
ce

ADORN MIN (021177
4

.0

% -

w

CARLETON PLACE, ONTARIO, AUGUST 26, 1874.VOL XXIV. NO 47
THE BEECHER-TILTON 

SCANDAL.
Thank God it is nearly over. At 

last the end approaches of this weary 
story of weakness and error. Day by 
day 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 
been the trial, not only to us but to 
nearly the whole press, conscious 
that its columns have been conduit 
pipes through which this revolting scan
dal has overflowed the country, conscious 
that the heart of the libertine has been 
cheered by gloating over each new turn 
or expected revelation, while the 
thoughtful have been saddened, and 
anxious fathers and mothers have been 
embarrassed to allay the curiosity which 
this all pervading scandal has excited at 
every breakfast table. It is not that we 
mourn for Beecher. His influence at 
best was equivocal in tendency. The 
principle upon which his church was 
“run” savoured not of the unworldliness 
and self-sacrifice of the first, but rather 
of the wealth and the self-indulgence and 
the puff and the shoddy ot the nine
teenth century. Still we acknowledged 
the ability, and believed in the sincerity 
of Beecher, though we cared not for his 
writings nor admired his style of wor
ship ; we gave him the benefit 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 so 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 extent with 
evil principles, and been so careless of 
the imputations which he must have 
known would result from his unguarded 
conduct, that we believe his influence is 
forever gone as a Christian minister, and 
that be has disgracefully scandalized 
the religion lie was bound to guard and 
defend.

Bad, thoroughly bad as this scandal ie, 
all the mischief that it can do has been 
done, and, guided by this lurid light, we 
may at least see and examine the evil 
principles which are sapping the found
ation of society, and which have oome 
so unexpectedly to the surface. Thanks 
to the testimony of Tilton and Woodhull 
and the literature which has been 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 disclosures, 
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 baleful influence of Victoria 
Woodhull is clearly evident in the moral 
and mental prostration of Theodore 
Tilton. Sho seems to have moved him 
and played upon his morbid mind 
through his stupendous vanity. Tor
tured by the superior ability of Beecher, 
he yet condoned through her influence 
the fancied infidelity of his wife, which 
she suggested, until lie thought he had 
bis rival in his power. He bated Beecher 
for his quiet superiority, and for the 
benefits which he had received from 
him. Beecher’s successes embittered his 
own failures, for ho fancied himself the 
abler and better man. Then when she 
denoument came for which he had longed, 
and he felt that the eyes of millions were 
upon him, he endeavored to pose in the 
attitude of the wronged though magnan
imous and forgiving husband. He will 
retire from his once happy home, he will 
give to his erring wife all his furniture, 
even his books, and taking only a few 
works of reference he will once more 
commence life alone. But his emascul
ated nature can only retain such a 
posture 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 committee is contradictory, but 
he says he alway s had a strange 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 cor
rupting the conscience of his wife, and 
ho had for years been compelling her 
to consort with women to whom harlotry 
was religion.

The same thorough falseness and love 
of notoriety are evident in Moulton.— 
When he had hidden long enough to 
give sufficient importance to his evi- 
dence, he comes forward and produces 
papers which prove nothing. But he 
cannot return to the obscurity from 
which be momentarily emerges. He has 
prepared a document to be produced 
only before a court of justice. He 
dings to the adventitious notoriety . he 
lores, 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 even the 
ordinary honor and decency of society 
seem to linger. Susan B. Anthony, a 
guest in Tilton’s house, shelters in her 
Bedroom the half distracted,hostess, re- 
sieves her confidences, cherishes all her 
broken and agonized utterances only to 
reveal them to the world. Even then, 
be it remembered, the outraged wife 
admits nothing which can incriminate 
her with Beecher. But the pose of Mrs. 
Hooker, Beecher’s own sister is sublime. 
She hungers and thirsts for the piquancy 
of a full confession before the assembled 
Plymouth congregation. She longs to 
hear the foul particulars recounted in 
public ba church, and there she win 
stand beside him and will nobly justify

-I shouldn't like to be in the 
white man’s shoes, then,” rejoined the 
Canadian, who was called Barry.: I 
suppose these fellows won't reet till they 
get himeh!"

“Depends on circumstances. is 
not safe to quarrel with them ; that you 
may be sure.”

“No," lauged Barry. "For instance 
I shoud not like to incur the resentment 
of our red-skin friend there. Fancy my 
being tracked all over this continent by 
a savage Indian bent on obtaining pos- 
session of my scalp."

“You'd have deuced little chance. 
But stop, what's up I"

And Macdonald stretched forth his 
hand to enforce silence.

La Fleche and the Indian had started 
up noiselessly, and both were gazing in 
the same direction. As for Barry he 
heard and saw nothing.

