Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes techniques et bibliographiques

Canadiana.org has attempted to obtain the best copy
available for scanning. Features of this copy which may be
bibliographically unique, which may alter any of the images
in the reproduction, or which may significantly change the
usual method of scanning are checked below.

Coloured covers /
Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged /
Couverture endommagée

Covers restored and/or laminated /
Couverture restaurée et/ou pelliculée

Cover title missing /
Le titre de couverture manque

Coloured maps /
Cartes géographiques en couleur

Coloured ink (i.e. other than biue or black) /
Encre de couleur (i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

Coloured plates and/or illustrations /
Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur

Bound with other material /
Relié avec d’'autres documents

Only edition available /
Seule édition disponible

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion
along interior margin / La reliure serrée peut
causer de 'ombre ou de la distorsion le long de la
marge intérieure.

Canadiana.org a numérisé le meilleur exemplaire qu'il lui a
été possible de se procurer. Les détails de cet exemplaire
qui sont peut-étre uniques du point de vue bibliographique,
qui peuvent modifier une image reproduite, ou qui peuvent
exiger une modification dans la méthode normale de
numeérisation sont indiqués ci-dessous.

/]  Coloured pages / Pages de couleur

Pages damaged / Pages endommagées

Pages restored and/or laminated /
Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

v “ Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/

Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

Pages detached / Pages détachées

Showthrough / Transparence

‘// Quality of print varies /

Qualité inégale de limpression

Includes supplementary materials /

Comprend du matériel supplémentaire

Blank ieaves added during restorations may
appear within the text. Whenever possible, these

have been omitted from scanning / Il se peut que
certaines pages blanches ajoutées lors d'une
restauration apparaissent dans le texte, mais,
lorsque cela était possible, ces pages n'ont pas
été numérisées.

Additional comments / Continuous pagination.

Commentaires suppiémentaires:



VOL. 2 o NO. 2.
THE

{
4

4

JNEW DOMINION

; MONTHLY.

May, 1868.

|

i MONTREAL:

s

;tf PRINTED AND PUBLISHED BY JOHN DOUGALL & SOX,
i 126 GREAT 8T, J XMEB, STRKBET.

PRICE, TEN CENTS.




0. W. WILLIAMS § 00,

WANYPATTURERS ©F

SEWING-MACHIN]

-

S.

Parties in want of Sewing-Machines will please take notice that we build machines for every
range of work—from the finest Family to the coarsest Manufacturing.

We warrant all Machines made by us to be equal in every réspect to those of any other
maker in America, while our prices are from

20 t:.o 30 per cent. less.

There 18 not a town or village in this Dominion that a goodly number of our Sewing-machines
cannot be sold in; and the terms we offer to Agents will pay them better than any other business
they can engage in, If there is no Agent in your town or village for our machines, send for our
terms and secure an Agency. Many parties in quite moderate circumstances have been able to
sell a large number of Machines, without interfering with their other business. Those who do
not feel guite able to purchase a 'good Machine are often able, by a little exertion, to seil enough
to secure one for themselves without cost.

Send for Circulars, and Photographs of our Machines. :

OFFICE AND SALESROOM:

BO. 65 GREAT BY. JAMES STRURY,
 MONTREAL.
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blleasrc. C. W. Wiltiams & Co., 85 Qreat St. James street :

TAKE NOTICE.

Our advertisement on the opposite page weht to press before we expected, which debarred us
from making an alteration which is necessary. Therefore, please observe,

We, C. W. WILLIAMS & CO,

Will remove, about the First of May, present, to Messrs. TIFFIN BROTHERS' NEW BLOCEK,
NO. 897 NOTRE DAME STREET.

We append hereto a few of the many testimonials we have received in praise of the Machines
of our manufacture, together with a couple of editorials from the Daily Witness and Telegraph, of
this city, to which we respectfully ask the attention of ail interested :

Messrs. C. W. Williams & Co. :

GENTLEMEN,—We have much pleasure in bearing testimony to the excellence of your Howe
pattern Sewing-Machine. It is now nearly a yearsince we introduced them into our factory, and
during this time we have had most ample proof that they are the best machines we have ever
used, more particularly for fine work. Believing such to be the case, we ¢an cheerfully recoms-
mend them, We are, very respectfully, yours, . LINTON & COUPER,

Feb. 22nd, 1868, ‘Wholesale Manufacturers of Boots and Shoes, Montreal,

We, the undersi(%'ned, having had one of Williams’ Howe-Machines in operation for the past,

{welve months, ind it has worked to our entire satisfaction during said time, and commend it

hilghlloy 2t? %nlt&slédmg purchasers. : . JAMES POPHAM & CO.
eb, 2Ist, . e it

’ MONTREAL, April 10th, 1868,
Messrs. C. W, Williams & Co. : 4 APTL , 1868

GENTLEMEN,—I have in my establishment ten of your'Sewinﬁ.Machiues, some of nearly every

style you build for leather work, the most of which I have had overiwo years, and in constant

use; I have also about twenty of the genuine Singer, and Howe, and severat other makers, many

of which have given very good satisfaction; none, however, have done their work equal, or run

with solittle trouble as yours. I give your t(;umchn’u’:s %e_feregtclz% gggg all others, and strongly re«
d all in nt of sewing-machines ive you their patr .

commenaa we Yours, regpectfully, givey G, T. SLATER, No. 20 8t. Helen st.

. MONTREAY, April 9th, 1866.
Messrs. C. W. Williams & Cv. :
GENTLEMEN,—ThIs is to certify that I have now on hand two of your “Improved Singer No. 2
Pattern Sewing-Machines,” which I purchased from you fourteen months ago, they being in con-

stant use ever since. I have had others; both from Singers and other manufacturers, and I find
mnone equal to yours, I strongly recommend them to whosoever may want sewing-machines for
neat and solid work, and ¢onsider them the best I have ever used.

any, respectfully yours, WM. DANGERFIELD,
Canada Prize Shoe 8tore, No. 297 Notre Dame st.

Messrs. C. W. Williams & C'o . ’ MONTREAL, March 22nd, 1867.
essrs, C. W. 2

DrAR S1krS,—The Sewing-Machine, “Singer Pattern,” fn P cully answered
our expectations. We bave not a single fault to find with i ade by you for ! has fully a

- and very cheerfully recommend any
person wantinga machine to purchase from you. b v J. & \{r HILTON,

Upholsterers and Cabinet-malkers, 61 Great St. James st,

.

. : MONTREAL, March 21st, 1867,
This is to certify that we have been using several of the No, 28inger Pattern Sewing-Machines
manufactured by Cst W. Williams & ((o., and that they have given u% entire satlsfactlgon in every
respect. We have no hesitation in recommending them to t ublic.

e
. VALOIS, LABELLE & Crr.,
‘Wholesale Boot and Shoe Manufmturéu, Jacques Cartier Bqua.re.

MONTREAT, April 11th, 1865,

GENTLEMEN,—The two * Singer Pattern No, 2” Sewing-Machines we purchased of you some
months ago, have givexEZuch sat :t‘actlon that we are pleased to give you this testimonial, We
have used quite a number of this style of machine, built by the Singer Co., and other makers, but
have never had any that worked so well as those of your make. The improvements you have
made zve tare lensed with, especially the feed-wheel, which never slips when oil or dirt comes
in con f-c " hﬁvcheermﬂy recommend them to all who may be in want of first-class machines
for boot and shog work, Yours respectfully, A, LAPIERRE & SONS,

‘Wholesale Boot and Shoe Manufacturers, 130 8t. Paunlst.
& S —

Messrs. C. W. Williams & ¢v. : . MONTREAL, April 11th, 1866,

GENTLEMEN,—The three Sewing.M; “ \ 3 111 purchased of you within
the lust (o yeafs, have proved 1o be afl you "recsmmonded tham bavios sceombiished vl my
work in a most satisfactory manner; and’it is with pleasure that I recommend them to all who
may need machinas for general talloring work, ' Of all the machines I have examined, I haye
geen none that equalled yours in good workmanship and finish, and aum satisfied that none can
surpass them in good operation, T am, gentiemen, yours x:esﬁctmuy, J.G, KENNEDY,

. emhan?’.l‘{ﬂm‘, 8t Lawrence Main street, Montrea],



MoNTREAL, March 22nd, 1867.
BMegsrs. C. W, Williams & Co. -

GENTLEMEN,—This is to certify that the Singer No. 2 Pattern Sewing-Machine that I bought
of you some time ago, has given me cntire satisfaction in every respect, and 1 consider it the
best of the Kind 1 ever saw. The needle protectop and feed are truly valuable instruments,

JOHN PERRY, Boot and Shoe-maker, Notre Dame st.

e

MONTREAL, March 21st, 1866.
Messrs. C. W. Williams & (9. » B
GENTLEMEN,—The Sewing-Machines which we purchased from you nearly a year ago, which
we believe you style your ““Singer Pattern No. 2,”” have been in coustant use ever sinee, and from
the complete satisfaction they have given us, we have great pleasure in adding this our testi-
monial to the large number you already possess. We consider your machines, with the improve-
ments yon have added, together with the extra quality of finish and workmanship, far superior
10 all others, and we have no hesitation in recommending them to all who are in want of such
for tailoring purposes. WM. T. GEMMILL & CO., Merchant Tailors, 162 Great St. James st,

P

MONTREAL, April 14th, 1866,
Messrs. C. W, Williams & Co. : .

DEAR S1rs,—Fifteen months ago, I purchased one of your Singer Pattern Machines, and have
had it in use ever since. I found it to be superior to any’l had ever before used, which induced
me ashort time ago to purchase of you another, which I find to be much improved over the first,
The feed-wheel of this is perfeetion. 1t is with pleasure I can recommend these machines to the
public, as the best 1 have ever used, in every respect.

Hoping this may be of some use to you, 1 am, yours respectfully, ZEPHIRE LAPIERRE,
Wholesale Boot and Shoe Manufacturer, cor. Jacques Cartier SBquare and St. Paul sf,

SEWING-MACHINES.—With the exception of agricultural implements, perhaps there is no
Jabor-saving conirivance in which our readers, and pariicularly the lady portion of them, are so
much interested in as the Sewing-Machine, And, we presume, they will all be interested in a
short description of a visit we recently made to the Sewing-Machine Manufactory of . W. Wil-
liams & Co., ou Prince street, this city.

Oun entering the factory, the first object that attracted our attention was a very nice steam-
engine, which propels the different kinds of machinery used in this establishment. On the first
floor the forging is done, and the castings prepared for the finishing-shop. There is alsoone room
on this floor which contains proper machinery, and is devoted to the cabinet-work for the difie-
rent machines.. Passing to the second floor, we come to the finishing-shop, which contains some
very curious machinery, made especially for the manufacture of sewing.-machines, Several of
the machines we saw here for doing some of the most difficult parts of the work were built by the
said:firm, and are improvements on anything of the kind hsretofore used for the same purposes.
The most remarkable machine we saw was a selfcoperating cam-cutting or duplicating machine,
made at great expenss by this company; &nd the operation of this machine is truly wonderful.
By it they are able to accurately duplicate any kind or shape of cam that is ever used. In.this
room the different parts of the maehine are accurately made and fitted. From thence such as
require to be finished pass to the next floor above, the polishing-room, and the other parts to the
Jipanning-room, which is on the same floor, Mere, after going through the numerous operations
of polishing, japanning, and ornamenting, they are taken into the adjusting-room, where they
are put together, adjusted, and tested, ready for delivery.

We¢ have not room hiere to give an account in detajl of the different novel processes many
parts of these machines have to fass through. There seems, however, to be a special tool for
every différent part of each kind of machine, and these tools are so adjusted as to insure great
accuracy in their respective parts; so much so that, when finished, one part is practically an
exact duplicate of every other of its kind,

Of the different kind of sewing-machines built in this establishment, we have only room to
speak in general terms of several,’ Their family-machine seemingly possesses many advantages,
namely : asiraight necdle; sews direct from the original spools; has no belt or band; balance-
wheeol can berevolved either way without deranging the machine, the sewing being equally per-
fect, These machines make the double-loop stitch, which, besides being strong, durahle, and
elastic, will not rip; yet can be taken out with facility when desired, as in altering garments;
and when it is added that these machines will do_all the kinds of work that can be done on any
of the family machines now ™ use, and are retailed, all complete, for $25, we think a good case
has been made out in their favor. .

The Howe and Singer Machines, for manufacturing purposes, this firm build to great perfec-
tion. On the latter kind they have made some valuable improvements, viz.: a new feed-wheel
that will not sHp though oil or dirt'gets on it; a needle-protector that prevents the needles from
being broken by the shattle coming in contaok.

The Improved Howe Machine does the handsomest sewing of any sewing-machine extant,
being capable of using & finer needle for the thread than any other, From the testimonials we
have seen from some of the 1argest and most respected users of sewing-machines in this country,
relating tothe Howe and Singer Machines built by this firm, it is clearly shown that they are
unequalled in quality and price, We would recommend all who are interested in gewing-ma-
chines to call at_their salesrooms, No, 65 Great St. James street, and investigate for themselves
the gualities and merits of the different machiues this irm manufacture.

¢ believe this is the only complete sewing-machine manufaetorv in Lower Canada.—Daily

Witness, April 24, 1867,

HOME MANUFACTURE,

MESSRS, C. W. WILLIAMS' SEWING-MACHINE MANUFACTORY, PRINCE ST,, MONTREAL.

To encourage home manfacture should be the aim of every one who has the prosperity of the
country at heart, or, to be more local, the city, on the presperity of which his future success in
business depends. Nothlng i3 so great an instance of the growing imnortance of a city than the
establishment of manufactories, and every one that 18 created should b2 a source of satisfaction
to the gitizen., Among the imgort,ant manufactories_that have lately started is the Sewing-Ma-
chine Manufactory of Messrs, C. W. Williams & Co,, Prince st., a visit to which will be found of
unusudl interess, and will well repay the tronble taken. The manufacture of the sewing-machine

s,



requires mechanieal apparatus and skill of the highest order; and both of these will be found in
the Messrs, Williamy' establishment, The public would be rather astonished on entering thae
factory in Prince street to find the establishment so complete and extcnsive. The factory is
three stories in height, the second being used as the work-shop, where the machines are made.
Here are the different apparatus and tools of the finest charaecter, for the performance of the deli-
cate work required in the manufacture of sewin%-machines. The tools and machines, requiring
to be of the best steel, are very costly, and a small iron-looking frame will be pointed out to you
as worth many thousand doliars, This cuts steel or iron as a scissors divides paper. Another
punches five of six holes with ease and precision. The “ji%s 7 are a large and valuable family to
{he sewing-machine maker. Glancing at the other machinery, too numerous to mention, we
are taken up-stairs and shown the * Japan-room,” with a very hot furnace to dry the paint, and
then to the “finishing-room,” where the machines are finally put together and adjusted. A
fortnight is taken in passing the machine from the Japan to the finishing-room. This time is
necessary for the thorough drying and gilding of the machines, The first story of the building is
oceupied by the engine-room, and carpenters’ shop for doing the wood-work, &c. After this very
hasty run through the building, upoi arriving at Messrs. Williams’ Show-Room, Great 8L, James
street, we find eight different iingg of machines are made by the machine‘{y {\NII“ witnessed, and
there is one fact indisputable, that the maehines made by Messrs, C. W. Williams & Co., are
superior to any imported. This is beyond a doubt, for the machinery is perfect, and the greatest
care is taken in fiflshing the machine made in the Montreal establishment, The Messrs. Wil-
liams make a better article and sell it at a cheaper price than the i{nported one. Any whoare
sceptical will have every satisfaction by visiting the Show-rooms, 65 Great St. James st., where
the different machines may be seen at work. The following letters are taken from o number,
and will speak for themselves:

MONTREAL, March 21, 1868.
Messrs. C. W. Williams & Co. :

GENTLEMEN,—-We have much pleasure in commending your machines used by us for several
months. Heretofore, we have used, “from necessity,” the various American machines. We find
yours superior to any of them ; and we are pleased to testify that your manufactory precludes the
necessity of application abroed. We'believe that a knowledge of the excellence of your machines
will render them universally sought. g ©~Yours, &c., BROWN & CHILDS.

MONTREAL, Feb. 22, 1863.
Messrs. . W. Williams & Co. 22, 1863

GENTLEMEN,~We have in our manufactory more than forty machines, among them are some
from every celebrated maker in the United States; and we have pleasure in saying that none has
given us better satisfaction than the ten machines we have of your make, of the Howe & Binger
pattern. While your machines are equal i& everg resptergt;l toeig;%%rigeggnx}sg,iggd prices less, we

ntire s ;
see no reason why you should nqt recei’v(%> h rseti'u Iy, pal ag AMES, MILLARD & €O,

Noone can have any excuse for purchasing foreign-made machines when we have better
ones made at home. Hundreds of Messrs, Williams’ machines are in use in the city, and all are
spoken of in‘the bighest termas,—Montreal Evening Telegraph,

THE MONTREAL TEA COMPANY,
WO. 8 EXTOSPITAIL STRERT,
_ ’MONTQE*AL.

Tt has been established by the ‘best meédical authority that 'one-half the netydus diseases are
caused by drinking impure Lgﬂn THE MONTREAL TEZ COMPANY, in directing the attfzntion
of Farmers, Hotel-Keepers, (,ountn{l Stores, and the numerous consumers of their Tean}‘have
pleasure in informing them that they have recently imported a large quantity of Fine, Fresh,
and Fragrant NEW SEASON TE%?, t}w}}\ieh ha.v% b(leen chosen for their intrinsic gyortp, eeping
in mind health, economy, and-a high degree tg tg easure in drinking them; and whieh will be
sold at the smallest possible proﬁt.ﬁ:i 785%\' é]g i, }gr consumers 15¢. to Mcﬁperlpound. We cag
highly recommend our. 60c., 65¢., an o ng%& eakfast; 60c, and 66¢. Uncolored Japan an
best at75¢.; and Young Hyson, at 70¢., "}‘cﬁ’ a q. Boes and best af iliw being verg‘%g,pes anaif;é
and are very strong and rich in flavor. These ~eq8 are put up in 12, 15, 0, and 2D, X i,
warranted pure and free from polsonous Substanoes, o O Lo L L o pmmediately on
box, sent carriage free to any railway station In Canada, W will b ferwareed Iei o, o0
receipt of the order by mail, containing money, ordi o modey can be coliect ted on ded $10ytoysave
pressman, where there are express offices. In sending or V:'rl;;‘ rg S sib. box would be' i i
gXPen,ues, 1t will be better to send money with the order. " ﬁ A a, 100 mut.r )
Wo or-three, clubbing together, could divide. We warrant & o Teas we sell to give en ‘b
satisfaction. It they are not satisfactory, they can be returned at our expense. A saving cag e
effected by purchasing the Tea in half chests, Weighing about 40 or 50 1bs., as, on an average, there
is one t0 two pounds over-weight. Post-office orders and drafts made payable to the ontreal
Tea Company, 8 Hospital street, Montreal.
BLACK TEA.—Engiish Breakfast, Broken Leaf, Strong Tes, 45¢., 50¢.; Fine Flavored New
. il .y i Al
Season ‘,10";.550'13.60‘3'- and 85¢,; Very Best Flayored do., 750.;g Sound Qolong, 45¢.; Rich Flavored
do, 6lc.; Very Fing do., do, #5c.; Japan, Gond Boew bo2.; Fine, c.; Very Wine, tse.; Finest, 7oc.
GREEN TEA.—Twanky, 50c., &5e., ar . 70e.; Fine do., 75¢. 3
Very Fine, 8¢.; Superfine and véry dhmolce?g‘i';’ Foun, uggggﬁ% i?css’cw, "Hxtra Superfine do., $L.
Teas not mentioned in this eircular o

ual Tea gould be sent for
60c. and 70¢. ; very good for common pur%osélsf Sheap. An ‘e:f;cellent. Mixed Tea g

Wo have sent over one hundred thousand pounds of Tea to different parts of the Dominion,
and receive assurances everg day of it h&ViI'xﬁ]given entire satisfaction, Qur Teas are not colored
with mineral dye to make them look well. - They should, therefore, only be judged by tasting.

.



J. D. LAWLOR,
SEWING-MAGHINE NANUPACTURER.

I MANUFACTURE

SEWING-MACHINES,

FOR ALL KINDS OF WORK, FROM THE FINEST TO THE HEAVIEST,

And I keep constantly on hand various styles of the following celebrated Machines :—The Singer,
Howe, &Atna, Florence, Wheeler & Wilson, Button-hole, and Wax-thread Machines.

Persons about to purchase will please observe that I build no Chain-stitch Machines. The
Machines I manufacture make the k-stiteh alike on both sides, which will not rip nor ravel.

PRICES: FROM $25 AND UPWARDS.

1 warrant all Machines made by me superior in every respect to those of any other maker in
the Dominion, while my prices are less.

PARTICULAR NOTICE.

The undersigned ig desirous of securing the services of active persons in all parts of the Do-
minion, to act as local or travelling Agents for the sale of his celebrated Sewing-Machines. A
very liberal salary and expenses will be paid, or commission allowed. Country Merchants, Post-
masters, Clergymen, Farmers, and the business publiogenerally, are particularly invited to give
this mafter tneir attention, as 1 can offer unparalleled inducements, and at the same time the
cheapest as well as the best Bowling-Machines now before the public,

I desire to place my Bewing-Machines, not only in the mansions of the wealthy, but in the
s« humble cottages” of thg poorer classes (who most need machines), and the prices are such as
will come within the reach of all. Consequently, 1 court the assistance of all parties who would
lesson the labor of women, or increase their own happiness, by introducing a really meritorious
¢t labor-saver.” Ifcostly Machines are wanted, I furnish them. But good faith and the advance-
ment of ay patrons’ interests require me to say, that g0 far as respects the practical usesof a
Sewing-Machine, it is quly necessary that purchasers should exercise their preference as to the
style they want or have the means to purchase. :

SEND FOR PRICE LISTS. CIRCULARS, AND PHOTOGRAPHS OF MACHINES,

R )

PEGGING MACHINES AND BOOT AND SHOE MACHINERY REPAIRED AT
FACTORY, 48 NAZARETH STREET.

ALL KINDS OF SEWING-MACHINES REPAIRED AND IMPROVED AT

865 Notre Dame street,
o , MONTREAL

And 22 FJohn street,
QU EBEC.

6~ All Machines warranted, and kept in repair one year WiITHOUT CHARGE. “BR
Orders will receive prompt attention immediately upon reception. No charge made for

packing or shipping Machines. Drafts, made payable to J. D. Lawlor or order, can always be
sent with safety, and without fear of 1oss. Address, in all cases,

. | J. D. LAWLOR,
MONTREAL,



Worthen & Baker’s
PATENT HAND-LOOM,

The Hand-Loom weaves Tweed, Unlon Cloth,
Satinett, Jeans, A1l-Wool Flannel, &c.

Also, Manufacturers and Dealers in Cotton and
g;che{'& Warps, Shuttles, Bobbins, Reeds, Harness,

C., &C.

For further particulars, address, with stamp,

WORTHEN & BAKER,

CoATICOOK, P.Q., or Porr Horg, ONT.

NITROUS OXID!

FOR

EXTRACTING TEETH

WwWithout Pain,

!

AT

DR. J. A. BAZIN’S

I@D@mﬁ@l Rooms,

36 BEAVER HALL TERRACE.

ARTIFICIAL TEETH ON ALL APPROVED BASES.

IJ’AUR’O}E“E'—This Weekly Family N 1 ¢ £ the French Pro-
““testants of Canada and the Ul‘ﬂ,mleggpaper is published in the interesto renc

! teq, and it nefit in the Kducational
Establishments of the Dominion, and in.any place hare tne Froneh ?::xxléuave is studied. Sub.

scription $1.00 per annum, payable in 3 v - aux-T"
Montreal,sP. Q. + FaY advance. Address L. 1. RIVARD, Pointe-aux-Trembles,

.

- - A
YOUNG LADY (English), desires an engagement, as Resident (foverness, in & Gentleman’s
hl} f‘aﬁily. English, rench, Music, Singingg and Drawing. Addresg D. C., WITRESS Office,
ontreal.



TOURISTS AND TRAVELERS

Will find the largest and best assortment in Canada, of

HIGE-POWER BINOCULAR

OPERA  BLASSES =2

FIELD GLASSES,
MARINE GLASNES,

Having Acbhromatic Lenses, and possessing the highest magnifying power, with, clegrness of de-
finition, without the usual strain on the eyes, '

— ALSO—

The Celebrated Brazilian Pebble

SPECTACLES AND EYE-GLASSES,

IN GOLD, SILVER, STEEL, AND TORTOISE-SHELL FRAMES.

AT
HENRY SANDERS,
OFPTICIAN,
NO. 141 GREAT ST. JAMES STREET,

OPPOSITE THE OTTAWA HOTEL,
MONTREAL.

—

Magic and Dissolving-View LANTERNS.
PRICE LISTS ON APPLICATION.

MATHEMATICAL DRAWING INSTRUMENTS, THEODOLITES,
LEVELS, CIRCUMFERENTERS, SCALES, TAPES,
CHAINS, T-fQUARES, RULES,

Electrical, Galvanic, Magnetic, and Telegraphic Instruments, Maker of Induction Coils, and
every kind of Galvanic Battery known, including Smee’s, Daniell’s, Bunsen'’s, and Grove's, for
Electro-Platers and Gilders, Covered Copper Wire, Binding Screws, Porous, Stone, and UGlass
Cells, and General Philosophical-lnstrument Maker,



ROGERY ABYSSIZIAM
HAIR REGENERATOR.

It is an absolute fact that this preparation, if properly applied, will restore to {ts natural color
Grey Hair, It willalso, in most cases, produce a new growth where the hair bas fallen off. It
has no appearance of a dys—it is perfectly clean, and will not soll the finest linen. After a few
applicatious the hair will become beautifully soft and glossy, and all unpleasant itching of the
scalp will disappear. The above we state as facts, which we are ahle to prove by the number of
cerlificates we have already received.- We bave been kindly permitted the use of the following:

MONTREAL, Apri, 1868.
Messrs. John Rogers & Co. : .

GENTLEMEN,—Since you have asked my opinion of your % Ahyssinian Hair Regenerator,” I
take great pleasnre in stating that ot all similar (f'fepmtlons 1have used (and I have tried many),
noue hias given me such great satisfaction—1 find it cleaner, more efficacious, and far more agres.
able. Should this be'of service to you, you are are at perfect liberty to male use of it.

W. WESTLAKE.

e

MOXNTREAL, April, 1868,
Messrs, John Rogers & Co. :

GENTLEMEN,—] am happy to be able to state that, after having used a considerable number of
Hair Restorers in my business as a Halr-Dresser and Perfumer, I have come to the conclusion
that your Abyssinian Hair Regenerator, iu point of color, restom(nlg and cleanliness, surpasses
§hom all. ‘1 have tried it on some of my mmost difficult subjects, and the result Wafsiﬁilx‘l He%ch case,
highly sati TY. 5.
ghiy satisfactory Hair-Dresser and Perfumer, 146 Great St, James st.

ROGERS’

COMPOUND ELIXIR

OF THE PHOSPHATES,
OR

FERRO-PHOSPHATED CINCHONA CORDIAL.

sach table-spoonful of this preparation contains one grain of each of the Phosphate of Iron
andri?hos phate of Lime, and three grains of the Extract of Yellow Cinchona Bark,

Stimulant and Tonie it will be found invaluable, and in all diseases, either of a serofulous
nat\‘}rse?or g'lilsing from imperfect nutrition or impoveleshed blood, it wm' offer speedy and per-
maunent relief,

1t is particularly adapted to persons of sedentary habits; and for those who, suffering through

éndigestion, lack energy and spirit, and have no inclination for business, it will be found most
eneficial.

The following is an extract of a letter with which we have been favored from one of our lead-
ing Physicians: :

' : MONTREAL, 11th April, 1868.
M. F. Rogers: :

SIR,—Sinee the introduction of your Compound Elixir of Calisays and Phosphates of Iron and
Bark, I'havo frequently proscribed 1t o my patients with the moat. ctory results. The pre-
D s thbresented o the public in a very elegant form; and I bave oo doubt that when its
valuable therapeutic action in diseases arising from an {mapoverisbed state of the b)oodi‘has been

A AR i roval. Ishall bave much pleasure
in recommending 1 Cf the Profession, it will receive their app! i

JOHN ROGERS & CO., -
. CHEMISTS & DRUGGISTS,
188 GREAT ST, JAMES STREET,

MONTREAL-
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CRAPTERIV.
“Words are lighter than the gleam
“Of the restless ocean spray ;
“Vainer than the trembling shadow,
‘‘That the next hour steals away.
* By the fall of summer raindrops, »
“Is the air as deeply stirred;
“ And the rose-leaf that we tread on,
“Will outlive a word.

“Words are mighty : words are living
“Rerpents with their venomous stings;
¢ Or bright angels, crowding round us,
‘' 'With heaven’s ligkt upon their wings.
% Every word has its own apirit, '
¢Troe or false, that never dles;
¢ Every word man’s lips have uttered,
st Echoos in God’s akies.” -
—.Adelaide Proctor, ’

And for mistaken BEdna, how did she feel,
after her burst of passion, and after spurn-
ing the love she knew to be go true? Poor
child, she sought her darkened room, and
burying her face in her hands, she sat for
an hour, mourning and weeping like some
wounded ereature. She was not a girl who
would speak of her sorrow to othexs; and,
perhaps, for this very reason, it had a deep,
lasting effect on her whole frame, which it
would be months, or years, hefose ghe conld
shake off; for, if sorrow has no omtlet, it
must prey on the strength, eating away the
very vitals of our happiness and hesalth,
o Edna was roused by Selina’s sharp voice

in the hall, and, with hers, she distinguished
those of Dr. and Miss Ponsenby. * Oh,”
she said {o herself, «I ghall have to meet
these people, and I am mure to betray what
has happened; and be reproached and
blamed by all but Selina ; and she will re.
joice over her work, for it waa hes stinging
words goaded me on. Oh, it is terrible ; I
wish I were dead.” But again rang in her
ears the WOI&S, '

¢ QOh, sweet, pale Margaret, Oh, rare pale Mar-
garet,

“ Yook down, and let your blue eyes dawn upon
me, through the jasmine leaves ; ”’

and she exclaimed passionately: ¢ But I
wonld not be trified with; he did net be-
have a8 he ought. Oh, why did he do so,
and bring all this misery on me ? I wish,
I wish I were dead. And yet I must smo.
ther these feelings; I must look calm and
agreeable—must appear as usual. Could I
not plead s headache?! But then, I am so
soon to leave, and I do not wish to grieve
my kind friends.” ‘

At this moment her father passed the
door, on his way to-the dining-room, and -
said, . . - :

¢ Come, little girl, here’s the Doctor;
come and see him. - Perhaps he will pre--
seribe something to bring the roses back to
your pale cheeks.” '

So Edna had no choice but to go. Hav- -
ing bathed her eyes, and amoothed her hair, -
ghe entered the dining-room. Selina had
not yet returned from her apartment, whi-
ther she had gone to remove her bounet and
cloak. Miss Ponsonby greeted Edna with
warm kindness, kissing her sffectionately ;
and the Doctor, rising, end leading her di-
rectly under the chandelier, scanned her
face curiously, saying,

« Your father says you are not looking
woell, Miss Edna ; and, really, I think he js
not far wrong. If I might venture to give
an opinion,” he added, releasing Edna, from
his trying serutiny, “I should say that
your paleness does not proeeed from hodily
ailments; more likely from heartache,”
he said, significanily shaking his head:
« How is the gentleman with the long robe ¢
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" Nothing wrong in that quarter, eh ?

«Wrong ! " exclaimed Mr. Clifford ; ¢ its
my belief that fellow Leighton can hardly
de anything wrong. Never saw such a fine
young man. I should, indeed, be sorry to
see anything wrong in that direction. Not
much danger, little rosebud, is there ? 7’

But Edna appeared engrossed in conver-
sation with Miss Ponsonby, and made no
reply ; yet not one word of what Mr. Clifford
had been saying escaped her, and she
scarcely knew what she was talking about
to Miss Ponsonby. Suddenly, Selina en-
tered the room, and going directly to where
Edna was sitting, she exclaimed,

¢ Edna, what in the world have you done
orsaid to Ernest Leighton ? I met him when
I was driving home, and he looked like a
walking ghost ; he passed me without taking
the slightest notice. What is the matter?”’

Poor Edna looked so perfectly wretched
that her father interposed, and said,

¢ Come to me, my child, and tell me
~what is wrong.”

Edna, rising, took her seat near her fa-
ther, laid her icy-cold hand on his, and
said, with forced calmness,

«The matter is simply this: for some
time, I have seen that I was but a restraint
to Mr. Leighton’s actions; and, to-night, I
entirely freed him from his engagement to
me. So,perhaps, you may now understand
my anxiety to leave home.”

Her father gazed at Edna for some min-
utes, sadly and earnesily ; then rose hastily,

-and began pacing the room. - Miss Ponsonby
“looked at Edna with unfeigned astonish-
ument ; while the Doctor, his elbows resiing
on his knees, scanned her face from under
his great shaggy eyebrows, and muttered,
« Humph! ”

Selina at length broke the silence, by re-
marking, :

¢ It is just what I expected. Edna is ob-
stinate and wilful ; Ernest, thoughtless and
fond of gay company. And, for my part, I
.never did believe in boy and girl love, and
schoolboy’s couriship.”

s Probably not, Miss Selina, or in any

.other kind of courtship,’’ said Doctor Pon-
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sonby ; ‘people seldom have faith in such
things, unless they have experienced them.”

t No, indeed,” replied Miss Clifford, not
heeding the Doctor’s rather plain hint, ¢ I
am thankful to say, I was too well brought
up to have any such foolish thoughts in my
head when I was a child.”

¢ Ah, indeed, Miss Clifford,” said the
Doctor; * well, you certainly do credit to
your bringing up.”

Mr. Clifford rose and left the room. Edna
soon followed him, after bidding good-night
to Doctor Ponsonby and his sister, the latter
of whom said,

¢« I shall be with you in half an hour, my
dea®™

«Very well,” replied Edna, wearily.

She sought her father’s study.” Mr. Clif-
ford was sitting, his arms resting on the
table, and his head buried in his hands.

¢ Oh, my child, my child,”” he said, re-
proachfully, as Edna knelt beside him, and
laid her hand on his arm, ¢ you little know
the sorrow you have brought upon yourself.
How different it would have been had your
dear mother lived. I would rather have
died, my Edns, than that you should have
brought this suffering and sorrow upon your-
gelf. You have too much the spirit of your
poor father ; and oh, Ednz, Edna, God in
his meroy grant you may never suffer forit,
as I have done. But I cannot bear to speak
of it; it brings memories to me, my child,
the very thought of which is agony.”

Edna conld say nothing; she was per-
fectly wrelched. Her father’s sorrow on
her account, and the misery which her con-
duot seemed to occasion him, gave her far
more pain and sorrow than his reproaches
could have done. If he had blamed her, it
would have aroused in her breast a spirit of
opposition ; but his loving, pitying words
subdued her. She could only crouch beside
him, and lean her head on his arm in
speechless anguish, never in the least at-
tempting to justify herself. At length, Mr.
Clifford said,

« You must leave me, my daughter. Er-
nest has ever been to me a8 & dear and
valued son, and I grieve on his account. I
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can only trust and Pray that you may rea-
lize the misery you are occasioning e’er it
be too late.” ’

s Recall him!” exclaimed Edna, «I
never will. It is-not my fault. Why did
he treat me as he did? why did he neglect
me?”’

“I know nothing of your reasons, my
<hild, nor ean I bear to listen to them now,”’
her father replied, « Good-night, my Edna;
good-night, my poor little motherless child.”

Edna rose, and leaving the room, passed
into her own, where she found Miss Pon-
sonby awaiting her, who, as Edna entered,
rose and said, .

