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C. W. WILLIAMS & CO.,

Sewing Machine Manufacturers

Would respectfully invite the public to examine the numerous kinds of Sewing-Machines bui
by them, among which are

WILLIAMS FAMILY DOUBLE-THREAD,

In a variety of styles;

SINGER FAMILY LOCK-STITCH,

In several styles;

SINGER’S No. 2,

For Tailoring and Shoe-work;

HOWE, LETTER B,
For Family and Light Manufacturing;

HOWE, LETTER C,

For Talloring and Leather-work;

HOWE CYLINDER,

For Leather-work;

A NEW WAX-THREAD MACHINE
which posgesses many advantages over all others,

i

. M'hey warrant all Machines built by them to be equal in every respect, and In many superior,
% ta those of any other maker, They have testimonials from' every large firm in Montreal, testi-
- dying to their superiority, Their faellities for manufacturing are so com plete that they are able
offer their Machines at fron

$5 to $15 LESS THAN ANY OTHER DEALER,

AND BETTER TERMS TO AGENTS THAN CAN BE OFFERED BY ANY OTHER
MANUFACTURERS.

, Y= Special Discount made to the Clergy of this Dominion.

Send for Circulars and Photographs, or call at their New Store,

No. 347 Notre Dame Street, Montreal.




'THE BEST INVESTM 12
In this Country,
AINID WEXE S.AFEST,

TG ANGL-NERICAS PEAT Y

' Capital, $200,000;

. IN 8,000 SHARES, #25 EACH.

1,609 Shares now offered to the Pubﬁc.

The Company’s property contains mors than

6,000,000 Tons of Fuel, '

which {8 NOW BEING MANUFACTURED at a cost of $1.16 per ton; and selis ret'umy ON
THE SPOT, for $3.50 per ton. .

4

Ivestos may reasonaly expect t double thir money in 3 yeas

GREAT ADVANTAGE

In securing Stock just now; .

~ 8tock paid up during this month will participate

—pro rata—in the dividend of 12i per cent.
payable on 31st Dec., THIS YEAR.

Prospectudand forms of application for Stock may be obtained* _‘

Jrom - ' .

WM. EDGAR, A.McK. COCHRANE,
York Street, 388 8t. Paul Street,

. HAMILTON. : MOQNTREAL.
2% See Letter and u‘P on :l‘loo‘..m pages, ' : i
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Anglo-Ameriea.n Peat Company.

[

DEAR S1R.—~In reply to many inquiries as to the working of the peat machineg, I wounld say
that our expectations have been ful y realized. The machinery works smoothly, does not get
out of order, and turns ont the blocks in' very shape. In the processof pulplnﬁ, the fibre
being destroyed, and the oil cells of the moss eing broken, the oil is mixed through the peat,
making it tough and hard when dry,:

The blocks are fifteen inches long, and about three-inches broad (just the size of cord-woods
when cut and split for an ordinary stove), and being dried on wooden craies, are ready fpr use
Wwithin ten days after being dug out of the bog. The actual cost of the fuel, as we are now work-
ing, is one dollar and fifteen cents aton, dried and ready for use; but with improved machine%
;v?o can make it next year for a dollar a ton. We have orders for any quantity of the fuel at $3.

n. .

¥

The result of this season’s working fully justifies the estimates published with the prospectus,
which showed a profit of twenty-five per cent. per annum. If any practical man, can find an
ﬁ{'ror, or anything overstated in these estimates, I will be glad to go over the figures again with

im,

We are preparin% for more machinés to be made during the winter, so as to commence the
season with a capacity of thrge to four hundred tons of dry peat a day.

Say 12 machines making 25 tons each, dadly.. ceerinereneseneses 300 tons, }
ForSes,sonofl&)working-days............................A............... €
‘Which will cost to make $1.15 per ton, but say, to cover everything, $1.25....$ 56,250
And will sell for $3.50, but say thatitnets only $3.00..............0cnen. A 185,000
Apparent Profif.......coevereivennnnnnnrnnnssnnnnns TP eretaeraerarainiies e $ 78,750
on a capital of $200.000. -

These are not fancy figures, but plain facts. We are now making the fuel at the inside res
Stated above us cost, and are selling it at the outside figures set down as selling price, and have
orders for over 10,006 tons, at that price ($3.50 a ton.) .

" As an investment, there can be dothing more safe than this stock ; because,—

Ist. We do not spend thousands of dollars digging into the ground on the chance of fifiding a
vein of gold ; nor do we drill a hole hundreds of feet dee p on the probability of striking oil some-
Wwhere ; but our material is on the surface of the ground, in quality superior to most, and equal to
any Irish peat, and in quantity sufficient for a hundred years’ consumption,

2nd. We have secured all the land on which the peat.is deep enough for working, &o that we
can have no competition in the business in Ontario,

3rd. Our market is practically unlimited. Ata freight of about 50 cents.a ton by water, we
can reach the markets of Toronto and Hamilton, and other cities where wood is soid at $5 to $6
acord. Flve railwaysrun within a short distance of the works, and about thirty vessels every
day pass our wharf, on the Welland Canal, (many of them seeking carfoes and of them
ropellers which want fuel themselves,) where we have facilities for loading with despatch,

ilroads and steambots ure now beginning 1o ise peat instead of wood or coal, with the most
satisfactory results, ) N

4th, This thing cannot, like an oil-well, “ cease flowing,” nor ke a mine, become unproduc-

tive; for we have tested it all through, and there is no possibility of its giving out until we have
exhausted the six million tons of fuel which the peat bed contains.

5th. The demand for this fuel will be immense, as soon as its good qualities and cheapness
are known, , .

Parties who are using peat in Montreal (nbt 80;good ;a fmaterial Jas ours) costing $4.50 a ton,
have written to the newspapers that ]

It effeots a saving equal to Three Dollars for every Cord of Wood formerly used,

_ Every one should take some ghare in this stock while the opportunity is oﬂbred, either One
$25 share, or Ten shares, or Fifty, or a Hundred shares, thoy as please. Whatever amount 18
invested will be sure to yield a good return, and will probably double itself in three years.

This peat enterprise will ere lon, become one of the greatest interests of the country, and it
gs‘:&he advantaggpof every man tngCanada, that all our gso‘urces should be developed 0 the ute

Commumep,t,ions addressed as under wgll havé prompt a.ttentloﬁ; v
A. McK. COCHRANE,
‘ 388 St. Paul Street,
MONTREAL.



“THE CANADIAN FRUIT-CULTURIST,”

'BY JAMES DOUGALL, WINDSOR.
.PUBLiSHnD BY JOHN DOUGALL & SON, ‘MONTREAL

Price 25 cents, with a discount to Boeksellers and Agenta.
) (Four Copies sent free by mall for O DOLLAR.)

.

OPINIONS OF

UPPER CANADA,

This very clear and very useful little work is the
&roductlon of Mr, James Dougull, of the Windsor
urseries, and s thé result of & lox‘ng life devoted to
the culture of fruit in Canada. We could not say
enon'ih in its praise were we to write for a month,
and the best we can do is toadviseall our coun-
try friends to get the book and study it a8 fastas they
can. pr%rl {8 peculiarly well adapted for
grow‘lng t of all kinds, and all that is required to
o 80 successfully is to know how, Hereis the know-
l:gnge—let it not be neglected,~Britseh Whiy, King-
.

The authot has adopted the form of letters to a
friend, and in this way communicates what he hax to
say in an easy and pleasant manner, And he has a

deal to say that is very valuable and interest-
to the fruit-growers, a class that should comprise
almost every one who has a home of his own. The
letters treat of proper location, soil, preparation, and
after-cultivation of orchards, vineyards, and gardens
and what will prove very useful are the lists given of
the best varieties of the several fruits. Thosé of our
readers who have a spare patch of ground even would
.do well to procure s copy, from the perusal of which
they may profit in many ways.—London Free Press.

The ¢ Canadian ¥ruit-Culturist” will supply a want
that has long been felt of & work on fruit-cuiture, ex-
pressly written for the climate of Canada, and at a
price that every person can afford to purchase. The
well-known, long, and varied e ence of the author
in the cultivation of fruits. 18 sufficient guarantee that
tltxe infor on therein contained is exactly what is
at.
ejt]

resent required by all intending to raise fruit,
tending to plant orchards, vineyards, or

er for themselves or the market, . All persons in-
ens, and
of l’and,

in fact every farmer, owner, or ocoupler
however amZI ehould at once prootiye a 00py.—ZEseex
Record, Windsor, .

t

It containa & vast amount of valuhble Informsation
to fruit-growers, in twelve letters, on * sites, soils,
&0., most suitable for culture”; on planting and fu-
ture care of orchards; on the apple, pear, plum, cher-
ry, peach, nectarine, aprioot, ce, grape, gooseber-
Y, raspberry, and .wberry; and on the
profits of frult culture, marketing, &o.; and general
r&mﬂh on Canada 88 a fruit-growing country.

Its anthor 1s Mr. James D of the oelebrated

nurseries of Windsor, Theinterestwhich theauthor | hight:

has taken in this subject, and his experfence and re
putation as a s grower, is a guarantee of the
exoellence of the work,~Oshawa Vindscator

(; .
Thé work 18 from the pen of Mr, James Dougall,
gindsor, “id daen: innmdarmgabh m%e, og
e ocation, EQ; on AN
m%m of Juh}mmynd’a pand gnr:iens,

with directions for the best mode of culture of each
variety of Fruit.—0Ohatham Planet .

It 1s an admirable work of its kind, and contains
smuch useful information that would be found of in-

calculable value o intending frult-growere.—Port
Bope Canadian. e

THE PRESS.

This little work will be found of 'grut use to Cana-
dian cultur!?its, asd ouggt:)to é):nlél w‘l'l;l: tl:n,d! of
every er an ener from Gaspe,
-—rl.ondou Eoenings’idoerﬁoer. '

This is a little book which will prove Invalusble to
inexperienced fruit-growers, and profitable to all.—
Beriwn, C.W., Telegraph. .

It contains  large amount of information thé most
lndi?ensable to persons interested in gardens, or-
chards, or vineyards.— Peterborough. Review,

The production of Mr, James Dougall, of the cele-
brated Windsor Nurseries, Send for a copy at once,
—Fergus News Record,

LOWER CANADA,

A pamphlet written by Mr, James Dougall, so well
known as .a practical fru:t-grower in conhection with
the Windsor Nurseries. ‘We havefrequently, inthese ~
columns,inculcated the importance economically to
Canada of the fruit crops which might be raised, and
we are glad to see the public placed in possession of
information which every farmer or owner of land may
make ex ly valuable to himself.— Trade Ke-
view,

On y trouve des preceptes ntiles et precieux sur la
culture du jardin elt)' des vergers et leg soins qwil y
faut prodiguer suivant les circonstances, M, James
Dougall ecrit en homme consomme dans experience
eten og::xteur ex.m:i:d etnul %t;ixte que l’hor:ltisculture
ne prof ucoup de ces conseils sages et onnes.
—ﬂ&m«, Montreal. o8 .

———
.

A perusal of these will give all the directionsabso
lately necessary to plant trees successfully, and also
show the best verieties of fruit suitable for the differ-
ent sections of this country,~Quebec Gazeite,

———

‘We recommend all persons in this section of the
country, who are in any way {nterested in the culti-
vation of frutt, to subscribe for the Fruit-Culturist at
onoe,—Huntingdon, C.E., Jowrnal. :

These letters are com&uedetg . James Dougall

of the Windsor (C.W.) Nurseries, and will be foun
y ini g and useful to those in quest of

fruit-culture knowledge. The writer says:

“ From an extensive correspondence with all gec.
tions of the country on this subject, it has grenetllg sur-
prised me to find how very few, even of int nt
and educated ons, are sc&ulnwd with the first
pfinciples of the planting and culture of fruit trees ;
and all the works on the subject are o voluminous,
that to those whose time is fully occupied in other
pursuits, it is almost a task to read them, whiletheir
008t generally s 80 high as to debar the great mass
of the people from procuring them.”

This is true, and we are glad to see that Mr, Dou.
flﬂ has brought out the little work before us, which

8 ooncige, plain, and within the resch of sl to pur-
ohase,—~urandy C.K., Gasette. -




Now ‘Ready—Feap., 8vo. Price, $1.40, Beoutifully bound in Cloth. A liberal discount to the Trade

THE TWIN RECORDS OF CREATION;

Or GEQLOGY AND GENESIS: Their Perfact Ha.rniony and Wonderful Joncord,
' By GEORGE VICTOR Le VAUX, F.C.T.
With numerous Illustratiows.

EXTRACTS FROM ENGLISH REVIEWS,

¢ We can recommend Mr, Le Vauxas an able and interesting guide toa popular appreciatiion
of Geological Science.”—é?ectawr.

“Mr, Le Vaux’s knowledge of Science prevents him from misleading in an{ of the great
matters of fact. His reverence for Scripture is clear; and liws style of conveying himself to his
readers*minds cannot make his book other than a pleasant companion,”—, lectgy and Congrega-

{ Review.

«Mr, Le Vaux very feasibly reconciles the Two Records.”— Builder,

«Mr. Le Vaux is an enthusiast in Geolngy, and has produced & most instructive and readable
book. * * We welcome his volume as aiding in a most important discussion, and commend
it to those interested in the subject.”—Evangelical Review, '

«The remarkable peculiarity of this author i{s that he combines an unbounded admiration:
of Science with an unbounded admiration of the Written Record. Thetwoimpulses are balanced
to a hicety; and the consequence 1s, that difficulties which, to minds less evenly poised, would
be serious, find immediate solutions of the happlest Kinds.—London Review.

“ A nicely printed little volume, with admirable Illustrations and much interesting matter,
written in anything but a dry manner.”— Naturalists’ Note-Book.

¢ A valuable contribution to the evidences of Revelation, and disposes very conclusively of
the a:gument.s of those who would set God's Works against His Word. No real difficulty is
shirked—no sophistry is left unexposed.”’—Rock.

2@ The Ilustrations of this work were drawn by a special Artist, from the fossil remains at
the British Museum and elsewhere,

' ‘ LONDON: e
LOCKWOOD & CO., 7'STATIONERS’ HALL COURT, E.C.

In preparation, by same author :.

““The Principles and Practice of Education; or The Preceptor’s Manual,”
DESIGNED FOR THE USE OF PARENTS AND TEACHERH...

s

WORTHY OF NOTICE.

The eirculation ot a few of the leading dally journals of New York City is glven below 3

SPOST. . ieiiiens, ceieiisesies aeees 7,000
“COMMERCIAL ADVERTISER."..... %000
SEXPRESS™. . ..iiviieiiierinnniens < 5,000

SEVENING MAIL».. 00000 1.1l 5,000
The present average circulation of the DAILY WITNESS is

7,400 per Day;

being larger than any of the above named Dailies of the Empire Oity of thd United States,

. The Daily Withess has a larger aggregate circulation than any other Dally in the Provin

of Qé!;?bec. 'or city mrculatzon,arﬁ hﬁ t.%le list of the Dominion P{ess, exeeedlig , by some t.ho?:'

?a.n the Globe, the Leader, and the Tequgpl»ot Toronto, The lattey paper claims to have a
arger efrculation than either of its older contemporaries in T to, the greater portion of
o tion of the GYobe and the Leader being sent to country districts; but the entire issue

of the Telegraph is only about 3,000. .

The advertising tariff of the New York papers per line for each ingertion 1s as s Pt
12¢.; Advertiser, 100.; Express, 12¢.; Mail, 1&. That of the DAILY, WITNESS is 03}1,?‘"'

7 Cents per I.ine

for first or new insertion, an, J 1 'or each subs n
a larger circulation at g, inuc%x?év(;éx??;te{ne for each su eq\:ent ingertion, giving the benefit of
. '



FIRST PRIZE SEWING MACHINES.

J.D. LAWLOR

MANUFACTURER.

-+ PRINCIPAL OFFICE,
365, Notre Dame,Street, Montreal.

’

‘ I3 ;

K TN ;
Would most respectfully invite the public to examine the great variety of First-Class Sewing
Machine, before purchasing elsewhere, among which are:

A Now Eliptic Family Machine, with 8tand, Price $23.00.

A New Lock Btitch F_amilg Machine, Price $30.00.

Singer’s Family, various Styles,

Singer’s No. 2, for Tailoring and 8hoe Work.

The Florenco .’quersxble Feod Family Machine.

Howe's for Family and Manufacturing purposes.

The Ztna Noiseloss Machine, for Tailors and Family use.

A Button Hole and Lock Stitch Machine. combined.

‘Wax Thread Machines, which possesses many advantages over all others.

> I warrant all Machines made by me superior in every respect to those

’ of any other Manufacturerin Canada. I have the best Testimonial from

all the principal Manufacturing Establishments, and many of the best.

Family in Montreal, Quebec, and St. John, N.B,, testifying to their supe-

riority." My long experience in the business, and superior facilities for ma-

nufacturing, enables me to sell First-Class 8ewing Machinesfrom 20 to 30

per cent, less than infetior Machines of the game patron car be purchased
elsewhere. I therefore offer better Machines and better Terms to Agents,

Local and Travellers Agents. will do well to give this matier their
attention.

A 8pecial Discount made to the Clergy and Religious Institutions,
PARTICULAR INOTICHE. .

. The undersigned is desirous of securing the services of active persons in all parts of the Domi-
njon to act as local or travelling Agents for the sale of his celebrated Sewing Machines. A very
liberal salary, and expenges will be paid, or commission allowed, Conntr]iruerchants, Post-
masters, Clergymen, Farniers, and the business publicgenerally, are particularly invited to give
this mattettheir attention, 33 I am offer unparalleled inducements, and at the same time the
cheapest as well as the best Sewing Machines now before the public., 3

All kinds ot Sawing Machines Repaired and Improved at the Factory 48 Nézereth Street, and
at the adjusting Rooms, over the Office, 865 Notre Dame Street, Montreal, and 22 8t, John Street,
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ANNALS OF THE CAMP.,

"HERE never was
a morning better
calculated to display
the colors of Nature,
or to tantalize our
Kreighoff and Ja-
cobi, in their devout
attempts to copy,
7 \ than the 4th day of

S October, 186, when
the dawn of Autumn’s glory smiled upon
Sam Jones and me, as we left Montreal,
benton a week out,—at a season when such
as we seldom have a week out. -

Some days before, I had stepped into
Jones’ office (he is a rising young advocate,
and consequently is pleased to receive a
call), and found him reading a letter from
Murphy, the trapper. I had seen some
characteristic epistles from the same hand
before, and their pithy style had interested
me, as had also the repeated invitations
they contained to spend some days at his
hunting-grounds in the woods. I had re-
Peatedly had to decline such invitations—
both in the spring and fall—and when the
letter in question was read over, I said I
would go, Jones said he would also go,
although, as I afterwards learned, he had
not intended to do 80. So business is laid
aside, and we are afloat.

Jones is & glorious fellow, with vitality
enough to give life to the dullest company,
which I had no reason to expeét ours to be.
In addition to ourselves (I may here say for
explanation’s sake, that I am John Smith,

of John Smith & Co, St. Paul Street), we
expected to meet at Dover the Rev. Duncan
Robertson and Tom Brown to complete our
party—the former, the Auld Kirk minister
of the place, and the other a cousin of Jones’,
from California.

At tbe landing, we were met by Tom
Brown, an athletic youth on the threshold
of manhood (Jones and I have got as far as
the front passage), who had a buggy to bear
our traps to Dover. 'He told us of his pre-
para.tiohs, which, besides the laying out of a
&oqble-batrelled ﬁiecé and no end of ammu-
nition, consisted chiefly in the making of
two pairs of moceasing, for the minister and
himself, both of which had been sent back
that morning to the cunning artist in primi-
tive shoes to have two inches taken from
each of the heels,

Dover is a place made up of the elder Mr.
Jones’ store, his spreading mansion and
farm buildings, and the church and manse.
The store at which we were landed is such
a store as is familiar in every village, and
at every four corners in Canada ; but may

'be distinguished from the rest by the legend

on the sign, which reads :

8, JONES
STORE'

Itis the favorite resort of the whole country
side, as well as of the lumbermen who
make up their rafts in the cove below. The
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stove is in the centre, and near it sit in rapt
cogitation, or thinking upon nothing, and
either cutting tobacco, smokiug, or rejoiging
in the soothing effects of a recent smoke,
one or two agrestian sages, while another,
more conversable, stands with his hands in
his pockets, talking about everything but
the purchase he is desirous of making, as
soon as he shall have convinced the clerks
that he came with no business intentions.

This store contains the post-office, re-
Joicing in the name of Jonesville, and the
arrival of the mail, soon after us, brings in
one or two to ask for letters. There are
none. After a while,a wayfarer, passing
by, steps in td" know if there is anything
for John Peters. No; but there is the paper
for Old-man Norton, if the wayfarer will
take it. He takes it, and departs. The
store is noted for many leagues around for
" the maintenance of a good stock. Beginning
with a stand of whips on the left side of the
door, the eye first travels to coils of ropes,
chains, heavy hardware, implements, har-
ness, &c., occupying the smallest imagina-
ble space about a small window, whose only
object is to give light. The show-window
is not yet introduced. Then come the
shelves, which display the miraculous pro-
ductions of the pseudo-medical art, and, con-
nected with them, it is in place to notice
dispersed here and there, where space can
be found, neatly printed show-cards, ex-
pensively framed, reading:

CELEBRATED FRENCH REMEDIES.

Dr. Lo GROS D'YABLE'S
EXTRACT HIUINE.

BADWAY'S
READY
BELIEF.

|
j BURNITT'S SUCCUINE

etc. This department, like those of seeds,
dime-novels, etc., is kept up by the con-
stant returns of the medicine-cart to supply
the place of what is sold, and to collect
payment only for what is disposed of. But
we must pass more rapidly over the lamps,
pots, looking-glasses, cutlery, erockery, light
glass-ware, china images, groceries, Bibles
and Testaments (this shelf is the Bible Re-
pository of the place), shoes and India-
rubbers, lesson-books—such as are used in
the school—a shelf or two containing the
old woman’s specialties—rhubarb, cml.
flowers, magnesia, antimony,—mixed up
with paints, dye-stuffs, etc., all in neatly-
lettered jars, underneath all which are the
drawers, painted in gold, with w. sugar,
raising, ch. shoes, hyson, gunpowder, w.
overshoes, rice, etc.; and, underneath—
what nails of various sizes—what glassand
putty—what bath-brick—what whetstones
—what salt may those recesses beneath and
behind the counter not contain! Then
comes the door into the chamber of mystery,
whence come replenished the cans of mo-
lasses, and coal oil, and the bottles of what
is less profitable—to the consumer. That
is also the way to the cellar, where the butter
and produce taken in trade at full prices
arestored for shipment to Montreal. Against
one side of this door lean some brooms and
hoes, and on the other hang some resplen-
dent braces. Thereafter one glass door
covers men’s caps of ten years’ fashions,
and hats of perennial shapes, which never
were in fashion, and shelves after shelves
are weighed down with rolls of goods whose
various namesso comprehensible to woman-
kind, do not come within the grasp of minds
run in the mould of John Smith & Co. On
the counter, a glass case displays ribbons,
tooth-brushes, breast-pins, and brooches for
sale at 12}c. and under ; scent-bottles, one
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or two pairs of large thread-gloves, ete.,
ete.

It would weary my readers to mention
even generally all the departments of this
museum, with which every one of them is
so familiar, and so I have let my deserip-
tive muse flit at random, from flower to
flower, if I may be excused for giving way
for the moment to poetic feeling.

Off thisstore is the office, where we found,
on entering, my friend’s brother, Jones
Junr., gravely engaged on some document
connected with conveyancing or contract,
such as he knows well how to draw out
for the yeomanry of the neighborhood.
Jones junr. is Captain of the Dover Com-
pany of the De Pijumberri Rifles, and some-
‘where in the recesses of the wide establish-
ment he is known to have a place for
storing of the arms and amunition, the pro-
perty of the Government, confided to his
care. Jones, junr., is also Secretary and
Librarian of the Dover Mechanic’s Insti-
tute, and finds a place for the storing of the
large collection of popular reading, which
has enlightened generations of the above-
mentioned yeomanry in the lives and times
of The Pathfinder—Dominie Sampson,
Wackford Squeers, and other notables.

The donging of a great bell tells that
dinner is ready at the house—a meal which
is eaten by us very much as a child chews
his last raisin, under the sobering influence
of the thought that another such dinner
must not be hoped for, for many days.

After dinner, we adjourn to the upper
storey of the store, where sleeps Jones,
Jjunr,, the genius of the place. Here Sam
Jones and Tom Brown apply themselves
in wonderful earnest to the overhauling
of all the provision for the journey. How
keenly each blade, each cartridge, and each
belt was discussed—how diligently were
the contents of one package scattered
among many, and goods of divers charac-
ters and owners erowded together—how
aage the counsels of the genius loci a8 now
and again he visited the scene bf operations!

Asmy novice hands were valueless, I
merely watched to ascertain where myown
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things were to be, which being ascertained,
I sauntered forth at sunset. It was a calm
scene compared with St. Paul Street. An
intense crimson light lay on the ground,
among the shadows of the trees. Owver this
rich mosaic some cows were wandering at
their own pace down a lane leading to-
wards the broad river, and I followed them.
When the sun was gone, how gquiet—how
lovely everything was! As I stood on the
wall of an old ruined fort, the noise of the
rapids a mile off was soothing, and the mo-
tions of animated things all looked like
rest. There was a barge with a drooping
sail lazily mooring on the other side. A
man in a boat was paddling slowly towards
a raft on which his companion sat by the
fire. Down on the shore was a youngster
keeping pace with the slow motion of a little
steamer which he guided by an invisible
string, and which had in tow an admirably
contrived raft. The ruined fort I have
casually referred to was believed by the
elder natives to have been a brewery; but
I have in my day paid a shilling to be
shown round ruins no more remarkable
looking.

At tea, the family were joined by the
Rev. Mr. Robertson, and ladies, and Mr.
Earle, a connection of the Jones’s, who was
spending the night under their hospitable
roof. The evening was very merry to all
but Brown, whose preparations continued
to be of a most serious nature. Near mid-
night Jones was taking a bit of long-ad-
journed sleep, and I, John Smith, was
making a note or two by the way, and
reading some of the books to be found in
the spacious chamber assigned to us two,
when at the door was heard, not the tapping
of a raven, but the more vigorous tapping
of » tamborike and a brilliant exhibition
on the.violin, with the accompaniment of
sounds in harmony with the occasion The
hospitable attention, which lasted about
an hour, would have been extremely pro-
fitable to the performers if the same energy
had been spent in exasperating the mer-
chants of St. Paul street. .When it was
over, we learned that the performers were
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the grave genius loci and the dignified and
retiring Mr. Earle.

Next morning we were soon astir, and
agoing, packed aboard two French carts—
such as we see in the market—which held
besides us the boxes and bundles which
Jones and Brown had packed, and were
drawn by docile, hardy ponies, such as our
country is noted for. We were dressed for
the most part in Scotch caps, and pea-jackets,
covering worsted vests, and shod with moc-
casins. If one has much walking to do,
however, by the road, it is not wise to wear
moccasing, as it will wear thema more than
weeks in the bush. It is very important
to have them well oiled, especially, if they
are the hard, shapely kind which gentlemen
generally buy—the common beefskin article,
being made very large for lumbermen,
who always wrap a piece of blanket round
their feet. The process is as follows: Fill
the moccasins with hot water, and pour it
out ; after they have stood a few minutes till
the pores are open, oil freely with cod oil,
which is generally obtainable where moc-
casins are used, and always at a tannery.
After the moccasins have been used on a
damp day, it is well to give them a new
coat. For this purpose, let them dry till
the damp does not appear, and oil freely.
To dry the oil, hold them to the fire, but
not near enough to boil the oil, for that
will ruin the leather. Salt fat of any kind
is never used on moceasins. If you buy the
hard, black horse-skin moceasins, get them
large enough to hold all the socks yon mean
to put into them. I, John Smith, found
the story of. their stretching when oiled
much worse than mythical, and though I
did not say so, I envied the web-footed free-
dom of the minister and Tom Brown. Mr.
Robertson is a well-made man, of about 30
years old, dignified and reserved.® Some
reople are called ¢ reserved’” who have
nothing in reserve, but not so with our
parson. To those who may explore it,
there is a fund of mirth and good-fellowship
that improves on acquaintance. The
younger wayfarers were accosted in Gaelic,
and, when puzzled, the language was

changed, by way of explanation, to French,
German, or English—and all without a
smile. One urchin was gravely applied
to for information as to the exact distance
to the spot where Sir John Franklin
died. Mr. R. is a good walker, and said to
be a fine shot. Brown is also good com-
pany, with an unfailing stream of informa-
tion and aneedotes about the vineyards, the
herding of Spanish cattle, of the mining
business, and other things carried on in his
own country, and the character and cus-
toms of the Indians, the Chinese, the
Spaniards, and the Americans there. One
could listen to his stories all day.

Our midday meal was eaten at Mr.
McFarlane’s. McFarlane’s house is on a
clearing of his own, on land very good for
the hill country. The building is a long
log-cabin, one third of which is used as a
smithie, and one third of the smithie is used
for potatoes and turnips. MecFarlane shoes
horses, and, since times have been hard, a
good deal of his work has been virtually
pure charity. Next tothe smithie is the but,
with a stove in it, and a ladder to the loft,
and then the ben, a large room, with
another stove, a table two feet square, and
a rack for a bed. There is also a wool-reel,
a bag of flour, and a barrow of -potatoes.
The floor is partially laid, and partially
loose. The window is glazed with three
panes and a hat. Besides the shelf on which
the clock stands, there is another made of a
three-cornered piece of looking-glass, with
the ubiquitous Witness, and a few other
scraps upon it. There may be some points
in which my memory or observation has
failed me, but this is the most of what was
visible around us as we took our dinner
round the little square table.

This is the home of a respectable intel-
ligent lowland Scotchman in the bush. He
has worked hard upon his land, and hard
upon the roads, and was doing the latter
still ; but improvement of his own property
was at a standstill, since Mr. Glossin, from
Montreal, had visited him as representative
of the heirs in England of some Mr.
Wetherbee, who had had a grant of land in
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these parts. Mr. Glossin said this land was
on the Wetherbee property, and the occup-
ants should be driven off at the point of the
bayonet, if they would not sign certain
papers acknowledging that they rented the
land from him. Glossin’s claim had, how-
ever, always been in abeyance when the
Municipal Council demanded the road
taxes of him. This matter was taken up
warmly by Jones, who doubtless could not
see why Glossin should have all the plan-
der. There was also a political bond, as
both Jones and McFarlane had been each
in his sphere devoted and useful support-
ers of Simeon Brown, Tom’s uncle, at the
late election for the county of de Pijum-
berri.

We resaumed our slow march over the
uneven Government road—listening to
Jones’ accounts of what the road was when
he, a young lad, first attempted such a
journey as this. The toils of those days
made the present luxurious. It is to be
made better yet next year, for large grants
have been secured to de Pijumberricounty,
by one of its faithful members.

It is a long road that has no turning, and

atthe « Hemlock tavern’ we turned off into
a road that was not a Government road;
and if any one wants to learn a feat of
horsemanship, let him try teaming on that
road, I, John Smith, tried it, and got on
bravely till, by dint of shaking, my seat
gave way. I felt it crunch downon 2 nest
of cans—our dinner service. I put back
my hand to save it from going altogether.
The diversion of thought was but for a
second, but a second too much. One wheel
had mounted a rotten log, nigh three feet
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high, and I had descended an equaldistance
on the other side with my eargo.

i .

The four or five miles of this road seemed
equal to the previous five-and-twenty, and
no wonder for it had led us through Scot-
land and Ireland—the names by which the
settloments are distinguished. We may
introduce a few of the settlers as we pass
them. Jones went into one house in Seot-
land, where, in the course of conversation,
a grievance through which the family had
had to pass was mentioned. A young
woman connected with them had been
accused of bewitching cows in the neigh-
borhood, and the following document was
brought out as a defence :—

Margaret McMillan, having been duly sworn
on the holy Evangelists, deposes and says, that
she did not bewitch John Campbell’s cow to

grevent her giving her milk, nor is she able to

ewitch his or any other man’s cows,

8worn before me, one of |
Her Majesty’s Justices
of the Peace in and for
the Province of y
at Crowsbury, thig —

day of ——

Signed,

SRS

This Jones would have willingly brought
away, but it was treasured by the girl as
her ¢« character,”” and must not be lost.

