
.•

F

TT fol- bo95

s’I a .' 'iI
dot . 10f 2:1

sionth

■YL,.A
/ • .for of 1 at

-3•

* j1 111

F. 1

Al 

8of has 20/44 *
I« lot 119

'.1 L

sb.

r.

4 1

ntFedtool rig

toaouit 9.
d I nord is . vi

TARIO, SEPTEMBER 18, 1872.
I __or . ,, , 3 , __ melflar # *baille usmstety cdtan

NO. 50VOL. XXII CARLETON PLACE
mods 1

IMPORTANCE OF TRUTH II THE CULTIVA- 
TION OF THE DEMORY

When we reproduce what we have 
seen or otherwise experienced it must be 
with scrupulous fidelity. It is one of 
the most difficult things in the world to 
speak the exact truth, or even to repre- 
sent to ourselves the truth. If we hear 
an event frequently related, we soon 
begin to confuse it with our recollections. 
In this way, honorable and conscientious 
persons have testified to witnessing 
occurrences which really took place be- 
fore they were born, but which had been 
often repeated to them in childhood.— 
The imagination is an active and deceit- 
ful faculty, often putting on the guise of 
recollection. Without the most vigilant 
care to distinguish the two, men may 
come to utter the most absurd falsehoods, 
without any suspicion that they are not 
telling the truth. Imagination is but a 
rearrangement of our experiences, and, 
the faculty of taking note of this rear- 
rangement gets untrustworthy without 
a persistent and conscientious exercise 
of it. Hence, though as the proverb 
says, liars have need of good memories, 
they are of all men the least likely to 
have them. The best cultivation of the 
memory, therefore, forbids us even to 
heighten the color of a narrative, or 
sharpen the edge of a witticism, when 
professing to narrate, what has occurred, 
but to accept dulness rather than admit 
inaccurracy.(

PAPA IN PURSUIT.—A Georgia train 
full of passengers, upon stopping at one 
of the stations on the Chattanooga road 
lately found the place swarming with a 
sympathetically excited crowd which had 
a story to relate. A few minutes before, 
a young gentleman and lady drove up at 
a mighty pace on blown steeds, evident- 
ly to catch the train, but not finding it 
had ridden on, and a few minutes later 
a grizzled beard, by inference the dam- 
sel’s sire, came galloping after on a 
powerful horse. Plainly an elopement 
case, and a warm hearted engineer upon 
hearing the news, whispered his machine 
to do her best, and soon the locomotive, 
lovers, and stern father were tearing 
over the plain together. The speed of 
the cars was gauged to keep abreast of 
the pair, while hundreds of hats and 
handkerchiefs waved them encourage- 
ment. Whip and spur were plied in

Why should she interfere: with my 
meditative quiet? With the sternness 
of St. Sensnus, I puab her off my boat 
and row on alone. Alone ? not a pleas- 
ent word; pshaw, don’t let me ring the 
changes of that subject over again. I 
have come out to enjoy myself, and I 
mean to do it.

“Row brothers row, the stream runs 
fast.’

There, again, see how gregarious man 
is by nature! But I must row solus, 
and “paddle my own eance,” or, rather, 
pair-oar up the quiet river. Let me 
put my back into, it for a couple of miles. 
*******

So that’s healthy, and I flatter myself 
the pace wasn’t bad.

I see the crescent promise of my 
spirit hasn’t set."

And there is something in the excite- 
ment of a spurt—even all alone—that 
brings dear old associations vividly up 
before one. Truly, I could sentiment- 
alize, though that isn’t much in my line, 
remembering the spurts” that are no

really? Should I have gone, should “I “(Sit down on this seat, fearcs 
go to them in trouble ? No! No! I But I know I shall never se him a 
suppose I have not tasted the real sweets Never! Not that I have ar parti 
of friendship yet. And the Oxford reason for wanting to see hi, I. 
days ; there is no use denying it; they say he’s long ago forgotten 10., 
had had their honey—and they have should he not? What can I be to! 
their sting. No vicious pleasures; no. And indeed what can it m her, • 
but 4 careless life of mere amusement, if he’s married now, and — 
Forgetting all I had learnt ; going up gives a thought to his old fell w toll 
time after time, for the examinations, ‘Why did I like him so?‘ How 
with the same dreary result ; then giv- one tell? Why does one a pot
ing the thing up and retiring without my I don’t know that there wi any 
degree. Fool I fool! For they said I particular to like in him— on It 
was by no means deficient, when at how never met any one I like 80 
Marlborough. I just idled away my and never shall, I know, a un. 
chance. I might have so different a lot me! I was so desolate when ve 
in life. Coming home on the winter him. I dare say he didn’t c re, 
evenings, over the wet shimmering pave- wouldn’t for morlds have him know 
ment of London, sometimes I see the 1 gave him two thoughts. I aresa 
dream of my boyhood. The quiet just went on his fixed route, id" 
rectory, the ivy-mantled tower, the cared even to say good bye At 
peace and quiet of a country life ; every : rate we missed him, whether I acci 
sight and sound so serene, restful, or design. And I have neve seen

life lasts, be wholly effaced. A good, stances. Ls there not a very 
tender, pious mother will make impress-...............................* 
ions on her child which may for a time 
leave it in manhood, but which will

FLY TIME

Oh, the fly, the horrible By ! 
Dabbing at nose, and mouth and eye. 
Over c-iling, over meat. 
Over all that prople ent. 

Tickling,
Crawling about. 

Miserable insect, you get out I 
Wading in point on the lady’s cheek. 
Leaving behind a tortuous streak. 
Confounded fly1 From depths below. 
Never came post that plagued us so.

