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Noiuy M, Horommson v Somisuss's
Macasine,
Bweet, sweet, sweet,
Is the wind's sol
Astir in the rippl
All day long. -
Tt hath the brook's wild gayety,
The sorrowful cry of the ses,
Oh, hush and hear |
‘Bweet, swoet, and cloar,
* Above the locust's whirr,
And hum of bee
Bises that soft, po‘hotlc harmony,

In the meadow-glass
The invocent white daises blow ;
The dandelion plume doth pass
Yaguely to and froe
The wnquiet spirit of & flower
That hath too brief an hour, ,

Now doth a little cloud all white
Or golden bright .

Drift down the warm, blue sky :
And now on the horizon line,

Where dusky woodlands lie,
A sunny miet doth shine,

Like to a vail before » holy shrine,
Concealing :
Half-rovealing
Things Divine,

Bweet, sweot, sweet,
Is the wind’s song,
Astir in the rippled wheat
All day long,
That exquisite music calls
The everywhere—
Life death must share,
The golden harvest falls,
8o doth all end—
Honored Philosophy,
Beience and Art, :
The bloom of the beart ;=
Master, Consoler, Friend,
Make Thou the barvest of our days
To fall within Thy ways,
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A BTORY OF CANADA,

“The gold’s bound to be here,” he
frequently repeated ; the trouble is to
find the lucky streak. But I')l come on
it, Joe, afore looy."

He would spend hours after the days
washing was done, and carly in the
morning, in Empoct.ing round the place
while Joe, whose enthusiasm diminished
rapidly, would lie down at full lesgth
and muse over past days,

One afternoon that Jake bad left him
for a time to prosecute the monotonous

~ ocoupation of washiog, he caught him-
self wondering whether he might not
reach homo quicker across the continent
than by going down to 'Frisco,

“There's no wse denying thesec moun-
tains are high,” thought he; “but they
can be crossed, I've heard some of
the boys down below talk of the
Leather pass, A man might manage it
well enough, T reckon, if he sta in
good time,”

His meditations were interrupted by
his mate's suddeo return,

“Yo may well be idle,” said Jake,
cheerily, “I've struck it, man! I've
struck it !"

Joe had thought himself oured of the
fover, He did not look asif he wore
whoo be heard the announcement,

“Where ? where 7"

“Come and see yourself,”

And Jake hurried him away to » place
some two hundred yards further up the
stresm,

h“Seo bore.l Look n:bia dirté‘;l‘gl‘x:t'l
the richest placer around these diggings,
Joe, It's the old bed of the stream, and
there's s streak of gold under all that
earth ; more gold than wo've seen yet,
Our fortune's made,”

Joe looked first at the spot indieated,
then st Jake, His face exhibited un-
mistakeabio diupEointmenc. ,

“It's not as rich as what we are at.
There's no psy dirt there,”

“No pay dirt there ? I tell ye, there's
more pay dirt in this bit o’ ground, and
richer pay dirt than in all the rest of the
bars together, It's below the earth.”

“Below the earth?” :

“Don’t you see that it's an old chas.
pel? And woo't sll the hands that
know.anythiog about it tell yo that an
old channel's the best place 7"’

“I #'pose ye're right, Jake, Ye are
wiser at this than me. But bow are we
to got at it ?” i

“Bluice it. Ground sluice it. There's
the stream. We must make it run back
here, snd my word on it, Joe, we're
made men,” v

Jake was right, Tho earth covered
the former channel of the stream, snd
when they had completed their arrange-
ments for turning the water on i, snd
began to wash, they found sbundanoe of
the precious metal they sought, It lay
at t:)o bottom of the pans in nuggets and
grains,

wheat

Their claim sooured, they toiled un- | &

remittingly, They had struck
o i § B b s
sumber, At the end of three weoks'
time, Joe, realized the fact that they
were rich men,

Quickly passed the time at Hemskerk,
The first excitoment over, people set-
tled down once more to tbotr.o om:r
work, pursued their former av: .
snd bestowed but an oosasionsl thought
on the events of past , The wreck
still furnished matter for conversation
and diving operations thet were earried
oo steadily day to day atiracted interost
enough on the part of those who had
come down to the villsge from Canada
and the Statos, iu hopes of recoveriog
the remains of some lost friend or relative,
One or two lsrge rewards Lad been of-
fercd for the discovery of such bodies,
snd more then one fishermsn, when Juck
was poor, would go eruising round un
places, searching the wators

t'n&mtd
with glass busket and grappling irons, | prov

trusting to earn the promised thousands,

Of those thus
diligent, more j
Christie, His boat's prow was copstantly
. to be seen cutting the waters of deserted
- eoves snd perilous books in the rocky
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“If T oould only seo him!"” wass fre-
quent iudulon of his, And when he
spoke thus, Widow Christie could not
belp foeling thaokful that Bill Bexley
Was awa g the consoquences of &
meoting between him and her angered

ml

Dick, it was plain, would not have
stood on formd.%y would not have
dreamt of law, h Joe's murderer cross-
ed his path, but at once have meted out
the full punishment for the crime. He
understood, he believed in, lynch law.
And it was well for the evil one of evil one
of Homskerk that he never crossed - the
fisherman’s path,

¢I dunoa want to lose another son,
Rose,” often said the widow to her
daughter. “But' if Dick was to see the
man, there 'ud be blood spilt.”

