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Written for the CanadianJtlstrated News.)

ST. JOHN THE BAPTIST.

THE PATRON SAINT OF cANADA.

(From the French of F. R. Angers.)

O Patron eaint. whose da ywe celebrate,
Behol t ty chIdren gath ered bef'.re thee;

Beneath th gorous banner they await
The b'essig and a happy destiry.

Round thee, the chosen watchword of their race,
Canadi-ns rally; by th name are known
Aniong the nations; oh 1 lb y cbildren own,

And ever more protect them by thy grace.

By thee conducted te the wildsruea,
fiers our brav fatbers made thempsivea a borne,

We now this noble heritage possess-
Where once uncultured savages did rnam.

And when these annals of our land we 'race,
The praise is thine, by wbosee usme ws are knowu
Anong the nations: oh! thy children own,

And ever more protect them by thy grace.

In or dark days of neetiful trial. thou
Didst cheer us with the hope of daysto come,

And didst os guide thr-ouh all (as thon dast now)
When w- by fear and doubt were stricken dumb.

So in our hearts tby love shall find a place
For eTer. hiy whose dear naine we are known
A mong the nations; oh thy chidren own,

And ever more protect them by thy grace.
MARTIN BRowN.

June, 1878.

A SLEEPING-CAR SERENADE.

Not long ago I had to travel by the night express from
Montreal te New York, and feeling drowsy about eleven
o'clock, presented my claim for a lower berth in the car para-
doxically designated "sleeping," and tantalizingly named

palace," with sanguine hopes of obtaining a refreshing
snooze. Knowing from experienre the aberrations of mind
peculiar to travellers roused from sleep, by which they are im-
pelled to get off at way-stations, I secured my traps against
the contingencies hiable to unchecked baggage, and creeping
intoctheiback of the sepulchral sheif called a bed, I enveloped
myself after the fashion ofIndian squaws and Egyptian mum-
mies, and fell asleep.

I do not know whether the noise and concussion of the
cars excite the same sort of dreams in every one's cranium as
they do in mine, but they almost invariably produce in my
brain mental phenomena of a pugnacious character, which
are nothing modified by palace cars and steel rails. This par-
ticular night there was a perfect revelry of dreams in my
brain. I was on the frontier with our corps, engaged in a
glorious hand-to-hand conflict with men our equals In number
and valour. We were having the best of it, giving it to them
hot and heavy, crash 1 through the beggars' skulls, and
phngel into their abominable abdominal regions. " No
quarter!!" It was a pity, but it seemed splendid.

Bang!1 roared an Armstrong gun, as I thought, close to my
ear • down went a whole column of the enemy like a fla-da, as
I awoke to find it a dream, als! and the supposed artillery
nothing more or less than ene of those sharp, gurgling snorte
produced during inspiration in the larynx of a stout Jewish
gentleman, who had in some mysterious way got on the outer
half of my shelit during my sleep, and whose ancient descent
was clearly defmued in the side view I immediately obtained of
the contour and size of bis nose. I had got one of my arme
ont from under the covering, and found I had " cut left"
diectly upon the prominent proboescis of my friend-a passage
of arms that materially accelerated bis breathing, and awoke
him to the fact that though he had a noie sufficiently large to
have entitled him to Napoleons consideration for a general-
ship had lie lived in the days of that potentate, yet there wa
e mething untusual on the end of it, which was far too large
for a pimple and rather heavy for a fiy. Perhaps it induced a
nightmare, and deluded him into the belief that he had been
metamorphosed into an elephant, and hadn't become accus-
tomed to bis trunk. It puzzled me to know how or why he
had been billeted on my palatial shelf, for the whole of which
I had paid ; but as it was rather a cold night, and there was
som' thing respectable in the outline of that Roman nose I
turned my back on him and determined to accept the situation,
soothing myself with the reflection that if I repeated the
assault upon his nose, such an accident muet be excused as a
fortuitous result of his unauthorized intrusion.

I had just got freshly enveloped in the 'lhouey-dew of
slumber" when my compagaon de voyage began to enore, and
lu the meet unendurable marnuer, the effect of wbicb was
nothing improved by his proximity. It seemed to penetrate
every sense and sensation of my body, and to intensify the
extreme of misery which I had begun to endure in the hard
effort to sleep. His snore wasamedley of enuffing and snorting,
with an abortive demi-semi aristocratic sort of a sneeze;
while te add to the effect of this three-stringed inspiration
there was in each aspiration a tr-mulous and swooning neigh.
I had been reading The Origan of Species and The Descent of
Man for several previous days, and Legan to think I had dis-
covered some wandering Jewish lost link between man and
monkey, and that I actually had him or it for a bedfellow.
but by the dim light of t e car-lampe I managed to see hie
bands, which had orthodox nails. I was now thoroughly
awake, and found myself the victim of a perfect bedlam of
snorers from one end of the car to the other, making a con.-
catenation of hideous noises only te be equalled by a mena-.
gerie; though, to give the devil hie due, a carful of wild
animale woulid neyer make such au uproar when fast asleep.

