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HOW THE CROZIERS CAME TO
' CANADA.

BY W. P, MUNRO, AUTHOR OF “BACKWO0ODS
LYFR,” &0.

Dada was one of the long-legzed Crozi-
ers of Balnadoodle. Raised on the
Fermanagh limestone, like his father
and grandfather before him, he was, on
that account, perhaps, one of the tallest
men in the north of Ireland, and one of
the heaviest, too, for though never a fleshy
man, he hardly ever weighed less than
twenty stone. Therewas lime enough in
Dada’s enormous bones to have built an
ordinary steeple. And yet he was far
from being one of those masses of ossifica-
tion, Jimited to uneasy motion in the hip
Jjoints, such as may often be seen on the
tenth of the month stalking to Enniskil-
len Fair, in the rear of a mutinous pig.

I have often heard him say, that the
Year before he joined the police he walked
from Enuiskillen to Strabane and back in
one day, and every day, for a week after,
mowed an Irish acre of a8 heavy meadow
as ever grew on the fattest holms of Fer-
managh; and it was a frequent brag of
Jinny McMullen, his old nurse, that she
helped to roll a thirty stone sack full of
wet malt from the baxn floor “on to his
broad back,” which it was no trouble to
him to carry outside and load a horse cart
withal,

Dada was the fourth of seven sons
nearly all of the same gigantic mould.
Uncle Tom went to Canada when he was
turned of thirty, but was one of those
who did not succeed in that country—his
“larnin,” strange to say, was his undoing
in Canada. “T'd been worth thousands
and thousands, Jim, if I had never known
the A. B. C.” Uncle Toxn often came to
see us;indeed, when I tell you that he has
crossed the Atlantic jfourteen times, and
fooled away years of his life *school
teaching,” yon will be at no loss to ac-
count for his want of success in Canada.
So forthe paradox of learning being his
undoing, it must be explained on the sup-
position, that having once got into the
harness of common school teaching he
wanted the energy to get out of it again.
Poor old 'Tom! He has lived to see not a
few of bis relatives attain to plenty and
even affluence in Canada; he lives a
raonth with one and six weeks with an-
other, but every two or three years the
fit returns, and away home he goes to
Balnadoodle to tell his old friends there
that he would have been worth thousands
and thousands if he had never known the
A BC.

Uncle Kit was next to uncle Tom. In
the golden days of old Bonny, when Irish
farmers were growing rich, feeding cattle
on illicit malt draff, Kit had the misfor-
tune to gquarrel with his father, and ran
away to Canada. He was the first of
the Croziers that crossed the Atlantic,
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arriving at Quebec just in time to be in:
cluded in the first draft of Militia made
in view of the anticipated rupture
between Great Britian and the United
States, In June, 1812, war was decldred,
and it was seen that wilderness as Canada
then was, and which many old country
people in  their miserable delusion
still imagine to be, it was nevertheless a
country in whose defence there were
thousands willing to die. '

Uncle Kit was one of the four hundred
militia whom, along with three hundred
regulars and double that number of Indi-
ans, the “ Hero of Upper Canada” led
from York to Amhertsburg, and after
chasing the Republican General, Hull, to
Detroit, compelled him to surrender with
2,600 men. He was present at Queens-
ton Heights on the 15th October, where

_the gallant Brock, leading on his brave
" six hundred of the 49th, fell mortally
wounded.

In the campaign of the following year,
Kit went back to Detroit again with
QColonel afterwards General Proctor.
After capturing the Yankee, Wil
kinson, with 500 men, they remained
in possession of the place until the month
of September, when they were attacked
by Harrison’s mounted Kentucky rifle-
men and forcad across theriver. On being
followed by the American army they re-
treated up the Thames. On the 5th
October, the Yankees came up to them at
Moravian Town, and in the battle which
ensued the British to the number of 800,
along with 500 Indian allies under the
brave Tecumseth, were defeated. ’

After being engaged in the burning of
the frontier towns of Lewiston, Black
Rock and Buffalo which wound up this
campaign, Kit was promoted to the rank
.of Captain, but almost immediately after,
in some frolic on the Yankee side, had the
misfortune to break one of his long legs.
Poor Kit was ju a bad fix—for six
weeks he lay on his broad back in a log
house in what was then the backwoods
of Buffalo, an enemy’s country; and had
it not been for the tender assiduity of a
certain little round-fuced German girl,
whose father found him in the woods
helpless and starving, he unever would
have crossed the Niagara again. One

moon light night, however, with the help
of crutches and a boat, he did cross it, in
company with his little nurse too, who
soon afterwards nursed his children, and
became his faithful companion for full
forty years.

Kit got well enough to fight one other
regular battle, at least, thatof Lundy’s
Lane in the campaign of 1814,

On the 25th July, General Riall ad-
vanced towards Chippewa where the
American General Brown had retired
with 5000 men. The two armies met at
Lundy's Lane. After six hours hard
fighting the Yankees fled in confusion to
Fort' Erie.

Brown’s evacuation of this place on the
5th November, after dismantling the
works, was the last scene of this eventful
war, so honorable to the Canadians, but
in which, the Americans, against the voice
of the best mer of their nation, suffered
themselves to imitate a certain ancient
custom of the * weasel, Scot,” who, ¢ the
eagle, England, being in" prey to her un-
guarded nest came sneaking.” .

After the treaty of Ghent, large tracts
of land were distributed among the
militia. Uncle Kit received four hun-
dred acres as his share, and like a sensible
man took his little German wife, and set-
tled down atonce. Two of his brothers
came out to him, and there they are to
this day, rich and respected.

Dada was of a different turn from the
rest of his brothers—the very antithesis
of uncle Tom, the Reuben of the family.
He Lad a mass of what phrenologists call
continuity, which, along with a vertical
extension of six feet four inches (the
normal height of the Croziers) a broad
chest and deep bass voice, helped to
determine him in the choice of the police
as his proper sphere of action. .And, no
doubt, a man like him with a fixed idea,
respectable *alents, and more than ordin-
ary presence, sy live to ‘carve out for
bimself, even in the police, a fair position,
although I could count in this part of
Canada at least twenty men, to state the
fact with numerical exactness, who, in half
the time my father gave to the police, and
with nothing like his devotion, have risen
to affluence snd a much higher social
position.
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Dada was in no hwiry taking to him-
self 2 wife. It was not until he wore
the sword and sash of a head constable
and had been stativned a considerable time
in Dublin that he began to think of a
matrimonial alliance.

One of Sir Eyre Coote’s old sergeant-
majors who had been many years in
India, came lLowme after completing his
regular term of service, still a young man
with a pension jingling in his pocket,and
had the good luck to step into a quiet
birth in the Custom House. The old
soldier had an only daughter, not now in
her teens, who had received a rather
superior education. This Christana
O’Dea was my mother, and the mother
of my two sisters, Mary and Frances.

As mamma had some weakness about
sending us to the national schools, I may
say we had no teacher but herself—to
this day I can write only an angular
band—yet when we came to Canada
neither of my sisters had any difficulty in
taking first-class common school certifi-
cates, which repaid,in some measure, both
the teacher’s pains and the pupils’
diligence.

I was only a little boy when the old
sergeant-major died, yet I remember him
well. I mind an old blue cloak he used
to go out and walk in, on which occa-
sions T was his unfailing attendant, unless
when, for some misdemeanor or another, I
had been putin Coventry, ashe called if.

For a whole week, sometimes even a
fortnight, he would not so much as look
at me, and during the continuance of the
embargo my playthings in some mysteri-
ous manner all disappeared. His usual
method of coming to terms was to watch
an opportunity and tap ot his room
window with s small silver coin, which
was held up as areward for some task to
be learned. I seldom slept till I had
mastered that task ; but dear old Grand-
father ! It was not for yous silver coin.

‘We were stationed in a littie town in
Tipperary in the dreadful times of the
famine. I have seen mother, with a
drawn sword in her hand, kéeping off the
bungry crowds who came every day to
our door, Dada being out might and day
with his men. These times made mother
a soldier, but the fatigus,. wounds, and

expusure which fell to the share of the
pvor head constable brought on one
rheumatic fever after another, tiil his tall
lithe frame grew as knarled and warped
as the heart of a rock-elm stick. He was
comipelled to retire on half pay.

Grandfather, who was now dead; had
insured his life for a good few hundred
pounds, and with this money, which in
fact was .nother's dower, we all went
home to the Noxth. I suppose you would
have gone to America. It was not
mother’s home, yei how soon she adapted
herself to it. for it was to bring health
back to her husband again, In a few
months nobody could make finer butter,
or get more for it in Enniskillen market;
ber calves, too, were said to be the best
ever raised within twenty miles of Balna-
doodle. Dada recovered his health
amazingly.

We had a Dublin cousin, Philip O'Dea,
who came to see us the second year we
were in the North—what a strange genius
that cousin was ! Poet, actor, phrenolo-
gist, mesmerist, chemist and electrician.
He brought with him a galvanic battery
of his own make. It had two little porous
clay cups standing in two larger glass
jars, with thin platina plates attached to
strong zine cylinders, and wrought with
strong nitric acid in the clay cups, and
dilute sulphuric jn the glass jars. He
rolled Dada in wet sheets and charged
him with currents of electricity till the
very rafters rang again with his shouts.
To shouts of pain succeeded shouts of
laughter, when Philip put away his bat-
tery to give us the * Newcastle Apothe-
cary,” * Lodgings for single gentlemen,”
or some comic reading from Shaks-
peare. These were fine times. We were
fairly bewildered with our Dublin cousin.
Alas } Philip could not stay with us all
the time. I shall never forget the day
I went. with my sisters in the old car to
Enniskilleu to see him away in the
Dublin coach. How he raved about the
Mississippi and the Far West with itg
billowy bays of grass ever rolling in
shadow and sunshine, — my future
home, and the home .of ail unhappy Irish-
men.” He had caught his inspiration
from Longfellow’s “Evangeline,” everyline
jof which be had by heart, his conception

|
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of a pravie home for himself being that of
“ Basil the Blacksmith.” Alas! Poor
Philip, it struck me even then * perhaps
your fate like that of Gabriel Lajuunesse,
may be to seek and never jfind.” For
though the New England Poet’s descrip-
tion of the West be truer to nature than
that beautiful but fantastic description of
the Bast by the Scotch poet, Campbell,
where the early settlers (they must have
had their chopping all done) “ had nought
to do but prane their autumn fruits or
skim the light canoe,” yet, O how false
to human experience, poor Irish immi-
grant experience espeexallv

I mind seeing Mary’s big brown eyes
dilate to their utmost capacltv when he
changed from an American to an Irish
rhapsodist.

