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BEAUTIFUL LEAVES.

Fading beneath our pas-ing feet,
Strewn upon lawn .nd lane and street,
Beautiful leaves!
Dyed with the hues of the sunset sky,
Falling ip glory so silontly.,
Beautiful leaves !

Naver to froshen anather spring.

Neveor to know what the sammer :aay bring,
Beoautiful leaves!

Withered beueath the frost and cold,

Soon to decay in the common mould,
Beautijul leaves!

So will the yoars that change your tint

Mark upon us their autumnansl print,
Benutifnl leaves!

So shall we fall from the tree of time,

Fade as yo fade in a wintry clime,
Besntiful leaves!

But when the harvest of life is past,
And we wake in etornal spring at last,
Beautiful leaves!
May He who paints yeurbrifliant hue
Form of pur lives a chapiet new
(f beauziful leaves!

{ For the Canadinn Klustroted Newal)
SUPER FLUMINA

1.

Some twenty years ago the American Fur Company was one
of the principal institutions of my native city. It was the
centre of & great trade, especially in the summer months when
the mountain boats went up with provisions and came down
loaded with Indian goods and curiosities. In that locality
were seen piles of pictured buffalo robes, huge elk horns,
beavers in large tin boxes, grizzly bears chained in the yard,
heaps of delicious bufalo tongue and chipped meat to be
dished with the small-grained Indian corn. Al descriptions
of queer people baunted the spot, speaking every variety of
lingo. There were Creoles from Portage des Sioux and Uape
Girardeau—bright-eyed, agile fellows and very garrulous;
Canadian coureurs des bois—dark, thick-set, great trampers, and
forever smoking: Mexican trappers, in leathern suits—copper-
coloured, mustachioed, good marksmen, marvelous riders,
treacherous and vindictive; Western hunters of the Daniel
Boone or David Crockett type, chiefly from Kentucky and
Missouri—tall, lauk, great story-tellers, bard swearers, inde-
fatigable tobacco chewers, lvanxes in vision and invaluable
guides, Those were the men employed by the company in
their excursions amoog the Indians of the Missouri and Yel.
low Stone.

The old warchouse was the last place in the world where
one would look for scenes in ths poetry and philosophy of
life, Yetsuch were found there, When only a youngster I
used to spend many an hour within its walls, listening to the
stories and adventures of these singular men, and on reviewing
my mental history I find that my imagination is still tinged
with the hues of the romances heard there in my boyizh days,
from the lips of sallow-faced, dark-browed trappers,

To-night, as I rchearse these bygone things, I call to mind
one parrative especially, recited in my hearing by an old
royageur from the north, between two pipes of Perrique and
with the accompaniment of several horns of Bourbon. The
story was told in French and in grotesque fashion, but 1 giva
the substance in my own words, with a distinct reliance on the
accuracy of my memory.
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¥idal, (such was the narrator’s name without any prefix that
1 knew), had received a good education and was destined by
his parents for a professional life. But he was a wild fellow ana
preferred shifting for bimself. He engaged in the gervice of a
trader, at the headwaters of the Ottawa. There he remained
eeveral vears, till a new field of activity opened tefore him.
His employer having undertaken to carry on the commerce of
furs, in addition tohis lumber trade, chose Vidal as his agent

- and representative to visit the land of the mink, the otter and
the marten. The youth had two objects in undertaking the
adventurous journey. The first was to please his patron and
thereby advance his own interests, and the second was the
hope of obtaining the hand of his patron’s daughter, on his
retorn, ‘

Ascending the Ottawa as far as the Matawan rapids, he
crossed to Lake Nipissing, on which he embarked in a birch

_ canoe, propelled by two Indians. He went down French
river into Lake Huron, thence passed onward to Lake Superior.
After leaving it, through marsh and morass,through immense

.- stretcher of pine forests, the three advanced rapidly, carrying
their canoe on their shoulders, or shooting into every little
stream that would bear them on, till they reached the setile-
ment of Assiniboia in the Red River region. There, after a
& few days' halt they laced on their snow-shoes and pushed
forward to the great valley of the Saskatchewan.

