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fluid it contained with the clear we" 
from the island spring. Gorse transpoi;
ing the keg to the raft

Their preparations were barely co ■ 
pleted when the day dawned. The ■ 
sat down to rest while they watched 1i 
sue rise. The wind now blew.steam, 
from the north-east, and promised 
hold from that quarter,

"We shall have a good voyage, 
think," said Gorse. "The day is bous 
to be fine. The wind suits us to a 
Couldn’t have been better if I’d ordered 
it especially. I guess we’ll be off soon," where they are going, now that we’ve 
lad, and take our breakfast aboard. The quit the raft and have got to stick to 
wind hasn’t changed any too soon for ’em, willy, billy.”
our safety. On this island we’d be. It was easy to pick out the Captain 
something like Daniel in the den of from the crew, and Gorse addressed

He made a movement as if to advance 
upon Vellis, who, with a howl, turned 
and fled.

"He’s gone back to his end of the 
island,” said Gorse contentedly. "He 
won’t sleep much to-night after the 
welting he’s had. You’re a brave boy, 
Eddy, a magnificent trump. I always 
knew you had pluck from the first 
moment I saw you, but I didn’t know 
you were as cool in time of danger as a 
veteran encumber. By George! If you 
owed me anything for saving you from 
the burning steamer, you’ve paid it up, 
handsomely. How did you discover 
what the chap was at?".

"I heard a grating noise on the shore,” 
replied Eddy modestly, "and I peeped 
out, thinking Vellis might be creeping up 
toward the but. I saw him in the act 
of stowing the biscuits on the raft. Then 
I waked you up, as you know, and when 
he went for the stone, we crept down to 
the shore and drew up the raft on the 
sands. Then we concealed ourselves in 
the shade of the trees till he pame up.”

“The thing was well managed, well 
executed. What would have happened 
to us if Squatty had got off with our raft, 
and our hatchet, our rifles, and so ou ? 
We could never have made another raft.|

,The vessel then resumed her course, 
leaving the dismantled raft at the mercy 
of wind and sea.

"Well, here we are,” observed Gorse, 
as he began to stride to and fro on the 
deck. "I wish these people could speak 
a civilized language, but we can’t have 
everything our own way, as I’ve pretty 
well found out. It would be funny 
though if the word Chagres wasn’t 
Chagres at all, and they were going else- 
where. I guess I’ll lock the barn door 

after the horse is stolen, by making sure

carry the thing to the raft or die, that’s 
all !"

He staggered onward, softly, stealthily, 
but heavily.

Presently he carne within view of the 
raft, and he halted again. No sound 
camé from the hut. The air was still, 
see for the murm ur of waves and the 
soft, steady rushing of the winds among 
the plumed tops of the palms. Looking 
toward his goal, now so near, with his 
soul glowing with sinister exultation, 
Vellis suddenly started.

Surely the raft was higher up on the 
sands than when he had left it

"I must be going erazy,” he muttered. 
“Or the waves have dashed it up on the 
beach. The boy and his comrade are 
asleep. No human hand has touched 
the raft. I will hurry up and push out!"

He removed forward with renewed 
speed.

He had approached within ten paces 
of the raft; already he felt assured of 
his complete triumph—already he was 
gloating over his supposed success- 
when, raising his eyes, he beheld a sight 
that seemed to turn him to stone.

For between hiin and the raft, and 
close beside the latter, two figures had 
silently ranged themselves. They carried 
pistols in their hands, and their stern 
faces and their stern eyes were fixed upon 
the midnight marauder in a gaze that 
made him quail.

The bowlder he carried dropped with 
a dull thud at his feet.

“Back !" cried the younger of his two 
opponents, in a shri I, boyish treble, as he 
presented his revo ver. "Back, there, 
Jacob Vellis. You advance at the peril 
of your life !"

Vellis involuntar ly recoiled, uttering 
a howl of rage.

"Yes, back, d at you!". said the 
Ohioan, also preset ting his revolver, his 
long, lank figure owering high above 
Eddy, and his ma uer peculiarly fierce 
and territle. "Bae ,you vermin ! Down 
on your knees !"

Vellis grated hi teeth, and felt in his 
bosom for his pist 1, even while he re- 
niembered that its usefulness had been 
impaired by the Thorough soaking in 
sea-water it had re ceived.

Gorse smiled gr mly.
“Down on your knees, you rascal !" The 

repeated, his lier e eyes blazing. "If 
you knew Ichabod Gorse a little better, 
you’d tumble dov a in short metre. I 
ain’t a patient man, by no means. 
Down!"

Vellis sunk u on his knees on the 
sand.

“You miserable scum!” ejaculated 
Gorse, in a tone expressive of utter 
loathing. "So you meant to steal our 
raft, did you, and leave us to die here? 
We ought to hang you. I am willing 
to be judge, jury, and executioner in 
your case. 1 should he wronging so- 
elety by letting you live. I can’t 
find words to tell you what I think of 
you, you contemp ible alligator. 1 can’t 
think of a punish ent that isn’t too good 
for you !"

Vellis cowered before his accusers.
"Ill tell you what to do with him,” 

said Eddy, in his shrill treble. Let us 
leave him to the € are of Him who spared 
even Cain, his br other’s murderer. We 
don’t want his li e, Ichabod. Let him 
live—"

"Just as you say, Eddy,” muttered 
Gorse dejectedly. "You’re the doctor.”

“But we’ll give him something to re- 
member us by,’ continued Eddy, his 
stern blue eyes b zing. "I’ll stand over 
him with my r volver, while you give 
him the soundest thrashing he ever had. 
What do you sag ?"

Mr. Gorse’s f. se lit up with a sudden 
radiance.