“And tbmu'lld b«;n uoloough ;" ﬂth-t,
mother,” would re ° , to
whose eyes rushed &o’ hot p;:'n when-
ever sllusion was made to ber loss.

“She bears it grand,” was the remark

of the H simple ls wh
avaaqunisted with Tahibesble weys of

love, knew that once a girl like Rose had
‘{lvel her heartaway it was for good snd
all,

“Yes," assented her mother, “Yes,
but she's sinkin’ under it. It's more
than human patur’ can bear, ye soe. If
the poor Iad’s body had been found
'twould bave been & consolation like,
and we could have buried bim de-
ccotly, but it's bard to thiok that cven
that's denied s person.”

Widow Christie was right,  and the
village knew it, Rose, wassioking stead-
ily under the pressure of ber sorrow,
spite of her efforts to bear it calmly and
rejeot all bitter thoughts. Dick koew
it, and it was that knowledge that drove
bim to search with his boat the recesses
of the coast, "long after all hope bad
died withio him; which fanned the
flame of revenge in bis heart, and took
from his toil all pleasure and light.
But it was impossible for to
forget. Every stone, every bush, or dry
tree, brought back vivid rememberance
told more and more on her failing heal:h
Long since had had she got pale and
wan; given signs that ber streogth was
d iog her—her heart was sick, her
soul was dark, and one day she could not
leave her couch. Theangel of death
boverod over the cottage, snd mourping
stood at the door.

She did hot dic after weeks of suffer-
ing and pain stepped forth once more in-
to tho open air, and gazed at tho sea
that she had thought never to look upon
sgain,
The sun was going down in a glow of
colour and light, empurpling clouds and
ilding the granite rocks at her feet.
E‘be soughing of the ocean tide esme up
through the still air, the plash of the oars
of s passiog boat rose above the creak-
iog of the chains sod pumps at the
wreok, where the divers were prepari
to give up work ; the shrill whistle of
the steam lﬂ:mm on ber ear, and as
she saw it schooners and boats in
tow, and the long Jine dissppear slowly
behind Black Rock, One or two night
birds swooped by, the sun's orb eank,
the hills, the sea, glowed for a moment
longer, and then. still twilight mel-
Jlowed down all things on earth and sky,
the stars pee out above, around,
through the cloudy hase in the west.
“Ye'd better come in Rosy dear,”
said her brother’s voice as she lingered.
“Yeo're no 8o strong yet that ye can bear
the vight dew.,”

She offered no objection only lifted her
eyes, full of tender plaining, to her
brother's face leant on his strong arm
and re-entered the e,

“Mother,” quoth Dick, that night af-
his sister bad retired ; ‘““mother, it's no
use our keeping Rose here, It's well
nigh killed her onoe and I'm doubtin’
it'll do it yet. The place is no good for
gu; it makes her think too. much on

m."

“And that's true,” sadly assented the
widow.” It's been on my mind now for
maoy s day. Afore the child took sick,
I theught she would be better moved,
but I misliked leavin' Hemskerk.—
There's no place like it for me, you know
Dick."

“Ay, mother,” gravely returned ber
son. “Butif ye don't want to bury
Rose by fatber's side, she must ve taken
sway.”

“;!ebbo Aunt Janet would take her

for a time, She's boen good to us always

and likes the ehild.”

“Rose mustn't leave us, mother, She

coulda’t do without ye now. It's to-
other we must go.”

“Better so, Dick, I doubt not. -1t’l]
be bard to ssy farewell to Hemskerk,
bat if it gives Rose s chance, we'll do it
“And go to Red River. Ye know
I've beon bent on that, mother. And
it's » grest place. Ye can live better
there, than here even, and we'll soon
grow rieh.”

“But it's » long way off,”

“We'll get Mr. Grove to help us to
find the way, Ko promised it, and I'll
mind him of it.”

i { be's forgott.n, Leastws
it's strange we’ve never had word of him,
sod after his saying he would write.”

“He's busy snd haso’t heard of our
misfortunes. 1'll be bound he'd write
quick enough, and he'll be the man for
ul
treal.”

Thus was it scttled,

Their neighbours—for who ever yet
did apything important without receiv-
iog. advice from the neighbors ?—ap-
ed or blamed the scheme,

one

to thei i but every was
Apiar-drad Widow Cbristie

snd ber

mynh&buhddwvb&a she was

born, there ¢ she to die, somewhat
on the of the gourmand who
& where he dined.” 1t was im-
mﬂnly necessary, bowever, to remove
from the nmofloo'odn:b,nd

n ome

Aoyhow we can try him in Moo p

according | g7

“That's as maybe. Nova Scotis wants
all her though.”

“There's ussad of them
left and all better than me. It's not the
fishermen and sailors our ocountry will
ever want I'm thiokin'; there's maoy
willin’ enodgh for the work. 1 always
said I was o farmer and no sailor. 1It's
#he country I'm fond of more tham the
“.."

