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STORIES FROM CANADIAN HISTORY.
BY THE EDITOR.¥ »

A RAVAGED FRONTIER,

N the ovening of that aventful
day, again a family gatherin
cyts ok place at The Holms—
for Bo closely had trial, ad-
venture, and suffering for a common
cause knit together the guests and in-
mates, that thoy scemed like a family
yroup. The sword of the grandfather,
above the mantel, was now crossed by
the cavalry sabro of Zenas, and tho
old Brown Bess was flanked by the
dragoon’s cdrbine. Good cheer in
sbundance spread the board, for the
broad acres of the farm and the kindly
ministries of nature bad not stinted
thoir yield on account of thered battle-
year, But an air of pensiveness,
almost of dejection, broken by sharp
outbursts of indignation marked tho
social converse. Many incidents of
privation and suffering, in consequence
of the burning of the town, wero told.
Indeed the resources of the household
had been taxed to the utmost to relieve
the preasing distress, and every room
and guest-chamber was filled with
houseless refugees from the inclemency
of the weather,

*“There will be a grim revenge for
this, beforo long,” said Captain Villiers,
who had ombraced the earliest oppor-
tunity to renew his homage at a shrine
that bad almost unconsciously become
very dear,

“In which I hope to take part,”
interjoected Zenas, with a ferce gesture.

 We must carry war into Africa,”
continued the Captain. ¢ Hitherto,
for the most part we have acted on the
defensive. The time has come when
we must repay invasion by invagion,
and outrage by retaliation.” So does
the cruel war-spirit grow by that on
which it feeds.

¢ That ‘ere fort with its big guns
a-grinnin’ an’ growlin’ like mastiffs in
their kennels, has bullied us long
enough,” said Tom Loker, who availed
Bimself of the democratic simplicity
of the times to express his opiniun.,

1t wuadna be sae muckle & job to
talk it, -I'm thinkin',” said Sandy
McKay, looking up from his musket
that he was oiling and cleaning ; “it’s
no sae strang as it luiks, 1 kon its
raveling and demiluned unco weel,
bein’ sax weeks a prisoner wi'in thae
walls. Gin your ance ower thae brig
and inside the outworks, it wad be
easy eneuch tae win an’ haud the fort.”

“ That's the rub,” said the squire,
“to gain a footing and win the out
works, If they keep a vigilant waich
it would be a difficuit task. The only
way would be to surprise the garrison.
A few stout-bearted men, well sup-
ported, might overpower the guard,
That's the way Ethan Allen took
Ticonderoga, in the old war.”

“ Father,"” said Zepas, witl: enthusi-
ssm, “It can be done, and must be
done, and I must help do it. I clzim
a place in the forlorn hope. I'd like
to be tho first man in.”

The old man winced a Jittle at the
awful contingency of death and danger
for hig soldier boy, 80 close at hand;

® This skotch is t~ken from a volume by
Lhe Editor, entitled, *‘Neoville Truerzan, the
Piv.neer Preacher—a story of the War of

2 " pp. 244, price 75 centa.  Wm. Briggs,
Yoo 5, Publisher.

and Kato gazed at bim, with tears of
sympathy filling her oyes and tho blood
mantling hor cheek.

“As God wills, my son,” answored
the sire. ‘I gaid tho timo might
come when you should bear the battle's
brunt. If your heart calls you I will
not say may. I give you to your
country, and dare not hold you back.”

“Young maister,” said McKay,
with Scottish fidelity, ¢ whaur ye gae,
I'll gae. I'm sn auld mon, noo, an’
how botter could I gi' ma life, gin sne
it's written, than for my Kwingt? For
bye I keen weol the place, an’ sae God
wills, I can guide yo intil it by nicht
us woel as ithers could by day.”

“I'm not the man to shirk the call
to arms when the bugle sounds,” ro-
marked Tom Loker, ¢ but 7 must suy
I'vo no stomach for this going before
I'm sent. It's a sheer temptin' o
Providence, sooms to me.”

 Hoot, mon,” said Sandy, “ what is
to be, is to be. Gin ye're to fa), ye'll
fa' at the rear o' thue column a8 sune
as at the heid o' it, an’ I'ms gey sure
the firgt is the mair honourable place.”