"You’ve got 4 e regular stere stuff in 
you my boy," e cried out joyfully. 
"When you fed he viper this morning, 
I had a sort of i lea you might be turn- 
in g milk sop. But I beg your pardon 
now. You’re true grit, after all.”

Eddy’s suggestion immediately be- 
came a decree, as unalterable as the flat 
of the Medes and Persians.

With the grimness of an executioner. 
Gorse picked up the hatchet from the 
raft and proceeded to cut a half dozen 
stout withy sticks, testing each one as he 
cut it, and murmuring:

"I’m peculiarly fitted for this busi- 
ness, having been schoolmaster for three 
winters over the roughest boys in all 
Ohio. I have a particular talent for 
tanning jackets. Now, sir. We tried 
kindness on you before; now we’ll em- 
ploy a language you can understand."

He moved toward Vellis, who sprang 
up. His intended flight was checked by 
Eddy, who coolly covered him with his 
revolver, commanding him to halt. 
There was a decision in the boy’s tones 
and manner, the fruit of his recent ex 
periences, that opened Vellis’ eyes to the 
fact that in Eddy’s slight body was a 
man’s soul.

Knowing that he deserved to be shot, 
the villain expected he would be if he 
tried to flee. He therefore halted. The 
next moment the tight grip of the ex- 
schoolmaster was in his coat collar, 
and he was writhing under a chastise- 
ment as powerful and as terrible as the 
long pent-up wrath and stout arm of the 
Ohioan could devise and administer.

Moaning, shrieking, screaming, the 
wretch went through his fearful ordeal. 
The panting ex schoolmaster having 
expended his strength and his whips, at 
last threw the fellow from him, and 
retreated toward Eddy, wiping his brows 
with his coat sleeve.

"That was violent exercise, I call it,” 
he observed placidly. "Perhaps now 
you’ve some idea of justice, Mr. Jacob 
Vellis? The memory of this night’s 
work will; I trust, abide with you 
through the years to come. We’ve had 
enough of your society for the present. 
You’d better go to your end of the is- 
land.”

Vellis staggered to his feet, his dark 
face convulsed with passion, his eyes 
bleared and bloodshot.

“This ’ll turn out to be a bad night’s 
work for both of you,” he shouted, shak- 
ing his clenched fist. "I never forget a 
blow—”A

“And never remember a kindness!” 
interrupted Gorse. “You’re worse than 
a North American Indian, and there’s 
no need of your assuring us of the faet.”

“Revenge!” cried Vellis, in a shrill 
scream, foaming at his lips. "I’ll have 
my revenge I That boy’s blood and 
yours shall wipe out this injury—”

“Come, are you going?" demanded 
the Ohioan. “Be off. Vamose ! Sneak!”

COL. DERISON’S LECTURE.
Lient. Col. George F. Dension jr., 

delivered his lecture on “The Duty of 
Canadians to Canada" last evening, in 
the Court Room, Niagara. The chair 
was occupied by S. S. J. Brown Ksq.

After referring to the great nations 
of antiquity and the national sentiment 
that seemed to distinguish them all, and 
to be one great cause of their power, 
the lecturer said. “The confederation 
of the British North American Provinces 
lately effected has given to Canada a 
quasi national position. We have taken 
one more step on the ladder of national 
progression, and now at the outset of our 
career we should consider what our duty 
to our country is, and how we can best 
fulfil it. We have crept into existence 
or sprung into it in a very quiet ordinary 
manner, yet there are circumstances con-

A BEE’S MATHEMAT ICS-

, Listen! returning birds are singing. 
Behold ! the grass anew is springing. 
Bee clouds of insects vaguely winging 

In every quivering ray,% 
Gone with its ice and air so chilling. 
Winter leaves Earth’s pulses thrilling. 
Leaves mellow tints and echoes filling. 

The fair and vernal day.
After bis wintry contemplation
And flowery dreams of nume ation. 
The bee, with hum of calculation.

Intent on multiplying
His golden grains but not his money. 
His waxen cells, and fragrant honey. 
Hies to the flowery banks so sunny.

Each hidden bloom espying.
Nor frets like students with vexation. 
Desiring nothing but vacation.
But with right worthy emulation. 
Honors with usefulness his station.

And reputation olden.
A patient, energetic actor.
He needs no patented extractor. 
Reckons himself his own prime factor

Of products rich and golden.
Victim, perhaps, of past reduction. 

He bravely aims at reconstruction,
• And, (with the wondrous power of suction.) 

Trieth the problem over.-, 
In opening buds finds such attraction,? 
He buzzes forth his satisfaction, 
W hile adding many a complex fraction. 
And working rules of sweet subtraction. 

In the white fields of clover.
Contrasted with his calm decision. 
See the gay fly, who, with derision, 
Spr ads tint d wings in fields Ely sian. 
And mocks the generous bee’s division. 

Of all his hard earned treasure:
Declares with toss and wave emphatic. 
With style and air aristocratic.
That weights and measures mathematic. 
Shall not distress her lite ecstatic. 
Or her short hours of pleasure.
Throned in her hive the queen reposes. 
Nourished with nectar from the roses. 
And, till her life serenely closes.

Practices evolutions.
Evolves in arithmetic series
Brood after brood and never wearies. 

Nor ciphers in confusion.
Majestic smiles on subjects, willing. 
Her geometric vases filling.
Io liquid measure sweets distilling 

Ere honey dew’s dispersion ;
Affording such gratuity.

As yields a fixed annuity,
$ Payments in perpetuity. 

Or treasures in reversion.
Friends, like the bee, we deem it best 
To learn that case in interest

• Which may induce us to invest 
In wise and tried securities.

Through earthly loss seek heavenly gain. 
Life in reversion to obtain.

And blissful perpetuities.

