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© who were ever ready to help me in all times ofi 

need. And then my female guise, which 1 
sometimes put on, helped me not a little, for 
I have made escapes from the officers which 
were deemed nothing less than miraculous.

« At length Napoleon fell, and Louis came 
to the throne of France, and again I went to 
Paris, and in my true guise 1 saw the king. 
He gave me hopes. Time passed on, and 
again and again I saw the king. At last he 
promised ne that he would made inquiries into 
the matter at once. He sent to Arudi, where 
I told him I was married, and his messenger 
found the record. Then he wanted to see my 
husband’s private papers, .to find how much 
property he left. I told him 1 could obtain 
them, and he sent two officers with me. I got

N weo-*-1rteonts0no-nask55-5-*i22. aaksi 
necessary for educational purposes. Educa- 
tion is not now what it was quarter of a 
century since. Although the men of this 
age cannot be expected to now that which 
was unknown when they were school 
boys, yet it will be required of their sons 
when they become mon, that they hould 
upon terms of equality with the smen of 
others’ nations so far as regards the amount 
of general information they possess. They 
will require to know the geology of their 
native country, and this knowledge they 

cannot acquire unless it be first perfectly 
ascertained. We would not hesuate one 
moment on this ground to refer the whole 
question of the Act for the Geological 
Survey of Canada to the opinion of the 
educationists of England, France, or any other enlightened nation. sied

7th. The money required is a mere 
bagatelle to Canada. What is £10,000 a 
year to this rich province, and we under- 
stand that Sir W. E. Logan only asks 
£6,000 1 We would recommend that a 
larger grant be made, and further that it 
should be made permanent ; not merely 
for four or five years, but to continue until 
the work is completed.

8th. I he opportunity of having the 
survey accomplished under the direction

Montmorillon. And then turning to where 
sat the marquis and Henry, he continue
‘Now, Henry, you shall know some ng of 

which you have so often asked. sten: 
Years ago there lived here a bold knig and 
true named John de Vaux. He bu this 
noble chateau, and he adorned these I ands. 
His first wife died and left him childless d he

is yet difficult or impossible to estimate the vegetable out of which it cannot be made, not 
a ripe fruit in our orchards which does not 
y eld it in large proportions, and it is the main I 
constituent of that "milk" which is provided I 
for the young of animals and men all over the 
world. Perhaps the child has never lived 
which did not love sweet things beyond all 
others ; it is an instinct, a passion, not less 
universal, than the love of water. A veryi 
little child can be hired to do for a bit of sugar I 
what nothing else would. The reason of this 
is, that without sugar, no child could live, it 
would freeze to death ; it is the sugar in its i 
food which keeps it warm, and warmth is the : 
first necessity for a child. €

But to use this information intelligently and 
profitably, it must be remembered that sugar 
is an artificial product, is a concentration, and 
that, if used in much larger - populations than 
would be found in our ordinary food, as pro, 
vided by the beneficent FATHER of us all, we 
will suffer injury. We should never forget 
that the immoderate use of anything is destruc- 
tive to human health and life, if persevered 
in. The best general rules to observed are 
two:

First, Use concentrated “sweets at meal 
times only.

Second, Use them ocasionally, and in mode- 
ration.—Hall’s Journal of Health, • 1

"I hope she is safe now,” murmured the 
youth.

“She is,” returned the marquis, for Mont- 
morillon told me so. But I suppose she would 
not be here to see the face, and hear the 
curses of her vile enemy. * Be joyful, now, 
iny boy.”

« Joyful?" uttered Henry, starting up. 
“ 0, I am all, all joy. But I am yet anxious, 
too. You have not told me of Montmorillon,

extent of this new, and, a few months ago, 
unexpected contribution to the stock des- 
tined for the consumption of the west of 
Europe.

It is a moderate calculation that one half of 
the produce of last- year’s harvest is still in 
the hands of the farmers of this country. 
Last year was one of unusually great produc- 
tion; and it will hardly be an overestimate to 
place at 12,000,000 of bushels the amount of 
wheat available for exportation. Of this at 
least 6,000,000 must be still held back from

poeceierst €
THE GOO D OLD PLOUGH.

Let them sing who may of the battle fray. 
And the deeds that have long since passed. 

Let them chant in the praise of the tar whose 
days

Are spent on the ocean vast.
7 would render to those all the worship you 

please,
I would honor them even now;

But I’d give far more of my heart’s full store. 
To the cause of the good Old Plough.

married again—‘
‘He did not marry again!‘ yelled naud 

Moatfere.
‘Hark ye, sir,’ spoke one of the i licers, 

4 you are our prisoner, taken by the kin own 
order. Speak again like that, and wetil put 
this companion into your mouth !

He held up an iron gag as he spok the 
very sight of which was enough to mak one’s 
blood run cold, and Montfere cowered ck.

