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LORD AMHERST’S MONUMENT. 85

(Montreal in 1760.)

ATELY, we gave a biographical
sketch of Sir Jeffry Amherst, Knight
of the Bath. A correspondent has
sent us, to complete the work, a copy
of the inscriptions prepared for the
' Monument erected to his memory by
‘ his son, Sir J. Amherst, also Knight
of the Bath,

This Monument, which is about
35 or 36 feet high, is situated on a
; / pleasant eminence, opposite Lord
Amherst’s dwellmg-house, called * Montreal,” near Riverhead,
in Kent : —

(FIRST FACE LOOKING ALMOST SOUTH-EAST.)

DEDpICATED

TO THAT MOST ABLE STATESMAN,
DURING WHOSE ADMINISTRATION
CAPE BRITON AND CANADA WERE CONQUERED;
AND FROM WHOSE INFLUENCE TIE DRITISH ARNS
DERIVED A DEGREE OF LUSTRE UNPARALLELED IN PAST AGES,
b



66 THE DEW DROP.

(SECOND FACE NORTH-EAST.)

T0 COMMEMORATE
THE PROVIDENTIAL AND HARPY MEETING OF TOREE BROTHERE,
ON THIS, THEIR PARENTAL GQROUND,
on THE 23TH January, 1754,
AFTER A 81X YEARS AGLORIOUS WAR,
IN WHICH THE THREE WERE SUCCKSSFULLY ENGAGED,
IN VARIOUS CLIMES, SEASONS, AND SERVICES.

(THIRD SIDE NORTH-WEST.)

LOUISBURG SURRENDERED,

AND 81X FPRENCH BATTALINNS PRISONERS uF WAR, THE 26TH oF JuLy, 1758.
FVORT DU QUESNE TAKEN POSSESSION oF, THE¢ 24vn Nov., 1758.
TICONDEROGA TAKEN Pussess{oN oF, THE 26Tu JoLy. 1759.
CROWN-POINT TAKEN POsSESSION oF, THE 41H oF avcusr, [759.
QUEBEC CAPITULATED, THE 18Th or sepr, 1759.

(FOURTH SIDE SOUTH-WEST.)

FORT LEVI S8URRENDERED, THE 28tu oF avcust, 1760.
ISLE-AUX-NOIX ABANDONED, THE 28711 AuGusT, 1760.
MONTREAL SURRENDERED, AND WITH IT ALL CANADA,
AND TEN FRENCI! DATTALIONS LAID DOWN THEIR ARMS,

THE 8TH oF sepTeMmeER, 1760,

ST. JOHNS, NEWFUUNDLAND, RETAKEN, 'Tng ISte or seer.,, 1762,

THE DEW DROP.
BY MISS H. E, F. LAY,

Sweet pearl of the morning, pure daughter of carth,
So brilliant in beauty, so priceless in worth 5

Say, why hast thou come from thy radiant sphere,
To gleaw as a gem for the herbage to wear?

¢ T have left my bright courts in the azure built sky,
1 have came from the glance of the burning cye,
On the storm.cloud full oft my beauty did glow,

1 have shown in the drops of the Cuvevant bow.

« I have wandered at will “mid the thunderbolt’s ire,
I have flashed back the lizht of the metcor's fire,
I have caught from the glurious sunsst 2 hue,

" And symbaled the brightness of heaven to view,

1 have mingled at noon *mid the rivulet’s flow,
And the willow have kissed on the valley below ;

e e
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THE DEW DROP. 67

On the occan my chariot has ofien been borne
ind the Roamer’s whito pennon my beauty hath worn,

“ My eye hath oft flashed to tho gems of the night,

1 have caught the first rays of the morn’s rasy light ;
The sweet star of evening is sc=: on my crest,

And the beams of mght's queen adorn my cleur breast.

¢ On the Seld, to the slumbeting soldier Pve come,
And mixed with his tears, as he dreamed of his home ;
I have watched with affection tho tomb of the fair,
And nourished the overgreens love planted there.

