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who now take core of the sick, relieve the 
destitute, and feed the starving. A boy was 
discovered ■ the morning, laying in the grass 
of Colborne Street, evidently bright and in- 
telligent, but sick. A man who bas the feel
ing of kindness strongly developed went to 
him, shook him by the shoulder, and asked 
him what be was doing there. “ Waiting for 
God to come for me,” said the boy. The 
gentleman was touched by the pathetic tone 
of answer, and the condition of the boy, io 
whose eyes and flubed face he saw the evi
dence of the fever. "God sent for mother, 
father, and little brother, and took them 
away to his home, up in the sky; and mother 
told me, when she was sick, that God would 
take care me. I bare no home, nobody to 
give me anything ; and so I came out here, 
and bare been looking so long up in the sky 
for God to come and take care of me, as 
mother said be would. He will come won't 
be l Mother never told me a lie.” “Yes, 
my lad,” said the mail evercome with emotion, 
-he has sent me to take care of you.” You 
should have seen his eyes flash. and the smile 
of triumph break over bis face, as he said 
Mother never told me a lie, sir ; but you have 
been so long on the way. What a lesson of 
trust, and how this incident shows the effect 
of never deceiving children with idle tales. 
As the poor mother expected, when she told 
her eon “God would take are of him,” he 
did, by touching the heart ofthis benevolent 
man with compassion and loveto the stranger. 
New Orleans Delta.

logic. The days are past when the vates 
was priest and prophet as well as bard. The 
poetry will live, and the philosopy be for
gotten. Society in general does its thinking, 
lor all practical purposes, in very plain prose. 
Englishmen will no more become dreamy 
mystics from reading Tennyson, than they 
became misanthropical and satanic from a 
course of Byron. A few young enthusiasts 
then, we can rememi r, wore turn down 
collars, dined (after a good luncheon) on 
potatoes and vinegar, affected hock and soda- 
water, and kept a skull oa their chimney 
piece; but the public generally stuck to its 
roast beef and port, tied their chokers as 
tight as ever, aod continued to use the old 
fashioned drinking glasses. So the splendid 
mist in which the laureate shrouds his religi
ous and social creed will find many imitators, 
for a while, amongst the young aod the im
aginative, but will leave very little trace upon 
the minds of his sincerest admirers. We 
read and admire Lucretius ; but we have out- 
lived his science, and we do not trouble our
selves about bis creed.

But with the novelist and the philosophical 
historian the case is different. Both have 
great influence upon that very large section of 
a reading public which is glad to take its 
opinions at second hand, to save itself the 
trouble of thinking, The writer of fiction will 
have most ; if for no other reason, because he 
is easiest to understand. Mr. Carlyle’s pas
sionate invectives will weary nineteen read- 
ers out of twenty who take them up And 
the essayist addresses at best a comparatively 
small circle. But the novelist, in our degen
erate days, has usurped the poet's ground; 
he has become the teacher of the multitude, 
either for goo d or evil He gives you his 
religious or political creed in the form of a 
story, and skilfully wraps up a whole scheme 
ot social regeneration in the adventures of 
his heroes and heroines. In fact, the old 
steady going novel readers must find them
selves hardly used ; their authors now insist 
on dealing with all readers as if they were In 
their second childhood : no amusement with
out instruction. The writers’ main object, 
in half the one, two, and three volumes of 
fiction which are poured fresh upon us every 
month, is to make converts to some pet the
ory, instead of weaving scenes of “breathless 
interest” and “striking catastrophes.” The 
change is very considerable, and not alto
gether for the better. We miss the interest, 
aod are not much the better for the instruc
tion; which, indeed, most conscientious novel 
readers judiciously skip as far as possible. 
Some years ago, it was thought part of a 
wise education to keep novels either entirely 
out of young people’s way, or at all events to 
exercise a very strict and cautious right of 
selection ; and certainly the style of some 
of the novels of that day abundantly justified 
the precaution. In these present days we 
have (shall we say a purer taste, or only a 
more sensitive propriety 1) than our fore- 
fathers, and few writers of fiction venture to 
offend against decency aod morality. Sull, 
the domestic censorship has not expired. 
Mammas and governesses, and other authori
ties, still feel it mcumbent on them to viser 
the pretty red and blue volumnes which now 
court youthful readers with a double attrac
tion, the fair outside giving hopeful promise 
of what sweets lie within. There are now 
High Church, Low Church, and No-Church 
novels, not to be distinguished by their out
sides ; and each class, according to circum
stances, voted dangerous to the peace of 
families; for these pretty volumes make more 
converts than any popular preacher. If it be 
true, as Herbert says, that

“A verse may catch him whom a sermon flies,” 
it is quite as true that a novel will catch many 
a stray sheep who would fly a sermon. But 
such converts, as may well be supposed, gen
erally show more enthusiasm than wisdom ; and 
on the whole, we nocline to prefer pure ro
mance, as food for the youthful intellect, to 
religious or political controversy.

