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friends of the Empire must I;(:j()i(:l.‘ at the promise ol in
ternal vital strength peeping out and asserting its renova.
ting und preservative influence jn society. ‘I'he foolish
-and hackneyed simile of the youth and old age of nations
48 ol individuuls, has alveady run « long course of mischie.
vous absurdity. Jt is founded on o fullucy that has its
strength in men's imagination far more than in their rea-
sou. s not the meaning generally attached to the terms
-of “an old nativn ' wnd **a young nation,” really of the
‘most shadowy and deceptive kind? What is a pation bt
‘& congeries of individnals, who are in every generation born
.young 10 a certainty 7 Liet us not be wisled by the mere
sourd:ol woids.  Such a thing as nationul decay has been
too ollen witnessed 10 be denied us unreal. But in the
decline und full of a vation, the people, the masses that is,
< sink down in apathy and demoralization.  We see the
working men of England slowly but surely rising to social
inflaence and poliucal power.  Aad by whut means? By

abandouing themselves to the fienzy of revolution andthe |,

maduess of apes with torebes in their hands over bariels
of gunpowder? No, by none of these; but by dint of hard
work ard good conduct, amd » determination to be meu 1
deed as well s in vame,  Can power in the State be with-
dwlden from such m:n? Nt long, weshould judge.  Aud
is a uwtion of such men weax b lore lorciguers? We
trow nut.  Let the Voluuteer R.fle wovement, sud the in-
-dubiiable wernl und social rise of the British Workman
give the lie 10 such hbeilous sheets as the* New York
Herald, a journal which every other day ur two repeats the
weavisume fullucy that the natiou i3 old and efiete ; while, to
4 certainty, the people themselves, the bune and sivew of
the nation, are svuud at heart, and giviug proofs of vigor-
ous futernal health,  Amoug the people, the signs now
visible ave certuinly not those of u declive and full, but
rather those of rise and progress. More than upon any
other one thing, do we build vur hopes of the stability of
the Dritish Ewmpire on the ascertained fuct of the steadily
improving moral quelities of the people.  Aud right ylad
are we to avail ourselves of the strong and ably given tes-
timony, on this particalar point, ot such un excellent
snthority as the Conservative London Quuirferly Review,

Tii Acacia, 2 Volume of Poems, by Harmesr Axxir: Hamil-
ton ; TFor sale at the Book Stores.

This is a very neat and well got up little volume; by an
authoress already most favourably known to lovers of that
rather scarce article so far, good Canadian poctry, Al
Harviet: Annie’s poetry reads pleasuntly ; and without those
rough breaks and jolts, both in sound and in sense, which
are so often the literary death of inferior compositions. And
some poems of hers there are, which will bear reading over
again and againg a very good test of poctic merit. The
Acacia would make a very fitting Christinas or New Yew’s
present for those who can appreciale good poetry ; and the
price, 50 cents, puts it almost within the reach of all.

THE TEMPERANCE MONUMENT, POINT LEV]

The Temperance Monument, Point Levi, stands on an
cminence near the Parish Church of St. Joseph; it com-
memorates a Temperance jubilee held by the inhabitants of
that ptace.  The Temperance movement among the French
Canadians is unaccompanied by the ostentation that charac-
terizes British tee-tolalism, there are no lodges, signs nor
pass-words, no stately cdifices wherein to specehify, its
worshipfnl masters are the Parish Priests, its homes the
simple hearts of the peasantry. One of the most striking
objects in the Lower Canadian farm-house is a large black
Temperance Cross hanging aguinst the white-washed wall
of the living room.  The monnment is constructed of wond,
but is strongly buill, and likely to Tast for many years to
come—ithe column and part of the base is sanded to imitate
sand stone.  The cross and mouldings are zilt, and the en-
tire struckuve is surrounded by a red rvailing and is connected
with the road Dbeneath by o flight of alwut one hundred
steps.