The red-skin uttering, a few words in 
a low voice, crept through the bushes

cerebellum. As for Victoria Woodhull, 
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 bis magnificent 
talents in the cause of free-love. For 
years she professes to have been urging 
every means of compelling him to come 
out into the van and profess the new 
creed. She had hoped that at the right 
time Mrs. Tilton would have assisted 
in this public 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 her one aim in life is to 
extinguish prostitution by making it 
universal, and so taking away its 
obloquy. We believe that Beecher has 
escaped her charms, but why did he not 
at once break away from all such doc
trines? Did he ever hesitate and think 
that such worship could be accommo
dated to Christianity? His usefulness 
has now gene forever, though he will no 
doubt bo cleared from actual crime.— 
With his knowledge of the world he 
should have carefully avoided interfer
ence in such circumstances, and when 
religious confidences were entrusted to 
him by Mrs. Tilton, he should, for her 
sake as well as his own, bave taken 
proper precaution to prevent misconcep
tions. Indeed, if such intimate relations 
between pastor and parishioner are neo- 
cessary at all in a Protestant Church, it 
would bo better to introduce public 
confession boxes at once into our 
Churches. If Mrs. Tilton’s mind be 
corrupt, 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 1 they 
can prove nothing so effectual as the 
abandonment of the wretch who ex
torted them.

Passing 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 the 
doctrines of these social reformers. It 
must be borne in mind that their 
votaries number several millions in the 
United States, and that nothing can 
affect society there which does not 
react here. A few years ago society in 
Ontario would not have tolerated an 
occurrence sufficiently well known to 
our readers to require no comment. Let 
us take care and not vainly imagine that 
we are better than our neighbors. Under 
the name of progress, liberality and 
emancipation, 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. 
It is the revived worship of Baal Peor 
and of the groves. It is that form of 
Paganism which has ever sapped and 
destroyed society by destroying the in
stitution upon which society rests—the 
institution of the family Whether we 
trace it in Babylonia, in Phœnicia, in 
Judea, in Syria, in Greece, in the cities 
of Magna Græcia, in Imperial Rome, 
in the Lower Empire in the universal 
corruption which followed in Europe 
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 
phophorescence which marks its hasten
ing decay.

The family is the integral unit of 
society—the germ cell by which organ
ized society 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 revived in 
later times by Rousseau and his school, 
is as false in history as deadly in practice. 
Where the family remains intact society 
is safe. Where the bonds of the family 
arc relaxed, society tends to decay.— 
Forms of government change and new 
empires may arise. Men may exist and 
be happy under almost any form of

State. Something of this sort 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 useless 
to attempt to throw upon the State the 
care and training of the rising genera- 
tion.*

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

“That's as maybe. Nova Scotia wants 
all her fisherlads, though."

“There's eighteen thousand of them 
left and all better than me. It's not the 
fishermen and sailors our country will 
ever want I'm thinkin’; there's many 
willin' enough for the work. 1 always 
said I was a farmer and no sailor. It’s 
the country I'm fond of more than the 
sea.”

"Ye might get enough farming down 
Annapolis way, surely. Ye'll no find bet
tor land than that?"

“It's no 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

HARVEST, .=
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MAGASINS.

Sweet, sweet, sweet,
Is the wind’s song, 

Astir in the rippled wheat
All day long., 

it hath the brook's wild gayety, 
The sorrowful cry of the sea.

Oh, hush and hear I
Sweet, sweet, and clear,

* Above the locust's whirr,
And hum of bee,

Rises that soft, pathetic harmony.
In the meadow-glass

The innocent white daises blow;
The dandelion plume doth pass

Vaguely to and fro—
The unquiet spirit of a flower 
That hath too brief an hour..
Now doth a little cloud all while

Or golden bright
Drift down the warm, blue sky :

And now on the horison line, 
Where dusky woodlands lie,

A sunny mist doth shine,
Like to a vail before a holy shrine, 

Concealing, 
Half-revealing 
Things Divine.

Sweet, sweet, sweet,
Is the wind's song, 

Astir in the rippled wheat
All day long.

That exquisite music calls
The reaper everywhere-
Life and death must share.

The golden harvest falls, 
Bo doth ell end-

Honored Philosophy,
Science and Art,
The bloom of the heart - 

Master, Consoler, Friend,
Make Thou the harvest of our days 
To fall within Thy ways.

“If I could only see him!" was a fre
quent ejaculation of his. And when he 
spoke thus, Widow Christie could not 
help feeling thankful that Bill Bexley 
was away fearing the consequences of a 
meeting between him and her angered 
son.

