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flame, wlîich agailx-bcaine yellow whlen the lamip was lowercd into the purer air.
M'ter rcaehing the Iîighest worlzing plaîce, lie took us along the current Way

purstcîl by the air in its retturt to the upeast, pit; at the bottom of' which,
burned a large open fire to expand the air, and thttq cause an increase to the
drauglit or ventilation : this open fire was only a tenhporary substitute for a
brick f'urnace which. they wcere ppa gto build ; but which answered, the
purpose very well at the present tiiane; wlîcn the excavations Lad flot covered
any great area of -round, ator liad tlic air amy great distance to travel during
its short sojourn unidergrý,iounid. Af'ter leaving the fire and making two or three
turns Ul) aud down, wu agin pcrccivcd daylight; and found tliat we had been
conducted back to the place ait which we lîad eratered. Plcased withi ail we Lad
sean, and the civility witli which wc had been treated, we were glad to see
the light of' licaveti agini, and to breathe its fresh air.

This caused us to, reffect laow mueli it wvould increase the charity *of man
towards his fellow man, if the vor1d wvcrc more generally acquainted, by per-
sonal inspection, ivitli the dangers and privations undergone in the procuring of
so nany articles of dait*ly use; and which have now becomie so necessary to our
coinfort; and of whieh the -article of coai is an example se famiîliar to us ail.

Wc have, therefore, gfiven an îznperfect sketch of what we saw in a ceai pit,
in liopes that it inay cause sonie more able hand Ilcurrente calamo" to, descrîbe
other branches of' manufacture ini this neighbourhood, or other parts of the
Prov'ince; which may proi'e instructive, and of general intcrcst to the readers
of the Provincial Magazine; besides carrying, out one of the important designs
of' the Prospectus, tkat of Ietting, Nova Sootians know what Nova Scotians
are doing,! TyRo.
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A BALLAI).

"Au owre tram tale," firos tUs moitb of the Shubeacadie.

Il Who now with anzhus wvonder sca
And sbarper glance, the dark grey man;
Till whispers rose émonq the throng,
'1het heart so free, and band so strong,
Must to the Douglas blood belong.-Scoi-.

os~ a sultry summer moraing, ihey told it wo me there whcre it happened, standing ai the
door of the cottage, the river rasbing madly hefore it with the returning tide, 'while the un-
consciaus herm of the narrative was alowly pacing with bis heavy manly step, to the Lumber
Mill not two bundred yardls fromn us ;-they described it to me vividly-the seeming security
of the Icc,-the reckless 8pirit of the meni-the fearful peril front the sudden tumning of the
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