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LONG AGO

—

\When opal tints and gray invade
The cnmson of the west—
When dayhghi's hngeting tiaces fade,
And soog hirds seek the nest—
When shadows fall o’er hill and plain,
And stars in heaven glow,
We live id mcmuly Ohce agdein
The days of long age

And frients of Jays forever Ja
Around us closely stand,

\Ve [eel the kindly grasp ofice more
vt many a ** vanished haod

And though fond, loyal, brave and true
May be the friends we know,

No [riends can match the fiicnds we knew
And loved long, long ago.

Thuugh smiling fortune on us shower
Her gifts with right good will —

Th ugh every passing day and hour
Be filled with sunshige still—

Though ioys and peasures dezp abound
Upon the wag we go,

We sigh and Iream Cerjoys we ©und
Ta days of long ago.

And thangh we farm new friends, new ties,
New joys, new pleasures try,
And though new hopes lihe phastoms 1ise
As in the Jays gone Ly,
When comes the holy calm of cve,
QOur tears unbidden flow ;
We love, we hope, we plan and greve
Again in Long Ago.
~Chamiers' Fourual,

PERILS OF THE HOLIDAY SEA-
SON.

In a sermon to his congregation, preach-
ed ot the first Sabbath of this month, on
the dangers and duties incident to holiday
season, Rev. Mr. Hastie, of Cornwall, closed
with the following words :—

Thus far 1 have spoken only of penlsto
body and estate ; but there are other perils
and graater than these ; penils to the soul,
peculiarly pressing at this season of the
year. )

If only devout, God-fearing people
travelled 10 summer, and gatherd at Peake’s
Island, and old Orchard Beech, at Cacouna
aod Massera aod Stanley, andtouredthroogh
Muskoka, there would be little perilto
men's souls from Sabbaih desecration, from
corrupt literature, and from skeptical books
and talk. Bu, all sorts of people frequent
these places, and you know the tendency
there is in human pature to conform to one's
environment and not appear singular and
straight laced. \Whea scores of pcople are
reading the secular newspaper oa the piazza
or the lawn, and someone politelyleaves you
a copy, how difficult to refuse taconform.
When a wiscassion 1s started about polttics,
or business, or some other worldly affair how
difficult to decline to take part when ap-
pealed to. Whzn others go out oo the
Lord’s day for 2 spio on the water, or take
1n the Suoday excursion howdifficulttobe a
strict non-conformist, when you are amoag
stranpers who know pothiog of your religi-
ous standing at home.

The result is, that in mapy cases more
barm isdone to the soul in a fortmight'sor a
month's holid .ys than is repaired the next
eleven months by Sunday school, and sanc-
tuary, aod christian bome combinad. This
need not be so, should not be so. Josspb
in Egypt, Daniel tn Babylon, wereexposed
to greater templations thap any of usin
Capada oric the United States, yet they
maintained theirintegrityia spiteof all seduc-
tive inflocpces. Just as breeze, and storm,
and hurricane cause the youngtree tosend its
roots deeper iato the soil, and to seize with
a firmer grip the endariog rock, so all these
enticements to drift into sio whep away from
home should make us allthe more strict in
religious duties both oo Sabbath aod week
day.

Wheo you pack your valise or truok for
an onting take with you asa wvade-mecun:
for daily use this counsel of our Divioe
Master :  “ I say unto yon, my friecnds—Be
not afraid of them that kill the body, and
aficr that bave no more that they can do.
Bat, I will forewamm goo whom ye shall
fear . Fea: dim, which afie: be bath killed

hathpower to cast into hell; yea, I say
unato you, Fear him."—Luke xiii. 4 5.
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THE HOME OF GRACE DARLING
AND 178 SURKROUNDINGS.

Out io the wild North Sea stands the
lonely rock and lighthouse of the Loog-
stooe, the fartbest away of the Farne
Islands, where, on ;th September, 1838,
noble Grace Darling braved the fury of a
September storm, and with her father rescu-
ed nine hapless survivors of the Forfarshire
who had been cast by the waveson the
Harker rocks, and who otherwise maust have
perished ere the morning broke. The story
has often been told, and will be told many
times again.

We were staying at Bamborough (most
charming of Northumbrian villages), and
our fancy was awakened to see the scenes
where this true heroine passed her life ; too
short, alas ! for she died of consumption
(=0th October 1842) at the early age of
twenty-six, just four years after her famous
exploit, oever having been tempted 10 leave
ber lighthouse home.

Visitors should go to Norta Sunderland
to embark for the Farnes, and engage Mr.
Cuthbertson and bis two men if they wish to
visit these Islands aright; which we cer-
tainly longed to do. Every photograph we
saw of the gull-covered Pimbacle rocks, all
we beard of the seals, the cormorants, the
puflios, aand guillemots, lured us oceanward ;
and, abave all, the sight of that lonely light-
house, far 2way {n the misty distaoce, daily
beckoned us to come.