Ireland has had trouble—not wonderful,
considering the ungodly character of the
people, nor is their ungodliness wonderful
when they cannot read, and have few
chaneces of hearing the Grospel. Families and
friends have been divided and estranged by
a runaway match, and a pleasant gather-
ing for religion or amusement is almost im-
possible. Their amusements are amusing.
See them get together for a ball in a cabin
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fifteen feet square-—the men in one dark cor-
ner, and the women in another, the flare of
the fire revealing the snowy locks of the
piper—a piper, by the way, who was a
doctor once in & British capital, but who has
travelled a hard road since then. The wild
strains strike up, and, soon after, some one
of the gallantsdartsinto the opposite corner,
and brings therefrom, to all appearance,
what fortune has given him, and, in a few
moments, the most of the company are lost
in the mazy whirl. Jones tells of a time
when he himself diverted such a company
in Doran’s heuse, with a highland fling and
some reels, and states that he met recently,
at a village not far off, a man who said that
the settlement had been informed some time
after by the piper, that his was not such
great dancing after all. The piper had
seen better dancing nor that in Edinburgh
toon, when he was young ; and Jones judged
from the man’s manner that the piper’s
opinion had gained some eredit in Ireland.
There is one thing they prefer to amuse-
ment, however, and that is whiskey; and
one thing they prefer to whiskey, and that
is highwines. The first time Jones was
among them, with a party of friends, they
had, of course, looked for the hunters’ usanal
accompaniment, and were somewhat disap-
pointed when Sam, quite innocent of these
expectations, began explaining eloguently
a pieture of the Black Valley Railroad,
which he had brought out for their amuse-
R\
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ment. They had recently, before our visit,
had a wake, observed with all the honors.
When the party went away to bury the
deceased, two old men of the settlement
had found themselves incapable of accompa-
nying the funeral, and, during the absence
of their descendants, the patriarchs got
hold of an unfinished keg of highwines,
which they used so freely that, when found,
one of them was dead, and the other, Doran,
had lost an eye. These are very kind,
honest, decent people when they are
sober.

We must not let the difficulties of the
road hide its wonders. At one part of it,
for instance, where the ground is smoother,
and the road like an unused cart-track in a
pasture field, it passes over one of the most
remarkable of natural bridges. Close on
the right the lake which contains the
waters of what is called ¢ the lost river,”
is plainly seen to pour its waters into the
ground. There is actually a fall in the
water, a¢ it runs into the rubbish it has
collected at the shore. There is no other
outlet for this water than another lake,
scarce an acre off, on the other side of the
road ; but whose placid surface shows no
signs of receiving such a large current.
Some miles off, on another lake, there is a
curiosity of less interest, but of equal fame,
and that is a stone serpent, of perfect form,
about 30 feet long! It had long since lost
its head—if it ever had one; and this year
it has lost its tail.
It is, I suppose—
for I did not go to
see it— the out-
NV Igerop of some of
Nthe convoluted
beds of the old
plutonic rocks of
this region, exhi-
& Jbited on a horizontal

. ..? #” section.

P | We at length got the order to halt,

s transferred from the cart to the shoulder, and
- ,/?jwe come bravely through our first portage.—

There was one box containing a ham, a piece
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of pork, some bullets and shot, two lamp-
¢himneys and a lamp, and other things—
things in similar variety, and partially
filled in with loose beans, which Jones and
Brown had wisely packed go as to be twice
as heavy as any other parcel. This Brown
valiantly bore the whole distance, and we
soon found ourselves on the shore of the
lake where we were to meet Murphy; but
Murphy was not there. Jones had an order
from Mr. Little, of Little Falls, for a bunn
which he kept on these lakes. This he
took to France (a French settlement by the
lake) to find where the boat was ; but as
Watty McCallam, on whom the order was,
did not live there, he naturally did not get
it. The rest of us staid puddling about on
a raft, and hallooing to the echo, which we
soon found it worth while to fire at. It
was our first introduction to the wonderful
echoes of these lakes. The discharge of a
piece was followed by a peal of prolonged
thunder, quite as grand as that which often
excites our admiration in a storm, with this
difference, that, as the sound travelled
round the silent shores, we could almost
see it rolling up the hills, and losing itself
in the valleys. Its course was regularly

round from a near eminence on our right,
roaring louder as it reached the highest
points, and making leaps between hill and |
hill, till it got miles away, and its rumbling
did not die till it had gone completely
round the lake. |

After some time our cries received more
concrete replies from the children in a
clearing more than a mile off, which could |
be seen from the lake, who, as is the
custom when any one is lost in the bush,
brought out a horn to rescue us. No such
trumpet voice was necessary, however, as
“we found, to our great surprise, that con-
versation was distinctly audible the whole
length of the lake. The ecalls which
answered ours were always from one point
until, in a moment, as it was turning to-
wards dusk, all the crooked shores of the
lake seemed vocal with human voices. As
we could easily distinguish the voices, it

soon became evident that the phenomenon

(f
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had been caused by the simultaneous appear-
ance of Murphy on one side, and Jones and
Brown, who was with him, on the other.
After a while, we saw a canoe making
towards us, with a man standing in each .
end. After mutual introductions, it became
the business of Murphy and a very young-
looking l1ad he called Sonny, to pack the
goods and the men into the canoe, in such
a manner that she might ride safely with
her load, and guietly and slowly she made
her way over the depths of the lake, which
gseemed almost filled up with the mirrored
glories of the hills. I should here notice,
for here the matter becomes one of import-
ance, where weights have to be so nicely
adjusted, that we still had with us Gargon
or Gosoon, the lad who was in charge of our
horses, and who accompanied us to the
camp to bear back the first fruits of our
toils. Gargon was always useful, and never
in the way, and said nothing, because he
knew no English. At the farther end of
the lake was an equally cautious unload-
ing—oh, how canny these old hands are
in a bark canoe!—aund another portage
of an acre and a quarter. I, John Smith,
seized the ham-box, and when every man
of the party had gone off with his load, and
nothing of beat or baggage remained to show
we had passed, I trudged off after the party,
but I had to he helped a great deal by the
minister before we got through. Here lay
another canoe, a small one of 9 or 10 feet
in length. This was filled with goods, and
sent off in charge of Sonny, or eXavier, as
his kind stepfather called him when speak-
ing to strangers; and the trapperand Jones
took charge of the other canoe—a canoe
which belonged to Jones when people asked
Murphy for it, and was in charge of
Murphy when people asked Jones for it.
Such an arrangement i8 very convenient
in connection with lendable property.
Jones and Brown, however, proved to be
more for the little canoe than eXavier and
his load had done on the otherlake—men
who have their persons half above the
gunwale are much more top-heavy than a
greater load that lies entirely below. We
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landed at an island, and Tom Brown and
Gargon, neither of whom could speak to
the other, began to play Robinson Crusoe
and his man Friday. They lighted a fire,
and amused themselves for a long hour
‘nicely, while we travelled some miles
further through the Lake of Islands, past
Lightning Island, Vietoria and Albert
Islands, and Marion Island to the Twin
Islands, on the smaller of which was
Murphy’s casile, at whose hospitable door
eXavier had just unloaded his canoe. Ours
was also carefully emptied, and while
Murphy and Jones were away in search of
Robinson Crusoe, the minister and I, John
Smith, set to work under the guidance of
eXavier to prepare a repast. This con-
sisted of trout, sea-biscuit, and tea, which
proved admirable under the eircumstances,
notwithstanding the hardness of the biseuit.
Jones, in the face of some modest hins
from novices, had taken Jones, junr.’s, grave
advice, and No. 2 biscuits. These the
minister and I soaked in warm water, and
toasted on a log before the fire. By the
time our friends came to tea, we had
reduced them to the same condition as
that in which we found them. The wel-
come meal was soon served to the company,
who were seated promiscuously on boxes,
the bed, the edge of the camboose, and the
high threshold of the door, and, grace being
said, the duty of eating became paramount,
The evening passed gaily between remi-
niscences exchanged between Jones and
Murphy, and tales, in which department
the trapper chiefly shone. A chapter or
two from ¢¢ Nicholas Nickleby,” interspersed
with a few admiring snores on the part of
Jones, and, afterwards, prayers, in which
none appeared more devout than the hun-
ters, closed this as every other evening
while we were in camp, excepting Sunday
evening, when ¢ Nicholas Nickleby '’ gave
way to a somewhat vigorous discussion
maintained between Murphy and his guests
on sowme disputed points of theology. I can
recall at this writing none of the tales which
formed the interludes of that evening,
save one which was brought vividly to
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mind next morning. The subject of conver-
sation being Butter as a substitute for
Cream on Porridge ;"* and it should be pre-
mised that the mode of using batter for
that purpose, is to put it in a hole in the
middle of the plateful, where the heai of
the porridge quickly melts it, and into
which every spoonful is dipped, coming
forth exceedingly savory. It was related
of a lad in a certain Scottish borough, who
said to his parent one morning,

‘“ Mither, ye  hae pit nae butter 4n my
parritch this mornin’.”

¢ Dook faur doon, Jock, hinny,” was the
reply. :

Jock renewed his manly exertions to
reach the golden deposit ; but mouthful
after mouthful was consumed without any
appreciable relish of the butter. When the
bow! was nearly empty, the sharp young-
ster perceived the point of the joke, and,
with a roguish wink, he said,

“Ah, mither! but ye're a sly witeh.”

To commit ourselves to slumber might
gseem an easy task after so much open-air
exercise ; but the dimensions of the couch
had to be considered. I saw my friends
all fairly in bed first.

— — ";f%’
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It was a nice sight, but, as may be seen
from the plate, there were but five places,
and all full, leaving, by careful packing, a
scant four-inches for me, John Smith.

Having some decision of character, I got
in, and the order was soon given to “spoon
up,” which signifies that the sleepers are to
arrange themselves, like spoons in a drawer.

Murphy, hospitably, had his bed on the
floor.
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Spoon-fashion is admirable so long as it
lasts; but, alas ! for good intentions, I could
not have counted a hundred before I felt
like an Issachar, between the weight of
eXavier and that of the minister, and so
the night was spent. Would that I could
describe the snores! How well I learned
in that brief week to individualize each
tantalizing form of stertorous vexation.

Morning came, and the morning meal
was prepared. To the dishes of the even-
ing before, was added the butter, now un-
packed. The biscunits were soaked this
time in boiling water, with the pleasing
result of changing their consistency from
hard to fough. All things being spread,
the tin-plates were filled out of the tin-pan
with meat, and the tin-cans were filled
with tea, drawn in the tin-kettle, which
with the before-mentioned tin-dishes, was
brought to the camp in the tin-pail, whose
1id had come to grief on the Wdy out, and
the tin-can containing the butter washanded
round. I, John Smith, took some, and so
did Sam Jones; but the minister said he
did not care for batter for breakfast. I had
not, in my mind, accused him of the senti-
mental preference for pork, with which the
others had been charged, but I thought, if
he was not wise, he was fortunate in his
refusal, for the butter besides being unat-
tractive in appearance, had a most singular
taste, and, in spite of respect for the Jones'
mansion, whence I knew the butter had
emanated, I could not resist a modest
remark upon the subject. Jones, resent-
fully, said the butter was very good. I,
with gimilar decision, said that John Smith
& Co. sometimes dealt in butter, and that
they would not consider the present sathple
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good. Here the minister, observing the
critical state of affairs, remarked,

“I think, Mr. Smith, if you will ¢ dook
faur doon,’ you will get something better.”

The tears came to his eyes—his mirth,
which could find no other egress, broke
forth there in streams, and then he and
Tom Brown (who had been observing at
the corner of the door-way) minuately
deseribed how the genius loci had, at mid-
night, stolen the can, and going to the
crypt beneath his store, had varnished the
surface with an ancient article which had
been utterly unsaleable, when it was new
butter. Samdid not manifest any willing-
ness to accept the cream of the butter as
his portion.

Breakfast over, Murphy chose Tom to
go down to the settlements with him to get
some potatoes, and to put Gargon on his
way home with some trout and our first
despatches to the civilized world. Exavier
also took the opportunity to pay a visit to
his mother, and more than half that fine
day we were left to our own resources.
Each spent his time as pleased him best,
and it pleased me to inscribe upon a tree,
in very legible cha-
" racters, ¢ Smith,” to
- show to future travel-
lers who had been
there..

Brown afterwards
» strack it in the “i”
with a pistol shot, and
the minister, at a
i v \ moment when Satan

NE had found him some
mischief to do, half chopped down the tree.
The carving and inlaying being satisfac-
torily completed, I took a little fathom-and-
half canoe of mongrel breed, which we
shall eall the  cat,” and wenton a voyage
of discovery round the island—or rather
islands, for they bore the name of the
“Twin Islands,” two little islets being
joined by an isthmus, over which it was
easy to pass dry-shod. I got safely to the
last point which it was necessary to round
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to see the landing again (our harbor being
on the windward side of the island). I
tried to weather thisseveral times, striving
to head the bows to the point by paddling
the stern out, but I found the head kept
pace with my best endeavors; and, being
a very cautious man, and thinking I would
soon be needed back at the house of John
Smith & Co., I discreetly returned the way
I came. Imet with a similar reverse at
a similar point at the other end, but as the
direction of the wind here was directly to-
wards the land, I made a rudder of my
paddle, and made it blow me round. One
thing I observed, and that was thata land-
ing for a canoe is a thing not often to be
looked for. Indeed, when the tangled forest
comes right down into the water, it is
searcely possible to find a place where the
operation of getting in or out of a canoe
ean safely be performed.

When I got back, they sent me to cut
fishing-rods, and after about
an hour I brought back the
r three best rods on the island,
whiceh, although rude, and
laughed at when first seen
did in their day good service.

I then set to work—under
the quiet contempt of Jones
who was sentimental on
hard beds, as well as on pork
to cut cedar to make the bed
soft with. This oeccupied
me hours and hours on sue-
ceeding days—the  twigs
1 having all to be cut from

_

he leeward boughs of trees, and separated
from the stalks. The opposition made me
the more anxious to have it good. Rever-
ses, however, were destined to meet the
plan. T had to leave my piles of fragrant
twigs to get well soaked with rain, and it
Wwas never dry long enough to dry them
again, until I got most of them laid in the
last night we were in camp. That night
our slumbers were delicious: we all over
slept ourselves several hours.
(To be continued. )
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Original.
THE FISHERMAN OF CHE

BY J. A. BELL, OF HALIFAX, N, 8,

AIR—Vale of Avoka.
On the brow of a headland, closed round by the
sea,
Roof and gable o’erhung by the old willow tree :
With a patch for a garden, and another for hay,
Stands the Fisherman’s Cottage, looking out on
the Bay,

JOTO BAY.

There are dwellings of neighbors hard by in the
Cove,

Little cots like his own, with a church Just
above;

Very quaint seem the tenements seen from be-
low,

Perched here and there one, like the nest of a
crow. :

Low down on the beach, are the Fisherman’s
sheds,

You may see him there now with his lines and
his leads; -

He is landing his nets—but his work isnot done,

Till the catch has been salted, or spread in the
sun.

Riding light near the flakes, are the Fisher-
man’s boats,

Each a picture to look at—so buoyant it floats ;

8o roomy amidship, so shapely in bow,

Not a cleaner built craft rides the billows, I
trow.

By the dawn of to-morrow, the fleet—all a.wayf

Like a flock of great sea-birds, will whiten the
Bay;

Good luck to the Fisherman, breasting the
wave !

Who follows such calling, had need to be brave,

Success to the Fisherman, hardy and bold !

Toiling oft to no purpose, in heat and in eold ;

To bé caught now and then in the darkness and
storm,

While landsmen are sleeping all cosy and
warm,

A7prayer for the Fisherman tossed in the
foam !

A prayer for the watcher by the cradle at home !

Ah! times there will be when the night lamp
grows dim,

‘While his true wife sits rocking and waiting for
him,
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But a shout;she well knows, comes at length
from thé shore,

And the wife overjoyed will bound up to the
door;

Now thanks be to Heaven, that rules the fierce
blast,

‘With her husband beside her, she forgets all the
past,

Let us honor the Fisherman, worthy of song—

Like his own native rocks, he is rugged and
strong;

And his sons will be like him—what else could
they be, .

To be born in that cottage, looking out on the
sea.

ANIMAL INTELLIGENCE.

A new champion for the Intelligence of
Animals has revived the discussion in &
book* full of facts and inferences which, if
not all new, are all to the point. Without
admitting that hamans are the issue of
quadrumans, he believes with Lactantius
that animals posses in a certain measure
the faculties of men, and that our inferior
brethen, as St. Francis 4’ Assisi call them,
preceded us on earth, and were our first
instractors. We take an example or two of
what the smallest and the dullest of them,
as well as the biggest and cleverest—{fleas
and fish—as well as elephants—can do.

There were Industrious Fleas before our
time. Baron Walckenaer (who died in

.1452) saw with his own eyes, for sixpence,

in the Place de la Bourse, Paris, four
learned fleas perform the manual exercise,
standing upright on their hind legs, with a
splinter of wood to serve for a pike. Two
other fleas dragged a golden carriage : With
a third flea, holding a whip, on the box for
coachman. Another pair dragged a cannon,
The flea-horses were harnessed by a golden
chain fastened to their hind legs, which was
never taken of. They had lived in this
way two years and a half withoutany morta-
lity among them, when Walckenaer saw
them. They took their meals on their
keeper’s arm, Their feats were performed
on a plate of polished glass. When they
were sulky, and refused to work, the man,
instead of whipping them, held a bit of
lighted charcoal over their backs, which
very soon brought them to their senses.
But of what use is cleverness without 2
heart? The flea has strong fnaternal affec-

* L'Totelligence d . Paris : Ha-
chette and ci. es Animaux, par Ernest Menault. ars

tions. She lays her eggs in the erannies of
floors, in the bedding of animals, and on
babies’ night-clothes. When the helpless;
transparent larvse appear, the mother-flea
feeds them, as the dove does its young, by
discharging into their mouths the contents
of her stomach. Grudge her not, therefore,
one small drop of blood. For you, it is
nothing bat a flea-bite ; for her, it is the life
of her beloved offspring |
‘While pleading, however, for the flea, we
cannot do as much for the bug, though he
is gifted with fuller developed intelligence.
An inquisitive gentleman, wishing to know
how the bug became aware of a human
presence, tried the following experiment.
He got into a bed suspended from the ceil-
ing, withoutany tester, in the middle of an
unfurnished room. He then placed on the
floor, a bug, who, guided probably by smell,
pondered the means of reaching the bed.
After deep reflection, he climbed up the
wall, travelled straight across the ceiling
to the spot immediately over the bed, and
then dropped plump on the observer’s nose.
The Fish belongs to the greay Flathead
family. The same sort of platitude which
you see in his person, doubtless extends to
the whole of his character. You have met
him somewhere in human shape—one of
those pale-faced, wishy-washy gentlemen,
whose passions have extinguished all heart
and feeling. You often find them in diplo-
matic regions, and ean’t tell whether they
are fich or flesh. But if their mental powers
are less developed, their term of existence
is more extended. They gain in longevity
what they lose in warmth of temperament.
Nevertheless, the skill with which the
stickleback constructs his nest is now a mat-
ter of natural history. Other fishes display
an address which we acquire only by long
and constant practice. One fellow, with a
muzzle prolonged into a long narrow tabe
{which he uses as a popgun), prowls about
the banks of tidal rivers. On spyinga fly
on the water-weeds, he slyly swims up till
he gets within five or six feet of it. He
then shoots it with water from his proboseis,
never failing to bring down his game. A
governor of the hospital at Batavia, doubting
the fact, though attested by credible wit-
nesses, procured some of these fish, to watch
their pranks. He stuck a fly on a pin at’
the end of a stick, and placed it so as to
attract their notice. To his great delight,
they shot it with their water-guns, for which
he rewarded them with a treat of insects.
The pike has proved himself not only in-
telligent, but even capable—dishelieve it
who will—of gratitude.
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“While living at Durham,” says Dr.
Warwick, “I took a walk one evening in
Lord Stamford’s park. On reaching a pond
in which fish were kept ready for use, I
observed a fine pike of six pounds’ weight.
At my approach he darted away like an
arrow. In his hurry, he knocked his head
against an iron hook fixed in a post in the
water, fracturing his skull and injuring the
optic nerve on one side of his head. He
appeared to suffer terrible pain ; he plunged
into the mud, floundered hither and thither,
and at last, leaping out of the water, fell
on the bank. On examination, a portion of
the brain was seen protruding through the
fractured skull. -

* This I carefully restored to its place,
making use of a small silver toothpick to
raise the splinters of broken bone. The fish
remained quiet during the operation ; when
it was over he plunged into the pond. At
first, his sufferings appeared to be relieved;
but in the course of a few minutes he began
ruching right and left until he again leaped
out of the water.

“I called the keeper, and with his as-
sistance applied a bandage to the fracture.
That done, we put him in the pond and left
him to his fate. Next morning, a8 soon as
I reached the water’s edge, the pike swam
to meet me quite close to the bank, and laid
his head upon my feet. I thought this an
extraordinary proceeding Without further
delay, I examined the wound and found it
was healing nicely. I then strolled for
some time by the side of the pond. The fish
swam after me, following my steps, and
turning as I turned.

““The following day, I brought s few
young friends with me to see the fish. He
swam toward me as before. Little by little
he became so tame as to come to my whistle
and eat out of my hand. With other per-
sons, on the contrary, he continued as shy
and as wild as ever.”

This anecdote is averred to have been
read in 1852, before the Liverpool Literary
and Philosophical Society.

The elephant, with a sort of humorous
justice, is given to return injuries or insults
in kind. In Madagascar, an elephant's
carnace, happening to have a cocoa-nut in
his hand, thought fit, out of bravado, to’
break it on the animal’s head. The ele-
phant made no protest at the time ; but next
day, passing a fruit-stall, he took a cocoa-
nut in his trank and returned the carnac’s
compliment so vigorously on kis head, that
ke killed him on the spot.

If vindictive, the elephant is also grate-
ful. At Pondicherry, a soldier who treated
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an elephant to a dram of arrack every time
he received his pay, found himself the worse
for liquor. When the guard were about
to carry him off to prison, he took refuge
under the elephant and fell asleep. His
protector would allow no one to approach,
and watched him carefully all night. In the
morning, after caressing him with his trunk,
he dismissed him to settle with the authori-
ties as he best could.

Both revenge and gratitude imply intelli-
gence; still more does the application ofan
unforeseen expedient. A train of artillery
going to Seringapatan, had to cross the
shingly bed of a river. A man who wassitting
on a gun-carrage, fell; in another second the
wheel would have passed over his body. An
elephant walking by the side of the carriage
saw the danger, and instantly, without any
order from his keeper, lifted the wheel from
the ground, leaving the fallen man unin-
jured.——All the Year Round.

DAISY’S LESSON,
BY J. A. BELLOWS,

Once in cloudless summer weather,
Many years ago,

‘Wandering among the heather,
‘Where the flowerets blow,

Roamed a little, dark-eyed maiden,
Pretty Daisy Graeme.

“I am weary,” made she murmur,
¢ Life 18 all the same—

Drudge, drudge, work and work !
Can there be no rest?

Is there not some happy isle,
‘Where, forever blest,

Children play and sport lighthearted,
All the summer long,

‘While the tranquil air above them.
Bright birds fill with song ?”

But the flowers, and rocks, and brooklet
Flowing very near,

All alike gave back the answer
To her listening ear—

“Work, my child, is blessed and holy,
He who does the most—

Worketh for his suffering fellows,
Counts no moment losgt—

18 the happiest of the happy;
Try, my child, and see ;

For the earth is broad, and, darling,
Know it waits for thee !’

Little Daisy stored the lesson
In her childish heart,

Promising in life’s great warfare
‘Well to do her part.

Think you not she is as happy
As long years ago,

Roaming idle 'mong the heather,
‘Where the flowerets blow.

—Little Corporal.
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Original.
A SUMMER NIGHT.
BY J. C. P, OTTAWA.

The heat and oppression of day are past,
And the grateful, cool night breeze

Comes up from the gates of the West, at last,
‘With a scent of the locust trees.

Ilean on the rails of the balcony *
Of this olden French chateau,

And 1ist to the song which the river-sea -
Is murmuring down below,

The great St. Lawrence's tide keeps tune
To a music strangely sweet,
And the rays from the eyes of the full-orbed
moon
Seem dancing beneath my feet.

Gracefully, sof't.ly, the moonlight blends
With the swell of the rippling tide,

And in one long, silvery path extends
From the river's further side.

Adown the river, upon Varennes,
The slanting moonbeams fall,

And, away in the distance, gleam again
From the spires of Montreal.

The earth’s fair, slumbering, upturned face
1s 1it with the rich, pale light,

‘Which gleams with a soft and delicate grace
Down the dusky plumes of night.

Ah! how soothing these mellow moonbeams
come!
After the noontide glare,
And this quiet succeeding the city’s hum,
And its heated and dusty air.

No sound breaks the hush of this peaceful haunt,
Save the night-hawk’s casual cry;
Or the snatches of song which the habitans
‘ chaunt,
At their cottage doors hard by.

The moon is nearing her zenith now,
And, though ever serenely grave,
She wafts the light clouds from her polished
brow,
And smiles at her face in the wave.

And I gaze, and up within my breast
A tender yearning springs;

A weariness of the world’s unrest,
And a longing for ealmer things.
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A thirst for that halcyon time to be,
‘Which one dreams of, but cannot speak,
And an instinct of immortality,
For which words are all too weak.

I can only gaze on the pale, pure light,
While my soul, in this solemn hour,
1s filled with the quiet beauty of night,

And its mystical, holy power.

Original.
SOME STORIES OF A LOST TRIBE.

——

BY J. G. BOURINOT, NOVA SCOTIA.

«This is the forest primeval; but where are the
hearts that beneath it
Leaped like the roe, when he hears in the wood-~
land the voice of the huntsman ?
» - *® * » -

Scattered like dust and leaves, when the mighty
blasts of October

Seize them, and whirl them aloft, and sprinkle
them far over the ocean.”

— Longfellow.

It may not be known to the majority of
the readers of this magazine that not a
single representative of the Indian tribes
that formerly inhabited Newfoundland has
been seen for very many years by the
people of that large and valuable island,
whilst Indians are to be found in all the
other colonies of North America—the total
namber being probably 120,000 souls. That
race which peopled Newfoundland in the
days when Cabot first visited its shores
appears to be now entirely extinet. Less
is perhaps known about the Buona Vista,
¢« the happy sight” of Cabot, than about
any other British colony on this side of the
Atlantic; and it is not therefore strange if
there are many of my readers who are under
the impression that camps of the Indians
are to be seen in that terra incognita, as well
as in Nova Scotia or Labrador. Newfound-
land, it is well known, has the honor of
being the oldest colony of the Crown, and
considerable materials relative to its past
history can be gathered among the Archives
of the British Government in London and
St. John's ; but, strange to say, the informa-
tion respecting the Indians up to a century
ago is exceedingly scanty and unsatisfactory
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During the first quarter of the present cen-
tury, however, much interest was taken
by the Government jn the aborigines of the
island, and accordingly, some useful docu-
ments connected with their condition have
come down to us. Some of the older in-
habitants also recollect many facts and
traditions on the same subject, which they
are always ready to impart to those who
feel an interest in the history of this hapless
people.

It does not appear that the Indians were
ever as numerous in Newfoundland as in
other parts of North America. As far as
we can gather from the imperfect materials
within our reach, they were of the same
tribe as the Montagnais, who still inhabit
Labrador, and were a branch of that great
Algonquin family, which spread over so
large a portion of this continent. The New-
foundland tribe, who are called Beeothics,
no doubt, at some period in the shadowy
past, came across the Strait of Belle Isle,
and spread over the island, which has
always abounded in wild animals, useful
for food and furs.

References to the aborigines can be found
in the journals of the early voyagers to the
Gulf of the St. Lawrence. An old book,
‘ imprinted in London, 1622,” gives a
description, in quaint English, of a voyage
made by one Captain Whitbourne, about
the same time that Sir Humphrey Gilbert,
that brave knight of Devonshire, landed at
St. Johns, and took possession of the island
in the name of * the most renowned Queen
Elizabeth.” Captain Whitbourne refers to
the Indians in one part of his work: ¢ In
their habits, customes, and manners,” he
says, ‘‘ they resembled the Indians of the
contlinent, from whence (I suppose) they
come. They live altogether in the north
and west part of the country, which is
seldom frequented by the English. But
the French and Bescaines (Basques) who
resort thither yearly for the whale-fishery,
and also for the codfish, report them to be
an ingenious and tractable people, being
well used.” )

The Indians are known to have been
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treated most cruelly by the first Europeans
who visited the island. Both the English
and French, in the old times, found it much
eagier to get furs by force, than to give
goods in exchange. Indeed,the first official
intimation we have of the existence of the
Indians is a proclamation issued by the
Governor, some time in 1767, eipressing
abhorrence of the cruelties practised towards
that people, requiring all His Majesty’s
subjects to live in amity with them, and
threatening all those who should act other-
wise with severe penalties. It also appears
from the early chronicles of the colony, that
during the first part of last centary, the
Micmaes of Cape Breton and Nova Scotia,
—another off-shoot of the Algonquin family,
—came over in numbers to Newfoundland,
and treated the natives with astonishing
ferocity. No doubt these Micmacs had
been induced to go over by the French, of
whom they were always the warm,allies,
with the object of harassing the English
in the colony.

The Government of the Island, at various
times, made an energetic effort to open up
friendly intercourse with these strange
people, who appearto have always avoided
the whites in the most systematic manner.

In 1810, William Cull, of Fogo, a large
island off the Bay of Notre Dame, was com-
missioned by Governor Hollowhy to make
a journey into the interior, for the purpose
of communicating with the Red Indians.*
This person, who was an enthusiast on the
subject of the aborigines, has left behind
him & journal of his expedition np the River
Exploits, a large stream emptying itself
into the Bay of Notre Dame. The latter is
remarkable for its numerous islands—as
may be seen from a map of Newfoundland
—which have received the general appel-
lation of the ¢ Archipelago of Exploits,”’
and most of which afford good fishing
stations. The country in the vicinity of this
river appears to have always been the
favorite resort of the Indians, as it was more

* The Bosotbios were called Red Indiaus by the white nettl ers on
account of thelr babit of painting their bodtes with red-ochre, bed
of which are to be fouud on certain parts of the island,
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frequented by the caribou, and other game,
at certain seasons, than any other part of
the island.

The expedition in question started in the
<arly part of January, under the direction
of two Micmac Indians. Such good head-
way was made over the frozen surface of
ihe Exploits, that by the end of the fourth
day they had left sixty miles behind them,
and were rewarded by a discovery of con-
siderable interest. They came upon 2
long wooden building, carefully covered
with rinds of trees and skins of caribou,
which was used as a storehouse for provi-
sions by the Indians in the vieinity. Birch
and spruce boxes, containing fat venison
and choice parts of the deer, were arranged
in rows, whilst the lean portions of the
animal were simply stowed away in bulk.
A considerable quantity of turs was also
among the contents of the building, which
were left untouched by the party. On the
opposite side of the river, they saw 2
similar siorehouse, but they were unable to
reach it in consequence of the unsafe con-
dition of the ice.

The party also met with a striking illus-
tration of the manner in which the Indians
farnished themselves with their winter pro-
visions in such quantities. The deer, it is
known by those who have ever hunted on
the jgland, migrate from the northward to
the vieinity of the river Exploits, and the
large lakes in the interior, at the approach
of winter, Aware of this fact, the Indians
had erected fences for the purpose of en-
trapping the deer in large numbers. A
double line—the distance being consider-
able at first between each—commenced at
Notre Dame Bay. One fence was con-
linued as far as the river, and the other as
far as ity head-waters, Red Indian Pond.
There were openings or passes at particular
Parts of the fences on the river, in order to
enable the deer to reach the water. The
hunters would drive the deer hetween the
fences, into the river, and then slaughter
them in large quantities. The fact that
such storehouses and fences existed proves
that the Indians of Newfoundland possessed

much foresight—not an Indian quality, as
a rule.

