
S
.: no 92117

sdatonol s., uedT 
0- to swwol ad.

20.110 it ) da 1

iltozil 3. Zw .|

127 a orTale C 40706 2. 125NT " /A,D1y1951, 2 0.1 ntJ.0ATA 2 -::^ IH, 30

La- •
vi ayeled guide 

nr so Nozov este owlos T. 
) nibraH of go I-à

do To coligele odt 3 F 

Tits 9g 
2 bec 00-1951

11.3rOf
a

cot STS,

NO 35 -

12- gee• d9 180 1-1 
witthnelvas0

Hat act th it A„bed oil ustolunga off proliolo Pojollsill of.

CARLETON PLACE ONT 10, JUNE 8, 1874.
•,‘

aqipiveaiiadVOL XXIV Th 9di 10 dog, 116bise on ode ,unsnoid ndol hocag gear g

Kate able to another’s. Jv1 nuo or 1 1 
evening, astetrio Bat, in 

cozy little parlor, A Merriam read 
ing, and, Hope and Kate talking ove 
the events of the ay a familiar knool

what does It MR BEECHER’S LOVE STORY.“Oh, bus I have," broke
“heaps and heaps of it.oidibge.gaL: 
odWell then, let her see that your don’t

EARLY RISING

There should be reason is all things, 
and we believe that six o’clock the year 
round is as near the proper hour for 
rising, all things considered, as an earlier 
one. There are farmers, and there 
name is legion, - ho go to bed with the 
chickens and get up in the morning 
long before these systematic fowls have 
thought of starting from their dreams; 
men who gauge the capacity of their 
neighbors by the time they leave their 
beds, and flatter themselves that the 
principal part of labor consists in arousing 
their wives and children before the sun 
has lighted up the earth, and eating 
their breakfast by candle light. Now 
we have a great admiration for system 
but we wish to be allowed our choice 
among the various ones io vogue, and 
we have no good reason for believing 
that there is any particular merit in 
making ourselves and those about us 
very uncomfortable by reducing the 
hours of natural rest. " Early to bed 
and early to rise,” &c, may be carried 
to an extreme, never anticipated by the 
earned Franklin when he enunciated the 

Theory; and if we admit that going to 
bed at six and getting up at three is a 
meritorious act in itself, we most carry 
the idea further and acknowledge that 
he who sleeps half the day and prowls 
half the night is deserving of the praise 
of all men. How often have we seen: 
these extremely early ris ts making every 
body uncomfortable about them for 
several hours befor dawn, only to get 
on their horses and repair to the nearest 
village spin yarns and trade herses at the 
corner grocery for the rest of the day. 
We have a theory about rising as well 
as our neighbors. We assert in the first 
place that early risers, in the sense of 
being extremists—that early rising, in 
nine cases out of ten is as much a habit 
as chewing tobacco, and those men who 
announce to you that they “can’t sleep” 
after such and such an hour, do not 
deserve any particular credit for,“getting 
up.’ It is, we believe, determined that 
average human nature requires about 
eight hours’ sleep in the twenty-four 
and a proper and intelligent arrange- 
ment of the remaining sixteen hours for 
work and leisure, has more to do with 
condition of mind and body than “old 
saws” or doctors

Let the farmers rise at six as above 
suggested, feed, or see that the stock 
are fed and take a look about the 
premises while breakast is being pre- 
pared; and if he remains at home and 
attends to his business during the day, 
he will accomplish quite as much as if 
I e had turned night into day at an earlier 
hour, and made bis wife and children 
parties to his own discomforts. When 
the day’s work is done, let the family 
gather is the general sitting room, and 
divert the mind with appropriate read- 
ing, either hom the papers or some good 
book, or with games at once amusing 
and instructive—retiring at ten to rise 
again at six Farmers must read and 
think, and the quiet of evening, when 
the mind is at rest and the outer world 
still, is the best time to give the thoughts 
play. If you subtract two from eight 
hours of rest which nature craves, io 
the morning, you must add them in the 
evening, and this is exactly what we 
object to—two hours of the evening spent 
in pleasant and instructive entertain- 
ment by the family circle is worth all 
the dark hours of all the early risers com- 
bined. There would be fewer com- 
plaints of the children leaving the farm 
if there was more rational enjoyment of 
iife at the old homestead, and less of 
this everlasting "Early to bed and 

early to rise." There is such a thing as 
“too much of a good thing. • —Journal 
ef Agriculture.

was doubly glad that she had promised 
to comply with her wishes. , irre

In the meantime, Mr. Earnest called 
once or twice. made some suggestions 
about Hope’s work, selected the sketch 
for his next picture, and tried in a 
round about manner to draw Kate out 
in regard to her unfortunate meeting 
with his nephew: but the only effect 
produced was a closer compression of. 
Kate’s pretty lips, and a haughty ex- 
pression of countenance which only crept 
into the young lady’s face when the 
name of this gentleman was mentioned. 
One afternoon not long after this, Kate 
was retu oing from her teaching. when 
she heard a quick step behind her. and 

io most deprecating tones.
Please, Miss Kate, may.I speak to 

you a moment?" and she looked up 
int) the face of Will Harkness. ir was 
a very red and confused face that met 
hers, and Kate turned from it indignant- 
ly, saying as she did 80,-

“No sir, you cannot. Your oppor- 
tunity is well selected—a side street 
without companions. Really, sir, your 
taet is wonderful. Never speak to me. 
again, Mr. Harkness, as long as you 
live, for I hate you, and everybody like 
you, and with these unlady like words, 
Kate turned and left him. Poor Kate 
suffered martyrdom that day. Mr. 
Earnest called in the evening to see if 
Miss Kate Merriam would take charge 
of the musical education of his 

daughter..
“But I have no piano," replied Kate, 

keeping her eyes fixed on the music she 

was copying.
“But I have. Miss Kate," was the 

quiet response.
"Where ?" inquired Kate.
Io my library."
"Where is that?” Hope’s face would

AFTER THE FLOOD.
TRE AMERICAN MOTHER.