The view from this place is very extensive and beautiful,
embracing & space of ahout thirty miles of 1lie most roman-
tic of Cunadiun scenery, nor is it wunling in historical
reminiscence.  Gen, Wolle erceted a battery near this place
much to the discomtort of the worthy inhabitants of “ye
ancient and honorable city,” Lut the chicf soures of noloricty
with which it is connected, is the excention of a sentence of
martial law during the administration of General Murray,
One hundred years ago, (J763,) the bones of a murderess
swung in irons from this very spot—Der name was Josephine
Corrivean,—her victims were two wen, her inshands, How
long the eage containing her remnins tevified the poor
farmers of Point Loevi dves not appeny, bt some Years: (o
it was disinterred from the buriad gronud of the parish, it
contained a thigh bone, und was purchased by Barnmi
exhibited in Quelu. We hodieve thai i ey sl be seen
&t his Muscum in New York.

Original Loctry.

A SIMPLE STORY.
BY ALICE PLACIDE.

I am sitting in the moonlight
At my little cottaze door,
And I gaze upon the waters bright,
As the waves break on thoe shoroe,
Then I hear tamiline voices
1n the low dagh of ihe sea,
Al their tones my soul rejoices
For they bring the pact to me.

I can think upon it calmly now,
That past, so full of tears!

And meet with an unrufiled hrow,
I'he ghiosts of by -gono years.

Little think my gay young kindred
While they laugh at old Aunt June,

Thnt her percelul 1ife had trials once
8o full of grief and pain.

Wo lived but for each other,
J and wy sister Clair,
Ter the dying words of my mothor
Coutided her to my caro.
*Guard your younger sister, Jano,”
Said her voico, so werk and mild,
While with bitter sobs of pain
¥he embraced her faithful child.

Onr mother died, years flod away,
My sister grew so fair,

Ieaven’s sunbeams scemed to nestlo
In the curls of her golden hairl

Our days sped culwly on theit way,
We had no trouble seen,

Till [ was twenty years of ago,
And Clair was just cighteon,

One day we had aletter
From our mother’s oldest friend,
She asked us to come to tho city
A month or more to spend.
My sister Clair refused to go,—
T urged her to relent,
But still shic firm!y answoered, no;
But, alas, for me! Iwent.

For a tine I was strange and lonely,
’Mid the nerry party thero;

And of all the crowd, one only
Seemod to read my care.

He was the son of our hostess,
And weuld kindly liston to mo

When T talked of my fair young sister,
And our cottage by the scu.

We walked nnd rode together—
1le was always by my side—
At last one day, one happy day.
He asked e to be his bride!
XNeod I say how much I loved him!
Why, though years huve paseed away.
The hot blood rushed to my pallid check
When T heard his name to-day.

In the Autunn we wore to marry,
’T was Just twomonths ¢ then,
Oh. how proud I was of 1larry !
I thought him the hest of inen.
And whien he would call me pretty
I would cry with merry glee,
AV ait Gill yon sce my sister !’
Alas, rlag, for met

We went to our home together,
To our coltage on the chore.

It was eahin, sweet swmnmer weathor,
The sea had hushed its roar,

With what joy I clasped dear Clair
Close in thy arms again.

Presenting to hitn my sister
With a pride that was free from pain.

From that hour he grew to love ber!
But though. alas! "t was plainy—
Too late did I discover
That irwth so full of pain,
I felt thal my sister’s manner
Grew cold and strange to e 5
And ) oft pondered npon it.
Thinking what the cuuse might be.

*T was the elose of alovely day.

The lnsl wo should spend at home ;
On the morn we were Lo marry,

And then sot out for Rowe.
My sister ot the piano

Waus playing o sweet old air,
1Ly was standing by hor,

11is arm upon her ¢hair.

A heavy feoling of sadness
Secemed to weigh upan my breast,—
My soul was lost to gladness
And was filled with wild unrost.
I snid, “{lavry. I feol so restless
T am moing to walk by the sea;”
i well,” he roplied, T will join you roon,
Clair, play Von Werber's Waltz for mo!

T slowly walked by the water,
And gazed on the rippling tido,
With thonghts of the happy morvow
That would mnlke me liavry’s bride!
At length I grew wenry of waitine.
And returned Lo iy eattuse amin :
3.1 the sizht that metiny astonished oyes
scomed to burn into my brain!