Subgequent to the expedition just men-
tioned, one Captain Buchan, a distingaished
naval officer, was sent by the Governor to
make another effort to win the friendship
of these timid people of the forest. Accom-
panied by twenty-six persons, several of
whom were pretty well acquainted with
the country, Captain Buchan started in the
middle of January—the winter being the
best time for quick travelling in those parts.
The cold was exceedingly severe through-
out the journey, and the many rapids and
waterfalls with which the Exploits abounds
impeded their passage considerably at
times. As they advanced into the country,
they came across several Indian paths and
old wigwams, as well as the fences of
which I have previously spoken. They
also found a circular storehouse, filled with
venison, which, taken in connection with
the general appearance of the viecinity,
showed that the Indians must have visited
that part of the country a very short time
previous to the coming of the expedition.
It seems, however, that the two storehouses
seen by Cull on the former occasion had
been subsequently removed, for the places
where they had stood were easily distin-
guished by Captain Buchan.

On the eleventh day after their departure,
they saw indications of the recent presence
of the Indians, but still they did not meet
with a single member of the tribe. It would
appear as if the Indians were forewarned
of the approach of the party, and took every
pains to conceal themselves from sight.

On the twelfth day, at last they were
rewarded by a sight of the missing tribe ;
for, about day-break, they saw before them
three large wigwams. Captain Buchan,
determined not to be outwitted this time,
surrounded the camps, and surprised the
inmates, who, until they saw the faces of
the whites peering through the entrances,
had no idea that their dreaded enemies
were so close at hand. Captain Buchan,
however, set to work to allay their appre-
hensions, and succeeded so admirably in a
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short time, that the Indians began to
examine the clothing of the whites with
much curiosity, and regaled them with
choice venison done up in Indian style.
Captain Buchan distributed several presents
among the people, and led them to under-
stand that he had more for them at a short
disiance from the camps. Neither party
was acquainted with the language of the
other, but they managed to get along by
8igns and expressive gestures.

Four Indians at last consented to accom-
pany the party some twelve miles back,
for the purpose of bringing up the goods
intended as presents. Two of the whites, a
corporal and a private, were allowed to
remain with the Indians at their own
request. The Indians parted with the
whites in the most friendly manner, and
Captain Buchan left the encampment per-
fectly satisfied with the results of his expe-
dition so far, having no idea of the sad Sinale,

They bad not proceeded any great dis-
tance, however, before two of the Indians
left them on some pretence, and another
subsequently ran away, although nothing
could exceed the kindness with which all
of them were treated. The remaining
Indian, however, would not leave, but con-
tinued with them as far as the ciche where
the goods had been previously placed by
Captain Buchan. On the following day,
they returned to the Indian camps, which,
tor their great astonishment, they found
entirely deserted by their former tenants.
It was quite obvious that the Indians had
been alarmed at the return of the three
Indians before mentioned, and had fled into
the forest for security. . The party did not,
however, yet entertain any serious fears for
the safety of the two white men who had
been left behind, but supposed they had
been taken off into the woods, for there were
no signs of blood about the camps. The
remaining Indian appeared to be as much
perplexed as anybody elseat the appearance
of matters, and did all that he could to
conciliate the party, by offering them his
own store of provisions, and by other cour-
teous acts.
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The weather detained the party for some
days at the camp, and then they set out
to search for their missing comrades They
wished the Indian to go ahead, and find his
companions, thinking his story of the way
he had been ireated would allay their
apprehensions ; but.he refused to leave the
party. He kept by them for a considerable
distance, when he was suddenly seen to
look at something on the ice, and then to
run as if his life depended on his speed.
The cause of his hot haste was too apparent
when the party saw the forms of the miss-
ing men lying on the ice. Their backs
were found full of arrows, and their heads
missing. It was quite clear that the
Indians had carried them as prisoners from
the camp, and then murdered them in cold
blood. Captain Buchan and hismen seoured
the woods for some days, but were at last
obliged to give up the search, in conse-
quence of* a thaw which rendered the
country almost impassable. On their return,
they came to the eircular storehouse of
which I have previously spoken, and found
that it had been visited by the Indians in the
meantime, for it was almost entirely de-
nuded of its contents. The presence of a
great number of arrows in the sides of the
building, showed that the Indians had an
idea that the whites might be concealed
therein, and took what they considered an
effectual means of driving them out. Such
was the unfortunate result of an expedition
which had been sent out through motives of
a most creditable character.

Very many years later, one W. E. Cor-
mack travelled across the country, from
Trinity Bay on the east to St. George’s on
the west, with only one Indian as a com-
panion. His account of his expedition is
interesting, inasmuch as it gives some idega,
of the interior, of which but little or nothing
is known ; but it is noteworthy that he did
not meet with a single member of the origi-
nal inhabitants. )

About the same time g party of white
men visited Red Indian Pond—always a
favorite resort of the aborigines—and found
the traces of a large settlement. Among
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other things, were some old huts, used as
receptacles for the dead, in one of which
they found two corpses, which had
not, according to appearances, been laid
out for more than five or six years. We
can easily imagine the amazement of the
party when they saw a deal coffin contain-
ing the remains of a squaw, neatly dressed
in linen. Alongside of her were some dolls,
intended, evidently, for herself, her hus-
band, and her child. When the party
returned to the settlements, and made the
facts known, it was at once concluded that
the corpse was that of Mary March, who
had been taken prisoner some years pre-
viously, in the month of March, and carried
to St. John’s, where she was most kindly
received, and became an object of much
interest. None of the allurements of civil-
ized life, however, appear to have weaned
herfrom her forest home. At last her desire
to return to her husband and child became
80 intense, that it was decided to send her
back to her friends, under the care of Capt.
Buchan, to whom I have just alluded. But
poor Mary March was not to see her forest
home again, for she was suddenly taken ill,
and died in S{. John’s. Her body Wwas
dressed in linen, placed in a coffin, and
carried into the forest, with the hope of
meeting with some of the Indians; but, a8
none of them appeared, it was left on the
margin of a lake in the interior. Nodoubt,
the cofin was subsequently seen by ﬂ"e
Indians, and placéd by them in the hut in
Question.*

The last time Red Indians were seen by
the people of St. John’s was in 1823, when
three females were captured by some per-

——

* Bome persone have told me that Mary March was carried back
alive to her triends, but the best authorities agree that she died st
St. John’s. The fact that she was found in & coffin corroborates
the latter statement, The Red Indians never buried their bodies
In that fashion ; nor s it likely that Mary March was long enough
in §t. Johns 1o become so P d with the ¢ style of
8Sepulture as 40 expiess her destre to ber Kindred (supposing she
tived with them again,) to be 0 burled when she dled.
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sons belonging to Twillingate. An eye-
witness deseribes one of the females as quite
good-looking. Her complexion was swarthy,
and not unlike a Miemae’s; her features
were handsome ; she had a tall, fine figure,
standing nearly six feet high ; she had a most
beautiful set of teeth. In her manner she
was bland, affable, and affectionate, ¢
showed her my wateh,” he writes, ¢ and
she put it to her ear, and was amused with
its tick. A gentleman put a looking-glass
before her, and her grimaces were most
extraordinary ; but when a lead-pencil was
put into her hand, and a piece of white
paper laid on the table, she was in raptures.
She made a few marks on the paper, appa-
rently to try the pencil ; then, in one flourish,
she drew a deer perfectly; and, what is
most surprising, she began at the tip of the
tail.”

They took every opportunity of decorat-
ing themselves with tinsel, colored paper,
and trinkets of a showy character ; but their
great fancy was for artieles of ironmongery,
sach as pots, kettles, hatchets, nailg, &e.
An attempt was made tosend these women
back te their friends, but they positively
refused t0 g0. One of them who lived some
years afterwards, and became exceedingly
useful a8 a domestic, said that the reason
of their refusal to go back, was thit they
were afraid of being harshly treated by the
Indians.

So great, it appears, was the antipatlty
of the Red Indians to the whites, that none
of the iribe were allowed to haveany inter-
course with the settlements under pain of
death. This fact shows that the story of the
cruelties perpetrated on the Indians in
former times had been handed down from
generation to generation, and had created
a feeling of hatred that nothing that the
English could ever do was likely to as-
suage.

To be continued.
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Original.
A SUMMER STORM.
BY W. H. WITHR_C-)-V;, TORONTO, ONT,

“Lapped in thought I used to lie,
And gaze into the summer sky,
‘Where the sailing ciouds went by
Like ships upon the sea.”
—H. W, Longfellow.

Did you see the gay fiotilla

That went sailing down the West,
Bannered all with gold and purple,

And with streaming pennons dressed ?

Did you see the hostile squadron,
Like a fleet of pirate ships,

Bearing down in storm and darkness,
Shrouded in a dire eclipse,

As though Death, a mighty Corsalir,
Swept the regions of the air ? N
Did you hear the haughty challenge

Hail that shining fleet so fair ?

Did you see those vast armadas,
The great navies of the sky,
Sailing in the airy ocean
Up above our heads 8o high ?

Did you hear the shock of battle

As those squadrons met in air?
Did you list the fierce deftance

Of the Wind?s loud trumpet blare ?

Did you hear the heavy cannon,
Of those fleets in thunders crash ?
Did you see, a8 hurtling fire-bolts,
Through the air the lightnings flash ?

Did you see the vanquished squadron
Heave its lading in the air?

Precious freightage—heaven’s own diamonds,
Those of earth are far less fair.

Did you see that fleet vietorious
Glide into the glowing West ?

May our souls, their storms all over,
Enter thus their final rest!

Original.~(Copyright reserved.)
THE CRUCIBLE.

BY ALICIA.

———

CHAPTER XVI.— (Continued.)
¢ My heart rins round and round about,
My heart flows like a sea,
As ane by ane the thochts rush back
Q' scule-time, and o’ thee.
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O mornin’life! O mornin’ luve !
O lichtsome days and lang;

‘When hinnie hopes around our hearts,
Like summer blossoms sprang.,

#I've wandered east, I've wandered west,
I've dreed a weary lot ;

But in my wanderings, far or near,
Ye never were forgot.

The fount that first burst frae this heart

8till travels on its way,
And channels deeper as it rins,
The luve of life’s young day.”
—Motherwell.

It was a great trial for Edna to meet Mrs.
Leighton. She had not seen her since a few
weeks before her departure for the continent,
when she had been spending the day with
Winnifred. At that time Mrs. Leighton
had told her how glad the assurance had
made her that she would one day call Edna
by the fond name of daughter; now all
bope that Mrs. Leighton would be anything
more than a friend to her seemed forever
fled. She hardly knew what kind of recep-
tion she might meet with. It was with a
sad heart, and almost a hope that Mrs.
Leighton might not be at home, that Edna
walked slowly up the little garden leading
to her friend’s cottage, the morning after the
thunder-storm.

The bell was, however, answered by Mrs.
Leighton herself. She stood for a moment
gazing at Edna with an expression of
mingled pity and surprise, then she held
out her arms, and soon Edna was clasped
in her close embrace. Mrs. Leighton led
Edna into the dining-room without speak-
ixig, then she said, looking down on her,
with her kind, motherly eyes full of tears,

¢ You are welcome back, my dear Edna,
thrice welcome ; but it grieves me to see
you looking so ill, I should hardly have
known you.”

“Itis too bad to come home, and find
everybody thinking I look so pale and thin,”
said Edna, with an attempt to smile, but it
was a decided failure ; and Mrs, Leighton’s
quick eye saw the tremble of the lip, and
the droop of the eye-lash, as Edna turned
her head away. Edna, however, believed
it was unnoticed, for Mrs Leighton said
quickly,
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“Will you go up to Winnie’s room,
dear? The child is very busy just now,”
she added, smiling.

“1 hope she will let me help her all I
can,” replied Edna, rising. ¢ I must con-
gratulate you, Mrs. Leighton, on Winni-
fred’s engagement. From all I can learn of
Mr. Austin, he seems everything you could
wish, and it will be so pleasant for you
to have Winnie with you.”

“Yes, I have every reason tobe thankful
for the choice God has made for my poor
fatherless child, He has truly fulfilled His
Promises to my dear children, and, my love,
His gracious words of comfort are for the
Mmotherless as well as those deprived of &
father's care. The Lord can more than
supply the place of our lost ones, whether it
is father, mother, husband, or friend. He,
and He alone, can fill the aching void in
our hearts when those dearest to us have
been removed, perhaps at a time when we
8eem most in need of their loving care. I
trust, my dear child, that you feel this.”

She took both Edna’s hands in hers, and
bent such an earnest, loving gaze upon her
that Bdna’s eyes filled with tears as she
answered, .

“It is my earnest desire to do so, Mrs.
Leighton. I wish you would speak to me
often of these things. Ilove to feel that
God is my reconciled Father in Christ.”

“Tam truly thankful to hear you tell me
this, my dear Edna; I am sure such long-
ings will be satisfied. ¢Blessed are they
that do hunger and thirst after righteous-
ness, for they shall be filled.’ I shall only
be too glad to speak to you, my dear, of our
loving Father in heaven ; but now run up
to Winnie. If she knew you were here, she
would not be sitting so quietly upstairs.”

Mrs. Leighton was a true Christian, and
her heart rejoiced to see one so dear to her
a8 Edna was, anxious as to the one great
concern of life—the interests of her im-
mortal goul.

“ Porhaps this trouble with Ernest has
been blessed to her,” thought she ; * and I,
in my blindness and unbelief, have been
mourning o bitterly over that which, per-
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chanee, may be the means of saving the
soul of my beloved boy, and of this dear
child. Certainly, there is a great change
in Ernest; indeed, I feel convineced that
he is seeking to be, if he'is not already, a
disciple of the blessed Saviour, and then his
being so much with Lionel Wyndgate is a
great privilege. He might never hate been
thrown into his company so much, had it
not been for his separation from Edna. Oh,
let me never doubt my God again! Would
that my Ernest and this dear girl might be
reconciled! yet I can do nothing in the
matter. It isin higher hands, and must be
ordered rightly and wisely for my children’s
good.”

Thus mused Mrs. Leighton, while Winnie
was chatting away to Edna upstairs, who
listened with grave attention. At length
Winnifred jumped up from her seat, and,
going up to Edna, put her arms round her
neck, then throwing her head back, so to
have a full view of Edna’s face, she ex-
claimed,

“ Now, Eddy dear, it is no use, you must
tell me what is the matter with you. You
never laugh, you scarcely ever smile, and
when you do, it turns into such a sad look,
it nearly makes me cry. What 45 the
matter with you? Are you not well?”

“Ihave a very bad headache this morn-
ing, Winnie, and I hardly feel rested after
my voyage yet, dear.”’

“Oh, I forgot ! forgive me, darling ; but
1 do hope you will look cheerful again soon.
You are not 2 bit like you used to be, my
darling.”

Edna tried to rouse herself, and enter
with interest into Winnifred’s plans for the
future, but her thoughts would wander back
to days long ago, when she and Winnie
used to learn their lessons together in that
room, and Ernest would come tapping at

the door for admittance, and the three

would sit talking for hours. .

Ernest was always more with the two
girls than Charlie, and much gentler with
them, entering more into their plays, dnd
little plans for amusement. He never
seemed happy, even when a boy, excepting
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in Edna’s company. So wrapped up was
Edna in the memories of long ago, that she
heard little of what Winnifred was saying
to her, and almost started when she brought
a piece of work for her inspection. Edna
pronounced it ¢ very pretty,’”’ but whether
Winnie had said it was intended for a sofa
cushion' or ottoman, she counld not tell.
Hearing the clock strike twelve, she arose,
and said she must go.

¢Oh, you will stay with me to-day?”
pleaded Winnifred.

“1 canoot to-day, my darling,” replied
Edna, besides I should be but a dull com-
panion for you, when I have such a head-
ache.”

*No, indeed ; it is just delightful to be
with you, and tell you about everything.
I will come some day, and stay with you
the whole day—may I1?”

 May you !—oh, Winnie, you know you
can come whenever you like; just as you
used to, Winnie.”

She kissed her friend warmly, almost re-
proaching herself for not taking more inte-
rest in her plans and hopes.

Mrs. Leighton met her’ in the hall, and
said,

‘“ You are not going yet, Edna, my love ;
you will stay with us to-day ?

“I cannot, thank you,” replied Edna.
“I have an engagement at home this after-
noon.”

1 am very sorry, but I need not tell youn
that you are welcome here at any time. I
wish you to feel thoroughly at home, and I
am sure Winnie will feel the same, when
she will be mistress here.”

¢ Oh, mamma ! " said Winnie, ¢ you will
always be mistress, and Edns knows that
she may come when she likes, and the
oftener she comes the better I will be
pleased.” '

¢ Thank you both,” said Edna, ¢ you are
very kind. Good-bye.” Mrs. Leighton
kissed her tenderly, saying,

¢ Grod bless you, my dear child.”

Long after Edna had gone, Mrs. Leighton
pondered over her young friend’s estrange-
ment from Ernest, and wished she might
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be the means of soon reconciling the two.

“Yet,” she thought, ¢ Ernest may have
become attached to Miss Wyndgate, and I
might only make mischief by interfering.
I wish I could ask him about it ; but, no, I
would not do that. He would tell me if he
thought best ; I suppose even a mother must
not expect the confidence of her son in such
matters, though, in many cases, young men .
would save themselves a great deal of
trouble by consulting their mothers in such
things. Ah! well, I must wait the Lord’s
time.”

That afternoon, Margaret Wyndgate was
sitting writing to her brother. When half
the letter was written, a sudden jidea
seemed to have entered her mingd, for she
sat buried in thought for some time. At
length, she recommenced her writing, and,
hurriedly finishing the letter, she threw it
agide, and drawing a fresh sheet of paper
towards her, she began to write quickly.
We will peep over her shoulder, and per-
haps be rather astonished to see that the
letter began with ¢ My dear Mr. Leighton, *
and proceeded thus :—

“From the conversations we had together
during my stay in B—, concerning my brother
Lionel, I concluded that you were aware that
he was still considerably in debt in I, I
hoped to gain some information from him as to
what amount, and to whom he still owed
money, but he seemed unwilling to tell me.

“I have particular reasons for wishing to
know, and would especially desire to become
possessed of the bills themselves, if that could
be possible.

“Would you think me impoeing too much on
friendship, if I ask your aid in this matter ?
You are constantly with my brother, and I have
no doubt that, to a certain extent, he makes
you his confidant, If you could give me any
information regarding these debts of his, or,
better still, procure the sccounts for them, I
should be truly thankful.

“It 1s impossible to thank you, Mr. Leighton,
or to express to you how deeply grateful I feel
for your kind and unwearied interest in my
beloved brother.

“Trusting you will not think me very trouble-
some, and with kind regards, Believe me,

“Your very sincere friend,
“ MARGARET WYNDGATE.”

When Margaret had finished the letter,
she scanned it, placed it in the envelope
with the note to her brother, and addressed
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it. She then equipped herself for walking,
and sallied forth. Leaving her letters at
the Post Office, she proceeded to Mr. Clif-
ford’s, to make her promised call on Edna.

CHAPTER XVII.

“‘The quality of mercy is not strain’d ;

1t droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven
Upon the place beneath ; it is twice bless’d:

It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes;

We do pray for mercy,
And that same prayer doth teach us all to ren-
der

The deeds of merey.”
—Shakspeare.

Margaret found Edna at home, and was
bleased to see her. After some preliminary
conversation, the. subject was again taken
Up on which Margaret had spoken to Edna
the previous day.

Miss Wyndgate begged Edna to come and
lead the Sunday School children in their
Singing, and also endeavored to persuade
her to take a olass in the school.

“ You will become so fond of the little
Ones,” she urged, *“ and it makes our own
lives 80 much the happier, if we are endea-
voring to benefit our fellow-creatures, and
to fulfil the purpose for which God placed
US in this world. Don’t you think so, Miss
Clifford 1

‘““Indeed, I don't know,” replied Edna.
“I am afraid I have lived very much for
myself—have hardly ever done a single
thing to please others which involved any
sacrifice of my own pleasure. I have hardly
known what it was to have a wish ungrati-
fied, or my will thwarted, at least not till
lately.” Here she checked herself, for she
Wwould rnot for any consideration betray to
Margaret Wyndgate the sorrow which was
blighting her life, so she added quickly :

I think as we grow older, we are more
likely to meet with dissppointments; our
desires and wishes are not so easily grati-
fied.” -

The attempt to hide her real meaning
W8S unnecessary. Margaret was a quick
observer, she had already guessed at the
truth. She longed to be able to comfort
and sympathize-with her new-found friend,
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and she looked at her earnestly as she
replied, :

“I think that, in becoming acquainted
with others’ sufferings, and striving to
alleviate them, we forget many of the
disappointments—the sorrows of life; and
there is ne doubt that in endeavoring to
lighten others’ woes, we bring a blessing
on our own souls from Him who hath eaiq
that even a cup of water given for Christ’s
sake shall not lose its reward.” .

¢ Yes, I suppose it i3 80," said Edna ; « but
I have never felt it, for I don't think I
ever lightened anyone’s burden of sorrow.”

# You may do so yet, dear Miss Clifford ;
but I am afraid you will think I have no
right to speak to you in this way.”

“Indeed I am very glad for you to talk
to me, Miss Wyndgate. All you say I
believe to be true, and I wish indeed you
would show me what I can do, or in what
way I can help the poor and the suffer-
ing." !

* Perhaps you will join me in my district-
visiting some day, then you could see if you
would like to try anything of that kind
yourself. I ‘am sure that in teaching
children singing, you will be conferring
happiness on others.”

“I hope it may be so,” replied Edna.
«Iwill meet you in the school-room to-
morrow afternoon,’” she added. as Margaret
rose to depart. ’

¢« Very well, thank you. I am sure it is
very kind in you to undertake the office of
singing-teacher. I do hope, Miss Clifford,
that we shall see you often at the Rectory.
I should be 50 glad to be your friend, if you
will let me.”

¢ Let you!” replied Edna, ¢ indeed I
have wished for some time that I could gee
more of you, and be able to class you
among my intimate friends.”

“ T am willing that you should do 80,"’
said Margaret, smiling.

8he hurried home, her heart full of love
and pity for the motherless girl she had
just left ; and she, too, wished that she
might be the means of reconciling two
who, she firmly believed, were tenderly
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attached, and were both mourning over
their sad estrangement.

She had seen enough of Erest during
her stay in B——, to assure her that he was
far from happy. When her first suspicions
bhad been confirmed, she had applied to
Lionel for information ; but, though her
brother had refused to say anything, even
of what he thought on the matter, her
womanly tact and quick powers of observa-
tion had not deceived her; and increasing
acquaintance with Ernest, and now with
Edna, had but served to confirm her
opinions. i

True to her promise, Edna appeared at
the school-room when the appointed hour
arrived, and succeeded very well with her
first singing-lesson. Margaret had taken
care that all the children should be Present,
and they seemed much pleased with Edna,

What is there that gives such gentleness
of manner, such,consideration of others’
feelings, as sanctified sorrow? There wasa
charm about Edna’s every word and action
now, which her days of proud happiness
had never known, and the children thoughf
they had never seen any one half so lovely
or 50 kind as Miss Clifford.

On the evening of that day, Edna was
standing on the balcony, enjoying the fresh
breeze from the lake. She seemed almost
to shun her own little room of late. It
brought up, all too vividly, the memories
of happy summer evenings spent there but
one short year ago; perhaps she was think-
ing of this, for her face bore a sad, thought-
ful look, as she stood leaning over the bal-
cony-railing. XHer thoughts, however, soon
seemed to be diverted, for she started up,
and her expression changed to ome of
interest and amusement. She was busily
watching a gentleman, slowly riding up
the street, and who evidently mistook her
for Selina, for he bowed and smiled most
graciously. Edna at once concluded that
it must be her sister’s friend and admirer,
Major Bird.

He stopped at the gate, and, leaving his
horse in charge of a servant, he walked
briskly up to the house. Edna heard him
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enter the drawing-room, and, soon after,
Selina’s quick step along the hall. Edna
stood wondering whether her sister really
cared for this man, and if she would marry,
and leave her and her father alone, when a
servant came up, saying taat Miss Clifford
wished Miss Edna to join her in the draw-
ing-room.

As Edna entered the room, she took in
the fout ensemble of the Major at a glance.
He was a little fat man, even below me-
dium height, quite bald, a fringe of light
hair hanging round his mmnoeth head. He
had little twinkling grey eyes, and his lips
were wreathed in a never-changing smile ;
his complexion was what might be called
florid, and his fair, round face was destitute
of either whiskers or moustache.

Selina and her admirer were sitting on
the sofa, looking highly pleased with them-
selves. Selira introduced her sister, and
the little gentleman rose, and, with his
hand on his heart, made the most profound
salam, saying, as he did so,

“I am extremely happy to see you, Miss
Edna. I have often heard of you from your
charming sister’’ (here he made an inclina-
tion of the hand towards Selina), ¢ but I
hardly anticipated the pleasure of seeing
you so soon. We—ah—your excellent
father and Miss Clifford, were really begin-
ning to feel uneasy. When did you arrive
in our good city? You see, ah, though I
have been such a short time in L——, 1 feel
quite at home here, I can assure you—ha,
ha, ha!” and the little man looked quite
pleased at what he considered a very happy
remark.

I arrived here on Wednesday,’’ replied
Edna. «I hurried home directly after
receiving Selina’s last letter, feeling anxiouns
about my father, so that I had no time to
write and tell them of my intended return.”

“No, no, certainly not-—ha, ha | but,
Miss Clifford, I almost forgot—most ridi-
culous thing—almost forgot what I had
come for. It was to request the honor of
your company in a ride this evening—
charming evening, I can assure you, Miss -
Clifford. I trust you will favor me.”
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‘I shall be most happy,” replied Selina,
rising, ““I will go and puton my habit, and
leave Edna to entertain you.”

“Ah, indeed! I am sure Miss Edna and
Iwill get on capitally together. Ha, ha,
indeed, how could any gentleman do other-
wise with such a charming companion !
Ha, ha! no, indeed, not otherwise. Do
You ride, Miss Edna ? Your sister is such
2 splendid horsewoman—a perfect Di
Vernon, I can assure you. But you also
ride ¢ 7, '

“Oh! yes,’” answered Edna, ¢ but T have
not ridden anything but a mule for a long
time.”

‘ Could you not favor us with your com-
Pany this evening ?’’ inquired the gallant
Major.

“We only possess one horse, Major Bird,
and that my sister will use.”

“ That need be no obstacle in fature. My
horses will be always at your disposal;
believe me, Miss Edna, it would give me
the greatest pleasure to mount you as your
beauly and gracefulness deserve—ha, ha!
it would, I can assure you. I havea very
fine anima} that would suit you admirably,
I am sure

‘ Thank you, you are very kind,” replied
Edna,

‘¢ Oh, pray don’t mention it,”” answered
the Major, again waving his hand, this time
deprecatingly.

‘“But here comes your sister—what &
Picture she is!’ and the excitable little
man stood gazing with admiration at Selina,
a8 she leant against the vestibule door, her
riding-habit gathered up in one hand, while
in the other she held her whip. She wasa
handsome woman, and she well knew she
never looked better than when equipped
for riding. She was deservedly proud of
her equestrian powers, and, when well

mounted, there were few ladies in L——

who appeared to better advantage than
Selina Clifford. She stood impatiently tap-
Ping the oil-cloth with her whip, inwardly
despising the man, who, she knsw, was at
that moment thinking her the handsomest
lady he had ever seen. She wasdetermined
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to bring him to a proposal, and she played
her part well ; notbeingas yet sure enough
of him to treat him with her usual scornful
manner, she looked up at him with 3 smile,
and said, :

I am ready, Major Bird.”

¢ Oh, pardon me ! ”’ exclaimed the Major,
hurrying forward. “I was lost in admirg-
tion, I can assure youw, Miss Clifford, per-
fectly oblivious of anything save the con-
templation of the beautiful fableau wvivant
before me.”’

Seliria walked on, tossing her head, which
motion made her all the more charming in
the Major’s eyes, and he murmured some al-
most unintelligible words about ‘¢ gneenly”
¢ charming.”

Edna watched the two move off, and
gave way to a hearty fit of laughter.

¢ Well, he is a funny specimen of human-
ity,” she thought, “and can Selina—the
proud Selina—marry him? She despises
him, though she encourages his attentions,
and I eannof but believe that she will
marry him ifshe can get him. I pity him,
poorman! I am afraid he will not have
much comfort : he little knows what she is
like.”

Then her mind reverted to the 0ld theme
—to the days when she, too, was looking
forward to her wedding-day. '

¢ And I have been so wrong, 80 wicked :
my own sin has brought this sorrow upon
me; and Ernest, what can he think of me ¢
How can he love me? How I wish that
he knew how I grieve over my pride.
Would it be right for me to tell him how I
have repented of my folly, and that I only
received his letter a month ago.”

¢ Ag the thought grew upon her, she folt
her cheeks grow hot, and the beating of her
heart was almost painful.

¢ Oh, the thought of knowing he forgives
me! Oh, to hear his words of pardon—of
love! Yet how do I know that he still
loves me? Did not Selina tell me he wag
paying Miss Wyndgate so much attention °
and 8 cold chill seemed to pass over her
whole frame at the very thought.

“ Oh, no,” she moaned, “I ¢ould not
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—not unless I knew that he loved me siill.
Oh, this dreadful feeling of suspense—this
hope deferred, which maketh my heart sick !
To-morrow I must sit in the old place in
church, and see his seat vacant. I must
join in the old hymns we used to sing
together. I don’t think Ernest’s lot can be
so hard as mine. O, to live this daily life
of misery——to sing the old songs, and listen
in vain for his voice—to move in the old,
familiar places, and look in vain for his
form, and in vain strain my ear to hear his
footstep. But these musings are idle. I
will go and look over my Sunday School
lesson : perhaps the study of God's Word
will bring a light to my path, cheering my
weary way.”

Some weeks after this, Edna joined
Margaret Wyndgate in her round of
distriet-visiting, as pre-arranged, and on
returning went with her to her room to!
look over some books giving directions as
to some of the rules laid down by Mr.
Wyndgate regarding the distriets. Edna
was now a constant companion of Miss
‘Wyndgate’s, and increasing acquaintance
but served to deepen her regard and esteem{
for her new friend. She was waiting for,
Margaret, who had gone down to her father|
for some information she wished to gain,

i
!

and Edna was sitting idly turning over:
some books which lay on the table, whené
she turned deadly pale, and grasped eagerly |
a letter which was lying partly hidden from
view. No, she could not be mistaken, she |
knew the handwriting too. well. There!
was Margaret Wyndgate’s address on the
envelope, written, she was convinced, byi
none other than Ernest. J

She replaced the letter with trembling
hands, for she fancied she heard Marga.ret’s;
returning footsteps. She endeavored, by a
strong effort, to control herself, and she %!
far succeeded that, when Margaret returned, }
full of plans for Edna’s visiting, she did notf;
notice any change in Edna. = She only:
wished Edna would take more real interest“
in the work; hoping, however, that she|
would like. it better when she had tried it
and knew the people of her district.

H
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Poor Edna! it seemed as if her cup of
sorrow had been full before, but now it
appeared running over with this additional
draught of bitterness She was weary in
body and mind when she reached home,
and, shutting herself into her room, pleaded
a headache, and did not make her appear-
ance that evening; though the Major had
brought his grey mare for her to try, she
could not be persuaded to go out, and
presented such 8 pale face to her father
when he himself came to urge her, that he
could ask no longer, and told the Major
that Edna was really too ill to go.

This did not disturb Selina much, in fact,
she wag rather glad than otherwise, that
her sister could not accompany them ; and
appropriated to herself the Major’s horse, on
which she looked so charming, and which
she praised so highly, that the Major never
offered it to Edna again.

T be Continued.

Original.
OCTOBER LEAVES.
BY J. BETTS.

Deep stillness reigns through the forest's shades,
Spell-bound in a weird-like thrall;

i And a golden haze floats o’er its glades,

‘Where the sunbeams lightly fall.

