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GEORGIES WOOER.
A STORY IN THIRTEEN CHAPTERS.

CHAPTER I.

Sheeting was a email country town on 
that part of the English coast facing the 
lovely “ Emerald Isle,” which seems to 
have borrowed some of the softness of her 
climate, and the richness of her soil, as 
though from ever looking across the water 
at her verdure and beauty.

Fertile meadows ran right down to the 
very edge of the sea ; the pretty bladder- 
campion and “ Our Lady’s bed-straw,” 
with its - thousand tiny golden ci oases, 
mingling with the pale rose stars of the 
sea-pink.

On a long slip of land which stretched 
far out behind the town, was a tittle fish­
ing village, quite an independent colony, 
where the children were young fishermen 
from their earliest years, and took to the 
water as a matterj Of course, tike young 
decks. « -a ~~~*^ <wÂjew|

Of an evening, sitting under the (shade 
of the long row of cottages, might be seen 
sailors, young and old, enjoying an ample 
supply of tobacco ; while at many of the 
cottage doors the fishermen’s wives were 
busy making nets, and the children played 
and waded bare-legged in the shallow pools 
left by the tide ; dragged about great 
empty crab-shells by way of go-carts, or 
sported in the water like a fleck of dol­
phins.

Sheeting—as any town of gentility natu­
rally would—possessed a “High Street’’ 
by way of principal thoroughfare, and a 
market place where, on certain days, the 
country people congregated to dispose of 
various farm products ; but, besides both 
these desirable institutions, Sheeting actu- 

a member of Parliament,

snd from thence promulgated laws for the 
whole of the United Kingdom.

In the town itself gentry were few and 
far between, the local banker’s wiie, Mrs. 
Willoughby Robinson, considering herself 
the leading lady of the place : what other 
people considered her was therefore of 
small importance. The doctor and his 
wife, and the clergyman of thepretty ivy- 
covered church at the top of High Street, 
formed another “ clique ” of this small 
bat divided community ; for Mrs. Robinson 
had pronounced opinions on matters in 
general, which opinions she held in such a 
rampant manner as rendered it almost im­
possible to dwell peaceably with her ; and 
therefore, though the minor politenesses of 
life were observed by everyone, nothing 
like intimacy existed. The banker him­
self was a quiet, let-e very body-alone sort 
of man, and rumour had it that he would 
have been only too thankful if the wife of 
his bosom would have pursued that tine of 
conduct towards himself.

A son and a daughter completed the 
family circle, the son apparently leaguing 
with the mother against the father, while 
the daughter, an amiable, harmless sort of 
girl, tried to uphold the feeble authority 
of the nominal head of the house, and to 
explain away her mother’s ill-natured say­
ings on every possible occasion. Indeed, 
the one was tike the wasp that stung, and 
the other like the hand that applied honey 
to the wound. ,

The Sheeting doctor wfp a hard-working, 
ill-paid man, as most country doctors are, 
and he had a large family of very young chil­
dren, and a washed-out-looking wife, whose 
chief characteristics were want of strength 
of mind, and a tendency to weep on the 
slightest possible provocation.

Thus it will be perceived that Sheeting 
possessed more of the bean ties of nature 
than of social organisation.

Now- the banker's wife had yearnings 
•after county society, and many were her 
struggles, and ignominious her failures, in 
trying to gratify this ambition.

“ If you’d take a house a mile or two out 
of town, and go backward and forward in 
the vehicle, it would be different, you’d 
see, Willerby,” she would say to the long- 
suffering Robinson. But, weak on all 
other points, he was strong on this ; he 
would not leave the comfortable house ad­
joining the bank ; and as to “ the vehicle,” 
as his spouse persisted in calling the one- 
horse carriage he kept for her use, he hated 
driving, and never entered it if he could 
help himself. The banker was a self-made 
man, and had, married, as a clerk, on five- 
and-twenty shillings a week ; but he was 
not a snob, for he was never ashamed of 
his origin, and never tried to make him­
self out better than he was.

How cruelly it lacerated Mrs. Robinson’s 
feelings to see that, though ignoring the 
existence of herself, her son, and daughter, 
the county folks evidently liked and re­
spected the banker ! He had even on one 
memorable occasion been asked to lunch 
with Lord Salmontree, the big man of the 
neighbourhood ! For some time after this 
important occasion Robinson was observed 
to be peculiarly subdued in demeanour ; 
from which circumstance it was deduced 
that be had suffered much spiteful snub­
bing at the powerful hand of his lady, con­
sequent upon his short sojourning in the 
halls of the great.

But behold ! a star had now arisen on 
the horizon of the banker’s wife ; for 
Beach House was taken at last, after having 
been long tenantless, and it was understood 
that “ a sea-captain and his family ” were 
the expected inmates.

To the gaze of High Street Beach House 
presented only a stiff row of narrow win­
dows, and a long expanse of dead wall, in 
the middle of which was a green door. 
This was certainly not an inviting prospect; 
but once 'inside that green door, you 
changed your mind, and voted Beach 
House the most charming place possible. 
The small, square, white-and-red-tded hall 
led into a sitting-room, with great oak-

blown back by the breeze, watched this 
with much approval, while 

and her father stood together on 
the lawn, and gazed admiringly at the 
prospect seen from their new home.

We can have no better opportunity of 
taking the portraits of both.

Captain Hammond was a tall, spare 
man, long past the meridian of life ; a 
slight stoop took from his height, and, 
combined with his almost white hair and 
care-worn face, gave the impression of a 
man who had borne with grave anxiety 
and sorrow. Nor was this impression a 
false one. The long gap between Georgia 
and the fair-haired twins was marked by 
more than one milestone of sorrow in the 
shape of a little grave by the way ; and the 
delicate, grief-worn mother died when 
Tricksy and Jack were too young to know 
their loss, or feel the want of anything 
beyond “ sister ” by way of guardian, 
That Georgie had been tender, loving, and 
mothertike beyond her years to these two 
tittle love-birds, so tike each other, with 
their intelligent faces, golden locks, and 
fragile forms, it was easy to see, by their 
clinging, adoring love for “ sister ”—a 
name that to them held all the fond asso­
ciation which “ mother ” does to other 
children.

Let ns sketch Georgie as she stood 
shading her eyes with one slender hand 
from the now level rays of the sun ; her 
face tit up with sunset glory ; her tight 
dust-coloured dress blown black by the 
fresh sea - breeze ; her slight, graceful 
figure, faultless in each curve and tine ; 
her hair—dark, yet holding a subtle tinge 
of red, enough to give that peculiar fair­
ness of complexion always seen with ruddy 
locks—put back simply from her face, and 
breaking into a perfect sea of ripples, 
above each tiny, shell-tike ear ; her soft, 
smiling mouth, and the clear-cut, deter­
mined little chin, that told of latent pos­
sibilities of firmness in a character still 
unformed. Her eyebrows were dark and 
well defined ; and her eye»—when she has 
ceased to look seaward, and has turned, 
with loving gesture, to her father, you can 
see them without hindrance—those frank, 
honest, "tender eyes, dark grey, with long 
black lashes, that tell of a drop of warm, 
true Irish blood in the veins, and warn 
you that you may meet with a want of 
caution in their possessor, but never with 
want of warmth and truth !