€He married again,’ resumed Montm lion. 
‘He was then forty, and he married th a 
girl only eighteen ; but he loved her, a Ishe. 
loved him. She loved him not becau he 
was a marquis, nor because he was riel --but 
because he was good, and kind, and brat and

Sir Philip ?"
« Because 1 know nothing of him. But 

hark ! here he comes."
At that moment the strange smuggler re- 

turned. He looked noble now, for he was 
dressed superbly. His habit was a Moorish 
costume, with a long robe of purple velvet 
heavily trimmed with gold, and secured about 
the waist by a silken sash of scarlet silk. He 
wore upon his head a cap of blue velvet, from dengit side of which bowed an ostrich 
plume. He advanced close to where our 
three friends sat, and looking upon Henry, he 
said :

<Now, Henry, my work in your behalf is 
almost done. Your mother will be here

market, on the venturesome speculation of 
obtaining higher prices than have hitherto 
ruled since last harvest ; prices so extraordin- 
ary in their amount as to mark an epoch in 
the history of the grain trade and which have 
already become a mere matter of history. At

them and sent them back by the officers, for I 
would not go myself, as I wished to remain _____ _____________________________.___

here to protect o be A lain- They. a dollar a bushel—the old model price, but

Let them hand the notes that in music float 
Through the bright and glittering hall.

While the amorous twin of the hair’s bright 
curl

Round the shoulders of beauty fall.
But dear to me is the song from the tree.

And the rich and bossoming bough:
Oh, these are sweets which the rustic greets 

As he follows the Good Old Plough.

only half of what was recently disdainfully re 
jected—this would yield £1,500,000. It isthey returned, bringing all the documents we 

could need, and also an order for Montfere’s 
arrest.
“I was on my way to your chateau. Sir 

Philip, to break the news there, when I saw 
Montfere running away with your fair child. 
I followed him at a distance, and lost not sight 
of him again. And now what more. I can 
only say that I have given up my share of the 
smuggling business some time since, and my 
old companions all think I am going to leave 
the kingdom. And so must all think. Be- 
sides us four not another soul must ever know 
that Marco Montmorillon has not left the 
country. Even Pierre Fretart must remain 
in ignorance. Promise me this ?"

They all promised.
« And now what can we do but commence 

life for myself and child anew ? You, Henry 
are now the Marquis de Vaux. I have the 
letters in my possession. You will pardon me 
for not confessing to you once before that I 
was your mother, but I would not do it until 1 
could place you where you belonged, and be- 
sides 1 wished not to be bothered in the work 
1 had then upon my hands. But it is all pas- 
sed now. And, my son, we will be happy— 
very happy !” And so they were.

now useless to say that at least $1,000,000 
has been lost to the farmers of this country by 
their refusing to accept the price that was 
within their reach, on the decline of the 
market the Banks took the alarm and stopped 
discounting. This double cause naturally op- 
erated to produce an unusual stringency in the 
money market : and outside rates are report- 
ed as having for some time been enormous. 
But fortunately this “dead lock” of the Banks 
which, somehow or other occurs periodically 
—annually at least—has not so far as we are 
aware, been attended with any of those com- 
ercial disasters which are naturally looked for 
in a monetary crisis. How far we may be 
from the end of this state of things may be a 
question. Certain it is that if the stoppage of 
discounts was a necessity to the Banks the re- 
turn to them will, in the course of things, be 
equally a necessity. Only while the "dead 
lock” lasts, people are apt to ask themselves 
whether these violent periodical shoc ks to the 
commercial system be the unavoidable result 
of natural causes or whether they be not due 
to a system more or less defective and vi- 
cious. And there are not wanting those who 
believe that a system which places the monet- 
ary institutions of the country in a state of 
perpetual antagonism to one another must, in 
the nature of things, tend to an undue contrac- 
tion of the currency ; an extreme just as nec- 
essary to be avoided as its opposite. These 
violent actions upon the currency are no doubt 
calculated to lead the public mind by degrees 
to a thorough investigation may be postponed; 
but it can hardly be altogether evaded.

The existing pressure has been prolonged 
by the lateness of the opening of navigation, 
which prevented produce from being shipped 
as early as in ordinary seasons. But with the 
heavy harvest and the light importations of 
last year— at least of articles for immediate 
consumption—there is a recuprative power in 
the commercial and monetary condition of the 
Province that must soon bring things into a 
more healthy tone. that portion of the pro- 
duce of last year which has been sold brought 
an extraordinary figure; and what yet re- 
mains unsold is still bringing a remunerative 
price.

The recent enormous decline in the price 
of wheat is a powerful admonition of the dan- 
ger and folly of depending too exclusively upon 
this single article. For the evils of that too 
general practice in Upper Canada, we certain- 
ly do not acknowledge any responsibility. 
We have again and again drawn public atten- 
tion to the practice, with a view to its dis- 
couragement. - The position of Lower Can- 
ada, at this moment as an Agricultural coun- 
try, is a living protest against it. In the 
year 1800, Lower Canada had 1,000,000 
bushels of wheat to export ; to-day she does 
not grow enough to feed her own population. 
It will be said in reply that the change is 

owing to circumstances over which man has no 
control; that a tiny insect, indestructible by 
any means yet discovered, has wrought all the 
mischief. But, behind that fact, there is the 
question whether the destructive insect was 
not born of the poverty of the soil. If this 
question must be answered in the affirmative, 
it is time that we, in Upper Canada, should 
ask ourselves, whither we are tending ? It is 
notorious that the recent high price of wheat 
has led to the neglect of almost everything 
else which a farm is capable of producing. 
Nearly every inch of ground has been broken 
up with the plough ; and thus grazing land 
has almost entirely disappeared. Hence the 
high price of hay, by which nobody is benefit- 
ted, because nobody has any considerable 
quantity to sell. From this also results scar- 
city of beef, and indeed the dearness of all 
kinds of meat, from which but few are in a 
position to profit, because but few have any 
considerable quantity to sell. A great fall in 
the article wihch the farmers generally have 
made their chief dependence, shows but too 
clearly how advantageous it would have been 
to branch out in other directions. Let us 
bope the lesson will not be without its due 
effect.