Dick, it was plain, would not have 
stood on formality, would not have 
dreamt of law, had 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 Hemskerk that he never crossed the 
fisherman's path.

“I dunna want to lose another eon, 
Row," often said the widow to her

ECONOMIES OF TRAVEL.

Once in a while the weathercock 
Fashion points in the direction of
economy, sound sense, and good taste. 
It so happens that such is the case now 
with regard to travelling dresses. A 
plain de bege is good enough for anybody, 
and 20 yards will make a modest suit at 
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, and a traveling strap. With 
this the equipment for a short journey is 
sufficient. Excursion tickets are furnish- 
ed at reduced rates, enabling tho excur
sionist to visit various points of interest 
at little more than half the price for bare 
travel. It is the hotel bill and the meals

marriage tie. Divorces were the rule
Marriage be-and not the exception.

came merely the legal name for a cohabi-forget she’s a bitter lot to bear." 
“Ay the child first of course. Well, 

mother, there’s no one’ll miss you as
talion of longer or shorter duration.— 
Men refused to marry. Women refused ‘along the road that 
to bear or nourish children, and abortion

daughter. “But' if Dick was to we the 
man, there ‘ud be blood spilt.” _____

“And there’s been enough o' that, much as old Ben. Ye aye mind me
make tho expenses 

mount up so frightfully and keep at 
home many people that otherwise could 
afford to travel. If these could only 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

and infanticide were practised without 
shame or remorse. In vain did the 
more thoughtful of the Emperors en- 
deavor, by granting immunities and 
rewards, to encourage marriage. Augus
tus offered large privileges to the heads 
of families of three or more children, 
but it was in valu, and civilization was 
decayed at heart long 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 existed as 
abundantly as now. ‘ If Art could have 
done it, the art of Greece and Rome 
excelled ours. If legal organization 
could have done it, wo have never sur
passed Virgil Horace or Cicero. No, 
it is not Art, or organization, or litera
ture, or wealth, or commerce or man
ufactures that can save society ; it is the 
institution of the family given by God 
at the commencement of tho 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 
Until they won her;

For indeed I know 
Of no more subtle passion trader Heaven, 
Than is the maiden passion tor 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 who, in the names 
of liberty and emancipation, 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 one question. Does it, 
or does it not, tend to consolidate the 
family? On this let it stand or fall. 
If this horrible detail of folly serves to 
waken us to the dangers which threaten 
our civilization from within, it will not 
have been altogether useless.—Montreal 
Gazette.

of our young days. But trouble is trou- 
ble is trouble and can't bo avoided.--

mother," would reply the poor girl, to 
whose eyes rushed the hot tears when
ever allusion was made to her loss.

“She beam it grand," was the remark 
of the Hemskerkers, simple souls who, unacquainted with fashionable ways of 
love, knew that once a girl like Rose had 
given her heart away it wae for good and 
all.

“Yes," assented her mother. “Yes, 
but she’s einkin' under it. It's more 
than human natur’ can bear, ye see. If 
the poor lad’s body had been found 
‘twould have been a consolation like, 
and we could have buried him de
cently, but it's bard to think that even 
that's denied a person."

Widow Christie was right, and the 
village knew it, Row, wassinking stead- 
ily under tho pressure of ber sorrow, 
spite of her efforts to bear it calmly and 
reject all bitter thoughts. Dick knew 
it, and it was that knowledge that drove 
him to search with hie boat the recesses 
of the coast, long after all hope bad 
died within him; which fanned the 
flame of revenge in his heart, and took 
from his toil all pleasure and light.

But it wae impossible for Rose to 
forget. Every stone, every bush, or dry 
tree, brought back vivid rememberance 
told more and more on her failing health

When arc you thiokin' o' startin'?"
“In a week's time," answered Dick. 

“I saw lawyer Brown to-day. and he 
sells me he has a fair offer for the house."

“And yer boat, Dick. Ye might get 
a few dollars for her; she's good.

“My boat’s for sale. My boat's goin’ 
be kep' by a good friend of mine, Ben 
Lawson by name. I wouldn't sell the 
“Rose Christie," so he’ll have to take 
her." „

“And keep her well. I’m obliged 
t’ye, Dick. I thank ye kindly."