“ Oh, papa, what a lovely evening for 
our first coming to Beach House ! And do 
look at those pretty boats !”

Georgia's voice was soft and low, yet 
full of that fervour of 'feeling peculiar to 
early youth. Certainly, her enthusiasm 
was not uncalled for, as a flotilla of fishing 
smacks swept over the bay, like a flight of 
great white-winged birds, swaying in the 
wind ; now cutting through the waterwith 
a quick rush, now stopping and flapping 
their sails, till the breeze caught the can­
vas again, and away they went flying off 
on the other tack.

August is a month in which nature 
seems laden with ripeness and fulness of 
beauty. The flower-beds in Beach House 
garden were all ablaze with scarlet gera­
niums and flame-coloured nasturtiums ; 
the jasmine stars, white as milk, shone out 
from among the ivy that covered the walls 
and framed the windows ; and the large 
elde»-tree bent downward with its mighty 
load of berries, turning black with ripe­
ness, and almost ready for the gathering 
hand. On sunny days the butterflies held 
high festival in this garden, the white ones, 
which are so common everywhere, hovering 
over the flowers, and chasing each other 
from spray to spray ; while now and again 
a gorgeous “ painted lady,” with her glow­
ing velvet wings, rested tike a living flower 
upon some bush, and tempted tittle hands 
to imprison her, and crush the tiny feathers 
off her pretty dress.

But it was too late for the butterflies 
when Georgie stood on the lawn that first 
evening in the new house ; a great golden 
moth flew hither and thither, and a stag- 
beetle rushed past with a loud drone, while 
flocks of swifts dipped down from the rosy 
sky, with sudden eastward flight, shriek­
ing in concert as they rose again ; and 
on a tree hard by a butcher-bird ; chirped 
his low, soft •* kiss ! kiss ! kiss !” as if he 
would try to make himself out to be a 
genial, pleasant sort of a fellow, who never 
even heard of such a; thing as spitting an 
unfortunate young sparrow on a cruel, 
sharp thorn.

It was almost like chasing two butterflies, 
t*>ea£eh Jack and" Tricksy when Nurse 
Hughes came to take them to bed.

Here, there, and everywhere they flitted 
about anfbng the flowers followed by 
Dandy, noisy and delighted, discomforting 
sadly a flock of purple-mack {starlings which 
had taken up their abode near Beach House 
garden, in order to profit by the load on 
the elder-trees, and, after having eaten the 
luscious berries all day, were going to 
roost, to dream of them all night, and get 
up next morning to eat again. At last, 
however, the children were captured and 
borne off in triumph ; at which lamentable 
termination of the run Dandy lay down, a 
disconsolate hairy ball, at his master’s feet ; 
for Captain Hammond and Georgie had 
gone into the pretty drawing-room, where 
the reading-lamp threw a soft light over 
books and papers, already disinterred from 
sundry boxes and drawers by Georgie’s 
busy fingers.

They could not make up their minds to 
shut out the moon that was rising over 
the sea, so they left the Venetian of the 
glass doors open ; and if there had been 
anyone outside to look in, he might have 
seen as pretty a picture of home-life as 

could desire to gaze

’ she said.

dismay written in the countenance of her 
old nurse.

She passed her hands over her hair, for, 
to say the truth, it was none of the neatest 
just then, and followed by tike twins, hold­
ing each other by the hand, as eras their 
quaint loving fashion when about to face 
strangers or unknown perils of any kind. 
Georgie went to welcome the first visitors 
at her new home. A very stout, very gaily- 
attired woman rose as she entered, ana held 
out a fat band, surmounted by a large and 
aggressive-looking bracelet.

“ Miss ’Ammond, 1 presume,”
“ My daughter, Miss Willerby 
I am Mrs. W. R., and we’ve come to bid

Îou welcome to Sheeting. Your pa’s well, 
hope f” •
The younger lady was by no means so 

overpowering as her mother, and Georgie

Eitied her for the nervious, timid look upon 
er face, and tried to draw her into the 

conversation that followed—with tittle 
success, however, for it was almost hope­
less to get in a word edgeways, so con­
tinuous was the stream of Mrs. Robinson's 
eloquence.

“ Are those Captain ’Ammond’e children, 
too?” she presently remarked, turning to 
jack and Tricksy, who had exchanged 
their simple hand clasp fot a closer hold of 
each other, evidently looking upon the 
loud-voiced visitor as an enemy to be 
repelled by means of the union that is
strength. 

“I diedid not know there were younger

crossing the ceiling, while running 
out at the farther end was a sort of alcove 
with quaint Gothic si.le-windows and glass 
doors. Beyond this was a long strip of 
garden, which ran downhill in the direc­
tion of the fishing hamlet. You could hear 
the murmur of the sea when the tide came 
rushing in, and the cry of the sea-gull as 
he swooped down upon some little silvery 
fish and put an end to his swimming for­
ever, or listen to the sad “Weep, weep” 
of the tiny sandpiper as he jerked himself 
about on the edge of the sandbanks.

It was a glorious August evening when 
Captain Hammond, his daughter Georgie, 
and the two younger members of the 
family—twins of six years old, named 
respectively Tricksy and Jack—arrived at 
Beach House, having posted from the large 
town some twenty miles distant, for as yet 
railways were not in Sheeting.

Our description of this family circle (in 
which I would fain hope the .reader will 
take some kindly interest) is hardly, how­
ever, complete without mention of Dandy, 
a Skye terrier, all hair, and with no per­
ceptible eyes ; and Shag, a Shetland pony, 
fully deserving his name, for a more shaggy 
little beast it would be hard to see, andso 
breed was he in the back that Jack’s little 
legs stood out almost at rigl^t angles when 
mounted on his trusty steea. It was a toss- 
up as to which was the noisiest member of 
Capt. Hammond’s family—Tricksy, Jack, 
or Dandy ; but I am inclined to give the 
palm to the last-named individual, who 
■never, on any possible occasion, failed to 
find some admirable reason for barking his 
loudest, and who, five minutes after his 
advent at Beach House, appeared at the 
farthermost end of the long, narrow slip of 
garden, vehemently protesting against the 
existence of the sea-gulls, which were en­
joying their evening fly. Jack and Trick­
sy, the latter with her long golden locks

as to say that he should be spokesman. 
“ And so is Dandy—and Sag’s coming to­
day. We be’s velly glad Sag’s coming !”

• ‘ Dear me ! are there more of you ?” 
cried Mrs. Robinson, not overpleased at 
the prospect of a “ pack of brats,” as she 
was wont to designate the young of the 
human species.