“I have not time to sit and talk with
you, Edna, for John has called me twice
already. Edna,my poor child,” she added,
laying her hand on hershoulder, ¢ you have
done very, very wrong. Nothing could
justify you in deciding so hastily ; not even
if Mr. Leighton had acted most dishonorably,
would you have been right in breaking,
without sufficient consideration, a tie so
binding. If you had given Ernest time to
explain himself, and then, on mature
thought, made your decision, it wounld have
been very different.”

“You do not suppose, for one moment,
that Ernest would act dishonorably ! ex-
claimed Edna.

¢ No, I donot,” replied her friend ; ¢ and
for that reason, I think you are the more to
blame. But, my poor child, there is little
use talking to you now; I only trust that
when you feel weary and heavy laden with
this burden, which you, my echild, have
chosen to bear, that it will lead you to Him
who is meek and lowly in heart, and you
will then find the rest to your soul, which
you will s0 much long for. Giod bless "you,
my poor child,” added Miss Ponsonby,

‘“and lead you to Himself, though it be by
the paths of aflliction.»

She left the room, and Edna sank into a
low chair, and buried her face in her hands.
“Oh, why was I born to be 8o miserable }
she exclaimed ; * why, if God loves me, did
he leave me motherless, with no one to show
me what I ought to do? for, oh, I think my
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mother would have been so different— would
have been able to understand all much bet.-
ter than any one else. Oh! mother, mo-
ther!”’ she cried, looking up with stream-
ing eyes, and gazing through her tears at
thesweet face which hung above her, ¢ why
did you leave your poor child ? "’

Edna waited until the noise of voices was
stilled, and the house was quiet once more,
then gathering together all the little re-
membrances she had ever received from
Ernest, she laid them ready to be tied up
together, Some of these had been given to
her when a child, and it was, indeed, a
strange collection. Pressed and withered
flowers ; a lock of light-brown, wavy hair;
several books ; her engagement-ring, which,
only three months ago that very night, Er-
nest had placed on her finger, when sitting
in that room together, the bright June moon
shining in upon them approvingly, as if
blessing their young love. Beside these
were many little ornaments, all proofs of
Ernest’s love. The lock of hair, the ring,
and Ernest’s likeness—a small daguerreo-
type in a locket—were the last articles
brought out. Over these Edna lingered
long and mournfully, ere she could make
up her mind to lay them with the others,
and thus part forever from objects so deax.
Atlength all were sealed up, and with a
trembling hand, she addressed them to Er-
nest. Looking at her watch,she saw it was
after three o'clock ; so, slowly rising, she
went to her chamber, and throwing herself
on her bed, she fell into a troubled slamber.
She was awakened by the sun pouring his
glorious beams in at her window. At first,
the poor girl could hardly account for the
dreadful weight on her breast, but suddenly
the sad recollections of the previous day,
which seemed so long ago, burst upon her ;
and, hiding her face in the pillows, she
sobbed out,

¢Oh, why did I ever wake up? Why
did not God, if He is so loving and kind, let
mo sleep forever, and not wake .again to all
this life of misery?! I wish those Wynd-
gates bad never come here. There's that -
Margaret, with her sweel, pious look | I
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always hate such sanctimoniouslooking
people ; they have been the whole cause of
my trouble; I was happy before they
came.”

The bell for breakfast aroused her, and,
hastily arranging her disordered apparel,—
for she had never removed her dresg—she
went into the dining-room. Charlie was
not down to breakfast, as was often the case.
Mr. Clifford seemed absorbed in thought;
and even Selina wasunusually silent. Edna
swallowed a cup of coffee, and, soon excus-
ing herself, she returned to her sitting-room,
bright with the morning sunbeams. She
sat down at once, and wrote to Winnifred,
for she felt she could not trust herself to go
to the house. She told her friend that she
thought Ernest was much to blame; and
concluded with the hope that she would not
forsake her, offering to correspond with her,
and trusting that this unhappy affair would
not estrange one who was as a sister to her.
¢ Oh, Winnie, Winnie,”’ she wrote, *“ don’t
forsake your old friend. I cannot bear to
think that you will change.” Edna was
directing the envelope, when Charlie burst
in, exclaiming,

¢ Selina says that you have sent off
Leighton ; but I don’t believe her. Itisn’t
true, is it, Neddy ?

“ If you mean that I have broken off my
engagemént with Mr. Leighton, you are
correct,”’ said Edna, rather angry at being
thus intruded on.

“Then you're & fool!’ replied her
brother, passionately. ¢ Girlsare all alike.
There’s Jessie Wyndgate been hothering
Lionel to take her to a concert at G- ,
where they came from, when she knows
if he gets for one evening among his old
companions, he’ll be just as bad as ever;
and here are you, sending about his busi-
ness one of the best fellows that ever lived,
just for some whim or other. I'd like to
know what reason you gave him.”

“Until you are calm,” said Edna, «“1
will not tell you anything; nor as long as
you use such vulgar language. Have you

, learnt that in Mr. Lionel Wyndgate’s com-
pany ? "
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¢ Oh, that’s the sore point, isit? ** sneered
her brother. “If you only knew Ernest’s
reasons—but I won’t tell you, for you don’t
deserve to know ; but you’ll repent of this,
as sure as your name is Edna Clifford !’
and Charlie went out of the room, banging
the door behind him.

Edna rose and locked it; then, fastening
up her letter, she laid it with the parcel ad-
dressed to Ernest; and, not daring to trust
herself, in case of delay, she rang for a ser.
vant, and told her to tell Larry to take them
to Mrs. Leighton’s. She then busied herselt
with some preparations for her journey,
hoping to exclude the bitter thoughts that
would arise. :

The next day was Sunday, but as it
proved wet, Edna did not go out. Perhaps
her chief attraction in attending church
was the singing with Ernest, for they were
the two principal members of the choir,
and usually took parts in the anthems.
Now she dare not trust her voice with his,
and could not bear the thought of breaking
down. Ere another Sabbath should dawn,
she would be many miles away from him
whom now she dreaded meeting. Soshe re-
solved to remain at home, telling her father
she had a bad headache.

The following day she was very busy
packing up; and on Tuesday she left her
home, with an aching heart. It made her
miserable to look at her father’s sad, care-
worn face, and to think how many months
would elapse before she might see him
again. Charlie came to Edna in the morn-
ing, and with real penitence, implored her
to forgive him for his hastiness.

#“You know, Neddy,” he said, “that I
love Ernest as a brother, and it grieved me
to think my sister should slight him. I
know I was in a passion, and said what I
should not ; but forgive me, Neddy dear.
I shall miss you so much; but you will
write me long letters, won’t you? Bring
me a bit of Pio Nono’s toe-nail, or a piece
of ice off the top of Mount Blane. Justput
it in your band-box, you know. But, cheer
up, Eddy ! perhaps you will find as good a
fellow as Leighton ; but I don’t believe it,
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anyhow. Good-bye, for I won’t see you
again.” Kissing her, he quitted the room,
brushing his coat-sleeve suspiciously over
his eyes, and leaving Edna uncertain as to
whether anger or sorrow most predominated.
Charlie’s words, implying that she merely
regrettéd the loss of an admirer whose
place might be filled by anyone else, an-
noyed her extremely. But he had left her
no chance of replying; and, now that he
was gone, all anger was lost in grief at
parting with her only brother, her loved
playmate,—good-natured and generous he
ever was, and much better-tempered, she
knew, than herself. Edna wept long and
bitterly, but was obliged to rouse herself to
Prepare for the sad parting with her father.
This was the hardest of all. He said little,
and appeared bowed down with sorrow.
The last Edna saw, ag she drove away, was
her father, standing at the door, shading his
eyes with his hand, and Selina waving her
handkerchief from the bed.room window.

Thus our heroine left her home, from un-
der whose roof she had never before been
absent for a single week. Gladly would
we follow her and her kind friend, in their
journey across the wide Atlantic; and in
imagination travel with them through sunny
France, and under the clear, de¢p-blue sky
of Italy; but space will not permit, and
we must leave them for a time, until again
we meet them, surrounded by the snow-
capped Alps.

CHAPTER V.

: Alas! how bitter are the wrongs of love !

. :;‘fe has no other sorrow so acute ;

« O;"' love 18 made of every firm emotion,

ot i‘;’;ﬁl‘o\m impulses, and noble thoughts;

“It nesue‘h’fothe stars, and dreams of heaven

«Love & ®8 ‘mid the flowers,and sweetens earth.
S 88Dpiring, yet is humble, t00;

Xadt another o'er itself,

4

‘ Wit;i::eet hean.homage, which delights to

:gtxxati;ﬂ;wh 1t worships; yet is fain to win
e 1dol to 1ts long gpg lowly home .

“Of deep affection, "Pis anWtter wreck
i Whl?rlesuch hopes pertap, From thatmoment

¢ Has in its depths g we!
~—L. E. Landon.

Edna'’s letter to Winnifypeg filled her with

11 of bitterness.”
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sorrow, yet threw light at once on Ernest's
strange conduct, which had been such a
mystery io her. She grieved deeply on her
brother’s account, and could not understand
what possible reason Edna could have for
disearding him whom she believed to be a
model of all that was good and noble. But
it made little change in her feelings towards
her old friend ; and she rather pitied her
than indulged any angry feelings at her
conduct. Mrs. Leighton felt less sympathy
for one who had thus, seemingly, so lightly
ruined the happiness of her only son. But
she said little, and did not forbid her daugh-
ter's correspondence with Edna.

To Mrs. Leighton, the thought of parting
with her only boy was a terrible grief.
But she determined to nerve herself for the
separation, and not add to her son’s sorrow
by her own selfishness. She well knew -
that Ernest could never bear to remain in
the place now, where, for so many years,
he had associated with Edna ; and, as for
herself, at present at least, she had no in-
tention of leaving L——.

It was not until after Edna’s departure
for Europe, that Ernest gave his sister an
opportunity of speaking on the subject of
which her heart was so full. One day,
Winnifred was sitting alone, working busily
with her needle, when her brother entered
the room. He came up to the window, and
drawing a chair close to hers, he sat down,
and taking her hand in his, said,

¢ Little sister, I want to speak to you.
Can you leave your work for a short
time ?*’ ‘

She locked at him for & moment, then
breaking down completely, she laid her
head on his shoulder, and burst into tears.

¢« Oh, Ernest,” she sobbed out, ¢ how
could she be so cruel? My poor, poor
brother.”

« Winnie,” he replied, his voice trem-
bling with emotion, ¢ you mustnotgive way
thus, but listen to me calmly. I cannot
speak with you much on this subject, but I
have something which I wish to say to you,
and I know my little sister will do what I
ask, for her brother's sake. I do not wigh
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you, Winnie, to make any echange in your
conduct or manners towards Edna Clifford.”
He stopped for a moment, then proceeded
slowly, ¢ Write to her as lovingly as ever;
let her feel that you will still be to her a
sister in affectionate regard. While she is
away, you will attend to her garden,—for
this I will gain Mr. Clifford’s permission.
But never, Winnie, mention my name to
her. Now, little sister, grieve more on her
account than mine ; and, Winnie, pray for
us both.”

¢« Well, I will do as you wish,”’ said his
sister ; ¢‘but what can I talk about in my
letters to Edna, if I ean’t speak of you ¢

« Poor little girl,”” said Ernest, fondly;
« remember, darling, that every one is not
so interested in your brother as you are.
You know, when you correspond with any
one, you should try to write about what will
bo pleasing to the person to whom you are
writing ; and no subject could be so distaste-
ful to Miss Clifford, as anything which con-
cerned me.”

After he had thus said what he hardly
believed to be true, Ernest kissed his sister
tenderly, and left the room. Perhaps he
had little idea how Winnifred’sletters would
be read, and re-read, and carefully searched,
to find any allusion to Winnifred’s brother ;
but, alas! Winnie was true to her promise,
though she often longed to open her breast

.to her friend, and tell her how anxious she
wag about her dear Ernest. Little did
Winnifred Leighton know of the terrible
struggle which passed through her brother’s
mind before he could speak to her ashe had
done. He was becoming a greater mystery

to her every day ; indeed, it was impossible
for a childish nature like hers to understand

a character of such depth of purpose, and

of such high prineiples as Ernest possessed.

Mr. Clifford knew that Ernest would
never consent to remain in L——; but the
thought of parting with him gave him
much trouble and anxiety. IHe felt he was
himself losing the vigor and energy of his
young days. For some time past he had
left the whole charge of the business with

Ernest, and to assume this responsibility
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onee again, secemed more than he conld
bear. It would be years before Charlie
could take Ernest’s place—indeed, his fa-
ther feared he never would do so. Though
Mr. Clifford felt that he ought to speak to
Ernest, he kept putting off the evil day.
He could not bear to look the truth in the
face, and indulged in the pleasing hope that
Edna would relent, and all be well again.

One day, some weeks after his daughter’s
departure, he was sitting in his office, dwell-
ing on this disagreeable subject, and wonv
dering how in the world he would ever
manage to get on without Ernest, when the
door opened, and the object of his thoughts
entered. The poor fellow was much
changed from the gay, happy looking young
man he had been a few weeks previous.
He appeared already to have grown old,
and a thoughtful, subdued manner seemed
to pervade all be said and did. Closing the
door behind him, and seating himself near
Mzr. Clifford, Ernest began turning over the
leaves of a large ledger which lay on the
desk.

« Are you looking for anything ?’”’ said
Mz. Clifford.

¢ No,” replied Leighton; “I wish to
speak to you about my leaving L——. You
will understand, Mr. Clifford, my feelings
in not wishing to remain hers. It is only
on my mother’s and your own account that
I regret being obliged to go. DBut as you
have ever been a kind friend to me—and
indeed, sir, I owe everything to you—I
wished to consult you on the matter.”

1 expected this, Ernest,” said Mr. Clif.
ford, “and have endeavored to bring my
mind to view it calmly, but I cannot. You
have been as dear to me a8 Iy OWn son;
and never, Ernest, have you caused me a
moment’s anxiety. I could leave town at
any time, and feel thal my business was
going on just the same as if I were present.
What I shall do without you, I don't know,
I am getting too old to put my shoulder to.
the wheel and push on, as I could in my
young days. And yet, my boy, I would not,
wish you to remain if you desire to go;
nor will I, for your sake, speak of the un-
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happy circumstances Which led to this.
But tell me what your plans are, and I will
only be too glad to give you any adviee I
can.”

<t Thank you,” said Ernest, warmly; “ I
thank you a hundred times for all the kind-
ness you have showed to me and to my
widowed mother. May God reward you.
In my occasional visits to the west, I met
with a family of the name of Austin, whom
my mother knew well when she lived in
B ; and who still reside there. One
of the sons is a lawyer, and has a fine prac-
tice in B , but he has been, for some
time, anxious to live in this part of the
world ; and, in writing to him the other
day, I propesed an exchange, with which
Le seems delighted. It now remains with
you, sir, whether Le will take my place or
not.”

“ Take your place ! ”’ exelaimed Mr. Clif-
ford; “no one can ever do tha{. But
what do you know of this young Austin ¢

¢t Not very much, it is. trune. Baut all I
know is very good ; and he has been well
brought up, and that is a great deal in his
favor.”

“ Yes, a great deal ; and there is no one
here whom I would care to take into my
office, I must confess. You think the fellow
is steady 7’ queried Mr. Clifford.

¢ Perfectly so, as far as I am aware,” re-
plied Ernest. ¢ He is rather a clever fel-
low, too; writes a good deal for the diffe-
rent publications and law-journals, and
some of his articles are very good; and a
man must have his head clear to write
well.”

“Very true,” said Mr. Clifford.  © I will
think the magtter over. I could give him &
stated salary o first, and then, if he suited
me, I might mgke him my partner. How-
ever, Leighton, ag I said, I will think the
matter over, and give you an answer to-
morrow. ButI am greatly troubled about

your leaving, (g people ‘don’t like
change.”

¢ But, Mr. Clifforq
man,’’ said Ernest,
“No, not very old; only—let me see—

» you are not an old
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fifty-eight ; but, it seems to me, I have been
been growing old very fast of late, and cares
seem to weigh upon me heavily; but this
is the greatest grief I have felt for many a
day. But, stay, Ernest,” he said, recalling
him. “How are you going to manage
about your mother? If I can be of any
assistance to her, I shall be very glad.”

¢ Thank you, Mr. Clifford,” answered
Leighton, ¢ my mother intends remaining
here, for the present at least. Before very
long, I hope to have a pretty good practice
inB » a8 I shall, in a measure, take
Austin’s place there, and be able to give my
mother as much towards her support asI
have while I have been with you. In the
meantime, she will have the interest of a
considerable sum I had saved from my
salary, and for which I will have no use
now. This, with her own income, will sup-
pori her comfortably.”

« It would be well, Leighton, if all
widowed mothers had sons as good as you
are,” said Mr. Clifford. ‘¢ And now, good-
bye, for the present.”

Mr. Clifford, after due. consideration, re-
solved to write to young Austin, which he
accordingly did, and was so much pleased
with the answers he received, that he de-
cided upon taking him into his employ;
and when he came up to make the final
arrangements, Mr. Clifford found that he
had not been mistaken in the opinion he
had formed of him from his letters.

Frank Austin was the second son of a re-
tired officer, who had been living forseveral
years in a flourishing city in the west.
Frank, though very young when called to
the bar, had already a good practice in
B Having had a great desire, for
some time, to live in Li——, he gladly took
advantage of the opening, and entered the
office of Mr. Clifford, of whom he had been
told a good deal by his friend Ernest. Of
course, Austin had heard nothing of the
engagement with Edna; and indeed, it was
not until some time after his removal to
L————, that he learnt that Mr. Clifford
had any other daughter than Selina. He
spent more of his leisure hours at Mrs.
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Leighton’s than with Mz. Clifford’s family,
and soon began to feel a great interest in
little Miss Winnifred, who, on her part,
was delighted in finding a ready listener
while she sang the praises of her darling
brother. Frank said little in reply to Win-
nifred’s earnest eulogiums, but he lent a
patient ear, and that was enough for
Winnie.

But now we must step into the Rectory
and see what changes have taken place in
the Wyndgate family during the last few
months. Lionel had at last, through Er-
nest’s endeavors, been induced to give up
his old companionsand amusements. More
than this, he had been led to see the evil of
his ways, and not only to abandon and for-
-sake the pleasures of sin, but to strive to
walk in wisdom’s ways, and endeavor, by
God’s help, to crush in his own heart the
hydra-headed monster, Sin; and—no longer
a slave to its follies and vices—to rejoice in
the liberty with which Christ makes his
people free, This, Lionel had not learnt
from his friend: for whatever may have
been the guiding principles of Ernest
Leighton’s life, he had never spoken to
‘Wyndgate of the things which belonged to
his eternal salvation. He strove only to
lead him to forsake vice, and lead a moral
life. He earnestly endeavored to induce
him to lay aside the filthy, tattered rags of
sin—the vile slough of the old serpent—
but did not show him where alone he could
find the pure raiment, washed white and
clean in the all-cleansing crimson streams
of Calvary. Thus the prayers of Lionel's
parents were at length answered ; and Mr.
Wyndgate heard from the lips of his son
the tidings which brought indeseribable joy
and thankfulness to his heart. Little had
the good Rector thought, while writing his
sermon in his quiet study, the previous
week, how its truths would be brought
home to the heart and conscience of his
wayward and wandering boy, by the mighty
power of the spirit of God. But the pro-
mise of Jehovah never fails; and has He
uot said, ¢ Whatsoever ye ask, believing,
ye shall receive,’” How often do we ask,
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hardly expecting an answer to our prayers;
being even surprised, when our petitions
meet with their fulfilment ?

Mr. Wyndgate at once wrote to Ernest,
thanking him, with all a father’s fervor,
for his kindness, and the interest he had
taken in his son. Lionel encloged a letter
to his friend, telling him of the great
change in his feelings, and asking him it
he could find him any situation in B—
as at present he felt he wasonly an expense
to his parents; and being still in debt to a
considerable amount, he was anxious to
obtain some employment. He would be
glad to be near Ermest, for he knew that
the society of his collegiate friends was not
of the most improving kind; and he did
not yet trust himself, feeling that there was
still danger of his being again led away by
his old companions. Ernest, after some
difficulty, and through the influence of
some of his friends, at length obtained him
a situation in a bank, and engaged rooms
for him at his own boarding-house. Lionel
removed thither in a few weeks, having
given up all thoughts of ever again study-
ing the healing art. Dr. Ponsonby, de-
clared that it was just what he would have
wished for two or three months previously,

'as it would be much better if all such rap-

scallions never took their degrees; but
now that Wyndgate had reformed, it was
too bad that he should leave the study of a
profession, in the practice of which he
might be the means of doing 80 much good,
not merely to the bodies, but also to the
souls of his fellowmen.

Mr. Wyndgate made no objection to the
change, for he had never favored Lionel’s
choice, knowing well the temptations to
which medical students are subject; and
how they too frequently become accustomed
to intoxieating drinks, from their constant
resort to them t0 nerve themselves to wit-
ness or take part in trying operations, or to
keep out the damp, sepulchral air in the
autumnal excursions of youthful anatomists,
The Rector was also glad that his son would
have the advantage of being intimately
associated with one who had been, under
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God, the means of working such a change
in him.

Thus the home circle at (he Rectory was
for the first time broken ; and much as the
whole family mourned Lionel’s loss,—and
he was a general favorite,—they felt how
greatly they should rejoice in the circum-
stances which occasioned his removal from
their midst. None felt more truly thankful
for the change in Lionel than did his sister
Margaret ; for none knew as well as she
from what he had been redeemed ; and her
heart overflowed with thankfulness to God
for His great goodness, and also to him that
had made such unwearied efforts to bring
back the prodigal son. As soon as she
learnt to whom they were all so much in-
debted, she wrote to Ernest, thanking him
most cordially for what he had done. - He
replied to her note; and if Margaret had
before felt gratitudé, she now experienced
the highest respect and esteem for Ernest,
who, in his turn, e¢duld not but admire the
noble, sisterly concern and affection mani-
fested by Margaret towards her brother;
Lionel also was constantly sounding her
praises in his ears. But where was Jessie
all this time ? And what did she think of
the alteration in her favorite brother and
quondam companion? Alas! Jessie was
too much oeccupied in somebody else’s
brother to feel as deeply as she would
otherwise have done, Lionel's loss. Be-
sides, he had lately heen so absorbed with
other interests and other companions, as to
leave little time to spare for his early play-
Mate; and so, though Jessie grieved at her
brother's departure, she was not quite so
inconsolable as she would have been had
she had ng ope to take his place. But who
Was the other one ?

CHAPTER VI.

® has an eye of the softest blue,
i
“ ;;:;e:l? W8S not that that won me
‘s ttle brigny drop from her soul was there,
‘L Tilslfhat that has undone me.
ux;:r t h:ve Pass'd that lovely cheek,
» berchance, my pegrt have left me,

“But the sensitive blush that came trembling
there,

“Of my heart it foreyey bereft me

“Oh! my o
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#I might have forgotten that red, red lip—
“Yet how ffom that heart to sever ?—
¢ Yet there was a smile from the sunshine
within,
“ And that smile I'll renember forever.”
—Charies Wolfe.,

Charles Clifford, as boys generally are at
his age, was rather susceptible to womanly
beauty and graces. Having never been in
the society of ladies, excepting that of his
sisters and Winnifred Leighton—with the
latter of whom, to tell the truth, he never
got on very well—he was at once struck
with Jessie's bright, gay beauty, so differ-
ent from his sister’s haufeur, and Winnie’s
confiding helplessness, and straightway was
deeply entangled in Cupid’s meshes, and
led blindfold by the ruthless little god.
Henceforth, he was restless and unhappy,
excepting when by Jessie’s side ; and most
dreadfully jealous of any unfortunate being
who was daring enough to take his place
in escorting her. Wasthisaffection, which
glowed so ardently in poor Charlie's
breast, reeiprocated ¥ I rather think so;
though Miss Jessie had something of the
spirit of a flirt in her composition ; and
when, after chattering and talking with
some swain or other, who was fortunate
enough to obtain one of her golden, sun-
shiny smiles, she would look up and see
Charlie gazing with angry glances at the
usurper of his lady's bright glances, she
would slip away frop her companion, and,
going up to Charles, say in her sweetest
accents, looking at him with her melting,
hazel eyes—

“1 hope you haven’t a headache, Mr.
Clifford? Could I not get you some co-
logne? I always feel for people who suffer
from headache.”

To which kind remark the lovewsick
youth would feel inclined to reply savagely,
¢« That he hadn’t a headache;” but could
not utter such words, after looking even
once at those sweet, up-turned eyes, and
would mutter something unintelligible, and
think what a fool he was. Then he would
ask her if she would go out with him the
next evening. Jessie would hesitate for
gome time,—murmur something about g
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previous engagement with Mr. Sharpe,—at
which Charlie would again grow desperate,
and begin once more to scowl. However,
as she would end by giving a partial con-
sent, he was obliged to keep silent till he left
the house, and he would make himself
miserable during the remainder of the
evening, by imagining how many things
might possibly or would probably occur to
prevent their intended drive, and as to whe-
ther Jessie really did care for that puppy
Sharpe, towards whom he felt ineclined to
exhibit a little muscular Christianity, send
him about his business, and tell him to let
Miss Wyndgate alone. However, notwith-
standing all these roughnesses in the path
of true love, it still proceeded on its way,
gaining strength with every step, and
courage with every new difficulty over-
come. Charlie had not yet finished his
college course ; and what path in life to
choose, he had not yet determined. If
Ernest had remained his father’s partner,
young Clifford had intended entering the
office ; but now Ernest was gone, there was
rio attraction there. He would rather have
gone into the navy than study for any pro-
fession ; but he was already too old to enter
the service, and besides, he had now an
object for which to work, if ever he could
bring his mind to do this. He imagined,
poor fellow, that if he was only sure that
Jessie loved him, he would be content to
toil day and night. It is very romantic to
imagine the bliss of working, with the af-
fection and constancy of a loved one to rely
upon ; but a different thing to labor against
the difficulties, overcomec the cbstacles
which all meet with in life; to plod stead-
ily, perseveringly on, hoping against hope,
until at last honest labor meets with its
reward, and a livelihood is gained. How
often did Charlie wish he had enough to
support himself and Jessie, (if he ever won
her.) It wassuch an intolerable bore, he
said, to have to sit in an office from morn-
ing till night, and scrateh, scratch until
your arm ached, and then, after all, not to
enjoy life, but look harassed and worried,
like his father ; and the boy kicked his feet
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together as he sat cn the bench in his
class-room, and wished he had a thousand
a year, and Jessie into the bargain.—
« Wouldn’t I be a jolly fellow,” soliloquized
he. ¢ But what on earth is going to be
done when I say Adoo, adoo, to my Alma
Mater, is more than I know.”

(To be Continued.)

Original.
BABYLON, AND OTHER
VISIONS.

BY ANON.

THE DOOM OF

A captive Jew speaks—
How fondly clings my exiled heart,
Jerusalem, to thee !
With rapid throb my puises start,
When thounghts of liberty
And hope of Israel’s return
Within my longing bosom burn.

O city ! blessed of our God,
No joy my soul hath felt «
Since thy loved streets my feet have trod,
And in thy courts I’ve knelt;
And though the voice of pralse is hushed,
And all thy power and glory crushed
Beneath an iron rod;
Though vainly )hy sons’ life-blood gushed
In streams to stain the sod;
‘When on thee fierce Assyria rushed—
Her eager hosts with conquest flushed—
Like eagles on their prey;
Yet still to thee my thoughts will stray,
And more I love to sadly trace
The lines of each familiar place
Graven on my memory ;
Than here to gaze on Babel's pride,
By broad Euphrates’ rapid tide—
Dread prison of our race !
Though broad and vast thy lofty walls,
And strong thy gates of brass,
When on thee God’s just anger falls,
Thy power shall from thee pass;
Thy name, inscribed on history’s page,
Shall publish still, from age to age,
Cruel oppression’s doom;
Shall tell that justice never sleeps—
That God a faithful record keeps—
Decrees the mode, the place, and time,
When men of cruelty and crime,
In every age, and every clime,
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Dire punishment shall meet;

And by His vengeance, sure and great,
Fill an unhonored tomb;

When tyrants, Who have spread dismay
And desolation round their way,

Shall prove themselves 3 helpless prey ;
‘When ruined empires from their dust
Shall own ambition’ raging lust,

Like a foul worm within a grave,
Unsatisfied, shall ever crave.

Nations, by thy destruction swept;
The feasts of blood which thou hast kept;
Theorphan’s tears; the captive’s cries ;
Each city which in ashes lies,

To Him who reigns above the ekies,

Against thee have appealed ;

Axd, in His own appointed hour,
His arm of unresisted power

O’er thee shall be revealed,

Thy children dashed againsi the stones;

Thy daughters captive led;

Streets, silent all, save for the groans

Of the dying with the dead,

Shall s0on repay thy captives’ nioans

And blood, which thou hast shed.
Ages shall slowly pass away
‘Without relief ofthy decay;

And every effort shall be vain
To find upon the desert plain
The place, where now is held thy reign !

Lo! before my enraptured gaze
Approaching scenes unfold.

Amid the banquet’s brilliant blaze,

Where wantons dance, and music plays,

And ribald song, and sparkling wine

Their maddening pleasures all combine,

The splendid golden vessels shine,

‘Which had, in happier days,

Jehovah's sacred shrie adorned,—

Polluteq now, alas! and scorned.

‘Why pause the dancers in their round ?
Why falls the goblet from the grasp ?
Tyrant—why thus in borror gasp,

While silence, awful and profound,

Reigns in that festive hall ?

A mystic Writing on the wall,
Belshazzar dgoms to dreadful fall,

From all hig greatness to the grave—
From life to sudden death.

Ob! well may dreaq suspend thy breath,

And chain thee like a slave;

Vain now is all thy strength to save,

For in this ¢ very night?
Has passed away thy vaunted might,
And pever more shall greet thy sight
The joyful beams of morning light,
Within thy palace Death now waits
To claim thee as his own ;
The Heaven-sent Persian bursts thy gates,
And from thy lofty turrets wave
His flags of freedom for the slave—
Babylon is o’erthrown !

Yet oft again shall the sad cry
Of Jacob’s seed, in sore distress,
Before their father’s God on high,
Petition pardon and redress;
And though they have “rebellions” proved—
Have feebly served, and coldly loved—
His plighted promise stands unmoved—
He will His people bless,

Vision on visiont meets my sight:
Now all around spreads gloomy night—
Now break forth beams of dazzling light~
Here Israel’s hosts victorious stand,
While gentle Peace smiles on the land
Here now—a sight of shame and woe,
Cowards! they fly before the foe—

Fling away shield and brand,
And fall an unresisting prey,
Scattered in wide and wild dismay !

‘What heart-appalling scene appears
In the dim light of distant years ?
I see—I see the Crucified—
His glazed eye—His pierced side.
The sun in darkness veils his face;
Buried saints leave their resting place;
Rent is the veil, and burst the rock;
The quaking earth reels with the shock;
A Mighty One hath died;
And high above the gazing crowd
I hear His last triumphant ery,
From blood-stained cross to darkened sky,
Ascending clear and loud.

That scene has vanished; but once more,
What countless steel-clad legions pour
Ruin on Judah now ?
Alas ! Rome’s widely-conquering swora
The crown hath stricken from her brow;
The chosen people of the Lord
Before the heathen bow.
«Qcattered and peeled; ” scorned and despised R
Downtrodden by the uncircumeised,
They bear a dreadful doom ;
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‘While amid scoffs, which sting and burn,
Their hearts to Salem sadly turn,
Like mourners to a distant tomb.

‘What glory, rising o’er my race,
Shines like approaching day,

With power all darkness now to chase
For evermore away ?

The bow of promise in the cloud,

Though shadows may a moment shroud,
T.oses no splendid ray

Of all the beauty light supplies

To that grand wonder of the skies.,

And though our God in anger hide
His face from us awhile,

/On all who in His truth confide,
His love again shall smile.

I see the tribes so long oppressed,

From north and south, from east and west

Like doves returning to their rest.

Before that power which rules supreme,

Fierce storms subside to calm;

The past appears a troubled dream,

And all their wounds find bala.

Kings, princes, yea, all earthly powers,
Yield to His sovereign sway;

The Lord—the mighty Lord-is ours,
And leads them on their way.

The Father calls His children home,

XNo more as wanderers to roam

O’er foreign lands or ocean’s foam.

His gracidus promises fulfilled,

His people chastened but not killed,

Preserved and led, with constant care,

To their own land, shall dwell in safety there.

* Original.

THE AMERICAN MACKEREL FISH-
ERY IN THE GULP OF ST.
LAWRENCE.

BY ARTHUR HARVEY, OTTAWA.

(Continued.)

In a work called « The Industry of Mas-
sachusetts, 1865,” an offieial report on the
capital invested in, and the produets of every
description of industrial pursnit in the
Commonwealth, I find some further state-
ments on the subject. Gloucester is the
chief seat of the mackerel fishery, Boston
being but a bad second. Why this should
be, I can hardly say, though the fishermen
tell me they prefer Gloucester, hecause a
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schooner can lay in her whole outfit there,
in one store; while in Boston several must
be visited for the purpose.

Under the head of ‘“Gloncester,” I find
(p. 142), ¢“ Mackerel and cod fisheries : ves-
sels employed in, 341; tonnage, 24,450 ;
bbls. of mackerel taken, 154,938; value,
$2,190,562 ; value of cod-fish, $706,425;
capital, 81,865,700 ; hands employed, 4,590,
besides 12 vessels employed in catching
bait; 720 tons; 100 hands employed ; 1,400
bbls. bait caught ; value, 875,000.” In the
whole Commonwealth, it is said (page 165)
that there are 1,000 vessels, of 117,146 tons
burthen, taking 283,000 bbls. of mackerel,
worth $1,866,837 ; employing 11,518 hands.

This is evidently an absurd statement.
I see that an error occurs as to the value
taken, because the value of the catch of all
Massachusetts is said to be less than that of
Gloucester alone , and I notice that a good
many towns omit in their returns,—some
the number, some the tonnage of vessels,
some the quantity, some the value of their
take. All these are, of course, omitted in -
the totals, and tend to decrease them. Were
I to reconstruct the table from the data fur-
nished in the body of the book, which a
careful and experienced statist can do with
at least as much accuracy as a comparative
anatomist can outline an extinet animal by
seeing a few of its bones, I should feel very
sure that the following figures were not very
farastray : vessels, 1,100 ; tonnage, 100,000 ;
catch, 800,000 barrels ; value, $10,000,000 ;
hands employed, 12,000. If we add to these
figures, say 20 per cent., for the catch of the
other States, we shall have results agreeing
very nearly with what I at first arrived at.

The fishermen of Cape Ann look forward
with pleasurable anticipation to the macke-
rel season. And no wonder, for during the
winter, if they are employed at all, they go
to the ¢ Georges’’ after cod ; and it isno joke
even to navigate, much less to fish, when

your rigging and your lines are covered with,

a coat of ice. As soon, then, as the Gulf js
likely to be open (i.e., free from ice), the
mackerel fleet, duly manned, equipped, and
provisioned, sets sail for the Gut of Canso.
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Beautiful craft, many of these schooners
are. Low-lying ; rising finely to the waves;
bounding over instead of cutting through
them ; drawing very little water forward,
but a great deal more astern, they will run
from 12 to 13 1-2 knots on the wind ; and
many an exciting race they have from Cape
Ann to the Gut of Canso.

The Yankee fisherman, too, is & pecauliar
being. On shore, in his Sunday’s black
broad-cloth, with his jewelry prominently
displayed, strolling down Cape Ann street
with his wife, he is a very different person
from what you see on board his schooner,
dressed in a yellow oil-skin over-coat, yel-
low oil.skin breeches, and s yellow oil-skin
Sou’-wester (or, we should say, Nor™-easter.)

