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responaible government for Hlis Excellency te confer
appointments-as he was charged with deing-without
any consultation with bis Ministers. They argued that lie
had gone contrary te the very spirit and essence cf that
system ai geo'ernirient se reluctantly conccded by the
Imperial Parliarnent only a few years hefore. Sir Charles
demurred ta the views entertained and publicly expressed
hv bis Ministers;- and lie dit! se with characteristic candeur
and feariessnoss. Resignation ielewed, and the Governor-
Gencral rcmonstrated with the retiring Ministers on the
ground that they had taken net oniy an extreme but un-
warrantahle course. Tliey niaintained their position, hew-
ever, and as neither they nor Sir Charles would yield, great
excitement was the conselquence. The IRev. Dr. Ryersen
carne out as the champion of the Governer-General in a
lengtby and ably writtcn defence of lis Exceilency. Mr.
Sullivan, a Legisiat.ive Cou neillor and anc ai the ableat
men at the Canadian bar, teck up the other side of the
question in an equally lengthy sories cf letters over an
anonymous signature, but which fell short af the argu-
mentative ability displayed iin Dr. Ryerson's one hundred
and fifty pages cf what hie termed Ilcalan reasening." Mr.
Sullivan, being one of the retiring Ministers, was an inter-
csted party, and D)r. Ryerson was accused ai inconsistency
for writing againat the party with which lie had heen allied.
He was charged, tee, with airning at persanal advancc-
ment, lie certaînly ceased ta hc President ai Victoria
College, and was appointed Chief Superintendent of Edu-
cation for Upper Canada, a position lie heid witli credit
and honaur ta himacli and the Province up ta within a few
years ai lis deatli. Dr. Ryersan was a remarkabie maxi,
and in a great measure seli-tauglit. He was without doubt
the Most influential man in Canada outaide of Parliament
and the Government, while bis successini career as an
educationaliat endeared him ta the people generaliy. lie
was the iramer and founder ai aur presout admirable
system ai education, which is justly the pride and boast ai
Ontario. His efforts in behali ai anc ai whom ho said,
IlWhile God gives nxe a heart ta foc!, a head ta think, and
a Peu ta Write, 1 wiîi net passively sec lionourable intcgrity
murdered by grasping faction, and spotîcas cliaracter and
generous huinanity hewn down hy Party cornu inatian,"
were succossful, for Sir Charles, having dissolved Parlia-
ment, was sustained by t'he people in the course lie took.
Mr. Baldwin was forced ta seek the Support ai a Lower
Canadian censtituency; Mr. Hincks, the 1Inspectar- Geneoral,
waa beaten by a comparativeiy obscure opponent; and Mr,
Harrison, another member ai the Cabinet, was sa igno-
minioualy thrawn aside by the electors ai Hlamilton that
lie disappearcd frarn the scene in the niglit hetween the
firat and second days of the centeat, Sir Ailan McNab,
who was afterwards chosen Speaker ai the Assembly, being
returned by a large majarity. OcTOGENARIAN.

(Cencluded next week)

AN OPEN WINDOW.

"'This window ouien to the tnight." -I11E.
OME poplehave a passion for an open window-that

is hnthe thermionicter is amenable ta temperate
influences and stands at any reasonable heiglit. These
saine people, let it b)c observed, have also a decided
preference for certain arasons, days, and liaurs. Spriug,
Saturday, and sundown-or, rather, the spaco bctween
sundown and the fir8t niglit, the gloaming-arc cabalistic
words, perbaps, ta InoSt iii-door workcrs; cspccially are
they se ta the studeiit-týalie., who finda in each Ilrespito
and nepenthe " iraîn work-a-day vexations, and comfort
and inspiration for thocie hours ai relaxation, or work inl
another formn, wbich lie may properly cal! has oin.

But nat only must the wiudow ho an open one, and
the thermometer aatisiactory, there must be other adjuncta
Prosent te complote the sense ai perfect eujayment. There
must be at leaSt anc picture, and thore must bo books.
AS fer animate Society, in the truc sense ai the terni, a
bunian companian may sametimes bc dosirable, sometimfes
not. Of course, tho window slieîuid be a atudy-windew;
the baoks-morle ai thcm anon-will, ai necosaity, ho
there ; the picture--the glaoos landacape, a country ]aud-
scape, iranced in by the windaw in question; and the cam-
panion, if any-wcll! femaie-age, undecided, ta suit
taste, poctical, pretty, and swcot. If ai the opposite sex
-age, anywhere fromu tbirty ta a hundred ; flot particular
as ta looks; literary, goad-natured, something of an idealiat
and naturaliat, and not toc, loquacious. If, wvith tlieae
accompanimeuts, and ordinary bealth, a paradis3 ai two
heurs' duration cannot be reconstructod brorn the débri8 ai
Ilthe Faîl," then thora is aomething wrong with the weather
or the-dgestion.