“Oh no !” said Georgie, her soft, sweet 
voice like mtlsic after the blatant tones of 
her visitor. “There are only we three: 
Jack and Tricksy are twins—his little love, 
birds, papa calls them—Dandy is the dog, 
and Shag is Jack’s pony.” And then, glad 
to be able to get an opportunity of speak­
ing, she said, with a bright, happy look in 
her sweet face :

“lam sure we shall tike Sheeting ; we 
are delighted with it already ; and the wild 
flowers are so lovely, which is very nice, 
because papa is quite a botanist you 
know.”

“Do yo mean he goes about gathering 
weeds ?” said Mrs. Robinson, puzzled at 
the idea of anyone admiring flowers that 
were not grown in gardens or greenhouses. 
What further enlightened remarks she 
might have made on Captain Hammond’s 
favourite pursuit were cut short by her

eyesoou

mg cl 
and

upon—the worn, 
man, lying back in a loung- 
the table where his books 
and close beside his kneepapers lay, and close beside his knee 

, low stool, loving, bright-eyed Georgie. 
fair face turned, now toward the water

.persla;
ona . _
her fair face turned, now toward the water 
crossed by a bridge of burnished silver as 
the moon made a narrow pathway of light 
—now up to the dear face she loved so 
well.

Captain Hammond looked down fondly 
on his daughter, and laid his hand—what 
a thin hand it was, to be sure !—upon her 
sunny hair.

“I do hope, my darting, you will be 
happy here,” he said tenderly.

And Georgie, with her soft cheek nestling 
against his arm, smiled as if there were 
tittle doubt she would be happy anywhere, 
so long as he and she were together.

When we were striving with the stormy 
waves, how fondly he looked back to the 
quiet haven where once we rested so 
sweetly !

Georgie Hammond, in all her after life, 
never forgot that first evening at Beach 
House,

CHAPTER □.

lice pwrole will 
gie brightly, as 
at breakfast next

“ I daresay plenty of nice 
call upon us,” said Georgie 
she poured out the coffee at 1 
morning. “ But I hope they won’t come 
too soon, for I’ve heaps of things to see to. 
It will be days and days before I have a 
minute of spare time, papa !”

“ Den we’ll have no lessons,” said 
Tricksy, with a delightful grin at Jack, 
and her mouth full of bread-and-butter.

“Don’t speak wis your mouth full I" 
retorted the young gentleman, who, by 
reason of half an hour’s seniority was 
always ready to admonish Tricksy, and 
equally so to resent anyone else finding 
fault with her. But Georgie’s hopes as to 
the visitors’ delaying to put in an appear­
ance proved fallacious, for on the third 
morning after the arrival of the Hammonds 
in Sheeting, a ring came at the green door 
of Beach Housee-a ring so loud that it 
might have meant fire, or any other alarm­
ing catastrophe. Captain HarmnoT»! took 
swift refuge in his study, a . small room 
already set aside as sacred to himself and 
his botanical specimens ; he was a man of 
retiring and studious habits, and often a 
sufferer both from physical weakness and 
mental depression.

y°n «e, Miss Georgie, 
and here’s two ladies come,and in the draw- 
in’-room, waiting !” said Nurse Hughes, 
with the privileged freedom of an old ser­
vant ; and Georgie, busy among various 
pictures, household gods that had travelled 
with the Hammonds from one strange land 
to another, and were being now finally 
anchored at Beach House, smiled at the
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rt-wine and DOWNcustard pudding to one, and 

jelly to another, instead of 
to mind their catechism and be content 
with their state of life, and make the best 
of it.”

“ But surely,” said 
there must be _

____ " __ ; . . 1"
"“ Oh yes,” said the banker’s wife, toss­

ing her head, “ there’s oounty families, of 
course—Lord Salmontree and such like: 
but the airs they give themselves is such I 
can’t abide the signt of one of them then 
she added, with a sudden grasping at even 
the shadow of what she longed for, “ Mr. 
Robinson is a mighty favourite with some 
of them ; he’s busy at the bank now with 
Douglas Ainsleigh—a captain in the army, 
and a son of Mrs. Ainsleigh of Fern Leigh, 
as fine a place aa anyone could set eyes on ; 
it’r about three miles from here.”

There are some people whom we come 
across in this mortal sphere, the enjoyment 
of whose society gives ul the sensation of 
needing fresh air ; so murky and oppressive 
is the moral and social atmosphere about 
them, that nothing short of a good breeze 
can blow it away. So, after Mrs. Wil­
loughby Robinson had departed, it was a 
relief to Georgie to go ÆÎ stand at the foot 
of the long garden, where the sea-air blew 
freshest, push back the locks from her fore­
head, ana watch the grey-white gulls dip­
ping their long wings in the crests of the 
wavelets.

“ I hope no one else will come !” she said 
to herself in her vexation ; we are quite 
happy by ourselves, papa and I, with the 
sea and the flowers'and-the/quiet restful
days: ; ____—

“ You have not been much pleasedjwitfi 
your first visitors, my darting ?” said Cap­
tain Hammond, as he and Georgie paced up 
and down the garden an hour after, his 
hand resting on her shoulder, in a fend 
fashion that was often theirs ; for Georgie’s 
face was ever a sad tell-tale, and readable 
as an open book to those who loved her.

“ No, papa, not very much,” she said, 
smiting, as she recalled her bright anticipa­
tions of the morning. “I was glad you 
did not come in, dear ; it would have 
wearied you so !”

At this stage of the conversation, Tricksy 
dancing along at sister’s side, became alive 
to the fact that their late visitor war under 
discussion. * — usst.t—

“She’s a very nassy ’ooman,” said 
Tricksy, growing rosy-red from the energy 
she bestowed on the adjectives ; for the 
child was still sore over the insulting ignor­
ing of her polite offer to display the dear 
tittle bottles, attired in their charming 
green coats of mustard and cress. ”

“ She has a face—so-----” continued
Tricksy, puffing out her small cheeks to the 
utmost.

“ Like so !” echoed Jack ; and forthwith

THE ST. LAWRENCE

V Montreal, Aug. 6.
As I left Toronto your wish, Mr. Editor, 

that I should write a letter to TKt Mail 
descriptive of “ 'Aronto to Quebec by 
water,” was communicated to me. Now, 
had I been commissioned to write a letter 
embodying my views about eating break­
fast, which is a matter of everyday occur­
rence, or about attending divine service, 
which is at least a weekly occupation, or 
on the monthly sensation of paying ser­
vants’ wages, or on the annual succession 

the seasons, the subject could not haye 
appeared to me more stale and hopeless. 
What reader shall I have who has not a 
score of times gone down the lake on a 
steamer, cruised through the Thousand Is­
lands, and shot the rapids of the St. Law­
rence ? What hope of imparting novelty 
to the mention of that dismal tube, the 
Victoria Bridge, or of the gravelled stair­
case round Mount Royal Park ? Writers 
there have been—heartless, profligate 
fellows—who have seized the material 
for a letter from their fellow- 
passengers’ looks and deportment ; or 
perhaps one accident of more or less im­
port has afforded them the peg whereon to 
hang the thread of a discourse. An 
entirely uneventful trip, however, confines 
me to threadbare generalities. I am sorely 
tempted to try a pen-photograph of the 
American lady who first, as L lunchless 
and jaded by a long railway journey, was 
sitting down to tea at what is known as 
the first table, imperiously suggested that 