It is a well-known fact that when one's ears prlek up at
night snd find the sligbtest noise an obetacle to elumber
after miuch tossing sud turuing, sud some imprecating, tired I
Nature will finally succumb from sheer exhaustion' .s even
couquere the bowling of dogs holding converse with the moon
and the caterwauling of ensmoured cate. Calesud even cata- i
racts, I have defied, but of ail noises to keep a sober man
awake I know of noue te take the palm from the snoring lu s‡hat car. There seemed to be a bond of sympathy, too, among t
the snorers, for thoee who did not snsr were the only eues e
ybo did net sleep. t

The varieties of sound were se intensely ridiculous that at s
first I found it amusing to listen te the performance Ap
musical ear might have had novel practice by classifylu the.
intonations. The warwhooping snore of my bedfellow changed E
at times into a deep and mellow base. To the rigbt of us, e

pthe lower shelîf, was a happy individwal indulginug in ail i
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the variations of a nervous treble of every possible pitch:
bis was an inconstant f lsetto in sound and cadence. Above
him snored one as if he bad a metallic reed in bis larynx that
opened with each inhalation : bis snore struck me as a brassy
alto. The tenors were distributed at such distances as to
convey to my ears all the discord of an inebriated band of
cracked fifes and split bag-pipes playing snatches of different
tunes. There were suores that beggar description, that seemed
to express every temperament and every passion of the human
soul. I cannot forget one a couple of berths off, which seemed,
to rise above the mediocrity of snores, mellowing into a
tenderness like the dying strains of an echo, and renewing its
regular periods with a highbred dignity which Nature had
clearly not assumed. Another broke away from the harsh
notes around in soft diapasons, and with a mellifluous soprano
which I instinctively knew muet belong to a throat that could
sing. Was it Nilsson? Just over my bead was a jerky croak
of a snore, sounding at intervals of half a minute, as if it had
retired on half-pay and longed to get back into active service.

It occurred to me, when amid these paroxysms of turmoil
I heard a very fair harmony between the bass of my bedfellow
and the tenor of a sleeper in the next berth, that if a Gilmore
could take snores into training, and by animal magnetism or
mesmerism manage to make them snore in concert by note-

In perfect phalanx to the Dorian mood
Of flutes and soft recorders-

we should have a diverting pe'formance in sleeping-cars, and
one objection to their use would be actually utilized as an
extra inducement to patronize them.

Several times I was strongly impelled to shunt my base
snorer off the bed or twig his Roman nose, but one experiment
of a kick roused such a vigorous snort, like that produced by
dropping a brick on a sleeping pig, that I abandoned such
physical means of retaliation. I thought of tickling his nose
with a feather or a straw, but the bed contained neither, and
I had not even a pin. And supposing I should stop my shelf-
mate, what could I do to suppress the rest? Should I make
some horrible noise between a hoarse cough and a crow, and
say, if any one complained, that it was my way of snoring ?
But I thought that the object to be attained, and the pos-
sibility of being voted insane and consigned, in spite of pro-
testation, to the baggage-car, would not compensate me for
the exertion required ; so I determined to subm t to it like a
Stoic. (QuerV: Would a Stoic have submitted ?)

The more one meditates upon the reason of wakefulness,
the more bis chances of sleep diminish ; and from this cause,
conjoined with the peculiarity of the situation and the mood
in which I found myseif, I had surely Ilaffrighted sleep " for
that night. As I lay awake I indulged in the following
mental calculation of my misery to coax a slumber: The
average number of inspirations in a minute is fifteen-re-
member, snoring is an act of the inspiration-the number of
hours I lay awake was six. Fifteen snores a minute make
nine hundred an hour. Multiply 900 by 6-the number of
hours I lay awake-and you have 5400, the number of notes
struck by each snorer. There were at least twelve distinct
and regular snorers in the car. Multiply 5400 by 12, and you
have 64,800 snores, not including the snuffling neighs, per-
petrated in that car from about eleven P. x. until five the next
morning i

The question follows: "Can rnoring be prevented? " It is
plainly a nuisance, and ought to be indictable. I have heard
of ihe use of local stimulants, such as camphire and ammonia
-how I longed for the sweet revenge of holding a boule of
aqua ammoniæ under the Roman nose l-and also of clipping
the uvula, which may cause snoring by resting on the base of
the tongue. The question demands the grave consideration
of our railroad managers ; for while the travelling p.ublic do
not object to a man snoring the roof off if he chooses to do it
under his own vine and fig tree, tired men an'i women have
a right to expecta sleep when they contract for it. Ie there
no lover of sleep and litigation who will prosecute for
damages ?

