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BEAUTIFUL LEAVES.

Fading beneath our pasing feet.
Strewn upon lawn nd lane and treet,

Beautiful leiavres
Dyed with the huscofthe insertsky.
Fatling in glory so silenty.

Beautifui leavs I
Never to freshen another eprinc.
Never te now what the mnmer brintg,

Beautiful leares !
Witbered beieath the frost and cold,
S-on to dec')a in the comuon iould.

Beautiul tleaves !

So will the years that change your tint
ponark upn us their a utumnnal print.

Beatifn ile4ve!
of thall we fall fromthe tree of tine,

Fade as ye fade in a wintry clinie,
Beautifiul leaves!

But when the harvest of life is pas.t,
And ve wake in eternal spring at lait,

Beautifui leaves !
May He who paint- y-ur brilliant hue
Fori of our lives a hapet new

Of beautiful leuves 1

t For the Canadian IuHîiroied Yr .

SUPER FLUMINA.

1.
Some twenty years ago the American Fur Company was one

of the principal institutions of my native citv. It was the
centre of a great trade. especiallv in the summer months when
the moutntain boats went up with provisions and came down
loaded with Indian goods and curiosities. In that locality
were seen piles of picturt-d butffiTl robes, huge elk horns,
beavers in large tin boxes, grizzly bears chained in the yard,
heaps of delicious buffalo tongue and chippcd meat to bu
dished with the small-grained Indian corn. All descriptions
of queer peoplehaunted the spot, speaking every variety of
lingo. There were Creoles from Portage des Sioux and Cape
Girardeau-bright-eyed, agile fellows and very garrulous;
Canadian coureurs des bois-dark, thick-set, great trarmpers, 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, chiediy fron Kentucky and
Missouri-tall, lank, great story-tellers, bard swearers. ind-
fatigable tobacco chewers, lynixes in vision and invaluable
guides. Those were the men employed by the company in
their excursions among the Indians o the Missouri and Yel-
low Stone.

The old warehouse was the last place in the world where
one would look for scenes in th poetry and philosophy of
life. Yet such were found there. When only a youngster I
used toe 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 beard there in my boyish days,
from the lips of Wallow-faced, dark-browed trappers.

To-night, as I rehearse these bygone things, I call to mind
one narrative especially, recite-d in my hearing by an old

-oyageur from the north, between two pipes of Perrique and
with the accompaniment of several borns of Bourbon. The
story was told in French and in grotesque fashion, but I give
the substance in my own words, with a distinct reliance on the
accuracy of my memory.

II.
Vidal, (such was the narrator's name without any prefix that

I knew), had received a good education and was destined by
his parents for a professional life. But he was a wild fellow anti
preferred shifting for himself. He engaged in the service of a
trader, at the beadwaters of the Ottawa. There he remained
Feveral vears, till a new field of activity opened tefore him.
His employer having undertaken to carry on the commerce of
furs, in addition to bis lumber trade, chose Vidal as is agent
and representative to visit the land of the mink, the otter and
the marten. The youth bad two objects in undertaking the
adventurous journey. The first was to please his patron and
thereby advance bis own interests, and the second was the
hope of obtaining the band of bis patron's daughter, on his
return.

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 toLake Superior.
After leaving it, through marsh and morass,through immense
stretches of pine forests, the three advanced rapidly, carrying
their canoe on their shoulders, or shooting int every little
stream that would bear them on, till they reached the settl--
ment of Assiniboia in the Rtd River region. There, after a
a few days' halt they laced on tbeir snow-shoes and push-d
forward to the great valley of the Saskatchewan.

Vidal's instructions did not re-quire him to go beyond this
point, but as 'e was abead of the time allott-d him, bis ad-
venturous spirit prompted him to move still fartber north
along the line of the Athabaka-McKenzie. For this part of
his journey he furnisbed 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 throuîgh the frozen
landscape. The sharp blast exhilarated his blood and bis en-
thusiasm would often burst out in shouts of encourage-
ment to the harnessed doge. 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 learnud that there was a missionary station
still higher along the McKe-nzie. le resolved to penetrate
that far. On the evening of the second day out, lue came up
to a huge cross planted on the river bank and around which
were clust-red a ftw Indian huts. He was benumbed with
cold and fatigue, but the sight of the holy man coming forth
to meet him, revived bis courage .The sound of bis native
tongue, which the atranger spoke, was iunusuiially pleasant to
bis ear, and it was with overflowing thanks that he accepted
an invitation to the missionary's cabin. The boreal night
came on apace. The sky was of a bronze hue, and the daz-
zling whiteness of the snow-banks was brought into weird
contrast with it, lothing trees, rocks, and all outiying objects
in a covering of ghastly sheen. Vidal soon felt overpowered
with fatigue. In spite of him, bis eyes closed and alumber
gained upon him. After sharing with him the scant and

coarse refresbments of his hut, the good missionary persuaded
hlim to throw unimself on the buffalo robes before the lire, t

