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CANADIAN SON

OF TEMPERANGCE,

e ——— erpase—ere
tho cetabli: imeut, application muat b made by lob-
ter totho manager.  Thin i patehed t a reply was
promplly raeived by peot, and nn cand wosnamed
the bour when the pre -xs conld bo exen in motion.
Mr. Applegerthea brother of tha inventer of the
pross thero uacd, nud for auy 3+ ars “uperintendent
of tho machinery—-n very smishle gentleman, con-
dacted mo through tho various departiuents, frcely
answering inquiries, anl eaplaining everything ns
wo went along. Someidea of thu resources and ex-
teot of the ‘inca oflice, may b had from the single
fact, that upwonl of £300,000 aro paid to the
Govornment snnually for xlamp-—a penny, or {wo
cenlg, beling paid on cach number of the paper
jssued, 'Tho daily circulntion is 52,000 copics—
cach number, including the supplement contaia.
ing sixteon pages. T'wo hundred reams of paper
aro used overy day, cuch weighing from €6 to
88 pounds, making, in all, from cight to nine tons
Tho quality of tho paper every one knows who has
read tho "Times.  Lachsheet costs the publishers a
penoy and a half, or three ceoty, beforo it is printed.
Ono of the pres.es wa< put in motion at ono o'clock,
P.M,, to print an edition to be sent off by mail an
hour later. ‘I'wenty amen wero cmployed on the
press=partt of them nbove, in a gullery, to supply
paper, and part below to receido the printed sheets
ag thoy cume out.  The noiso of tho wachivery was
so grea!, that it was diflicuit, in conversation, to
bo beard. 'I'he number printed an hour is twelve
{ltousand.

By boldiog 8 walch and couuting, I discovered
that cach man received from ty enty-two to tweoty-
four & mninute. Now and then, o sheet with an
imperlcct impression would he hastily thrawn oat
by one of the sharp-eyed men below, aud once or
twice, ot the stroko of o bell, all tho wheels stop-
ped, and tho great machine rusted for 2 mowent ;
then, at gaoother signal, commenced the sturning
clatter sgain. I was shown the vaults where the
stock of paper is kept, So mucli isnow used that
tho supply is sometimes short of the demand and
the prico is inuch advanced. For some time an
advertisement has been standing in the colamns
of the Timey, offering a reward of §5,000 for the
discovery of asubstitute for ragyin the manufacture
of paper.  'This offeris made by the proprietor of
the Times. I believo a man has nover been met
who hos seen the editor of the Times; but I am
convinced that thero s such a personage; for 1
havo heard his name prosounced, und been shown
his room and chair. Lhe editing of the paper is
carried on’within the publication building to a
greater extent than has been stated.  There are
convenient rooms fitted up for the purpose, and
also for the uso of reporlers.  Danng the scesions
of Parliament, alarge numt:r of skilful reporters
are employed.  These are rebieve 1 every halfheur
and aro conveyed to aud fruom the ufice to the
legislative place iv cabs no o vinaming on duty
lonﬁr. than tho prescribed time.  Iu viewiog an
cstablishment like that of the ‘Vimes and reflecting

upon the vast. influence jt exerts, one cannot help
but be filled with wonder and awe.
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£adics’ Departnens.

THE FLLOWER GIRL.

The sun, bad tower’d above the hl,
And upt the mount with gold,
When Rosalic Ler basket fill
With flow’rets to besell,

The maiden lefther humble cot,
In the market town to cry,

* Roses 1are, and likies fair ;
Ladics, will you buy 1

Rosa’s voice was rich and clear,
When called forth by song,

Her face was sweet, surpassing tau.
With ailken ringlets hung.

Her dimpled arm the basket bore,
Where beauteous flowers lic,
Whilat she sings, ¢ My Iilics fan,
Come ladics, will vou buy 1

Her only care, that she may sell
Her posies *fore *tis noon,

And stwiit retan theen te the dell,
To hielp her muthas wovt..