“Ye might get enough farming down
Amupoli:s ny%enuroly. Ye'll no find bet-
ter Jand than that 7"’

“It's mo so much that, Mr. Lawson"
interrupted the widow. “It's the sight
o’ the sea that we must keep from Rose.
She couldn't bear it, and we mustn't
forget she's a bitter lot to bear.”

- Ay the child first of course. Well,
mother, there’s no one'll miss you as
much as old Ben. Ye ayo mind me
of our young days. But trouble is trou-
ble is t.roubﬁ and can’t be avoided.—-
When arc you thiokin' o' startin’ ?”’

" «In s week’s time,” answered Dick.
“I saw lawyer Brown to-day, and he
#ils me hé hasa fair offer for the house.”

“And yer boat, Dick. Ye might get
s few dollars fcr her; she's i?d

“My boat's for sale. My boat's goin’
be kep’ by s good friend of mine, Ben
Lawson by pame. I wouldn't sell the
“Rose Christic,” s0 he'll have to take
her.”

“And keep her well. I'm obliged
t'ye, Dick. I thank ye kindly.”

Rose raisod no objection to the plan.
It was indifferent to her where she went.
She was too sick at heart to believe that
chaoge of scenc would do her good,
but her mother and brother wished to

, and she resigned hersclf. After all,
sooe's memory would be as dcar to her
at Red River as it was at Hemskerk;
she would be saved the pain of scciog
the cruel sea that had destroyed her
love, she would never hear the plash of
the waves on the cairn in Dermots’s Cove,
or have to watch the hoats coming to and
from the wreck, the cause of all her
grief. Then Dick had always longed to

et to the great prairies of the west ; he
Eld ‘never taken kindly to fishing—it
would please bim, and perhaps take the
hard look out of his fase for them to
grant his wishes. :

Yes; it was best after all.

But when the moment of partiog came,
the bitterness was not lessencd by the
sight of the many kindly faces that
crowded round to bid farewell; the dis-
tress was not alleviated by the words of
sympatby and comfort, and fast flowed
tio tears the girl could not repress
when, ffom the Eeck of the schooner, she,
too, bade adieu to Hemskerk, calling
down a blessing on it that was more

¢ thaa the curse hurled by WiH
xley when he sailed away in the
“Vulture."

The smoke of a camp fire rose above

0 | the clumps of spruce and aspen of the

Bad Woods, lo an cpen place, a party
of four men was making ready to -&cnd
the night, Their horses were hobbled
50 88 to be easily guarded should Bioux
make a night attempt at stealing them.
Two men were white who had come
from Canada to eojoy the sport on the
t plaios of the northwest, hardy and
E:o;or the work which lay before them.
The eother two were unmistakeably
children of che land ; the powerful build
of the half breed, a muscular, well pro-
portioned, haodsome man, contrasted
with the slighter figure of the Indian
whose long black bair bung, uokempt,
and uwacut, over neck and shoulders snd
face, half concealing the piercing cyes
that saw everything while sceming to Jook
at pothing. Metis and Indian werc
clad in the usual shirt and leggings,
ily ornamented with the dclicate em-
g:oldery work for which the squaws are
eelebrated.

The simple meal was in progress, but
the ‘watehful Indian nature was on the
alert, even in the middle of enjoyment,
and not a sound broke the silence, but

)it was heard and interpreted by the half

breed and his companion.

Down between the banks flowed the
Assiniboine, hurryiog on to the rapids
of La Prairie; the sand dunes rose fur-
ther up the river, and the thickets of the
Bad Woods were behind ' and aroand.
Beyond them lay the level prairie, all
gay with flowers and bright , tra-
versed by the eart road from Fort Garry
te Fort Ellice. ! .

The night was very still; the sir was
pleasant; the loqs orackled and sparkled
on the fire that lit up the countenances
of the four men, seated or lying round
it. The smoke rose high in eddyng
wreathes of blaze, a sure signal to any

owling Sioux, inclined to robbery as
goux always are.

“How different,” =aid ooe of the
white men, breakiog the silence ; “‘how
different this is from gur tame life in
towns, in which we voluntarily imprison
ourselves, and nover taste deop de-
lights as we have cxperienced since our

start on this expedition.”
“] see you wre becoming to under-
stand my passionate Jove fr the North-

% | west, Barry, but wait till we get to the

buffalo ; wait till you have
shared i one of those exeiting hunts af-
ter s berd of » hundred or more of these

your blood boiling, your eyes
sparkling, your whole facaities concen-
trated in the sports, and vhen, I'll war-
rant you, you will cndorse my opision
that there are no huntiog grounds in
the world like those vast stretches of
w.n .
“By Jove! my decar fellow, I am
rud{to subseribe to anything you please.
I tell you, you have opened mym to
the beauties of this land. t a
for emigration !”

know littlefabout, but
I imagine we could drain E of her
jon and not mal

the ocountry.

~GARLETON
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white may’ " ejoined th
Conadian, who. mes. odled ‘Barryes T

ge :
o ds on cironmstances.

not safe to quarrel with them ; +hat Jou
may be sure,” .

“No," la Barry. “For instalice
I shoud not like to incur the rescntmgnt
of our red-skin friend there. Fanoymy
beiog tracked all over this eontinent by
» savage Indian bent oo obtainiog pos-
session of my m?." .