But the one leidihg note in the most po
pular literature of the day is this modern 
cynicism—that everything is a “sham.” The 
writers just mentioned seem to have it con
stantly in view as the great doctrine they are 
called upon to preach ; and they bring to their 
task, each in their own line, powers of hum
or, of description, and of language, which 
insure them at least a ready audience. They 
put forth the boldest type of Materialism as 
the highest philosophy ; what you can touch, 
what you can see, what you can taste— 
these alone are real. All that appeals to 
sentiment—all that idealises this coarse out
ward life of ours —any decent garb in which 
poor humanity, conscious of its weakness and 
nakedness, tries to shroud itself,—all these 
are "shams,” Loyalty, reverence, heredit
ary respects, are “flunkyism.” “Bishop,” 
and "bar,” and “respectability”—All these 
are sneered as. The new maxim is, “what
ever is wrong.” All the right there is now 
upon earth is illegitimate. Virtue, religion, 
kindness of heart—all these are the growth 
of poor neglected soils, which society is do
ing its beet to keep barren for ever. Our 
whole civil, political, religious, and social 
framework is rotten carpentry covered with 
tinsel. The secret of its unreality and hol
lowness bas been revealed to these few ; and 
a herd of admiring followers take up the cry, 
and proclaim a crusade against “formulas,” 
“quackery,” and “beadledom.” It is not a 
philosophy of very difficult growth. “He that 
goeth about to persuade a multitude they are 
not so well governed as they ought to be,” 
said Hooker, “shall never lack ready and at
tentive hearers.” So also be that runs at.lt 
against establishedrespectabilit * will also find 
himself a popular champion. The school-boy 
who caricatures his master does not need to 
be a first rate artist in order to be applauded 
by his admiring fellows to his heart’s content. 
Let them take care to put the rod in one 
hand, and the book in the other, and a few 
strokes’ make the portrait, if not a very faith
ful resemblance, at all events an unmistakable 
one. The broader the squint, the longer 
the nose, the blacker the frown, the more 
perfect is the work pronounced. If these 
features are not so in the original, why, they 
ought to have been. The loudest in their 
applause, certainly, are apt not to be the 
best boys 10 the school, nor is the artist him- 
self usually dux primus. The sympathies 
so successfully appealed to are scarcely the 
highest even in schoolboy nature. So, pos
sibly, in the larger world outside the school- 
room, the declaimers against religious for- 
mulas are not always the most religious men. 
The satirists of dull re pectability enforces a 
yoke and a bondage. Every man who 
raises Lis voice in favour of things as they are 
has, they insinuate, sows vested interest in 
maintaining shams. Do they believe that 
any reform er revolution social, religious 
or political, successful or unsuccessful, had 
been ever attempted or carried out, in which 
personal and interested motives had not the 
largest share 3 It sounds very well to talk

ably argued, and honestly too, you pay your 
counsel and attorney, a

We are to go back, this school of writers 
tell us, to “nature and her veracites.” Fine 
language ; “prave ‘orts ;w but put • info sobe 
Work-a-day English, what does it all mean?r 
How much about us is veracity, and how 
much conventinal usage ? Is the model man 
of regenerated society to make his appear
ance in public as nature made him—a biped 
without feathers? Is he to repudiate dress 
as a conventionality ? If the bishop’s apron, 
and “wig and black triangle,” and the 
judge’s “horse hair and scarlet,” and the 
poor beadle’s laced bat, are shams, in what 
consists the comparative truth and honesty of 
a wideawake or a glengarry ? Why is a 
man more virtuous in a tweed wraprascal 
than in a court uniform? Do our modern 
realists allow the ladies of their families to 
indulge in crinoline ? Does Mr. Carlyle 
hold tobacco to be a “veracity ?” Does Mr. 
Albert Smith wear a ring on his finger I 
Why ? for what possible purpose 1—or if a 
ring on his finger, why not also bells on his 
toes? Barring the conventional custom, 
one is as much in its place as the other ; nay, 
why not the ring io his nose, or in his ear 1 
There is undeniable authority for both prac
tices. One glaring conventionality which 
we are charged with, and which it is consider- 
ed an especial duty to bear a testimony a- 
gainst, is the practice of shaving the beard. 
Nature gave us this noble ornament, we are 
told; smooth chins are an abomination ; in
troduced by an effeminate king—razors an 
invention of man’s greet enemy. But do 
these hirsute philosophers ever pare their nails Î 
because plainly such a habit is quite a modern 
innovation—a mere conventional absurdity. 
The original “homo” never pared his nails:

“When wild-in woods the noble savage ran,” 
his nails were made to dig him roots, and for 
other useful purposes, —end probably to fight. 
Good Dr. Watts was mistaken; children’s 
"little bands”—at any rate their little nails— 
were made to tear each other’s eyes;” and 
would still, only that we barbarously cut them 
short.

To be Continued.

eral made their escape to the roef end through 
the windows ; but, sad to relate, a man 
named Michael Hertel, aged about fifty years, 
and his daughter Catherine Hertel, aged 
about twenty years, who resided on the 
fourth floor, were burred to death. Their 
bodies were extricated under the direction of 
Assistant Engineer Cornwell, and sent to 
the Eleventh precinct station house. The 
building was damaged about $5,000. It is 
owned by Daniel Jones, and fully insured. 
Mr. Jones, who keeps a brewery adjoining, 
also occupied the cellar as a stable, and the 
first floor under the tenement shop as a coop
er’s «hop. There were fifteen horses in the 
stable, only three were taken out alive, 
thirteen were suffocated. There was one 
span of carriage horses, worth $1,000, and , 
another $500; the remaining were worth 
about $175 each. The eecoed floor was oe- 
copied by D. Donohue. The family all es- 
caped uninjured, but their entire furniture 
was destroyed. Loss about $600. The 
third floor was occupied by Louis Bussert. 
His wife and two children escaped, one child 
only being slightly burned. The furniture is 
mostly destroyed; insured for $400. Wm. 
Schmidt also occupied part of the third 
floor ; his family escaped uninjured. Loss 
on furniture about $300. The fourth floor 
was occupied by S. Lambert. The family 
escaped uninjured. Loss on furn ture $200. 
Part of the fourth floor was alee occupied by 
Michael Hertel and family, Mrs. Hertel 
escaped uninjured. The fifth floor was oc
cupied by a man named George Delaff, who 
has sustained damage to his furniture about 
$100. It is not known how the fire origin- • 
ated, but from what we could learn it is 
supposed to have first started either in the 
cellar, or on the first floor, in that part used 
as a feed room. It is said to be the reeultof 
carelessness. The Fire Marshall was soon 
on the premises and will investigate the 
origin of the fire.-New York Herald, Oct. 29.