Qur kiod landlord of the Victoria Hotel
at Bamborough went himself to arrange the
expedition, acd on our return from ano ex-
cursion to find cld Duustanburgh Castle we
beard that Cuthbertson could take us, and
would send a telegram next morning if it
proved 2 suitable day—a very necessary
precauntion even ia Juane.

The telegram arrived, ** Cao go, slight
swell.” The sun shone brightly: no wind,
and only a little distant haze which enhanc-
ed the beauty all around.

Arived at North Sunderland, we soon
jumped into the larze fishing boat bouad for
the Farpes! It was a pleasant sail, although
there was hardly enough wind to dispense
altogether with the oars, and the six or seven
miles did not take solong as we had expect-
ed. Before starting we had to get 2 *“ Pass”'
to land. Should this be forgotten, tha keep-
cr on the Islands dares not let any one put
foot on the shore, so particular is the pro-
prictor abont this little form. But we bad
our “Pass” and were landad 1 safety amid
much screaming and uproar from all the
dear white birds, wbho did pot seem quite
sure whether to welcome us or resent our
approach.

**Tis harsh to hear from ledge or peak
The suany cormorant’s tuacless shaek ;
Fierce songs they chant, in pool or cave.
Datk wanderers of the westera wave.

Wild thiogs ate here of sea 2ad land,

Stern surges, aod a baoghty straad,

Sea moasters haunt yon cavera'd lair,

‘The mermaid wrings her briny hzirg

That cry, those sullea accents sonnd,

Like native cchoes of the ground,

Lo 1 He did 2l things well who gave

The se2-bird’s voice to such a wave.”

Nestsand eggs at nearly every step! 1
picked up one of the Arctic tern’s, bot was
politely told by the keeper that it wasas
much as his place was worth to let me take
evenone! The lovely eider, or St. Cuth-
bert’s ducks (so called from the love the
good saint bore to them), were fiying about,
and we passed three sitting on their pests,
quite close to us,and were told thatthe
Farne Islaods are the only place in England
whbere they breed (in Scotland, I believe,
there are some islands they atso frequent).
How calm they looked sitting there, heed-
less alike of sun and storm, as if listening
tothz long wash of the wave on the rocks
below |

We walked roood the island (tbe Browns-
man)and vicwed the old Tower, and the
small bouse inbabited by the keeper, who
looks after the birds and gathers the eggs
dariog the summer months,

We saw thelittle piece of groand which

William Darling cultivated as his garden,
and the very same clump of rhubarb plants
still growiog in one carner, just as in the
days when he came across from his solitary
rack opposite, to take some away for their
bomely dinner.

Wethen pulled across to the Stayie, the
1sland of the Pinnacle rocks. * On the top
ridges and crevices of these buge columns
every available spot 1s covered 1n early sum-
mer by birds, chiefly guillemots, where they
lay their eggs and hatch their young.' Gulls
of all sorts,—eider ducks, cormoraats, were
also sitting on oests all round, while the
puffin secures a warmer corner for himself
in mapny a disused rabbit-hole. Huundreds
were lazily floating on the waves, or wheel-
iog round and round in happy freedom. It
was a Paradise of sea-birds, and we longed
to stay many hours among them.

But we had still to go onto the Loog-
stone lighthouse; and curious and most
Interesting it was, after nspecting the lamps
at the top, and walking round the little bal-
cony for the view,to peep into the tiny
room where Grace Darling lived her lite on
earth, aund look from the window where she
saw those cruel waves breaking up the old
vessel on those merciless rocks, ,

We soon passed the very spot where it
all happened, and could understand the
noble impulse, which she thus expressed,
when questioned about it afterwards:—
< Alluding to the unfortunate event of which
it pleased God to make me an instrument,
and to crown with success, to Bim be all
the praise for ever and ever, Amen! for at
the time I believe I had very little thooght
of anything but to exert myself tothe aot-
mos? ; my spirit was worked up by the sight
of such a dreadful aftair, that 1 can imagine
X still see the sea flying over the vessel.”

As wesailed away an old grey seal push-
cd up his head several times close tothe
V'oat, and finally swallowed a fish with great
dexterity. We saw others lying ob a dis-
tant islet.

Wetheo approached the island nearest
to the mainland, called Farne, and we had
to produce another “Pass® ere we could
land. Here stands the small chapel dedi-
cated to St. Cuthbert, which appears to have
been built i the early part of the fourteenth
century. The old Saxon church has quite
disappeared. The length of the building is
20 feet and the breadth 15. Archdeacon
Thorpe restored the entire boilding, and
brought oak benches and carviog from Dur-
bam. There is a monument in the wall
erected by the Archdeacon in 1848 to the
memory of Grace Darling. Sincethe re-
storation, services are held from time to
time doring the summer, for the benefit of
the lighthouse-keepers and their families.
There is acother lighthouse on Faraoe, and
the hospitable young wife of the bead light.
house-keeper gave us some excellent tea and
hothe-made bread, while her mother (an-
for{unately very deaf) kindly made us carry
off various pebbles that she had amused her-
seif picking up on the shore.