“You'd have deuced little chagee.
But stop, what's up !”’

And Macdonald stretehed forth his
band to enforce silence.

La Fleobe and the Indian had stasbed
up noiselessly, and both were gaziog in
ﬂfo same direction. As for Barry he
heard and saw nothing.

The red-skia uttering, a few wordsin
a low voice, t through the bushes
and was out of sight in a momengggget
not a sound rose to mark his
he wound soake-like to his post giank-
servation.

The half-breed after listeniog inteutly
for a few moments, threw himself down
again by the fire, to all appearance in
different to everything, in reality watch-
ful as a lynx.

“Would you mind explaining !” quer-
ied Barry, when hc saw the alarm over.

“There are men or wolves somewhere
round us,” replied Macdonald.
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KISSES.

A kisg is a little thing, and evancsceat,
but a potent influence. A lingering,
tender kiss will flood the heart with
joyous emotions when a volume of
words might fail. It bindeth up the
sore Bpirit, and oft given, covereth a
multitude of short-comings. None of
us can forget that it wasthe panacea of
childhood. To women it is as neces-
sary as the sunshine and dew to the
rosc. ~We refer not to the ‘“‘strong-
minded” of the sex, who, in their boast-
ed indcpendence, find all that is need-

to those gentle, domestic beings who
make glad homes. A frequent, heart-
given ghu will keep fresh the sweetness
which otherwise would turn to coldness
or indifference,

The lover bestows them profuscly on
his sweet-heart, and marvels at her
loveliness #s she bounds to meet him.
She is beautiful for joy has made her eo;
The husband gives them not, and soon
is wondering at the change so brief a
period was wrought in Dhis wife. Al
though she listeas anxiously to hie foot-
falls, her face does not brighten as  of
yore, nor docs she spring to meet him
for the caress she yearns ‘or, but knows
will not be given. She becomes ex-
acting, and if he is belated, asks re-

roachfully bow he can stay away so
ong from his family, which meets with
an acrid reply. They preside silently
at the meal, envying in an apparent
unconsciousness of each other’s presence,
the silence only distarbed by the crowing
blue-cyed baby. in the mother’s arms.

With the first unkind word a charm
has been broken, and imperfections bave
been cxhumed which the spoil of love
had covered. The wife has even become
suspicious of her husband’s truth, though
he is faithful as the needle to the pole.

This isa sad picture, but too oftca
true, and followed by a life of regrets
that two should have committed so gross
an crror as to be umegmally yoked.
Their ideas, tastes, and ambition may
flow in the same channe! ; the love of
Christ may dwell in the heart of each,
and life would be next door to heaven
bu for the erronous step taken by the
young husband,” which has raiseda
dust, obscuriog the once clear vision of
his wife.

Men are repelled b{ woman's coldness
or indifference. Scolding they cannot
endure, and treat it with scornful mute-
ness, sharp rejoinders, or Ieave the house,
until, as they wittingly say, ‘‘the domes-
tic atmosphere has cleared off.” They
cast all the blame upon their wives; and
friends who obtain glimpses behind the
scenes censures them too, when the
mistake which bas expanded to a sin
originated with the husband.

When s man perocives thata woman's
manner is. l+ss wifely than he desires,
let bim eatechise his own conduct, and
sec if it s a8 tender as when first he
fondly called ker his own. Let him
sce if he has not become oo matter-of-
fact, which maoner his wife strongly re-
flects. ‘

Woman must have demonstrations of
affoction. ~ Her npature. requires it.
Maa is the bead to whom she not only
looks for support, leans upon for ¢*mfort,
but draws her earthly bappiness from
bis manifested love. When our fellow-
beings think and tell us we are perfect,
we dare not appear otherwise. When

ider us beautifnl we wrogdhe
our, face in emiles to render it so. -

It is a little act, requiring no waste
of time, to lsy now and tten our cheek
suEREatiis

, to send a thrill t

by s and seal witha kiss, the
lips that would chide us when we bave
tarrfed from their presepce. When
mmmmkenp‘hel::--of s
o loving, pure womaa's happiness
'illy:&whogfoqp‘in the stmmln
lmve? of your mashood, withhold
them

You are the mighty column—a pa:
tions pride, but without the Corinthian
cap which completes, unless your wife
orown you with the tendrils and leaves
of her well-founded trust. Will you
forfeityoutmn\x ight-? ' Will you
not treat loviogly the wife who éan ssy,
it is beautiful whish Soott puts
into the month of Amy, wifc of Leicester,
“All that woman can, I havegiven
him, name and fame. A queen could
ive him no more.” ;

Will you not give every ‘:vidence that
is needful to the hpgin- of the mother
of mr children ? to ier who has

pra; h-ide_{uu bed of
pain when others ? Will you not

nndrsy the award of the fithful, “well
done ?’ :

ARIO, AUGUST

“] shouldn’t like to be im 'the |
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THE BEECHER-TILTON
SCANDAL.
Thank God it is nearl
last the end approaches o
story of weakness and error.