C.
noble. Her name was Isabel, and peop cal- 
led her handsome. He brought her wit him 
from the south of the kingdom. This 

wife bore him a son. He saw it once— held .of me. 
it to his father’s bosom a new moment -and

shortly, and then you will have no more need
But I shall never forget you-Full many there be that we daily see.

With a selfish and hollow pride.
Who the ploughman’s lot, in his humble cot. 

With a scornful look deride ;
But I’d rather take a hearty shake

From his hand than to wealth I’d bow. 
For the honest clasp of his haud’s rough grasp

Has stood by the Good Old Plough.

All honor by then to these good old men. 
When at last they are bowed with toil ;

Their warfare is o’er they battle no more. 
For they’ve conquered the stubborn soil.

‘And the chaplet each wears is his silver hairs 
And ne’er shall the victor’s brow

With a laurel crown to the grave go down 
Like the sons of the Goo d Old Plough.

BRING BACK MY FLOWERS. 
“Bring back my flowers !" said a rosy child. 

As she played by the streamlet’s side, 
and cast down wreaths of the flowerets wild. 

On the ever-hurrying tide :
But the stream flowed on, and her treasures 

bore
To the far-off sparkling sea.

To return to the place of their birth no more. 
Though she cried “Come back to me. 

Ye fairest gems of these forest bowers;
Oh stream! bright stream ! bring back my 

flowers??

never.”
then he went away with the Emperor apo- 
lean, for he was a general in the army He 
was among the few nobles who follows that 
great man. He came back only when was 
brought back to be buried, for he died of a 
wound recived in battle. Napoleon is at 
that time in Paris. Among all Sir Joh sre- 
latives he had only one that could claim ela- 
tionship, and that was a cousin, named / naud 
Montfere. He stands before you now. 
This cousin hastened off to Paris and sa the 
emperor, and by telling one truth and c • lie, 
he succeeded in having the widow of de aux 
and her child cast off, and the whole esta set- 
tied upon himself. He told that the Lac Isa- 
bel was the daughter of one of Napoleon’ most 
bitter enemies. This was true. Heal told 
that she was never married legally to It old 
marquis, but that she was only his mi ess, 
and this he professed to prove by the na- 
tures of some dozen men whom no one ere 
ever heard of. But the emperor .made sure 
that Isabel was the child of the old unt 
Hopart de Chomborant and cared for no ing 
more. De Chomborant had favored th re- 
public, but he hated an empire, and nce 
Napoleon’s anger, for the opposition of t old 
count was upon principle, and it rubbed a inst

‘You will not leave us !" cried the youth, 
starting to his feet. You shall not go away 
from me now. ‘ No, no, you will stop and 
find a home with me. it is you who have 
given me this noble home, and I shall be hap- 
pier if you remain to share it with me. Say 
that you will.”

" Not now, Henry," said Montmorillon, 
struggling with emotions which he vainly en- 
deavored to keep back. « You will need me 
no more. And beside, the notorious smuggler 
who has so long set the laws of England at 
defiance, would hardly be safe to settle down 
now." 2.-

" My friend," spoke the marquis, «let not 
that thought trouble you, for I will give you 
all my influence for protection. Stay with 
us.”

"O, you shall stay,” cried Henry, again. 
"We cannot lose you now. Stay with me 
and see how happy I will make you, and 
how both Isidore and myself will love you. 
Stay."

<Yes," urged the lovely girl, looking be- 
seechingly up. « Stay with us now. Your 
society is needed to fill up our happiness.”

The smuggler turned away and bowed his 
head, and his companions could see tears 
trickle down between his fingers and drop 
upon the floor. A

C I can resist you no longer,” he at length 
uttered. " But let me reflect for a moment.”

He turned away again as he spoke, and re- 
moved the silk sash from his waist. Then he 
bowed his head, and with a quick movement 
he let the velvet robe fall from his shoulders, 
and then having torn away the cap, he turned 
about, and faced his friends. That black, curl- 
ing hair how swept down over the shoulders, 
the beard was all gone, and in the place of the 
velvet robe appeared a close-fitting gown of 
dark satin, beneath the breast of which a full 
round bosom was swe Iling with wild emotion. 
What a transformation ! The absence of 
that close curled, dark beard, which had cov- 
ered the cheeks, the chin, and the lips, , made a 
new face, and one of still wondrous beauty. 
But those eyes—those strange, black orbs, 
were not changed, save that they were filled 
with tears.,

For some moments not a word was spoken. 
Astonishment sat too powerfully upon them. 
But at length Henry broke the spell. He 
moved towards the strange presence, and while 
he placed his head upon the heaving bosom, and 
wound his arms about that swelling neck, he 
murmured :

6 My mother ! O, my mother !”
« Yes, yes, my boy. The cloud is off now,” 

she sobbed, and she returned his embrace. 
<O, Henry—my boy—we shall be parted no 
more by the powers of earth. We will be 
happy now.”