IIL.
He was soon buried in deep sleep and remained in that n

state for a considerable time, but towards the middle of the l
night, he suddenly awoke. His feelings on Bnding himself
in that strange place may ho imagined. The cabin where ho
lay was pitchdark, except suchbpottions as were dimly ligbted à
by the flickering fiames of the spacious hearth. Directly before r
bis oyes, above the chimney plece, was a crucifix of dark c
wood, laying against the rude wall, all begrimed with smoke.
Over his head, on the roughbewn rafters, ho could faintly h
discern quarters of cariboo and antlers of wild deer, while t
opposite, he spied the dustiform of the missionary, crouched on
a low seat, in a corner of the ire place. The solitary man was
probably saying bis matins, for ho held in bis band a large
breviary with horn clasps, one fûnger beiug inserted between
the pages, while lie meditated on the sense of the biblical h
words. Vidal gazed at the lonely watcher as ho sat with bis
dilated eyes fixed on the fading embers, when suddenly amid
the universal stillness, be pronounced in a deep, hollow voice,
the pathetic words: Superjfiuminza Balylonis. "On the waters
of Babylon w 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 bis own forlorn condil-
tion, suow-bound on the margin of the great river of the
North anei far away from home. le remembered also, that
the missionary hal told him he wasa native of Marseilles and
had toiled for nearly ten years among the Esquimaux and the
wild denizens of th! Polar Sea. He, too, on repeating the dirge
of the Israelites mignt recali with regret the sunny shores of
the Mediternnean, where dwelt in tropic warmthî and cortfort
the desr ones whom he had lî-vcd. No wonder lie paused and i

meditated ou the funereal song. No wonder that his voice
was hoarse and bis pale cheeks were wet with tears.

O, memories of home! Wherever we may wander, through
whatevur scenes of life we miiy pass, they haunt us like a
grace, sweetening our regrets, comforting our solitude and
nerving our resolution against despondency. On the tops of
inclement rnountains, 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 where the murmur of summer seas hulls to
gentle suimber, or in arctic climates wher b the soiugh 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 and
that he must have fresh air. le arose and sought the door.
Themovement awoke the missionary from bis revery.

" Where are you going, my friendl" he said.
"To breathe tne outside air, father."

It is deadly cold to-night. Do not venture out."
Vidal insisted and explained bis reason. The missionary

said nothing and let him go.
IV.

On isiuing from the cabin, Vidai feit instantiy reiieved aud
his îîtind was at once absorbed ln t-ee sublmity cf thec
spectacte wbich greeted bis eyez. The heavens 'veru- illi.
xiuat--d by the mysteritins rys o! the aurtira bort-als. Moref
tniaunoebal! ef uhe Norihern portion o!ftesky 'vas respipen-t
dent like a pate tif burnished steel. MIidway hetweeu thbo
zenith and the horizon, there tçtrtehed a b lu o! leadlen litte..
i-,imilar in coleur tc a stemm cioud aud iookIug as thongh lu
'vere cbarged witb ramn drtips. Ont o! ibis murky zone,
streamnet fortb columns o! silver ligbt, struggling up to thet
Illich heaven- or sinking luto the besim o! the polar seas,i
-whost -spectral glaciers, ou nîgbts like tht-se, are said ta ebà
phos-phoresîcent with elcecuie ires. Vidai had.icarcely tak,:n
in tc grandeur e! this scene wheu bis matcral vision semedj
to bc compliteîy blinded and bis mind wrappt-d up lu theà
contemplation o! a pureiy spiritual tibjecL t. l as a wakiug
4ram. Right lu the- mide oti the cirr-utnamnbient glory, full
lu the glitcrîigreflectiounfo the t-iementaî iigbt, ho saw bis
tiwn G eneviève, glidiug towamds hlm "wiub open arms audi
ey-es brim!ul cf love. The ceunitenauce 'vas not oniy beautifuit,
with thue beauuy and softneuis o! youtb, but lu 'vore an expres-
sion o! serenity and peaco which made lit angelicatly fair. Sheà
seemed nti longer to htlong to earth, but te hoe pasing theuce
-to tigbî-r spberes and sueppin,. a moment te, greet hlm on berj
way. He 'vas transporued at the sighti, net ubrough fear, tutu1
tbrongh enthusiasm. lie louged to throw bimscîf into bier
arme and wlth alilthe power o! bis seul, ho ct-led ontt.