over. At
this weary

Day by
y the exigencies of journalism have
compelled us to put forth details ot
matters usually confined to the select
audiences of divorce courts ; and sore has
becn the trial, not only to us but to
nearly the whole press, comscious
that its columns have bcen conduit
pﬂu through which this revolting scan-
dal bas overflowed the country, conscious
that the heart of the libertine has been
cheered by gloating over each new turn
or expecte revelation, while the
thoughtful have been saddcned, and
anxious fathers and mothers have been
embarrassed to allaythe curiosity which
this all pervading scandal has excited at
every breakfast table. It is not that we
mourn for Beecher. His influcnce at
best was cquivocal in tendescy. The
principle upon which his church was
“ran” savoured not of the unworldliness
and self-sacrifice of the first, but rather
of the wealth and the _lelf-indulienee and
the puff and the shoddy ot the nine-
tecnth century. Still we acknowledged
the ability, and believed in the sincerity
of Beccher, though we cared not for his
writings nor admired his style of wor-
ship ; we gave him the bencfit of the
doubt, and thought that it might be
possible even for his free accommodations
of Christian doctrine to be of benefit to
some in 80 great a city as New York.—
Even now we do not believe him to be
guilty of criminal folly, but he has
associated so closely with evil people
and sympathized to such an cxtent with
evil principles, and been so carcless cf
the imputations which he must have
kaown would result from his unguarded
oonduct, that we believe his influcnce is
forever gone as a Christian minister, and
that he has disgracefully scandalized
the religion he was bound to guard and
defend.

Bad, thoroughly bad as this scandal iz,
all the mischicf that it can do has been

ful to existence within themselves, bat Jedone, and, guided by this lurid light, we

may at least see and examine the evil
priociples which are sapping the found-
ation of socicty, and which - have come
so unexpectedly to the surface. Thaoks
to the testimony of Tilton and Woodhull
and the literature which has becn so
profusely put forth by editors and inter-
viewers, we now know the meaning of
that cant of progress which has more or
less steadily been gaining ground of
late. We now understand what is
meant by the “religion of humanity,”
“passional religion,” ¢‘‘emancipation of
humanity,” *“freedom of women,” “stir-
piculture,” “‘free love,” and such like
expressions. Thanks to these disclosurcs,
no one can doubt as to what the Wood-
hull religion is, nor how deep is the
moral and mental degradation into which
that arch-priestess of Venus Mylitta is
beckoning us to follow.

The balefal inflaecnce of Victoria
Woodhall is clearly evidentin the moral
and mental prostration of Theodore
Tiiton. She seems to have moved him
and played upon his morbid mind
through his stupendous vanity. Tor-
tared by the superior ability of Beecher,
he yet condoned through her influence
the fancied iofidelity of bis wife, which
she-suggested, until he thought he had
his rival in his power. He hated Beecher
tor his quiet superiority, and for the
benefits which he had received from
him. Beccher's successes embittered his
own failures, for be fancied himself the
abler and better man. Then whea #e
denoument came for which he had longed,
and he felt that the eyes of millions were
upon him, he cndeavored to pose in the
attitude of the wronged though magnan-
imous and forgiving husband. - He  will

give ‘to his crring wife all his furpiture,
even his books, and taking only' a few
works of reference he will once more
commence lifc alone. Buthis emascul-
ated nature can only retain such a

are for a few hours. His wife sends
for a few articles she requires, and re-
ceives only a small bundle of her clothes.
Truly the religion of the future has not
much strength in it. His evidence be-
fore the committec is contradictory, but
he says he always-bad a straoge and un-
common way of using words. His
morbid vanity will not allow him to use
the English language like his fellow-
creatures, This is frequent among
social reformers. Plain people call it
lying. He charges Boecher with vor-
rapting the conscienee of his w!f‘e, and
he had for years been compelling her
to consort with women to whom harlotry
was religion.

The same thorough falscoess and love
of notoriety arc evident . in Moulton.—
When he had hiddea loog cnough to

ive sufficiont importance to his evi-
noe, b6 comes forward and produces
pepotnwhich prove nothing.  But he
cannot retura to tho obscurity from
which be momentarily cmerges. He has
prepared a document to be produced
only before a: court of justice. He
clings to the adventitious notoriety he
loves, and fancies that a document which,
on.his own admission, contains only his
own statements, can possibly be of any
interest except to social reformers.

In this new evangel little of evea the
ordinary hooor and decency of society
seem to linger. Susan B. Anthony, 2

E'dmt in Tilton’s house, shelters in her
reom the half distrfoted re-
cieves her .confidences, cherishes all ber
broken and. sgonized utterances only to
reveal them to the world. Even then,
be it remembered, the outraged wif
sdmits nothing which ocan inate
fer with Beecher. But the pose of Mrs.
Hooker, Beooher’s own sister is subliwe.
She b and thirsts for the piquascy
of a fall confession before the assembl
Plymouth coogregation.  She l::gs :
hear the foul particulsrs recounted 1

church, and there she w.g
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[ oerebellum. ~ As for Vinhxis.Wmdh

her aim was consistent throughout. She
avows, in the weekly paper with which
New York is afflicted, that from the first
time she heard the scandal, as a friend
of the Tiltons, she kept it as a whip to
compel Beecher to use his magnificent
talents in the cause of free-love. For
years she professes to have been urgiog
every means of compelling him to come
out into the van and profess ke new
oreed. She had hoped that at theright
time Mrs. Tilton would have assisted
in this publio profession of this worst
form of ancient Paganism. But Beecher
had too much good in him to don the
garments of the Syrian goddess and pro-
mulgate her mysteries from Plymouth
pulpit. The Modern Circe had touched
him with her magic wand, but he refused
to turn beast like the others, In this
woman is the very fanaticism of Ash-
toreth, and ber one aim in life is to

doctrines of these social reformers.