There is a prospect, however, of a balm in Gilead. An in-
ge'ious Yankee-a commercial traveller-bas invented and
patented an instrument made of gutta percha, to be fitted to
the nose, and pass from that protuberance to the tympanum
of the ear. As soon as the snorer begins the sound is carried
no perfectly to hie own ear, and all other sounds so well ex-
cluded, that he awalkens in terror. The sanguine inventor
believes that after a few nights' trial the wearer will become
so disgusted with hie own midnight serenading that his sleep
will become as Sound and peaceable as that of a suckling
baby.

And yet there is nothing vulgar in snoring. Chesterfield
did it, and so did Beau Brummel, and they were the two last
men in the world to do anything beyond the bounds of pro-
priety, awake or asleep, if they could help it. Plutarch tells
us that the emperor Otho snored; so did Cato; so did George
Il., and also George IV., who boasted that he was "the first
gentleman in Europe." Position has nothing to do with cause
and effect in snoring, as there are instances on record oft
soldiers snoring while standing asleep in sentry-boxes; and I
have heard policemen enore sitting on doorsteps, waiting to
be wakened by the attentive "1relief." We may be sure Alain
Chartier did not snore when Margaret of Scotland stooped
down and kissed him while he was asleep, or young John
Milton when the higbborn Italian won from him a pamr of
gloves; though it did not lessen the ardeur of philosophical
Paddy, when he coaxingly sang outside of bis true love's
wimdow-

Surs, I know by the length of your anore, you're awake.
But really, I don't know whether women do snore. I'm flot
sure that the mellifluous soprano enore ln the car was Nilsson's,
and Paddy may have been joking. I know that only maie
frogs croak.--Lppincott's Mugazine.

The Rev. J. W. Brooks, recently vicar of St. Mary's, Notting -
ham, Euglrnnd, sends te the Pall Mall Gazette the following '
' personal," which je likely to make some stir ini clerical circles f
abroad: " A certain clergyman died in a certain diocese toward
he end of the year 1871. This clergyman had appolutedi as his s
xecutors a brother, who is an admirailui the British navy, f
ogether with a friend of thuis brother, also an admirai of high l
tanding. The executors on examining bis papers found a b
'arcel indorsed 'Invliably sacred: to be deatroyed.' The
'arcel contained two documents-one a dispenstion from the
'ope, permitting the deceased to retain his position as ano~piscopa1 clergyman, thoughm actually a Catholle prist ; the u~
ther a list of snch of the clergy in bis diocese, or near him, as ai
re likewise possessed of dispensations." 4

JUNE 28, 1873.

A "NAVVY" BALL.

It came in the way of my work recently to visit a colony of
navv ies engaged in the construction of the heaviest portion
of the works on the new line of railway at present beingmade between Settle and Carlisle. The headquarters of this
scattered colony are on the slope of an outlying buttress of
Ingleborough Hill, at the foot of which is a deep hole in the
limestone, whence issues the headwaters of the Ribble. From
some old legend of a suicide, this wild and savage place bears
the curious name of Batty-wife-hole. Three or four hundred
navvies are housed in the wooden buts, covered with black
felting, that have been set down at hap-bazard on to the
slope above the river-head, and there are various settlements
bearing outlandish names bestowed upon them by the nav-
vies themselves. Inkermann, Sebastopol, Belgravia, Salt
Lake City-all these can be reached with no greater exer-
tion than half an hour's wade through the deep, treacherous,
oozy bog of which much of the moorland is composed. True,wheu reached, they are not much to look at, but they are racy
of phases of that curious half-savage navvy life, which bas in
It so much that is interesting to the by-tracks of human life.

While staying in Batty-wife-hole, I became acquainted
with a family which I shall call Pollen. The father bad been
a navvy in his earlier days ; but having saved a little money,
had set up a tommy-shop, and was making money. His wife
was a robust, powerful, purposeful dame, of immense energy,
considerable surface-roughness, and real genuine kindliness
ofheart. During my stay, I was indebted to this burly nav-
vy-woman for several good turne, in connection with which
there could be no thoughtof self-interest. There was a mar-
ried daughter who lived in a caravan at the gable of the pa-
ternal but, and there were two unmarried daughters, one au
extremely pretty girl of about twenty, the other considerably
younger.