Rose raised no objection to the plan. 
It was indifferent to her where she went. 
She was too sick at heart to believe that 
change of socne would do her good, 
but her mother and brother wished to 
go, and she resigned herself. After all, 
Joe's memory would be as dear to her 
at Red River as it wae at Hemskerk; 
she would be saved the pain of seeing 
the cruel sea that had destroyed her 
love, she would never bear the plash of 
the waves on the cairn in Dermott’s Cove, 
or bare to watch the boats coming to and

and was out of sight in a moment 
not a sound row to mark his progro 
he wound snake-like to his postq 
servation.

let

grocery, will keep the stomach and the 
purse full. In warm weather one is 
quite as well off to eat cold victuals as 
to have 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 cold broiled chicken, sandwiches and 
fresh fruit will suffice. When one is very 
much dissatisfied internally with this fare 
“a good square meal” may be had for 
one dollar. Of course, if one bas 
plenty of money, end can spend as much 
as he chooses, so much tho 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. Ai to the advantages 
of the lunch basket, those who have 
carried it once will be reluctant ever to 
leave it at home. While you sit quietly 
and at leisure discussing your cold 
chicken and cranberry jolly, your neigh
bor in the adjoining scat rustics to the 
table, snatches at the bread and butter, 
waits for his meat and vegetables till half 
the interval allotted for refreshments is 
gone, burns his mouth in the attempt to 
swallow the coffee, bolts the pie and 
rushes back to claim his seat as the train 
whistles away, while he is heard declar
ing that “nothing was fit to eat." Likely F 
enough rapid feeding will give him an 
indigestion so that he will not be hungry 
at next meal time. In an overland 
journey 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 in the hand, one is free 
to enjoy life as it pa.ses, and can take 
things easy. If aicu can travel in one 
suit from place to place and require no 
change, women who make no pretensions 
of fashion can, too, if they only think 
so. 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 and 
brighten the monotony of their lives, 
and give them, during the long Winter 
months, pleasant pictures for memory to 
dwell upon, and agreeable topics of con
versation with their families.
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The half-breed after listening intently 
for a few moments, threw himself down 
again by the fire, to all appearance in 
different to everything, in reality watch
ful as i lynx.

“Would you mind explaining !" quer
ied Barry, when he saw the alarm over.

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

KISSES.
A kiss is a little thing, and evanescent, 

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 spirit, and oft given, covereth a 
multitude of short-comings. None of 
us can forget that it was the panacea of 
childhood. To women it is as neces
sary as the sunshine and dew to the 
rose. We refer not to the "strong- 
minded” of the sex, who, in their boast
ed independence, find all that is need
ful to existence within themselves, but 
to those gentle, domestic beings who 
make glad homes. A frequent, heart- 
given kiss will keep fresh the sweetness 
which otherwise would turn to coldness 
or indifference.

The lover bestows them profusely on 
his sweet-heart, and marvels at her 
loveliness as she bounds to meet him. 
She is beautiful for joy has made her 801 
The husband gives them not, and soon 
is wondering at the charge so brief a 
period was wrought in his wife. Al
though she listens anxiously to his foot- 
falls, her face does not brighten as of 
yore, nor docs she spring to meet him 
for the caress she yearns for, but knows 
will not be given. She becomes ex
acting, and if he is belated, asks re
proachfully bow ho can stay away so 
long 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 disturbed by the crowing 
blue-eyed baby in the mother’s arms.

With the first unkind word a charm 
has been broken, and imperfections have 
been exhumed 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 is a sad picture, but too often 
true, and followed by a life of regrets 
that two should have committed so gross 
an error as to be unequally yoked. 
Their ideas, tastes, and ambition may 
flow in the same channel ; the love of 
Christ may dwell in the heart of each, 
and life would be next door to heaven 
but for the erroneous step taken by the 
young husband, which has raised a 
dust, obscuring the once clear vision of 
bis wife.

Men are repelled by woman's coldness 
er indifference. Scolding they cannot 
endure, and treat it with scornful mute- 
ness, sharp rejoinders, or leave 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 has expanded to a sin 
originated with the husband.

When a mtn perceives thata woman’s 
manner is less wifely than he desires, 
let him catechise his own conduct, and 
see if it is as tender as when first he 
fondly called her his own. Let him 
see if he has not become too matter-of- 
fact, which manner his wife strongly re- 
fleets. =

Woman must have demonstrations of 
affection. Her nature requires it. 
Man is the bead to whom she not only 
looks for support, leans upon for e mfort, 
but draws her earthly happiness from 
bis manifested love. When our fellow- 
beings think and tell us we are perfect, 
we dare not appear otherwise. When 
they consider us beautiful, we wrosthe 
our face in smiles to render it so.

It is a little act, requiring no waste 
of time, to lay now and then our cheek 
to the one we love, to stroke back the 
hair, to send a thrill through the fingers 
by a pressure and real with a kiss, the 
lips that would chide us when we have 
tarried from their presence. When 
these very trifles make up the sum of a 
clinging, loving, pure woman’s happiness, 
will you, who glory in the strength and 
bravery of your manhood, withhold 
them?