EDDY’SSEARCH 
—OR-

A BRAVE BOY’S BATTLE.

particulars of their trip. They claimed 
great credit for the tremendous hard, 
ships they had undergone, the difficulties 
they had encountered, the sufferings they 
had endured. On enquiry I found that 
comfortable halting-places had been 
provided about every ten miles ; the road 
itself is the finest and in the best order 
of any I ever saw on this continent; and 
they were clad so warmly as to be a 
source of wonder and amazement to the 
inhabitants, who had never seen such 
clothing in their lires. Io fact they 
were never cold nor hungry one moment 
on their journey, they were never three 
miles from a house, and they suffered 
nothing ; yet, in order to make capital in 
England, elaborate accounts of their 
hardships were sent to the English 
papers ; and a picture was sent to the 
Illustrated London News and published 
in colours, showing a wild mountainous 
gountrz. nfire, in the. foreground, and 
some people representing I suppose 
Canadians, in a costume I, a native 
Canadian, never saw in my life, with one 
or two wild Indians thrown in for effect, 
when there were no Indians I believe 
within one hundred miles of them.

In the matter of sending newspapers 
to friends in England, when we remem- 
ber that 11,540 papers on an average go 
from the Dominion every week to the 
United Kingdom, we can see that an 
immensity of good or harm can be done 
by a judicious or injudicious selection of 
the copies sent. Some articles will do 
great service to our country, especially 
those which show our advancement, the 
increase of our resources and such mat- 
ters, and which exhibit a healthy tone 
of public sentiment.

These simple little everyday matters 
of patriotic conduct should be continu- 
ally remembered. Although the aggre- 
gate good done may not be very great in 
the outside world, it is nevertheless of 
great advantage to us here. If our 
young men habitnate themselves to 
thinking of the country, it will soon 
become a part of their nature, and when 
great trials come upon us the individual 
citizens will the more readily be inclined 
to make the greater sacrifices for the 
State.

Dominion day, 1869, witnessed two 
scenes, both foreshadowing future results, 
both showing the loyal true-feeling of the 
Canadian, both giving evidence of a 
Canadian national sentiment. On that 
day, in the far West at Fort Garry, in 
Manitoba, a little knot of true Canadians 
celebrated our Dominion day by flinging 
to the breeze, on a lofty flag pole, the 
glorious old Union Jack, the flag of our 
fathers, the flag of our common Empire. 
But although their loyalty was to Eug- 
land and to our noble Quéen, still those 
young men thought of something more 
than loyalty to the empire. There was 
a thought dear to their hearts, a thought 
of their native land ; and on that Union 
Jack they had emblazoned, in large 
letters, the word “Canada.” For this 
in addition to further acts of loyalty in 
obeying the Queen’s Proclamation, they 
risked their lives and suffered cruel and

captured Detroit and gave up his life in 
winning the victory of Queenstcn 
Heights. He did not encourage timid 
croakers, but banished them from the 
country as a source of weakness.

Sentiments of doubt and timidity, 
such as I have referred to, would be 
worse than the loss of a dozen battles.__ 
Losses by battle, might be recovered; 
the fortune of war might change; but 
faint-heartedness cannot be overcome, and 
a chicken-hearted nation deserves to be 
beaten.

Then, there is no truth in the state- 
ment that we have no hope. The late 
Confederate war for independence shows 
what could be done by a small people 
They had every difficulty against them, 
were not much stronger in actual 
numbers than ourselves, and had no 
assistance; yet for years the issue 
doubtful.

lions. Never can tell at what mit himself to him, assuming a more than 
Spanish politeness in his desire to please.

"New York !" he said loudly—"New 
York 1" he repeated plaintively. “You,

that treacherous alligator’d spring 

as the morning be
12Of us

After a little.
to glow in its tropical ° splendor At 
beauty, Gorse arose and launched the 
raft. The two sprang aboard, seized

ignores, where you go?" . nected with our position of a peculiar 
The Captain was plainly impressed by

he brigand-like appearance of the elder

Now let ourcharacter. We are not growing up into with the South ; we have nearly the same 
available whits population. We hate an 
established Government and the frame 
work of a military organization. We 
have a Volunteer force of over 40,000, 
as well as about 100,000 men, who have 
been in and have retired; and we have 
had a large number of young men trained 
in the Military Schools. England can 
supply us with any amount of aras and 
munitions of war. We have but our- 
front to defend; on the right and on the 
the left we have the Pacific and Atlantic 
oceans, and on them the fleets of Old 
England—-
“For there’s a flag that floats o’er every sea.

No matter when nor where.
And to treat that flag as aught but free.

Is more than the strongest dare.” 
Behind us we have our frozen regions, 
our forests, our wilderness. They 
cannot attack us in our rear—they must 
meet us face to face. They will have to 
meet the descendants of the old U. E. 
Loyalists, the descendants of those who 
met them in 1812. They will have to 
meet Canadians fighting for all that is 
dear to them, fighting for their homes 
and firesides, for their native land, fight- 
ing side by side with the red cross 
soldiers under the old flag that for a hun- 
dred years has floated proudly over our 
heads, and that we intend shall in the 
future droop over our graves.