Fresh from the sty. 
The horrible sty, where the porkers lie. 
Even the dogs, with s smart and a bound 
Snap at the insects that swarm around; 
The sir is blue with cries that try 
To drown the hum of the odious fly.
When the weary pilgrim seeks repose. 
There’s a hornpipe danced on the top of his 

nose ;
There’s a vigorous bath, a slam and s slap 
And that’s the end of a sleeper’s nap.

Singing,
Singing,

Why, ob, why.
Were you created, pestilent fly ?
How strange it is that women will try

gentleF A WORKMAN’S TOWN-
n. --------1
ar. On Saturday afternoon (the 10th) 
:e Lord Shaftesbury laid the first stone 
y i upon the estate at Wandsworth, called 
I? the Shaftesbury Park estate, which has

spirit breathing through them? What 
is there rude or coarse or harsh in the 
true fisher ? Is he not light and delicate, 
and do not his words and actions fall assooner or later return. (Hear.) His 

Lordship then alluded to the impressions 
created by the culture of flowers and 
window gardening, and then passed on 
- picture the wretched and ill-ventilated 
homes of some of those who were com- 
pelled to dwell in the midst of the

softly as his flies ?—London Society.

?ENICURTION TO CANADRi
SIR,—My attention has been called 

to an excellent article in your paper of

been acquired by the Artisans, Laborers, 
and General Dwellings Company (Limit- 
ed), and is to be laid out as a workman’s 
eity in 1,200 dwellings. The Company 
was formed in 1867, in consequence of 
the destruction of houses by railroads 
and other improvements, for the purpose 
of enabling workmen to erect dwellings 
in the course of a stated number of years 
by the payment of a small additional 
rent. On every estate purchased by the 
Company a suitable space will be reserved 
as a recreation-ground, a co-operation 
store will be built for the especial benefit 
of the tenants, and public houses will be 
absolutely forbidden. ) I I 

The Shaftesbury Park estate contains 
about forty acres, and is situated between 
the Kerlonerth. Rood and the South- 
Western Railway, and about half-way 
between the Wandsworth Road and the 
Clapham Junction Stations ; and a new 
station on the London, Chatham, and 
Dover Railway forms part of the archi- 
tect’s design for the future buildings, so 
81 to afford to the inhabitants of the pro- 
jected "city" all necessary facilities for 
going to and returning from their labor. 
The houses are to be throughly drained, 
constructed on sound principles and 
with good materials, and well supplied 
with water. Ample school accommoda- 
tion will be provided, and a hall for

?
?

the 21st, which is based on the recently 
issued report of the Emigration Com-

metropolis. He said—Imagine a young 
man, about twenty years of age, in the . ... ___ . ..., 
prime oflife, coming up from the country 1 missioners in Park street, Westminster,

but as one of the principle statementsto seek work in London. He may 
obtain, perhaps, as much as 35s. per 
week. Às a matter of necessity he takes, 
as it were, the first place he can get. 
The place is ill-drained and badly ventil- 
ated. He lives perhaps, over a postilen- 
tial stream, and in a few months he is" 
numbered with the dead,, and his wife 
and family come upon the parish- for 
assistance. (Hear.) There is nothing 
so economical as humanity. Whatever 
it may cost at the outset, good air, good 
water and no overcrowding in close, 
noisome rooms will be found the most 
economical and best means of developing 
the physical and moral energies which 
God has given to you. The domicilary 
condition of the people involves health, 
comfort and happiness. It involves, 
also, contentment, and people who are 
contented always give a Government less 
trouble than those who are not. When 
men are contended they become exces- 
sively resonable, and employer and em- 
ployed find that their interest are identi- 
cal. They must hold together, and by 
united action give force to progress. I 
should like, then, to see, from the Queen 
upon the throne to the lowest in the 
land, one feeling of united sympathy of 
action, and one and all give ‘a long pull, 
a strong pull, a pull altogether.” (Ap- 
plause). I can only say that I have 
been delighted beyond measure at what 
I have seen to day. For more than 
thity years I have been engaged in ad- 
vocating improvement in the domiciliary 
condition of the people ; but it is not by 
charitable means that the work can be 
effected. It must be done by the exer- 
tion of your own hearts and hands. You 
may say, "We are Christians, and will 
live like men." (Hear.) I trust that 
this will be the commencement of a great 
work for the advancement of the social 
position of the people. In conclusion, 
his Lordship said he felt an honor had 
been conferred upon him by being invited 
to attend that highly interesting gather- 
ing: He said that a library was to be 
established in connection with the school; 
and, as a memorial of the day, he hoped 
that the committee would allow him to 
be the donor of the first book. The 
book he should give would be “Homes 
without Hands," a wonderful interesting 
account of the way in which creatures 
not provided with hands were enabled, 
by the instincts which God had given 
them, to provide themselves with safe 
and healthy habitations. He selected it 
not only for the sake of the information 
to be derived from it, but also for the 
sake of the reflections that it would 
suggest. He hoped, when the city on 
which they were then engaged was com 
pleted, when every man was sitting 
under his own vine and fig tree, enjoying 
the blessings which God have given him, 
and their thoughts would be called to 
another place, in which ho trusted he 
should some day meet them—to ‘a 
home without hands, eternal in the 
heavens.”’

A vote of thanks to Lord Shaftesbury 
was carried by acclamation. His Lord- 
ship then took his departure, and the 
assembly dispersed to inspect the estate, 
and to partake of refreshments in a 
marquee provided for the purpose.