Vidal’s instructions did not require him to go beyond this
point, but as he was abead of the time allotted him, his ad-
venturous spirit prompted him to move still farther north
along the line of the Athabaska—)McKenzie. For this part of
his journey he furnished himself with a tobogan drawn by two
polar dogs. His Indian guides followed on snow-shoes. Wheu
they were weary with their tramp, they each took a turn in
the single seat of the parchment sleigh.  The buoyant heart
of young Vidal exulted in the rapid drive through the frozen
landscape. The sharp blast exhilarated his blood and his en-

‘thusiasm would often burst out in shouts of encourage.
ment to the harnessed dogs.  Thus for a fortnight the three

.~ -advanced due north until they reached the furthest outpost

of the Hudson’s Bay Company. * Here they would have stop-

- ped if Vidal had not learncd that there was a missionary station
still higher along the McEenzie. He resolved to penetrate

_ that far. On the evening of the second day out, he cameup
to 8 huge cross planted on the river bank and around which
were clustered a few Indian huts.  He was benumbed with

cold and fatigue, but the sight of the holy man. coming forth

.10 meet him, revived his courage. . The sound of his native
tonyzue, which the stranger spoke, was unusually pleasant to
his ear, and it was with overflowing thanks that he accepted

‘an invitation to the missionary’s cabin. The horeal night

came on apace.. The sky was of a bronze hue, and the daz-
zling whiteéness of the snow-banks was brought into weird

- contrast with it, clothing trees, rocks, and all outlying objects
in & covering of ghastly shecn.  Vidal soon felt overpowered

“with fatigue.  In spite of him, bis eyes closed and slumber

gained upon him. After sharing with him the scant and

coarse refreshments of his hut, the good missionary persnaded
bim to throw nimself on the buffalo robes beforo the fire.
: . TIY,

He was soon buried in desp sleep and remained in that
state for a considerable time, but towards the middle of the
night, he suddenly awoke. His feelings on finding himseif
in that strange place may be imagined. The cabin where heo
lay was pitchdark, excopt such poitions as were dimly lisbted
by the flickering flames of the 8pacious hearth. Directly before
his eyes, ahove the chimney plece, was a crucifix of dark
wood, laying against the rude wall, all begrimed with smoke.
Over his head, oo the rough hewn rafters, he could fainl_ly
discern quarters of cariboo and antlers of wild deer, while
opposite, he spied the dusk form of the missionary, crouched on
8 low soat, in a corner of the Gre place. The solitary mman was
probably saying his matins, for he held in his band a large
breviary with horn clasps, oue finger beivg inserted between
the pages, while he meditated on the sense of the biblical
words. Vidal gazed at the lonely watcher as ho sat with his
dilated eyes fixed on the fading embers, when suddenly amid
the universal stillness, he pronounced in a deep, hollow voice,
the pathetic wards: Super fluming Balylonds, #On the waters
of Babylon we sat and wept, when we remembered Sion.”

Vidal was startled by the aptness of the citation. The exile
of the Hebrews on the inhospitable banks of the Euphrates
struck him as singularly illustrative of his own forlorn condi-
tion, snow-bound on the margin of the great river of the
North angd far away from home. He remembered also, that
the missionary had told him he wasa native of Marseilles and
had toiled for neatly ten years among the Esquimaux snd the
wild denizens of the Polar Sea. He, too, on repeating the dirge
of the lsraclites mignt recall with regret the sunny shores of
the Meditermunean, where dwelt in tropic warmth and con:fort
the dear ones whom he had luved. No wonder he paused and
meditated on the fanereal song. No wonder that his voice
was hoarse and his pale cheeks were wet with tears,

O, memories of home! Wherever we may wander, through
whatever scepes of life we may pass, they haunt us like a
grace, sweetening our regrets, comforting our solitude and
nerving our resolution against despondency. On the tops of
inclement mountains, or in the exuberant grassy valleys; in
the depths of untravelled forests, or on billowy prairies
stretching to the setting sun; under the dreamy palms of
Southern latitudes whers the murmur of summer seas lulls to
gentle slamber, orin arctic climates where the sough of boreal
blasts exhilarates the thin blood with a keen vitality, every-
where the thoughts of home accompany and console the
traveller, the wanderer and the exile.

Suddenly, Vidal experienced a feeling of suffocation. It
seemed that the chill cabin had grown intolerably warm aod
that be must have fresh air,  He arose and sought tha door.
The movement awoke the missionary from his revery.

« Where are you going, my friend?” he said.

¢ To breathe tne outside air, father.”

« It i3 deadly cold to-night. Do not venture out.”

"idal insisted and explained his reason. The missionary
said nothing and et him go.
1v.