On his knee before my sister,
As he has often knelt to me,
Was Harry, was my lover |
Clair’s fuce I could not sco,
Ono band was on the piano
Which scnt forth o gentle tono—
The other all unresistingly
Wasclasped in Harry’s own?

In tho distanee the sparklin¢ water
And the harvest moon above,
I, I vwas the only shadow
In that pieture of light and love !
Tor I hoard bim say he had loved hor
Since that first, that fatal day,
When thoe brightness of her beauty
Drove all thoughts of me away.

And T stood by and listenod
As tbough I were turned to stong—
With one hand upon my burning lips,
To repress the bitter moan.
Then I rushed back to tho sandy shoro,
And knelt by tho quiot sca,
And prayed to my mothor in honvon once more
To look down iu pity on mo !

Atlength, when eourage returned to my heart,
I sought my dear sister Clair,
When I took her hand I folt her start
As i gazed on that face so fair.
“ Apswor me, Clair, do you lovo this man?
“ Nay, nay, younoed not spoak,
* I road 1oy answer in your oyo,
And on your burning choek |”

** In Heaven’s namo be happy then,
I yield bis hoart to you,
And may yourlives be freo from pain—-
Sucb griof as 1’vc gone throught
To-morrow waus my wedding day,
(Peace, poace, unquiet heart?)
To-morrow Clair shall be a bride !
Then, sister dear, we part.

Can I tell you of that morrow,
So1ull of tears and care,
When with hoart-breaking sorrow
T bade adicu to Clair ?
For I thought we shonld be parted
From each other ever more~— .}
And felt almost broken~-hearted
As their vossel loft the shoro.

Then months passed slowly on their way
In my quiet lonoly home,

'Till with the faithful post one day
Camo a letter from distant Rome.

It told me ho, tho loved one,
Had died upon tho sea,

And my sister, with an orphan ohild,
Vas coming back to te.

She camo, but ab! alas, how changed 1
No lunger tho blooming Clair,
Her cheeks wero wan and faded,
Shreads of silver in her hairl
With mingled joy and anguich
She wept upon my breast,
The wounded dovo had flown once more -
P'v its old proteeting nest !

And now we live™togethor
In this cottage by the sea ;
My littlo ncice—Ah, hore she comes
To call me in to toa.
** Ab ha! So I huve found you!
Mother thought that you were hera,
Why, what's that sparkling on your cheek ?
Oh, Aunty Jane ! & toar 2"

She takes e, wondering, by the hand
To lead we to the door;

Anq I turn to took at the moonlit waves
As thoy brenk upon the shore—

For to mo there is always beauty
In tho calim and sparkling soa,

It tells mo of my duty—
It speaks of Efernits!

A 'Texner uspER Laxe Micniean, The people of Chicago
are engaged in the discussion of an interesting plan of
engincering——the construction of a tunnel under Lake
Michigan, for the purpose of securing a supply of better
water than they can get nearer to the shore.  The proposed
tunnel is to be two miles in length, extending from the
shore directly under the luke, perpendicular to the shote.
It is to be five fect clear in diameter, walled with brick and
cement cight inches thick.  The bottom of the shore end of
the tunnel to besixty-six feet belowthe level of the lake, and
to descend at the rate of two feet per mile to the further
cad. There are to be four shafts opening from the tunnel
to the world above—onc on lund, one in the lake at the
further end, and two at intermedinte points in the lake,
These shaftsin the lake are to consist of cast-iron cylinders,
and to be protected by hollow pentagonal cribs. Bids for
excecuting this tremendous work were opened last week.
They ranged from $239,348 to $1,059,000. The contract
hiad not yct been given cut. It is to be completed in two
years.

TRAVELLING 1§ A Crzcrn— The Archbishop of Dublin tells
us of a ho-scman, who, having lost his way, made a com-
plete circuit; when the first round had been ﬁn}ﬂth, seeing
ithe marks of a horse’s hoofs, and never dren.n}mg that they
were those of his own beast, he rejoiced and said,—

¢ This at Jeast shows me that T am in « beaten way ;' and
with the conclusion af every round the marks increased till
he was certain he must be in some well frequented thorough-
fare, nnd approaching o populous town, but be was all the
while riding after his horse's tail, and deccived by the trag
of his orror.