%0, Erin! my country, thou isle of saints,
so fruitful in men, so bright in genius,
country of Berkeley and T()Lmd ,of
Moore - and O'Congell, land of bmovht
thought and the mpld sword.  Erin
mavournin, Erin-go-bragh! Woe to the
spoiler, if thou art to be as Babylon or

* Balbek !”
* We returned a sorrowful party to
- Balnadoodle that mght Mary reading
scraps of her cousin’s “Evangeline,” which
he had bequeathed her. Oft was the wish
#expressed that Dada was well and could go
tothat glorious country. He had been in
the south of Ireland more than twenty
years, and did not take to the ways of th2
north nor to farming as he had an’icipated.
His owni people had been very anxious to
have him beside them again. They knew
he had = little money, and pr obably on
that account were more urgent in recom-
mending his notive air.  To tell the
truth, we were completely sold.
Old grandfatker Crozier shaved us out-
n"ht Shortly after cousin went away
thm«s began to look gloomy enough.
Our funds were all invested. ~One mis-
fortune came after another. T fell from
a house and got my wrist fractured.
Mamma took erysipelas and lay for six
weeks, but to crown all, in one fearful
uight our whole establishment was burnt
down. We lost everything : lorses,
stock, the crop of that year “and all the
farm implements.
Years before he left the po-'ce, Dada

had received a slight fractwie in the skull
in some scuflle he had been in, at a fair,
and ever after, upon the least irritation
he acted so strangely that we were
afraid to go near him. He now went
entively out of bis mind. Although the
most affectionate and indulgent of parents,
he now seemed to be possessed with the
most furious hatred of his children.
We often had to keep six men in
the house night and day to hold him,
or we should have been torn
to pieces. At length we had to send him
to the asylum. After seventeen months
confinement, we brought him home again,
a mass of skin and bone, and as helpless
as an infant. 'We could now attend to
him, and if ever a man had a devoted
wife, and affectionate children, or ever
deserved to have the like, that man was
Stephen Crozier. He got weaker and
weaker every day; a. length, three
months from the day we brought him
home, he died.

It was on New Year's day we were
burnt out, and while Dada was in the
asylum we managed with some assistance
to put in the crop of that year. It hap-
pened to be a good season, and people
thought that as I was able to look after
thmgs in a sort of & way, we might be
able to fight our way through. But
mother had set her heart upon going to
America~—rather a daring scheme for a
poor widow with two big, soft,unsophisti-
cated danghters and a big raw boy of six-
teen. But that cousin of ours could make
us believe anything, and he said, “ Get
thee out of thy country, and from thy
kindred, and from thy father’s house and
gounto the land which I will show thee.”

He had now becn nearly two yearsin
the United States, and every mail
brought long letters from the land of
promise, The first of course was a detailed
account of the passage. His was an early
winter one; it had been one eontinuous
storm from ZLiverpool to New York.
“Pray that your voyage be not in the
winter.” The next letter was from Cin-
cinnati, the ¢ Queen city of the west.”
He bad travelled through the heart of
the State of Ohio from Sandusky on Lake
Erie, through a couniry of vineyards and
orchards and cornfields—the corn still
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standing, in some places ten and twelve
feet high. Of the lands that see the
Atlantic wave their morn restore, it was
the loveliest. But he had not yet seen the
praries, His next lettor, & mere serap, in-
formed us he had started for the west,
It was the last word we heara of him for
a whole twelvemonth, Had he forgotten
us? Was he dead? At length, on the
very day Dada died, we got a letter of
which the following is an extract : —

‘It rains and the wind is never weary.
Yet Ilike it for it is not the uniform rule
as with you in Ireland. I don't know
any music sweeter than the patter of
the rain on the shingles if it be not the
patter of little feet on the floor, (he had
been married about eighteen months or
s0). I have often gone to bed under the
shingles two hours eaxlier to hear it, and
slept far sooner than I wanted, «imbre

My little window in the gable of a slim
wooden habitation looks out upon the
prarie. At length my eyes have
seen the land! Like the empire
which Cyrus coveted, it stretches to
where men canunot live for the heat, and
to where they cannot live for the cold, it
is as wide as east and west, aland flowing
with milk and honey. O God, if I were
an Arab end not a Celt, what a country
this wonld be for me! And yet two
million Celts have no other home ; many
of them are rich, so are tho outcast Jews
in the Jand of their oppressors, but I have
yot to meet the Irish-born Celt, who can
say, “ here is my resting place, here I
am happy.” Ispeak not of that pariah
host doomed to everlasting ignorance and
crime in the dens of New York and
Philadelphia, or of that pandemoniac crew
damned to the decks and the holds of the
Mississippi steamboats—O, God, that
ever your poor Irish were doomed to see
the Mississippi! Yet, alas! even a deaver
1ace, for their sins, once wept for seventy
years by the waters of Babylon, and now,
for sins of still deeper dye, are living
the very history of the two million home-
less Irish of America. O, God, and
patient Judea! O, Erin mavournin
equal in fate, if not in renown, shall ever
thy - children, perfected by sufferings,

For my part, dear aunt, I canot, O, I
cannot think of being swallowed up in
this maelstrom of democracy. Itisan
institution altogether alien to the Celtic
hemrt not yet utterly demoralized.
It may be native to the Saxon, predes-
tinated to indiridual freedom and open
community with every type of human
life, but for that race which like the ivy
ever clings to what is ancient, which re-
mains for ever the same while all is
changing around it, it is no home at all
any more than the wide empty walls of a
Syrian caravansary.”

Poor Philip! It was evident thata
change had come over the spirit of his
young dream.

‘When we were imbibing our ideas of
the west from Longfellow, our cousin had
imagined that it was only necessary to
lay to heart the warning advice of Basil
the blacksmith.

4 Beware of the fever, my friends, beware of
the fever.”

Alas! the fever was in Philip’s Irish
heart, and neither the qguintessence of
Peruvian Bark nor a spider shut up in a
nutshell, could ever do it any good.

An extract from another letter reads
thus :—

“You think we are all sworn brothers
in this boasted land of equality—why,
aunt, they hate us here worse than they
do in London and Liverpool. 1 will give
you this one significant proof. In all
this great Republic that I have seen, from
New York to San Francisco, I never
knew or heard of a man of Irish birth
attain to the most paltry civic distinction,
unlessby bribery ora largemajority of Irish
votes. Make what you like out of that.
You say, ¢the Irish must be content
enough with the New World when they
write home sueh glowing accounts of it,
ar1 when such numbers are crowding to
it.’ -

The truth is, that to the poor, half-
starved Irish immigrant it is a land of
plenty, contrasted with the one he has
left: It is new and wonderful, and he
cannot help telling his friends, with more
or less exaggeration, that it is so, even
when something whispers to his heart, it

again be gathered together unto thee ?

is not the place for lnm
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The fact of such numbers crowding to
America must not be laid altogether to
the door of their circumstances at home.
They are miserable at home because their
friends are so happy here. An old
woman came to me the other day with a
_ letter, which she had got some other old

woman to write for her. It was to her
friends in the “ould counthray,” and I
was to address it. As she left it with me
to mail forher, I took the libertyof reading
it. Here, said I, is an illustration of one
of the causes of Irish dissatisfaction. I
am sorry I did not make a copy of it.
¢ An will yez niver com to Amiricay It's
meself ud be the glad ould cratheriv I
seed yez agin we hiv fiv cows eight sheep
and any quantity iv foul and sich a purty
counthray iv yez wud only sen me Mary
Jane fo take care iv me in me ould age.’

This same ‘ould crather’ was one of the
poorest and meanest in the place. I don't
think she could have raised five dollars
to save her life, Her old man was work-
ing a small clearing on shares, and half
the time sick with?‘ever and -ague. .

" " I deliberately sat down and wrote this
postscript,— Good people, I have read

" what your frieads have been telling you,
and I think it my duty to warn you not
to act upon what is here written. At the
lowest calculation one half of it is not
true. I have nothing against your
people, but don't let them persuade you
to come here if you can at all makea
shift to live at home. They are as poor
as you can possibly be and they are half
the time sick with fever and ague.”

‘We all believed in cousin Philip,
‘especially mother, who was of the same
ardent temperament, and of course as
easily influenced by what he said. But
Philip could not persvade his aunt to re-
main in the north of Ireland. Come
what may she would give the New World
a trial in some one or other of its north-
ern divisions.

‘What would Philip say about Canada,
‘the British Siberia, as he used to call it?
Go to! Let us see what it has to say for
itself. ""There’s the Croziers, they arerich,
if old Tom is to be trusted. They hayve
been there for fifty years or nearly
—none of them but old Tom have ever
thought of coming back to Ireland again.

¢ Bnt we are not going to the Croziers, |
mamma.”

“ No Mary, I was going to say if they
can live in Canada I can. We shall steer
tlear of the Croziers for certain.

The great question now with mamma
was more of an aesthetic nature, certainly
one not much debated by intending emi-
grants, It was this: ¢Ts there any
difference in the condition of the Canadian
and American Irish? Is the Colonial
Irishman the same denationalized being
he is said to become in the great Republic.
Oris Canada a home, in any sense cap-
able of supplying the place of the dear
land he can never cease to love and re-

gret. Satisfy me on this head and my
mind is made up. I care not what people
have said about the climate, the agricul-
tural resources of the, country or its
political condition—these are of trifling
significance to me, compared with its
capacity to satisfy a fundamental craving
of the Irish heart.
“Mamma ! Philip cantell us allaboutit.”
¢ Philip knows nothing at all about if,
Mary. Let me see, now, when Ithink, I
have read somewhere that thie greatest
men in Canada have been of Irish birth,
and Philip gives it as a trinvmphant proof
of his assertion that we are not liked in
the States, that no Irishman born ever
gets into an office. Why, Mary, it stands
to reason, it’s all the same country. There
is nothing to hinder an Irishman here
from. filling the highest place in the
land, and what is to hinder him there }
“Well, mamma! you talk like the
O’Donnoghue, or one of the French pol-
itical women, as if the Crozier dynasty
had some other mission into this world
than merely to earn its daily bread. Do
you think we shall have one hundred
pounds, mamma, atter paying our passage
to Canada?” “Mary, it matterslittle what
money I have; money could not let me ses
the future more plainly than I do. For
myself, it matters little where I go, but I
have my duty to perform to my children,
my country, and my people, ‘which as 1
happen to recognise I shall as certainly
endeavor to discharge, God sohelping me.”
“ Spoken like an old Roman matron,
mamma, I shall try and feel like you.”
It was decided we should go to Canada.

a

3
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Por the Canadian Literary Journal,

deys,
MAN.—WHENCE IS HE ¢
they
steer § Conscious of present existence, but

ignorant of his origin, man is ever curious
to ascertain whence he hag sprung. The
old orthodox belief is, that as the last of
many successive and independent acts of
creation, the Almighty God called man
into_existence, already endowed with a

Ama
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all the mental and moral faculties
peculiar to him.. :

The extensive pursuit of the study of
nature during the last two centuries, and
the consequent quickening of thought and
speculation, have led to the advancement
of theories, as different from the long
cherished belief, as they are frqgn one
another, to explain the phenorkenon
of man’s presence on the earth. The
most important of these hypetheses point
in the same general direction, viz.:—to
the gradiial development, from a single
mass of organized matter, without distinct

1, parts or’ functions, of all plants and
» I B animals, 10an being the latest and crown-
est B ing result of thé process. This direction
t'h% is the natural one, when the notion of
%

& creating and ever-present God has been
once set aside; for man has never seen
the origin of any species. All that has
passed ander his eye has been the mere
reproduction, in the ordinary way, of one
generation of plants or of animals from
another of the same sort. And, apart
from the work of an Omuipotent Creator,
he can comprehend no other mode of pro-
cedure. Cut loose from the old anchor,

which has held mex so long, he drifts, at
ld once, into the idea of a gradual mutation
)3 of being from s, lower to a higher condi-
d § tion,

The English translation, in 1750, of
of M. de Maillet’s * Telliamed,” startled
British scholars from their attitude of un-
enquiring belief in the Genesis account of
creation. A glance at an extract from
he contents of the work gives an .idea
sf his crude notions:— Origin of land
animals. Their resemblance to. fishes.—
Easiness of their passage . from water to
A r.—Sea calyes.—Sea dogs.—Sea men.
W ild men.—Men with tails.—Men with-
ut beards,—Men with one leg and one

complete bodily conformation and. with P

hand.—The passage of men from the
water unto the air.” Such was the ignor-

.{ance of even the learned of that day con-

cerning things not familiar to all, that
the book, for a time, produced a great sen-
sation, and many embraced its absurd
hypotheses.