The blithesome song of the foreat bird
Resounds through its depths no more ;
And the hum of the bee is no longer heard
‘Where the flowers thelr treasures store.

And the trees have changed their robe of green
For one of a richer dye;

And glowing in erimson and golden sheen,
Stand forth 'neath the autuinn sky.

And the gem-like tint of their tremulous leaves
In the sunlight brightly gleams,

And cloth of gold in the water weaves,
As they dreop o'er the woodland streams.

And they sparkle and flash on the mountain’s
gide,
Like beacon fires at night;
Unfurling their scarlet banners wide
To the sunset’s rosy light.
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Crowning the hills with a beauty rare,
Bedecking the vales anew;

And strewing the sward with a carpet fair,
Of many a glittering hue.

But, hark! the leaves are falling fast,
Witha gentle, pattering sound;

They feel the breath of the wintry blast,
And, fluttering, seek the ground.

And, one by one, as the night-winds shout,
They bow to the mystic sway,

Float in the mist as thetr fires fade out,
And silently pass away.

.
Original.
COVEY HILL.

BY J. A. H., LACOLLE.

The scenery of some parts of the Province
of Quebec is not only extremely beautiful,
but absolutely grand. This fact, though
readily acknowledged, has not been as yet
fully appreciated ; and, with the exception
of the Valley of the St. Lawrence, and the
banks of the Saguenay, the country is but
little known ; though many parts of the
Eastern Townships and other places would
amply repay the slight trouble and expense
incurred in visiting them ; and when the
time comes (if, indeed, it ever comes before
the millennium) that tourists will travel
for the purpose of contemplating and ad-
miring Nature in all her grandeur, sim-
Plicity, and beauty, instead of the 50}9
object of exhibiting themselves arrayed in
all the fantastic fopperies of the day,
we can safely prediet for our Fastern
Province a large share of notice and
admiration. .

The tongue of land lying between the
river St. Lawrence and the parallel 45°,
including the counties of Huntingdon,
Chateauguay, and Beauharnois, though
highly cultivated, and naturally rich and
productive, is, and very correctly too, sup-
posed to be less picturesque and less inte-
resting than other and more hilly parts of
the province. But it certainly does mot
deserve the stigma pronounced against it
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by travellers who seldom see anything off
the immediate line of railroad, and who
invariably ecall it low, flat, and dreary.
There is one hill that, were there nothing
else of interest, would redeem a much
larger tract of country from such a charac-
ter.

This hill, or rather mountain, is situated
in the south-western extremity of the town-
ship of Hemmingford, Huntingdon County,
and receives its name, Covey Hill, from a
family that first settled near it. Leaving
the village of Hemmingford, the road lies
directly west for about eight miles, where
it takes an abrupt turn to the south. Here
the ascent commences, at first very gradual ;
but getting more and more steep as the top
of the hill is approached. Reaching the
summit, & magnificent prospect is spread
out before the eye. The whole of the
southern valley of the St. Lawrenece, from
St. Regis to Caughnawaga, is distinetly
seen, with all its numerous villages—the
nearer ones distinctly traced as if spread
out on & map, while those more distant are
distinguished only by their glittering spires.
The view on this side is bounded by the
long blue line that marks the river of
Canada, ending towards the east with Mount
Royal. Turning {owards the south, a
soene of a very different kind presents itself.
Instead of vast cultivated, half-wooded
plains dotted with villages, hill rises over
hill, height over height, in an almost end-
less confusion, till, in the dim distance, the
blue mountains mingle with the still bluer
gky, from which they can scarcely be
distinguished. Some of these hills are
wooded to the very summit, in others, clear-
ances of a. greater or less extent, make
some slight breaks in the dark forest. But
though the view on all sides is so varied
and so grand, yet the mere prospeet from
the top does not form the chief attraction
of this wonderful hill. Its top is flat, and
of many acres in extent, all exceedingly
rocky and barren, covered for the most
part with huckleberry bushes, which, in
the season, are loaded with berries.

About the centre of this plateau, and
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nestling far down among the rocks, is a
quiet mountain lake; and, though the
storms rage ever so furiously down in the
valley, or up the sides of the mountain, its
waters are always calm—always still. This
lake is about three-quarters of a mile long,
by a quarter of a mile broad; but the hol-
low in the roek is much larger, the margin
being covered with rushes and small bushes.
The banks on all sides of the cavity are
exceedingly steep, and, in some places, from
thirty to forty feet high, and towards the
centre of the lake the water is fully as deep.
No stream or brook runs into it, and it has
no visible outlet, yet the water is both clear
and fresh, and seldom varies in depth.

At the north-eastern extremity, there isa
ravine, leading from the lake, dark and
solitary ; but not as deep 83 the sarface of
the water, and, therefore, dry at the bottom.
Following this ravine for about half a mile,
the rocks that had been getting sharper and
higher as the distance from the Ilake
increased, saddenly expand, and form an
oval basin. Here the rocks are perpendi-
cular-~in faet, in sbme places, they over-
hang, and are fully two hundred feet high.
Here, aleo, the water again appears, and
if anything clearer and purer than the lake
water, and of immense depth. Its exact
depth has never heen ascértained, though
it has often been sounded. It is sapposed
that the distance is greater from the surface
to the bottom than it is to the top of the
rock—two hundred feet above. Standing
at the edge of the water, and looking up-
wards, it seems a3 if the rocks were leaning
over you to shut out the last glimpse of light
and heaven, and soon they seem to be gra-
dually closing around. It was with a feel-
ing of intense relief that we serambled up
the fearfully steep path that led to.the top,
and stood once more in the sun-light. Put-
ting aside the bushes that grow in plentifal
profusion at the edge of the precipice,
another view of the singular gulf is seen.
It has the sppearance of a hill torn apart.
One side corresponds exactly with the other,
ag if some mighty power had forced the
rock apart; and if that same power were

to unite them, every crevice would be filled
by its corresponding projection. The rock
is stratified, and layers to the number of
several hundred can be distinetly traced.
At the extremity opposite the ravine, there
is another opening ; but not so rugged and
steep as the ravine. Through this opening
a bright, clear stream flows. At first it
struggles painfally over the rocks; then it
hurries down the rapids, and soon reaches
the plain below, through which it flows
till it is swallowed up by the Chateauguay,
turning many mills in its course, and
watering many miles of country. -

Such is Covey Hill. We have only given
the faintest ides of what we have attempted
to deseribe. It must be seen before it ean
be imagined, and, once seen, the impres-
sion it leaves on the mind is not easily
obliterated. This wonderful hill might well
prove 2 rival of Cowper’s “ Humble cot-
tager ' — .

“Rcarce half a mile from home.”

The people in the country around know
there ip sach & place, but its chief attrac-
tion to them is the huckleberries, and they
call it ¢* Huckleberry Rock.” Even one or
two in Montreal know something about or
have seen it, but that is all; and one of the
most wonderful sights in our whole Domi-
nion is still left in almost primeval solitude.

Original.
THE EXPULSION OF THE ACADIANS,

e

BY W, H. W,, RICE LAKE, ONT.

The prolonged struggle during the last
century between France and England, for
military supremacy and territorial exten-
sion, shook the earth. War, wide-wasting,
blazed around the world.” On the plains of
India, on the waters of the Mediterranean
and of the Spanish Main, on the Gold Coast
of Africa, on the ramparts of Lounisburg, on
the Heights of Abraham, and on the banks
of the Ohio, the chivalry of England and
France met in the shock of battle, with
what result all the world knows. The
expulsion of the Acadians was but an
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episode, though a painful and pathetie one,
in the tragic drama of the age.

The peninsula of Nova Scotia, originally
settled by the French, and by them called
Acadia, was, together with Hudson Bay
and Newfoundland, ceded to Great Britain
at the Peace of Utrecht, A.p. 1713.

It was regarded as of particular import-
ance as guarding the New England colonies
against the hostilities of the Frenchat Cape
Breton. The Acadian peasants, thus trans-
ferred by the fortunes of war, retained their
Patriotic affinities for the Fleur de lis, and
%n every rupture between the two Crowns,
intrigued with their countrymen at Louis-
burg, and with the Indians, against the
British.

To consolidate the British power in the
Peninsula, in the year 1748, Lord Halifax
sent out a colony of four thousand persons,
and, before winter, a palisaded town of
three hundred houses was erected, and
nameq after it founder. This aronsed the
Jealousy of the French, who instigated the

dians to harass the infant colony. Some
of the inhabitants they murdered; others
they carried to Louisburg, where they sold
them tothe French for arms and amunition.
The Governor asserted that pure compas-
sion was the motive for this traffic, in order
to rescue the English captives from mas:
sacre. Theydemanded, however, an eXces:
8ive ransom for their liberation. The
Indians were frequently, or, indeed, it is
asserted, generally led in these murderous
raids by French commanders. Upon
Temonstrance against this violation of
beutrality, the Governor of Louisburg
disavowed any control over the aggressors,
declaring them to be Acadians, resident on
the Bay of Fundy, within the British terri-
tory. General Corwallis, Governor of
Halifax, was therefore obliged, in defence
of the infant colony, to reduce the maleon-
tents by force. They refused to take an
oath of allegiance, and, aided by French
troops from Quebec, entrenched at Besu-
séjour, and resisted the British authority.
The French and Indians continued to
ravage the peninsula. = Fire and bloodshed

marked their progress. They swooped.
down upon the little town of Dartmouth,
opposite Halifax, and within gunshot of its
forts, and carried off & number of scalps
and prisoners. .

Exasperated by these repeated aocts of
hostility, the British councils, confounding
the innocent with the guilty, decreed the
expulsion of the entire French population.
They sent & large force by sea, demolished
their forts, destroyed their villages, and
banished the hapless inhabitants (seven
thousand in number) from their hearths and
homes. They were conveyed in British
ships to various points along the coast from
New Hampshire to Florida, where they
were dispersed over the continent. Twelve
hundred were carried to South Carolina.
Many took refuge among their countrymen
in Louisiana, and some, by a circuitous
route, reached Canada. Families were
scattered, husbands and wives separated—
many never to meet again. For a long
time afterwards advertisements for the
strayed and missing in the colonial news-
papers attested the efforts of those banished
ones to re-unite the scattered links of the
broken family circle. Three hundred fled
to New Brunswiek, but that was too near
the seene of hostilities to give them refage,
and they were again exiled. Some tried
to Teturn to their blackened hearths, but
were ruthlessly shot down by a ruffian
soldiery. It is aypage in our country’s
history that is not pleasant.to contemplate,
but we may not ignore the painful faets.
Every patriot must regret thestern military
necessity—ifnecessity there were—that com-
pelled the inconceivable suffering ¢f so many
innocent beings. Save the expulsion of
the Moriseoes from Spain, and the Hugne-
nots from France, history offers no parallel
to this unhappy event. :

An imperishable interest has been given
to the little village of Grand-Pré, one of
the devastated settlements, by Longfellow’s
pathetic poem, ¢ Evangeline,” which de-
seribes the fate of the inhabitants, who
numbered about two thousand. With true
Norman industry, they had reclaimed the
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.fertile meadows, which gave the settlement
its name, from the sea, by dykes. Orchards
and corn-fields, flocks and herds, rewarded
their labors. In the poem the village and
its inhabitants are exquisitely described.
The writer can testify from personal obser-
vation to the photographic fidelity of the
portraiture of the physical aspects of the
country.

“The murmuring pines and'the hem!locks,
Besrded with moss, and in garments green,

indistinct in the twilight,

Stand like Drulde of old, with volces sad and
prophetic.”

On the 5th of September, 1755, the ships
that were to bear the hapless hebitans into
exile entered the harbor, but their errand
was unknown. All the men (about four
hundred in number) were ordered to assem-
ble in the church to hear the commands of
their rulers. They did so. They were
forthwith declared prisoners, and confined
under guard within the church for four
days. On thefifth day, they were marched
down to the ships at the point of the
bayonet, and the work of embarkation
begun.

“Wives were torn from their husbands, and
mothers too late saw their children,

Left on the land, extending their arms with
wildest entreaties.”

The night that followed was made lurid
by the flames of burning homesteads, well-
filled barns, and stacks of corn, while herds
of afirighted cattle and hqrses rushed wildly
over the meadows. :

Thus far sober history carries us. The
poet now brings more vividly before our
minds the fate of a single family—thai of
his heroine, Evangeline. Her father, the
patriarck of the village, overwhelmsd by
the disasters which had assailed his people,
died on the sea-shore during that awful
night of terrors,

“And there in haste by the sea side,
Having the glare of the burning village for
funeral torches ; ;
But without bell or book they burted the farmer
of Grand-Pre ;

And 83 the volce of the priest repeated the
service of sorrow,

Lo! with a mournful sound, like one voice of a
vast congregation,
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Solemnly answered the sea, and mingled its
roar with the dirges . . . .

Loud from its rocky caverns, the deep-voiced
neighboring ocean

Spake, and in accents disconsolate answered
the wail of the forest.”

In the melancholy cadence of these lines,
one may hear the swell and dash of the
advancing tide, and the after-sob of the
retreating waves, almost as plainly as in
the grand old * Poluphloisboico Thalasses’ of
‘Homer :

“Then with the ebb of that tide the ships sailed
out of the harbor,

Bearing a nation with all its household gods
into exile,~

Exile without an end, and without an example
in story ;

Leaving behind them the dead on the shore, and
the village in ruins.”

Sadder than this know I nothing in lite-
rature, unless, indeed, the departure of
Zneas from the ruins of burning Troy,*
of which, as remarked to the writer by an
eminent American professor, now deceased,
this passage may be an unconscions imita-
tion.

But these hapless beings founded no new
Troy. They were strewn, like sea-weed,
along two thousand miles of c¢oast, or
seattered like leaves of the forest before the
blasts of October. Their only record is the
half-effaced inseriptions on & thousand
lonely graveyards.

The orphaned Evangeline was severed
from her lately betrothed lover in the em-
barkation, and each was engaged for years
in the hopeless quest of the other. From
the lowlands of Lonisiana to the prairies of
Nebraska, or where the mighty Oregon rolls
its vast flood—

¢ And hears 'no sound save its own dashing; »

whither, a8 voyageur, or cosreur de bois,
Gabriel had wandered, Evangeline fol-
lowed—sometimes receiving tidings from
fellow exiles, sometimes meeting recent
traces of his footsteps, but nevers seeing
him. Once,on the Mississippi, their barks
passed ag they sailed in opposite directions,
each uriconscious of the other.

"* Virgil, Zn., Lib. i1,
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At length she abandoned the bootless
quest in despair:

‘“Fair was she and young when in hope began
the long journey,

Faded was she and old whenin disappointment
it ended.”

As a Sister of Charity, she devoted her
self to ministrations to the dying in the
hospitals of Philadelphia. One day, the
form of an old man, wasted and worn,
arrested her attention. She paused—ghe
gazed. She threw herself at his feet, with
the cry: '

“ Gabriel! O my beloved 1"

He rallied for a moment, knew her,
smiled, and died.

“And as she pressed once more the lifeless head
to her bosom,

Meekly she bowed her own, and murmured,
‘Father, I thank Thee !’

All was ended now—the hope, and the fear, and

. anguish;

And soon, side by side, in their nameless graves

the lovers were sleeping.”

Such, or similar, must have been the
sufferings and sorrows of the severed
husbands, wives, and lovers among the
exiled Acadians, which the genius of the
Poet, in this particular case, has made &
living reality. If this brief analysis shall
lead any to make a more intimsate acquaint-
ance with one of the most exquisite poems
in the English langnage, the spate it has
occupied in these pages will not have been
wasted. ;

Original.
THE EARLY EDUCATION OF DEAF
AND DUMB CHILDREN.

BY THOMAS WIDD (A DEAF-MUTE).

By a perusal of the last census of Canada
and other authoritative statistios, the intel-
ligent reader will find that there are 980
deaf and dumb in Quebec Province, and
upwards of 800 in Ontario. Of these num-
bers the great majority are children . of
Proper school age, but for whose education
very insufficient provision exists.

The parents and friends of these hapless
creatures have not the ability to teach them

i
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properly, it is trne ; but they oan, in a great-
measure, prevent the early years of their
child’s preeious life being wasted, by a
kind of preliminary education at home,
previous to their entering into deaf and
dumb schools.

Every one knows that a mother's love
and influence over her loved ones are very
great—the former prompts her to exertion,
and the latter wins the child’s confidence
and obedience, and facilitates instruetion.
It is the mother who can conduct this kind
of home education better than any other
member of the family, and enable the
child to make rapid progress in the higher
classes at the school to which he may after-
wards be sent for the  finishing stroke » of
education. .

The parents of the deaf and dumb would
do well to begin to battle with the calamity
as soon a8 it is known thatsuch has befallen
their offspring. Many of them waste their
precious moments of leisure in telling their
friends and neighbors the fearfulness of
their children’s calamity—how they can’
never hear the voice of their father and
mother, ner the singing of birds, nor musie,
nor the sweet name of Jesus, nor the grand
name of Jehovah l——never speak one word
themselves to their parents—of their own
misery at seéing them grow up in ignorance
of their Saviourand of their immortal souls
—perfect heathens among Christians | Now
all this ought to be changed.

Some parents of this class will plead
want of time and materials to educate their
children ; others will plead inability-~while
gome will declare it an impossibility to do
anything for their children at hotrie by way
of education. All these excuses for neglect-
ing their children do not exist of necessity,
and ought not to exist at all. They do no-
thing for them at home, and allow them to
grow up to- ten, twelve, or fourteen years
in uninstructed ignorance, then send them
to the nearest Deaf and Dumb Institation.
to learn a, b, c—cat, dog, hat, ete.; and,
at the close of eight or ten months atschool,
are astonished at their ability to write a
considerable number of words and names
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of objects, all which and much more they
ought to have learned at home long ago.

How to begin the home education of the
little deaf-mutes, I will try to instruct the
instructors in the art. A few cents will
buy a box of chalk and a blackboard—a
blackboard and chalk are the best toys in
the world for a deaf and dumb child. A
few cents more will buy an A B C book—
an illustrated one is the best. With these
let the mother, or father, or elder brother,
or sister of the child begin the grand and
philanthropic labor. The repeated repeti-
tion of the a, b, ¢, on the blackboard should
be continued until the child understands all
the letters of the alphabet, which will be
got through in & few weeks, and the child
will be able to repeat them himeelf (if a
copy of the manual alphabet used by the
deaf-mutes is at hand, it will be a valuable
instrument for instrmetion.) When the
alphabet is learned, the caf may be the first
object that should be taken up, shown to the
child, and have its name chalked on the
blackboard—C A T—and then allowed to
go. This will amuse, surprise, and encou-
rage the child. Go on in this way with the
commonest articles in the house with which
the child is familiar, and bis wonder and
interest will increase. Do not be afraid to
chalk ¢table,” on one side of the table;
¢ chair,” on chairs; ¢ kettle,”” on the
kettle ; *“door,” on the door; ¢ stove,” on
the stove, &e.

Live animals always attract the attention
and excite the intevest of deaf and dumbd
children ; therefore, cow, sheep, dog, hen,
horse, &e., should not be forgotten, or con-
founded with one another. To learn this
lesson in natural history, take the child and
a slate and pencil to the farm-yard.

There are more ways to educate girls at
home than boys. The girls are very fond
of helping and imitating their mothers in
domestic duties, and they soon learn to be-
come very useful with the needle, and
assist their mothers in a hundred little
domestic cares. The judicious training at
home and a good seriptural edocation at
school of girls have often resulted in unspeak-
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able blessings to the parents. In one case
which came under my notice in England,
a deaf and dumb girl, brought up in this
wise, became the sole support of both her
parentsand her younger brothers and sisters,
by her industry ; and her parents had more
cause of thankfulness for that afflicted
child than for all their other children put
together. Girls should not, however, be
wholly confined to domestie training, but
should have plenty of recreation at the
blackboard like their brothers; and, as their
dormant minds begin to expand, they will
strive to solve the mystery of the alphabet,
and how the letters are formed into words,
and words into sentences.

The deaf and dumb child is like all other
children with regard to taste and feeling,
but he has lost two of his most precious
faculties—hesring and speech—the medium
of receiving instruetion, afid making his
wants known in the ordinary way. But
the medium of receiving instruction still
left him should be made use of early, and
that is the EYE. To the deafand dumb, the
eye acts the part of the ear, and, to a great
extent, also that of speech—by enabling
them to see {o write. When the amateur
teacher understands that the deaf and dumb
have to depend on the eye for e/l they learn,
a knowledge will be obtained of great im-
portance as to how they can be educated.

A deafand dumb child is a keen observer
of what others do at home, and is ready to
follow the example of others without know-
ing whether he is doing right or wrong. In
schools for the degf and dumb the child’s
eonduct and habits are sometimes taken as
an index to the character of his home ;
therefore, it behoves the parents of this
class to be careful what they do in their
presence ; and, if they wish them to grow
up respectable, moral, and steady members
of society, the example must be set them
AT HOME.

The great drawback in deaf-mutes is their
liability to be confoupded by words—even
the educated adults are liable to it. They
have the weakness to put words first which
ought to be last in a sentence ; and, in other
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cases, last where they ought to be first—
thus, speaking of the weathes, they will
write, “Rained it last week,” or ¢ last
rained week.” This fault is most difficult
to getrid of, and is often the cause of amuse-
ment and perplexity when addressed to
Strangers in the course of conversation. It
i8 only by long years of study that the deaf-
mutes can acquire a respectable knowledge
of grammar, and it is seldom they attain
Perfection in composition. The home edu-
cation of deaf-mute children, however,
should not be discouraged by hallucinations
and difficulties. The reward will come
after, in the mother’s joy at seeing the pro-
gress of her darling, and when he has been
ashort time in an institution for his instruc-
tion, his progress will appear astonishing
compared with those who have been neg-
lected at home; and the mother who
devotes an hour or two per day for a year
Or 80 in teaching her child, previous to
entering school, will become more and
more proud of his educational accomplish-
ments as he oontinues to progress step by
Step, and aequires a knowledge of & lan.
guage whereby the fingers speak, and the
eye hears! )

By attending to a little home education
of deaf and dumb children, the mother not
only benefits her child, but makes the
labor of the tutor considerably lighter, and
the Progress of the country.is assisted ;.and
Such mothers may rest satisfied in having
done their duty to their children, their
country, and their Ged.

‘A PLEA FOR THE ENGLISH LAN-
GUAGE.

BY ELIHU BURRITT.

With all its power and progress, with all
its unparalleled faculties for moving the
mind of the world with its life-breathing
literature, there is still perceptible and pre
valent among English and ‘:American
Writers, schools, scholars and learning smat-
terers, a kind of old Norman affectation for
Latin, just as if the language of Shakes-
beare, Milton, Tennyson and Maecaulay,
that is making the tour of the world, were
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still the Saxon patois of the rural districts of
England. This affection seems to be re-
viving. We see it in the titles of new
books, all in Englishk, between the lids. Go
into any well-stocked *book-shop and you
will notice Lyra Germanica, Lyra Anglicana,
Ecce Homo, and the like. The other day
We Saw & uew magazine with a foot of
Saxon clay and a head of Latin brass, or
with the name, 7% Adcademia.” We have
recently stood by the side of four altars on
which our noble English is sacrificed to the
manes of a dead language. The immola-
tion on two of these sacrilegious- shrines is
heathenish enough to make the dumb vie-
tim led to the slaughter ery out with indig-
nation. The first of the twain is erected in
that Christian temple, St. Paul’s, to the
memory of Samuel Johnson. e wag the
great captain, if not the Columbus of the
English language. He erected and crowned,
and introduced it to the world as the gran-
dest of human speeches ; and all who spoke
and wrote it after his day crowned him with
the honor due for this mighty undertaking.
He was proud, and had ample reason to be
proud of the work, for it cost him infinite
toil. He had bromght to it intellectual
energies that commanded the admiration of
the whole English-speaking world. He had
compacted and beautified the structure with
all the treasures of Chaucer, Shakspeare,
Milton and other old masters ; and yet, after
this long life’s aspiration and work so fully
aceomplished, he or his friends, knowing
the bent of his mind, made a heathen nltar
of his tomb, and sacrificed upon it the great
language he had elaborated and adorned to
the shades of this dead Latin tongue! His
own, which he had made w0 noble, and held
up to the world embellished with all its
splendid jewelery, was not good enough
for his epitaph! The millions and the
masses, Who can read n& other, may come
by twos or threes to his monument in St.
Paul's, and, looking with wonder at his
huge, half-naked gladiator-like statue, and
seeing the Latin inscription beneath, may
well take him for an old prize-fighter of
pagan Rome, but never for the aumthor of
the great English Dictionary, and a Chris-
tian besides. In this sacrifice to a dead
language the friends of the illustrious lexi-
cographer, it must be said in their justifica-
tion, only carried out his well-known pre-
dilection, and, perhaps, his expressed wish.

Still, there stands another altar on which
a sacrifice more strange has been offered to
‘“the dead past.” Dr. Johnson was s
scholar, and almost pedantic in classical
reading and reputation. Doubtless his rul-
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ing paseion, if not pedantry, was strong, in
death, and when approaching it would be
likely to quote Juvenal. But thereisa tall
monument erected by the sea, at Great Yar-
mouth, to the memory of one of England’s
greatest heroes. One perhaps may say that
he was to Britain’s naval power and repu-
tation what Johnson was to the English lan-
guage. The tall monument of Horatio Nel-
son stands facing the sea and all the sailors
of thatcoast. He was one of the greatest of
sailors as well as naval commanders. He
went tosea at twelve, and lived, and fought,
and died upon it. With sach small oppor-
tanity for education, it is doubtful if he
counld write or read a sentence in Latin to
the day of his death. But no Englishman
born ever uttered ten words of our common
language which so thrilled the British na-
tion as his ¢ This day England expecis every
man o do his duly?”’ This was his last
“ good night"’ to the country for which he
fought, bled and died. He was proud of
his nation, and it was proud of him. To
put into its hands the sceptre of the seas
was the great, burning ambition of his life.
At Trafalgar he accomplished his life’s am-
bition and work. His country recognized
the consummation, and crowned his me-
mory with all the honors such recognition
could dictate. Here on the eastern coastof
the island, where he first saw the grand face
of the sea, stands the tall pedestaled shaft of
hismonument. It is there, the beacon-light
of a great life, to kindle up in the breasts
of the rough sailors and fishermen a glow of
patriotism, as well as to point the way of
humble men to the highest places in their
esteem and honor. All you sea-beaten men
come hither in your yawls, smacks and
sloops—come to this monument of a sailor’s
glory. Read what he was in the beginning
and end of his life; what he did for his
country, and what his country did for him.
Read it indeed ! why this is & Roman monu-
ment erected to the memory of Julius
Casar’s flag-captain on his invasion of Eng-
land! Look at the insoription; it is in
Latin of Trajan’s time. The very letters
are unreadable. . This is not the monument
of our great English sailor. He fought and
died for a country that was an empire, and
an empire that had a langnage, which all
its heroes spoke with a power that awed ils
enemies. The most intelligent sailor that
comes to Nelson’s monument at Yarmouth
may say all this and more, and say it with
honest indignation at this sacrifice on the
altar of a dead language.

But a classical scholar, may say this
Latin inscription on Nelson's monument
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was not for sailors or common men to read.
Then for whose eyes and heart was it
meant? Was it a short exercise in Latin
cut in stone for a school-boy to decipher, con-
strue and transmute into English as a morn-
ing lesson ¢ Is it for University men alone ¢
‘We would ask the most classical of them all
how he would like to see the sublime battle-
word of Nelson at Trafalgar turned into
Latin ?t Let him try himself to turn a thrill-
ing shaft of barbed lightning into a point-
tlegs icicle. How would it read? How
would it sound thus? .

Hodie An%ua. expectat quemgue
Virum daturum esse debitum saum,

Or, in the many changes that might be
played on the sentiment, would this read or
sound any better ?

Quid unusguisque debet hune
Anglia hodie expectat redditurum esse,

If the Latin amateur should not succeed
in giving all the stirring pulse of life in a
dead language which he would to Nelson’s
sublime signal words, let him try his hand
on that beautiful and affecting expression
of manly tenderness with which the hero
closed his life: ¢ Kiss me, Hardy!” How
would these last words breathe in Latin?
Let us see :

QOscula me, Duramente !
T
or Da mihi osculum, Durocorde !

In another part of England we were
struck with a third and very elaborate monu-
ment to the same dead langnage. It wasa
beautiful fountain, wrought with the most
artistic taste and skill from Devonshire
stone, and erected at the most central and
conspicuous point in the town. It wasg for
use a8 well ag ornament. It was for the spe-
cial and exelusive use of the toiling, thirsty
masses ; for middle-class people seldom re-
sort to the chained dipper or basin of a pub-
lic fountain. Here the carters, coster-
mongers, stevedores and sailors were to
come and quench their thirst from this pare
and runningstream. It was thought by the
authorities that erected this fountain that it
wonld be a good thing to have a healthy,
pioussentence cut into the face of the stone,
just above the mouth of the stream. It
would discredit such besutiful marble, and
be too common to carve plain English words
in it, so they cut in these, deep and large,
¢ Nomen Jehovah est turris fortissima.,” Here
was something for the hodmen and coal-por-
ters to read that would do them good! 1If
they had put in plain and honest English,
+ The name of the Lord is a strong tower,”
most of the drinkers at the fountain wounld
have known what it meant and where it
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came from ; but this would be vulgarizing
the sentiment. If any illiterate working-
man would like to know the meaning of
“furris fortissima,” and all that, let him
ask some school-boy who could read Virgil.

But there is another scene of this saeri-
fice which we always contemplate with
greater sadness. It is an ancient and
amiable custom to strew flowers upon the
graves of departed friends. An occasional
handful is deemed an adequate token of af-
fectionate memory. The Latin language a8
a living speech, has been dead for many
centuries ; but the whole English speaking
world gather all the flowers and pleasant
plants of the earth and strew them upon the
marble tomb of this mighty dead. Walk up
anddown Kew, or any other great garden
of plants and flowers, and you will see this,
we could almost say, sacrilegious homage.
All the loves, prayers, songs, dreams and
hopes of all the ages that ever got into
written language have been translated into
English. In it we have all the flowering
thoughts of the world’s poets, from Sanscrit
to Saxon. In it we have the master-ideas
of the 0ld monarchs of mental power. Its
first great effort and feat was to give _sunple
and hearty words to all the Holy Seriptures
that came from God, in Hebrew and Greek.
But these beantiful and Bweet-bre?.th1ng
Seriptures, which He has written In His
own letters all over the earth, have never
been permitted to be thus translated by the
Pedantic amateurs and worshippers of »
dead language. Walk up and down these
great flower gardens or flower shows. From
the names of all the green and tinted things
that bloom and breathe by these embroid-
ered aisles a common man, from the rural
distriets of daisies and ferns, would think
that neither Fm%h.nd nor America ever had‘
an indigenous flower or plant of its OWR
that every rose, lily and pansy, and every
delicate plant seen here, came from 8
foreign land. And yet the classical botan-
ists who crush these meek, sweet flowers
with ponderous Latin names, would lift up
their hands in pious horror at the idea of
the masses of the common people saying
their prayers or singing their hymns in
church or chapel in Latin. K Then why
should these very masses come into the
temple of Nattire and be obliged to 8ay, 88
it were, the litany of flowers in the same
dead language? How cruel to make an
honest country girl mouth rosa rupiginosa for
the sweet brier that perfumes her garden
hedge, or gompholobium for s kind of beans
she plants! 4

We hope the day is coming, and very
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near, when all who speak it around the
globe will feel, and let the world know that
the English language is a living power
among men ; that it ean furnish for every
thought, hopse, or joy that grows out of the
human heart, or for every flower or plant
that grows out of the earth, a name of as
few letters and of as full meaning as any
other language, living or dead, can supply ;
and that the English name given to any’
flower, plant or tree, or to any beast, bird
or creeping 'thing, shall stand before it,—
not behind in brackets,—forever and wher-
ever our mother tongue may be spoken.—
Packard’s Monthly.