The night of the eighteenth of
December was moonless and dark, A
column of five hundred men and fifty
niilitia, filed out of the portals of Fort
Georgo, bearing scaling ladders and
other implements of assault, as silent
as ghosta. At the head march tho
forlorn hope of twoenty men, among
whom were Captain Villiers, Zonas,
and McKay. But each man, though
he bore his life in his hand, walked
proudly erect, as if with the assurance
of victory, or of a reward more glorious
than even victory. They marched
soveral miles up the river to a spot
where a crossing could safely be effected
without discovery or interruption.

Now began the stealthy march on
the devoted fort. Like an avenging
Nemesis, shod with silence, the column
approached the unconscious garrison of
the American fort. Every order was
conveyed in a whisper. No clink of
sabre, nor clatter of muskets was
heard, The smow, which had begun
to fall, muffied the tread and deadened
each sound. The column wound on in
the hush of midnight over the wintry
waste, stealing like a tiger on its prey,
The piquets, Julled into security by
the storm, were avoided by a detour.
Now amid the blackness of the night,
the deeper blackness of the fort loomed
up. McKay and Zonas moved to the
front beside Captain Villiers who
whispered his commandxy McKay
silently led the way to tho sally-port.
A huge grenadier grasped the
by the throat to prevent his
the alarm. The forlorn hope
turough the small opening of
sally-port, and, well instructed before-
band, rushed to the main gateway,
overpowered the guard, and flung open
the huge iron-studded gates. The
British column now poured in, and
Lafore drum had rolled or bugle rung
had reached the central quadrangle
The garrison awoke from slumber only
to a futile struggle with an oxasper-
ated foe, and after a short resistance
wero compellea to surrender, In this
assault tho loss >f the victors was only
six men—a ciruamstance almost un-
paralleled in military annals—that of
the vanquished unhappily was con-
giderably greater. Three hundred
prisoners, throo thousand atand of
arms, and an immense quantity of

stores were captured—tbe Iattor af}

great boon to the well-nigh famiched

sentry | to muzzle in deadly embrace, belching
%é?hot and grape through cuch other's

poople of tho duvastated town of
Niagara.*

We would fain hero closo this record
of rotaliation. Enough had been done
for British honour und for the punish-
ment of tho ecnemy. But when dread
Bollona cries ¢ Havoe,” and alips tho
loashes of tho hellish dogs of war, the
instincts of humanity seem lost, and
baptizod men seem in danger of rovert-
ing to unredeemed savagery. True-
man expostulated, and pleaded, and
praved for a mitigation of the penalty
inflicted on the vanquished, but in
vain, In ruihless retaliation for the
burning of Niagars, the British rav
aged tho American froutier, and gave
to the flames the thriving towns of
Lewiston, Manchestor, Black Rock,
and Buffalo, At the latter placo, an
American force, two thousand strong,
made a otout resistance, but wus
dofeated, with the loss of four hundred
men, by the British, with only one-
third thoe number of troops, Decem-
ber 30.

Thus the holy Christmas-tido, God's

pledge of peace and good-will toward |’

men, rose upon a fair and fertile fron-
tier scathed and blackoned by wasting
and rapine, and the year went out in
“tears and misery, in hatred and
flames and blood.”

The marks of recent conflict were
everywhere visible, and-—saddest ovi-
dence of all—was the multitude of
soldiers’ graves whose silent sleepers
no morning drum-beat should arouse
forever, The peaceful parish church
of Niagara had been turned into a
hospital, where, instead of praise and
prayer, were heard the groans of
wounded and dying men. Everything
in fact gave indications of military
occupation and tho prevalence of the
awful reign ot war.

Seldom has tho frightful destruc-
tiveness of war been more strikingly
illustrated. The commerce of the
United States was completely crippled
by the blockade of hor ports. Ad-
niral Cockburn, 6f the British Navy,
swept the Atlantic coast with his flcet,
destroying arsenals and naval stores
wherover his gun-boats could pene-
trate. Great Britain also recovered
her old prestige in more than one
stubborn sca-fight with a not unworthy
foe. On a lovely morning in June,
the United States’ frigate ‘* Chesa-
peake,” of forty-nine guns, stood out of
Boston harbour amid the holiday
cheers of a sympathizing multituds, to
angwer the chzllonge to a maval duel
of H. M. 8. “Shannon,” of fifty-two
guns. They were soon locked muzzle

tdes, while the streaming gore iucar-
nadined the waves. Tho British
boarders swarmed on the * Chesa-
peake's” dock, and soon, with nearly
half her crew killed or wounded, sho
struck her colours to the red cross flag,
In five days the shattered and bloud-
stained vessels cropt together into
Halifux harbour, tho American czp-
tain, the gallant Lawrence, lying in
his cabin cold in death; thy Bitish
comwander, the chivalric Broke, raving
in the delirium of a despersio wound.
Tne slain captain was borne to his
grave amid the highest honours paid