But words could not express the frantic 
joy-crazed, startling emotions of that moment. 
There were too many elements of feeling for 
anything like calm words. That Isabel de 
Vaux stood now before them they knew—and 
they know, too, that she stood there in the 
place of Marco Montmorillon ; but that they 
could never see Montmorillon again, that his

of a first class geologist, and moreover a 
Canadian presents, itself. Such an op- 
portunity may never again occur. It 
should be recollected that the structure of 
the earth is a mighty problem extending 
over its whole surface, and which can 
only be solved by the conjoined efforts of 
all nations for the general benefit and 
intellectual advancement to the human

THE GEOLOGICAL SURVEY _Last ses- 
sion, a Committee of the House of As- 
sembly, of which we think the Honoura- 
ble Mr. Langton was chairman, reported 
strongly in favor of increasing the ap- 
propriation for the Geological Survey 
An act was brought in and for some rea-
son was not carried through, perhaps on 
account of the absence of Sir W. E, race. Those who do most in this great 

scientific undertaking will be entitled to 
the greatest honour. Shall Canada not 
contribute her share? Surely she will. 
It would be sheer madness, and lower our 

it standing in the eyes of foreign nations to

Logan at Paris, in the service of the
province at the exhibition. This session 
we understand, the same act, or one
Similar in principle, is to be introduced.
and we sincerely hope not only that
may pass, but also that its provisions may 
be such as to ensure the vigorous prosecu- 
tion of this very inportant public work.

pause and leave so useful and ennobling a 
work half done.—Citicen.

The prodigious extent of territory into 
which the officers of the survey were 
ushered at the commencement of their 

task, and the great diversity of the forma- 
tions to be examined appear, when we 
look at the map, sufficient to dismay the 
boldest hearts. But their reports shew 
that after years of toil, they have travel- 
led over much of the ground. Nearly all 
the country south of the St. Lawrence— 
the great valley of the Ottawa—the coun- 
try lying along the shores of Lake Ontario 
—the Western Peninsula of Canada, and 
the copper regions of Lakes Superior and 
Huron have been explored. That portion 
east of Montreal, on the south side of the 
St. Lawrence, on account of the many 
overturnings to which nature has been 
pleased to subject it, presented an entangl- 
ed mass of geological problems, the work- 
ing out of which could only have been 
effected by a master of the science. Vast 
sheets of rock, covering thousands of 
square miles of the surface, to the depth 
of several thousand feet, have been here 
rolled up, broken and thrust aside by the 
forcing up of mountains of granite, or 
covered by overflows of lava. The 
formations have been folded, thrown out 
of their position, and overturned in all 
manner of confusion, and yet, by years of 
labor, the disconnected parts have been 
all recognized, fitted together and reduced 
to order. It requires some practical know- 
ledge to comprehend fully the amazing 
difficulty of doing what has here been 
done by a perseverance for which few 
men are capable. Other difficulty such 
as the concealment of the formations by 
beds of drift or forests, were encountered 
everywhere in Western Canada. It is 
a matter of astonishment that so much 
could have been effected in the time and 
with the means at the disposal of the 
survey. We have not space to deal far- 
ther with these matters. The reasons 
why we think an act should pass for the 
permanent establishment of a geo- 
logical department, are the follow- 
ing:—

1st. The mineral resources of the coun- 
try can never become known until a 
complete survey of those resources is 
made.

2nd. The agriculture of the country can 
never become perfect until its geology is 
first perfectly ascertained. We fancy that 
no intelligent man, in this age, will say 
that we need ever to hope for scientific 
agriculture without the application of 
both chemistry and geology to that noble 
art.

3rd. The great metamorphic region ly- 
ing north of the St. Lawrence, and extend- 
ing from the mouth of the river to Lakes 
Huron and Superior, is yet in a great 
measure unexplored. It is here we may 
seek for our chief mineral wealth ; but to 
survey it fully will require many years 
labour as it is still covered by the forest.

THOU SHALT NOT STEAL!

Katy’s mother was sickly, but she was 
pious and brought up her children well. 
Katy was a good child, and loved her mo- 
ther, and did all she could to help her. 
Katy was a great hand at sweeping the 
house and putting things nice. When she 
was about eleven years old a man came to 
her father’s with some trunks full of rib- 
bons. He wished to sell them to the pro- 
ple of the town. He kept the room open 
for four or five hours every day. He got 
Katy to dust and sweep the room for him 
and told her he would pay her for it. He 
knew she was a good girl, and he gave 
her the key to go in alone. But one day 
after she swept the room and made all 
nice, she stopped a moment to look at the 
things. All at once the ribbons looked so 
pretty ; she thought she had never seen 
anything so fine before. One bolt of 
ribbon after another caught her eye. At 
last Satan put the thought into her mind 
to take some of them. She looked for a 
moment longer, and thought of these 
words, “Thou shalt not steal.” She was 
fall of fear, fled from the room, locked the 
door, went alone, and thanked God for not 
letting her steal. She also asked God to 
keep her in all time to come. She did 
not tell any one of this great trial till she 
was an old lady. But after that day she 
always got her mother to go with her 
into the ribbon room, when she went to 
fix it. If she had stolen, it would no 
doubt have been found out. People would 
always have called her a thief. They 
would not have thought of her age, nor 
the charms which ribbons have for a little 
child.