Sometimes the skipper is too smart, and
gets to the straits before they open, for in
the spring it often happens that a north
wind brings down the floating ice, and jams
the Gut as tight as any strait in the Aretic
regions. But we will suppose him to be
fortunate. He touches at Plaster Cove, a
telegraph ard post station in the Gat, to
hear the news and send some home, and
then, in company with perhaps a couple
of hundred other sail, he pwesses through
into what is called ¢ the Bay.”! These fish-
ermen have quite a language of their own.
We should call this sail from Boston to the
Gut, a voyage up the coast. Not so the
fisherman, who c€ll8 it ¢ down *’ to Halifax,
and “up’’ to Boston; and our * St. Law-
rence Gulf " is, to him, ¢ the Bay,” a term
we should confine to that small portion
called St. George’s Bay, just inside the Gut
of Canso.

Let me pause one moment to draw your
attention to this beautifal strait. Between
Nova Seotia, on the continent, and Cape
Breton Island—now a part of the Province
of Nova Sootia, which stretches far oat into
th‘.’ Auantic,towards Newfoundland—winds
this ghory and gonvenient passage from the
o%ean to the Gulf. No wider than the
Thames g London, with high, spruce.
crowned bluffy oy ejther gide, a safe harbor
'ﬂfmugho“t its length, with small towns or

- villages along its banks, jt well deserves the
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name it has received, of ¢ The Golden Gate
tothe St. Lawrence Gulf.” For picturesque
beauty, few shores surpass it ; for the com-
mercial facilities it affords, it is hardly
equalled by any other strait in the world.

On the English coast, mackerel are usu-
ally taken in drift nets; and, accustomed
as L have been to see fish taken in this man-
ner, I was somewhat surprised to find the
method practised in the Gulf entirely dif-
ferent.

During the winter and early spring, the
American fishermen cateh fish called por-
gies, which are dried and barrelled. Catch-
ing bait is an occupation employing many
hands, and not a few vessels are devoted to
this special pursuit. As I understand it, a
piece of fresh porgie, orsometimes a bit cut
from the side of a fresh mackerel itself, is
best to bait the hooks with; and a quan-
tity of barrelled bait is placed in the bait-
mills, of which there are two on each side
of the schooner, and whieh are set going
every now and then. The ground bait from
the mills (which much resemble straw-cut-
ters) attracts the mackerel, and keeps them
in shoals about the vessel, while six orseven
men keep busy at the lines, hauling in the
fish as fast as they bite at the larger pieces
on the hooks. At times this is very rapid
work, for the mackerel is a voracious fish ;
he does not come up and smell the bait,'and
unibble & little, and then lazily flout it with
his tail, like some other fish we no doubtall
have been vexed with,but dashes at it boldly,
and, alas for his hopes, rashly. He lna.kes
at it diagonally, gorges it 8¢ once, and no
«“play ” being allowed, hs almost instantly
finds himeself out of hisnative element. Now
and then the crew will catch a deck-full in
a few hours; and then, all hands to work,
splitting, salting, barrelling, so as to be able
to take to the lines again before-the shoalg
of fish make off. The fish bite best, they
say, in cloudy weather, sometimes when it
is windy; and a fine schooner, with nine
lives, was lost in 1866, when I was on the
Nova Seotia coast, because the over-anxious
fishermen kept at their lines go long as to be
at last unable, when the wind stiffened to



78 THE

a gale, to work their vessel off a leeshore.

‘When a schooner has filled up with six or
seven hundred barrels, it becomes a ques-
tion how to dispose of her valuable burden.
Until of late, it hasbeen customary for these
fishing craft to go back to Gloucester with
their first fare, and to return at once to
seek another. Now, however, the Boston
folks have put on a fleet of three or four
steamers, which run from Boston ¢ down”
to Halifux ; next lie in the middle of the
Gut of Canso, off Ship Harbor or Plaster
Cove, receiving fish from the schooners, or
from lighters; them proceed to Charlotte-
town, which, being in a different colony,
they can do without infringing the coasting
laws ; and so return. Thus the fishermen
can buy a fresh lot of barrels, and make a
second haul, while they would, on the old
system, have been beating “ up '’ to Boston.

‘When I was last at Charlottetown, I went
to Halifax by one of these steamers. She
had been six hours at work in the ¢ Gut,”
on the way down, taking in the cargo of
four schooners. She took in the loads of
seven others during one weary day on her
voyage up; and had 6,000 barrels of
splendid mackerel on board (freight, $1 per
bbl.) when, at length, she steamed away
for Halifax and Boston.

When caught and brought to port, the
American mackerel are branded as No. 1,
No. 2,and No. 3, according to quality. Nos.
1 and 2 are for the Ameriean and Canadian
markets ; No. 3 chiefly for the West Indies ;
and the fact of inferior mackerel being
always sent thither, would seem to indicate
a place where provinee-caught fish would
soon supplant the American.

This finishes my paper on the Ame-
rican Mackerel Fishery. I have only to
add, in conclusion, that although the Ame-
ricans are the chief mackerel fishermen, yet
the Nova Scotians are learning more and
more to engage in the pursuit. A few years
since, they were accustomed to take macke.-
rel only with nets and seines. They now
use the hook and line, and the bait-mill,
like the Yankees. In 1864-5-6, they ex-
ported over $1,000,000 worth. They have
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1,000 vessels, and 10,000 boats engaged in
the fisheries; and, no doubt, a great pro-
portion of them are fitted up for mackerel
fishing, at one or more seasons of the year.
The New Brunswickers, with the rich Bay
of Chaleurs at their doors, take but few
mackerel. The Prince Edward Islanders,
whose island is in the midst of teeming fish-
ing grounds, still less. Nor have the Cana-
dians yet begun to emulate the Americans,
who take millions of dollars worth of fine
mackerel from under their very noses.
Capt. Fortin has written well and often, la-
menting this apathy, which, it is to be
hoped, may pass away. Itsurely will when
Montreal is placed in direet and rapid com.
munication with the Lower Provinces and
the Gulf, by rail and steamer. But this
being a distinet branch of the subject, I will
not further enter upon its consideration.

Original.
ACROSS THE WAVE.

_— '
BY DR. TUCKER, PICKERING.

Our bounteous mother standeth
By the margin of the sea,
And o’er the flood she crieth,
4 O children, come tome ! ”
She is calling to the needy,
She is calling to the brave,
She offers homes and plenty;
Oh, come across the wave,

Let the swuggard and the coward
In their rags remain content,
Scorn, and cold, and famire suffering,
Till their worthless lives be spent ;
Seeking nothing, hoping nothing,
Save repose within the grave;
But the bold and honest worker
‘Will not fear to cross the wave,

Oh, leave the filthy alley
In the city,s reeKing heart,
‘Where the pestilence is raging,
AAd where Death has done his part;
Better dare the ocean’s fury
Than In sickly squalor rave;
Here are heaven’s untainted breezes;
Venture now across the wave,

v



A RAMBLE IN OUR CANADIAN WOODS. 79

Oh, leave those wide-spread acres,
A lordling’s proud domain,
Where as a beast thou toilest
But for a master’s gain,
‘When thy poor strength hag perished,
Thou'lt be & useless slave H
A beggar’s doom awaits thee,
Escape across the wave,

Come Swede and stern N orweg:an,
We have rivers deep and wide,
Upon whose glassy bosom,
Asat home, ye still may glide.
The Northmen dread no danger,
They are bravest of the brave,
Of old they loved the ocean,
And now they’ll cross the wave.

We've sunshine here that cheers us,
Like the joyous sun of France;

We’ve maidens here whose beauty
‘Would the Gallic soul entrance.

O children of that pleasant clime,
Long years ago ye gave

Your name and fame to this our land,
Then come across the wave.

‘We've room for all the dwellers
In the valley of the Rhine;

Here they'll find another valley,
Abounds in corn and vine.

‘Come, then, and plant your vineyards
And your teaming harvests save ;

Ye are true and noble workers;
Come, speed across the wave,

Oh come, thou plodding Saxon,
Oh come, thou fiery Celt,

Full many wrongs ye’ve suffered,
Full many insults felt.

Remember yet your manhood,
Nor pauper’s pittance crave;

New homeg gre waiting for you;
Come, brothers, cross the wave.

Welve llberty triumphant,
Yet triumphant by the law;
‘We've rulerg Wwho are fearless
The Trighteoyg sword todraw; -
We’'ve Plenty for the toller,
We've honor for tp,e brave;
We have a monarey, whom we love ;
‘Then, brothers, €ross the wave.

Original.
A RAMBLE IN OUR CANADIAN
WOODS.

BY JOHN PAXTON, QUEBEC.

Was the poet literally correct, when he
lamented thus,—

“Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,

And waste its sweetness on the desert air,”
Nay! wherever a plant grows, or a blossom
unfolds, there is an ever-present God,—
whose unapproachable skill formed its deli-
cate mechanism,—moulding it into beauty,
filling its petals with fragrance, and rejoic-
ing in the work of His own hands ; for
“ He causeth the bud of the tender herb to
bring forth;” and it has been truly said,
‘“if we pass negligently by one of God’s
works—though it be but a wayside plant—
we withhold from Him the tribute of ad-
miration which is His right and reasonable
due.” .

To those whose minds and thoughts are
not entirely absorbed in the prospect of ma-
terial prosperity, a ramble in our Canadian
woods, during the merry month of May, is
capable of affording no ordinary pleasure,
—especially to the reflecting mind—who
seeks something beyond the ephemeral,
and who can recognize in the graceful,
wavy forms of the leaves, and the lovely'
tints and harmonizing colors of the flowers,
the consummate taste and skill of the Great
Architect.

Will the readers of our NEw DOMINION
MoNTHLY permit me to take them on a
spring-flower hunting expedition towards
the end of May, to a lovely spot (not far
from the good old city of Quebec,) where
Tlora's treasures are scattered with no nig-
gardly hand, while the ample and varieq
landscape, and the wild magnificence of
the towering rocks add a peculiar interest
and beauty to the scenery.

The snow has disappeared from the deep-
est recesses of the gullies; the month of
May has ushered in the Spring: and from

D ?

“| the pines and hawthorng which clothe the

banks of the deep ravine in which we
stand, issue the cheering, mellow voices of
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our migratory songsters, as they warble
forth their notes of praise to their benifi-
cent Creator. The trees and shrubs are
assuming that lovely tint of living green
which ig 5o peculiar to our Canadian spring.
A limpid stream of silvery whiteness is
gushing down the steep declivity; the al-
most perpendicular rocks on either side are
spotted with Liver-worts, while from the
interstices, the graceful forms of numerous
ferns stand forth in bold relief, each having
at its extremity a diamond-like drop, form-
ed by the spray. The summits of the rocks
are fringed with the hawthorn (Crategus-
coecinea), virgin's-bower (Climatis- Virgini-
ang), and the Canadian columbine {Aqui-
legia Canadensis), whose brilliant orange-
searlet flowers bedeck the upper part of
the rocks.

On the granite boulders at our feet creeps
the little May-flower ( Epigeeu repens), with
its tiny leaves of dark glossy green, and its
delicately fragrant clusters of rosy-pink
blossoms, whose odor is guite equal, if not
superior, to the mignonette. The eye can
just discern a little gem on the sandy bank
near the water’s edge ; the stem is only an
inch high, and has a few diminutive, pale-
lilac flowers at its top—a pot the size of a
walnut might hold the whole plant—it is
the fairy primrose (primula mistassinica).

Further down the valley isspread a sheet
of golden-yellow : it is the dog’s-tooth vio-
let (erythronium Americanum), with its two
large, smooth, brown-spotted leaves, and its
showy blossoms produced in such abund-
ance ; intermixed with it the modest violet
{viola cucullata), hangs down its pretty face
of shaded blue, whose bright green heart-
shaped leaves harmonize so well with its
yellow associate. A couple of red squirrels
(Seiurus Hudsonious,) are gambolling round
the trunk and limbs of a huge red oak
(Quercus rubra), while a beautiful striped
ground-squirrel (Sciurus striatus) is squat-
ted on an immense boulder ingeniously dis-
secting an acorn which %e has dexterously
unearthed from beneath the great oak-tree.
These last give a pleasing. animation to
thisremarkable and, to the lover of nature,
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most interesting scene. One might sit for
weeks writing his meditations on such a
spot, yet sum them all up by remarking
that ¢ the hand that made it was Divine,”
or exclaim with the rapture of a Muhlen-
burg,— .

MSince oer Thy footstool here below;
Such radiant gems are strown;

0! what magnificence must glow
My God ! about Thy throne!

L . L ] . -

If this Thy temple’s outer vail,
‘What splendour at the shrine must dwell.”

In contemplating this pleasant retreat, one
eannot help looking back io the time when
the snow lay thick upon the ground, and the
rigor of a Canadian winter had developed
itself—as the tempest swept in all its fury
through this very gorge, concealing the
limpid stream in its iron grasp, for—
“When winter came, the wind was his whip,
One choppy finger was on his lip;
He had torn the cataracts from the hills,
And they clanked at his girdle like manacles.”
Even then, the scene was grand and attrac-
tive, for every branch and twig were en-
veloped in transparent robes of the purest
crystal, which flashed and glittered in the
sunbeams with incomparable splendor.
Following the stream into the valley, we
find the air laden with a strong hyacinth
fragrance. It is emited by a small white
flower, tinged with pink ; it is the squirrel’s-
corn { Dicentra Canadensis). Here, also, is
the blood-root (Sanguinaria Canadensis),
with its handsome, white, one-flowered
spike, from whose root the Indians exiract
their beautiful reddish-orange dye. Farther
on is the spring beauty (Claytonia Virgini-
ana), which displays its pair of opposite
leaves and pretty raceme of rose.colored
flowers to great advantage ; also the liver-
leaf (Hepatica triloba), 8mong the rocks,
with delicate purplish flowers and three-
lobed shamrock.like leaves. TUnder the
trees is the painted trillium (Trillium
erythrocarpum), bearing White flowers,
marked with purple stripes; also its con-
gener, the purple birthwort ( Trillium erec-
{um), having dark purple flowers, and it
gtem clasped with three broadly.oval leaves;
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while every now and then, we meet the
littte star-lower {Trientalis Americana),
nestling among the stones, and unpretend-
ingly showing its pretty white star.shaped
blossoms.

Entering the swamp to the right, which
is completely covered, to the depth of two
feet, with swamp-moss ( Sphagnum palustre),
we find growing large breadths of that
most beautiful of all our shrubs, Kalmia
¢lauca. Inassociation with itis the Rhodora
Canadensis, wWhose showy clusters of rosy-
purple flowers are now in fall beauty, ere
yet the foliage unfolds ; also the Andromeda
polifolia, the exquisite beauty and delieacy
of whose flowers led the great Swedish
botanist, Linnwus, to name it in honor of
the fabulous heauty, Andromeda. Here
and there, as.if to break the monotony of
these dwarf shrubs, the swamp is studded
with half-dead spruce trees, whose stems
and branches are entirely covered with the
paragitical grey lichen, which gives asilvery
appearance to the whole, and which isin
perfect harmony with all the surroundings.

As we walk on, almost at every step we
gee the interesting and peculiarly-shaped
Canadian pitcher-plant (Sarracenia purpu-
rea), whieh is an objeat of intense interest
to the lover of curiosities, and whose roots
are said to be the most efficacious remedy
for small-pox. At rarer intervals we see a
pair of light-green semi-recumbent leaves,
gpread out on their mossy bed, with an em-
byro stem between them. It is the ladies’-
slipper, or moccasin-flower (Cypripedium
Ppubescens), whose curiously-shaped blossoms
are on the eve of development.

Having now crossed the swamp, we enter
the dry woods, and passing through dense
masses of ferns, which are just beginning to
throw up their fronds, we find ourselves on
the highway which leads us to our respec-

- tive homes,
e et e
Transtated for the New Dominion Monthly.
POEMS FROM THE GERMAN OF HEINE.
LURLEI. '
What means this s:d-;less, clinging
To ry spirit night and day ?

Through my brain an old tale ringing
Ever, will not away.

The Rhine is calmly flowing,
And calmly fades the day;
The mountain peak is glowing

In the red lingering ray.

On yonder rock reclining,
Sits amaiden wondrous fair;
Her golden jewels are shining,
She combs her golden bair.

As her golden comb she useth,
She wiles with song the hour,

And none to heed refuseth
That melody’s mighty power.

The boatman, downward speeding,
Instrange, wild woe drifts by;

Nor rocks nor breakers heeding,
He sees but the form on high,

Alas ! the boatman is sinking,
The whirlpool’s terrors among,
The deadly draught he's drinking,
Through the Lurlei’s fatal song.

THE POET TO HIS BRIDE,

And art thou ence my wedded wife,
How enviable thy lot;

In nought but fun will pass thy life,
And pleasures who knows what?

And hast thou e’er such shrewish ways,
Most patiently I'l} bear it;

But if my verses thou fail to praise,
We'll part, my love, I swear it,

FROM THE “ HEIMKEHR.”

Once upon my darksome pathway
Briefly beam'd & vision bright—
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Briefly beam'd, and cheer’d, and vaniah'd,

Teavipg me again in night,

Little children, in the darkness,
Dreaming some mysierious thing,

Think to rid them of their terrors,
As they loud and wildly sing.

1, a silly child, am singing
Ever, in my dreary night;

And my song, though all untunetul,
Comforts me for vanish’d light,
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FROM THE “HEIMKEHR,” No. 41

In a dream I saw my beloved,
A woman anxious and worn,

And faded sore, and shrunken
Her once so blooming form,

One child in her arms she carried,
And one by the hand she led;

And plain were want and sorrow
In look, and garb, and tread.

With faltering step thro’ the market
She went, and we met again;

She look’d at me, and calmly
Isaid, in tones of pain:

* Come home with me, 1 pray thee,
For thou art sick and pale;
And I will labor for thee,
Nor meat nor drink shall fail.

“¢ And the children I'll keep and cherish,
That there I see with thee;
But for thee, before all others,
My tireless care shall be.

« And I will never tell thee
Of my love in days gone by;
And o'er thy grave, when thou diest,
I'll weep full bitterly.”

«LOOK AT IT NEARER.”

BY H. F. D., ST. JOHNS.

How true it is that ‘¢ distance lends en-
chantment to the view.”” The more fully
we become acquainted with the world—by
which we understand its unworthy denizens
and their transactions—and with all its de-
ceptions and disappointments, the more
heartily we are constrained to agree in the
truth of this assertion. Many a distant
prospect has fired the imagination of the
traveller, and  filled him with admiration,
-exciting hopes and expectations never to be
realized ; for, alas, the gilded and glittering
cupola has surmounted only narrow and
pestilential streets, and wretched and filthy
dwellings, whilst, the shadowy palm, the
verdant plain, and glassy stream have
proved too often but adelusive mirage, hav-
ing no existence whatever in the world of
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reality, melting away at his approach.
That this enunciation is also verified, with
regard to many events and circumstances
in every-day life, experience, I think, has
fully taught us.

Ilearned a lesson on this subject when a
boy, which has since stood me in good ser.
vice, and which I trust Ishall never forget.
I was walking, one half-holiday, in the out.
skirts of the town in which I was born and
educated, with a young schoolmate of about
my own age, when I suddenly caught sight
of what I conceived to be & nice new shil-
ling, lying on the ground, only a few
yards in advance of us. My comrade’s cye
rested upon it at the same instant, as it lay
sparkling like a little star of khope in the
sunshine, and immediately our cupidity
was excited. Quick as thought, without
an instant’s consideration, we both dashed
straight at it, throwing ourselves headlong
down upon the spot, in eager competition
for the coveted prize. After a considerable
amount of struggling and serambling, kick-
ing and scuflling, I managed to seize the
object of our too eager pursuit, and draw it
forth to light. And what was it, think
you, my sage reader? ¢ No prize, alas!
nor yet a welcome ¢sell.’” No round and
comfortable looking shilling, representing,
within its neat circumference, thirteen
raspberry-tarts at the nearest pastry-cook’s,
did I hold within my triumphant grasp.
No ; distance and sunshine had done much
for it; but, now that we had it fairly under
inspection, it proved to be but a little piece
of light-green glass, probably some solitary
relic of a defunct lemonade or ginger-beer
bottle, the contents of which had long since
refreshed the parched interior of some
thirsty citizen of our good old town. Con-
siderably ruffled, both in temper and attire,
we at length regained our feet! Never were
the results of & conflict more impartially
distributed ; victdr and vanguished were
certainly about equally ashamed. After
having for & few moments somewhat rue-
fully contemplated the innocent but, to us,
offensive cause of our impetuous onslaught,
a smile, or rather grin, broke over the
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<ountenance of each of us, as we perceived
the climax of absurdity to which we had
been exalted; a grin, the effect of which
must have been wonderfully enhanced by
the enlargement of George’s nose, which
was as big as two, and, on my part, hy a
most striking and conspicuouns bruise, of a
bluish-greenish color, which had been dex-
terously planted jusi above the right eye.
The next moment the piece of glass was
whizzing through the air, on s voyage of
discovery, perhaps—and there was comfort
in the thought—to he the means of minis-
tering toothers the instruction it had afforded
us; Whilst George and I, having shaken
hands and brushed each other down, were
Jogging along as friendly as before, though
certainly not so handsome.

Now, trifling as this little incident in my
boyish career may appear at first sight, I
never can regard it as an unimportant one H
for no cirenmstance, in my mind, can be
unimportant which serves to mould charac-
ter, or gives a tone and color to an entire
life. That struggle with George after the
piece of glass is still fresh in my memory.
It taught me a valuable lesson, and no doubt
the bruise over the eye which accompanied
it, assisted to impress it upon me the more
foreibly. I was oareful, for the future, not
to content myself with a distant or hasty
view of things, and acquired the habit of
looking mors closely into them before I be-
gan to pursue or contend after them. Thus
I have doubtless been preserved from much
bitter disappointment, and escaped many
mental bumps and bruises, and much unne-
‘cessary abuse from headlong and too eager
Competitors,

On one oceasion, in particular, the lesson
Which I had so early learned was of the
most important service to me. I had re-
cently, yielding to the common fate of man-
kind, become engaged 1o the charming and
Accomplished Miss A., the best and sweetest
gitl in the neighborhood, as everybody could
but allow, and only one long month—Ilong,
that iy, in the estimation of the parties con-
cerned-—now intervened before the blissful
day which was to consumate our happiness.
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I had a snug little nest of a home in the
country, with abouta hundred acres of capi-
tal land, just fit for fancy farming, besides
some £10,000 invested in the public funds.
The income derived from these sources had
hitherto been more than sufficient for all
my wants as a bachelor of quiet and inex-
pensive habits and rural tastes; but enter.
taining, a8 I did, a very fair idea of the
ever-increasing expenses of matrimony, and
its natural consequences, and being aware,
moreover, that I had no particular talents
to turn to account should my means ever
fall short of my necessities, I determined
to sell out my capital and invest it in some
more profitable way, and so obtain, if possi-
ble, a very acceptable addition to my yearly
income.

Just at this period our bustlinglittle town
was all alive and aflame with the placarded
promises of a certain mining company, re-
cently established in London, and seemingly
under most respectable auspices, which
guaranteed to its shareholders the tempiing
dividend of 10 per cent. Now, though I
wish it to be well understood that I am, by
no means, & speculating man, and can
scarcely plead guilty of an ¢ itching palm,”
—Dow so common a disease—still, I must
confess, when I saw young men and old
men, married men and single men, long-
headed men of business, and shallow-pated
men of pleasure, all embarking their golden
guineas in this goodly ship, and all equally
confident of a safe and successful voyage,
my colder blood was stirred, and I began
geriously to think that it was quite time
that I jumped on board too, before she was
too full to take me, or the fare became too
high, fer the shares were rising in value
every day. '

One morning, after talking the matter
over with some friends who had strongly
advised my embarking in this venture, I re-
tarned home and entered my little sanotum
for the express purpose of writing off to a
brother in London, to request him to gell out
for me, and empowering him to transfer my
few comparatively idle thousands from the
funds to one of the company’s agents, who
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had consenled, as a special favor, to let me
have as many shares as I pleased at the
market valuation. But just as I was getting
out my writing materials for the above pur-
pose, it struck me that I was, in this in.
stance, departing from my 'usual mode of
proceeding. I consequently paused, laid
down my pen, and paced up and down the
room for a few moments in a deep study.
The thought would come into my head, ¢ it
looks all very well at a distance ; but sup-
pose, after all, it should prove but a piece
of glass.”” Still, the speculation appeared
in every respect to be such a safe one.
There were Jackson & Bunberry, both con-
sidered excellent men of business, and they
had many shares in it. Then there was
Pluck, the attorney, whose whole life had
been spent in the suecessful endeavor to
prove that his patronymic was no misnomer,
even he was largely concerned in it. But
here again it struck me on the other side
that it was just possible this latter might
only have purchased with the intention of
selling out somewhat laterat a much higher
figure. I was but little experienced insuch
matters, but I had heard of such doings be-
fore, and all this now came back very dis-
tinetly to my recollection, and reduced me
to a very painful state of hesitation. At
last, remembering my invariable custom
of closely investigating any matter before
committing myself in any way, I came to
the conclusion that, in a case such as this,
I should least of all depart from it, when
the consequences attendant upon any mis-
take might be so serious to me. ¢ Atany
rate,” I thought, ‘“it will not be so very
much trouble to run mp to the city and
make a few inquiries at head-quarters. I'll
take a look at it nearer.”’

No sooner said than dome. That very
evening I made the necessary arrangements
for my departure, and gave the requisite
orders for the efficient carrying out, during
my absence, of the repairs and improve-

ments which T had commenced about the

premises, and the next morning was on my |
way to London by an early train. Three
hours found me in our great metropolis ; two'
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more dressed and lunched me, and then off

Istarted to reconnoitre the locality in which
such golden wonders were being wrought.

Being an individual with some little
taste, I found in the exterior of the com-
pany’s quarters all that I could desire.
The building itself was vast and imposing
in its appearance. The large plate-glass
windows and multiplied mirrors had not a
gpeck of dust upon them ; whilst the double
ma.hogahy doors, with their huge brass
handles, were so brightly polished, that
wherever I turned I saw nothing but my
own intelligent countenance reflected in
every variety of size and distortion. All
this was very impressive to one fresh from
the country, and imbued from infancy with
a wholesome horror of London dirt, and
caused me to advance very modestly into
the interior of these elegant offices.

On entering, I was at once accosted by a
civil and gentlemanly clerk—rather an
unusual circumstance, by the way, in con-
nection with public offices—by whom I was
speedily ushered into a small retiring-room,
elegantly yet simply furnished. Here, if
possible, a more civil and gentlemanly
manager put me immediately at ease by
the courtesy of his reception, and the affa-
bility and readiness with which he listened
to and answered the few questions which I
could presume to ask such an exceedingly
well-bred person. Nay, he did mote than
this, for, kindly taking pity upon my inex-
perience and ignorance, he volunteered
much additignal information with reference
to the extent and lucrative charaoter of the
company’s investments ; and ended by pres-
sing upon me the immediate necessity of
purchasing the shares required, as they
were daily rising in value, and becoming
more difficult to obtain. I departed, at
length, completely fascinated with this affa-
ble manager, and our parting was most cor-
dial. « No wonder,”” I'thought, * that this
company is 8o successful, when its business
transactions are conducted in such a re-
spectable and gentlemanly manner. It de-
gorves the support of all the mtelhgent and
" refined classes of the community.”
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But no sooner was I fairly clear of the
intoxicating atmosphere which surrounded
the company’s offices, than, somehow or
another, a feeling of dissatisfaction and un-
easiness began to occupy my mind. I re-
called the eonversation which I bad just
held with the manager, ang the feeling of
dissatisfaction rapidly jnereased. He had,
it is true, been most flyent and agreeable ;
still I could not but be aware of the fact
that he had been far more ready to urge
that my money shoulg be immediately trans-
fered to the ageny’g hands, than to advance
any real and substantial proofs as to the
stability of the interests which he repre-
sented. Again, therefore, I found myself
in a state of painful indecision, until I sud.
denly recollected that I was but a short dis-
tance from the office of an old attorney, a
tried friend of my father’s, whom he had
always employed in any matter of import-
ance connected with the family property,
which had at one time been pretty exten-
sive. I looked at my wateh, and finding
that I had still time to catoh him at hig
place of business, turned my steps in that
direction at once, though not without blam.
ing myself for having neglected to consulg
50 tried and trustworthy a friend in the first
instance.

The office of this fine 0ld specimen of the
respectable family-attorney was, in every
respect, very different in appearance from
those which I had just quitted. It wassitu-
ated—as Loadon law-offices seem to love to
be situated—in a quiet and sombre outlet
of a busy thoroughfare, New Temple Bar,
.already divested of the skulls with which
it wag wont to be somewhat barbarously
adorned y and trembling for its very existence
before the rapid advahee of eity improve-
ments. The whole aspect of the place, to
8ay the least of it, was certainly dingy.
The paint was in many parts worn off the
doors and window-frames; whilst that
whieh still remained was of a most nonde-
script hue, and looked ss if it had never
been touched or thought of since it was first
laid on, nearly fifty years ago, when their
Present océupant commenced business on
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his own account in those same chambers.
The panes were dusty and cloudy ; packets
of closely written blue paper and parch.
ment, tied up with red tape—of late so
cruelly maligned—were the most eonspicu-
ous objects that presented themselves to the
gaze of the passers-by, sending a thrill of
horror through the breast of ihe idle about
town, at the bare thought of the time and
labor required to decipher them. Beyond
these not very attractive samples of legal
indusiry, might be scen, at any time be-
tween 10 a. m. and 4 p.m., the iron-grey
head of the grave old clerk, with its two
quills of red and blme ink respectively,
stuck behind each ear. But however little
there was at first sight to captivate the be-
holder in these unpretending chambers,
there was yet an appearance of honest in-
dependence about them which seemed to
inspire confidence. It was as if they said,
¢ There’s nothing showy about us, as you
see. If you want anything tasty and fine,
you needn’t come here for it ; but if you
want a piece of business done in a right-
down business-like way, just step in.”

As this was just what I did want on the
present occasion, I complied with this tacit
invitation, and stepped in at once. The
clerk had nosooner announced me, than the
old gentlemen, looking up from his parch.-
ments, and tuming his glittering spectacles
full upon me, recognised me at once.

“ Ah, my young friend, is that yout?”
said he, rising from his stool and shaking
me warmly by the hand, for my father's
sake. “ And what have you come for,
pray? Spent all your money, I suppose,
and come up here to mortgage your estate,
eh? You young men of the present day
appear to know even better how to'spe,nd
money than your fathers did to earn it.”

st No, my kind friend,”’ I replied, return-
ing the warm grasp of his hand. «No, I
haven’t quite spent it all yet; but I have
come up to town expressly for the purpose
of doing so, and I want you to bhe good
enough to help me.”

¢ Not without trying to spend for your-
self first, eh ? "’ and here there was s, roguish
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twinkle in the old man’s eyes which showed
the keen old fellow had read and mastered
my expressive countenance as readily as he
would have done one of his most legible
documents,

Then followed my humble confession,
amidst a storm of varied and impatient ex-~
clamations on the part of the shrewd at-
torney. When I bhad fairly ended my
recital,

“Take my word for it,”’ said he, ¢ by
this day six months, the morning papers
will have the honor to announce that ele-
gant and roomy offices in Fudge street are
‘to let;’ and your aflable and gentlemanly
manager will be taking a tour on the conti-
nent, no doubt to the sincere regret of his
many interested and inquiring friends. Xeep
your money a little longer, my boy, and
don’t endanger your capital by seeking an
unsafe interest.”

I thanked my worthy friend for his good
counsel, which I gratefully accepted, toge-
ther with an invitation to spend a week at
his house in the suburbs. During this period
he drew my attention to an advertisement
respecting the sale of a snug little property
in the immediate vieinity of my own resi-
dence. The farms I knew to be in excellent
order, and leased to most respectable ten-
ants; whilst the title was undeniably good,
and the sum demanded perfectly reasonable.
‘With the assistance of my kind old mentor,
the bargain was duly completed and the
papers signed ; and I retarned home highly
satisfied with the result of my trip. My
marriage came off in due course. We are
prosperous, contented, and happy; and I
trust I shall never cease to feel thankful
that I was not tempted to throw away the
substance which a good Providence had
given into my hand, in a vain speculation,
but was wise enough to take the trouble to
go and look af it nearer.

Before the six months had run out which
my friend the attorney had assigned to the
greal mining company, it suddenly fell to
pieces, and scarcely a vestige remained.
fSad, indeed, were the shocks which at-

tended its downfall. In our little commu-
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nity alone, the consequences were most
disastrous. Tradesmen and professionals
were alike ruined or deeply embarrassed.
0l1d people lost the hard-earned savings of
years, and young people lost their educa-
tion, which their parents could no longer
afford to give them. Jackson & Bunberry
learned, as men, and at the expense of thou-
sands, a lesson which I had learned at the
expense of a slight bruise, asa boy. Pluck,
after having grown rich for years by pluck-
ing others, was at last completely plucked
himself, and had, to solace his poverty, only
the unpleasant reflection that he richly de-
served it. The fact is, he had, as I half
suspected, purchased a large number of
the company’s shares at a very low figure,
intending to sell again when they should
have reached their maximum value. He
had been greedily watching their rise, and
had waited and waited still, that his gains
might be the larger. But he waited a little
too long, did Mr. Pluck! for just as he was
on the point of selling out, the bubble burst,
and he was fairly floored.

Kind reader, my moral is clear. Things
are not always what they seem. However
tempting and bright anything may appear
at a distance, take my advice, and before
you make a dash at it, go and look at it
nearer.

Original.
THE WHIPPOORWILL.
W hippoorwill, Whippoorwill, still let thy note
On the calm evening air in sweet melody float ;
Still let it surge, borne aloft by the breeze,
Far from thy haunt by the stream-loving trees.

Now that the ray of the moon is more dim,

Faintly and softly arises thy bymn;

Now that the moonlight bas crept through the
cloud,

Once more thy melody gushes aloud.

Thou art no bird, but & woe-siricken voice—

Wert thou a bird, thon wouldst sometime re-
Joice—

Spirit thou art, from the Stygian bourne,

Doomed for thy 8ins on earth ever to mourn.

Soon as the brightness of day fades to even’,
Soon as the twilight-star twinkies in heaven,
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Soon as death’s semblance makes weary man’s
eyes,
Sad, sweetly sad, thy notes swelling arise.

Why dost thou fly the first streaks of the day ?
Why does the coming light chase thee away ?

Hast thou in daytime, from sorrowing, peace ?

Do thy sad thoughts with the bright sunshine
cease?

Now breaks thy song from the verdure-clad
hill;

Now it keeps time with the murmuring rill.

Sweet Singing spirit, why restless alway

Come 10 my window and rest thee for aye.

Breathe to me there all the source of thy woe,
There let thy grief in rich melodies flow,
There tel} thy sorrows in secret to me—

Why at my words thus afar dost thou flee ?

Farewell then, Whippoorwill, now thou art fled,
True, thou art spirit of one that is dead ;

Keep thy sad secret locked fast in thy breast;
Now the sun rises, and now thou hast rest,

Original,

NOTES OF A RAMBLE THROUGH

CAPE BRETON.

BY J. G. BOURINOT, NOVA SCOTIA.

