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rected to share th anticip ted pleasuresof

the morrov,
(To be eantriyed.)

General Selections.,

PERILS OF THE ARCTIC REGIONS.

Most of my young readers have
heard of Sir John ranklin, who sail-
ed on a voyage of discovery to ho
North Pole, in May, 18456 und of
whom, since July of that year, no tid-
ings have been received.  They have
also heard of the expedition sent out
to find him, if possible ; and perhaps
they will read with pleasure something
concerning the voyage of this expedi-
tion. 1 will give them an incident or
two, atany rate, from the pen of M
Sunow, who was one of the company.

I was speedily awakened to reality
by a sudden noise, bke the erackinz
of some mighty edifice of stone, or the
bursting of several pieces of ordnance.
Ere the sound of that noise bad vibrat-
ed on the air, a succession of reports,
like the continued discharge of a heavy
tire of musketry, mingled with the oc-
casional roar of cannon,followed quick-
ly upon one another, for the space of
perhaps 1wo minutes ; when, suddenly,
wy eye was arrested by the trembling
of a moderate-sized iceberg not far
beneath my feet, in a'line away from
the hill 1 was upon; and the next
ioment it tottered, and, with a side-
long iuclination, cut its way into the
bosom of the sea, upon which it had
been before reclimng. Roar upon roar
pealed in echoes from the mountain
beights on ¢very side; the wild sea-
bird arose with fluttering wings and
rapid (light, as i proceeded to a quarter
where its quict would be less disturb-
ed; the heretofure peaceful water
presented the appearance of a troubled
ocean after a fierce gale of wind ; and,
amid the varied sounds now heard,
human voices from the boat came ris-
iog up on high, in honest English,
strangely-striking on the air, hailing to
know if § had seen the ¢ twrn,” and

also whether I wanted themto join €.

But an instant had not passed before
the mighty inass of snow and ice which
had o suddenly overtuined, again
presented itselfabove the water. This
tinre, however, ivbore a differen: shape.
The conical and rotten surface that
had been uppermost, when I first
noticed it, was gone ; and a smooth,
table-fike plane, from which streamed
pumerous cascades and jets d'eau,
wag now visible. The former had
swnk some hundred feet below, when

‘inténded to eat you at two or three mouth-

the ** berg,” reversing itself, had been
overtwmned by its cxtreme upper
weight, and thus brought the bottom
of it high above the level of the sea.

Northward, and still northward ;
thicker and moroe continuous grew the
ico plaws,whilg ever and anon a sound,
like the dizcharge of heavy artillery
booming along the lonely seas, an-
nounced that one iceberg alter another
had burst aund this (reezing arctic mid-
summer,

We were fairly *in the ice,” but
ice of which most readers have noidea.
The water frozen in our ponds and
lakes at home is but 2 mere thin pane
of glass in comparison to the ice,
which now come upon us. Fancy be-
fore you miles and miles of a tabular
icy rock, ejght feet or more solid, thick
throughout, unbroken, or only by a
single rent here and there, ot suffici-
ent to separate the picce itself, Con-
ceive this icy rock to boinmany parts
of a perlectly even surface, but in
others covered with what might well]
be cenceived as the ruins of a mighty
city, suddenly destroyed by an earth
quake, and the ruins jumbled together
in one - confused mass. Let there be
also huge blocks, of most fantastic
form, scattered about upon this tabulor
surface, and in some places rising in
towering height, and in one apparent-
ly connected chain, far beyond the
sight., Take these m your view, and
you have some faint idea of what was
the kind-of ice preseuted to my eye,
as 1 gazed upon it from aloft.

A CHAPTER ON BARKING DOGS.