Canada, with a little assistance from 
England, can maintain more troops than 
the Confederate States. We can man a 
large ficet —and instead of the North 
getting 40,000 Canadians to assist her, 
she would not get one, while thousands 
now living in the States would return to 
fight for their Queen and for their native 
land. Mr. Howe and Mr. McDougall 
have lately avowed themselves in favor 
of Independence —to their shame be it 
said -their conduct deserves the strongest 
condemnation. It is the duty of our 
public men to use every influence to 
encourage and strengthen a confidence in 
our future. The man who spreads doubt 
and hesitation is not a loyal man. I hate 
to see men whining and wailing when 
they should be stubborn and defiant. —

a nationality by the natural increase of 
our population. The groundwork of our 
whole being is based upon emigration, 
and it is only of late years that a rising 
growth of natives of the soil or those too 
young to remember the land of their 
birth are coming into view as an impor- 
tant element in the community ; and it 
is to that class that I particularly address 
myself, for it is to them that we must 
mainly look for the creation and growth 
of a Canadian national sentiment. 
Natives of England, Ireland, or Scotland, 
cannot have such strong feelings for 
Canada as their children who are born

their paddles, and pushed off. • * f his t wo passengers. He placed his 
his heart, bowing profoundly."Popinjay’s stock’s going down to 

zero!" said Gorse rather incoherently, 
as he thrust his paddle energetically into 
the water and sand. "I begin to think 
I’ll make a decent show for Hetty—"

and upon

nd muttered the name of America’s 
g reatest city with an air of flattery.

"New York —Chagres!" said Gorse, 
€ owing desperate. "Chagres ? You?"

Again the captain placed his hand on 
b s heart and bowed, as he exclaimed in 
ar affirming tone:

"Chagres ! Si, Senor, Chagress.”
"I hope I will see presently, for I’m 

bl med if I quite understand their lingo,”’ 
of served Gorse. "This is worse than 
di ging prairie —this talking in a lang- 
ua e you haven’t got the hang of !"

Si means yes," said Eddy. "I’ve 
he rd that somewhere. He means he is 
going to Chagres." 4

The delight of Gorse was unbounded 
at this confirmation of his hopes. He 
picked up his two guns from the deck 
and deposited them in the Captain’s 
arms, declaring by gestures that they 
were a free gift. Then he took up his 
blankets and invested the Captain with 
those, until the poor mariner resembled 
a red Indian of the prairies in the 
uniqueness of his adornment.

However, the Captain was charmed 
with his gifts, and the freedom of the 
vessel was immediately bestowed upon 
the Americans. Nothing on board was 
too good for their use : no courtesy too 
great to show them.

Any doubts as to their destination 
which might still linger in the breast of 
the Ohioan were put to flight a few hours 

later, when the swift little schooner ap- 
preached the port of Chagres.
€ The sun was setting as they made 
their way toward the little dock or two 
at the front of the town. Its glow was 
on the quaint old place and its odd look-

_________ __________ ______ T_______: At this juncture, with a roar and a 
Serrano did. I tell you, Eddy, when I bound, his visage inflamed, his eyes
We should have had to settle down as

came down to the shore and saw the raft rolling, Jacob Vellis came through the 
loaded, and saw, too, how precious near , woods and down upon the beach.

"Stop !" he yelled. “Are you goingwe were to being marooned for the rest|
of our days. my heart went right down to leave me here to die ? Stop, I say ! I 
into my boots. I tell you. Popinjay’s am going with you. I am going on your 
stock arose a hundred per cent, and raft !"
mine went down like mercury in a storm; He rushed out into the water after 
till I wouldn’t give ten cents for my : the receding float, seized the nearest end 
chance of seeing Hetty again. If some of it with both hands, and clung to it 
friendly spirit could tell that girl the with the energy of despair.
perils I’m running just for the chance | INTO PORT.
of winning her, 1 wonder what she’d The answer which Mr. Gorse uttered 
say?"to the savage adjuration and declaration

“You can be the "friendly spirit," and of the ex-river thief, as he thus seized 
tell her yourself when you get back to upon the raft, would have appalled a 
Ohio,” said Eddy, meek person or a compiler of books of

"It’s a mighty uncertain world," re- etiquette. Without a word, but with a 
turned Mr. Gorse reflectively, "and glance that spoke volumes, he raised his 
women are slippery creatures. Now paddle from the water and brought it 
you’ve got ’em —or think you have—and down upon the arms of his enemy with 
then again you haven’t. Hetty’s a prime such force and dexterity, that Vellis let 
piece of calico, pretty and pert and go, with a yell of pain, and set up a chorus, 
lively, but she likes to flirt as well as of lamentations that would have done 
she likes to eat, and 1 ma afraid, if Pop- credit to a Fejee Islander.
injay’s pa comes down with the ready. Before he could regain his hold 09 the 
the bear’s grease and perfumery, and float, as he desperately essayed to do, it 
parted back hair and dandy cane will was beyond his reach.

off Miss Plummer before I can "This craft don’t take passengers," 
around. You see, old Skinflint, remarked the Ohioan coolly. "You’ll 

that’s Mr. Plummer, ’ll snap at the have to wait for the next vessel, my fine 
first suitor that comes along with a good young man !"
farm tacked to his coat tail." I The day and the night too worn on.

“But Hetty’ll do as she pleases,”’sug The soft southern sky became a vision 
gested Eddy consolingly. “She won’t of light and beauty. The waters gleamed 
marry the popinjay if she loves you." with phosphorescent lights. The white

“Hum! How do I know she loves crests of the waves glittered as if they

here. The former naturally and very 
properly remember the land of their 
birth, their memory clings to the old 
traditions and feelings, their hearts still 
warm to the old sympathies and affec- 
tions, and their national sentiment is 
naturally a divided one between the land 
of their birth and the land of their adop- 
tion. Their children, however, born in 
our young Dominion, take pride in their 
native land ; they love our beautiful 
forests, fields, and valleys ; they are proud 
of our great lakes and rivers, and our 
magnificent scenery ; they know no other 
land, and if they do travel in foreign 
countries, their minds evert to their 
homes, and they feel that there is no 
land like the place of their birth, no 
people, like their own. I never knew 
what Canada really was until 1 had 
travelled in the old countries and in 
Europe, and I came home prouder than 
ever of my native land, feeling that the 
world is not producing a finer race than 
the people of this Dominion, the north- 
men of the New World.

