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MATDS ANL MATRONS.

(In reply o versze au eatitled and published in the @ Canodiun Hlustrated
Nowee,” June 142h.)

1. L

Happy thoughtless srenturos,
Whimnsiea! nod wild :
Quite as full of fancies

Ay n dreawing child,
111

Little teet and dainty
Tripping o'or the ground,

tn tho waltz or poltka,
Darcing madly round,

V.

Pratty tittle handi
Full of roguisn play.
Making false pretences
At needlework sl day,

V1L

Arch, mischievous eyey,
Brimming «'er with fun,
Very often erying
When thu wischiet™s done,

Gontle, happy heings,
Blest with calm content,

Radiant with # gladness
Pure and hoeaven sont.

1v.

Sober foet and steady,
Sometitnes very tired,
But always peat aund tidy

A# when first wdwmired.

VI.

Useful hands and busy
Ever awift to move,
Tu ¢are by tond caresyes
‘The pain of thoso they tuve.

VIIL.

Fyoa ns truo as gontle,
Bright with steady xleam,

Mild nnd foving radinuce
Shinez in every benm.

X, X-

Long and sitken lashos
Ot with tears suffused,
Buercause their owner fncies
<he has heen itl-u-ed.

XL

Eyebrows fine and shapely—
Dangerous are there—

Raisud it scorn, ur lowered
Ax their owner plesse.

AN

Pretily ahapod neses.
But too apt to turn:

Froquently retonteas
With s urprise vr seorn,

X\

Lsttle ears tou omgar
For hsiv owner's prai«e,
Pomd of every scaudal
Fuvistis tingaes may raise,

XVil.
Chaerry Hips that teinpt one
When they ~weetly «mile,

Hat. when discontented,
Ponging ol the while.

Lashes loug and golden
Shading every glance,
By their madaest drouping

Evoery charm enbance.

XTIl

Browa still elear and graceful,
Ne'sr with puegion stirred.
(iiving it expression
With esch gentle wort,

XIv.

Nuges, clear-cut features
JFor ornuent and use,
Testing, savory stutling

For turkey, duck. or gocse.

XVIL
Fars sll alert to listen
Fur ery of pain or fear.

But stendfastly retusing
All tales uf strife to hear,

XVILL

Lips that sweetly uttar
Pleasant words and kind,

Outlets for suul fondne<y,
Portals of the mind

XIX XX,
avd charmine crestares,  Maidens tull developed :
nevet tol Waumen now cotnblete,

When matranmial anione
Fritid thiir desting.

haewing all the rures
That motherhom! makes

{sweet.
»Tavw Bruws,"
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A TRIP IN THE « ORIOLE.?

The thonght of having a trip down the river 5t, Lawrenee
along the south shore to Gaspé, thence to Anticosti, and back
Ly the north shore was too irresiatible, thercfore the writer
readdity accepted the kind invitation of one of the owners of
the yacht ¢ triole)” of Toronto, to accompany him aund his
friends on the voyage, wmore espécially as it had been the
writer's lot to inake the passage to England two years pre-
vicusly with the inviter in the good steamship < Caspian,”
ths pleaxant recollections of which are still mutual.

‘The railing qualities of the ¢ Oriole? the writer had been
long familiar with, as she had won lanrels on the stormy lakes
of Ontario and Erie, more particularly ou the latter, where
she bad proved herself thoreughly staunch and seaworthy,
andd rode out gales that might have appalled any yachtswan,
unlass he had been related to the commander of the ¢ Flying
butchman.”

A classical friend, in speaking of her, tsed toquote from an
unimated little poomn of Catallus, that the gay Roman had
prabably written upon some fuvourite vessel, which, after Joug
service, he had thus conseernted to the twin stars Castor and
Pollux, and laid up near his beloved house on the peninsuta
of Sirmio.  The poem thus commences s —

© Phasgelus ille, quem videtis, hospites,
Ait fuisse naviwm eclerrius .
Nogue ulliug natnntis inpetam tralis, Ve

Which may be trunslated as follows and applied to the
Oriale V-

‘The bark, wy triends, which you sce here,
Will tell you that it had no peer:
And that no skiff that swain the main,
Cunld got betore i, strain for strain,
Whethor it lew with sail or onr.
And thig it says, not Adria’s shore.
With all its Lluster can deay.
Nor that BEgaan ot pany, -
Nor glorions Rhudes, nor savigs Thrace,
Nor Hellogpont with either fuce,
Nor tho tromendous Pontie bay.~—
Whore, till it took ite walery way,
[t wae athinzof exlvan locks,
And tisod, on the Cytarian rocks
Co hiss and talk, with windy haire.
. Xy Aey, o dee

