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PLEASANT HOURS.

terest by longfellow's pathetic poem,
* Evangeline
T e g{ulll)wlng pathetic lincs describe
the 1331 community. and the tragedy
ot the exputalon of tho Acadians.
“In Acadlan land, on the shores of

the basin of Minns,

Dirtant eeciaded, atill, the Hittle village
of Urand I’re

Lay In the frujtful vatley Vast rea-
down stretched to the ecastward.

tining the villago its name and pasture
to flocka without number

Liikes, that the hanids of the farmers had
ralped with lnbour incessant.

S at ont the turbntent tidea: but at stated
scagons the floodgates

opened, and welrotned tho son to wander
at will o'er the meadows

Wwest and south there were fields of flax,
and orchards and cornflelds )

Spreading  afar and urfenced o'er the
piain, and away to the northward

Blomldon rose, and the forests old, and
aluft un the mountalns

sea-fogs pitched thelr teuts, and mists
from the mighty Atlantic ,

looked on the happy valley, but ne'er
trom thelr statlon descended.

“ulany n weary year had passed since

{he burning of Grand Pre,

\When on the falling tide the frelghted
veesels departed,

Bearlng a nation, with all its household
gzoods, Into exile,

Exile without an end, and without an ex-
ample {n story.

« Far asunder, on separate coasts, the

Acadians landed;

Seattered were they, like flukes of snow,
when the wind from the north-east

Strikes aslant through the fogs that
darken the banks of Newfoundland.

I"riendless, homeless, hopeless, they wan-
dered from city to city,

f*rom the cold lakes of the North to the
sultry Southern savannas,—

From the bleak shores of the sea to the
lands where the Father of waters

selzes the hills in his hands, and drags
them down to the ocean,

Deep in their sands to bury tho scattered
Lones of the mammoth.

t'riends they sought and homes; and many
despafring, heart-broken,

Asked of the carth but a grave, and no
longer a friend nor a fireside.
\Written their history stands on tablets
of stone In the churchyards.”

The Horton railway station is quite
closo to the site of the old Acadian gettle-
ment. The scene is peculiarly impres-
sive, and not without a tinge of sadness
In front stretch the vast diked meadows,
through which winds in many a curve
the sluggish Caspereaux. In the dis-
tance are seeen the dark basaltic cliffs
of Cape Blomidon, rising to the height
of five hundred and seventy feet. In
the foroground to the left, near a large
willow tree, are shown remains of the
foundation of the old Acadian church.
A gentleman, living in Horton, informed
me that there were in the neighbourhood
the traces of forty cellars of the Acadlan
people, also of an old mill and old wells.
A fong row of anclent willows shows the
iine of the old rcad. Now, my informant
agsured me, there is not a single French-
man in the whole county.

‘IThe Acadians reclaimed the iertile
tnarsh lands from the sweep of ihe tides,
Ly construciing dikes with much labour
9y means of wattled stakes and earthen
embankments, ‘1 here were more than
two thousand acres of this reclaimed
meadow at Grand Pre and much more
at other places. These areas have been
much cxtended from time to time; they
form an inexhaustibly fertile pasture and
meadow land.

Three miies from Hortor is the charm
ing collegiate town of Wollville.  From
the rout of Acadia Coliege, a flourishing
Baptist institutlon, beautifully eituated,
i enjoyed a magnificent view over the
storied scene which Longfellow has made
 more sadly poetical than any other spot
on the western continent.”

HOLD ON, BOYS.

Hold on to virtue; it is above all price
to you in all times and places,

1iold ou to your good character, for it
{s and ever will be your best wealth,

Hold on to your hard when you are
about to strike, steal, or do any improper
act,

Hold op to the truth, for it will serve
you well and do you good throughout
eternity.

tiold on to your good name at all times,
for it i{s much more valuable to you than
gold.

Hold on to your temper when ycu are
angry. excited, or imposed upon.

Hold on to God. He s the best trea-
suro of carth and heaven.

Hold on to innocence with a tighter
grip than you hold on to life.

Rally Day.
BY XKATE W. HAMILTON,

Al} over our country, all over the world,
An army is gathering to day
Do you hear the tr-ad of the marching
feet
On every street and highway ?
In #ittle sod churches far out on the plain,
In great city temples so fair,
In queer mission schools far over the
sea—
Tho children are everywhero!

“Iig the Sunday-school army that gathers
to-day,
Ané we are a part of it, too—
Our primary class, with its long roll of
names,
And little hearts loyal and true.
‘Twas our Jesus wlro said .  Let little
ones come,”
And gavo us his blessing so dear. .
Weo'ro a part of his flock, we'rc a part of
this school;
When Rally Day comes, we are hero.

Sometime, in the beautiful Home-land
nbove,
Tho heaven not far fromn us all,
\When our Father's children are all gath-
ered home,
Will there be another roll-call ?
And will our classes each one be there ?
Dear Saviour, this we pray—
That every name may be in thy book
At the last grand Rally Day.
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8S8AVING UP FOR BREAKTAST.