You are the mighty column—a na
tions pride, but without the Corinthian 
cap which completes, unless your wife 
crown yon with the tendrils and leaves 
of her well-founded trust. Will you 
forfeit your crown by slight ? Will you 
not treat lovingly the wife who can say, 
it is beautiful language wh: oh Scot puts 
into the mouth of Amy, wife of Leicester, 
"All that woman can, I have given 
him, name and fame. A queen could 
give him no mere."

Will you not give every vidence that 
is needful to the happiness f the mother 
of your children ? to er who has 
watched prayerfully beside your bed of 
pain when others slept ? Will you not 
and reap the award of the faithful, "woll 
done ?"

A Western paper says deal- 
ers in better classify t as wool 
grease, cart grease, soap grease, variegated tasselated now grease, board- 
ing-house breakfast,infer. 5 tub, com 
mon tub, medium roll, good roll, and 
gilt-edge roll. The terms are strictly 
toobnical.

KEKWAHARKESS.
A STORY OF CANADA.

“The gold's bound to be here," ho 
frequently repeated; the trouble is to 
find the lucky streak. But I’ll come on 
it, Joe, afore loog."

Ho would spend hours after the days 
washing was done, and early in the 
morning, in prospecting round the place 
while Joe, whose enthusiasm diminished 
rapidly, would lie down at full length 
and muse over past days.

Ono afternoon that Jake had left him 
for a time to prosecute the monotonous 
occupation of washing, he caught him- 
self wondering whether he might not 
reach home quicker across the continent 
than by going down to ‘Frisco.

“There's no use denying these moun
tains ere high," thought he ; “but they 
can be crossed. I’ve heard some of 
the boy* down below talk of the 
Leather pass. A man might manage it 
well enough, I reckon, if he started in 
good time,"

His meditations were interrupted by 
his mate’s sudden return.

"Ye may well be idle,” said Jake, 
cheerily. "I’ve struck it, msn! I've 
struck it!"

Joe had thought himself cured of the 
fever. He did not look as if he wore 
when be hoard the announcement.

“Where ? where ?"
"Come and see yourself."
And Jake hurried him away to a place 

some two hundred yards further up the 
stream.

“Seo here. Look at this dirt. That's 
the richest placet around there diggings, ( 
Joe. It's the old bed of the stream, and 
there’s a streak of gold under all that 
earth; more gold than we've seen yet. 
Our fortune's made."

Joe looked first at the spot indicated, 
A then at Jake, His face exhibited un- 

mistakeable disappointment.
"It’s not as rich as what we are at. 

There's no pay 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 
bora together. It's below tho earth."

“Below the earth?"
“Don't you see that it’s an old chan- 

nel? And won't all the hands that 
know anything about it tell ye that an 
old channel's the best place?"

“I s’pose ye're right, Jake. Ye are 
wiser at this than me. But how are we 
to get at it?"

"Sluice it. Ground sluice it. There's 
the stream. We must make it run back 
here, and my word on it, Joe, we’re 
made men."

Jake wae right. The earth covered 
the former channel of the stream, and 
when they had completed their arrange- 
ments for turning the water on it, and 
began to wash, they found abundance of 
the precious metal they sought. It lay 
at the bottom of the pans in nuggets and 
grains.

Their claim secured, they tolled un
remittingly. They had struck A good 
lead, and their bags of dust increased in 
number. At the end of three weeks' 
time, Joe, realized the fact that they 
were rich men.

from the wreck, the cause of all her 
grief. Then Diek had always longed to 
get to the great prairies of the west; ho 
had never taken kindly to fishing—it

Long since had bed she got pale and would please him, and perhaps take tho 
wan; given signs that ber strength was 
deserting her—her heart was sick, ber

hard look out of his fare for them to
grant his wishes.

Yes; it was best after all.
But when the moment of parting came, 

the bitterness was not lessened by the 
sight of the many kindly faces that 
crowded round to bid farewell; the dis-

soul was dark, and one day she could not 
leave her couch. The angel of death 
hovered over the cottage, and mourning 
stood at the door.

She did not die after weeks of suffer
ing and pain stepped forth once more in- 
to the open air, end gazed at tho sea 
that she had thought never to look upon 
again,

The sun was going down in a glow of 
colour and light, empurpling clouds and 
gilding tho granite rocks at her feet. 
The soughing of tho ocean tide came up 
through the still air, the plash of the oars 
of a passing boat rose above the creak- 
ng of the chains and pumps at the 

wreck, where the divers were preparing 
to give up work ; the shrill whistle of 
the steam tug smote on her ear, and as 
she saw it tale schooners and boats in 
ow, and the long line disappear slowly 
behind Black Rock. One or two night 
birds swooped by, the sun’s orb sank, 
the hills, the sea, glowed for a moment 
longer, and then the still twilight mel- 
owed down all things on earth end sky, 

the stars peened out above, around, 
through the cloudy base in tho west.

