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WUEINSTON HEIGHTS AND
LUNDY'S LANE.

Tye sal up the broad and rapid
ver, séven_miles to Queenston or
wiston, 18 one of surpassing
muty, and_the wholg region is rife
ith historic memaries. To the
cht nses the steep escarpment of
biecnston  Heights, in  storming
hich, on the fatal night of Octo-
r, 1812, fell the gallunt Brock.
noblo monument perpetuates his
henory. From its base is obtained
magnificent view of the winding
\-er—-ﬁ]e fertile phin and the
oad, blue Ontario in the distance.
Every step of tho way botween

a and Queenston -so named
h honvur of Queen Charlotte—is
storic ground. Byt a few short
purs slter Jeading his hastily sum-
oned militiaupQueenston Heights,
ith 2 cry, ! ush on, York Vol.
nteers!? Sir Isane Brock again
ed over this read, when his
ody, *ith that of his brave aide-
ccamp, was brought back, the
herny’s minute-guns all along the
pposite river-bank firing s salute

respect,
From the summit of Brock's
snuntnt—s Roman oolumn ex-
od in height only by that Sir
istopher Wren erected in Lcn-
n to commemorste the great fire—
obisined & grand view of the
sr. Here we #0e not only the
Fhirlpocl and -the spray of the
tarsct, but all the near towns,
ith » distant glimpee of the historio
kld of Lundy’s lene. Broad,
miliog fayms, and peach and apple
hards, stretch away into the
Sktance, and adorn every headland
neither gide. The full-tided river
ins o0 in might and majesty, and
Rours its into the blue, un-
tod sea, Ontario, which, studded
ith many a sail, forms the long
firizon. Few lands on earth can
hibit A gcens more fertile or more
i, of one Associsted with grander
mories of patriotism aud valour.

LAURA SECORD.

Near Thorold; at Beaver Dam,
curred ono of the most dramatic N
bisodes of the war of 1812-14. AN
Sccord, a_brave Canadian
oman, during that stormy time
ked Alope through the wilderness
om her home on the Nisgara
iver to a British Post at Beaver
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BROCK'S MONUMENT.
The small monumen? s the foraground shows the spct where Brock fell.

hm, 3 distanco of twenty miles, to give In the far-off days of battle, Of the tangled wildernesres,
g of the invasion of an Amencan When the muskets’ rapid rattle -Fearfol sounds came floating outward a. she
irce.  In oonseaucnce of this heroic act Farre-echoed through the forest, LauraSecord fastly fad ahead ; .
urly the whole of the invading ped along ; And she hcard the gutt'ral growling
re captured. The Prince of &alea,] Deep into the woodland masy, Of the bears, that, near her prowling,
benn in visited Laura Secord, ) Over pathway wild and bazy, Crashed their way throughout the thickets
n » Yery old 1ady, and gave her a hand- Wathtﬁm:&f:r&c:efoouupwdsw for the food on which they fcd.
me preagnt. The following stirring poem 8- i i
Dr. Jakeway records her brave deed : . Far and near the hidcous whooping
: She had heard the boatrpanng. Of the painted Indians, trooping -
: Aad at onos with dauntiess du-u:i For the foray, ed opon her with a weird,
On the sacred scroll of glory Hurried off to give the warning of the fast- un, ly sound ;
Let ug blazon forth the story ad g foo; While great snakes were gliding past her,
a bravg Canadis® woman, with the fervid And she flitted like & shadow Asx she ‘rped on fast and faster,
' pen of fame ;- Far away o'cr fen and mcadow, And disaster oa diseater seemed to threaten
So that all the World may resd it, ‘Whers the wolf wasin the wild wood, and the all around.
-And thet every beart may it, lynx was lying low.
d rebearss it through the ages %0 the henour Thus for twenty miles abe travellsd
of hor 2ums. Frow within the wild recesses Ovser pathways rough and ravelled,

Bearing dangers for her couatry like
the hﬁlad ones of yore ;
Thlt ahe reached her deatination,
And farewarned the threatoned sta
tion
Of the wavo that was advancing to
engulf it deep 1n gore.

Just in time the welcome warning
Came unto the tnen, that, scorning
To retire before the foemen, rallted
ready for the fray:
And theygasesuch gallant greeting,
That tho foec was soon retreating
Back in wild dismay and terror on
that feacful Lattle day.

Few returned to tell the atory
Of the cundlit shar and gory,
That was v with Lrllast glory by
that brave C anadian band,
Fur the howt of prin ners captured
Far vutnundurid the enmptured
Little group of gallant soldicrs fight
ing for their native land.

Braver deeds are not recorded
In historic treasures hoarded,
Than the march of Laura Secord
through the forest long ago;
And no nobler deed of danng
Than the cool and crafty mrhf
By that band at Beaver Dam of al)
that well-appointed fee.
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“IN HERB"

A xrrio of young men were go!
into a whiskey shop aa we
by. Animagined conversation arose
in our mind about as follows :

**Where are you going, young

man " said we.
“1In here,” said he.
““In where 1" wo continued.
*In this saloon,” he rephed
**Du you Wil thatasalwn? Qur
idea of a saloun proper has some
tlung wice, safo, pure, wholesume
about 1t In that place they drink,
gaubly, talk mdecently, ur are pre
ared Lo do these,” was our reply.
“Well, but T don't do all that.
1 am a gontleman,” he responded.

“Yes,” wo sud, **that may all
be s0; but liston & moment. Do
you forget that old childish story
about the spider and the iy 7 Dad
ﬂuu know youug Koo wlon, whe
ived hure &me years agn 1"

‘Well, no; let me sco; yos, I

beliove 1 did,” ho answered.

“Ho was as bright and clovera
oung man as over lived in thoaity ;
ut he liked company. and

dm&ping into “nice saloons.” He laughed
at the suggestion of dangur, and ontiioed
to visit gin.shops, man-traps, death-hules,
which are termed ““smaloona.” Time and
msocnu'or; to]i:ho talo on this **gentlo-
man.” After being repeatodly picked u
out of the gutter, and finally luckgd out b;;
the kooper of the man-trap, ho fell into
utter ruin and diod in horror  Ho lies in-
Mount Olivet, buried out of sight by pitying
fricnds, of whom not one was a malvon
keoper. What will be your fate, young
man?”

** 0, I don't know , I dun't drink much.”

*Ono more word, iny dear friensl , this

drink habit grows stealthily, but surely, if

ind . cre is no awafcty bat in solf-
dcn;l?a Quit, quit now, quit forever.”