One learns from & story in The Union
Gospel News how a comfortable farmer
in Western Pennsylvania, who had never
seen anybody hungry, surprised himself
last summer with two * fresh-air appe-
tites.” Incidentallv the story gives us a
hint, too, of some of the pathetic shifts
of poverty.

Through a recommendation from the
village minister, who toid of The Tribune
Fresh-Air Fund, and explained what a
blessing such warm-weather charities
wero to destitute families in the city, the
farmer and his wifo had consented to re-
ceive two children from *ew York.

In due time they arrived, Mary, & slen-
der slip of a girl, hardly strong enougk
to carry o rag baby, and Jimmy, her
younger and smaller brother, who could
Just look over the back of the farmer’s
big dog.

Their forlorn appearance made the
honest man open his eyes wide; but he
opened them wider to see the little crea-
tures eat, when they sat down to their
first meal. They cleared thelr plates in
about a minute and a half, and were
ready for more.

The good housewife heiped them gener-
ously, hut the food vanished a0 amazingly
quickly that she determnined to watch
themn. That two such tiny bodies could
stow away victuals faster than any grown
man was more than she counld believe.
Presently she and her husband exchanged

, Mary,” she sald smilingly to
the little girl, * what have you done with
halt of the great plece of pie that I just
gave you 1"

*“In my lap,” meekly answered Mary,

“In your lap! Why, what in the
world did you put it there for ?*

“'Cause I ¥ wanted to save it. Jimmy
and 1 allus at home. We havel
to save out half our dinner, ‘cause If we
didn't we wouldn't have no breakfast to-
morrer.”

The child looked ag If she would ery
pretty soon; and the farmer's wifc had
to turn round and pretend to scold the
aog, or she would have cried, herscif.
The farmer softly lifted the tablecloth,
and there, sure enough, lay the half of
poor Mary's and Jimmy’s dinner in thelr
laps. But he did not laugh.

It took time and considerable coaxing
to make tho children understand that
they really had no need now to *“ save
up*® for their breakfast, and that they
were certain to have enough to eat.
Wien they did realize their wonderful
good fortune, they enjoyed it as only
born prisoners of poverty can.

That ovening, after the children were
aslecp, the farmer sat ond thought a long
time in silence. Any one knowing him
would have expected a chuckle now and
then, it not an hour or two of laughing
comment over the performance of his
queer little visitors. His only remark
was, when he got up to go to bed:

“’'Mandy,” ho sald to his wife, * you
sce that them midgets get so ymuch grub
after this that they'll not want to eat
another thing for a year.”

ANGELS STOP TO LISTEN.

Rev. Dr. Drummond tells this pretty
incident : “ A little girl once said to her
father : ‘Papa, I want you to say some-
thing to God for me, something I want to
tell him very much. I have such a little
volice that I don't think he could hear it
away up la heaven; but you bhave a
great big man's voice, and he will be
sure to hear you.' The father took the
little girl in his arms, and told her that,
even though God were surrounded by all
his holy angels singing to him one of
the grandest and sweetest songs of pralse
ever heard in heaven, he would say to
them : ‘ Hush ! Stop singing for a while.
There's a little girl away down on the
earth who wants to whisper something
in my ear.’”

MEXICO AND THE MPXIUANS
BY JAMET W. STEELE.

I

The Mexican {8 8 man who Is by nature
picturesque, even in rags, and a Mexican
crowd is a briiliant assemblage in the
vhite sunshine of the Mexican street,
without regard to the quality of the de-
corations. The gay jacket, wide trousers
and jaunty air were shown in cuts a week
ago. The tourist comes upon the native
now, in all-his villages and by-ways, in
the condition in which he has been for
two hundred years. Such an instance
of primitiveness is not to be met with
elsewhere. He is -

AWAKENING FROM HIS BIESTA,

but the quaintness of his race and kind
will probably never entirely leave him.
The deep peace which broods upon all his
hills can never entirely depart, and the
sunlit glory will never be dimmed. He
is the vigorous descendant of a powerful
race, whose idols he has abandoned and
whose language and history he has for-
gotten, but whose ancient dominion he
still holds; the Mexican is almost the
pathetic last man. .

The ancient and sleepy town of Ei
Paso del Norte {8 the utmost northern
point of Mexico. 1t lies, an agglomera-
tion of adobe or mud brick houses em-
bowered in vines and trees, on the
southern bank of the Rio Bravo del Norte
~—known to us as the Rio Grande. It is
a brisk place, and there is always the
queer admisture of the old clviiization
with the new. . Except where, by a
serles of remarkable enginearing gymnas-
tics, it climbs the mountains, and the
notched rim of the Valley of Mexlco, the
Mexjcar Central road seems, atrangely
ccough in so mountainous a country, to
traverso a vast plateau. Cones, peaks,
castles, ridges, lie on every hand. The
train heads straight for come huge bulk,
and always quistily slips by. Many thou-
sands of cattle are passed grazing near
the track; the telegraph poles are rubbed
uniil they are sometimes smooth and olly,
and cattle trails run in all directions.