FISHING
Fishing teaches perseverance. The 

man in lunch, who on Friday did not 
know whether he had had good sport, 
because he only began on Wednesday 
merning, is a caricature; but, like all 
caricatures, has an élément of truth in 
it. To succeed as a fisher, whether of 
the kindly salmon, I or the diminutive 
gudgeon, au ardor is necessary which is 
not damped by repeated want of success ; 
and he who is hopeless because he has no 
sport at first will never fully appreciate 
fishing. So to the tyro, who catches his 
line in a rock, or twists it in an appar- 
ently inexplicable manner in a tree, soon 
finds that steady patience: will set him 
free far sooner than impetuous vigor or 
ruthless‘ strength. The skilled angler 
does not abuse the weather or the water 
in impotent despair, but makes the most 
of the resources he has, and patiently

in this reportlis so sadly antiquated and 
at variance with fact, i ask permission 
through your columns to publicly con- 
tradict it... 6/#
On page 2 of the report it is written 

that “Canada cannot at present absorb 
more than between 30,000 and 40,000 
emigrants a year, and the excess beyond 
that number can obtain employment only 
in the extensive labour market of the 
United Stated.” This is the deliberate 
statement of a couple of gentlemen 
writing in the quiet scelusion of Park 
street.

Some twenty or thirty years ago, when 
Canada consisted of two sparsely settled 
provinces, only one of which might be 
considered as a field for emigration, the 
above mentioned numbers would have 
been absorbed with little difficulty ; but 
to speak of the Dominion of Canada, 
consisting of Nova Scotia, New Bruns- 
wick, Quebec, Ontario, Manitoba and 
British Columbia, with the splendid 
prairie lands of the North West, in 
extent sufficient to form a score more of 
new provinces, as only in a position to 
take 30,000 to 40,000 emigrants a year, 
is, perhaps, one of the most amazing 
announcements ever published in an Im- 
perial blue book. If your readers will 
multiply these figures by three or four, 
or even more, they will more correctly 
arrive at the number of emigrants which 
the Dominion can easily absorb at the 
present time.

The Saturday Review of the 27th of 
July, writing on the report, observes :— 
"It is a pity the commissioners themselves 
should help to throw unfounded dis- 
couragement upon intending emigrants 
to Canada." And in this opinion most 
of your readers will heartily concur. The 
history of the British colonies has no 
parallel to the extraordinary prosperity 
and existing demand for labour in 
Canada. Public works of vast magni- 
tude, as well as private enterprises, are 
greatly hindered for want of the very 
labour which Sir Clinton Murdoch, in 
his wisdom, would lead the public to 
believe cannot be employed. If it is no 
part of the commissioners’ duty to direct 
the stream of emigration into proper 
channels, they might, at least, refrain 
from throwing obstacles in the way of 
those who desire to consolidate British 
power in the Dominion of Canada.

The number of persons who emigrated 
to the United States in 1871 was—Eng- 
lish, 71,926; Irish, 65,591; Scotch; 
13,271, a total from the British Isles of

|I

y at
beautiful.

country parsons possibly have their 
unquiet hours; still they have not 
to sit always behind the same polished 
bald head. Enough of that. Anyhow 
for me, gall underlies the sweet re- 
memembrances of old college days.

So much friendship. I do not really 
know it yet, it would seem. And you 
cannot go and buy a friend as you would 
buy a parrot or a goldfinch. So what 
am I to do? Wait my chance, I sup- 
pose. And now let me consider the 
other subject.

Stop, here are the willows. What a 
snug little den it is! And still quite 
early in the day; but I’m actually 
getting hungry. Quite a new sensation. 
I wonder if this is private ground or 
not ? At any rate the river cannot be 
private. There, I know the nook 
exactly; let me steer under the willow 
fringe. Glorious; so shut from the 
world of bother and business, and in the 
fairyland of whispering sounds and soft 
lights and shadows; and—in fact, 
everything quite different from—But 
never mind that.

How snug. No one sees me; no one 
can see me; shut in by the thick droop- 
ing willow boughs, to the riverward, and 
by this close privet-hedge towards the 
land. 1 could scream, I feel so snug. — 
And most of the sweet early summer day 
before me. Dip swallows ! Ride at 
anchor swans! Rustle softly, willow 
plumage ! There! I have moored 
securely to the bank; I have placed a 
cushion e nveniently for my head; I 
will lie back for a while (it is not dinner 
time yet; however, I could wish it 
were), and meditate, beholding and 
rejoicing in the delicate and graceful 
hangings of my chamber. Under the 
willows : why, the very words suggest 
Summer, and subdued sunshine, and 
cool of the river side, and lazy, languid 
enjoy ment.

Now stay. Where had I got my 
obstruse meditations. I had succeeded 
in interesting myself, and would fain 
resume the thread. Let me see, I had 
decided that my heart was yet "virgin" 
of the friendship sung of by grand old 
Tennyson. But then, you see, there 
was the other “power.” Love. And 
what do I know about that? A dear 
little wife, to run with dancing feet to 
meet one after office hours ; to make all 
bright at home, and to preside over 
supper, and tell all the small news of the 
day, interesting only to the two selves— 
but how interesting to them ; well, I 
have heard of, I have seen, I have 
thought over, the kind of thing; and 
with some little care, it is the kind of 
luxury I might afford to indulge in. 
But you cannot go to a shop and choose 
the article you want, as you would a

"You stay there a minute Rebecca, 
darling. I’ll be back before ou miss 
me.’
*****

“What, and you were undo the wil- 
lows all the while I was talkin, to Ada? 
Oh, how you must despise me !

But Rebecca knew very ell that 
Vincent Smythe did not desp e her ; 
else she would not have parleye about 
the matter. And Ada came ack, as 
she promised before she was missed. 
And Ada and Rebecca brought Vincent 
into the house, and Vincent enewed 
what had been a slight acqu stance 
before, with Mr. and Mrs. J hoson. 
And he spent an hour with Mr. • hason 
in his library. And Mr. John n an-

To kill with combat this villainous fly I
How strange it seems that a million are ... ____ , - - spare cox n ; a frantic crowd on the

more. Eight bending fellows and the

slain. 
To find the multitude doubled again! bank ; a Babel roar of noises ; the stroke

quickens ; the noise overlaps ; the uproar 
redoubles; a slight jar through the 
boat, and we sit, as to demeanor, indiff- 
erent, as to heart, exultant; while 
"Oriel" is the cry. But the brave crew 
Brasenose, yellow-barred like wasps, lie 
by, as to demeanor, indifferent; as to 
heart, excruciate. And there are strong 
grips of hands, and much jubilance that 
night in college walls.