; but L |

Heart of the Andes, so are the 
efforts in some of our meet

idali the pyramn 
lauded and ap­

plauded city gardens to the meanest isle of 
this Polynesian archipelago. Year by 
year they are more . frequented, and, 
indeed, the scorching of camp fires 
has come to be all too frequent a 
desecration of their verdant foliage. The 
same, yet of infinite variety, their shape 
and position varied each moment to the eye 
of a spectator from the deck of the rapidly 
moving steamer, no wonder Hogan likened 
the shifty scene to the myriad changes of a 
kaleidoscope. The tumbling together of 
the rocks here is not on the monstrous 
scale to be seen in the Yoeemite Valley ; 
there is nothing stupendous as in the Sague­
nay, but there is a charming variety of out­
line that dispenses with magnitude. They 
are emerald gems in a miniature ocean. 
There is nothing grand or imposing about 

is of f* mrnm

I should it to a lady willresist the inducement. I liad secured that
cleverness, I 
betrayed no 

on of the :

chair with some degree of 
flattered myself, and had 
hungry or indecent expectation ot the ring 
of the head waiter’s bell, which is 
notice to the guests to fall on the victuals. 
Assuming 'the virtue of a listless 
indifference, though I had it not, and af­
fecting a well-bred superiority to the fam-. 
iahed eagerness too painfully shown all round 
me, I evidently acted the part too well, 
and she who, as with charming soprano 
voice I heard her tell her neighbour came 
from Troy, quickly flopped into my aban­
doned seat, thus entailing on me nearly 
an hour’s wait for the second table. The 
she-Trojan was a very stout woman, and 
. he had with her an attenuated husband, 
who like myself had been eating for over 
forty sumn\ers to no visible purpose. Her 
face was featured as handsomely as that of 
the colossal figures which boys build in wet

them. them rear their

daughter plunging into the conversation | 
in a sort of desperation, and expressing a 
gushing delight in Georgie’s admiration of 
Sheeting.

“ Oh yes,” chimed in the mother, before 
poor Georgié could reply, “the place is 
well enough, but the people are dread­
ful ; and, between you and me and the 
wall, as the sayin’ is, Miss ’Ammond, I 
have to be very inclusive—very inclusive 
indeed.”

Here Miss Robinson put in a word hur­
riedly : “ Exclusive, mamma, exclusive.”

“ One word is just as good as Another, 
my dear,” said the mother complacently, 
and then turned again to Georgie, who was 
most devoutly wishing she might get 
through the visit without laughing out­
right,

“ We live quite handy, you know, and 
shall be happy if you’ll come at any time. 
We’ve got a fine croquet ground, and my 
son will be delighted to do the agreeable ; 
He's a fine young man is my son, Miss 
’Ammond, though I say it as shouldn’t. 
He’s gone to Collingwood to-day to see 
about our new silver entrys—they’re to be 
something out of the common, I can tell 
you. Don’t you like things with cresses 
on ? 1 always think they give a tong, you 
know.”

Hopelessly bewildered between “entrys” 
and “cresses,” Georgie smiled feebly, and 
made no reply ; but Tricksy, instantly tak­
ing advantage of what appeared to her small 
mind a congenial turn in the conversation, 
came cleee up to her guest’s ample plnm- 
coloured lap, shook back her long locks of 
gold, and looked sympathetically up at 
Mrs. Robinson.

“ I’ve dot sings wis cresses on, and mus­
tards too—dear tittle bottles, ’oo know, and 
dey be growing lubly. I’se show dem to 
’oo one of dese days."

“ It is crests mynma means,” interposed 
Miss Robinson, very red in the face.

“Of course, said her mother, majestical­
ly ignoring Tricksy altogether, “crests and 
coats-of-arms, and such tike ; they’re to be 
on the new silver dishes, just like you see 
the lion and unicorn, you know, and all the 
rest of it.”

Once more Georgie held the clue to the 
conversation, but she was mentally declar­
ing a visit from the banker’s wife to be very 
exhausting.

“You’ll have lots of callers, I daresay,” 
"went on the energetic bankeress. “ There’s 
the Babbecombs, they’re sure to come ; he’s 
the doctor, a good sort of man enough, but 
she’s such a touchy body you can't walk 
the same side of the road without offending 
her. She’s six children under eight, and 
one’s a cripple, and she's always whimper­
ing about something or other. I hate peo­
ple that have no spirit !”

“ Oh, mamma r gasped Miss Robinson, 
“ don’t try to make Miss Hammond dislike 
Mrs. Babbiecomb. Indeed she’s very kind 
and good, but they’ve had a great deal of

“ A great deal of fiddlesticks ! don’t tell 
me,” broke in her mother, with all that 
incoherence such females are prone to.

“ Indeed,” said Georgie, earnestly, 
“ trouble .will break anyone’s spirit. Why, 
dear papa used to be quite a different man 
before mamma died.”

Her clear soft eyes grew “ bright with 
unshed tears,” and her voice faltered as she 
spoke. Miss Robinson gave a grateful 
glance, and even the mother’s obtuse per­
ceptions showed her that a change of topic 
was advisable, so she fell foul of the Rev- 
Anthony Featherdew, the pastor of Sheel- 
ing church.

“ We’re not favoured in the ministry, I 
can tell you,” ehe said. Mr. Featherdew’s 
as stiff-necked a tittle man as you could 
come across from here to Jerusalem, though 
he does look as if he couldn’t say ‘ bo’ to a 
goose.”

“ But he’s so good to the poor !” began 
her daughter, who entertained a sentimen­
tal and wholly unreciprocated admiration 
for Mr. Featherdew.

“Good to them, indeed ! putting such 
extravagance into their ’eads—beef-tea and

COFFEE GATHERING IK BRAZIL
the children presented the appearance of 
two tombstone cherubs without their trum­
pets.

“ Oh Tricksy,” said Georgie, with diffi­
culty keeping sufficiently grave to be edi­
fying, “now often am I to tell you not 
to make fun of people in that way ? And 
see, you have led Jack into doing the 
same !”

Instantly the two little faces returned 
to their normal proportions, and Tricksy 
hung her head.

“I’se solly,” she said, while Jack puc­
kered up his mouth, ready to aid and abet 
his companion in ill-doing, in case she 
should see fit to cry.

“ Tricksy’s solly,” he urged. “ Kiss the 
two of us, sissy.” And sissy, nothing 
loth, did so ; after which the children flew 
off tike two birds, and were soon in ecsta- 
cies over a 
gemmed with 
ginning to grow rosy:

What happy, quiet days for the father 
and hie children were these first days at 
Beach House! I linger on them, as we 
linger in the sunshine when dark shadows 
are coming up over the heavens, and will 
soon darken the landscape ; when the mut­
tering of the storm will be heard, and the 
birds fly low, and seek shelter in the thick 
branches.

