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The first eager look we anywhere direct is
toward the fence, wbereby the family horde
should be hit ffed, and where on former
sirnilar occasions, w e have been a3customed
to find our father standing awaiting our ar-
rival. Th,ýy are flot there ; at heast hardly
recognizible in the unfamiliar rig we do
see, and the dark-haired, swarthy young
man besidc it. Il W,, have no one to meet
us," has j uet been our regretf ul observation,
wben the young man aforesaid approaches
siniingly and inquires if we recognize him.

Why, Alb-rtl1' It is our youngest bro-
ther, whom, we least expected to sele. Mie-
mory holds the long-cherished image ; ima-
gination supplies no niaterial wherewith to
recompose it ; but, in the meantime, the
plastic years are busy, and the youth we
parted with je transformed. into the sturdy
man we find. There are hurried enquiries,
and there is a certain fluttered arrangement
of ourselves in the carrnage, and thon we
are riding up through Hantsport village
and out into the country.

The streeti bave flot so changd ai to
:alter thlgir general character, since the years
wben this was part of a remantic youtb's
roaming ground. Yet among the familiar
residenc.'s-well emb:wered, snug and
cleanly-thera are new ones bere and there;
and others are se rcc)nstructed as to be
identified only by the sites t-hey occupy.
We look vainly for a glimpse down its slop-
ing garden-path, to the old B-k w-th
home, among its pluni and apple trees ;
with its brook behind and itî grasay lawn
before it. If it be still there, buildings
more recent obscure it from the view of the
passer on the street. This was our bouse
-of dream in Hantsport.

Where is the sturdy old master of the
AcBurmab,> whom every one reepccted, the
much-tried and long-enduring man, whose
physique resembled a stick of well seasoned.
Oak buiît inte bis good ship, and whose life
was a careful boy's copy-book, kept clear of
blets? And wbere je the bigbly-,ifted,
but lese impeccable son, W-a ; my ro-
mancer of the sea, with bis bearty ha I ha Vs
followed by a chuckling, purring, long-drawn
underlaugb, and bis IlFob-kee and Fan-
qui,> and IlRunning Down the Trades "?
And wbere the mercurial, delicately-mould-
ed wife, wbose tastes were kindred and
literary and in whose brief life sorrows were
flot fcw ? Where are "Ithe snows of yester-
year "?

One summer afternoon-ît might have
belon in the week past-we Fat in tbat fr-ont
reeni, witb tbe door open into the garden,
talking witb our host of poetry, criticism,
travels, and especially bis life in the east,
which was alwaya to us a fa3cinating sub-
ject of discours. H1e was obese, dre3sed
ini a sort of white blouse,in ea3y East Ind ian
style, and sat witb memorials of bis voyages
about bim, and pictures of bis vessels on the
walls, paintingi by oriental artiôti, as plenti-
ful there as are poste in America. Sud-
denly we beard the latch of the git,3 click.
Be-kw-th loeked out and exclaimed-
"Joe Howe 1 " Sure enougb, the old man

was coming slowly down tbe patb, cane in
band; and the brightest armn chair was
made ready near the door to receive the
great man's buik, which was, in bis age,
net incensiderable. After greetinge he
seated biniself, wiped bis face, for be was
perspiring freely, and laid bis bat upon the
lloor beside hie chair. We have littie
memery of the subject matter of the con-
versation, save that it ran semewbat upen
oid political times and the wortbies wbo

bore a part in colonial struggles ; men who
were in Howe's opinion, as compared te
to-day's figures, of a hLroic stature.* \Ve
have in our memory a very vivid picture
of the old man as he leaned forward in bis
chair, resting both ha'ids on the top of bis
staff, snd shifted hie position occasionally,
while he taîkel. A little later in the
afternoon we listened te a brie! address at
the railway station, the last we were ever
te bear from bis lips.

Wben last we passed througb this vil-
lage, we came face te face with Dr. Silas
lRand, the missienary, and collecter e! Mic-
mac lore, then a venerable presence. Alas!
be, tio, je gene frein the borne we know se
well, and wbere be wrougbt so wortbily,
and, for a time, se ebscurely, Little we
knew, in our cemmenplace ways, wbat
manner o! man he was, and o! what extra.
erdinary ability. Some man, o! a tithe of
bis breadtb and power,wiil corne, ail tricked
ont in spangles of style> and with the
material he bas discovered a-hieye a glitter-
iLg reputation. But the man whe 1lsbored
te elevate a fading race, and who bas pre-
served their language and literature, eau-
not be wbolly forgotten in the years te
corne.

As we ascend the graduai shepe to our
SDutb 'Jountain home, and the familiar
bouse je almost in sight, our hearte beat a
trifi3 quicker.
IThe perted bosom clinge te wonted homne,

If augbit that's kindred cheer the welco-no.heartb."

