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A VISIT IN SEASON.

The all-important subject in the mind of paterfamilias at
this season of the year, when the maples are shedding their
leaves and the autumn frosts begin to give notice ot their ap-
pearance, is Stoves; As be goes to his businesg in the morn.
ing, fresh and ready for the day’s work, his thoughts run on
Stoves.. As he returns at night, wearied and jaded, he still
meditates on Stoves. Waking and sleeping, natil he has made

. all his arrangements to exclude King Frost satisfactorily to

himself aud to materfamilias, he is continually pre-occupied
about Stoves. As this is, just now, such a universal topic of
domestic economy, we may be pardoned if we too have a word
to say about Stoves. Not about the price of these in-
dispensable articles, however, albeit the cry against high
prices is loud and bitter, Nor have we any remarks to offer

on that very interesting household ceremony, the putting up
of Stoves, for in this matter no two authorities wete ever
known to agree, except in anathematiziog the whole business,
No, we make at once for primary causes, and confine cur at-
tention to the manufacture of Stoves as carried on in one of
our large Montreal foundries.

Leaving the 3t. Ann’s Market behind, we—for reader and
writer are mking this trip together—make our way along
William street; past the Old Nunnery, past the four royal
streets, Duke, Prince, Queen and King; past the Hay Market,
until we arrive opposite a large red brick building, resonant
with the clink of many hammers, This is our destination,
Clendinneng’s Foundry, known, in conoection with Stoves, in
many s household from Niagara to Quebec, aye, and in the
neighbouring States teo.  Passing under the archway we find
ourselves in a grimny vard, ankle deep in mud this wet
weather, Here are beaped on every side tons on tons of
cosl, loads of broken setap iron, symmetrical pites of pigiron,
and pumberless queer-lookiug boxes, the use of which we
cannct for the life of us imagine. T'urning to the right we
enter 8 low, square room, in which four men are busily st
work moulding ¢ cores” out of sand. This is not the Stove
Department, true, but it is interesting enough to make us
linger. And here we learn that, in addition to Stuves, the
Foundry turns out yearly anh immense quactity of machinery,
builder's and other heavy iron-work, bedsteads, railings, ete.,
ete. The manufacture of cores is reallv—however anvmalous
the statement may appear—-the manufacture of nothing, of
space of holes! They (the cores) are moulds, first carefully
cast in sand and then baked, which are used 1n the casting of
locomaotive cylinders, and other work of the same class, where
within the mass of metal a bollow space is required to allow
of the attachment or working of other parts of the machinery.
This open space iz formed by the core, around which, in the
casting, the molten metal cleaves, allowing of its removal
when the mass is cold

But to return to our mntions—oanr Ntoves. Immediately
outside the core room, and standing at the entrance of a large,
well-lighted room in which some thirty or forty men and boys
are at work, stand two immense furnaces, one in full blast,
vomiting a stream of red-hot metal; the other crammed to
the throat with pig iron and scrap, ready for firing up and
commencing operations. From the spout of the first the
molten metal fows into a capacious ladle—Ilarge eaough to
make a very decent cauldron for Macbeth’s witches—throwing
on all sides as it falls a shower of miniature rockets. Sud-
denly the atteadant genius, a Cacadian in a grimy blouse, and
with smoke.begrimed fuce and hands, turos off the golden
flow. Tbe ladle is full, and three men take it up by its two
long wooden bandles and carry it off, Ran-dan fashion, across
the room into another larger still, where perbaps eighty hands
are at work, Following them, ankl: deep in sand, we see
ihat both rooms are laid out in mimic streets and lanes, the
blocks being formed by boxes like those piled in the yard, but
which now look marvellously like forcing frames, with the
glass knocked out, and its place filled with dirty brown paper,
These are the monlds, acd the dirty brown paper is the
moulding sand, yeliow when first brought from the pile up
in the corner, but blackened by the action of the heat, As we
pass along we stop to observe a man and a2 boy working
together at some of these moulds. While the man is enzaged
in finisbing off an elaborate Lit of work in sand, the boy takes
a thick board cut so as to fit exactly a certain pattern—a
ceoking stove door it is in this case—places thereon the iron
patteru, which pins into the board to keepit firm, fita a square
frame round the board, fils it with sand, which he rams
tightly down, and then turns the whole over. The board is
then removed, and the reverse of the pattern laid bare. Over
this another frame is placed, more sand rammed down, & hole
being left for the introduction of the metal. The top frame in
then lified up and the pattern removed. If the mould thus
made is perfect it is dusted witk black-lead, coal-dust, or soap-
stone ; the upper frame is replaced and the mould is ready for
the reception of the metal. Rejoining our friends with the
ladle we tind them occupied in filling the moalds, and, to tell
the truth, spilling a8 good deal of the bright red metal in
doing s0. At last the ladle i3 empty and they return to the
furnace for more, )