A mother had an only son.
As beatiful as dawn.

When rosy light hath just begun
To kiss the dewy lawn,-

With voice so sweet and musical
As birds that sing for love.

And soul as kind and dutiful -
As angels are above

He grew in beauty and in strength.
In courage and in skill.

And had an arm and soul at length
To res ne or to kill

stud when carth’s tyrants athe to blast
• Au thunders panto colt,

t.p a her sou the mother cast
l, k that r alhisyon’s

Isnow thy lwit aintwhithriurl
Those tous thought-of thine,

Adwh 6 tor toontts that haughty Blush: 
hl shill 41k soul repine ?

-GO’l w and rather die than part
With thee, uy tautitul, .

still must I as to me thou art
ToG d be dutiful /

He hurried to the field and fought
Until the footmen fled.

And never till that moment thought
How fatally he bled as

But soon his dying form reposed
Within his mother’s arts. 

And soon/the solemn coffin closed
Upon his boyish charms

‘Oh, gentle Hravens! ye are just.
And I have nought to blame:

My treasure I may safely trust
To Him from whom it came :

But still my soul does his pursue.
And with it almost died :

- Oh, piteous Heaven ! take me too !"
>— And piteous Heaven complied.
DTUE LANGUAGE OF THE HEART.

There is a love that speaketh _=2
, But is nor heard aloud : .

Its sacred language breaketh
Not on the busy crowd

‘Tis heard in secret places
Its sorrow to disguise ;

‘Tis writ in anxious faces.
And meditative eyes.

It ever comes to render
Kind thoughts when fond ones part

Its tones are sweet and tender,
‘Tis the language of the heart.

Ne art of man can teach us
This secret speech of love

Wehave ot swear
that the Governor General promised him 
an amnesty for Riel, and we know this 

12. M 2t was not true, and so have established that 
announced the approach of Dr. Earnest, for one cause or other Mr. Richot is an 
"He is here again, said Kate with - untrustworthy witness, and part of the 
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asked, when he ha finished his explana But the case of a murderer was a diff- 
tien. . erent thing, as Sir George Cartier clearly
ip. "But it look 1 badly. Will, and A The evidence on the 19th of Sir John 
don t think I was ery much to blame A. Macdonald is of a nature to which 
for believing that ou wished to give we should like to call attention for a mo- 
my acquaintance. I supposed this no meut. When Sir John was in the witness 
had to be," she eo inued, turning to her box before, he declared that the state- 
sister to hide the APPJ tears that filled ment of Archbishop Tache that he had 
her eyes. promised to make Riel’s case his own

"Yes," said Hoe "It was part of a i was untrue. On the 19th he corrected 
lesson that never uld have been pro- this statement, so far as to say that he 
perly learned wit out it.’" had said to Archbishop Tache that, 

"I trust its the ast of its kind,’ re- “personally,” he would use his good 
marked Will wit] a shudder. offices with the Imperial Government, 

A few months ter this, John Ear- and in that sense might be said to have 
nest asked Hope erriam to become his

Tom was a strapping, healthy boy, 
with a great appetite. He lived up in 
the mountains among the charcoal burn- 
ers until he was nineteen. Then he 
went down into the valley and hired out 
to a farmer. Tom was a scullion and a 
drudge, and first along the farmer hesi- 
tated to trust even the hogs to his care. 
But there was a glimmering of some- 
thing in him that showed just a little 
uncouthness. After a year or two he 
became a full farm laborer—a broad 
shouldered, deep-chested, powerful fel- 
low, who made himself clumsily useful. 
Well, about that time the farmer’s 
daughter came home from school. What 
a revelation she was to Tom. He never 
knew until then what it was to worship 
anything, nor how awkward and coarse 
he was. He would have given all he 
had, which wasn’t much, to learn how 
to get into a room without hitting the 
door, or what to do with his hands, or 
how to sit down right, lie began to 
change his clothes for better ones when 
he came in from the day’s work, and 
there was about him the dawning of 
improvement. Finally the great day 
came. He stood trembling before the 
farmer’s daughter, the hard word was 
spoken, and she didn’t repulse him. I 
think there is nothing in the life of man 
which so rouses and stirs him as love. 
Tom went to the wrestling matches, and 
what a vim there was in him. He read, 
he went to church, be wanted to see 
how the people acted. And when after 
a good life he grew to be ao old man, 
and talked in a trembling voice to his 
grandchildren, he used to say, "0, 
what a wife she was to me. Whatever 
I became she made me.’ The world 
is full of just such instances of blessed 
influence.

LATEST EROM THE SCENN-OF SATUR- 
DAT’S CALAMITY—SEARCHING FOR 
BODIES-PAINFULINCIDENTS—LOST 
TREASURE- -VAGARIES OF THE BOIL- 
ING CATARACT.

intend to have it, if you can help it. 
Show her that you are determined to 
possess yourself I and that riches is the 
result of being one’s own mistress. Let 
her feel the power of self-denial; let her 
understand your inward contentment, 
and your desire to be helpful to others; 
and, more than all make her understand 
that your whole heart is in your work."

"You could do all this, Hope,’ re- 
plied Kate with a loving glance. "You 
could take her up io those soft little 
spirituel fingers of yours, and knead her 
over to your own sweet will; and the 
fee of it would be, she’d never see what 
you were doing till the loaf was baked, 
and ready to come out of the oven; I 
haven’t any talent in that direction, 
koow I can teach music, but as a pro- 
fessor of ethics, I should be a failure. I

The next day Hope gave her first 
lessons in drawing to the class assembled 
in Mrs. Sincoe’s library. With an case 
and straightforwardness which surprised 
them all, she commenced her work. The 
hand shakings were most cordial but 
friendly intercourse was evidently not 
she object to be attained from Hope’s 
presence among them.