-
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It was an imprudent marriage! Every-
body said so ! Nobody could have dreamed
of such a thing! ¢ What Ruth saw in
John, a penniless clerk,” her friends did
not know.  What John saw in Ruth, a
girl with no money to help out his eight
hundred a year,” his friends would not pre-
tend to say. How they were to live nobody
knew. Society washed its hands of them.
They had married for no better reason than
that they loved, and as they had sown so
must they reap.

Still, they were a pleasant couple to see.
He was g0 kindly, she was such a little bud
of a woman, and both believed so thoroughly
in the baby, though it was an imprudent
baby. Not that it had done any thing very
decided. How could it, poor dear, when it
had not yet discovered whether its little fat
hands were its own or let down to it on a
string ? but all babies not born under the
shadow of their own roofs are Pariahs and
Nuisances. They are advertised against in
the newspapers by the severe people who
only receive adults. They are argued out
of the right to their own existence by the
political economist, and proved to be
Wrongs, and Evils, and Disgraces, and
Heaven knows what other dreadful things,
in large capitals. This, in a general way,
while, in an individaal way, you must re-
member the people, who had your good
at heart, and who came and wagged their
heads in solemn disapprobation over your
babies’ unconscious cradles; and it is only
another proof of Ruth and John’s inability
to reason that they, as I said, believed in
their baby, and fondled and cuddled it, and
fed it, and talked to it, and exhausted them-
selves to amuse it—though it was the best
baby ever seen in a steam-car, where babies
ugually turn vicious—Ilest it should ery and
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let itself down to the level of other people’s
babies.

John and his wife were going to the in-
accessible wilds of New Jersey to find a
heme, a8 people who were disgusted with
boarding : thatis, living in a square of four
feet, bounded by a bed and washing-stand,
and eating they were afraid to think what,
disguised as hash and stews. And they
assert that they procured tickets and seats
in the cars of & certain well-known Jersey
road. But this is impossible, as the story
of their subsequent adventures will prove.

First, as I havesaid, they addressed them-
selves to Baby ; but, even while engaged in
this arduous task, it occurred to them both
that ¢ something or other”’ was wanting.
When Baby fell asleep they discovered that
the missing ¢ something’” was the usual
bumpety bump ! with which our railway-
coaches bounce over the rails. The train
shot forward, smoothly, like & ray. The
missing, * or other,” was the dmst. The
air circulated in the cars through water.
Nobody panted or gasped, and nobody be-
came the under stratum of an upper erust
of cinders and ashes. This was scarcely
travelling, and Ruth and John, who seldom
get a holiday, felt vaguely disappointed,as
if cheated out of some of their travelling
perquisites.

Furthermore, the train on which John
and Ruth say that they started is down on
the time-tables as a way-train. This train
made no stop till it reached its terminus,
which is a town called Juneroseville ; and
how John and Ruth can still persist that
they travelled on the well-known railway,
when there is no such station on the time-
tables of the W. K. R. R., I am at a loss to
understand. However, as the train stopped
there, though the name was new to them,
our young people did not see how they could
avoid getting out. 8o they got out! with
the Baby, the lunch-basket, the travelling-
bag, the time-table, the umbrellas, and
Rath’s cloak.

Ruth carried the Baby,awake and hungry.
John oarried the other incambrances ; and,
of course, they looked about eagerly for the
little den jusually known as the railway
station, but no little den met their view.
In the place where it should stand some-
body had erected a cottage of one story, sur-
rounded by a wide piazza. .About thiscot-
tage was a garden with well-kept walks
and such fine flowers in its windows that
Ruth and John felt positively aggravated.
What right had any man 1o parade his home
comforis and coziness under the very eyes
of tired, hungry, vagabondish travellers ?
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¢ Nice place!” growled John. ¢ Sun
broiling, and not even a platform on which
to lay down your bundles,” .

# Yes,” piped Ruth, * but what is that
over the door this way? It looks like
¢ Ladies’ Room.” John, I believe that this
is the station.”

+ Nonsense !”’ answered John ; but Ruth
was right. It was the station. Oh, what
a delightful discovery for people who had a
Baby, and a travelling-bag, and a lunch-
basket, and cloaks, and umbrellas, and the
time-table!

Before going further I will say here that
I do not expect what I am about to tell will
be believed. I do not believe it myself. I
have never seen it, and nothing less than
the testimony of my own senses would con-
vince me on such a peint. I only repeat
what was told to me, and at the express
desire of my young friends, Ruth and John.

They say that this one-story cottage proved
{0 be actually a railway station, as I have
already declared, and that on the ladies’
side it was divided into two apartments.
The onter was cool, serupulously clean, and
furnished with an abundance of comfortable
chairs, and ice-water, and that its windows
were filled with fine plants. The inner
apartment was a dressing-room. It had
sofas, easy-chairs, a large mirror, and plenty
of water, soap, and towels. Out of this
opened a third door, over which was
written ¢ For Children and Babies.”” It
was carpeted, and contained abath, several
rocking-chairs, a cradle, and two or three
little berths ranged one above the other.

The coolness, the cleanliness of all this,
and the scent of roses rose up to meet our
tired people like a welcome. They looked
about them, first in bewilderment. Then
Rath, still half afraid that this after all
might prove somebody’s house, slipped into
the dressing-room, and was much surprised
to find that water actually ran out of the
pipes into the deep, clean, marble basins,
because at most stations the pipes are
superior to any such weakness. But when
she saw the cradles, and the bath, and the
cool, carpeted, flower-gcented room, for the
bathing, feeding, and hushing of hot,
hungry, maddened babies, and tired, candy-
smeared, woeful children, she uttered a
seream that brought John to her side in an
instant ; for to tell the truth, he had his sus-
picions of all this cleanliness and flower-
show.

¢ What is it ?" eried John, and then stood
gt&ring ; he finally delivered himself as fol-
ows : :

¢ Well, Ruth, I know of one railway-sta-

BN
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tion at least where the Company seems to
suspeet that their travellers may be Chris-
tians, and provides them with towels and
water. But this is the first institution of
any kind where I ever saw a Baby’s exis-
tence recognized as a fact. Every whgre
else you feel as if a Baby was something
that the law dves not allow, and you must
smuggle it along as well as you can, and
take your chances. This Juneroseville
must be an uncommon place, a wonderful
place, Ruth! I was wondering what I
could do with you and Baby! Butyou can
stay here and make Baby comfortable, n;nd
I will find a place where we can dine.’

Ruth took off her bonnet and Baby's cap,
and sank into a comfortable arm-qhm'r.
Baby soon fell asleep, and, placing him in
the cradle, she fell asleep on asofa. When
John came back, both the little woman and
her Baby had had a nap, and were fresh,
washed, and brushed, and in high spirits.
John was in high spirits also.

“ Never saw such a pretty place, Rauth.
All the housesare fine, and thereare ga:.rdens
every where ; and there is a Ladies’ Res
taurant across the street, where we can
dine.”

Ruth quaked at the word dine.
had g0 little money, and she began t0 52y
that she did not need = dinner ; but John,
who understood her perfectly, interrupted
her with the bill of fare.

“ Coffee for two, six eents; volls for two,
four cents; steak (porter-house), exght.een:
¢ents ; lettuce, two cents; peas, foyxr cents ;
strawberries, six cents.

“Rither we are about to eat the worst
dinner that we have ever seen,”’ said Ruth,
handing back the bill,  or these people sre
crazy.”’ .

My opinion,” returned John, pxckm,g’
up the Baby. ¢ But we can go and see, '

Ruth followed, eniffing with seoxet 860 ;
she knew the ways of the world, and what
to expect from such a programme.

Judge, then, of her surprise. The steak
‘Wwas tender, the rolls and butter delicious.
The fruit and vegetables fresh, and the
coffes as good as Ruth herself conld make.
Perplexity grew on our young friends.
Were the Junbrosevilleites mad as_their
Station and restaurant seemed t0 _p.rqclm‘m?

bey were discussing the probabilities, In &
oW voice, when John saw a familiar face
—Jem M'Mahon’s. ) .

To see M’Mahon was quite as surprising
as the dinner. Five years ago he had con-
tracted an imprudent marriage ; married &
very good and accomplished girl, who was
only a teacher, and sank entirely omt of

I8 IT. . 35

society. Some said that he was living in |
South America, and more that he was dead.
Yet here he was in Juneroseville, un-
changed, except that he was stouter and
jollier than of old, and had the air of a
thriving man upon him. And he knew
John in an instant; and having been intro-
duced to ¢ my wife,”’ and after scanning
her fresh face-and trim figure s little he
said : ’

¢ I beg pardon, John, butare you not an-
other imprudent couple 1"’

Ruth reddened, and John laughed.

“ Why, yes,” he said, slowly. ¢ Isup-
pose that we are; or, at least, our friends
think so.”

¢ Then you are in the right place, re-
turned M’'Mahon, with great animation.
¢ Pray come home with me. Mrs,
M’Mahon will be charmed to see you.”

# What will come next 7’ thought Ruth,
bundling up herself and the baby. -

A carriage was waiting without.

«So you keep your carriage,” observed
John, not withoat something like envy.

M’Mahon smiled. -

« We keep our carriage, my dear fellow,
Several of them, in fact. I will explain
by.and-by. Here is my house.”

It was one of the massive, handsome
structures of which Juneroseville seemed to
be composed. John looked at it with &
sort of gaping, open-mouthed wonder. For
how could M’Mahon have laid ap so much.
wealth in the five years in which he had
been lost to society ?

M’Mahon opened the door, and they fol~
lowed him up two flights of stairs. The
flights were long, but the stairs were wide
and easy, with many landings. Ruth ob-
gerved that they were of marble, and
beautifully kept, and wondered the more.

M’'Mahon opened a door and led them
into a handsome drawing-room, saying,

¢ This is our floor.”

¢« Your floor ! there are other families #?

¢« Yes, certainly.” ;

Rath’s veneration for M'Mahon sank at
once. He was living in a tenement-house
after all. She looked about the drawing-
room. It was farnished in fine taste. It
had pictures and busts that she had desired
all her life. The remaining rooms, Ruth
saw, were 1 gort of sewing-room and library
united, and bedrooms with deep closets.

¢+ But where is your kitchen ' asked
Rath.

« We have none,” answered her host.

¢t But how can you wash and bake "’

¢« We do neither.” ’

Rath looked soberly, first at Mr. M’Mahon,
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and then at her husband. She thought that
he was playing off some impertinent jest.
M'Mahon anderstood the look, and brought
foerward chairs.

¢ Pray sit down,”’ he said earnestly, ¢t and
let me explain what must seem to you like
inventions.

¢ 1 should think so,”’ murmured Ruth ; but
she sat down. .

T said to you,” commenced Mr. M'Ma-
hon, ¢ that, as you are an imprudent couple,
you were in the right place. I said so be-
eause this entire town is built and sus-
tained by imprudent couples of which, if you
please, I will sketch the history.

“ A certain number of years ago several
imprudent, that is, love matches, happened
atonetime. Allthese persons were friends.
They attempted to settle themselves, and
found, as no doubt you have done, what a
small place is reserved in this large world
for people, who like them are poor, and yet
are burdened with the habits and prejudices
of refinement and education. They tried
the usual resource, a boarding-honse, till
disgusted, and quite agreed that this me-
thod of life destroyed the stomach and the
wmorals,”

He looked at Ruth, who looked at John,
rather doubtful where all this was leading.

¢« It was then,” continued M'Mahon,
with evident relish, «“that they said we are
young, strong, and intelligent. It is impos-
sible that there should be no way for us out
of poverty and boarding-houses. This
speech was the beginning of many anxious
debates and discussions, and these discuss-
sions ended here ; though at that time, as you
may suppose, there was nothing of what you
see now about you; only a farm, and a
rambling old farm-house, of which our
wouples took possession. A share in it was
appointed each family, and as disputes and
difficulties must arise, 8 committee was ap-
pointed to settle them. The rent divided
among 80 many was, of course, a mere song.
They raised their own vegetables, and sent
a.portion of them to market, where they
sold thern at a price not far above the cost.
The wages of house-servants, and farm-
laborers were divided among them like the
rent ; also the small profits. A short ex-
perience in buying and selling decided
them to establish a market and grocery for
themselves. They bought at wholesale,
and sold to outsiders at a small advance.
Each family lived thus at one-third of the
usual cost, and derived a small profit from
the steadily increasing business. From this
small beginning sprang all this flourishing
town."” .
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¢ Indeed,” remarked John, seeing that he
was expected to say something.

¢« Handreds of ‘imprudent couples’ have
joined us, at one time and another,” con-
tinued M'Mahon, enthusiastically: ¢ The
old farm-house vanished long ago, before
the first of such buildings as this. By unit-
ing our salaries and our profits we have sur-
rounded ourselves with elegances as well as
luxuries. We have our common restaunrant,
that at which you dined. We order from
there whatever dinners are on the card for
that day, and get them at cost price, while
we are actually making money on it, forall
our institutions are sure to attract custom,
because of the honesty which is our poliey,
and the small profits. In the same way we
have several laundries in operation. That
dread and terror of housewives, washing-
day, and dinners are spared our wives, who
retain their youth and health. - We have
also variousstores established, which I think
solve the problem of getting the best living
at the cheapest rate.

# All very fine "’ answered John, skepti-
cally; ¢ only it sonnds a little too much like
a fairy-tale, just at the end, where all the
good get rewarded, you know.”

«There is reason in it any way,” said
M’'Mahon, determinedly. ¢ See here. I
want to send my girl to school, where she
can receive the eduecation of a lady; but I
can not pay thirty dollars, or forty or more,
a quarter. But]there are three hundred of
us who do or will want such schooling.
Say each of us contributes ten dollars a
quarter. That is three thousand dollars a
quarter to run aschool. Say we contribute
only five dollars. That is fifteen hundred
dollars a guarter.

¢ Or again, I like to read rare and ex-
pensive books. I am unable to buy them.
But we all want to read, and we put what
we can spare together, and we get & library
~~the finest one in the United States; and a
museum, the only one worth the name.
Why should not the story read better when
you set about life in the right way. Take
your own case. What have you got against
you? Your prejudices. You would not be
what you are without them ; but it will cost
you more to shelter, clothe, and feed them
than yourself. Noxt your poverty. You
have exactly enough to live on, so long as
you never have a day’s ill health orslacken
in your economy. In such a position you
can never get ahead. You can enly keep
even. Somse slight mischance happens, and
you fall behind, and you can not get up
again, for you have nothing out of which to
draw the extra strength. All the chances
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are against you, pulling your cart up hill.
All the chances are for us, pulling our
cart up hill. We divide the strain. If one
trips we pull him up. We are sure of
reaching the top, and shall make some
money besides by drawing some load up in
it. Do you see 1"

‘ Why, yes; that sounds reasonable, re-
turned John ; ¢ but how did you come
here 979

‘ By accident, as you have done; butl
Wwas 8o well pleased with what I saw that I
have never gone back. You will like the
people. They are human, like the rest of
the world ; but they are restrained and con-
trolled by the fact that each man is a pro-
Perty-owner, and has a share in every pub-
lic institution.”

“ Yes, that sounds reasonable also,” re-
plied John, evidently meditating. ¢ At
leastit would do no harmto iry. We have
nothing to lose. But we must go back to-
night.””

‘“ Better decide at once to stay,” urged

‘Mahon. ¢ Why not? You have your
wife and child here.” .

“Oh! but our clothes and things,” eried
Ruth, horror-stricken.

M’Mahon eyed her pityingly, and rose.

* You had better stay ; but, if you must
80, there is the whistle. You can just catch
the train.” ’

“ Thank you,” said John. «I wog t say
good-by. I shall see you to-morrow.”

“ Good-by,” said M’Mahon, meaningly.
‘“ You should have staid.”

And perhaps they should, for they have
never found Juneroseville since. It is not
On any of the railway routes, or in the
maps, or the guide-books. Nobody ever

eard of it, and nobody believes in it.
Still John has not lost hope, but desires me
to ask the public for the whereabouts of
J\meroseville, and adds that all informa-
tion will be thankfully received by John
and Ruth. .

THE LEIPZIG FAIR.

In the early morning, at the commence-
ment of April, 1866, I first entered Leipzig.
The clocks stood at five as I alighted from
a comfortable carriage ; I, cold, uncomfor-
table, and sleepy from my long night-
Journey. The gray light which precedes
day was spreading over the town, rend.ermg
all objects dim and gloomy, and casting a
corresponding influence upon the minds of
the travellers. An entire stranger to the
Place, I thought it best to leave my luggage

37
at the station, carrying away with me but
a small bag containing immediate neces.
saries,

I stepped from the building into the
open air, and looked around for a eab, but
no vehicle of any kind was at hand. A
few passengers were hurrying away, carry-
ing their own bags and rugs; a party of
others were driving away in the only cab
or droschke to be seen, and that one ap-
peared to be overcrowded. What to do I
knew not. My knowledge of German was
but imperfect, and that little was bafiled by
the rapid utterance of the Saxon railway
porters. Upon making known my dilem-
ma, their heads shook ominously. What
hotel was I in the habit of visiting ? In
vain I declared myself a stranger ; either
they could not or would not understand me.
Strangers never came to Leipzig at this sea~
son of the year unless they had business to
transact. I must do as I had done before.
At this moment I caught sight of an émpty
droschke, and hailed it with a feeling of
relief.

I remembered to have heard that the
Hotel de Pologne was the best in the town,
and desired the man to drive thither. I
was too tired to take much notice of the
place, and was thankful when the coach
stopped at the entrance of a large gray
stone building. A few gold letters over-
head informed me that it was my desired
resting-place. The door was opened by a
sleepy porter, who appeared excessively in-

dignant at having being awakened. I de-

manded a room, was admitted, and the

'huge door closed behind me with an echo.

So far, good. The surly porter lighted s
candle, and led the way to a room on the
first floor, at the extremity of a long stone
corridor. Placing my bag upon a chair,
and the light upon the drawers, he left me
to peace and solitude. The room was long
and narrow ; the floor, if my memory serves
me rightly, was of stone. Cold and cheer
less, for the weather was yet frosty, I
crossed over to the bed, wondering if the
sheets and blankels were well aired and in
good condition; but neither sheets nor
blanketsdid I find. The bed wasa cramped
cradle-looking affair; a species of spring-
box fitting closely to the wood, appeared to
have been dropped into it, covered tightly
over with something white ; upon this was
thrown a large feather quilt by way of co.
vering ; and that was all. I had been told
that the beds in Germany were barbarously
uncomfortable, but I had never realized the
whole truth. Making the best of the mat-
ter, I could only trust to weariness for a
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few hours’ sleep, and happily this remedy
did not fail me. About ten I awoke some-
what refreshed ; washed, dressed, and en-
deavored to draw aside the curtains. This
I had half succeeded in accomplishing
when the huge brass pole came down with
a clatter, just escaping my head. I rang
the bell and requested to be shown to the
breakfast-room. Upon leaving my own
room & most extraordinary sight greeted
me. The corridor was filled with boxes
and bales of goods, and with men who ap-
peared to be there for the express purpose of
buying and selling. Every room on the
floor, my own only exeepted, was turned
into a cloth-shop. The sight was so unex-
pected, so new and strange to me, that I
knew not what to think.

Gazing around, I followed my gnide down
& flight of stairs. The speise-saal or dining-
room, was an immense room, gaudily deco.
rated and embellished, at the further end of
which was a low platform fitted up as an
orchestra. I sat down, butnot to peace.
Some thirty musicians were seattered about
the orchestra-room, practising, playing,
each musician essaying a different air.
Harps, violins, violincellos, trombones,
French-horns ; almost every instrument that
can be mentioned. How they managed to
practice with benefit and satisfaction to
themselves, I could not tell ; how the men
‘walking about the room, tuning their
violins, accomplished their purpose, was a
complete mystery. During a short Iull, a
harp struek up alone, played by a little
hump-backed man. Ishallnever forget the
wonderful expression and melody that
breathed from its strings; it almost seemed
a8 if the power of his soul was thrown out
in melancholy music for his affliction.
Very different was the awful discord which
soon took the place of its soft, sweet notes.
I asked an explanation of the waiter, and
was told they were getting up their pieces
for the evening. Each night during the
fair, a concert was held in the room ; these
musiciang formed a small part of the
orchestra. More would arrive presently.
At once the truth flashed upon me—these
inexplicable proceedings were the result of
the Fair. Iwas not ignorant of the exis-
tence of the institution, but had not the
least idea of its importance and immensity,
or, indeed, of its general character. A
friend had written to me during my sojourn
in Paris, advising me to give'him warning
of my arrival, should it take place during
the fair, in order that he might secure me
rooms. But he did not explain its nature,
neither did he state the epoch of its reign.

I thought little of it, and did not write to
him, and hence atose many of the discom-
forts I was compelled to endure. Certainly
here was a good beginning to them. The
waiter's announcement that in a short time
more musicians would arrive, caused me to
swallow down my coffee at a scalding heat,
and retire from the field of action. I went
back to my room to ponder over the strange
scene upon which I had entered, voted it
decidedly unpleasant, and resolved that my
present quarters should be shifted as swiftly
a8 possible.

My musings were cut short by the en-
trance of a waiter, bearing a book, in
which I was requested to give my name and
age. At the same time he informed me
that T could not occupy my room after one
o’cloek. It was let for a cloth shop, had
been let for some days ; the porter had been
guilty of a sleepy mistake in showing me
toit. I replied that it was of no conse-
quence ; Iintended to leave. There is an
old saying to the effect that you should not
throw away dirty water until you can get
clean, and so it proved in this instance.

Isallied forth in the pouring rain, and
purchased an umbrella; which, by the way,
at the end of a fortnight, had to go back to
the maker’s for a new stick, new silk, and
anew frame. I then proceeded to the Poste
Restante for my letters; thence in search of
the only friend I possessed in the town. He
was, perhaps, the most influential of its in-
habitants, and I knew he could help me out
of my difficulties if it was in any one’s
power to do so. After duly indulging his
surprise at my sudden appearance, I gave
him a list of my grievances. He informed
me that during the fair I could not be in a
worse place than the Hotel de Pologne.
Most of its rooms were turned into cloth
shops ; it was frequented and crowded by a
set of people that rendered it most undesiz-
able to an uncommercial traveller. We
went forth together in search of a better
lodging, but found none. We visited in
turn every hotel in the place ; all to no puzr-
pose. Nota room could be obtained forlove
or money.

“1I told you to write to me,”” observed my
friend, reproachfully.

“True,” I angwered, feeling very much
as though I deserved my punishment ; « but
you did not give me a description of your
fair. A fair! It seems to me that when it
is over you must feel very much as the
Egyptians when the children of Israel de-
parted from them.”

I had pictured to myself a fair lasting
three days; consisting of a few shows and
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swings, causing no inconvenience and but
Jittle excitement. How greatly I reckoned
without myhost! Ifound it lasted a month.
The squares were all covered with booths,
and a great part of the streets also. In
these booths goods of all descriptions were
sold ; almost every article existing under
the sun. The town contains about a hun-
dred thousand inhabitants; the fair brings
about eighty thousand strangers to the place,
who for a whole month require food and
lodging. The inhabitants reap a plentifal
harvest ; hotels and houses are crowded;
everything becomes double and treble its
usual price ; whatever is asked is obtained.
People must have rooms ; they cannot live
without eating ; and it is a case of Hobson's
choice. Whilst giving the town a harvest,
it also forms one of its most unpleasant fea-
tures. To that class of the inhabitants not
in any way benefited by the fair, it is an
uncomfortable eyesore, as well as a most ex-
pensive one. They fly the place and its
visitors, many of whom by their dress and
appearance may be signalled out as of the
lowest cast of Hebrew traders. Leipzig, for
the time, becomes a huge mart, in appear-
anceand in fact. The archways,and many
of the private houses, are turned into shops.
Goods are hung outside the windows, and
stretch across the streets, after the fashion
of the garlands and glass ornaments on pro-
cesgion days in Roman Catholic towns.
The streets are so crowded as to become al-
most impassable, and assume the appear-
ance of a room uncomfortably full of furni-
ture. A feeling of suffocation comes over
you. The town seems to have grown too
small for its inhabitants.

It was getting late when my friend and 1
found ourselves turning our backs upon our
last chance. He was obliged to leave me,
for he lived at a distance from the town.
¢ You must put up with your present quar-

“ters a little longer,”’ was his consoling re-

mark ; ¢ in a few days something will turn
up.” We wished each other good-night,
and I turned towards my hotel. Arrived
there, I announced that I must still occupy
my rooms; I could not leave them for a
day or two. On their side they informed
me that my rooms were already turned
into a cloth mart, and my luggage trans-
ported somewhere up into the clouds, await-
ing my pleasure. I protested that I could
not leave them ; that they could not turn
me into the streets. This was apparent,
even to them. The head-waiter said there
certainly was a room they could give me,
but it was only let out in emergencies, in
case of the arrival of a favorite customer.

My heart lightened at the information, and
I followed hum with alacrity. Up the wide
staircase, through the fine open corridor,
and then—we turned offinto a long narrow
suffocating passage. At its extreme end he
opened a door, and ushered me into the
room. It must indeed have been reserved
for emergencies. The floor was dirty ; the
walls stained and paperless; the bed ap-
parently more uncomfortable than the one
I had lately occupied. To crown all, it
was quite dark at noon. My misery was
perfect. 1 bore with the room, and the
musicians, and the eloth-shops, for two
whole days, and then felt my patience had
reached a climax. On the third day, I
went forth again, and by the evening, with
the aid of the ¢ Tageblatt,” had found a
lodging. It was not grand; it was on the
fourth floor ; and light ; the air was pure ;
the street was quiet and respectable, com-
pletely away from the fair and its Babel.
I closed with it, and returned to the hotel
in triumph ; paid my bill, which proved
enormous ; carried off my bag, and went to
the station for the remainder of my lug-
gage.

Inow began to feel somewhat less of a
stranger to the town. Iardently wished for
the departure of the fair, so that I might
gain breathing room and a change of lodg-
ings. But it was in no hurry to take flight,
Its period of duration was a month, and but
a week had as yet expired. During the re-
mainder of the time I had full opportunity
to become acquainted with it. I cannot
say that familiarity rendered me more re-
conciled to its presence. It was certainly
a strange sight, one thai perhaps is to be
seen nowhere else in the world. It occurs
three times a year, each visit lasting a
month. But for these periodical inflictions,
Leipzig might be a charming country town.
Groethe has compared it toa Paris in minia-
tare ; except, he adds, that Leipzig has pro-
duced characters, original and of genius,
whilst Paris has not. 1 know not how the
French took the compliment. Aslong as
the fair lasted I was unable to trace any
likeness betwen the town and the French
capital ; rather it appeared to me fo re-
gemble the pictures one isapt to draw of
Whitechapel on a Saturday night. One
part of it was devoted to the shows, which
flourished in great number. Whilst walk-
ing up and down these streets of shows,
you might almost fancy yourself trans-
ported into scenes of a century or two ago.
They were of varied sizes, degrees, and kind.
No less than four wonderful ladies were ex-
hibited, without including the caravan con-
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taining the smallest living specimen of a
grown-up female. Two of the ladies were
celebrated for remarkable height; another
for exceeding fatness; and the fourth for a
marvellous beard. One booth contained a
pig, a living specimen of the malady then
prevalent among the herd ; but as it had re-
mained a whole month apparently in the
same condition, its case must have been of
a peculiar and exceptional type.

As the fair crowded the town with
strangers, the tables d’hote were necessarily
flourishing ; but the dinners decreased in
quality as they increased in quantity. It
Wwag no: an unusual thing to sit down a party
of a hundred and fifty. The loud tones of
voice which characterize these people were
not subdued during the meal, and the Babel
was deafening. German manners are
peculiar. In some respects they may be
the most polished and refined nation in the
world; but in others they are the exact
opposite. Combs were in frequent requisi-
tion at the commencement of dinner ; even
amongst those who were considered the
leading gentlemen of the place, it wasa
daily practice for them to walk over to one
of the mirrors and comb their hair and
moustaches. The ladies made no excep-
tion. Upon one occasion one went so far
as to pull her hair completely down before
the assembly and re-arrange it.

With no small feeling of thankfulness I
found the-time drawing near when booths,
shows, and strangers must depart. One
morning we woke up to find ourselves happy
—of more consequence to us, just then, than
fame. During the night an immense caval-
cade had taken wing. The town breathed
again. Down came the deserted shows
with a crash; up flew clouds of dust—and
fleas ; out rushed the inhabitants, joy in
their hearts, smiles on their faces. In a
week the nuisance was forgotten, and the
town resamed its natural appearance. No
one would have recognized it as the same.
Streets widened, squares expanded ; public
buildings and fine houses sprang up as if by
magic ; hitherto they had been smothered
and concealed. The town no longer ap-
peared too small for its inhabitants. Prices
fell ; lodgings became vacant ; my own was
speedily changed for one in all points ad-
mirable. We could now eat our dinners in
peace ; instead of a hundred and fifty and
at table, we often numbered less than
twenty. The host would march round with
a word to one, a bow to another of his
guests. The waiters ceased to look so very
much like overtaxed ghosts. We certainly
had to put up with the booksellers’ fair )
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but that lasted a few days only and was:
gone. Yet though so soon over, it is a fair
of great importance. Booksellers and pub-
lishers assemble at Leipzig from all parts of
Europe. The meeting takes place once a
year, when the accounts of the preceding
year are balanced and settled. It is an
anxious week. The publishers have not a
moment to themselves; some work night
and day to keep pace with time. Those
who do not come forward at this great ren-
dezvous, are considered disgraced and kors
de combat.  Publishing is the trade of Leip-
zig, par excellence, and it contains many
firms of note. That of Brockhaus & Co.
employs eight hundred hands: during the
time of war and rumors of war, it dis-
charged many of them, and the unhappy
men were left to their own resources.—
Argosy.

A TROPICAL FRUIT.

BY WILLIAM T. BRIGHAM.

It may be that one day we shall know the
different varieties of oranges, of coffee, of
sugar-cane, as we know the pears and
apples of our own orchards ; but at present
we know only that some kinds are better
than others. The pleasant season for tra-
velling in the tropies is not the season of
fruits, so that many are not noticed by the
tourists; and again, most tropical fruits do
not commend themselves to the taste on first
acquaintance. Ifby offering a few random
notes of a traveller who considers fruit and
vegetables the staple of life, especially in
the tropies, contributions from other sources
may be provoked, some pleasing sketches of
the many delicious products of the warmer
regions of the globe may result.

Colocasia antiguorum, var, esculenta,—XKalo
or Taro. The Kalo of the Pacific Islanders
is one of the few tropical productions that
require great labor and constant care to
bring it to perfection. In its Wild state,
like most of the Aracem, the kalo has gz
small corm, surmounted by a few arrow-
shaped leaves with fleshy stems. It looks
much like the Calla of our conservatorijes.
The corm is acrid, and blisters incautious
lips. What can have first suggested its use as
food 7 To cultivate it, ponds are prepared
by carefully digging the soil and working it
with the feet to the depth of some eighteen
inches. The pondsare surrounded by a low
wall or dyke, and usaally cover from a few
square yards to half an acre. Water is sup-~
plied by an aqueduect.
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The upper part of the corm, with the
half-developed leaves, is cut off and planted
in the mud, usually in rows about a foot
apart, and enough water turned on to cover
the soil about an inch. Weeds and kalo
then commence a race, and it requires the
constant care of the owner to keep the former
down until the kaloleaves cover the ground.
As the kalo leaves unfold, and the bulb
grows, more water is let into the pond, and
it is sometimes a foot deep. At the end of
thirteen months the bulb has attained full
size, and the yellow fragrant blossom ap-
pears. It is not necessary to gather it at
once, and the usual way is to pull it as
needed, replanting the stems, so that a
constant succession is kept up. One acre
will furnish food for six men.

