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that Father Biard was a natural born Spaniard
and an evil-disposed man, Turncl preferred to
beliovo that tho Jesuit was e liar, rather than
that his accusers wero guilty of fhlsehood.

The second day after thedeparturo of tho fleet,
8o great . stormn aroso that it gcattered the threo
vessels in such a manner that they failed to join
company again, and all steered in different
directions. No nows was heard of the barque,
and it wus belicved sho went to tho bottom with
tho six Englishmen who sailed her. But tho
ship in which Argal commanded was furtanate
enough to arrive In port in Virginia, in the spu. ¢
of about three wecks. The Marshal of Virgina
heard very willingly from Captain Argal all
that had teanspired, and was anxiously awaiting
the arrival of Father Biard, whoso voyages ho
could goon have ghortened by means of a rope.

Tho two Jesuits and a boy were on board the
captive ship, which had been given in command
to Licutenant, now Captain Turnel. This vessel
separated from that of Argal by tho tempest, was
80 incessantly bufittted about by the storm for
eixteen days, that the captain, lesing all hope of
being ablo to reach Virginia, called all his
peopio and consvlted with them as to what was
best to bo dono in order to save their lives; for
there was no appearance of being able to battle
with the winds any longer, to savo themselves
from being driven away from Virginia, becauso
they had on board some horses taken from Port
Royal, and these were wastingtho water, somuch
bad they drank. Tho hurricanes destroyed so
wany of the sails and so much of tho rigging
that thero remained no stores with which to
repair the dawage. Tho provisions also were
very 7w, with tho excoption of codfish, of which
thero w2 coough. As for bread, the supply for
tho space of three months had only been two
ounces per head each day, very rarely three, and
thero remained of it au ecxceediegly small
quantity. The result of this consultation was
that the seamen were of opivion it was necessary
to hold out some days longer for the sako of
sustaining their credit. Fair weather came tho
next day, and favourca them so much that they
did not consider themselves to be more than five
and twenty leagues from tho port in Virginia.
But to confess tho full truth tho Jesuits did not
pray for this fair wind, for they well koew whero
it was leading them.

Thero arose, however, a furious South-west
wind, which drove right in the face of the Eng-
lish, and forced them to furl all the sails, and to
think of their conscicnce. The captain seeing
Liow things stood, gave up the designof reaching
Virginia, and concluded that it wag necessary to
make for tho Azores, seven hundred leagues
from where be was, in order to provide for their
wants at these islands, and await good weather.
Ho turned the ship’s head to procced to the
Azores, and soon afterwards they killed the
borses, which had not only consumed but spoiled
the water in such o manner that it hecame stink-
ing. Yeteven in this stute it was given in very
small measure, But the horse-flesh was found
by the Jesuits to taste very well.

Now, during these terrible tempests, Captain
Turpel called Fatber Biard, and had a conver-
sation with bim, The captainspoke good French,
and many other languages, besides Latin and
Greek, which he understood thoroughly. ile
was s man of great intelligence, and one who
hadstudicd o great deal (page 67.) Thecaptain,
addressing Father Biard, said, “ God is exasperated
against us. 1sceit well; ho isangry with us,
but not with you; against us, because wo went
to mako war upon you without having first de-
clared it, which is contrary tothe law of nations.
But I protest that it has been against my opinion
aad against my will, I did not know what to
do; I had to slay, for I was s servant. Godis
not angry witi you, but on your account, becauso
all the suffering was yours” Tho captain went
on to observo: ¢ But, Father Biard, why do your
French companions of Port Royal thus accuso
you?” The Jesuit responded: ¢ But, sir, haveyou
everheard mo speak evil of them ¥ & No, indeed,
replied the other, “but I have remarked that when
others were speaking evil of them, both before
Captain Argal and myself, you always defended
them.” ¢ Sir, responded Father Biard, take an are
gument from that, and judge who has God ard

truth on his side; whether tho slanderers or the
charitablo” I understand it woll,? gaid the cap-
tain; “but, Father Biard, bas charity not made
you lio when you told mo that wo should find
nothing but poverty atPort Royal 2" The Father
angwered : # Pardon rue, sir, 1pray you to remem-
ber that I only said to you whon I was there, I
hiad scen and found nothing but poverty.” “ That
might bo all very well,"observed the captain, ¢ if,
you were not & Spaniard, a3 they say you are,
for being such, the good you so much desired for
tho French was not for the love yon hore them,
but beeauso you hated the English”  To this
statement Father Biard made & long and foreible
reply ; but ho could never make Turnel yield his
opiuvion, for tho latter said it was not to be
helioved that five or six Frenchmen, in aflic~
tion, should have desired to sign n false acensa-
tion against a priest, theic £ Uow citizen, having
no other profit by it than to get him hanged, and
by this means gratify their accursed passion,

TO MARY.

By Toe Hox. Mg, Frrzoanpixe.

Adieu, adieu, for wo must part, alas! my dearest
Mary ;

But love, like time, you kuow has wings, and love,
liko time, must vary;

And I who lately glided on in pleasure’s faery car-
riage,

Am rous’d as by a thunderbolt—by that bobgoblin
marrisgo,

No moro we'll linger, sido by side, along the moon-

1it river, .
No moro I'l clasp you to my breast, O neser more, O
nover !

Tho ship awaits, I sail at {wo, with manya bursy
ing sigh

Wild anguoish burniug in my heart, tho salt tearin
WY eye.