But the bending Eight are far away ; 
and I am alone. Still, fully bent on 
enjoyment, let me remember.

So Trow on, lazily now; and enjoy 
the sights and sounds around me. How 
quiet we are here. Flop! There’s a
water rat gone off the bank. And the 
smooth water, on the secluded side of 
this willow island, is all a dimple with 
feeding fishes. I don’t feel that I want 
to catch them to-day. Let them just 
enjoy themselves after their own fashion. 
Thames swans, ah! these are always a 
delight to see. Let me remember what 
did Keats and Word worth say about 
them? No, I can’t, I used to be very 
fond of reading, even of trying to write 
poetry once ; but my life has got so 
prosy now. I work hard all day, and 
drowze all the evening ; too tired to 
read, and nothing to keep awake for. 
‘Tis sweet to think there’s an eye will mark 
Our coming and look brighter when we 

come ;
—but that idea is hardly realized by 
Mrs. Cripps, and a greasy mutton chop. 
Never mind let ne enjoy the weedy, 
fishy smell of the water, and its ripple, 
and its repose, and rest on my oars to 
admire the stately swans of Thames.

What pride in their beauty! Do 
they know that they are such embodi- 
ments of superb grace and loveliness? 
"Taking the water with black webs;" 
—movement, as when a boat breasts 
waves—eye quick, glancing this side, 
and that for admiration—winks like 
snow drawn into a curve over a ravine, 
by the sifting north wind—neck, a line 
of beauty, reposing between the full 
delicious white. Oh, you shan’t wan’t 
for admiration—nor for a bit or two of 
my roll, if you come to delight me in 
that queenly style. How far better 
than that old fellow’s bald head; but 
never mind that.

And here is an island of water lilies. 
I steer close beside them, and love to 
look down on their unique beauty. But 
not to pick them, out of mere wantonness 
to pick them ; shorn them of half their 

charms; long-stalked, pitieous, growing 
limped and haggard, left to wither in 
the bout, their freshness gone ; or taken 
to my dingy rooms never to revive 
really nor to be as they had been, sitt- 
log queen-like, on the smooth and 
pleasant water.

O ! selfish hearts of careless men, that 
do indeed idly or industriously pluck for 
the pleasure of an hour, sweet and 
modest flowers, and then cast them 
aside, because the bright blossoms 
cannot choose (after a brief while under 
the sun) but droop their heads and 
languish. You cannot receive them, 
you turn away and leave them, now your 
turn is served. How pitieous the ruin ; 
ab, was worth the while ?

Well, my thoughts are rather over 
pensive for a holiday. The fact is, I 
suppose one needs to be in a serene and 
happy state of mind, and also of body, 
in order to be able to enjoy a holiday all 
by oneself. And I agreed with myself 
that I was morbid at starting. What 
shall I do to vary the monotony of my 
life? For man’s Crest r says, "It is 
not good for man to be alone.” Shall I 
keep a dog? No, I hate them in the 
house. A canary? It would sing my 
head off in an hour. A bull-finch or a 
squirrel?. Well, there isn’t much 
companionship in perpetually hopping 
up ini down the porch of aeage in 
silence, or in racing round a wheel 
cage at a rate to make one dizzy. — 
Besides, I should have a perpetual 
heartache to see the little gay thing 
skipping about the woods again, joyous 
with its beech mast and acorns. A 
parrot? Only conceive such a thing! 
No, there is no helpmate for man, it is 
certain, among the brute creation. There 
is a certain tender sympathy sometimes, 
but they can’t understand you. Instinct 
is a wonderful thing. But it isn’t 
mind.

What ean I do, then? Keep a friend? 
or a wife ? Indifferent which, Tennyson 
says:
“First love, first friendship, equal powers 
That marry with the virgin heart,”

Dear old Tennyson. What a long 
while it is since I felt fresh and bright 
enough to read his stately and delicious 
verse. But away with morbidity 1

Let me consider the matter. Friend-

Whisking,
Frisking, ,

With clammy feet. 
Hunting us out in every street.

SOMETIMES.

I wish to lead a pleasant life, 
A voiding duns and debt.

To keep aloof from care and strife. 
And neither game nor bet.

Yet somehow it would be a cram
To say I’m blest in lot -

Because you see sometimes I am,— 
But then sometimes I’m not!

It’s very nice, when in a shop. 
To buy whate’er you view. 

Provided want of cash won’t pop 
‘Twixt purchases and you.

I wish I were a wealthy man 
To buy things that enchant ;

Because you see sometimes I can,— 
But then, sometimes I can’t.

It’s quite delightful—truly fun-
To act as thoughts may strike;

And pleasant, too, to leave undone
The thing one doesn’t like.

I often wish to have my way. 
Thus free from all restraint ;

Because you see sometimes I may,-
But then, sometimes I mayn’t

An even temper to possess-—
A mind that’s balanced well—

Must be a bliss I can’t express.
That tongue may never tell.

My temper’s pretty fair, but still
Act tranquilly I don’t :—

Because, you see, sometimes I will. 
But then, sometimes I won’t!

Well, well ! The best a man can do 
Is not to growl at fate.

Not too depressed when illsaccrue 
At bliss not too elate ;

That I may so behave, old pal,
I would the heavens would grant ;

Because although sometimes I shall, 
I know, sometimes I sha’n’t.