Pollen had taken a letter for me down to Ingleton, and in
the afternoon I looked in to see whether he had come back.
His good lady reported his non-arrival, adding :--" Afore we
comed here, we were on the '1Surrey and Sussex;' and this
morning, Betsy Smith, a lass as my daughter knowed there,
comed here to see her mother, as is married on old Recke;•
and my girls, they be to have a holiday for to spend wi' their
old friend. Well, I bid theug tighten themselves up a bit,and tak' a basket, and go te the top of Ingleborough Hill,
the three on 'em, for a day's 'scursion, like; and when they'd
come back, I'd have tea waitin', an' a cake, and I'd get in a
bottle or two of wine, and we'd make a bit ou't, you see,
sir, for the lasses mayn't see one another no more in this here
life." It seemed as if I had achieved the footing of a friend
of the family ; and Mrs. Pollen invited me, "if I would not
think it beneath me, to look in and participate in the modest
festivities of the evening. Beneath me! Why, it was the
very thing I desired.

The navvy population of Batty-wife-bole do not keep
fashionable bours. Half-past five was the hour named by
Mrs. Pollen, and I was punctual. As I came up the road
from the " Chum-hole, through Inkermann, to the mansion
of the Pollens, the face of the swamp in the watery twilight
was alive with navvies on their way home from work. They
stalked carelessly through the most horrid clinging mire.
What thews and sinews, what stately, stalwart forms, what
breadth of shoulder and shapely development of muscle were
displayed by these home-coming sons of toil! The navvy is
a very rough diamond! but when you come to mix with him
familiarly, and to underetand him, you comd to realize that
he isa diamond. His character bas never been more accu-
rately delineated than u bthe words which I venture to quote,written by an engineer who knows him to hie very marrow.
"The English navvy bas bis bad points. Very bad points
they are, no doubt, but, as a rue, tbey have ail a common
origin. The fountain of ail, or almost ail, the troubles of an
English employer of this description of labour is the ale-can.
But with these bad points there are many elements of the
true pith and ring of the English character. Industry like
that of the bee-hive; sturdy toil such as that which was com-
manded by the builders of the pyramide, or the brick-building
kings of Nineveh ; firm fellowship and good feeling, evinced
in subscriptions to sick funds and doctors' bills; clear-headed
application of labour toproduce a defluite result; above ail, a
sense of the right that man and master alike have to fair-
play and honest dealing : ail these virtues are to be found in
the kit of the navvy. He is a man with whom there is some
satisfaction in working, and a man as to whom youe can attri-
bute any failure in the attempt to elevate him into a position
of permanent comfort and respectability not to any inherent
infirmity of nature, but to want of early training and to the
potent influence of strong drink."

TheIlassesI had got down from Ingleborough Hill, and
were seated round the huge coal-fire in Mrs. Pollen's keeping-
ro,>m It was a state occasion ; and the six navvies, who are
lodgers, were relegated to their own sleeping-apartment,
where I found Mr. Pollen, slightly the fresher for bis journey
to Ingleton, and having his hair cut by one of his lodgers,
prior to entering the sphere of gentility In the other room.
Mrs. Pollen was painfully polite, and her notions of my caps-
city for rashers of bacon eaten along with buttered toast must
have been based on her experience of navvies. The young
ladies were at first slightly distrait, but Ingleborough air had
given their appetite a beautiful fillip. Mr. Pollen was be-
nignly jocose, with a slight tendency to biccup. After tea,

entertained me with an historical account of Batty-wife-
oe, from hie first appearanco in a van on its soit, exactly

three years provieus. " 8hortly afterwards," ho said, " some
chaps came down te mako experimental borings, sud they

adto bide wi' us in the van, for there wore nowheree ese
to bide. Ail that winter there were ten of us living lu that

ostand by il for haf au heur wtb the bulleoye as a guide
o the mon bome-coming through the waste. Sometimes one
would stick, sud bis mates would bave te dig him eut ; there
were two chain o' knee-deep water four times a day for the
ellows atween their meals sud work.

"t Il were a wintern! The snow lay on the backs ofîthe bh-
heep for two menthe at a stretch, sdmnyo'sawr
rozen as badas a cbip. But we got over lb, somehow ; sud
n the spring, Recks sud me but this cottage, sud the works
egan lu fair earnest. Thene's been s good many desthe
- what with, accidents, low fevers, small-pox, and so
n' I've burièd threseo' my own. I'm arten a sont the'
ndertaker o' the place. Yen passed the little church down
tChapel-a-dale, near the head of the valley. Well, lu the
ires years I've toted over s hundred of us dowun the hill to