¢ I've tasted the breath of the violet blue,
And lent to the lily its beau’cous hue;

On the crown of the rose my palaco is set,
In the vine flower I place my purs coronet.

¢ I've come with rich offering's in my tiny hand,
And clothed with rejoicing 'l many a land ;
The harvest hath vened to Oy life giving power,
As Istooped to revive in the dark blighting hour.

¢ I've called up the herb from its mangion below,
The garden my summons niost potent doth show ;
I’ve passed to give sweet to the nectary’s lip,

That the bee from its cup swee: treasures might sip.

“ I've come to the carth as a gitl from the sky,

As formed by the hand of the matehless on high
And where'er my light footstep rejoicing hath been,
Life, Beauty and Love on my pathway aro scen.”

Fair child of the morning, thoun beautiful one,

Thou art like to that fuith sent down from God's throne,
Whose love to carth’s valley of sorrow is given,

"To nourish and water the spint for heavon.

In offliction’s dark blight, in adversity’s hour,

It visitg the son! with its life.giving power;

When the fond hearts affections are reft in their bluom,

1t nurses Hope's blossoms beyond the dark tomb;

And like thee, when cxhaled *mid the blue of the sky,

1t shines most resplendent in glory on high.

~ e o

% ¢ A Persian philosopher being asked by what method he had
acquired so much knowledge, answered, * By not allowing
shame to prevent me from asking questions, when I was
jgnorant.” )




68 RUNNING THE RAPIDS.
RUNNING TIIE RAPIDS,

BOUT five-and-twenty years ago, at the head
of the Long Sault Rapids on the Ottawa, there
resided & family of the name of Diummond.
£Y) On that, one of the mightiest water powers in
P W) the new world, Mr. Drummond had erected
saw mills on a gigantic scale, the produce of which, was con-
veyed down the rapidsto Montreal, by experienced and skilful
raftsmen, or voyageurs. The situation was wild and romaatic, in
the extreme. Numerous islands studded the surfage of the ra-
pid river, dividing the stream into many and diversified chan-
nels, through which the waters rushed furiously, in proportion
to their width. Wild duck, and water fowl sported joyously
over its snowy foam. At one part the banks were covered with
luxuriant foliage, at another craggy rocks hung impending over
the waters, entwined with lichens of the brightest colors and
most varied forms. '

The passage of the Long Sault did indeed require, that he
who stemmed the perilous rapids should be endowed with strong
nerve and powerful arm ; hut both of these qualities were con-
spicuous in Mr. Drummeond. Of Herculean strength, he not
only speedily became remarkably skilful in paddling his birch
canoe, but at last fearlessly took his wife and children in the
same frail bark. She was a delicate little creature, clinging
with all the depth of a true woman’s loving nature to her hus.
band. Their family consisted of four children. The two eld-
est, a little boy and girl, had been promised by their parents an
excursion down the rapids, when the spring ice was entirely
dispersed, and they awaited with eager expectation the leng-
looked-for and much.anticipated pleasure. It came at last.—
The first of June was announced by their papa as that on which
they would take the proposed trip. Full of glee and joy the happy
children retired to rest the previous night, but their slumber was
soon broken by a storm, awful in its grandeur, accompanied
with thunder and lightning. It was literally a deluge of rain,
and lasted for several hours, with a perfect hurricane of wind.
The children feared their excursion must be postponed, but to
their glad surprise clear and cloudless broke the morning after
the storm, nature looking brighter and fresher from its effects,

!
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Mrs. Drummond was eatly awakened by the voice of the little
Ada: ¢ Look, mamma, look ; the sun shines for us ;—do get
up.”” The fond mother smiled at the earnestness of the little
fairy beside hier, and rose in answer to her urgent entreaties.