But this time is not yet. Georgie, sitting 
silently at her work that evening, after she 
has kissed two little sleeping faces upstairs, 
and while her father is busy with his books, 
thinks over] the day’s events, and calling to 
mind all the banker’s wife had said, smiles,

i large holly-tree already thickly 
rith berries, here and there bé­

as she says to herself :
“ Douglas Ainsleigh ! 

name that is P*
what a pretty

(To be Continued.)
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Hail, Wind and
Norwood, Aug. 8.—About 2.30 this 

p.m. thunder, accompanied with a ter­
rific hail and wind storm, passed over this 
place, the ground for a short time being 
white. Many of the stones measdhed from 
five to twenty inches in circumference, 
and weighed from four to thirty ounces. 
Much alarm was caused during its con­
tinuance in the village. Considerable 
glass has been broken and gardens destroy­
ed, and much damage to the crops through­
out the district caused. The storm came 
frôm the north-east, passing to the south­
west. One man is said to have been 
struck by hail stones while in the harvest 
field and seriously, if not fatally, 
During the storm a whirlwind 
the west of thi village up: 
and sweeping everything before it| and 
presenting a grand spectacle to those who" 
witnessed it at a safe distance. Several 
barns on the outskirts and on the track of 
the whirlwind were unroofed.

3.30 p.m.—Half the damage caused by 
the storm previously telegraphed has not 
been told. A brick school house was level­
led to the ground, a cheese factory tom to 
pieces, Spencer’s bam levelled to the 
ground, and his house unroofed end the 
end tom out ; a log house occupied by 
Miss Spears was lifted from the ground, 
but two young women standing on the 
fioer were left unhurt. A reaper machine 
belonging to a man named Clyedale was 
picked up in the storm and carried across 
two fields and smashed into atoms. About 
a dozen dwellings and bams in this im­
mediate locality were destroyed. Some 
persons were severely hurt, but no loss of 
life is reported. The total amount of 
damage at present cannot be estimated. 
Our previous report regarding the size of 
hail stones can be accepted without hesita­
tion as being without any doubt correct.

Ottawa, Aug. 8.—The recent heavy 
rains have seriously interfered with the 
harvesting of spring wheat in the counties 
of Ottawa, Caneton and Russell.

snow. She was clad in a close fitting linen ' 
ulster to her heels, a dainty little brown 
hat surmounted her thin iron-grey locks, 
and a green veil prettily wreathed her 
wrinkled brow. Erect, she looked like a 
feather-bed stuck on end, with a cord tied 
round the middle, in a sitting posture it 
seemed to me that her head became 
inconveniently far removed back 
from table, and in a recumbent 
position in one of the ordinary berths, she 
must have been like a truss of hay in a 
child’s slipper, but I did not see her 
stowed away. I have done with her, and 
withoutsayinganythingpersonal, merelyex- 
press the hope that she will never do it again.

Bowman ville, Port Hope, and Cobonrg 
all turned out for the event of their day, 
and young men and maidens did as of yore, 
point their skiff’s noses to the swell of the 
steamers and enjoy the “now we go up, 
up, up,” alternating with the “down, 
down, down,” sensation which, extended 
for ten short minutes, results in everything 
being “up, up, up” and an impossibility 
to keep anything down. A delightful star­
light night tempted many of us to sit late 
in the cool breeze made by the good ship’s 
twelve-knot passage through the air ; the 
lake smooth as a mirror, <hd the brilliant 
eye of each lighthouse penetrating double 
the ordinary ken of its vision. No need 
to say we went to bed hugging ourselves 
with thankfulness that we were not swel­
tering in S G. T. R. Pullman. Light 
sleepers, no doubt, heard the rolling of bar­
rels and the loading of cordwood at King­
ston, and at Gananeque. 6 a.fh—the ship 
was all aStir. Breakfast was over by seven, 
and all were intent on watching the 
islands through which we were now thread­
ing our Bay. I remember that Picken in 
his book on Canada, compiled chiefly from 
documents furnished by Mr. Galt fifty 
years ago, says that the finest grist 
mills in the Province were then at 
Gananoque. These were the days when 
the voyage down was generally made in 
Durham boats, or bateaux, while the land 
passage was accomplished over corduroy 
roads. Now, thanks to scientific

Thousand Islands, or treat them with the 
ignominy meted out to Gulliver by the 
Brobdignag giantess ; but if the 
effect on the mind of the traveller 
is not awesome ; the scene is one appeal­
ing to whatever of romance and the poetic 
there is in his constitution. Captain Basil 
Hall has said of the average English tourist 
that “ the most picturesque object in his 
landscape is the post office.” Repelling 
this false accusation of my countrymen it 
seems to me that a hundred invitations are 
held out to one this hot morning to flee 
away and be at rest, the world forgetting 
by the world forgot ; to float listlessly in a 
skiff off the glistening river up one of those 
darkened channels over which the inter­
lacing boughs have spread a glorious canopy 
of leaves, and so glide on into everlasting 
shade : where is neither posting nor re­
ceiving of letters. No bank, but that on 
which the wild roses grow ; no electric 
telegraph but that which flashes soft spirit 
messages from the clouds in the evening 
sky ; no time of day but what appetite 
and sunrise end sunset mark ; no bores, no 
politics, no news, and peihaps—no flies. 
The last item is wrung from me by the 
recollection that I am up and writing at 
this unearthly hour only because of two 
little pertinacious flies. Since Bruce told 
his story of watching the spider, that dis­
gusting insect has been canonised as the 
incarnation of perseverance. I put in a 
plea for the house-fly. Seventy times seven 
times will that unabashed tittle pest come 
back to the same spot on the human coun­
tenance. You may brush him off : but 
you never hit him.. Back he comes direct­
ly with his infernal buzz, tickling you to 
distraction, and eventually forcing you to 
get up in self-defence. By comparison 
with him the spider is dull, chicken- 
hearted, unenterprising. Some literary Goth 
has been publishing a list of inconsistencies 
and inaccuracies wmich he has idiotically 
been at the pains to discover in Robinson 
Crusoe ; but then the Pentateuch is ques­
tioned, and it will not surprise me if John 
Gilpin’s ride is soon declared to have been 
only an Eastern legend. A little Crusoeing, 
or at all events, a short trial of Swiss - 
Family-of-Robinsoning in the Thousand 
Islands, would I think, be a welcome re­
spite from town pavements, town clothes 
and the thousand unnatural absurdities of 
summer life in a city street. I don’t say 
but that the poor devils who live in the 
square, white towers surmounted with 
vermilion nightcaps, that serve to illumine 
the course by night and to mark it by day, 
are not sick of their job, and to be pitied 
for its monotony ; but they have the best 
of it on the whole, and having regard to 
their tights (if I may say so) 
extract as much happiness from
life as many a city man can claim to 
have enjoyed, when called on to tight his 
candle for the last time.

