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tère. Perhaps you do flot know the inteiior of a presbytère of this Oatholic
country. Imagine, then, a stoutly-built square roomn, witli a generous
opening inuflic waIl through whichi protrudes one haif tire huge Il wood
stove that sputters and craekies chevrily on tire other. An old-fashioned
glass-fronted book-case or two, the contents of whiclr are leather-bound,
rnusty, and chiefly historicai and religions, a desk, a cumbrous oid sofa, a
wooden arnichair or two, some photographs of church dignitaries, and a
few striîps of rag carpet. Very littie more that I rememS)er, and yet the
roor seemed weli furnishied, whien our host sat iu it, with bis ecclesias-
tical skirts about him, and tal ked to us in deligh tfui1 broken English, which
it would be sacrilege to reproduce, about tire Bible history hie was writing
in Iroquois, and tire varied experiences of life iii an Indian mission,. In
the deep-windowed rooirr on the other aide tire good curé's llowers were
thriving well, and on thre walls hung marry blackening portraitp of his pre-
decessors. In a litile sleeping roomn adjoining stood the painted pine desk
at which Père Charlevoix wrote wlien lie tarried here for a season ; and
near it iarigs whiat is said to be anr excellent picture in oiis of the fanous
historian. We pass the kitchieir on tire way to the dining room, and glance
in at tIre deep-iniouthed ireplacc, down whici the wirnter winds mnust coule
roaring nruch as they did one hurrdred and fifty years ago, wheni this
house was built. Thirou,,h tire tiny, xvell-guarded window panies of the
passage we -et broken glimpses oif tre tattered brown garden with its
currant bushies gesticulating inourtifully irr tire wind, and its rows of China-
asters iooking raggediy aslîarned, and ail its forsaken cabbages becorning
urere stalks of their formjer selves, anrd the two plaster saint ladies sitting
in the rnidist apparenily as batiered aird uncomrfortable as the vegetation.

A gracious garden, iii the tînre of gardons, surely, with inuch gentiejoyance
to be had iii tire socieiy of its white-robed patronesses whien the jonquils
unsheath beside therîr, and the yellow r0501)uds corne, and the flIuebird sirrgs
his lusty admiration froni tire nrearest of Che curé's raspberry bushies. But
to dinner

0f course we have grace iu tihe Latin tongue, and equaliy of course
ca bbage in the soup.- It rs excellent soup, however, despite the cabbage, and
upon hearing us say se the counienance of tire iay brother who officiaies as
butler is inflaied with ernotions of prido thrat ihreaten the staying power of
whiatever a lay brother uses instead of a collar- button. The lay brother
is about four feet in height, broad and ruddy, with twinkiing blue eyes
inucli wrinkled about tlie corners by the widespread and iniveterate sînile
that seenms to have crowded iris features irrecoverably out of place. lie
faites an important part in the conversation wlren flot engaged in changing
the plates, and, after our voluniary encomium of the soup, insists uponi
hearing our opinion of every indîvidual dish.

Le poulet cornes next, dexterously carved and sent around the table so that
each guesi înay be helped to lis favourite part without the forrnality of cri-