But what could she have done with 
them if she had taken them? She could. 
not have worn them, for that would have 
been to tell she was a thief. Nor could 
she have sold them, or given them away 
for the people would have asked. Where 
did you get them? She could not have 
hid them, for her mother no doubt often 
looked into her drawers. Thieves 
often steal what they have no use for 
1 have known them to steal old iron. They 
have more trouble hiding stolen 
things than they are worth. But the 
worst thing in stealing is that it is wicked 
God hates all theft. He never can love 
those who love the price of sin. Thieves 
and liars if they do not repent and come 
to God, must all perish. Hell is a dread- 
ful place. All the vile will be there. 
1 wish here to say a few things 
more.

1. It is not right to put a child in any 
place where it will be too much tried 
People may think a child better than it is. 
We are oil poor creatures, and easily fall 
into sin, he may still suffer a great deal in 
his mind.

2. Children should learn to pray. Who- 
more than a child, needs to cry daily “I • 
“Lead us not into temptation?” Every 
child should offer that prayer every day 
God alone can keep any one from doing, 
he worst things. Do you ask God to keep 

you. He alone is able to do it. 1

And the two estates were united after all 
for one bright day in early autumn, when the 
fruit was all ripe, and the golden gram was 
heavy in the wide fields, the bishop came to 
the Chateau de Vaux and performed a marri- 
age rite, and two fond and true hearts were 
made one for life. Henry and Isidore were to 
be separated no more on earth.

And what shall we tell more? Of, course 
Pierre Fretart left his nets and his boat, and 
came to live in the great chateau. He was a 
happy old man, and he was as good as he was 
happy. Isidore learned to love him, and so 
did the old marquis.

While winter was blowing her cold blasts 
over the earth, there came a messenger along 
the Ille road, and he stopped one night at the 
Chateau de Montigny ; and he told that Ar- 
naud Montfere was dead—that he committed 
suicide in the prison where he had been confin- 
ed; There was a few memories of sad thought 
called up by this intelligence, and some pity, 
too, moved the hearts of those whom he had

the tender points of the aspiring man. egi- 
timacy was made a working point, but th em- 
peror cared little for it. He only sou to 

by
"Bring back my flowers!” said a noble youth. 

As he mournfully stood alone,
A nd sadly thoug hit on the broken truth. 

Of a heart that was once his own—
Of a light that shone on bis life’s young day, 

As brilliant as man e’er knew —
Of a love that his reason had let astray. 

And to him was no longer true.

get the matter off his mind, which he d 
giving Montfere all he asked.

• From that time Isibel de Vaux was a 
less wander. Her own father had died, a 
estate had been given to one of the emp 
favorites—not that Napoleon meant to 
any one—but thousands of such things

ne- 
his 

or‘s 

ong 
ere 
pon 
the

forced upon him, and he shuffled them, offRe turn,” he cried, “life’s brightest bours, 1: ,.1 , , ,Oh stream of Time i bring back my flowers.” his ministers, and they were disposed of 
$ = 1 quickest wav. Arnand Montfere olnquickest way. Arnaud Montfere glor in 

the work of ruin he had done, and he tool os- 
session of the home he had so foully wr ged 
from the window and the orphan.
‘Isabel de Vaux carried her child to ti cot, 

of Pierre Fretart, and there the boy, at st, 
found a home. The mother left her ild 
there, and then she went to Paris, for the 
felt sure that if she could see the emperor and 

% 1 , , tell him her whole story,he would listen ther,Whe gave to thee. Death, such cruel powers? and make her some amends. She knew hat

“Bring back my flowers !" a mother sighed. 
O’er the grave where her infant slept. 

And where in her stubbornness and pride. 
She her tearful vigils kept;

“Oh, why does the cruel hand of death
wronged, but they could not 
mourn.
a People wondered some at what 

of Marco Montmorillon, but they

sorrow. nor

were told
Seek victims as far as she ?

Oh, why are the loved ones of others left. 
While mine is thus snatched from me? that he had amassed a fortune and left the 

country, and of course they believed it. Even 
old Pierre Fretart believed it But Isabel de 
Vaux only smiled sometimes when she heard 
the subject broached, and said she was glad the 
bold smuggler had gone.

And the warm bright summer time came 
again, and between the two chateaux our 
friends divide their time. And at both they 
enjoyed the perfect assurance of all that joy 
can give, or that virtue can secure.

THE END.

Oh grave—dark grave! bring back my flow- 
ers.”

“Bring back my flowers!" said a grey-haired 
man.

For the friends of his youth were fled;
And those he had loved aud cherished most.

Were slumbering with the dead:
But a faith in his God still cherished him on. 