"UNDER THE WILLOWS."

4

lectures or public meetings will be built. 
As shown in the lithographed ground 
plan exhibited on Saturday, the recrea- 
tion ground is laid out too much after 
the fashion of a flower-garden ; but thisnounced at the close of the const ation, 

that he had persuaded Mr. Smy he to is an error which need not be actually 
stay to dinner. And Vincent S ythe, carried out in practice, and againstcarried out in practice, and against 

which Lord Shaftesbury eloquetly pro- 
tested in his speech. The houses are

as he rowed home under a June noon, 
did not feel at all morbid, and ardly

of three kinds, for the accommodationeven lonely. And his fellow lerks
wondered at his light step and right not only of artisans, but also of the 
look next day. And in a short time "elerk class;" and each house is to form 
(such wonders altered circumstand s can a distinct and separate tenancy, fitted with 
effect), he was no longer a city erk, |every sanitary and domestic convenience, 
but a B. A. of Oxford. And before long ! At the appointed time on Saturday a
he had a snug little cottage, nea . the large concourse of people had assembed 
church (ivy-mantled), in his first ct acy. to witness the ceremony of laying the 
And if, even in his sphere of work, here first or “memorial" stone. Lord Shaftes- 
were still anxieties, worries, cares and bury arrived punctually at the time 
depressions—there was Rebeces’s face appointed, and Mr. Walton, the Chair- 
always to look upon, and his rec sses man of the Company, opened the pro- 
from work, and his holidays were r ver ceedings by some introductory remarks.

in earnest. The youth’s face spoke in 
defiance, the maiden’s hope and calm 
courage; but the inspiration of despera- 
tion which they felt could not have been 
imparted to their horses, while the 
strong limbs of their dreaded pursuer’s 
steed seemed just adapting themselves 
to the chase. It was not a case for 
delay, and the passengers demanded a 
stoppage of the cars, which was done, 
and the rescued lovers transferred, while 
bellicose papa sat afar off on his horse 
and swore and shook his pistol. And 
the bystanders blandly smiled upon the 
baffled and enraged pursuer.

in the course of which he paid a warmlonely now.—London Society.
! tribute to Lord Shaftesbury’s consistent 

id endeavors to elevate the working classes"I can speak seven languages,"
a convict as he entered a penitent y, in the scale of civilization and humanity. 
"No matter," said the keeper, "wel ve His Lordship then took the trowel and 
only one language here, and very littl of mallet, and laid the stone with the
that. skill and self-possession of a finished

Richmond, Va. rejoices over a b rd workman. Having pronounced it truly 
of African goats. These goats in laid, his Lordship then addressed the 
propel a 200 pound negro nineteen r is assembly. He said- —My good friends, 
when they have a fair chance at him, ! having laid the first stone of this noble

Odo Russell, the British Ambassa or experiment—an experiment which seems 
at Berlin, has asked for information se- to me dear rving of the most unqualified 
garding the true meaning of the mecti g success I can not separate from you 
of the Kaisers. without a few words of thankfulness and

A ww ,voune uonarried to n congratulation that we have met to-day 

pans i has =2 == Prairie du Chien, Wie., one SaL-ba 1 louedsa it up the very ted pihutpin 
recent J. . , We have founded it upon the great

A lawyer on leaving his office, to 1 principle of self help, and upon the great 
principle of independence. By indepen- 
dence, I mean without any other assis- 
tance than that which every man has a 

Iright to receive from his fellow man—

A HOLIDAY SOLILOQUY. 
BY THE AUTHOR OF THE "HARVEST OF 

A QUIET EYE,” ETC.
A whole holiday 1 A relief at all 

events, to feel that the day is my own. 
Yet I hardly know what to do with it. 
Still it is something to be out in the 
air, instead of in that hateful 
office, looking at fifty clerks and two 
seniors, all absorbed io accounts, except 
in a lull of weak chaffing, and hearing a 
monotonous scratching of pens all day 
long. Ah, well! I suppose one gets 
morbid at times, after a long course in 
that human forcing house. The leaves 
begin to yellow and get sickly ; and one 
wants moving, on the warm spring days, 
out into the fresh, sweet, breathing 
garden. Morbid? Yes, I should think 
so. I look at that bald head just in 
front of my desk, bent slantingly over 
the writing, every now and then raised 
to answer a question, and then ducking 
down again, until an almost incontroll 
able impulse comes over me to hurl an 
ink-bottle at it, 1 like the old fellow 
who owns it, but his head is 80 dread- 
fully monotonous, when one has to- see 
it before one every day for a whole year. 
Then the well ordered murmurous 
silence all day long is sometimes intoler- 
ably oppressive. I can scarce retain 
myself at some moments, when our 
solemn old principal steps in from his 
den, with noiseless tread, from breaking 
out with that carefully rendered imita- 
tion of the hyæna’s laugh, for which I 
used to be, at one period of my life 80 
justly famous. That would vary the 
monotony. Drawing on your blotting 
paper in spare minutes isn’t a very eg- 
citing recreation; and then you get to 
hate the faces when they stare up at you 
from it every day the same. Besides, 
it seems hardly business like.