In 1809, M. Lamarck’s “Philosophy of
Geology,” » more scientific and correct
representation of De Maillet's ideas, ap-
eared. Its effect was manifested, in
1844, by the publication of ‘ Vestiges
of the Naturai Tistory .of Creation,”
a book thorough, - permeated with
Lamarck’s opinions. Darwin’s “ Origin
of Species,” Huxley's “Man'’s Place in
Nature,” Lyell's ¢ Antiquity of Man,”
and Powell's Philosophy of Creation,”
breathe much of the same spirit as the
“Vestiges,” and contain a full exhibition
and defence, with some variations and
dis-agreements, of the now famous doctrine
of the transmutation and gradual upward
development of species.

Accarding to these authors,—

¢ Nature is not an intelligence, nor the
Deit:, but a delegated -power,—an order of
things, instituted by the Supréme Being, and
subject to certain fix: d laws, which are the ex-
pression of His will. Nature proceeds gradu-
ally in all her operations, beginning by the
formation of the most simple forms of life, and
out of them elaborate the more compound, ad-
ding successively different systems of organs,
and mnltiplying, more and more, their number
and their energy ; and thus not only is one
species gradually changed into another, but
GENERA and classes are themselves trans-
formed.”

So that all the forms, both of plants
and animals, which are found in all the
layers of the earth’s crust, and which are
at present in existence, are but a long
series, which, conelike, was at the
beginning, & mere point, and has widened
out in ‘every divection, till it is what we
find it to-day.

There are two phenomena which are
mainly brought forward to_explain and
substantiate the hypothesis.

1. Natural varieties.—Itis well known
that varieties occur within the limits of
species. The progeny, although essenti-
ally like their parents, may, in some
cases, exhibit certain differences which
are capable of transmission to their off-
spring ; and so varieties are established.

This, however, occurs most frequently
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in cultivated plants and domesticated
animals, It is asserted that it may ex-
tend even to the formation of new species.

2. Natural selection.—The result of
“sclection” among garden flowers and
the domestic animals is well known. By
carofully choosing individuals with certain
desirable peculiarities, and reproducing
from them, astonishing resultsare attained.
For instance, the many varietigs of grapes
are all derived from a very few species;
the numerous and beautifcl sorts of
pigeons are all supposed to be traceable
to the original, the “stock dove.” Left
to themselves, the operation is of course
slower. When an animal changes its
place of abcde, or when any unusual
circumstances of temperature or such like
oceur, its nature is somewhat modified,
and this change is transmitted to its off-
spring. A natural result of the excessive
stress laid on this well known fact is
Daxrwin’s absurd explanation of the long
neck of the girafie. He supposed that,
in a season of scarcity, an accidental long-
necked variety had the advantage of the
rest of the breed, in being able to reach
the foilage of the high limbs of trees, and
thus escaped the starvation to which
the unfortunate short-necked ones fell
victims ; and in this way only one variety
was left.

New organs are supposed also to have
arisen from modifications of organs
alveady existing by tentative efforts. For
example, in the case of the giraffe,
Tamarck supposes, that, being tempted
by the leaves on boughs above their reach,
they frequently endeavored to stretch
themselves np to feed on them, and thus,
in the course of several generations, by
continued efforts the desired length of
neck was attained.

With regard to the first statement,
that the varieties above mentioned merge
into new species, it is sufficient to say
that no example of such a thing as actual-
ly occurring can be adduced. It isan
ascertained fact ' that hybrids, which
ave simply the products of the union of
two distinet species, are sterile and, con-
sequently cannot propogate themselves.

It is fatal to “natural selection” that
varieties produced by adventitious circum-

stock, aud nearly all exhibit what nat
alists termi an atavism, that is a tendey
to return to the original form.

It is hard then to comprehend I
such marvellous developments and trar
mutations could have been produced co
trary to all the known modes of the oper
tion of nature. In reading the records.
geology we find each page filled with ne
characters.  Creatures are discovera
totally different from those which has
gone before, and apparently not connects
with them by any intermediate forms
If so connected, such forms must has
once existed. 'What has become of then|
How isit that none of them are p
served ? The fallacy of this preposterou
theory is evident from the impossibiliti
which it requiries us to believe. If it
true, then there have been epochs of ena:
mous length, of which we have no m
morial or evidence ; and in these epochs
process of transmutation was continuall
going on of which we have no proof, an
which must have been directly contrary
to the system which has been pursued i
the ages that are known.”

- Unsatisfactory as this hypothesis is to
explain the existence of the plants and
the lower animals, it fails most signally
of all, when applied to the question of
man’s origin and nature.

The subject of the resemblances and dif
ferences between man and the higher ir
rational creatures is inviting, and affords
arguments against the Darwinian theory,
but the limits of this paper forbid its dis-
cussion. It can be said, merely, that, in
proportion as the physical structure and
the mental phenomena of man are shewn §
to he essentially distinct, from those of the
monkey—his nearest relation—so much
the more difficult will it become to con-
ceive of the one being capable of produc-
tion from the other, by any such process,
as these theorists assume. - If such
changes could take place, they would be
retrograde. The higher the type and the
fuller the manifestation of reason in an
animal, the feebler it is when first brought
into the world and the longer it relies on
parental assistance. The chicken rushes
from the egg, and is able to pick up ifs
own food from the very first. The human

stances are less vigorous than the parent

’

infant for many years is in absolute de-
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ndance on others. Now the natural
ult of & progression upward would be,
1 each generation would be more linble
Rbe destroyed, before being able to help
emselves, than the preceding one. Add
Ul thig the fact, the more amply the in-
lectual faculties ave developed, the
aker the instinets and the less acute
senses become, and that keen senses
strong instincts are absolutely neces-
v to preserve the wild heart of
B forest alive, and it become . ev ident,
§t this transmutation would be suicidal,
brace would soon cease to exist, or
'‘Wild revert to the original stock ; and
n, i8 it possible for the Kuman bobe
‘Bived from the brute intellect? The
IOlgierialists of the present day assert them
‘e identical in kind, differing only in
Tee. It is an undemded question,
ther or not some faculties and powers
“Bh'as memory, reasoning, judgment, are
‘Wmon, to some extent, to beth, but,
¢ the mind of the brute has the power
pbstraction and moral and religious
AlfRtiments cannot be entertained. If it
it behooves the materialist to train
o one of the lower animals, so that he
i give a display, in some meanner, of
Mpresence of these faculties, if not by
kch, at least by signs; for, if they
Fess them in common with us, there
., [}t be some medium through which we
. _Jrecognize them in one another.
"1y o gtrong collateral evidence of the
i of the transmutation theory, the
J: fress and continued advance towards
“Rection  throughout all time, the
lerful analogies and homologies,
ng the different classes of animated
o, and the geographical distribution
nts and animals, have been adduced.
xplained, however, by the good old
ion of an AIl Universal Everywhere
erning Jehovah,—to whom the creat-

5 Wf a world or a diatom is one, as the
ch Rtor and Preserver and Ruler of all
be By these facts are thrice more mag-
LY Y They point. upward to a God
A0 Bthat same (fod of whose existence
})1;’ & man’s consciousness infallibly assures
es

e transmutationists tell man that he
s Mno way different from the animal

: ho plant, save in degree of develop-

ment ; they give the lie to his conscious-
ness and bring under bondage his nobler
aspirations. They point to the bygone
ages, and bid us look to the ape as the
most distinguished of our ancestors, and
to the snail as the founder of owr farnil Y-

We point to the future, and tell them of
a destiny which “eye hath net seen, nor
ear heard, nor hath entered into the head
of man to conceive. We tell them of an
inheritance divine, of a progress cnward
and upward through the ages of eternity,
when this mortal shall put on immortality,
sharing the favor and bearing the like-
ness of Him, who is God over all, blessed
for evermore.”

F.

For the Canadian Literary Journal,

HUMBUG.

BY CANADENSIS.

Few persons will admit that they like
to be deceived ; and yet there are few
persons who do not like it. The chances
are that the reader of these lines is an un-
mitigated admirer of humbug.—No ; you
will not confess as much ; but the allega-
tion is true nevertheless—You love
trickery, deception, imposture, even when
perpetrated against yourself ; and you
show your admiration-by encouraging
them, whenever you get an opportunity.
There is, too, that undefinable something
which we call the Public, and you are an

item in that something ; so that when you

are held as in a measure responsible for
the follies thereof, it is vain to protest,
unless you can show a much better reason
than any you have heretofore given.

For there is nothing the public love so
dearly as to be swmdled by an impudent
imposter. There is no object upon which
it spends its money so lavishly as upon a
thoroughly unscrupulous charlatan. Tt
runs after him, swears by him, worships
him, and very soon enriches him ;
while probably many honest men, aud
many valuable men are left on the
wayside to die, with no other consolation
than the thought that they may see from
the far off land of spirits some future
generation of mankind appropriating
their thoughts, and hardly knowing the
memory of fthe dead.
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The man who can mystify with most‘question whether an impostor is or is not

unblushing impudence is the most likely
to win rapid fame in society, and even if
it be but temporary, it generally lasts
long enough to leave some considerable
mark of its past existence in the purse of
the charlatan. And even as déception
is worshipped, anything novel, and especi-
ally if it be also absurd or contrary to
acknowledged laws, is sure to meet with
numberless devotees and loud applause.
Some day I may be disposed to attempt
an answer to the question, why thisin

fatuation for the absurd apparently in-
creases with the alleged diffusion of edu-
cation. But, in the mean while, I content
myself with merely suggesting that,strange
as it may seem, such is the case. We
talk about the darkness, and ignorance of
people who lived in ages long past We
ridicule their superstition ; and, like good
Christians, as of course we are, we award
them a sneer of contemptuous pity for
burning their witches, and inventing
exorcisms against the devil. But which
is the greater fool, he who going along an
unkoown path in a dark night, tumbles
into a ditch; or he who in the broad light
of day walks over a precipice to make|i
himself a ridiculous mass of humanity, on
the rocks below? The fact is the supér-
stitions of old were an honest family and
of worthy origin compared with the mock-
ery and humbug of the present.