THE FRASER RIVER GOLD 
MINES.

Correspondence of the New York Herald.] 
San Francisco, Oct. 5, 1858.

All excitement concerning the gold mines 
in the British possessions has subsided. Emi- 
gratia has ceased, and the tide is now on 
the turn. About three thousand people have 
arrived in San Francisco from Victoria, and 
other points on Puget Sound, during the past 
few weeks. The news from the River is 
favorable. It has at last fallen. On the

"THE WAY OF SALVATION.
A preacher, wishing to explain to his con

gregation what a dangerous delusion those 
persons are in who seek salvation partly from 
their own works, and partly from the right- 
iovsness of Christ, said to them : * Supposing 
it is needful for you to cross a river, over 
which two planks are thrown. Une is per
fectly new; the other completely rotton.- 
How will you go ! If you walk upon the rot- 
ton one, you are sure to fall in the river. If 
you put one foot on the rotten plank it will 
be the same—you will certainly fell through 
and perish. So there is only ene safe method 
left. Set both feet on tbs new plank.

The rotton plank is your unclean self- 
righteousness. He who trusts in it must per
ish without remedy. The new plank is the 
eternal saving righteousness of Christ, which 
came from Heaven, and ■ given to every one 
that believeth in him. Trust in his righteous- 
ness, confide in his everlasting truth, and you 
sball be saved, for the Scripture saith, <Who- 
soever believeth on him shall not be ashamed.”

poceng. ignorant of what was passing, but with a 
strange impression of something wrong in the 
room, a. Ward Missionary of the City Tract 
Society, the Rev. Mr. L—=, accidentally 
calling late above, groped his way to the 
basement below. Till the good man left for a. 
charge in the country all was changed for the 
Letter. Then, by a sort of fatality, time 
after time, came long sickness and sore trials, 
relieved so far as they were known, by the un- 
a* ugbt, kind attentions, and modest public ap- 
peals of her best friends, for years, the ladies 
for the u Howe for the friendless.” But she 
grew weary of troubling. To one so sensit- 
ive it was easier to fast than to beg, easier to 
hide thau complain.

Three sorrowful years were passed from 
the poison scene to the time of our first 
visit, and the commencement of our story. 
Once more she bad given up to die—alone.— 
It was the dark hour before dawn. Friends 
were enlisted, and tor many months she was 
kind y watched. They discovered that she 
had long borne an exemplary character ; and 
that, amid threatening Sabbath carousals in 
the Sixth Ward,she might sometimes be seen 
pale and weary, climbing filthy tenant houses 
to distribute tracts. Ooe day a lady friend 
found her greatly agitated. It seemed that 
some time previous, while in want herself,she 
had searched out a destitute Irish family sick 
aod starving and repeatedly interceded for 
tbam iu vain with a neighbor of their church 
who could have helped them. He had prom
ised but bad forgotten. Sabbath morning 
came, but no relief. She bad but one loaf 
left, and no money to buy more. With a 
struggle, such as only a mother can feel in 
taking b ead from the mouths of her famished 
children she cut her last loaf in two, and 
robbing her own, carried one half to feed 
those of another nation and faith.

Too late, her careless neighbour learned 
how painfully his omission bad been supplied. 
Some time afterwards as he lay sick with 
dropsy, be remembered his fault, sent for this 
self-denying widow of another religion, and 
generously insisted on her accepting a small 
sum by-way of atonement. And it was the 
solemn tender of the money in the band of the 
dying man, and bis ghastly features, and faint 
acceuts that bad so overcome her.

Through her friend, the story soon spread. 
In France it would bate won for her the 
famous medal for "Public Virtue ” But with 
the genius of a commercial city, it was de
cided to honor her with the more useful pre
sent of a " Fancy Store,” all furnished. A 
few gave from earlier sympathy, but three 
four lbs of the capital, and the final success of 
the whole enterprize, depended on that noble 
act. The gentleman who carried her first 
subscription, said it was this that moved him, 
and that lor weeks something whispered in 
his ear," Haifa loaf!” “ Half a loaf !”— 
Keen eyes in Wall street glistened with a 
tear at the tale. Her old friends of the Home 
were early in the field, and delicately appeal
ed through their journal. Money came free
ly. It reminded one of the romantic origin 
of Francke’s celebrated " Orphan House” at 
Halle. The carpenter, casemaker and prefer 
were ail donors At bare cost the artist 
neigtibor lettered iu gilt,on a neat hanging 
sign outside “ Mrs. E —:— ,Thread, Needles, 
Hosiery aod Fancy Goods ;" another, equally 
ki d, wrote prettuy ou a large card inside, 
"( hildren’s Toys cheap.” aud a third added 
lately a bright tablet with " Stationery."—- 
Fine ladies in carriages distributed her cards. 
A poor old man with asthma, toiled all day. 
rose at the dawn of a summer morn asa gift 
to paint her window, and a noble hearted 
baboatu scholar of nine years, surrounded 
with luxury, spent weeks in his sick io m 
making fancy kites, as be said, “ to help the 
poor widow.” The day the left the tenant 
house, and moved into ber pleasant store, she 
wept tears ot joy. She said “It was so 
strange !‘ She bad secretly prayed to 
Heaven a whole year that her children might 
be taken from the vicious neighborhood.