In the month of August last, tired of the
dust and noise of the city, the writer de-
cided to spend a few weeks in visiting a
portion of the New Dominion but little
known outside of the Maritime Provinces.
Let the reader open up & map of British
North America, and direct his eye to the
north-east of Nova Scotia, and he will see
a large island of exceedingly irregular
form, separated from the main-land by a
narrow gut, connecting the Atlantie Ocean
with the Gulf of St. Lawrence. This is the
Island of Cape Breton, known in the days
when the French were the rulersof Canada
by the name of Isle-Royale. Having visited
the island in former years, I had been ex-
ceedingly struck by the richness of its re-
sources, and the variety of its -exquisite
scenery. Nowhere, I knew, could the
tourist find more invigorating breezes, better
sea-hathing, or more admirable facilities
for fishing and sport of every kind, than in
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Cape Breton. So, in that island I deter-
mined to spend the few holidays I could
snatch from the treadmill of journalism.

On a fine summer evening I found myself
on board one of the Cunard steamers at
Halifax ; and, in the course of twenty-four
hours after steaming out of the harbor, we
arrived at the port of North Sydney, where
the prineipal coal mines of Cape Breton are
sitnated. For the space of a month I
rambled through the island. I visited
many of the villages, and partook of the
kind hospitality of its people. I ventured
into the depths of its wilderness ; saw many
relics of the days of the French dominion;
fished in its streams; and passed many de-
lightful hours on the waters of its great
lake. Now, on this bleak January even.
ing, with the wind whistling shrilly around
the house, and tossing the snow-flakes
against the windows, I recall those pleasant
summer days, and re-produce from my note~
book many of the facts that I gathered in
the course of my rambles.

Sydney harbor is justly considered one
of the finest ports in America, though it is
unfortunately ice-bound during the winter
months, from the first of January to the
first of April. The mines of the Mining
Association of London are at the entrance
of the harbor, and are connected by rail
with the place of shipment, which is gene-
rally known by the name of the ‘“Bar.”
This place does not present a very attrae-
tive appearance to the visitor, the houses
being ungainly wooden stroctures, disfigured
by huge, glaring signs. Six miles further
up the river is the capital of the island, the
old town of Sydney, which is built oo &
peninsula. As the stranger comes withifx
sight of the town, he does not see many €vi-
Jdences of progress or prosperity. The
houses on the street fronting the harbor are,
for the most part, very dilapidated and
sadly in want of paint and whitewash.
The town, however, is very prettily situated,
and possesses many pleasing features. In
former times, Cape Breton was a separate
provinee, and Sydney had a resident go-

vernor and all {4 paraphernalia of seats
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of government.
troops was also stationed there for many
years; but, now-a-days, the old barracks
and a tall flag-staff, on which the Union-
Jack is never hoisted, are the only evi-
dences that remain of those gay days when
ITer Majesty’s forces enlivened the mono-
tony of the old town.

Sydney certainly is not a prosperous town.
The shipping mostly congregates at the
4 Bar,’”” where the coal isshipped. The new
collieries, opened up during the past six
years, are situated a considerable distance
irom Sydney, and have drawn away a good
deal of trade which had previously centred
in the town. An effort is now being made
to build a railway to connect some of these
new mines with the harbor ; and when that
is accomplished—as it must be, sooner or
later—we may date the commencement of
a new era in the commercial history of the
old capital. At present, the charm of Syd-
ney is its pleasant society. In no place of
similar size in British America, will you
find gentlemen possessed of more general
information, or ladies of better tone and
manners. In fact, there still cling to Syd-
ney the attributes of an cld government and
military town. Sydney has, at present, the
honor of being constantly visited by the
ships of the French navy, and less fre-
quently by English men-of-war. At the
time of my visit, the * Jean Bart," a train-
ing ship for cadets, and the Semiramis,”
bearing the flag of Admiral Baron Megnet,
commanding the French fleet in American
waters, were anchored off the residence of
the French consul, who is also one of the
senators of the Dominien. Some years ago,
the late Judge Halliburton, better known
by the sobriquet of Sam Slick,” endea-
vored to create alittle sensation in England
by an article, in which he declared that the
French were, contrary to treaty, forming
strong fortifications; at St. Pierre de Migue-
lon, off the coast of Newfoundland ; and he
also mentioned the frequent visits of the
French ships to Syduney as an ominous fact.
But the old Judge was only indulging in
chimeras, for there~are no fortifications

.rica.
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A company of regular|whatever at St. Pierre; nor are the good

people of Sydney fearful that their loyalty
is in peril because the tricolor waves so
often, during the summer months, in their
noble harbor, from His Imperial Majesty’s
ships. On the contrary, they would feel
deeply disappointed if these ships were now
o cease their periodical visits, which tend
so much to enliven the town, and are so
very profitable to the farmers of the sur-
rounding country.

Of course, Louisbourg will be one of the
first places visited by the tourist in Cape
Breton. The old capital is about twenty-
five miles from Sydney, and is quickly
reached, for the roads in Cape Breton, asa
rule, are excellent. Never have I visited
a place that more strikingly realizes the
idea of perfect desolation than Louisbourg.
The old town was built on a tongue of land
near the entrance of the harbor; and, from
the formidable character of its fortifications,
was justly considered the Dunkirk of Ame.
The fortifications alone cost the
French Government the sum of thirty mil-
lions of livres. The houses are mostly of
wood, though the official residences were
built of stone imported from France. The
position of Louisbourg, and its many ad-
vantages as a harbor, naturally attracted
the attention of the French in those days,
when they entertained such ambitious de-
signs with reference to this continent. As
an emporium for vessels sailing between
France and Canada, and for the large fleet
annually engaged in the Newfoundland
fisheries, the town was always considered
of great Imporiance by French statesmen,

Louisbourg was first taken by Warren
and Pepperel; the latter,amerchant of New
England, who was the first colonist that
ever received the honor of a baronetey.
At the time of its capture by the colonial
forces in 1745, the walls were forty feet in
thickness, and of considerable height ; they
were mounted With & hundred and twenty
cannon, seventy-six swivels, and some mor-
tars. The harbor was defended by an island-
battery of 32 guns, which were then con-
sidered of large calibre, and by a battery
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on shore, which mounted 30 large guns,and
was surrounded by a formidable moat. The
success of the colonial troops naturally at-
traated a great deal of attention throughout
England. The victory, too, came at a very
opportune time for the mother country. At
the time the eolonists were gaining laurels
at Louisbourg, the British troops were be-
ing beaten on the eontinent of Europe.
“ We are making a honfire for Cape Breton,
and thundering for Gfenoa,” wrote Horaee
Walpole te one of his friends, * while our
army is running away in Flanders.”
By the treaty of Aix-la-Chapelle, Cape
Breton fell once maore into the hands of the
o French, who immediately renewed the for-
tifications of Louisbourg. At the time the
Regotiations for this treaty were going on,
the Freneh eourt imstructed its envoy to
take every care that Cape Breton was re-
stored to France, so important was its posi-
tion in conmection with the trade of Canada
and Louisiana. Peace between France and
England was not of long duration in
those times, and among the great eventsof
the war thatl ensned was the capture of
Louisbourg by Wolfe and Boscawen. Great
were the rejoicings when the news of the
fall of the ¢ American Dunkirk® reached
England. The captured standards were
borne in triumph through the streets of Lon-
don, and deposited in 3t. Paul's amidst the
roar of cannon and the beating of kettle-
drams. From that day tothis, Cape Breton
has been entirely forgotten by the British
Government. Fifty years after the fall of
Louisbourg, Lord Bathurst orde red all Ame-
rican prisoners to be removed from Halifax
to Louishourg, as a place of safety. .
After the fall of Louisbourg, its fortifica.
tions were razed to the ground ; and ? good
deal of the stone, as well as all the imple-
ments of jron, were carried ¢0 Halifax. As
the visitor now passes over the site, he ¢an
form a very aceurate idea—especially if he
has a map with him—of the character of
the fortifications, and the large space occu-
pied by the town. The form of the batte-
ries is easily traced, although covered with
80d, and a number of the bomb.proof case-
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mates, or places of retreat for the women
and children in the case of siege, are still
standing. Many relics, in the shape of
shells and cannon-balls, are to be picked up
amid the rnins. A person who dwells near
the old town told me that he had recently
dug up an old cellar full of balls.

The country surrounding the harbor is
exceedingly barren and uninteresting, and
the houses, which are scattered about at
distant intervals, are of a poor description ;
whilst the small farms in the vieinity do
not appear to be at all productive. A light-
house stands on one of the points at the en-
trance of the harbor, which is always ofen
in winter, and easily accessible at all times
from the ocean. It is certainly sirange
that Louishourg, netwithstanding its great
advantages as & port, should have remained
so entirely desolate since it fell into British
hands. Whilst other places, without its
great natural facilities for trade, and espe.
eially for carrying on the fisheries, have
grown up, the worldehas passed by Louis
bourg, and left it in a state of almost per-
fect solitude. A few hovels mow occupy
the site of the old town ; a solitary ¢‘ coast-
er,” wind-bound, or a little fishing-shallop,
is now only to be seen on the waters of the
harbor where once vessels of every class
rode at anchor. Nothing breaks the silence
that prevails, except the roar of the surf on
the rocks, or the cry of the sea-gull.

Wherever you go in Cape Breton, you
come upon traces of the French. Many of
the old names are, however, becoming
rapidly corrupted as time passes, and their
origin is forgotten. One would hardly re-
cognize in * Big Loran’’ the title of the
haughty house of Loraine. The river Mar-
garie, remarkable for its scenery and the
finest salmon-fishing im the Maritime Pro-
vinces, is properly the Marguérite. Inga-
nish was formerly Niganiche. The begutj-
ful Bras d’Or, of which I shall speak pre-
sently, is still correctly spelled, and so is
the Boularderie Island at the entrance of
the lake, which is thus named after the
marquis to whom it formerly belonged.
Port Toulouse—where a canal to connect
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the ocean with the lake is now in course
of construotion—is now known as St. Peter’s.
The present name of the island is an evi-
denee of the Freneh oscupation. Some of
these adventurous mariners who have been
visiting the waters of the Gulf for cemtu-
ries, first gave the name of Cape Breton to
the north-eastern point of the island. It is
believed by some writers that the Bretons
and Basques were the first dissoverers of the
Continent of Ameriea. Certainly, it is well
known that, in 1504, the fisheries on the
banks of Newfoundland ‘were prosecuted.
In 1517, fifty Castilian, French and Portu.
gese vessels were emgaged on the banks at
the same time,

Many interesting relics are now and then
turned up by the plough in the old settle-
ments. I remember seeing, some years ago,
a fine bell which waas discovered at Nigani-
che, and which bore, in accordance with
the custom in Franee, the following in-
seription :

‘ Pour 1a Paroisse de Niggniche jay eté nommeé
janne Fracoise Par johannis Decarette et,

par Frangoisse Vrail Parain et Maraine—]a fosse
Hvet de St. Malo ma fait An. 1729.”

With these few references to the past his-
tory of the island, I will now proeeed to
note a few of its present characteristies.

Among the features of interest are the
collieries, of which there are a large num-
ber in Cape Breton. Up to 1854, the eoal
mines of the Province were under the sole
eontrol of the Mining Association of London,
but during that year an arrangement was
made between the Nova Seotians and the As-
sociation, by whieh the eoal mines, with
the exception of certain acres reserved to
the latter, were thrown open to capital and
enterprise. The result of thisarrangement
has been most benefieial to the whole Pro-
vinee, and espeeially to Cape Breton. There
are now at least sixteen mines in operation,
and others on the point of being opened, in
the island. At Glace Bay and Cow Bay
the mines are most vigorously worked, and
a large number of buildings have been
eracted. The residences of the managers
are very fine and commodious edifices. Ar.
tificial harbors have been constructed at an
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enormous ¢ost by enterprising companies,
and now shipping of every class can anchor
where, only the other day as it were, a ves.
sel of any size was never seen, The total
quantity of coal raised in Nova Scotia, in
1865, was 657,256 tons, nearly two-thirds
of which came from the Cape Breton mines.
During the past two years, the mines were
Rot so acHvely worked, and the quantity
of coal raised was somewhat less. Up to
1866, operations were earried on with great
vigor, and there was every prospect of a
new era in the commercial history of the
island ; but the repeal of the Reciprocity
Treaty produced a very injurious effect on
the trade. The principal mines are carried
on with American eapital, and all of them
find their chief market in the United States.
It is to be hoped that the people of Quebec
and Ontario will be induced to beecome
large consumers of the coal of Cape Breton,
which cannot now find a remunarative sale
in the American market. If the coal trade
was vigorously carried on, the prevalent
dullmess would soon disappear.

To the lover of nature, the island affords
a large fund of amusement. For variety
of beautiful scenery, the Bras d’Or camnot
be surpassed in British America. You will
see all the attractive features of the Hudson
and St. Lawrence Rivers as you pass over
the magnificent lake which, from its great
size, is deserving of being called a sea.
The air was hushed and still as I took my
seat, on a summer morning, in the little
steamer that plies weekly between Sydney
and Whycocomagh, at the head of the lake.
The sun was just scattering the morning
mist and revealing the fine farms that sur-
round the harber. The water was undis-
turbed except by the ripple from the paddles
of the boat. In an hour’s time we had left
the harbor and passed into the Little Bras
d’Or, one of two arms that lead into the
lake. This arm i8 Very narrow in many
places, and resembles a beautiful river. It
is full of the most delighiful surprises, for
you would think yourself perfeetly land-
locked, when suddenly you would see a little
opening; and find yourself, in less than a
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minute, shooting into a large bay. The
banks were wooded to the very water’s
edge ; whilst shady roads wound down, in
most perplexing fashion, to some rude wharf,
where was moored a fisherman’s boat or
coasting schooner. TFine farms were to be
seen on all sides, and, now and then, we
caught a glimpse of a tall white spire. By
and by, we passed within a stone’s-throw
of a lofty islet, wooded so deeply that the
branches kissed the very water. Anon,we
shot out into the Great Bras 4’0Or itself,
where the waves were much higher ; in
fact, at timeg they were apt to become a
little too boisterous for comfort. Far tothe
northward we could cateh glimpses of the
highlands, which terminate in the pro-
Mmonitories of Cape North and Cape St.
Lawrence. We soon came to Bedeque, or
Baddeck, as it is now commonly spelt, the
principal village on the lake, which is only
a collection of a few houses, set down with-
out reference to order. We spend two hours
more on the lake, and then come to Whyeo-
comagh, a little Seotch settlement, situated
on a prettily sequestered bay. Here the
tourist can find an hour’s amusement in
visiting a eave of marble, comprising seve-
ral chambers, in which a man can stand
erect. The marble is said to be of good
quality, though it has not yet been worked.
‘Whilst at Whyecocomagh, I found the peo-
ple considerably interested by the news
that a New York Professor was visiting the
quarry with a view of testing its quality.
Chance threw the gentlemen subsequently
into my path, and the ¢ Professor” turned
out an illiterate marble-cutter, who had
found his way, somehow or other, to this
Temote section of the Provinces. Ido not
think, however, from what I have heaxd,
that he had ¢ hoodwinked ' the people of
the settlement, who, if not very highly edu-
cated, have a pretty accurate idea of the
Qualifications of a real Professor. The
Yankee element, I may here add, is becom-
ing very prevalent in Cape Breton, as well
38 In Nova Scotia, generally. Not only
many of the coal and gold mines, but the
Principal stage-routes and the telegraph
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lines, are in the hands of the Americans;
and it would be well for the interests of
Cape Breton if more of their energy and
enterprise could be infused into jtg people.

From Whycocomagh you have a drive to
the sea coast of about thirty miles, over
one of the most picturesque roads in Nova
Scotia. The tourist will, in all probability,
have to be satisfied with a vehicle entirely
destitute of springs and cushions, but he
will not mind a little discomfort in view of
the exquisite scenery that meets the eye
wherever it wanders. Those who have
travelled over Scotland cannot fail to notice
the striking resemblance that the scenery
of this part of Cape Breton bears to that
of the Highlands. Indeed, the country is
Scotch in more respects than one ; the in-
habitants are all Scots, and, as a rule, are
a well-to-do class. Some of the best farms
in the Provinee are here to be seen, proving
conclusively the fine agricultural capabili-
ties of the island. As the carriage passed
along the mountain side, we overlooked a
beautiful valley, where one of the branches
of the Mabou river pursues its devious way,
looking like & silvery thread thrown upon
a carpei of the deepest green. Every now
and then we pass groups of beautiful elms,
rising amid the wide expanse of meadows.
No portion of the landscape was tame or
monotonous, but all remarkably diversified.
The eye lingered on exquisite sylvan
nooks, or lost itself amid the hills that rose
in the distance. The air was perfectly re-
dolent with the fragrance from the newly-
cut clover, and the wild fowers that grew
so luxuriantly by the way-side. Everything,
that summer evening, wore the aspect of
Sabbath stillness, the rumble of the waggon
wheels and the tinkle of the cow-bells from
the meadows below were the only soundg
that broke upon the ear.

At Port Hood, on the Gulf shore—an in-
significant village, though the shiretown of
Inverness county—we took passage on hoard
a fine steamer that plies between Picton
and Charlottetown, and early next morning
we found ourselves in the Drosperous towp
of Pictou, whence the railway carried ug to
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Halifax. So much for the most delightful
trip that I have ever taken anywhere in
America. If any of my readers wish to
make themselves acquainted with one of
finest sections of the Maritime Provinces,
and to enjoy an exceedingly cheap and plea-
sant trip, let them visit Cape Breton next
summer, and go through the Bras D’or,
and the valley of the Mabou, as I did.

My note-book is full of many references
to the scenery of Cape Breton, but my pen
cannot do justice to it, and I must pass on
to other maiters connected with the island.
No one can travel for any length of time
through the island without seeing the evi-
dences that it is far behind all other parts
of British America in the elements of pro-
gress. As a rule, the people are poor and
unenterprising. The great majority of the
people are Scotch, many of whom exhibit the
thrift and industry of their race. The de-
scendants of the old French population are
an active, industrious elass, chiefly en-
gaged in maritime pursuits. A portion of
the inhabitants is composed of the families
of American loyalists, and the original
English settlers. Agriculture is largely
followed by the people, and with suceess in
the interior, especially in the vicinity of the
great lake. On the sea coast the fisheries
predominate, though the people more or
less cultivate small farms. The collieries
absorb a considerable number of men, but
only in particular parts. A good many
persons are also engaged in the coasting
trade, especially at Arichat, in the county
of Richmond (Cape Breton is divided into
four counties, Cape Breton, Richmond,
Victoria, and Inverness) which, in 1866,
owned 300 vegsels, comprising 21,049 tons,
and valued at $575,164. The number of
the present population of the island is about
75,000 souls. The Catholics and Presbyte-
rians predominate.

There are about five hundred Indians in
the island, all belonging to the Micmac
tribe. As is the case in other paris of
America, they are slowly dwindling away.
The’ majority of the tribe live in a very
Picturesque section of Cape Breton, in the
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vieinity of the Bras D’or Lake, where they
have some fine farms, and worship in a
large chapel. Once every year, in the
summer, they assemble at Escasoni, and
have grand services. For months before,
they save all the money they can collect
from the sale of baskets, tubs, and fanecy
work, in order to display a little finery for
this grand event of the year.

No part of British America is richer in
natural resources, and all those elements
necessary to create wealth and prosperity;
but unfortunately for Cape Breton, its pro-
gresshasbeen retarded by the want of capi-
tal. The tide of immigration to America
has passed by its shores, and very little
capiial has come in to develope its capabi-
lities. The new collieries are carried on
for the most part, by New York and Boston
capital, and no English money is invested
in any of the mines, except those worked
by the London Mining Association, whose
establishment dates a great many years
back.

Cape Breton is on the very threshold of the
finest fishing ground in the world. . Its soal
fields are the most extensive and important
in British North America. Quarries of
marble, gypsum, limestone, and other
valuable stones abound, and gold has also
been found in several places. The natural
position of the island is remarkably advan-
tageous for trade of every kind. It stands
like a sentinel at the very gateway of the
Gulf of St. Lawrence, which it must com-
mand most effectually in the timo of war.
Its coast is indented by a large number of
noble harbors, one of which, Louis-
bourg, is open at all seasons, and is situated
on the very pathway of European traffic.
No one can doubt that at no very distant
date, when capital and enterprise eome in
and develope its resources, it must occupy
a prominent position in the Dominion of
Canada.

[We heartily thank Mr. Bourinot for the
foregoing admirable sketch of an exceed-
ingly interesting though comparatively lit-
tle known portion of the Dominion._Eps.
N.D. M1



THE OPENING OF SPRING.

Original,
THE OPENING OF SPRING.
BY AURAL MEAD,

The Spirit of Spring flew o'er the earth,

Saying, ‘ Nature, come from bondage forth.

Long has been Winter’s frosty reign,

Long with snow has been spread the plain;

Long thow'st slept with an ice-chain bound.

Come, and be with g garland crown'd:

Let brooklets from their fountains gush,

That slept in Winter's death-like hush,

Sparkling flow through the meadows forth,

Making music in the awaken’d earth,

Let buds, that 1ong have torpid been,

Open, and show their dress of green;

Let the delicate wild-flow’rs quickly spring

And, for an off'ring, fragrance bring ;

Fields be clothed in a verdant dress ;

South zephyrs, with a light caress,

‘Woo budding leaves, and grass, and flow’rs,

‘Where happy pass the bright spring hours.”
Forth went the mandate, with a sigh,

King Winter laid his sceptre by ;

Melted to tears because, at last,

His dreary, stormy reign was past.

The pleasant sunbearas, bright and warm

Succeeded then the wintry storm ;

The little birds burst forth in glee,

Contented hummed the happy bee,

The streams leaped through the meadows green,

Where ice and snow before had been ;

Light laughed they, as they wound along,

And burst into a merry song.

“Qally, gaily we glide along,
Merrily singing as we go;
Rushing and dashing as w.e flow,

The jagged, mossy rocks among.

“Then take we leave of the open lea,
Among the green willows dashing,
In the radiant sunbeams flashing,

Dancing and sparkling over with glee.

“Maute we’ve been, in months 10w past,
The meadows were wrapt in chilling gloom;
And lonely as the darksome tomb;

But broken are our chains at last.

‘“ And now we dance and laugh and 8ing,
.Our course through the cowslips wending
Through the silent woodlands bending,

Where o'er our banks the wild-flow’rs cling.”

Again the Bpirit spoke—these words:
“Ye warblers of the North—ye birds,
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From the forests of the 8outh, O come~

Come and sing in your northern home.

Winter bas gone at my decree,

Nature is from her chains set free;

Warm is the air, the sky is clear;

But without birds ’tis lone and drear.”
Far the command did penetrate,

And each bird called out to its mate,

In that southern greenwood gay,

To hasten from that land away.

And then to northern lands they flew.

From where the od’rous zephyrs blew,

To haunt our colder fields and woods,

And break our northern solitudes.
Then Nature’s voices all did chime,

And in a concert rosge sublime,

Making the earth, with gladness, ring

To the loud song of welcoming.

Sung to the gay returning Spring.

Original,
TWO NIGHTS IN ONE LIFE
¢ Nothing new,
“Very true;

“The moral, O people, I leave it with you.”
—John R. Thompson.

CHAPTER 1.

I hope, Frank, you have not done for
the night.”

¢ Indeed I have, sir; the forge has gone
out. I didn't hope for more custom to-
night ; and wood costs money.”.

“ That last is a very original remark;
though I am ineclined to doubt its applica-
tion in the presgnt case, when I can see no-
thing but wood on all sides. However, even
at the rigk of burning wood, you must light
up again. Doctors are proverbially unac-
comodating beings ; and I believe doctors’
horses partake of the same character. Jerry
has kicked off one of his shoes, and it must
be replaced.”

1 am sorry, Doctor. I would rather not
open the shop again to-night. The roads
are good, and Jerry can travel Wwithout his
shoe. I have an appointment.” ]

“ Nonsense, nonsense, boy. Come, tarn
the key as soon as pessible—no time to be
lost; I have ten miles further {g g0. Be-
fore I have done two, Jerry will be hmplnrr
along on three legs. If you make haste, I
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shall save time by waiting. I received a
summons from old Squire Smith’s; some-
body has met with an accident on his place,
s0 there is not a minute to lose. A life is
in danger, Frank.”

Before the good Doctor had finished the
last sentence, the speakers had entered the
cozy little blacksmith-shop that claimed
Frank Grant as master. Cozy it was, not-
withstanding its present dark aspect. All
the boys of Newville thought so, as they
prlayed marbles and leap-frog on the floor,
or gathered round the blazing forge to hear
thenews. And cozy all the village maidens
thought it, as they just peeped in when
passing, or stood for a few minutes by the
door to chat with the handsome proprietor.
We do not say they envied their brothers:
but, certainly, they often wished they were
boys to join in the sports.

While the forge blazes up, and the nnac-
comodating Jerry is being shod, we shall
not wait for Frank, but, as we know where
his ¢ appointment’’ is due, we will take
advantage of our privilege to step in before
him, and look around.

From the blacksmith-shop, through the
village, and, I am sorry to say, past two
large taverns, the only brick buildings in
the place, around the Gore corner, and
down the road a little distance, we come
upon a very pretty farm-house, thoroughly
Canadian in architecture and surroundings.
A large drab frame-house, with slanting
roof, and portico over the front door; a
gravel-walk, leading from the road-gate to
the porch-steps, and branching off round to
the side-door ; a couple of rows of flower-
beds on either side of the gravel-walk, in
the summer time looking very gay in their
many-colored glories, but now, in the early
spring, rather dismal; carrant-bushes bor-
der the flower-beds, and cherry, plum, and
apple-trees extend thence, on both sides, to
the fence. In the summer months, one
could not have wished for a more lovely
abode ; and, even in this early spring, with
_ the last lazy rays of the setting san tangled
in the topmost boughs of the leafless trees,
the scene is pleasant to look upon.
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Those bright red buildings over the fence
—barn, stable, and carriage-house—belong
to the picture, and, in the opinion of
Reuben Wells, added not a little to its
beauty. i

The original proprietor of the estate, old
Jonathan Wells, took up four hundred acres
of unbroken forest land in right of his claim
as a U. E. Loyalist. At his death, forty
years before the opening of our story, he
left good farms to both of his sons, a hun-
dred acres cleared on each. John, the
eldest, soon became disgusted with the rapid
inerease of settlers, disposed of his property
—fifty acres for village lots, and the rest to
a green Englishman—for a fair price, and
started with his family further into the
backwoods, to begin, like his father, the
life of a pioneer.

Reuben married early in life, and at an
age when most young people are making a
start was left a widower, with a little two-
year old boy. He did not marry again till
his son had grown almost to man’s estate.
Then he brought home a second wife, the
daughter of a small farmer from some dis
tance. In two years, Reuben Wells again
followed the remains of a young wife to the
little village church, and again returned to
a dreary home to work and pray for a little
motherless child. On this occasion, a
maiden sister of his late wife came to look
after her little niece and the rest of her
brother’s household.

When John wasready to settle, his father
built him a substantial house on the hun-
dred acres over the way.

Four years before the opening of our
story, when the laughing, petted little Mary
was just entering womanhood, the good
Reuben Wells died, and was laid in the vil-
lage churchyard, between the wife of his
boyhood and the wife of his more troubled
years. :

Shortly after his father’s death, John
Wells became aflected with the moving
mania ; and, baving received a good offer
for the hundred and fifty acres that had been
willed as his share, packed up his young
family, and moved after his uncle into the
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far backwoods. The homestead and the
fifty acres that Mary owned were all that
was left to remind the meighbors of the
t 5ld Wells Farm.”

Twelve months ago, 2 general sensation
was eaused in Newville by the advent of
young Frank Grant, a promising young
man. Strong and healthy, decided the
mothers ; pushing, said the fathers; hand-
some, chorused the maidens; and a jolly
fellow, chimed in the brothers. With all
these attractions, to say nothing of fifty
acres of land and a good trade, is it sur-
prising that he made an impression ? or,
that to be escorted home from meeting or
singing-school by Frank Grant, was an
honor worthy of eager competition ? It did
not take long to show where the preference
rested, and all opposition gave way to sweet
Mary Wells. ]

And now a great change came over the
quiet life of the young country-girl. Out-
wardly, the life was still quiet, there was
little change in manner or appearance.
The same dresses were worn, the same daily
routine faithfully performed. Butthe world
of thought was all changed ; the fleeting,
uncertain fancies were all centred on one
object. Castles were nolonger filmy clouds,
floating high up in the air, but very sub-
stantial pictures of ways and means. Life
which, on looking back, appeared to have
been an aimless, useless passage of days,
weeks, and years, now looked only too short
to love and be loved.

Such might have been the tenure of her
thoughts as she sat waiting in “ the room”
round by the side-door, where we shall take
advantage of our privilege to intrude.

It is warm, cozy, and inviting. The
evenings are still cold; and, in considera-
tion of Aunt Millicent’s fast-ageing bones
and cooling blood, there isa bright wood-fire
in the stove, which has, however, driven
our little Mary to the farthest end of the
room-~the most becoming situation she
could have chosen, we immediately decide,
—the ruddy rays from the open stove, with-
out dazzling, just throw a warm tint over
the picture. We heave a sigh of complete
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satisfaction ; we cannot help it, even at the
yisk of disturbing her reverie. That little
figure, clad in a neatly-fitting brown home-
spun dress, relieved at the neck and wrists
by dainty white frills; the shapely head,
supported by the little hand which, though
it has done many a good day’s work, is by
no means ill-formed; the glossy brown
hair, brushed smoothly over the forehead,
and bound within a dark chenille net ; and,
above all, the full, soft grey eye, fixed
dreamily on the fire, with a world of love
and intellect in its quiet depth, is just such
a one as we would choose for a wife, as we
would like to have her image go down to
her children and grand-children, that they
may love and imitate it. The old elock on
the dresser strikes seven. The strokes are
followed by a little stir in the hitherto guiet
room. Aunt Milly opens hexr eyes, shrugs
her shoulders, knits off one needle, and
drops to sleep again. The lit{le dreamer
raises her eyes from the fire to the clock,
and then turns them to the door with an
expectant gaze ; and though she again di-
reets them to their old position, the fire no
longer retains undisputed possession, but
shares its honors with the clock. Again the
little hammer performs its work-—this time
itis eight strokes. With a slightly impa-
tient look at the door, Mary arouses herself,
and goes over to put a couple of sticks on
the fire, which, in the general lull, had
kept time with the clock, and faithfully
performed its work. Half kneeling on the
hearth-mat, gazing on the crackling logs,
and unconsciously stroking an old tabby who
ghares the mat with his mistress, and purrs
with pleasure at the ecaress, not knowing
and nat caring that it is unwittingly given,
ghe rests for a few minutes, and then 3
brisk, familiar step on the gravel-walk, fol-

‘Jowed by a well-known rap at the door,

makes her spring up, and open it wide for
Mr. Frank Grant.

« I have been keeping yon waiting g long
time, pet,” he said, when the greetings were
over, and they had taken their gseats in
Mary's old place at the farend of the room ;
« but you must blame Dr. Harris, or, rather,
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Jerry, as it was him I had to shoe. I gave
the old fellow several sly pokes to punish
him for being so contrary. Dr. Harris says
doctors’ horses are always unaccomodating,
and I believe it. Jerry was so to-night, I
know.”

* What was Dr. Harris doing out here so
late ?” said Mary. “There is nobody sick
in the village, T hope.”

¢ Oh no, or T would have let J erry travel
home without his shoe ; but somebody has
met with a bad accident out at old David
Smith’s, and the Doctor was afrail Jerry
would not be able to travel so far without
getting lame; and certainly he could go
faster with his shoe on. You know a few
minutes might save somebody’s life. I was
right to wait?”

“Oh yes; by all means. I looked for
you about seven ; but, as you did not come,
I was sure somebody had come in rather
late, so I did not mind so very much.”

“You are a dear, good little girl not to
be a single bit cross.”” He leaned forward
to seal the praise with a kiss. I will
spend all my life inshowing you how much
I love you for it. See, I have notbeen idle
to-day,” and he put on her finger s little
cornelian ring, the one he had taken off to
get the proper size for the plain gold hoop.
¢ To-morrow, darling, our life will begin.”

They continued to talk—words that would
not mean very much to us, but to them
meant love and life—till the ten strokes of
the clock wamed Frank that it was time
to be gone, particularly as Aunt Milly had
finished her first nap, and prepared herself
to understand all that was going on.

They went together as far as the gate to
say the last good-bye, and there stood under
the clear light of the magnificent Canadian
full-moon.

“ Come, my pet, you must not stand
longer ; you will cateh cold.” Neverthe-
less, he held her hand, and gazed into the
depths of her eyes, till the Tising blush re-
called his presence of mind. He stooped
and kissed her two or three times, then
withdrawing his hand, with a light laugh
said,
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* Good-bye, darling, for the last time.
Remember lo-morrow ; and, passing
through the gate, went on his way.

Notwithstanding the injunction to go in,
she stood watching the figure far down the

(road, and then turned towards the house

with the sound of the footsteps ringing in
her ears, and, need we sav, hours after, still
lingering through her dreams.

The next morning, the sun rose bright
and smiling on the wedding-day ; and,
surely, ¢ happy is the bride that the sun
shines on.”

CHAPTER 11.

SEVEN YEARS AFTER.

Anatomists have said that in seven years
the human system undergoes an entire
change ; that of the woman of twenty
years, there is nothing left at twenty-seven
but the undying, immaterial essence she
calls “myself.” As we open the gates of
the Grant’s garden on 2 bright, frosty spring
night, seven years after that happy wedding-
day, we can almost believe that this law of
animal nature is applicable to inanimate
things. Everything looks desolate, neglect-
ed, and time-worn. The gate grates rustily
a8 it swings on its single hinge; several
boards have disappeared from the fence ;
the paint has worn off from the poreh, and
the more exposed parts of the house ; the
once neat little gravel paths have joined
with the borders, that formerly did honor
to Mary’s care as flower-beds—the joint
stock is nothing but weeds.

Within, the house bears almost the same
aspect, drea.ry, dreary, and desolate, Agq
we open the side-door,” we can barely re-
cognize ¢ the room,” all 100ks 80 changed.
Yet why should it be? It is the same gea-
son of the year, the same hoyge. A fire
burns in the same stove, even though it has
lost its bright polished surface. The same
long table stretches down one side of the
room, for which it now most strangely looks
too large, and the same dressor still stands
in the corner, with the clock still going
tick—tick—tick. Has it kept up that un-
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thanging round ever since? day in and
day out, while all else has been falling
into rapid decay, or surging and boiling
amid hope and despair, death and remorse,
and dull misery ?

But what gives the character to the room
is the figure in the low chair by the fire.
That cannot be the Mary Wells of old, and
yet it might be. They are the same gray
eyes, the same glossy hair brushed smoothly
as of yore; but how changed the whole
aspect! how haggard and {ime-worn!
Those seven years have bcen very busy in
. their work of destruction. The low, moan-
ing wail of the infant in her arms has just
given place, under the influence of the
mother’s lullaby, to a fitful sleep, not the
calm, untroubled slumber of healthy baby-
hood. It is a“worn, sickly little face that
rests on the mother's arm, one that has
taken up life’s tronbles with life’s breath,
very different from that of the chubby little
six-year-old sister that lies slumbering in
the cradle, still swayed by the unconsoious
movement of the mother’s foot.

The clock has beat its round from eight
to nine, the fire has burned low in the
stove, the baby has fallen into a gquieter
sleep, and a half smile plays now and then
around the mother’s mouth—it may be only
the sweetness of repose—disturbed by g
glance towards the door more anxious than

expectant.

At length a flush passes over her face,

not of pleasure ; but of mingled fear ang
shame ; for, though thesesceneshave lasted
for years, and now become of nightly oceur-
rence, Mary has not learned to take her
trouble as a matter of course.