Tihe sickly dame would then embmce
Her child, with thanks to heaven ugh,
‘That roses rate and flowrets fair,
The citp ladies ¢’er might buy.,

T'he face of Rosa ne’er is sad,
Ever cheerful is ker amile,

She thus a parent’s heart makes glad,
Rejoicinginher child.
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EXTRAORDINARY i'lFCOVEiﬁ' IN
A NUNNERY.

A gentleman of our acqoaintance hag just re-
ceived uletter from Mr. Evang, Printseller in the
Strand, London which J»tails the discovery of ar-
ticlessupposed to Luve disappeared from the world,
after the lapse of three bundred and twenty years.
Aretino, the Italian poet and satarist, who was
bornin 1492, was the author of some immoral
verses.  Ginlio Rewano, who had been the pupil
of the immortal Raphacl, degraded lis ort by
meking a series of desgns to illustrate the obscene
verses, ond employed Mare Antonio, the most cel.
ebrated engraver of the age,or pechaps of any
age, to engrave these sbouminable compositons
When the circumstance becamo kuown to the
Pope, Clement tho Soventh, he was so mnch en-
raged with Mare Antonio, who .ad exquisitelyen-
graved some of the divine compositions of Rapha.
el, that he had himinunediately thrown into prison,
and commauded the officers of the Inquisition
to reize the plates and every impression that had
been taken from thew. So effectually, so rigor.
ously was the command exccuted, that not one
sivgle sel of the engravings is known to exist in
[taly, Spain, Austria or France, or anywhere in
Europe, nlthongh diligent search bas been made
in every cabinet inXurope for threo hundred years,

After being long confined in prison, the engra-
ver was released, at tho interceseion of Baceio Band-
inelli, the painter and architect, backed by some of!
the cardinals, 10 ¢vince his gratitude Antonio en-
grased The Martyrdomof St. Lawrence, after the
picture of Bandinetl.  This is thelargest and finest
of all the engraver’s works A very fiine jmpres-
sion o it was lately seut by Mr. Evans to o gentle
man iz New York,at the price of forty-two pounds
sterling ! And now comes the eurious part of the
story.

After three hundred years of fruitless search for
these libicinous prints in all parts of Europe, who
would have expected that they hould appear in
America? Yes true it isand of a verity.  An En.
glish amateur, travelling in Mexico last year, was
induced to virit one of the couvents, and amongst
the raritics—the enriosities—tlie jewels of the cs-
tablishment—what was bis wonder and astonish.
ment to be shown not only 2 copy of the lascivious
pocws of Aretino, but also & complete sct of en-
gravings by Marc Antomo, after Ginlio Romano !
To an amateurintimately ncquainted with the draw-
ing of o celebrated painter, or thie style of & distin.
guished engraver, there is 1o chanee ofa mistake, -
they are like haadwriting. As Rome wassacked
by the Spaniards in 1527, very soon after tho plates
were engraved, it may possibly nccount for thig
precious set of jewels beiny found in a Mexican
convent.  The monks refused to sellsuch joestima.
ble treasures, but, for 2 con-si-der-ation, the gen-
tleman was allowed to make tracings from them,
and is baving them cugraved, in order to dispose of
a few sels, at from ten to tiwenty guineas the set,
for the convents of England, and France, and Am.
erica, particularly of Cincienati, whose priesta are
so pure !—Jmerican Ex.

LECTURE TO WIVES,

The Revd. J. E. Ryerson, delivered a most im-
pressive and startling sezmon in the Baptist Church
on Sunday cvening Jast. Tt was particularly di-
rected to the young ladies and the Revd. gentle-
man cpozed thy fashionable fooleries of the pres-
ent day, in most ifiteresting style. Giving the
dancing school a particalar scorchizg. among the
rest, and showing that our whole systens' wile wrong,
that 0 get mazricd and fuel the youdg men was
the raling passion.  We should imagine thet some
of the girls felf ox comfortable under the discourse
as would a hen on a hot griddle On Sabbath
evening next, Mr. Ryerson will preach again to
the women, and lest he should overlook it we
would dircct hig attention to the following facts
from a London paper. An English paper des
canting felative to the various qualities of con-
nubial bliss, states that in the city of London, the
official record for the last year stands thus :