Eighteen months have passed since ber 
first venture in trade. All the mother bas 
been roused. Her little shop is lull of tas’e- 
ful devices quite Parisian. With special 
tenderness to the poor, she is kind aod oblig
ing to all. She is prudent, strictly honest, 
and willing to sell cheaply, and wait patiently 
lor success. Before the financial crisis she 
was slowly gaining. She bas striven in more 
trying seasons, till she has fainted from ex
haustion ; till, toiling by ber dim light shining 
through crivices long after midnight, she has 
brought watchmen for burglars to ber door; 
till pressing monthly bills have been paid by 
leaving off meat for dinner. These sacri
fices have told. They have slightly dimmed 
her sight, threatening that palsy of the nerve 
of vision, the blind “ drop serepé” of Mitton 
or the amaurosis of surgeons; and they have 
caused repeated and free raising of blood.— 
They will probably keep out the sheriff, but 
we fear the undertaker.

About five minutes walk east from the 
Bowery, in a wide, newly opened street, on 
the south side, at the first corner from the 
commencement, stands a neat yellow cot
tage, and stretching beneath the eaves 18 the 
sign, " Cheap Fancy Store.” It has been 
filled with that " last loaf.” We have 
dreamed that in the trials of a panic V. inter, 
the patronage of the good neighbors who 
may recognize the portrait, and its claims, 
may possibly turn the scale between the suf- 
fering that may restore. She has won her 
freedom, and she deserves to lire. Entire- 
ly without her knowledge, in simple humanity, 
we present this strange history for publica
tion, partly as a prescription to keep of 
blindness and consumption. And the circle 
around her, to whom it is thus addressed, or 
any one else, can easily test its entire truth. 
A Wall street President and a leading firm 
in the " swamp,” ber neighbors, have kindly 
offered, as soon as this shall appear and be 
known to her, to save deeper questions that 
might wound ber, by acting as references.

But for the huge world beyond, we have 
treasured these incidents from real life, hop
ing that they may influence many who may 
never see the Heroine of the Half Loaf, or

0. LET US LOVE EACH OTHER.

O, let us love each other, 
The little while we stay : 

We cannot tell bow soon from earth, 
Some may be called away.

The flowers we love and cherish most, 
will all the sooner fade, 

And by pale Autumn’s ruthless hand, 
la death’s cold arms be laid;

And O, ‘twould be a happy thought, 
When gloom has overcast,

That a kind smile and a tender word - 
We gave them to the last., *

O, Jet us love each other, 
Forget each word unkind;

And let all thoughts save gent Ie ones;
Be banished from the mind;

Let no ungentle action come 
To cause the bitter tear, 

Remember, this is not our home, 
That “ we are exiles here,” 

Yes, exiles in a stranger land, 
Far from from our Father’s ball, 

And 0, we need love’s silken chain. 
To bind us one in all.

A weary pilgrimage ‘twould be, 
As through the woods we rove, 

Were we deprived of life’s beet gilt; 
Pure, strong, aud generous love.

Then let us love each other, with
A ffection deep and fast;

Let a kind smile and a tender word, 
Be given to the last.

It ’lie true we love each other, mid 
Life’s sunshine and its flowers, 

Our attachment should be stronger in 
Its sad and gloomy hours;

If the light of love is round us in 
The fleetest time of mirth, 

We should cling with closer fondness by 
The low and sorrowing hearth.

A gentle word bath magic power, 
To heal the wounded heart, .

And oft at one soul-speaking smile, 
The tear will cease to start.

Then let us love more deeply, 
Amid sorrow’s chilling blast;

How sweet to think a tender word, 
Was spoken to the last!

Alas! that anger, scorn, and hate. 
Should fill the human breast, 

Till meek affection like the dove;
Can find no place of rest;

0, in this cold, unfeeling world, 
Cast not the gem away;

No treasure that the earth can yield,
Will e’er its loss repay,

How can we ever fitted be,
To dwell in heaven above,

Where all is radiant with love’s smile.
And God himself is love,

If we in coldness turn away.
When human woe we see. 

It were but just in God to say;
4€ This is no place for thee.’

Then let us love each other, till
Life’s smiles and tears are past. 

That surrounded by love’s purest beams, 
We may meet in heaven at last.

THE LITTLE STAR GAZER.
There was once a little child, with laughing 

eyes and flexed hair, that loved the gay flow
ers, and oft at early morn or dusk of eve. be 
wandered forth and gathered the bright blos
soms and balf-ex panded buds. He loved the 
stars too, and would sit aod watch them as 
they twinkled in the blue sky, till while gazing 
be fell asleep. He had a sister once, but now 
she sleeps within ber little grave, where the 
weeping willow waves at every breeze, and 
the bright eyed violets grow.

He believed the stars were God’s little 
children, and he thought his sister was one of 
them, and the brightest be called by ber name. 
He wondered she did not come nearer to him, 
and praise his flowers, for the loved them 
too.