So now it is, no doubt, delightful to 
leave’ heads, decorum, blotting-paper, 
accounts, all behind for one day. To 
get up in the morning, and shake of all 
connection with that monotonous 9.10 
omnibus, utterly disregarding its odious 
horn that blows twice surprisingly in- 
terrogatory. It is pleasant to dawdle 
just a little over breakfast, and try to 
think what to do. But it’s rather dull 
and lonely too. Having one’s friends 
all up in the north, and hardly knowing 
a soul in London, there’s no one to go to 
just for a one day’s holiday. When 
Armitage and Austin were both of them 
engaged for the day; going to row a 
boat load of cousins, friends and what not, 
up the river; so it’s all alone with me. 
What could I do? Go to the Palace? 
Zoological Gardens? Kensington Mus- 
eum? Royal Academy? Seen ’em all; 
and besides you want a party to go with i 
and besides I want quiet, and rest, and 
fresh air. So I reverted to my first 
plan, only, since I couldn’t get compan- 
ions, I just took a boat and paddled up 
the river alone. I know a little nook, 
like an arbor some way up the stream; 
I can put in there and indulge in a soli- 
tary pienie. Bother forlorn? Yet I’ll 

Shall I people my best ideally ? Shall 
I summon to the mind’s eye a piquant

ANOTHER GEEBLY SrORr.—Among 
the stories told at the expense of Mr. 
Greely’s chirography is this : Years 
ago, when a young man he received a

150,788 souls. These returns furnish 
grave matter for reflection, for it must 
be borne in mind that people cannot hold 
real estate in the country to which they 
have taken their departure without be- 
coming aliens to the land of their birth. 
It is a spurious liberality that, without

poem from a young lady in Vermont. 
He strongly suspected that all poetry 
was nonsense, especially if the lines did
not square at both ends, and as this 
particular poem did not come up to his 
peculiar mechanical standard for such 
literature, he threw it into the waste 
basket, and wrote to the authoress that 
he thought she would do much better 
to marry the first honest man that 
offered his hand, and mend his hose, 
and tend his babies than rack her brain 
in trying to write rhymes that nobody 
would read. The poor girl received the 
cruel letter, but could decipher only the 
writer’s name. She showed it to her 
mother, and she too was nonplussed. A 
council of inquiry was held over the 
strange document, which was finally 
interpreted as a proposal to marry the 

, gifted authoress of the rejected rhymes.

This clerk to say, if any one called, th:: 
he was engaged in a case. As he had 
simply gone to his dinner, it must have 
been a “casus belli."

let or hindrance, permits the material 
for an army to be drafted out of the 
empire year after year by specious repre- 
sentations of the foreign land jobbers, 
consuls, and emigration agents, with 
which the kingdom is overrun.

The question of placing emigration 
on a proper basis is an Imperial one, 
though colonists are occasionally told 
that the market is open to their exertions 
and they may compete for what they 
require. The proffered competition is, 
however, an unfair one. Colonial agents, 
like English consuls in foreign places, 
are gentleman of the strictest integrity, 
and they are instructed, as a rule (and 
very properly so), to understate the ad- 
vantages offered to emigrants in the col-

A young lady at Osage, Iowa, who i , sympathy and kind aid—and that is what 
partially deaf, in the habit of answer- every man, either great or small, stands 
ing "yes" to everything when a gentle- in need of from another. (Hear, hear.) 
man is talking to her, for fear he might ! You have founded the workman’s city 
propose to her and she would not hear |upon your own efforts, by your own 
it. os contribution, and for the great and wise

A Missouri journalist having asserted - purpose of advancing your social position 
. and bodily health as well as your intellect

sewing-machine or a watch. You must 
wait until the—the—the—adjustment that a Louis ille scribe had just discov-

and general prosperity. And most 
heartily do I say for myself —and also 
say it in the names of hundreds and 
thousands of your fellow men—that the 
blessing of Almighty God will rest upon 
the good work which you have inaugu- 
rated to-day. (Applause.) I like the 
principles you have laid down for your 
guidance. You have shown your wisdom 
in a moral point of view by excluding 
public houses and the tap-room; and you 
have done with them as the people did 
of old by the lepers, you have put them 
outside the camp. (Hear, and applause.) 
You have, too, founded the buildings 
with a due regard to the necessary 
arrangements. There are schools for 
the children, and there will tilso be a 
library and reading-rooms for yourselves 
and a club room, where you will have 
the advantage of indulging in beneficial 
amusements. I hope, however, you will 
not forget the women, who are by far 
the best part of you, let me tell you. 
(Laughter.) In those intellectual 
amusements take care that your good 

a wives and daughters are not excluded, 
: for you will find that there is no social 

progress without the aid of the female 
sex. If the woman floats, she floats like 
a cork, and drags the man after: her. 
(Laughter and applause.) I am glad, 
then, to say that you have inaugurated 
this workman’s city upon a sound and 
wise basis, and also that every man shall 
have his house to himself, so as to fulfil 
the national saying that an Englishman’s 
house should be his castle, and to main- 
tain the great principle that the working-

So I cannot say, ered that he could wag his left ear, the 
latter retorts that the Missouri man has

comes in your way.
"I’m lonely , so I’ll marry.”

aural appendages under such control as 
to be able to fan himself with them.

"What do you ask for that article ?" 
inquired an old genleman of a pretty 
shop girl. Two dollars." "Ain’t you 
a little dear?" “Why," she replied, 
blushing, “all the young men tell me 
so!" :

Dr. McElroy, of New York being 
about to marry his fourth wife, some 
one asked his daughter who was going 
to perform the ceremony. "I don’t 
know, but I presume it will be Dr. 
Spring. He generally marries father."

In New York, neckties made of 
leather, with gilt buckles, are said to 
have been proposed as the fashionable 
novelty for gentlemen’s wear the coming 
winter. A celebrated wit of the clubs, 
on bing offered one of these, exclaimed: 
• is thy servant a dog?"

To strike seems to be the prevalent 
mania throughout ‘England. Whether 
men are well off or ill off it seems to 
make no difference, they go on strike, 
and the result is that in many branches 
of manufacture England is being 
outbidden and undesold by foreign 
nations..

FORGIVENESS.—There is an ugly 
kind of forgiveness shot out like pills. 
Men take one who has offended, and set 
him down before the blow pipe of their 
indignation, and scorch him: and when 

their fiery fist, then—they forgive him. 
Mr. H. Ward Beecher.