“Ye'd better come in Rosy dear," 
Mid her brother's voice as she lingered. 
"Ye're no so strong yet that ye can bear 
the night 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 cottage.

“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 once and I'm doubtin’ 
it’ll do it yet. The place is no good for 
her; it makes her think too. much on

tress was not alleviated by the words of 
sympathy and comfort, and fast flowed 
the tears the girl could not repress 
when, from the deck of tho schooner, she, 
too, bade adieu to Hemskerk, calling 
down a blessing on it that was more 
potent than the curse hurled by Will 
Bexley when ho sailed away in the 
“Vulture."

The smoke of a camp fire rose above 
the clumps of spruce and aspen of the 
Bad Woods. In an epen place, a party 

of four mon was making ready to spend 
the night. Their horses were hobbled 
so as to be easily guarded should Sioux 
make a night attempt at stealing them.

Two men were white who had come 
from Canada to enjoy the sport on tho 
treat plains of the northwest, hardy and 
fit for the work which lay before them. 
The ether two were unmistakeably 
children of the land; the powerful build 
of the half breed, a muscular, well pro
portioned, handsome man, contrasted 
with the slighter figure of the Indian 
whose loog black bair hung, unkempt, 
and uncut, over neck and shoulders and 
face, half concealing the piercing eyes 
that row everything while seeming to look 
at nothing. Metis and Indian were 
clad in the usual shirt and leggings,

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 
succeeded by Dr. Punshon, who had a 
large majority of votes cast in his favour. 
The next highest vote was in favour of 
the Rev. William Arthur, M. A., late 
President of Belfast College, who is now 
connected 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 Conference could elect him was re
garded as a certainty. But he had to 
bide his time. To reach the Presiden- 
tial chair of the British Conference 
is an exceedingly slow process, it poss
esses so many men whose claims are of 
such a character as cannot be ignored. 
When about twenty years ago a young 
and inexperienced orator, electrified an 
immense audience in Exter Hall, Lon
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 waste 
listen predicated for him a brilliant and 
successful career, which was soon real
ized. Already be had won golden 
opinions of his powers in the Provinces. 
Mr. Punshon’s fame soon spread with

gaily ornamented with the delicate 
broidery work for which the squaws 
selebrated.

The simple meal was in progress,

em- 
arc While Boston boasts a boy with a 

mania for cutting up other children, 
Hoboken, N. J., is able to produce a 
phenomenon in the shape of a nursery 
maid, fifteen years of age, whose pet 
desire is to burn tho babies committed 
to her care. On Wednesday of last 
week there was a smell of smoke on the 
second floor of the place where sho 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, was sleeping. The 
bed slothes of the bed on which the 
child lay were burning, 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 found burned and scotched, 
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
azed at finding so many fires in one day 
in his house, instituted a careful inquiry 
which resulted in the discovery that the 
girl, Henrietta Waibel, was the culprit. 
She acknowledged that on seeing Mr. 
Frank’s baby lying asleep on the bed, 
she was seized with a sudden impulse 
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 
set fire to the table-cloths in the dining- 
room, and they not burning to her sat
isfaction, she fired the clothing in the 
hall closet. The girl farther confessed 
to Mr. Apple that she had tried on sev- 
oral occasions to burn houses and child
ren. It is to be feared that the very 
notoriety which such cases obtain in the 
sensational prints of the day tempt the 
silly and weak-minded into some new 
form of foolish crime.

but
the watchful Indian nature was on tho 
alert, even io 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, berrying on to the rapid* 
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 grass, tra
versed by the cart road from Fort Garry 
to Fort Ellice.

The night was very still; the air was 
pleasant; the logs crackled and sparkled 
on the fire that Tit up the countenances 
of the four moo, seated or lying round 
it. The smoke rose high in eddying 
wreathes of blaze, a sure signal to any 
prowling Sioux, inclined to robbery a* 
Sioux always are.

“How different," Mid one of the 
white men, breaking the silence ; “bow 
different this is from our tame life in 
towns, in which we voluntarily imprison 
ourselves, and never taste such deep de
lights as we have experienced since our 
start on this expedition.”

“I see you are becoming to under- 
stand my passionate love f<r the North- 
west, Barry, but wait till we get to the 
buffalo grounds; wait till you have 
shared io one of those exciting hunts af- 
ter a herd of a hundred or more of these 
monarchs of the prairie, dashed full 
speed after them over the boundless ex
panse, your blood boiling, your eyes 
sparkling, your whole faculties concen- 
trated in the sports, and then, I’ll war
rant you, you will endorse my opinion 
that there are no buntiog grounds in 
the world like those vast stretches of 
grass.”