Iet medraw a distinction here in favor
of those clever artists in magic, who
legitimately take our money because they
honestly profess by slight of hand, or by
mechanical ingenuity to deceive. "When
Love, the polyphonist, used to astonish
his audiences in old Crosby Hall, by hold-
ing a conversation with a non-existent
slater outside.the roof, he justly won the
approbation of his hearers, and earned his
living . honestly. - Jacobs, Amnderson,
Stodare, and all the tribe of wizards are
alike honest men. But, if Love, instead
of coming: befors the public as a ventrilo-
quist, had pronounced himself s spiritual-
ist, and had converted the imaginary
slater into a spiritual presence he would
then have been entitled to a° place
among the class which I would consider.
But I will not enter upon a region of con-
troversy. I domot mean to discern the

an honorable man. I assume that he is
not. Others who think differently, may
continue in the enjoyment of their opin.
ion. That I, too, may be allowed to in-
dulge in mine, will be sufficient for my
present purpose.

An infatuation for the mysterious has
probably existed at all times, but in dif-
ferent forms. At first it showed itself as
reverence, next as awe, after that as
admiration, and now at last as madness:
—reverence, when the true spirit of pro-
phecy was to be found among men ; awe,
when wickedness prayed upon ignorance ;
admiration, whén wealth and folly first
combined in the pursuit; and madness,
when education and enlightenment prove
no safeguard against ridiculous credulity.
Thus, in the present day, it has assumed
a totally diffevent character from that
which it once possessed. We see, too,
as in other things, a fashion in the ad:
ness. Now a village bone setter starts
from the tap-room mto notoriety. “Society
follows him, fetes him, fees hiin, w~1l nigh
worships him ; and quack doctors are all
the rage. An universal cure for disease
in evety form is found. Now it is com-
prised in wet sheets and water gruel;
anon the public faith gets pinned
gamboge pills; till every “body says thab
brandy and salt is the nostrum to throw
every other into oblivion. Then phreno-
logy steps in, and soon mesmerism has its
day. All society is feeling bumps and
making passes, proclaiming character
and staring at discs, This merges into
spiritualism and table-tmmno An
obscene Yankee preacher sends forth from
Brooklyn a blasphemous book about
“Pneumatic” and “Apneumatic” theories,
“QOdylism,” ¢ Rhabdomancy,” and an
“Universal medium;” and forthwith,
American “society” profess a faith in the
presence of spirits who need lessons in
spelling and furniture, which can subvert
the laws of God.

Then come forth the Brothers Daven-
port to exhibit their connections with
the other world. They bring the ortho-
dox showman' and set a ]ngh value on
their wonderous powers. The guineas
fall in and the fiddles turn blue. Impos-

sible t]nngs are done in the dark, and
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s not § noises supposed to be horrible, because through “ Odylic medic.” But it is not
alleged to be unearthly, usher in the|much more than a hundred years since
barefaced lie. It is true, that the ¢ broth-|the British Government of that day paid
ers” did not have an uninterrupted course {liberally for a decoction of egg shells and
of success, Common sense once paid{snails. This, however, illustrates what
them a visit at Liverpool, smashed their{I have written. Joanna Stevens was
cabinets, routed the spirits, broke thela shrewd woman in her generation.
fiddles and made one of the most egregi-|She aimed high, and certainly she did
ous impostures of the day collapse, but|{not miss her mark. She professed to
only in a locality. The deception which|have made a wonderful discovery, and
met its downfall in Britain still exists in|her professions gained credit, not only
Amnerica, and the public love for humbug|among the lower classes, but in the best
reasserts itself. Still I should be sorry|intelligence in the land. Such wasthe
to affirm that there is not a good opening|value of her cure, and such was the dis-
' Rfor a new sensation. Many are getting|interestedness of her disposition, that she
stale. Even Homceopathy needs a new|declared her willingness to seil her secret
polish. People are gebting tirved of it ;|to the nation for just as much as wounld
and are seriously doubting whether, after|cover her own outlay ; and the Gentleman’s
all, the hundred thousand millionth of a|.Magazine has placed on record how, under
drop of water will suffice to quench ajthe auspices of Mr. Drummond, the
thirsty soul, or impart zew vigor to the|Banker, & subscription was set on foot to
blood. Moreover, the delusion, per se is{make the purchase. Dukesand duchesses,
not only stale but unprofitable, for its|bishops and barons, earls, viscounts, and
disciples have been forced to cease to look |baronets, representatives, indeed, of every
with scorn upon scientific medicine when|branch of the aristocracy, rushed to the
serious ills have to be combatted, and a|subscription list. But alas! all their
persistence in globules tends to a coroner’s|efforts were not successful. The price
inquest. - was £5000, but although lords and earls,
The trickster generally swindles the|were striving for the secret, the people
. fwciety to which he makes his appeal. |below them shook their heads and but-
And itis to his advantage, in this con-{toned up their pockets. The consequence
sideration, that those who have the most{was an appeal to parliament, which met
means seem also to be endowed with the|with so much success that a payment was
ost credulity. If the impostor rely for|actually made out of the public revenue,
pport upon the middle or lower classes, |of something like £3,500 to cover the
e must not go beyond a bread pill or a|deficiency. Thus was the secret made
etid ointment ; and even then he willjpublic property, and zealous dupes had
find plenty of the wives and daughters of | their curiosity satisfied, by learning that
ur yeomanry patronising bim and his|it consisted of a decoction of soap, swines
ares. But i pays better and wins more|cresses, and honey ; pills of egg shells
sme if he take a higher flight, confldent{and sneils, and a powder to match.
hat public credulity will increase in the| Joanna Stevens disappeared.
irect ratio of his own impudence. Let| Bya liké influential support,  Crazy
im only have faith in society, and society|Sally ” of Epsom, a drunken abettor in
il not deceive him. every beer house brawl, was snatched
Perhaps we may be justified in hoping|from the bar parlor to ride in her car-
hat the present generation is much ad-|riage, and to receive the homege and
nced when compared with its ancestors{the gold of her aristocratic admirers.
the last century ; for I opine it would | Gentility paid her, and the mob gave her
ock the modern disciples of so-called |cheers. But St. John Long's was a more
ublic economy, if our legislators were|palpable instance still of the infatuation
riously to contemplate the expenditure|of society, for an impudent, nay, even a
fa sum of money. from the treasury to|criminal impostor. This fellow, like the
uy some private nostrums for curing|generality of quacks was an illiterate
verything, or a recipe for raising spiritsjadventurer ; but undertook 1o compound

rert
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a liniment that should be endowed with
senge,—and the world believed him. The
liniment was repregented as having the
power of distinguishing between disease
and health. The faithful had their
bodies rubbed with it; if they passed
unscathed through the ordeal they were
pronounced healthy, but if it produced
soves or irritation, disease was lurking in
some hidden part, and more fees and physic
were needed before the mischief could be
cradicated.  All the fashionable world
went to be rubbed ; and any mamma, who
could not tick off those of her daughters
whose backs had stood the test of John
Long’s friction was set down as a parent
who had no regard for her offspring.  St.
John Long numbered among his devo-
tees persons from all racks of society,
where guineas were not unknown, but
his warmest admirers came from the
wealthiest among the people, and when at
last he stood in the dock at the Old
Builey to answer a charge of
manslaughter, the nobility rallied
round him, and the approaches to
the court were blocked with carriages.
Every influence that could be got was
used in his favor ; and so far successfully
that the judge’s impartiality gave way; and
although a jury of sensible men without
hesitation pronounced Long to be guilty
of manslanghter, he was allowed to escape
without imprisonment and he was driven
from the court in a gentleman’s carriage,
amidthecongratulations of the avistocracy.

And not without shame, should it be
confessed, that similar influential support
has ever been awarded to the most success-
tul and the most impudent charlatans.
Mantaccini professed to restore the dead
to life ; Graham adopted mesmerism and
blasphemous addresses to the Creator;
Cagliostro offered everlasting youth to all
who would pay him ; Hahnemam cured
all diseases with the decillionth of a grain
of a genuine drug; Ward Beecher raises
spirits ; and Davenport makes them play
the fiddle; and all have alike received
the recognition—nay, the- protection,
patronage, and encouragement of the very
people whose education and position in
society ought to have taught them
better. ’

It is not easy to divine an_explanation
of this, I admit. It would almost seem
to indicate that education does not
destroy superstition, but only alters its
character. 'We are apt to regard with pity
those unsophisticated denizens of remote
country places, who see ghosts in church-
yards, and spirits of good or evil in black
cats, while in the same generation tho
best in the land pin their faith to abs r-
dities equally extravagant and far
more wicked. Some will say that all is
done in aspirit of liberation and fair play,
that genius may not be smothered nor
valuable discoveries kept unknown. But
such an excuse comes with poor grace
from the Anglo-saxon race, which once
paid £3,500 from the public treasury for
a dish of egg shells, and to this day has
never adequately acknowledged the worth
of Jenner nor honored the science of
Liston. It comes with poor grace from
the race which contributed thousands to
Rarey for telling, as a profound secret,
what had been known for generations
past in most country villages in England.
It comes with bad grace from those who
too often leave their people to fall back
upon foreign intelligence for that recog-
nition of the talents which are most
essential to human progress. It comes
with poor grace from a section of mankind
which if it do not worship the false
aristocracy of wealth more than other
sections, yet honors the true aristocracy
of mind far less.

1t is not much to our credit that we
ignore merit for any coarser but more
gainly attractions, but it is far less to our
credit, that those who hold the highest
places in society-—deservedly or not, I
do notsay-—are too often the most prone to
followafter delusions, which commonsense
condemns as contrary to the fundamental
lawsofnature. It is futileto say thatnovel-
ties court investigation. If that principle
were acted on, more than it is, when the
novelty promises to be useful, much good
might follow, and much tulent would be
rewarded which now moulders in obscur-
ity. But when the novelty has for its
foundation, the most palpable absurdities;
for a principle, antagonism to geod laws;
for a purpose, utter worthlessness ; it is

more than childish, it is criminal, to as-
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sert that such a mnovelty ought to be
seriously investigated. The money ex-
pended in pandering to imposture 1is
money expended in a bad canse. The
example set by those who do spend it, is
an example fraught with evil to society,
and is prejudicial to the truth. Evena
craving after the sensational cannot
justify it on the ground that it adds to
the pleasure of the individual.  Trickery
and irreligion bave nothing to vindicate
them; and if a pampering education make
excitement a necessity, the sooner it be
made to assumo a more practical form,the
bettor. It is nothing short of an actuul
disgrace to society, that quackery of any
and every kind should flourish amongst
us ag it does ; that people, who are sup-
posed to have the advantage of a “superior
education” should so worship it, and
when questioned, call it genius. Nor is
it less surprising that persons having all
the advantages of that intelligence, which
mental culture is supposed to furnish,
should be the dupes of dishonesty, and
the disciples of every ignorant barefaced
pretender, who starts his lie with suflici-
ent boldness, and has the audacity to call
it trath.