Oan the Longstone there are only three
meb, but here there is more room, and two
little houses are built close to the lighthouse.
The men seldom leave the Island ; onz man
said be had not been ashore for two years !
‘We bought some fioe large sea-urchios from
oot of the children, and then set sail once
more on the czlm bloe waves for Norb
Sunderland, which we reached at balf-past
six o'clock. Oae of oar fishermen (a nep-
bhew of Grace Darling), steing my disap-
pommtment cn the Staple at not being able
to bring away any of the eggs for the collec-
tioa of my Harrow boy, kindly presented
me with some, they baing allowed to take a
few as a perquisite for oringiag ashore the
boxes of eggs collected by the keeper. I
may meation that these are giren away for
the benefit of the poor. Thus eoriched
with two egrs of the eider duck, two cor-
morants, and various gulls, we got up gaily
into the little dogcart, seldom or never hav-
ing had a pleasanter or more interesting ex-
pendition.

Next morning we weat to see the mona-

oLy 31st, 1895.

ment and tomb put up to the memory of iie
heroine in the old Bamborough churchyard,
and bought her photograph in the oecoming
beaver bonnet presented so her by the
tradespeople of Barwick. We were only
sorry not to be able to see the house where
there were other telics of her, as hes aiece,
who lived there, died the very morning alies
our arrival at Bamborough. The old bout
in which Grace and her father “putofi’
for the Harker rocks lay for years unnotic
ed on the shore at North Sundetland, bLui
was eventually purchased by one who has
exhibited it in many places for the beaefil
of fisher folk. — Mrs. Arthur Hastings
Derger.

PERILS OF MOUNTAIN TRAVEL

Under the title of *“ A Journey to the
Sacred Mountain Siao-Outai-Shan,” Henry
Savage Landor, ia 7T4c Forfnightly, gives
a pleasant, chatty description of tia.el
in the interior of China, which bhe,
presumably undesigoedly, rendered doubly
interesting by subjecting himself to a peri*
ous incldent of mountain travel, which he
thus describes:

¢ Not far from the temple, a curious
natural bridge of ice over a stream was
quaint and pretty, and the huge Siao tower
ipg over my head, with large patches cf
snow aud ice on its slopes, made me long
for the next morning, to ascend its highest
peak. The pext morniog came, and at 3
a.m., I set out on the steep track, accom
panied by a Moogol guide. As I was wa'k
ing too quickly for bim, he was soon left
far bebind, and I proceaded by myself, sure
that I could find my way without him.
Things went well until T bad reached an a
titude of over 9000 feet, when the track 1
had followed seemed  branch off, acd oae
branch went to the soutbwest, the other to
the northwest, round one of the smallkr
peaks. 1 took the southwest one ; it led me
to a poiot where o human being could go
aoy farther. Where I was, the slope of the
mountain was such that it required 2 steady
foot not to be sliding down into a precipice;
a little farther, a loog glacier extended from
top 10 bottom of the mountaio, so 1 left the
track and attempted to climb the lower
peak just above me, to seeif from that poiat
of vantage I could discover the right trail.
1t was easier said than doae, especially as 1
was carrying a water-color paint-box and a
block sluog to 2 strap on my shoulders;
stil), after a good deal of hard work, acd
roing upon my hands and knees, I maunaged
to crawl up to thatop. 1 was so -hot, and
the view was so lovely from up there, that 1
sat on 2 stone on the edge of the slope and
opened my paint-box to take a sketch. As
1 was sorting out the brusbes, unlackily the
ston® on which I was sitting gave way, aod
1 started sliding down the almost perpeo-
dicalar slope, acd no efiort on my part to
stop my involuntary tobogganing was of
any availl. I tried to clotch the ground with
my opails. I stized every projecting stoae
in hopes of stopping my precipitons desceat,
but, £clas ! at the speed I was going it was
210 easy matter to hold on to anything that!
even managed to clutch,

« There 1 had death staring me io the
face, for another hundred yards woald
have brought me on the edge of the pre:
cipice, and over X would bave goane, taking a
fatal leep of several hundred feet, My haw
stood on end as every second I was ap
proachiog the dreaded spot ; and how well
1 remember the ghastly sound of my beary
paiot-box which had preceded me in my dus
astrous descent. How well 1 rememberihe
bollow sound of it bapging from boolder 10
boulder, echoed and magoified a thoosaand
times from one mountain to another. Taco
there was a final baag from dowa far, ¢t
below 3 tbe ccho weakly repeated it, aodall
«as silcace once more. Avother haf
mioote, aod the echo would have repeated a
hollowee sonad still: I shot myeyes. - - .

A riolent shodk, which aearly tore m§
body in two, made me think that I had gooe
over; botno . . . s lock would bave



