
ORIGIN OF THE ACADIANS.

BY P. S. POIRIER, OTTAWA.

[translated fob thb

(OMM)
T^HE principal object of His Majesty in these settlements,” he 

says, in writing to the Governor of Acadie, “ consists in the
the truth of our holy religion to 

s people of the country.” He then recommends, in a manner too 
tailed to admit of the entire letter being here transcribed, the 
latest vigilance in repressing disorders on the part of the French 
onists in the midst of the Indians. To prevent all such im- 
iral conduct, especially the conduct mentioned to him by 
nonviUe, he forbids him to allow the inhabitants to go into 
1 wooda or uP°n the rivers to trade with the Indians ; “but 

ley must be content with trading with them when they come to 
ttlements and residences.” The governor was commanded to 

iee that this trading should be done with mildness and good 
faith, “and above all, he will prevent all bad conduct of the 
French towards the Indian women.” However, he permits him 
io grant “a few limited permissions, but with reason, and much 
saution and care to a few individuals living orderly and edifying 
ivesvon account of their poverty, or to enable them to continue 

ase their undertakings in fishing and cultivating the 
\ * “ 1° ca8e he should allow such trading, he will

maka knoWq to His Majesty the reasons he had for so doing, and 
the number of those to whom he granted such permission.” These 

are assuredly minute and formal enough. ' And all this to
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- Iprevent the Acadian» from giving scandal to the Indians by living 
in the woods ; to prevent what it was impossible to suppress in 
Canada. He is not content with recommendations alone : “ His ™ 
Majesty is informed that there are a Jew individuals pretending to 
have received exclusive permissions over a large extent of country 
* * * who, until the present time, have not occupied them
selves with the cultivation of the soil, the raising of cattle, etc., 
and that they are occupied solely in trading in the bays and 
leading a scandalous life, using violence against the French 
under pretext of the said concessions. * * * His Majesty
wishes the governor to send, back to France those who do not wish 
to work without delay at the cultivation of the land and the 
fisheries, and those he finds living an immoral life, or in other
wise disorderly * * * and who may not be judged proper
persons to contribute to the furthering of His Majesty’s designs 
in making permanent settlements in the country * *
to give no countenance to idle or immoral individuals.” * Among 
these “ individuals pretending to have concessions,” etc., and 
whom the king orders the governors “to send back to France,” 
we may, I think, without hazarding too much, include the Seig
neur Enaud and another seigneur who settled near Chedabuctou.

All these reports and advices on the one side, and these orders 
and instructions on the other, leave no room for suspicion of 
immoral conduct on the part of the Acadians. The governors, 
armed with such strict orders and such extended authority as the 
king gave them, could not permit or tolerate abuses, which would 
have endangered the sijccess of the entire colony.

The king advises the governor to make known any such abuses 
to the Bishop of Quebec, and to His Majesty. Such information 
was given, not only by the governors, but also by the numerous 
missionaries whom the Bishop of Quebec, by means of a fixed sum 
from the public treasure, supported at Pentagoët, Ste. Croix, St.
John river, Port Royal and Minas, with the missions surrounding 
these centres, which embraced all the French settlements of less 
importance, and all the encampments and habitations of the 
Indians, In these different reports, we find details concerning all 
that passed in the Colony, and nowhere do we discover that any 
Acadian, except those mentioned in the census, was united to the
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Origin of the Acadians. 483
daughters of the Souriquois or Abenaquis in a legitimate manner 
or otherwise. No one will, however, dare say that the missionaries’ 
and governors were lenient with regard to such abuses, 
of any kind, and disposed to hide rather than expose to the light ' 
of day the causes, or seeming causes of complaint, the one might 
have to make against the administration or conduct of the other.

Frontenac accuses the missionaries of Acadie, “ with interfering 
in matters that did not concern them.” * St. Castin 
Perrot, governor of Port Royal, of collusion with the 
Boston ; f and Villieu

or abuses

)accuses
governor ofsv;>Villebon himself, and against the missionaries St. Gantins and St. 

( osme.§ On their part, the missionaries 
letters, in exposing the disorders of the laics

accuses
I

were as free, by their
. . —aa the latter were
determined in preventing them from exceeding the limits of what 
they called their jurisdiction.

In 1694, the children of Pamours, a member of the Sovereign 
Council, were accused of having taken liberties with the Indians of 
the St. John River, which were forbidden to the nobles themselves. 
Immediately an investigation was ordered ; and Champigny, who 
was charged with its prosecutioti, reported to the Minister of the 
King» giving the most minute details concerning the accused 
together with a certificate from Father Simon, the Missionary of 
the locality, attesting “ that it was unfair to complain to the 
Minister that the children of Pamours had been leading a licenti
ous life with the Indians, as their conduct was very good,” etc H 
It was rumored that the Sieur Bonaventure was living a scandal
ous life with a girl of eighteen or twenty years of age. Nothing 
more was needed to have him brought before the authorities at 
Quebec, and finally to Court Brouillan, then Governor of Acadie 
was compelled to interfere, and in his report to the Minister be 
gives the lie to all the charges made against the pretended seducer, 
which he characterizes as false and without the least foundation.* 
Scruples with regard to mixed marriages were pushed so far, that 
Maneval, writing to the King, 1689, accuses of crime two gentle-

.
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Origin of the A codions.484

men of Port Royal, Soulégre and Deagoutina, the former of having 
incited acta of mutiny against the authorities, the latter “of having 
foolishly married the daughter of a peasant.”* It was, without a 
doubt, this foolish marriage which inspired the following lines by 
Diene ville :

“ Plus qu’ailleure on s’y mésallie t 
On ne regarde point 4 la condition,
Dans eon transport on se marie,
Rien ne rebute et tout est bon." J

Diene ville visited Acadie in 1699. In the account of his voyage 
which he has left, written in prose and verse, he presents the 
ridiculous side of things. Whatever offered matter for blame or 
commentary did not escape hie satire. He relates things that 
might well create sensation with regard to the unions of Canadians 
with Indian women. Acadie is hardly treated with more regard. 
But he has not a word to say of mixed marriages or immoral con
duct, even as an offset to what he had said of the Canadians. And 
Dierreville's work abounds in minute and exact information con
cerning the condition of Acadie and the Acadians.

Meanwhile Port Royal, weakened by the numerous English 
expeditions directed against it, and especially by the attacks twice 
renewed in 1690, rose but slowly from its ruins. On the contrary 
Cobeguit, Beaubassin and Minas, more retired at the head of the 
Bay of Fundy, and less exposed to surprises, became of consider
able importance. The great fertility of the land, the advantages 
of the vast, rich marshes every year attracted some emigrants from j 
France; and others, but in much smaller numbers from Canada, 
to whom was added from time to time some unfortunate inhabi
tant from Port Royal. This latter town, or rather fort, numbered I 
only five hundred souls in 1693 ; but Minay already counted three I 
hundred and seven and Beaubassin one hundred and nineteen.

The settlements of the south coast and the east did not show I 
any sensible progress. At Cape Sable the population, composed I 
almost exclusively of the descendants of Latour by his second wife, I 
was thirty-two souls ; there were twelve colonists at Port Razoir I 
seven at la Heve ; seven at Pasamaquoddie ; g twenty-one on the I 
St. John River, and twenty Pentagoët, including St. Castin an^ I 
his seven children.

* lb. VoL L pp. 173-4. t At Port Royal. 
| Now called Bootway, Nova Scotia.

} Dierreville, pp. 74-6.
| Paeamaquoddy, on the 8t. Croix
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Origin of the Acadiant. 485

Small aa these different groupe of inhabitants 
as they did in different

having 
having 

without a 
lines by

may seem, living 
parts of Acadie, they might still have 

furnished great resources in time of war, if the French government 
had l>een careful in fostering their development. But who theu 
thought of Acadie? Colbert was dead; the magnificence of the 
Grand Monarque left F ranee exhausted and incapable of carrying 
on the only legitimate war in which she was engaged during this 
long and glorious reign-the war of the Spanish succession, which 
was about to begin. Vauban alone traced 
the future success

on paper vast plans for 
of the colonies, which were never to be realized. 

In Canada, the commotion caused by the terrible massacre of La 
Chine by the Iroquois had not yet subsided; and far from being 
in a position to aid the Acadians, they themselves were on the 
brink of destruction, and were only saved by the valor of Frontenac.

Despite the state of neglect in which Acadie was allowed to 
remain, despite the disadvantages of its position, the incréase and 
development of the country were rapid. In 1703, Minas counted 
four hundred and twenty-seven inhabitants, Beaubassin 
dred and

voyage 
nts the 
lame or 
igs that 
.nadians
regard.
ral con-
s. And 
ion con-

^ __ I two hun-
forty-five, Cobeguit eighty-seven ; but at Port Royal 

there were only four hundred and eighty-five. The total 
lation of Acadie was about thirteen thousand.

English 
Its twice 
îontrary 
I of the 
onsider- 
rantages 
ate from 
Canada, 

i inhabi- 
ambered 
ed three 
een. 
lot show 
omposed 
>nd wife, 
Razoir;$ 
e on the 
stin an4

popu-

Unimportant as the result of these figures may seem to the 
reader, it appeared formidably the authorities at Boston, who 
formed their calculations less on the number than the valor of the 
colonists. So many were not required in 1696 to dismantle their 
principal strongholds. New England was, moreover, seriously 
threatened by the Canadians, who, after the great Treaty of 1700 
with the Iroquois, had assumed the offehsive with alarming results. 
Hertel de RouviNe and Beaubassin had successively marqhed small 
army corps from Casco to Wells, from the Alleghany Mountains 
to Durfield and Portsmouth in Massachusetts, and had left all the 
forts and villages along their line of march in ruins. Too meek, 
or confiding too little in their strength, to attack Canada at first, 
the English resolved to finish at least with Acadie.

The Acadians had foreseen the blow now threatened ; they knew 
that the time had come for deciding on the field of battle to which 
of the two peoples—English or French—the empire of the New 
World would belong. But they vainly sought aid, at least some 
officers to command them, to strike the first blow, invade New Eng-
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Origin of the Acadian».486

land, and take possession of Manhattan.* This heroic determina
tion was neither understood nor seconded. Meanwhile, the English 
besieged Port Royal.

. It does not enter into the plan of my work to give an account 
of this war, one of the tnost memorable on account of the resistance 
of the besieged, which is mentioned in the history of the French 
colonies in America. I will only remark that the English, with 
fleets and soldiers more numerous by half than the entire popula
tion of Acadie, three times failed before Port Royal. This town 
had, within its walls, as defenders only fifty soldiers, a hundred 
and fifty inhabitants, and a hundred freebooters ; and outside St. 
Cast in with a small body of Acadians and Abenaquis, and sixty 
Canadians. Preparations for the fourth invasion took three years. 
Connecticut, New York and New Jersey were drained of men and 
money. To insure its success General Nicholson, with a regiment 
of marines, was sent out from England to command the expedition. 
September 24th, 1710, fifty vessels containing three thousand four 
hundred soldiers entered the harbor of Port Royal and laid siege 
to the town. Subercase, governor of the country, had not three 
hundred men, soldiers and citizens, to oppose to this force, and to 
add to the misfortune St. Castin was in France. When the block
ade had lasted twenty-two days, Subercase was forced to surrender 
his fort with four,bastions to the enemy.

Thus fell the Capital of Acadie after1-» defence which nearly 
ruined New England. We may form an idea of the fury with 
which the English set about destroying this colony by the fact that, 
according to Hildreth, it bad cost them, from 1703 to 1704, one 
thousand pounds sterling for each scalp taken from the Abenaquie.t 
What had been done for Acadie during this interval ? The fall of 
Port Royal itself hardly attracted the attention of the court, taken
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* The population of the English colonies at this time was two hundred and sixty- 
two thousand, thus divided :
Massachusetts,............
Connecticut,...............
Rhode Island,.............
New Hampshire,.......
New York,...................
Maryland, ..................

A
S15,000

20,000
40,000

70,000 New Jersey,..........
90,000 Pennsylvania,.......
10,000 Virginia,................
10,000 North Carolina,.. 
30,000 South Carolina,.. 
26,000

il

5,000
7,000 je

> ..... 87,000Southern Colonies, tb
Central Colonies,
Canada and Acadie both had not a population of eighteen thousand souls.

t Hildreth, VoL II. p. 263.
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Origin of the Acadiane. 487
rmina-
inglish

up as it was with continental wars, which almost caused France to 
succumb beneath their burden. In vain did St. Castin’s 
destroy an English squadron ; in vain did four son

.. t — hundred Acadian
rmts beg an officer to command them in their audacious project 

of retaking Port Royal: no one complied with their request, and 
Port Royal remained in the power of the British garrison, never 
again to be freed from it. Two years later the Treaty of Utrecht 
was signed, by which France ceded to England Acadie, “ in con
formity to its ancient limits.*

Although the rulers of Acadie changed, the inhabitants remained 
the same, Beaubassin, Minas, Cobeguit, remained Acadian. , 
the village on the River Dauphin, a few miles from the fort 
almost intact. Four hundred and eighty inhabitants of Port 
Royal alone, including the garrison were sent to France. Some of 
those who remained, according to all appearances, sought refuge 
at Cape Breton, where they united with the founders of Louisbourg 
and the others probably went to Placentia, Newfoundland.}

Among Nicholson’s prisoners must have been 
Martin, who, it will be remembered,
Oxihnoroudh in 1671. This Martin

ccount 
istance 
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ti, with 
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is town 
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a certain Pierre 
was married to Anne 

... . was the only Frenchman
until then married to an Indian woman whose children remained 
with the Acadian*. No other family, excepting his, in Nova 
bcotia bad Indian blood in their veins. Whether he was carried 
away with his family to la Rochelle in 1710, or sought refuge at 
Louisbourg, the same result is finally reached, for in 1758 all the 
inhabitants of Louisbourg were taken to Brest, and the garrison 
to England. Thus falls, forced to its last entrenchment, the last 
argument of M. Rameau and of those who believe in the fusion of ~ 
the two. races. Of the five marriages contracted from 
1686, no trace remains in Acadie after 1710. Those who still 
wish to find “some drops of Indian blood ” in the veins of the 
Acadians of Nova Scotia, or Acadie properly so-called, Cape Breton, 
New Brunswick and Prince Edward Island must seek for 
intermarriages.}
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* Not. Scotia proper. The expression "ancient limit.,” further on became the sub- 
ject of fruitlew negotiations between England and France.

t Article seventh of the Treaty says: “All those who desire to 
the Island of Newfoundland may do so by the first transport."

} Not having at my disposition the nominal census of 1693-96, 1703-7-14.1 
nominally prove that Pierre Martin and his children ... 
in 1710. However, by the census of 1686,1 know that

go to Placentia, in... 87,000

cannot
were expatriated from Acadie 

none of his children were
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married, at lea* to Acadian* at that time. Thej all remained at Port Royal with 
their father, except René, then twenty-three, who was dead or in the foreet. Their 
mother wae dead. It will be remembered that, in 1671, there wee at Port Royal, 
beside* the Pierre Martin of whom we apeak, Barnabé Martin, married to Jeanne 
Pelletrat, Mathieu Martin, wearer, and another Pierre Martin, married to Catherine 
Vigneau. In 1866, many of their children were nettled and married at Beaubaaein 
and other Acadian settlements at the head of the Bay of Fundy, and doubtless 
became the ancestors of the Martina in Acadie to-day.

•Governor Philippa’ letter to Lord Carterel ; Ferland, Vol. II, p. 473. 
t This authority claimed by the governors in their relatione with the Catholic mie- 

eionariee became a subject for mutual distrust and difficulty between the English 
authorities and the Aoadiane, and prepared the way for the. expatriation of 1766. 

i Formerly called Dauphin or Esquille, near the mouth of which Port Royal wae
built.

■ :
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XI.—1713 to 1755.

The English government having gained possession of Acadie by 
- the Treaty of Utrecht, was satisfied with maintaining a garrison at 

Port Royal and did not endeavor to settle farmers in the country, 
either because it was feared that would revert to the crown of 
France, or the immigrants dreaded the proximity and concurrence 
of the Acadians. From Fort George, in New England, to the St. 
John river and Baie Verte, from Cape Sable to Louisbourg there 
was not to be found, even in 1719, a single English settlement. 
Only at Port Royal, henceforth Annapolis, a few families from 
England settled under the protection of the garrison ; there 
ten in 1719, and forty in 1739.* On the other hand, the Acadian 
settlements hardly felt the change of rulers, and entered the path 
of progress and extension. No longer fearing the attacks and 
surprises to which they had been continually exposed during the 
time the French ruled the colony, they enjoyed, too, another advan
tage, that of not being called on to pay for the support of troops 
or taxes and impositions of any kind. By the Treaty of Utrecht 
they were granted the free exercise of their religion. The gover
nors promised the Bishop of Quebec to support one or more 
missionaries in each Acadian village, with the pretention, however, 
that they were the source of all their civil and temporal privileges.* 
They succeeded by diplomatic means in forcing the oath of allegi
ance to His Britannic Majesty on the inhabitants of Annapolis | 
river, in 1736, and in 1730 on those of Minas, Beaubassin, Cobe- 
guit and other Acadian settlements of less importance.

Relying henceforth on the promise of the English government,
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and on the neutrality between the French and English to which 
their oath bound them, they gave themselves up, without appre
hension of danger, to the peaceful tilling of their lands, and the 
reclaiming of marshes.

With the excess of population of Annapolis river, Beaubassin, 
Cobeguit and Minas, new and flourishing villages were soon formed 
at Menondie, Mécan, Napan, La Butte, Les Planches, Wescak, 
Tintamarre, Beausejour, Memramcook, Petitcodiac, Gedaique 
(Shediac), etc., not to mention two thousand Acadians, who, 
according to the calculation of the Abbé de Y Ile-Dieu, emigrated 
to Cape Breton, Prince Edward Island and Canada.* This exten
sion of the population
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owing to its natural increase alone, as 
emigration from France increased it very little from 1710, and 
that from Canada not at all. f Save the foundation and first fall 
of Louisbourg (1713 to 1745) in Cape Breton, and the last and 
supreme efforts of St. Castin’s children and the Abenaquis to gain 
for France the Penobscot territory and the whole country, doubt
less a memorable event, the history of the Acadians no longer 
offers the picture of pillage and burning, lamentable phases and 
sudden changes of fortune with which the annals of the country 
are filled during the former domination. The chronicles still 
relate many tales of generous devotion and splendid traits of 
fidelity of the French inhabitants of Nova Scotia, and illustrious 
feats of arms performed by those of Cape Breton ; but these belong 
exclusively to the domain of history, and my humble efforts have 
no such pretensions. I only set down here such facts as directly 
or indirectly tend to prove what I have undertaken to establish. 
To write history as it should be written, more than the aptitude 
of a compiler is necessary: Rome needed the pen of a Livy; 
Canada that of a Garneau ; Acadie that of a Rameau ; and a few 

in facts and figures do not destroy their merit, which, 
according to Fenelon, is rarer and more precious than that of a 
great poet. I resume my task by enquiring if the Acadians, less 
insensible, under English rule, to the charms of the Souriquois 
women, afterwards bestowed upon them those marks of esteem 
which, egotists that they were, they shared only with those of 
their own race during the French domination.
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• Mémoire de l’Abbé de V De-Dieu, quoted by Rameau, Note 16, p. 146. 
t M. Rameau makee a long and interesting review of the development of the Aoa- 

dian race subsequent to 1713, which may be found in hie bookie France aux Calonùt.

766.
oyal wee

J

'ill



Origin 0/ tiU

I have already wud, without giving proofs that no marriage» 
were contracted between the Acadian* and English after 1686. 
Complete and authentic documents still exist, being the census of 
1693-'98-170l-3-7, and, for Reauhasein, 1714. My reason for 
not producing the* is that they are in the archives of the Colo
nial Office, Parts, and consequently, 1 
But M. Rameau, who used them in the publication of his book, 
who examined them minutely to establish the descent of the 
Acedians, so that more than three-firths, perhaps, four-fifths of the 
ptaent population spring from w the fbvty-*ven * families ofl 671 ,* 
and the latter from the half-breeds of tat our and his companions 
in disorder, does not mention any intermarriages at the* dates. 
Tins is equivalent to saying that none took place. With the 
proofs in my possession, without the census taken at the above 
dates l might almost affirm the same thing. On what probability 
does Rameau rely in order to multiply the* unions from 1606 to 
1671? The small number of European women '"u the greater 

her of Indians and the five mixed marriages found in the 
eus of 1671 and that of 1686. Subsequent to 1686, the* three 
liases of suppositions failed him. Women became as numerous a* 
men in Acadie ; and an author, one of those ou whom M. Suite 
relies in order to prove the tradition, go* so far as to my that, 
after the Treaty of Utrecht (1713), the inhabitants of Port Royal 
furnished women to the blunders of Louisbourg.t In 1686, there 
were in Aoadie three hundred boys sud two hundred and twenty- 
five girls, exclusive of the married women. And if my memory 
is correct, there was amongst tho* female figures one maid, 
Marie Scald, of the respectable age of sixty-six.