iGeneviève."1

The missi -nary doubtless overbeard hlm, ber Vidai fit the
furmerr'e baud laid so!uly on bis s3hoitîder.

" Friend," said thbe priest. Il Wbau ails you ? Corne lu." At
thurse 'verde, tbe young man's'emtiotn coliapsed. The briguîti
vision faded sway, the bt-huiant iight had vanlsho-d !rom theie
sky and ail was dat-k.

Ou re-entering thbe cabin, the beat sont a thriii tbrough bisl
whtiie pet-sou. Hoe felt reauîmated and restored to full

Trhe mlsspiouary made hlm oit down by the lire8ide.
"Wby did yen cailieut iust no'v ?'? saîd ho.
"Did I caîl, father ?"
Yes,0 the name tif Geneviève."

Vidai started as; the memory of the vision rcturncd to hlmj
for a brie! Instant.

"'If 1 cailed Geneviève, gtitd father, 1 'vas namniug one wbo
je tbe ftndest object o! my affection on this eartb ?'I

Anud ho 'vent on hi narrate the circujmst.ance o! the appari-
tion. The rissionary nanifested the deepest intereat.

la it right?' sskcd Vidai, at the conclusion o! bis narra-
tive, "l is lu right to buibuve ln thbe visitation o! spirits?,"

"4Why not?l' wa the ready reply. "-For lny part, 1 bave tue
besitation te believe ini apparitions. A louely missiouary
litue me., fat- away froiniail the sola11ces o! ife, wouid die o!
mental inanitiotu or exhaustion, hied lho nt the spiritual,
woend hi comunue with. Ofteu, often bave the cotuforts
anti biesslngs of Providence corne t-o me in thbe mystical
revelationstof rny beloved."

"lIt lui ouly t-ho dead wbo coin thus appear,', Raid Vidai
Kadly.

"But the living can appear lu dreams."1
"Yes, fat-ber, but I1'wusnot- dreamîng. T1vas certainly

awake and tii le no more phantom of the Imagination. "
The pt-lest shook bis headdropped his eye8 and said nothing.

This confirmed t-he yonth in hill opinion. Hoe couid douibt It-
ne longer. Genevieve 'vas dead.
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It was a case of presentiment. Psychologists Ma y wrangle as
hey like, but there are many suchl n life.

After a long pause, the two resumed their conversation, th,
missionary endeavoring to comfort the young man with hopes
which he evidently did not entertain. He then proposcd that
hey ahould retire to rest,
On the morrow Vidal assisted at the orisons which the mis-

lonary offered for his dock in his rude chnpel. After that ce.
emony, ho returned tu the cabin whern ho partook of a
opions breakfast of fat moose.

The missionary would have wished to detain him a few days
ut Vidal decided to turn his stops homeward at once. rhe
wo then embraced for the last tinte.

You go and I stay," said the priest mournfully. Vidal
ooked at him with compassion, but did not tnswer.

God speed you, my son, and May his angels guide you y
The traveller felt that he hal indeed an angel to guide

him in Geneviève.
On the outskirts of the Indian village, ho turned and waved

a last farewellito the mssionary, who was watching him in
the distance.

Losing sight of him thus alone on the batiks of the IcKen-
mie, the youth was painfully reminded of his doleful words :
" Super f'u.m .i Iaylonis." cl then understood what he-
roisim is capable of enduring.

lie encountered more dangers and delays on his return than
he met on his outward journey, and instead of reaching the
settlement, ai the time pointed ont by his employer, it was
eighteen motths before he arrived there.

I" And Gineviève ?" I remember having askcd him, as I sat
by listening with the keeuest interest.

I Genevière, answered thei old voyageur in ait husky voic,
Geneviève was deadi 1 Sho dlied on the irecise day and at

the precise hour that I saw lier ou the McKenzie,"
I remember as if it was only yesterday, bow the announce-

ment struck my imagination.
O And you have wanderel ever sincec ? " I said timidly.