Ooe morn he plucked a blushing rose, all 
wet with dew, and bore it to his mother, 
saying, the bright star had kissed bis flower 
and left a tear upon it ; and be thought his 
sister wept because be was not there. That 
night he gazed more earnestly, and wished 
that be too, might be a star, and go and be 
with ber.

Too soon the color faded from his cheek, 
and bis little band grew hut, and be could not 
stand and watch the star. But it shone upon 
his bed, and be thought he should soon be 
near it.

The mother wept and pressed him to her 
bosom, for she knew that he must die, and be 
was very dear to ber. But he said be would 
come and shine upon ber, with his sister, aid 
kiss her flowers, and then she would not 
weep.

There was a time when there was no cburub 
face upon the bed ; but another little bed was 
made beneath the willow tree. Often, at 
eve, the mother watches the stars as she 
thinks of the loved, bet absent ones.—Olive 
Branch.

THE STANFIELD HALL 
MURDERS

CONFESSION OF RUSH’S ACCOMPLICE.
The Manchester Examine bas an extra- 

ordinary statemet in reference to the Stan- 
field Hall murders, for wbici Rush was hang
ed at Norwich in 1849. It states that a 
private letter, written at Gibraltar, and dat
ed August 26, 1858, mentions that there is a 
person there in custody for lie murder of the 
Jermy Family, upon bis own confession, 
which is, that be was employed aod paid by 
Rush to perpetrate the murder, and that be, 
and be only, fired the shots. It is, of course 
adds the Examiner, impossible at present to 
form an accurate opinion, upon the point, in 
the absence of the name of the person who 
thus accuses himself, but it may be remarked 
that Rush declared from first to last, that he 
was not the actual person who committed the 
murders. In the extraordinary defence he 
made as the inquiry was drawing to a close, 
be said that two persons named Dick and Joe 
were the persons who committed the crime, 
and that they would tu n up in three years. 
He would not mention who they were beyond 
saying that they were the persons with whom 
be bad been in constant communication with 
regard to the Jermy property, and that one 
of them claimed to be the rightful owner of 
the estates.

On being removed to his cell after be was 
condemned to death, he drew his chair towards 
the fire, sat down, and, rubbing his knees, 
remarked to the attendants —"This is a 
troublesome world, and 1 suppose I must die; 
bet should the man who really committed the 
murders come forward and avow himself, do 
you thick I shall be released /” Again be 
declared that Dick and Joe would make con
fession in three years, and up to the present 
time it is a fam liar phrase in Norfolk, when 
alluding to the Stanfield Hall murders, that 
Dick and Joe have never yet come forward. 
Against this statement of Ruh is to be 
placed the emphatic declaration of Emily 
Stanford that Rush went out uf his house 
(Potash farm) at the time the murders took 
place, and Eliza Chertney distinctly swore 
to him as the person who fired at ber. She 
said she knew him by his head, upon which 
Rush immediately exclaimed, "Did you see 
my head?" a remark which led strongly to 
the inference that it Was he who committed 
the act. Besides, Eliza Chestney knew 
him well, and the contour of his person was 
altogether so peculiar, that any one having 
seen hm and observed his gait, could scarce
ly have failed in identifying him agaa. Not
withstanding his extraorvinary disguises, it 
will be remembered, too, th t the pistols, 
which had been accurately described, when 
fouud buried behind Potash farm some weeks 
after the execution.

UNIVERSITY OF VICTORIA 
COLLEGE.

From the Hamilton Times.
The Medical Department of this Univers- 

ity, commonly known as “ Rolph’s School of 
medicine,” which is conducted in Toronto, 
under the able management of the Hon. John
Rolph, M. D., Dean of the Faculty, has 
entered upon the session of ‘58 and ‘59 in a 
most auspicious manner.

The Introductories of the various Profes
sors closed last week; those we were privi
leged to hear were of a very high order, and 
characterized the various professors who de
livered them as beiag men of no ordinary

20th September the water at Fort Yale was 
fifteen feet lower than it had been for months 
before; but it had io fall eight or ten feet 
more to get down to the point where it was 
last spring when the miners left off mining. 
Tha men who went to work are doing well.
It is expected during the winter a large 
quantity of gold will be taken out. The 
Indians, at last accounts, were peaceable, 
and no further difficulties were apprehended. 
Gov. Douglas was en a visit to the mining 
bare, end had given assurance to the adven- 
turers that ample etoree of provisions would 
be kept on the river, and only reasonable 
rates allowed to be charged or

The large number of arrivals from the 
northern country places us in this city in 
close communication with people who have 
mined on Fraser River. Their accounts are 
contradictory. Some say as the waters re
ceded the diggings did not prove any richer- 
in fact, that the bars uncovered were poor. 
Gold was found oa them all, but in email 
quantities. On the other hand, statements 
are made that the yield on the old bars was 
large and the miners were resolved to remain 
through the winter.

The steamer Wilson G. Hunt arrived at 
Victoria from Fraser river on the 20th Sep
tember, having on board about one hundred 
and fifty pounds of gold dust, the produce of 
the mines. Wells, Fargo & Co. offer to 
purchase dust on the following terms:-To 
advance a stated sum, with a certificate of 
deposit, ascertain its assayed value at the mint 
in Sen Franisco, and return the value, de- 
ducating the usual charges. The miners 
make demande for higher prices then pur- 
chasers ere willing to pay ; but the confidence 
which is entertained all over this coast in the 
integrity and soundness of Wells, Fargo & 
Co., will have the effect of procuring for 
them the custody of nearly all the gold taken 
from the river by adventurers from Califor- 
nia.