For two hours more we enjoy in a dreamy 
sort of way the infinite variety of island, 
and I wonder if a paternal government has 
at some time had boulders on heaps of 
granite piled og the sunken rocks likely to 
decoy vessels to their destruction ; or 
whether it can be that all the rocks have 
had the natural decency to show their 
heads above water. For I notice no just 
submerged crowns with perhaps only a 
warning breaker testifying their existence, 
as one would expect to do ; but always an 
island, be it no biggar than what the
Trajan woman «ouM «awap-iritli tixr*" iskirfcs
of her ulster. From every fissure in the 
rocks there seems to grow a bush or tree, 
though soil for its roots looks about as 
scarce as if you planted a young maple in 
Nicholson pavement. Small oaks and 
feathering hemlocks mingle their colours 
with the brighter green of the cedar, 
and the glint of the white barked 
birch trees is as a streak of silver in the 
setting of the picture. Ferns and lichens 
bedeck nearly every nook and comer, but 
now and then through the tangled verdure 
a great round rock bares its bosom to the 
wash of the wave in the steamer’s wake. 
There is a vista between two bush-clad 
islands that even a Chatsworth Duke— 
small as it is—would fail to produce, 
though a Paxton were to lavish thousands 
on the work. Moreover, the eddying 
sinuosities of the stream clear as crystal, 
and its vast depth faultlessly reflecting the 
azure of the heavens, are inimitable factors 
in the general effect : though there is at 
times perhaps just a lurking sense of arti­
ficiality which must come from the perfect 
grouping of the clusters and that tidiness 
of outline which is bom of the wash 
of centuries. Here and there great amor­
phous fragments of rock obtrude their 
uncouthness, but the majority are oval or 
orbicular masses, interspersed with natural 
cairns, to which the Brimham Rocks of 
Yorkshire and the rocking stones at Knares- 
borough and Drewsteignton are child's

of the rudder-chains and the force of stream, just as the first man mustha°' &

breeds contempt, and^first men^^10t> 

gotten « tentative experiment iusensib,; 
glides into habitual use. The sud il 
transition from the still bosom of the riv. 
to the noisy splash of the obrtrep^u, 
breakers is an experience one might moral 
ize on; and-the heavy buffets which «oml 
of them administer to the steamer s quiver 
ing hull are remindful of a storm when 
bigger and deeper hulls are struck 
shaken by the billows, of the Atlantic 
I should much like to stand on the bank 
and watch the steamer as she shoots some 
of the curving rapids near the village of 
COteau du Lac ; for I fancy the sight must 
be far grander than it is from tne deck of 
the steamer. Lake St. Louis is the last of 
the river lakes west of Montreal, and on 
entering it there is visible the swelling high 
outline of the mountain, beneath which lies 
the commercial capital of the Dominion 
The romantic embourchure of the Ottawa is 
passed, and the village of Caughnawa» 
puts in its claim to consideration, as the 
last link between the red man’s legendary 
past and that teeming business present, in 
which ths crowd of passengers on board 
will, in less than an hour, be only insignia, 
cant units. And by a curious coincidence 
as we pass the village, I have nearly com- 
pleted the perusal of Lord Desart’s 
“ Children of Nature, a Story of Modern 
London.” The hero is quartered in Can­
ada. His regiment is at Montbec, and he 
finds his bride at the Indian village of 
Cocknewelago. The chief was dying when 
he got there, and was a white man, in fact 
a gentleman from Boston, whose beautiful 
daughter is left in the young Englishman's 
charge. Of course he marries her, the 
ceremony being performed at St. Albans, 
Maine (sic), and he brings her home to 
London, where she is at once the victim of 
a social scandal, and he and she die under 
circumstances of the most distressing char, 
actor. That is the story, and, my lord, though 
you may purchase the favour of all the 
critics, snd you have been tolerably 8ac. 
cesiful in that line, I, in my extreme 
nothingness to them and to you, will pre. 
sume to say that your story con- 
tains as monstrous a libel on Eng. 
lish homes as your few references 
to Canada are impossible anachronisms 
Think yon because to-day there is a 
divorce court and its proceedings are—per- 
haps unfortunately—available to the daily 
press, that the deeds which lead there are 
new and unknown to yonr predecessors m 
high life ! Because the weekly society 
papers nowadays indite unwholesome and 
impertinent scandals, were not such things 
long before the World and Truth existed 
the talk of the clubs ? English homes are 
as sacred as ever, except against the publi­
cation of the misdeeds of their black 
sheep, and of that class, in proportion to 
the magnitude of society, the numbers are 
less than in the days of the Regency. Or 
his Lordship may turn to the letters writ- 
ten by Lady Montagu, 150 years ago, from 
Cavendish Square to her sister, Lady liar. 
I will append an extract, transferred to my 
note-book a year or two

It is said that the Sultan ha» pledged 
ISO,OM rifiee which./ have; been o

hit jewelt for 
ordered from

lor wora—nut witno 
lodgement—from poor 
1868 prize essay on Cana 
killed in his lifetime.

Fulton, who sucked the brains of 
in his turn, had his own crude notion of a 
Hudson river steamboat developed, till 
to-day palaces connect Albany and New 
York, and the Richelieu and Ontario Navi­
gation Company’s most comfortable and 
well-equipped steamers make one sorry for 
the discomforts of those unlucky enough to 
have lived in what foolish people caff the 
good old times. My next-seat neighbour

_on the deck has a Chisholm's Panoramic
ta Guide to the St. Lawrence, and is com­

plaining of the meagre two pages devoted 
to the islands. I glance at the 
short passages he refers to, and 
observe that they are taken word 
for word—but without any acknow- 

■P Sheridan Hogan's 
Canada. Robbed and 

lifetime, he has bnt been 
robbed again. Mr. Hogan’s description of 
the Thousand Islands and Rapids was, I 
am satisfied, original, and in the opinion of 
the distinguished and scholarly Governor- 
General who awarded him the prize over 
Mr. Alexander Morris and Dr. Tache, it 
was, I know, a masterly piece of descriptive 
writing. I cannot now put my hand on a 
copy of hit essay ; but I will vouch for the 
piracy as surely as he met his death in an 
upper link of that chain of Canadian waters 
to vividly described in his tittle work. My 
own mind in passing through the Thousand 
Islands always recure to what was a first 
impression.