‘When fully grown, the bulb is six inches
or even a foot in diameter, and the bright
leaves have closely covered the surface of
thepond. Thebulb isstill as acrid as when
in the wild state, except a rare vaziety
which may be eaten raw, and must be
baked to render it eatable. This process is
usually performed in earth-ovens, and the
roasted vegetable is pounded with great
labor into a paste with water. It is at first
tough and elastic, but at last the persistent
attacks of the stone-pounder reduce it to a
paste not unlike mashed potato. This consti-
tutes the pae-ai of the Hawaiians, and may
be kept for a long time packed in leaves of
the cordy-line. When mixed with water
in different proportions, it forms ¢ one-
fingered poi,” or * two-fingered poi,”’ or
even ¢ three-fingered poi,” accordingly as
a mouthful may be taken up on one, two,
or three fingers. It is preferred slightly
sour, and to a stranger much resembles in
smell and appearance sour bookbinder’s
paste. A fastidious man objects to the way
in which a group of natives, seated around
a calabash of poi, which an old woman has
just stirred up with her hand, dip their
fingers in the paste and empty them in their
mouths ; but if he wishes & good meal he
had better get over such prejudices. Babies
a fow weeks old are passionately fond of
poi, and foreigners, who have long lived in
poi countries, often send for it haif reund
the world.

The bulb may also be cooked and eaten
as a potato, when it is very palatable, or as
a farther process the boiled kalo may be cut
in slices and fried, or mashed inwo paste like
poi and made into cakes while yet fresh, a
food as dear to those used to it as johnny-
cake to a Scotchman. Even the stems are
boiled as greens, and the tender leaves form
a fine dish called luau.

41

Although kalo is usually grown in ponds
or brooks, a very good variety grows well
on upland rieh soil, and many prefer it to
the more common kind. The Hawaijians
distinguish more than fifty varieties of this
plant, and the paste made from them varies
in color, from a bluish-gray to a rich pink-
color. Poi requires a little saltfish as a
relish. Kalo grows in New Zealand, Aus-
tralia, China, where it is carefully culti-
vated, India, and elsewhere; but the Po-
lynesians, especially the Hawaiians, alone
make poi, other people using the bulb like
yams or potatoes. It is said that the corm
of the common Jack-in-the-pulpit of New
England woods may be treated as kalo,
even to the eating.—Am. Naturalist. )

YEDDIE'S FIRST AND LAST
SACRAMENT.

A poor idiot who was supported by his
parish in the Highlands of Seotland, passed
his time in wandering from house to house.
He was silent and peaceable, and won the
pity of all kind hearts. He had little power
to converse with his fellow men, but seemed
often in loving communion with Him, wko,
while He is the High and Holy One, con-
descends to men of low estate. Yeddie, as
he was called, was in the habit of whisper-
ing and muttering to himself as he trudged
along the highway, or performed the simple
tasks which any neighbor felt at liberty to
demand of him. The boys, while they were
never cruel to him, often got a little fun
out of his odd ways. He believed every
word they said to him ; and because he had
been told in sport that if he once rode over
the hills to kirk in a donkey-cart, he woyld
never be heir to the Earl of Glen-Allen, he
refused all the kind offers of farmers and
cotters, and replied always in the same
words :

« Na, na ; ill luck falls on me the day I
mount a cart; so I will aye gang on my
ain feet up to the courtsof the Lord’s house,
and be talking to Himsel’ as I gang.”

Once when a merry boy heard him plead-
ing earnestly with some unseen one, he
asked,

« What ghost or goblin are you begging
favors of now, Yeddie !’

¢ Neither the one nor the tither, laddie,’”’
he replied. “I was just having a few
words wi’ Him that neither yersel’ nor I
can see, and yet wi’ Him that sees the baith
o ust”

The poor fellow was talking to God,
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while the careless wise ones laughingly
said, ¢ He is talking to himself.”

One day Yeddie presented himself in his
coarse frock and his hob-nailed shoes before
the minister, and, making a bow much
like that of a wooden toy when pulled by
a string, he said,

‘ Please, minister, let poor Yeddie eat
supper on the coming day wi’ the Lord
Jesus.”

The good man was preparing for the
sacramental season, which came quarterly
in that sparsely-settled region, and was
celebrated by several churches together,
when the concourse of people made it neces-
sary to hold the services in the open air.

He was too busy to be disturbed by the
simple youth, and strove to put him off as
gently as possible. But Yeddie pleaded,

‘ Oh, minister, if ye but kenned how I love
Him, ye wud let me go where He’s to sit at
table!”

This so touched hisheart, that permission
was given for Yeddie to take his seat with
the rest. And, although he had many miles
to trudge over hill and moor, he was on the
ground long before those who lived near
and drove good horses. '

As the services proceeded, tears flowed
freely from the eyes of the poor ¢ innocent,”’
and at the name of Jesus he would shake
his head mournfully, and whisper,

¢« But I dinna see Him.”

At length, however, after, partaking of
the hallowed elements, he raised his head,
wiped away the traces of his tears, and
looking in the minister's face, he nodded
and smiled. Then he covered his face with
his hands, and buried it between his knees,
and remained in that posture till the parting
blessing was given, and the people began to
scatter, He then rose, and, with a face
lighted with joy, and yet marked with
solemnity, he followed the rest

One and another from his own parish
spoke to him, but he made no reply until
pressed by some boys. Then he said,

“Ah, lads, dinna bid Yeddie talk to-day !
He’s seen the face o’ the Lord Jesus among
his ain ones. He got a smile fro’ His eye
and a word fro’ His tongue; and he’s
afeared to speak lest he lose memory o't ;
for jt’s but a bad memory he has at best.
Ah, lads, lads! I ha' seen Him this day that
Inever seed before! I ha’seen wi' these
dull eyes Yon lovely Man! Dinna ye speak,
but just leave poor Yeddie in his com-
pany.”’

The boys locked on in wonder, and one
whispered to another, ¢ Sure he’s na longer
daft. The senses ha’ come into his head,
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and he looks and speaks like a wise one.”

When Yeddie reached his poor cot he
called ‘“home,” he hardly dared speak to
the ‘ granny ” who sheltered him, lest he
might, as he said, ““lose the bonny face.”
He left his ¢ parritch and treacle” untasted ;
and after smiling on and patting the faded
cheek of the old woman, to show her that
he was not out of humor, he climbed the
ladder to the poor loft where his pallet of
straw was, to get another look and another
word ‘““fro’ yon lovely Man.” And his
voice was heard below, in low tones,

“ Aye, Lord, it's just poor me that has
been sae long seeking ye; and now we'll
bide togither and never part more. Oh, aye |
but this is a bonny loft, all goold and pre-
cious stones! The hall o’ the castle is a
poor place to my loft this bonny night!”
And then his voice grew softer and softer
till it died away.

Granny sat over the smouldering peat
below, with her elbows on her knees, relat-
ing in loud whispers to a neighboring
crone the stories of the boys who had pre-
ceded Yeddie from the service, and also his
own strange words and appearance.

“ And beside all this,” she said, in a
hoarse whisper, ‘“he refused to taste his
supper, a thing he had never done before
sinee the parish paid his keeping. More
than that, he often ate his own portion and
mine too, and then cried for more—such a
fearful appetite he had! But to-night,
when he cam’ in faint wi’ the long road he
had come, he cried, ‘Na meat for me,
granny; I ha’ had a feast which I will feel
within me while I live. I supped wi’ the
Lord Jesus, and noo I must e’en gang up to
the loft, and sleep wi’ Him.’”’

“ Noo, Molly,” replied granny’s guest,
¢ doesna’ that remind ye o’ the words o’
our Lord Himsel’, when He tell'd them
that bid Him eat, ‘I ha’ meat that ye know
not of ' 'Who'll dare to say that the blessed
band that fed the multitude when they
were sat upon the grass, has na been this
day feeding the hungry soul o’ poor Yeddie
as he sat at His table ? Ah, Molly, we little
know what humble work He will stoop to
do for His ain puvir ones who cry day and
night to Him! We canna tell noo but this
daft laddie will be greater in the kingdom
of heaven than the Eatl himsel’—puir body
—that looks very little noo as if he’d be
able to crowd in at the pearly gate!

¢ And oh, Janet, if ye could ha’seen the
face o’ yon puir lad as he cam’ into the cot !
It shone just like the light, and at first—
even afore he spoke a word—I thocht he
was carrying a candle in his hand! [
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believe in my soul, good neebor, that Yeddie
was in great company to-day, and that the
same shining was on him as was on Moses
and Elias when they talked with Jesus on
the Mount. I e’en hope he brocht the bles-
sing home wi’ him to ’bide on the widow
that was too auld and feeble to walk to the
table, but who has borne with him, and
toiled patiently for him because he was one
of the Lord’s little and feeble ones.”

“ Qo, aye, doubtless he did bring home
the blessing, and that ye’ll get the reward o’
these many cups o’ cold water ye've given
him—for what’s the few pence or shillings
the parish grants ye, compared wi’ the
mother’s care ye give him ?*’ said Janet.

« Aweel, aweel,” replied granny, «if I
get the reward, it will not be because I
‘wrought for that. 1 seemed e’er to ken,
syne the day I took the daft and orphanted
lad, that I was minding and feeding and
clothing one o’ ¢ these little ones,’ and I ken
it better to-night than ever. I ha’strange
new feelings mysel’ too, neebor, and I'm
minded o’ the hour when our blessed Master
came and stood among His faithful ones,
the door being shut, and said, ‘ Peace be
unto you.” Surely this strange, heavenly
calm can no’ be of earth, and who shall
say that Himsel’ is not here heside us twa
—come to this poor place more for the daft
lad’s sake than our ain ?”’

And thus these lowly women talked of
Him whom their souls loved, their hearts
burning within them as they talked.

When the morrow’s sun rose, granny,
unwilling to disturb the weary Yeddie, left
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Irer poor pillow to perform his humble task.
She brought peat from the stack and water
from the spring. She spread her humble
table, and made her *“parritch;” and then,
remembering that he went supperless to
bed, she called him from the foot of the
ladder. There was no reply. She called
again and again, but there was no sound
above, but the wind whistling through the
openings in the thatch. She had not gone
up the rickety ladder for years ; but anxiety
gave strength to her limbs, and she soon
stood in the poor garret which had long
sheltered the half-idiot boy. Before a rude
stool, half-sitting, half-kneeling, with his
head resting on his folded arms, she found
Yeddie. She laid her hand upon his head,
but instantly recoiled in terror. The heavy
iron crown had been lifted from his brow,
and, while she was sleeping, had been re-
placed with the erown of the ransomed,
which fadeth not away. Yeddie had caught

a glimpse of Jesus, and could not live apart

from Him. Ashe had supped, so he had
slept with Him.

A deep awe fell on the parish and the
minister at this evident token that Christ
had been among them ; and the funeral of
the idiot boy was attended from far and
wide. A solemnity rarely seen was noticed
there, as if a great loss had fallen on the
community, instead of the parish having
been relieved of a burden. Poor ¢ granny "
was not left alone in her cot; for He who
had come thither after that last supper with
Yeddie, was with her, even to.the end.—
Christion Era.
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THE FOUNTAIN.

Music BY 8, P, WARREN, (formerly of Montreal).
‘Allegro con anima.
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NEARER HOME.

Nearer my Father’s house,
‘Where many mansions be;

Nearer the throne where Jesus reigns;
Nearer the crystal sea ;

Nearer my going home,
Laying my burden down,
Leaving my cross of heavy grief,
‘Wearing my starry crown;
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Nearer that hidden stream,
Winding through shades of night,
Rolling its cold, dark waves between
Me and the world of light.

Jesus, to thee I cling;
Strengthen my arm of faith;

Stay near me while my wayworn feet
Press through the streara of death.
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Original,
BETTER THAN GOLD.

BY MRS. A. CAMPBELL.

“I hope you will find something in
Australia better than gold, even the pearl
of great price.”

These words formed the closing paragraph
of a letter which a young and delicate-look.
ing lady was reading aloud to her sister.

¢ Better than gold,” she murmured, as
she folded it up, and laid it in her desk.
“‘Now-a-days one is led to believe there is
nothing better than gold, but there must be,
or Mr. H—— would not have said it. I
know it must be something in religion, and
if we were not to sail so soon, I would send
and ask him how this ‘pearl of great
price’ he speaks of may be found. I would
like to know,”” and she locked the desk, and
turned away with a pensive sigh.

The lady went to Australia, and that
bread cast upon the waters—that seed sown
~—that grain of truth went with her, not to
nourish and feed her, but to stimulate her
curiosity, to trouble her retirement, in short,
to be the little thorn in her flesh she could
not pull out. Often in soft summer even-
ings, as she lay upon the deck during the
voyage, the sun gilding the clouds, as he
sank below the Lorizon, with the most gor-
geous belts of gold, the wind just rippling
the waves, and everything so lovely and
enjoyable, the thought would come upper-
most—¢‘ Better than gold, better than gold!
IfT only were religious I could perhaps find
out what ¢s better than gold.”

We see her next at the Diggings, far in
the interior of Australia. The party have
Just arrived, and the Picture, as they round
a turn of the hill and eome upon the scene,
is a stranfre one. Far ag the eye can reach,
there are heaps and heaps of upturned earth

—deep holes, out of which sickly, worn,
haggard-looking men were drawing beckets
of clay, while others were standing up to
their waists washing it out, speaking plainly
to her of the all-absorbing nature of the
search they were after—gold, gold. The
wind, as it flapped the veil over her face,
seemed to screech in her ears the words—
¢ Better than gold, better than gold.”

Our friend, Mrs. A., was what the world
would call very happy, possessed of youth,
health, loving husband, and little child,
with enough of this world’s goods to smooth
the way before her. What need had she,
therefore, to disturb her peace with haunt-
ing anxieties of this sort ! Again and again
would she try to throw them off, crush
them out, and be rid of them; and, some-
times, while galloping along through the
wild prairie-like grass, with her husband
and a gay party of young officers, holding
appointments like himself, all buoyant with
health, and spirits, and novelty, and glee,
would the thought ring out as a musical
accompaniment to the sound of their horses’
hoofs upon the ground, * better than gold ;"
and then, as she felt herself able to grapple
with it, she would invariably reply,

“Yes, I have it ! ’tis happiness—happi-
ness is better than gold, and I om happy.”

But as evening’sshades closed around her
again, leaving her tired out, her energy all
gone, back would come the guestion,

Have you what is better than gold ? Are
you perfectly happy now f

An honest sigh would give the falsehood
to the assertion of the daytime, and her
heart would ache out a response to the
same,

“Ah, no! I have not found it. I know
not the pearl of great price, better than
gold.”

Mrs. A—— was practical and warm-
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hearted, and, besides her own wish to be
religious and satisfy her mind, she felt a
woman'’s pity for the numbers of neglected
children she saw running wild over the
Diggings, where there were no schools, no
churches, no clergymen ; in fact, nothing
to remind the hundreds of human beings
congregated together that there was any-
thing better to be got than riches in this
world, or that there was another into which
even bags of gold could not be carried. She,
therefore, established a small Sunday-School
in her house for little girls, who never
failed to attend ; some coming hours teo
early, and pleading, as their éxcuse, that
there were no clocks in their tents, and they
were afraid of being too late. Hard it was
to teach what she did not know herself,
and she felt it. The work would drag and
grow heavy, but she believed that God
would bless the study of His word, and she
persevered accordingly.

Among the scholars were two sisters—
Jane, a plain, heavy-looking girl of fourteen
years ; Patty, a beautiful, frail-lookinglittle
creature of ten years. Both were very
ignorant, neither of them being able to
answer the gquestion as to who Jesus was.
Their parents lived in a small tent upon
the Diggings. The father had been sent
out as a convict, but good conduct had com-
muted his sentence. His wife, with a
woman’s devotion, had followed him into
banishment, with her little child, Jane.
After his releage, Patty was born to him—
the bud of promise for better days, and in
her he centered his warmest affections. He
went to the Diggings, that he might grow
rich, and Patty be sent to school, and be a
lady. Patty should have fine dresses, and
in this new country Patty would be as good
ag anybody, and might marry a Chief
Justice—who could tell? The beginning
and end of all his dreams was « Patty,”
« Patty.” Truly, the child wasa gem of
beauty thrown into a very rough setting, and
Mrs. A—— found herself often drawn by
the witchery of this little one to keep her
after she had dismissed the others, to pet
her, and to listen to her artless prattle.
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One day, she had been telling of how she
was to be a lady, and get fine clothes, and
bave a carriage and horses, when her father
dug some big nuggets and got lots of gold.
These words seemed tostrike a chord in the
breast of her listener, and she said, with a
sigh,

¢ Ah! Patty, there is something better
than gold.”

¢ Better than gold! Mrs. A—," was
the astonished reply of the child. ¢ What
could be better than gold, since it gets us
everything we want ?”’

“Yes, Patty, there is something better
than gold. It is called the pearl of great
price. We shall find all about ‘it in the
Bible, I believe. Gold cannot make us
happy in heaven ; but this can, when we
find it, make us happy here and there,
wo‘1’

“ Hawe you found it, Mrs. A——1?"" was
the eager question.

“Iam afraid not yet, Patty,” was the
sorrowful answer; “but I am seeking for it.”’

“ When you find it, then, will you show
me? I would like father, mother, and all
to have what would be better than gold,”
said the child, thoughtfully.

« 1 will, Patty, if I can ; but we must
each seek for ourselves. You may find it
before me, perhaps;’’ and so it was.

The child went home to ponder, and
ponder she did. Interrupting her father’s
next glowing picture by shaking her little
head, and saying,

«I hope we will find what is better than
gold.”

« What’s that, little Pat ? ”” he said.

¢« Oh, well, it is a pearl, I believe.”

« Well, what a child to be sure! There
have been jewels found upon these here
diggings; but its at the creek, not here, so
Ido not get any. But, Pat, gold can buy
pearls, so when I get that, you'll have them
—a whole necklace of them.”

“Oh, Idon’t want lots; I only want
one,” said the child, as she turned, and
went out of the tent. “I don’t think you
can buy thaf. It must be found.”

. “Sure,” said the man, ¢the child’s
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dreaming, or has been hearing fairy tales—
something about pearls.”

¢ No,” said the little one, turning back;
“tig in the Bible.”

“Ohtthat'sit. Isit? Well, a little of
that is good, they say; but don’t go to get
moped over it. I can’t read myself, and it
i8 long since my mother read it to me, so I
have forgot; and more pity. It might have
kept me straighter, perhaps,” said the man,
with a sigh,

Months went on, and the school continuned.
Mrs. A—— worked hard. She was deter-
mined to earn that pearl of great price, and
get it as a reward for her earnestness and
goodness ; and, in consequence, remained
a8 far from it as ever. Patty was there
seeking for it, reading her Bible now much
better than Jane, and delighting in the
wondrous story of the Cross. Her greatest
treat was to be allowed to stay and be
taught to sing a hymn, and she seldom
talked now about the fine prospects she
would have when her father found the gold ;
* but she perplexed her teacher often by her
grave, womanly little ways.

The end of the school came at length,
and, one day, the children had to be told
their teacher was going away, and the
school must be shut up. Their grief was
great on hearing this, and Patty wept
much.

“Oh, who will teach us now, Mrs. A.?”

The reply was given with emotion—

“ God.”

They parted—one to cross the seas again,
and be brought threugh sickness, and a
blessing upon the teaching of the faithful
friend who had written the sentence which
had 80 long haunted her, to the feet of Jesus,
to find in Him the pearl of great price
“ better than gold ;”’ the other by a much
quicker road to the same end.

- Shortly after Mes. A—— left, little Patty
was stricken with the typhus fever, so com-
mon at the Diggings. Duaring her delirium
she raved constantly about ¢ geeking and
finding,” and “asking and having;’ and,
after the fever had spent itself, and she lay
worn, and sinking, snd dying, she drew
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her father’s face, wet with tears, down to
her, and kissing him, said,

“ Father, got some one to write, and tell
Mrs. A—that I found it—the pearl of
great price—Jesus, the Saviour who died
for me; and that I am happy. Father, pro-
mise me you will seek for it too. It is
better than gold. You know how you
wanted that for me, but, oh! it is better
than gold,”” and with the words upon her
lips, and .a sweet, bright smile upon her
face, she clasped her arms round the man’s
neck, and expired.

Original.
SUSY'S BIRTHDAY.

“ To-morrow,” said Susy, ¢ will be my
birthday, and I shall be nine years old. It
wont take long to make me a woman ; will
it?”

“Twice nine are eighteen,” replied
Ellen. ‘When you are eighteen, you will
be & grown-up lady, going to parties.”

¢ No, Ellen, I shall never go to parties.
I shall stay at home, and take care of papa
and mamma. Perhaps papa wont be able
to see very well by that time, and I can
read to him ; and mamma will want me
to thread her needles, and count her knit-
ting, and all that sort of thing. I am their
only child, and they wont have anyone else
to take care of them.”

*You are a queer child, Miss Susy,” said
Ellen, looking steadily at her young charge,
who was seated on the grass, making a
chain of daisies ; ‘“ but come, I dare not let
yousit there any longer. The dew is falling,
and you might take cold. Have you got
the. paper safe that your mamma gave you
for Mrs. Brown?”

“Yes; here it is,”” said Susy, drawing a
small parcel from her pocket. ‘¢ Mrs. Brown
will be surprised when she sees how many
seeds mamma has sent her. She only asked
for a little mignionette.”

“ Ah! dearie, it is more than seeds that
Mrs. Brown is in want of. Flowers are
well enough in their way ; but they wont
keep out the cold, nor hunger either.
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Though, to be sure, your mamma is very
good in giving her other things.”

¢« Mamma would give her a great many
more things,”” said Susy, ¢ only she would
not like to offend her. Do you know, Ellen,
that Mr. Brown was almost as rich as my
papa is, only he lost all his money, or
it was stolen from him, I do not remember
which ; but he was very poor when he died,
and he didn't like people to know how poor he
was ! Mamma says that is being proud,
but it is not the worst kind of pride. Mrs.
Brown is proud, too, for she likes to work,
and does not like people to give her money.”

“1 guess if I was as poor as she is, I
would not have any objection to the money,”
said Ellen. ‘It is hard to see the children
want. Why, Susy, that biggest girl ain’t any
older than you, and she is looking for a
place for her.”

“ What kind of a place, Ellen ?”’

“ Why, a place to mind a baby, ordo
little errands, or whatever she is fit to do.”

Susy walked on in silence, thinking how
very hard it would be for Matty Brown to
be hired omt, where she would be scolded,
and made to work hard, and never allowed
to play; and she thought she would ask
Mrs. Brown not to send her away till she
grew older.

When they reached the cottage, Matty
was sitting on the door-step, with a very
ragged book in her hand. She ran into the
house to tell her mother that Miss Susy had
come, and then she sat down in a corner
where her bare feet and shabby dress would
not be noticed. When Susy had delivered
her mother’s message, she said : )

¢t T hope, Mrs. Brown, you will not make
Matty take a place until she grows a little
bigger.”’

« Bless your little heart!’ aaid Mrs.
Brown, taking Susy’s hand in hers. « Here,
Matty, come and let Miss Susy see what a
great girl you are. She is only nine, but
ghe is very strong, and can work first-rate.
You see, Miss Susy, there are four smaller
than herself, and Ican’t afford to keep them
at home. I wont send Matty away just yet,
though, if I can help it. She ought to be
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kept at school awhile longer ; but she is so
foolish, she don’t like to go without shoes,
and that’s what she can’t have. I get them
for Mary because she’s sickly, and the
doctor says she must have her feet keptdry ;
but they are awful dear things, and I can't
think of getting them for Matty.”

*“ And she is too proud to go without
them ?"’ said Ellen. ¢ Well, that's a pity
—poor and proud goes ill together.”

All this while Matty looked very much
ashamed, and, in a few minutes, she went
back to her corner, and crouched down on
the floor. Susy would like to have stopped
a while to nurse the baby, asshe was some-
times allowed to do, but Ellen told her that
she must hurry home, or she would be too
late for tea.

¢ Matty shall take the baby down to your
houge to-morrow, Miss Susy, and then you
can play with him as much as you like,”
said Mrs. Brown.

Susy thanked her, and left the house.

The next morning, when Susy awoke,
she found, on a little table by her bedside,
a beauntiful work-box, that her mother had
bought for her birthday present—a real
rosewood work-box, with lock and key.
She opened. it oarefully, and found that it
contained a pair of scissors, a thimble, a
bodkin, and some reels of thread. She ex-
amined everything carefully, and was still
admiring them when her mother came
in. :

‘ Many happy returns of the day to you,
darling,” said Mrs. Seymour, as she kissed
her little girl.

«Oh! mamma, how kind of you to buy
me such a beantiful present,” said Susy.
] am sure I did not exgeet it. This is the
very work-box we looked at at Hamilton's
so long ago. Isitmot?”

It is the same.”

« And did you buy it then, mamma, and
keep it all this time?”’

“Yes. Am I not good at keeping a
seoret t "’

“See how beautifully this thimble fits
me—just as if it were made for me; and
the soissors are so sharp, they will cut any-
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thing. Look, mamma,’’ and Susy folded a
piece of paper, and cut it across.

“1 am glad, my love, that you are
pleased with your present,” said Mrs. Sey-
mour, * and I hope you will make good use
of it; but you must begin to dress now, for
it is late. I will send Ellen to you,” and
Mrs. Seymour left the room.

After breakfast Susy played in the garden
for awhile, and then she came to her mother,
with a very grave face, for she had been
thinking on a serious subject.

“Mamma,” she said, “do you think you
could change my work-box for something
elge?”

“ Why, Susy, what a strange child you
are ! ”” said Mrs. Seymour, ‘“you told me a
few minutes ago that you liked your work-
box better than anything I could have given
you.”

¢ And so I do, mamma.”

¢ And yet you want it changed ?”’

Then Susy told her mother all about
Matty’y difficulties, and begged that she
would send back her work-box, and give her
the money to buy a pair of boots and a new
frock for Maitty.

¢ For I know, mamma,’’ she said,  that
you cannot afford to give to all the poor
people.” :

Mrs. Seymour was glad that her little
girl wanted to do such a generous act ; but
she told Susy to think well about it all day,
until she was sure that she would never be
sorry for giving up her work-box.

When Matti came with the baby in the
afternoon, Susy wanted very much to tell
her what she was going to buy for her, and
she talked so much about new boots and
frocks, and going to school, that her mother
had to call her aside, and warn her not to
raise Matty’s expectations.

The next day, when Susy repeated her
wish to her mother, Mrs. Seymour felt that
she was not acting on impulse, so she gave
her three dollars, which was the price of
_ her work-box, and told Ellen to go with
her to the village; for Ellen knew where
cheap things could be bought. Susy found
that she could get a nice, strong pair of
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boots and a calico frock for Matty, and still
have three shillings left; and Ellen per-
suaded her to buy some more calico to make
two aprons, which would be very useful,
and serve to keep her dress clean. When
the things were paid for, Ellen took the
parcel, and Susy walked beside her to Mrs.
Brown’s cottage. Matly was rocking the
cradle when they went in. Susy placed
the parcel on her lap, saying,

‘t Here,. Matty, I have brought yom a
present, and now you can go to school, if
you like.”

When Matty saw the things, she was so
pleased that she could scarcely find words
to thank Susy, but Susy knew by her face
how glad she was, and she went home feel-
ing very happy that she had given up her
own present, and could talk of nothing else
all day; but her mother told her that she
would not be really generous if she let
people know what she had done ; that we
ought to do kind acts, and not even want
to be praised for them.

No one knew of Susy’s sacrifice but her
papa and mamma, and Ellen. But He who
has said, “It is more blessed to give than
to receive,” looked down approvingly upon
this little girl.

-

JOHNNIE'S TREASURE.

BY MRS. S. T. PERRY,

One day, as the pleasant sun shone on the
streets of a large city, on to the gaily-dressed
people who thronged them, and into the
well-filled store-windows, a little boy and
girl trudged along with bare feet, looking
with admiration and wonder into the various
windows, in which stores of children’s trea-
sures were advertised so temptingly for sale.
As they passed one after another, the little
girl said,

“ We haven’t got to the splendid one of
all, Johnnie., That is in the next block.
When you were peddling apples at the
depot yesterday morning I saw it. Oh, it's
full of such beautiful things!

“ Let’s walk faster, Katie," said the boy ;
¢so we shall have time to look s long
while before we have to carry the bread
home.”’

They hurried along ; faster and faster
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went their bare feet over the pavement. In
a few moments, their noses were flattened
against the window pane, and their eyes
were filled with toys of all descriptions.

¢« See those dolls, Johnnie ; as large as
Mrs. Daly’s baby, ain’t they? I wish I
could just touch one to see if it were alive !’
said Xatie, enthusiastically.

Johnnie’s eyes did not rest long on the
dolls, for he had espied a ship, masts and
rigging.

«(Q Katie,” said he, ¢ there’s a ship—
just like a real one, manned with men, too.
I wish I had that! We would sail it on the
pond at the end of North Street.”

« I'd rather fix that set of furniture in a
playhouse than sail boats,” Katie replied.
« See, it is just like the chairs and sofas in
those big houses on M. street.” Katie put
her little dirty finger on the window pane
to show Johnnie the exact locality of the
furniture, for his eyes seemed to be wan-
dering in different directions. Johnnie had
caught a glimpse, and then a whole sight
of some pocket knives.

Just as he was going to tell Katie, a
finely-dressed lady, with a little girl in
laces and rufles, passed into the store. They
spoke to the merchaut, and the outsiders
peeping in saw one of the large dolls
handed down from the shelf; the lady took
hold of it, then showed it to the little girl,
who clapped her hands with delight. The
lady took out her purse, and, while she was
counting out the price asked, the little girl
was examining her treasure from top to toe.
It had curly hair and eyes that would open
and shut. Its feet had red moroceo boots
on them, and its dress was pink, trimmed
with ribbons and lace.

« Mamma, you must get a bedstead for
dolly to sleep on,” said the child, as they
opened the door to go into the street.

The lady smiled, and went back, inquired
for a bedstead to fit Miss Dolly. The best
in the store was selected, and the lady
opened her purse again.

« What sights of money!” said Johnnie.
4 We havn’t got enough to buy all we
want to eat.”

«] don’t see,” said Katie, ¢ why some
folks have such lots of money, and others
have hardly any. 1 wish I had some of
that rich lady’s money.”

« You know that Tristam Connor says it’s
wicked to wish we had other people’s things.
It is breaking the tenth commandment,”
said Johnnie. .

Just then the lady and the child passed
out of the store, not even bestowing one
glance upon the poorly-clad, sad-faced
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children. Katie watched them till they
were out of gight, then she said,

¢ Oh, Johnnie, if I only had that doll, I'd
be willing to pick up wood a great deal
oftener than I do, and I shouldn’t be tired
carrying mother’s wash basket, if it is
heavy.”

¢“Tve been thinking,” gaid Johnnie,
stthat if I could buy one of those knives I
could make you a great many pretty toys.
They would not be painted, but you could
pretend so.”

¢ Oh, do get a knife,” Katie said, jump-
ing up and down before the window ; «I
shall be so happy. Do you think you could
make a bedstead ? "’

«Yes I do,” replied her brother, ¢ and
chairs and sofas t00.”

“Can’'t you get a knife, someway?’
asked Katie, looking at her brother thought-
fully. ¢ You have got apple-money encugh
to buy one now. Take it out of your
pocket and count it,”’ she eontinued.

Johnnie topk out pennies and counted
thirty-four.

« All those pennies will get one, I know,”
said his sister, with a look of trimmph upon
her face. ¢ Let’s go in and see.”

« Mother wants the money to buy bread
for supper,” Johnnie said, stepping on to
the step before the door. ¢ I don’t think we
ought to spend it for a knife ; but I do wish
I had one. I could make so many pretty
things for you.”

Johnnie’s careworn face and patched
pantaloons were seen through the glass
doors by the merchant,

«“What do you wish, boy?” said he,
opening the door.

Johnnie made no answer, evidently
struggling with a great temptation.

¢« He wants to buy a knife, sir,’’ said
Katie; ‘¢ have you any for thirty-four
cents?”

« No, Katie,”” said the boy, ‘I will not
buy the knife to-day.”

¢ Be off, then,”” said the merchant; ¢ and
don’t be hanging about here unless you
wish to buy something.” .

« Why didn’t you buy the knife ?”’ said
Katie, as they passed on theix way.

«I know I ought not,”” Johnnie replied.
¢« Let's hurry to the bake-shop, get the bread
and go home.”

« What made you go without buying the
knife, when you had your hand on the
door ? V' said Katie.