Their preparations for departure were soon completed. In
the first canoe were Mr. and Mrs. Drummond and an experi-
enced voyageur, the children being seated with their mother at
the bottom of the cance on buffalo skins. In the second were
two men, and one female servant. The waterfalls and torrents
were brought into full activity by the night’s rain, and were
dashing madly down the gullies formed by it inn the sides of the
overhanging rocks. The river boiled furiously along, bearing
on its foaming surface large trees, which the wind had broken
or uprooted, and it required all the united efforts of the strong
men of the party to guide the frail barks in their perilous car-
eer. They, however, thought lightly of dangers and obstacles
which, to a less experienced hand and eye, would have been
deemed insurmountable ; yet aware that the slightest want of
caution on their part would be fatal. As they neared the St.
Anne’s rapids, the mother clasped the little Ada still more close-
ly to her breast; yet did her true heart stay itself courageously
on the cool, calm courage of the stranger mind beside her. Not
by one word, or exclamation, did she express a shadow of wo-
manly weakness or fear. They flew along, merely using their
paddles to steer through the dangers of the way. The canoe,
was impelled swiftly forward by the fierce impetuosity of
the waters, which presented a foaming barrier a little distance
ahead, in the rapids they were approaching. Fragments of
water-riven trees had there collected during the hurricane, and
dashed about in tumultuous disorder. Onthey steered in perfect
silence ; they flew with lightning speed over the first and most
intricate channel, and had just cleared it in safety, when the
bark struck against a rock, covered by the eddyir_ foam, and
in 2 moment both canoes were engulphed in the furious waters,
and carried helplessly down the mighty current. Even in that
agonizing moment the presence of mind of Mr. Drummond did
not forsake him, though the awful knowledge ofthe fate of his
beloved enes, flashed like lightning across him. Rising to the
surface, borne down by the mighty stream, he yet struck out
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towards shore. Ah! whatisthat? A faint ery met his ear,
aud the floating form of the little Ada swept by him. Vaiuly,
with a-convulsive grasp, he endeavored to seize the light gar-
ments of the child 5 bhe saw the fair ringlets, shading the sweet,
pale face, hurried past him. Another moment he gained the
shore. He sprang up the bank, and gazed around over the
scene of desolation, What a sight met that strong, loving heart !
He stood alone, : -iere, a moment before, he was surrounded
by that heart’s fondest treasures.  In vain, with eyes dim with
agony, he gazed on the wide expause of waters rushing on,
rushing on ; they swept by, as though in mockery of the loving
human hearts entombed in themn.  For one moment, but one,
the strong man hent under the pressure of such fearful sorrow,
then with acry of anguish to heaven, sped on by the sile ofthe
dark river, in the hope of catching some traces of the lost in
the calm expanse of waters a mileor two helow His aching
vision wanders over the scene. What is it that arrests his
gaze? At some distance he sees—can it be%—one of the
canoes turned upside dowa in the stream. To rush on, spring
into the river, and tow i to shore, was speedy work to an arm

. nerved with desperation ; but how does his heart beat with al-
most overpowering sensations of aiternate hope and fear, as he
remarks its unusual weight. Yos; there, extended at the bot-
tom of the canoe, lies, thongh to all appearance lifeless, the form
of his heloved wife. On reaching forward to her child, as they
neared the rapids, she iad placed her hands under the braces
of the canoe, and at its upset became fixed under them. To
that providential circumstance she owedthe preservation of her
life. With breathless anxiety Mr. Drummond hung over that
pale, mute form. All was still, save the wild beating of his
own heart. But see, she moves! Once more those loving
eyes are raised to his, and now those beloved lips murmur his
name.

Gradually consciousness returned, but with it the fearful
truth of her berravement. * Ada, Ada,” she repeated, wildly
stretching forth her arms as if to embrace her.  « Hubert, too,
where, where are they 77

Mr. Drummondturned for & moment from that look of exquisite
anguish, then spoke, in a tone tremulous with emotion, * True
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ALLISTON’S DECISION ON HIS OWN PICTURE. 71

wife, he is spared to thee, who once, in joy or in sorrow, thou
vowed to follow ; prove now the truth of that vow, and come to
the heart which, with thee left to it, can bear under all other
trials, bitter though they be.”