It is our duty now to push this Do- 
minion upwards and onwards in the scale 
of nations. • It is our duty to establish a 
national sentiment which is the true 
secret of and foundation for national 
greatness.

This sentiment in most countries has 
been created in the first place by some 
violent struggle for political existence or 
by some great sacrifice. We have but 
little to base ours upon. The older 
Canadians, the descendants of the U. E 
Loyalists, a body of men possessing the 
purest loyalty, men who sacrificed self 
for principle, point with pride t. the acts 
of their ancestors, and strive to emulate 
their fervent patriotism. The war of 
1812 has also given us some bright pages 
in our early history, and shown us an 
example of our political existence being 
saved to us, by the confidence possessed 
by our fathers in themselves and in the 
State. A fine spirit was also shown io 
the Trent affair ; had we been timid and 
hesitating we would have had hostilities 
then.

We can also call to mind with pride 
and gratification the conduct of the 
Canadians living in Chicago in 1866. 
Hearing of their native land being in- 
vaded, hearing everything through 
exaggerated sources, rumours of disasters 
to their countrymen continually reaching 
them living in a city containing thousands 
of Fenians, who were arming and organ- 
izing against their homes and their com- 
rades, these seventy true-hearted Cana 
dians met together, threw up their 
situations, placed their money in a 
common fund to pay their way home, 
and under Lieutenant Kingsmill marched 
through a city crowded with their 
Fenian enemies, and came back to fight 
side by side with their fellow Canadians 
and to stand or fall in defence of the land 
of their birth.

Although our history has shown that 
we have always risen to our duty when 
great emergencies have required sacrifices 
to be made, still we must bear in mind 
that in our quiet everyday life we can 
all do something to increase a healthy 
national spirit,—we can all assist in 
gaining the respect of foreign countries 
and removing taise impressions.

We have all heard ot the extravagant 
ideas prevailing in England and on the 
Continent as to the extreme coldness and 
inclemency of our climate. We are our 
selves much to blame for this. Our 
artists paint winter scenes, our photo 
graphers make winter portraits. They 
fit up their studios with plate glass 
floors, throw a few barrels of salt about, 
have on hand a good supply of skins 
and snow shoes, and young subalterns of 
marching regiments go in on a bright 
pleasant day, put on the furs, strap on 
the snow shoes, and drawing a capote 
over their faces, leaving merely enough 
visible for recognition, and being then 
plentifully sprinkled with salt, a likeness 
is taken—a dozen or two copies are 
struck off, and a few days after these 
copies are sent to friends in England, 
Scotland or Ireland, and the parents, 
brothers and sisters, opening the wel- 
come letter from Canada, see a portrait 
of the son or brother, poor fellow ! looking 
like a c 09 between a Laplander and 
an Esjuimax. We can easily imagine 
the condolences the family would receive 
from their friends and visitors on account 
of the dear boy being in such risks from 
cold in so inhospitable a region.

Tourists also buy Indian bead work 
and such-like rabbish the moment they 
get into the country, and send specimens 
to their friends as Canadian curiosities.

PUSHING OFF AGAIN.
A few minutes of stealthy labor on 

the part of Vellis sufficed to partially 
launch the stout little raft. As it lay 
half out of water, one end rising and 
falling uneasily on the waves that beat 
against the low shore, the other end 
grinding upon the sands, the midnight 
thief looked over, his shoulder in the 
direction of the tiny, embowered cabin 
where Gorse lay sleeping and Eddy sat 
watching, and a smile full of sinister 
exultation lit up his sullen visage.

"So far—good!" he muttered. • "I 
must fill up the cup of my success till it 
runs over. I must prevent all possibility 
of their escape from this island. It is 
out of the usual track of vessels. They 
will never be rescued —never !"

He chuckled softly under his breath. 
Then, like an evil shadow, he flitted 
across the brightness of the star lit sands 
to the temporary camp of Eddy and 
Gorse. Their fire was burning low, and 
the red coals lay like fiery eyes gleaming 
from the midst of gray ashes. He 
stirred up the coals with a stick, and 
the reviving glow illuminated the dark- 
ness behind it. Penetrating into this 
darkness, Vellis found in a cool, shaded 
hollow what he wanted —the keg of 
water !

"I thought I saw a bag of provisions 
in the same place,” he mused; ‘I am 
sure I did. 1 may need them before 
reaching Chagres."

Again he stole noiselessly to the 
shaded hollow, into which the red and 
faded gleams of the fire feebly pene- 
traced. The bag of biscuits was there. 
He seized it and hurried with it to the 
raft.

Then he paused to listen.
No sound came from the tiny blanket 

cabin in the cool shadows of the trees 
some rods in the interior. Eddy was 
still watching and waiting for an attack 
upon himself. He had not the faintest 
suspicion of the real movements of his 
enemy.

"They sleep soundly enough," mut- 
tered Vellis, still hearkening. "I have 
matters all my own way. I could kill 
them both while they sleep, and I would 
only that I shall find a better revenge io 
their despair when they find themselves 
anchored here for life. I should like to 
hear them howl when they discover 
themselves outwitted. I’ll find a big 
stone and anchor in sight of the island 
till the wind changes, and I can then 
move on swiftly toward the Isthmus, Ha, 
ha !"

He looked up and down the sands in 
search of a stope suited to this purpose. 

“There was none to be seen. Then he 
* remembered having observed one near 

the camp fire, and he set out in quest of 
it with alacrity.”

~It proved to be a bowlder of respect- 
able size, with angularities into which a 
rope would fit, and quite suitable for the 
purpose of an anchor. He essayed to 
lift it, and found that it drew heavily 
upon his strength.

"I wish I could roll it," he thought, 
"but that would arouse them in the hut. 
I shall just have to carry it. Once get 
this on the raft, and I’ll push off from 
the island."