An uneven step staggers along the path
something stumbles over the broken step,
an aimless hand fumbles at the door—handle’
and a man reels into the room, With a loud
oath. Can it bef—impossible! TFrank
Grant ! Time has never wrought that
change—seven unaidéd years could not
have so changed a human form, bloated,
bleared, and bruised, it is diszusting te
look upon. Mury’s pulse scemed to stand
still, and her heart went up io God in a
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wailing ery for help and pity. The child
in her arms started, and drew her attention
to its sufferings, she swayed to and fro to
sooth it, and said, ¢ Frank, wont you please
make as little noise as you can? Baby has
just gone to sleep. I think, if she ig kept
quiet, she will be better.”

‘The tiresome little wretch, if you didn’t
coddle’r so much, she’d be or'right. Throw
her in the eradle there, by Polly—that's the
kind of lass for me—some spirit in her, like
her father. Come quick, ole ’oman, soon
as you can. I want som’ing to eat—havn’t
had a bite to day.” ’

Mary rose like one in a stupor, she did
not like to put baby in'the cradle to disturb
the slesping Polly, 8o, with the child on one
arm, she placed bread and meat on the
table, with tea which hadbeen kept hot on
the stove. The intoxicated man drank off
three or four cupfuls without tasting a
mouthful of food, then, pushing his chair a
little distance from the table, fell into a
heavy, snoring slesp; but something un-
comfortable in his position, or perhaps, the
mournfal wail of the little sufferer, disturb-
ed his rest, for he soon rose with & discon-
tented grunt, and stumbled into the ad-
Joining room, where he soon again forgot
in sleep the ruin he brought, the misery he
caused, the heart he wasbreaking. Perhaps!
Who can trace tite drunkazd’s dreams ?

In ¢ the room,” Mary sat with her child
held close to her bosom, murmaring in low
tonesthe mother’s lullaby, while wandering-
thought went dreamily back over the years
that were gone. To her happy ehildhood ;
to her loving father ; her eareless, romping,
joyous school-days, #nd even now the blush
rose lightly over her care-worn features, ay
memory halted at the evening we have seen
her in all her maiden beauty. Then over
a happy, happy year, crowned with over
flowing joy and thankagiving by the biyy
of the little Mary. Then came g little
shadow, yet hardly a shadow, certainly no-
thing that could be seen, only an ‘undefined
feeling that all was not as usual. Then the
young hushand and faiher out late—the f:u-st

week one night, the second, two—on the
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plea of "¢ business.” Oh, the dreadful
misery of the awakening from that slight
fear to the bitter, life-clouding certainty !
It was the old, old tale—an easy nature led
astray.

Then the slittle baby, who, without a
name, without even a mother’s kiss, breath-
ed in this world of misery for an hour, fled
to eternal bliss—to the mansion prepared,
even for him, from the foundation of the
world. Then the long wearing illness when,
notwithstanding pain and weakness, the
sun appeared to break through the cloud——
when for three months Frank was faith-
fully nursed and tended, and as faithfully
promised reform-—but it did not last. He
could not resist temptation, and he. would
not flee from it. Then again the old life
of watching, suffering and degradation, and
Aunt Milly’s attempted consolation; but
the tree, that was too old to bend, broke be-
neath the weight of her darling’s sufferings.
Then, the last earthly prop shattered, the
darkness of despair, the darkness that could
be felt—just before the dawn ; for, through
mneh trial and tribulation, Mary was
brought home. Then, still the same life,

with the burden lightened, for it was borne |

by a strength not earthly, and she still had
much to be thankful for—bher little girl and
her own natural affection. Neighboring
women, from whose hearts life’s ordeal,
appeared to have drained all love and pity,
said, ¢ She need not gramble; Grant was
a good man enough when not in liquor, and
he never beat her.”” Poor, meagre ravel-
lings of the vow to love and cherish. Still
on through the old life. Another little
one in the household ; another little grave
in the churchyard, and another little angel
in heaven.

A convulsive start from the babe in her
arms recalled Mary’s wandering thoughts.
She tried in vain to coax back sleep, fitful
though it was. The low moan of the little
sufferer pierced the mother’s heart, she
prayed earnestly to bear all the pain. She
rose, and paced the room with unflagging
steps, hour after hour, stopping only to re-
Plenish the fire, or to press her burning lips
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to the face of her precious burden. The
 candle burned low in the socket, the elock
struck out the hour of midnight; but she
heeded not, that wail of infant pain filled
every crevice of her being. At length,
suffering appeared to have spent itself, and
with a half sob, half sigh, the babe lay
still in its mother’s arms. She drew her
chair before the fire, and sat down, still
continuing the soothing chant. At length,
pressing her cheek to that of her darling,
she started at its cold, elammy iouch, she
raised the little stiffened arm, and knew
that she was in the presence of Death. She
did not strike a light ; she did not fear ; for
for eyes that can look beyond, death has lost
all horror. But we cannot blame her, that
in the prayer that rose to a pitiful Father
for help and strength, lay buried an unex-
pressed wish to join her babe, and be at
rest.

Original,
SPRING.

Spring, glad Spring,

‘What dost thou bring ?

Stepping so light,

Smiling so bright,
Scattering sunshine over the plains,
Laughing at Winter and breaking his chains,
‘Wakening the groves with thy balmy breath,
Beckoning to Life, and mocking at Death, ,

8pring, glad Spring,

What dost thou bring ?

Union of loves,

Cooing of doves,
‘Warblings, and blossoms, and birds, and

flowers;

Emerald mantles for fields and bowers,
Spangled with dew-drops of pearly sheen;
Rippling of 1anghter where sighing hath been.

Spring, bright spring,

Mnch dost thou bring:

Mission divine

. Ever is thine;

Bidding the clouds and the shadows depart,
Meliing the ice from the pent-up heart;
Lightening the soul of its earthly load;
Pointing from Nature to Nature's God.




THE RED-RIVER SETTLEMENT.

Original.
THE RED RIVER SETTLEMENT.

BY W. H. W., RICE LAKE, ONTARIO.

Few chapters of history are more interest-
ing than those which deseribe the progress
of British colonization. They record scenes
of as thrilling adventure, of as sublime
daring, of as heroic valor as any ever
witnessed on earth. The settlement of the
Red River of the North is no exception to
these remarks.

At the beginning of the present century
the trade of the great fur-producing regions
of the north and north-west was divided be-
tween the Hudson’s Bay and North West
Companies. Between those companies an
intense and bitter rivalry existed—a rivalry
that could be appeased only by the destruc-
tion of one or the other. About this time,
Thomas Douglas, Earl of Selkirk, was the
Governor of the Hudson’s Bay Company.
He was a man of indomitable energy, and
of dauntless intrepidity. With the skill of
an experienced general, he prepared for the
inevitable conflict. He perceived that by
obtaining control of the Red River, he
would have a strong basis for future opera-
tions, and thus possess great advantages over
his antagonists. For this purpose, he re-
solved to establish a colony of his country-
men in that important strategic point,
The offer of free grants of one hundreq
acres of land each, and of the continuance
of their civil rights and religious privileges
—the latter an important consideration
with & true North Briton—induced a large
number of hardy Highlanders to seek their
fortunes in the North-west. )

In the year 1812, the first brigade of the
colonists reached Red River. A stern wel-
come’ awaited them. Hardly had they
arrived, when an armed ba.x}d of N?rﬂr
Westers, painted and plumed in the Indian
style, appeared upon the grour.xd, and by
their significant gestures (for their language
Wwas unknown) warned the colonists to de-
part. The latter were compelled, not only
to submit, but to purchase, by the sacrifice
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of their arms and trinkets, the services of
their conquerors as guides to the town of
Pembina, within the territory of the United
States. :

Undaunted by this failure, they returned
in the spring to the Red River, built log=
houses, and sowed their seed. They were
undisturbed till the following year. By
this time the decree had gone forth from
the Councils of the North-West Company,
Delenda est Carthago—the colony must be
exterminated. It was done, but not with-
out shedding of blood. The flourishing
gettlement became a heap of ashes, its in-
habitants exiles in the wilderness.

Reinforced by a new brigade from Scot-
land, the banished settlers returned to their
ruined homes. Many hardships ensued.
Desertions became so numerous that the
very existence of the colony was perilled. .
But in June, 1816, there fell upon it a more
crushing blow than any that it had yet re-
ceived. A body of three hundred mounted
North-Westers, armed to the teeth, and be-
grimed with war-paint, attacked the settle-
ment. A little band of twenty-eight men
went forth to parley. Twenty-one of them
were slain, the settlement sacked and
burned, and the colonists hunted from their
own hearths like beasts of prey: :

Hereupon Lord Selkirk assumed th
offensive. With a battalion of Swiss mer.
cenaries, whom he had brought from Eu-
rope, he marched against the head-quarters
of the rival company at Fort William, on
Lake Superior, which stronghold he eap-
tured, and then, mnothing discouraged,
led the exiles back to the thrice-forsaken
colony, which he re-established on & new
and solid basis, advaneing agricultural im-
plements, seed, grain, and stock. But the
summer was already half gone. The har-
vest was scanty, famine was impending,
and the hapless colonists fled southward to
Pembina at the approach of winter. Their
bardships were incredible. They were
forced to subsist upon the precarioug I
ducts of the chase. They suffered every-
thing bul death, and were redunced to the
uttermost extremity.
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<0 that long and dreary winter !

“0 the cold and cruel winter!

Ever thicker, thicker, thicker,
-Froze tue ice on lake and river,
Ever deeper, deeper, deeper,

Fell the snow on all the landscape,
-All the earth was sick and famished.

*Hungry was the air about them.
Jdiungry was the sky above them,
-And the hungry stars in heaven,
Like the eyes of wolves, glared at them.”

But even such a winter as this must pass,
and in the gpring the colonists returned for
a fifth time to their abandoned habitations.
Fortane seemed, at last, tosmile upon their
-afforts. The crops were ripening around
:the little settlement. Hope beat high in
«wvery heart. Buat an unforeseen -catas-
trophe awaited them. A ecloud of grass-
Jhoppers, like the Egyptian plague of locusts,
-darkened the air and covered the ground,
and in a single night devonred every green
#hing. Strong men bowed themselves.
The sturdy Highlanders, who had gazed
andismayed upon the face of death, wept
a8 they thought of the inevitable sufferings
«of their wives and little ones. Another
~weary march, and a miserable winter at
Pembina was their fate.

-Again, in the spring, that forlorn hope
zeturned to their devastated fields. But
agrienlture was impossible. The larve of
ghe previous season multiplied the grass-
Thoppers a thousand-fold. They covered
#he ground, they filled the air, they pol-
“Anfed the water, they put out the fires in
the fields with their numbers. The effluvia
-of their dead bodies infested the atmosphere.
Pembina must succour the hapless colonists
-yet another winter.

Thg story of their mishaps becomes
~wearisome. Anyone less determined, say
Jess dogged, if you will, than Lord Selkirk,
wrould have abandoned the colony for ever.
Not so he. His resolution rose with the
lifficulties of the occasion, and sarmounted
«every obstacle. IHe led back hislittle com-
pany—those advance skirmishers of the
great army of civilization—to the scene of
-their blasted hopes. ‘He bought two hun-
dred and fifty bushels of seed wheat from
Missouri, a distance of twelve hundred
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miles, at a cost of $5,000. It was sewn,
and, by the divine blessing, after eight
years of failure, the harvest was happily
reaped.

The colony now struck its roots deep into
the soil. It grew and flourished. Reecruits
came from Scotland, Germany, Switzer-
land. They saffered many privations, and
encountered some disasters, but none worse
than those of the winter of 1825-6. It was
a season.of unprecedented severity. Thirty-
three persons perished with hunger and
eold, and many eattle died. With the
spring thaw, the river rose nine feet in a
single day. For three days every house
had to be abandoned. The inhabitants fled
to the hills. They beheld their houses,
barns, crops, fences—everything they pos-
sessed—swept on the rushing torrent to
Lake Winnipeg. The waters continued to
rise for nineteen days. The disheartened
colonists proposed abandoning for ever the
luckless settlement. At this erisis, tidings
of the abatement of the flood was brought.
They rushed en masse to thewater side. It
was indeed so. They accepted the deliver-
ance as from God. They resolved to re-
main where they were. A new beginning
had again to be made; every trace of the
seftlement had disappeared.

Since then, no serious drawback to the
prosperity of the settlement has occurred,
although it has experienced many fluctua-
tions.

The want of an oatlet for their surplus
produce led to some ill-advised manufactar-
ing speculations. Among other visionary
schemes, was one to manufacture ecloth
from the wool of the buffalo. A huge fac-
tory was erected, and machinery and work-
men imported from England. Results—a,
grand failure. The cloth cost far more than
it would sell for. A sheep’s wool company
was then formed. Fifteen thousand sheep
were purchased in Kentucky, two thousand
miles away. S0 severs was the journey,
that only two hundred and Sfty-one reached
Red River, and these soon died of exhaus-
tion.

A flax manufacturing company and a
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tallow exportation company were also suc-
cessively formed and abandoned.

In planting this remote colony, Lord
Sclkirk expended nearly half a million of
dollars, and in promoting these various
cehemes for its advancement, the Hudson’s
Bay Company hassunk a vast amount more.
However the control of that gigantic mo-
nopoly may have retarded the ultimate de-
velopment of the North-West territory, cer-
tainly it has done much to plant the germs
of eivilization, not only at the Red River,
but at their numerous forts, factories, and
trading stations, from Labrador to Puget's
Sound.

It'is a matter of congratulation, that
this now flourishing little colony, in the
planting and maintenance of which so
mueh of British energy and British capital
has been expended, will probably be soon
annexed to this New Dominion. It were
a disaster and a disgrace were it to pass
into the possession of a foreign power. It
holds the key of Trans-American travel
through the British possessions, and in the
hands of another would cut us off for ever
from all free communication with the
magnificent territory of the Saskatchawan,
and the flourishing colonies of the Pacific
coast. That in the vast and fertile regions
of the North-West may be perpetuated for
ever the constitutional liberties and religious
privileges which, as British subjects, we to-
day enjoy, and that on their boundless
prairies and mountain slopes millions yet
unborm may dwell in peace and prosperity,
beneath the sheltering fold of the broad,
{ree banner of England, is the devout aspi-
ration of every patriotic Canadian.

I cannot close this paper without casting
& thought into the future, as men drop
Pebbles into deep wells, to hear what echo
they return, I behold in imagination a
grard Confederation of States, stretching

* from ocean to ocean, watered by the grand-
est lake and river system in the world, and
Presided over, it may be, by & descendant
of the august lady who to-day graces the
Most stable throne on earth !

At the rate of increase of the past cen-
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tury, by the year 1968, a hundred millions
of inhabitants shall oceupy these lands., I
behold a new England, built up by British
enterprise and industry, washeq by the
Pacific Sea, and rejuvenating the effete old
nations of China and Japan. A ceaseless:
stream of traffic flowing along the ironm,
arteries of commerce, that throb acress the-
continent, shall realize the dream of Colum~
bus, of a Western passage to the “ gorgeous:
Inde and far Cathay.” Great cities, re-
nowned as marts of trade throughout the
world, stand thick along this highway of
the nations, and at its Eastern terminus, at
the head of ocean navigation, the City of
the Royal Mount, I foresee enjoying a de~
gree of commercial prosperity such as her
heartiest well-wisher hardly dares to ima-~
gine ; and the names of her merchant
princes shall be familar as household words
in the bazaars of Yokohama and Jeddo, of
Pekin and Shanghai.

When this vision shall be realized, the
little colony whose fortunes, or rather mis-
fortunes, we have been narrating, shall, as
the Half-way-house across the Continent,
and enfrepot of the riches of the East and
West, forget the mishaps of her early his~
tory.*

—_————
WINSTANLEY.
BY J’EAN-—I;'GELOW'

Winstanley’s deed, you kindly folk

i 1a
A?l%lghnltgbllgrl lmrg% ng,er walked the earth,
Let hisname be what it may.

The good ship # Snowdrop ” tarried long,

looked he;
“ gg i‘li;t‘et’}'l %X‘Zﬁfa for the wing had dropped,.
“She lieth becaimed at sea.

The lovely ladies flocked within,

And stiil would each one say, -
«Good mercer, be the 515]}%8 cog)e up

But still he answered ay.

ped two mariners down the street

Tl{\?ﬂgtlegokl of grief and fear; >
«Now, if Winstanley be your name,

We bring you evil cheer !

«For the lgood ship ‘Snowdrop’ struck—ghe

c
On ts,l':\gurock-—the Eddystone,
And down she went with three-score men,
‘We two being left alone.
¢ For further details of that history, see Ross’s
account of the Red River Settlement, from
which many of the data of the present paper
are derived.
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“Down in the deep, with freight and crew,
Past any help she lies,

And never a bale has come to shore,
Of all thy merchandise.”

¢ For cloth of gold and comely frieze,”
Winstanley said, and sighed,

“For velvet coif, or costly coat,
They fathoms deep may bide.

“ 0, thou brave skipper, blithe and kind
O, mariners, bold and trae,

Sorry at heart, right sorry am I,
A-thinking of yoursand you.

“Many long days Winstanley’s breast
Shall feel a weight within

For a waft of wind he shall be feared,
And trading count but sin,

#To him no more it shall be joy
To pace the cheerful town,

And see the lovely ladies gay
Step on in velvet gown,’

The “Snowdrop ” sunk at Lammas tide,
All under the yeasty spray;

On Christmus Eve the brig * Content
Was also cast away.

He little thought o’ New Year’s night,
So jolly as he sat then,

‘While drank the toast and praised the roast
The round-faced Aldermen;

‘While serving-lads ran to and fro,
Pouring the ruby wine,

And jellies trembled on the board,
And towering pasties fine

‘While loud huzzas ran up the roof,
Till the lamps did rock o'erhead,
And helly boughs from rafters hung
Dropped down their berries red;

Heg little thought on Plymouth Hoe,
With every rising tide,

How the wave washed in his sailor-lads
Aud laid them side by side,

There stepped a stranger to the board—
“Now, stranger, who be ye ?”’

He looked to right, he looked to left,
And * Rest you merry,” quoth he;

“For you did not see the brig go down,
Or ever a storm had blown';

For you did not see the white wave rear
At the rock—~the Eddystone.

“She drove at the rock with sternsails sety
Crash went the masts in twain;

She staggered back with her mortal blow,
Then leaped at it again.

“There rose a great cry, bitter and strong—
The misty moon looked out—

And the water swarmed with seamen’s heads,
And the wreck was strewed about.

“Isaw her mainsail lash the sea,
As I clung to the rock alone H

Theun she beeled over, and down she went,
And sank like any stone.

“She was a fair ship, but ali’s one !
For naught could stand the shock.”

“I will take horse,” Winstanley said,
** And see this deadly rock.

‘* For never again shall bark of mine
Sail over the windy sea,

Unless, by the blessing of God, for this
Be found a remedy.’

‘Wingtanley rode to Plymouth town
Allin the sleet and snow,
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And he looked around on shore and sound,
As he stood on Plymouth Hoe.

Till a pillar of spray rose, far away,
And shot up its stately head,

Reared and fell over, and reared again;
¢'Tis the rock ! the rock ! he said.

Straight to the Mayor he took his way—
“Good Master Mayor,” quoth he,
“Iam a mercer of London town,
And owner of vessels three;

 But for your rock of dark renown,
1 had five to track the main,”

“You 2re one of many,” the old Mayor said,
“That of the rock complain.

 An ill'rock, mercer! your words ring right,
Well with my thoughts they chime,

For my two souns to the world to come
It sent before their time.”

¢“Lend me a lighter, good Master Mayor,
And a score of shipvrrights free,

For I think to raise a lantern-tower
On this rock of destiny.”

The old Mayor laughed, but sighed also*
‘Ah, youth,” quoth he, “is rash;

BSooner, young man, thou’lt root it out
From the sea that doth it lash.

#Who saila too near its jagged teeth,
He shall have evil lot;

For the calmest seas that tumble there .
Froth like a boiling pot.

‘*And the heavier seas, few look on nigh,
But straight they lay him dead ;

A seventy-gun-ship, sir! they’ll shoot
Higher than her mast-head.

0, beacons sighted in the dark,
They areright welcome things,

And pitch-pots flaming on the shore;
Show fair as angel’s wings.

‘‘Hast gold in hand? then light the land,
It ’longs to thee and me}

But let alone the deadly rock
In God Almighty’s sea.”

Yet said he, ¢ Nay, I must away,
On the rock to set my feet ;

My debts are paid, my will I made,
Or ever I did thee greet.

“If I mustdie, then let me die
By the rock, and not elsewhere ;
If I may live, O, let me live
To mount my lighthouse stair.”

The old Mayor looked him in the face,
And answered, ‘“ Have thy way;

Thy heart is stout, as if round about
It was braced with an iron stay.

“Have thy will, mercer! choose thy men,:
Put off from the storm-rid shore ;

God with thee be, or I shall see
Thy face and theirs no more,”

Heavily plunged the breaking wave,
And t%gm Hew up the lea, & !

Morning and even' the driffed snow
Fell into the dark-grey seq,

Winstanley choose him men and gear;
He said, “ My time I waste,”

For the seas ran seething up the shore,
And the Wrack drave on in haste,

But twenty days he watted, and more, -
Pacing the strand, alone, =
Or ever he set, his manly foot
On the rock,—-the Eddystone,
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Then he and the sea began their strife,
And worked with power and might ;

‘Whatever the man reared up by day
The sea broke down by night,

He wrought at ebb with bar and beam,
He sailed to shore at flow;

And at his side by that same tide,
Came bar and beam also.

“Give in, give in,” the old Mayor cried,
« Or thou wilt rue the day.”

«Yonder he goes,” the townsfolk sighed,
¢« But the rock will have its way.

2.

« For all his looks that are so stout,
And his speeches brave and fair,

He may wait on the wind, wait on the wave,

But he’ll build no lighthouse there,” -

In fine weather and foul weather
The rock his arts did flout,

Through the long days and the short days,
Till all that year ran out. ’

‘With fine weather and foul weather
Another year came in; R
#To take his wage,” the workmen said,

¢ We almost count a sin.”

Now March was gone, came April 1n,
And a sea-fog settled down,

And forth sailed he on a glassy sea,
He sailed from Plymouth town,

‘With men and stores he put to sea, .
As he was wont to do;

Theyshowed in the fog like ghosts full faint,—
A ghostly craft and crew.

And the sea-fog lay and waxed alway, .
For a long eight days and more;

4 God help our men!” quoth the women then;
« For they bide long from shore,”

They paced the Hoe in doubt and dread :
«Where may our mariners be ?”’

But the brooding fog lay soft as down
Over the quiet sea.

A Scottish schooner made the port,
The thirteenth day at e’en;
” the Captain cried,

4 m a pan
Asla t I have seen :

« A strange sig

w strange sound heard, my masteérs all
ﬁ?(sie%, in t,hge fog and the rain, s

Like shipwrights’ hammers tapping low,
Then loud, then low again.

« And a stately house one instant showeg,
Through a riy}t, on the vessel’s lee;

‘What manner of creatures }'nay be those
That build upon the sea?

Then sighed the folk, “ The Lord be praised 1”
And they flocked to the shore anﬁ?ln,

All over the Hoe that livelong night
Many stood out in the rain.

It ceased, and the red sun reared his head,
And the rolling fog did flee;

And, lo! in the offing faint and far
Winstanley’s house at sea !

In fair weather with mirth and cheer
The stately tower uprose;

In foul weather with hunger and cold
They were content to close;

Till up the stair Winstanley went,
To fire the wick afar;

And Plymouth in the silent night
Looked out and saw her star.

‘Winstanley set his foot ashore;
Sald he, “ My work is done;
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I hold it strong to last as long
Asaught beneath the sun,

¢ But if it fail, as fall it may,
‘Borne down with ruin and rout,

Anotber than I shall rear it high,
And brace the girders stout.

¢ A better than I shall rear it high,
For now the way is Plain.

And tho’ I were dead,” Winstanley said,
¢ The light would shine again.

“Yet were I fain still to remain,
Watch in my tower to keep,

And tend my light in the stormiest night
That ever did move the deep;

¢ And if it stood, why then ‘twere good,
Amid their tremulous stirs,
To count each stroke when the mad waves
broke,
For cheers of mariners.

“But if it fell, then this were well,
That 1 should with it fall;

Since, for my part, I have built my heart
In the courses of its wall. .

““Ay! I were fain, long to remain,
Watch in my tower to keep,

And tend my light in the stormiest night
That ever did move the deep.”

‘With that, Winstaniey went his way,
And left the rock renowned,

And summer and winter his pilot star
Hung bright o’er Plymoutp Sound,

But it fell out, fell out at iast,

TThat, he would pult,itolsea,
0 scan once more his lighthouse tower
Onthe rock of dest.iny.g

And the winds broke, and the storm b

And wrecks eame ﬁlunging in; roke,
None in the town that night lay down,

Or sleep or rest to win,

The great mad waves were rollin, aves,
And each flung up its dead; £ &" ’
The seething flow was white below,
And black the sky o’erhead.

And when the dawn, the dull, gray dawn,—
Broke on the trembling town, .

And men looked south to the harbor mouth,
The lighthouse tower was down.

Down in the deep where he doth sleep,
‘Who made it shine afar,

And then in the night that drowned its light,
Set, with his pilot-star.

Many fair tombs in the glorious glooms
At Westminster they show;

The brave and the great lie there in state
Winstanley lieth low.

BABY TERRORS,

BY MRS. H. C. GARDNER.

¢ She is such a timid little thing 1"’ gaid 5
mother who had just left her little child in
bed in a dark room, all unmoved by the
piteous sobs and entreaties of the frightened
wee one. ‘I must break her of it, or she
will be afraid of her shadow in the daytime
goon.”’ :

The child’s stifled eries were plainly
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heard in the light, cosy sitting-room, where
the older members of the family were en-
joying themselves. Their continuance
fretted the mother, and she soon threw down
her work and rose to leave the room.

« I shall have to punish her,” she said
impatiently, ¢ and I might as well doit at
once, and stop her crying.”

« Wait a moment, Ada,”” said her hus-
band. ¢ Do you think it will lessen her
fears if you inspire a greater fear of your-
self'?”’

¢ But what can Ido! We cannot have
her sereaming like that every night.”

¢« No. But we can leave her a light
every night until she falls asleep. If her
fears have nothing to feed upon she will for-
get them, outgrow them. Think of your-
self in mortal terror with no refuge to flee
to. I do not wonder that God takes so
many of the little ones to his own bosom.
They have a hard time of it here.”

The mother said nothing in reply, but her
voice was soon heard in the child’s room,
soothing it with pet names, and hushing its
fears. God had already taken two of her
darlings to himself.

I went home from this little scene, and
sat down to think. I had been a timid
child once, and I knew all aboutit. I too
was afraid to go to bed in the dark. It was
terrible for me, a little tow-headed girl, to
lie there all alone in the blackness, which
I felt sure was twisting itself into all sorts
of horrible shapes, only I did not dare to
open my eyes to see it. I used to say my
prayers over and over again to make sure of
them.

“If I gshould die before I wake”

had a fearful significance, for all the chances
seemed against my being found alive in the
morning.  When, years after, I had the
care of a little girl, you may believe that
she did not go to bed in the dark.

 Itis strange that grown up people will
take paing to frighten children. I could
not have been more than eight years old
when I was taken to see the rigid, ghastly
features of 3 dead man. I had been his pet,
and had only pleasant associations connected
with him, but the thought of him has been
a sort of nightmare ever since. It is a
eruel, eruel act to lift up a little child to
ook on a dead face in a coffin. Ineversee
jt done without a shudder. Because the
child cannot understand the mystery of
death. He does not know that the loving
smiles and pleasant words that made his
friend so dear, were not of the flesh, but of
the spirit, and that the separation of the two
is the beginning of a new life for the de-
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parted. Little ones are often placed fore-
most in the cirele round their mother’s
grave, 50 as to make them sure that she is
really buried in a dark hole in the ground.
And then the little one is told that he too
must die, and be buried, and that he can’t
get away from it anyhow. Grown people
fasten terrors upon babies, and are not
ashamed of themselves for doing it.

I remember very well how frightened I
was after hearing my first ghost story. I be-
lieved every word of it. It deseribed a
ghost with white eyes looking in at a dark
window at night. It had looked in upon a
neighbor of ours three times. She seemed
to enjoy telling me about it, laying down
her knitting, and taking a monstrous pinch
of snuff as a relish. Well, I suppose it was
as much as ten yearsafter that before I dared
to look towards a window in a dark room
for fear that I should see that face with its
white eyes. Ah, how easy it is to darken
the innocent imagination of childhood ! But
it is very heartless work. My flesh creeps
now as I recall how an old woman told me
of a beautiful young girl who was stolen
from her grave, ‘and biled and made into
a'natomy.”’” Thereafter all doctors seemed
to me to be monsters of wickedness. I used
to run away and hide if our doctor’s old
sulky was seen coming down the street.
When he vaccinated me, I knew by his
hold upon my arm that he was longing ¢ to
string my bones together for a new ’na-
tomy.”

I pity little children who have a slavish
fear of their parents. And oh! what a sad
future such parents are preparing for them-
selves!

I look into some homes and I see the old
father or mother sitting silently in the
corner, fenced off from all the living sym-
pathies around them. Their own children
would be glad if they were dead. And I
know without asking that those children,
when they were young and their hearts were
tender, were ruled by fear, not love. Love
does not change. Time only gives it added
strength. If it had been fostered in the lit-
tle heart, it would, in its turn, bless the
feebleness of age, the second childhood of its
object.

Not long ago I 52w a delicate child thrust
aside with harsh Words as she came timidly
to her busy mother’s knee. She wasa win-
some little thing, scarcely three years old ;
a little doll for beauty ; a little rose for
sweetness. * You are forever in the way,’”
said the hurried and impatient mother.
Alas! when the evilday shall come, as it
must, Will not that mother yearn for the
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love that she is crushing out of the little
child’s nature now? In a friend’s house I
once saw seven children, all 5o quiet that
you would not know there was a child in
the house.”’” They sat in sullen silence, be-
having, however, like little ladies and
gentlemen when the mother’s eye was on
them ; but scowling at each other, and at
her too, whenever her back was turned.

There was fear in that quiet home, butno
love. Those children will never rise up
and call their mother blessed. They will
get away from the home roof-tree as soon as
they can. They will not care for each
other. They will be glad to be as strangers
as soon as they are old enough to separate.
If they should travel the world over they
will find no persons so far removed from
them as their own brethren according to the
flesh.

0, the blessed little children who baskin
the happy love of a warm home-nest!

The Saviour did not frighten and repel
the wee ones. He took them up in hisarms
and blessed them. Ah, let us try to make
the paths of life easy and pleasant for the
tread of little feet ! Let perfect love cast
out fear.—Zion's Herald.

THE LAST MOMENTS OF BEETHOVEN,

He had but one happy moment in his life,
and that moment killed him. He lived in
poverty, driven into solitude by the contempt
of the world, and by the natural ‘bent of a
disposition rendergd harsh, almost savage, by
the injustice of his contemporaries. But he
wrote the sublimest music that ever man or
angel dreamed. He spoke to mankind in his
divine language, and they disdained to listen
to him. He spoke to them as Nature speaks
in the singing of the birds—the celestial
harmony of the winds and waves. Beethoven
was a prophet, and his utterance was from
God.

And yet his talent was so disregarded that
he was destined more than once to suffer the
bitterest agony of the poet, the artist, the
musician ; he doubted his own genius.
Hayden himself could find for him no better
praiso than in saying, * He is a clever pianist.”
Thus was it said of Géricault, “ He blends his
colors well;” and of Goethe, “He has a
tolerable style, and commits no faults in
orthography.”

Beethoven had but one friend, and that
friend was Hummel. He quatreled with
Hummel, and for a long time they ceased to
meet. To crown his misfortunes, he became
completely deaf. Then Beethoven retired to
Baden, where he lived in a small house that
scarcely sufficed for his necessitles. There, his
only pleasure was in wandering amidst the
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green alleys of a beautiful forest in the neigh-
borhood of the town. Alone with the birds
and the wild flowers, he would then suffer
bimself to give scope to his genius—to com-
pose his marvellous symphonies, to approach
the gates of heaven with melodious accents,
and to speak aloud to angels that language
which was too beautiful for human ears, and
which human ears had failed to comprehend.
But in the midst of his solitary dreaming, a
letter arrived which brought him back despite
himself to the affairs of the world, where new
griefs awaited him. A nephew whom he had
brought up, and to whom he was attached by
the good offices which he had himself per-
formed for the youth, wrote to implore his
uncle’s presence at Vienna. He had become
implicaved in some disastrous business, from
which his elder relative alone could release
him. Beethoven set off upon his journey,
and, compelled by the necessity of economy,
accomplished part of the distance on foot.
One evening he stopped before the gate of a
small, mean-looking house and solicited
shelter, He had still several leagues to
traverse before reaching Vienna, and his
strength would not enable him to continue
any longer on the road. They reccived him °
with hospitality ; he partook of their supper,
and then was installed in the master's chair
by the fireside. When the table was cleared,
the father of the family arose and opened an
old clavecin. The three sons took each a
violin, and the mother and daughter occupied
themselves in some domestic work. The
father gave the key-note, and all four began
playing with that unity and precision—that
innate genius—which is peculiar only to the
people of Germany. It seemed that they
were deeply interested in what they played,
for their whole souls were in their instruments.
The two women desisted from their occupa-
tion to listen, and their gentle countenances
expressed the emotion of their hearts. To
observe all this was the only share that
Beethoven could take in what was passing, for
he did not hear a single note. He could only
judge of their performance from the move-
ments of the executanis, and the fire that
animated their features. When they had
rinished, they shook each other's hands
warmly, as if to congratulate themselves on a
community of happiness ; and the young girl
threw herself weeping into her mother’s arms,
Then they appeared to consult together; they
resumed their instruments ; they commenned
again. This time their enthusiasm reached
its height—the color mounted to their cheeks
and their eyes were filled with tears.

u By Triends” said Beethoven, “I am very
unhappy that I can take no part in the delight
which you experience, for I too love music ;
put as you see, I am so deaf that I cannot
hear any sound ; let me read this music which
produces in you such lively emotions.”
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He took the paper in his hand, his eyes
grew dim, his breath came short and fast ;
then he dropped the paper and burst into
tears. The peasants had been playing the
allegretto of Beethoven’s Symphony in A.
The whole family surrounded him with signs
of curiosity and surprise. For some moments
his convulsive sobs impeded his utterance ;
then he raised his head, and said, “I am
Beethoven.” And they uncovered their heads,
and bent before him in respectful silence.
Beethoven held out his hands to them and
they pressed them, they wept over them ; for
they knew that they had among them a man
who was greater than a king. Beethoven
held out his arms and embraced them all—
the father, the mother, the young girl and her
three brothers. All at onee he rose up, and

sitting down to the clavecin,signed to the young |.

men to resume their violins, and performed
himself the piano part of this chef-deouvre.
The performers were alike inspired; never
was music more divine or better executed.
Half the night passed away, and the peasants
listened. Those were the last accents of the
swan.

The father compelled him to accept his own
bed; but during the night Beethoven was
restless and fevered. He rose, he needed air;
he went forth with naked feet into the
country. AMH nature was exhaling a majestic
harmony ; the winds sighed through the
branches of the trees, and moaned along the
avenues and glades of the wood. He remained
sotae hours wandering thus amidst the cool
dews of the early morning; but when he
returned to the house he was seized with an
icy-chill. They sent to Vienna for a physi-
cian; dropsy on the chest was found to have
declared itself, and in two days, despite every
care and skill, the doctor said that Beethoven
must dic ; and in truth life was every instant
ebbing fast from hin,

As he lay upon his bed, pale and suffering,
a man entered. It was Hummel—Hummel,
his old and only friend. He had heard of the
illness of Beethoven, and had come to him
#ith succor and money, But it was too late;
Beethoven was speechless; and a grateful
smile was all that he had to bestow upon his
friend. Hummel bent towards him, and by
the aid of an acoustic instrument enabled
Becthoven to hear a few words of his com-
passion and regret. Beethoven seemed re-
animated, his eyeg shone, he struggled for
utterance, and gasped,

“Is it not true, Hummel, that I have some
talent qfter all?2”

These were his last words—his eyes grew
fixed, and his spirit passed away. They buried
him in the little cemetery of Dobling.