The miners on the bars above and below 
Fort Yale are doing about the same as iu 
my last. On Texas bar, one partner in a claim 
of four—he owing half—pocketed $580 as 
his share, alter paying all expenses, water, &c., 
In six days of last week.

A correspondent mentions that dry dig- 
giegs are being successfully carried on, on 
the Siwash Gulch, at a spot eight miles from 
the Lower Canou, and at several other places 
below the Forks, end that their existence 
will certainly lead to the discovery of others. 
Above the Forks they are well known to exist 
iu abundance ; and now that provisions can 
find their way up, they also will soon be ex- 
tensively worked, and the gold harvest no 
longer confined to a single stream fourteen

ability and attainment. That of the time 
honored Dean was a master-piece of sound

effectively delivered. Quite a number of the 
citizens, as well as the students, were pre
sent ; and, as his voice trembled in eloquent 
pathos, whilst picturing to the students the re- 
spoosibilities of a physician’s life, not a heart 
present but was deeply moved. Age, which, 
while it seems to have added dignity and 
venerableness to this father of medical science 
in Canada, has in no way impaired either the 
vigor of bis mind ss a profound thinker, or 
the energy and pathos of his delivery as a 
speaker.

Professor Geikie, who bas charge of the 
anatomy and surgery, is a fluent and euer- 
getic lecturer, and, we are told, is looked up
on by the students as an instructor of a very 
high order.

The professor of Materia Medica, C. Ber- 
ryman, M. D., is a gentleman of high iotel- 
(ecrual attainments and a well educated mind; 
and, in his opening address, which we had the 
pleasure of hearing, impressed strongly upon 
the students the necessity there was of their 
being not only men of medical skill, but men 
of education iu the highest sense of the word 
—men who are able to stand either at the 
bar, or on the public platform, or at the bed 
side, with honor to the profession and credit 
to themselves.

The late Professor of Chemistry and Math
ematics in the Provincial Normal School, W. 
Watts, M. A., has been installed in the chair 
of Chemistry ; be is a graduate of Queen’s 
Co lege, Dublin, and is, without doubt, fast 
rising to an important scientific position.— 
We are glad to number such among our ed
ucational staffs in Canada.

In enumerating the individual professors, 
we have done so only of those with whom 
we happen to be more particularly acquaint
ed. The other professors, ve believe, rank 
equally high in the estimation of the students. 
One thing, above all others, we were espe
cially glad to remark in all their opening ad- 
dresses, was their high, moral tone. Gladly 
do we recognize that it is no longer requisite 
to link with the medical student the epithet of 
reprobate. This class, considering the state 
ot the times, is a large one, numbering be
tween sixty and seventy ; they came fromall 
parts of the Province- several from the col
leges in Lower Canada. Tie students of the 
University have every facility offered them for 
graduation elsewhere that is afforded by any 
other medical school.

We are happy to recognite the onward 
progress of this institution. “ May its shadow 
never grow less.”

GETTING READY FOF HEAVEN
“ Mother,” said a little four-year-old girl, 

(be other day, e isn’t it time for me to learn 
to fly ?"

" Why do you want to learn to fly, my 
daughter?”

“ Because I am going to Heaven some
time, aod the angels all fly there, and bow 
could I play with them if I didn’t know bow 
to fly ?”

The child was fall of the idea of prepara
tion for Heaven. She pressed ber inquiries 
with earnestness aod anxiety. It was hard 
to satisfy ber that she need not begin at once 
to take flying lessons in order to be ready to 
enj y herself among the angels.

Her question, simple and childish though it 
was, may lead those older and wiser than she 
to profitable self-examination. We need 
spiritual preparation for the duties and em
ployments ot the spirit world, and we should 
be seeking it now, for we know not how soon 
we may be summoned thither. If we expect 
:o be the companions of angels—to mingle 
with raptures in their holy services, and their 
songs of praise, we ought to be learning daily 
all that we can of the themes which fill their 
hearts and employ their tongues.

Christians engrossed with worldly interests 
and cares, learn a lesson from the child’s 
artless inquiry :“for of such as the kingdom 
of Heaven.”,

Sabbath Realiug.

THE WIDOW’S LAST LOAF.

To the Editor of the N. Y. Tribune.
StR,—Many a noble deed is quiet, poverty 

is never recorded on earth. Let me rescue 
one too good to be lost. In dark scenes to 
come, it may waken some messenger ol 
mercy, or cheer some broken heart.

At the close of a long, bard witter, wore 
than two years since, we were summoned from 
the institution one morning, past liquor stores, 
junk-shops, and fish-carts, to one of those vile 
imitations of the Tower of Babel, a rear ten
ant bouse in the low regions between the 
Five Points and the Bowery. In a small 
chamber, peat even in misery, was the 
patient. She was the young widowed mother 
of four helpless little ones, a delicate lady- 
like woman, beat us with suffering, with 
brown hair, eyes red with weeping, and thio, 
pale features, once handsome, but then the 
picture of despair. There was strange, timid 
reserve. Having given up to die, as she af
terward said, she r only wished to save a 
Coroner’s inquest. She had neither flush 
nor cough, neither fever nor consumption. 
A horrible suspicion flashed. It appeared, on 
enquiry, that she lived by tewing; that she 
was of no wealthy church to help her, but only 
of a little Tract Ward Mission ; and that, 
after ber rent wee paid, she bad left from her 
scanty earnings less than five cents a day, for 
each, in these expensive times, to clutfce, 
warm and feed five persons. Except an oc- 
casional better meal from, friends, without 
mat, batter, or vegetables, she had lived at 
times, for months on dry bread. Modest to 
a fault, she would die rather than beg. There 
she was, the very “ shadow” of tbe " Song of 
the Shirt.”