#.You know the prayer that we say every
night, Katie, that has ¢lead us not into
temptation’ in it? Well, that came to my
thoughts, and I almost felt a hand leading
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me away. This is mother’s money; she
sent us to buy bread with it.”
. They reached the bakery. The money
was soon exchanged for bread. XKatie took
.one loaf and Johnnie the other. Then they
began to retrace their steps towards home.
They walked on in silence until they stop-
ped in a narrow street, in front of a tene-
ment house. Climbing up two flights of
stairs, they opened the door of & back-room.

‘What makes you so late to-night, chil-
dren ?” gaid their mother, as she took the
bread out of their hands.

“ We stopped to look at the pretty things
in the windows,” said Katie.

The mother said no more, but prepared
the evening meal. After supper, Johnnie
said,

“ Mother, can I go over to Tristam Con-
nor’s awhile ?

“Yes,'” said his mother.

Tristam Connor was a crippled soldier ;
he had but one leg, the other he lost a great
many years ago. He supported himself by
mending shoes. He did not earn much, as
the neighbors were poor. Johnnie went
into the shop, and sat down by Tristam’s
bench.

* How goes the world with yon to-day,
my boy?" said the shoe-mender, looking
into the boy’s troubled face.

¢ As well as usual. Could you lend me
your knife for an hour orso?”’

¢ Oh, yes,” replied the man.
you wish to do with it? ”

I thought I'd try to whittle out some
toys for Katie,” the boy replied ; ¢¢she
wants some se much, and we are not able
to buy any.”

“ That’s right,” said Tristam. * Glad
you want to make your sister happy.”

Johnnie whittled and talked. In an
hour he had put a very passable bedstead
up. It had no paint on it, and the cords
were of Tristam’s shoe-thread—but it was
a bedstead, notwithstanding.

While he was making it, the boy told the
shoemaker the story of the knife.

“That was the Lord who led you away ;
I know it was,"” said the old man. “I have
felt His hand pulling me away from things
I ought not to do. Now, I try not to look
at what He does not give me, but walk
straight by, saying, ¢ Lead me not into temp-
tation, lead me not into temptation.’ "’

“That's & good way,” said Johnnie ;
“and I will try to remember it. I wish I
had a doll to put on this bedstead,’ he con-
tinued, a8 he took it in his hand to go home.

¢ Perhaps mother could manufacture one
for it,” said the kind, old man. ¢ Mother!”

“ What do
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he cried, loud enough to be heard in the
room back of the shop.

Mrs. Connor appeared at the door. She
was » good-natured woman, and spoke plea-
santly to Johnnie—all the time knitting on
the blue sock she had in her hand.

-4 Mother, haven’t you got something to
make Katie a doll of? See, her brother
has made a bedstead, and it will be useless
without something to gleep on it.”

Mrs. Connor looked in a burean drawer,
She said, as she turned over the contencs,
that she had not thought of a doll for years.
She drew out a piece of pink oalico, and
asked Johnnie if that would do for a dress.
He thought it would. She soon made a rag
baby, dressed it in pink, and handed it to
Johnnie.

“ Katie will be so pleased,” said he, as
he laid it on the bedstead.

Johnnie had to give another look at the
knife that had executed the piece of furni-
tare.

““ What are you thinking about? said
Tristam, as he saw that the boy was in deep
thought.

“1 was thinking how many different
kinds of treasures people have. Katie has
some now, and they will make her happy.
I believe I have not one in the world,” he
continued, as he looked at the knife lying
on the bench.

‘“ Yes, you have, my boy,” said the old
man, ‘“ of more value than all the toys in
the shop windows—the consciousness of
doing right and of ‘making others happy.
You will find it in your heart when you
get up in the morning, and see your little
sister’s delight.”

¢ This isn’t much,’’ said the boy, smiling.

¢ Little things on little wings bear little
souls to heaven,” sail Tristam. I don’t
know much about poetry, but I read that
somewhere, and never forgot it."”

Afrer the boy went home Tristam sat’
alone thinking. Soon, he took his money
out of his pocket, and counted it. Then
he went to the room at the back of the shop,

‘ Mother,” said he, “I guess I’ll buy
the boy a knife. He has always been good.
I guess we shall not miss the money. I re-
member how I longed for a knife when I
was his age, and didn't get any till I went
to my trade.”

The man took his hat, and went out of
the narrow street into the broad one, which
the lights in the windows and thoge at the
corners of the streets made as bright as day.
He went into the large store where pocket-
knives' were exhibited in the great glass
window. Soon a half dozen different sizes
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and kinds were laid upon the counter by the
merchant who had spoken so rudely to the
boy. Tristam selected one, paid for it, and
put it in his pocket. .

Up to the dark room where Johnnie was
sleeping, the old man groped his way. He
tapped softly at the door, and the mother
opened it.

« Here's a present for Johnnie,”” said he.
« Put it in his pantaloon’s pocket. Let
him find it himself in the morning.”

He then told the meother of her son’s
temptation, and why he made the rude toys
that were standing on a chair by Katie's
bed. The tears ran down the mother's
cheeks, as she said,

« My treasure is of more value than the
rich lady’s jewels and gold.”

Judge of Johnnie’s delight at hearing his
little sister’s exclamation of joy, when she
awoke the next morning, and saw the pre-
sents of her little brother. While Johnnie
was putiing on his patched pantaloons, out
tumbled the new knife. He could not
imagine what it meant, and he looked
around to see if there was a fairy anywhere
behind him. His mother soon told him
where the knife came from, and nobody
felt richer in that eity that morning than
Johnnie with his new knife. Four happy
hearts dwelt that day in that narrow street.

PUZZLE FOR THE CHILDREN,
1 own of slaves a half a score;
No one has right to any more;
However Fortune chance to bless,
She gives no more, she may give less,

These slaves of mine, who do my will,
Perform their tasks with wondrous skill,
And, graduates from wisdom’s school,
They work by method and by rule.

Sometimes they work, sometimes they play;
Sometimes on loving mission stray ;

And often, it 1s very true,

A great amount of mischief do.

These slaves of mine were once 80 small,
They did scarce any work at all;

But now they’re growing to such size,

1 mean to have them good and wise.

1f they were idle, Satan might

Convince them that the wrong was right;
When they are useful, then I see

The blessedness of being free. !

1 own of slaves a half score ;

‘No one has right to any more;
They’re all a tingle with delight,
And waft you kisses and—‘ Good-night.”
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BY CAROLINE MARSH CRANE.

.

The months were already clustering into
years, since Mr. Rivers brought his wife and
children to Italy, and still all was indefi-
nite about returning home. For the next
six months, however, their stay was deter-
mined upon ; and, finding the air of a Pied-
mont so clear and bracing, Mr. Rivers had
chosen an old, medizval castle, ten or
twelve miles south of Turin, as their head-
quarters for the summer. As yet, neither
Fred nor Fanny had seen the place, bat
one evening, after all arrangements for
taking it had been satisfactorily made, Mr.
Rivers promised that the next day they
would all drive out to it; 8o, early the next
morning, a large, double-seated carriage,
with top thrown back, and drawn by a span
of impatient horses, drove into the court.
Fanny had been watching for it, and now
bounded around the room like a little grase-
hopper, in her eagerness to ¢ hurry up
things.”’ . Beside shawls and other wrap-
pings, taken to keep off the chilly night air,
in which they might return, a large lunch
basket was stowed away.

Fanny had asked her fathera great many
questions about this Piobesan castle to
which they were going, but he ounly shook
his head, saying, *“You will see before
long.” So her imagination had had fall
play ; but it must be a_very cheerless and
forlorn place, if that old photograph looked
like it, she thought; and wished again and
again she hadn’t seen it.

s« Well, it’s a castle, if it is uncomfort-
able !” and this consoling assurance made
all bright again.

From the lunch basket, she argued that
no one lived near there, else they would
surely have something to eat.

At last all was ready, and the carriage
glided across the squareand down the broad
streets, with their white pavements. Turin
always resembled an immense palace with
its hundreds of corridors, so neat and elean
was every street. Its shining pavements
looked as if scrubbed each morning as faith-
fully as a ship's deck. Tiny, round stones
were used in paving the streets of the city,
but each street was traced with a double
line of broad flag-stones, upon which the
oarriage wheels rolled almost noiselessly.

Outside the city, both round stones and
broad flags disappeared, and in their stead
was the brilliant gleam of the smooth, hard
white road.. Trees, with their thick, green
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foliage, arched above the carriage, while
the soft air was loaded with the sweet notes
and clear trill of the matchless nightingale.
¢ This is the royal avenue to Stupinigi,”
said Mr. Rivers.
*“What do you mean by °Stupinigi,’
father ¥’ asked Fred. ¢Is it a village ?”’

# 1 believe there are a few houses near,
but this avenue leads directly to the hunt-
ing lodge of the king. Here, stand up
and turn around, and far ahead you will
see it.”

¢ How far off is it 7"

“ Eight or nine miles from Turin.”

«Is the—our castle near it?” asked
Fanny.

¢ Three miles beyond,” replied her
father, amused to see how lovingly she
dwelt upon the possesgive pronoun.

The nine miles were quickly left behind
them, and the carriagestood before the gate
of the Stupinigi palace, or royal hunting
lodge. On the roof of the building was
poised a bronze stag, while behind it
stretched away in the distanee a fine park,
filled with deer, silver and golden phea-
sants, rabbits, hare, ehamois, and other
kinds of game. The king often invited his
friends to come here and hunt with him.

Here the broad, shady avenue abruptly
ended, and the carriage turned off into a
careless, country road, winding gracefully
through the wheat fields bright with scarlet
poppies.

¢« Drive slowly, Giovanni,” said Fred to
the coachman. ¢ It is too beautiful here to
hurry away.”

¢ Look, Fred here is a river !"’ called out
Fanny, as the carriage rolled along the high
banks which sloped down to the shining,
dancing waters of the Cislago; ¢ only I wish
it weren’t so far away from our—from the
place we are going to.”

« T don’t think it can be very far away,”
said her mother; ¢ for, see, you can count
one, two, three bends in the direction we
ate going.” ,

The carriage was elimbing, now, a heavy,
stone bridge which here spanned the stream,
and when at the top ofthe arch, one fairly
held one's breath with delight. Around
them were the green fields, brilliant with
poppies, on one hand the hunting lodge and
park, on the other the massive, royal palace
of Monealieri ; before them, the black towers
of their futare home ; while, almost encir-
cling them, and seemingly at but a few rods
distance, was that mighty, mountain chain,
blinding them with ita glittering diamond-
drops; and below them, the cool, happy
sparkling water.. :
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But the horses were too impatient to stop
long, and dashed away g soon a8 they felt
the rein slacken.

The castle towers now rose higher and
blacker among the trees which at first con-
cealed them. At the foot of the walls, the
river again cut the road, and was here
arched by an exceeding venerable excuse
for a bridge. Fred concluded it must be
older than the walls, and, as they crossed
it, enjoined silence npon all present, unless
they wished for g cold bath, as he was sure
the weighf of a word would cause the
whole structure to erumble away. How-
ever, determined on proving that appear.
ances belied it, it sturdily held together
while the carriage passed over. On this
gide the wheels again clattered over the
nevitable round paving stones, announc-
ing, unmistakably, the proximity of a vil-
lage. Sure enough, at the next corner, the
carriage turned into a narrow street, lined
on both sides with low, stone bulidings.
Every door and window was filled with
dark, bright faces, and innumerable black
eyes followed the strangers as they drove
slowly through the town.

# Where are we, papa?’ asked the be-
wildered little Fany.

“This is the village of Piobesi, from
which the overlooking castle takes its
name. Can you see it, on yonder eleva-
tion "

In a few minutes they came upon an
open square, edged on one side by high,
stone walls and iron gratings ; above them
were seen, a few rods within the walls,
sloping roofs, engaged columns, and jagged
battlements.

The carriage stopped at a closed arch-
way, and the footman gave the bell-rope a
pull which would have done credit to the
bellringer at Cock Robin's funeral. It was
quickly answered by a sweet-faced woman,
with a bright-eyed, laughing baby in her
arms, and an eight-year old boy at her side.

““ Ah! the new Signori,” said she, with
a graceful courtesy ; ¢ welcome, welcome."’

The footman let down the carriage steps,
and, ag the party alighted, told them this
was Leopolda, the gardener’s wife. They
entered the archway, and found themselves
under a long row of stone cloisters. The
sapporting columns of the open sides were
twined with rosebushes and grapevines,
and throngh these were seen flower-garden
patches, hedged around with box, and large
magnolia trees laden with blossoms Still
farther, a shaded avenue led from the iron
entrance gates beyond the tower. They
could see no farther than thisin that direc-
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tion, so they turned to look in another. By
this time Leopolda had returned frow her
room with the keys.

A rough, stone staircase led from the
cloisters to the first floor, or rather, as we
should have called it in America, the
second floor ; for there the ground floor was
used only for gardener’s rooms, porter’s
lodge, kitchen department, and things of
that kind.

There were several turns in the stair-
case, but the 1ast one brought them into the
cosiest, coolest, little room to be imagined.
One side was quite open, and looked east
over the garden through broad arches,
resembling those of the cloisters, while the
morning sun was excluded by green, rolling
blinds, drawn upward from the capitals of
the columns. From this room they went
on exploring the place, each moment re-
vealing something which called forth ex-
clamations of delight or astonishment from
the two young folks.

The drawing room was very large, and,
like most of the other rooms in the building,
vaulted and frescoed. The floor was of bits
of wood laid together in a beautiful mosaic
pattern, waxed and polished till one could
almost see one’s face in it. All the other
floors were romgh stone, painted and var-
nished brick, or marble. The drawing-
room windows opened upon a vine-covered
veranda, which, by following around,
brought one to the little room at the head of
the stairs. :

Up stairs and down wandered Fred and
Fanny, through long halls, erooked turnings,
and almost endless corridors  Finally they
returned to the drawing room and threw
themselves, quite tired out, upon the low,
cushioned divan. '

« Well,” said Fred, “ Fan and I have

eounted over thirty rooms, and I shouldn’t

be surprised if there were half as many
more.” .

« A splendid place for rainy days,” sug-
gested Fanny.

« Have you climbed the tower yet?”
asked* Mrs. Rivers, who was lying on a
sofa opposite the long divan.

«No,” answered Fanny. ¢ Leopolda
says her husband went to Turin this mormn-
ing, and she doesn’t know where he keeps
the key, s0 we must keep that climb for

_another day.”

« And, indeed, just now,”’ continued
Fred, ¢ for my part I feel quite resigned,
and decidedly prefer this divan even to the
black mosa up there, for Fanny insists it
must be mossy, and that the moss must be

. black. The only thing that troubles her is
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that there is no drawbridge here.”

¢« And then the old moat,’’ said Fanny,
«ig quite spoiled—instead of water, it’s all
filled with flowers, peach, plam, cherry,
and fig trees.”

¢ What a misfortune 1"’ sighed Fred, in-
terrupting her ; ¢ how much more agree-
able in every way the dark, stagnant water
would be than these troublesome trees!’’

«Now I'm not going to grieve for the
moat, 5o you needn’t take the trouble, Master
Fred, to make fun of me, for even the grape-
vines with which the walls are covered
would console me, if nothing else would ;
and beside—"’

With a frightened ¢ O, mamma!"’ Fanny
here sprang from the divan to the middle of
the room.

¢« What is it, child #’ Mrs. Rivers asked.

« I'm sure I don’t know, it was something
running over me.”

«QOnly a poor, little lizard, said Fred?

comfortingly. ¢ Never mind it, Fanny—
come back.”
« A lizard! Was it one, truly, Fred?

No,indeed! I'llneverlie down thereagain
—never—ugh!”’

« Why, Fanny, you silly little thing!
Youwll have to give up all such nonsense,
if you are going to enjoy ‘our’ castle; I
dare say we shall have these beautiful little
creatures in the house and dartihg over us
every day.” :

¢ Fred!”

« But, truly, Fanny, I mean what I say;
there seem to be thousands of them around
here, and any dark, rainy day will drive
them indoors.”

¢ But they send shivers all over me.”

¢ Well,” and Fred shrugged his shoul-
ders, ¢ I advise you to make up your mind
to associate with them willingly, for they
will constitute themselves self-invited guests
very often.”’

This was a view of things Fanny had not
anticipated, and it dampened, somewhat,
her admiration for the place. She threw
hersélf back in a lounging chair among the
cushions, and began to think about it. Her
little chaitering tongue once still, Fred, on
the divan, was soon dozing.

It was not Fanny's habit to make very
lengthy reflections upon any subjeot, and
a few moments later she was again in the
garden. Half an hour after, when Fred
went to look for her, he found her pushing
agide the currant bushes, opening the box
borders - with her fingers, and peering
through the hedges.

« What are you doing, Fanny ¥’

¢ Following your advice, and making
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the acquaintance of the lizards,” ghe replied,
in & very business-like manner, and with-
out loeking up.

‘¢ Brava !' cried Fred. “I like that.
Here's one that seems to favor your inten-
tion,” he added, as a great, green-and-
golden fellow darted into the path, stopping
midway in the sunshine to look at the two
intraders, and make up his mind if they
were friends or enemies, and then disap-
peared, with lightning speed, within the
shadows of the opposite hedge.

“ Wait & moment, and let’s see what he
will do,”’ said Fanny.

A minute or two after, the bright-eyed
creature glided again into the sunny path,
accompanied this time by its mate. For a
half second, again, theylooked around, then
disappeared as before.

After this, Fred and his sister went down
the avenne, throngh the gates, and out into
the village among the village people. The
women all smiled and courtesied, and the
men touched their hats. Of course, Fred
was polite enough to raise his in return;
but he told Fanny, confidentially, after-
ward, that he meant always to wear his old
hat when he went through the village, for a
new one would be gquickly worn out with
such incessant taking off and putting on.

Altogther the day was a very happy one,
and the sub sinking behind the snow peaks
first suggested the thought of returning.
The carriage was brought out, the horses
were harnessed, the merry party seated,
gates opened, closed and locked, then the
wheels turned over the paving stones with
a deafening noise, almost drowning every
word spoken. A dead silence followed, as
Fred gravely raised his finger to his lips
while passing over the tottering bridge, and
then the eager horses dashed away along
the winding road to the royal avenue, and
almost before the tired Fanny could fall
fairly asleep, they drove into the court, and
her father carried her upstairs in his arms.
This made her laugh, and quite waked her
up ; but she was very glad, a few monients
after, to say good night to all, and soon
went tosleep to dream of golden and brown
and green and striped lizards, and of Fred’s
“ pravae,"” which had pleased her most of all.
—Little Corporal.

SINGING SCHOOL FOR BIRDS.
There is such a school as this, and very
good scholars it makes. They cannot read
or write, but they ecan sing. They sing a
few simple notes, like the small linnets you
may hear in the fields; but after they are
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taught they will whistle regular tunes.

Last summer I was at a friend’s house at
Nahant. I rose early in the morning, and
went down stairs to walk on the piazza.
While there I heard, as I thought, some
person whistling a tune in a very sweet
style. I looked around, but could see no
one. Where could the sound come from?
I looked up, and saw a little bird in a cage.
The cage was hung in the midst of flowers
and twining plants. ¢« Can it be,"” thought
I, “ that such a little bird as that has been
taught to sing a regular tune so sweetly ?”
I did not know what to make of it. When
my friend came down stairs, she told me
that it was indeed the little bird who had
whistled the sweet tune. Then my friend
eried out to the bird, ¢ Come, Bully, Bully,
sweet little Bull-finch, give us just one more
tune.”” And then this dear little bird
hopped about the cage, looked at its mis-
tress and whistled another sweet tune. It
was so strange to hear a bird whistle a ve-
gular tune! ¢ Now, Bully,” said my friend,
«“you must give us ‘Yankee ' Doodle.
Come, come, you shall have some nice,
fresh seed if you will whistle ¢ Yankee
Doodle.”” And the little thing did whistle
it, much to my surprise.

My friend then told me that she had
brought the bird from the little town of
Fulda, in Germany, where there are litile
schools for teaching these birds to sing,
When a bullfinch has learned to sing two
or three tunes, he is worth from forty te
gixty dollars; for he will bring that in
France or England. Great skill and
patience are needed to teach these birds.
Few teachers can have the time to give to
the children under their charge so much
care as thege bird-teachers give to their
bird-pupils. The birds are put into classes
of about six each, and kept for a time in a
dark room. Here, when their food is
given to them, they are madeto hear music,
80 that when they have eaten their food, ox
when they want more food, they will sing,
and try to imitate the tune they have just
heard. This tune they. probably connect
with the act of feeding. As soon as they
begin to imitate a few notes, the light is let
into the room, and this cheers them still
more, and makes them feel as if they would
like to sing. In some of these schools the
birds are not allowed either light or food
until they begin to sing. These are the
schools where the teachers are most striot.

After being thus taught in classes, each
bullfinch is pat under the care of a boy,
who plays his organ from morning till
night, while the master or mistress of the
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bird school goes round to see how the pupils
are getting on. The bullfinches seem to
know at once when they are scolded, and
when they are praised by their master or
mistress ; and they like to be petted when
they have done well. The training goes on
for nine months, and the birds have got
their education, and are sent to England or
France, and sometimes to America, to be
sold.— The Nursery.

THE PERSEVERING BOY.

The month of December in the year 1807
was unusually cold and blustering. In
some instances, cattle and swine poorly
sheltered were found badly frozen: winter
had come on so suddenly that many were
unprepared for it ; while the effect of such
severity in the weather so early in the sea-
son was disheartening to young and old.

There was one exception, however, and
this was a youth of fifteen summers, tall
and gaunt, who sat one stormy evening in
the old fashioned chimney ecorner of his
father’s humble dwelling reflecting upon his
own situation, and planning what he would
do to improve it. There wasone fixed pur-
pose in his mind, and that was, to get an
education. How to accomplish it he could
not imagine, for though his will was as in-
flexible as iron, his power of conception was
not yet developed. He had been to a school
in the neighborhood the previous winter,
but this avenue to learning was now closed
to him. As he sat on the old fashioned
stool amid the noise and confusion of the
family around him, and the hoarse sighing
of the tempest without, his thoughts were
something of this nature: ¢ winter has
commenced, I long to be at my studies.
The best part of the year, and the only time
1 can call my own, is passing away ; what
ghall I do?”’

As if in answer to this question, there

was & knock at the door, and presently a|

neighbor walked in covered with snow.
He had been to a village beyond, and was
returning to his home, when the light of
the pine-knots attracted his attention.

Our youth in the corner nodded good
evening to the guest, but his mind was too
deeply absorbed to listen to the chit-chat
which followed. The great guestion,
« What next?’ was still undecided, and
his brow knit more and more, as he re-
fiected on the difficulties in his path, which
however not for one moment deteryed him
from pursuing it. ’

Presently he was roused by a voice.

« Jo, did you hear, Jot There is a school
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in Plainfield. Neighbor G—— saysil’sa
good one, taught by Master Maynard.”

Jo rose slowly from his seat, a look of
cool resolve stamped on every feature.

« Ishall go to Plainfield in the morning,”
he said quietly.

¢ But how can you get there? It'll be
awfully drifted, the snow is a foot deep
now, and the wind blows a gale.”

« I'l1 get there somehow, I reckon.”

« But, remonstrated his father, “ I don’t
see the way for you to go to Plainfield. I
can’t pay for your board orschooling, much
as I'd like to do it.”

« I know that, father, but I'm determined
to have an edueation.”

Bidding the family good-night he mounted
to his humble chamber in the loft, saying
to himself * Yes that’s the nextstep. I'll
go to Plainfleld, and I'll go to-morrow.
What's a few drifts of snow to me, when
I'm determined to get where 1 can be at
my books? Perhaps this Master Maynard
will help me to contrive a way to get an
education.”

The next morning the thermometer was
down to zero, and the banks in front of the
house covered the stone walls; but not one
whit daunted, our friend started off as soon
as it was light, a small package of clothes
and books slung over his shoulder with a
stick, in search of ¢ larnin,” as his father
called it,

On entering the schoolroom in season to
gee that the fires were sufficient for the
severity of the day, Master Maynard
observed sitting on a bench, and warming
himself by the blazing logs, a youth whom
he had never seen before. There was an
expression on his brown face which fixed
the attention of the teacher, and the follow-
ing conversation took place.

«« Have you come to join the school '

« Yes sir, I have walked seven miles this
morning to do it-”’
¢ Are you acquainted with any one in
Plainfield "’

« No sir, but I mean to get an education.
1 heard last night that you were teaching a
school here ; and I came to get you to help
me contrive a plan.”’

« Cannot your parents sasist you a4

¢« Nosir.”

+ Have you no friends to lend you a help-
ing hand.”

« No.”

« How then do you expect to get along ¥'”

«#Don’t know. I thought I'd come and
see you about it—I'm determined to get
learning before I'm much older.

There wassomething in the resoclute man-
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ner in which he undextook to conguer diffi-
culties, that interested the teacher. He
told the stranger to remain through theday ;
and he would see what could bedone. Be-
fore night he had made arrangements in
the family where he was boarding, that the

young man should remain, paying his ex-|.

penses by labor eut of school hours.

Our friend now gave himself diligently
to study, and soon convinced his teacher
that, though not possessed of brilliant talents,
his will to acquire knowledge was indomi-
table. Through the winter he made good
but not rapid progress, and 8o much inter-
ested his teacher by his perseverance, that
at the close of the term that gentleman
made arrangements with a clergyman who
resided four miles from his father’s house to
hear his recitations.

At last he was prepared for college and
the theological school, being one of the ear-
liest members of the Seminary in Andover,
from which place he went to Greece as a
missionary of the American Board of Com-
missioners for Foreign Missions.

I scarcely need say that I have given the
early history of Dr. Jonas Xing, whose in-
domitable perseverance, amidst discourage-
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ments and persecutions, has done so much
for the redemption and Christianization of
Greece, and has excited the admiration of
the whole Christian world.

STRANGE—BUT TRUE.

—

AN ORTHOGRAPHIC STUDY.

By various transpositions of the seven
letters whieh form the word “strange,”
about one hundred and ten legitimate Eng-
lish words may be formed. These trans-
positions will include no word of merely
local or provincial application, no Seotti-
cism, and no techinioal or obsolete words, the
large majority being ¢ honsehold words”
in every-day use. The words so formed
must not include more than seven letters, so
that there will be no repetition; but, of
course, they may include any number
under seven, provided the same Jetters be
not used twice in any word-

- Bomestic

Gronomy.

>FCHODa

SOMETHING FOR CHILDREN TO DO.

The most lasting joys we can confer on
children are those which, under most cir-
cumstances, they are able to provide for
themselves. These must obviously spring
from a cultivated mind and practised in-
genuity. A pantomine, Punch and Judy,
fireworks, and similar shows, are all very
well for the entertainment of erowds; but
the sight of such performances does not
supply the want of resources which shall be
within reach at all times. I am certain
that a child’s sense of pleasure is vastly in-
ereased by the knowledge and in the hope
that.whatever he is employed upon is sub-
servient to some good end. Give a boya
handful of tools, and tell him to go and
amuse himself with them, and he will not
know what to be about. But tell the same
boy that you, his mother, are sadly incon-
venienced for the want of a little box to
keep some article in; describe minutely

the shape it is to be, and tell him that you
would really be very pleased if he could
manage to make such a thing for you, and
he will set to work in real earnest to carry
out your wishes. The result may possibly
be such a production ag was never seen be-
fore, unfit for any imaginable purpose, but
still it must be accepted as the best ex-
ecuted piece of workmanship. From such
awkward beginnings, and under the in-
fluence of such encouragement as an in-
telligent mother would bestow, the bungler
might develop into an amateur mechanic
of the highest order. Again, with little
girls. Send them to fetch and carry, to do
this and that about a house, and they will
regard their employment as irksome; but
ask them to help their mamma in house-
hold affairs, tell them that there is no one
else to whom she can trust her keys and
confide the care of pets and flowers, and in-
stantly a monotonous drudgery becomes in-
vested with a responsibility which is truly
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enjoyable. The whole sum of a woman's
duties may be learned in childhood, and
made pleasurable if only rightly implanted.
The love of being useful, and the craving
for something to foster, is an active prineiple
in their breasts, which the best dressed doll,
the nicest food, and the smartest clothes, do
not call forth. Directed in the right chan-
nel, the amusements of children may not
only render themselves, but allaround them,
hereafter happy.

-
FERNS FOR THE HOUSE.

Nothing can be prettier than to see a
stand of ferns in the parlor or sitting-room
through the winter. Their freshness,
amid winter snow and desolation, is grati-
{ying to the eye, and the richness of their
growth well repays the little care and at-
tention which they demand. Our lady-
friends should gather pretty, delicate speci-
mens during the summer, and get them
nicely started before cold weather. The
best way to keep them through the winter
is under a bell-glass. Take a young plant,
with one or two delicate sprays. Find a
pan of some kind, which will look present-
able in a sitting-room, then get a little peat-
s0il and silver-sand, and a few crocks or
broken clinkers. Put these last in the bot-
tom, not to do their usual work-—for there
need be no drainage from the pan—but
simply to form a sort of receptacle into
which the surplus water may fall from
direct contact with the roots; plant the
specimen in the centre, raising the soil
towards that point, and making it a little
rough with a few bits of sandstone; &e. ;
put on the glass, and the thing is done.
The result will be one of the most beauti-
ful objects ever seen in garden or in wild.
Every tip of the finely-divided frond will
have its little pearl of dew, and when this
ceases to be the case it is time to water
again—a labor of once in six months or less.
These filmy ferns, that naturally grow in
still and very moist places, are, above all
others, those most suitable to indoor culti-
vation, no ventilation, no complication of
any kind being necessary.

B

SELECTED RECIPES,

EXCELLENT CHICKEN PIE.—Cover the bottom
of & pudding-dish with slices of broiled ham
cut up one or two chickens, and broil or parboi
them. Fill the dish even full, sprinkling it here
and there with small slices of ham, and pieces
of egg cracker. Season well with pegper; the
harm will Eroba.bly make it salt enough. Cover
with stock or veal gravy, and lay on a rich
crust, at least half an inch thick, with a rim
upon the edge. Bake in a moderate oven an
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hour and a half, cover the paste with paper, if
necessary, 1o prevent burning.

BREAKFAST BALLS.—The meat must be chop~
ped very tine. Take an equal quantity of bread-
crumbs, a tablespoonful of flour, a littleallspice,
salt, half an onion chopped very fine ln(feed.
First mix the bread-crumbs, flour, and spice
together, then mix the meat well with it,
sprinkle the onion over, stir all well together,
and stir in_two table-spoonfuls of pork, finely-
minced. Make the mixture into balls with a
very little milk, press them flat, roll each in
flour, and drop them one at & time into a sauce-
pan of boiling dripping, frying each simply in
this way. When brown, take it out with an
egg-slice, and let the fat drain from it.

RICH GRAVY ForR RoAsT Fowr.—Cut small
one pound of gravy-beef, slice two onions, and
put them into a stew-pan with a guart of water,
some whole black pepper, a little carrot, and a
bunch of sweet herbs; simmer till reduced to
one pint; strain the gravy, and pour it into
another stew-pan, upon two ounces of butter
browned with two table-spoonfuls of flour; stir
and boll up.

BREAD.—One pint of mashed potatoes, one
teaspoonful of salt, and one of sugar. The pota-
toes should be more moist than for the table.
Add one teacupful of yeast, either home or
bakers’, but not a bit of fiour. Keep this very
warm till light. Use this to mix the bread, and
mix so that it will not stick. Let it rise very
ll¥ht, then mould into tins; keep very warm
till light again, and bake in a moderately hot
oven. have made good bread in this way
from flour not fit to eat yvlthout the potatoes.

PuppInG A L'ELEGANTE.—Cut thin slices of
light white bread, and line a pudding-shape
with them, putting in alternate layers of bread
and orange marmalade, or any other preserve,
until the mould is nearly full. Pour over all a
pint of warm miik, in which four well-beaten
eggs have been mixed. Cover the mould with
a cloth, and boil for an hour and a half, Serve
with sauce.