“By Jove! my dear fellow, I am 
ready to subscribe to anything you please. 
I tell you, you have opened my eyes to 
the beauties of this land. What a 
country for emigration 1"

“Emigration I know little about, but 
I imagine we could drain Europe of her 
surplus population and not make much 
impression on the face of the country. 
But if you are already so prepossessed 
in favour of this part of the Northwest, 
and I confess this we are camping on is 
none of the best, I wonder what it will 
be when you reach the Saskatchewan.”

"I shall stere in hopeless wonderment, 
I expect, Macdonald. Bed River has 
well nigh drained my stook of language.”

“Say Fleche," said Macdonald, “ad- 
dressing the half breed “what wee that 
trouble we heard about at the Fort!"

“I do not know,” replied the man in 
his patois. “But the half-breeds, my 
brothers say they werorobbed by a white, 
man.”

Joe.
“And that’s true," sadly assented the 

widow.” It's been on my mind now for 
many a day. Afore the child took sick, 
I thought she would be better moved, 
but I misliked leavin' Hemskerk.— 
There's no place like it for me, you know 
Diek."

“Ay, mother," gravely returned ber 
son. “But if ye don’t want to bury 
Rose by father's side, she must be taken 
away."

“Mebbe Aunt Janet would take her 
for a time. She’s been good to us always 
and likes the child."

"Rose mustn't leave us, mother. She 
couldn’t do without ye now. It's to- 
gether we must go."

“Better so, Dick, I doubt not. It'll 
be bard to say farewell to Hemskerk, 
but if it gives Rose a chance, we'll do it

“And go to Red River. Ye know 
I've been bent on that, mother. And 
it'e a groat place. Ye ean live better 
there, than here even, and we’ll soon 
grow rich."

"But it’s a long way off."
"We’ll get Mr. Grove to help us to 

find the way. He promised it, and I’ll 
mind him of it."

“Perhaps he’s forgottn. Leastways 
it's strange we’ve never had word of him, 
and after his saying he would write."

"He's busy and hasn’t heard of our 
misfortunes. I’ll be bound he'd write 
quick enough, and he'll be the men for 
us. Anyhow we can try him in Mon- 
treal."

Thus was it settled. 1
Their neighbours—for who ever yet 

did anything important without recciv- 
log advice from the neighbors ?—ap- 
proved Of blamed the scheme, according 
to their own ideas, but everyone was 
sorry at losing them. Widow Christie 
was a native of Hemskerk, and her 
many relations held that where she was 
born, there ought she to die, somewhat 
on the principle of the gourmand who 
“supped where he dined." It was im-

wonderful rapidity, and his services 
were in demand all over tho land. Asgovernment, but it the solvent of free- w 

love be applied to the integral stones of a preacher and letcurer in his own Church
he, when comparatively young, rose to 
the “top of the ladder," while he stood, 
as he still stands, second to none of tho

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 
early and returns late, nor grudges the 
labor which, ten times more than is 
necessary tor his own subsistence, sup
ports those whom he loves. The mother 
in the quiet shelter of home, gradually 
forms the minds and instils the princi
ples which will direct tho following 
generation of workers. The brothers 
and sisters learn to bear and forbear, 
and are bound by a love in which self- 
interest has no share. These virtues, 
taking their rise in the family and pro
jected upon the wider field of politics, 
grow into patriotism, self-denial, courage, 
magnanimity, self-sacrifice, devotion to 
duty ; for the old paradox of Christanity 
is true; that we grow rich by what we 
receive. Supported by such inspiring 
principles, men will dare and women 
will endure all things, and in such prin- 
ciples all greet and noble communities 
have originated.

Directly contrary are the principles 
of free-love, Woodhullism, or the worship

leading pulpit or platform orators of 
England and one of the most accomplish
ed rhetoricians of the age. In the pul
pit, Dr. Punshon never forgets the dig
nity of his position by pandering to 
vulgar tastes, but with forcible earnest
ness and in language at once chaste and 
brilliant he proclaims the great truths 
of the-gospel. A patriot in the truest 
sense, when addressing a foreign audi
ence he has never been known to play 
the sycophant crying down his own na- 
tion—as too many Englishmen have 
done-—in order to win a momentary 
applause from his listeners. More than 
once tempting offers have been made to 
induce Dr. Punshon to eater the minis
try of another Church, but without 
avail. In his address to the Conference 
he protested “against the spread of 
sacerdotalism and unbelief, which, com
ing from opposite poles, but with strange 
kinship, were threatening the land.” It 
ie well known that for some years past 
the subject of a union between the 
Church of England and the Wesleyans 
has been annually discussed in Convo
cation and several Bishops and many 
of the leading clergy have urged its 
desireabity. On this point Dr. Punshon 
spoke plainly, stating that “tho time 
had gone by when they (the Wesleyans) 
could accept union on any but equal 
terms, and that Methodism could not be