retire from his once happy bome, he will | p

ed | it now taking shs

extinguish prostitution by msking it
universal, and so taking away its
obloquy. We belicve that Beecher has
escaped her chiarms, but why did he not
at once break away from all such doe-
trines ?  Did he ever hesitate and think
that such worship could be acoommo-
dated to Christianity ? His usefulness
has now gene forever, though he will no
doubt be cleared from actual crime.—
With his knowledge of the world he
should have carefully avoided interfer—
ence in such circumstances, and when
religious confidenccs were entrusted to
him by Mrs. Tilton, he should, for her
sake as well as his ows, bave taken
proper precaution to prevent misconcep-
tions. Indeed, if such intimate relations
betwecn pastor and parishioner are nec-
cessary at all in a Protestant Church, it
would be better to introdace public
countcssion boxes at once into our
Churches. If Mrs, Tilton's mind be
cerrupt, it was her husband who cor-
rupted it. We attach little importance
to papers forced from a sick woman con-
fined in bed from a miscarriage ; they
can prove nothing so effectual as the
abandonment of the wretch who ex-
torted them.

Pasging from the immediate actors
in this drama to the principles which
underlie it, we would, before consign-

ing the matter to the oblivion we trust

it may soon obtain, consider the bear-
ing upon organized society of d}e
t
must be borne in mind that their
votaries number scveral millions in the
United States, and that nothing can
affect society there which does not
react here. A few years ago society in
Oantario would not have tolerated an
occurrence ' sufficiently well knowa to
our readers ta require no comment. Let
us take care and not vainly imagine that
we are Letter than our neighbors. Under
the name of progress, liberality and
cmancipation, these ideas have always
followed closely after wealth, luxury and
civilization. - The story has even been
the same from the earliest dawn of
history. Woodhullism is no new thing,
1t is the revived worship of Baal Peor
and of the groves. Itis that form of
Paganism which has ever sapped and
destroyed socicty by destroying the in-
stitution upon which society rests—the
institution of the family. - Whether we
trace it in Babylonia, in Phenicia, in
Judes, in Syria, in Greeoe, in the cities
of Magna Graxeeia, in Imperial Rome,
in the Lower Empire in the universal
corruption which followed in KEurope
after the discovery of America, -the
period of the renaissance, when the
Christian world had nearly turned
Pagan, the story is ever the same—
the weakening of the marriage tie, the
breaking down of the institution of the
family, the progress of luxury, the
brilliancy of civilization shining with the
hophorescence which marks its hasten-
1og decay.

The family is the integral unit of
socicty—the germ cell by which organ-
ized socicty is preserved and perpetuated.
Families are the individual stones of
which the walls of the State are built
up. From the institution of the family
all government takes its origin. The
theory of the social contract tevived in
later times by Rousscau and his school,
is as false in history as deadly in practice.
Where the family remains intact society
is safe. Where the bondsof the family
are relaxed, society tends to decay.—
Forms of government change and new
cmpires may arise. Men may exist and
be happy woder almost any form of
government, but it the solvent of free-
love be applied to the integral stones of
which society is built up, no construe-
tion is possible and the whole structure
flows away in muddy dessolution.

In the institution of the family the
passions of humanity are rendered con-
servative. The father goes to his work
carly and returns late, nor grudges the
labor which, ten times more than is
necessary for his own subsistence, sup-

rts those whom he loves. The mother
in the quiet shelter of home, gradually
forms axe minds and instils the prinei-
ples. which will direct tho following
generation of workers. The brothers
aod sisters learn to bear and forbear,
and are bonod by a love in which self-
interest has no share. 'These ‘virtues,
taking their risc in the family and pro-
jeoted upon the wider ficld of polities,
grow into patniotism, self-denial, courage,
magnanimity, self-sacrifice, devotion to
duty ; for the old paradox of Christanity
is trué; that we grow rich by .wln.t we
receive. | Supported such inspiring
principles, men will dare _md women
will endare all things, and ip such prin-

wife | ciples all great and noble communities

have originated. :
Directly contrary are the principles
of freeAove, Woodhullism, or the worship
of sexuality per se, whether, as we see
in the distance, or
as wo may'see it in past® bistory in the
worship vr ¢
anciént world and which = Christianity
' the virtues: of the

ip which extended -all over the e

State. Something of thissort is dreamed
of by the social reformers of the present
day, but it is impossible, The mother’s
care is as necessary to the babe as the
mother’s milk, and until children can,
as a rule, be healthily nourished upon
the ingredients of milk prepared in the
laboratory of science, it will be uscless
to attempt to throw upon the State -the
ocare and training of the rising gencra-
$ion.

