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Al ) hitter chill it is!
The owl, fur all his feathers, is a cold.”
In awoolen courtry, ns this province has bean em-
platically called—the thirlty und jndustrious have but,
little to dread from the upproach of frost and darke|
nesg. A lag-built pyramid of lume, in the racess of
a# huge chimuey, rosring and erackling like a furnace,
1s admirably calculated to restore confidence to the
very chilliest trembler at the blast of winter, and
Lanich ull dread of curling up into an icicle, or con.
gealing intoa (rost-preserved mummy, to be thawed
ant slowly on the wpproach of the tardy summer,.—
We can (ace the ensmy boldly, und look out upon
the night,  Starlight is glitteriug averthe silent world,
with an intensity and brilliancy unknown to the blue
summer nights of our fatherland, No damp or exha-
lation is dimmming the etherial clearness of the frosty
air,an? thousands apparently of stars,invisible through
the fog and vapour ol duller ataiospheres, are looking
down vpon us. A white light is trembling on the
verze of the northern heaven, just wheve the dim
erests of the far pine ridge mingle with the denp blue
sky. Now pale shadowing coltunns are advancing
with swift strides toward the zenith, shifting sad
changing in the kindling ether.  Well do we know
~—gladly Jdo we hail, those quaint masquers of our
midaight skies —
“\Ve may tell by the streamers, that shoot so bright,

ed not of the coming of the glorious advent of reform theless a hard parting whea your father pressed s

and whiggery, when the tender mercies of a Dur-
ham or a Melbourne would depute thirteen thousand
soldiers to guard our remoto shores, to protect the
working of the gront experinent of democratic insti-
tutions which their wisdom considered that we pray-
ed for and would rebel for,

But yet a little while, and the summer will be
coming ‘‘on soft winds borne ;" our lukes and for.
ests will be starting from their sleep, and everything
be bursting ont fresh ane vigorous from the dim le-
thargy of winter, So let us look with hope and con-
fidence, thut when the spring awakens the green
valleys of merry England, the frozen chains of radi-
calism and infidelity may be unloosed from sround
hier throne and government, and the helm of the freed
vessel be grasped by firmer and manlier hands than
those of the dastards that bad steerad the good ship
to the verge of the wild breakers of destruction,

BMEMOIR OF THE RIGET REV, PHILANDER CHASE,

First Bishop of Ohio in 1819; and elected Bishop of Mli-
nois, 1835,*

However uqusual it may be to publish a memoir

during the lifetime of ap individual, the distance which

separates the subject of the present biographical

sketch from those into whozhands it is likely to fall,

may allow of its making an exception to the gene-

‘That spirits are riding the northorn light ;”

~<and beautw’ul, starthnply beautiful, sre the wild evo-
Jutions of thoso wandering phantoms. For hours to~
gether, w2 have seen the heaven, one instant over-
spread with 1he tangled labyrinth of streamers, the

ral rule,-~particularly as his causeis, in the present
day, most remarkably connected with that of the
Protestant faith, and with the prosperity and exten-
sion of the Episcopal Church.

The object of this publication is, to sirengthen the

unext, the pale stars alone gleaming white and wan
through the darkening air.  Again the columns dush-

palo lines, but thrown together in a mighty foad of
radiance,— deepeuing and colonring as it advanced,
till the zenith was lit up with a glowing ocean of,
crimson light—and the snowy world kindled beneath
the fleeting splendour, as we have seen a plitter at
the parling flush of the sunset heaven—

*t Like the rose tints that summer twilight leaves

Upon the Jofty glacier’s virgin snow."

But it is time that we retrace our steps, and
thought of returning fram empty speculation by fro-
zen Jake and- forest..river,  or idle star-light reve-
ries,” to the busy haunts of active life.