On the other hand, the A be naquis, who were incessantly battling 
with the English, whom we behold continually fighting, attacking 
when they were not attacked, saw their make each year reduced, 
St Gatin's, in 1710, was able to muster only forty of them to 
invest Port Royal, which was then occupied by the English.

However, a few years repo* gave them renewed strength. 
When the Anglo-Americens, in 1780, resolved upon taking pos
session of their territory, they found them so determined and 10 

redoubtable that they did net carry out their resolution. Losing 
all hope of intimidating them and not desiring to provoke a new 
war they had reooorw to other means. The Church in the settle-

490

unable to consult them.
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Origin of tko Acadiana. 4SI

ment of Norridgewook on the Kenebec had during the last wir 
been burnt, and the Indians were too poor to rebuild it The 
Governor of Boston saw in this an infallible means of detaching 
the Abenaquis from the French and of gaining their friendship for 
his own countrymen. He called them together and proposed to 
rebuild their chapel at his own expense, provided that a Protestant 
minister should oceupy ft Unfortunately for him these same 
Indians had for thirty years been the object -f the devotion and 
teal of Father Raslé, and their Patriarch, as they always called 
him, was still with them or on the point of returning. The gover
nor was pained when he beheld hie offer rejected with indignation,
and when he heard an Indian chief use language such as this:__
* ' our wor<*e Rstonish me ; and your proposition causés me to 
admire you. When you came here you knew us long before the 
French governor. Neither those who preceded you nor your 
ministers ever spoke to me of prayer, of the Great Spirit. They 
saw my peltry, my moose-hides, and bearer-skins ; and they 
thought of these alone. They sought them with avidity. I could 
not bring them enough ; when I brought them a great many, they 
looked upon me as a great friend, and that was all. On the con
trary, my oanoe having one day strayed away, I was lost; I 
wandered long until at length I landed near Quebec at a village 
of the Algonquins where there were block-gowns. I had hardly 
arrived when a black-gown came to me. I was loaded down with 
peltry; the French black-gown did not deign to look upon my 
riches. Instantly he spoke to me of the Great Spirit, of paradise, 
of hell and of tko prayer, the only path leading to heaven. I 
listened with pleasure, and I remained a long time at the village 
to hear him. The prayer pleased me, I asked and received bap
tism. Afterward I returned home and told what had happened. 
All envied me my happiness and wished to share in it They 
•ought the black-gown and asked to be baptised. Thus has the 
Frenchman acted towards me. If, as soon as you had seen me, 
you had spoken of religion, I would have had the misfortune to 
pray like you, for I was unable to judge if your prayer was good, 
therefore the Frenchman's faith is also mina; I love it and will 
preserve it until the world burns and ends. Keep, then, your 
workmen, your money and your minister : I wiU no more speak
of them ; I will ask the French governor, my father, to send t’uem 
to me.”
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Thus repulsed, the governor decided, however, on sending at 
least the promised missionary, Elliot, being convinced that the 
words of the Puritan apostle would work the miracle bis promises 
had failed to operate. Unfortunately, as soon as Elliot met Father 
Raslé, he, being badly inspired, opened his missionary career by a 
controversy with the priest touching the worship of images. The 
Abenaquis turned a deaf ear to the arguments of the minister, and 
the latter, finding no other consolation, went to Boston’•to con
vince hie brethren of the importance of removing this “papistical,’’ 
“ idolatrous” Jesuit from the midst of the Indians.

The words of the Puritan minister did not fall in barren soil. 
The Governor of Massachusetts placed a price on the head of 
Father Raslé, “ an enemy of mankind,” and sent out a corps of 
two hundred men to attack Norridgewock and capture the mis
sionary, dead or alive. The attack failed. But the governor was 
consoled by another capture—that of St. Castin’e son, who was 
traitorously seized during a truce and hurried like a criminal to 
Boston. The Abenaquis again attacked their enemies, and wit^ 
success. Maddened by so many disasters, the Boston folk swore 
to be revenged on Father Raslé, whom they looked upon as the 
author of all their reverses. And, nevertheless, Father Raslé had, 
from 1720, twice or thrice prevented the Abenaquis, over whom 
he ruled with supreme authority, from destroying the English 
trading-posts on the Kennebec, a step that became almost inevi
table after the capture of St. Castin.

The 23rd August, 1724, eleven hundred men, Iroquois and Eng
lish, secretly glided to the very heart of Norridgewock, and gave 
the signal of attack by a volley of musketry. The Abenaquis 
warriors in the village numbered only fifty. Despairing of vic
tory, they nevertheless threw themselves in the path of the enemy 
to give the women and children time to escape. The cries, the 
tumult, and confusion were terrible. Father Raslé, being aware 
of the object of the enemy, advanced to meet them in the hope of 
drawing the full force of the attack upon himself, and of allowing 
his little flock to escape. A shower of balls did their horrid work. 
Seven Abenaquis, who had hastened to his aid, were killed at his 
side. The conquerors pillaged the village, burnt the chapel after 
profaning the sacred vessels and the consecrated particles, and 
rushing upon the martyr extended at the foot of the cross he had 
himself erected, they became perfectly furious as they mutilated

)
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!. p§~25™EHE -
I71!- T°° we*k to “J longer alone agaiuat the 

English, and no longer counting on aid from France, they 
tinned to emigrate to Canada, to Bécancourt, 
where a number of their brethren were already living.

The Indian, of Acadie properly socalled, the Souriquoti and 
Micmnee ueverregained their former portion, more thTn the

‘Ul^urat to 171°. « *wt — their defeat. In 
173», they only numbered two hundred in the whole of Nov.
Scotia, eighty in Cape Breton, one hundred and ninety-reven at 
Mnamichi, and auty on the Restigouchs.» When England took 
pomeMion of the country, and they no longer fought aide by aide 
with the French, they retired to the wood, and became taciturn, 
fierce and intractable. Religion and their hatred of the English 
.till attached them to the Acadian., but it waa no longer the 
friendship of other times. Sometime., in their fierce hatred they 
even confounded them with their conqueror., and far from core 
trading marriages with them, they had become in the eyes of the 
women, and eapecially the children, objecte of dread and terror.t 

pother consideration not lore convincing, perhaps strengthen.
&ot that no marriage took place between the two races after 

1743 ; the presence of missionaries amongst the Acadians. Each 
village had one or more of them: Fathers Justinien Durand, 

au d, o ahe, hélix, Breslay, Gaulins, Charlemagne and others 
whom it is needless to mention, w5ie ^ut by the Bishop of Quebec. 
Under their care the Acadians became remarkable throughout the 
whole of America, for their social virtues, their pure and simple 
inanners, their sobriety, their family affection and then love for 
their religion. Raynal has produced a book on this subject, which 
rather resembles a pastoral poem, or the description of a convert 
of the primitive Christians, than a picture of the manners of a 
people in the eighteenth century; and Longfellow’s delicious 
poem Ewmgeline is in the hand, of every reader. Rameau and 
Moreau, too, have written charming pages on the home-life of the
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• Between Canada and New Brunswick ; Perland, VoL H, p.p. 473-4. 
t In iW2 the Acadians of Minas were ill-treated by the Indians because they had
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letter of Qov. Armstrong to the Cabinet of London.
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Acadians.* For any one who has read these authors, it is positive 
that the Acadians have nothing in common with the Micmacs 
after 1718. It will not be necessary here to enter into details, as 
the works of Rameau, Moreau, Raynal, Longfellow and Haliburton 
are in the hands of all who retain a kindly memory of the martyrs 
of 1755.

Were it necessary to produce other proofs, perhaps still stronger, 
in support of what is already self-evident, I might bring forward 
the testimony of the English governors themselves. In the private 
letters they wrote to their friends and superiors, in the detailed 
reports they made at different periods of the year, sometimes every 
month to the British Government—letters and reports in which 
the inhabitants and missionaries are accused of exciting the 
Indians to hostile acts against the government, I have in vain 
looked for any insinuation or imputation touching mixed marriages. 
Assuredly the governors would not have concealed a fact which 
would have added weight to their other accusations, and brought 
discredit on the Acadians. It is true that in 1713 or 1714 an 
English Colonel (Vetch) wrote to the Lords of Trade that the 
Acadians had intermarried with the Indians; but this imputation 
besides l>eing enounced in a general manner, without detail or 
proof, is explained by the fact that the English recently arrived at 
Port Royal were not yet aware of the nature of the relations exist
ing between the Indians and the Acadians, and judged of their 
proximate consanguinity by the force of the attacks they had 
made on them even after the capture of the fort.f The same 
illusion caused Mather, in 1690, to mistake three detachments of 
Canadians for so many Metis. However, amidst the accusations 
of all kinds against the Acadians, which every vessel leaving the 
port of Annapolis carried to the British Government, there was 
one especially which always produced a profound impression on 
the English Lords and from which the Acadians could not free 
themselves : they had become numerous and rich. Their easy 
circumstances were, indeed, due to their industry, and the increase 
in their numbers was the fruit of good morals ; but the English 
had just founded Halifax (1749), and at eight of the opulence of 
the Acadians they were convinced that it was easier to seize upon

* Rameau, pp. 90 to lOfc Moreau, pp. 287 to 296.
t After the taking of Port Royal by Nicholeor., young Bt. Caetin with forty Indians 

exterminated a detachment of from sixty to seventy-five English.
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dr™ mantes,

A^rni^rerr^w^
accused them of bemg “a pest, an encumbrance rather than an

b€rDg pr°Ud’laay’ ob8tinate’ intractable, unskilful in 
the method, of agriculture," and of not having “ in almost a cen
tury cleared the quantity of three hundred acres of woodland he 
concludes bis complaint, thus: “as to their disaffection, their 
being of the Romish Religion, puts that beyond all doubt."*

All the letters of the governors of Annapolis, written from the time 
of the Treaty of Utrecht until the expatriation of 1755, are only 
a senes of accusations against the Acadians. They represent them 
as being Roman Catholics, papists, having recourse to their priests 
m all their difficulties, the priests taking upon themselves to 
mete out justice to their flocks: all this is set down as a great 
crime When the Indians, at the instigation of some faithless 
Englishmen, Wmnet and others, maltreated 
miners, and the Acadians working with them _
Acadians alone, in the eyes of Gov. Armstrong were guilty, and 
reported so to London. Other Indians, spontaneously or at the 
instigation of the Governor of Louisbourg, St. Ovide, pillaged some 
hshing estabhshments belonging to the English in the port of 
Lhedabouctou : the Acadians

m
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I

a party of English 
near Chignecto, the ft

I
, . were again blamed for their acts.

When the governors could not find even the shadow of a charge 
against them, they imagined their most virtuous and loyal acts 
were prompted by some criminal motive. As an example of this 
we will only quote a letter of Armstrong to the Duke of Newcastle, 
dated the 8th December, 1735 ;

“ As for the French inhabitants up the Bay of Fundy, and upon 
all that coast, I found them, upon my arrival there, very submis
sive, though I have great 
policy.”

But Philipp, reveal, to the Secretary (Craggs) a still greater 
crime a crime whose consequences must at all hazards be pre
vented, and which justifies the unparalleled rigor of the English 
authorities in the great drama of 1755 : “ Being once joined in 
body, with the help of the Indians to fa
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march off at their leisure, by the way of Bay Verte, with their 
effects, and distroy (sic) what they leave behind, 
their effects 1 Assuredly this crime is unpardorable, and their 
condemnation inevitable I But there was still a difficulty in the 
way to victory : the Acadians were numerous. They were, it is 
true, peaceable ; but the imagination of the English was filled 
with phantoms caused by memories of 1704 and 1707, which 
derfully troubled their peace of mind. They might boldly attack 
the Acadians, but by doing so they exposed themselves to their 
unerring aim, the deadly stroke of their axes, or to a judicial 
fiasco. Another expedient was thought of and adopted—the arms 
of deception were employed. The Acadians had taken the oath 
of allegiance; they feared nothing from the authorities ; peace 
reigned in the land ; a trap would certainly succeed, as the Aca
dians would not fail to fall into it. The principal object was to 
surprise the men and prevent them from resisting. As to the 
wotaen and children, the English warriors could afterwards more

They accomplished their work in this

Carry awayW S

won-

easily conquer them.
Governor Lawrence, aided by his two worthy subalterns, 

Colonel Winslow and Captain Murray, issued the following pro
manner :.1 Jp

clama tion:
To the inhabitants of the District of Grand Pré, Minas, River 

, Canard, etc. :
Whereas, His Excellency the Governor has imparted to us his 

determination touching the proposition made to the inhabitants, 
and has commanded us to communicate it to them in person, His 
Excellency being desirous that each one of them should be well 
informed concerning the intentions o# His Majesty, which inten
tions he has ordered us to communicate to them as he has made 
them known ; therefore, we order and strictly enjoin, by these 
presents, all the inhabitants of the above named district, as well 
_ all the other districts (adjoining), old men and young, together 
with the boys of ten years, to repair to the Church of Grand Pré, 
Friday, 5th inst, at 3 o’clock, p. m., that we may make known 
what we have been ordered to communicate to them ; no excuse 
will be admitted under any pretext, under pain of confiscation of 
their movables and effects, in default of real estate.

Given at Grand Pré, 2nd December, 1755, the 22nd year of 
His Majesty's reign.

as

John Winslow, f

>
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* Letter of Philippe to Secretary Greggs.—Nova Scotia Archives, p. 31. 
t Not hoing in possession of the original document, the translator gives an almort

has been done in the osst ofliteral rendering of the French of M. Poirier. The 
other citations.
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Erlking. 497
This obscure, halting and imperious proclamation possessed all 

the qualities needed to procure its desired effect; and the place 
named for the interview, the Church, seemed to the Acadians a 
guarantee of the good faith of the 
to whom they had sworn fidelity.

However, the attempt was not everywhere so successful. The 
Acadians were not ignorant of the dispositions of the English 
authorities towards them ; many of their priests imprisoned and 
banished; the threats so often ineffectually made by the gov
ernors; the presence of newly-arrived vessels and soldiers—all 
told of some misfortune. A great number of the inhabitants of 
Annapolis River, Beaubassm and Cobeguit preferred seeking safety 
m the woods or crossing the frontier to going to bear “the inten-

representatives of His Majesty

tions” of His Majesty. 
But the district of Minas (Grand Pré, Rivierè aux Canards, etc.,)

the richest, most populous and most important in all Acadie, 
against the greatest dissimulation and precaution had been 
fell into the snare.

Nothing more dolorous is narrated in history than the misfor- 
tune of this peaceful population snatched from their hearths, 
husbands separated from their wives, brothers from their sisters,’ 
mothers from their children, and then hurried on board different 
vessels and cast to the fourauarters of the globe, without even the 
poor consolation of a lon£ tender last embrace, of a last adieu, 
without hope of looking upon loved ones again ; and there is hardly 
anything baser than the coolness with which the

used,

snare was laid,
nothing viler than the motive of the action, nothing mote revolt
ing than the details of the separation and the embarking of the 
proscripts. No one can read in Haliburton or Rameau the recital 
of this infamous deed without dropping a tear over the victims 
and uttering a malediction upon the executioners.

i

the erlking.
[Translated from OoatU’a «Die FSsoheriim.”]

Who rides so late through the night wind wild ? 
It is a father with his child ;
He has hie boy safe in hie arm,
He holde him firmly and keepe warm, 
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u My son, why hid’st thou thy face in fear?”
“ Seest thou not, father, the Erlking near ?
The Erlking with his train and crown ?” 
u Tis only a streak of mist, my son.”
w Thou darling child, come go with me I 
The loveliest games will I play with thee,
Many bright-hued flowers are on the shore,
My mother has golden robes in store.”
“ My father, my father, dost tbou not hear,
What the Erlking promises in my ear ?”
“ My child be quiet, and qniet stay 1 
The winds in the dry leaves only play."

- u My gentle boy, wilt thou go with me ?
My daughter shall gaily wait on thee ;
My daughter leads the night danœajhrong,
And shall dance thee, and rock t*ee tosfeep with her song.”
u My father, my father, and seest thou not,
The Erlking’s daughter in that gloomy spot ?”
“ My son, my son, I see quite near,
The willows old that so gray appear.”
* I love thee ; thy fair form charms my sight,
And art thou not willing ? then I must use might”—
“ My father, my father, he seizes me, see I 
The Erlking has done some harm to me 1”
The father shudders, and urges on,
He holds in his arms his moaning son ;
He reaches his home through toil and dread ;
But in his arms his child was dead.

Seckriüe, N. B.
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MEMOIRS OF AN EXTINCT RACE; ]
MixOB,

The Bed Indians of Newfoundland.
BY THE REV. M. HARVEY.

AN a shelf, in the Geological Museum of St. John’s, N. F., may 
^'■-*be seen a human skull to which a curious interest attaches. 
It is the only cranium, known to be preserved, of the once numer
ous and powerful Bethuck or Boeothick tribe of Red Indians, the
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aborigines of Newfoundland, now extinct 
Europe and America, I believe there is 
original owner

!In all the museums of 
» , , . . not another skull whose

- thi. large iaUnd^ Di^wo^a^c^haB ^ o(

few yea™, by more than on. traveller, in theTnrtaTpWof 
tr.be around Red Indian Lake and other localitie*îm *„!, tr

ni M DOt evel11 fraem«-‘ could be found. So eom
pletely has the race whose canoes once glided over the lakJand
rivers of the island, and whose hunting-grounds extended r 
east t„ weal, been « improved off the fare of all creation." A few 
of their arrow and .pern head., and .tone implement, of various 
kind., have been dug up at interval, and preserved, but only a 
«.lrtary skull remain, to tell u. what wa, the conformation of that 

dome of thought,” that <• palace” in which 
Bethuck. For

I

;

I

'.1
I

.a

—----- — dwelt the soul of a
some years this precious relic lay unnoticed and

2S“b,UtS“°M a th” d“t^0Vered comer 01 “ apartment occu
lt by the Mechanic. Institute, and there wM Mme danger
that it might Sod if way to the diut bin. The prerent writer 
however succeeded in getting it trmreferred to it. pLent reetinj- 
pl^oe, where, no doubt, it wUl be prererved a. long a, if * 
hold fegether, and where it begin, to attrect much attention™ 
be solitary cranium of an eitinot tribe. Quite Utely it wa. 

photographed, in aU sort, of attitude* by a gentleman from Lon
don, who brought it under the notice of the Anthropological 
hwciety, where it awakened much interest, and led to ^
0n‘f16 7°!,60 Which ito fint proprietor belonged.

1 ?.e^U, ‘t*elf *» in » good elate of prerervation. „ 
doubtedly Indian, it i. not very là, inferior to the Caucreian type 
and indicate, no .mall amount of intelligence. The peculimftfei 
which .tamp the American Indmn droll are, however, unmi.tak-
foreh Jh TPUt’the l>ronu',,«“ cartel, the low defective
forehead, the «juare form, the quadmngular orbit, mid the nmreive
Th^'t “ ! T1”™ °f 1 ■*”«'>but “Ot one of a low type.
tetê r.?;i!0me re,“i"’ “e ,trong “d -o-d, and indU
rete that the wemer wa. not troubled with dy.pcp.ia. Around it,
m the place of it. prerent repore, me appropriately grouped
var.oui.fcdm, relire found in the rekmd, formed out oîLiÜ*

Une of three re an oblong vereel of reft magnreian .tone, hoUowed
" ,c d®Pth of two «ohé* the lower edge, forming a square of 

three and a half feet in the aide* In one corner i, ? hollow
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groove which apparently served as a spout. There are also two 
arrow-heads of a hard grey cheity stone, an aiwehàped tool of -- 
felsite slate, and a finely-worked and highly-polished gouge-shaped 
implement of chert, nine and a half inches in length. No little 
skill was requisite to shape these poor stone implement». At all 
events they were the best which heads of this type could produce ; 
and our poor brothers, now gone into oblivion, like the workers of 
Babylon and Nineveh, did what they could in this wilderness, to 
fight the battle of life against sore odds. Perhaps this handsome 
polished gouge was the work of some Angelo or Chantry of the 
Bethuck race, who initiated a new era in stone implements, and 
gave to his fellows higher ideas of beauty, and marked a step in 
the upward progress of these rude earth-dwellers. The memory of 
the mighty gouge-maker may have been cherished and sung in 
Bethuck rhymes, as we now revere the memory of the inventor of 
the locomotive. We must not despise the lowly toils of these 
Nomads, whose ancestors were perhaps hunting the deer and 
spearing the salmon, in Newfoundland, before the days of Hengist 
and Korea, when our own progenitors had not got far in advance 
of the red men. It may be that they had learned some of 
nature’s secrete which we have yet to discover. A* all events, in 
this skull, now so ghastly and grim in its fleshlees condition, beat 
substantially the same joys smd sorrows, hopes and fears, loves and 
hatreds with whidh dut own beads are throbbing to-day. The 
poor Betliudk mother loved as tenderly, folded her babe to her 
bosom as fondly as her civilised and refined sister of the nine
teenth -ftentury. And We tnay apostrophise this Bethuck skull 
fairly enough in the language of a poet

" Behold this tain 1 'TwaSaskrifl,
Once of etheMal spirit ML 
This narrow odl was Lite's retreat,
This space was thought’s mysterious sea*.