Lot us for the nonce inmagine ourselves soatcd at sucli
an open window, te sec wbat Sort ai paradise may ho con-
structed iram the elementB loit by sin and fa!!.

Somue flowerts of Eden ye stili inherit,
But the traîl of the Eerpeint is over them aul.

la this true at ail times ? Perliapa not. The, fallawing
linos by the samo baud are preferable:

You may break, you may shatter the vaae, if you will,
The scent of the roses wili cuing to it Stijl.

Ilere is a cliestnut tree, if You like! a vast pyramid ai
paimate leafage, overy soparate leaflet fingering the balmy
air, and ail along the branches, cresting the sprays, amaiher
Pyramids-or, ratber, canes-ai snow-white blossoma, witb
petals like crumpied tissue-paper dipped in milk, splashed,
juat where the stamens apring irom, the base, with wine
drippinga, crimson aud ambor. The great bursting sprays

look in at the open casernent, as thougli tg meet us face te
face, and give us geod-niglit greeting. Standing under the
gloom of the leafage in the eaniy rnorning ycu hear the
hum as of a populous city in tlie distance, the veices ai the
bues, great fellows with suits of* velveteen, siaslied with
yellow hi-aid and dusted with floevr-pollen.

0 velvet loŽe, yon're a fitity fellow,
Yoti'%e tovlerel our legs with goud!

Yos, with the goid issued frein the mint of Nature, heaning
the sa and iupresef Ilfeaven's Iligb Regent in ita face.

The great branches, in the morning-tide, swvay and
balance iii the southeriy breeze withî a seurid as aifnxany
rustiing voices--or, rather, of ene universai voîce-low-
pitched ami tender, and teling of aul beautiful things,
uttering in very deed

À ileasant înoise tîuu nom,

the Il worship without words " of the dead pet. it telas
oi oxpanaîve plains and l)read rivera, ai reedy wastes an 'd
wave-lapped sabes, cf weod vistas vocal with the song ai
the mîocking-bird, and shruib dotted areas swept by the
magic pageant of the Seuthern spring, baunted hy bright.
winged butterfiies, the children ai tho sun. Anon, it luils,
iainting utterly out, ta risc again prescutly in shriller
cadence as it inga now ai the 'plateau aud the peak, ai
mnountain alopes anti crestud lieights tewering ta blue skies,
irem whose issured ides is brought the echo ai the gray
pine woods aud the inapie lands, musical as is the 8hade,
beneath which We stand, witli the jubilant voices ai Nature.

liard hy thr cliestnut witli its broad, umbrageous beai-
age, apringa a rosvan, the graceful rnountain ash, whose
clustered red beads in the autumn time look like littie
isiets ai coal in a sea ai gray atrnosphere. At present it
is in bioasom, or rather, aemi-hlassom, with greenisli-white
tuf ta ai haîf-opeurd fioe Wets topping the beautif ul feathery
sprays, that accu againat the dlear sky look like ferns in lace
work againat a backing of pearl. TLhe buecs as yet do net
secin ta affect thcse tufts ai opening hlaam, but keep dlus-
tered round the dliestnut panicies, clinging there like go
many aeî-ial John Gilpins ta their sivaying steeda, and
gieaning an u iming te their biarta' content.

A lady-bird flics ini and setties on the window Hill. h.
lias came frein tlie lilac ciump juat ta the right of the
gardon path, separatr-d frein the rowan l'y a white Wicket
whichi fronts the road and the prospect beyond. Lt is a
beautiful littie creature, this fairy iscect with its orange
mailed aurcoat, an whidli are placcd Argus-like, the black
cyea ai the fainily creat, tue patent aiflierald's Coihege.
For, we musut recolbeet, the lady-bird cames frein a very
ancient iandly ; indeed tliere is a rumeour ta the etl'cct that
its direct aucestar was a ioliow voyager with Noah in tlie
Ark. It is, nevertbeless, a very liarmiles8anad unprcten-
tiaus littie creature. Yeu may lot it reat on your liaud
and examine its armoriai bearinga bar yourseli, orc the tiuy
orange homisphere parts, and irom benoatix the plates
strctch twa gaîîzy iliputian sails, very epitarnes ai pinions,
aud away she goûs, back ta the great purpie tasacis that
arc awinging soit fragrance froui their petaliod censera al
tbrough the long apring twiight.

