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THE APPLE WOMAN. :
GEO, MARTIN.

8ho often comes, & vot unwelcome guest,
With her old fuce set in n marblo smiie,
And bonnet ribbonlese—it i3 her best,
And Jittle cloak—and blesses yan the while,
And cracks her joke, ambitions to beguile
Your heart to somoshing buman,
Then €e 3 ter basket down—a little rest!
Tho Apple Woman,

Her stock in trado thatbasket doth contain ;
It i< her wholesale and hee retail store,
Her goods, and chattels,—all that doth pertain
To her estate, & davgbter of 1he Poor;
O yec who tread upon n velvet flonr,
Whose walls rich lights illumine,
Wound not with word or ook of high disduin
The Apple Woman,

She is thy sister, jewelled Lady Clare,

My sister ! fling this fnsult in my face? »
How dure you then, when in the house of prayer,
Utter, # Qur Father?” tho difference of place

Nulld not the ¢ wsangainity of race,
And every creature hnman
Is kin to that poor mother, shivering there,
The Apple Woman,

She sits npon the side-walk in the cold,
And with her sceaggy hund, hard-sheunk and biue,
Anid corded with the cordnage of the oid,
She reaches farth & fumeuse, sir, to yau,
An? begs her Indyship will take one too,
Aud if you are a true man
Your pence will ont : she never thinks of gold,
The Apple Woman,

Sho tells me—and I know ghr tells me tene,
* My Good man,—Gud be kind!—had loag been sick,
Anloue cold mormng when the snow storm blew,
He said, Dear Bess, it grieves me to the quick
To see you venture out,—give me my stick,
'l come to you at gloamin,
Aund bide yc.u home,"—she paused, the rest I koew,
Poor apple Woman.

Behold ber then, a type of all that's good,
Bone-t in poverty, 1n suffering kini;
And large must be that love which straios for faod,

Tiwough wind and rain, 1hrongh frost and snows that blind,

For a sick burden 1hat is left bebind
Catl her but common;;
God's commonest things are little understood,
Poor Apple Womaan,

Two April weeks, I missed her, only two,.
Missed ber upon the side-walk, everywhere,
And when again she chanced to cross my view,
The marble smile was changed, it still was there,
But durkly veined, an emblem of despair;
A God-kuit union

Grim death had struck, whose dark shock shivered throagh

The Apple Womun.

A widow now, she tells the bitter tale,
Tells how slie sat withia their little yoom
In you dark alley, till she gaw him fail,
Sat all aloae through night’s oppressive gloom,
Sat by her Joe as in a desert tomb,
No canille to illumine
His cold dead face! God only heard her wail,
Poor Apple Woman!

- Now, when you meet her of the Basket-Store,
Her of the little cloak and bonoet bare,

Reach forth a friendly hand and something more,
Wh-n your pertemonnnie has a coin to spare.
Deur are the hopes that mitigate thy care,

De: ¢ the unbought communion

Those tall vine reaches t0 the golden shore,

Poor Apple Woman |

CANADIAN HISTORY.

The Fort George Massacre, (1)
Avgust 913, 1757,

¢ Kill me,;” cried Montcolm, using prayers and mennces ard promises,
* but spate the English who are under my protection.”—Banciofi's
United States, Vol. 1V,

Of the many stirring incidents which marked the ¢ soven years
war ?’ culminating in the conquest of Canada, few have been more
ioudly denounced than the deed of blood perpetrated by the ubori-
aines on 1he garrison and jumates of Fort George, called by the
British Foit William Heury, subsequent to its capitulation ; few
occurrences of that day bave lalt, between the militias of New
France and New England, more binter memones. Neither ¢ 2,000
nor 1,000, nor 500, not even 200 jndividuals were slunghiered on
this occusion ; there were enough, however, to exhibit tu its true
features tudian warfure in former 1imes. The baibaiities to which
Bntish soldiers amd New Englawd colonisls wete subjected, in
direct violation of the articles signed by General Momceslhin and
accepted by the thiny-six Imndian tribes present, have furniched
those inclined 10 make capital ont of nutional wrongs a welcome pre-
text to charge the French commander with bemng, in some degiee,
accessory to the commission of thess horiors,  Covpet’s attractive
novel ¢ The last of the Mohicans,” and other works, (2) have also
helped to remtler current a belief to which the whole of Montealin’s
career, ag well as history, gives the lie. True, the Ameiican
novelist does not go so far us 10 accuse 1the Marquis with coun-
selling the deed, but he asserts 1hat, dwming s execunon. the
Freuch showed ¢« an apathy which has never been exptamed.”?
Here 15 & grave accusution levelled at the farr name of the chival-
rous rival of Wolfe 3 fortunately for is posthumous fimre, tnere 15
such a thing as higlonical truth 3 there are also honorable men,
whose nature spurns the cheap popalarity acquired by circuluting
a lie caleulated to ruin or vihly anational enemy. To thix class
belongs George Bancrofi, the gifted historiographer of the United
States.  Let ux now quote from his beaunful writings:

¢« How peacefulty rest the waters of Lake Georae between their
ramparts of highlands ! Iu their peilucid depihs, the ehffs and the
hills, and the tees trace their image, anmd the beautul reman
speaks o the heast, teaching affeciion for Natwie.  As yet (1757),
not a hamlet rose on its margin ; not a suaggler had thaiched a
log-hot in its nesghborhood 5 only at its head, near the centre of a
wider opening between its mowm:ains, Fort Willilam Henry stood
on i's banks, almo-t on a level with the lake. Lofty hills over-
hung and commanded the wild scene ; but heavy artillery had
not, ax yel, accompanied war-parties into the wilderness.

¢ Some of the Six Nations preserved their uevtrality, but the
Oncidas danced the war-dance with Vandrewml. ¢ We wil try the
hatchet of our futher on the English, to see if it cms well,” sand
the Senecas of Niagara; and, when Johnson complamned of depred-
ations on his caitle, ¢ You begin erying quite early,’ they duswered,
¢ you will soon see other things.? (3)

« ¢ The English have buili a fort on the lands of Onontio,? spoke
Vaudreuil, govemnor of New France, to u congress, at Montreal, of
the wertiors of three-ami-thirly nations, who had come together,
some from the rivers of Maine and Acadia, some fiom the wilder-
ness cf Lake Huron and Lake Superior. ¢ am ordered,” he con-
tinued, ¢ to destroy it.  Go, winess what 1 shall do, that, when

on relurnt to your mats, you may recount what you have seen.’
They took his belt of wampum, and answered—¢ Father, we are
come 1o do your will.> Day after day, at Montreal, Montcalm
nursed therr enthusiasm by stnging the war-song with the several
tribes. They clung to him with affect‘on, and would march to
baitle only with him. They rallied at Fort St. John, on the Sorel,
their missionaries with them, and hymns were sungin almost as
many dialects as there were nations. On the sixth day, us they
discerned the batilements of Ticonderoga, the fleet arrayed nself

(1) We copy thig interesting article from Mr. Le Moize's valuable
coltection, the Maple Leaves, 20d series The specch recently delivered by
Major Geaeral McCleHan, and which has bLeen So ably taken up by
writer in the Chicugo Tribune, gives fresh interest to this point jn our
bistory. (Ep. J. of E.)

(2) ¥ This treaty of capitulation was violated by AMoutcalm in 8
mauner which fzes eternnl disgrace on his memory.”—jfoore’s Indiun
war in the United States, p. 194,

{3) Vaudreull to the Minister, 13th July, 3757,



