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cach number of Cassvn I8 received, They will
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which their subscriptions are paid; and, it that date
has evpired, they are respectiully asked to renew
promptly, as the magazine cannot be made 2 success
without attention to this matter. For exawmple, the
figures 6—92 after your address mean that your sub.
seription iy pald up to and including Sune 1892: the
fizures 3—-02 incan that your subscription is paid up to
and Including March, 1892,

Wo wonld respectfully remind those who do not wish
o receive Caxapa any longer, that wo cannot in auny
case discontinuo the tnagazine until all arrearages, how.
ever small, are paid. I you owe us for one number
only, renit 10 cents ; If for two numbers, remit 17 cts. §
it for threo numbers, remit 25 ceuts ; if for four numbers
remit 34 cents; if for five numbers, remit 42 cents ; §t
for six numbers, remit 60 conts: it for seven numbers,
remit 59 cents: il for cicht numbers, remit 67 cents
{t for nine nutbers ccmit 75 cents ; if for ten nutnbers,
rewit 84 cents : and if for cleven numbery, remit 92 cts,

By reading theabove two paragraphs and consulting

the wrapper of your magazine, you can tell at any timo
oxcctly how much you owe us. This will save corres.
pancence, which costs moncy for postage.
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BxNtox, Nrw BpUNSwicK.

[For Caxama.)

THE ROBIN.

HE robin came to day with earliest dawn,
And whistled through the orchard.
avenues,

Untenanted and bure, and dull with
dews,

Or rains that noiscless fell in hours just gone.

The robin called in vain acress the lawn-~

Unanswered in the dusk ; and yet, sweet
news

\Was cchoed in his voice from misty views

And shadowy fences where his plumage shone.

He does not utter whence, or why he came,
Before a bud is broken on a trec ;
\Vhile ice is hanging in the brook, and
cold
The breczes crost the watere. Al aflame
And fresh his coat ; and full his voice, and
free,
To usher in the day I now behold.

J. ¥, Herpy,
Wolfville, N. S.

{For Caxana.]

THE BELLS OF ST. BONIFACE.

——

BY J. JONES BELL, M. &,

——

N John CGreenleaf Whittier's poem,
“The Red River Voyageur, he
speaks of the bells of St. Boniface :

The bells of the Roman Mission,
That call from their turrets twain,
To the hoatman on the river,
To the hunter on the plain,

The visitor to Winnipeg, looking across
Red River to St. Boniface, and secing the
brick cathedral with unfinished tower,
would not understand the allusion. But
in the old duys the cathedral was a wooden
building with twin towers, similar to
those of Notre Dame at Paris and Mon-
treal. The wooden cathedral was burned
in 1860, and .he present bhuilding took
its place.

But as to the bells.  They are some-
times popularly spoken of as the Trav-
elling Bells of St. Boniface, and well they
may be, for they have crossed the ocean
three times, They were cast in London
to the order of Bishop Provencher, the
first bishop of St. Boniface, and sent by
sailing vessel to York Factory, on Hudson
Bay, the usual route for goods destined
for the Red River country, The voyag-
curs refused, on account of the size
and weight of the packages, to convey
them over the portages Lotween York
Factory and Norway House, and they
remained at York, but the following year
the bishop arranged with Andrew Me-
Dermott, one of the pioneers of Red
River, to bring them on. When the
church was burned in 1860, the bells
were destroyed.  Bishop Tache, who had
succeeded Bishop Provencher, being in
ingland the next year, saw the founder,
who agreed to re-cast them if the metal
was sent to Lngland. This was done,
and the new chimes were again shipped
for York factory. DBut the ship was
caught in a storm and driven to St. John’s,
Newfoundland. The bells were sent
from there to Portland, Maine, by vessel,

thenee by rail to St Paul; Minnesota,
and from there over the prairie by ox
cart, sever]l hundred miles, to St. Boni-
face, where they were hung on a timber
framework beside the church.

The writer while serving as an oflicer
of the first Red River expedition at Forg
Garry, in the winter of 1870-71, fre-
quently heard the bells of St. Bonifuce
calling, not only to the hoatman and the
hunter, but to the settler, who was then
beginuing to crowd aside the voyageur
and the hunter.

Toroxto, ONT.

{For Caxapa.}

¢ TANTRAMAR."

—

BY SYDONIE ZILLA.

1]

HY such a sober face, Auntie?
Your eyes have a far-away
look in them. What book

have you heen reading?’

“1 have, or rather, was an hour ago,
reading a poem called ¢ Tantramar,” and
since then I have actually been dreaming.”

“Of what and why should “Tantra-
mar” make you dream? Oh yes, I
remember now, it is of old Sackville and
its schools, is it not, Auntie ¥’ -

“ Yes, dearie.  Everytime I read this
poem, two romances come to mind, one is
“Jane Eyre”; for those marshes of

cutramar always make me think of

Charlotte Bronte and the Yorkshire

Moors,”

“Poor Charlotte! and what is the
other romance "

“ The other Sackville itself, if it could
tell a tale, saw played.”

“Girls! Flo and Bess, keep still and
Auntio will tell us a story, it will pass
the time just lovely until those boys
come home from their shooting.”

“Did I say I would, Nellie?”

“Oh, no, but I know you will; youn
never yeb refused me anything. Begin
now please, we are listening.”

“Yes, we are listening,” echoed the
others.