On issuing from the cabin, Vidal felt instantly relieved and
his wind was at once absortbed in the sublimity of the
spectacle which greeted his eyes.  The heavens were illu-
minat-d by the mysterious rays of the aurora borealis.  More
tnan one half of the Northern portion of the sky was resplen-
dent like a plate of burnished steel. Midway between the
zenith and the horizon, there stretched a bult of leaden hue,
similar in colour to a storm cloud and looklng as though it
were - charged with rain drops. Out of this murky zone,
streamed forth columns of silver light, struggling up to the
high heaven~ or sinking into the bosom of the polar sea,
whose spectral glaciers, on nights like these, are said to ba
phosphorescent with electric fires. Vidal hadjscarcely taken
in the grandeur of this scene when his matenial vision seemed
to be completely blinded and his mind wrapped up in the
contemplation of a purely spiritnal object. [t was a waking
dream. Right in the midst of the circutnambient glory, full
in the glitteriag reflection of the clemental light, he saw his
own Genevitve, gliding towards him with open arms and
eyes brimful of love. The countenance was not only beautiful,
with the beauty and softness of youth, but it wore an expres-
sion of serenity and peace which made it angelically fair. She
seemed no longer to helong to earth, bat to be passing thence
10 higher spheres and stopping & moment to greet him on her
way, He was transported at the sight, not through fear, but
through enthusiasm. He longed to throw himself into her
arms and with all the power of his soul, he cried out:
# (reneviéve

The missi .nary doubtless overheard him, for Vidal felt the
furmer’s hand laid softly on his shoulder, )

* Friend,” said the priest. “ What ails you? Comein” At
these worde, the young man'sjemotion collapsed. The bright
vision faded away, the brilliant light had vanished from the
sky and all was dark. : ’

On re-entering the cabin, the heat sent a thrill through his
whole person. He felt reanimated and restored to full
consciousness,

The missionary made him sit down by the firesido.

“ Why did you call out just now 77 said he.

“Did I call, father "

“ Yes, the name of Genevidve,”

Vidal started as the memory of the vision returned to him
for a brief instant. o

# 1f 1 called Geneviéve, good father, I was naming one who
is the fondest object of my affection on this earth 7” )

And he went on to narrate the circumstance of - the appari-
tion. The missionary manpifested the deepest intereat. ‘

wIg it right?"” asked Vidal, at the conclusion of his narra-
tive, «“is it right to believe in the visitation of spirits "

“Why not?” was the ready reply. ¢ For my part, I have no

hesitation to believe in apparitions. A lonely missionary -

like me, far away from all the solaces of life, would: die of
mental  inanition or exhaustion, had he not the spiritual
world to commune with.  Often, often havo the. comforts
and blessings of Providence come to me in the mystical
revelations of my beloved. - ) - v

:;llt is only. the dead who can thus appear,” aaid Vidal
sadly. ) Lo
s But the living can appear in dreams.” -

“ Yes, father, but I was not dreaming. I was certainly

awake and this is no mere phantom of the imagination. *
‘The priest shook his head, dropped his eyes and sald nothing.
Ho could doubt it

This confirmed the youth in his opinion.
no loager. . Genevieve was dead.

It was a case of presentiment. Paychologists may wranglo ag

“they like, buat there are many such in life,

After a long pause, the two resumed their converaation, thy
misaionary endeavoring to comfort the young man with hopes
which he evidontly did not entertaln. - He thon propos:d that
they should retire to rest. : i

‘Oa the morrow Vidal assisted at the orisons which the mis.
slonary offered for his lock in his ruadachapel.  After that co.
remony, he returned "to the cabin whero he partook of a
copious breakfast of fat moosa. = -

The missionary would have wished to detain him a few days
but Vidal decided to turn his steps hbomeward at once, Thé
two then embraced for the last time, ‘

“ You go and I stay,” said the priest mournfully. Vida)
looked at him with compassion, but did not nnswer,

# God speed you, my son, and may his aungels guide you i

The traveller felt that he had indeed an angel to guide
him in Genevidve,

Oun the outskirts of the Indlan village, be turned and waved
alast farewell to the missiouary, who was watching him in
the distance.

Losing sight of him thus alone on the banks of the McKen.
ai¢, the youth was painfully reminded of his doleful worda ;
« Super flumina Babylonis.” 1le then understood what he-
roism is capable of enduring.

He encountered mmore dangers and delays on his retura than
he met on his outward journey, and instead of reaching the
settiement, al the time pointed out by his employer, it wag
eighteen months before he arrived there.