Runaway wives 1,132
Raunaway husbands 2,348
Married persons legally discovered 4175
Living in open warfaro 17,345
Living in private misunderstanding 13,279
Mutaally indifferent 35,340
Regarded as bappy 127
Nearly happy 3475
Perfeetly bhappy 31

Offers to part them R wy sconee,

alone every night. 1Why, bad as our Canadian sys-
tem i, we dont think it isthe worston carth. \Who
cver heard of s Cansdian couplo living in open
warfure | Wo wounder what the young men wont
catch when Mr. R, 'eg gtraight at them.
It all very fine, for tho boys to langh at the
poor innocents now, but when the boys are being
mado thesubject of epecial prayor and preaching,
wo cxpect worso disclosures than Aaria Monk's
to be made. Lay on McDuff, and—*Ve forget
tho rest—-St Catharines Post.

A Fast CovrLe.—A. large doublofistcd masca.
line appearing woman arrived at this place from
Kingston, C. W, on Friday 220d ult. Oo Sa-
tarday sho fell in with a shoemaker of this placo—
waa courted won and masried, (tho ccromony be-
ing performed by L Q. Stillwell, Esq.) Bundsy
the partics wenl on a spree, quarrelled and fought.
Monday tho dissatisfied groom, songht the csquire
and demanded & divorce, but was informed that
his request could not be complied with. Hore.
turned to bis spouse and made up the fumily jar,
and continued to live with ber through Tuesdsy’
On Wedensdsy asoldier arrived here from Kings-
ton and claimed the new made bride a3 his proper-
ty, ho having taken her for better or for worso, pre-
vious to the above rccorded transaction. Our
shoemaker wgs of coarse obliged to surrender his
claim, and on Thursday the soldier, and his traant
wife returned o their home in Kingston. Thus
it will be seen our shoe maker has passed through
all tho stagey of matrimonial trialsin ths brief
spaco of five, days, and is now a grass widower ;
verily thisis a fast-oge~Ogdensburg Sentinel.

A Livr wira o Woopex Lre.—Henry, who
formerly consulted us about a young lady with a
wooden leg, has now brought the matter toa
crisis by marryiog her; and now, after  month's
experience——an entire hopeymoon—Henry says :
~“1 am happy to say a wooden leg is no bad bar-
gain. Y married Jessie o month ago—ahe refused
togive up the wooden leg for a cork one as she
said ghe detested false appearances.~She is always
at home oxcept when she gocs out with myeelf—
ghe never flirts with, other men—she dances at a
party—ehe requires only one stocking and one
boot or shoc, and these serve hera long time as
she does not walk much aad yet sheis not unple-
sant to walk with—she differs very little from other
young womer. The only expenso of the wooden
leg isa strap, which is easily repaired, and the
supplying a little gutta purcha for the end of it, to
prevent noise in walking. Balancing profit against
loss, a lady with a wooden leg is rather profitable
not to speak of other benefits- I find in Jessie
all that enjoyment I would desire.”

Douth's Bepartment.
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Than gllded domes and battlements
That lavish wealth uprears !

Beacath it aweet Contentment los
And oh! the bdundless wealth—

Of Loving hicarts! thote stars of Jfe—
Its sure—fair blooming health!

All thesoare thine !—long may they he
Aye—be for Ever thino—!

Mine lnfant home, my owa dear heme—
Thou cherish’d home of wine !

Mino Istand homo! iy cherish'd home—
Methinks I sco thee now—,

A tiny nest embowered amid
A Rose-bud laden bouglh,

Liko Stalwart Scntinels they rtand
Fair Wicklow's cloud capt hilla—.

That feed the verdure of thy vales
With ever gusbing rills,

One of tho band——a trusnt stream
Mid Glena’s woody brake,

Hath found a reating place within
Tho boeom of the lako—.

There clumb'ring like o cradled child
It lends to Beauty—Grace—

Reflocting scenes—like Angel's speech?®
Upon the drcamers face !