“Ladies,” said she pleasantly, "I see 
among you several who I know will take 
hold of these drawing lessons with zest 
—not merely for amusement, or simply 
because they are so kind as wish to af- 
ford employment to one who needs it. 
Now, while thanking you for all your 
kindness that has brought you here this 
afternoon. I shall nevertheless, be obliged 
to request that those who do not care 
for the study, will be frank enough to 
confess it and leave the class. I could 
not do my pupils justice with one pursuit 
who remained for any other reason than 
ao honest desire to learn.”

There were red faces and pale faces, 
and a few haughty looking faces, and a 
few very subdued ones in that group. 
Fanny Harkness was first to break the 
silence.

(From One of Our Special Correspon- 
dents.),

Northampton, Mass., May 19.—Sinee 
yesterday morning Mill River has been 
muddy and turbulent. The water that 
then began to he drawn off from the 
Goshen reservoir has nearly doubled in 
size the natural current, and is a cou- 
stant suggestion of a possible new danger 
and a still greater desolation. A rigid 
examination of the two Goshen reser-. 
voir dams is to be made. The rain of 
yesterday refilled the hollows washed out 
by the flood. From many of them the 
water had nearly evaporated under the 
effect of Sunday’s sun and wind, and 
they remained mere puddles, the outer 
edges of which glistened with a smooth 
deposit of yellow mud.

SORROW.
The people here are just beginning 

to comprehend their bereavements 
Hitherto they have apparently been 
dazed by the suddenness of their mis- 
fortunes. Destruction came upon them 
in an instant. On every road, walking 
and in wagons, the visitor sees men and 
women whose faces are wet with weep 
ing. As hours succeed each other after 
the calamity memory restores sights and 
impressions to the minds of the survivors 
that they thought had been forgotten. 
THE APPROACH OF THE CATARACT.

Martin Tennyson, an operative in the 
Haydenville silk factory, said to-day 
that he had had no special recollection 
of how the water looked when it was 
coming down towards him, but that 
last night it came to him io a dream 
just as it was. He was working on the 
lower floor, and at the first alarm ran 
out with his fellow operatives to a bridge 
which led across to a place of safety. 
As he approached the bridge the water 
was about a hundred feet above, but as 
he ran across he could hear it roaring 
beneath him. The first of the advanc- 
ing mass was not more than four feet 
high, if it was as high as that. It 
seemed to slant upward and backward 
gradually like the apron of a dam, but 
instead of water, flowing downward in a 
smooth sheet, it was boiling, he said, 
with sticks and stones. It looked yel- 
low and muddy Afterwards he saw 
trunks of trees in it, but when he was 
passing over the bridge there seemed to 
be nothing in the water but boards and 
pieces of timber These came rolling 
over and over The timbers would 
catch o the ground, and then would be 
hurled over end for end. It appeared 
to him as he looked that a person who 
should be overtaken by the water would 
be mangled by the revolving timbers as 
if caught in a trashing-machine. Most 
of the bodies found at first were covered 
with bright red spots. Sometimes there 
would be as many as twenty or thirty 
of these abrasions on the face alone. 
These were, of course, the result of col- 
lision with the floating debris,

THE BODIES.
In the case of the bodies found yester 

day and this morning the bruises had 
changed from red to blue. Those now 
found are for the most part in pockets 
—that is to say, where the stream forms 
an eddy and sets in towards the shore. 
Io the place of this kind where Ely 
Bryant’s body was found yesterday it is 
supposed that more bodies are buried 
His body was completely buried in sand, 
and in turn covered with brush, timbers, 
mud, and decaying pieces of wood, 
leaves and other vegetable matter. His 
pockets were washed full of black mud, 
which had also found its way under his 
clothing and down into his boot-legs. 
When his boots were pulled off, the mud 
still clung to his stockings and drawers, 
preserving exactly the smooth, full 
mould of the boot-legs. His beard and 
hair were matted with mud. His head 
was thrown well back, as if he had b en 
endeavoring to swim, but his bruised 
hands and arms were clasped about his 
breast. The features were set in ao 
expression of the intensest agony. He 
was borne for about an eight of a mile 
on a rude stretcher formed of a short 
ladder, across the rounds of which a 
board had been laid, and then was placed 
on the grass near the bank of the stream, 
nearly opposite the site of Hayden Gere 
& Co.’s brass-works- Here a pail was 
brought from a neighboring house on 
the hill, and the body made sufficiently 
clean to allow of its being taken into the 
lecture-room of the Union Church, whieh 
is used as a morgue.

DISTRESSING INCIDENTS.
Mr. Atkinson, a “boss” a weaver in 

James’s woolen mill, received warning 
and ran immediately to his house. He 
was last seen alive by his family passing 
hurriedly by an upper window. His 
little boy had seen the water coming 
while at play, and had warned his 
mother io time for her escape to a 
neighboring hill. From this hill they 
had seen the husband and father ron to 
the house at full speed; and had tried 
to attract his attention by their cries 
and motions, but in vain. The poor 
man had evidently been disappointed at 
not finding his family down stairs, and 
was making a search for. them through 
the upper-rooms when they saw him 
pass the window. While they looked 
the house was broken in two and car- 
ried away. He never appeared at the 
surface his body was found, shockingly 
bruised and mangled, a few rods below:

Mrs. James Pennessy was last seen 
leading one little girl and carrying a boy 
about two years old in her disengaged 
arm. Had she been able to run she 
might have been saved, but the delicate 
condition in which she happened to be 
rendered such exertion impossible. 
There were four lives lost in one gulp 
of the great wave. It is said her hue- 
hand at the last moment saw her pass- 
ing slowly along within certain reacliof* 
the whirling water.