‘The party, twolve in’ number, consisted chiefly of Toronto-
uinng, whom, upon the first introduction, the writer admired
for their enjoying temper, what the talinns call Brio—a cer-
taist spurkling of ‘the animal spirits—their: blood seemed to
o quick: through their veins. their tempers were decidedly
chicerful, and he found them from the fimst weighing anchor
to-the last dropping of the snmo, all jovial, courteous, hospita-
ble ;-1 ono word, jolly ; or, ag nn old uantical fricad used to
express himagelf, @ happy a8 o mast-maker's dog among curled
shivings 7 nnd he desires at the ontset to record hig: grateful
expression of their uniform kindnuss, aud to state that he is
not about-to write a description of the lower St Lawronee,
and the places visited, nor only the incidents of the voymge—
tho oue bhus been alrendy done ad raseant 1 the @ ail round
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guidgs "and the ¢ tourist's guides,” and the other WOuld have
nothing of marked interest to the general reader.

_THE BTART PROM QUEKEC.

On the 15th day of July, in the year of grace 1873, at the
1our of t post weridian half-past twelve,” we began to weigh
n.n.chor, aod in half an hour afterwards we were fairly under
sail, und, blest with a favouring wind, we soon passed the
islaud of Orleaus. The day was deliciously clear, the burning
sun tempered by the brecze, and large masses of the ever-
chauging cumulug clouds. The tin roofs of the honses, con-
vents and churches which line the banks of the island and
the south shore of the river shone and glittored iu the sun-
benms like burnighed silver, and refiected their rays with in-
tense brightness.  We were all in buoyant spirits, the ladies—
for we had two on bosrd—keenly enjoyed the benutiful scencry,
and ot 4 p. 1. a5 keenly enjoyed their dinner, which was as
well served and as well cooked a8 on board one of the gulf
dteamers, Some who haid never before visited the lower St.
Lawrence were enchanted with the mountain defiles and the
lofty banks of the river, whose slopes afford soil for a great
variety of umbrageous forest trees. As we approached Ka-
wouraska, a pretty village about ninety miles from Quebec, a
stifl breeze or pufl came down the gorge of the Malbaie river
making & lively time in the cabin, and greatly alarming one
of our lady passengers, atid to such an extent that she rushed
on deck pale with fright, her missal in one hand aud a bottle
of hartshorn in the other, and implored the pilot to land her
at the first convenient spot. To stop at Murray Bay or Ka-
mouraskn was impossible, the sun had gone to rest, the wind
had freshened, and there was every appearance of an approach-
ing squall.  The % Oriole,” unmindful of her living freight,
exulting felt the auspicious wind, and heeded not the curling
waves, but bounded on like a proud horse spurning the ground
a8 he rushes on to the war-ery, or to the cry of tally-ho ! The
Pilgrim’s Light was soon passed, and the lighted windows of
the houses at Riviere du Lonp were short)y after seen twink-
ling in the darkness. Yet no landing could Le effected—
nothing for it but to run to the Brandy Pots, where we an-
chored in smooth water for the night, sincerely regretting not
only the fright of our fair passenger, but the loss of the breeze,
which wouldlin all probability have carried us by the morrow's
noon s far ax Matane.  The little bay in which we anchored,
neur the light-houre, we christened v Persnasion Bay,” out of
compliment to the lady for whose comfort we Iaid over, as she
said it was only by the greatest persuasion that she was in-
duced to risk her life on board the yacht, and that no per-
suasion, not even that of the Bishop of Rimouski, would ever
induce her to put her foot on Loard the © Oriole.” unless she
was snugly moored in harbour, '

After breakfast we crossed to Rividre du Loup, landed our
fair friend and her husband, whom we were sorry to lose, as
bie was proving himself not only 4 good sailor but swa jolly
good fellow,” one who Lind nosympathy with the sickly fellow
who wrote some verses, off the Mingan, in 1853, agsinst the
art of navigation, as follows:

Al sure the vreedy wreteh is pent
Tu endlesy chains of deep damnation,
Who tirst to plipue us did invent
The curscd art of navigation !

. . » . * . >

Of all the heavy Judgments puenad

On Egvet for her vins renowned.