Hark to the e’erna! tinkling and chiming of the
sleign-bells; every variety of tone and jingle com-
bined in their endiass repetitions. How sawme of our
English whips would delight to exbibit their taste and
dexterity over the smooth surface of our now unri-
valled roads? Thst matchless artist, Frost, puls
poc * Macadam completely to the blush in the form-
ation of thuse conveniences for fravel; and the
smoothest turnpike track in the mother country could
not for an instant be compared to the noiseless and
exquisitely even road sfforded to the transit of the
sleigh runners, asthe winter substitute for wheels is
designated. In summer we make no remark on our
Canadian thoroughfares, but now we challenge com-
petition or comparison from any country, and assest
uuT measureless superiority,

We havetandem clubs, skating clubs,curling clubs,
&c., all in active operation. The pumber of occa-
sional idlers from the numerous regiments quatlered
in the country, devote much of their valuable time
to these fashionable amusements, rivalling each aiher
in the elegance, grotesqueness, or oddity of their re-
rpective appointments, Civilians, too, of the same
< dolce for nicnie” school, turn their attention to ex-
relliag in the same accomplishments. Everything,
ia short, oot forgetting the fact of our posessing
¢ two kings of Breatford an one throne,” in the shape
of our worthy lieutenant-governor, Sir George Arthur,
and the silken Mr. Poulett ‘Thomson, combine to
praduce a gawety and bustie io this remote corner of]
the empire uokunown and unlonked-for in the golden
age anterior to the present period of Atlantic steam
navigation, reform bubbles, and lord high commis-
sioners.

In those melancholy days of tory despotism and ir-
responsible corrupiion, when three bundred soldiers
kept the peace through this vast country from Mon-
treal to Liake superior, the boneat Canadian sat under

suiftly from the northern horizon, no longer in thini

l
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hands of this indefatigable servant of God, by draw.
ing the attention of the public mind to the peculiarity
of his situation, and obtaining for bim such aidt as
may support aim in the arduous charge of the exten-
sive diocese of Illincis, to whichhe was appointed,
by the primsry convention of that state, on the 10th
of March, 1833, without any offur of remuneration.
While the Romanists are making unusual and almost
uoheard-of exertions in Illinois,and our own emigrants
are flocking into that country by thonsands,—we sre
forcibly called upon to give him substantial demon-
strations of our love and sympathy, both as Britons
snd Protestants.’

The followiag sceaunt of himself and his ancestors
is chiefly selected from his own writings, casually
scattered smongst his friends in England : —

My ancesfors were English, and originally from
Cornwail ; they settled first at Newbury Port, and
then ut Sutton, in the state of Massachusetts ; and
stterwards procured from the colonial government
of New Hsupshire the grant of a towrship of land,
and called it Cornish on that account, This happen-
ed previously to any settlements being made north-
ward of Charleston, on Connecticut river, which di-
videstwo of the New England states, New Hamp-
shire and Vermont, upon the banks of which our
land was situated, and to which my grandfather and

of the New England states, about the year of our
Lord 1763.
My father and his family, consisting of my mo-
ther and seven children, were the first to take pos-
session of the soil, which was thea covered by an en-
tire forest of the Jargest and talleat trees.

When the family, in their painful journey through
the woods, sarrived at No. 4 Fort, as Charleston
was then called, it was thought advisable that my
mother and children should remain there for shelter,
and for their grester security from the Indians. To
this arrangement my mother consented, sithoogh, as
she told me, it was with great reluctance. ¢ I shud-
dered,” she said, ¢ at the thought of being penned
up with my precious bairns within the precincts ofa
narrow fort, rudely built for defence agsinst savages,
for a period of time I knew not how long ; for it was
sixteen miles up the river whither your father and
bis company of workmen were going, where the land
was to be cleared, .and the crop for the approaching
season to be pla.ted. Bul necessity is an imperious
diclate, and submission  was my duty : it was never-

* From the Church of Engla;:d Magezive.
1 A subgcription for Bishop Chase’s ohject is opened at

eshelter of bjs ¢“.own vine or fig-tres,” and dream-

Messrs, Farqubar and Herrigs, St. James’s Streef,

his sous migrated from a town near Boston, the chief!