That these are no fancy pictures will
be admitted by all who have carefully
studied the decay of Roman civilization.
It commenced with a relaxation of the
marriage tie. Divorces were the rule
and not the exception. Marriage be-
came merely the legal name for a cohabi-
tation of lopger or shorter duration.—
Men refused to marry. 'Women refused
to bear or nourish children, and abortion
and infanticide were practised without
shame or remorse. In vain did the
more thoughtful of the Emferors cn-
deavor, by grantiog immunitics and
“'Ildl, to oagourage mrn'age. 4\!1811'-
tus offered large privileges to the heads
of families of threce or more children,
but it was in vaip, and civilization was
decayed at heart fong before the bar-
barians crushed it out. And it was a
brilliant civilization that of the old
world! If roads and bridges could
have saved society, they ecxisted as
abundantly as now. / If Art conld have
done it, the art of Greece and Rome
excelled ours. If legal orpaunization
could have done it, we have never sur-
Virgil Horace or Cicero. No,
1tis not Art, or orgamization, or litera-
ture, or wealth, or commerce or man-
ufactures that can save society ; itis the
institation of the family given by God
at the commencement of the world and
blessed by Jesus of Nazareth at the
commencement of His ministry. This
it is which throws over the union of the
sexes the halo of divine love and raises
society to its highest level. King
Arthur bending over the prostrate form
of the guilty Guinevere speaks the lesson
of ages : —

To love one maiden only, cleave to her,
And worship her by years of noble deeds
Watil they won her;

For indeed I know

Of no more subtle passion under Heaven,
Than is the maiden passion for a maid,

To teach high thoughts, and amiable words,
And courtliness, and the desire of fame,
And love of truth, and all that makes a man,
And yet now men and women can be
found by the million whe, in the names
of liberty and emancipatiop, seek to
tamper with the central truth.

This is the moral of the Beecher scan-
dal, and the press will do well to en-
force it. ~ Let every. social reform be
tested by the ome qucstion. Does it,
or does it not,tend to consolidate the
family? On ;this let itstand or fall.
If this horrible detail of folly serves to
waken us to the dangers which threaten
our civilization from within, it will oot
have been altogether useless.—Montreal
Gazette.

" DR. PUNSHON.

The British Wesleyan Conference
met recently at Camborne, Cornwall.
The retiring President, was the Rev.
George T. Perks, M. A., who has been
sacceeded by Dr. Panshon, who had a
large majority of votes cast in his favour.
The next bighest vote was in favour of
the Rev, William Arthur, M. A., late
President of Belfast College, who is now
connccted with the Mission House in
London. The Rev. Gervase Smith, M.
A., who visited Canada about three
years ago, was re-elected Secretary.
For some years past the elevation of Dr.
Punshon to the highest position which
the Confer¢hoe could elect him was re-
garded as a certainty. Bat he had to
bide bis time. -To reach the Presiden-
tial chair of the British Conference
is an exceedingly slow process, it poss-
esses 50 many men Whose claims are of
such a character ascannot be ignored.
When about twenty years ago a young
aud inexperienced orator. electrified an
immense audience in Exter Hall, Loan-
don, with an eloquence never surpassed
in that great building as he lectured on
“the Prophet of Herob, his Life and its
Lessons” those whose privilege it wasto
listen icated for him a brilliant and
sucoessful career, which was soon real-
ized. Already he had won golden
opinions of his powers in the Provinces.
ﬁr. Punshon’s fame soon spread = with
wonderful rapidity, and his services
were in demand all over the land. As
a preacher and letcurer in hisown Church
he, when oomparat.ively young, rose to
the “top of the ladder,” while he stood,
as he still stands, seeond to none of the
leading pulpit or platform orators of
England and one of the most accomplish-
ed rhetoricians of the age. Inthe pul-
pit, Dr. Punshon never forgets the dig-
nity of his position by pandering to
vulgar tastes, but with forcible earnest-
pess andin language at once chasto and
brilliant he proclaims the great truths
of the-gospel. A patriot in the truest
sense, whea addressiog a foreign audi-
ence he has never bcc; knt:‘wn to play
she sycophant cryiog down his own pa-
tionslasp too cgm; Eoglishmen have
done—in order ‘to win a momentary
applause from his listeners. More than
once temptiog offers have been made  to
induce Dr. Puenshon to cater the minis-
try of another Church, but without
avail. In his address to theConfercace
be protested ‘“‘against the spread of
sacerdotalism and unbelief, which, com-
ing from opposite poles, but with strange
kinship, were threatening the land.” It
is well known that for some years past
the subject - of a wunion between the
Chureh of England and the Wesleyans
has been annually discussed ia Convo-
cation and several Bishops and many
of the leading elergy have urged its

desireabity. On this point Dr. Panshon

ulk. pla.i‘l;ly‘,'h stating tl:l:t. ‘é‘:.hle gim;
h e en the ) eyans
oouljon "nnion m’n(ny but equal

moved from her preseat psition.” Dr.
Punshon will fill tke ion to which
he has been elected with becoming dign-
i Conference was

«Why,;” asked & oyors
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ECONOMIES OF TRAVEL,