We bave already ]earned that aIl the
family are at home, havîng arrived succes-
sively during tbs past week,till we were the
lateet stragglers in. Now the foid deor can
be shut, when ai the flock are there.
We tura te our campinion and ask ber
if this indeed je home. There je au old
town by the sea, in a sister province, that
fýjr ber sake we bave felt te be Ilcongenial
eartb ;" for our sake shahl net this be boern
te her-lonely, and remote as it may seem?
When we turn aside from the great roaring
world te this quiet scene, we recegnize the
pertinence o! Li)ngfehlow's Il distant, se-
cluuded, still.> Tbe seclusion je quite cein-
plete, and thero is a Sabbath stilînese the
yFaar long. Tbe child o! drea-ns that may
bereafter be nourjshed bere je Iikely te find
it as favorable te long mnsing as did we;
for new it seeme a deeper solitude than in
our period o! childheod.

We 8urmount tbe borne-bih. A praspect
thisionformable t, the largest and most
geaerous expectation, and satisfa 'tory te tbe
meet comprehensive eye. Yonder, Blomi.
don protrudes int> the B"sin of Minas;ý
and bere, belew us, Avon (or Piziquid),
debouches inte it between an escarpment
e! dark-red banks ; while beyond the scie.
sors-like points o! Cuevenie, thq blue shores
o! Cumberland lift and glow, with the Five
Islande, and
4many another delitable sight."

But wbat wins our eyes like this little
bamlet below us;, we are iii a moment te
enter :

* An interview with Howe, at Geve)rnt Flouse'Halifax, shortl hefore bis deatb, as dnecri'led t~
th ls fCaxaphell's History cf Nova Scotia,

gives some similar conversation :*'lie seemedl de-
lighted in recalling the scenes cf fi)u-mer days in the
Honuse of Aseembly His eye was clear and bis
intellect hright."1 0fSG.W Archibald he said:
IlYes, be was an able mnan-a unan cf comunanding
presence, and had a voice as clear as a bell."1 He
described John Young Agricole ae less ready in de-
bats, hnt capable cf working np bis subject, and cfpower in delivery. "lThese were the men! Il Howe
exclaime 1; but he sbowing signe of excitement, and inFis weak state they being fearf nIl cf disquieting
hlm, bi4 visitors witbdrew.

IOur father*s home, our place of birth
Where Our glati childhool « rew
and the neigbborig hbWtitions. As
eater the villa7e, eyes and faces fuîll
kindly recognition appear at the windowS
and doors ; tilI, hefore we have reached tbO
gate of bomne, our two ijisterd corne bast80l
ing to meet us, our father stands at0
to welcome us as we aligbt, and oUr nfother
je standing at the do or. Wby need wo e87
more ?

Surcea3e fromn care ; let woe and pain depart;
'ris joy, whon lip ieets 1j1>, and heart

Peace, after turmoil ; est fr7om. w5fldin,
when

We mneet at homne again.

Say flot that they are absent, whoni vie
Who loved us well, and Nlio te us wer8 true
Talk not of that far distant, silent shore,-

We ail are here once more.

We ail are bore ;tlij forms we cantss
Yet let us hiold, as doar reality,
That they who other rellms thauji ours IUay

roam,
hlave ail, with us, coule hcome.

This ie our father's bouse -this scofle 90 fair.,
Yot Faith bath seidl -cor Father's hOUî0 15

tliere
Then Heaven and iEarth, be ye oac biie

seat,
Till we at home ni y meet

O gracions and congenial seuls to-day
Let us put caro aud sorrew far away;
Lot this content, and fi11 us with delight-

We aIl are home te nighlt.

As we sit at supper, another brother
makes bis smiling appearance, Who ho
been absent aIl day, coaeting ab, :)Ut corn'
wallip, Canning and tbe Nortb Moultoiln 011
bis wheel. H1e je full of the day'5 ,dvOu-
tures, and o! meetings and greetilZ5 an
bailinge of old friende ; he is also redOl~
o! ozone and woody odors; and bieslUl
and pointed speech je the outome ont
m2ra wbolesome stimulant than wine.
rider congratulates himeelf upen haviflg no
need of a bostler ; upen being 'able t eev
bis unsweated. and unwearied steed at lhe
d-or, and fini it in an bour, as free the
serviceable ai wben be mounted it inth
m orning. Unjibl

With tbe next morning, beitig
to ride the wheel, we climb to the siui,30'
of the bill, that we may s-e the flliWaIr
scene in its firdt glow and freshness. as the
bave seen it se many times. lVe crJO Or
pasture where laurel once abouflded
thau now, and sweet-8melliog minte, an
wbere mulley swung ber bell when we
borne bebind ber in the Mum mer evni
An indication of the ch auges thatO' 1
a landecape witbin a single life of t t

found in the partial obliterattef0 Vigit

and te dring up of a swam t inte
vened between our fawber's bOuse anlbill-top. The prospect from this Place 0
bave attempted in somne earlier descriPtî'
veraes:

Back to the scelles, the friende 1 tCV
Ins that swet season of deliglit

Wlion skies put on a bolier lhne,
And suns arise with gledder light-

Back to the grove that crown'd the hill,
Where Music dwelt the livelouig daY.

Fair spot !where Fancy tirst awoke,
And touch'd with band divinely b,ld,

Transforrning aIl by magic stroke
My infant oyes did first behold 1

Ah, in that glow, whet joy vwas nUi.S> ei
Neath morni or midni .1ht's splendid k
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