babes to his bosom,and mine to his manly cheek,agke
stepped into his canoe, and took command of b
little fleet of stout and cheerful men, Loth able spg
willing to subdue the forest and plant the virgin soil,
¢ Tt was sometime in the eurly spring that thy
parting scene took place on the fortile banks of the
Connecticut river. The bud was then bursting fron
its wintry fetters; the birds were commencing the;
wouing songs, and the wild herbage sprang ups)
around me, Amongtheae I wandered, admired they
benuty, and inbaled their sweets : but all had 1y
chsrms (or me while your father was gore. [ triy
to banish my fears for his salety when | thought of
his delenceless state, and the proximity of the ruh.
less savage—for there was then war between Frang
and England, and no fort between us and Canajy,
1 also endeavoured to seek refuge from my painfy
feelings in employment for myself and children—by
our condition iu the fort preclnded the ubservance o
regularity, and without that, little can be done, §
much mingling of contending interests, especielly,
mong a crowd of little children, bade defiance toy
efforts for order or peace. Daysseemed weeks,
weeks seemed maonths; and scarcely did a sun i
withdut witnesving iy wandering on the banks
the flowing stream where I had parted from yourf
ther and bis blithe company of Cornish woodmen!
¢ 1t was in one of these walks, thet, with
children by my side, I saw as the day drewt
close, a canoe comiog round & point of the riry
bank above me. I theught first of the approachy
savages—-but beforel had timeto floe, 1 recogai
the welil-known caunoe of your father, and in it
trusty neighbour Diab Spalding. My heart les
with joy—and no sooner did the canoe reach
shore than the children wereinit andon bis knes
nor did they suffer bim to stir till they had toldb
I was resolved that we should all return with hin
their father in the woods. ¢ Do you know, arej:
apprised, dear madam,’ said he, respectfully
proachiag me,—~* are you aware, that such has
our snxiety to putin a crop and plant the gro
for the coming summer, that we have found noti
to erect the semblance of s house ? ¥ am come
tell you yonr-husband-is-wel) and all his men arew
and to obtain information of your health and sl
and-to-oaery-back with.me s recruit of proyision
their-comfoit—but we have all-slept upon the o
vered ground, and as yet have no place to shd
ourselves— much less youand your little ones—~f
the pelting of the storm— and will you venture ¥
them into the woods beforayou are sure of a ref
‘T will go, and with all my. children endure
sturm, if you will give me but a safe and s
couveyance to my husdsnd. If there be no s
or fence, or fort, bis faithful avm will guard me,
his trusty men will aid him--and their God, wh
above all, ruleth all, and directeth all—will pro
¢ A much smaller degree of sagacity than ourst
bour Spalding possessed, would have been sulki
to make him sensible that it was ir vain to thw
resolution 0 firmly taken—and the speedy re
once determined on, all the force of hig ingenion
friendl  .ind was ealled into action to make (i
ready. Such goads as we needed least were 2
ia the fort--aud such as the boats would carry,
we needed most, with ample prdavisions, werz
hoard—and the morning sun_bad scarcely rises,
the indefatigable exertions of Spalding, aud the |
xious assiduity of my chiidren, had made sil
ready for the voyage, Spaldingwas @ good o
man~—and under the protection of the Almight,
whom our trust was placed, the exertions: o
strong arm, and the industrious aid of my elder
made our speed, though slow, yet unceating, 84
time of war ascending & rapid streain in a fraill
an canoe, we reached before night the little ope
among the tawering trees, from whence the s,

your father’s choice appeared to onr longing €7

dren—* there is our-dear father, and yoncer a

¢ There they are,’ said the mingled voires of my

men—I hear his voice, and the sound of their
F « a moment all was bidden from ouc uiew, b
duasity of the forest trees intervening. ‘This
we time to utter what was labouriog in my bo:
s prayer of faith and benediction. ¢ God of o
cestors, bless your father, and me your helples