One moment the bitterness of a mother’s despair overspread
her pale features, yet through them, even then, there shone the
depth of her devoted affection; the next, she sought and
found refuge in the arms opened to receive her. Nobly did
that heroic woman bear up, subduing her own untold agony,
and calmly reseating hersclt in the canoe which had proved the
tomb of her beloved ones.  Again they set forth on their peril.
ous course, to seek aid in searching for the lifelesg_bodiea of
their children and servants. Assistance was soon at hand, but
it was not till the next day that the body of the little Ada was
discovered, quite uninjured, however, by its passage down the
stream ; and even in death her face wore the same lovely ex.
pression which had so characterized itin life. A smile still

rested on the sweet lips of the sleeper in that last long sleep ;

one might have fancied she was aware that her early death
had but wafted her to the haven where those who mourned her
pain would be. The sorrowing parents returned home with
the bodies of their beloved children, and the habitans of the
river yet relate, with tender rcgret, the loss of the litile Ada, at
the running of the rapids.

C. H,, Rice Lake,
January, 1853.

SRR

ALLISTON>S DECISION ON HIS OWN PICTURE,

There is something inevitably touching, simple, ané beautiful, in
the following fact :—Some years after Alliston had acquired consider-
able reputation as a painter, a friend showed bim a miniatare, and
begged he would give a sincere opinion upon the merits, as the young
man who drew it had some thoughts of becoming a painter by pra-
fession. Alliston, after much pressing and declining to give an epi-
nion, candidly told the gentieman he feared the lad would never do
any thing as a painter, and advised his following some more congenial
pursuit. His friend then convinced him that the work had been
done by Alliston himself, for this very gentleman, when Alliston was
quite young.
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THE WARDEN OF CINQUE PORTS
['The following poem, communicated by a friend, is the best
we have seen on Lhe death of the Duke of Wellington. It ve.
trays that happy ingenuity in the use of known circumstances,
and peculiar stylc in weaving all into measure, that Longfellow
displays, and has been attributed to him] :—
A mist was driving down the British Channel,
The day was just begun;

And through the window.panes, on floor and panel,
Streamed the red Autumn sun.

1t glanced on flowing flag, and rippling pennon,
And the white sails of ships ;

And, from the frowning rampart, the black ecannen
Hailed it with feverish lips.

Sandwich and Romney, Hastings, Hithe, and Dover
Were all alert that day,

To sec the French war-steamers speeding over,
When the fog cleared away.

Sullen, and silent, and like couchant lions,

Their cannon, through the night,

Holding their breath, had watched, with grim dcfiance,
The seca-coast opposite.
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And now they roared at drum-beat, from their stations
On ovety citadel 5

Each answering each with morning salutations,

That all was well !

And down the coast, all taking up the burden,
Replicd the distant forts,

As if to summon from his sleep the Warden,
And Lord of the Cinque Porls.

Him shall no sunshine from the fields of azure,
No drum.beat from the wall,

No morning gun from the black forts embrazure,
Awalken with their call ! :

No more surveying, with an eye impartial,

The long line of sca-coast,

Shall the gaunt figure of the old Field.Marshall, N
Be seen upon s post !

For in the night, unseen, a single warrior,

In sombre harness mailed,

Dreaded of man—awd surnamed the Destroyer,
Tho rampart wall had egaled.

He passed into the chamber of the eleaper,
The dark and silent room;

And as ho cntered, darker grew and deeper,
The silence and the gloom. -

He did not stop to parley and dissemble,
But smote the Warden hoar ;

Ah! what a blow ! that made all England tremble,
And groan from share to shore.

Meanwhile, without, the surly cannon waited,
T'he sun rose bright o’er head ;

Nothing in Nature's aspect intimated

That a great man was dead !

SSERPLEE-

A young clergyman, in conversation with the Duke of Wel.
lington, was representing what Ze considered the folly of sending
missionaries to India ; when he received the following charac-
teristic reproof from the Iron Duke, ¢ Young man, look to your
marching orders.”
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UNCLE TOM'S CABIN; OR, LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY.