There is no account of any person

made Riel’s case his own. First, note 
that this was no promise of amnesty. It 
was not a promise of an official person. 
Sir John said before he would be willing 
to do anything to please the Archbishop, 
but that the public opinion of the country 
would not stand amnestying the murderer 
of Scott. Therefore he gave the Arch- 
bishop clearly to understand that as an 
official person he could do nothing for 
Riel —except give him funds out of the 
Secret Service Money to decamp. Per- 
sonally—that is to say, as a private per- 
son —he promised to do what he could 
with the Imperial Government. So far 
from containing a promise of amnesty 
from the Prime Minister, this contains 
an implicit denial of it, and this tallies 
with what has already transpired, and 
with what we know of Sir John’s char- 
acter. No one knows better than Arch- 
bishop Tache and Sir John A. Macdonald 
the difference between private and official 
capacity—and Sir John Macdonald, in 
saying he would do a thing personally, 
and Archbishop Tache, in hearing the 

guarded promise, knew well what was 
meant. What was meant was that the 
country would not tolerate amnestying 
Riel, and the “personal” promise had 
about the same value as a good many of 
such promises from Sir John A. Mae- 
donald. The only thing the country is 
concerned with is that it leaves success- 
ors of the late Government unpledged. 
We know, of course, that Sir John A 
Macdonald would have amnestied Scott’s 
murderer if he dared. The man that 
could give him money to flee from justice 
would not hesitate to amnesty him. But,

wife. Her pictues had attracted the 
attention she des ed, and had become, 
if not worth thei weight in gold, at 
least worth a Jar a pile of greenbacks; 
and so far as osperity and artistic 
reputation were oncerned, Hope Mer 
riam was on the igh road to fame and 
fortune- Had t is not been the case, it 
is altogether 1 doubful if she 
would have spok 1 the hearty "yex" she 
did to the gentle an’s proposal.

A week or two after the wedding, Mr. 
Earnest said to 1 s wife as he left the 
house one mor: ng. "I shall invite 
Fanny to dinner o-day, Hope, and I 
have a little req est to make. I want 
some codfish and potatoes prepared, and 
I want you to do t."

“Co fish and potatoes?" repeated 
Hope. Codfis cakes you mean, I

have been study, had there been any 
one to observe it. How this conflict 
was going to end. she hadn t the remot- 
est idea.
“At my residence. No, 309 W est - 

St.,” said. Mr. Earnest, quite conscious 
that his companion was working up to an 
explosive point.

"That is the Harkness residence,1 
take it," said Kate, pushing aside her

DRAINAGE AND HEALTH.

BY DR. WILSON IN "SANITARIAN," 
In a hilly country with a light soil—soil 

with a due proportion of sandor gravel 
—not much can be done. When the 
forest is first cleared off and the soil 
turned up, the place is likely to be un- 
healthy the first autumn ; but after the 
land is fairly cleared and ploughed into 
ridges and surface drains, in the direction 
of slopes, as in ordinary wheat culture, 
it immediately bears good crops and is 
quite healthy ; there is no more appear- 
ance of malarial poisoning. Such land 
in the older parts of the country is in- 
stantly recognized by the elegant houses 
and big barns. The farmers occupying 
such land may be known by their florid 
complexions and fine forms; they are 
above the average size of men, bright 
and cheerful. They mostly have large 

families, a very large proportion of whom 
live much beyond the average duration 
of human life. The land undergoes sub- 
division from generation to generation, 
till the farms become too small for far- 
ther diving, and then these healthy and 
fertile farms send a constant stream of 
emigrants to the large cities and new 
countries. Nearly all the prosperous 
merchants, physicians, lawyers and 
clergymen, philosophers and sages, have 
to refer such healthy places as the home- 
steads of their fathers and grand- 
fathers.

In the malarious district and on the 
farm of much malarious land, all this is 
reversed. The crops are so poor that 
there is no need of a big barn; the in- 
habitants are so poor that they are un- 
able to build a good or even to repair an 
old one. The house has probably been 
built by some unfortunate or imprudent 
man has raised on a better place; he has 
scarcely raised any family, has probably 
died of the fever, and one of his unfor- 
tunate children may have inherited the 
place—to be still poorer and more 
wretched. The land needs no such sub- 
dividing; an occasional stranger be- 
comes as unfortunate owner, because 
there is not onough native population to 
occupy the land. There is no surplus 
pouplation to supply the learned profess- 
ions—none to become prosperous mer- 
chants. The children of these malarious 
districts are a sad light—sallow, dwarfish, 
hatchet faced, pot bellied little creatures 
—but very few of whom ever become 
men and women—wretched men and 
women. Even the cattle, the very 
horses and cows, are dwarfish, worthless 
beasts.

All this contrast comes of naturally 
gentle slopes, a moderate quantity of 
sand or gravel in the water courses for 
good drainage, or the lan d being without 
one or more of these advantages. The 
first of these pictures is seen in Byberry, 
Philadelphia, where nearly all land is 
divided into very small farms, with ole- 
gant buildings, mostly owned and 
occupied by people bearing the names 
which crossed the ocean with William 
Penn ; and in the end of Bucks County, 
from Bristol to Trenton, where the 
same division of land has occurred, and 
the same Quaker names prevail ; and in 
healthy districts all over the country ex- 
cept where overrun by manufacturing 
villages. The second picture is seen in 
some parts of New Jersey, and in Penn- 
sylvania it is immediately south of 
Phildelphia, where Tinnieum seems to 
have but one house for the whole town- 
ship. This second picture is also seen 
in large districts of Delaware and Mary- 
land, Virginia and Carolina —principally 
east of the main lines of north and south 
railroad. All this level country, except 
the bluff banks of rivers and Pine Bar- 
rens, is thus wretched. By careful 
study and systematic labor, we can do 
much to relieve the misery here hinted 
at—the ague cakes and sallow skins— 
this sickness, poverty and premature 
death.