. What beauteous Visions filled this Spot,
What dmems of pleasure Tong forgot 1 
Nor hope, ‘nor love, nor joy nor tear 
Hava left one trace of record 

Ethnologist» are generally agreed In regarding the aborigines 
of America as beta single race, fcota Cape Horn to the confinée of 
the Esquimaux, around the Arctic Circle. But this widtfy diffused 
race is divided into -an infinite-dumber small tribes, presenting 

or less difference one from the Other. Dr. Morton divides
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Mtmoirc of an Extinct Race. 501
them broadly into two great families-the Toltecan nations, em- 
bracing the MeiUen. and Perovuna-.nd the barharou. tribes 
indudmg the whole remaining inhabitant, of the continent.
L h“ T6 «'“"«‘W -Uoh mark it aa American,
yet the Toltecan and barbarous tribes differ essentially in their
moral and physical characteristics, and also ip their craniologicel 
development. A careful measurement of a large number of the 
skulls of old Peruvians gave but seventy-five cubic inches as the 
average bulk of brain, while the Teutonic, or highest developed 
white race, gives ninety-two eubio inches. The mean of Mexican 
skulls is seveptymine or five above the Peruvian average. St range 
to say, however, the crania of the barbarous tribes of America 
shows a larger development than those of the comparatively civi
lised Peruvians and Mexicans, their mean being eighty-four cubic 
inches They development lay mainly, not in the intellectual 
lobe of the brain, but in those of the animal propensities and 
passions: and hence while possessing much energy, courage and 
force of character, they did not approach the Toltecan tribes in the 
arts of civilised life. The barbarous tribes have been arranged in 
five groups—the Iroquois, Algonkin and Apolachian, Dacota, 
Shoshonees and Oregonians. The question arises to which of 
these groups did the red men of Newfoundland belong ? Some 
writers have regarded them as being Esquimaux, and others as 
Micmacs : but for neither opinion if there any foundation. With 
the Esquimaux, who are Mongolians, they have nothing whatever 
in common ; and between them and the Miomace there are clearly 
defined points of distinction, Latham, one of the highest 
authorities in Ethnology, regards the Bethuoks of Newfoundland 
as a section of the grant Algonkin tribe. In hie “Varieties of 
Man,” be says that all doubt» on this subject have been set at rest 
by “a hitherto unpublished Bethuok Vocabulary with which I 
have been kindly furnished by my friend Dr. King, of the Ethno
logical Society. This marked them a separate section of the 
Algonkins, and such I believe them to have been." The evidences 
I am about to furnish, regarding their modes of life and peculiar, 
characteristics will be found, I think, to point to the same conclu
sion. Thus w# may safely classify them as a branch of the wide- 
spread and warlike Algonkins, whose area embraced the whole q( 
Canada, Nova Sootia, Cepe Breton, New Brunswick, Labrador and 
part of Hudson’s Bay territory, together with a large portion of the

I
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United States. In fact this tribe were distributed east and west, 
from the Rocky Mountains to Newfoundland, and north and south, 
from Labrador to the Carolinas. Thus the Beth neks were at all 
events sprung from a respectable stock of red men ; and if they 
were unable to retain a footing on this island before the advancing 
tread of the white men, they have only anticipated a little the 
inevitable doom which awaits their brethren in continental America.

At what time the tribe found their way to Newfoundland from 
the shores of Canada or Labrador, is, of course, utterly unknown. 
This much is certain—that when, in 1497, Cabot discovered the 
island, he found these Red Indians in possession of the country. 
For many centuries previously, in all probability, they had been 
fishing in its bays and creeks, hating the cariboo over its vast 
prairies, gliding along its rivers in their Birch canoes, and erecting 
their wigwams by the placid waters of its inland lakes. At this 
day there are not perhaps anywhere better hunting grounds than 
those of Newfoundland ; and what must they have been before the 
coming of the “ pale feuses" with their destructive fire-arms ? One 
can fancy that the island, with its abundance of wild creatures of 
all kinds, and its shores and countless lakes swarming with fish, 
must have been the very paradise of the red men. Unmolested, 
they pursued the game over a country having an area of forty 
thousand square miles. Countless herds of the finest reindeer 
bounded over the savannas of the interior, in their annual migra
tions from south to north ; and well the red men knew how to 
entrap and smite down the lordly stag; how to capture the beaver 
with which the ponds were lavishly stocked; and how to bring 
down the magnificent ptarmigan, of which vast flocks were every
where to be met. We can hardly doubt that when “ monarch s of 
all they surveyed,” and with all the resources of the island at their 
command, the Bethucks must have revelled in savage luxury, 
feasting on venison or the flesh of the wild goose, wild duck and 
grouse, and clothing themselves in the rich furs which were the 
spoils of the chase. For tribes who lived by fishing and hunting, 
it would be difficult to conceive of a more favorable locality than 
this island ; and if the Bethucks had not abundance of physical 
comforts in those early days, I am inclined to think the fault 
must have been their own. But for them tbte evil day arrived. 
The “pale faces” appeared; and then began the miseries and 
bloody conflicts which ended in their extermination.
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The early historical notices of the red men of Newfoundland 
are yery brief, but serve to give us some idea of their appearance 
and habits, as they presented themselves to the early voyagers. 
The earliest reference met with is in Hackluyt, Vol. III., p. 27, 
where there is an account of the discovery of Newfoundland by 
Cabot in 1497 ; and of the aborigines Cabot said : “ The inhabi
tants of this island use the skins and furs of wild beasts for 
garments, which they hold in as high estimation as we do our 
finest clothes. In war they use bows and arrows, spears, darts, 
clubs and slings/1. It appears that, on his second voyage, Cabot 
brought away three of‘the aborigines and took them to England. 
In Kerr’s Travels, Vol. VI., p. 3-10, we find a reference to these 
three men which indicates that they were by no means difficult to 
improve : “In the fourteenth year of the King (Henry VII.) three 
men were brought from Newfoundland, who were clothed in the 
skins of beasts, did eat raw flesh, and spoke a language which no 
man could understand ; their demeanour being more like that of 
brute beasts than men ; they were kept by the king for some con
siderable time, and I saw two of them about two years afterwards 
in the Palace of Westminster, habited like Englishmen, and not 
to be distinguished from Englishmen, until I was told who they 
were.” Jacques Cartier, in 1534, describes them as of “ indifferent 
good stature and bigness, but wild and unruly. They wear their 
hair tied on the top like a wreath Of hay, and put a wooden pin in 
it, or any other such thing instead of a nail, and with them they 
bind certain birds’ feathers ; they are well clothed with beasts’ 
skins, as well the men as the women, but the women go somewhat 
straighter and closer in their garments than the men do, with 
their waists girded.” Hayes, who was second in command to Sir 
Humphrey Gilbert, about 1583, and whose narrative has been 
preserved in the Hakluyt collection, says « the savages are alto
gether harmless.” Captain Richard Whitbourne, 1622, gives still 
fuller accounts in hie interesting book on Newfoundland. He tells 
us that “ the natural inhabitants of the country, as they are but 
few in number, so are they something rude and savage people, 
having neither knowledge of God, nor living under any kind of 
civil government. In»their habits, customs and manners they 
resemble Indians on the continent.” He further describes them 
as “ingenious and tractable, full of quick and lively apprehen
sions; willing to assist the fishermen in curing fish for a small
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hire.” He shows that in their habits they rnenmMrd the 
dian Indians, as they constructed canoes with the hash of bin* 
trees, “ which they sew very artificially and dose together, and 
overlay every seam with turpentine.* He -V» tells os thev 
were able to “ sew the rinds of spruce trees, round and deep in 
proportion, like a brass kettle, to boil their meat in and, en 
one occasion, he says, three of hie men surprised a party of them 
enjoying themselves in such a sumptuous fashion that it is evident 
they knew how to appreciate the good thirds around *h—n, and 
had very fair ideas of cookery : * They 
canoes by them, and had throe pots made of rinds of trees, stand
ing each of them on three stems, boiling, with fowls in eucb of 
them, every fowl as big as n pigeon, and
They had also many such pots so fowled, and fashioned like the 
leather buckets that are used for quenching fire, and 
the yolks of eggs, that they had taken and boiled hard and so 
dried small, which the savages used in their broth ; they had great 
store of the skins of deer, beetneis, bears, seals, otters, and divers 
other fine skins, which were well dressed ; as alee great store of 
several goots of flesh dried; and by shooting off a musket towards 
them, they all ran away naked, without any apparel, but only 
their hats on their heads, which were 
fashion like our hats." We ought to feel grateful to this quaint 
old skipper of the days of Queen Elisabeth, who has preserved 
these interesting details for us, and supplied the only picture we 
have of the domestic life of this extinct tribe. Judging from their 
larder, as here described, they must have been n remarkably well- 
to-do people, and must have had very fair ideas of -»»n-g them
selves tomfortable.

The friendly relations which at first ermtod between the white 
and red men in Newfoundland, did not long continue. The savage 
people speedily began to exhibit a tendency to 
man’s goods, when an opportunity offered; such objects as knives, 
hatchets, nails, lines or sails presenting a temptation which to them 
was almost irresistible. Their petty thefts were resided by their 
invaders as crimes of the darkest dye, quite snfRcisnt to justify 
the unsparing use of the strong arm for their extermination. The 
rude fishermen, hunters and trappers of those days 
lawless order of men, little disposed to try conciliation or kinds ns 
on n tribe of savages whose presence in the country was felt to be
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Beth ucks and Micmacs had been in alliance, but afterwards be
came the deadliest of foes, and carried on a long and destructive 
conflict. Assailed on the one hand by the white settlers, and on 
the other by the Micmacs, it is not wonderful that the unhappy 
tribe were slowly but sorely exterminated.

The British Government were at length aroused through the 
representations of various humane individuals, to take measures to 
arrest the barbarities of the settlers ; but owing to the scattered 
nature of the settlements and the lawless habits of the early 
furriers and fishermen, their efforts proved futile. The earliest 
official notice of the aborigines is in the form of a proclamation 
by the Governor, and bears date 1769, and seems to have been 
repeated on the accession of each new Governor. This document 
sets forth that His Majesty'had been informed that his subjects 
in Newfoundland, w do treat the savages with the greatest inhu
manity, and frequently destroy them, without the least provocation 
or remorse. In order, therefore, to put a stop to such inhuman 
barbarity, and that the perpretators of such atrocious crimes might 
be brought to due punishment, His Majesty enjoined and required 
all his subjects to live in amity and brotherly kindness with the 
native savages;" and further enjoined all magistrates to “appre
hend persons guilty of murdering the native Indians, and send 
them to England for trial."

Not content with such proclamations, the government engaged 
in various sealous efforts to establish friendly relations with the 
Beth ucks. A reward was offered for the capture of a Red Indian ; 
and in 1804 a female was taken by a fisherman and brought to St. 
John’s where she was kindly treated and sent back to her tribe 
loaded with presents. No result followed ; and a strong suspicion 
was entertained that the presents aroused the cupidity of the man 
to whose care she had been intrusted to be conveyed to her people, 
and that the wretch murdered her and took possession of the 
property.

In . 1810, Lieutenant Buchan of the Royal Navy was sent to the 
River of Exploits, with orders to winter there, and open a commu
nication with the Indian^ He succeeded in finding a party of 
them ; and taking two of their number as hostages, and leaving 
two marines with them as a pledge of good faith, be returned to 
his depot for presents. During his absence, the fears of the red 
men were aroused lest, from hie delay in returning, he might be
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bringing up reinforcements with a view to capture them; and 
they murdered the hostages and fled to the interior. In 1819 
another female was taken by a party of furriers on Red Indian 
Lake. Her husband and another Indian were with her, and
having offered resistance were both relentlessly shot. The 
was brought to St. John's, and 
month in which she was taken. She
ness and sent back to her friends with numerous presents, but died 
on the voyage, having been for some time a sufferer from
sumption. Her body was placed in a coffin, and left L___
margin of a lake, so that it might be found by her people. They 
conveyed it to their burying place on Red Indian Lake, far in the 
interior, where, as we shall presently learn, it was found several 
years afterwards by the adventurous traveller Cormack, lying 
beside the body of her murdered husband. Another Indian 
female was taken at a late

woman
was named Mary March from the 

was treated with great kind-

con- 
on the

r d*te. She was known by the Indian 
name of Shanandithit. Shelved six years in St. John’s and died 
in the hospital of consumption, the fatal disease, as she declared, 
of many of her tribe, and the same which carried off Mary March! 
Thus all hopes of atoning by kindness for past cruelties 
frustrated-

A finaUffort

were

open communications with the Bethucks was 
that year a “Bœothick Society,” formed in St. 

ving fok, its^objeot the civilization of the aborigines, 
an expedition to the part of the island supposed to be 
>fed by\a remnant of the tribe.

bad crossed the island in 1822, headed the expedi
tion. He took with him three Indians—one an able and intelli
gent man of the Abenakie tribe, from Canada ; the second an 
elderly Mountaineer from Labrador, and the third an adventurous 
young Micmac, born in Newfoundland. The party entered the 

. country at the inlet called the North Arm, at the mouth of the 
River Exploits, and took a north-west course to Hall’s Bay, in the 
Bay of Notre Dame, across the extsemities of New Bay, Badger 
Bay, Seal Bay, Ac. On the fourth day after their departure, at 
the east end of Badger Bay, Great Lake, at a portage known by 
the name of the Indian Path, they found traces made by the Red 
Indians, evidently in the spring or summer of the preceding year. 
They observed a ** canoe-rest,” on which the daubs of red ochre and 
the roots of trees used to fasten or tie it together, appeared fresh.

made in A 828. 
John’s, 
organiz
still Mr. Cormack, the —
traveller,
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Fragments of their akin dresses, a spear-shaft eight feet in length 
and recently made, ochred parts of old canoes and a few other 
objects were found scattered about. The remains of eight or ten 
winter mamatôeks or wigwams, each intended to contain from six 
to eighteen or twenty people, were also distinctly seen dose together, 
BeSides these there were the remains of summer wigwams. The 
winter wigwams were conical, the frame made of pdles covered with 
skins or birch bark. One difference between the Bethuck wig
wams and those of the other Indians was that in most of the former 
there were small hollows, like nests, dug in the earth around the 
fireplace, one for each person to sit in. “ These hollows,” says 
Cormack, are generally so dose together, and also so close to the 
fireplace and to the sides of the wigwams, that I think it probable 
these people have been accustomed to sleep in a sitting posture.” 
In addition, each winter wigwam had close to it a small square
mouthed or oblong pit, dug into the earth about four feet, to 
preserve their stores, &c. Some of these pits were lined with 
birch rind. Curiously enough too, Cormack also found in this * 
village the remains of a vapor bath which it seems was used 
chiefly by the old people for rheumatic affections. The Bethuck 
method of making a vapor bath was ingenious. Large stones 
first of all made very hot, in the open air, by burning a quantity 

, of wood around them. After this process, the ashes were removed, 
and a hemispherical framework, closely covered with skins, to ex-; 
elude the external air, was fixed over the stones. The patient 
then crept in under the skins, taking with him a birch-rind bucket 
of water, and a small bark dish to dip it ouL By thus pouring 
water on the hot stones he could raise the steam at pleasure.

Failing to get any further intelligence regarding the Red 
Indians at Hall’s Bay, Cormack decided on proceeding to Red 
Indian Lake, sanguine that at that noted rendezvous he should 
find the object of hie search. After a march of ten days over a 
marshy country, during which no traces of the red men were seen, 
they obtain a glimpse of this beautifully majestic and splen
did sheet of water, more than thirty-five miles in length and five 
or six in breadth, containing a number of islands. From the hills 
at the northern end of the lake they looked down on its waters 
with feelings of anxiety and admiration. No canoe could be dis
covered moving on its placid surface ; no human sounds reached 
their ears; no smoke frotil wigwams mounted into the air.
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Silence, deep as death, reigned around. They were the first 
Europeans who bad seen Red Indian Lake in an unfrozen state, 
only one or two parties having preceded them in the depth of 
winter, by way of the Exploite River. The view was grand, solemn, 
majestic—an unbroken sheet of water stretching fer beyond the 
limits of vision. * We approached the lake,” says Cormack, “ with 
hope and caution ; but found to our mortification that the Red 
Indians bad deserted it for some years past. My party had been 
so excited, so sanguine and so determined to obtain an interview 
of some kind with these people, that on discovering from appear
ances everywhere around us, that the Red Indians, the terror of 
the Europeans as well as the other Indian inhabitants of Newfound
land, no longer existed, the spirits of one and all were deeply 
affected. The old Mountaineer was particularly overcome."

The party -spent several “ melancholy days ” wandering around 
the borders of the east end of the lake. Every where they met 
With indications that this had long been the head-quarters of the 
tribe, in the days when they enjoyed peace and security. On 
several places, % the margin of the lake, they found small clusters 
of winter and summer wigwams in ruins ; also a wooden building 
constructed for drying and smoking venison in, still perfect, and a 
small log-honse, probably a store-house, in a* dilapidated con
dition. Among the bushes on the beach they lighted on the 
wreck of a large handsome birch canoe, twenty-two feet in length 
and evidently but little used. The probability is that it had been 
rent in the way it was found, and that tbe people who were in it 
had perished.

The most interesting objects met with were their repositories 
for their dead, one trait of tbe Bethucks having been great respect 
for tbe remains of their dead. It appears, from Carmack’» account, 
that there were among them four modes of disposing of tbe dead, 
according to the tank and character of tbe persons entombed. 
One of the repositories met with * resembled a but ten feet by 
eight or nine, and four or five feet high in the centre, floored with 
squared poles, the roof covered with rinds of trees, and in every 
way well secured against the weather inside, and tbe intrusions of 
wild beasts.” On entering this structure, their curiosity was 
raised to the highest pitch. They found the bodies Of two grown 
persons laid out at full length on the floor, wrapped round with » 
deer-skins. But what moat astonished them was the discovery of
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a white deal coffin containing a skeleton neatly brooded m white 
muslin. This 7
carried by some mem hen of her tribe from the 
solitude. In the hnfldiag 
images of a

to this

and a
and wife, and a small doD which no

to
a child.

*4

an iron axe, a bow, a quiver of arrows placed by the as
Mary March’s husband, and two fire-stones, (radiated i 
from which they produced fire by striking them together l iar at 

, his head. There were ako Tarions Hods of culinarr utctisiL*. 
neatly made of birch rind and ornamented."

of
pyrites

of the W, Indiana of the 
body of the deceased had been wrapped in hi

of

property, placed 00 a a half
from the ground. The

feet high, fixed perpendicularly in the ground, to sustain _ 
kind of crib, fire feet and a half in length by fbwr in h—At with
seven a

a
tally, and on which the body and property rested. A third mmfe 
was, when the body

enclosed in a kind of box, on the groend. The box_______
of small squared posta, laid on each other boriaontaDy, and notched 
at the corners, to nmke them

0

It

rind, to exclude the weather. The body lay on the rij 
A fourth and _ to wrap the 

body in birch rind, and cover it over with heaps of -*~xrr. an the 
surface of the groend, in some retired spot. Sometimes the body 
thus wrapped up 
spot covered with 
sandy and soft, the graves

pot a foot or 
In one

Cunnack’s party returned by nay of the Baser of Exploits, which 
flows from Bed Fi
about

the lake to the 
enty miles; and, says Cormaek,-down this noble riser
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ad intrepidity 
accomplish/wl 
ska.* “MJnat

on rafts in four days, to 
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Z

the custom was peculiar to the Bethucke. Their bo we were of 
sycamore and sometimes of mountain ash, about five and » half 
feet in length, the string being of deer’s sinews. Tbe arrows were 
of well-eeasoned pine or sycamore, slender, light and perfectly 
straight. Their intercourse with tbe whites supplied them with 
scraps of iron, out of which they made a two-edged lance, about 
six inches long for the arrow head. Their arrows were “ feather
ed.’’ The deer-fences were made by felling the trees along tbe 
ridge of the river’s bank, without chopping tbe trunks quite 
asunder, taking care that they fell parallel with the river, each 
tree having been guided so as to coincide with and fall upon the 
last. Gaps were filled up by driving in stakes and interweaving 
the branches and limbs of other trees. They were raised to the 
height of six, eight or ten feet, as the place required, and were 
.*ot to be forced or overleapt by tbe largest deer. Tbéir wigwams 
v ere conical, and proportioned in size to tbe number'o? the family, 
t- eir beds forming, as we have seen, a circle of neet>-like hollows 
*round the fire-place. The frame of the wigwam was -composed 
of poles and covered with birch rind, through which was an open
ing for the smoke to escape. Blight as such dwellings were, and 
easily constructed, yet there are instances on record of their having 
endured the blasts of more than thirty winters. Their canoes, 
bows, arrows and garments were colored with a kind of paint, 
made from red ochre and tbe fat of deer. .