Though the present was dark and drear.

his heart was not of iron. But Napoleo was 
gone to Germany, and she came back. She 
went again to Paris when summer came and 
again the emperor was gone—now t ards 
Prussia—and those whom he had left behi him 
to look out for civil affairs heard her p tion 
and turned to the record of the est ‘de 
Vaux,‘and they told her she was not the ble- 
man’s wife, and never was! Heart-sicl and 
weary she returned again to the humble fish- 
er’s cot, and told them to keep the b —to 
bring him up in virtue—and to be kind t him. 
Then she kissed the darling idol of her ul— 
she wept over him, and then she turned once 
more in the cold world, a wanderer, all done

For he knew that in Heaven he would meet 
again.

The friends upon earth so dear : .
“Come Death !" he cried, “for in Eden’s bow- 

ers.
Our God will restore our long lost flowers.”

PROPOSED SUBMARINE TUNNEL, FROM 
BIRKENHEAD TO LIVERPOOL UNDER THE 
RIVER MERSEY.—A project for complishing 
this desirable and useful commercial undertak- 
ing, and which would prove a general advan- 
tage to these rapidly rising towns, has been 
recently submitted to several influential gen- 
tlemen, by whom it has been received with 
high approbation and eucouragement, sufficient 
to induce the projector to bring the subject as 
early as possible more fully before the notice 
of the inhabitants of Liverpool and Birkenhead, 
for whose benefit particularly the project is in- 
tended, by affording a safe and easy communi- 
cation from town to town, through a treble

upon the earth.
"But time had not been barren of all 

The wanderer found friends at length, 
found the record of her marriage in the 
of the little village of Arudi, in Navarr 
that she had carried to him who is our 
I carried it for her myself, and I lefti

ood. 
She 

urch 
and

ISIDORE DE MONT 
—OR,—
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The Smuggler of St. Lilalo.

A STORY OF SEA AND SHORE.
ng. identity was gone with this 
the

new development, 
seemed passing belief ; and yet they could not

king until I had received from him the P mise disbelieve it, for they had the evidence present 
with them.

Moments were sparkling now, but they 
sparkled as do the sands where the diamonds 
and the glass are all mixed up; they sparkled 
radiently, but none understood the nature of 
the joy beams then, only that happiness had 
come and they seized it. • •

At length at the end of half an hour, the 
party became calm again. and were seated to- 
gether.

4€ Now,” said de Montigny, « I think we 
have cried and laughed as much as will be 
good for us at present. So, my Lady Isabel, 
you must relieve our anxieties and curiosities 
by explaining this most strange mystery.”

+ It will take but a few moments to do that” 
returned the marchioness, with a bright, beam- 
ing smile,“ for I have already told you much. 
After I gave my child to the keeping of old 
Pierre Fretart I wandered about for some time 
but what could ido ? I found that a young 
female had many dangers to encounter that 
were not forced upon the other sex. I had 
allowed the hope to take possession of me 
that at some time I should gain my rights. I 
was disgusted with almost everything 
about me, and at length I resolved to 
assume the habit of a man. Being naturally 
stout and tall, this guise well became me, and 
when I came to add a heavy beard, I was 
myself surprised. 1 made the beard myself 
from my own shorn locks, and it fitted so 
nicely as to defy suspicion. In my youth I 
was much upon the water. My father owned 
a yacht at Bayonne, and I often sailed it. I 

loved the sea, and was it not natural that un- 
der such circumstances as I was then placed, I 
should think of the open sea as the safest 
place ? Remember that what I had been 
called to pass through had disgusted me with 
governments. I sold my jewels in Paris for 
five thousand crowns—I had many superb 
ones, and I knew what they were worth. I 
then returned to St. Malo, and there 1 fell in 
with some smugglers—honest, good hearted 
men, and their mode of life presented a charm 
which I had found nowhere else, for I wanted 
something that should keep down the continual 
gnawing of my grief. These smugglers own- 
ed a noble brig, and 1 bought half of it, and 
gave my name as Marco Montmorillon. I 
went with them, and I liked it. By continued 
practice I got my voice under perfect control, 
and not one of my companions ever suspected 
my sex. In time I became commander of 
the brig, and I made money, but 1 gave it 
away as fast as I made it. I did not want it, 
for I entered not upon that wild life for money 
making. I helped the poor where I cold, find 
them, and thus i made me friends, who bless, 
me to this day. And it gave me an” advan-

that the wife and child of Sir John de aux 
the 
are 
tell 
for

BY SYLVANUS COBB, JR.

An hour passed away, and another, and the 
light from the window grew dim. It was 
evening, and yet she was there alone ! She 
cried out with all her power, and that same 
mocking laugh answered her. Montfere was 
returning. He shortly afterward entered the 
room and bade her follow him, but he took her 
by the arm lest she should follow wrong if le ft 
alone. When they reached the bottom of the 
stairs, he blinded her again, and ere long she 
was in the open air. She now walked some- 
time, and she could feel from the coldness of 
her feet that the grass was damp with dew.

Suddenly there came a rushing sound upon 
her ear. Her conductor uttered a deep curse 
and pushed her one side. She heard confused 
voices, and in a moment more she was caught 
up again and borne off at a swift pace 3 but it 
was not far, for soon she heard a dull, heavy 
blow, her conductor uttered a low groan, and 
she felt him sinking down. His hold upon her 
loosened, and instinctively she sprang one side 
and tore the bandage from her eyes. It was 
starlight, and she saw that she was directly in 
front of a huge building, it was the chateau de 

Vaux.
• Isidore—my love— safe 9‘
€ Yes, murmured the maiden ; and on the 

next instant she was clasped to her lover’s 
bosom.