But ah ! (it’s a comfort to talk out 
loud to oneself; it makes company as it 
were; and there is no one to hear) — 
but ah 1

It’s no use thinking of her; only if 
—if—

Well, it’s two years ago now, and of 
course she has forgotten all about, all 
about me! 1 dare say she is married 
by this time. I wonder if that was love 
that I felt, and feel; for I never lost 
the feeling.

Pretty dear! At Paris we met first, 
at a table d’hote, and I could not take 
my eyes of her sweet face as she sat 
opposite to me. I blushed, I remember 
(I was bashful then), at being caught 
once or twice by her roguish—yes, they 
certainly were roguish—eyes. I got the 
chance of showing her some little atten- 
tion next day ; and the reward of being 
permitted to raise my hat to her. (The 
soliloquist had not the least idea that a 
merry face, only with brown eyes, was 
close to him ; the eyes abrim with fun, 
the little boy sitting on a garden seat 
behind the privet hedge. It was wrong 
to listen ; perhaps she thought 90, for 
some time after she went away.) Then 
we kept, as it were, kissing, i. e., coming 
in contact all through that delightful 
tour. At Metz, at Lucerne, at Zurich, 
until we struck up a talking acquaintance. 
How cosy we got together at last; but 
I, weak idiot that I was, never plucked 
up courage to ask her name, nor where 
she lived. It seemed somehow as though

After some inquiry into the character of 
Mr. Greely, the proposal was accepted, 
greatly to the surprise of the young 
editor, who was so much pleased with 
the prize he had won that he bought the

onies they represent. . Foreign land job- 
bers, consuls, and emigration agents are 
not thus hampered, nor are they fre-
quently troubled with scruples of con- white hat and overooat he has wor n ever 
science in quoting a rate of wages or a. since, and was married forthwith.— 

Golden Age.price for land, if conducive to their 
advantages? When poor Dickens des- 
cribed Mr. Scadder’s agency—selling 
lands in the city of Eden to Martin 
Chuzzlewit—the trade was in its infancy, 
and he probably had little thought that 
the system in its maturity would be 
established in British towns.

Amongst the 150,788 emigrants who 
were lost to the empire last season, there 
was not a labourer, female domestic, or 
mechanic, who could not have found 
ample employment with as good (if not 
much better) a rate of wages in the

A balloon ascent took place at Roch- 
ester on Tuesday under the auspices of 
the U.S. Signal Department. The oc- 
cupants of the car were Professor King 
and Sergt, Schaffer of the Signal Ser- 
vice. The ascent was made at 5:10 
p. m., and the balloon travelled rapidly 
away in a south easterly direction. It 
descended two miles from East Bloom- 
field, N. Y., in an hour and ten minutes 
afterwards, the aeronauts having made 
in the course of their journey 156 ob- 
servations.

Sheridan on day, when coming back 
from shooting with an empty bag, did 
not like to go home completely empty, 
seeing a number of ducks in a pond, and 
a man or farmer leaning on a rail 
watching them said. "What will you 
take for a shot at them ducks?’ “Well” 
he said, “I will take three dollars.” 
“Done,” said Sheridan, and he fired into 
the midst of the flock, killing a dozen. 
“I’m afraid you have made a bad bar- 
gain,” said Sheridan. “Well, I don’t

hopes an improvement therein. Delicacy 
and gentleness are also taught by fishing. 
It is here especially that— ,4
“Vis consili expers mole ruitsua,
Vini temperatam de quoque prochunt in

Look at thin link of gut and slight rod 
with which the huge trout or “never- 
ending monster of a salmon” is to be 
caught. No brute force will do there, 
every struggle of the prey must be met 
by judicious yielding on the part of the 
captor, who watches carefully every 
motion, and treats its weight by giving 
line, knowing at the same time—none

, colonies as in the United States, taking 
into consideration the excessive taxation 
and cost of the necessaries of life in the 
latter.

Much might be done to prevent the 
shocking waste which is taking place 
were the venerable establishment of 
Westminster remodelled, and the press 
and clergymen in their various districts 
were to use their great influence for the
national benefit, by advising those who 
have thoughts of emigration to turn 
their attention to the magnificent re- 
sources of the colonies, where they 
remain steadfast British subjects—Your 
obdient servant,

A CANADIAN, 
, London, August 22.

How TO QUIET A BABy.—A farmer 
who had passed innumerable sleepless 
nights immortalized himself by discover

better—when the full force of the butt 
as to be unflinchingly applied. Does not 
this sort of training have an effect on 
character ? Will not a man educated 
in fly-fishing find developed in him the 
tendency to be patient, to be persevering, 
and to know how to adapt himself to 
circumstances. Whatever be the fish 
he is plasing, whatever be his line, will 
not know when toi yield and when to 
hold fast. But fishing issolitary. The 
zealot among fishermen will generally 
prefer his own company to the society of 
lookers-on, whose advice may worry him, 
and whose presence may spoil his sport. 
The salmon-fisher does not make much 
of a companion of the gillie who goes with 
him, and the trouter does best when 
absolutely alone ; and nothing is so apt 
to prove a tyrant, and an evil one, as the 
love of solitude. On the other hand the 
fisher is always under the influence, and 
able to admire the beauties of nature. 
Whether he be upon the crag-bound loch 
or by the sides of the laughing burn of 

‘banks of southern divers, ‘he can enjoy 
to the full the many- pleasures which 
existence alone presents to those who 
admire nature. And all this exercises a 
softening influence on his character. 
Read the works of those who write on 
fishing—Sorope, Walton, Davy, as in-

know,’’ said 
mine.”