Twenty years ago I wished, and I wish 
it twenty times more now, that An Act of 
Parliament could be passed, compelling any 
man or woman desirons of constructing 
what profane suburban heretics call a rook­
ery, to come down here and take a lesson 
before daring to imitate Nature with their 
most impossible conceits. I call them 
heretics, for they are no true worshippers 
at Nature’s shrine, or they would recoil in 
horror at the false images they set up. As 
is the sign of a village pot-house to the

play. And eo on to the ancient town of 
Brockville, along whose easternIrockville, along whose 
frontage runs a succession of 

i with a

water- 
villas,

each with a staircase down the steep face 
of the river bank, serving to connect the 
garden and the boathouse. The neatest 
and trimmest half-mile on the St. Lawrence 
is this co-operative terrace ; and enough 
has been left to Nature for the owners to 
escape all charge of tea-garden architec­
ture. At Prescott the thought occurs that 
Mr. Duncan Macdonald’s road direct for 
Montreal must mightily lessen the crowd 
that once on a time kicked its im­
patient heels at the Junction, beguil­
ing time with a bottle of M. Beauport’s 
excellent claret. At Cornwall one sees 
rows of factory windows which 
may not be so uncommon an object in the 
view, when the champions of the National 
Policy hold the reins of Government And 
lo ! there is the Red man and his frowzy 
squaw from St Regis, the first point on 
the'south shore in Lower Canada. Theirs 
was the Western world ! What are they 
to-day ? Columbus told Queen Isabella 
that ‘ * they loved their neighbours as them­
selves, and that their customs were very 
becoming, though they omitted to cover 
their olive-covered bodies with clothes !” 
Fenimore Cooper gave us other and more 
stirring ideas of them. Their present con­
dition is a lasting disgrace to the humanity 
and intelligence of the civilizers who have 
displaced them. Passing Glengarry we 
take leave of Upper Canada, and are in the 
waters whereof “ the free navigation ” was 
for so many years a principal ambition in 
the mind of American statesmen. And 
now that by the treaty of Washington they 
have it, the practical difference between 
nunc and tunc is invisible to the human
ey«-

But of the rapids, am I to say more than 
that the river, swollen by the heavy rains 
to a height far above its summer average, 
gave us the opportunity of running them 
with every porêible advantage ? The Long 
Sault, the Coteau, the Cedars, Cascades, 
and Lachine, not to mention a half-dozen 
smaller ones, were navigated with 
safety and at a speed that required 
avance to more than one timorous passen- 
ger that boats were descending all day and 
every day with chronic impunity. There 
is a wild charm in achieving the improb­
able, and the nerve of the man who took 
the first big steamer down must have been 
unquestionable, for in many places where the 
torrent is swiftest, and the whole reservoir 
of the great lakes is discharged through a 
narrow gorge whose steep incline is plainly 
visible, the steamer’s bow is pointed for 
the rocks, to he swung off by a timely nee

year or two ago, when 1 
chanced to write an article on the subject 
of the alleged degeneracy of society for an 
English paper :—

“ At Sir Robert Walpole's there is a Bill being 
prepared (or next session to have not taken out oi 
the commandments and clapped into the creed. 
Honour, virtue, reputation, Ac., which we used to 
hear of in our nursery, are as much laid aside and 
forgotten aa crumpled ribbons. To speak plainly,
I am sorry for the forlorn condition of matrimony, 
which is as much ridiculed by our young ladies as "it 
used to be by our young fellows ; in short, both 
sexes having found the inconveniences of it, the ap­
pellation of rake is now as genteel in a woman as in 
a man of quality.”

Lady Montagu proceeds to say she will 
give instances and particulars if her corres­
pondent cares to have them. Lord Desart's 
book is quite improper enough to insure 
its being read, but the things he would 
have ns believe are of everyday occur­
rence are only spots in the »nn of English 
life, and are not of to-day or yesterday. 
The fall which was commenced in Paradise 
will only end with the life of the planet 
There are some irreconcilable Christians 
who could make for themselves a 
Mahommedan heaven on earth, there 
always have been such, but I don't • 
believe it is in their power to 
to prostitute the honour of English woman 
we a claaa ; 'white We to Canada may be al­
lowed the privilege to repudiate Lord De­
sart’s endeavour to saddle this Dominion, 
with the rearing of one so readily betrayed 
to her destruction as the beautiful Mrs. 
Chillingham. Our girls are not of that 
sort, and I chucked his Lordship’s prurient 
trash into the St. Lawrence as we steamed 
through the centre arch of the Victoria 
bridge, glad we had the means to wash at 
least one copy of its unhallowed impuri­
ties.

I never remember seeing so many big 
ships lying at the Montreal wharves, there 
being two four-masted sailing ships belong­
ing to the Allans, besides their usual com­
plement of ocean steamers, loading for Liv­
erpool and Glasgow. And we are soon 
rolling through the streets to the magnifi­
cent Windsor Hotel. A truly gigantic en­
terprise, and to judge by appearances, 
flourishing under the regime of Mr. South- 
gate. American city peculiarities have 
been summed up in street cars, trade-signs, 
revolvers, big hotels, fire brigades, caucuses 
and mixed drinks. All of these 
are on hand in Montreal ; but 
there is a substantial solidity 
about the place and its people unequalled 
in any city of 150,000 inhabitants on this 
side of the Atlantic. Immense sums of 
moaey have been expended ; but there il 
much to shew for them, both in and about 
the city. It furnishes s prolific theme for 
correspondence ; and the two great subjects 
now monopolizing general attention are 
protection and the route of the line to 
which, before the assumption of the new 
railway system by the Quebec Govern­
ment, this municipality voted a million 
dollars subsidy, but have stopped after 
paying about a third. It is a city of trade, 
and the traders are bent on teaching the 
opponents of a National Policy a lesson at 
tne coming election. But I am writing 
gossip for the general reader and his wife, 
and men do not feed canary birds with 
syllogisms.

The Toronto party are here with the 
champion sculler, and with the booty they 
have brought away with them after their 
protracted siege of St. John. Hanlan is 
the object of some great demonstration 
to-night at the Skating Rink, of which, 
no doubt, you will have a full account by 
telegraph.y QUARTZ.

The Peeple’s Favsmrltr.
The people’s favourite medicine for diar­

rhoea, dysentery, cholera, cholera morbus, 
and all summer complaints, is Dr. Fowlers 
Extract of Wild Strawberry. It is pleasant 
to take, and never fails to cure. Although 
its action on the bowels is quick and effect­
ive, no bad results follow. For salejby all 
dealers.

Consumption Cared.
An old physician, retired from practice, 

having had placed in his hands, by an East 
India missionary, the formula of a simple 
vegetable remedy, for the speedy and per­
manent cure for consumption, bronchitis, 
catarrh, asthma, and all throat and lung 
affections, also a positive and radical cure 
for nervous debility and all nervous com­
plaints, after having tested its wonderful 
curative powers in thousands of cases, hss 
felt it his duty to make it known to bit 
suffering fellows. Actuated by this motive, 
and » desire to relieve human suffering, 1 
will send, free of charge, to all who desu* 
it, this recipe, with full directions for pre- 
wing and using, in German, French, 
English. Sent by mail by addressing, with 
stamp, naming this paper, W. W. Sberati
1491 flock, ochester, N.Y.
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The attention of all County Board* 
Public School Inspectors, and Principals ^ot 
Model School», it directed to the fact tb« 
the first session of the County Model 
Schools will open on the thirty-first day c* 
August and close on the twentieth of Oc­
tober, and the second session will open ® 
the 28th of October and close on the 21* 
of December.