In the interests of society no less than
in the interests of science and religion,
it istime that an emphatic protest should
be made on behalf of aducation, honesty,
and progress against the too general love
for humbug.  Quackery costs the “ civil-
ized ” world more than would suffice to
double or treble the strides of science,
more than would educate hundreds of
thousands who now have no teaching;
more than would clear the fever nests of
laxge cities, and give to the poor, habita-
tions fitted for christian people ; move,
too, than would go far towards the refor-
mation of criminals and the suppression
of crime. It is one of the most glaring
inconsistencies of the age, that people who
propound doctrines of social reform, who
advance arguments for popular education,
who are ever holding up—however justly
—the Bibie as the standard of truth, who
condemn crime, who so fondly reiterate
their individual competency to legislate
for others, who patronize charities and
sit in judgment on poverty and crime, who

nate and see no palliation for error, should
be the most prominent Yo squander their
means upon imposture, and seb an evil
example to their less favored neighbors.
1f intelligence and wealth were to with-
draw their support, quackery must speed-
ily perish of inanition; but while they
lend it their countenance and aid, it will
continue to thrive as a festering cancer on
humanity, and to present the same un-
secmly picture $hat is every day before us,
of impudent rascality being the best quali-
fication for the easy attainment of wealth
and consideration.

LIFE'S SHADOWS.

BY KATE PULLAR, HAMILTON.

All life lies bid amid such mystery,

Searchless and vast and deep as the unfath-
omed sea:

Careless or culm like it while all goes well 3

But any time the mighty waves may swell,

The morn may find us smiling as the day,

And broken-hearted ere the evening grey.

Perhaps some hearts began this dying year

All joyously, that end it with a tear,

Watching the new year's dawning as it breaks

In that dull blank that sudden angunish makes,

Tanting to pierce the voiceless mystery

Of that strange land we call cternity.

Sometimes to us there comes the dreary
thought

God sees our bitter griefs and careth not,

We think, had we the power, how we wonld
sweep

The pang from every heart—not one should
weep ; .

Yet for our souls His life-blood ebbed away,

And still these floods of woe He does not stay

Upon us suddenly he lays some heavy cross—
Sickness or pining, care or worldly loss;

Or rends with deatit’s sharp severing knife,
The cords that Lind our hearts to love and life.
“Save our beloved ones ” we wildly ery !

He loves them more than us and yet they die.
We know not—only He who looketh down,
O'cr all the past and all the coming time—
Sees just the reason why such things should
be,

That seem to crush our hearts so fatally ;

He only bids us read the mystery,

look with horror or disdain on the unfor-

Iu the love-light of bleeding Calvary.
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LOST IN EAGLE HILLS. of the «ol lers, and the hearty ¢ God be
with you” of the commandant, followed
A TALE OF BRITISH COLUMBIA. us. 1t was a lovely morning, and the
: rays ot the rising sun fell in golden radi.
Years ago T was a roving, adventurous ance upon the dark, frowning buriicade.
man. Iama roving, adventureus wman of the grand old fort and tiading post.
still ; but my ardour has cooled somewhat, The atmosphere was bruacing and de-
since what L am about to narrate took lightful. A jonrney of a thunsand miles
plice. At that time I was but two-and lay before us, and we trotted briskly fu-
twenty. I had been over a great deal of. ward.  As it was yet quite early in the
the koown world, and a purt of the un- morning, all Nature seemned in Ler most
known. T had been a traveller ever,joytul mood. The grass to our eyes never
since my sixteenth year. FPossessed of looked greeme:; the sky never looked
n ample fortune, and having no great more delightfuily blue ; the Lioad, pillow;
love for school-guing, I launched out into, praivie scemed brouder and more billow,
the world. During the six yewmrs that than ever ; the birds sang their swectest.
followed, my feet trod the shores of India, the antelopes, as they bounded by, were
of China, and Japan ; wandered over the|full of life and activity.
desert sands of Arabia; bore my body, For almosta month we journeyed thus,
amid the glories of Palestine and the,and were never mmolested, although we
ruins of ancient Egypt ; passed over Con- often wet with bands of narauding Black-
tinental Europe ; travelled in Brazil, Peru, feet. Our course led alung the banks of
and Bolivia, South America ; stood beside, beautiful rivers; over rugged, rock-strew..
the mnjestic crater of Kilinan, and lust,,hills ; over the grassy sward of sweeping
bui by no means least, bore my enthusi-jprairies; through dense, dark forests,
astic frame over the wild, rugged, yet where it was difficult to proceed on horse-
beautiful slopes of British America. back, until finally, at the end of a vionth’
It was in the carly part of the autumn hard riding, we saw before us the glisten-
in the year 1854, that myself aud com- ing waters of the North Fork of the Sas
rade, Panl De Vere, reached Fort Garry katchawan and the picturesque camp of
in Canada. We were very enthusiastic. |our {riends.
It was our intention to traverse the coun-| We were at Lome at once. The friendly
try that lay between us aud the distant, trappers welcomed us warmly, and we
trading post on the Upper Saskatchawan immediately made arrangements for re
—near which place some of our trapyer mainig during the coming winter. Th
fiiends were intending to make their ren- trapping season bad not yet set in, and
dezvous during the coming winter—on during the few weeks that followed w
horseback. Weknew the journey would arrival wo eungaged in the equully inte
bo a pleasant one. We had made many, resting and oxciting pleasures of the chas.
2 journey together Lefore—journeys, tvo,;Many a red deer ended his earthly caree
double the distance of this one, and were at the aiack of our death rifles. DRon
very sanguine with regard to it. In ex- than one prowling griz:ly bear camet
pectation we saw the rolling praivies, the an albrupt termination, as regards lif
lovely verdure-crowned hills, and ourjand health, when ke approached th
spirits ran high. I am afraid wo dreamed, vicinity of the mountain camp.
of following the red deer and the ante-] More than a month passed in this mav
lope, in the company of some experienced | ner before the November snows cover:
hunter. Be that as it may, I know the,the earth as with a winding shect. ]
commandant at Fort Garry had someihad been a month of enjoyment-- keen
difficulty in detaining us at the fort the;unalloyed enjoyment. Neither De Vo
length of time he did—a week or more. |nor myself regretted our journcy io thi
At last we set out. 'We had procured|wild region. Pieusure had, as yet, bew
splendid stecds, and the services of two|our portion. Neither one of us though
experienced Assiniboin Indian guides ;{of what was to come—of the territl
and as we rode from the fort the cheersiscenes wo were yet to pass through.
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Well do T remember the day in the
year of our Lord eighteen hundred and
fifty-four, in the month of November,
when seven strong, hearty men, {ull of
iife and vigor, strade forth from the camp
on the river-side, with vifles over their
shoulders, fof the purpose of making a
hunting excursion to the Eegle Hills,
that lay at the distance of ten or twelve
wiles from the camp. These seven men
were De Vere, Peter Santon, Tom Dan-
ton, Paul Farlon, and Jim Logan, trap-
pers, Red Plume iny As«<iniboin guide, and
last, but, in his own estimation, by no
means leust, your humble servant.

There had been a slight fall of snow
the night before, but it had been so slight
as not to interfere with ourexcursion. The
air was quite bracing, but not extremely
cold; and we walked briskly forward
over the frozen ground, toward the white,
snow-covered hills that rose so grandly
and majestically before us. 'We purposed
remaining in the region of the hills for
two or three days; but had brought pro-
visions enough with us for only two meals,
as we expected to shoot game enough to

upply us. In fact, the expectation of
finding game was what had lured us from
camp. In case weshould be disappointed
we had the camp to fall back on ; so with
light and joyful hearts we proceeded on
our way.

It was nearly noon when we reached
the hills. By this time we were all
pretty hungry, and the jerked venison
and bear steaks we had brought with us
proved quite agreeable and refreshing.
We partook of lunch upon the bank of &
frozen stream, after which operation we
once moro trudged forward. Our desti-
nation was a hut somewhere in this re-
gion, though precisely where no one in
our party could determine. The hut had
been built 2 summer or two previous by

a Lunter, who had afterwards explained;

to the trappers where to go to find it.
He had given them general directions,
and, anticipating no difficulty, we pro-
ceeded on our way.

Once or twice we came across foot-
prints of deer and other animals. The
hills were covered with snow, and the
tracks were plainly visible. 'We passed
along over frozen ground, crossed frozen

1

steams, crept cautionsly along the edge of
fearful precipices, and wandered in a
labyrinth of hills and mountain crag,
unti} the sun went down behind the
western edge of the horizon, and darkness
came upon the scene. No hut, or any-
thing like o but, could be secen. Wehad
undoubtedly proceeded in the wrong di-
rection, and nothing remained for us to
do but retrace our steps.

At the suggestion of the worthy Peter
Santon, we made our resting-place for the
night beneath an overhanging crag, and
thoroughly exhausted, we soon dropped
asleep. In spite of my exhaustion, I was
restless, and I waked up once or twice,
and listened to the howling of the wind
as it rushed through the valleys and
among the lofty pines with a shrill pip-
’ing sound, as of a child in pain. Towards
morning I dropped in a sound nap, and
slept until broad daylight. My cumrades
weve up and doirg before me, and had
got out the jerked venison, and were
prepared for the morning meal.

‘We did full justice to the venison, by
devouring every scrap there was to be
had ; after which we shouldered our rifles
and prepared to march. Peter Santon
took the lead. It was our intention to
reach camp as soon as possible. All our
dreams of luting in the Eagle Hills had
vanished. Once more we saw in antici-
pation the gleaming camp-fire on the
camp of the Saskatchawan, and the
cheerful traces of our friends. The snow
was still failing. It was growing deeper.

For more than one hour we stumbled
on. Now through an immense drift;
now floundering in some concealed ravine;
now clambering up hill and down. All
traces of a path had vanished, but the
resolute trapper pushed on. His courage
had not as yet flagged. His countenance
had not, as yet wavered. He was calm
and, collected as over.

At length he reached the summit of a
hill, up which we had resolutely clam-
bered, and there paused. He cast his
eyes downward. We were thousands of
feet above the adjacent plainsand in a
region of perpetual snow. We looked
upor Peter Santon’s face. It was hard
and resolute, yet blanched to icy-pallor.
Great drops of beaded sweat stood upon

|
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‘his forehead. His eyes gleamed intensely.
The hard lines about his mouth grew still
harder, and more fierce than ever. ,

He turned full towards us, and looked
into our blanched, despairing faces. Well
did we know the meaning of that glance.
It spoke more than words could tell. 1t
seemed to pierce our very hearts as with
an icy rod. We looked around, but
could sec mnothing. Everything was
obscured. The snow was coming down
in blinding sheets,

The meaning of the trapper’s glance
was clear. In plain English, we were
lost !

‘What man can tell the agony of that
moment? You may crowd a thousand
years in one, and compress the agony of
a thousand years in one, before you can
have an adequate- idea of what our feel-
ings were. Well did we know what it

. meant to be lost in this labyrinth of hills
and mountains. There was no hope of
escape. Mountains piled upon moun-
tains lifted their crests all about us. We
could not see them through the swiftly-
falling snow ; but we knew too well they
were there.