Though here its tones may TEBC h "e. 
They echo first above.

‘Tis heard in gentle praises. 
In pleadings soft and weak 

It tells in silent gazes.
What lips could never speak

With strong electric fleetness, X
— Its holy breathings start. 

No speech can match its sweetness-
The language of the heart.

1 want to learn, Mies Mer- 
what I came for ; how is it 
of you?" and strangely

"I’m sure 
riam; that’s 
with the rest
enough, it turned out that there was not 
one among the number who hadn’t the 
strongest possible desire to be a great 
artist. 3

“Uncle John," said Fanny that even- 
ing, “if you could only have seen the 
airs of Hope Merriam this afternoon, 
you would have laughed. She actually 
made me feel during the whole hour and 
a half that I spent in her society, as if 
it was an act of the greatest condescension 
on her part to show how to make straight 
lines; and you never would have 
thought by her behaviour that she had 
over been on intimate terms with any of 
us. I said to Mrs. Sincoe, ‘Miss Mer- 
rism knows her place; and Mrs. Sincoe 
answered in the queerest kind of a way. 
Miss Merriam knows herself.’ I told 

what she said, and mother said that was 
a good answer, and more than that, it 
was the truth. Mother seems to have 
taken a queer stand about the Merriams. 
Kate is cut after the same pattern as 
Hope. This afternoon, after she had 
finished May’s lesson, 1 sent for her to 
please stop in the parlor; I wanted to 
see her. Please tell Miss Fanny, said 
she to John, ‘that I am here and in a 
hurry. She rose as I entered, and said; 
‘You would speak with me Miss Hark- 
ness? I held out my hand but she 
didn’t see it. Said I, ‘Kate’—Miss 
Merriam, if you please, said she. I 
never felt so much like a fool in my life ; 
you see, she remembered my cutting her 
that day. Said 1, Miss Merriam, I 
sent for you to see if you would be kind 
enough to give ine instruction in music. 
I am dissatisfied with Prof. Doret,’ said 
she: ‘The question is, what do you 
want to take lessons of me for? Ah, 
uncle John, you would have thought 
she was the Queen of England by her 
actions. ‘Why, Miss Merriam,’ said I, 
because I want to make a good player.’ 
‘Very well,’ she answered, ‘I will come 
to you twice a week Mondays and Thurs- 
days, at two o’clock ; that is the only 
hour I have unoccupied. My terms are 
fifty dollars for twenty lessons;‘ and she 
walked out of this house just as if she 
owned it. I can stand Kate’s airs bet- 
ter than Hope’s. I was almost tempted 
in the class to say someting about cod fish 
and potatoes 1 reckon that would 
have brought her down a peg.’

"Very likely," said Mr Earnest; "I’d 
do that if I were you Fanny. It is a 
good idea. I mean to utter those my- 
stie words sometime in her presence my- 
self;" and again John Earnest left his 
niece convulsed with laughter.

“Sometimes it really seems as if uncle

crotchets and quavers.
"You take it correctly, replied the 

. gentleman.
"Well, I shan’t come there to teach 

your daughter music no sir! Mr. Ear- 
nest, if you knew the insults I have re- 

ceived from this family," continued Kate 
her face aflame, "you would never add 

to them this strange request..
"I do know them," said Mr. Earnest 

gently..
“You do," exclaimed Kate, rising. 

"Then all I have to Fay, Mr. John Ear- 
nest, is, that you are worse than your 

relatives.’....,
“Kate," said Hope, tak ing her sister 8 

hand in hers, “perhaps there are some 
things that can be explained.

“Explained?‘ repeated Kate with a 
curl of her proud lip. . ...•

"There was something else Miss Kate, 
that I was intending to speak to you 
about,’ continued Mr. Earnest, taking 
not the slightest notice of his companion # 
rage : “but you. look so fiere enow, per- 
haps I had better not go on.’

Oh, proceed by all means, she said, 
"After what has just passed, I can eer- 
tainly bear anything.

"Well, then, since you insist upon it, 
Fanny came to me this morning with the 
intelligence that she had dismissed Prof. 
Doret, and had made up her mind to ask 
you to teach her.

“Indeed? replied Kate contemptu- 
ously; “and what did you say to her?’

“Oh, that you would probably be very 
glad to add another to your class or 
words to that effect. By the way, ladies, 
if you are not engaged to morrow even- 
ing, I want to take you to the Philhar- 
monic."

Kate looked into her visitor’s face

suppose."
"No, not cake 

have a codfish ta
.?‘ he replied. "If you
in the house. I would

prefer you to rip that: then cook 
about nine poatoes.” There was a 
queer look in M . Earnest eyes as he 
stopped a secon to note the effect of his 
words upon his rife.

"But why a dfish tail, and why just 
nine potatoes? she inquired; and then, 
as if a sudden ight had been let in 
upen her, eo tinned: "Oh John 
Earnest ! You stened!" and then and 
there, holding er close in his arms, he 
told her the wh le story.

It was a seer for an artist when, that 
evening at dint r, Mr. Earnest uncover- 
ed a side dish nd politely inquired of 
his niece, "Fa ay, will you be helped 
to some codfish and potatoes ?"

"Codfish an potatoes?" stammered 
Fanny inquiri gly.

"Yes," he answered, looking her 
squarely in the face.

"Codfish a d potatoes. This is a 
favorite dish yours; pass your plate, 
Fanny, Hope cooked this herself she 
learned how hen she lived in ----- -— 
street. It is very economical mixture, 
but exceeding y palatable.".