At length, forgetfully, there was suggested 
her 44 nourishing food.” It was loo much. 
She answered with a gush of tears, and a fond 
look at ber children, like that a consumptive 
mother gives in parting. Just as Arctic or 
African travellers, long famished on scanty 
food, at last faint to rise no more, in tbe 
plenty of a great city, the was sinking of 
gradual starvation.

Some kind ladies nursed ber to life, and 
helped to win her history. It was full of sad-I 
ness. Left early a lone orphan, the bad af
terward sacrificed the good will of re at res I 
and some property expectations, in her mar- 
riage; and the young couple had lift heir 
home in a distant seaport to bury them eves 
is New York. Misfortunes had still followed

A PLEA FOR SHAMS.
WE are living, we are told, in an age of 

“shams.” “All the world’s a stage, and all 
the men and women merely players:" in a 
worse sense than Shakespeare’s. The grand 
drama of life is literally, as the Greeks nam
ed their stately tragedy, a "hypocrisy." To 
look upon its scenes and characters as rea
lities, is, we are assured, tbe happy ignorance 
of childhood’s first visit to the theatre ; wis-

A GOOD-HUMORED REBUKE.
A certain good-natured old farmer pre

served bis constant good nature, let what 
would turn up. One day, while tbe black- 
tongue prevailed be was told that one of bis 
red oxen was dead.

“ Is he ?” said the old man, “ well, he was 
always a breschy old fellow. Take off bis 
bide and take it down to Fletcher’s; it will 
bring the cash.”

In an hour or two tbe man came back with 
the news, “ Lineback and bis mate are both 
dead.”

€ Are they ?" said tbe old man, “ well, I 
took them from B----------, to save a bad debt 
I never expected to get. Take the hides 
down to Fetcher’s ; they will be as good as 
cash.”

In about an hour the man came to inform 
him that tbe “ nigh brindle was dead.”

" Is he ?" said tbe old man, “ well, be was 
a very, very old ox. Take off the hide, and 
take it down to Fletcher’s; it is worth more 
than any of tbe others.”

Hereupon his wife, taking upon her tbe 
office of Elipbaz, reprimanded ber husband 
severely, and asked him if he wan aot I ware 
that bis loss was a judgment from Heaven for 
his wickedness.

46 Is it ?” raid tbe old man ; “ well, if they 
take judgment in cattle, it is the easiest way 
I can pay them.

LADIES SHOULD READ NEWSPA
PERS.

It is one great mistake in female educa
tion to keep a young lady’s time and attention 
devoted to only the fashionable literature of 
the day. If you would qualify ber for con- 
versation, you must give her something to 
talk abcat, give ber an acquaintance with this 
actual world and its transpiring evento.—

us: it knowsdom can only smile and envy
detect tbeall tbe actors off the stage —can

wigs and tbe tiosel, smells tbe lamps most 
unmistakably, and has beard too much of tbe 
heroine’s history —behind the scenes—to feel 
much sympathy for virtue in distress. Yes, 
everything is a sham; "I sham, you sham, 
he shams;” this is the pattern verb of tbe 
New Universal Grammar. It is put forth 
by tbe authority of a formidable array of 
writers, who bare gained, not undeservedly, 
much of the public ear. The greatest poet, 
the keenest satirist, the most popular writer 
of fiction, tbe most remarkable, if not tbe 
deepest, philosophical thinker of our day, un
like in many things, all agree io this tone. It 
seems tbe great modern discovery in moral 
science; and, like other great discoveries, is 
of doubtful authorship; tbe idea claims birth 
in more than one mind at once. Our poet- 
laureate, with his deep melodious chime.

(Rings out the fals:, rings in the true.”
Mr. Thackeray, with unflinching hand dis
sects our very vitals, and lays bare tbe 
ghastly framework under the fair skin of 
Vanity Fair; “Box” himself, heartiest 
aod most genial of bis craft in former days, 
has taken of late to weep and snarl alter
nately, like his own inimitable Miggs, over 
the wrongs of injured blackguardism, aod the 
base deceptions of respectability. And last, 
and most terrible of all, Mr. Carlyle—who 
uses, as an old lady of our acquaintance 
truly observes, very shocking language— 
calls our civil and ecclesiastical dignities 
“crowned, coroneted, shovel hatted quack- 
heads;” talks of our most sacred political 
systems as “wind bags,” “cant,” and “castle- 
spectres,” and seems to lump his readers and 
the public generally, in terms more terse 
than flattering, into two classes— “sham he
roes and a valet world.” Each of these 
writers has discovered, “ke Hamlet, that “tbe 
time ta out of joint i bet aot being blest 
with the Danish philosopher’s modesty, they 
rather glory in the announcement that they 
were "born to set it right.”

Of the poet, we will not complain. His 
vocation gives him a licence to see things 
to generalwi th other eyes than common men; 
either oil in roseate hues, or wrapt in awful 
gloom, as suits his temperament or his fancy. 
We have no right to tie him down to facts, 
or examine his propositions by the rules of

miles long, between Fort Hope and Fort 
Yale; said stream being disputed by 10,000 
miners, when there was only room for 2,000 
and that, too, after the water bad fallen.