And her father came up to greet her, too, 
and she rested also upon his bosom.
*You have not been in great danger,’whis- 

pered Henry, for Montfere has been watched 
ever since you were taken from the garden at 
home. That strange man, Montmorillon, has 
watched him.’

This removed a load from the maiden’s be-

should be restored to their rights. “A 
work is done! Henry de Vaux," yo 
now in your own chateau ! Did I no 
you the future had happiness in store 
you ?"

“What mean you now?” uttered A aud

arched tunnel beneath the Mersey $ one arch 
being for a double line of railway, one arch for 
wagons, carts, and commercial carriages ; and 
one arch for quick moving vehicles, eques- 
trians, and pedestrians, affording every possible 
advantage to the general public, for access to 
and from each town, instead of by the present 
ferries, which are not at all times pleasant, or 
even safe, to cross over. A considerable ad- 
vantage would present itself (to others besides 
the inhabitants) in prolonging the railways 
which are now compelled to terminate on each 
side of the Mersey, and offering a continuous 
route, terminus of each side of each railway, 
whichever arrangement would be the most 
desireable for the travelling public. The plan 
is a modification of the tunnel proposed by Mr. 
W. Austin, for a passage under the sea from 
Dover so Calais, as described in the Mining 
Journal, of San. 19. The Mersey tunnel 
would, as at present proposed and arranged, 
about two miles in length, of which about 
three quarters of a mile would be made under 
the river. The whole of the tunnel thoroughly 
dry, ventilated, lighted with gas, under 
surveilance, and easy of access at all times and 
seasons.

Montfere, half in madness and half in pur er-
ror. " 1 his chateau is mine, and no powe 
wrest it from me 17

can

"It is not yours, Arnaud Montfere,” c nly 
returned Montmorillon, advancing toward the 
spot where he stood; “but you will da 
home in a government prison the nexttim you 
lie down. You will go to Paris, and me 
others will go with you, and mayhap you ay 
return here, but if you do it will be only i be 
tired for the crime of murder ! Lead hi out

POPULAR FALLACIES.
It is not true that sugar candies are of 

themselves injurious to the teeth or the health 
of those who use them ; so far from it, they 
are less injurious than any of the ordinary 
forms of food when employed in modera- 
tion.
a Any scientific dentist will tell you, that the 
parts of teeth most liable to decay, are those 
which afford lodgment to particles of food; 
such particles being decomposed by moisture 
and heat, give out an acid, which will corrode 
steel as well as teeth ; but pure suger, and pure 
candies are wholly dissolved, there is no 
remnant to be decomposed 10 yield this des- 
tructive acid ; we remember now to item of 
food which is so perfectly dissolved in the 
mouth as sugar and candy. When visiting 
the sugar plantations of Cuba, the attention 
was constantly arrested by the apparently 
white and solid teeth of the negroes who 
superintended the process of cane grinding; 
they drank the cane juice like water, there 
was no restraint as to its use, and the little 
urchins playing about, would chew the sugar- 
yielding cane by the hour. It is much the 
same in Louisiana, where the shining faces 
and abroad grins of the blacks are equally 
indicative of exuberant health and “splendid 

teeth.":
How does it happen then that there should 

be “the prevalent belief” that sugar and sugar- 
candy destroy the teeth and undermine the 
health! Perhaps the most correct reply is 
Tradition, the father of a progeny of errors 
in theory and practice i of errors in doctrine 
and example, “too tedious to mention.”

One of the common faults of times is an in- 
disposition to investigate on the part of the 
masses. We take too much for granted. A 
very common answer to a demand for a reason 
for a time honored custom, is “Why. Ihave 
heard it all my life. Don’t every body say

It would be a strange contradiction in the 
nature of things, if sugar and candy in moder- 
ation, should be hurtful to the human body in 
any way, for sugar is a constituent of every 
article of food we can name ; there is not a

and, in fact, much o it yet unknown even 
to the lumberman.

4th. The surface geology, we mean the 
distribution, thickness and chemical com- 
position of the different beds of clay, loam 
mail, or other soils in all the agricultural 
counties, should be ascertained and maps 
of each county published for the use of 
school teachers and farmers. The geol- 
ogy ofalt the settled portions of the coun- 
try is now sufficiently advanced to com- 
mence this work.

5th. I he palæontology of the country, 
which forms the key to the geology, should 
be worked out and puplished, we think 
after the plan now being pursued by the 
Imperial Government in the geological 
survey of Great Britain, or upon some 
other plan worthy of the dignity of Can- 
ada. A part of this has been already ac- 
complished by the government of the 
State of New York, or, in other words, a 
portion of the palæontology of North 
America, ascertained by that State, is ap- 
plicable to Canada i but there is a great 
deal in this Province yet undescribed. 
Canada, we think, is bound in honour to 
contribute her share to the advancement 
of this department of learning, as well as 
England, France and the United States. 
It would be disgraceful to leave this to, 
the exertions of private individuals or 
literary societies, whose funds are not 
equal to the undertaking, although they 
might effect something. Indeed a com- 
mencement has been made by our geo- 
logical survey, which has caused a vast 
deal of interest in Europe. Several pap- 
ers and dra wings of new Canadian fossils, 
during the last year were, exhibited or 
read to the geological societies of France 
and England, which excited the greatest 
admiration. We can well imagine the 
astonishment of those societies should it 
become known that the palæontology of 
Canada was to be discontinued.

