a horse 

stood saddled and bridled, evidently left there as a pre- 

caution for someone. Women and children, terrified 

enough at what they saw, more so at what they feared, 

were hurrying northward, filling the air with their cries. 

While Macdougall was trying to explain away their fears 

he saw a little man rush down a lane, mount and ride 

swiftly away. There was blood on the man’s hand, doubt- 

less his own froth a wound he had given himself on the 

Friday night, when trying to extract one of Sheriff Jarvis’ 

pistol bullets from the toe of a comrade. He had been so 

nervous that his shaking hand made him gash himself, 

and the cutting out had to be done by Judah Lundy. 