After witnessing these operations three or four times, espe-
cially the making of the moulds, which is excessively dulicate
work, we retrace oursteps, cross the vard, and enter the finish-
ing shop, where the various pivces of work are finished off, Be-
yond thigis the fitting shop, where the different stoves are built.,
On racks arranged at one side of the roow, through which we
puss a8 between two precipices, are arrauged the parts of
twenty diffecent kiods of stoves.  Floors, walls, tops, legs,
doors, dampers, blowers, grates, sifters, they are all here; all
old friends, though some of them are rather difficult to recog-
nize in their state of single blessedness. Io the middle of the
room & Morning Glory is just being completed, and at the fac
end a young man is bard at work on one of the new cooking
stoves, in which there is so much labour-saving apparatus that
each stove consists of sumething over sixty picces.  Imagine
the labour jnvolved, and yet the average of stoves toraed out
in this ronm is between twenty and twenty-five a day.  Just

now it is thirty, for the winter is hard at.hand and the demand -

is great. ) .

By this time, baving seen the stove from its embryo up, we
have become quite iotervsted in the business, anl request to
be shown more. So we are again taken across the gritny yard,
to see a cylinder cast, where our old friend the core, to whom
we have taken a great fancy—whether on acconnt of the ein-
gular appropriatcness of its name, or the peculiarity of its

functions we are unable to decide—is called. into requisitlon,
A car wheel is cast next, Then we wero taken upstairs t.hrough
room after room, sceing men torturing iron and stesl iuto all
kinds of shapes ; into the paint roow, whers ironﬁodstequ aro
receiving the regulation green coat, and dainty tittle swinging
cribs are being tastefully ornamented with chocolatd m_ld gold;
into the store-room, where we pass what scem to bo miles and
miles of stoves, budsteads, railings, umbrella-stands, garden-
seats, and weather-cocks, uatil at last wo emerge into the
men's quiet reading room to recover from our bewilderment
and fatigue.  The reading-room is a clean, airy spartment, in
the frout of the building, furnished with a long table, chairs
and benches. It is provided by the proprictor, Mr. Clendin-
neag, with plenty of wholesome literature, Strewn upou the
table we notice Bibles in both English and French, tho lead-
ing city daily papers, the Scientific American, and a well-thumbed
copy of the latest number of the Caxapiax [rLesrraten News,
In this retreat we first find time to ask a fow questions, for we
have seen so much, learnt 3o much that was new, that we could
only listen to our host’s explanations. Here we are informed
that from 180 to 200 hands are employed in the Foundry,
whose wages smount to a total of over $1,500 a8 week, Some of
the employees have been connected with the establishment
for over twenty years, As to the amount of work tuened out
we can best form an idea of that when we know that 70 tous
of metal nre used a week; (in the yards below there are 1,300
tons in stock). In addition to the stoves already mentioned,
some 1500 bedsteads are sold in the year, besides a large
amount of architectural iron-work, yirders, ete,, ete,

By tais time we feel suficiently rested, so thanking our en-
tertainer we turn our steps homewards to renew with increased
pleasure our scquaintance with our own particular and
favourite stoves.

THE LITERATURE OF THE DAY.