6th. The completion of this survey is H

officers.” *
As Montmorillon thus spoke the office 

the base count from the room, after 1 
loosened the cords from his legs so t 
could walk. The villain cursed aad 
and then he prayed and entreated, and 
last resorthe wept and promised to 
with those whom he had cheated. 1

led 
ing 
the 
ore, 
as a 
ide 
no

3. When tempted, let us try to find a 
way of escape. Katy fled from danger, 
and Satan fled from her. It was when 
Eve "saw that the tree was good for food 
and that it was pleasant to the eyes, that 
she took the fruit and did eat.’ Never 
look at things forbidden. Never listen 
to things forbidden. Never smell things 
forbidden. ‘Touch not taste not, handle 
not,” is the Bible rule.

Katy was right in thanking God for not 
letting her steal. If we have-been kept 
from doing the worst things, we have been 

kept by God. If he be not a wall of fire 
round about its, we shall surely fall. “Hold thou me up, and I shall be sate.”
• 5. It is always be t to do right. It gives 
mcotori 

ara 11 
Katy. When the man paid her eof 
she had a right to the money, ghe belt 
always glad that she had been Get T — right.—Plain Thoughts, cby sent car haste

A very extensive cave hum =.=- 
near Caledonia, Minnesota. Several rooms 
have been visited, and the Brownsville Herald 
says that it will probably rival inattaction the 
Mammoth save ti--107. 
actress 

PRtie the 
IsubiviDaL of i Yauisa. Hu 1 I ome 006 is SoornSATERS IN "New “Youk. The 

Times says no less than two hundred astrolo- 
gers, clairvoyants and fortune tellers exist in- 
New York city.

attention was paid to him. As soon as was 
gone Montmorillon turned to his friends and 

said:
“I must see this man off, and then 1 W. re- 

join you. Make yourselves at home, for re- 
ly Henry owes it to you to extend the it- 
alities of his noble chateau.”

This was spoken with a genial smile, a I in 
a moment more the strange man was gone and 
the old marquis was left with his two nil-

THE constant and rapid downward tenden- 
cy of the grain market, since the acceptance 
by Russia of the Austrian ultimatum, proves 
the correctness ot the advice again and. again 
given in these columns, when wheat was at the 
highest figure, that Canadian farmers ought to 
make hay while the sun shone. We showed 
that exceptional prices, such as only occur 
once in an age, could not be counted upon as 
permanent; and that the only safety was to 
sell before a decline should commence. Those 
who acted upon that advice have now but 
too much reason to congatulate themselves 

upon the result ; and those who did not have 
only themselves to blame. There can be no 
doubt that a very large proportion of last 
year’s harvest is still lying undisposed of in 

farmer’s barns. The owners are - of course 
waiting in the hope of a turn in the tide. But 
even that continued delay is solely specula- 
tive. There is no sort of certainty that any- 
thing will occur to add considerably to present 
prices before next harvest. The refusal to 
sell two or three months, or even one month 
doo is now seen to have been an error; and 
as the downward tendency has continued np 
to this moment no one can tell whether the 

roche... th 
Yonak-ker may not be subject to still further 

disappointment. It is now certain that Rus- 
sin will furnish considerable supplies, although

dren. Aad Henry was left with his 
guests !"

PHLIP DE MONTIGNY was the first to: 
after Montmorillon had gone.

"Ah, my dear boy,” 1 mistrusted this 
we spoke first together of the strange w 
who had appeared to us both. As soot 
you told me that Arnaud and Montfere 
seeking your life, I mistrusted that you 
the child of John de Vaux—then your
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Henry,* Montmorillon 
• the chateau. See, 
d Montfere in.’ X

she saw men ahead of 
er upon one side, and
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countenance told me that I had ground for 
such belief. And when,m the light of al is, 
the subject of tbat nameless woman was bro ght

yshe walked on. When 
ious piazza, Montmoril- 
ducted them into one of 
arts aIup, I at once knew her. I could see all 

large, then—at least with strong faith. 1 ew
your father well, Henry and he was a. ble

the side of 
ood the same officers who : 

ted* - Isidore fit “rt bit 
"I Wint in the name of Heaven wit,, 
all this parole about a girl? uttered Montfere 
gegingusound upon those who were preest. •We will tell you soon enough, returned

a marble man. He was my best friend. And re- 
a isteere in ember, too, when he brought his young ife 

home. She was beautiful then.” %

“She was his wife!” whispered the y th. 
“Yer, yes. Sir John told me himself ; out 
his marriage away off almost under the : de 
of the Pyrenees. But I heard not of th ac- 
wbrought against herunt she 
hot Blo-ce dioppcired, and then I ld

tage, too, for I had, thus at all friends

lamps 
fere s

as •