NICE GRIDDLE-CAKES.—-Soak stale bread
crusts in hot water, enough to moisten them
over night. In the morning add sour milk, a
little soda, flour sufficient to make them thick
enough, and bake them on a hot griddle.

e

APPLE, IN JgrLv.—Peel and quarter sone good
apples, and take out the core. Cook them with
just water enough to cover them, some slices
of lemon, and clarified sugar, until they are
soft. Take out the bieces of apple with great
care not to break them, and arra.nfe them in
jars. Then boil the syrug until it wiil jelly, and
pour it over the pieces of apple.

SWEET APPLE PICKLES.—~Pare nicely the
quantity of apples required, and take out the
stem and blow end with a sharp-pointed knife,
Boil them tender in a kettle of syrup, prepared
in the following manner: To one quart of cider
vinegar, add one pint of sugar (tWO quarts will
cover a half bushel of apples), add spice, cloves,
and cassia buds to taste. Boil the syrup a few
minutes after taking out the apples. Peaches
and pears are very nice Prepai‘e the same way,
except to boil the syrup longer for the latter.

A GoOD WAY to use cold beefsteak isto chop
together cold steak and a few pleces of dry
bread; place in a pan, and turn boiling water
over it; season with butter, pepper, and salt;
then make a crust as for biscuit, and line a
deep dish ; turn _in your mixture, and sprinkle
flour over it, and put on the top crust. Bake

uickly, and you have a chicken pie—minus

the chicken. but just as good.
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REMOVING STAINS.—Ox gall i8 an excellent
article for removing oil stains from delicate
colored fabrices. It often fixes and brightens
colors, but will slightly soil pure white mate-
rials. Alcohol washes out stains of oil, wax,
resin, and pitchy or resinous substances; so
also does spirits of turpentine, and generally
without injury to colors.

MusH BreAD.—Boil some Indian mush in
the usual way, and when luke-warm, add to it
some salt, yeast, and enouglh flour to form & soft
dough. Let it rise; when light, knead it with
only enough flour to prevent the dough ad-
hering to the board. ake it into loaves, put
them in the pans, let them rise again, and bake

.them. This i8 a more economical bread than
that made with wheat.

TeA BuNs.—One pound and a quarter of flour,
one half tpom\d of currants (well washed), two
ounces of butter rubbed in the flour, about a
pint of sweet milk warmed, two spoonfuls of
yeast, the yolk of an egg welf-beat.en, CATTAWAY
seeds to taste; mix these well together, and
beat them up as for a seed cake; set them
before the fire for an hour to rise, make them
ugl in cakes, and, before baking, lay them on
plates for a time.

MAcArooNs.—Blanch and skin half a pound
of sweet almonds, dry them well in your screen
thg:x}mt them into a mortar with a pound an
2 of lump sugar, pound well together, and
pass the whole through a wire sieve; put it
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again into the mortar, with the whites of two
gggs mix well together with the pestle, then

d the white of another e g, proceeding thus
until you have used the whites of about eight
eggs, and make a softish paste, then lay
them out at equal distances apart upon wafer-
paper, in pieces nearly the size of walnuts, place
some strips of almonds upon the top, sift sugar
over, and bake in a slow oven, to a yellowlsh
brown color. They are done. when set quite
firm through.

R

APPLE FRITTERS.—Make a batier, not very
stiff, with one guart of milk, three e and
flour to bring it to a right consistence. Pare
and core a dozen large apples, and chop them
to the size of small peas, and mix them well
with the batter. Fry them in lard, a8 you would
doughnuts.  Eat with powdered white sugar or
g molasses.

APPLE TAPIOCA PuDDING.—INn a quart of
warm water soak one teacup of taploca and a
teaspoon of salt, and keep in a warm place.
Pare and slice eight Imzfe tart-spicy apples.
Butter well the pudding-dish, place the tapioca
apple, and sugar in alternate laﬁers till the dish
is filled, havinithe taploca on the top, on which
place bits of butter, adding, if the dish will
allow, a little more warm water. Eat warm
with sauce.

BREAKFAST CAKE.—One quart of sweet milk,
two eggs, & small teaspoonful of salt, and one
pint of sifted cornmeal, No more or 1ess. Bake
forty minutes in a quiek oven,

Gditorial and

@orrespondence.

SPTHOD2

THE LATE BISHOP FULFORD.

Dr. Fulford, the first Anglicdn bishop of
Montreal, to which diocese he was ap-
pointed in 1850, was born on the 3rd of
June, 1803, at Sidmouth, Devonshire, Eng-
land. He was the second son of Baldwin
Fulford, Esq., of Great Fulford, in that
county, the representative of one of these
ancient English families—which, though
not noble, have often a longer pedigree and
a prouder ancestral history than many a
member of the peerage,—emphatically of
the class known as ‘gentlemen.” The
family is of Saxon origin, and for more than
six hundred yesrs, or since the time of
Riehard the First, hag had uninterrupted
possession of * Falford,” or, as it is written
in the Domesday Book, ¢ Folefort.” Sev-
eral knights of that name distinguished

themselves in a military capacity during
the Crusades, the insurrection in favor of
Peter Warbeok, the Wars of the Roses, and
the civil war in the time of Charles the
First, when the family mansion, which
was garrisoned and held for the King, was
taken by Fairfax, commanding the Parlia-
mentary forces. Having received & gram-
mar-school education at Tiverton, the sub-
Jject of our obituary was sdmitted to Exeter
College, Oxford, of which he became a
Fellow, and where he obtained a B. A.
degree. He was ordained Deacon in 1826
and Priest in 1828. He afterwards held
snccessive curacies in two parishes, and
was then presented to the rectory of Trow-
bridge by its patron, the Duke of Rutland.
In one of these appointments he was, if we
mistake not, saccessor to the poet “ Crabbe,”
to whom, along with other literary cele-
brities with which his Lordship had been
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acquainted, he referred at a lecture delivered
by him in this ity some years ago, observ-
ing that Crabbe never fully mastered there
his clerical position. The very reverse of
this, we should think, might be stated
respecting his Lordship himself, who
seemed to have a singular aptitude of esti-
mating the situation, of apprehending the
gphere of his duties, and of ability to per-
form them. One so gifted, and, no doubt,
assisted by the prestige derived from an an-
cient and honored lineage, combined, pro-
bably, with not underserved patronage de-
rived from noble connections, could scar-
cely fail to aseend in the scale of clerical
promotion. Hebecame Rector of Croydon,
Cambridgeshire, and afterwards Minister of
Cuarzon Chapel, in the aristocratic parish of
St. George’s, Hanover Square, London, &
charge which he retained from 1845 till
1850, when he was consecrated Bishop of
Montreal, then first erected into & new dio-
cese. His consecration to that office took
place in Westminster Abbey, the honorary
degree of D. D. having previously been con-
ferred upon him by the Univemity of Ox-
ford. His Lordship had been married, in
18380, to Mary, eldest daughter. of Andrew
Berkley Drummond, Esq., Hants, she being
grand-daughter to the second Earl of
Egmont, and niece of the Right Honorable
Spencer Percival, who, while Prime Min-
ister of England in 1812, was shot in the
1lobby of the House of Commons by a mono-
maniac named Bellingham, a Russia mer-
chant, who thonght that his pecuniary ruin
was owing to certain commeroial measnres
of the ministry of that day. Dr. Fulford,
while holding a rectory, bad also entered
the world of letters, by publishing a brief
history of ¢ the Progress of the Reforma-
tion ”’; also two volumes of sermons. He
was a patron of art as well as an admirer
of letters, and was the first President of the
Art Association of Montreal, and continued
to be its zealous supporter, as well as an
encourager of other institutions of & liberal
and refining intellectual tendency. But
he was,. after his consecration, above all
things, the bishop.. His whole attention
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seems to have been devoted to the duties of
his Episcopate, which his past experience,
up through various grades in the church,
and his having had the supervision of
widely different flocks, did, along with his
soundness of judgment and natural admi-
nistrative ability, eminently qualify him
to perform. In 1860, he was created
Metropolitan. He was naturally cautious,
and often wisely reticent ; and he had, we
believe, the esteem and confidence of his
clergy, of all orders of the ecclesiastical
hierarchy and every shade of opinion. This
feeling was, to a certain extent, entertained
towaxds him by the members of other com-
munions than his own. IHe was, perhaps,
not disposed to be extreme in his views,—
certainly not in his measures; and it is
understood that it was his intention so to
present the vexed ritualistic question before
the Provincial Synod as that it might pos-
sibly be settled without leaving special
reason for offence to either party. How far
he would have succeeded is not for usto
say. His recent presence at, and the lead-
ing part he took in, the late “ Lambeth
Conference,”” in England,—a conference
which he was of the first to suggest,—must
have made him conversant with all the
difficulties of the case. But these difficul-
ties it was not the will of Heaven that he
should encounter. On the very eve of
holding the Synod, death has called him
away, to reap the reward of his labors, and,
from his comparatively humble residence
in Christ Church School-house, to rest in
mansions where there is no doubt or contro-
versy respecting apostolic succession, trans-
mitted spiritual powers, and ritusl obser-
ances; but where uncertainty is removed,
and faith swallowed up in sight. He died
at twenty minutes past six on Wednesday
evening, the 9th of September.

TO OUR CONTRIBUTORS.
Some explanation is perhaps due to the
many kind friends who have favored us
with communications, of the non-appear-
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ance of their articles for so long a time.
The truth is that we have generally a suffi-
cient supply of original matter on hand for
several numbers in advance ; and, if there
is no special reason of haste, the accepted
articles are printed in the order in which
they were received. Then, again, poems
and papers, more particularly suited to
certain seasons of the year, coming to hand
too late, have to be kept over a year, to the
inevitable disappointment of the sender.

Furthermore, we would draw the atten-
tion of those who purpose writing for the
MoNTHLY to the following rules :—

1.—Every article should be clearly writ-
ten on good, substantial paper, of a uniform
size, and on one side of the paper only.
Proper names should be written with un-
usnal care, 50 that there may be no possi-
bility of a mistake.

2.—The name and address of the writer
should be written upon every article sent,
and the name of the article should be in-
variably mentioned in letters referring
to it. Contributors should also specify
whether or not they wish their manuseripts
returned if deelined.

3.—Letters relating io subscriptions, ad-
vertisements, canvassing agencies, etc.,
should invariably be written on a separate
sheet of paper from matter which is inten-
ded to reach the hands of the Editors.
Inattention to this rule is often the cause of
delays or mistakes.

It may be as well also to have it clearly
understood that the Editors claim the privi-
lege of making any slight alterations in
accepted M.8.S., which may, in their view,
be reguired for the perspicunity of the style,
or to preserve the tone of the Magazine. It
is also sometimes necessary to cut down
communications to a considerable extent,
and while we are upon this subject, we
would respectfully urge the importance of
condensation and brevity in composition.

REMITTING FOR THE ‘‘ DOMINION MONTHLY.”

The difficulty of remitting small sums in
Canada is a great grievance both to the
subseribers and publishers of newspapers

THE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY.

and periodicals. A friend in a country
distriet of Quebec writes as follows :~—:

“It has been with no little trouble that I have
been obliged to send to Quebec for paper-money
to remit., With all due submission, I would
bring this to your notice, as a reason that might
induce you to be less rigorous to subscribers
residing far from towns, and where no bank-
paper is in circulation.”

So far from being rigorous with subscri-
bers, we greatly desire to please them, as
publishing so cheap a magazine proves; but
if we sent it on eredit, we would need to
double the price, for the credit system of
publishing is entirely different from the
cash system, necessitating book-keeping,
collecting-agents, bad debts, etc. We have,
therefore, no help for it, but to stop the
magazine when not remitted for in advance,
but we will print a large surplus of the
present number to supply all who remit
within a month, so that there may be no
disappointment. A few subsecribers in
almost any locality could combine and pro-
ecure a money order.

TO CORRESPONDENTS.

Rev. L. R., Cobourg.—The second copy of
N. D. M. remitted for by you is sent to
Y.M.C. A.Reading Room, Halifax, N.S.,
for the year beginning with this namber.

THE CRUCIBLE.

¢ The Crucible,” a story of remarkable
interest, written by a Kingston lady, is con-
tinued in this volume of the Dominion
MonTHLY. It has been inserted serially
since last April, and sets of the DomINION
MonTtHLY from April to September inclu-
sive, being the second volume, may be
obtained at our office for Fifty cents, or
bound and post-paid for Eighty cents.

The publication of this first number of
the second year hag been delayed in order
toallow of subseriptions coming in,so that as
few names may be taken off the despatching
list as possible.

To all who have remitted, we return our
thanks; and from those who have not yet
remitted, we hope to hear soon, as also from
many new subseribers.
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The first year of this éntarpﬁse Las olosed

with & result that may well sprprise and |1

gmtify all the friends of hterature in the
Dominion of Canada. - A degree of' stcoess
‘which, in. ordinary ocases, only fcnows
yeaxs of effort, has been aitained in this

- ease, in: the short space of twelve mnnths,

a8 wxll he ssen ftom the foHng state-
ment.

The subseuptum list, in the first ymr, hss
risen t0:910 in the city, shd 4,756 sent by

“mail to.all parts of the Dominion, and the

sales to booksellers and periodical agents,
and” af ‘our office, ~wary from. about

1,500 to 2,000 each issne. The circulation |

is thus in all from 7,100 tq 7,500, of ‘each

number; ‘and we have pnnted singe Apnl'

!ast, 8,000 eopies per month, .80 88 to ma ko
sure of meeting all demands. - .

‘- The. I)ommon MoNTHLY has been even
more’ s\weessful in anvther most lmporta.nt
respect, na.mely, in obtaining the co-opera-

_tion of a noble company of. htemry eontri-

fbut»ots, seattered over the whole Dominion

-oof Ga.xmda The number, variety, snd ex-
© 7 cellence of the. original articles. contributed

to thé Drmmxox MONTHLY has oaused | gene-

" yal sqn&*mé’and admua.tmn, and. yet such

an ‘amount ‘of literary ability might. have

. largely by settlers of eultivated minds, and

in which educatmn has oecnpxe& 80 ﬁmeh
o ,attentzon '

" The pnbhshers have also rea.sbn t be
; thankful for a 'fair amount of a.dverhsmg
- patronage.

- found by expetience that ut the very low
.- prics of the DoMnaoN MONTHLY, it suazesly
' meets ] penses, which have proved con-
ter. ha.n was' estxmated and

“But,’ natwlthatandmg ﬂus ‘suecess, 1i: i8’

a large extension of circulation is therefore
needed to enable the pubhshers to remune-

Tate conmbntm:s, even on & vezy moderate

sodle: Z

“All our present subsenbers are therefore
feqitested to remit'promptly at the expiration .
of their'year, and to endeavor esch to in-
duce one ot more new subscnbam to. remit

{with them,

The only ‘way in which & magazine can
be published so cheap, -is to carryout in-
variably the rule of CAsH IN-ADVANCE ; and
the  Nw Dovntos . ‘MoNTaLY. il stop

,prompﬂy in.all (cases where .the subscription is

not resewed. It is ‘frich to be desired that
ull nhmxld mmenﬂmr this rule, and remit in
tune, so that. there may bé nointerruption -
in-their receipt of the MoNTHLY.
© The terms will be slightly different from
‘what they were last year, on account of the -
new. postal law, requiring publishers to
prepay periodicals by stamps after the 1st
of January next.. For; as it would be awk-
ward to charge. $1 12, we. shall keep the
yearly mbwnptmn at the $1, snd prepay '
the postage after the First of Japuary next

ourselves ; but we will, on this account, be

xinab!e m .give gratis copies witt clubs, or

'.éom_xmssmns to canvassing agénts
been expected in  provinces: paopled gol:

We teed - not add that no pains’ will be -
spa.red w0 make the magazine worthy of

‘public support in every respect, and that .
| improvements “in. dlnswlﬁané &e., “will

keep pace thh the extensxou of circula-
tion. g
The Vol. fronf Apml toSeptember, inelu-

snre, wxltbe sent, bound and post-paid, to
dny one whcr ‘11” remit for vae Snbécnbers b

ot onie’ yeax

‘New~ subsenbers may still be furmghed

V)tbiﬂie‘MONTHLY from April last, if they



wish ; and, in that case, thexr year wxll
" begin with that date )

TERMS FOR ADVERTISING =
. With the encoumgement of the past year

before 18, We purpose commencing the :

second yesr with ap impression of

- Ten Thousand Copies

per month, and we request advertisers to
send their orders not - later than the 10th of
September for the October number.

This magazine affords. perhaps the best
medium in. the Dominion of Canada. for
advertising Prospectuses and Reports of

_ Public’ Companies and Jeint Stock enter-
prises, as well as for Manufacturers’ wdver«
tisements with pictafes of . theit works or

* trade.marks. Such a.dvettxsements may, if
preferred, be sent printed {on thin paper},
to be stitched in with the magazine, Farms
a.mi Vﬂlas for sa.le, prospectnm and wlén-

pages ; ot $1.50 per’ 1,006 for fou 7p§ges,
if wnobjectionable m*:pomt of o !
Catid pnuted on paper. ‘that is not t6o. heavy,

: »catmns to be a«i&xessea post‘ aid, to

JOHN DOUGALL &; SON o
Pnbh:hm “Kew Dommon Hontmy "

dars of Schoo!s and Colleges, and many

other kmds of mlvertxsements which a little:

| thonght would suggest, will find the New

DomiNion MONTELY s mostenilable medinm,
as ‘it cireulates ’mdeiy among the most
respectable classes throughout the Dommxon

of the Magazing, $10 per pa.ge, or §6 per
half page; or for short advertisements of
an exghth-page, or equal to one sqnare, $Z
each insértion. . =~ .-
- A dispount 6£12] per cent wxn be allowed
on adsfertmemen&s ingerted for 3 nronths;
20 per cent. on those inserted for Gmontha
a.nd 33} per eent. for twelve mmths o
* Advertisements sent in ready prmbe&,;

will be stitehed into the magazine for'n

charge-of 31 per 1,000 for one: leaf of two

Al orders, Termittances, and wmmuni~
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CANADA TRUSS FACTORY.

F. GROSS,
SURGICAL NACHINIST,

Hastic Sprmg -Truss Maker,

INVE)ITOR AND HAN'U'S'AOT'B&EB

Q?‘ ALL KINDS op.

Inatrumam;s for Physmal Defamm

38 VIGTORIA SQUARE:
MONTREAL

'r. GROSS’S A.n'rmcm LEGS.
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F: B. WRICHT,.

AIME’ORTEB oF AND DEALER ;;N

"BERLIN WOOL

Shetland, Andahzsian, Fleecy, Flnzermg, Merino, and Lady Betty, Berlin Wool Patt.ema,
suppm- Pattorns, Canvas, Beads, Crochef, Knitting, and Embroidery Cotton, Sta&mmd
Work for Braiding and Embroldery, Bofa<Cushion Cord and Tasseld, Ems .-
broidery and Sewing Silk, Filoeélle, and ‘matérials for various .
: kinds of Fancy Work

:Do:r..x..s: DOLLS'! T

A eomplet.e assonmem in Wax, Ching, ‘and COmlo, dressed and undressed.

'rosrs AND GAMES_

In great va.riety

BA.SKE'I‘&;

- WYWWPaper Fancy, Nnrsery, and Work-fnaakeﬁ. at an mm

'WAX LILIES AND FRUIT*“
UnderGlmShades, Bohemian. Vases, etc., ota.

, GLAss SHA,DES,

Ronndsnd@val '

" Ao Pl Hiogtogs, Ladlew T3t Bitons, tiae it Cotnb st sl
seln Loadaas Siael Wliog ek, aad s gunar st o mm

g No. '7 .;,‘;.\Hntro Dame Street,



Worthen'& Baker’'s
PATENT HAND-LOOM. .

This superior Loom weaves Tweeds, Jeans, Sati-
niett,. Linsey, Blanket-Twill, Flanne), Balmoral
Skirtings, F ax and Tow Linen Bagging; Wool and
Rag Carpeting, &c.

Tt lets off the warp, throws theshuttles, treads the
treaddles; and winds up the Cloth, by simply turn-
¥ ing acrank, Thirty yardsperday can be wove, arnd

even four yards in an hour can bs wrought upon it.

.. To make the changes from oné kind of yeloth to
another (on the same Warp), requires but two
minutes, and is 50 easy and simple that a ¢hild can
make them after once showing.

For partioulars and circulars enclose stamp, and

address,
~ WORTHEN & BAKER,
Manuficturers and dealers in Looms, Warps Fimng
Yarns, Reeds, Metal Harness; Bobbin
Shuttles, &c.,

Coa.ticooke, P. Q., and Port Hope, Ont.

OHOIOE TULIPS I‘OR SALE.

_ From~ and after the ‘hst day of July, the following assortmems of CHOICE ASSORTED
TULIPS, being part of the collection of the underslgned, will lie tor sale al the Wn'xnss Office,,
Great 8t J: amesstreeﬁ e ;

Parcels of 12 assortad I‘me Tuhpss E':fty c“"t‘ each ;
» A k 30 ‘ i : SL L One Dollar o 7 : :
410 4 % ThreeDallam

'

~ Two Parcels of 100 each w:ll be given for Five Dolla.m. S

AT t.he abcva ‘will be blooming ‘bilbe'in fine ordef. - - : .

. - Pa¥des ordering from a distance will please specify the mode of conveyance. Posbage would
be high if sent by Mail, and Express charges are also very dear upon-sueli small parcels. The:
best WAy, merefote, 18 to send for them by some friend visiting the city.

; CULTUBE OF THE TULIP. .- , :
'rtmms are t!ze Mokl mgm§ eolored and riohly diversified of all flowers, and bloom ata !eason
of the year (from %th May to f o

June), when there are few.or noother ﬂowérs 1n the farden.
"~ Anyoneplantinga bed, containing say 100. bulbs, about six inches apart, each huve :
. besutifal show, that will richly reconipense the outlay; and these bulbs will, & avetage, -
‘inerease fully: ﬁf’ty per cent. perannum. The best form of a bed is about four det. wtde and as

long e’ Tocessary, and the best exposure m to be cpan 10 the morning sun, and nhaad from che
Aoonday sup.

" The t48p shodld be &anted about three or four incles deegsm fall in rich méllow 801, and on -
‘no account kept out of the ground through the winter. the rule also wiﬁhﬂém‘ly all bul.
bous Toots,= wﬂw us, which will not stand the rros bem the chief ax: und
" should bé. of & rably d’ry namre, a8 water lodging al e roots of bul '5 Veriyl

‘infarious. !l -all that 18 necegsary is to keep free rrom weeds by lightly gtt “theeart,

me nemxer to tnjure the roots nor stems. No- otion of any kind
ter, as any ma.nure or straw:above these bulbe in winter: -
draws up the ste a mbe hmg snd slander in 8 ‘After the flowers have fallen, the seed-.

o pods 8 the plant’s M.temﬂh k&o o mnature the seed, .

5 and the bumwmshﬂ bﬁm like that of a earrot or-onion whan it runs to seed. .

‘BeRi Ly s S SR it
y o off the a8 §oLL
:& th:a now;grm season 18 over. Tz this mﬁm ng can xio Tore matn tor next tho.

mﬂn 5
thrive which had it stom! Ay
*mher it may be cut clean away m-a&e Mbsﬁgm@ bt no mu':ﬁe ¥ T
plamed six incﬂes apagt the bulbs need Dot he mten up and sepbm&edg'm he second ’?:}mWhen

- JOHN nouau&.
' Witness' @’ice, 2

. MONTREAL. .~
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| APPEAL'CASES.  ADDRESSES. ‘fBu.L HEADS ‘
PAMPHLETS. - SERMONS. . LAWBLANKS.

CATALQGUES'."« - PROGRAMMES. “-pRUGGlSTS LABELS SN
HANDBILLS. xiausmsss CARDS. DEEDS. .~

POSTERS.  CONSTITUTIONS. - BONDS. '~
nzpoa'rs ' MORTGAGES. "cmcuuns
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Pam'raas, g
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q‘ MONTREAL BuswEss GOLLEGE
Cumer af ﬂotre ﬂame strest and Place d’Armes.

A Lmlc " ﬂw Br _/ant emd Stmtton Immmtwnal Chain.

THE BUBINEBB AXD COMMERCIAL COURSE’ INCLUDM

~(BO0K K’EEPIN(:, DGUBLE AND SiNGLE ENTRY, COMMERCIAL,

' AND MENTAL ARITHMETIC, PRACTICAL PENMAN-

SH'P BUSIN ESS PRACT ICE AND OORRESPON DENCE, '

AI:S

;TELEGHAPHIKG AXD ?BOROGH&I’R'S} B

A Sc!mlmmp immod by the Montreal Branch entitles the holder to Tumon for an unlimited
period of tire, nnampmumor rev!ewmsany parﬁott.noCmru inanyot the Coneguoon-
.- heoted with the Chaln.

- The Mu‘hmue of students 1s gradually and steadily nwreaslnz, -and mtny Who have been in

: AAre DOW ocdupying positions of trustand responsibility in Montreal and. other places,
Evetyoﬂ‘bn‘.is mdetoumthone who dre deaervlnzwd mmpemzwmmatmm

B Tkeorlxmaloopfnuthe mnwmmm«umunhu maybomnmipguuﬁonanhu
College :
o Mfmm&m ummm Worlu, mvummm&.mwm
) ) MONTREAL, mm&,m
)IB.J Tuxxx, :
Prlnclpul, :
. Mont{real Business coneze.

We have much pleasure in expressing our approval of the sntem
\of instraction and f.raimng for business purs Eﬂ opted and curgged ont.l;g. %gnr College, W

= bave lately received into our emeploymen Book-kes
; iﬂd 1a previous tmtmgiiona of the kin to our knowleﬁ:a,p:;& we havo touml himin -

‘every ranpec tuuyeompetonttor the situation.
. Waromam, : i L
g ’Yaurnruly, .
JAm MAVOR&UQ, :
Mmmmmmc,emq!l%vebmw Jblm#rem.

o Mz.J. msnn, SR
: Pﬂncimb Sy .
MoutrwBusmmOoueze .

: DEAR 818, —~W :
g ‘gounge(ﬂ yonreoommendedwusu% o h‘w% %@%‘f&& Ho hasun. .
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reommindﬁtmm testify tothe advanmesog Youf'ﬂwﬁ ¥ goneral cor
‘ Woars,doarai, ,
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THIRD CIRCULAR TO ADVERTISERS.

THE

-

NEW DOMINION MONTHLY.

MONTREAL, CANADA: JOHN DOUGALL & SON, PUBLISHERS.

The Publishers of “THE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY,” in view of the success which this new
Canadian Literary Periodical has met with in the first nine months of its issue, confidently pre-
dict for it a widely-extended eirenlation and a permanency which no other British Amerlean
Monthiy has yet obtained.

The DoMINION already finds its way into E1GHT THOUSAND CANADIAN HoMES, and advertise-
ments thus introduced into 8o large a number of Intelligent families cannot fall to be remunera-
tive to its patrons,

British Manufacturers are beginning to appreciate the value of the DoMINION a8 & means of
increasing their business; and we have been favored with annunal contracts with Messrs. Robert
Wotherspoon & Co., the Manufacturers of the celebrated Glenfield Stareh; and alsowith Messrs,
Plesse & Lubin, the equally celebrated Perfume Manufacturers.

We agaln invite attention to this new Monthly,
Until further notice, tha following will be the rates of advertising i~

Fly-leaves, per page, - . - - $10.00 per month,
“ “ half page, - - - - 6.00 €
“ # faur lines, double column, - 1.00 “
¢ ¢+ additional lines, - - . 124 “
A square, or eighth-page, - - - - 2.00 o
Printed leaves bound in, - - - - 1.00 per 1,000,

For pages of cover, and first page of fly-leaves after reading-matter,
special rates are charged.

To advertisers for three months, a discount of 12} per cent. will be made; for six months,
20 per cent. ; and for 12 months, 33} per cent. orrthe above rates.

British advertisers will please calculate five dollars to the pound sterling; and advertisers in
the United States will remit in gold or its value.

Parties at a distance who may doubt the above statements with regard to figures, would do
well to inform themselves of their correctness, through their friends here, or through advertising
agents, to whom every facility for verifying our circulation will be afforded.

No advertisement ean be inserted of bat or doubtful character,

All communications or remittances to be addressed (post-paid) to

JOMN DOUCALL & SON,

PUBLISHERS, MONTREAL, CANADA.
Montreal, August, 1868.



"~ DR.COLBY’S
Anti-Costive and Tonic Pills,

Are a safe and reliable remedy in all diseases of the Stomach, Liver, and Bowels. They are
no Quack Medicine, puffed up by high-sounding testimonials from imaginary people; but are
the result of forty years’ experience of a first-class physician, and their extraordinary success is
due to the fact that they answer exactly their name. The formula from which they are prepared
is based on sound, scientific principles, and has received the unqualified approbation of the
medical profession. They do not profess to be a cure for all ; but for all diseases arising from any
derangements of the Stomach, Liver, and Bowels, they furnish an effectual remedy. We have
in our possession over one hundred testimontials from physicians who have used them in their
practice and highly approve of them, among which are the following :—

The undersigned physicians cheerfully certify to the high professional standing of Dr. Colby,
of Stanstead, one of the oldest and best physicians, and to the excellent qualities of his “ ANTI-
. COSTIVE AND TONIC PILLS,” which we have used in our practice, and highly approve,

J. H, Gibson, M.D., Dunham C.E. C. E. Cotton, M.D., Cowansville.
Charles Brown, M.D., Cowansville. 8, 8, Foster, M.D., Brome,
J. C. Butler, M.D. Waterloo, John Erskine, M.b., ‘Waterloo,
Norman Cleveland, M.D., Branston. N. Jenks, M.D., Barnston.
C. W. Cowles, M.D., Scanstead. John Meigs, M.D., Stanstead.

.- Joseph Breadon, M.D,, Surgeon, R. N. Benjamin Damon, M.D,, Coaticook.

Lemuel Richmond, M.D., Derby Line.

8,J. FOSS & CO., Sherbrooke, P. Q., Sole Proprietors, HENRY, SIMPSON & CO., Montreal,
Wholesale Agents. .

JACOB’S RHEUMATIC LIQUID.

- For the immediate relief and permanent cure of Rheumatism, Sprains, Bruises, Burns, Frost-
Bites, Lame Back, Side, Limbs, or Stomach, Cramp, Numbness of Limbs, Swelling of Joints,
Sudden Colds, Diptheria, Sore Throat, etc.

JACOPRS REEEUMATIC LIQUID

Has been before the public for upwards of twenty years, and such are its merits that 1t is now
Justly considered as an indispensable article in every family where it is known.

It has never been forced on public attention by flaming advertisements of remarkable cures
that never had any existence; but, by its own peculiar value as an unfailing remedy, it has
worked its way into public favor.

Having a wonderful effect when taken internally, in quickening the circulation of the blood,
it is invaluable to persons predisposed to Paralysis, or subject to attacks of Heart-Disease, In
cases of Dyspepsia, where food distresses, it affords prompt relief, and, continued for a short time,
sets everything right.

The name of the medicine is blown in each bottle of the genuine; and the purposes for which
it is intended, as well as the mode of using, attached.

HENRY, SIMPSON & CO., Montreal, Wholesale Agents, 8. J. FOSS & CO,, Sherbrooke,
P. Q., Sole Proprietors.

HUNT'S EMPIRE HAIR GLOSS.

This pleasant, agreeable, and scientific preparation is an indispensable article for the toilet.
It cleanses the scalp, renders the hair of a darker appearance, is easily applied and will not
stain the finest linen. Those using the Empire Hair Gloss will find that it renders the harshest
and coarsest hair soft, glossy fine, and beautiful, disposiog it to stay in any position in which it
is placed. It prevents the hair from fulling out, invigorates and strengthens it, and often pro-
duces & new growth of halr where it has already disappeared, by invigorating and restoring the
skin, nerves, muscles, hlood-vessels, and roots of the hair. PRICE 25 CaxTs.

8. J. FOSS & CO., Proprietors and Sole Manufacturers, Sherbrooke, Province of Quehec.?
HENRY, SIMPSON & Co., Montreal ; LLymaxs, ELLtoT & Co., Torouto, Wholesale Agents. i