**" PREVENTION OF BOTS.
This is the season when the bot fii 

fils the main object of her existenl 
innumerable eggs on the surface of I 
animals in which her offspring may I 
the inclement months of wirter. I 
therefore, is the time to anticipate I 
prevent the ravages of the young of I 
insects. To the horse, especially,! 
larva of the(Estriis is highly injurious! 
in the case of animals that have beeil 
posed in the fields in summer, the! 
effects are seen for the entire year-f 
poor condition which cannot be corraj 
by the greatest care, in a soft flabbinej 
the muscles, in an indisposition to exert 
in perspiration and fatigue under si 
efforts, in swelling of the legs when s3 
ing still, in occasional irregularities o! 
bowels—diarrhoea, alternating with | 
gtipation—in occasional colics, and evl 
violent and fatal indigestions or inflaq 
tions. In other cases, a chronic cq 
persisting through the entire winter, j 
disappearing at the soonest on the ra 
of hot weather, betrays the presence of 
bots attached to the membrane lining! 
throat in place of that covering the stoif 
and intestines.

No less than six different species 
flies are known to hibernate in their 
form in the digestive organs of the! 
All, however, pass through the same i 
formations, and the same precautiod 
necessary for all alike. The flies are i 
from midsummer through the he 
autumn, when the female is remark! 
vigorous in attacking horses, and dejj 
ing her eggs on the long hairs by me 
a protractile conical extension of the 1 
part of her body (ovipositor.) The 
are prolonged into a round button! 
mass at one end, by which they are J 
to the surface of the hair, while the T 
end is furnished with a minute lid, w 
opens in a day or two, to allow the ed 
the tembryo. This latter is usually! 
tracted by the tongue of the horse in f 
ing to rid himself of the accumulating I 
By a special instinct, the fly deposits! 
eggs mainly on such parts of the 
(shoulders, breast, fore legs), as cai 
easily reached by the tongue. Thd 
ception shown in the eggs deposited r 
the jaws, is but an example of an 
adaptation, fot .here the embryos fall ini 
manger, or at grass among the food 
horses, and are swallowed with the rd 
aliment. They leave the digestive cai 
the horse in the warm summer mol 
from May onward, and pass from thiif 
forty days in the form of nympha 
emerging as the perfect fly.

Prevention.—To prevent the at 
the fly, it is not sufficient that the 
should be secluded in the stable durin 
warm months, as the insect will foliovi 
in his retirement, though not so numej 
ly as in the open air. A good deal mi 
accomplished by clipping off the long 
from beneath the jaws, from the i 
breast, shoulders, chest, and fore I‘ 
It is to these long and isolated hair: 
the fly prefers to fasten her eggs, ai 
their absence she will tD a large ei 
confine her attention to other hoi 
Again imuch may be done by oiling! 
hairs of the lower jaw, neck, brf 
shoulders and fore limbs. This pre| 
the adhesion of the eggs, and thus h 
obviates the danger. If to the oil is : 
some agent which is obnoxious to tihd 
its value will be increased". A drach 
camphor, carbolic acid, oil of tu 
or assafœtida, mixed with a quart of 
oil, will serve this purpose. F: 
wherever eggs have been attached i 
hairs, it is well to sponge these with 1 
when the horse is returned to the s 
This may fail to remove the egg-sheti 
will usually extract the live embryo, 1 
the empty shells that remain are perfj 
harmless. It is, however, advisabli 
remove even the shells, if possible, as | 
are then better able to judge when a 
mass of eggs has been deposited, and 
sponging will be demanded anew.

t

BLIND STAGGERS AND POISO*
GRASSES.

Certain seasons have their sp 
maladies, and particular articles of] 
determine definite disorders with as r 
certainty almost as will the germs of i 
tagious disease. The connection bet! 
green apples and Cholera infantum, I 
between unripe gooseberries and nj 
rash, is widely enough known ; but tl 
less intimate connection between! 
partially ripened seeds of certain ^ 
the one hand, and dangerous 
derangements on the other, is comp 
ly unknown. Yet how often doi 
happen that a whole stud of horses, a I 
of cattle, or a flock of sheep, are atfc 
with dulness, drowsiness, or frenzy, ‘ 
a sudden and uniform manner thai 
ticions of malicious poisoning are aroj 
"n localities where the disorder is 

prevalent, and consequently better 
stood, it is known under the nan 
stomach staggers, grass staggers, and I 
staggers.

BYE GRASS.
At the *head of the poisonous 

the different species of rye-grass (I 
deserve to be placed. One, indeed,! 
LoUum temulentum (intoxicating rye-J 
or darnel), has had its poisonous qu 
recognized from time immemorial, as s| 
by the writings of Theophrastus, 
Ovid, etc. ; and it appears to have 
utilized in the middle ages by mixij 
with barley in the manufacture of 1 
as to render that beverage more intoi 
ing. Growing among wheat, barley, f 
and rye, it is sometimes so abundant J 
prove hurtful to persons eating the 
prepared from these grains. In such! 
it causes pains in the head, giddj 
dazzling of the eyes, or partial blm 
ringing in the ears, colicy pains, 
vomiting, sometimes diarrhœa, 
movements of the muscles, unstj 
vacillating gait, and an irresistible 
ness and sleep. These symptoms 
after a meal, and last for several . 
An animals the effect is nearly the 
A dog, after taking two ounces of c. 
flour, was attacked within an hour! 
dulness, langour, general trembling, I 
vulsive jerking of the muscles, esp 
those of the limbs, head, and neck, 
mgi and vomiting. The tremblind 
Weakness incapacitate the animal fon 
*ng or drinking, and, if made to 
■taggers, falls, and rises again with J 
eultv. Large doses prove fatal ; 
smaller ones, recovery ensues : thou_ 
voluntary trembling may last for sel 
eight days after the agent has bel 
nunistsred.

In horses analogous symptoms are I 
Jmced. A mare took the poisonous J 
“^°ted from six pounds oî the seed,] 
showed signs of illness in three-qus 
fk v>ur* After copious discharges I 
the bowels and, bladder, there were i 

tremblings, a swinging baci 
ai^d forward, without moving ths t 
Wrnch were propped outward in 
^©ctions to give a better support, 1 
P^on of tiie face was anxiot 
tightened, pupils dilated, respii 

***<1 sighing, and the heart’s 
violent and loud. Soon the mare 
^overed with difficulty, again fell, : 

down, with convulsions mi 
head and limbs, and fou 

«ter death took place. The res. 
^en hi the dead body, were violet j 

1 congestion in the stomach and 
engorgement of the vein! 

from the bowels, of the liver, j 
he right heart, with dark blood, < 
on °* the brain and spinal 

*cme softening of the latter The i 
*”dt8 ensued upon a dose of four j 
^e seeds, while a dose of a ;

Zvft , caused only temporary il 
£bjch trembling, drowsiness, ™ 

dilated pupils were the mod