I close this brief account, which I believe embodies almost every
thing of importance that is known, regarding the history, manners 
and customs of this extinct race, with a few words as specimens of 
their language taken from a vocabulary which i? in tbe possession 
of a gentleman in St. John’s t—

Indian.

-<

"r Emmas. 
. .Arrow.
. .Boy. 
".Beaver. 
.Bear. 
.Body.

_____Canoe.
fn.ii/i
Clouds. 
Deer.

1- i %
Dogemat,------
BuLanhainesh,
Mamshet,.... 
Gwashuwet,.. 
Haddabotiuq, 
Tapathook,.. 
Tnunamooeet, 
Berroioh,.,.. 
Osweet,........

Bideeook,.. 
Isedoweet,.. 
AAmwhjt .
Thine..........
Memasuk, .. 
Baroodisiok,

• • • •••••• «.«.a ei» *<•

• •• •••••• • » • e t • • •

.Dl

.Beal
........... ••• ••• • • • *

.Sleep.
.Stars. 
Thank yon. 
Tongue. , 
Thunder.

<
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Since the foregoing was written, I have been favored bv 
monition, dated April 19th, 1875, from Alexander Mmray* &n 
F. G. a, in reference to the Red Indian SkuU, now in his Musera

Tnhat ** from Hon. Dr. Winter^
****' ful1 Perticul*r8 ««Mding the skull, which completely

fnuinenew * relic* The Doctor state, that* >
1S34, being then resident in Greenpond, he was called upon by a 
person who wanted a troublesome tooth extracted. The patient 
stated that he was convinced that his sufleriogs were attributable 
to the fact of his having been in possession of the todth of a Red 
Indian who had been killed on the “ Straight Shore," and whose 
body lay buned in a spot which he described. The Doctor extract- 
ed the aching tooth, and undertook to restore the Red Indian’s 
grinder to its original owner. He hoped in this way to obtain the 
skeleton of one of the extinct race ; while at the same time be 
quieted the superstitious fears of the patient Accordingly be 
hired a boat and proceeded to the locality described, 
siderable labor the grave was discovered, and in it he found the 
skull, a thigh bone, a shoulder blade and a few other bones *
but the remainder had been carried off by wolves or foxes. Tte 
skull was in a good state of preservation, except that the cheek 
bone and the lower part of the socket of one eye had been broken, 
evidently, in the doctor’s opinion, by shot Mr. Murray 
that his specimen is exactly in this condition, thus proving its 
identity. Underneath where the body had lain the doctor found 
«a concave circular hole, lined with birch bait, about twenty 
inches in diameter, and ten inches in depth, at the bottom of which 

two pieces of iron pyrites.” He also found the shaft of m 
spear stained with red ochre. Unfortunately these relics bave been 
lost. The skull was presented by the doctor to the St. John’s 
Mechanics’ Institute, in 1850, where it was kept till the contents 
of the Museum were dispersed, when I succeeded in placing it in 
the safe keeping of Mr. Murray. The doctor has just sent to the 
Geological Museum the remaining bones which had been in his 
possession till now. Thus, all that remains of the poor Indian are ' 
now once more brought together.

Dr. Winter mentions that the boatman wfro accompanied l»im 
to the Indian’s grave, finding that he meant to bring away the 
remains, refused to trust himself in the boat, declaring that 
“ neither luck nor grace would follow such doings, as robbing the
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A* STDBY QJ* An LOST àlïACELET.

CttAPTEfl VI.

('

Howard, that nmuses you so
fi - . »ft«r watch-
Howard quietly banded him the 

Joe lauded and passed it toIs
1

ti
“4t?s*hi t® appeared to me yesterday," 

a front view for I afraid I 
I wanted too, to bring inSi

tl

5v§5>I
•P-

« *•* representation of Dignity 
trwe 84 tall and graceful, 

i hie hands in his pockets 
®*e»y square inch of hie podgy 

thn back of his head too, that’s 
«ter." 44 And how well

,___  ________ „ , ^together,” said Winnie,
®sns- are beautiful, and the wafer, and stones,—it’s the

and.Ii

and
"illL

IHwosgfe’o favoei

i t

I’ll make another 
I ®m getting my hand in again, rn+,

•»*. .
nr iet« oM,’ seed Joe, taking it from 
it again. « Yes, itfrmy favorite bit

beautiful
seen* Winnie.’’ .

1* said Joe, the sigh. «You
n .*

»

paw, “if yon being that
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bit of the woods in here for me I shall prize it very highly, for it 
will be almost as good as going out to see it.”

“ I’ll go and begin it at once,” said Howard, going off to find his 
little guide. He had already written to his partner to say that he 
wanted another fortnight, explaining that he had accidentally met 
with some friends, and asking him to execute a small commission 
for him with all possible speed.

The next two or three days he spent in the woods sketching 
busily, always taking Georgie with him and bringing home 
pockets full of all sorts of pretty cones and burrs and acorn-cups 
for Rosie, and handfuls of ferns and moss and wild-flowers for 
Winnie. Twice in the afternoons he managed to get Joe and his 
chair out to the front-door, where he could sit and enjoy the scene 
and the soft warm air for an hour or two. Poor Joe, no words 
could express the pleasure .that he took in Howard’s visit, but the 
lighting up of his expressive face when Howard received a letter 
from Mr. Harding and informed them gleefully, like a school-boy 
out for his holiday, that he had leave of absence for three weeks 
longer if he chose to take it, spoke, eloquently for him.

Two days after receiving this'letter, and after a critical exami
nation of the light wagon and the only horse the establishment 
boasted, he asked Winnie if she could go for a drive with him as 
far as “ Brown’s,” the place where the stage stopped.

“ Why, do you know how far that is?” she asked in astonish
ment.

“ Yes,” he said, “ it’s over six miles, but Tom thinks the horse 
might not break down even in that distance.”

“Now Howard," said Winnie laughing, “you needn’t make fun 
of our poor old steed, but it wasn’t of him I was thinking, but of 
Joe.”

“ Joe says he can manage very well with Letty and Georgie to 
take care of him.” .

“ But the baby and Rosie ? Rosie might do, though, under 
Letty’s care, but could I take baby I wonder?”

“ Yes, to be sure, take him with you. Now, can you be ready in 
three-quarters of an hour ? ”

“Yes, easily,” said Winnie. “Oh!” she added, clasping her hands 
together, “ it’s so long since I had a drive, and it’s more than a 
year since I went as far as Brown’s.”

“My poor old man!” she said to Joe before they started, “it 
doesn’t seem right to leave you.”
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“ Nonsense, my darling,” he said gaily, «you know I never want 

much attention, and now I can sit upyl don’t mind being left

ÆtSaîï&t; rr x
mother kissed him hastily, and ran out to the wagon. Howard
J,Ped hfr‘n“d Placed her comfortably, then Letty brought the
s^rLd °d i ^ Wentr, The W6nt to 8leeP «*>n after they 
started, and slept until they reached their destination.. Mrs
Brown, who was glad to see her feroff neighbor Mrs. Gardiner,
once more made up a bed for the baby on the sofa, and then
hastened to make a cup of tea for her guests, who were glad of

h*:ing !*ken an *** ^ ianch> ***** of
waiting for dinner, before they started. Howard came in laughing
and rubbing his hands just as Mrs. Brown was placing the tea and
bread-and-butter and ham on the table. « It’s all right,” he said

Wbat’s aU right,” asked Winnie.
hi^What we came for,” he said, and no more could be got out of

some

When Winnie. . , , , », came out to Set in the wagon to go home, she
started back in surprise.

“ Whatever is that, Howard ?” she cried.
“ What does it look like?” he asked gleefully.
“ K’1 » wheeled chair, and it’s for Joe I„ „ Oh Howard 1”
‘ Gome, give me your baby and jump in,” he said, seeing that 

she was just ready to burst into tears. « I think I’ve fastened the 
thing up securely ; I hope we shall not lose it on the way.”

The journey home was considerably longer than the other way, 
and poor Winnie, from having stayed at home so much, began to 
feel uneasy about those she had left behind. Howard saw the 
anxiety in her face, and pushed on as fast as possible, but it was 
up-hill work chiefly, and the horse was a very poor one; so it was 
quite tea-time when thej reached the cottage. The door was 
opened for them before they stopped.

“ Is all well ? asked Winnie, as Letty came to take the baby.
“ Yes, ma’am,” she answered.
“Did you ask if all were weU?” called Joe from his 

“ why, of course it is.”
W innie ran in and threw her arms round him. “ Oh, my 

darling. she said, “ I’ll never go away and leave you again.”
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“ Yee you will” said Joe, laughing ; “for I shall send you. 
Why, I’ve been enjoying it almost as much as if I’d been out 
myself, thinking how much you were enjoying it. I have followed 
you in imagination every bit of the way. And I told Letty to set 
the table for tea in here, so that 
could hear all about it.”

oould have it together, and I

Winnie smiled to herself as she thought of the pleasure that 
was in store for him, and that thought, and his unselfish cheer
fulness, brightened her and enabled her to get all the good that 
she wanted out of her trip.

“ Why, I shall begin to call you Miss Winnie Roberts by-and- 
by,” said Joe at the tea-table, after looking at her for a long time ; 
“ /ou look like you did the first time I saw you*”

“ She looks like she did the first time I saw hear," sspd Howard.
“Have I changed much since then, Howard?” she asked half 

sadly, for she was conscious in part of a change in herself.
“ Yes, a good deal,” said Howard.
“ I wish you would tell me,” said Winnie, leaning forward and 

speaking earnestly. ,
“Tell you what?” he asked.
“ How I am changed.”
Howard hesitated. “ I scarcely know how to tell you without 

seeming almost insulting. If I say you are harder and sharper 
now than you were then, it would seem bo make you out an un
gentle, unladylike woman now, or a very soft and dull one then ; 
but really I don’t think you have changed so much as that the 
outer crust has worn off, or the inner nature pierced through and 
discovered you to be » shrewder and braver woman than you at 
that time appeased."

“Well,” said Winnie, with a smile, “yon have done your best 
to put it delicately ; but really and truly, 1 am a harder, sharper 
woman now than I was then. It is as if I were a soldier’s wife 
then, and a soldier myself now.”

“ Yes, that’s it,” said Joe, quickly, “ you feel you have to fight 
for me now instead of my fighting for you.”

“And you must fully understand,” said Howard, “that I didn’t 
see anything wanting in you then, neither do I see anything to 
regret in tbs change.” Winnie bowed to him with her brightest 
smile as an acknowledgment of the compliment, and then adroitly 
changed the sutyeot
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The wit morning n. u bright and .unnr as could be dmimd 

and ae mon a. poariblo, Howard bad Joe ont and gave bin. an ^

Kr^ur
only acknowledgment in words was an earnest low-spoken “mv 
dear fellow, I didn’t deserve this.*

Howard kept him out until he

88
i!cl

I
wrappers round him. His

was spent by Joe almost entirely out of doors. At 
first they contented themselves with the road outside the cottage 
but afterward, their journeys were extended up the hill-side or 
down mto the valley. Up the hill was Joe’s favorite ramble, and 
HdWBidfclt his heart glow with a real true happiness when he saw 
the brightening of the poor delicate face as they paused now and 
then «d turned to enjoy the view, and as Joe pointed out to him 
the different points of interest, and told him how he had hoped to 
‘‘see a church here and a school-house there,” and farm-houses 
dotted about in different attractive spots. And surely he was more 
than repaid for his thoughts gift, when be saw how much stronger 
Joe grew, and when on the last day of hi. stay, he walked out, feebly 
it is true, but with no other help than that of a stick, from his 
room to the chair. And when he was leaving and the children 
clung to him and begged him to stay, and Joe clasped his hand 
and seemed heart-broken at losing him, and Winnie leaned her 
fece against his arm and said tearfully, « Don’t think me ungrate
ful, Howard, but I almost wish now that you hadn’t come,” he felt 
a hard lump rise up in his throat and he almost wished he could 
stay and make this his home that seemed so much more like one 
tl.au any he had known rinoe bis father died, and use his wealth 
to carry out Joes pet projects. But he did not, he only resolved to 
come again, and meanwhile he thought he would try to live like 
them, and do more good than he had hitherto.

m
that was fine
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that took him to New York before 
he returned to Cincinnati, and while there he bought a copy of 
Holman Hunt’s “ Light of the World,” and a beautiful painting of

Hovabd had some bush
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some part of the Yosemite Valley, and sent them off to “ Claren
don,” the grand name that one of the earliest arrivals had bestowed 
on the settlement. ** For Joe’s room,” he wrote inside the wrap
per, intending them to take the place of the little sketches that 
Winnie had framed very prettily with cones and birch-bark before 
he left. When he had sent off the parcel he went on feeling that 
there was an end of the poetry and beauty of his trip, and taking 
very little interest in anything that he saw or heard. He had to 
plunge into business with redoubled energy when he reached home, 
as his partner, Mr. Harding, was waiting for his arrival to enable 
him to join his wife at the sea-side. Somehow or other, the 
business and all connected with it had grown very distasteful to 
him, and though he said that it was the natural result of being 
out of harness so long, yet he knew in his secret heart that that 
was not all. There were so many little tricks and turns in the 
business that he had grown reconciled to, or received as inevitable 
before, that seemed mean, and almost dishonest to him now. And 
then, something within him was constantly reminding him that 
he had not kept the resolution be formed before hie return, of 
living for some nobler end than the mere accumulating of money, 
but that he was sliding down into the old groove. It was in vain 
that he told himself he had not time to do good, he knew that he 
could have made time, but that his old business habits 
strong upon him, and that he had a great repugnance to going out 
of his way, and giving himself a lot of trouble to hunt up cases of 
misery that he would rather not see. He made one or two weak 
attempts at doing good in secret, taking the easiest path to it, the 
very thing Joe bad warned him against, and he succeeded, in 
almost all the cases, in doing harm instead of good, and at last he 
came to the conclusion that it was too hard work for him* Well, 
all this dissatisfaction with himself, and Joe’s faithful earnest 
letters made him pretty miserable, and so the ground of his heart 
was kept broken up and not allowed to harden into such a crust as 
would prevent that little seed that had been sown there, from 
growing at last

About a month after Howard’s return to the city, one of his 
fellow-boarders married, and a week or two later he went, one 
evening to call on the happy pair. They were both engaged when 
he arrived at the house, but sent word begging him to wait a few 
minutes and they would join him in the drawing-room. He

were so

#
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entwed the modest little apartment bo designated‘ and sat down to * 
wait. The “few minutes" lengthened out, and to help pass the 
time away he took up a book from the table and opened it It ”
was a biographical sketch of Lord H------life, and was a noble,
Stirring example of the good that one devoted Christian might do 
Among the many texts of Scripture with which the work abounded 
there was that word of St Paul’s to Timothy, “Endure hardness 
as a good soldier of Jesus Christ." He had just come to that when 
his friend Davis entered the room, followed in a minute by his wife, 
a merry black-eyed girl, and Howard had to be introduced and to - 
offer hie congratulations and bis present, a pretty little frosted 
silver and crystal vase ; and then the evening passed in merry chat, 
interspersed with music, Mrs. Davis being a very fair performer on 
the piano; and then Howard took his leave, but all through the 
evening those words he had read rung through hie mind, chiming 
m with the music, and forming an undertone accompaniment to 
the sprightly conversation and seeming to Howard’s fancy to give 
a senous meaning to many of the light words that were spoken.
He went home to his boarding-house and to his room, and taking 
out his seldom used Bible—hie mother’s Bible—and finding the 
verse read it over again, as well as the following verses, in which 
he saw a meaning that bcThad never seen before. It was just the 
message that he wanted ; being neither promise nor threat ; it was
no appeal to the baser part of his nature, but to all that was 
noblest in him.

“ Yes,” he thought, “ there is a discipline that every soldier 
must undergo before he can be any good to the cause he professes 
to defend. But what is this discipline ? I don’t understand the 
matter at all ; but this I do understand, that if I enlist in this 
warfare I shall have to give up all that is opposed to it, and I 
don’t see how I can

581

Mi:

: i‘i :'ll .

U

m

: *
>

&

1 i

m

m
Ü
r ido that. I wish I had fome one to show me
üsilthe way.”

The next day was Saturday, and Howard was very busy; but 
through all that he had to do he kept those words in his mind. 
His partner returned in the afternoon, and on hie way from the 
depot to his house stopped for a minute at the store. Howard 
went out to the carriage to speak to Mrs. Harding and the children, 
and received a very pressing invitation to come and spend the 
uext day with them and hear all about their trip, which had been 1 
unusually gay. He thanked Mrs. Harding absently, and went 
back to his desk. The next mwning he went to church, honestly
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•eeking light on the subject of his thoughts, but the text only 
increased hie perplexities and drove hie convictions deeper. It 
was Joshua’s admonition to the children of Israel: “And if it 
seem evil unto you to serve the Lord, choose you this day whom 
ye will serve.” And Howard went home and forgot all about Mrs. 
Harding’s invitation, spending the whole afternoon in bis own 
room. All the next week he was in the same state of unrest, 
passing almost sleepless nights and wholly uneasy days. He felt 
that he wanted some one to guide him, and there 
whom he liked to go—no one nearer than Joe and Winnie Gardi
ner. He thought of them, and wished they were nearer, for he 
felt that he couldn’t say all he wanted to in writing; but it never 
occurred to him to go to them until his partner, noticing his 
jaded looks, joked him about the attraction up among the hills, 
and accused him of pining for some fair lady he had met there, 
ending by telling him to go back, if he wanted to, and spend 
another week or two there, but to be sure and come home again 
looking more like himself.

“Do you mean it seriously?” asked Howard; “do you think 
you can do without me for a few days or a week longer?”

“I do, indeed, mean it seriously,” said Mr. Harding; “as to 
doing without you, of course it won’t be easy ; but I «hall have to 
do without you altogether if you don’t get better. I am begin
ning to think this life doesn’t agree with you.”

“ So am I,” said Howard. 1
“Well, how soon will you go? This is Tuesday, and Mrs. 

Harding’s party comes off on Thursday, you will stay for that ?”
“ No, I think not, if Mrs. Harding will kindly let me off. I 

don't feel equal to parties, and I think I will take the night train 
this evening ; but it isn’t what you think at all," he added, seeing 
Mr. Harding smile at his impatience.

“No? W ell, we shall see. Go to-night by all means. And*by- 
the-by I wanted to speak to you about that young Davis. You 
know him ? Well he was here to-day to see if we had a vacancy 
in the office. He has lost his situation and has only been married 
a few weeks. Could we take-him en for a time until be >*" get 
something better ? He is steady ?”

“ Steady 1 Yes indeed, I don’t know any 
sorry he has lost his situation, bet I don’t wonder, for the chief of

no oae to

more so. I am

the department he was in is a most unreasonable, unpleasant man. 
do take him on and he nan do my work while I am away."i »
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gySSSSStt SSS Jïï 32
T 1 WOadw 1 oever tbou«ht of it before. It would aet
Joe «•&**»* up so comfortably and relievo them from bo much
TM"<11 beh®VQ wouid 116 happier here with them than in 
Unmanati m Mm. Harding’, aet. Well, I’ll think about it," and
htt went at$^“ vigorously. The result of his thoughts
Wa, 008 ie“erith*t ^ Hardin a week late,, and
caused him no little astonishment.
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-Hfs»<ieeid«icm of «ofteniogof the brain,”«id Mr. Hardie». 
Ü» mumrng after he reeled Homud'e l«to„ aa be rat at braai 
fast with his wife and her
widow of a country doctor.

^Wbet is?" asked hi. wiie. “Oh, you mean about Howard

¥«v Why the man’s * fooL Whsfc motive he can have for 
givmg up such prospects as his to go and bury himself up there, 
is beyond me to conceive. Why, he^an’t think to make money 
these. He, with lus ability, to do such a foolish thing 1"

“ Perhaps he has some better object in view than merely making 
money, Cousin Harding," ventured Mrs. Price.