Salt water waa reserved the bust,

And Pharaoh and his host were driwnedd.

- . . . . .

All you who on the land abhly,
Our element to mourn us borrow:
L.et fall of tenrs, a briny tide.
Salt water is the sign of sorrow,

Our fair friend evidently considered that a brecze on the
“hriny " was a heavy judgment, and that ¢salt water is the
sign of sorrow,” when with force the tempests blow, ¢ and
watery hills iu dread succession flow.”  Upon saying Adien
she was loud in her protestations of gratitude to our pilot,
Thomas Shward, of Quebee, than whom a more capable and
vantious one dovs not exist, She rewarded him with a gra-
tuity, and promised to offer up her prayers for all persons
travelling by land or by water, &, Lo, more particularly for
al) those on board the ¥ Oriole,” and there was a faint mur-
wuring upon her part about founding o chapel at Bie, to be
dedicated to our Blesserd Lady for the benefit of wind-bound
pilots, where they could chant every day—

A-ve Mari-a! Qar vel-ci I'haure sainte

La cloche tin-teo A-ve Mari-a!

Tuus les petits anges au front radi-eux,
Chantent vos lovauges, (O Reine des cieux!

Our other lady  passenger, although suffering from sea-
sickness, showed more contrage, and continued with ns during
the passage to Guaspé, doubtless thinking that if there was any
danger she had better share it with her husband,

About 10 am. Wedneaday we left Rividre dn Loup, Lt un-
fortunutely the fair breeze of the previous evening had died
out, and it was nightfall ere we passed the light-house at Bie,
The night was clear, the sunset was a veritable feast for our
eyes; it was followed by a brillinnt aurora, which secmad to
invade the entire celestinl vauly, and was at once a delight and
astonishment for our minds,

Un Thursday: and Friday we had strong head winds, ocea-
sionally nnder double reef mainsail and foresail, = During this
time we were beating about between Metis and Cap Chatte, the
monotony was only relivved by the number of porpoises and
whales whizh came up to look at us.

EXCHANGE OF I'ORK FOR FISH,

Satunday we made but little headway, and varvions were the
specnlntions when we shonld see Cape Rosier.  Pools were
made for midnight, but we did not arrive there for thirty-six
hours after; it seemed that we shonld never get out of sight
of the high monntains of Ste. Anne.  During the morning we
got close into shore somewhere nbout the river Pierre, and
exchanged some freshly-salted pork with a fisherman for some
hatibut and codiish,  We were liberal in our barter, giving

~him aboul four times the amount of pork, and of infinitely

better quality, that he could have got in exchange from the
truckighops or fishing . schooners. He was an intelligent,
gowd-looking fellow ¢ there was a merry twinkle iu his oye,

‘and a feankuess and . joyousness in his munoner which was not

exhibited by other fishermen that we saw: in the Gaspd dis-
trict, This joyousnuss was not so mech to be attributed to
the exeeadingly: wood bargain he had made, nor -to the re-

Y

ceipt of a plug of tobacco, but more to a light heart, youth,
and a strong constitution ; he was not troubled with 2épouse,
el les enfuntas, et Lo belle-mere. Ag he pulled away to his fishing -
ground we could hear the refrain of— ,

En roulant, ma houle roulant.

En roulant, ma boule;

Derriér’ chez nous 'ya-t-un étang,
En roulant ma houle,

How we should have liked to have geen him sitting down
to his meal au lard frit, he would doubtless enjoy it as much
as the e¢picure would canard stuvige en salmis and truffes au
vin champagne, and perhaps much more 80, The halibut and
codfish that we had for dinner upon this day wo would uot
have exchanged for the richest meny, even if it contained patés
de foie gras, ralades vénitiennes, saumon froid, suuce Ravigote,and
these washed down with Johannisberg, Lafitte, and Tokay.
We all ate most heartily; aud should have done so, like the
Governor of Barataria, despite all the aphorisims of the doctor
of Tirteafeura, believing with Sancho Panza that « the viscera
upholds the heart, and the heart the belly,” and that it is fit
we ghould be well fed to keep ourselves in readiness for the
hard work of a yacht voyage.

AATCRDAY NIGHT,

Saturday evening, the weather being fine and the yacht
under casy sail, we indulged in songs, drauk to the health of
Her Most Gracious Majesty to this refrain :

** Drink to the Queen, 1y boys. drink !
Our hearts are as full as our glasses,
Who from the challenge will shrink ?
'Tis a toast that all others surpasses.
‘Then drink to the Queen, my boys, drink,
Your hearts in your glasses caress her:
Drink to the Queen. my boys, driok.
Here's health and loug iife and God bless har.””