Mine own loved home! my cherish'd howme
How very dear thon art—,

Let tho untarnish'd picture tell
Engraven on my heart !

Tho wood-land walks o’er which Iaped
With childhood’s gleczomo bound,

The gylvan dell within whose neok
The Violot bed I found,—

The Primrose bank ! the Daisied Laun
Tho wild heath covered hillt

Iloved you, with my childish hieart
With manhool’s sterner will,—

How then—can I forget you now
That Tam old and Grey ¢

Ny Childhhod's bome! I hail thee yet
My Home ! though far away!

Bevery Coof Leeds C. W
November 14th 1854—Xy Birthday.

* That angels are speaking to the infant, who
smiles in its sleep is & prevalent belief with the
rustio mothers in Ireland s sweet and poetis ides
if truo or not—I am willing to believe it F. W,

«MY MOTHER KNOWS BEST.”

A party of little girls stood talking beresthwy
window. Some nice plsn was on foot; thes wers
ing into the woods, and they meantto make osk-
trimming, and pick berries, and carry luncheos.
Obh, it was a fine timethey meant to have. “Now,*
gaid they to oneof their number, “Ellen, yon run
bome and ask your motber if you may go. Tell her
we are all g%ing and ayktgu p:iuxt.” Elign, with s
n cape bopoet, skipped acros the way,
g:::t into the house oppesite. She was gono some

The little girls kept looking up to the windows
very impatiently. At length the door opened,
sud Ellen came down the sleps.  She did not seem
to be in a hurry to join her companions avd
cried out,” You got leave? You are going are you
Ellen shook ber head, rnd said that her mother
could not let her go. “ Ob,” cried the children, %t
istoo bad! Not so ! It is really unkind in yoor
mother.” «I would make ber let you” «Iwoud

or m” R -

« My mother knows best,” was Ellen's answer,
and it was & beautifui one. Her lip quivereds
very little, for X suppose she wished to go, and,
was much disappointed notto set leave;but she &d
not look angry or pouting, and her voice was very

tle butvery firm, when she said—‘¢ My mother
ows best.”

There are a great many occasions when mothees
do not sce fitto give their children leave to go
where and on what they wish to; and how ofte
are they rebellions and pouting in consequence of
it. Bat this ianot the true way for itis not pless:

MY CHILDHOOD'S HOME!

BY UREDERICK WRIGHT.

Land of my pativity!—thee I Jove
With a pure holy and undying faith!
My childhood’s bome! my cherish'd home,
How ycarns my heart to thee,

Thy eunny glades, thy sylvan nooks
Thy mountain rcenery!

The coppice wood within whose shade
An aimless thoughtlems boy,

1 deem’d the summer time too short
For all its dear cmploy,

Tho' for«y ycars bave silvet'd o'er
The locks of raven jet,

And grief and care bave ecar’d the heart
X cannot thee forget!

When waves are rough and windsare rude
TUpon life’s troubled sea—

An haven for the tempest toet
T£nd in thoughts of thee ?

ing to God.—The trne wayis choerful acquisscenes #
in your mother’s decision. Trust her, and smooth
down your ruffied feelings by the sweet and beast:
ful thought. “ My motherknows best, Lwil
save you many tears and much sorrow. It isthe
gratitude you owe ber, who bas donc and sufkeed:
50 much for you

GOOD MANNERS,

Yongn.mgim gmgwomn:moh
to s » sacy and impudent. Every
b_g%’avoidsuchboylii}:uhcih;u possible. 8:
s are annoyed . impertinence,
tad i D " Ty el
much as musqui
i'n?n’nnwulintmderwhop slooe mves
him from the doom whithhis attacky deserve
Some boys have their ill-manners 8o plainly
¢d apon their faces that you can tell them m
as you can scc them bold stare ; theim
t and the bnnntirbgtr‘ an&r:;ic:. toll o
their character inly, before ve opin-
edt.l)eirmoutlu.mr‘v n{sso i veryxl-
aive in all this, I am glad that Ican say that this
lowest and worst development of 8 bad habit is
not common.

If fall blgoined impudesco is so unlovely a fower