You guess rightly, my boy. What else could I do ? I havi,
wandered on and on, but mny race la now nearly run. I have
the confidence that 1 shall meet hr there ," pointing to
heaven.

low chlîdren will remember things I Long years have
passed since then, but while I write, ny memuory goers back to
the dusky oifice of the Amurican Fur (ompany, on that duli
bleak October afternooin, and I sece, as if it we-re before mue, thte
shaggy, weather beaten, but not ignoble face of the oi voya-
geur. île ias just tinisihed1 his story, he holds his pipe ;st.
lessly in his fingers, his eyes gazw sadly iuo the firelight and
ho murmurs, with heartfelt appropriatenes, the sepulch rai
words-I hear themu distinctlv-: Supe yluminna B Uiyloni, llc
sedimus dret'ienu dum recordrernur Sio!

J. L.

t F,,r ifludü iwrited N'e,.)

PRESENCE OF MIND.

Y Yes, my boy, but l'il tell you what's botter st-"absince
of body." We ali felt Tery mnuch relieved.

We were a party of threc assembled in the rooms of my
friend Chiiessington, and we had bei-n debating the subjct of
the title of this article. Now, I need scarcely say that itI
impossible for a party of intelligent Englishmen to discus
this topic without one of the number perpetrating th tim-
honorcd joke above recordled.

Ve haid ail shrunk front the rrsponsibility until Maloney,
who, I have reason to b-lieve bas Irish blood in his vins, and
who possesses considerable native cheek, relieved onur mind
as aforesaid, and we resumed th- topie with renewed vigour.

It appeared, that without exception, we were ail persons cf
remaîrkable self-control in extremely trying circumgtanccs,
and numerous anecdotes werre related to prove the posses-sion
of this iesirable qualification,

The number t lives which Chessington has saved by the
display of bis singular coolness in times of dauger would, I
imagine, if the accomplishmtnent were more general, mske- a
considerable ditTerence in the labour market, and makte the
much vexed subject of emigration quite a secondary consiier-
ation ; but as bis readness of resource is accompanied by
mtuch hesitation of speechithe point of his anecdtes wai
rather marred by Maloney cutting in prematurely and spoiling
bis climaxes.

My Irish friend gave one practical illustration of presence
of mind which I confess did not impress me favourably. i am
naturally very abstemious, but talking, with mue, iwys in-
duces extreme thirst, and I was juit stretching ont ny haund
to replenish my tumbler when Maloney, with what lie chose
tocalil presence of mind but which I beg te îIosignate is aboui-
nable selfishness, emptied tbe remains of the whiskey iito
bis own gluas.

Mhalotney aIso related an anecdote llustrative of his self-pos-
session, which at the time i thought rather arnusing, but
which since the episode of the whiskey I regard as emblemati-
cal of a want of moral principle in a mnan ne doubt otherwis
estimable.

It appears that in his youthful and impecunious days, when
debts were many and coins were few, be had reason to believe
that a writ was out against him at the suit of an indignant
and long-suffering tailor, and he kept a sharp look ont for
suspicions-lookiug characters, neditating a retiremeut into
the country as soon as funds were available. I will let hlim
tell his story in his own words:

Ye so, me boys, I hait been at the berryin' of poor Mac-
dermot, who ye'll recklect was on the staff of the Mor!in' .Nois,
and I had just got back to the house to chango tue mournin
garments when I saw at the door an ugly looking customer
who had juit rung the bell. Says I to myself Ye look mtighty
like a bailiff 1 so I stops up to him and I said, ' Who li it y'll
be wantin', air ?' Says he, 'lDoes 31r. Maloney live here ? ' la
it line there ' says I. 1 Why, havent ye heerd about the poor
fellow? Ive jirt cone from the funeral, and if ye're a friond
of his, perhaps ye'd like to put your name down te a small
subscription Pm gettin' up for his fanily,' and 1 pulls ont a
red covered memorandum book-more by token it was oid
Molasses the grocer's book, and a divil of a score there was in
it too. By jabers th failow took himsof off like a sihot, and
never waited to ask another question, and next day I was off
to the country. There's presence of mind for ye, me boys."

I feit very much inclined to say something cntting about
absence of principle, but I refrained-omehow I always get
the worst wheun I say any thing sharp to Maloney-and after a