And then 1 anny Harkness, glancing 
up into her vcle’s face, read its expres- 
sion, and comprehended all.

RIEL AND THE NORTH-WEST 
( OMMITTEE.

CODFISH AND POTATOES.

ELEANOR KIRK,
"Oh yes," said Mrs. Merriam, as 

Hope related her conversation with Mrs. 
Sincoe. "Folks stay round when they 
see we can get along without them. I 
always told you so, girls. If it wasn’t 
mortifying you, I should be out when 
Mrs, Sincoe calls. That would be 
treating her exactly as she deserves.’

Hope did not attempt to argue the 
point. She was quite sure that not only 

would her mother see the lady in ques 
tion, but would express herself glad to 
renew the acquaintance; Mrs. Sincoes 

call, being in point of welcome a decided 
success ; and when Mrs, Merriam said 
to her daughter, as the lady drove away.

"Mrs. Sincoe thinks, Hope that I 
need a change very much, and has 
invited me to spend a few days with 
her,”-

Hope expressed no surprise, taking it 
for granted that her mother would accept 
the invitation.

"Would you go, Hope Y inquired 
Mrs. Merriam,

"And why not? replied Hope; I 
should think such a visit would do you a 
great deal of good.

"But to have to.cue back to this 
horrid place; ob, Hope, mv child that 
thought spoils all the pleasure. Must 
we always live in this way ? Don t you 
think, Hope, that we might afford to 
board in some good, genteel family now, 
you and Kate are doing so well? That 
would be something like living; but 
this drudging, and cooking, and hand to 
hand manner of getting along just about 
breaks my heart.

Mrs. Merriam had evidently thought 
this matter over until she had quite 
convinced herself of its practicability, 
and was fully determined to carry her 

~ plan into execution.
“Let us wait a little mother, said 

Hope soothingly, to whom boarding was 
a bete noir of the most frightful propor- 
tiens, "It is true that we are doing re- 
markably well; but until we get a little 
money ahead, 1 do not think it will be 
wise to make such a change. I am sure 
we are very comfortable."

“Comfortable ?" repeated Mrs. Mer- 
:riam. «There is one thing I want to

as a Minister of the Crown, there was 
one depth of infamy to which he did not 
stoop. He condoned a felony; he was 
party to a murder after the fact ; he pray- 
ed to his Maker a fervent prayer to catch 
the man he had fee’d to fly, he assured 
Archbishop Tache that, as a private in- 
dividual, he would make Riel’s case his 
own with the Imperial Government ; but 
he did not as an official, pledge this 
country to any such cause. He deceived 
the country, he tried to bamboozle the 
country, but he left it unpledged. No 
one knew better than Sir John how cheap 
was the promise to do his utmost for 
Riel “personally” with the Imperial 
Government, for he was already in poo- 
session of a statement from Lord Kim- 
berley that there would be no difficulty 
about an amnesty, leaving Riel to take 
his trial. The evidence of Mr. Girard 
too only points to a general amnesty.

On the 1 th Mr. Futvoye, Deputy- 
Minister of ilitia, was examined before 
the North-W st Committee, and he seems 
to have dep sed that on the 19th of 
May, 1870, Sir George Cartier, then 
acting in Si John Macdonald’s absence 
as First Mir ster, said to the Rev. Mr. 
Richot in hi presence, "I will guaran- 
tee everythi g youdemand. Sir Geo., 
it seems, no only asked Mr. Futvoye if 
Richot was atistied, but afterwards on 
several oce: ions told him that he had 
promised to obtain an amnesty, adding, 
that though the murder of Scott was a

THE BAOBAB. #

The baobab isa plant of monstrous size, 
the most colossal and the most ancient veg- 
etable monument on earth, has round, woolly 
leaves, which consist of from three to seven 
leaflets radiating from a common centre, and 
giving them somewhat the appearence of a 
hand, and magnificent flower. It is an en- 
ormous tree, holding among plants the place 
that the elephant holds among animals—a 
hoary witness of the last changes which the 
earth has undergone, and deluges that have 
buried beneath their waves the productions 
of early ages. Several baobabs that have 
been measured were found to be from seven- 
ty to seventy seven feet in circumference. 
From its branches hang, at times, colossal 
nets, three lot in length, and resembling 
large oval baskets opened at the, bottom, and 
looking from the distance like so many sig- 
nal flags.

It would take fifteen men, with their arms 
extended, to embrace the trunk of one of 
the se great trees, which, in countries through 
which the Senegal flows, are venerated 88 
sacred monuments. Enormous branchesare 
given off from the central stem a few feet 
from the ground and spread out horizontally 
giving the tree a diameter of over one hun- 
dred feet “Each of these branches,” says 
Mr. Danton, "would be a monster tree else- 
where, and taken together, they seem to 
make up a forest rather than a tree."

It is only at the age of eight hundred years 
that the baobabs attain their full size, and 
then cease to grow.

The fruit of this tree is oblong ; the color 
of the shell passes in ripening from green 
to "yellow and brown. The fruitis called 
monkey bread." It contains a spongy sub- 
stance, paler than chocolate, and filled with 
abundant juice.

The bark is ashy gray in color, and almost 
an inch in thickness. The negroes of the 
Senegal grind it into powder, and in this 
state they use it to season their food, and to 
maintain a moderately free perspiration 
which enables them the more easily to with- 
stand the heat. It serves also as an antidote 
for certain fevers.—Tas WONDERS OF VERITA- 
TION.

----- == • • •---—a-
A little girl was asked what was the 

meaning of the word happy. She gav - a 
pretty answer, saying, FIt is to feel as if 
you wanted to give all your things to 
your little sister."