'[bore is but ane thing wauting ta complote the picturo
at aur open wiudow, se far as floral externals go. Wo
miss the long strings ai the yellow laburnuju, tho "lgolden
ramn " ai tho Gerian poets. But a laburnurn witb liiacs
on the one ide, aud a horse-chestnut aud rowau on the
atber, ail in bloon) tagothor, wonldbd ho ach of Para-
dise for any anc peer mortal ta eijoy at any one tinie.
Sao wu coîîîiort ourselves, and are thankini for wliat w,
have, nor 'vaste tiie in repining for what wu have net.

Ilark ! thero is a louder wbir aiîîanîug the0 chestnut
blooms. Surely a mnonster bec itideed imuat stand sponsor
for that steutorian outhurat aif(uasibuzzing meiody. But
it is not a bue at ail. Ilere is the author of the disturb-
ance, a humimingbird ! and it resta, actually resta boeath
aur very eyca, net six feet away on a tender brandi that
scarcely quivers to the touchu ai the iairy visitant.

Thon happîy, hîappiy huniming uiîtu

And sureîy no living creatura is bappier. Lt its there
for minutes, and wu watch it hreatlessly ; it is a nuarvel oi
heauty and airy graco, a winged geai ; its body a glassy
inetallie green - its liead black as polished jet ; its breast,
white, and juat where the under hase ai the beak joins the
thraat-feathers, and across tlie tliroat is drawn as with a
bruali a broad spîlaio vivid scarlet. Thure it sits, its
keen, black, bead-like eyca peering thiA way aud that, wh4ibe
its long and delicate bilI, capillary-like, alînoat iii its attenu-
ated dimensions, inaves rhythinically te the aidobong
motions ai the tiny hend. At eugth it tires aud the mugic
ai motion recommences, literaily anti figuratively. Th,
rapid palpitations of the wiuga make the little creature
look more like a magnifled insect than bird. Were it not
for the graceful hunes ai the body and the tiuy crumpied-
up~jeet hbow, we shonld mistake it for sucli. Ah, ladies!
suCh icet for slippcrs ! To which the glass eues ai Gin-
dercila ivere as nothing. Thero it havera and probes now
anc bloom iiow another, its black eyes txinkling, its wings
a gauzy maze ai motion, and its littie green body like an
emerald iris suspended between, in a flexible aud aver-
rangîng curve, that no earthiy artiat can imitate, that puts
liogarth's line ai beauty itseli in the shade. Somathiug
starties it, and like an iridescent flash it is gone, aud With
it something too ai lightL and ile lias vauisbed. The worbd
is darker than hefare. We hegin ta beel, that really, we
have here a just cause for compiaint, and are about ta
formulate aur grievauce in the guise ai a somi-artîculate
murmur of querubousuess, wben a suddon guali ai fragrance
cames from the lilau clump, aud a great yellow boe swings

hiinself like a gymnast from a blossom trapeze in our very
faces, and Io! wc are soothed and happy again-and
behold, everything is very good!

But the picture, the landscape has been forgotten,
and we have said nothing as yet af a pert and familiar
sparrow, clamorous, like ail bis tribe, that chirrups and
flirts his tail at us, in a style that would put the Mikado
to shame, and ini a inost exasperating fashion, every
tirne we appear at the windew. Nor have we noticed the
robins, nor a great 'steel-blue" dragon-fly, a knight-
errant, possibly, in search of adventure, that whoels in
resplendent mail before the wicket.

The burnish1ed dragon-fly is tline attendant,
And tiltF4 against the field,

AÂnd doxvn the listed sunbcain rides re8plendent
With steel-bine mail ani shiold.

Nor have we spoken of the white butterfiies that flicker
like falling apple blossoins through the tender shade. 1-t
is really sometimes dîflicuit ta distinguish the butterfly
f rom the snow-drift of the orchard at this time of the
year. We must honour these with but scant notice and
pass an to the picture.