The man is dead who said, ¢ Let me make the songs of a
country, aud [ care not who makes the laws.” Had he lived
now he would assuredly have thought we were in a bad way,
There is plenty of law,  Owver-legislation is gradually eating
away those * yglorious charters,” to the Key.note of which so
many of our national songs were pitched.  We are all in
danyer of falling into grosz hypocrisy and a condition of im.
morality—the vsual result of strenwous efforts to make man-
kiad virtuors by Act of Parliament, And our songs? 1t is
best to say, at once, that we have none that take the place of
what were once knowa as ballads, i we once acknowledgo
that there is anythiog to take their place, we should bow our
heads in shame before the window of almost any music.
publisher's shop in London. There still remain on the barrels
of a few street-organs primitive tunes, which sugzest to some
of us words which, if their chythm was fanite, atill bhal a
patriotic flash ; or, if their poetry was defective, at least, ex.
pressed & tender sentiment.  They have been superseded by
utter vulyar jnanity, where there is not the slightest effort to
observe more than even the poorest semblanceof thyme, while
the meaning is confined to a jargon of slang—intonded only
to give verbal expression to the grin, the stare, the swager,
and the skip of the ' great comique,” who is their suthor, or
for whom they are writtea, and who, every eveniug, drives in
his brougham to threc or four music-halls, where he repeats
his degrading performance. These mizerable jingles can be
furnished in auy quantity, and are published, with the extra
attraction of a coloured portrait of the comique himaelf, either
i in character,” or lookinyg like an elaborate prize-ightr in a
white tie. 1{ we turn to the curesnt fictional literature of the
circulating libraries, we find conditiong not altogether dis-
similar. There bas lately been a little sbatement in the
enormous publication of three.volume novels, intendead only
to run throuzh a single small edition, tw supply the in-
creasing demand of languid readers for a new senaation.
Scarcely a copy of any ordinary modern novel is bought by
private persons. The libraries in town and country subscribe
for a certain number ; and their demand—If the book brcomea
moderately popular, or contains certain elements sulficiently
strong for the public trste —runs out the edition, The supply
is almost boundless. Idle women, wha hear of great successes,
and think they have some faculty or story-talling, are sud-
denly tonched with ambition to make a repatation, They
have stored their minds with most of the previous romances
of bigamy, adultery, cruelty, nud secret murder, which are
iikely to furnizh bints for a new plot (which m=ans bigamy,
adultery, cruelty, and secret murder, in rather different
relations), and ateaightway they dash into volnme the first,
with a determination not to stand particular about com-
position, ot to trouble themselves unduly with parts of spesch.
If the anthoress belongs to ¢4 the superice class,” or i3 a lady
by right, sha often affucts a story about her humbler fellow.
creatnres, and revels in depicting scones of low-life, of which
she i3 a3 ignerant a3 she is of the domestic economy of Tim-
buzioo. Shounld she belong to the middle-clags, or to that
section of the middle-class which is on the edgo of “aoclety,”
and always appears paiufully anxious to shuffle a little further
into th2 enchanted ground—she will have nothing to do
(:xcept incidentally) with auy charactée below a carate, bot
gives us a pictare of the aristocracy of this country, in all its
enviable infamy. There are shoals of guch books published
every year..,..,

Amidst such a stupendous issue of trash, iteannot be won-
dered at that sound and healthy fiction, the result of patient
work and conscientious atudy, 18 often unnoted; AU dependa
upon the accidental companionship of a new book., Some of
our few good mudern novels have failen altmost ded, blighted
by the feverish demand for & story of the foul or fleshly school
of fiction which has been issited at the same time, or for the
snbtle anialism which distinguishes the books of certain
popular muthoresses, of whom it is most charitable to think
that they are unable, even faintly, to realise the full meaning
of their licentions suggestions and thelr bold fndalgence in
the ‘langunage of lust.. There Is no noed to specify éven the
latest examples of this ¢ fleshly school” which ia more
dangerous, because more insidious, than the coarseranimalism
and more obvious vice-painting of the novels of the Georglan
era. . Every family in London which indiscriminately sends
:to the library for a batch of new novels, must haye hiaild reverat
volumes which any decently acusitive father would be shocked
to place in his daughter's hand—which any delicutely-minded
hushand would send out of the reach of n young and modest
wife—which no gentleman should suffer to contaminate n
lady in whose mantal  purity he thoroughly believed, The
truth te, that the father of the family. seldom reads the books
atall, ‘He probably characterizes them all ng “trash* and

ot

shrugs hig shoulders with the reflection that women like occ@.
sionally to nmuse thomselves with rubbish ‘of this king 1t
he would takoe the trouble to sit down some atterngon and
quietly go through a volumo here and there, he would beconyn
a wiser if not a better man, and perhaps his subseription g
the library would be stopped, except uunder more stringoent
conditfons.” Time was when certain books were regarded og
being tabooed to the daughters of a lmuuuhold, while eyep
the song were not avowedly permitted to read them untif
they had left school.. # Don Juan,” “Roderick' Random "
“Tom Jones"—how innocent they are, not even cxccptin'
4 Doun Juan,” beside the half-concenled carnality preteudiy
to be inuvitable sentiment, which characterizes the modery
novel, Yot respectable middle-aged censors still rogard thegs
books ad the only volumes necessarily expurgated from the
family catalogue, even though they may themselves dalight jy
the wit, the graphic power, and evon the moral purpose thay
the works of Fielding display—qualitivs notaltogether abyent
either from the stories of Smollett, conrse as they are. The
ouly hope is that a large number of the raaders of the books
of the carnalities do not fully uaderstand the laoguage of de.
pravity ; but & perusal of the most modern examples, cepe-
clally of those written by womeun, 80 grently diminishes ovey
this excuse for indifference that the only effectual remedy will
be to exclude them from the family.

There is a great opportunity for Me. Bruce and the legisia-
tive meddlers of our Government who are so fond of virtuoy
legislation, Why should nota bill bo broughtin next sessiog
giving a police committee power and authority to brand the
covers of every novel offensive to good morals, nud 1 summon
before a magiatrate every houscholder who is detected in ad.
mitting noxious literature intoany family where the m::mbcm
thereof are women, or girls of less than thivty, or lads of legy
than twenty-one years of age 1—Clity Press,

FIELD AND FLOOD.