an, “they weren’tman should be the master of his house, 
and the happy head of a moral and 
industrious family. I would urge you 
most sincerely, as long as you have 
breath, to hold fast to the great social 
family relations of life. That will be 
the first step in the prosperity of your 
city, and it is the grand security of em- 

(Hear, hear.) I am delighted.

should keep on meeting: and ah, I 
now that the meetings and the talkswe 

see To a traveller relates that while 1
in Utah Tom Thumb was there

TIT FOR TAT.—The Prussian Em- 
peror has just sent his iron cross to a 
Frenchman who jumped into the Moselle 
and rescued a German soldier from

were the chief delights of my tour, 
grew very confidential; we knew at last, 
a good deal about each other; only, 
sheepish that we were, we never asked

on
visit. While the renowned dwarf was 
at a dinner party, he jumped from his 
chair and said, with a pompous air, “I 
cannot understand this polygamy at all.” 
His host, a man of six feet high exclaim- |pires.

drowning. The Frenchman returned 
the cross, respectfully regretting his 
inability to accept any mark of distinct- 
from the Prussian Emperor. He claims

each other s names.
I suppose it is love that I feel. I 

have never cared for a bright eye, or a 
dear smile, or a merry voice since. I

ing a method of keeping babies quiet. 
The mode of operation is as follows:— 
“As soon as the squaller awakes, set it 
up, propped by a pillow, if it cannot sit[ 
alone, then smear its fingers with thick

ed, "Neither could L, Tom, when I was 
your size.”

A new religious sect has been started 
in Iowa, and have purchased about 30, 
000 acres of land on the Rock Island 
and Pacific Railroad. They number

too, to find that you have established a 
recreation ground in the center of your 
eity for the healthy enjoyment of your 
children ; but I would strongly urge not 
to devote this space to flower beds and 
gravel walks, but to leave it free for

in exchange the liberation of the last
missed her, somehow, in the route— 
whether by accident or design I do not 
know. I spent the rest of my time 
(and a fortnight over, and almost all the 
money I-had to spare) in hunting after 
her from place to place. But I never 
found her. And never shall.
*****

"Well, Ada, why did you so particu- 
larly want me to come for a turn in the 
privet walk this afternoon ?" -

“Why, Rebecca, you haven’t been 
out to-day, have you? And see how 
lovely it is ! And besides I want to hear

French prisoner who is still detained in 
a Prussian prison: “Your Majesty 
owes me a man, for I have given one to 
you, and I claim payment.”molasses; then put half a dozen feathers 

into its hands, and it will sit and pick
ship. Oh, I had some loved friends 
at Oxford ; I have them still. But you 
see they are scattered hither and 
thither. I cannot at a wish or a word 
summon them to my side when I feel

Barmaid—“We never serve anybody 
who’s had sufficient ; you’ve taken too 
much already.” Thirsty Customer- 
You’ll, xshuoushe me, maram I I may’ve 

silence and had too mush (hio), bu’I’aven’t 
‘ad enough!”—Punch-

“See there !” exclaimed a returned 
BL. •

 ______ cricket, for football, and for all those 

“Amanians,” and are all Germans. Pro- manly and exhilarating games by which 
perty is held in common, and the affairs the healthy development of he body 08y Li9tet managed by fifteen be promoted and secured. The schoolsof the Boris nnet allowed to which will be established I hope will be 
draw : certain amount from the turned to good account, and thus enve 
cooperative store yearly, and 00 "0 Cm . 

chief is done in London by children fre- 
the Des moines quenting such places than many people 

"tare aware of. (Hear, hear.) it llon can- 
not do better than look to your children, 
and see them properly educated because

about fifteen hundred, call themselves the feathers from one hand to the other
until it drops asleep. As soon as it 
awakes again, molasses and more feath- 
ers, and in place of there nerve astound-

female freight : misobier in her eyes, clear 
and grey, and deep as cut pebbles-

with a tude dark hd: Binged over them 
white brow? Ab, let her alone, foolish 
fellow, you’ll never meet her again- 
and if did, what then?. She’d be 
engaged; at any rate, she wouldn’t have 
you; don’t flatter yourself. You’re not 
good looking ;—you‘ro not clover, rather 
she reverse ;—and tyon’ve’only £500 a CINE 

L mover see bar Again, enough. But still, was it friendship.

lonely, or when I want an outing. Ah, 
how different it was then! What .5 72. unspeakable.!pleasant days they were. No need to be 
alone—just off with a light step, up a 
fellow’s stairesise’, the sharp “tap,” the 
stentorian “COME IN,” and off to row, to 
ericket. Pleasant days, and yet not 
quite satisfactory to think about. The 
pleasure was pleasant while it lasted, 
and, thank God, I was kept from vice- 
tainted pursuits. But the squandered 
time I Friends. Yes, and jolly fellows

“I believe in going to the bottom 
of things’!” as the schoolmarm said 
when she lid a refractory pupil over

Josh Billings, on codfish, says :—

ber is given any wages or money 
personal expenses. They own large four 
and woolen mills on 2. 
River, and are noted for their honesty

“Look at that hole will you? You are 
that if it had been a low-crowned bat,I 
should have been killed outright.”

There is a rumour in Toronto that 
either Mr. Adam Orockage Mr. R. W. 
Scott will be the Premierof Ontario,

some more about—about your tour, you
know. You promised to tell me all —2270 342205about it, and about—you know whom.” and fair dealing. As.32 
• “I don’t see that there is much good enco 
in talking of it, or even in remembering Tamo 
it, it was silly of me to tell you about it 
at all. I can’t think why I did.”

= f L meooiving in early life lasting impressions are made, 
any somber), the sect will probably die Achili eight years of age will retain outin’ & Yow years, Jeariy impremions which will never, while

“They are good eating on a wet day : they 
re -iter ban an embroil to keep •

1

whet.