y quiry. And with le poulet we liavo beans fromi the garden, kept in brine, and a
Frencli-Canadian vegetabie of the par.4rrip famiiy 1 think, and le vin due pays,
which is very good irrdeed, rade froin tire wild grapos of the region. And
then some sort of pati, aird thon tire woriderful salad of the chicory plant-
or the brother froîn La Prairie errs-flavo.ured in quite an indescribable
way, wiih tiny scraps of the crust broken into il, againsi which onr irost
had rubbed sonne inagical seasonirrg arîd said Voila ! Tiren a remrnakabie
comrpound in the way of a pudding witlr cloudiets of white of egg tloatiing
upon it, and grapes aiso froro ihat &Il producing garden, a trufle sbrunken
now, whereat the schoolrrnaster jocrrlarly observes that they have suflèred
froin picot.* And a tiny glass of-Chartrense i Not quite, but sonrething
nearly as good in the hromie-made liqueur that our reverend host himmaîf
has somehow contrived to abstract fromi the currants in bis garden. But
this is ail the body of the repast and nothing ab ail of its soul you say.
Truly my friend, but the soul was almosi excluaively Frenchr, and s0
indifferent was my uuderstanding of il that 1 would not report il in the
fear of misinterpreting tue sentiment of the feasi But Monsieur le Curé
told some innocenti lîttie stories-how lie had once sent a dollar to a man
who advertised teachirrg writinig without peu or ink, and received by returu.
mail directions for tire use of a lead pencil-and other similar exploits.
And hie sang a chant for us in Iroquois too, much to, bis own enjoymient
and ours, leaning back in iris wooden armi chair and sending his fine old
voice rrp among tire bearis aud rafterà in excellent style. And that was
ail. But vrais it not kindly and simple and honest and hoapitable, and
altogether to be renicnrbered wiîir a sense of distinct pleasure and lively
gratitude ¶SARA J. DUNCAN.

Z8UMETIME, I FEAR.

SOMFTIME, 1 fear, but God alone knows when,
Mine eyes ahaîl gaze on your unseeing eyes,
On your unheeding ears shail faîl my cries,

Your claap siraîl ceaise, your soul go froiri my ken,
Your greai heart be a tire burned out ; ah, tiien,

What shaîl remairi for me beneath tire skies
0f glad or good, of beautiful or wise,

Tirai can relume and thrill rny life again î

This shall remain, a love thai cannot fail,
A life that joys in your great joy, yet grieves

In mernory of aweet days that fled too aoon,
Sadness divine ! as when November pale

Sits broken-hearted 'mong lier withered leaves,
And feois the wind about lier wammi as Jurre.

A. ETIIE WYNWTHERALD.

*Sall-pox.
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Tia French-Canadians have certainily scored a decided success. Those of
us wirose ancestors, unportrayed and unsung, lie in nanreless graves under
the shadow of soine old kirk or decaying pariai cburch, safely iridderî for-
ever from any disconcerîing "tiorce white lighi," feel, 1 trust, a becornîng
humility, not to say awe and wonder, in the preserîce of their more fortunate
brother, who can point bis proud finger now here, now there-" iMy great-

Zgrandmother's second cousin ;tire intimate friend of mny wife's grand
uncee; my own grandfather!

Thero are advantages and disadvantages in having lost one'a relations
througli the denseness of old country foga. For the nonce many rnay
believe the disadvantages preponderate, and such air idea must certainly
ho strengîhened by a visit to our collection of the portraits of celebrated
Canadians, and oveir a cursory glande at its catalogue. Doîr't imagine,
lrowever, that celebrities alone figure in ibis exhibition;- several ladies and
gentlemen, 1 assure you, cari boasi no other claini to fame tiran the bare
tact that tirey were forcunate enough to have their portraits painted; and
others agaîn solicit a gi-ance froin us mnerely on tire grouird that they were
tire wife, siater, or father Ilof tire preceding." Bei ainong many whose
naures will rrever ho founid in any cîrcyclopedia-unless suci be cornpiled
by their relatives-there are those whose history is roally of world-wide
intere8t. A tourt seigneur, tout hionneur, François de Lavai de Mont-
mrorenci, Abbé de Moniigny, lirsi Roîrrair Catirolic Bishop of Canada, mrust
first be considered. fie was ordained Vicar Aposîoic of Nouvelle France,
by Pope Alexander VIL on July 5tir, 1658, amrd arrivo(l in Quebec June

Ii, 1659. *lIavixng iesigned the Bishopric of Quebec iii 1688; lie
retired to his sennînary in tirai town, wlnere ie died in 1708. Logoking at
tire pale face before us, wiih uts long nose, shightly (istended irostril, cold,
reddish, obstinate eyes, but liaif uncovered by lids perfectiy free frorn any
sigru of lashes, one cati under.itand M onsieur (iarneau's opinrion tirai this

ernrnent prelate was "lraier hardened thari subdued by religious zeal ; and
firiu in the belief tirat whiatever hie did for the aupposed weal of the Church,
in any contingency, hie could trot.err."