Among the passengers arriving at Victoria, 
September 15, in tbe Wilson G. Hunt, was 
a man having in his possession a quantity of 
coarse gold taken from Frazer river above 
the Forks, amounting in value to about a 
thousand dollars. The gold was io pieces 
from the value of fifty cents to two dollars, 
was of irregular shape, not scales, and pre
sented the dull appearance appertaining to 
gold taken from dry diggings. None of it was 
polished by the action of water. ,

A gentleman who returned from Fort 
Langley to Whatcome, states that a few 
weeks ego, as Mr. Samuel McCullough, 
formerly of Sacramento, was ascending Fras- 
er river with his aide wheel skiff, be was hail- 
ed from a British brig lying in those waters, 
and ordered to ley to. Mr. McCullough 
paid no attention to the command. He was 
bailed a eecoed time, and kept on his course, 
when a shot was fired across his bows—of 
course to frighten him. This decided Mr. 
McCullough to submit to tbe process of being 
fleeced oat of tbe amount necessary to: he- 
cure a “sufferance.” r

The Northern Light newspaper, published 
at Whatcom, has been discontinued; the 
Gazette, published daily as Victoria, seems <• 
be in a prosperous condition.

THE Lost BALLOONIST THURSTON.—It 
may not be generally known that the search 
for the body of Mr. Ira Thurston, the lost 
aeronaut, bas been continued with unabated 
vgor, in tbe hopes that some light would yet 
be thrown upon the mysterious affair. His 
brother Mr. S. R. Thurston, of Livingstone 
County, N. Y. has been assisting in this 
search for some time back, and a thorough 
investigation of all the facts connected with 
the affair, and a close examination of all the 
parties who saw the balloon after its preopi- 
tate flight, have been made. Of course all 
hopes are given up, even of ever recovering 
the body. It is not doubted, however, any 
longer that tbe unfortunate man descended 
with the balloon, and leaded from it alive in 
the immense marshes bordering on Lake St. 
Clair. This is tbe opinion advanced by tha 

mated upon, in tbe hopes of turning more at- 
tention and effort in that direction. Mr. E. 
S. Thurston thinks that in the exhausted con-

touch the hand that carried it with theirJust before the birth of their four h chi d, 
husband bed gone to New Orleans for 
ployment, where, delirious with fever, and

ver
.,„. tribute of honest tride. In a crisis when Urge her to read tbe newspapers and become 

familiar with the present character and im- 
provements of our race. History in of some 
importance ; but the past world is dead, and 
we have nothing to do with it. Our thoughts 
and our concerns should be for the present 
world, to know what it is and how to improve 
the condition of it. Let women have an in- 
telligent opinion, and be able to sustain aa in- 
telligent conversation concerning tbe mental,

thousands are suffering, these facts illustrateuo-
great principles in benevolence. That busy 
home with its tears of joy, around which but

able to send a message, be had died a few days 
after his arrival, leaving his destitute family 
in a dark New York basement, une ious 
of his late for months, and wondering why the 
poor dead father did not write and send them

ene storm bas gathered, is eloquent with the 
thought that the way to raise tbe downcast, is
to help them to help themselves. Tbe divid- dition in which be landed he was unable to 

travel out of tbe marsh. This is probably all 
that will ever be knows of his unfortunate 
fate. All effort to obtain information has of PROVINCIAL 
course been given over as perfectly futile. 
Detroit Free Press. A

ed loa! pleads with tbe pour to bless the poor.money. The embers died on the hearth, and 
the last cruet was gone. Terobe gloomy 
days followed. Her little ones came, ike 
the children of Ugolino so Donte, and craz 4 

her by crying for bread. Her brain throbbed Eri Nettht 

dim light, she saw on the mantle a cup of 

10 _____
ang back with a shudder, she prayed for de- inscribed, “Cast thy bread upon the waters; MprtMte

Raving of huoger, and a poison cup warn the 
rich wib velvet paws, that the " naked” and 
"s’ck” whom the Saviour remembered even 
in his Vision of Judgment, may be famishing

TRADERS.-Upper Canadian 
are sanguine of an improvement shortly. Here where the panic has had so dissstron? 
an effect, considering that with us there Wa 
no expansion and therefore no cause for panire 
there are no signs of improvement yet. On 
hotels are almost empty. There are on 

t-elnrut.00,

moral, political and religious improvements 
of our times. Let the gilded Annuals and 
Poems on the centre table be kept a part of 
the time covered with weekly and daily jour- 
nais. Let the family—men, women and 
elildres—all read the newspapers.

A. Teucame Iscosar of Yus FEVER in 
Naw OnzHans.—A touching incident was 
presented the other day to the consideration 
and charity of one of the Good ****

while his followers are sleeping. But the
A MAN AND A WoWan BURNED TO 

DEATH AND TWELVE HORSES SUFFOCATED. 
—Shortly before nine o’clock lastnighta fire was discovered fa the five.1977 tenement 
are fPw

faith that starved its own to lead the stranger, 
only to reap a reward no mortal could foresee, 
hat for every human being a sublime moral.— 
As if on a rainbow, skirting dark clouds, is

about pure philanthropy, and hireling rad-._ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
vocates; but if you want to have your cause liesocouyving the building at the Geno. Sert.

for thou shalt find it after many days.” IC: -A DIPERANVPHFcLAR.
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