A sophomore says he cannot under- 
stand how any one possessing what is

Let it be observed that the very an- 
guage used by Sir George Cartier and by 
Sir John Macdonald, willing as these 
were to go as far as they could with Areh- 
bishop Tache, is as good as an express 
denial of an amnesty for Riel. They 
are ready to give an amnesty to those to 

whom every one was ready to give an 
amnesty. But their language and their 
conduct alike except the case of Riel. 
Why should Sir John Macdonald limit 
his promise if he meant any serious 
action ? Whether he meant serious 
action or not, the promise pledged no 
one but Sir John as a private individual. 
Why, again, if he intended to do any- 
thing serious, or thought he could, for 
Riel, should he give money to have him 
run out of the country? But not only 
have we thus conclusive evidence, when 
these statements are examined, that no 
amnesty was promised, there is the pre- 
sumption against it arising out of the 
nature of the Act. A murder is a mur- 

noless there is positive evidence 
a Government must be

quizzically.
Will you go, he continued.
"It would give ine great pleasure.

replied Hope.... v.,. ,-
“And you, Mies Kate? he
quired,....

“Philharmonic? ‘ Philharmonic? 
said Kate slowly, her, face brightening. 
"Why, Mr. Earnest, I thought that 
concerts were things of the past. Do 
you really mean it? am I once more to 
hear some good music? Why yes, Mr. 
Earnest, and now Kate Merriam was 
sobbing as if her heart would break. 
It is not all to this gentleman’s discredit 
to state that tears all unbidden rushed 
to his eyes, and that he wasn’t ashamed 
to be seen wiping them them away. It 
was all disclosed to him then. He saw 
how the tender, noble nature of this girl 
had been wounded, and how heroic her 
stuggles had been, and how severe the 
discipline had enabled her to bury her 
most cherished enjoyments, and go on 
patiently with her work.

"Mr. Earnest,” said she, with quiver- 
lip, "I shall be glad if you will forgive 
me. I know that you are our friend, 
1 am ashamed of myself. I ought to 
teach May, and I will if I can—but 
don’t count upon it, please:— I will try 
hard to be civil to Fanny if she asks me 
to teach her; but oh, from the bottom 
of my heart, Mr. Earnest, I hope she 
will not: We have nothing at all in 
common, and why need I ever be brought 
in contact with her again?

What do you mean when you say 
you have nothing in common, Kate? 
inquired Hope. "Do you mean that 
you consider that you are Fanny’s 

superior ?" . ,
"Yes," said Kate promptly. "I 

know that Fanny Harkness is little even 
to meanness; 1 know that I am infinite- 
ly her superior in everything that goes 
to make up tree nobility, whether of the 
intellect or the heart. I know that I 
wouldn’t have treated a fallen foe as she 
treated an unfortunate friend. .., 

“No you wouldn’t, Kate, said Mr.

could be got over. Mr.difficulty
according to hisFutvoye, a preover.

own accoun drew up a long and confi- 
dential mer prandum for Lord Liagar, 
the notes o which are still in Futvoye’s 
possession. It is hardly necessary to 
comment or the unsatisfactory character 
of this testir ovy. It is unfortunate that 
we have on 1 fragmentary accounts of 
the proceed ags to go on. But we be- 
lieve we ma ir rely on what we have, and 
at all event we may rely on the date. 
Well, at th time when Sir George Car 
tier is said o have done this the French 
half-breeds vere in open revolt, and con- 
tinued in r volt for months after. Sir 
George Carrier’s promise could therefore 
have referr d only generally to the mass 
engaged in the revolt, and nothing was 
more natur 1 than that be should say the 
murder of cott constituted a difficulty 
which coul be got over. Nobody has 
denied that this could be got over—for 
all who, ur ike Louis Riel, were not red- 
handed wit the murdered man’s blood. 
To suppose that Sir George Cartier could 
promise an thing at that time regarding 
the immed te murder of Scott, is to vio- 
late all pro ability, for the facts could 
not be ful y known to him. . This is 
evidence o a kind well known to lawyers 
who pract e in Criminal Courts, who 
have often 0 meet an alibi perfect in all 
respects sat a one trifling particular. The 
criminal te es the day immediately be- 
fore or imt ediately after that on which

impress upon your mind, Hope; that if 
you have a desire to be popular as a 
teacher even, you will have to make some 
pretensions of gentility. Who will be- 

lieve in the ability of s woman who hails 
from such a quarter of the city as is 
this?”

“Mother,” said Hope, "I shall never 

paint pictures like a Raphael or a 
Claude ; but I have decided that what 
talent I possess shall be recognized. 

What do you think of the purchaser of 
one of Claude Loraine’s glorious sunsets 
cared about the dress the artist wore 
while engaged in his work ? Do you 
think he stopped to enquire what he ate 
for his breakfast, or whether he lived in 
a palace or a shanty ? The recognition 
of braies. The idea of gentelity is so 
far removed from my realm of thought 
at present, mother, that, the very word 
is abhorrent to me. Necessity has made 
me a worker in this vast machine whop,

Mrs. Merriam was weeping bitterly. 
Hope stopped short, then continued: 
“But I will do what ever you think best 

provided there is no doubt about our

said 
re-

John was making fun of me.
Fanny to herself, as she watched hi-

Cotreating figure.
That evening, Hope, Kate, and Mr. 

John Earnest attended the Philhar- 
monie concert, and strange to relate, 
were not seen by any of the Harkness 
family.

Mrs. Merriam came back from the 
Sincoes apparently much happier than 
when she left home. The change of 
scene added to the pleasure of meeting a 
few of her old acquaintances, and the 
constant companionship of the gentle and 
dignified hostess had accomplished more 
than ever Hope had dared to expect. "I 
have concluded,’ she said, soon after 
her return, “that it is best for to remain 
quietly here, until, as you say, we are 
sure of our means. Mrs. Sincoe is a 
very domestic woman, Hope; she makes 
all her own cake and pies, and does as 
much work in the kithen every day as I 
have since we have lived here.