QUIru near Monseigneur de Lavai is General James Wolfe, of very
iraughty mien, but a riglit lrest, brave Enghisirman withal. Thon coures
Lauis Josephr Mornticalmn de Saint Veran. His face forins no slight con-
trasi to that of the British soldier, while ihis latter looks oui upon us with
-one rnight alinost say di8dain. The Freuciran's whole expression is s0
delightfuhiy cordial, nobody would bo ai ail surprised to see lim corne forth
bowing from. his canvas, suniles and bons mots on bis lips.

AN ecclesiastical group of four portraits placed, in rather too close
proxiruity to the floor, reveals so cleverly tiro very essence of clericahisur
thai were il not for certain sirrs agairrat colour and anatorny, vie could pro-
nounico thern worthy of Raphael. The irai produces the sirange impression
tirai canvas and paint have lrad no power to stay the hand of trne, so the
01(1 prieat's clieeks have growrr mnore anrd more ;ahlow, bis hair whiter and
wiier as tire yoars roiled on. Nevertielesa, hoe was doubileas a man of no
sirnaîl influence, judging from the really magnificent vestmnent, a mass of
gold and silk embroidery, pious hands worked for humr over a hundred
years ago, and that îîow lires before ns under glass. Quite contrary is the
efiect of the paiuter's art upon the reverend father wbose very confortable
appearance and outstretcired hand suggosi nigirily visita from minisîering
angels. H1e of the quili, crossed handa, and neek, patient, upturned eye5
-would the picture be misnianed: Al Fugitive Thouglit ? Lastly, a spare
figure expressing, dogmratismi ai every muscle, turus sharply f rom breviary
anti crucifix, with fatherly ire to refuie the argument of any hneretic who
imay venturen near.

THE De Loibinières, De Montignys, De Salaberrys, De Lérys, De Lon-
gueuiis, govornors, seigneurs, Ilwarriors," greet us ai every turn. Parti-
cuiarly rnelancholy is the portraits of tiro last of the De Loibinières, an infant
of t wo summers, whose paliid conmplexion and great, beady eyes must, how-
ever, have aroused dark forebodings froin the lirai. There is nothing perliapa
in the whole exhibition more charrning ihan. the Monsieur le Vicomte de Léry,
Jean. Indeed 1 question whether this ideal head, wiîh is oval face,
exquisite moucli, delicate nose, and glowing eyes, couid trot bo hung as a
peindant to the irandsomest saint in the caleirdar-the perfection of fleshy
beauty.

1 CONTEMPLATIED long and earnestly the portraits of two individuals who
bore every indication of being the noat enviable of ancestors; and yel
"Inconnus," said the catalogue. Surely any noble seigneur would have

acknowledged with pride so vory hindsorne a darne and 50 courtly a gentle-
man. Can this explain why they tind themseives strangers in a strange
land I

OPPoSITE the nnysterioua pair is Monsieur Louis Joseph Papinreau, of
1837 faute. Il us early indications led hirui t take an interesi in political
affaira, and lie started in oppoaition to the go'ýrnnent." Beginning life
afier tis fashion, tihere la certainly no telling where one may arrive.

AH 1 Monsieur Louis Charland, "lgeographer and antiquarian, Inspec-
tor of Ilighways in Montreal,» would you were witir us to.day-and yet
no. I fear your heari niglit be very sore at the contemplation of modern
inspection of highwaya.

A vERY intelligent, highly communicative, and most obliging gentlemnan,
whose naine 1 don't know, but who kindly placed his services at my dis-
posai, gave me mudli interesting information concerning the curios several
glass cases contained. This 1 shahl endeavour to impari to you, together
wiilr sorte idea of the reniaîning pictures of interesi, next week. c

Montreal. Louis LLOYD.