CHAPTER XI.—CoNTINUED.
(Continued from puge 56.)

v

S22 RS, Bird hastily deposited the various arti-

call the woman. Soon, arrayed
in a cloak, bonnet and shawl, that
had belonged to her benefactress,
= she appearcd at the door with her
— child in her arms. Mr. Bird hur-
yEeinss. ried her intothecarriage, and Mrs.
3 @ Bird pressed on alter her to the
,:‘1-;."‘ ‘carriage steps. Eliza leaned out of
¥~ the carriage, and putout her hand,
—a hand.as soft and beautiful as was
given in return.  She fixed her large,
dark eyes, full of earnest meaning, on Mrs.
Bird’s face, and seemed going to speak. Her lips moved,—she
tried once or twice, but there was no sound,—and pointing up-
ward, with a look never to be forgotten, she fell back in the
seat, and covered her face. The door was shut, and the carriage
drove on.

VVhat a situation, now, for a patriotic senator, that had been
<l the week before spurring up the legislature of his native state
to pass more stringent resolutions against escaping fugitives, their
harborers and abettore !

1t wasfulllatein the night when the carriage emerged, and stood
at the door of a large farm-house. It took no inconsi-lerable per-
severance to arouse the inmates; but at last the respectable pro-
prietor appeared, and undid the door.

¢ Are you the man that will shelter 2 poor woman and child
from slave catchers? said the senator, explicitly.

¢ § rather think I am,’ said honest John, with some considerable
emphasis.

¢ I thought so,” said the senator.
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“ k ¢ If there’s anybody comes,’ said the good man, stretching his
\ tall, muscular form upward, ¢why here I’m ready for him: and
%3 I’ve got seven sons, each six foot high, and they’ll be ready for

’em. Give our respects to ’em,” said John; ¢tell them no mat-
ter how soon they call,—malee no kinder difference to us,” said
Joun, running his fingers through the shocle of hair that thatched
his head, and bursting out into a great laugh, . . .

The senator, in a few words, briefly explained Eliza’s history,

e

IR Ry

¢ Ye’d better jest put up here, now, till daylight,’ said he, hear-
tily, ¢and 1ll call up the old woman, and havea bed got ready for
you L1 no time.

¢ Thank you, my good friend,” said the senator; ¢l must be
along, to take the night stage for Columbus.’

¢ Ah ! well, then, if you must, I'll go a piece with you, and show
you a cross road that will take you there better than the road you
came on. That road’s mighty bad.’

John equipped himself, and, with a lantern in hand, was soon
seen guiding the senator’s carriage towards a road that ran down
in a hollow, back of his dwelling. When they parted, the senator
put into his hand a ten dallac bill,

¢It’s {or her,” he said, briefly.

¢ Ay, ay,’ said John, with equal conciseness.

They shook hands, and parted.

CHAPTER XII.

ELIZA I¥ THE QUARER EETTLEMENT.

. A quict scene now rises before us. A large, roomy, neatly-
painted kitchen, its yellow floor glossy and smooth, and without a
particle of dust; a neat, swell-blackel cooking-stove ; rows of
shining tin, suggestive of unmentionable good things to the appe-
tite ; glossy green wood chairs, old and firm ; a small flag-bottom=
ed rocking-chair, and in the chair, gently swaying back and for-
ward, her eyes bent on some fine sewing, sat our old friend Eliza.
Yes, there she is, paler and thinner than in her Kentucky home,
with a world of quiet sorrow lving under the shadow of her long
eyelashes, and marking the outline of her gentle mouthl It was
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plain see how old and firm the girlish heart was grown under
the discipline of heavy sorrow ; and when, anon, her large dark
eye was raised to follow the gambols of her little Harry, who was
sporting like some tropical butterfly, hither and thither over the
floor, she showed a depth of firmness and steady resolve that was
never there in her earlier and happier days.