I need not dwell long on what followed.
For three long days we wandered up and
down through deep ravines and amid
blinding snow-drifts. For three long days
we never tasted food. The agony of star-
vation afficted us. It was dreadfal, har-
rowing, exeruciating. Tt makes me
shudder with horror when I think of that
dreadful time, of those days spent in cease-
less wanderings. At night we would
creep beneath some overhanging moun-
tain crag, and try to sleep; but our

.sleep was harassed by dreams. We
would dream we were sitting beside
our friends at the camp-fire, and partak-
ing of a luxurious feast. At times this
would change, and gathering snow-drifts
would be uppermost in our poor, half-
erazed minds. |

One by one, my comrades drooped and
died. Paul Harlan went first. Storm-
scarred hunter that he was, he could not
endure this. He sank beneath the weight
and woe; his suffering comrades closed
his eyes, and buried him in an immense
snow-drift. ¥le had heen the first to go.
My friend De Vere camenext. A violent

fever raged in his fiery veins; and I watch-
ed beside him, holding his hot hand in
mine until he died: His death stunned
my faculties for awhile. He had been
my companion in my wanderings for
many yeams. Many a joyful hour had
we spent together ; and now he had gone,
never to return, I felt that his youthiul
spirit was with its maker; and I buried
him, too, in a snow-drift, aud left him.

It ceased snowing towards the evening
of the third day. The white mantle, to
the depth of three feet, covered the eartl,
and we no longer possessed stremgth to
struggle through it. "We laid our famish-
ed bodies down behind a sheltering, se-
cluded cliff, and waited breathlessly for
grim death. It had grown very cold. The
sky was clear and bright, and no trace of
a cloud was visible. The sun bad disap-
peared behind the western hills, and the
little warmth we had derived from this
source was taken from us. The pale stars
came out one by one in the clear sky, and
looked down upon us, oh, how confidingly
—how protectingly ! and we, poor, starv-
ing human beings, shivered and crept
close together at every breath of wind,
Overcome by exhaustion, in spite of the
fearful cold, and the gnawings of hunger,
I fell asleep.

I do not know what waked me in the
morning. I only know that  opened my
eyes suddenly, as one just waking from a
dream would do, and looked about me.
Everything was white. The snow cover
ed all like a shroud. A dull, dead silence
reigned all about me. It seemed as if all
life had become extinct. The sight of
even a ravenous wolf would have been a
welcome one. But it was not to he
Nothing but hill upon hill, crag upon
crag, met my gaze, as I looked around me.§.

This place was the very picture of deso-
lation.  Perhaps, under other ecircunr
stances, I might have admired its dull§.
silent grandeur; but when a man has
fasted three days and nights he is net apt
to be in a mood for admiring anything
I know I was not. The very desolation
struck my heart like a chill. X was half
crazed. The gnawing at my vitals was
fearful, terrible, agonizing. I threw my-
self upon the ground and shrieked in 1y
agony. I was almost frenzied.
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My comrades slept on, all but the As-
siniboin.  He got up slowly, and stood
besidle me. His presence calmed me
somewhat; and I arose and walked to
where my comrades were sleeping. I
stooped down and shook each one separ-
ately ; but no one of them moved. I shook
them again. The Assiniboin came and
assisted me. We touched their white faces
with our chill hands. They were cold
as ice. Red Plume and myself both look-
ed into each other’s fuces. I't was an awful
moment. The three stark, stiff forms—
stark and stifft in the rigidity of death—
lay so calm and motionless before us.
They were dead and out of their misery.
Why were we spared?  The question ran
through my mind in an instant. It was
easily “answered. Both Red Plume and
myself had lain close to the rock behind
the others. Their bodies had sheltered
us. They were gone, and we were left
to suffer on.

‘We had no streugtli left to bury them ;
so we left them where they were, and
staggered away from the spot. We could
not stay there where those three dead
men lay. Our strength was almost gone;
but we made our way slowly. I think
we had walked as much 4% an hour, when,
ag we rounded the corner of a rock, a joy-
ful shout broke from the lips cf the As-
siniboin. I looked up into his face. He
pointed lis finger down the glén; and
there, not one hundred yards from us,
was a hut. Undoubtedly it was one we
had searched for so long in vain. I
could hardly control my feelmws A new
hope sprang up in ray breasb and, $ide
by side with Red Plume, I walked until
we reached the hut, and stood within its
walls.

We took in at a ﬂl.mce the contents of
the apartment. A keg of gunpowder
stoo:d in one corner, a.nd a bunch of dried
sticks in another. No food of any kind
was visible. 1 bad expected to find some-
thing with which to satisfy my gnawing
hunger, but was doomed to disappoint-
ment. DMy heart sank like lead in my
bosom, and I laid down on the cold, hard
loor, tind cried like a ehild. -

The Assinikoin stood beside me for a
moment, and then left the lodge. 1T said

tions were ; his face spoke plainer than
words would have done. He had gone
to try and find his way from the hut to
the praivie. The distance could not be
great, but in his present exhausted con-
dition I knew it would be exceedingly
difficult. I had no hope. Even if he
should succeed, there would remain ten
weary miles between him and camp. No,
he would fail. I would have hoped at
almost any time, but this was too impro-
bable—too impossible.

Hour after hour wore slowly on, and
still the Assiniboin did not 1eturn. Every
time the wind sounded outside I watched
and listened for kis footstep. Surely he
would return—he would not leave ‘me to
die alone? Company even in death is
sometimes desirable. It was so with me,
Tfelt that Red Plume wouldnotcome back;
and yet I watched and waited, in the
vain hope that he might.

It was growing late ; ghe shadows of
sveni iz were beginning to gather, and it
was growing colder. I essayed to make
a fire of the dried sticks that lay within
the hut ; but I was too weak—I could
no longer raise my body from the floor.
I gave up all hope. Here I must lay
and wait for death.

A sound on the outside aroused me
from my lethargy. Red Plume had come
back to me. I looked towards the door
in an agony of joy. I could hardly waib
for him to veach it The footsteps paused
for an instant, but only for an instant.
The next moment & dark form blocked
up the doorway, and a dark, proud face,
looked down upon me. It was not the
Assiniboin. It wasa strange Indian—
one I had never seen before. I recog-
nised the symbol of his tribe, however.
He was a Piegan Blackfoot.

He noted everything at a glance, and
immediately set to work. He produced
some venison, and, after kindling a fire,
proceeded to make a broth. I could hard-
ly wait for him to finish—he worked so
deliberately, it seemed to me. At length
he took the broth, and with a wooden
spoon he fed me. He gave me but afew
spoonfuls, and this mite only increased
wy raging hunger. )
After an interval he gave me a little

nothing to him ; I knew what his inten-

more of the weak bloth and continued
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doing so at intervals for hours. I was
furious. The broth only increased my
appetite, and I begged and coaxed and
pleaded for meat; but the Blackfoot was
inexorable. How I cursed that Indian!
All my strength was spent in useless rav-
ing. He was firm as a vrock; nothing
could move him an inch. Hour after
hour he worked and tended me as he
would a childl. When 1 grew a little
stronger he made the broth a little strong-
er; and, finally, he ventured to give me a
little meat, although the pieces were
small and the distance between them was
very great.

And so ;the time wore on. The next
evening I was able to walk, and in com-
pany with my kind friend I-set out for
the fort. I leaned-upon his arm, and he
led me along carvefully. We had nearly
reached the prairie, when a dark object
lying in the snow met my eve. A hor-
rible thought fla¥hed through my mind.
The Indian led me to it, and I stooped
down and gazed upon it. My worst fears
were realized: the dark object was none
other than the body of my friend and
guide, Red Plume, the Assiniboin.

‘We buried him in a snow-drift, and
ieft him, and proceeded on our way. The
darkness of night had come over the eavth
vhen reached the camp by the river-side;
but we walked boldly in and stood beside
the camp-fire. You may imagine the sur-
prise with which we were vecived. Ex-
planations followed; and I, the last of the
seven strong hunters who had left the
camp a few days before, was necessitated
to recount to the assembled trappers the
sad fate of my six comrades.

Early next morning the Piegan Black-
foot prepared to leave. His home was in
the Eagle Hills, and he was obliged to ve-
turn. DMany and valuable weve the pres-
ents T offered him, but the only one he
would accept was a rifle. Tears were in
my eyes when I bade him good-bye. He
turned as he was'disappearing around the
bend in the river, and waved his hand. I
never saw him afterwards; but as longas
T shall live, the memory of his dark,
proud face, as it appeared when he first
stcod before me, will be engraven on my
heart.

THE TWO NEIGHBQURS,
OR
REVENGE REPAID BY KINDNESS.

BY ROBERT RIDGWAY, TORONTO.

CHAPTER 1.
Those tales of greatest value surcly are,
Which, like biography, when true and just,
Investigate below the surface far;
Nor in profession or appearance trust.
(Moral Tale

Among those hills, forming portions of
the great Pennine chain, crossing the
north-castern extremity of Cheshire, are
many deep, secluded dells; so shut in on
every side but one, and that often a cir-
cuitous opening, that the traveller on the
adjoining heights will occasionally sce the
smoke of some farm house ascending appar-
ently out of the earth, while a few steps
taken in ity direction will reveal to him a
bosky dingle, or romantic clough, with its
farm steads nestling beneath the brow of
the hill on which he stands. In one of
these dingles or cloughs there livec, forty
years ago, two families, each of which held
a little farm—one of fourteen and the
other of twenty acres.

As farmers of this class could, with
difficulty, maintain themselves from such
small tracts of land, and more especially
when situated among the higher hills, it
was customary to fill up their spare time
by handloom weaving, hatting, or, if among
the heather proper, by broom making; for
which arficles a ready market could be
found among the neighbouring villages and
towns in the surrounding country

The two fumilies of which we write were
vear neighbours, their houses being only
about one quarter of a mile apart, but so
situated as to be out of sight from ecach
other. The house at the clough was occu-
pied and owned by a man, we will call
Purdece  The house situated in the lower
part of ithe dell was tenanted by a man
called Crooksmith, or, as he was always
called, “Crooks,” Purdee had two sons
and two daughters, children of whom uny
parents might be proud. His daughters
were handsome; and, as the saying there
was, “as good as handsome.”  Both his
sons were stout, healthy, tall and poweiful
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men, who assisted their father to make
brooms whenever their farm duties permit-
ted them. Crovks, their neighbour, had
four sons and two daughters, the whole of
whom were weavers  Purdee was respeet-
ed by all who knew him; and his two sons,
Jike himself, were justly regarded as fine
rpecimens of honest, hard-working yeomen
of the humbler cluss; men always ready
to assist their neighbours, and do a kind-
nessif they were able.  Simple and unos-
tentatious in their habits of daily life, they
endeavoured to live in peace and charity
with everyone. This, however, is no easy
matter to do, as the oldest of our books
teaches us, and as the Purdees tound by
experience. Their neighbour, Crooks, was
one of those men, diflicult to agree with
under any circumstances. He was gener-
ally considered to be honest, so far as re-
sarded the payment of his lawful debts,
and in some few cases he had disevvered
indications of a generous nature hidden
under a thick, almest impenetrable, cover-
ing of selfishness.