AN OLD MAN'S STORY.

Deacon Edson was a great friend to young
People, and never omitted an opportunity of
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aiding, by word or deed, the rising gener=
ation,” as he called them. The old gentle-
man was ushered into our parlor as we sat
around the evening lamp; he had come to
enlist our sympathies on behalf of a wayward
youth. When he bad told his errand and
received our promise of hearty co-operation
in his plans, the conversation turned on the
over-indulgence of the children of the pre-
sent day-—the submissive obedience of fathers
and mothers to the sturdy demands of sons
and daughters.

“T have no wish,” said Deacon Edson, “to
deny the faot, that weak parents wrong their
children greatly in this way ; but there ig
another form of injustice to the young, of
which we do not so often hear; its commis-
sion is not confined to parents alone.”

I looked inquiringly at my visitor, and he
said :

% Let me give you a leaf out of an old man’s
book of remembrance, and so explain my
meaning.

“Well do I remember my mother—her
mild blue eyes, her earnest ook and gentle
voice, as she often set before me the way of
wisdom and truth, and sought, to place my little
feet in the path of the just, and spoke of the
‘love beyond a mother's, I tried, mere
child as I was, to follow her guidance ; I
had learned to abhor a lie and to prize the
love which withheld not ‘the only begot-
ten Bon.’ One day, when I was about eight
years old, my father told my mother at din-
ner that he was suddenly called away on
business.

“‘ One of our largest customers has failed,’
said he, ‘and a member of the firm must be
on the spot as soon as possible, to save all
we can from the wreck. I think you had
better go with me ; I will leave you at your
sister’s, go on to , attend to my busi-
ness and teturn for you; we shall not be
away more than two weeks.’

“‘I should like to go very much, replied
my mother, ‘if it were not for leaving the
children.’

“‘Oh! I bave provided for that, said my
father, ‘I stopped at Cousin Mary's as I
passed, she will come and stay while yoy
are gone ; she will take the best of care.’

“¢Yes, I do pob doubt her taking good
care, returned mother, ‘but Herbert is not
quite well yet. -

¢ Why, my dear, interrupted my father
‘he has been to school to-day, have you not,
my son ?’ \

4 Yes, siry 88id I, “but I got very tired.!
1 do not think I was more gelfish than most
children; but I was just recovering from a
long illness, and the thought of the absence
of my kind mother, who had nursed me so
tenderly, was almost g terror to me. I had
not noticed that she was becoming thinner
and paler every day, but my father's anxiety
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was roused. He replied to n.y half fretful
answer in a cheery tone.

«tWell, my boy, you will not be so tired
when you get used to it;' and turning to
mother said. ‘Ireally think you ought to
go, I cannot consent to your shutting your-
self up, as you have done, now that there is
no necessity for it; besides, you cannot al-
ways ¢ gather your chickens under your
wing.’ .

«¢] know I cannot! said she, ‘the time
will come when they will not need it

% Let them get used to the want of brood-
ing gradually, said he, rising from the table,
«1 will go to the coach office and learn when
the stage starts, and engage our places’
The door closed behind him before my mother
could answer.

“The next morning, Cousin Mary came,
bright and early, listened to all mother's
directions and promised to see that our
childish wants were supplied. .

«“¢J ghould not tell you so many little
things, Mary, said mother, ‘but Herbert
is not strong, and I fear he will miss me
sadly.

«The stage was at the door; there was no
railroad in those days; .the trunks were
strapped on, my father stood on the side-
walk ; still my mother lingered. ¢ Come
wife, said he, ‘the driver is impatient.’ She
kissed us both again, Carrie and me, and
went quickly down the steps; the coach
rattled down the street, and seemed to take
with it all the sunshine from our usually
cheerful dwelling. They were to be gone
but one fortnight, to be sure; buta fortni.ght
js a long time for a sickly child to be with-
out a mother’s breast on which to pillow an
aching head, a soft hand to smooth the wan-
dering locks, and an encouraging volce to
say, ! try again, my boy,’ or ‘very well done,
my son. .

“ ¢ Come children, finish your breakfast, said
Cousin Mary. .

«T tried to crowd down my throat, which
bad become unaccountably narrow, the rest
of the beefsteak and buttered Dbiscuit, but
it was no use, and I was glad to obey Cousin
Mary's call to the nursery to prepare for
school. What could be the reason that the
brush had grown so stiff and rasping since
mother brushed our hair? Cousin Mary
gent us to school with clean faces and hands,
nicely arranged hair, and spotless collars;
our luncheon baskets, too, never want.e
their piece of light gingerbread or crisp
seed cakes. In short, no children were ever
cared for in a more orderly way than Carrie
and I, but we missed the brooding, wretch-
edly. '

“yAll went smoothly till mother had been
away a week, Carrié and I had spent much
time doing a sum in subtraction, the number
of days father and mother had heen gone
taken from fourteen : answer, the number o
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days before they would return. Just as we
had finished our calculatious, one morning,
and found the result to be seven, Cousin
Mary came into the dining room with fifty
cents in her hand. When I was a boy we
had silver half dollars, which were never
ashamed to show their heads, no matter how
many soiled hands they had passed through.
Cousin asked me if I would step round to the
baker's and buy some rolls; ‘and mind,
child, said she, ¢ you bring the change right.
That ‘mind, child, which Cousin uttered
many times in a course of a day, was anything
but a pleasant sound to me; mother never
spoke so, though she would sometimes tell
me to be careful. I took the money,snatched
my cap, ran off and was back with the rolls
inafew moments. Cousin said, so pleasantly,
that Thad been quick, that I thought, possibly,
I could endure to have mother gone one day
over her fortnight. I poured the change, it
wag in small pieces, into Cousin Mary’s hand.
She counted it, looked at me with her gray
eyes, counted it again slowly and said :

“ ¢Where are the other ten cents ?’

“(That is all Mr. Brown gave me, said I.

! You paid ten cents for the bread, there
ought to be forty cents back, here are only
thirty ; what have you done with the other
ten ?’

“¢T am sure I don't know, said I, ¢ I thought
it was right. I did not count it.

“ ¢ Don’'t tell me a lie, but give me the rest
of the money at once.’

“‘I say I have given you all;’ I cried.

“¢1 did think better of you, Herbert, said
she, ‘than that you would steal and tell lies,
and all for ten certs.

“¢My whole soul rose in rebellion against
the charge, I steal and then utter a false-
hood to conceal my theft! I never thought
of such a thing, and I angrily answered,

“‘I have not done it, and you have no
business to say I have.'

“¢Come to your breakfast; when you have
thought more about it, perhaps, you will own
your sin.

“‘1 did not do it, 1 say,’ cried I, bursting
into tears,

“She only looked at me, and pointed to
my scat at the table, The meal passed in
silence, the dressing for school almost the
same that whole day Cousin Mary spoke to
me ag little as possible, and did her best
show me that I had fallen in her estimation,

d | Of course, I was far from comfortable; I knew

that I had spoken rudely, but what right had
she to accuse me? So I did what many have
done before, and what many will do, T fear
as long as the world stands; I tried to hide
my own faults behind those of another. This
is a kind of screen which conceals our errorg
from neither God or man, only from the poor
shortsighted mortal who holds it up. After
tea Cousin Mary called me into the nursery,

f!and talked to me as if the crime she charged
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me with was a well-known fact. I stoutly
denied it; I might have been careless and
lost the missing change, but I had not stolen
it. She gave no credence to my denial; but
told me, if I would acknowledge my faultand
restore the money, or tell her what I had
done with it, she would say nothing to my
parcents of the matter; but if not, she must
tell them the whole story. Finding that I
persisted in my protestations of innocence,
sbe bade me knecl down beside her, and she
there coufessed for me a sin I never com-
mitted, even in thought; then she saw that
my room was all comfortable for the night,
and left me after saying, '

¢ Remember, Herbert, when you are
ready to own your sin, I am ready to hear
you.

‘I tossed restlessly for hours, and when I
slept it was to dream of court-rooms and
prison-bars ; for Cousin Mary had taken
much pains to show me that small thefts
lead to large ones, the least crimes to the
greatest,

“In the morning she met me with the
same cold, bard look; I was a convicted
criminal in her sight, and all another day
I was treated with the same icy care: by
night 1 was almost beside myself, and began
to question, in my own mind, whether I was,
really, a boy who had committed a small
theft and then lied to conceal it. At any
rate, I had been suspected of it, and Cousin
Mary really believed I had done it. Would
not others think so too? Would not my
father and mother despise me? Was it of
any use for me to try to be an honest, honor-
able boy again 7

“Bothe week passed on,and at last brought
the day when my parents were expected at
home. We countedthehours now. !By four
o'clock they will be here! But I looked
forward to their coming with dread ; Cousin
Mary would tell them of all her unjust sus-
picions; whom would they believe, my judge
or myself ? -

‘“The stage coach stopped at the door; my
father sprang out and gave his band to my
mother. Carrie ran to meet them, but I drew
back almost behind the parlor door; I heard
my mother speak to Carrie and call her
‘darling’; then she asked for me, ¢ Where's
Herbert? He is not sick again? Herbert,
where are you?’ I came forward, slowly.

“¢What is the trouble, my son? and she
stooped and kissed me. I hid my face in the
folds of her dress and sobbed aloud. She sat
down on a low chair, put her arm around me,
and asked again,

“¢What ig the trouble, my son ?

“I could not answer, and Cousin Mary
said,

“¢T did not mean to have told you until
to-morrow.” Then she went on to rclate the
story of my two-fold sin, as she thought it.
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My mother heard her through without say-
ing a word; but her arm crept closer and
closer about me, and before the tale of my
disgrace was concluded, my sobs bad nearly
ceascd. When Cousin had finished, mother
said,

“¢ My boy steal! my Herbert tell a liel
what do you say, my son?

4 ¢1 did not do it, mother,
not ! .
“¢‘Then where was the money ?'* asked
cousin,

“ My mother's kiss prevented my answer-
ing. I knew that she belicved me, still I
wanted to hear her say so. When she bent
over ‘my pillow that night, I asked hcr if
she thought I had done what Cousin Mary
said I had.

“¢{No! Herbert,) was the answer, ¢you
have ncver told me a falsehood before, and
I believe you now.’ That answer has gone
through life with me; and whenever I have
been tempted to do a mean or wicked action,
the thought that my mother had confidence
in me, because I had never been false to her
teaching, as a boy, has helped me, as a man, to
be true to myself, true to her, true to my
God. T bave seen much sorrow, met many
a loss, but never experienced a gricf to
compare with that which that missing ten-
cent piece caused me. No! nor a joy ap-
proaching to that I ftlt when I knew that my
mother believed me.

“Cousin Mary was one who advocated strict
justice, and intended to mete it out to all;
but having been left a widow soon after her
marriage, her struggles with a cold world
had hardened her whole character; and though

Indeed, I did

her motives were good, her judgment
was seldom that of one who fthinketh
no evil.,”

“T never like to hear the troubles of child-
hood spoken lightly of” continued Deacon
Edson, after a pause. * Why is it that we ‘so
soon forget the sorrows of our youth ?”

I hear some incredulous reader, as he
throws down the paper, say,  Who ever would
think of charging a boy with stealing because
he lost a ten cent piece ?”

Not you, my friend, I hope; but the tale
is a true one, and the once suspected child
relates it to me as one of the saddest re-
membrances of earlier years; yea, and adds,
the charge of falsehood gave to his young
mind the first idea that he could commit the
sin.—N, ¥. Observer.

e

THE LATE DISASTER AT NAPLES.

From Correspondence of Nllustraged London Times,

Some particulars have already appeared
in our columns regarding the fatal landslip
that recently occurred at Santa Lucia,
Naples, and which is depicted in the accom-
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SCENE OF THE CATASTROY E.
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panying engraving. In order to extricate
the bodies of the sufferers, tunnels have
been driven under the débris, under the su-
perintendence of Captain Zampariand Cava-
liere Alvino ; and a correspondent, writing
on the 12th inst., thus deseribes the discovery
of the remains of several persons :—

“ Yesterday I was present at one of the
revelations of the fearful tragedy of Santa
Luecia. The laborers were clearing away
the débris in front of the castle entrance
when a human hand was seen protruding
through the sand, and that it was that of a
‘woman was evident from the rings, four-
teen of which were immeditely taken off
and consigned to the safe keeping of a
guard of Public Security. Mingled with
the sand in which she lay embedded were
fragments of clothes, furniture, and painted
floor-tiles; while above were large masses
of mason-work, which threatened to fall.
How to remove the body, therefore, with-
out a disaster or without dissevering the
limbs was a great difficulty. Poles were
brought to shore up the superineumbent
masses, while the excavations were carried
on with great caution. Indeed, it was
pleasing to observe the sympathy which
possessed the throng of soldiers, guards, and
engineers, who erowded around, and the
gentleness with which the chief, Cavaliere
Alvino, gave his orders. ¢ Caritatevolmente,’
he repeatedlycried ; ¢ don’t use picks ; work
with your hands, and spare the poor erea-
ture,’ an order which wasreligiously obeyed.
Gradually the whole of the shattered form
was brought out to view-—first a leg, then
the body, then a hand from which ten other
rings were taken, making twenty-four in
all, and then the head, so one would con-
clude from the form, but of which no one
feature was distinguishable. The manner
in which she lay, or rather sat, one leg
stretched forwards, and the other far behind
her, told the melancholy story. She must
have been running-—and with what fearful
impetuosity |—when a mountain of sand
and rock and ruins of houses fell upon her,
and crushed her down, dislocating her lower
limbs, and stretching her out in that unna-
tural position. However cruel, her death
must have been instantaneous, and this is
the only consolation which remained for
the survivors. Such was the end of a poor
young bride, whom her husband had but
recently brought to his father’s home ! The
body of her mother-in-law was found at
some little distance from her, and the tun-
nel of Zampari was carried on between
them, so as just to miss both. It is only
now that the workmen have been able to
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remove the débris from the streets. On the
closing of the tunnel every effort was di-
rected to shoring up the mountain, and re-
moving the barracks from the summit.
This has been nearly effected ; ihe interior
is gutted, and the outer walls are being
taken down, while below giant pilasters are
erected in the street, and strong poles and
scaflolding support other parts. The loss
oflife, T trust, hasbeen exaggerated, though
the number of the dead cannot, of course,
be known yet; but the wreck of property
presents a fearfulspectacle such as is rarely
witnessed. One house was ecclesiastical
property which had been lately alienated,
and a reactionary journal, in singularly
bad taste and worse feeling, intimates that
it was by a kind of judgment of God that it
was destroyed, This misfortune,as may be
readily imagined when the geological form
of the ground on which the eity stands and
other circumstances are considered, has
created a great panic. Half the population
eonsider their own houses in danger, and
many, doubtless, are so. The soil is alto-
gether voleanie, being formed of a very
friable tufa, and most of the buildings are
composed of this material, which is cut
from every available point. At the baek
of one of the ruined houses, an engineer in-
formed me, the proprietor had ecut into the
mountain to the depth of forty feet, thus
adding s0 many more rabbit-holes to his
property and, of course, weakening the soil.
The famous tunnel of General Nunziante,
out of which this enfant cheri of the Bour-
bons—soon after their antagonist—ecut the
materials with which he built the magnifi-
cent palaces in the Strada della Pace, is
another instance of the same kind. On one
occasion the top of the tunnel fell in, and a
number of carriages were precipitated be-
low. On the Sirada Vittorio Emmanuele
new houses have been lately erected against
the tufa, cut perpendicularly, or even into
the rock which hangs above them. Thus,
here and in many parts of the city, through
the negligence of the authorities or the ava.
rice of proprietors, future disasters like that
of Santa Lucia have been prepared, Indeed,
anyone who walks through the byways as
well as the highways of Naples will see
many proofs of the necessity of caution in a
city which is always more or less subject
to voleanic action. Many of the houses are,
so to speak, on crutches, and new fissures
have been discovered in buildings hitherto
considered safe. The barracks of San Po-
tito have within the last fortnight been ex-
amined by engineers, and the troops re-
moved from them. The staircase of the
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I College of the Nobles® menaces a fall, and
the mass of dismantled buildings opposite
the Museum, which hasbeen hitherto partly
inhabited, has been vacated by superior
orders in consequence of recent fissures. In
short, without our being conscious of it, there
is always a greater or less amount of volca-
nic action going on in Naples, the under
part of which, for a considerable space, has
been hollowed out to procure the material
with which its palaces are built.

« After writing the above, I went again
to Santa Lucia, and arrived just as they
had dug out another body, which proved to
that of the son of the master of the wine-
shop. The arm and part of thebody of ano-
ther person, supposed to be the father, were
already exposed. They lay one on the top
of the other, as though in each other’s arms,
and outside the shop.”

THE VALUE OF FORESTS.

Dr. Mueller, F.R.S., the government bo-
tanist at Melbourne, has published a Report
on ‘“Australian Vegetation,” in which he
endeavors to show that the prosperity of the
colony, indeed of the whole country, is
mainly dependent on the multiplication of
trees. The conditions are not unfavorable,
for Vietoria can show ths tallest trees in
the world, various specimens of Encalyptus
from 400 to 500 feet in height, and from 50
' ¢o 60 feet in circumference. Some of the
Encalypti and acacias are of quick growth,
which is an important advantage: the
latter have been introduced as shelter to
the cinchona plantations in India. A pound
weight of Euncalyptus seeds would suffice for
thousands of trees; and Dr. Mueller points
out that many persons might make a good
living by collecting the seeds for sale. His
remarks on their propagation are deserving
of earnest consideration. In Australian
vegetation, he observes, the colonists possess
the means to obliterate the rainless zones of
the globe, to spread wood over their deserts,
and thereby to mitigate the distressing
drought, and get rid of the fearfully hot
and dusty wind which at present brings
misery wherever it blows. ¢ How mueh
lasting good,” he continues, in eloguent
words, ¢ might be effected by the mere scat-
tering of seeds of our drought-resisting aca-
cias, eucalypts, and casuarinas, at the ter-
mination of the hot season, along any water
course, or even along the crevices of rocks,
or over bare sands or hard clays, aftér re-
freshing showers! Even the rugged escarp-
ments of the desolate ranges of Tunis,
Algiers, and Moroecco might become
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wooded ; even the Sahara itself, if it could
not be conquered, and rendered habitable,
might have the extent of its oases va,stly
augmented ; fertility might be secured
again to the Holy Land, and rain to the
Asiatic plateau, or the desert of Atacama,
or timber and fuel be furnished to Natal
and La Plata. An experiment instituted
on a bare ridge near our metropolis (Mel-
bourne), demonstrates what may be done.’”
We trust that so promising an experiment
will be repeated and imitated in all naked
lands until the whole earth shall rejoice in
its mantle of green.

OF FORESTS.

Original,
“HOW ARE THE MIGHTY FALLEN!”

Dumbly we sit beneath our Maple Tree,*
With folded hands and faces white and chill,
Hearing the message still

That came all soundless thro’ the dark-browed
night,
And pitiless met us at the morning grey,
Sweeping our hopes away.

No room for doubt; each eye the message °
caught—
Grira black and white, the livery of despair—
That chained us there.

‘White-handed statesman, on whose brow the
wreath
‘Wasscarcely green; great 8pirit, true and brave,
Quenched in the grave.

Mute lips, whose wondrous words shall fall no
more,
Burning into our hearts their eloquent fire,
Sealed by such hellish ire.

Orator, Statesman, Poet, Friend, in thee
Rarely combined; thou wert a star whose light
Glowed thro’ our night,

Shot down beneath the moonbeams white ang
cold,
Without a groan. O, what & record she
Shall give, When opened up the books
shall be!

Cold-blooded murderer, round whose curged
track
A nation’s fiery breath must ever hang
In clouds of wrath—the brand of Cain ¢’en now
Is on thy brow.
.—_—_ﬂ\—

—
« The emblem of Canada,
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Original.
THE ‘TANGLED WEB.

BY MISS HELEN BRUCE, WINDSOR.

‘When I was about fourteen years of age,
there came to the town in which I lived a
person of the name of Hodgson, who opened
a fancy-store. My mother heard Effie
Molson telling me of the beautiful things
which were exposed in his window for sale,
when she called me to her, and said,
¢« Helen, I do not wish you to buy anything
at that shop. The person who keeps it is a
man of whose principles I eannot approve,
and I do not wish that my family should
have any dealings with him.”” Her words
were sufficient, for I had been trained to
implicit obedience. I never for a moment
thought of entering the store, but always
waited outside for Effie, when she had any-
thing to get there. Time passed on, and
Hodgson acquired a thriving business, and
was patronized by almost everyone in the
place, except ourselves. One morning Mrs.
Molson called at our house with a beautiful
pattern for a sofa cushion, and the materials
for working it. ¢ Effie told me,” she said,
¢ that you had offered to help us with our
work for the bazaar, and as my sister writes
me word that the things must be sent before
the twentieth, I shall be glad to avail my-
self of your offer, and will leave this cushion
for you to finish, if you think you will have
time to do it.” I took the work cheerfully,
and the door had searcely closed on Mrs.
Molson before I was seated at the table
with the pattern before me.

¢« Helen,” said my mether, ¢ you must
be careful not to lose any ef those beads,
they would be difficult to mateh.”

I was, I must confess, a very untidy girl;
and, notwithstanding my mother’s remons-
trances, often left my things strewn about

the room. Fora few days I worked steadily
at the cushion, delighted with the progress
I was making. Then, with the fickleness
50 ecommon to youth, I laid it aside, saying
it would be done long before it was required.
When Iagain took it out, some of the beads
were missing, and though I spent much
time searching diligently for them, they
were not to be found. Ashamed to confess
to my mother that I had lost them, I deter-
mined to procure others without her know-
ledge ; so I put on my bonnet, and went to
several places where I thought they might
be matched. My heart failed when the last
store had been visited in vain ; and now it
only remained for me to tell my mother, or
to disobey her by going to Hodgson’s. For
a few moments I wavered ; but having al-
ready taken a step in the wrong direction,
I felt that my balance was lost, and I de-
eided for evil. Assuming an air of bravery
which I was far from feeling, I walked
quickly in the direction of Hodgson’s. At
the door I halted, looked round me ner-
vously, and peeped in at the window, to see
who was in the store. The person who
was attending perceived my embarrassment,
and coming to the door, enquired, ¢ Were
you looking for Miss Molson ? She has been
gone about five minutes.” “I—no. I
wanted to match some beads,” said I ; and [
stepped in boldly.

It took but a few minutes to transact my
business, but these minutes appeared like
hours to me, and before I had taken up my
change, the door behind me opened. I did
not look to see who came in, but passed
quickly out of the store, with my eyes cast
down. Hurrying along the street, I turned

(the first corner, lest anyone meeting me

should suspect where I had been. When I
reached home, I found that my mother was
out, and I was glad that I had not to face
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ther just then. I went to my room, and
sitting down on the side of my bed, tried
to recover my equanimity. Uncomfortable
as my feelings had been when I left the
house an hour ago, they were far worse now,
and I could not help wishing that I had
told my mother the truth, for whereas I
had in the first instance, been only guilty
of carelessness, I now laid myself open to
the charge of disobedience and deceit,
Presently I heard my mother’s step on the
stairs, and I hastened to change my dress;
before I had time, however, she stood be-
side me. ¢ Helen,” she said, ‘“ have you
any small change? I wantte give a trifle
to a poor man, and I find I have nothing
less than a dollar.” I felt in my pocket;
but my purse was gone. There was no use
looking for it on the floor, for I must have
heard it, if it bad fallen. My mother went
to the dressing table, and hastily turned the
the things over, whileIstood as if paralyzed,
for I felt sure I had left it at Hodgson’s.
«Twish for your own sake, Helen,” said
my mother, ¢ that you would remember
where youput things, it would save a great
deal of time and trouble.”
cents,” I'said, handing her the loose change

f
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you found your purse, Helen?” ¢ No,
mamma.” ¢ Was there much money in it ?”’
«No, not much ; only about ten shillings.”
«Had yow it this morning 1 «VYes.”
« Then, perhaps, you left it in some store 9"’
«No. I don’t know. I think I shall be
alfle to find it.” ¢ If it is not found,” said
my father, « I shall begin to suspect Sarah’s
honesty. We have missed so many things
lately. I think it would be as well to look
in her boxes before she leaves. If she is
honest she cannot object, and if she is a
thief, she deserves to be detected.” This
was too much for me ; my face burned, and
my eyes were fast filling with tears. ¢ There
isno use in fretting about it, Helen,” said
my mother, ¢ you eught to be glad that you
did not lose it yesterday, when you had the
money for the grocer’s bill."”” I felt a chok-
ing sensation in my throat, and eould not
gpeak, even to say that I had not paid the
bill ; for till this moment I had forgotten
that my mother had givon me the money
for it. I was glad when the dinner was
over, and I could retire to my own room,

and find relief in a flood of tears. My posi-

“ Here are six  tion now appeared truly awful, and I saw

no means of extricating myself from it, but

which I had in my pocket. She took it, such as were too humiliating for me to

and went down stairs, while I remained contemplate.

I dared not confess to my

where she had left me, overwhelmed with ‘ mother that I had lost the six dollars she

shame and perplexity.
to myself, © there must be a fatality attend-
ing me; other girls do wrong, and are
never found out; but if do the least thing,
I am sure to get into trouble. Even Effie,
though she is such a good girl, often de-
ceives her father and mother in little things,
and does not even feel uncomfortable about
it. Now Iknow that horrid girl at Hodg-
son’s will send back my purse, and I shall
have to confess everything ; and papa will
hear of it, and be so shocked. Oh! Wwhy
was I such a coward as to be afraid to tell
mamma that T had lost the beads. She
eould only have said that I was careless.”
But my soliloquy was interrupted bY the
sound of the dinner-bell. I suppose I was
unusually quiet, for my father remarked it ;
whereupon my mother enquired, ¢ Have

113 Surely,” I saidl

had given me to pay the grocer’s bill; for
I knew that such a confession would lead
to closer investigation, in order to recover
the i)urse, the least allusion to which now
gave me pain. DBut the bill must be paid,
or my mother would certainly hear of it;
and where was the money to come {from ¢?
All T owned in the world was lost in my
purse, which I secretly hoped never to see
again. Then I thought that I would bor-
row it. Surely, no one knowing my re-
spectability, could refuse to lend me such a
small sum, and if I bound them over to
secrecy, my mother need never know. Effie
Molson, I was sure, would lend me the
money, for she had once borrowed a dollar
from me, and asked me not to tell her mo-
ther. But while I was revolving this plan
in my mind, my eye rested upon a small



114

parcel in my desk—a parcel of money
which the girls at school had collected for
the Bible Society, and of which they had
made me treasurer. The money had not
to be sent to the Society until the beginning
of May, when there was to be a meeting
held in W » and our collection, with
other money, was to be handed over to the
Agent. The collection was not usually
taken up so long beforehand ; but Easter
was late this year, and Miss Ewart asked
for our contributions before we dispersed
for the holidays, as the meeting would be
held during the vacation. I had quite for-
gotten the money until this moment, but
now I rose, opened the parcel, and counted
it over. Nine dollars and thirty cents.
‘What a large sum it seemed ! and how I
wished it had been mine. Then the guilty
thought came to me ; there can be no harm
in borrowing it for a little while. I can re-
place it long before it will be wanted, and
in the meantime, it will be quite as safe as
if it were in my desk. Papa will be sure
to give me something on Easter Monday,
for he has always done so, and mamma
knows that I have lost my purse, and will
not think of letting me be entirely out of
money. SoI yielded to the tempter, and
abstracting six dollars from the parcel, re-
placed the remainder, Next morning I
paid the grocer’s bill ; but after that I felt
the burden on my conscience tenfold in-
creased. My mother noticed my depression
of spirits, and tried to rouse me ; and when,
shortly after, I was invited to spend an
evening with Emily Wood, she insisted on
my going, saying that it was not good for
me to stay so much in the house. Emily
asked me to go for a walk with her the next
morning, and though I had but little heart
for it, I did not like to refuse, We rambled
about the hills for at ISast two hours, and
went home quite tired. My mother had
told me to take Emily to our house for lunch,
and ask her to remain for the afternoon.
My spirits had risen a little, and I bounded
up the stairs, unconsecious of impending evil.
At the drawing-room door I met my mother.
* Come in, Helen,” she said. ¢ We are
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tired of waiting for you.”” And she intro~
duced me toa strange gentleman, who was
in company with our pastor, the Rev.
Mr. V. ¢Mr. Eldon,” continued my mo-
ther, ¢ has called for your collection for the
Bible Society, and I cannot find it.”! As
she spoke, I saw on the table the three
dollars and thirty cents which I had left in
my desk. With a trembling hand, I turned
the money over, as if I thought my touch
would multiply it, while a crimson flush
spread itself over my face. No one spoke ;
but their very silence seemed to condemn
me. At last, my mother, whose confidence
in me was unshaken, placed her hand
soothingly on my arm, and desired me to
sit down. ¢ Youare a foolish girl, Helen,”
she said ; “ what is there to make you so
nervous? If you will only try to collect
your thoughts, you will soon remember
where you put the money.” But my poor
mother’s kindness had a very different effect,
from what she intended ; my feelings were
wrought to such a piteh that I could no
longer control myself, and burying my face
in my hands, I sobbed like a little child.
What followed I knew not; though I after-
wards heard that my father paid the money,
and the gentlemen withdrew as soon as
possible, making no comment on what had
happened. TFor three days I was confined
to my room with a nervous headache. Dur-
ing that time my mother waited on me ten-
derly and patiently, for I could not bear to
See anyone else. Then I told her, step by
step, how I had trodden the downward
path, until my progress had been suddenly
arrested ; and, laying myhead on her bosom,
I sobbed out, ¢ Oh, mother, I will never de-
ceive you again.” She did not speak ; hut
I felt the warm tears trickling down, while
a kiss of forgiveness was pressed on my
forehead. An hour later, and I met my
father’s grave, stern countenance, but nei-
ther did he speak of what had passed.
Emily Wood came frequently to see me ;
and one day, With a terrible want of feeling,
introduced the subject of the missing money,
by telling me that Mr. Hilton, who was to
have held the meeting in our town on the
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first of May, had been taken suddenly ill,
while on his way to V. , and was uu-
able to proceed any further; so Mr. Eldon
had been sent to receive the collections,
and request the people to dispense with the
meeting. EBEmily’s words burnt into my
very soul ; but I was too much humbled to
attempt to vindicate myself, so I only beg-
ged that she would not again allude to the
subject. Sunday came, and I was obliged
to face the congregation in our little chureh,
feeling certain that every eye wasupon me,
and when the Rector gave out his text,
« He that is faithful in that which is least,”
&e., I felt sure his words were intended for
me, and that my unfaithfulness was to be
made the subject of a painful warning to all
young peoplein the congregation. Indeed,
I expected to hear particular mention of
my name in his sermon; but as you may
imagine, I was spared this mortification,
and though I afterwards made a confidant
of my Pastor, and told him the whole of the
circumstances, I received from him no-
thing in return but affectionate counsel and
sympathy.

Time passed on, and I felt myself happily
outgrowihg the stigma that had attached
to my name, when one day I met my little
cousin Georgy Baker, who had escaped
from his nurse, and was playing in the Iane
near our house. I called the little fellow
o me, and lifting him up on the gate post,
began a childish conversation with him,
when he suddenly interrupted me by ask-
ing, * Cousin Helen, will you take me to

, jail some day ? just to see it, but not to stay

there you know.” ¢ Why, Georgy,” I said,
«J should not like to go there myself; be-
sides I do not think they would let us in.”
s¢ But they would let you in, Cousin Helen,”
continued the child, ¢ for the jailor man
knows you.”” “No,” I replied, rather in-

dignantly; ¢ the jailor man knows nothing.

about me.” ¢ Why,” he said, looking sur-
prised, ¢ didn’t he come after yon when
you stealed the money ?”’ I felt my hand
relaxing its hold of the child’s dress, while
a feeling of faintness crept over me; but I
answered firmly, ¢«I never stole money,
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Georgy,and I never went tojail”’ ¢ Then,”
continued my innocent tormentor, ¢ Franky
Noble must be a story teller, and I will
never lend him my cart again. He said
that his mother told him—no, he said that
she told some one else, that you stealed a
ot of money. Idon’t know how much, but
Franky knows, and he had no business to
say so, for he must have told the story, be-
cause his mother would not.”” By this time
my embarrassment was evident to the child,
and patting my cheek with his little fat
hand, he said, * Never mind, Cousin Helen,
when I am a man, if Franky does not beg
your pardon, then I'll shoot him.” T lifted
the little fellow down, and as he caught
sight of his nurse, he ran from me, saying,
i Now, I shall tell Ann what a bad boy
Franky Noble is.”” I caught him by the
skirt of his dress, and said, ¢ No, don’t,
Georgy. Please don’t.” He ran a little
way then stopped, and looking over his
shoulder, said, ¢ No, I wont, if you don’t
want me to.”

I went home very sorrowful, and sat
down on the side of my bed, just where I
had sat on that unfortunate morning when
I had bought the beads. It seemed terrible
that my punishment was never to end, and
I had tried so hard to keep in the right
path ever since that time. How cruel of
people to say that I stole the money, When
1 never did, and to remember it for so many
years. Oh, if I could only go away t#some
place where I was not known, I might be
so happy. While I was still bewailing my
lot, Theard my father open the dining-room
door, which was the first intimation that I
had of his being in the house. Then he
came to the foot of the stairs, and called,
¢« Helen.”” Iran down,and in answer to
hig inguiry for mamima, told him that she
had gone to the Rectory. «I wanted to
tell her,”” he said, ¢ that I have concluded
the bargain with Brown.” ¢ What har-
gain " I said, for I was ignorant of the
transaction. *“Oh, I forgot, child, you
were away when he wrote to me.” And
my father went on to tell me, what may here
be told in a few words; how that after
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years spent in negotiating with different
parties, he had at last sold his property ad-
vantageously, and was about to put into exe-
eution his long-cherished plan of settling
in England.

In less than two months, we had crossed
the broad Atlantic, and now it is many
years since my parents were laid to rest in
the silent church-yard of their native place;
but memory carries me back to the days of
childhood in my Canadian home, and I pen
this little narrative, in the earnest hope
that my sad experience may serve as a
Warning to those of my young readers, who
are saorificing the priceless jewel of truth,
in order to secure some slight temporary
advantage.

Perhaps some one may read these pages
who has already entered upon a course of
deceit. Ifsuch be the case, I would affec-
tionately urge you, my young friend, to
pause ere you take another step, and what-
ever may be the difficulties that surround
you, fight your way through them, and do
not rest until yowhave once more joined the
ranks of the truthful. Remember, that the
silken cord by which you suffer yourself to
be drawn from the path of rectitude, will
soon become a chain of adamant, and you
will need a giant’s strength to shake it off.
Traly, it is “a ‘tangled web we weave
when first we practice to deceive,”

IiITTLE MICHAEL.

In the city of London, England, lived a
poor blacksmith, who had a son named
Michael. Little Michael was not the only
poorboy in London. There were manylittle
boys, and girls, too, whose parenis had to
work hard for small wages, and who had as
much as they could do to earn money
enough to buy plain food and coarse cloth-
ing for themselves and their children.

Most of the boys and girls who went to
school, and played in the streets and alleys
with little Michael, have grown up to be
men and women, and some of them are in
their graves. But of all those who lived to
reach manhood and womanhood, I don’t be-
lieve that one will he remembered in the
world as long as the great man who, when a
boy, used to be called ¢ Little Michael.”—
Now let us see if we can find out how and
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why it was, that, while so many of the play-
mates and school-fellows of little Michael
should never have been heard of beyond the
neighborhood in which they lived, all tle
world has heard of and respects the name of
Michael Faraday.