Itis an old saying—and therg is 2 good
deal of truth in it—that ¢ barking dogs
never bite” I say there isa good deal of
truth in it. It is not strictly true. Scarcely
any proverb will bear pickiog to pieces,and
analyzing, as a botanist would pick to pieces
and analyze avose or atulip. Almost uil
dogs bark a little, now and then. Still 1
believe those dogs bark the most that bite
the least, and the dogs that make a practwe
of biting the hardest and the oftenest, make
very little noise about it,

Have you never been passing by a house,
and seen a luile pocket edition of a cur ran

vut at the frent Gour yard, to meet you, with
ever so muck bravery and heroism, as if ho

fuls?  What a barking he setup. The
meaning of his bow, wow, wow, every time
he tepcated the words, was,  I'll bite you!
I'll bite you!? But the very  moment you
turned round and faced him, he ran back
into the -yardy as if forty tigers were after
him. Yousce he was all bark, and no bite.

Wel), it js the same with men and wo-
men, and boys and girls, as it is with dogs.
Thoso who bark most bite least, the world

over. . . :
Show ms a boy who talks about baing as

N\
bold asa lion, and I will show you one with the
beart of a young rabbit, just learning to eat
cabbage.  Tdo distike to see boysand pirls
boasting of what they can do.” It always
gives me a low opinion of their merits.

There is Tom ‘Thrasher. You don's
know ‘Tom, do you! Well, ho is one of
rour barking dogs. e is all the time boast-
ing of the great things ho is able to do.
Nobody ever saw him do any such things.
Still he keeps on boasting, right in the midst
of the youngpeoplo who know him through
and through, a great deal better than o
knows hitself. "It is strange that he should
brag at thatrate w!-ra evervbody knows
him. But ho hos fat n into the habit of
bragging, and I suppc  ho hardly thinks of
the ubsurd and_ foolish language he is using.
According to bis account of himsclf, he can
run a nile in a minute, jump over a fenco
ten rails high, shoot an arrow from his bow
twenty rods, and hit an apple at that dis-
tance half a dozen times vunning.

I must tell you a story about this Tom
Thrasher.  Poor Tom! lio got * come up
with,” not long ngso, by same fun-oving
boys that lived in bis neighborhood. ‘Fom
hatl been boasting of his great feats in jump-
ing. He could jump higher than any Loy,
on Blue fill. In fact, he had just jumpe
over the fence around Captain Corning's.
goat pasture, which, as everybody know
was cight rails high, and \'cri])y bcfic\'ed b
could lave cleared it just as casily, if i
had been two rails higher. That was th
kind of Janguage lio used to this compauy o
boys. They did not believe a word {:e said

“Let's try Tom,” one whispered ¢
anothor, * let's try the fellow, and see ho
khigh he can jump.” '

 Say, Tom,” said one of the boys, * will
you go down to the caplain®s goat pasture
with us, and try that thing over again 2"

Tom did not scem to boyvery fierce for go-
ing. Butall the boys irged bim co hard,
that he finslly consented and went. When
he got to the gbat pasture, he meazured the
fence with his eye; and from the manner
in which ho shrugaed his shoulders, it was
pretiy clear that he considered the fence a
very high one indeed. He was not at all
in a hurry about putforming the feat, DBut.
the roguish boys would not let him oft

¢ Come, Tom,” said one.

« Now for i, satd another.

& No backing out,” said a third.

“ It's only cight rails high,"” saida fourth.

Still, somehow or other, Tom could not
get his conrage quite up to the point. The
best thing he could have done, in my way of
thicking, when.he fouud himselt so com-
pletely cornered, was to have said, * Well,
boys, there’s no use in mincing the matter
atall Tama little dunce. Ican nomora
jump over that fence than I 'can build a
steamboat, or catch a streak of lightning.”
But that was not his way of getting out of
tho scrape.

“ Let me give the word now,” said one-
of the lads  © I'll say ¢ one, two, three,’ and
when I come to ¢ tirce,’ you siall sun and
jump.”

“ Go ahead,” said Tom.

And the other boy began: ¢ One—~two—
three~"

Tom started, and ran. I'm wot sure but
he had boasted so much about his jumping,
that he bad almost made himself believe ho
really could jump.over thatfince. Atany.
rate, he tricd it,and—failed, of courso, 1i3
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