With a heart full of an internal glee, 
he clasped his arms around the bowlder, 
and began the stealthy transit of the 
sands. At every few steps he was com- 
pelled to halt and rest. His heart beat 
with increased velocity, his legs trem- 
bled, his arms threatened to drop their 
load, the sweat poured like rain from his 
face and body, but he kept on with a 
perseverance worthy a better cause.

Once or twice he fancied that he 
heard leaves rustling, and that a whir- 
pered murmur arose above the lapping 
sound of the waves; but on pausing to 
listen, the sounds appeared to resolve 
themselves in the gentle hissing of in- 
sects, or the flutter of some bird upon 
her next.2

“Curse the stone!” he muttered, still 
clinging to it. “How heavy it is! I 
haven’t the strength I had. But I’ll

ing inhabitants. A prayer of thanks- 
giving burst from the hearts of Eddy 
and Gorse, as they saw that they had 
indeed reached the first halting-place on 
their journey to California.

"God is very good to us,” said Eddy 
reverentily. "We are safe-—safe !"

The words yet trembled on his lips 
when a steamer rounded the north head- 
land of the port, and came pushing her 
way into the dock, passing the small 
schooner. The steamer’s deck was 
thronged with passengers, but Eddy’s 
startled eyes saw only a short, squat 
figure leaning over the taffrail—met only 
the glance of a pair of stealthy, mocking 
eyes ! The face on which he looked 
was the face of his enemy whom he had 
left upon the lonely island—the face of 
Jacob Vellis !

“Look!!” he whispered, clutching 
Gorse’s arm.

The Ohioan looked, and started back 
with a smothered cry.

"It is Vellis!" he muttered. "He is 
here before us. Our perils are but just 
begun. The man looks like a demon!‘‘

A Warkwickshire farm labourer gives 
the following account of himself:—“I 
am 29 years of age, married, with three 
children. I have worked for the same 
master for fifteen years. I have earned 
181 per day, and been at work ten hours 
a day. The earnings of myself and my 
family are 11s. 2d. per week. * *-My 
food is, generaly, a bread and water mess 
for breakfast, and, if we have it, a cold 
potato. My dinner is a boiled dumpling 
with potatoes and onions in it. My 
supper is a bit of bread, cup of tea, and 
a tiny bit of cheese (if we have it) ; and, 
for a treat, an onion. We can never get 
beef or mutton, but sometimes a pig’s 
liver—say six times a year.

The Chief Engineer of the Public 
Works’ Department estimates that the 
enlargement of the Welland Canal, 60 as 
to render it passable for vessels requiring 
twelve feet of water, would cost $1,924,- 
000.

The report submitted to the House 
of Commons with reference to the militia, 
shows that the reserve militia of the do- 
mition numbers nearly 700,000 men lia- 
ble for military service; while the active 
militia force consists of 43,173 officers 
and men, of whom 34,414 performed their 
amnu 1 drilll.

The Government railways in Nova 
Scotia, one hundred and forty-four miles 
in length, show a total of traffic receipts 
for the last year of $314,257, and (*- 
penses of working same $279,872. The 
Government railways in New Brunswick 
show $257,456 receipts, and $170,583 
expenditure. The net revenue in both 
provinces is considerably over that of the 
previous year.

WIFE MISTRESS AND LADY.— 
Henry Ward Beecher, in the Christian 
Union makes the following hit: Who 
marries for love takes a wife; who 
marries for fortune takes a mistress 
who marries for position takes a lady. 
You are loved by your wife, regarded 
by your mistress, tolerated by your lady. 
You have a wife for yourself, a mistress 
for your house and friends, a lady for 
the world and society. Your wife will 
agree with you, your mistress will rule 
you, and your lady will manage you. 
Your wife will take care of you and 
your household. your mistress of your 
house, your lady of apearances. If you 
are sick your wife will ourse you, your 
lady will inquire after your health. 
You walk with your wife, ride with 
your mistress, and go to a party with 
your lady. Your wife will share your 
grief, your mistress will share your 
money, and your lady. will share your 
debts. If you die your wife will-weep.

me ?" demanded the Ohioan. "She told held enmeshed in their bright foam a 
me, last thing, when I said something to thousand priceless jewels. Ichabod Gorse 
her about eloping, that she was too good had a love of nature and of beauty, and 
a daughter to disobey her father. Sup- with a night so brilliant, and- his many 
pose the old man commands her to marry thoughts, he had enough to keep him 
Popinjay? Don’t you see how that wakeful.
would cook my goose brown ? I had the Eddy was awake by the dawn of the 
strongest impulse,” he continued medi- new day. The pair exchanged greetings, 
tatively, “to dent in the young man’s and partook of breakfeast. Then Gorse 
nose for him‘before I left home, and so lay down to sleep.
spoil his beauty for him and for Hetty; About noon he was awakened by 
but as he’d never harmed me, and his Eddy, who was all excitement and 
only offence was being so dreadfully animation.
disagreeable and attentive to Hetty — "What is it ?" cried Gorse, leaping to 
and especially as he kept out of my way, his feet. "A shark—a—"
and I found no chance to carry my de- "A sail a sail!" cried Eddy. “There to 
sign—I let him slide. Eddy, this is a the northward. She is coming toward us.” 
world of sorrows." I "It’s a small coast vessel," said Gorse,

The boy sighed, eying her keenly. "We will signal her.”
"I think,” he began—"Oh, Ichabod!" A pole, one that had formed a portion 

he cried, interrupting himself and of the frame of their wigwam, lay on the 
springing up, “the wind is changing. It raft. Eddy tied a rag to it, and Gorse, 
is certainly changing.” standing up, waved it frantically.