After Michael’s father and mother had
sent their little boy o the parish school
long enough for him to learn to read and
write well, they bound him out as an
apprentice, to learn the trade of a book-
binder,

There are-many poor boys whose parents
bind them out to trades. But most boys,
in such situations as that, expecttolearn the
trade, and when they grow up, to make a lir-
ing by it. This is just as it should be. But
the trouble is that such boys do not often
think of any thing else but making a living.
They do not think enough about living a
good life. And I am sure that very few of
them ever think that, even though they are
bound out to a trade, they can find time to
study; they can improve that time, and not
only become useful scholars, but they can
also become great and learned men, and do
a great deal of good in the world.

Now, little Michael, when his father took
him out of school to put him to a trade, did
notsay,as I have heard hoys in his condition
say, “ Now that I have done going to school,
I can learn no more.” He did not say, I
have to be so busy in the shop that I have
no time to read and study.” No, Michael
wanted to learn all he could, even though
he could not go to school any more. And .
because he wanted to learn, he found time
to doso. While hisfellow apprentices were
wasting the hours of evening in idleness, he
wasstudying. While his fellow apprentices
were sleeping in the morning, he wasup car-
ly and at his books, and every spare hour
saw him busy. He either had a book or a
slate and pencil in his hand, or he amused
himself in a way that seldom fails to inter-
est boys. He had read about electricity,
and how it could beproduced by a machine,
which was deseribed in one of his books...
So he went to work and made an electrifying
machine, and tried experiments with it
He used'to amuse himself in thig way for
hours,

An old Scotchman, who used to visit the
blacksmith when his son Michael was a lit-
tie boy, afterwards gave this account of
him. Perhaps you will be able to under-
stand it if you ask some older person to
help you.

uM_icha_el wis the auldest o' the family,
an’ his mither no bein’ very stout, he used
to wirk awa’ at hame just like a lassie, at
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anything he could do to help her, an’ wis aye
a bidable laddie. He had an awfu’ notion
o’ books, for he used to sit up at night after
the lave were in their beds, readin’ an’
studyin’ awa’ by himsel’ an’ he wasaye plou-
tering wi’ water an’ tcoming it out an’ in his
mither’s dishes, an’ sometimes he wad be
brackin’ them; an’ he wad even try his ex-
periments upon the ecat, till the puir beast
got fear'd at itsel’. But for a’ that, Mi-
chael wis aye a cautious, weel-behaved
laddie,an’ got mony friens.”’

When Michael was about seventeen years
old, there was a very celebrated chemist de-
livering a course of lectures in London. A
chemist, you know, is one who finds out what
the earth, and the air, and the water, and
plants, and metals are made of ; and teach-
es people the science of making colors and
medicines. Almostall the trades and manu-
factures get the knowledge of part of
their art from the chemist. Little Michael
thought he would like to hear thisgreat and
good man, Sir Humphrew Davy, lecture
about chemistry. There was living in Man-
chester street, London, a Mr. Dancer, who
had noticed little Michael, perhaps had lent
him books. He went to the book-binder and
obtained permission for little Michael to go
and attend these lectures. A good many
had been delivered, so that there were only
four remaining to finish the course. Mi-
chael went to the lectures. But how do you
suppose he did ! Do you think he looked on
to see the curious apparatus, and wondered
what it was for—then watched the ex-
periments with interest, but when Sir Hum-
phrey tried toexplain, do you think he yawn-
ed and said, ¢ I don’t care about hearing all
the explanations; I can’t understand them ;
I wish he would hurry and show us another
experiment.” No, Michael was attentive,
and thus understood more than he would
have done if he had not listened. And when
anything was said too difficult for such a
young lad to comprehend, he said to himself,
¢ How I wish I could understand that.”

The next evening he took a pencil and
gome paper with him to the lecture, and
when he heard a strange word he wrote
it down. And much that he did under-
stand he also wrote down, and resolved
to read it over and over that he might
remember it.

But to learn all about chemistry, & person
must not only hear lectures, and read, but
he mustsee a great many experiments tried,
and must try some himself. But Michael
had no money to spare, to get the neces-
sary articles for suoh experiments. And
what was the poor boy to do now ? I know
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what some boys would have done. They
would have said, ““It is of no use ; I should
like very much tolearn all about chemistry,
but it requires time and money, which I have
not got, and so I must give itup.” Butlit-
tle Michael did nothing of the kind. He
wanted to learn chemistry, and he was de-
termined to do it. But how to do it was
the question. He sat down and thought
about it. He said to himself, It seems as
though God had called me to be a bock-bind-
er, and I must, ‘do my duty in that state of
life.”” But then he remembered the story
of Whittington and his cat, and he thought
of the many great and good men he had read
of, who had begun life as poor boys, doing
their duty in the station to which they were
called, but who afterwards were called to
i(})lmte other station and did their duty in
at.

¢ There I’ said Michael, * I have found
it out now. If God wants me to spend all
my life as a book-binder, I will be content,
and try to do my duty. But, perhaps He
will call me to some other place, as He hag
done many a poor boy before me. Iwilltry.”

So Michael sat down and wrote a letter
toSir Humphrey, telling him how he wanted
to be a chemist and a philospher, and
asking that great man if he would be so
kind as to look over the notes of lectures
which he enclosed. Sir Humphrey read the
letter, and examined the notes, which pleas-
ed him much, and then very kindly wrote &
reply, in which he said he was going abroad
for a few months to deliver some lectures,
and when he returned he would see what
could be done. For two months Michael
heard nothing more on the subject. So he
continued working faithfully at his trade,
praying that he might be content with
whatever God should see fit to order, and
trying to do his duty in that state of life to
which it had pleased God to call him.

At the end of two months, Sir Humphrey
gent for Michael, and advised him not to
altempt to leave book-binding for philoso-
phy. He told him thata book-binder might
get rich, but chemists and philosophers sel-
dom did. Like clergymen, they had to live
to do good to the world, and they might be
taken care of, 80 far as to have enough to
eat and drink and wear ; but if he wanted
to get rich, he had better keep to his trade.

Michael said he did not care to be rich.
He much preferred to get all the knowledge
he could, and to do as much good in the
world as possible.

« Very well,” said Sir Humphrey’ «if
that be the case, I will do what I can for
you.”"
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So saying, he went to the father of Mi-
chael, and to his employer, and had him hon-
orably released from his indentures, and
Michael was at once employed as assistant
in the Royal Laboratory of London.

And now Michael found himself just in
the place where he had for so many years
longed to be. He had trusted in God, and
God had blessed him in placing him in the
position where he could learn much, and do
a great deal of good to the world. You may
be sure that he was thankful, and that he
showed that he felt so by trying to do his
duty, and particularly by manifesting his
gratitude to his benefactor, Sir Humphrey
Davy. Sir Humphrey became very fond of
the young philosopher, and, going abroad
on the continent to consult some other learn-
ed men, he took Michael in his company,
where he remained until he was twenty-one
years of age.

Michael made such progress in hisstudies
and experiments, and was so much esteemed
by the learned men in whose society he
was thrown, that he was asked to deliver a
course of lectures himself. He did so, and
he was so much liked as a public lecturer
on chemistry and electricity, that the house
was crowded with people who came {0 hear
him. He was especially admired as a
lecturer to children, who never cared to 2o
to any shows or other entertainments, when
he, who used tobe called ¢ Little Michael,”
but was now known as Professor Faraday,
was going to lecture.

In due time Professor Faraday published
a number of books on the subjects of elec-
tricity and chemistry, and other branchesof
philosophy, and soon became widely known
as one of the great philosophers of the
world.

It would take a long time to tell you how
many discoveries he made, and how much
all kinds of manufactures and commerce
are indebted to this philosopher. He could
have become very rich, if he had chosen to
leave his place as a philosopher and aceept
some other positions that were offered him.
But no, his ambition was to do all the good
he could, and being, heside this, a kind and
amiable Christian man, he wag as much be-
loved as he was famous. While he was
living, this was 8aid of him :

¢ Intellectually and morally, Faraday is
a philosopher of the highest rank, of whom
the country has reason to be proud.”

One day some one was saying to Sir
Humphrey Davy, ‘It must be a great satis-
faction for you to reflect on the many great
discoveries you have made for the benefit
of mankind.” To which Sir Humphrey

]
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replied : ¢ Yes, but the greatest discovery
of all was little Michael Faraday.”

He died last August, and all the world
over, good, as well as learned men and phi-
losophers, bless God for having given to the
world htm who began life as a poorboy and
a book-binder’s apprentice ; who wanted to
learn, and therefore improved all his spare
time ; who would not be discouraged be-
cause he was poor; who trusted in God,
and did his duty.

Boys, there is an example for you.—
Young Christian Soldier.

AN OLD STORY TOLD AGAIN,

Dear me! what a fluttering and chirping
and pecking out in the court-yard! The
little Prince really could not eat his breakfast
till he went to see what was the matter. So
he opened cne of the palace windows, and put
his head out, and there, flying in the air,
hopping on the ground, and clinging to the
window-sill, was & whole host of little black-
birds, singing for something to eat. But the
only note they could sing was

“Ryel rye! rye!”

“ Won't your little majesty shut the window
and come straight back to your breakfast ?”
said the maid, crossly.

“No, indeed,” said his little majesty, ¢ not
till I feed these hungry blackbirds I

2o he took some of his own warm biscuit
and crumbled it down under the window;
but the birds never touched it. They only
flew the more about his head and shoulders,
and sang :

“Rye! ryel ryel”

“They want some rye,” said the little
Prince. ¢ Barby, will you give me some rye
for my blackbirds ??

“That I won't,” exclaimed Barby; “and
your majesty had better come and eat your
breakfast before I inform his majesty the
King1” '

But the little Prince only laughed, and
spying a pan of meal on the kitchen shelf, he
ran with it to the window. . .

“Here, pretty blackbirds,” he cried, joy.
ously, ¢ here’s some nice yellow meal for
youl”

But they would not touch a grain of it;
they only flew all the more around his head
and shoulders and sang, pitifully,

“Rye!l rye! ryel”

“ They must have some rye I” said the
Prince.  “Barby, is there any rye in the
palace?”

“Not a grain!” quoth Barby, though she
well knew there wag a chest full in the gran-
ary.

“Very well, then I shall go and buy some,”
said the Prince, stamping hisfootin impatience,
and away he ran through the marble hall snd
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down the great marble steps till he caught up
with the King, who was taking a morning
walk.

“If you please, papa, I want a sixpence!”
said the little Prince, eagerly.

«Upon my word I” replied the King, “how
you startled me. A sixpence, hey? and why
do you want a sixpence 7 And he slowly
drew s silver sixpence from his purse, and
held it up in the air.

«QOh, be quick, papal T'm going to the
miller’s to buy food for my blackbirds !

The sixpence dropped to the ground, and
the fat old King leaned against a tree and
laughed to think what a smart young rogue
his son was to invent such a story for a six-
pence to buy sugar-plums with,

But the little Prince snatched the silver
piece from the ground and hardly stopped to
say “Thank you,” he was in such a hurry to
get to the miller’s to buy some rye.

« A sixpence will buy about a pocketful, 1
hope,” he said to himself, as he ran along the
lane. Away in the distance he could already
hear the mill-wheel turning and the merry
dash of the sparkling water. The grass was
green under his feet, and the trees waved
their leafy boughs above him. The sunshone
bright and warm upon him and his heart
danced, he felt so happy. Poor little Prince!
he did not know, as he kept his hand so care-
fully doubled up, thathis sixpence had already
glipped out between his fingers, and was now
lying hid down in the deep grass by the road-
gide. No, he did not know that; and so as
he came up to the old brown mill, and went
in at the little creaking gate, he said quite
boldly to the miller: - -

«T want a pocketful of rye,and I'll give
you sixpence for it !”

«Where's the sixpence?’ asked the old
miller, cautiously.

The Prince opened his hand, and there was
no sixpence there! How the red color rushed
into his cheeks as he tried to explain, but the
miller would not believe a word.

“Go and find your sixpence, and bring it
here,” he said, or you shall have no rye. Or,
stop! here’s my wife’s flower-bed full of weeds.
Puill all the weeds up without hurting the
flowers, and then [ will gave you the rye for
your wages.”

But the little Prince looked down at his
lily-white hands, which had never done any
dirty work, and then he turned sorrowfully
away to look along the road in search of his
sixpence, Right and left he looked, behind
the trees and under the little stones, but there
was no silver sixpence to be seen.

“ Meanwhile the blackbirds are growing
hungrier,” he thought to himself with a sigh,
“and I—I am hungry too!” ,

Then he looked at his hands again,and felt
ashamed of his pride. It seemed to him as
if he was very selfish in shunning & bit of
work that would get him all he wanted. 50
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away to the miller he went again, abd told
him he was-ready to weed his wife's garden.

“ Very well,” said the miller shortly ; “ then
go to work., But if you break a single flower
I shall cut your ears off. Here, Lottchen,
show this boy the flower-bed !” -

As the miller said “Lottchen” there came
to the door a little blue-eyed girl, with soft,
golden curls. She put a dimpled finger in
her rosy mouth, because she felt shy, and so
led the way between great clumps of rosemary
to the weed-grown bed. Then, as the little
Pgmce stooped to pull up a great root of
w1tcl}-grass, she began to swing on & low-
banging vine-branch, watching him with
her wondering blue eyes. Hg pulled up all
the grass, and then began to be puazled,
for he could not tell the rest of the weeds
from flowers, and he was just about up-
rooting some leafy stems that seemed to be
in the way, when the little girl called out,
quickly:

“ Oh, take care! those are our tulips!”

He fixed his bright, dark eyes upon her,
and then looking down at his soiled hands
and rumpled clothes, he said, with a laugh :

«[ don’t know much : will you help me ?

«Yes,” said the miller's daughter, “if you
will tell me about the birds.”

So then the two children worked together,
and whenever the little Prince would have
pulled yp a flower Lottchen slapped his
fingers ; and they grew very friendly. In fact,
the young Prince began to wish that his
task would last longer, that he need not so
soon part with the lovely little blue-eyed
Lottchen. But then he remembered the
hungry blackbirds, and that made him
diligent. So Lefore the forenoon was fairly
spent, the dusty miller looked out and said
to himself ;

“I may as well be measuring out thaf
pocketful of rye!” )

But meanwhile what had been going on all
these long hours in the palace ? Things had
not stood still, T assure. you, waiting for the
Prince’s return, The old King, when he had
got through laughing, began to bethink him.
gelf that he had sixpence less in his purse
than before, and he walked back to the palace
as quick as he could, panting a good deal
because he was SO fat. I.Ie W?nt into his
magnificent parlor, qnd seating himself })efore
an ivory table, en_xptled all the money in his
purse out upon it. Ahb, hor the gold and
silver pieces shone in the sunshine! They
made the old King’s heart glad, for he loved
money.

# Now, I'll count it all over,” he said, softly,
tand see how much that young rogus hag
left me. Come herg, my dear queen, and help
me count.”

But the Queen did not hear him : ghe had
left the parlor as he entered,”and walkeq
stately up and down the marble halls, letting
her beautiful purple satin robes trail two yards
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behind her on the mosaic floor, for that
was the fashion at court. Suddenly, as she
turned, there approached her from the
outer door a messenger, foot-sore and cover-
ed with dust. He kpelt before her,
holding in his hands a blue jar carefully
closed.

“ Your Majesty,” he said, “ my master is a
king, and he sends you this jar of homey
made by the bees of Hymettus, He sends,
imploring your grace to make diligent inquiry
through your kingdom for his lost child, who
was stolen eight years ago. He has made
search through every kingdom, in vain, but
yours, and now he sends over weary deserts
and lofty mountains as a last hope to you.
Will yoar Magesty command a search to be
made for our lost princess? If she be
found, he bids me say a hundred jars of
honey shall be sent to your Majesty forth-
with”

The Queen took the jar and smelt of it;
it was more fragrant than the attar of roses.
Besides, the Queen was very fond of sweet-
meats.

#This i8 indeed delicious!” she exclaimed;
“I will help your King with all my heart.
Now tell me the whole story about the little
Princess, and be quick, for I want to taste
the honey.”

So the messenger began with what speed he
might ; but while he is talking we must hasten
beforehand into the kitchen in order to
account for the very appetizing odor that
greeted the Queen’s royal nose the moment
she opened the door to call for a golden spoon
with which to taste the honey.

No sooner had the little Prince got fairly
out of sight than Barby went to shut the
window, when, as if to vex her still more,
all the blackbirds began to fly around her
head and shoulders, chirping with all their
might, .

“Ryel rye! ryel”

Barby shut the window down angrily, but
instead of shutting the birds out, she found
she had shut them all in, and they perched on
her arms beseechingly with the one note,

“Rye! rye!l ryel”

Now what did this cruel maid do? Instead
of feeding the pretty, fluttering creatures
from the great chest of rye, the key of which
hung on her apron-string, she tossed her head
scornfully and turned up her nose—a very
pretty nose, by-the-way, and the only feature
of which Barby could be vain. :

#T11 teach you to be quiet!” she said,
sharply ; and one by one she caught the
blackbirds, wringing their necks with a cruel
twist, and throwing them down on the
table. There they lay, poor, limp, lifeless
things; she had indeed #aught them to be
quiet. .

“One, two, three,” said Barby, counting
them ; “twenty-four as sure as there’s a nose
on my face! Now I'll make a pie, and let
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the saucy little Prince dine on blackbirds 1”

So to work ghe went, and so quick was she
that before long the four-and-twenty black-
birds were put between two flaky crusts, in a
great pan, and set into the oven. Then the
maid heaped the pine knots on the fire to
make it burn hot.

So when the Queen had dismissed the tired
messenger, and come down into the kitchen
bearing the precious jar of honey in her own
two royal hands, she exclaimed at once :

“PDear me! That smells good, What are
you cooking there, Barby ?”

“ Bird-pie, your Majesty,” replied the maid,
with a courtesy.

“ Very well, we will have it for dinner)”
said the 8ueen; and then, calling for a golden
spoon and saucer, she sat down in her own
kitchen to try her honey. She ate it upon
bread—perhaps other people besides queens
eat it in that manner, but whatever & queen
does i3 worth mentioning.

“Ah, how delicate this is!” said the Queen,
after the sixth saucerful. Meanwhile Barby
took the pie from the oven smoking hot, and
s0 savory an odor issued from it that the
Queen ordered it to be served at once. So
carrying a saucer of honey sbe went in her
purple, trailing robe to join the king in the
parlor, where he still sat at the ivory-table
counting out his money. The maid followed
with the pie on a waiter, and kuives and
forke.

“ There, Barby,” said the Queen, as she set
it down, “that will do, my good girl; and
now you had better go right out in the garden
and hang out the linen while the sun is hot.”

“It shall be done, your Majesty,” raid the
maid, with two courtesies, one for the King
and one for the Queen. Then she went out of
the room backwards.

But now behold what happened ! The King
began to carve the pie, and the moment he
opened the crust, forth came the swectest *
SInEIng & man ever heard, better than.all the
pianos and music-boxes in the kingdom,
And one by one out threugh the opening flew
the blackbirds, singing as they flew, just as
alive as cver ; for they were enchanied birds,
you know, and nothing could hurt them, not
cven baking in an oven. The King dropped
his knife and fork on the Queen’s satin dross,
but he did not know it; he sat back in his
chair perfectly helpless, with his eyes and
mouth as wide open as they could be, As for
the Queen, she clapped her handg and laughed
with delight.

u1t ijs prettier than all the showmen's
boxes !” she exclaimed.

Some of the birds perched on the King’s
crown, and some on the golden saucer ; and
a'l the while they sang till the palace fairly
rang with melody, But one of the blackbirds
happened to look out in the garden, and im-
mediately bethought himself of something.
There was the maid hanging out the clothes
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without the least notion of what was going
to happen, and away through the window flew
this remorseless blackbird—flew right into
the maid’s face and eyes, and before she could
wink he bit off her nose, and flew away with
it! You can imagine how that must have
felt. It certainly is not safe to make pies of
blackbirds!

But just at this moment who should come
running up the garden path but the little
Prince and blue-eyed Lottchen after him.
Hehad invited ber tu come and see the black-
Lirds eat, and he had his pockets so full of
rye that some of it spilled over every step he
took. Up the great marble steps the children
ran, and into the parlor. There sat the K§ng
with his mouth open, and the Queen ¢lapping
her bands ; and there were the four-and-twenty
blackbirds singing with all their might—all
but one, and that one could not sing because
he held the maid’s nose in his billl Bah! I
would not like to have been that blackbird !

# Oh, you dear birds!” cried the little Prince,
“ here’s your rye!” .

And he sprinkled it all around, on the
table and on the floor, and down flew the four-
and-twenty blackbirds, and began to peck at
it. No sooner had each bird got a mouthful
than every bird vanished, and in their place
stoud four-and-twenty beautiful fairies! For
you must know thata malicious witch had
laid an evil spell upon them, and as black-
birds they were condemned to fly about the
world till some one should willingly give
them a pocketful of rye to feed upon. And
that was why they chirped so plaintively,

“Rye! ryel rye!”

But now they were fairies again, with all
their fairy power, and you may well believe
they made the little Prince the most won.
derful promises of good-luck all his life to
come. And as for blue eyed Lottchen, who
was standing bashfully behird the Queen’s
chair, as soon as the fairies saw her, they said
to one another,

“Qnly see~here is the lost Princess!”

They were her guardian fairies, and if they
had not first been turned into blackbirds she
could never have been stolen. Bqt the old
miller did not know she was a princess, no
indeed! He found her on his door-step one
morning, and thought she was & poor little
foundling. 8o, becauge he took kind care of
her, the fairies will never let his stream run
dry, and his mill will bripg him more and
more gold every year.

Then the fairies forthwith summoned a
magnificent chariot to take them home to
their own country, and the little blue-eyed
Lottchen with them. 8o the travel-worn
messenger jumped up‘behind for a footman.
But Lottchen looked longingly back, and
from her blue eyes rolled two pearly tears.
That the little Prince could not bear, and he
ran and kissed her.

-

“ Oh, do not go, Lottchen ” he cried ;  stay
here always, for I love you so much }”

“And I love you,” said Lottchen inno-
cently.

The fairies smiled, and the good-natured
old King laughed outright.

“ Well, well, children,” said he, kindly, « if
you both say the same a few years hence, we
will see about it, and maybe pretty Lottchen
will come back to stay here always.”

‘“ Ah, yes” said the Queen, complacently,
“it would be pleasant to form an alliance
with akingdom where honey is made by the
bees of Hymettus1”

HE HAS NO MOTHER.

Sitting one day in the school-room, I over~
heard a conversation between a sister and
brother. The little boy complained of in-
sults or wrongs received from another little
boy. His fice was flushed with anger.
The sister listened awhile, and then, turning
away, she answered: I do not want to
hear another word; Willie has no mother.”
The brother’s lips were silent, the rebuke
came home to him, and, stealing away, he
muttered, ““ I never thought of that” Ie
thought of his own mother, and the loneli-
ness of Willie ecompared with his own happy
lot. ¢ He has no mother.” Do we think
of it when want comes to the orphan, and
rude words assail him ! Has the little
wanderer no mother to listen to his little
sorrows ?  Speak gently to him, then.

f T s e Weee
ENIGMA,
BY AKNON.

I must be in all, either great or small;
‘Without me anything you cannot have :
Iam curved, and low—I am straight, and tal1,
Sound hard in the biast, and soft in the wave,
I did not have any part in your birth,
But you shall meet me in the silent grave,
Where ashes with ashes, and earth with earth
Lie mouldering in Death’s narrow cave;
In corruption I never have been found,
Yet always am active in decay;
In vain you search for me in the cold ground,
But at once discover me in the clay.
I form a portion of every man,
Repose In his head, but reign in his heart;
And however long may be hislife’s span,
While that remains he cannot from me part;
Grand anthems of praise asststing to swell
1shall be in Heaven—but never in Hell |
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ODDS AND ENDS.

Every housekeeper will gain much by hav-
ing a regular time to attend to certain odds
and ends whieh may otherwise be neglected.
Let this time be the last Saturday after-
noon in every month, or any other time
more agreeable, but let there be a regular
fixed time once a month, in which the
housekeeper will attend to the following
things:

First, go round to every room, drawer,
and closet in the house, and see what is out
of order, and what needs to be done, and
make arrangements as to time and manner
of doing it.

Second, examine the store-closet, and see
if there is a proper supply of all articles
needed there. ' ,

Third, go to the cellar, and see if the
salted provision, vegetables, pickles, vine-
gar, and all other articles stored in the cel-
lar are in proper order, and examine all the
preserves and jellies,

Fourth, examine the trunk or ecloset of
family linen, and see what needs to be re-
paired and renewed.

Fifth, see if there is a supply of dish-
towels, dish-eloths, bags, holders,floor-cloths,
dust-cloths, wrapping-paper, twine, lamp-
wicks, and all other articles needed in kit-
chen work.

Sixth, count over the spoons, knives, and
forks, and examine all the various house-
hold utensils, to see what need replacing,
and what should be repaired.

A housekeeper who will have a regular
time for attending to these particulars, will
find her whole family machinery moving
easily and well ; but one who does not, will
constantly be finding something out of
joint, and an unquiet, secret apprehension
of duties left undone, or forgotten, which no
other method will so effectually remove.

A housekeeper will often be much an-
noyed by the aceumulation of articles not
immediately needed, that must be saved for
future use. The following method, adopted
by a thrifty housekeeper, may be imitated
with advantage :

She bought some cheap calico, and made
bags of various sizes, and wrote the follow-
ing labels with indelible ink on a bit of
broad tape, and sewed them on one side of

the bags:—Old linens; old cottons; old
black silks; old colored silks ; old stock-
ings; old colored woollens; old flannels ;
new linen; new cotton; new wocllens H
new silks; pieces of dresses ; pieces of boys’
clothes, &c.- These bags were hung around
a closet, and filled with the above articles,
and then it was known where to look for
each, and where to put each when not in
use.

Another excellert plan is for a house-
keeper once a month to make out a bill of
fars for the four weeks to come. To do
this, let her find ont what kind of dishes the
season of the year and her own stores will
enable her to provide, and then make out 2
list of the dishes she will provide through
the month, so as to have an agreeable va-
riety for breakfasts, dinners, and suppers.
Some systematie arrangement of this kind
at regular periods will secure great comfort
and enjoyment to a family.—3Miss Beecher's
Receipt-book.

SELECTING WALL-PAPER AND CAR-
PETS.

The hall is generally a mere passage-way
to something better heyond, and therefore
it should not be so embellished as to atiract
special notice. Paper with figures of light
pillars or pilasters looks well, as does that
which is marked off in courses representing
marble or stone, or grained to represent oak
or other woods. The parlor is for a diffe-
rent purpose, and should receive a different
treatment. It is the flower of the house,
the place for superior dress, courtly man-
ners, the expression of the finer sentiments,
and its adornments should be delicate and
etherial. The covering of the walls shoula
not be obtrusive and glaring in color and
forms. An over-dressed wall looks as un-
seemly as an_over-dressed man or woman,
A parlor wall should be 3 pleasant surface
and background for objects, and not be a
conspicuous object in itself It should seem
airy and light, shutting ys ip loosely, giv-
ing a sense otj freedonmand breathing space.
Moreover, this wall ig designed partly for
the support of paintings and engravings,
and these appear to much disadvantage on a
surface broken up by serolls and bosses, and
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huge bouquets. The living-room should have
a cheerful toned paper, less delicate than
the parlor, but by no means gaudy and
glaring. The dining-room, of course,
must be neat and simple, the prevailing
colors by no means dark, The library
should be of some sober, neutral tint, yet
warm and cheery,

The carpeting of these several rooms
should correspond in style to the papering.
A few years ago, the designers of carpet
figures ran mad with huge designs and
glaring, ill-sorted colors. Im crossing a
floor one had to tramp over scrolls, cornu-
copias, and bouquets, several feet long.
But latterly a change has cole for the bet-
ter. Even now there are vivid colors
and monstrous figures enough, but we ad-
vise our friends to pass these by, and leave
them to the upholsterers when hired to em-
bellish flash hotel parlors, and steamboat
saloons. COur homes must he embellished
with something more subdued and chaste,
and therefore more permanently pleasing.
—Agriculturist.

SELECTED RECIPES.

Pork Steax.—Cut slices from the loin or
neck. To fry pork steaks requires twenty-
five or thirty minutes. Turn them often.
If they are quite fat, pour off all that fries
out when they are half done, and reserve it
for some other use. Then dip the steaks in
crumbs of bread with alittle powdered sage,
and lay them back into the frying-pan.
When done through take ihem up, dredge
a little browned flour into the gravy, put in
salt, pour in a gill of boiling water, and
turn it instantly as it boils up, upon the dish
of steak.

T.oMB STEAKS FRIED.—Fry them of the
nicest brown ; when served, throw over
them a good quantity of erumbs of bread
fried, and crisped parsley. Or you may
season them, and broil them in buttered
papers, either with crumbg and herbs, or
without, aceording to taste.

VeeETaBLE Soup.—Take two good-sized
turnips, one carrot, one parsulp, One sweet
potato, two Irish potatoes, one onlon,a little
parsley chopped fine, and three tablespoon-
fuls of rice or pearl barley. Slice the ve-
getables very thin; put them into two
quarts of boiling water ; let them cook three
hours; then add the rice, and c00k one
hour longer,

QUEEN CAkES.—Mix one pound of dried
flour, the same of sifted sugarand of washed
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currants ; wash one pound of butter in rose-
water, beat it well, then mix with it eight
eggs, yolks and whites beaten separately,
and put in the dry ingredients by degrees;
beat the whole an hour ; butter little tins,
teacups, or saucers, filling them only half
full ; sift a little fine sugar over just as you
put them into the oven.

GINGER SNaPs.—One cup of molasses,
half a cup of sugar, half a cup of batter,
hz.a,lf a cup of lard, one teaspoonful of soda,
dissolved in half a cup of warm water;
two tablespoonfuls of ginger. The butter
and lard should be melted.

Lirtie Prom Caxes to KEEP LONG.—Dry
one pound of flour and mix with six ounces
of finely pounded sugar ; beat six ounces of
butter to a cream, and add three eggs well
beaten, half a pound of currants washed
and nicely dried, and the flour and sugar ;
beat all for some time, then dredge flour on
tin plates, and drop the batter on them the
size of a walnut. If properly mixed, it will
be a stiff paste. Bake in a brisk oven.

LiMg WATER FOR CORRECTING ACIDS IN
DovueH, ETC.—Whern bread becomes sour by
standing too long before baking, instead of
using soda, use lime water; two or three
tablespoonfuls will entirely sweeten a bateh
of rising sufficient for four or five large
loaves. Black a small piece of lime, take
the skim off the top, and bottle the clear
water, and it is ready for nse. A bottle-full
will last all summer.

To BLEACH IVORY THAT HAS BECOME
YEeLLow.—Make a solution of alum in boil-
ing water, allow this to cool, and into this
immerse the knife-handles or whatever you
may wish to bleach. Allow it to remain
in the liquid for not more than an hour,
then take it out and rub briskly with a
cloth, wipe it with & wet linen rag, and
then lay it in a moistened cloth to prevent
its drying too quickly, which causes it to
crack. Another way is to put the discolored
ivory under a bell-shaped glass, and then
expose it for a day or more to the action of
the sun. 1If placed in the rays of the sun
without the glass it will only cause it to as-
sume a deeper and more permanent yellow,

RuuBARB Pie.—Cat the stalks of the rhu-
barb into small pieces, and stew them with
some lemon peel till tender. Strain them,
sweeten to your taste, and add as many
eggs as you can afford. Line pie plates
with paste, and bake it like tarts, without
upper crust.
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Lemon Caxke.—Beat six eggs, the yolks
and whites separately, till in a solid froth ;
add to the yolks the grated rind of a fine
lemon and six ounces of sugar dried and
sifted ; beat thisa quarter of an hour ; shake
im with the left hand six ounces of dried
flour ; then add the whites of the eggs and
the juice of the lemon; when these are
well beaten in, put it immediately into tins,
and bake it about an hour in a moderately
hot oven.

A CHEaP AND WHOLESOME Soup.—One
gallon of cold water, one pound of beef, or
sixpennyworth of bones, two tablespoonfuls
of rise. Let this boil, then add an onion,
or two or three leeks; boil an hour. Peel
and slice eight potatoes; wash them in
warm water ; add them to the soup, with
a seasoning of salt and pepper; stir it fre-
quently ; boil another hour, and then serve,
removing the bones or meat, which is not
fit for human food.
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ReMoviNng A TiGHT FINGER RING.—Tt is
seldom necessary to file off a ring which is
too tight {0 readily pass the joint of the
finger. If the finger is swollen, apply cold
water to reduce the inflammation, then
wrap a small rag wet in hot water around
the ring to expand the metal, and then
soap the finger. A needle threaded with
strong silk can then be passed between the
ring and finger, and a person holding the
two ends and pulling the silk while slowly
sliding it around the periphery of the ring,
can thus readily remove it. If the ringisa
plain hoop, this process is easy ; if it has a
setting or protuberance, more care will be
required. Another method is to pass a
pieee of sewing-silk under the ring, and
wind the thread around the finger to the
end; then take the lower end—that below
the ring—and begin unwinding. The
ring is certain to be removed unless the
silk is very weak. The winding compresses
the finger and renders the operation easier
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EDITORIAL,

The fact that the late Hon. Thomas
D’ Arcy McGee was one of the earliest and
best contributors to the NEw DoMINION
MoNTHLY, seems to call for an obituary no-
tice in its columns; and this we will en-
deavor to write, without entering into the
political questions with which he was so
prominently identified.

The late Hon. Thomas D’Arcy McGee
was born in Carlingford, Ireland, on the
13th April, 1825, and consequently was, at
the time of his assassination—on the Tth of
April, 1868—not quite 43 years old. He
was educated in Wexford, whither his
father, James McGee, removed, on account
of receiving an appointment in the Custom-
house there. In 1842, at the early
age of seventeen, he emigrated to Ame-
rica, amd obtained a position on the
Boston Press. On the inauguration of the
Young Ireland movement, he returned to

his native land, and joined the staff of the
Nation newspaper, which was its chief
organ. After the suppression of the insur-
rection which ensued, Mr. McGee escaped
to America, when he established in New
York the American Cel{. Through this
paper he endeavored to raise up an Irish
party in the United States, and advised his
countrymen to secure farms instead of con-
gregating in cities. Archbishop Hughes
disapproved of the plan, and discounte-
nanced the paper, and Mr. McGee came to
Canada, where he was enthusiastically re-
ceived by his countrymen. Here his talents
and eloquence secured him rapid advance-
ment, especially after he had seen cause to
change his previous admiration for republi-
can institutions to a decided preference for
those of Canada. In 1857, he was chosen
one of the representatives of Montreal ; and,
in 1864, he was appointed President of the
Executive Council. Still later, he was
Minister of Agriculture and Manufactures,
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and as such was one of the Canadian Com-
missioners at the Dublin and Paris Exhibi-
tions. His last and greatest effort was the
prominent part he took in the conferences
which resulted in the Confederation of the
British North American Provinces—a mea-
sure which he enthusiastically advocated
to the last. He has for years dome allin
his power to divert Irish emigration from
the States to Canada, and to comvince his
countrymen here that they were in the most
favorable position their nationality had ever
enjoyed anywhere. This loyalty offended
many of his race, and raised up a considera-
ble opposition to his subsequent eleetion.
The anger of some of those who believed
he had deserted them, culminated at last in
one of the most cold-blooded assassinations
on record; an act which has placed Mr.
McGee’s name and fame high on the page
of history.