“ Dottt -vou •• anything against making money, Cousin Lydia.” 
said Mn Harding, laughing. “You Quakers know how to do it 
as well as anybody.’’ (Mm. Price had be« a Quakeress before her

(

illoousin by marriage, Mrs Price, the
Ml
^V'w

I
ai.
§

. ÜM «ud ‘ra«Wj, making mm,.*- the am, quiatly turning 
in which a close observer could detect a gleam 

»t fua too, upon him. “ I don’t know this Howard Wilmot. What 
sort of a young man is he? Iibe serious sad steady? Steady he 
must he though, by your account of him."

Steady as a rock 1 I don’t know that*he is serious the way th*t 
: mean. You mean religious, don’t you ? ”

“1fmr
“No,I don’t think them is anything of that sort about him, and 

vet I don’t know, he
away. It might be a symptom."

Mrs. Price gave him a quick glance but said nothing.
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“ How do you like Mr. Davis?” asked Mrs. 
like to have him for a paru **?”

“ Oh, well, he is a sensible, steady fellow, I think, but he hasn’t 
the push and energy about him that Wilmot has. Wilmot is one 
of those daring speculators that never miss a chance, and the moei, 
lucky fellow I ever saw. Oh now, Cousin Lydia, you needn’t pull 
down the corners of your mouth ; he never did anything in the 
way of business but what one of your ancestors might have been 
proud of doing.”

“You seem to have a great admiration for my ancestors,” said 
Mrs. Price, quietly smiling.

t “ I always admire successful men," he said, but his manner was so 
quiet that it would be difficult to tell whether it was in fun or 
earnest. . *

“ Come, Cousin Lydia,” said Mrs. Harding, rising from the table, 
“let us go into the other room, I haven’t had a good talk with you yet."

“ Yes, I want to hear about your trip,” said Mrs. Price, as she 
followed her hostess into the charming little sitting-room in which 
she usually spent her mornings. “It must have been delightful 
to be by the sea. I have been promising myself that I would take 
the girls to the sea-side for two or three years, but I have not found 
it convenient yet.”

k, “Oh!” said Mrs. Harding, springing up from the low easy-chair 
in which she was seating herself, “ you must come up stairs and let 
me show you all my dresses. I had some of the most lovely things 
to wear this summer. It was the nicest trip I think I ever had.”

She led the way up the broad crimson-carpeted stairs to the 
large luxuriously-furnished dressing room that seemed to Mrs. 
Price’s modest ideas too elegant for anything, with its easy-chairs, 
lounges, and mirrors, flowers, and pictures. All one side of the 
room was filled up by a great wardrobe, and opening its plate-glass 
doors, Mrs. Harding took out of its vast recesses dress after dress 
which she displayed to her Cousin with evident delight.

“Isn’t that exquisite!” she exclaimed with rapture, as she 
spread one shiny, lustrous silk,' richly trimmed with lace, on the 
lounge in front of Mrs. Price ; “ and look here,” she said, opening 
a jewel-case, “ I teased Willard for two years to get me a set of 
emeralds, and just before I went away he sent for these. I didn’t 
expect anything quite so magnificent. Now, aren’t they lovely, 
Cousin Lydia?”

ing, “ would you
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They are ^certainly very fine stones,” said Mrs. Price. She 

could not say she did not admire them, but whatever else she had 
given up when she left the Society of Friends, she retained all her 
old ove of plainness and simplicity, and to her the wearing of 
jewellery and gay clothes was something very weak and foolish if 
not absolutely wicked. She did not adhere closely to the old- 
fashioned Quaker style, but her rich silks were all of soft, subdued 
tints, and made perfectly plain; and her glossy brown hair was 
knotted up closely and shaded by a little white lace cap.

“ I wore them for the first time with that dress,” said Mrs. 
Harding, pointing to the one she had spread on the lounge “ at
the first ball after I went to M------. Oh, Cousin Lydia, it was
the loveliest ball ! I danced the whole night—and the most dia- 
tinguished partners 1 You know it was the height of the season 
when I got there, and the place was just full 1 Oh, it was splendid ! 
Do your girls dance ? ” .

“ ^°’ sa*d Mrs. Price, quietly ; “ they have never learned, and 
they seem perfectly contented with their occupations and such 
amusements as they have. I am glad it is so.”

“ You don’t approve of dancing.”
“ Well> «nee you have asked me, I must candidly say I think it 

is rather a silly amusement, and certainly not good for the health, 
and it involves great outlay in time and money that we cannot 
well afford.”

“ Why, I thought Cousin Louis left you very well off?”
“ 1 es, I am thankful to say he did ; but I find uses for all m v 

income,” Mrs. Price answered quietly.
Mrs. Harding sat looking out of the window for a few minutes 

in silence, then turning to her guest, she said, “ I 
think me very wicked, Cousin Lydia?”

^r8. Price looked at her kindly. “ No indeed, Cousin Emma ;
I think that, like many women of the present day, you are more 
weak than wicked.”
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1Mrs. Harding shrugged her shoulders with all her customary 

vivacity. “ I don’t like that,” she said ; “it seems to me I’d 
rather be wicked than weak. I did feel rather wicked when I 
took off this dress the -noming after the ball, and saw the con
dition of the lace. Look, Cousin Lydia, how it’s torn. Do you 
think it can ever be mended ?” *
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As Mrs. Price bent her head to look at the tear in the delicate 
fabric, her cousin noticed the lace cap that covered her hair.

“Oh, how lovely I” she exclaimed, “where did you get such lace 
„ out in the country? You wearing lace, tool Why, Mrs. Lydia, 

what are you thinking about?”
Mrs. Price’s pale chpek flushed a little at this unexpected attack. 

“ I dare say yfti are surprised at me,” she said, “but to tell.you 
the truth, there is a young girl from England in our village, who 
is a lace-maker by trade ; she has lost both her parents, and is 
thrown upon her own resources, and she has an incurable spinal 
complaint, and the only work she can do with any degree of ease 
or yiftnese is lace-making; so I thought it was better to give her 

employment and stimulate a feeling of independence, than, 
to give her the money and make her feel that she was living on 
charity. She made me several caps, and some collars and edging 
for Martha and Louisa. I thought, under the circumstances, that 
there was no more harm in wearing lace than plain net or muslin 
caps."
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“ Harm ? I should think not! It is beautiful! Why, * 
Cousin Lydia, I wish you would get some of her lace for me, and 
I dare say I could get some of my friends to buy some, too.”

“Oh, thank you, Cousin Emma! ilf you can, it will be doing 
her so much good, and I shall look upon it as a. great favor to 
myself. It s a great blessing to have wealth if one has the disposi
tion to use it wisely.”

“ But I am not like you," said Mrs. Harding, soberly, “ I can’t 
deny myself, I am bound to bu" oretty things when I see them 
whether it is wise or not, and n« ter who is in want. It’s a 
temptation I can’t resist.”

“ But suppose you hadn’t the means ?” said Mrs. Price, looking 
at her curiously. ,

Such a hopeless expression of misery ca*. over the gay little 
woman s face at the mere thought of such a idling that her cousin 
mercifully changed the subject.

Let us leave them now and take a peep into thé home of Mr. 
Harding’s proposed partner. It is evening, and Mr. Davis and bis 
wife are sitting together at tea, engaged at the same time in 
earnest conversation.

“ Doesn’t it seem strange, Charlie?” says Mrv.. avis,«* that, after 
waiting so long for your position to improve and then deriding at
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last that it was better not to wait any longer but to be married 
and make the best of it, that this good fortune should happen to 
us ? How pleased mamma will be.”

“Yes, doesn’t it seem as if .we 
time.” „ 1 . ’

581

had jnarried just in the right 
* • . * ■ »

How rich Mr. Harding must be,” said Mrs. Davis, reflectively.
“ I saw Mrs. Harding pass in her carriage yesterday, and oh, she 
was dressed elegantly,' and their house and gardens are so lovely 
Of course I know we shall not be as rich as they are, and I don’t 
know that I .should care about living in quite as much style, but 

. it will be nice, won’t it, Charlie, to have the drawing-room fresh '. 
papered, you know tfie paper is horribly ugly, and the house wants 

. to be a little more thoroughly furnished, and you’ll get me Some 
i flowers, won’t you?”-.

Charlie Davis smiled at hie wife’s modest ambition. “Well 
>done, Maggie 1 fresh papering, and furniture, and plants,
' ▼ i for the first day.”

“ 0h welI> Charlie, you know I don’t want to be extravagant 
only want to have things like we used to have them years ago, 
before papa died. I think I have had good training in economy, 
but it will be good to feel that one

if.

if®
Iifj r.i
SB)

pretty *- 11
r

can venture to indulge in a 
few of thg^retty things that make a home so attractive."

^ ***- darling, I am glad we have a chance of being above so 
muoh care as you have known ; and we mustn’t foiget our good 
friend, Howard Wilmot, who has put it in my power to take his 
place. You know he has offered me a loan of a few thousands at 
a much lower interest than I could get it anywhere else, and to do 
that unasked was so good of him.

*

• >
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Î
ÿhy dost thou weep I . In thee thy Lor .» design 

is mercy all, and naught, but love exprest.
Why seeks ,v>y tearful eye yon crimson West 1 . ,
To thee the world is orient I Why repine I 
Are not the stainless springs of pleasure thine ?
I know in blessing thou art ever blest.

• What hidden grief invades thy gentle breast ? ’

..V.
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To thee in pleasant places falls the line.
What means that soreful sigh, so long and deep,
That heaving bosom and that longing eye ?
Dost thou want friends ? Behold them swarming nigh ! 
Why is no solace found for thee in sleep ?
Do friends prove false 1 Do clouds obscure the sky ?
One heart still beats for thee ; why dost thou weep ?

Harry Halifax.

DENVER CITY AND THE ROCKY 
MOUNTAINS.

BY GEO. J. FORBES, KOUCHIBOUGUAC, N. B.
f*?V/ ** f t, t j

The Cut-off—Full View of the Hooky Mountains—Denver—Three
Monte—Gambling Hell—Faro and Chuch-a-I/ock—Woman as a Gam
bler—Our Visit to a Melodeon.

leaving the Valley of the Platte, we were led by a gentle 
^ ascent to the summit of the bluffs, some forty or fifty feet 
above it, and then began our journey. The country was parched, 
sandy and arid in the extreme, and the day being warm, we suffered 
much for want of water. The rattlesnake seemed too lazy or 
apathetic to uncoil and serenade us, while the blow-enak 
huge, harmless reptile—eyed us with supreme indifference. About 
three o’clock we approach a long semi-circular hollow, fringed 
with trees, which gives promise of furnishing us and our animals 
a sufficiency of the life-giving fluid. The famished animals are 

unyoked and unharnessed, and unbidden start at a gallop for 
the place where instinct tells them they will find water. We 
follow, and are only too glad to drink from the muddy holes, 
swarming with tadpoles, which is all that is now left of this fitful 
tributary of the Platte. Now, water swarming with tadpoles may 
not be very inviting, but we are assured of one thing by their 
presence, and that is, that the water possesses no deleterious pro
perties. We have often seen old “ stagers” refuse to drink from 
pools which ought to, but did not, contain these reptiles, and they 
were right, for the watèr was poisonous with alkali and other 
ingredients held in solution. We are glad to advance, and 
towards evening the face of nature changes. We have grassy 
hills, glades and plains, alternating with the sandy wastes, and see
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many antelope quietly feeding with their young. Our dog is wild 
with excitement, and continually in chase of them. He, like 
many persons, had much better have staid at home, for he catches 
nothing, and gets his paws stuck full of the merciless prickly pear- 
thorns, a shrub which seems to thrive amazingly in these parts. 
It'is from one to three feet in diameter, having layers of thick, 
fleshy leaves lying horizontally, each advancing layer being shorter 
than the one below. The points of these, leaves are armed with 
many thorns, which penetrate ordinary leather (upper) with ease 
and the ground is covered also with those which are annually shed! 
From the top of this partial cone a thick, flat, heart-shaped pod 
stands out—its edges or sides to the horizon, and this is surmounted 

'in Pro«Per 6648011 by the single pear, from which the plant takes its 
name. Taken altogether, it is a plant, the sight of which would 
drive the porcupine mad with envy, and induce the armadillo to 
reconsider his assertion, that there was nothing like plated armor. 
After much care and perseverance we extract the thorns from poor 
‘ Bull’s” paws, and forthwith tie him to the hind axle of the 
wagon. We may mention that he is a large bull-dog, of a most 
benevolent appearance and staid demeanour (if antelope are not 
to be seen), and that he does not belie the imprint of nature. He 
now trots along under the wagon, and we notice that he is most 
unaccountably tired each evening.- Happening to look under the 
wagon we noticed him pulUng as if the movement of the vehicle 
depended on his unaided efforts, and so intent is he on bis work, 
that we find it hard to bring him out. We now see the cause of 
poor Bull’s weariness, and are thus forced to cast him on the mercy 
of prickly pears and antelope once more. It was here that we 
caught two young antelope—a chase which tired to the utmost 
the fleetness of both men and dog.

We first saw the Rooky Mountains from the entrance to the 
Cut- ff one hundred and twenty miles distant. Each day we see 
more and more of them. On the sixth day we begin a long 
descent towards the Platte, and have the best possible view of 
them. We have Denver in the distance on the banks of the river, 
and the mountains towering back. It is one of the most magnifi
cent sights in the world. We have seen mountains more elevated, 
and fully as bold and grand, but the impression produced in each 
case was very different. We have traversed seven hundred miles 
of a country—absolutely flat, taken as a whole—from which these
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mountains spring in one majestic and unbroken range. There are 
no interning ranges nor detatched or igplated ridges to detract 
from their vastness. They come before you as one mighty 
upheaval, grand in their proportions, vast in extent, and recall to 
our mind the fearful throes and convulsions of nature which must 
have attended the advent of this mighty and conglomerate 
Well, we have it all before us.

mass.
We see ridge rise behind ridge as 

so many huge waves, the general direction being north and south. 
Each one towers above its predecessor, till finally, the highest, its 
cones and ranges covered with snow, comes before us. Here and 
there we see huge shining and glittering peaks rising far above 
ti)e clouds, and presenting all the colours of the rainbow as the 
evening sun glances from peak to cavern. In many places the 
cloud line is elevated, and the whole lies before us. When the eye 
passes over the first range the others assume a hazy blue appear
ance. Between the different ranges are abysses, àwful in their 
gloominess and seeming endless depth, and surrounded by a deep 
and apparently smoky haze. On the elevated peaks the snow line 
is plain to the eye both above and below, but the highest eleva
tions not thus tipped are lost to view in the dim, hazy-blue of the 
elevated horizon. Having said so much we will leave them for the 
present. About four p. m. we arrive at Denver, after thirty-five 
hard days’ travelling from the Missouri, and having encamped on 
the river we go on a tour of inspection. The situation is fine ; a 
level and dry track on the banks of the Platte. We could nrft, 
however, help noting the feet that in case of a flood, a thing by no 
means improbable in these mountain regions, it would be exposed 
and helpless. The slope is amply sufficient for the purposes of 
drainage, and general prosperity in the mining regions is only 
wanted to make it a place of great importance, as, from its central 
position, it must be the place from which supplies are drawn for 
the different mining localities south and west. The town is young, 
(1861) little more than two years old, and yet it contains five 
thousand inhabitants or nearly, and has many brick buildings, of 
which an older city might feel proud. Stores which would do no 
discredit to St. Louis or Chicago were to be found on the principal 
street, and the hotel accommodation is excellent. Three dollars per 
day was about the average charge, and the boarding houses charged 
ten per week. Every thing in which weight forms a consideration 
is here sold by the pound, from a potatoe to a grindstone, as the

<f\
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price paid for freight (seven to eight cents) is far in excess of the 
ong,a.l value of the article.. Thi. make, provUioh. high, while 
the advance on a suit of clothe, or a pair of boot, is not percept- 
ible compared with many other things. F

On turning a corner we come to an open booth around which a 
large crowd had gathered. We enquire as to what is going on 
within and learn that the game of “Three Card Monté” i. being 
played with much success (to the gamblers). We elbow our way 
in and are at once invited by a gentlemanly blackleg to go share* 

as he has not enough money. We, with many 
for his kind offer, decline what be demonstrates to us is 

, 8Urev a fortune, and quietly note the proceedings, 
the most notorious of

535

with him in a bet 
thanks

This is one of
western games, notorious for the odds which 

it gives to the dealer -ven if honestly played, and, for the many 
phases which it offers by which the unwary and simple may be 
fleeced. There are three cards which are shewn to you, and then 
laid down on the table, back upward. They are there manipulated 
by the dealer who, it is almost unnecessary to say, is an adept and 
who now offers to bet $20 to $200 that no person can point out a 
particular card. Should none of the outsiders offer to do so, one 

' of ««federates lays down the money and of course, turn! the 
right card, pocketing hie money with seeming satisfaction. A bite 
or two from the green ones speedily follows this, when business 
grows dull again. A knowing one who sits near the dealer watches 
his chance and when the latter has his eye turned away marks the 
winning card conspicuously with a pencil. Two “dappers” have 
won in succession on this card when the dealer gets out of humour 
and declares he must send for his spectacles as his eyesight is fail
ing him. This hde the desired effect. A

i

- liS-t;

m

man who stood by me, 
and who showed by his outward manner much inward preturbation 
now stepped lip, without noting the warning glance which we gave 
him, and offered to bet $200, at the same time pulling out a 
plethoric bag of gold dust. The eyes of the dealer fairly sparkle 
but he suppresses his emotion while the amount is being weighed, 
when our friend of the gold dust turns the card which ought to 
have been the three of clubs but now unfortunately it happens to 
be only the deuce. The betting gentleman is evidently bewildered 
and no wonder. A set of cards, at any time far from reliable, are 
evidently unsafe when they shed the distinguishing marks with 
the same facility that the cariboo doeA^l

IV'

his horns. The invitation
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to empty the aforesaid bag is not heeded ; “ better luck next time;” 
** I lost $500 before I won the $1000 which you now see,” etc., 
being so much eloquence wasted on the winds. In the midst of 
it he walks off and, as a matter of course, new victim steps in.
We saw not less than $400 taken by these scoundrels in a couple 
of hours, so that if the gang numbered even a dozen they must be 
making quite a handsome thing out of it. In this game, in the 
first place, the gambler has two chances to the amateur’s 
There are three cards, one of which he turns and has consequently 
the other two cards (the gamblers per centage) against him. He 
can, of course, follow the card with his eye and feel satisfied it is 
the right one but the turn will speedily undeceive him. Provid
ing it is honestly dealt (a rare event) and the party shuts his eyes 
he may have some chance ; but following the card as it occupies 
either side or the middle, at lightning intervals, he has none. We 
came away deeply impressed with the laxity of the town authorities 
in 1 ms allowing a game, in which the most barefaced swindling 

unblushingly practiced, to be openly played and the unwary, 
whom they were in honor bound to protect, to be publicly entrapped. 
We should say that such doings mqri strike deeply at the pros
perity ot any town, as the gambling fraternity are not the persons 
to support or further the wholesome pursuits-which are the basis 
of all trade ; all the money which passes into their insatiable 

t being as good as lost to the orderly members of society.
That evening we visited one of the many gambling hells whose 

presence disgraces the city. Denver may in this respect be styled 
a second Hamburg or Baden-Baden in its way. To be sure, the 
class of gamblers who frequent the two places last named 
widely different, but the general results are the same. We have 
each night a class of visitors led on by morbid curiosity to see the 
wreck of their fellow-man, and no lack of those who are determined 
to gain or lose all. It matters little if the amount is one thousand 

hundred thousand—the disastrous and demoralizing effect 
on the unfortunate man is the same. He either gives himself up 
to drinking, or lives with the sole aim that he may one day retrieve 
his loss ; or again, allies himself with those who have been his 
destroyer ; that is, if he is possessed of good address, cool self- 
possession, and a thorough knowledge of the technicalities and 
mysteries connected with cards, and thus he becomes one of the 
dangerous class, the curse of society. On entering we had quite a
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treat m the shape of good music, there being no less than three 
instruments. The hall was well-lighted, and tables to the number 
oi sixteen stood in two rows down each side. Bags of gold dust, 
and a considerable amount of coin, occupied a conspicuous place’ 
on each, while a silver bell stood at the “banker’s” right for the 

<V P"?086 of summoning the bar-keeper-this last functionary being 
an indispensable requisite to the running of one of these institu
tions. The first thing that strikes us is the high average of 
intellect possessed by these gentlemen. That they are no ordi
nary men a glance assures us, and we cannot help a feeling of 

that they should thus throw themselves away when they 
might be prominent and useful members of society. The material, 
if rightly applied is here for the smartest «business 
country ; aye, and its professional men also. We are soon deep 
into the mysteries of Faro. Before the gamblers, and on the 
opposite side to the “ banker,” is the pictured representation of 
single suit of cards, thirteen in number, on which the money 
staked is laid. The banker shuffles the cards, and any of those 
who bet have the privilege of doing the same after him. 
cards are then put into a small tin