In an instant Mr. Gorse was all ex- "How they gain on us!" exclaimed 
citement. Eddy. "they don’t see us. They’ll

“The wind has changed, my boy," he run us down. No; they will go to the 
eried. "Good for us! We’ll be off this east of us." 
morning.": The strange sail belonged to a small,

"We won’t go to sleep again," said schooner rigged vessel, of clumsy build 
Eddy. "It’s after one o’clock, I should —a Central American craft, no doubt, 
think. Let us take down our but and She was now about a mile distant, and 
pile our blankets on the raft. And, coming on, it seemed to the raftsmen, as 
Ichabod, let us cut one end of the pad- if she meant to run them down.

There can be no shadow of doubt as to 
the policy of Canada now. Never in our 
history did we require more forethought, 
more determination, more pluck than 
at this crisis.

Above all things it is our interest to 
preserve British connection. We are 
independent in all but name. We have 
every advantage we would have if actually 
independent. We put on our own tariffs 
in our own interest against England as 
if against a foreign nation; we make our 
own reciprocity treaties with the United 
States when they are willing to treat- 
We are practically independent in every 
point where it would be of benefit to us. 
Why then should we think of it or ask 
it? Let us consider what we gain by 
the connection. In the first place, 
regarding our feelings of loyalty to the 
mother land, to the Queen for whose 
predecessors our ancestors have fought.

may be mere sentiment, but a thousand 
ties bind us to the great nation from 
which we have sprung, and unless we 
have good reasons to the contrary we 
should be true to ourselves and to our 
traditions, and not sever the link that 
connects us with the past. We are now 
a portion of the greatest empire the sun 
ever shone upon ; we have all the pres- 
tige, all the power of the Empire at our 
backs. The ambassadors at every court, 
the fleets on every sea, the Consuls in 
every port, representatives of England’s 
power, are in all foreign countries of as 
much practical value to Canadians as if 
they were peculiarly Canadian, and yet 
they cost us not one cent. Were we 
independent, with our large mercantile 
marine we should be obliged to maintain 
a navy, an army, ambassadors, consuls, 
&c., and then we could not do it so well 
or effectively as it present.

Mr. McDougall suggested an alliance 
or protectorate being arranged, as with 
Belgium.

What would we gain by that? Could 
any alliance be better than the one exists 
ing between us? Could any guarantee 
or protection equal the security of being 
an integral part of the Empire? The 
idea is absurd. Do we wish to put our- 
selves on a bar with Belgium? Mr. 
McDougall’s argument was that England 
could go to war with the United States 
without bringing Canada into it. If 
there was a protectorate the United States 
would, in case of war, be sure to attack 
us; and even supposing they did not, I ask io the name of every young Canadian, 
of every old countrymen io Canada, of 
every U. E. loyalist, of every descen- 
dant of those who fought at Queanston 
Heights, Lundy’s Lane and Chateauguay 
how long would we look on at a war going 
on between our mother country and our 
neighbours without plunging into it at 
all hazards? How long would the old 
Union Jack be flying at the head of 
England’s armed hosts before the out. 
Durst of Canadian sympathy would force 
our rulers to throw all upon, the die? 
M n of property may not admit this; 
politicians may doubt it; but when 
it comes to a question of war, then 
youth and vigour and enthusiasm rush 
to the front, prudence is cast to the winds, 
and poor fellows who have nothing mate- 
rial to defend will risk and shrow away 
their lives for a more idea or aptien *

There are to be four steam aills 
erected in Coaticook this summer. 
IMr. Payne, editor ofthe Udo: Bee, 
having been sentenced to impriscument 
in the penitentiary with hard is or for publishing libels, his wife is odiing the 
paper during his unavoidable al ance.

•

lengthened imprisonment. For’ his 
loyalty one true hearted fellow gave up 
his young life for Canada. Though 
calculating politicians blamed these 
youths, and paid organs talked glibly of 
their indiscretion, yet the heart of the 
great Province of Ontario was loyal to 
the core, and those who had escaped, 
with rewards offered for their heads, 
were enthusiastically received here with 
open arms. The reception then given 
them showed the strong national senti- 
ment which lay dormant among us. On 
the same day, (Dominion day 1869,) 
further still away thousands of mile: 
from here to British Columbia, another 
knot of Canadians raised the Union Jack 
in the same way in honour of their 
native land.

A confidence in the future of the State. 
is a most powerful element towards 
building on a great nationality, and we 
should have every confidence in the 
glorious future that is open to us. Our 
Dominion is equal in size to Russia in 
Europe, Spain, France, Austria, Swit- 
zerland, Bavaria, Belgium and Portugal.

It is much larger than the whole 
extent of the Roman Empire, with all 
its dependencies in Europe, Asia and 
Africa, when at the summit of its power ; 
our population is steadily increasing, and 
by a wise policy of immigration can be 
still more rapidly augmented. We have 

everything in a material point of view to 
make Canada a great country ; all we 
further require is moral power, pride in 
our country, confidence in its future, 
confidence in ourselves and in each

dies into handles. They will be easier 
to handle.’

"W e II have to yell to her,” said the
Ohioan. "We’re so low down that they 

see us yet. Sing out, my hearty.”’ 
The boy’s shrill treble mingled with

“You’re right, lad. If you’ll kindle don’t
up a big fire. I’ll take down the hut and
load the raft. We’ve got a hatchet and Gorse’s deep base, uniting in a shout 
nails, and I mean to contrive a sail. 1 that rang far and near. Gorse waved
had ought to have as much wit as a 
Polynesian savage, I thick, and they 
have sail-boats."

“We must fill our keg with fresh 
water from the spring," said Eddy

his signal, and repeated his cries with 
vigor.

“They see us !" cried Eddy. “They
will pick us up."