As yet we have spoken but of the forcground, the
foliage at baud, whose blossoins are in our faces and
brcath in our nostrils. The middle distance of the picture
seems to be mostly bloom, a tangled wildcrness of pink
and white, with here and there great lilac spiashes and
110W and then a tag of scarlet bravery, while underneath
the cloistered shadows lias been dropped the golden tribute
of spring, largess te the herald of all-triumphant June.
But this is i11 the uorning, when the dandelion galaxy,
looking up front the green earth to the blue sky, pays
mute homagE before the imperial Eye of Day itscîf. in
the evening, when the purpie shadows lie along the hills,
and the last streaka of crimson faint frorn the western
horizon, and the cool gray winga of the twilight droop
over the scene, these fold their many-petalled radiances ta
slumber under the falling dew tillinmorning.

But out beyond the blossom is seexi the distance, the
country; for the town lies behind us on the ather
side. The country, now blue in the liaze of distance, with
purpling contrasts net yet without suggestions of tho
green raiment of the noontide. Spectral-like, the tai!
trocs raise their outline toward the ashen sky, where, even
xow, a star looks down, as the hour becomes later, and the
hec hum is gaing out froni the trees, and1 the wingcd
anthems of another insect host and a concert of many
fragrances takes the place of the day-choruses around the
clicstnut spires and the lilac tassels.

The niglit closes and nature sîceps, nursing its w<'aried
children in its pulseless bosom. But the window is yet
open, for the wcather is mild, and scated in the dusk, we
can stili linger and muse, unvexed by the ontrance, pro-
iniscuous and unconventional, af beetie or fly, to abrase
one's facial prominences, or outrage the sensibilities of the
puetie mmnd.

And now for the books! The compiement to the pic-
turc. That whieh makes our conception of the open
window complete. Truc, they are of littie use ta us at
present, eve-dreaming at a casernent over a line of lilac-
bordcred palings ; but, nevertheless, they are with us,
ministers af the hour. We bee! their presence though wo
see tim nat; for tliey are there behind ini the sliadcw af
the charuber, rangcd in their triux raws, unscen-suggcs-
tive thouglit---unseen, yet there. The surviving entc
of dead genius, the inirortal relies of niortality, draped ini
the glooni of night, yet existent, as, we like ta think, arc
the seul beings of the originators, thougli their bodies have
long mouldered in the gloomy vaults ai dissolution.

But the book, though an indispensable aýj unet, inust be
auited ta the scene and heur. There is an eternal fîtness
of association as oi other things, too often neglected.
Mention nat Macaulay. Wliat is that brilliant "lbook ini
breeclies " ta us?7 lis ruffled shirt bosom was nover
blcachcd in the plcbcian dcw-drippings oi dandelions, and
lias no place beside the hum ming-bird's.- motlcy. Nor do
we desire Milton. We have no wish ta dream aof a fallen
world, with the semblance ai such a very real Eden befare
and around us. Not even Shakespeare do wc want, for ta-
night is sacred and we wauld be rid of universal hunxanity.
We can endorse bis sangs, and suggestions af forcat
vistas, and banks Ilwhercan the wild thyme blows,"
and moon-lit gardens, but wc wish ta have no intercourse
just 110W with bearded Moors uenr bloodtbirsty Jcws, nar
deflant Romans, no, nor with Cliristians cither. Wc may
passibly make exceptions, under protest, ta the one cern-
panion, if she be an ange!, or I&e-asleep or dumh. We
want no0 philosophera with their cogita, ergo sum, or other
transcendentiy nove! speculations, nor historiens, with
thoir musty fables and political clap-trapa, nor Dantean
geniuaes af the red-pepper type, with inspirations recking of
bell and wae, nor every-day twaddlers ai evory-day cam-
znanplaccs, of rant and goasip and cant and gullihility.
No, the sceno, the haur and the window are sacred ta the
namos af a choson iew, and there in the dark back-ground
are tliey, sulent auna, now eunk behind the horizon af sen-
tient being, but at a wish to blaze forth in ail the giory af
noontide aplendaur and perennial freshneaa. There is aid
Isiaak Walton with bis dreamn rivera undor the quiet banks,
the wave lapping at bis feet round the rushes and the
liles, lino upon the stroam and volume in pocket.

There is White ai Seiborno, boon companion af nature,
haunter af the quiet lanes and familiar ai the hedgerows.
There is Wood, whose pages are a lonstant nature-feast.
There are Darwin and Lubbock, wio philosophiso and
prattle in the same broath oi ail things lofty and low,
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