Once in 8 while the weathercock
Fashion points in the direction of
cconomy, sound sense, and good taste.
It: 80 happeos that such is the case now
wlt]l regard to travelling dresses. A
plain de bege is good enough for anybody
and 20 yards will make a modest suit n;
a cost of from $6 to $10 for the raw
material. A plain hat will cost $2 more.
Everybody has or ought to have a satchel,
a big shawl, anda traveling strap. With
this the equipmeant for a short jqurney is
sufficient.  Excursion tickets are furnish-
ed at reduced rates, cnabling the excus-
stonist to visit various points of interest
at little more thaa half the price for bare
travel. - It is the hotel bill and the meals
'along the road that make the expenses
mount up so frightfully and keep at
home many people that~ otherwise could
afford to travel. If these could ooly be
kept down the rest would be easy. They
can. A well filled lunch basket, re en-
forced now and then at a first class
grocery, will keep the stomach and the
purse full. In warm weather one is
quite a8 well off to eat cold victuals as
to bave them fresh from the fire. The
slave to tea and coffee can buy a cup at
any restaurant for ten cents, and for the
rest coid broiled chicken, sandwiches and
fresh fruit will sufficc. When one is very
much dissatisfied internally with this fare
“a good square mecal” may be had for
one dollar. Of course, if one has
plenty of moncy, and can spend as much
as he chooses, so much the better for him,
but this class is not in the majority, and
we write for those who must either
economize or forego all the pleasures of
Summer travel. Asto the advantages
of the lunch basket, those who have
carried it once will be reluctant ever to
leave it at home. While you sit quictly
and at leisure discussing your cold
chicken and cranberry jelly, your neigh-
bor in the adjoining seat rushes to the
table, snatches at the bread and butter,
waits for his meat and vegetables till half
the interval allotted for refreshments is
gone, buras his mouth in the attempt to
swallow the coffes, bolts the pie and
rushes back to claim his seat as the train
whistles away, while he is heard declar-
ing that “nothing wasfit toeat.” Likely
enough rapid feeding will give him an
indigestion so that he will not be hungry
at next meal time, In wun overland
Jjouraey to California and back several
years ago, the party of which we were
members tried the lunch basket system,
and warmly declared in its favor, as much
from the physical comfort connected
therewith as from motives of economy.
With no baggage to look after, except
what is carried iu the hand, one is free
to enjoy life as it pawes, and can take
things casy.. If wion can travel in one
suit from place to place and require no
change, womea who mike no pretensions
of fashion can, o, if they only think
80. An extra polonaise to be wern over
the traveling skirt would take up little
room, aud give a change of dress; fresh
ruffs and cuffs occupy little space, and
these, with changes of undergarments,
are all that is really necessary.

These hints, very homely and practical,
are thrown out in the hope that many
women upon considering them may see
their way to enjoy a change .of scene,
and gain, by mingling with the crowds
that throng the Summer lines of travel,
and by visiting points of interest, a store
of fresh ideas that shall break up aad

brighten the monotony of their lives,

and give them, during the long Winter
months, pleasant pictures for memory to
dwe!l upon, and agreeable topies of con-
versation with their families. ;

While“Boston boasts & boy with a
mania’ for outting up other children,
Hoboken, N. J., is able to produce a
phenomenon in the shape of & nursery
maid, fifteen ycars of age, whose pet
desire is to burn the babies committed
to her care. On Wednesday of last
week there was a smell of smoke on the
second floor of the place whero she was
staying, and Rachel, a servant employed
in the hotel, in searching for the cause
of it, found that there was fire in a
room in which a child of Mr. Frank,
about six months old, wassleeping. The
bed elothes of the bed om which the
child lay were burniag, but Rachel for-
tunately succeeded in extinguishing the
fire before the baby was seriously injur-
ed. Some table-cloths stored in a closet
in the dining-room of the hotel were
afterwards foynd burned and scorched,
and a fire was discovered in a closet in
one of the halls, in which there was a
quantity of clothing. The latter was
extinguished before any damage was
done. The proprietor of the hotel am-
szed at finding s0 :;l:ly fires in one day
in his house, instituted a carefal inguiry
which resalted in the discovery that t!u
girl, Henrietta Waibel, was the culprit.
She acknowledged that on secing Mr.
Frank’s baby lying asleep on the bed,
she was seized with a sudden impulsc
to burn it and the house at the same
time. Lighting a match she set fire to
the bed-clothes, and, closing the doors
and windows, left the room, She also
sct fire to the table-cloths in the dining-
room, and they not burni her - sat-
isfaction, she fired t.h:r:l':&ing a -the
hall closet. The girl further

to Mr. Apple that she had tried on sev-
eral occasions to bura houses and child-
ren. It is to be feared that the very
notoriety which such cases-obtaiu in the
sensational prints of the day tempt the
silly and weak-minded into some new
form of foolish erime.

The new eighty-ton gun is
at Woolwiclllfll 7 Wkherf fimshed
monster piece of ordnance will by great-
er-than twice the size of the largest gu
in existence, sud its dutruﬁ._ Ve powers
at fighting range proportionate, -

terms, and that Methodism could not be | po
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