The Port Rowan Bachelors and Benedicts have had a mateh
at cricks2t which resulted ia the defeat of the Iatter in one in-
pings aad 69 runs to spare,

Mr Robert Bonaer drove Duxter over the Fleetwoo) Pak
course, a few days since, to his t--p wagzon, « halemile (o ons
minute and twelve seconds.

A base ball match played on the 8th between the Unions
of Guelph, and the Unions, of Preston, resuited ioa \'i-:mr\"
for Guelph by a score of 41 to 20, :

The » Goldsmith Maid™ has been lrnning “Oceident " gt
Sacramento, Cal, best 3 ia 3 for $16,000, and won ju 3 ,miig‘m
beats, Time, 220, 2,173, 2233, The thied heat to wazzoy
was 3 233, which wat aunounced to be the fastest times evep
made to wagwon,

The return ericket match between Brantford sud Paris was
played at Paris on the 9th, and again resulted jna viclary for
Paris by 45 runs.  Although Hraotford had their best tea
and did soane pretty playiog they were obliged Giosaccumd
after & hand fight,

The Paris Papers aunounce the arrivad of MroJohnaon, the
swimmer, who failed 10 bis attempt to erass the Channel, Iy
iz said he bas wagered a bandred ponnds ot e will swim
from Paris to Maison-Lathite without stopping, Tozx Jistatiee
is great, owing to the lunutnerabie bends of the river,

Matches at both erickst and foutball betwesn membors of
different trasdes and professions have bren very muclh in vorue
lately.  In Montreal the medical defeated the arts studenis
by geven wickets Io Halifax the May Flower crivket club,
composed chiefly of mechanivs, defeated the won-cammis-
sioned oficers of the §0th Hitles, and in Toronto a mawh ay
football tovok place recontly botween twenty law sind-nts
and a like number of bank clerks; bat after two hours play
the grme, as far as score s concerund, stowd where it bogan,

The borss & Caractacus™ has been sold by his Euglish owner,
Mr. Snewing, to the Russian Governmant for $2 704, and the
London 3poeraonan remarks :— The victory of +f Caractacus”
in the Derby will ot readily be forgotten, and it {4 something
for Mr, Saewing to boast of, that with a horse trained anoa
common near London, stabled at the back of a pablic-house,
and ridden by an ordinary atable lad, he sboald have wou the
great prize that Lord Derby and Lond Glasgow had, for neatly
half a century, vainly endeavoured to secare, sfter speadiug
fortunes in the attempt.”

An exciting match of Lacrosse took plice at Toroutaon the
Oth inst,, butwesn the Ontarios and the Six Nation Lufians
under the patronage of their Excellencies the Earl and Coua-
tess of Dufferin. The first game was won by the Tadians in
35 m , and the second in 25 m. The Oatarios took the thind
game in 40 m. The Indians being obliged to leave the matoh

vas declared drawn,  During the progress of the match iis

Excellency the Governor-Genneal expressed & wish to bocoms
a member of the Ontario Club, and was elected Honorary Pre-
sident, and presented by Major Arthurs with a handsoine badge
and gold pen, '

The Taoronto Rowing Club'e Regatta came off on the 5th
inst., but ewing to the facts of the yachts not having gone
ovar the course within the time preseribed by the rules of the
club, it was repeated on Monday, the Tth, when the «Taa”
took the race, beating the ¢ Standly”—allowing for tonnage
by Tm. 74, Apropos of the @ Jua" we are socry to hear that
this Leautiful little yacht met with an accident on Fridoay
last.  While on her way from Toronto to Kingston she cap-
sized three miles off Whitby harbour,. The crew, three in
number, were picked np by a boat from the harbour, none the
worse, only badly frightened.  The enuse of the accident was
that some of the rigging gave way, and the muinsail fell and
dragged in the water,

The Ottawa Races took place on the 9th, 10thand 11th inst.,
and were well attended throaghout, The following l+a synopsis
of the races, The firat race, n hurdle-race, was won by Mr.
Newton's * Medley "5 the second tice, a hurdlerace, by Mr,
Champro's #Jack”; the Hotel-keeper's purse (3300), by
$ Kulso™; and the Ostawa Valley atukes ($150), by Mr, fole-
man's 4 Prescott Boy " The wecond day's ruciog consisted of
the Stewardy’ Plate, ($200), won hy Mr, Ford's @ Clare,” "~ Pro-
prictors’ purse, ($350), won by #Kelso,” Flash stakes, ($200),
won by Mr. Fitzimmons' * Lady May.,”  On the 1ith the tiest
race . was n steeple chase, ($300), - won by Mr. Coleman's
“ Raven”; Becretary's gift, ($100), won by Mr. Forld's ¢ Clare";
one extra prize of $150, won by Mc, ifyland's ¢ Tradewind”;
Consgolation Stukes won by Storm.”




