d Sealing Days

(BY JAMES MURPHY)

It I1s no mean venture, which 1
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Is capable of seeing the dearth of
knowledge Inculcated into the res-
idents of this country in relation to
the past, and they have
many an occasion omitted to speak
about it, either through the
umns of the press, on the, platform,
or in private conversation. ““We are
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ermen, and the laborer generally at
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Almighty, until you educate him in
a knowledge of its past, a know-
ledge of his ancestry. Nations are
but the reflection of individuals. A
good father and mother will altho
deprived of an education needed in
the drawing room do more, by ex-
amples of honesty, morality, and
sobriety, to educate their children
to walk In the path, which

to where ‘'sorrow s unknown."
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lucre, and religiovs animosity is Iaid
aside, no land can be what Nature
intended it. As yet, like the toe of
Pyrrhus, which
the flames, the fire of patriotism
has not yet reached us, when it
shall arrive, time alone can tell. I
am under the Impression that the
“blg- guns,” of this country are sit
uated similarly as Handel
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15 our learned
remember that they cannot move in
that alr of security and patriotism,
without the love of the people, and
they must in consequence be wil-
ling to give more attention to
their requirements than they have
been doing, or maybe some day
they may awaken to the realization
of their error, in this respect.

with

Now must