“ The writer w.s intimately acquainted
with an old resident on the Niagaea wver,
who ip his yuath had been & pris.ner 1 the
American fort, and formed part ¢f the for
lora niope whichaided 1z his capture. From
10 juany ioterestiog ancidents of tho war
were learned,

to his valour by a gencrous foe.  Amid
tho roar of Broadway's livi::‘; tide, bo-
neath tho shadow of old Trinity
Church, a costly monument commemo-
rates his heroie and untimely death.
A fow days later, tho British brig
* Boxer,” of fourtcen guns, surrcun.
dered to the U, 8, brig * Enterprisg,”
of sixteen guns. In onn quiot grave,
overlooking Casco Bay, besido which
tho writer, one sunny sumwer day,
meditated on tho vanity of carthly
strife, their rival captains lie buried
sido by side. Somo kindly hand bad
decked thoir graves with tiny flags,
which is sun and shower had bocoma
dimmed and faded ; and planted fair
and innocent flowers which breathed
their beauty and fragrunco amid tho
shadows of death. 8o fado and pasy
awny the falso and transient glory of
arms. So bloom and flourish 1 im-
mortal beauty the supernal lovuliness
of virtue and piety.

BEGINNING RIGHT.

HANY people start in life with
tho ides that when they got
rich they will give lots of
money to missions and other
objects ; but by the time they got rich
they forget all about their good iaten-
tiuns, and give litlle or nothing. The
best way is to begin right, as the boys
refeired to in this letter are doing.
Who'll be the next boy to follow their
example —
Listowel, May 29, 1882,
Dear Bro.—Enclosed pleaso find
$3.68 for tho * Crosby Girls’ Home."”
1 have a couple of boys who nre we-
ginning to earn a little monoy iu the
summer vacation by working for the
furmers, and wish to give a tenth of
their earnings to somo department of
the Lord’s work. Th:y have $2.68
out of their last sumnmer’s earnings to
give, and have decided to give it to
Bro, Crosby’s Qirls' Home, to which
their muthor adds one dollar. It is
only a small sum, but it is a beginning.
You will likely hear from them again.

Yours truly,
—The Outlovk. R. J. Hussaxp.

THE WHEEL OF WILLEGIS #
(From the German of Adugust Kopisch,
“ Willegis, Willegss,
Recole unde veneris [
It grieved the lords of Mainz full sore,
‘That Willegis the mitre wore.
He was & waggoner’s son ;
And so, for fun,
The nobles scribbled o'er and o'er,
Rude cartwheels on the bishop’s dour,
Buat when he saw it, Willegis
Was not at all displeased at this ;
He called an artist, near at hand,
And quickly gave bim this command :
“On every door you see,
I pray you, paint for me
A wheel of silver in a ficld
Of cnmson—thie shall be my alueld ;
And let the proud escutcheon bear
This mot’ti;, wnt i;lectten fair .
“ Willegis, 1Willegis,
Bdhinllc:g thee vhence thyvoming is !
*Tis said that on that very da
Tho noebles wiped their scrawls away ;
They lsamnad a lesson then,
To honour honest men,
And later bishops thero
In their escutcheon bear,
Frow that day unto this,
The wheel of Willegis,

®* The first hishop of Malnx Jas the son of an Fog
lish whoslnright., Kieven hundrod years ago bs
went 23 & misionary to the Saxoh {nbes on tue
Rhine, and to thls dsy the armsof b eity of Maius
aud ot 1ts olaope in the wagynmars whetl sivken of
'n the povtt. It 3¢ oarved vb the city ga-es, snd
shines o the sinster s1ire, #nd is atasored on 3ll
ofic:al dpcumetits, Lo, Miras ix7 HTRE