Aarry! thething isso absurd ; just think that to tho
fall

1 can traco back my ancestors, whilo you have none
atall;

And bright tho' bo your hazel eyes, your sweet smile
80 bowitching,

Yet wo, wo camo from Normandy, while you come
from thio kitchen,

My mother, a3 I told you, wasa patronessof Almac’s,

And yours—sho might perhaps bo leld tho fon amoug
tho Ialmucs,

Ard how would horror freeze each hair in Lady
Saral’s wig,

When first wo introdaced to lier your fat aunt, Mrs.
Figge.

Then, there's your father—wbat 8 bore ! Iswear to
you I rather,

Would cut my moustacho or my throat than listen to
your father;

As hour to hour ho proses on, and spends tho weary
Dight

In talking ofsuch things a3 no'er aro named to cars
polito.

Then too your dowdy sister Jane—how she docs,
# young love, * squalll

She'd bo among tho Hottentots tho Venus of tho
Kraal,

Still theso perhaps might all bo borno, aunt, sister,
{ather, mother,

But what oncsarth were wo to do with that Yaloo,
yourbrother ?

Qunee more adicu ! i far off lands, and whereso’er 1
roam,

My thoughts shall wing their flight to you, like birds
that seek their home,

Ang fond prayers I will breatho for you, Leloved,
tho' unscen,

When I'm a wand~rer forlorn, and you are Mrs,
Green.

Ah! why should crucl fortune frown on sucha love
as ours,

Why should wo ever find that thorns are lurking mid
fife's flowers 1

Yet think of him whom fate and you, are ruthlcssly
discarding,

Your Harry Cecll Percy Nevil Flummery Fitzbarding.

Kontreal, Oct. 1865,

A GALLERY OF GREAT MEN.
\; HNEN we are cdified, instructed, or even
pleased by any man's work, most of ug fecl
a desire to bo acquainted with him. It is not
merp vulgar curivsity, but having heard so much
of his chivalry aud goulness, it i3 ouly natural
that we shoulld wish to behold the man himsclf;
to sce in what hie duffers from our own precon-
ceived idea of lutn, aud how fir his external foa.
tuses seem tu eapress the qualities of g nature
Isuppeso there ure few cducated Eaglistunen whao
would not give n great deal to have beheld the
face of William Shakspenre. {tis, af course, only the
Living w10 can alluid us tus sort of gratification
to the full; but yet, if a picture can be relied upon
a8 genuine ; as having been the veritable likeness
of tho man who wag once so great, or good, or
famous—it haviug been acceptedas suchin hisown
lifetime——surely there is a geeat, although, doubt-
less, an inferior interest in the contemplation of
it. Formerly, this pleasure could be enjoyed by
only & very few ; mostly rich and noble persons,
who chanced to possess such nuthientic portraits,
and their friends. For instance, in the case of
Shakspeare, it wus known that a certain picture
had been taken in bis own lifetime, by one of two
persons, both hig private friends; aud it was cer-
tainly considered to bo o likencss, sinco it was
left by one of them in his will, as a valuable
legacy, to Sir William Davenant. After his
death, it was bought by Betterton the actor, upon
whoso decease, oune Mr, Iveck, of the Temple, pur-
chased it for forty gunineas, from whom it was in-
berited by Mr. Nicolls of Southgate, whose only
dauglhter maried the Duke of Chandos.

All thig, and more, is written on a paper at the
back of the cauvas—now called tho Chandos
Picture—~and the arms of the Duke of Bucking-
bam are affised.  Its history is probably more
certain than the genealogy of any living man;
and its authenticity was acknowledged at all
stages. Sir Godfrey Knclier copied it as a present
for Dryden, who acknowledged tho gift in the
following lincs:

Shakspeare, thy gift I place before my sight;
With awo 1 ask his blessing ero I writo;
With reverence look on his majestic face,
Proud to be less, but of bis godlike race.

Even the incredulous Iorace Walpole allowed
its claims; and it has been engraved no less than
four times within the last century and a haif, But
until recently, this picturc was at Stowe, and out
of general reach,  Such was more or less the
case with the likenesses of all our celcbrated men,
unti' the National-Portrait gallery was es-
tablished, where apy of us may now see this very
Chandos Picture—the copy of which drew the
above apostruphe from Dryden—as well as nearly
two hundred other portraits of more or less
famous Englishmen—kings, statesmen, poets,
warriors, divines, and painters—but all to be
relied upon as veritable pictures of the persons
they profess to represent.

They are not all, by any means, first-rate spe-
cimens of art, but the majority give one, very
strongly, that notion of being like,” which e
now and then receive from a portrait, althoug h
we have never set eyes on the features which 't
represents.  Nor is this to be wondered at; for
most men of mark exhibit some evidenco of their
ability in theic faces, and tho faces that are thus
distinguished—or in other words, are % character-
istic—are, it i3 wel known, most easily and
faithfully conveyed to canvas, The picture of
Woodfull, fur example, the nrst parliamentary
reporter, which fronts you as you ascend the
staies, has o certain habitual nir of listening,
which no allegorical painter, wishing to cmbody
that action, no mytholugical delineator of a sup-
posed Echo, could ever compass. Again, closoe
beside General Picton’s dauntless face, severe
almost to cruclty, hangs the complacent unctu-
ous countenance of Willium Huntingdon, S.8,, tho
meaning of which initials be thus himself cx-
plaios: ¢ As I cannot get ot D.D., for want of
cash, neither can I get at M. A. for want of learn-
nipg, therefore I am compelled to fly for refuge
to S8, by which I mean Sinner Saved.” This
was thoe famous river-purter, whose theological
works cxtended over twenty volumnes, aud whose
epitaph, composed by bimself; vurs as follows:



