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POINTS.
13Y Acus.

11 Jupiter with her four moons,
What a place it must be for the spoons\hat a place for diversions
"Y moonlight excursions,
1'1 Jupiter, with her four muons.

a recen tdtOn with the latest Boulanger fiasco,to b e a espatch from Paris contains what seems
that Ge rather amusing paradox. After stating

roghth goulanger had escaped several bullets
M uring thagibty of 1M. Ratapan, who succeeded

oes on t e assailant's weapon aside, the account
a bullet .i say that "M. Ratapan himself received

t serithe back of the head, but the wound is
tae imp] • What an overwhelmingly destruc-

ve been it of devastation that revolver must
Twain say It reminds us of the one that Mark
ha Yhepleasantly fastened to his watch-

Postage star he rolled up the cartridges in a

> ancItlgdthose slight and pretty cottages of
old ha paint, this continent (as Matthew

evOlved as gently broken to us) has not yetVaros tdistmnctive type of architecture. Of theceived tsypes of architecture, the Egyptian re-
the Ch impulse from the cavern and the mound-
archi se, from the tent ; the Gothic from over-
thorne teles; the Greek, from the cabin. Haw-
be a refi lsus that American architecture should
the case oement Of the log-hut. Building, as in
ity of a r log-hut, arises first from the neces-a bseuoof to cover one's head; and then, from
entation eisure for enjoyment, arises orna-

hecessito Perhaps we have not emerged from
fentered usperiod sufficientlv long to have yeted sense into what may be called, in a modi-

TVhe h luxurious period.
aris ere as been a little controversy between anast cOongregation and a distinguished or-Sional oVr the question as to whether an occa-0f Ga ore~

d. a-rtectal is a desecration of the Houseana case, Q the merits or demerits of this par-
Seg have nothing to say. But regard-
free 01ant1On as an abstract one, it is hard to
fe 1 o aury harm or desecration can emanatetl Souind.8 ar message as that conveyed by musi-Sfght, p e unfortunate influence, it may beSelf as frmceeds not so much from the music it-
aassocits associations. But so far as it may-ciated Vy

it Sicallau with words, it will be perceived that
, the ws is seldom so associated; and when

a ain, the S are usually the most sublime.
aes seems erful sprightliness of certain pas-udecorosOrne, under the circumstances, tohd the • u Qpon a fine church-organ I onceto er Pleasure of hearing Mr. Frederick ArchertopWeber's eiltIha alse. 0  deligtful and familiar Invitation

behe disturbedhave moved physically at all would
iie I rue, but my soul was dancing. Just

y the idea rd a voice,-" Humph ! disgrace-
heknov a lOf aying that in a church." Do

l ieî,bvery rmuch doubt if the music of
ýlac dredth. e confined exclusively to the Old

ness, hoy Q a soul that is brimming with
Vhen lecan music be too joyous ?
tallyOneQf c kus visits the adjacent republic andtai1 l Y checks Off (not without a trifle of enter-fi Perhap nht lelooks upon as Americanisms,

anis ay b ely to occur to him that histak ayb eaningthe shoe on the other footeveng ri0gnte
tict Oet. e bOfis Canadianisms. This, how-Icv e cha IIes the case. One of the most dis-Care 1 attacte ristic(s of our pronunciation is thefition w
ea h t, U e give to the letter R. In some
tharly solned nited States this letter is more

o nry d than in others ; but in no part of
1e iven it hes it receive the decided recogni-

ter Sta re. It is sounded fairly well in the
]nttes adin -lightly glided over In the Eastern
as epect the Southern States ignored. And
a fre are as distinct from the English

sonif the Ca adhe Arnericans. On the otber
of times ranadian is careful about bis R, be is

Aga revuî cor careless about hsI He speaks
While tîuncatiorns" and " civul law."tere is an English drawl and a Yan-

kee drawl, the Canadian has no drawl. Indeed,
the abruptness of his pronunciation I have heard
characterised as biting the ends of his words off.
A fair American damsel, who had killed time with
a number of Canadians at a summer resort, used
to imitate what she said was a characteristic ex-
pression with them,-" just fancy !" And if the
reader will listen very attentively to the conversa-
tion in the next drawing-roon he visits he will
probably find this corroborated ; as I did.

()ne is usually considered to be up to the times,
in so far as he is conversant with the current news
and topics of the day. This being the case, I
bave sometimes been surprised to observe that to
certain very intelligent persons news seems to be
a matter of comparative indifference. In this con-
nection I have noticed especially professors and
clergymen, with whom some treatise or essay is
hardly ever out of their hands; but in whose
hands one hardly ever sees a newspaper. As to
ordinary news, I suppose, its local limitations, the
commonplace character of its subjects, and the
evanescent nature of its interest, combine to ren-
der it of comparatively little moment to one whose
eye, like Carlyle's, is fixed on the " eternities."

ON THE OTTAWA.

IV.
ON THE WAY BAcK.

By twos and threes, at the landing places of
each small village, our fellow-passengers have
dropped off, till we arrive at Carillon, where, being
barred from further progress, there is a general
exodus. Here, in the fore-front of the winter
traffic, the Dominion has justified the presence of
the beaver on ber escutcheon, and, emulating its
labours, spans the river by an immense dam. A
long string of empty barges, two abreast, are
wending their leisurely way' up stream, a puffing,
panting little tug, which should be named " The
Pancks," being their cicerone. Even the gay shirts
of the bargemen, hanging out to dry against the
brown wood, became part of the beauty of the
scene, in the happy light of such a morning as
this.