$
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men of the

M

:!!
a

4;IThe
. case» open at the top, and from

this they are taken one at a time. We could not comprehend the 
subtleties of the game, but noticed that it made quite a difference 
whether the money was placed on the cards or between them. 
Quite a number of cards were taken out before the gain or loss 
accruing to some of the parties was determined, and their suspe 
was painful to witness. At another time, on the turn of a card, 
the croupier reached out and, with a rake-like machine, hauled 
towards him every dollar at stake on thd table. We could not 
help noticing quite a per centage in favor of the dealer, for on the 
jack (four in the pack, of course,) coming “in the door,” those 
who were entitled to the full amount at stake only received a half. 
We were much interested in one of the parties, a fine-looking mau, 
apparently about thirty years of age, who played in what appeared 
to be a reckless manner. He had plenty of money—some two or 
theeS* thousand dollars—lying by his left hand, and hie eye was 
fiery and unsteady with sdppressed excitement. Hie brow was 
feverish and ftirrowed, and fairly “ loomed ” over his anxious, care
worn face, while the teeth were “set” as if bracing against some 
overpowering mental strain, which otherwise must speedily snap 
the thread of life. He barely breathes, although we can see that
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hie blood bounds through his veins with terrible rapidity, 
sees nothing, hears nothing, but that which is in connection with 
his interest in

He

the game, not even paying attention to the request 
of the dealer to “ have something to drink." He is evidently no 
amateur, send we can see that the M banker" knows it, and tries by 
every means to distract his attention, but without effect, as he 
plays with what we cannot help noticing is good judgment. 
Selecting his favorite card, he bets fifty dollars, wins, and doubles 
his bet ; wins again, and still leaves all down. He has now two 
hundred dollars on the turn of a card, and luck favors him again. 
Raking the money in he lays down five dollars and loses, much to 
the chagrin of the banker, who would much rather it had been 
the time before, and who supposes he will be discouraged. Seeing 
that we appear to be much interested, the dealer politely invites 
us to have something to drink, which we decline with thanks, and 
cannot help noticing that he is disappointed. The unknown has 
had a run of bad luck in his small ventures, and determines to 
quit, but before he goes, says he will stoke five hundred dollars as 
his last bet for the evening. His star is in the ascendant, for he 
is successful, when, gathering up his money, he buttons his coat 
and leaves. We learn that he is a lawyer of good standing in the 
city, and when he goes home to his wife, he will, no doubt, have 
much to say on the severe labor and great research required to 
work up “ that intricate case.” Poor fellow, we can plainly 
the finger pointing out his doom if he does not speedily see the 
terror of bis ways.” His energy is wasted, and his brain taxed 
beyond endurance, on a pursuit the most demoralizing, 
panied, as it is, by all the minor snares which destroy the most 
talented of the land. The run of “ luck" which has attended his 
ventures at the faro-bank will be his ruin, as it hwfa him on, and 
he thus acquires a passion for the game which only ends with life : 
a life cut short by dissipation, or ended by his own hand. The 
“ banker is sure of his money in the end, for no run of u luck" 
040 possibly compensate for or off-set the gamblers’ (dealers) 
per eentoge, to say nothing of his superior knowledge of carda 
We will pass on. ,

Many games are spread before us. The most fastidious “ sport ” 
can choose the means by which he will lose his money. Plain 
Monté, Spanish Monté, Roulette, ChucL-a-luek and others too 
numerous to mention. There are quiet tables for those who wish

see
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to indulge in the game of “bluff" or poker, “drawn or straight." 
The tables are mostly fall, as quite a number have come down from 
the mines where they have done fairly. Chuck-a-luck draws 
attention from the noisy platitudes of the dealer.

our
ffl“Come, gen tle-

ment, make your game,” he says ; “ fair square game, three to win 
and three to lose." “ Come on gentlemen, everybody wins at this 
game." These announcements, sufficiently novel in any case, were 
rendered comical by the strong accent and snappish, short ejacula
tion of “ faderland," to which the gentleman had the honor of 
belonging. The game is exceedingly simple, and yet we are 
puzzled. The dealer has the best of it, and ought in all fairness to 
have announced “three to win and five or six to lose,” as the 
money going pretty much the one way abundantly proves. But 
how? is the question. The figures, 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6 occupy a half 
circle before him, and on these figures the money is staked, 
shaped tin, the top cut off, and shaped like an inverted funnel, 
stands before him, and into this he drops three dice of the 
ordinary kind.. If a one, three and six are turned, then the money 
laid on these figures is doubled, and those who have bet on the 
other figures lose. This is certainly fair enough, three to win and 
three to lose according to announcement, but we feel that there is 
yet something to be explained. Some few have a “ run of luck ” 
and are winning, but on the whole, the “pife" of the dealer is 
augmenting in (to him) a satisfactory manner. We are com
pletely non pluseed for a time. Ha ! now we have it. A half a 
dollar is laid on each of the figures, and on lifting the tin, two 
sixes and a deuce are exhibited as the winning numbers. The 
man who, fortunately, bet on the six is paid double the amount1 of 
his bet, the deuce receives half a dollar and the dealer quietly 
hauls over the same amount as hie clear gain for the trouble of 
shaking the dice. A short time after three fours were turned, and 
the lucky individual who chose this figure trebled bis

m

■

n
mm

A cone

•nm\

i
if!

ifif;>3H

money,
while the dealer was richer by a dollar. Here, then, is the precen- 
tage, and one quite large enough to overcome any run of luck, if 
the operation is extended over the necessary length of time ; 
nevertheless, we have known parties to “ buck ” at it for years 
without being able to see the fearful, or in fact, any odds against 
them. We need hardly say that each and every game dealt in 
this establishment would be found to favor the dealer in a like

many attractions for the simple

1

.Ir. Immanner. Roulette
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•SH
competence. We have seen 
three or W times, tki, ‘ f0rtaM

They were nttely worth lew from the

mention a case which came under our notice. An old “fortv- 
Dm7 had Ubored jo“tly with us, and afterward, was in our 

’^,PMe0fttrW7*“a Every Saturday night, having
teft whVhTh “d the faro-table, and never

1?t 7^*7^ 8 doIlar- Rome nights he bad won as much as 
five hundred dollars, and in endeavoring to make it a thousand bad 
kMt alL We remonstrated with him on the folly of his wavs, but 
without avail. He said that he could not save «mil sums, and 
would either make a “pile" or lose all. « Why John,” said we 
* if you had all the money which you have gambled away in the 
last three years, you would now have in your possession the sum 
on which you have set your mind." “Neve mind," was the 
answer, “ Ml make a haul some day." “ May be you will,” said 
we, “ but three years have left you as far from it as ever.”

A few evenings after one of these “ talks" 
the most noted gambling saloons of the town, and were having a 
free-and-easy chat with the proprietor, with whom we had some 
acquaintance, when we noticed a good deal of excitement around 
one of the tables near the centre of the 

and were laughingly told that 
having a streak of luck.”

■t*ITh
•J

s

we went into one of mi\
• mt

We enquired the 
our old “chum Johnny" 

Edging our way to the table we 
found him, with a pile of gold to hie right, betting highly and 
with uniform success. It ü enough to say, that within an hour 
be rose with three thousand dollars, and next morning started by 
the overland mail for the “ States," saying that he had played his 
last card. We never heard from him afterwards. We need hardly 
any that the gamblers reaped a rich harvest for some time after 
this, kvery one who was in the habit of venturing a dollar, and 
who could raise from ten to fifty of them, saw a prospective three 
thousand in store for them, and gambling was entered into with a 
vjrn and pertinacity which had previously been unknown. It is 
almost needless to say that the gamblers reaped a rich harvest 
from the sowing of these tools, and that after a time they resumed 

nsoal employments, wiser if not better men. These estab- 
open till midnight, but the inveterate

room.
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546' A Visit to LongfeUotc. t
s

At the head of the table stood a young lady 
womanhood—whom the poet introduced as his daughter. T*is 
was “ Edith, with the golden hair.” Yonder, frame-encircled, I 
see her as she <once was—with ringlet* richly golden, and fresh# 
round girlish features—entwined with a pair of her sisters. Now 
she is, in her consciousness, and in reality, in the full blossom of * 
maidenhood.

blossom of

with maidenly manners and graces. She is the 
pan ion of her father ; for since the lamentable death of the matron 
of the household, she appears to have presided.

Presently there came into the room, a gentleman, who, if a 
guest, was certainly a more frequent one than myself. His exterior 
mould and his address would not have impressed me greatly, had 
he not spoken ; but I soon found him a “ man of letters and of 
manners,” at home in himself, and in the midst of others ; though 
discriminating and sparing in his remarks. We were made 
acquainted, after which we all sat down, and addressed ourselves 
to what, with the hungry man, is a matter of interest. Upon 
inquiry, after our return to the study, my host informed me that 
the gentleman with whom I had supped was a grandson of the 
celebrated General Greene, Washington’s coadjutor in the Revolu
tionary struggle. I was further informed that he was engaged in 
the composition of a Biography of his famous ancestor, with a view 
to redeeming the character of that doughty warrior from some un
generous aspersions inflicted upon it by Bancroft ; and that he had 
taken up his abode in the Poet’s residence while he superintended 
the publication of the first volume, then forthcoming at the River
side Press.

com-

While my entertainers were busy with the administration of 
their hospitalities, and while the graceful fair at the head of the 
table was pouring the redolent beverage—I mean the tea—I sur
veyed the apartment in which I found myself seated, more closely 
than, I fear, consisted with good breeding ; and more especially 
did I then regard a .painting which overhung the mantel. It 
represented a number of Romish cardinals, walking in an inclosed 
garden ; and it impressed me as being a very excellent piece. 
Longfellow made some observations upon the subject of the work, 
giving some curious information regarding such papal dignitaries 
as I beheld represented before me.

We had some cheery tea-table chat, such as intelligent people 
may condescend to indulge in. Our remarks were harmless, our
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A Fï#it to Longfellow. .. 547
biUrity innocent. No man’s reputation suffered at our hands,— 
we were not in a « school for scandal.” If anyone’s words or works 
were mentioned, it was done in terms of commendation, and in 
tones of pleasure. The Poet begged I would excuse the lightness 
of the fare offered me. I protested that it was just such as any one 
might desire, and assured him that, partaken in the midst of such 
a “ feast of reason and flow of soul," it 
manna

was to my inferior lips like 
or ambrosia. [Reader, where I cannot hear him : *8. You

**■ must Uve overtasked your precious mind in the effort of produc
ing so adequate a compliment." Well, I never lost anvthine bv 
politeness yet.] N. ■

Every one who has made himself familiar with contemporaneous 
literature and its history must remember the severe strictures of 
Poe and Matthews upon Longfellow’s “runic rhymes." The con
test was a hot one, and the warm-blooded Southerner went far, and 
brought with great ingenuity, some very plausible verbal parallels, 
to make out a case of deliberate plagiary. I will not say that the 
criticisms were captious, that he threw “ mud-balls," or that he 
disliked Longfellow, and regarded him as unduly favored and 
exalted ; but I may confidently affirm thay f ever there existed 
any real hostility-anything that pushe<Ud rank roots below the 
spleen—it is all over. The battle-hatchet has long since been 
buried, and all wrongs forgiven. I introduced the subject at the 
tea-table, and although it did not appear to meet the decided wel
come. usually accorded to topics of conversation, it was not evaded 
or thrust aside. Longfellow canvassed the matter dispassionately : 
he said that he took no part in the controversy, either by aiding 
or abetting it. He spoke in terms of regret and sympathy of the 
gifted, but unfortunate person by whom it was chiefly conducted. 
He professed a generous appreciation for the musical verse of the 
unhappy bard ; and does not think more than “ two fifths " of him 
“sheer fudge."4 There appeared to be nothing unfriendly in his 
allusions to Poe, and his criticisms ; indeed, I am inclined to the 
opinion of our modern Fabulist,* that

“ There is not a bard at this 
More witting than he that his fellows should thrive."

Poe and Longfellow had different conceptions of what a true poetic 
aim should be, and laid down for themselves different canons of
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criticism, and rules for composition. Poe, from hie mental 
stitution—his sensitiveness to the pure forms of beauty*—regarded 
poetry in a light strictly esthetic. He looked upon a poem as he 
would upon a painting, a sculptured pix, or a beautiful mosaic, as 
something to challenge admiration, and elicit emotions of pleasure. 
To be artistically perfect was the great object of his seeking in his 
own weird and unearthly melodies ; and he was induced to under- 
value the humane and moral tendencies, exhibited in the 
healthful and sunny muse of his brother poet. The contrast 
l>etween the colors of their respective brain-fabrics, is the contrast 
between the hues of their temperaments. The difference between 
their works is the difference between the men. One gives the 
effect of the meridian sunlight ; the other that of the pallid 
and the midnight stars. Both as beautiful ; yet one is more useful 
than the other, as in the 6rst there is nothing distorted or deraifged.

Here I would crave the liberty of digressing, 
permitted to boast (if any honor it be,) a school of poets whose 
peculiar delight it is to find no essentially good thing in humanity, 
They proclaim their blindness in not seeing the impress of the divine 
image in man. The moral grandeurs to which we should attain 
are to them subject* of mockery. They elaborately or facetiously 
doubt the reality of virtue and the existence of piety. They give 
only the lustre of commanding genius to atone for falsehood and 
wantonness. But the deplorable adviser, whether his wisdom be 
delivered in verse or prose, is the one who seeks to undermine our 
faith in the heart of woman. \\ e laugh in derision at him who 
says that

con-

more

moon,

The world is

" Every woman is at heart a rake."
Ve will not believe it of our mothers—our sisters—our wives! 
V e will not believe it of our daughters ! What did ye mean, ye 
Twickenham churl, when ye befouled the character of her who 
nourished your infancy! Did ye forget, for a moment, your 
idolized mother, in some momentary reflection upon slighted 
love—some delusive, visionary glimpse of the bewitching Mon- . 
tagu that ye made your prejudice immortal in such a sweeping 
impeachment of the softer sex ? Voi shame that ye should make 
all to suffer tor the caprice of one! Whatever be alleged against 
lxmgtellow, either in regard to himself or his writings, it cannot 
be said that he has not a delicate appreciation of the heart of

* Deficient, too, in heart and moral power.
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fellen of the sex, given to be our pride and glory, for he say*

** I believe
That woman, in her deepeet degradation,
Hold* aomeUiing Barred, mm «tiling underlet!,
Home pledge and keepsake of heir higher nature,
And, like the diamond in the dark, retains 
Home quenchleee gleam of the celestial light !”

d° *" «>« bro.d, and noble, nnd generou, ,„u|. „„ 
earth believe it * Ine.tim.bl, woman t llo. drepl, can love! 
How magnanimously can she forgive 1 How bravely 
endure Î “ Her price is above rubies:"

When we arose

woman

most

Noble faith !

can she

from the table, by the indulgence of my host I 
paused, before returning to the study, to examine some pictures 
at which I had been stealing glance, whenever there was a lull in 
the conversation at the tea-table. I stood first before t gem of
portraiture, wrought by some European artist, with the forms of 
which half the world has become familiar through the magic of 
photography. I fancy myself standing again, amid the glow of 
that room and my mind’s enchantment, looking at the rosy hues 
with which the artist had worked those three girlish faces upon 
the canvas, the poet beside me, pleasantly indicating such particu
lars of finis^nd design as I might not readily have recognised.

Who does not know of Longfellow'» Three Children t 
has not seen them in miniature as here they stand grouped in the 
painting of which I speak ? The white-haired father looks proudlv 
and fondly upon them,—

Who

“Grave Alice, and UMfhing Allegra,
And Edith with gulden hair. "

The poet said much that I have forgotten ; but I remember that 
he asked roe if I noticed anything in the form of either of the 
sister* that impressed me as being peculiar. I replied, after a 
re-examination, that I did not, except it might be the manner in 
which they were intertwined ; but that their positions were grace
ful, rather enhancing the general charms of the picture. Pointing 
to the youngest, who seemed looking with shy and furtive glance 
from the centre of the group, he asked me if, from the curvature 
ot tfye shoulder and the biding of the arm, it would not appear
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that that member was wanting. I could then discover it very 
readily. He said that the deformity was only apparent—existing 
in the copy, and not in the original—and that the arm was merely 
hidden by being forced behind her, and being obscured in the 
embrace of her sister. Yet he added, a little facetiously, that the 
unfortunate malformation of his little girl was so widely known, 
and so firmly persisted in, as to defy all contradiction. Everybody 
pitied her. He did not know where and when so much misplaced 
commiseration would end.

How difficult it is to reclaim the miodjrom preconceived notions ; 
especially if the much idolised idea be a mere foible—a whim—a 
fancy. Poor disenchanted mortals! How tenaciously do (hey 
cling to its shadowy skirts as you seek to drag it away ! By what 
glances of security and defiance do they challenge you to rob them 
of some valuable bit of information with which they have been in 
the habit of enriching everybody. It would be a wonder if, on 
opening a lady's album, your eye should not rest on the inevitable 
copy of this painting. And how often, since that evening, has the 
fair exhibitor said to me : u and these are Longfellow’s children : 
one has no arms, poor thing!” How am I to contradict what is so 
taken for granted ? I have tried it and given it up as unprofitable. 
Would you know how it operates, lest you be led by my statements 
into embarrassing opposition ? The mildest of all the fair, not 
wishing to contradict you with her lips, though she does in her 
heart, gives you a pitiful look of incredulity as though she felt for 
your ignorance, and turning the disputed leaf suddenly over, 
changes the topic vf conversation. This suddenly dampens your 
courageous fires, and you consider further comments unnecessary. 
Alas ! How often our sagacity, like the beauty of our sisters, becomes 
a snare—a delusion !

Apropos to such animadversions will be an illustrative anecdote 
my host proceeded to relate, and which is as follows :—

A horse-car was passing the house on a day not long before the 
telling of the story, when a lady, devoted to the incontrovertible 
hearsay, looked up and sighed out her soul's sorrow for Mr. Long
fellow's armless daughter. Having sucoeded in exciting some 
interest in the minds of her fellow-passengers, and in giving a 
stimulant to enquiry, she commenced to enlarge and comment 
upon this modern domestic myth, so impressively as to leave but 
little doubt in the minds of her incredulous listeners that the fact
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UP'° whkh based her discourse nt painfullv correct. * No», 
a* it chanced, Profcwor LovcU was likewise a passenger in the cer 
and sat opposite to the ledr. Evidently he was not convinced, 
for, bowing with that consummate politeness of which he is capable, 
be informed her ladyship that although be had for many veers 
been intimate with Mr. Longfellow's family, be bad never Wn so 
happy as to make the acquaintance of that traditional armless 
daughter, and inferred t here must be some mistake about it Alas ! 
Professor, you have put your foot in it ! You, as critic, have cut 
up trembling authors—especially poets—with a merciless band. 
Beware! for you are about to be cut up yourself! The cynic 
occasionally be snubbed. The lady scrutinised him fiercely for a 
moment ; then, recoiling, flung the bolt of argumentative deet

**$ùr« 1 beg pardon, but I bad it upon reliable authoritv !w 
laughed—not alone—when he told me this; and no

wonder.
As if images of gladness and sunshine should have their appro

priate foil in shapes shadowy with woe and grief; when the smiles, 
so suddenly awakened were fading out, a faint penumbra of gloom 
tinged their wan hag light in the Poets face. There was another 
picture—a single portrait, hanging, as if in maternal guardianship 
beside the three children—at which we did not pause to look, 
about which no word was sptoken. But there I recognised, (what 
I had seen lees skilfully portrayed before,) the womanly features, 
no longer a blessing to-the poet’s home, save through the necro
mancy of memory $ or, as here they gased upon him with unvary
ing eyes. The imaginary companionship of poe departed ! How 
it impresses the fond and faithful mourner, though it be merely 
the traces of the artist's pencil that solicit his brooding gase ! 
Lips voiceless ! cheek colorless! \U that remains forever mute, 
immoveable, unchanging 1 Every spark of animation the eye lin
gers with morbid fondness to discern—gone ! gone forever! •

Can the pensive husband ever look upon that calm brow, upon 
which the brown hair is so smoothly pressed; or into the nictured 
eyes, from which the dear, swimming lustre that dwelt in their 
orbs has forever departed, without thinking mournfully of that 
day which began auspiciously amid the bustle of preparation, and 
the prospect of summer holidays, and ended fearfully in mourning, 
die.«action and h$*gtbreak ?*
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No indeed ! For after the blow, the sear remains uncalloused. 
There comes but a thin tissue of *healing over it, like the brittle 
skim of ice over the ponds in autumn, which is soon broken. A 
damp and rainy sky, or even a few moments of sunshine, will melt 
it away. Rend asunder the oaks that have knotted their roots 
together, and grown to maturity in concert ; and perchance the 
lone monarch of the trees, under the burden of the wintry blast, 
bides it but poorly. The two were a mutual defence and support ; 
but when the familiar stay is withdrtiwn from either, there is 
craali and a tottering to the ground. The human heart—certainly, 
if it be the heart of a poet—after the shock that blasts it, feels at 
intervals the painfulness of vibration ; hears the recurring echo of 
the stroke that crushed and benumbed and laid it prostrate. '

I recall a pleasant evening hour spent with a young physician— 
now iu good practice in the neighboripg city—in which our con
versation turned upon the darker and sadder phases of our poet’s 
experience. We remarked how that domestic sorrow had become 
his familiar visitant, until, perhaps, it was welcome ; until he 
might gently solicit it with words of gracious invitation—

" Wilt thou live with me,
No casual mistress, but a wife,
My bosom friend and half of life?”