He was known to be vindictive, quar-
relsome, and ready to take offence at any
trifle which his eaptious mind could con-
strue into an injury or cause for quarrel.
Oue of his common boasts was, that he
would walk any night seven miles to re-
venge an injury, und from his well-known
disposition it was readily believed that he
would do this and more. This unhappy
disposition cxused him to he hated and
despised by some—feared, shunned, or
pitied by others, according to their own
tempers and views. Oune thing # certain,
he was loved and respeeted by none. He
had come to that part of the country from
a distanee, and very little was known
about him, although he had been there for
several years  Owing to their somewhat
isolated condition, the two fuimlies were
brought more into contact and intercourse
with each other than with their mor dis-
tant neighbours ; but this intercourse
could never be considered familiar. Their
habits and language were widely different
from each other, and more especially was
this manitest in their Sabbath life and
observance. The Cronks were never seen)
at any chureh, while no weather prevented |
the attendance of the Purdees 4t their

The Sunday was a speeial day at the
Crooks for any kind of sport, or field-
labour, if anything particular wus to be
done, such as haying or building up por-
tions of wall which might have been thrown
down during the week. The boundary or
fence walls of these moor and hill farms
are built of dry stone, and usually are s x
or more feet in height, as a necessary pro-
tection against sheep, which scem to pos-
sess an Innate, determined propensity for
wandering into forbidden places and pas-
tures.  This proclivity occasions the furm-
ers no little trouble, for, by their repeated
and persevering attempts to scale them, the
best built walls will in time get loosened,
and 30 breaches are occasioned  The vislent
storms of wind, too, which often swecp
over those elevated enclosures, shaxe the
walls to such a degree that they gradually
lose their perpendicular and fall, or have
to be taken down and rebuilt, as a preeau-
tion against injury to the’cattle

Sometimes, however, the mischievous,
malicious hand of man oceasions a breach,
expressly to facilitate the trespass of beasts
of pasture; thus foreibly illustrating that
profound truth and beautiful simile of
man’s natural perversity, which stunds as
a rare gem among the rich sett ngs and
adornment of Isaiah’s pastoral imagery.
Occasionally Mr Purdee, on his way to
chapel on the Sunday morning, would dis-
cover his neighbour at some kind of firm
labour; but these were usually surprises,
for Mr. Purdee had noticed that as soon
as Crooks suw him coming down the luue,
he would leave his work and walk away,
generally to th8-house
So, when opportunity offered, Mr. Pur-
dee would kindly, but plainly, remonstrate
against his violation of those stcred com-
mands he had himself been taught to rev-
ercnce and obey from childhood ; but,
both advice.and invitation were, to all ap-
pearance, thrown away upon his intractable
neighbour. -

Many were the expedients he adopted at:
different time ., to gain his eonfidence and
win him .over from his vicious life and the
fearful moral influence of his pernicious
training and-example in his own family.
Crooks' two. eldest sons were full grown
men, and like: their father, were remark-

1

own chapel.

Fo

ably industrious; and. so far as reciprocal
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dutics as neighbours were concerned, they
seemed to take a pride in repaying to the
full any assis*ance or act of kinduess ren-
dered to them.

Sometimes little quarrels or disputes had
arisen about the trespassing of their own
or other persons’ cattle, and similar little
grievunces which will arise; but these dif-
ferences had usually been settled without
any difficulty, perhaps, owing to the pacifie
character and concession of Mr. Purdee,
who preferred to suffer a little wrong
sooner than live in a state of unpleasant-
ness, say nothing of open hostility, which
be justly feared would be the result of
exacting opposition to his neighbour's
views. Such had been their relations for
several years, when a cireumstanee oceur-
red which occasioned a serious disruption
between the two families and a total cessa-
tion of all friendly intercourse. '

One Sunday evening, on his return
home from chapel, Mr. Purdee noticed two
men crouched under the wall of a smull
meadow which lay in front of his house.
The moon was nearly at the full, and he
could distinguish sufficient of their dress
and general appearance to justify him in
suspecting them to be the two eldest sons
of Croo%s. He stood at the gate of the
Seld a short time watching them, but, as
they did not move, he went to the house.
He had not been at home many minutes
before L's sons Samuel and David arrived,
and he mentioned what he had seen. We
may here premise that at this tie there
was a great deal of poaching practised all
around the country. In fact, the poache s
were 80 numerous, and their prosecutin
so vigorous, that, to “insure” themselve:
against emergencies, they actually, in some
localities, established a “protective fund.”
It was usually considered a dangerous
business to meddle, in the way of interfer-
ence, with this class of game-stealers, and
very few could he found to “peach™ or
inform against them, Mr. Purdee’s sons
suspected at once, from their father’s de-
geription, that the two men were Dan and
Ben Crooks, engaged in some poaching
business, although up to this time they had
never seen “them actually engaged in that
way. But, more to satisfy their curiosity
in this respect than from any.other motive.
they quietly left the house by the back

door, and creeping along in the shadow of
the high walls, arrived near the spot indi-
cated in time to hear the squeak of a hare;
and, carefully raising themselves above the
level of the wall, saw Ben Crooks in the
very uct of taking up a hare, which had
been snared in one of the square openings
left in the walls for the passage of sheep
when it is required to drive thew from one
pasture to another. These openings are
usually closed by flagstones; but. by placing
these awry, an apperture is left sufficient
for the passage of hares and rabbits, and
in these small apertures the snares are
set for entrapping the game. The Pur-
dees were looking over the wall in the
reur of the poacher, and might have with-
drawn without being scen by Ben or his
brother, had not the sudden displacement
of one of the cope-stones startled the
poachers and disclosed to them the un-
pleasant fact that they were being watched,
Now, predatory animals do not like to be
detected in their acts of spoliation, and
those of the man species are by no means
exceptions to this rule.

Ben was. not only disconcerted, but
angry, and charged the Purdees with being
spies ard informers.

“We are peither spies nor informers,”
said David Purdee.

“ What are you doing here then ?” said
Ben. “What business have you to be
watehing us?”  “ Why Ben” said Samuel
Purdee, “you forget that this is our field
and not yours., If you want to turn
poachers, why don't you stuy on your own
farm ? and more especially so on a Sunday
nizht. I am not so particular about
poaching as some folks are; but I would
let it alone such a night as this, if it were
perfectly lawful.  But, anyhow, if you will
poach stay on your own place to do it, and
I'll guarantee we shall neither watch you
nor inform about you” “And I'll say
more,” said David, “if you do what Is
right, wobody can inform against you.”
- Al very nice talking,” said a voice from
the other side of the wall, and at the sime
moment Dan scrambled up to view “You
see we shall just do aswe please, and when
we please. As to our poaching in.your
fields, why, if you object we must go else-
where ;but | think, that comes of goingso
wuch to chapel. Nobody but chapel goers
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ever object to a bit of poaching; and as
to informing about it, where can you find
anybody so beggarly meun as to inform of
a fellow for a bit of sport ?”

¢ Here,” said a voice, and a man sprang
upon the wall close beside the Purdees
The sudden appearance of the last comer
startled all the young men, for not a sound
had been heard until his sudden answer

soon as he made his appearance. But
never mind, it will be our turn some day.”

“No, no.” said Wyatt, “the Purdees
have never spoken to me about you or
your poaching.” "

¢ No, nor any one else,” said David.
~We have seen tracks of poaching, now and
then, but we hever spoke about it to any-
body.”

and wmovement revealed to them \\ yatt,
the most notable game-keeper in the coun-
tr :

yThis man was hated and feared by all
the poaching fraternity ; and he knew i,
and secned to glory in the fact. Person-
ally he scemed to be destitute of a percep-
tion of danger, although times and again
he had received threatening letters, and
many a scowl and growling menace,
which plainly and unmistakably told him,
that his life was in danger. Yet in tha
darkest night and the loncliest places he
never hesitated Many were the conflicts
i~ which he had been personally engaged ;
but strange to say beyond a few trifling
scratches and bruises, he had escaped un-
hurt. Some of the more superstitious,
believed that he was aided by supernatural
powers, and strange rumours were current
which the simple-minded, credulous class
swallowed with all accompanying exagger-
ations of strange sights, and sounds and
the most marvellous performanees, in which
he had been the principal actor. No won-
der that the soundless. sudden appearance
of such a man, at such o time, startled
and disconcerted even the two Purdees.
Surveyiug the two Crooks with a meaning
malicious grin, he said—¢ Why Dan, you
are quite philosophic on the subject of'
poaching ; it will be quite a treat for tl e
Squire to-morrow, to hear your liberal ard
enlighteucd views  If you persevere in
your studies you will become quite: cele-
brated ; perhaps be made president of the
* Game Stealer’s” Association ;” you see I
call things by the right name I heard
sometime ago thatyyou were taking lessens
in the art, but I dil not know where you
practiced  \'ery good idea coming here t>
Purdee’s place. I did not think of watch-
ing here.”

“Ohl” said Ben, ¢ the Purdees told
you”  Just what I thoucht, ’ siid Dan,

¢ Oh,” said Wyatt, “I want nobody to
tell me. I get all my information another
way.” .

Then turning to the Puardees he said,
«T am sorry, lads, to have to ask you as
witnesses.”

# Could you not manage without ns"?
enqguired Samuel,

T can if the Crooks will come forward
in 2 manly way, but if not why I must
make them. Now Crooks if you will come
down in the morning by ten o’clock. I'll go
with you to the Syuire; and we'll try to
settle this business as easily as possible.
“\lind no dodging.” Without waiting
for their answer. he leapt from the wall
and strode rapidly away. Barly next
morning the elder Crooks was up at Pur-
dees when he found father and sons in
their workshep. At the first-he spoke in
something like his ordinary way, but his
features were evidently working with sup-
pressed passion  He made enquiries re-
speeting the night before, which were
answered in a straightforward manner.
He next suggested a method by which the
gameckeeper might be outwitted ; but to
this suggestion there was no response for
some time.

Then he pressed them on the score of
neighbourship—then upbraided them with
want of sincerity. and finally losing tem-
per, became quite violent in his lunguage.
At length Mr. Purdee laid down his work
and said. '

* Neighbour Crooks, I never quarrel
with anybody. and you know it, well
enough; but I wii not permit either you,
or any other per-on to abuse my boys;
and T tell you plainly, that you must either
speak in 2 becoming manner, or leave the
shop” Samuel and Duavid Purdee were
astonished at their father's steruness of
manner, but their astonishment did not

equal that of Crooks; he was speechless;

¢ 1 thought they had put him up to it as

apparently at a loss to frame an answers,
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and after standing for awhile, seemingly
in a study, he suddenly left the workshop

The sons of Crooks Dan, and Ben appeared!

before the Syuire, who, after soundly berat-
ing them. fined them moderately. , but
assured them that should they appear
before them again, for a like offence, he
should infliet the severest penalty., From
this time all intercourse between the fam-
ilies was at an end

In fact, the Crooks were rarely scen by
any of their peighbours, but many sur-
wises and conjectures were interchanged;
still time passed and nothing unusual
occurred, until one night as Mr. Purdee
was returning home, rather_late, he heard
the munching of cattle in onc of his fields
where he knew they ought not to be, and
could not have got, unless by man’s
ageuey. :

Hurrying home for a lantern, the night
being dark, he, with his sons, found the
cows and sheep had been turned into the
field and the gate shut upon them. This
was the beginning of a series of annoyun-
ces, in one furm or other, coming from a
gecret but suspeeted source.