On either side the banks rise steeply, thickly
clothed with diversified foliage. Before us the
cascade, with its smooth, glassy descent, and at
its feet the seething, tossing snowdrifts of foam,
dazzling in the strong sunshine. In the distance be-
yond, our clear northern atmosphere presents still
fairer beauty, in the pale violet undulations of the
Laurentian range. Purple, the colour of distant
mountains; the colour in which the scenery of
Palestine, with ail its marvellous lore, was first
presented to our childhood's eyes ; the colour of
the heavens, faintly suffused with rose, and
touched with earth shadows. Mingled Truth and
Love. The eye lingers on it with undisturbed
content, and the soul feels the better prepared for
that inevitable leap into the pure mysterious blie
above.

When, at length, we come down to earth, the
tiny emerald islets gemming the water, the long
peaceful country roads, stretching in from the
shore by farmhouse and cottage, lead us gently
back to the life of every day. So, nature has
turned us sentimental, and yet, I think, with
Aurora Leigh, we are the better for it.

"''Tis scarcely that the world's more good and wise,
Or even straighter and more consequent,
Since vesterday at this time-yet, again,
If but one angel spoke from Ararat,
I should be very sorry not to hear."

On the return much restless shuffling of feet and
heavy stamping announced the embarking of a
speechless, but by no means dumb, crew down be-
low. On deck are passengers of much the same
class as went up. (Talbot Robinson left the boat
at Carillon, shook the dust from his foot and took
the train for Grenville.) Here, by way of variety,
is a Trappist father, bis dark, sternly-disciplined
feattures and comecly form looking the grander and
more mnelancholy for tbe seven heavy folds of bis
white serge garments. Chatting with the captain
is an old p)riest in lack, whose contotur affords
each of the many buttons on bis cassock separate

and distinct prominence, just as the many points
in some eminent speaker's discourse derive im-
portance from the weight of their utterance, though
they be insignificant and similar as peas in a pod.
By the wheelhiouse sits a student, on his return
from holidays to the priests' college, his lanky
figure clad in a long, brass-buttoned frock coat
and girdled with a blue woollen sash. The brown
sallowness of the face adorned by a long nose and
wide prominent mouth, and ears that project on
either side of his narrow head, like the handles of
an Etruscan urn, are regarded by his mother and
sister with fond pride. They seem almost grate-
ful for a glance from the twinkling eyes beneath
the hat peak. M. le Curé comes this wayl; he
raises his fiat silk hat in acknowledgment of a
general salutation. As soon as he has passed
well on to the boat's stern, and settles his com-
fortable rotundity with an air that shows such an
amount of specific gravity shall not easily be
moved, the student's sister flies to open a big
trunk, and, on raising the lid, displays it choke
full of bottles and confectionery, sufficient for a
pick-me-up, and the student enjoys a fore-taste of
the feast which is to gladden the dormitory and
relieve the tedium of the first day or so of college
discipline.

One grand triumph for missionary England-
the disappearance of the jute braid. Formerly
every French-Canadian matron, Medusa-like, car-
ried a deadly coil of black snakes on ber crowu,
but the simple twist, for which England claims
credit, has recommended itself by the unusual
combination of fashion with sinplicity. In adopt-
ing this style, many of its exponents exhibit a
large-ninded superiority to straitness of means,
and defy untoward circumstance by a coquettish
bridling of heads, ornamented with a carefully ex-
ecuted knot, about the size of an electric button.

A huge May-fly has alighted on my coat-tails;
a fellow-passenger twitches it off and pronounces
it the father of all the shad-flies. An ugly looking
beast he certainly is, about four inches long, with
a thick mailed neck-a very coluinn of strength-
serrated feelers, and furnished with a pair of stout,
overlapping claws, quite worth keeping. Several
habitants cluster about to look at the insect, and
one, taking pity on our futile attempts to imnprison
it within the narrow limits of an envelope, with
many an exclamation of " Arrêtez donc' Stawp !
Stawp !" as one might humour a captious pony,
succeeds in poking hin into durance vile. I do
not care for so close a proximity as to confide it
to my waistcoat pocket, so drop it into my um-
brella, loosely closed. Ah, yes, my friend, I feel
you. Every indignant quiver vibrates through
the stick.

All the places we repass assume the pleasing
familiar aspect of old acquaintance, and nothing is
new till after we have passed the juncture of the
St. Lawrence with the Ottawa. The striking dif-
ference between the colours of the two streamns,
running side by side, is, as always, a matter for
comment, till we come to the rapids, whose swirling
eddies have prepared our voyageurs for the navi-
gation of the far distant Nile. As we plunge
through the tumbling, boiling mass-a sea of
whirlpools-you may feel the boat's timbers sway
and tremble, and the frightened cattle below blend
their loud cries with the roar of the water. See '
There is a wreck, perched on the treacherous
rocks, like a monument of warning, the ruddv
waves lashing its sides and rushing through 'a
great hole in its bottom. In places the water
seems to flow with a weird sluggishness, as if
gloating over some horror down below, curdling
and congealing into thick ropes and curling
mounds of glass, under some mysterious restraint,
tili, with an impetuous uncoiling, it suddenlv
bursts away, violently upflinging waves of unpent
fury.

There is much running about from side to side
on the boat, as it dips deeply from right to left,
and the excitement does not cease tiil we reachi
pliain sailing again and sec, through tbe mnany
buttresses of Victoria Bridge, the crowded wharves
of the City of Montreal, under a cloud of dust and
smruoke.
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