Rut whether welcome or unwelcome, we noted that Sorrow had 
taken her abode with him, and made him a partaker of her cup of 
tears, and all the melancholy paraphernalia of woe, from his 
earliest manhood.

Years ago—as the doctor’s story ran—the poet was abroad, 
seeking the advantages of travel and foreign culture. It was the 
early days—the palmy time of life, when he was, in the mellow 
phrase of Charles I jamb, “in the day-spring of hie fancies, with 
hope like a fiery column before him—the dark pillar not yei

^ «rent transpired. The family, at lea* its senior members, were making arrangements 
preparatory to passing the warm summer days in their eea-eide cottage at Nahant. 
Mrs. Longfellow was in the study, sealing some letters with wax, when, dropping air 
unextinguished match upon the floor, a light, gausy skirt in which she was arrayed, 
ignited, and suddenly enveloped her person in flames, She rushed in terror up the 
stairway in quest of assistance. The poet came to her rescue, and burned himself 
severely in the unavailing attempt to give her relief. Before the flames were quenched 
the unfortunate lady was ee mortally injured that she soon expired. The poet was 
driven almost to distraction, overcome by mental and physical suffering, and kept in 
his room in solitude and silence. The children were either absent from their home 
at the time, or were for a period deprived of all knowledge of the great affliction 
which darkened their home, and oast a shadow over their lives.
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turned.” He bore wilh/fiim the wife of his youth, and the human 
sweetness their united lives had exhaled—a rosy child. Passing * 
through Èurope, they entered the dusky land of the Pharoahs and 
the pyramids, and paused to breathe strange airs beneath the 
warm, unclouded sky. Leaving his fair companions in a hotel at' 
Grand Cairo, he accompanied a few adventurous, scientific com
panions in a boating expedition on the river Nile. Little did he 
dream that the Angel of Death had dogged the footsteps of his 
little family, else he had not forsaken them for a single moment'. 
After an absence of several days he returned to the hotel where he 
had left them in fancied security, to learn with indescribable 
sorrow and dismay, that the grave had l>een closed over his loved 
ones. Could it be true? Was it not a horrible dteam that 
pressed like a nightmare upon his heart? Alas! it was too real»
A malignant fever had suddenly smitten them, and he was bereft. 
There is something exquisitely touching in the precious mementoes 
that remained to testify that they had had a mortal existence. 
Two locks of hair—one belonging to the head of the mother, the 
other to that of the child. Read, after this mournful recital, what 
tender meaning lives in such plaintive singing as this:

t
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" net oft I dream, that once a wife 
Close in my heart was locked,

/ And in the sweet repose of life 
A blessed child I rocked.

'11 wake I Away that dream—away ! 
Too long did it remain !

So long, that both by night and day 
It ever comes again.

j*
e
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** * * *

r" Two locks—and they are wondrous fair—
Left me that vision mild ;

The brown is from the mother’s hair,
The blonde is from the child.

" And when I see that lock of gold ;
Pale grows the evening red ;

And when the dark lock I behold,
I wish that I were dead.”

But a truce to such sombie recollections. Tbeee are things 
vainly remembered. The wisard fancy that conjures the vanished 
forms of our household, can only mock us with suggestion and 
resemblance, and awaken longitfgs that it cannot satisfy.

" Memory, thon fond deceiver,
Still importunate tod vain."
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We passed quietly beck into the study> but we did not sit Sown. 
The poet seemed inclined to walk about the apartment for a few 
minutes» and there were other wonders to solicit my curious alter 

s, tion. I felt that I could not concerne intelligently upon man 
matters» about which I would gladly have had information. I 
found “a safe retreat* in silence» however» and managed to keep 
my unpolished lips from utterances of vulgar surprise and rustic 
admiration, such as we sometimes hear from the uninitiated— 
persons who take «esthetics more to the heart than the head. One, 
like the hero-worshipping countryman, who accosted the poet in 
his garden with the significant intimation that he “ wanted to see 
Lougfeller." Well, the poet thought they might go and look for 
him ; hut, as he was not just then to be found, it was proposed to 
examine the house, which pleased the gawky mightily, as he “was 
tolled that H'oaAVton lived thar once.” The fact was admitted, 
“And thiê Lonyftil*»' lives here msotcV He passed through the 
house, his curiosity growing wilder every moment. He stared, 
till every sentiment and emotion twcame engulfed in prevailing 
wonder. w Wall, l scan’ V know ! That's mighty purty !" These 
were the sum total of his comments, patriotic or literary, whatever 
might have been the excess of his admiration. When every other 
source of satisfaction bad been exhausted, the visitor asked:
“Neow, ken I see Ixmgfeller ?” He was assured that he might, if 
he would only take a good look. “What!* said the man in 
homespun, earnestly, “be yeow Longfeller?** Never, in all the 
painful and perilous process of interviewing, had the poet enter» 
tained so unsophisticated a visitor.

A pair of book- perfect gems—from the work-shops of 
some Italian cabinet-maker, contribute to the adornment of the 
poet's study. Wrought in durable and costly material ; exquisite 
in design and finish—all polished, pauuelled and filigreed. They 
were not specimens of your modern air-castle furniture, squeesed 
through machinery into a rickety existence; but antique, rich, 
artistic, massy and substantial. The poet said they had frequently 
been admired, and they were certainly worthy of admiration. 
Both were crowded with hooks—most choice volumes, particular 
friends whose company was always desirable. One of these reposi
tories of lettered treasure» however, was peculiarly attractive and 
interesting to me. It contained copies of the poet’s works, in 
different editions, presented, in elegant bindings, by their respeo-
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live publisher». This good)» multitude, to one who doe» *»t 
realise the «tat to which theee works ere circulated, will to 
matter of astonish meut. There were several shelve» completel» 
stocked : Longfellow in Kngliah, Longfellow in French, Ixxugfellow 
in German. Indeed, there is no more conclusive evidence of the , /

ftunbounded popularity of thee» poems than a peep into this book- 
one»; and 1 blame not their worthy author for indulging the glo * 
of honest pride whenever he exhibits them.

I took down a Ximmv that, arrayed in vest of gilt morocco, 
greeted me first, from the centre of the array ; remarking that it 
had a pleasant air of familiarity about it. It was the edition l 
was then most accustomed to. He said the letter-prees and paper 
were of good quality; but that the portrait was execrable. His 
remark was, that it made him w look like a «Aeep-eteider.'* We 
turned to the reproach»hie vignette, and it certainly did belie its 
celebrated original in looking a little sAssjuiaA.

uBut what can theee be?* I

• U

asked, pointing to a row of still 
more bulky and substantial volumesXirvssed in leathern uniform, 
and gold lettered, with very fhmiliar titles. 1 was bidden to 
examine them. I turned to the light, with a volume labelled 
AVi a id opened it half in wonder, half in pleasing cxptx>
tation. It vas my favorite in manuscript ! Yes, the original, 
with the subsequent corrections, interlineations, and additions. 
Here were the tracings of the poet's hand—the crude and the 
more polished gems of thought ; the artist's work with end without 
the finishing touches. I wai delighted, 1 could have spent a 
whole night, forgetful of sleep, to note those fair ideals, which 
have become part of our common life, as they first shaped them
selves in the poet's mind. Yet, this was, in all probability, the 
final draught as it 
Voie*» of Tk» XiÿkC » //ùiwtiÀts," * i/ypeWoH,'' all were there ; 
but 1 bad not time to examine them all, as I could have wished.

We stepped into the hall—the first apartment I had been 
x admitted to after my arrival—where some fine paintings were

under the sunny sky of JtoiU. The

ill
« I
I
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t into the hands of the publishers. M Tk*

1

hanging. One was a 
subdued splendor of an oriental twilight, which taxes the powers 
of the truest artist, seemed beaming out of the canvass with some 
of the offset of reality. The picture might seem, in line and color, 
what Byron's voluptuous verse dose in language t—
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"It ie the hoar when from the boughs 
The nightingale's high note is heard ;

It is the hoar when lovers’ vows 
Seem sweet in every whispered word ;

And gentle winds, and waters near,
Make mnaio to the lonely ear.
Each flower the dews have lightly wet,
And in the sky the store are met,
And Sa the wove is a deeper blue,
And on the leaf a browuhr hue."

I looked around upon the dark old hall, that had resounded to the 
tread of a departed generation—that bore the diqts and impres
sions of more than a century ; and it seemed to my imagination 
that the faint echoes of a hundred mingled voices might be heard 
from its distant corners, and along its ceiling. This would be the 
place for musing, were I again alone. Here Romance might take 
up her ntiode with Genius and Patriotism. Here the inner eye of 
the mind might find traces of what it loves and admires. The 
pleasant greeting of Hawthorne, the mild benignity of the entrance 
of Emerson, the merry salutation of Holmes, the sunny smile and 
silvery laugh of Irving, the peaceful and reverent salutation of the 
Quaker Poet ; how might these walls toll us of them if they could 
speak ! Yea, and of a date more distant, of an antiquity more 
remote in their history, how much tnigjit they tell us!

"Ouoe, all, once, within these walls,
Que whom memory oft recalls,
The Father of his country, dwelt.
And yonder meadows broad and damp 
The Arcs of the besieging camp 
Encircled with a burning belt.
Up and down these echoing stairs,
Heavy with the weight of cores,
Bounded his majestic tread ;
Yes, within this very room 
Bat he in those Hours of gloom 
Weary both in heart and head."

6 Patient reader, after this your long-suffering—if yot 
pursuing my eccentric and excursive flight—would it not be well 
to follow your game a little farther, while, emboldened by 
friendly intercourse, we ask the Poet under what benign influence, 
and by what facility of suggestion, his more familiar poems were 
composed. However attractive a figment of the richest genius 
may be in itself, it resides in a more “ heavenly light " when we
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connect it with the circumstances which occasioned it, the 
particular facts and incidents, and the mental condition of the 
author at the time of its production. Every poem that goes out 
of the heart into the heart, has a history, if the poet would think 
to tell it : and often it is that we fail to accord the worthy minstrel 
the tribute due hie song, only because we do not discover hie scope, 
or comprehend hie spiritual and physical condition. Without the 
sympathy which arises from a knowledge of these matters, 
not fully appreciate au author.

I expressed myeelf, I doubt not, very warmly in my admiration
I told him—not very instructively, 1 fear— 

that its incidents were felicitous, its Bowers perennial,rits images 
immortal, its language household words. I assured him that it 
had improved my heart, enriched ray intellect, consecrated my 
home with the benediction of its poetry, and cast the lustre of 
romance '«round the most historic scenes belonging to my native 
land.

4»we oau-

of bis “ Kvant/dinn,"
Z"

As far as a critical dictum was concerned, I was willing to 
accept that of Mr. Lowell, and prepared to relish the terms in 
which it was expressed. I thought there would lie many to hold 
that—

" Its place is apart,
Where time has no sway, in the realm of pure Art.”

I reflected that, in the event of a visit from him, there was only 
wanting a poet’s cottage in our beautiful and happy valley, how
ever humble; and a poet’s welcome, sincere, however unostenta
tious. The poet smiled, and thought such things would lie at 
once suitable and pleasing. But, 1 continued, the tender bosom 
of Nature, the vernal shades, the streams of limpid crystal, the 
rude, but warm and manly hearts—these might be found, if ever 
their favorite poet should come to tarry for u time amongst them. 
But, I said, if it would not be too much to ask, I should be pleased 
to know how he was led to dignify and adorn with the splendor of 
his genius to appropriate and pathetic a legend and so unstoried 
a land. Would he tell me how it was. This he cordially con
sented to do,and he told me as follows : His friend, Mr. Hawthorne 
in company with a gentleman whose name I have now forgotten, 
came from Concord over to Cambridge on business, and stayed 
with the poet to dinner. At the table their talk ran upon literary 
topics, and suitable subjects for composition. Hawthorne’s com
panion thought he could suggest to him a good subject for a
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romance, and proceeded to tell him there was a legend current, 
. that when the Acadian settlers were removed from the Province, 

now known as Nova Scotia, a young couple, newly married, were 
separated amid the confusion of Embarkation ; that they travelled 
in quest of each other for a number of years, and finally met under 

the circumstances subsequently described in the poem. The 
matter was canvassed, and the incident was held up in its various 
lights and hearing*. Hawthorne was not so enamored of the raw 
and scant material as to wish to urge a prior claim to it ; but 
Longfellow, seeing, as Mr. Fields says, “ all the essential qualities 
of a deep and tender idyl,” solicited a monopoly of the subject, 
which was cheerfully granted him, and in a short time the poem 

produced. Re assured, Hawthorne did not need to meddle 
with the matter, thinking, as he did, that it was done sufficiently 
well.

was

The poet made some inquires regarding the physical and geo
graphical features of that portion of the country so adequately 
delineated in hie exquisite verse. I averred tbs' ray descriptive 
facilities were none of the brightest, but for ♦ > most perfect 
account that could be given in so few words, I » i refer him to 
a celebrated modern poem, entitled “ Evangel, V* We dwelt 
upon some particulars in which he might, from hi limited sources 
of information easily have fallen into error, where he must tie 
accorded praise tor the minutest fidelity. Witness this passage :—

“ Vast meadows stretched to the eastward 
Giving the village its name, and pasture to flocks without number.
Dykes that the hands of the farmer had raised with labor in 
Shut out the turbulent tides ; but at stated seasons the flood-gates 
Opened, and welcomed the sea to wander at will o'er the meadows.
West and South there were fields of flax, and orchards and cornfields 
Spreading afar and unfenoed o'er the plain ; and away to the northward 
Blumidou rose, and the forests old, and aloft on the mountain 
Sta-foye pitahed their tente, and tnitU from the mighty Atlantia 
lAMked on the happy valley, but ne'er from their elation descended."

I added that, for a number of years, I had been in the habit of 
noticing the Cape—as it formed a prominent and picturesque 
featur/^in the familiar landscape—under every hue of sky,<and 
through every possible variation of light and atmosphere, and used 
during idle hours, in harmony with youth‘s romantic mind, to 
fancy myself standing upon its day-red cliff, raving like a 
dark-souled, impassioned Giour than that of Byron; or sitting
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upon the steep of my wished-for 44 Lunium," with my song blendT 
ing with wind and wave, in 44 mutual murmurs.” I remarked that 
it was strange, yet attractive to observe in the early evening of a 
calm and beautiful summer day a white fold of misty cloud hover
ing over the purple brow of the distant headland, with the Bay 
placidly sleeping around it like a sheet of polished silver.

There was lying on the table, a poem in a foreign language, 
printed on a single leaf of paper. The poet informed me it 
44 Excelsior” translated into the mellow numbers that suit so aptly 
the Italian tongue. It had been sent to him from some native friend 
in the Land of the Myrtle. The version was said to be very correct, 

| and had much of the spirit of the original. I ventured to suppose 
♦bat he had written this most excellent piece under the influence 
of Alpine inspiration. Resting by night, perchance, in some lonely 
chalet,44 while down the mountain gorge the wind came roaring." 
He replied that44 Excelsior ” was written before he had ever seen 
the Alps. I manifested some surprise, and related that Newman 
Hall, after hie return from beneath the very shadows of those icy 
monarchs, recited that noble poem to his congregation, as the most 
effective discription he could give them of the grandeurs he had 
witnessed. If the poet did not rise superior to coiflpliments, he 
might accept this as given in sincerity.

As Mr. J. T. Fields has, in his own pleasant vein, given an 
account of the origin, of this poem, I shall not attempt to super
sede it, having his words before me :—

44 One of the best known of all Longfellow’s shorter poems is 
4 Excelsior.'—The word happened to catch his eye late one autumn 
evening in 1841, on a torn piece of newspaper, and straightway his 
imagination took fire at it. Taking the first piece of paper at 
hand, which happened to be th* back of a letter received that 
night from Charles Sumner, Longfellow -crowded it 
As first written down,4 Excelsior * differs from the perfected and 
published poem ; but it shows in its original conception a rush 
and glow worthy the theme and the author.”

In the course of his interesting lecture on the poet, Mr. Fields 
gives particulars touching the origin of several of his friend’s 
poems, which come as freshly to tne, as they will to my readers. 
Their truth may be relied upon :—

44 The * Psalm of Lifo
morning in July, 18*8, in Cambridge, as the poet sat between two 
windows at the small table mb the corner of his chamber. It was 
a voice from his inmost heart, and he kept it. It expressed his

was

with verses.

* came into existence on a bright summer
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A Visit to Longfellow.560

own feelings at that time, when he was rallying from the depres
sion of deep affliction, and he hid the poem in his own heart for 
many months. He was accused of taking the famous verse, ‘ Art 
is long, and time is fleeting,’ from Bishop’s poem, but I happen to 
know that was not in his mind, and that the thought came to him 
with as much freshness and originality as if nothing had been 
written before.—‘ There is a reaper whose name is death ' crystal
lized at once, without effort, in the poet’s mind, and he wrote it 
rapidly down, with tears filling his eyes as he composed it. ‘ The 
Light of the Stars' was compos'd as the poet looked out upon a 
calm and beautiful summer evening exactly suggestive of the poem. 
The moon, a little strip of silver, was just setting behind Mount 
Auburn, and Mars was blazing in the south.’ That fine ballad, 
‘ The Wreck of the^llesperue,' was written in 1839. A violent 
storm had occurredLtne night before, and as the poet sat smoking 
his pipe, about mionight, by the fire, the wrecked Hesperus came 
sailing into his mind. He went to bed, but the poem had seized 
him, and he could not sleep. He got up and wrote the celebrated 

‘The clock was striking three,’ he said, ‘ when 1 finishedverses.
the last stanza.’ It did not come into his mind by lines, but by > 
whole stanzas, hardly causing him an effort, but flowing without 
let or hindrance. * * * * On a summer afternoon in 1849
as he was riding on the beach,1 The Skeleton in Armor' rose as 
out of the deep before him and would not be laid."’

One of the noblest and most heartfelt of his minor poems is, 
perhaps, the “ Village Blacksmith." It sounds a note of encour
agement and inspiration to every devotee to honest toil. I feel a 
quick response to anything that tells the laborer that there is 
dignity and happiness—if anywhere—in his fancied low estate.
0 for more songs that beat with the rhythm of labor 1 0 that
some of our complaining ones would study contentment in these 
affecting numbers—in this faithful picture :

" He earns whate'er he can,
< And looks the whole world in the face,

For he owe* not any man.”

It shows how a great heart can beat in a brown bosom ; how the 
dust of the forge cannot choke, nor its red fires dry up the living 
fountain of manly tears. It shows the hardy man with the tender 
soql of womanhood, in mellow melting mood. He has a space in 
the sober realm of Thought, in the dewy vale of Memory. There 
is a vanished angel of the household : a chair that is vacant, a lip 
that is silent. The musical vofee of his child, chiming with the 
church choir, ^
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» A Fisi* to Longfellow.

“ Sounds to him like her mother’s voice 
Singing in Paradise?

He needs must think of her once more,
How in the grave she lies ;

And with Ids hard rough hand he wipes 
A tear out of his eyes. "

From my earliest youth I have been familiar with this poem. 
I have caught the burden of its melody from household voices, and 
it is as dear to my heart as a favorite friend. The scene is laid in 
Cambridge. The chestnut tree has gone ; the smithy is no longer 
there ; and the smith, whose u face was like the tan,” and whose 
hair was “ crisp, and black, and long,” lifts- up his voice in Para
dise with the gentle companions of his earthly days.

And what a perfect poem is “Endymion* It has a Tenny- 
sonian finish. For an almost lace-like delicacy of conception ; for 
exquisite fineness of touch ; for subdued splendor of coloring ; and 
for the warm outbreaking—though in the realm of fable—of the 
tenderest humanities, it cannot be surpassed. Yet the first edi
torial eyes it met were blind to its superior beauties. And so 
M The Rainy Dayn comes to us like a universal human experience. 
It was written out of its author's heart, as it rarely fails to awaken 
a responsive answer, or to cling tenaciously wherever it lodges.