He was right. A dozen eyes on the 
Thebusily. "I will cook the remains of the

turtle—or, stay! let’s kill a fresh one. schooner, shortening sail and consequent 
I can hear them sprawling on the shores................................

strange vessel had espied them.

ly slackening her speed, approached 

them, and a voice in Spanish hailed them
“We are shipwrecked Americans,”

beyond the light of our fires. We have 
only to pounce upon one and turn it over, 
and we can kill at at our leisure.”

"I’ll kill the turtle and you can cook 
it. We mustn’t leave the raft unguarded 
an instant. That Squatty is as treach- 
erous as a tiger. Keep your revolver in 
your pocket, and don’t forget to keep on 
your guard. Better move the coals and 
build the new fire nearer the raft."

The idea was acted upon. Eddy 
transported the dying embers of the fire 
to a broad stretch of sand near the raft, 
and proceeded to gather drift-wood, 
which he piled upon it. In a few min- 
utes a great fire was blazing brightly, 
and its glow lit up the sands, the vegeta- 
tion behind it, and the sea in front of it.

Meanwhile Gorse hurried down the 
beach and concealed himself in a favor- 
able spot, where he waited for his prey 
to come ashore. Presently a great fat 
turtle, followed by two others, came 
straggling up the sand, leaving behind 
them a slimy trail.

As quick as thought. Gorse leaped out 
and overturned the foremost upon his 
back. The other reptiles made a quick 
retrograde movement into the water. 
Beheading the monster he had capsized, 
by a skillful blow with his hatchet at an 
opportune moment. Gorse returned to 
Eddy with his trophy in triumph.

The hours that intervened before day- 
break were busy ones to the two adven- 
turers. Gorse took down his hut, trans- 
ported his blankets to the raft, and then, 
with his invaluable hatchet, ropes and 
nails, and the exercise of con-iderable 
ingenuity, he contrived to rig a sail, 
over which he gloated with pardonable 
exultation.

While he was thus busy, Eddy was 
not idle. He carved his turtle meat into 
steaks and roasts. The former he cooked 
on live coals. The latter he wrapped in 
leaves and cooked between hot stones 
with a fire built above them. He emptied 
the water keg, and replaced the brackish

other. 0

Sometimes, when the question of war 
with the United States is discussed, you 
will hear people say that if it did come 
to that, we ought to give up immedi-

answered Gorse. "Where are you bound 
for ?” 1

The schooner came alongside the raft 
at this juncture and hove to, five or six 
swarthy faces looking over the vessel’s 
side, and five or six voices addressed the 
raftsman all at once in Spanish.

"I don’t understand a word you say,” 
said the Ohioan desperately. "If you 
could understand Latin now—. We are 
Americans, I say—America, North 
America, New York.”

The swarthy sailors caught at the 
name New York and chattered like 
magpies.

"New York !" repeated Gorse, endea- 
voring to deepen the impression he had 
made upon them. "Where are you 
going ?"

The answer was voluble enough—if 
answer it was—but unintelligible.

Driven to desperation. Gorse pointed 
toward the various points of the compass. 
The mute question appeared to be under- 
stood at last.

A voluble reply was made to him, but 
all he caught out of it was the word 
Chagres.

"Ah, you’re going to Chagres, eh 
he cried, his brow lightening. "Will 
you take us? Climb up, Eddy, on to 
the schooner. We might palaver all 
day, and then be no wiser for what these 
Choctaws are saying. Up with you, 
boy. I’ll follow.”

Thus adjured, Eddy climbed up upon 
the deck of the schooner. Gorse steady- 
ing the raft. The boy was immediately 
surrounded by the curious seamen, but

ately, for it would be of no use for us to
independence.attempt TO preserve our

as the Yankees could overrun us nt once. 
Thank God, it is not often 1 hear young 
Canadians uttering this sentiment. But 
whoever does 30, I care not who he is, 
he is (even without knowing it) acting 
the part of a traitor to Canada. If this 
assertion were true, undoubtedly true, it 
would be wrong to utter it, because it 
would have a tendency to produce war. 
If the Yankees thought we would sue- 
cumb without fighting they would com- 
mence the war to morrow.

History teaches us what can be done by 
a gallant people fighting for their in- 
dependence and their political existence 
against enormous odds. The history of 
Switzerland, of Scotland and of Holland, 
show us what can be done by nations 
determined not to be conquered. If 
Frederick the Great, when Prussia only 
had a scattered population of about 
5,000,000, fought manfully against a 
league of Powers containing a population 
of almost 100,000,000, and emerged 
triumphantly from the contest, is it not an 
example for us to profit by ? If England 
io the time of Elizabeth, when about 
equal to us in population and resources, 
girded up her loins to stand the attack 
of the whole power of Spain, and faced 
and fought without a quaver the Invin- 
cible Armada, is it not a lesson to us?From Niagara Falls also are sent, to all 

parts of Europe, Indian curiosities made 
by. enterprising Yankees to supply a 
demand created by the ignorance and 
superficiality of the travelling public.
When the Guards came from St. John

The same kind of language was used by 
some in Upper Canada in 1812; we had 
then a population of 100,000 while the 
United States had nearly 10,000,000.- 
There were but few regular troops in the 

by the overland route to River du Loup, country, but General Brook had the 
2*Soa -**---------- L martial spirit and the national spirit ; he

he paid no attention to them. Gorse 
beginning to hand up the freight of the 
raft. The blankets, the rifles, and the 
other articles were passed around from 
the swarthy Captain of the schooner to 
the swarthy seamen, while the Ohioan 
took down his sail, and climbed with it

the most complete and elaborate arrange- 
ments were made for their comforts. I had confidence in his cause; and instead 

of wavering or showing doubt, instead of 
preaching or listening to indecision, he

your mistress will lament, and your lady 
will wear mourning, which will you 
have ?

travelled over the same road a year or 
two after them, and found out all theto the schooner’s deck.
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