1 And Genevidgve 17 1 remoember having asked him, as 1 sap
by listening with the kecuest interost.

“Genevidve,” answered the old voyageur in a husky voice,
“ Genevidve was dend ! She died oo the precise day aud at
the precise hour that I saw her ou the McKenzie "

I remewberas if it wasonly yesterday, bow the announce-
ment struck my imagination,

# And you have wandered ever since 2 [ said timidly,

i You guess rightly, my boy. What else could [ do 7 T hava
waadered on and on, but my race is now nearly run, [ have
the confidence that 1| shall mect her there” pointing
heaven.

How children will remember thinga! Long years have
passed since then, but while I write, my memory goes hack o
the dusky office of the American Far Compauy, on that dujl
bleak October afternoon, and I see, as if it were before me, the
shaggy, weather beaten, but not igooble face of the ol vaya-
geur. He has just finished his story, be holds his pipe Liste
lessly in his fingers, his eyes gaze sadly inwo the firelight and
be murmurs, with heartfelt appropriateness, the sepulchral
words—I hear them distinetly—: Super dumina Babylonia, silie
sedimus et devimus dum recorduremur Nios !

J. L.

{ Fur the Cunadian [Hlustrated Nerwes.)
PRESENCE OF MIND.

# Yes, my boy, but I'll tell you what's better still— absinee
of body.” We all felt vory much relieved,

We were a party of three assembled in the rooms of my
fricnd Chessington, and we had been debating the subject of
the title of thig article. Now, I need sentcely say that itiz
impos#ible for s party of intelligent Eaglishmen to discuss
this topic without one of the number perpetrating the time-
honored juke above recorded,

We had all shrunk from the responsibility until Maloney,
who, [ have reason to believe bas Irish blood in his veins, and
who possesses considerable native cheek, relivved our minds
as aforesaid, and we resumed the topic with renswed vigour,

1t appeared, that without exception, we were all persons. of
remarkable self-control in extremely trying circumstancas,
and numerous anecdotes were related to prove the possession
of this desirable qualification,

The number of lives which Chessington has saved by the
display of his singular coolness in times of danger would, |
imagine, if the accomplishment wers more genoral, mike a
cousiderable difference in the labour market, and make the
much vexed subject of emigration quite a secondary consider-
ation ; but as his readiness of redource i8 accompanied by
much hesitation of speech, the point of his anecdotes was
rather marred by Maloney cutting in prematurely nad spoiling
his climaxes,

My Irish friend gave one practical illustration of presence
of mind which I confess did not impress me favourably. 1 am
paturally very abstemious, but talking, with me, always in-
duces extremo thirst, and I was just stretching ont my hand
to replenish my tumbler when Maloney, with what he chose
to call presence of mind but which 1 beg to designate as abomi-
nable selfishness, emptied the remains of the whiskey into
his own glass, .

Maloncy also related an ancedote illustrative of his self-pos-
session, which at the tlme 1 thought rather amusing, but
which since the episode of the whiskey 1 regard as emblemati-
cal of & want of moral principle in a man no doubt otherwise
estimable,

It appears that in his youthful and impecunious days, when
debts were many and coing were few, be had reason to believe
that r writ wad out agsinst him nt the suit of an indignant
and long-suffering tailor, and he kept a sharp look out for
suspicious-lookiug characters, meditating a retirement into
the country ag soon-as funds were availabloe. I will let him
tell his story in his own words :

- % Ye see, mo boys, 1 had been at the berryin’ of poor Mac-
dermot, who ye'll recklect was on the stail of the Morain' Moy,

-and I had just got back to the house to change me mournin’

garments whoen 1 gaw at the door an ugly looking customer
who had just rung the betl, Says [ to myself s Ye look mighty
like a bailiff)’ 8o 1 steps up to him and I said, * Who is it ye'll
ba waatin', air 7. Says he, ' Does Mr, Maloney live hero 2 ¢ Is
it live hero? says I. ¢ Why, haven't ye heerd about the poor
fellow 2. T've jist come from the funeral, and if yu're a friond
of his, perhaps :yo'd like to put your name down to a small
subscription I'm gettin® up fyur his family,' and 1 pulls outa
red covered moemorandum book—more by token it was old

- Molasses the grocur’s book, nnd 2 divil of n score there was in

_it too. I§y jabers the fGiiow took himself off like & shot, and
never waited to ask another question, and next day 1 was off

- to the courtry. There's presence of mind for yo, mo boys.”

1felt very much inclined to say something cutting about
absence of principle, but I refraincd—somehow I always get
the worat when T say any thing sharp to Maloney—and after a -