Peep, curious reader,—through my eyes, if they suit you,—into 
yonder dim recess of the poet's study, and see what seems the 
veritable prototype of ** The Old Clock on the Stairs." It stands 
there, ticking with grave regularity, under its dark case—it may 
be of “massive oak"—repeating the invariable story of Time, 
which passes never to return. We commend Bums for his won
derful success in treating the homely subjects of a Scottish 
country-side, as though genius always nibbled a glittering bait. 

x WhrT'would expect to fetch poetry out of am old clock, rather 
than a mountain daisy f Yet, by some necromantic authority, 
its truest spirit has been evoked from the musty recesses of the 
family time-piece. But the poet informs me that the clock in his 
study is not the identical one that stood “ half way up the stain.” 
It was one in the old home that suggested his popular ballad.
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tt y^XF cour» we shall be ashamed of him."
« And it wouldn’t do to keep him out of company» or

treat him unkindly.**
* Wrtainly not. But for him to come juet at the height of the 

seaaon» when no many distinguish*! persons are visiting here, is 
almost unendurable.'*

* I wonder if he goes into company much," said the first speaker.
* It is not at all likely, as he has lived with Aunt Godiva ever 

since his parents died, and you know as well as I, the lectures she 
used to give us for going out so much."

Aren't you a little too hard on our respected aunt ?"
Not a bit ; nor her hopeful nephew either. I expect he will 

be as awkward as if he had been brought vp among—well, I was 
going to say Indians, but I suppose it won't be as bad as that. 
He will be old-fashioned at all events, and I expect will bore us 
continually with some of the lecture*he has heard from his pre
cious aunt. If he does, I shall take the liberty to tell him that 
he might as well save his eloquence for more appreciative bee era.’’

The scene of the above conversation was the little ws .«ring 
place of Rantwell, which was just rising into notice. Ti e time 

fresh, bright morning in July. The speakers we e Cora 
Lan bum, and her brother Horace, who were lounging away the 
hours in the pretty Ldtie drawing room of their lodgings, but were 
just now looking over a letter which had come by the morning’s 
mail, stating that a cousin whom they had never seen, was coming 
to spend a few weeks at Rantwell, for the double purpoee of seeing 
them, and recruiting hie health.

The Lin burns

was a

what are generally known as fashionable 
people, and intensely abhorred anything out of style, either in 
drees, manners, or mode of living.. They dreaded the advent of 
their unknown cousin, for the all-sufficient reason, that he lived 
with his aunt, a lady who 
ardently hoped that something would prevent his proposed visit,

considered old fashioned, and

Rash Judgment.
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Tk* Stranger Conein.

and relieve them from the mortification of presenting to their gay 
friends their awkward w country cousin.”

All unconscious of the by no means Battering comments which 
his letter had called forth, Raymond Linburn was preparing him
self for his journey. It does not always follow that one must be 
like thoee with whom we live, nor did it follow that Raymond 
Linburn, as hie cousins thought, must be like hie aunt, who to tell 
the truth was rather strict in her notions, but really an excellent 
woman, and well fitted to bring up the little orphan committed 
to her care. Raymond was not “ awkward " as Cora had said ; on 
the contrary, he had tllfe manners of a Chesterfield, 
little old-fashioned must be admitted, for he took his rules of 
etiquette from a very old-fashioned book, which it is to be feared 
the arbiters of politeness in the present day sometimes forget. 
Some of the rules were : * Be courteous. In honor preferring one 
another. Thou ehalt love thy neighbor as thyself. Let all things 
be done decently and in order. I beseech you by the gentleness of 
Christ. Be an example of the h. lie vers in word, in conversation,

563
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That he wasa

\in charity, in spirit, in purity. Finally, brethren, whatsoever 
things are true, whatsoever things are honest, whatsoever1 things

J are just, whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever things are lovely, 
' whatsoever things are of good report ; if these be any virtue, and 

if these be any praise, think on these things.” Raymond did 
think on these things ! The book in which they sere to be found 
was his daily companion, and it was his oooMknt aim to observe 
the above rules, and imitate the grand model which was set up 
before bisJedmiring eyes a* a standard of perfection : Let the same 
mind dwell in you which was in Chmst ? He did not practice 
“ lecturing,” as Cora had anticipated, but strove to make his Ufe 
one grand sermon which was more effectual than the meet eloquent 
preaching.

The day on which Raymond was expected at Rantwell found the 
Lin bums in a state of hopeful anxiety, for they knew their cousin 
was really coming ; but what to do with him, and how to treat 
him, were most perpleeing questions. Mrs. Linburn, who 
stylish as her daughter, w regretted very much that he was coming 
just then, but they would keep him out of the way as '.such as 
possible, and perhaps he would not stay long."

At four o'clock in the afternoon a carriage drove up to the door, 
and Horace went out to welcome their guest. Cora and her mother

was as
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HU Stntnffr ÇXmtin.

sat hr the window to wo how their wcountry cousin' would behave. 
A gentleman stepped out, and introduced himaelf to Horece as hie 
cousin Raymond. Horace concealed the surprise he frit ae he 
cordially returned the greepTof hie hand and bade him weU>ome. 
The young man before him wae not a modern Apollo. Hie 
feature* were not formed in the classic mould, but having seen 
that face once, you woo hi instinctively turn to look at it again. 
It was a face on which a noble mind had stamped its impress \ 
one on which inflexible firmness end winning gentleness were so 
Mended that it commanded at onto both reepeot and esteem. Hie 
manners and dress were alike fruitless, and Horace felt a little 
chagrin as he Ted him into the house. Mrs, Unbum end Com, 

< from their stand at the window, experienced a little of the same 
feeling, as they thought of their rude remarks, and saw that they 
had matte a mistake. Their reception of their "awkward cousin“ 
was, as may be expected, very different from what they intended, 
ami a Musk of shame overspread 0ora*8 thee as she looked at the 
really noble, really elegant young man before her, and remembered 
what she had said to her brother,11 Of courte we shall he ashamed 
of him.*

Raymond sms soon introduced to the pleasure seeking celebrities 
st Rant well, and many a happy hour he spent -with them roaming 
on the beach, or silting in their house*. He did not shun society, 
but courted it t and endeavoured, by every mean» in his power, to 
elevate its moral tone, which 
is generally supposed, if he 
instead of being, or seeming ashamed *f it

Among the visitors at Rantwell were Judge flfooffry and his 
fhmily. The Judge was a thorough man of the world—a devoted 
worshipper of Mammon—who looked upon religion ae pitiful and 
mean, and its profewore with hearty dislike, which changed into 
something like admiration, however, when he found one who 
would valiantly defend its principles and carry them into every
day life', but woe to that person who imagined he would gain 
praise from him by neglecting hi» duty or foiling to speak boldly 
for what be considered right though all were against him. He 
was made to foal the force of the Judge's cutting sarcasm and 
contempt and very often learned a lesson of honesty and candor, 
even from the worldlier.

"What a nice follow your Cvusin it Miss Linburn,” said the
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Judge to Core, coming to where the eat reading, as he strolled 
along the beach one bright afternoon.

“Do you think so, sir?” returned she, pleased that such an 
important person as Judge Geoffry should notice Raymond.

“ I do; and am glad he has eoine here this season. I consider 
him a very interesting young man. Very" he repeated, ns if 
speaking to himself. 7

“His ideas of right and wrong are somewhat different from 
yours, are tl;ey not?" ventured Cora, scarce «knowing how the 
question would be received.

“ My ideas of right and wrong are somewhat of 
replied the judge, with a doubtful smile ; “ and for tha^rei

1
1

mistiest ” 
ry reason I

Jike to see others decided. As you say, your cousin’s views differ 
from mine, and I am glad of it. , I only wish I were more like 
him." And having made this confession he Itade Cora good by 
abruptly, and continued his walk, leaving her to ponder over his 
words.

i “Aren’t you afraid you offended Judge Geoflfry to-day?" said 
Horace Linbum to Raymond one evening about a week after, as 
withjkfr sister and cousin he was returning home from a boating 
excursion.

“ Do you think I did ?” was the quiet answer.
“ l did think so at the time, but he seemed to think better of it 

afterwards. Hut what made you go against him for such a trifle ?"
“ Recause I did not think it a trifle."
“ Why, he only said he did not think it did one much good to 

read the bible."
“And do you call that a trifle?” asked Raymond, fixing his 

' earnest eyes upon his cousin.
“ Yes - that is, what he said about reading the bible was of 

course not true, but why not let him enjoy his own opinion about 
such a little thing."

“I think the judge expected me to answer,” said Raymond; 
“ and besides, as he is a man of considerable influence, I was afraid 
of the effect of his words on those young people who were listening 
to him so attentively. To them it was not a little thing, and I 
am inclined to think that what we call so, are sometinfes the most 
Important, as by them we oan determine character better than by 
the great things of Hfe, which are often prepared for a certain 
oooasion, and do not show one’s self in a true light, as only a part 
is seen, and that part sometimes highly colored." „
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The StrwM^r566

They had now readied the house. and the eeuwenatiee owed. 
The season at Rantweti

The Lw-visitors were preparing to return to their own 
burns were sruong the first to leave. and with real sorrow they 
parted from their cousin. The season had been a pleasant one.

mother 
H» Itesn

The place possessed all the requisites of a 
resolved to return the next year, having Teoesesff u 
their cousin to join thorn if poestbk. il

%

411 wonder if Raymond will get here to-day,* «aid Horace
with theLinhurn the day after their arrival at RantwelL 

assistance of a servant, he
order the confusion of trunks and boxes which everywhere 
the eye.

44 I guess ax'" returned Cora. ~ He will not be likely to forget 
his promise."

44 Not he," said a familiar voice behind her, and taming around 
ahe encountered the pleasant hot of Judge theofffy.

14 Why, Judge!* exclaimed she. shaking his hand. * This is

trying to rodeos to something tike

quite a surprise./ 1 did not know yon intended oonsuy he liant»
well this season."

441 did not, until 1 heard your cousin 
to thank him for his kindness to

44 Kindness!* repeated Cora, quite at a tom to understand his 
meaning.

44 Yes ; kindness in not alts wing 
certain matters without opposition, when 1

44 What were the matters in which 
make vou thankful for it?* inquired Horace.

44 They were very
to that discussion about reading the hihte, the <d*y we 
iug on the lake. V1 said what l did on purpose to draw him out, 
but he came down on 
offended.*

441 thought so,* put in Horace.
441 remembered what he said, however, and tend the bible fer 

myself, to see if it would do me good. I tind it has, and hence» 
forth it shall be the rule of my life,* continued the Judge. * Hut

use. I wanted

s opinion of 
♦

to have my

differed enough to

y,* returned ho; •‘but l refer especially
t boni»

almost inclined to beso hard that l

»cousin to take tea with
* good afternoon,* he left the hcum.
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progress ami prosperity of the country. All seeming little differ- 
with respect to British Columbia and other matters, will be 

readily explained and adjusted. Mr. Geo. Brown follows the 
Premier in a few, days, and will retum^ft 
country as Sir Geofgfc Brown.

ences

is said, to his adopted

THKRK are many things which indicate that Mr. Gladstone^may 
at no distant day again become Prime Minister of Great Britain. 
Mr. Disraeli is becoming old, and it is said feeble. Hie party is 
not so strong as it was a short time ago. His ostensibly two main 
pillars of strength—“ beer and the bible”—will not always support 
him as well as they did during the last general election. The 
Nation newspaper of Toronto pertinently says :—

“ Circumstances court Mr. Gladstone’s resumption of his com
mand. For the close division in the Burials Bill 
in the results of by-elections are not the only things which indicate 
that the political tide in England begins to turn. It can no longer 
be doubted that the Government, though on ordinary occasions it 
retains its great majority in the House, is rapidly losing the confi
dence both of Parliament and of the nation. Its legislation will 
evidently come to nothing this session, as it did in the last: 
and though the nation is far from being in an earnest or strenuous 
mood, and in fact discarded Mr. Gladstone for being earnest and 
strenuous, it does not like to see mere failure. A shrewd and cool 
observer says : ‘The superstition prevalent in England and, like 
many more deeply rooted superstitions, sedulously fostered by the 
Tory party and the Tory press, that Mr. Disraeli, in the rAle of 
Ix>rd Palmerston, is a heaven-born leader of the House of Com
mons is fast dying out. People are awakening to serious doubts 
of his infallibility. It does not require a Political Expostulation 
to proclaim it to the world. He makes small mistakes almost 
every night and large ones almost every week. But he has the 
knack of recovering himself by a happy hit from time to time, 
and these recoveries prolong the death-bed superstition of his 
infallibility.’ It seems doubtful whether, even if hie health holds 
out, the Conservative Premier will get through a third session 
without foundering ; and in that case, whether Mr. Gladstone is 
still ‘The People’s William ’ or not, he is William The Inevitable, 
and we shall see him in power again. Of the suspicion of Popish 
leanings, which did him much harm with the masses, he has pretty 
well purged himself ; while the Publicans and the other 4 harassed 
interests ’ have Ead time to forget, if not to forgive.”

The frequeu^Pfnd destructiveness of fires in centres of popula
tion point strongly to the urgent need of greater precautions aud

and the change
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increased efficiency in extinguishing the destroying flames. We 
look upon it as a gross and culpable negligence for those respon
sible to permit even one day to pass, in which a water supply 
could not be had. Tens of thousands of dollars are apt to be lost 
in this way, to say nothing of individual suffering and privation. 
Take for instance the rectiht fire in Carleton, St. John. The 
reservoir was allowed to remain out of repair, and this notwith
standing the especial precautions which should obtaiv to protect 
that place. A fire came—no water 
almost one hundred thousand dollars’ wdçth of property destroyed. 
Who is to blame for this ? Certainly notXthe people, for they pay 
taxes to provide against such contingencies, and employ officials 
to see that the laws are carried out. iV this matter 41 some one 
has blundered.” This should be a warning, if warning were 
needed, to the officials of all cities and towns, that too great care 
cannot be taken to prevent the destruction of life and property v 
by fire. The smoke of the Carleton fire had not disappeared 
before another and more calamitous conflagration visited the 
Town of Portland. Fully a quarter of a million of dollars’ worth 
of property was destroyed by the Portland fire. The fire-fiend 
seemed to revel in the dreadful havoc and misery it so suddenly 
brought to hundreds of destitute and unfortunat^sufferers. One 
human life was lost, and that too in the praiseworthy effort to 
save the property of another. The people of Portland will not 
readily forget the 98th of May, 1875, for on that day they lost by 
fire over seventy dwelling houses, besides shops, stores, manufac
tories, a large church, ships on the stocks, and a vast amount of 
other valuable property. This fire will entail a heavy loss on the 
insurance companies, but they are all staunch, and can pay 
promptly.

Still another destructive fire visited the City of St John proper 
on the morning of the 30th of May last, or night of the 29th. 
Although not near so calamitous as the Portland fire, yet it is 

that St. John witnesses such a destruction of property by 
Ten or twelve dwellings were destroyed, entailing a probable 

loss of twenty thousand dollars. At this fire there were clear 
evidences of an attempt at incendiarism. It is almost sufficient 
to make one’s blood run cold to think that any community 
contain miscreants capable of such a dastardly and diabolical act. 
The man who can deliberately fire a building in the still hour ^

«

d be had— and as a result
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night, when its inmates are locked in sleep, all unconscious of 
danger, is a greater villain, and more of a murderer in his heart, 
than the man who sends a bullet or a dagger into the heart of his 
victim in an open brawl. Such men are nothing less than fiends -, 
they deserve the severest punishments, and should be banged as 
high as Haman.

These fires liavff’tteveloped one serious defect in the organization 
of the fire department in St. John. We allude to the lack of 
sy»tem in removing and preserving household and other effects 
from burning buildings. Furniture might as well be devoured by 
the fire as be smashed to pieces by an excited crowd of men on 
such occasions. The desirability of organizing a force of men in 
connection with every fire department, whose especial duty it shall 
be to prevent the wanton or negligent destruction of property at 
fires, must, we thihk, be apparent to every one of our readers. 
We hope soon to see the scheme perfected and put in force.

A great stringency at present exists in the money market in 
~ these Province®. People should not, however, draw wrong con

clusions from this,state of affairs. We have had a long period of 
unexampled prosperity. Our staples have found ready sales in 
the markets of the world, aed our ships have obtained high 
freights. The tide of commercial prosperity does not flow con- ' 
tinually in the same direction. We should be prepared occasion
ally for its ebb. At present, unfortunately for us, the lumber 
market of Europe is overstocked. Prices are ruinously low, and 
it is far be

1
i

' I

tier for those who can afford it to hold over present 
1 tne glut is abated. We believe this stringency is 
raryr Our people in the meantime must economize, 

live less expensively, and patiently wait for a change for the 
better. It is notorious that our people are living too extrava
gantly, and in many cases far beyond their means. This is to 
be deplored. The question how this is to be remedied, naturally 
suggests itself to the reader. 41 
inducing people to return to g 
persons of acknowledged affluent 
the idea abroad that it is evidhn

stocks until 
„ only telnpo

t means ofthink the v^ry^bes 
rackful simplicity^ would be for 
| to|set the example. Once get 

of uncultured vulgarity to 
bedeck the person in extravagant dress, and the desired end is 
reached. Who will begin by setting the example ?

There is another feature of this present monetary stringency
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which we cannot p^s by without notice. We refer to the system 
pursued by the Banking Institutions. These corporations are ' 
directly respoqsmle for much of the present difficulty, 
busines» is “brisk, and exports are going forward, they are exceed
ingly anxious to discount paper, almost ad infinitum^ and by that 
means encourage merchants and others to embark in commercial 
enterprises they would never otherwise dream of. We admit that 
every m in should have sufficient discretion to lay his plans so as 
to be riady for adverse currents. But we also know that the 
majority of men, while enjoying the “trade winds" of prosperity 
through \e.xsy discounts and other favoring circumstances, forget 
what they ought to doT&tô' do just the reverse. When, then, the 
Banks encourage over-trading and over-production by excessive 
discounts, they should be prepared to assume some of the respon- 

x sibility, and not “shut down" upon unsuspecting and it may be 
indiscreet customers. It may be replied that Banks are corpora
tions trading for their own exclusive gains. We are willing to 
admit that Banks should be conducted for the benefit of stock
holders, but they, from their peculiar relations to the entire trade 
and commerce of the cojmtry, also owe a duty to the public. 
Engaged in busineas^vitally affecting all interests, it should be 
the sacred duty oftheir maoMAto prevent over-trading, at least »

connivance is concerned. They 
should be conducted with a view to preserve the financial and 

- commercial credit of the country in the best possible condition, 
and we venture to assert that such a policy will, in the end, best 
conserve the interests of the stockholders.

When

I

>

so far as their ooncurr

His Royal Highness, the Prince of Wales, has been gazetted a 
Field Marshal. No political significance attafches to this appoint- 

We mention the fact to show the difference in policy 
between Queen Victoria and her grandfather, George the Third. 
It will be remembered by our readers that the then Prince of 
Wales, afterwards George the Fourth, held no higher position in 
the army than a Colonel of Dragoons, while his Royal brothers 

advanced to the highest command— the Duke of 1 ork being 
Commander-in-Chief. 
exclusion from active military rank, and a spirited correspondence 
took place between the King, the Prince, and Duke of 1 ork. But 
the King, from what motives we know not, refused to give the Prince

ment.

were
The Prince of Wrales chafed under this
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high military position. At the time of the threatened invasion 
of England by Napoleon, the Prinoe a second time renewed hie 
application, but unsuccessfully. A wiser and we think sounder 
policy prevails now. The Prinoe of Wales, as the successor to the 
crown, has, if possible, a deeper interest in the efficiency of the 
army and navy than any other individual, and it is only just and 
proper that he should have some official position in that force 
designed to protect the Throne and the Kingdom.

572

/
PrksiDknt Grant has set speculation at rest, as to his probable 

t candidature for a u third term,” by his recent letter to tho Presi
dent of the Pennsylvania Republican Convention, 
he will not be a candidate at the next Presidential election. This 
will be pleasing news to thoee ambitious ones aspiring to the 
White House. The Republican party will now have to find a 

The amount of wire-pulling, caucusing and 
speechifying required before the “coming man” is selected, will 
be almost appalling. One great desire is that a statesman of 

'' broad and liberal opinions, a man delighting in peace and frater
nity among the nations, will be the successor of President Grant. 
Gen. Grant has, notwithstanding the many charges of nepotism 
brought against him, managed to preserve friendly relations with 

He has seen enough of war and its horrors to 
May the motto of his successor be, “ Let us have

He states that

new candidate.

>otlier Powers.
Z desire peace, 

peace.”

Mr. C. Flood has recently published “ Anna Dale,” written and 
composed by J. Newton Wilson, Esq. The song is very pretty, 

-v (kid the air is in harmony with the sentiment, ^ « understand 
\thjri other songs by the same author are about to be published by 

a Boston firm.

Our next number will be embellished with a oabinet-eixe view 
of New Brunswick' Scenery, by Mr. McClurk.

/
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