Regarded as a politician, we may only
remark that, in the midst of all the charges
of jobbing and self-seeking so often brought
against political leaders when in power, not
a whisper of the kind was, so far as we
know, ever uttered against Mr. McGee
and, after having filled some of the first
offices of the State, and possessed the same
opportunities of enriching himself and
friends that others had, he has died, ¢ like
Cintinnatus, nobly poor.”

In Mr. McGee there was a rare combina-
tion of talents. He was, by common con-
sent, regarded as the most eloguent man in
Canada ; and some of his speeches may be
placed alongside of the master-pieces of
oratory recorded in ancient and modern
history. e was also a chaste and elegant
writer ; and in conversational powers and
gentlemanly deportment in private life, he
leaves few equals and, perhaps, no superiors.
Genial, courteous, intellectual, possessing
immense stores of knowledge, and a general
acquaintance With the literature of the
world, he could render conversation so plea-
sant and instructive, that there were few
greater treats than an hour’s conversation
with him.
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It is said that ambition is the ¢ last infir-
mity of noble minds,” and it must be ad-
mitted that Mr. McGee was ambitious; but
his ambition was to Taise up these British-
American colonies‘'into a great united em-
pire, and to induce the people of all the
various nationalities and creeds to live har-
moniously together—to bear and forbear
with each other, and to strive unitedly for
the common good. And justbecause he was
so liberal and fair, he was unpopular with
those who thought his talents should have
been exclusively devoted to a nationality
or a creed. There is no question that he
died a martyrto the cause of equily, peace,
and loyalty, and as such, his memory will
be regarded with affection by all patriotic
and peace-loving Canadians.

Shortly after the commencement of the
New DoMINION MONTHLY, Mr. McGee, as
one of the ablest and most popular writers
in Canada, was asked to write two articles
for it. The first, a sketeh of the life of
Father Matthew, he accomplished in an
admirable manner early last winter, not-
withstanding a continued indisposition
which confined him to his house.

The second theme suggested was the
early poetry and music of Ireland—a sub-
jeet which he said he would enter upon
with great pleasure. He purposed to write
this article in Ottawa, during the Christ-
mas holidays ; saying that though he had
three or four books in his library which
would furnish mest of the materials, yet he
wished also to consult two or three in the
Parliamentary library. Severe indisposition
hindered the fulfilment of this design; bug
he did not lose sight of an object so con-
genial to his mind, and but for his foul
assassination would doubtless have furnished
one of the most interesting papers in our
literature.

The poem ¢ Prima Vista,” published in
our April numbbkr, and closing with his
charaeteristic sentiments on the future of
Confederation, was a free and spontaneous
gift to the NEw DoxiNIoN MONTHLY, an en-
terprise which the illustrious deceased re-



126

garded with much kindly interest and
favor.

BURIED CITIES.

We have received, nearly seventy an-
swers to the original puzzle in the March
number. Subtracting from each list the
names of countries, islands, rivers, etec., as
well ag all names of places which, if they
have any existence at all, are so ir “onifi-
eant as not to be mentioned in the Gazetteer,
the following are the answers which have
come to hand :

LISTS OF FROM 30 10 35.

David Bell, Rockton ; Lizzie J. G., Mon-
tague; Saml. Coleman, Strabane; Frances
Ann Taylor, Melbourne; Amelia Von
Buseck, Stouffville; Croft Nicholson, Syl-
van ; S. M. Baylis, Montreal ; J. E. Pollock,
Keswick; Pembroke, Pembroke; Rab,
Ottawa.

LISTS OF FRoM 36 TO 40.

John Cameron, Chatsworth; G. L. W.,
Montreal ; Alfred Luton; D. V. Munro,
Grantley ; Aspirans, Montreal ; Willis, do.;
Civis, do.; Miles Finch, Hamilton; J. G.
Burkholder, do.; E. Corbeit, Perrytown;
Alice H. Anderson, Huntingdon; J. Y.
Crawford, Bridgewater; H. J. Plumsteel,
St. Catherines; Frank Suple, Orwell; Ella
J. Snow, Coaticook; R. A. Findlay, Port-
age ; G. M. Vaurliet, Lacolle ; D. W. Mit-
chell, Marmion ; Henry Yeigh, Burford ; A.
M. Sconten.

LISTS OF FroM 41 TO 45.

Frank Switzer, Meadowvale; Sandy,
Martintown ; Jane M. Vean, Chatham; R.
G- Dunsmore, Huntingdon ; Charles Francis,
Toronto ; J. M. Manning, jun., St. Andrews;
M. F. T., St. Thomas; Harriet Campbell,
Quebec ; Bethea Hamilton, MeNab; R. A.
Leonard, Westbrook; Francis H. Bell,
Halifax; Flora, Windsor; F. 8. Haight,
Montreal ; C. A. Sinclair; Alethea Shel-
don; J. L. B., Strabane; M. McFarlane,
Almonte; W, H. W,

LISTS OF FROM 46 To 50.

Buzfuz, Peterboro’; M. H. L., Quebec;

Maggie Laing, Springville ; S. Trenaman,
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Three Rivers; M. R.D. and W. J. T. D,
Cornwall; J. E. McK., Inverness; Celia
M. Craig, Bethany; Edith, Belleville; J.
Steele, jun.; East Hawkesbury; A. C. S,
Hampstead ; Sinny Preston, Manvers: Alice
H. Ellerton, Hemmingford ; Alice McP.,
Hamilton ; Reader, Mystic; Edith Wood,
Tiverton; Nell Gwynne, Cobourg; Ida,
Montreal ; Mary Margaret ; Agnes Martin ;
Lizzie.

The other names are Llewellyn G. Ross,
Fergus, 52; J. M. K., Hawkesbuiy, 55;
Annie and Louisa, 64; J. M. W., Mon-
treal, '76.

]In the above case of ¢¢ Annie and Louisa’’
there were 84 names, but 20 of them eould
not be found in the Gazetteer or Atlas. If
correct they wounld stand at the head of the
list.]

NOTICES TO CONTRIBUTORS.
The following contributions are accepted
with thanks:
¢ Chronicles of a Canadian Family.”
« Petrified Woman of Berthier.”
¢ Dr. Johnson and Mary Knowles.”
¢« The Seal Fishery of Newfoundland.”
¢ Admiral Blake.”
+t The Expulsion of the Acadians.”
¢ Castles in the Air.”
¢« The Two Gardens.”
¢« Mysie Howison.”

In answer to an inquiry by a lady, the
Editors of the NEw DomINION MONTHLY beg
leave to state that they cannot yet offer pay-
ment for original articles.

CORRESPONDENCE.

NOTES CONCERNING STEAMBOAT-
ING ON LAKE ONTARIO.

The first steamboat on Lake Ontario was
the ¢ Frontenae,” built by the Kingston
Company, in 1818, at Bath—the machinery
being imported from England. She plied
between Kingston and Niagara, calling at,
Toronto, and was the onlr boat on the lake
till about 1825, when the ¢ Queenston”
was built by Mr. Robert Hamilton, for the
same route. About the same date, the
« Frontenae” was bought by Mr. John
Hamilton—who afterwards became a mem-




CORRESPONDENCE.

ber of the Legislative Council of Canada, and
i3 now a Senator of the Dominion. The fare
was twelve dollars from Kingston to Toronto
or Niagara. The ¢ Great Britain” and
the ¢ Aleiope ’ were the next lake boats.

On the American side, the ¢ United
States”’ was built about 1833, and ran in
connection with the ¢ Great Britain,” each
calling at British and American ports
alternately. After the Burlington Bay
Canal was opened, the lake steamers called
at Hamilton, and came down, most of the
time, to Prescott. It was only after the
opening of the St. Lawrence Canals that
they could come down to Montreal; and
every one was appalled at first at the idea of
large steamers running the rapids. This,
however, they have long done safely, going
up again by the eanals.

After the ¢« Frontenac ’’ was finished, in
1818, Mr. Gildersleeve, of Kingston, built
—from the materials that remained over—
a small boat ealled the ¢ Charlotte,” which
plied from Prescott to Belleville. Kingston
has thus the eredit of having the first steam-
boat navigation on the lakes, and the ﬁrst
on the Upper St. Lawrence.

AN ASYLUM FOR INEBRIATES.

BY DR. CANNIFF, BELLEVILLE, ONT.

Inebriation is a disease, in which there is
a pathological condition of the nervous sys-
tem. The individual is not lost to moral
feeling, necessarily ; but he is overcome by
the disease which involvesthe brain. There
is truly a sad state to which many are tend-
ing, of which all who drink a little are in
danger.

To this class of our fellow-countrymen
we would ask special attention. They are
numerous, alas | theirnumber iginereasing;
they are found in all classes of society,
many of them among the talented and edu-
cated. Let us consider the question what
can be done for them.

To meet the wants of such patients, aspe-
cialasylum isrequired—an asylum which no
one shall be forced to enter, but to which
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persons diseased, with a brain affected, may
come for relief; an asylaum where no one
is reproached, where kindness reigns, where
the law of love pervades, where charity pre-
vails; an asylum from which one may go
forth without a stigma upon his name, hav-
ing been cured of his malady. To the pub-~
lic of Canada, the statement is respectfully
made, that an asylum for inebriates is re-
quired. We have our hospitals and dis-
pemsaries for the sick ; we have our lunatie
asylums, our refuge for the erring, and re.
formatory for the young ; and shall not the
large number, suffering from the special
malady we have attempted to portray, have
offered to them a place where they may re-
ceive necessary treatment.

Inebriate asylums have already been
tried in at least two States of the neighbor-
ing Union—New York and Massachusetts.
The principles upon which these institu-
tions are based, and the plan pursued, are
thus set forth in a late report by Dr. Day,
Suoperintendent and Physician to the New
York Asylum at Binghamton :

“The fundamental basis upon which all
hopeful treatment must rest lies in the
desire of the patient himself to escape from
the slavery that enthralls him. But little,
if anything, ean be accomplished in oppo-
sition fo the wishes of the person to be
treated; and it is a melancholy fact
that cases do exist of those so naturally
base or debauched, by long indulgence, that
no aspirations for better things can be ex-
cited within them, and no effort can stimu-
late them to that personal exertion which
their salvation demands. Such cases, how.
ever, are rare, and are found chiefly among
those whose moral natures are slightly or
imperfectly developed—who are naturally
attracted to intemperance because it isa
vice ; and Wwho, it may be, are saved from
the commission of more serious crimes by
the indulgence of this form of sensuality,
But in a vast majority of cases, we may
confidentially rely upon the hearty co-ope-
ration of the patients themselves. It would
surprise one not familiar with the fact to
be made aware of the almost universal de.
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sire for reformation, and of the power of
self-eontrol which animates the soul, even
of those who are hopelessly abandoned by
their friends as sunk in irreclaimable degra-
dation and vice, * * * ¥ Although
no man can contemplate yielding himself
to the protection of an asylum without a
sense of sorrow and regret, the motive
which prompts seclusion is allowed to over-
ride all others, and restraint is welcomed as
the initial step towards emancipation.—
Indeed, one of the foremost and most promi-
nent advantages of seclusion is found in the
fact that, on entering upon it, the patient
tacitly admits the necessity of remedial
treatment in hiscase, and stands committed
by this step to active measures in his own
behalf. The man who will consent to the
sacrifice of personal pride for the suecess of
any object, has given the strongest evidence
of his desire for its attainment, and can no
longer be considered hopeless. All experi-
ence shows no more potent spell for the re-
covery of lost freedom than the conseious-
ness that ¢ Who would be free, himself
must strike the blow.’

¢ Another advantage of seclusion lies in
the isolation it affords from the hourly-re-
curring invitations and painful suggestions
which are so aggravating and often fatal to
a sensilive nature. It should not be forgot-
ten that the vietim of this infirmity is al-
most always the subject of peculiar mental
sensibility. It may be that very feature of
his character which hag led him into in-
dulgence, or, at any rate, such sensibility
as he has is almost certain to have been
morbidly increased by his habits of life,
these menaces and reproaches, too often the
resort of those who mistake such treatment
for necessary severity, will generally lead
to that desperation which paralyzes all
motives for restraint. But the companion-
ship of the agylum is of such a nature, ne-
cessarily, that it cannot treat the patient
with coldness.and reproach, nor look upon
‘him with that patronizing air of pitying in-
terest which implies a higher moral tone
©on the part of the observer. Again, we all
know the value of association and co-opera-
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tion among those struggling for a similar
object; and we esteem it a great advantage
to an asylum that it serves to bring together
so many who have passed through a like
experience, and who have a common end
in view.

«Tt is a conclusive evidence of the fact
already stated, namely, that an earnest de-
sire for reformation, snimates a large ma-
jority of these men, that the tone of the
society imto which they are combined at
the asylum is always favorable to any
offort which shall promote individual re-
formation, and hostile to any of those ex-
aeptional evasions of just restraint which
will sometimes be attempted by the thought-
less or malicious. Although the members
that eompose the society of the asylum are
eonstantly changing, and the best are soon-
est discharged,—with some exceptions,—yet
the healthy and favorable tone I have men-
tioned never changes; and such has been
my experience, that I should at once sus-
peet the good judgment or proper stringeney
of that restraint which was not heartily
indorsed by a majority of those subjected
to it. In sueh a soeiety, the objeet for
which the asylum has been sought ecannot
be forgotten or slighted, as it forms the
main topic for thought and conversation ;
and thus experiences are compared, the
dangers which have beset one are explained
to another, and the force of the various
forms of temptation discussed; and thus
each man—while rehearsing to his com-
panions, in brotherly confidence, the various
motives of love, interast, or duty, which he
hopes will restrain him in the future—has
thesq incentives ever fresh in hisown mind,
adding hourly to the strength with which
they move him.”

Dr. Day says in a private letter to the
writer, that the institution is supported by
a per-centage on the excise-tax of the State,
and the income from its patients. Natives of
the State, only, are admitted free, when
unable to pay. He remarks that he has
beer engaged in a similar institution in the
city of Boston, for the last ter years; and
the result has been very satisfactory.
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CANADA TRUSS FACTORY.

"F.GROSS,
SURGICAL MACHINIST,

AND

Blastic Spring Truss Maker,

INVENTOR AND MANUFACTURER OF ALL KINDS OF

INSTRUMENTS for PHYSICAL DEFORMITIES,

WORKER IN

BRASS, STEEL AED IROH,

OF EVERY DESCRIPTION,

36 VICTORIA SQUARE,

Montreal.

F. GROSS’S ARTIFICIAL LEGS,

Distinguished in their superiority for combining in the highest degree Scientific and §|

Anatomical principles with the articulation of the natural limb, and possessing great strength,
with lightness and durability, They are perfectly adapted to all forms of amputation. Every
Jimb is made first-class, of the best material, and fully warranted. They are recommended b
the leading Surgeons, and unjversally approved and recommended. S

F. Gross’s Chest-Expanding Steel Shoulder Braces.

Manufactured at the Canada Truss Factory, 86 Victoria Square, Montreal. This lsan entirely .

new and superior article for Ladies and Gentlemen who have acquired & habit of stooping,

. This Brace i3 certain to answer the purposs of keefing the Chest expanded and the body upr ghf;

::'the two Steels on the back mnnin%;)ver the shoulder-blades, giving & gentle and even pregsure,
they will prove conducive to healthand fulnessd; and bein%strong and well made, will last
along tgiéne angd alma%rk;; feel comfgfltéaz g&eFo(t (ﬂianglggen u‘xl'i '}g s%uils;ﬁil),%ndegn wli}l elzablé .
em oaway wi e common rs (whie ¥s eutting

holes in the leagher of the Beit around the waist, and thereby keeping up the panis. P

CavUTION 70 PARENTS.~Parents, look to Your children! Gross’s newly.inyented Steel
Shoulder-Braces are almost indispensable for children, as they are liable to contract:the habit of -
gtooping and Sh_mggln% their shoulders 8t school, causing them to grow narrow-chested, and
Jaying the foundation for consumption and lung-diseases. Parents shouldbear this in mind, as

Wearing our Braces will counteract this bad habit.

rellef o $
found to afford to those laboring under this common bodily 1nfirmity instantaneous relief, and is
0 simple & contrivance that it may be Worn with ease in an, of the body, during sleep,

y : .
or when taking violent exercise, and, when gro rly fixed on, isnot perceptible, The pressare.
e : :

obtained is gentle and continnons, and may be increased or diminisbed at pleasure, L

F. Gross can produce a great number of certificates from doctors and others to show that in
£l cases this Truss has given great satisfaction, and been applied With complete sucoess. . .

ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO. -

iy i

1 heg to call particular attention to the London Belt Truss. Thi,é zrfétisséfor the eure and , -
5every spacies of Hernia admitting of a reduction within it€ patural limits—will be
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MONTREAL BUSINESS COLLECE,
~ Comer of Note Dame Steet and Place  Armes.

A Link in the Bryant & Stratton International Chain.

The Business and Commercial course includes

BQOK-KEEPING, DOUBLE AND SINGLE ENTRY,
COMMERCIAL AND MENTAL ARITHMETIC,
PRACTICAL PENMANSHIP, |
BUSINESS PRACTICE AND CORRESPONDENCE;

ALSO

TELEGRAPHING AND PHONOGRAPHY,

A Scholarship issued by the Montreal Branch entitles the Rolder to Tuition for an nnlimited
period of time, and the privilege of reviewing any part of the Course in any:of the Collsges
connected with the Chaln., .

The Attendance during the winter has been larger than it has ever been previously; and the
present is & favorable time to enter for the Spring Course.

The original copy of the following and other testimonials may be seen on application at the
College, : :

From James Mavor & Co,, Montreal Marble Wooks, Corner of St Catherine and
St. Alezander Sreets, o
Montreal, 18th March, 1888
Mg. J. TASKER, )
Principal,.
Montreal Business College.

. ‘We have much pleasure in expressing our approval of the system
of instruction and training for business pursuits adopted and ecarried out at your College, We
have lately received into our employment a young man as Book-keeper, one of {g\u‘ Graduates;
he having had no previous instraetions of the kind, to our knowledge, and we have found him
in every respect fully competent, for the situation. . 5

‘We remain,
Yours truly, : -
JAMES MAVOR & GOy~
o Per Rosr. REID,
B SraTtoNERs’ HALL, Montresl March 26, 1868,
M= I, TASKER, :
S w Principa),

Montreal Business College. ,, .

’ DEAR SIR:~We bave great yleasure in informing you that the go

Bl e Ss T S0 b bnet Socioeds

ediy rec 1 rain n the prin > 18 general corred:

20d stoadiness testiiy to the advaniages of your system of study. E
: ‘We are, dear &lr,

2 Yours, very truly,
MURRAY & CO.

" Qirehlars containing full information in reference to terms, course of study, &¢., may be :
obtained on application, either personally or by letter, to P .
J. TASKER, Principal. . -~




BERLIN WOOL, .
JLEECY, FINGERING, AND LADY BETTY, IN ALL
 SHADES, BERLIN WOOL PATTERNS, CANVASS,

~ CROCHET COTTON, KNITTING COTTON,
AND MATERIALS FOR VARIOUS KINDSOF FANCYWORK.

BASKETS,
MARKET BASKETS,
WASTE-PAPER BASKETS
NURSERY BASKETS,
WORK BASKETS, it
FANCY BASKETS, -

TOYS AND GAME‘S

In great variety.

GLASS SHADES;

ROUND AND OV.AL.
—-ALSO—

PAPER- HANGINGS, LADIES' DRESS BUTTONS, COMBS AND BRUSHES,

PORTEMONNAIES, LEATHER SATOHELS, AN A GENASAL
i) ASSORTMENT OF FANCY GOODS.

 F.B.WRICHT,
s

67' Notre Dame street,

V  MONTREAL, _ e ot
QPPOSIT}!Z Q .A.LEXANIDEjR- &a SQN’Sg




THE MONTREAL WITNESS

Has been long before the public, and is generally regarded as the best Family Paper in Canada
giving, as it'does, a liberal supply of Religious, Literary, Educational, Agricultural, and Temipe- -
rance Matter, together with copious summaries of News, Contemporary Press, Markets, &o.

The Daily Witness is only $3 per annum, though it contains as much Reading

Matter as dailies which cost $6 and ¢8 per annum, and more New Advertisements than most of

them, »

The Montreal Witness (Semi-Weekly), $2 per annum, contains all the Reading
Matter of the Daily, except & portion of whatis purely Local, and each number gives the Latest
News and Market Reports,

The Weekly Witness (31 per annum,) contsins half the Reading gMatter of the
Semi-Weekly, including most of the News and Contempdrary Press, and a Weekly Market Re-
port, but not half of the Family Reading, Agriculture, &c.

Each of these editions will be found remarkably cheap, and well worth the money.
) Payment invariably in advance, and the paper stopped unless subscriptions are renewed.

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,

PUBLISHERS, MONTREAL.

: ' THE e e
THE CHEAPEST PAPER IN CANADA. Itis published twice a month, and consists of Bigmy
pages, arranged in she following Depariments, viz, i~

Temperance, Agriculture, Science & Art, Education.
‘PRICE: 9 Copies for 6 months for $1.

The MSSSENGER Will, until the 1st of J anuary next, pass

FREE THROUGH THE MAILS,

. On sceount of the hi%h moral and religious character of the “Temperance” and * Educa-
tion* departments, and the unobjectionable nature of the others, as also on gcoount of its new
and select Hymns set to Music, the MESSENGER {8 specially adapied for »

Circulation through Sabbath-Schools.'
All orders and remittances to be addressed (post-paid) to

JOHN. DOUGALL & SON, MONTREAL.

THIRD EDITION.

THE :

CANADIAN FRUIT CULTURIST,

he Third Edition of this invaluable little work will be ready in a few days, . te
. paj"{ g‘lvery person intend?r}g to plant Fruit Trees should gend for a copy. ¥4, Price, 25¢., DOG

[ ¢ %Very clear and very useful.’—Kingston Whig. _ ‘ .
Ce 'l'hgmthor commiunicates what he has 10 887 In an easy and pleasant manner,"—Free Dress;

London. .
\© “Will supply a want long felt.”— Windsor Record, :
~ % Gontains 8 vast amount of information.”— Woodstock Sentinel,
i An admirable work.,”— Port Hope British C&gnadwn.
s#Invaluable to inexperienced fruit-growers.”—Rerlin Telegraph,
Viend for & oopy at once.'—Fergus News Record, .
digpensable.”’—Peterboro’ Review.
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Yol. 11 “New Domiaion Monthly.”

* This magazine, the only one in the English language of 3 general Literary .
. character published in the Dominion of Canada, has been before the public for half
& year, during which time its circulation has reached seven thousand copies monthly..
The increase of the subscription list has been so much more rapid than was expected,
that we have had to reprint several of the numbers, at heavy expense, to supply new
subsceribers from the beginning. But, as seversl of the numbers are again nearly
exhausted, we can no longer attempt to do so. We have therefore divided the year
into two volumes, the second of which will cgmmence with the April number,; and
we now solieit subseriptions for the year, beginning with that month.
The numbers of this second volume will be stereotyped, so that any number of
subseribers can be supplied ; and for those who remit for a year, beginning with April,
we will prepay postage on the February and March numbers of 1869, as, after the
new year, postage must be prepaid by publishers; but subscribers beginning after
that date will please remit, over and above the dollar sabscription, a cent for . .. :
every month their year runs into 1869, T R )
" The expeuses of the Dominion Monthly have been much heavier than we .
© ‘emtimated; and in consequence we find that, notwithstanding its very respectable ..
m, it hak not yet reached a paying point. In fact, the very low price at
 is published would require s circulation at least twice as large, and a fair
advertising patronage, to enable the New Dominion Monthly to pay its way and allow
, for & moderate remuneration to contributors and a pictorial illustration or two .« -
monthly. Itis, however, as reasonable to expect 15,000 subscribers, after ilie genarad - o
approval of the press and public, as it was to expect 5,000 when the Monihly'
commenced ; especially considering ihe generous aid it has received in'contributions
from some of the best writers in.the Dominion. - The over-inereasing stream of such
ecoptributions is also the best guarantee for a growing popularity. = ' S
We respecifully ask our presert subscribers, and all ‘who wish well fo this
gntetpl‘ise,

to aid in extending our subscription list at the beginning of this volume
Properly recommended parties wishing to canvass for the Nw Dommon Montlhly

s any city, town, or district, will learn particulars on spplieation. ~ =
Terms of New Dominion Monih’ly,( ONE DOLLA_B per annum p?variah_ly in

advance, and one cent Der month - postage for the time s!}bsexlptxgn extends

beyond 1868. JOHN DOUGALL & SON, Publishers, -

MONTREAL,

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.

JezeBEL~“Theauthor of s8gn)’ furnishes
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Fmﬁﬁ"w“é‘”ﬂ%‘ %uﬁx)o%nmnm.» 7

f | matter~much of which is

TaE New DoMinioNn MoNnTrLY.—Th
ruary number of this Canadian pubum?&
comesto us enriched with more than itsusunal
amounnt of original artieles, both prose and
poely. For one dollar per year, we do not, ’

now where a person would get more reading
interesting and in-
structive, being inlerspersed with hints on
domestic economy. e judge the readers of
the present number will feel satisfied that the
standing of the Monthly is,80 far, well sustain.

. ed.”~Religious Intelligencer, St, j’ohn, N. B,



! IxTHE RED RIVER TERRITORY, the Nor Wester

recommends THE NEW DoMINION MONTHLY tO
the settlers of that distant country. *This
publication,” it says, “fills uga hiatus which
previously existed between the bheavy, argu-
mentativo literatyre of English magazines, and
trash of the Ledger starmap, The former can be
read only by scholars, the latter can be read by,
and vitiate the minds of every one. THE NEW
DoMINION MONTHLY is essentiaslly the sort of
periodical that sults a family, for between its
covers will always be found somethin§ to suit
persons of all ages, and the price brings it within
the reach of al1.”

A ROMAN CATHOLIC OPINION.~The Montreal
True Witness, the organ of the English-speaking
Roman Catholics of the Province of Quebec,
gays that the selected portion of the interesting
contents of the NEW DoMINION MONTHLY are
obtained from the most popular serials of the
two continents.

By THoSE WHo K~Now.-*Nothing but an
enormous circulation can possibly reimburse
the publishers of the Ngw DoMINION MONTHLY
for their outlay,” says the Dgily News of this
city, speaking of the first number of this new
magazine.

FATHER MATREW'S PORTRAIT.~— D’Arc
MeGee's life of the temperance apostle, Father
Mathew, is concluded in this month, and is a
fairly-written account of this good man’s minis-
trations, The portrait given of Father Mathew
is quite a treat for & diseciple of Lavater, ghow-
ing, we think, an honest man, with unbounded
faith, one who would believe 'in the account of
how Saint Denis walked into Paris, carrying
his head under hisarm, and kissing it now and
then.,”—The Cayuga Sentinel, criticising the Jan-
uary number of THE NEWDOMINION MONTHLY.

THE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY.—February.
W e are sure every true Canadian ‘will welcome
this valuable periodical. * * This magazine
promises to be to our young writers, what Put-
nam’s Magazine and other periodicals were to
the early talent ot the adjoining States, Thear-
ticles of more than ordinary interest are “Re-
miniscences of the ¥Fur Trade of Montreal,”
“Jottings from Canadian History,” and “A
Crimean Story.”’—8%. Catherine’s Post,

~ The Febrnary number of thisreally excellent
magazine has been received by us: and it is
rapidly growing in our estimation as a cholce
repository of original and select literature, It
contains mony articles of interest, from the
Eens of able writers, and one of the leading fea-
ures is the amount of original matter wh%ch it
We consider it nothing less than the
rson who desires 8 home publi-
nd to prosper—and it is deserv-

c¢ontains,
duty of every
eatfon of this

ing of prosperity,—to encourage it by striving to |

extend {ts cireulation.—Almonte Guzette.

—The present number of the New Dominion
Mo’nthlz{ contains a number of articles both en-
tertaining ‘and-instructive, and a marked im-
provement is naticeable. Ahe magazine 10ooks
ag ifit may yet become a fixture on the list of
Canadian periodicals.—Kingston News.

— Le New Moniky Dominion est toujours plein
du plas vif intérét. Aussutmt;&voo}]ﬁter qug les
éditenrs n’gpargnent riem Bgur rendre. cette
publication de plus en_plus Intéressante parle
choix et la variété des articles.~L'Echo du

DoMINTON MoNTHLY.—Lalivraison de Mary, de
cette excellente publication, nous.est parvenue,
. Ele contient beaucoup de matidres extréme-
- mentintéressantes.—Le Canadien, (Yuebee,

) W negleoted last week to notice the recet pt
of the February No. of this new and interestug)g

work, which, we are glad to 1éarn, is meeting
with the success it well deserves as an excellent
Family Magazine. The selections are good, and
the feature to which we alluded on a former o=
casion—a large proportion of good original
matter—seerns still predominant. This, of it-

self, if kept up, Will ensure the success of the
azine, for all Canadians ou§ht to encourage ~

m
their own ¢ home literature,” if at all passable,
in preference to that which is of foreign growth.
~Surnia Observer.

NeEw DoMINION MONTHLY.—We hail with
pleasing satisfaction the appearance of the Feb-
ruary number of this excellent serial. It is
quite up to our expectations; and, judging from
the eagerness with which every 'm)?y weo have
on gale is picked up, and the many inquiries of
regular subscribers about its arrival, we con-
clude that it is regarded as a favorite amongst
us. The present number has & truly Canadtan
cutrepresenting “ Chopping.” Perhaps the next
will be that of ¢ Maple-Sugar Making.” 1ts oti~
ginal and selected articles possess much merit
and are well worthy of perusal, For sale at the
Reporter Book-Store; price, 10 cts. per copy.-
Bruce Reporter,

— The February number of the above deserv.
edly popular magazine contains a large propor-
tion of original articles exhibiting Canadian
talent in a favorable light, besides & number of
sterling extracts amusing or instructive. ¢ Ca-~
nadian Scenes and Homes” by Mrs. A, Camp-
bell,is a.verg brief but interesting story. *Remi-
hiscencesofthe Early FurTrade of Mont,rea!{;:ug%'
W. Henderson, Esq., equally.so, and_ wWe
will be continued. Ihe article Headed < Inven.
tionsofthe Future,” containssome valuablesug-
gestiong tojuventive mindg, “ A Qrimean Story”
by a retived officer, is an affecting tale of the
battlefield ; and the remainder, both originaland
selected, are above mediocrity. The j)mninion
Monthly has already drawn out some of the
latent literary talent in Canada; but we are of
opinion thatthe mine is at present barely cpen-
ed, and that time will develop rich workm%s,
that, we trust, will eventually amply repay the
entergrising proprietors of the Dominion Month~
ty.~Brampton Times.

— The New Dominion Monthly forMarch com-
pletes the first half-yearly volume of this very
interesting and ipstructive publication. As g
Canadian production, itisvery creditable to the
proprietors, and the thirteen original articles in
this number prove that there is no lack of Ca-
nadian talent, and talent of the right kind.—
Elora Observer.

~—The March number of this excellent publi-
cation fully equals the previous issues.. The
articles are interesting and unexceptionable in
their moral tendency, and we fee 2
that this characterisifo of the New Dominton,
combined with its extraordinarily low price,—
only ten ¢ents per number,~must ultimﬁe‘ ly Be-
%lre for it an extensive  circuiation.--Quebec

23

— The March number of this magazine is to
hand, with a choice freight of interesting litera.
ture. Itisthe cheapestandone of the best maga.-
zines published. The contents embrace original
andselected grose and poetry, musie, recipes,and
include much that is instructive and interesting
relating to the early settlement of Canada.
Every family sbhould have the New Dominion
Monthly.—Canadian Statesman, Bowmanville.

— The March humber of this excellent Cana~
dian magazine hagreached ourtable. We donot
see the necessity of sending tothe United States
for magazines, when a Canadian_production
affords reading of so chaste and useful s charac-
ter as does the Monthly, We are pleased to note
its continued excellence, and trust its establish-

ment may prove toits owners a financial suce -

cess,~Cobourg World.

rsuaded -
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DR. COLBY’S ™,
~ Anti-Costive and Tonic Pills,

Are a safe and reliabie remedy in all diseases of the 8tomach, Liver and Bowels. They are no
Q,ltacE,Mediélne, putfed up by high-sounding testimonials from imaginary people, but are the
result of forty years’ experience of a first-elass physician, and their extraordinary success is due
1o the faet that they answer exactly their name. The formula from which they are prepared is
based on sound, scientific principles, and has received the unqualified approbation of the medi-
eal profession. They do not profess to be a cure for all; but for all diseases arising from any de-
ranzements of the Stomach, Liver, and Bowels, they furnish an effectual remedy. We have in
our possession over one hundred testimonials from physicians who have used them in thei
practice and highly approve of them, among which are the following :—

The undersigned physicians cheerfully certify to the high professional standing of Dr. Colby,
of Stanstead, one of the oldest and best physleinns, and to the excellent quatities of his * ANTI-
CUSTIVE AND TONIC PILLS,” which we bave used in our practice, and highly approve.

J. H. Gibson, M.D., Dunham, C. E. C. E. Cotton, M.D., Cowansville.
Charles Brown, M. D., Cowansville. 8. S, Foster, M. D, Brome

J. C. Butler, M.D., Waterloo. John Erskine, M. D., Waterloo.
Norman Cleveland, M. D., Barnston. N. Jenks, M. D., Barnston.

C. W. Cowles, M. D)., Stanstead. John Meigs, M. D., Stanstead.
Joseph Breadon, M. D., SBurgeon, R. N Benjamin Damon, M. D., Coaticook.

Lemuel Richmond, M.D., Derby Line.

8. J. FOSS & CO., Sherbrooke, P. Q., sole proprietors. HENRY, SIMPSON & CO., Montreal,
Wholesale Agents. .

JACOB’S RHEUMATIC LIQUID.

For the immediate relief and permanent cure of Rheumatism, Sprains, Bruises, Burns, Frost-
. Bites, Lame Back, Side, Limbs, or Stomach, Cramp, Numbness of Limbs, Swelling of Joints,
Sudden Colds, Diptheria, S8ore Throat, ete.

JACOB’S REEUMATIC LIQUID

Has been before the publie for upwards of twenty years, and such are its merits that it is now
justly considered as an indispensable article ip every family where it i3 known,

It has never been forced on public attention by flaming advertisements of remarkable cures
that never had any existence; but, by its own peculiar value as an unfailing remedy, it has
worked its way into publie favor,

Having a wonderful effect when taken internally, in quickening the circutation of the blood,
it is invaluable to persons predisposed to Paralysis, or subject to attacks of Heart-Disease. In
eases of Dyspepsia, where food distresses, it affords prom pt relief, and eontinued for ashort time,
sets everything right. :

The name of the medicine is blown in each bottle of the genuine; and the purposes for which
it is intended, as well as the mode of using, attached.

HENRY, SIMPSON & CO., Montreal, Wholesale Agents. $. J. FOS8 & CO,, Sherbrooke, P,
Q., sole proprietors.

HUNT'S EMPIRE HAIR GLOSS.

This pleasant, agreeable, and scientific preparation is an inaispensable article for the toilet. It
eleanses the scalp, renders the hair of a darker appearance, 18 easily applied, and will not stain
the finest linen. Those using the Empire Hair Gloss will find that it renders the harshest and

¢ acoarsest hair, soft, glossy, fine, and beautiful, disposing 1t to stay in ay position in which it is
placed. It prevents the hair from falling out, invigorates and strengfhens it, and often produces
a new growth of hair where it has already disappeared, by invigorating and restoring the skin,
nerves, muscles, blood-vessels, and roots of the hair. PRICE 25 cENTS.

8. J. FOSS & CO., Proprietors and Sole Manufacturers, Sherbrooke, Province of Quebee.
Hrxny. SiMpson & Co. Montreal: Lymans. TLLIOT & Co., Toremia. Wholessle Agants.