The toast of ¢ sweethearts and wives,”” was tnost eunthusias-
tically received ; a bachelor with a fine tenor voice led off, in
response to the ¢ sweethearts,” with the following spirited
song

Ilove thee. I love thee!
My raven-hair'd girl,
’It)I;' lips are the rubies,
"hy teeth each a peart:
Thine eyes are the brilliants,
Inivory set,
Tranzicendently g'eaming
Thro' lashes of jet.

The married men, who formed the majority, in response to

the ¥ wives,” sung in chorus # Home, Swuet Home !

THE FIRST SUNDAY.

Sunday morping was ushered in with contrary winds and s
rolling sea, conseiquently we could not conveniently have the
morning service, as vach man had to be at his post, more par-
ticularly the commodore, who throughout the passage evineed
that cautiousness necessary for the well-being and comfort of
all ; thercfore, as the duty of chaplain devolved upon him, we
waited till 5 p.m. for the evening service, by which time the
wind had abated and the sea gone down. There was no tem-
ple bell, but there was a spirit among all not to forget Him
who holds the water in the hollow of His hand. Tbhere was a
desire to assemble together in the little cabin ¢ to set forth
His most worthy praise, to hear His most boly Word.” The
cvommodore read in a plain and unaffected way the evening
service of the church of England. The psalms of the day
were not only appropriate, but they came with additional force
after our three days beating against head winds.

st They that go down to the sea inships, that do business in
wreat waters, these see the works of the Lord and his wonders
in the deep.’

After the service we saw maoy very large whales, hoge
monsters of the deep, which recalled to our minds the may-
nificent description of God’s great power in the Leviathan, as
recorded in the 41st chapter of Job, and made us fully realize
the saying of Milton :—

¢ Jlore Leviathan.
Hugest of living creatures, oun the deep
Streteb'd like a promontory, sleaps or swims,
And seewms a moving land: and at nis sills
Draws in, and athis trunk spouts out. a_sea,”

CAPE ROBIER.

Un the Mouday we sighted Cape Rosier; when nearly
abreast we hailed a fishing-boat; the fisherman hoisted =ail
and soon came alongside the yacht and landed sowme of our
party at a little fishing station about three miles west of the
light-house, and adjucent to a farm-house, the residence of M.
Trudean, ex-light-house keeper at Cape Rosier. Here we
were regaled with some delicious milk, home-made bread and
fresh butter ; while partaking of this frugal repast the rain
descended heavily, much to our regret, as we were anxious to
proceed on our journey. We remained for about half an honr
chatting with our host, and had with him a social pipe, The
old gentlemaun, though long past three score and ten, was very
cneerful 5 he pressed us to remain to dinner,and his invitatiou
was most cordially extended by his daughter and son-in-law,
Mrs, and Mr, Joseph Labelle, Time would not permit us toavail
ourselves of their further bospitality, knowiug that the yacht
would be awaiting our arrival at Grande Gréive. A hay-cart
was soon provided with a thick bed of straw laid on its tloor,
and some heavy great coats for coverlids.  After hasty adieus
we made ourselves as comfortable as possible, and tried to
make ourselves jolly under the circumstauces ; but three
wmiles over a rough concession road gave us a very uucomfort-
able jolting, shaking us to such an extent that had we been
drinking rich cream it would have been churned into butter,
and probably produced a nausen as bad as that our remaining
lady passenger suffered from during all the “passage; ber
sickness wd deplored, chicfly on her account, as she was u}uch
prostrated ; ngain, we regretted being robbed of her society.
After half an hour's ride in the rain through a wretched farm-
ing conntry—the tields covered in some places with a little
wiseralle grass, here and there patches of oats” which may
probably be in full ¢ar by the time the harvest is fanded in
Ontario, the fuw sheep looked. half starved, and, like their
companion cattle, partook of that rugged mengre character so
well portrayed in the pictures of Paul otter aud Berghem,
probably fromw the luxurisut crop of thistles everywhere pre-
sunt—we arrived at Cape Rosier light-houze, which we iu-
spected, Mr, Auguoste Trudeaw, the light-house keeper, kindly
vxplained everything counected with- its coustruction and
juternal cconomny, ) : .

Phe light-house is one of Professor Kingaton's meteorologi-