“ Spot,” an old and valuable sheep-dog
widely known, and csteemed, for his intel-
ligenee and unusual eagacity, came home
dreadfully wounded ; he could just erawl
along to the brow of the hill, overlooking
the house, where he was fir:€ noticed by
one of Mr. Purdee’s daughters. Poor
Spotd Ile was carcfully carried to the
house, his wounds were bathed and dress-
ed and after weeks of careful attention,

_he had so far recoveredl as to be able
walk around.

The farmers came for miles to sce Spot,
while he lay ill. Mr. Purdee, shook his
head when enquiries were made; and the
most he said was ‘ they might have let
Spot alone™; and so said everyone, who
could sympathize with the patient dumb
animal, which, with glistening eyes. watch-
ed the different members of the family
and visitors, as though fully conscious of
their thoughts as well as of their sym-
pathy. Mr Purdee waited as patiently
as he could, for a solution of these attacks,
from a concealed hand. :

Walking out one evening in Autumn,
with Spot along with him. they met Dan
Crooks: from that evening Mr. Purdee

knew one enemy, and that one the wounder
of Spot.

But this, the Purdces felt satisfied,
would not be the lust act of vindictive
malice, and so it proved. The month of
October was vefy stormy that year, and,
on one of the roughest nights, the barns at
the ¢ lall” were discovered on fire; the
alarm bell was rung, and the servants, both
male and female, did all they could but the
destruction was complete. The *‘Squire”
offered a large reward, but the eriminals
eseaped detection ; though suspicion point-
ed to the Crooks, and many recalled to
mind, and repeated, the threats of both
father and sons. None were more tho-
roughly satisfied of the guilt € the Crooks,
than the Purdees; and th made them
anxious, and unusually watc 1, respect-
ing both their property and pe - aal safety.

The fifth of November wus a dark
windy unight, and from the hills the bon-
fires i the villages, sending up their illu-
minations, would be seen, either directly or
reflected in the sky, thus producing a sin-
gular combination of light and darkness, of
brightness and gloom.

‘the firing of cannon, and the shouts of
the boys, came up at intervals; and as Mr.
Purdee stood watching and listening, his
wmind was much impressed with the scene;
which not only recalled many such in
which, when a youth he had been himself
engaged, but the circumstanees, and the
particular event thuscommemorated. The
family went to bed somewhat later than
usual, on account of the festive character
of the nicht; and Mr Purdee, after re-
peated attempts to calm his restless im-
agination, fell into a troubled sleep. in
which Guy Fuawkes, and Crooks his neigh-
bour figured as the same individual; but
as to this fact he was rather confused;
with this was mixed up the stores of gun-
powder and the burning of the Squire's
harns Next he was in court, and a trial
was proceeding in which he was a witness,
the officer was just on the point of putting
him into the witness box, when he awaken-
ed with a start. The impression was so
strong that he rubbed his eyes, and lay
thinking; something seratched and pulled
at the bed clothes, he put out his hand and
found it was “Spot.” This was so un-
usual an occurrence, for he had rarely

1
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known him come up stairs into his room,l WE commend to the attention of our
that he at oncegot up, fully impressed that }‘eﬂde}‘;‘{ the article entitled *Man,—whence
some extraordinary thing had happened or 18 he?” by F., as one that will well repay a
was about to happen. First patting the careful PV‘"“S?’]- The doctrine of * gradual
faithful old animal, he gently swakened his d?"d*’PmC"t as promulgated by Dl Dar-
wife, and hastily explained what had taken ; Win, and upheld by Mr Wallace, is there
place; telling her to keep perfectly quict‘fu“'])' stated as well as the very strong
and on no account to strike a light, ]w‘ar‘-_;.unzents agrainst the ﬂ}cory-, Transmu-
next went to his sons’ roomn and s]mkiug }tutl()lllh‘ts pzu‘tlculur]y will bO interested to
them gently told them he was sure some- know that a new "\:ork entitled +*On the
thing was wrong, and asked them, as'Gencsxs of Speeies,” profusely ﬂlusn:ated
quickly and silently as possible, to get up aud from .the per of St. f}em‘::e Mivart
and dress themselves, F.R.S., will shortly appear in England.
1, ., Sty

o be wn’tmued. THosE of our eity population who re-
gard the country merely as a ¢ good place”
to spend pleasantly the ¢leisure hours”
of Summer, or when the fields and orchuids
in Autwon abound in their choicest fruits,
to enjoy these bounties in all their fresh-

I there be one people more than an-|yeesund varicty will be glad to know that
other, by whom the import of the cheer-| possesses still another attraction. Hear

ing salutations ¢« Merry Christmas” and|yhat a now happy father, who rezently
v r ” A

& Happy .l\ew Year shoul‘d be fully I'e“l"escapod from the associations und turmoils

ized, 1t is the prople of Canada  Peacelgp the city says:— Tt is a good thing to

and plenty reign in our midst; prosperity|y,ye children in the country  Children in

. o B . » s e . . i

18 mi'{l{feb‘t In every part of th? DO"“‘”Q'{' the country aré regular old-fashioned boys -

and, if such,a thing be possible, there is|,,q girls, not pocket editions of men and
women as they are in town. In the city

NOTES BY THE EDITOR.

even 2 more sincere appreciation of those
institutions, which our country possesses,

and which our forefuthers cherished, and
for which in their day they manfully

strove.

thrive under the sweet reign of peace, war,

rapine and famine are laying waste thei

fairest places of the old world. To lu
belle France, her proud spirit humbled,
her homes descerated by the hands of an
cnemy, her people perishing by hunger and
sword there is no ‘Happy New Year”
Germany indeed wears the victor's laurcls
but “ New Year” brings but poor consola-
tion to those pavents or sisters who view
the ¢ vacant chairs’ doomed never to be
tilled by those they most cherished And,
while we must feel grateful that our
country is so blessed, wuy we not forget
the sorrows of those affficted by war and
famine ; and, tendering our aid to allevi-
ate in some small degree their present dis-
tresses, let us pr « for the speedy coming
of that time that shall usher in the fulfil-
ment of the promise which Christmas day
recalls of ¢ Peace on earth and good will
towards men.”

Doubly shoula we now be thank-|
ful for all this: for, while we live and

there is no representation of our speeies in
the tadpole state. The word “lad” has
'become obsolete.  Fast young men and
fast young women repudiate the existenee
of that respectable antique institution,
childhood It is different in the country.
#ly eldest son does not call me -governor”
but simply Father; and although in his
pinth year, still treats his mother with
some show of respeet. Qur next boy
(turned seven) has prematurely given up
|smoking cigars; and our four-year-old is
I destitute of both affectation and dyspepsia.
As for the present buby, his ctuvacter is
not yet fully developed, but having obscrved |
no symptoms of insipient depravity in him .
up to this time, we begin to bclieve the
country is a grod place for children.

« ANT1PODEAN REMINISCENCES.”—The third
paper under this caption will appear iu the
l‘e}[Jn‘uary number of the JovrnaL., CGrafh's
casy and interesting style of nar atiun, as he
pictures his journey from Melbourne to the
mterior of Australia, has made him a favour-
ite among our readers, who will be zhul to
know that his articles, beginning with vhe
February number, will appear in each yucces-
sive number until completed.
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CONTEMPORARY PERIODICALS.

Tur Hoyme MacaziNe.—T. S. Arthurs &
Son, Philadelphia:

The Jannary Number of this excellent peri-
odical is before us. The illustraticas are pro-
fuse; while the Jiteravy selections are, as usual,
excellent. We need only add that this journal,
like ahnost cvery literary effort of T. S. Arthur,
conuuends itself to all,

Trr CaxaptaN ILLUSTRATED NEWwS.—Geo.
E. Desbarats, Montreal:

The Christmas number of this publication is
to hand, and presents a mest creditable appear-
ance. We are pleased to know that the pub-
lishess ace rapidly increasing their circulation.
Canada can now boast of an illustrated paper
equal, if not superior, to the majority of for-
eign productions of a similar nature. '

Tne AMERICAN ACGRiCULTURIST.—Orange,
Judd & Co., New York:

This favourite agricultural periodical is to
hand for January, fully equal to, if not super-
ior, to previous issues.

By the same firm is published TRE HEARTH
AND Houz, one of the best family papers in
America.

Tur Caxapa Jovrsal ur DENTAL SCIENCE.
—W. G. Beers. L.D.S., C. S. Chittenden, L.S.
D., Montresl and Hamilton:

We are in receipt of the last Number of this
periodical, which presenis a very creditable
appearauce. It ably deals with the various
branches of the science in the interests of
which it is published; and judging from the
reputation of the editors in Canada, and the
corresponding editors abroad, we feel assured
that the journal is ably conducted. It espee-
ially commends itself to all dentists and pbys-
icians th, oughuat Canada. $2.00 per annum;
published monthly.

THE BriTisi AMERICAN TEMPLAR.—Jas.
A, Burchard, pubiisher; price, 30 cts.—We
have received the January number of the
above Journal, published in Peterboro’, Ont.
1t advocates the interests ¢f the Good Tem-
plars of Canada, and is well worthy their sup-
port.

NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS.

“Dr. Chantler,” Detroit.—Your article en-
titled *“ The Sun,” is accepted.

¢ The Home Brigade ” is declined.

¢ Christmas” is declined. Were the poem
much more meritorious than it is, we would
not be warranted in inserting it, as it isen-
tirely too lengthy for our columns.

‘Wm. Ewart, B.A.—*0de to Modesty” is
accepted.

John Jackman.—Your article is declined.
““Recollections of My Mother” is accepted.

Moses Jackson, Drummondville.—We have
already on hand an article of a similar nature.
As yours undoubtedly possesses considerable
merit, we would advise you to send it to some
of our temperance periodicals. “ English Stu-
dent” is accepted.

Rustica.—It was an omission on our part,
not acknowledging the receipt of your poem,
entitled ‘Thoughts on Byron.” The size of
the JovryaL being so out of proportion to the
number of articles reccived, we would not at
present be justified in devoting so much of our
space to poetry. While sensible of the merits
of the second poem, the same reason might
be urged for not inserting it; we shall, . ever-
theless, look over it carefully and reply in the
February number.

g~ NoTICE. - -A few subscribers have not as
yet paid their subscriptions. These will greatly
oblige by remitting the amount to Messrs.
Flmt & Van Norinan, Toronto.

TABLE OF CONTEIITS

How the Cnozwxs came to Canada............ 121

um n .............................................. 129
Life’s Shadows. (Kate Pullar.)... 13'3
A Tale of British Colukbia....... evrevsenaaaes

FOR JANUARY, 1871.

The Two Neighbours, by Rolert Ridgway..138
Notes by the Editor....ccc.ccvveiirniiiinninnins 143
Notices of Contemporary Periodicals . ......144
Notices to Correspondents........ceeeeevereanees 144