The rallway runs for some two hundred-

and fifty miles through a reglion that s,
in a sense, a desert. The seeming desert
is grazed by innumerable goats, which
arc killed by the thousand for their hides.
The hides are dressed in a manner that
makes them look like fine brown cloth,
and used in the making of the Mexican
breeches,

In the fertile regions, corn, cotton,
wheat, sugar, cane, barley, grow almost
side by side. In most cases crops follow
each other in rapld succession through

all the year. The process of irrigatio:
solves all agricultural uncertainties
Sometimes the country, as far as one cai.
sco, I8 an appalling desolation, untenantes
by even the ravens. Yet even hen
trains of donkeys, bearing curlous loads
plod patiently along white roads.

QUEER VEOQKTATION,

Vegetation takes upen {tself the mos-
unusual and fantastic forms. There |-
nowing that 8 not thorny. The little
pear cactus, so often scen in gardens and
pots with us, becomes here a treec with
a trunk and branches as large as those
of an onk, and with huge grecn lobes
two fect or more In diameter, for leaves
These and the glant trec cactl, strange,
weird-looking objects in the desert, are
shown in cut on the last page.

The bunch of slender green lances called
by us * Spanish bayonet,” 13 here a trec
sometimes forty feet high, on whose huge
and scaly branches the ‘“lances” stam
in grotesue tufts for leaves.

In any village in these regions one is
astonished to find piles of yellow oranges,
bananas, Hmes, and fruits of which one
does not even know the names. Tanks,
excavated to catch the rains and hold
water during the dry season, are com-
mon. Often, where the silence of the
wilderncss seems to close around impene-
trably, the shapely tower of & church
may be seen above the hills, and a visit
thither would disclose a town, its rule of
lite the traditions of two centuries, and
all its hopes bounded by the church door
and the gate of the little *‘ campo santo ™
or cemetery.

1t {8 rather & queer sensation to look
from the railrond station down intn
Zacatecas. It is a mining town of about
80,000 inhabitants, compact, closely built,
the houses seemingly an immense umbe:
of red, green, blue, and yellow bricks set
on edge. It swarms with people of the
true and ancient Mexican type, sombreros.
gerapes, sandala, buttons and all. There
are no wheeled vehicles to be seen. What
i3 not carrled on the native’'s back is
relegated to his brother carrier, the
donkey. Altogether it constitutes a
:mege not to be found elsewhere in any

and,

In the best hotel the guest occupies the
cell of some departed nun, as the fine
building was once a convent, the beauti-
ful chapel of which is now used by the
n;ltlve Presbyterians as a house of wor-
ship.

All Mexico i3 street-car crezy, but the
most remarkable branch of the * trar-
via" system undoubtedly will be found
in operation here. Through the narrow
and crowded streets six good-sized mules
to the car are made to go at a keen
gallop. Once at the top of the hill, the
mules are taken off and the car i8 turned
loose laden with passengers, running
down the steep incline at something like
twenty miles an hour,

On the authority ot so distinguished a
traveller as Bayard Taylor, the

CITY OF MEXICO,

with its surrounding valley, may be pro-
nbunced to be one of the loveliest scenes
of the civilized world. It has a popula-
tion variously of about 300,000, and is
situated upor ground that was once the
bed of a lake. The lake was what {s
now the Valley of Mexico. Some of the
finest buildings bend downward in their
centres, owing to want of solidity in their
foundations, and there is not the means
of efficlent sewerage. The square facing
the Cathedral is the place of universal
resort.

It is the city of churches, as Mexico is
unquestionably the land of churches.
Thelr towers, always handsome, assist
very much in making up the general
view. It was also once the cliy of nun-
neries and monasteries, all of which are
now suppressed, and the buildings used
for schools and other purposes,. all secu-

The Executive Mansion is the largest
building in tho city. It belonged to the
family of Cortez until 1562. It has been
ithe Government building through all the
vicissitudes of some three hundred and
thirty years.

Chapultepec was captured by assault
Septeamber 27, 1847, and was an ugly hill
to climb under fize, rocky and steep, and
then as now, overgrown with thoras and
‘brambles. Some of the cypress trees are
about forty feet in circumfersnce.

The Cansl de la Viga is an anclent
waterway, and passes through, or by,
what were once the floating gardens of
Aztec times, and are yet almost that.
The means of the journey is elther a
SCOW or a canoe, preferably tle former,
upon the bottom of which you sit or lle,
while it is “poled” up stream slowly
by -one or two Mexicans, who run up and
down the slant of the prow.

The golden rick, the bursting bdin
Of rich and ripened graia
Bespeak the wealth which all may win

In industry’s domain,