"Mrs. Sincoe is a sensible, large heart- 
ed Christian waman,” said Hope, and.

der, and
to the contrary . 
assumed not to have amnestied a mur- 
derer. But when we have, in addition 
to this presumption, the fact that the 
strongest evidence relied on for this pro- 
mised amnesty is either evidence which 
has nothing to do with the issue or 
directly excepts Riel, or shows that how- 
ever anxious privately to oblige Nel’s 
friends. Riel is excepted by Ministers so 
far as they are official mortals, the proof 
that no amnesty was granted becomes as 
strong as evidence can be, and as im. 
pregnable as the law whose majesty the 
people of this country mean te assert.
Globe.

Alice Mason Sumner, the divorced 
wife of Charles Sumner, petitions the 
Probate Court at Boston that her name may be changed to that of Alice, for the 
reason that “she has been divorced from 
her late husband, who has since deceased 
and desires to resume her maiden 
name.”

the crime as committed, and he gets 
all the pers ns who met him that day to 
swear to er h particular occurrence—all, 
however, f: sifying the date. The result 
is an alibi onderfully strong and im- 
pregnable nless the date can be broken 
down. Al along we have been treated 
to this sor of evidence. The two words. 
Amnesty a d Riel have been kept before 
the public and all that was said by 
Ministers: by Lord Lisgar respecting 
the genera run of the insurgents has 
been appl ed to Riel.: We have seen this done y Archbishop Tache, who 
used what vas proclaimed by the Gov- 
ernor-Gencal before ever the Scott mur- 
der redder d the western sky asif it hid 
a bearing n Riel’s case. Even if the date dido t put this testimony out of 
E-Pte 

Ceertteris end, and that this is the first

thought as she made the remark, of the 
different means that had to be employed 
in the education of different individuals. 
A week’s intercourse with a clear head- 
ed friend had swept away more of the

generally known as a conscience can 
counterfeit a five-cent piece, and put on 
the back of it"In God we trust."

Cost OF Apvsutisise—"In this, as in every 
thing else, the best papers will command 
the best prices. It is cheaper to pay 5s for 
inserting your advertisements in a journal 
having a circulation of 5,000, than to PAY 
2s, for one that has only a circulation of 
1,000. Of this you may be sure, that any 
journal that inserts advertisements too 
cheap, is, in fact, an almost worthless medi- 
um. If it were really a good one, it would 
have no need to lower its prices, for its shoot 
would be better filled without the sacrifice.You may lay it down as a rule that every 
Journal knowsits value, and that if it adopts 
low prices it is because it is conscious that 
it has a low circulation in number or res- pectability.ee rov’louismi noihgurow/ i

meeting expenses,”
This concession was a hard one to 

make. Hope’s strong common sense 
showed her plainly that this boarding 
notion was extremely foolish an one and 
its foundation simply a love offease, a de- 
sire to shirk honest work, and a false 

*ides of comfort; “but then,” she reason- 
ed, “mother is worn and troubled, and 
certainly unfitted for 80 great a change 
in her manner of living, and ought I not, 
as soon as circumstances will permit, to 
do all in my power to make her happy ?” 
It didn’t take long’for Hope’s conscience 
to settle this point, and once settled, 
there was no more to be said about it. 
So Mrs. Merriam bade her daughters 

good morning a day or two after, and looked so comfortable and happy by Mrs.

USE FOR FRATHERS.—It is suggested 
that feathers from poultry instead of 
being thrown away, should be collected 
from about farms and the plume cut 
from the rib and saved. These, placed 
in a bag and kneaded, become felted, 
are lighter than elder-down, and would 
sell for about 8s. per Ib., making the 
feathers of an ordinary pullet worth 
about tenpence. To make a square yard of cloth a pound anda half of down 
Eure’tle

A lady in Portland, Me., halted in front of 
a garden the other day and accosted a man at 
work on some trees with: T O 
with printer sink and cotton to prevention, 
ker worms from ascending.” “How much 
does it cost?” inquired the lady. About 
twenty-five cents,” was the answer. "What 
is your name of was the ladys next question, “frill,” said the man. “ Well, I wish you 
would and girdle ours.” The man gave an evasive answer, and the lady went home 

= t instantes _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ girdle her trees was no less than Rev.Dr. 
heard of this statement of Hill, late President of Harvard College.

Earnest soothingly. ..... ,
"Then," replied Hope, “if it is true 

that by nature you are made larger and 
more capable of spiritual development 
than your neighbor? Isn’t it to bear 
with his weakness toward that neighbor 
and shield him from censure? isn’t it to 
strive in every way possible to open his 
eyes to the light of truth, isn’t it—" ..

“Yes interrupted Kate, “theoretically 
it is so, even with me; but practically, 
I’m not there. Now please tell me what 
I could do for Fanny Harkness? ndde3 
it "Give her munie : she could over have been so stupid as to 
," answered open Lnno false have expected the rules that applied 

Bincos’s side in the cuziage, that Hope 3 that 701 to the sim of her life to be st all “pell-

cobwebs of false pride, than poverty, or 
the necessity of labor would ever have 
done; and this Hope made a note of 
drawing from it the logical and philan. 
thropic deduction, that by the use of 
right means, every soul is capable of 
right development. Here was a lesson 
for the educators of the race, and the 
realm of thought opened by this reffec- 
tion was so vast and absorbing, 50 new 
in its application of principles, that 
Hope sat still and wondered what she 
had been doing all there years, and how

having been saved by. awling where 
the distance was more than aifow feet. 
The strength of the current and the rush- 
ing timber prevented that ode of eroape, 
Erir 

water, if they could have stood up psanes 

The force of the current: carried every-

time wehre

/