Quickly passed the time at Hemskerk.
The first excitement over, people set- 

tied down once more to their regular 
work, pursued their former avocations, 
and bestowed but an occasional thought 
on the events of past days. The wreck 
still furnished matter for conversation, 
and diving operation* that were carried 
ou steadily day to dey attracted interest 
enough on the pert of those who had 
come down to the village from Canada 
and the States, iu hopes of recovering 
the remains of some lost friend or relative. 
One or two large rewards had been of
fered for the discovery of euch bodies, 
end more then one fisherman, when luck 
was poor, would go cruising round un 
frequented places, searching the waters 
with glass bucket and grappling Irons, 
trusting to earn the promised thousands.

Of them thus engaged, none was more 
diligent, more indefatigable than Dick 
Christie. Hie boat’s prow was constantly 
to be seen cutting the waters of deserted 

* coves and perilous Books in the rocky 
coast, and that almost in any weather.

He never wearied of his search, never 
despaired of finding, if not the corpse 
at least some token of Joe.

Bet day after day passed, and the 
see revealed, no more of her dread secret 
than had been read on its beach that

The new eighty-ton gun is progressing 
at Woolwich. When finished this 
monster piece of ordnance will be great
er than twice the size of the largest gun 
in existence, and its destructive powers 
at fighting range proportionate. With 
a 16 inch projectile, weighing 1,560 
pounds, and a maximum charge of 300 
pounds of powder, it will pierce the 
best iron plates, twenty inches thick, at 
500 yards, sixteen inch plates at 5,300 
yards, and will pitch a sixteen inch 
shell into a ship or fortress at a distance 
of 10,300. The steel block forming the 
inner tube was the largest ever cast, 
weighing over 12 tons ; while the trun
nion piece, about eighteen tous, was the 
largest forging ever produced at the 
arsenal. The actual cost of this fearful 
engine of war will not fail far short of 
412,500.yers

of sexuality per se, whether, as we see 
it now taking shape in the distance, or 
as we may see it in past history in the 
worship which extended all over the 
ancient world and which Christianity 
displaced through the virtues of the 
tribes of the North. It is not in the 
nature of men to labour for children of

perstively necessary, however, to remove 
Rose from the scene of Joe's death, and 
old Beo Lawson, who dropped in one 
evening to talk the matter over, heart- 
ily concurred with his hosts In this Par- 

“But Hemskerk can ill afford to lose

him in all she believes he has done.
These be your Gods, 0 social reform- 

ers—emancipators of women—proaohere 
of the new gospel of stirpiculture ! To 
the eyes of healthy humanity they look 
like ordinary men and women suffering 
under a vile halluneination— their nerves 
shattered with idleness and vanity, and 
indulgence, and their moral sense per- 
verted until the idea of sexually has 
become for them the one fixed feet of the 
universe. Well would it, be for

oq ddgir • zodar

moved from her present position." Dr. 
Punshon will fill the position to which 
he has been elected with becoming digu-doubtful paternity. It is not in the 

nature of women, when these passions 
become dominant, to devote themselves 
to the nursing and training of children: 
The organized society perishes in the 
new generation. Women, while young 
and attractive become the causes of dis
order snd bloodshed, while they perish 
of neglect in old age. The theorists of 
former days who advocated the dissolu- 
tion of the family saw this, and would have hid all children reared by the "replied the ingenuous child.

3 ' co ' has vad In amor arvis sxcda

ity and the choice of the Conference was 
only a well merited appreciation of his 
distinguished ability and versatile tal
ents.—News.

“Why," asked a governess of her little 
charge, “do we pray God to give us our 
daily bread Î Why don,t we ask for four 
days, or a week 1, “we want it fresh.

fatal morning. Gradually hope died DEL . aontinnaa enenin la. 
out of his breast; and the conviction set- you, Dick, he continued, turning to-wards the young man. “It’s not every 

led as makes a fisherman like you.’tied down on the minds of the whole
family that never again would they see 
aught that had been Joe’s, and Diek grew 
more sullen and vengeful. That he had 
never forgiven any of the Bexley’s was well known; that he cherished undying 
hatred againt Will Bosley, was eginlly 
fbundo II - • an: xstoils ■

“It’s little good I’ve been as a fisher- 
man from that day,” rejoined Dick, not 
caring to allude more distinctly to the 
sad catastrophe. “I never liked the life 
you know that, Ben; and I believe I’ll 
better myself by goin’ West.”

ir