By her side sat a woman with a bright tin pan in her lap, into
which she was carefully sorting some dried peaches. She might
be fifty-five or sixty ; but bers was one of those faces that time
seems to touch only to brighten and adorn. The snowy lisse crape
cap, made after the strait Quaker pattern,—the plain white mus-
lin handkerchief, lying in placid folds across her bosom,—the drab
shawl and dress,—showed at once the community to which she
belonged. Her face was round and rosy, with a healthful downy
softness, suggestive of a ripe peach. Her hairg partially silvered
by age, was parted smoothly back from a high placid forehead, on
which time had written no inscription, except peace on earth,
good will to men, and beneath shone a large pair of clear, honest,
loving brown eyes ; you only needed to look straight into them,
to feel that you saw to the bottom of a heart as good and true as
ever throbbed in woman’s bosom. . . .

¢ And so thee still thinks of going to Canada, Eliza ” she said,
as she was quietly looking over her peaches.

¢ Yes, ma’am,’ said Eliza, firmly. ¢1 must go onward. I dare
not step.’

¢ And what Il thee do, when thee gets there? Thee must
think about that, my daughter.” ¢My daughter’ came natural.
ly from the lips of Rachel Halliday ; for hers was just the face
and form that made ¢ mother’ seem the most natural word in
the world.
¢ I shall do—anything 1can find. I hope I can find some-
thing.’ .

¢ Thee knows thee can stay here, as long as thee pleases,” said
Rachel. :

¢Q thank you,’ said Eliza, ¢but’—she pointed to Harry—<I
can’t sleep nights: I can’t rest. Last night Idreamed I saw that
man coming into the yard,” she said, shuddering. . . .

The door here opened, and a little short, round, pincushiony
woman stood at the door, with a cheery, blooming face, like a
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ripe apple. She was dressed, like Rachel, in sober gray, with
the muslin folded neatly across her round, plump little chest.

¢ Ruth Stedman,’ said Rachel, coming joylully forward ; ¢ how
is thee, Ruth ¥ she said, heartily taking both her hands. ¢ Nicely’
said Ruth, taking off her little drab bonnet. . .

¢ Ruth, this friend is Eliza Harris ; and this is the lititle boy T
told thee of.”
¢ I am glad to see thee, Eliza,—very,” said Ruth, shaking hands
as if Eliza were an old {riend she had long been expecting ; ¢and
this is thy dear boy,—I brought a cake for him,’ she said, holding
out a little heart to the boy, who came up gazing through his curls,
and accepted it shyly. .
" ‘Simeon Halliday, a tall, straight, museular man, in drab coat
and pantaloons, and broad-brimmed hat, now entered.
" <How is thee, Ruth ?” he said, warmly, as he spread his broad
open hand for her little fat palm; ¢and how is John?
€O ! John is well, and all the rest of our folks, said Ruth,
cheerily.
- ¢ Any news, father?® said Rachel. . . .
¢ Mother !’ said Simeon, standing in the poich, and calling Ra-
chel out.
¢ What does thee want, father ?* said Rachel, rubbing her floury
hands, as she went into the porch.
< This child’s husband is in the settlement, and will be here to-
night,” said Simeon.
¢ Now, thee does n’t say that, father ?’ said Rachel, all her face
radiant with joy.
¢ I’s really true. . Peter was down yesterday, with the wagon,
to the other stand, and there he found an old woman and two men;
and one said his name was George Harris ; and, from what he
told of his history, I am certain who he is. He isa bright, likely
fellow, too.’
+ Shall we tell her now ?' said Sitzeon. .
¢ Let’s tell Ruth,’ said Rachel. ¢ Here, Ruth,—come here,’
Ruth Jaid down her knitting work, and was in the back porch
in a moment.
¢ Ruth, what does thee think? said Rachel. ¢Father says
Eliza’s husband is in the last company, and will be here to.
night.
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A burst of joy from the little Quakeress interrupted the speech.
She gave such a bound from the floor, as she clapped her little
hands, that two stray curls fell from under her Quaker cap, and
lay brightly on her white neckerchief.

¢ Hush thee, dear I’ said Rachel, gently ; ¢ hush, Ruth ! Tell
us, shall we tell her now ?

¢ Now ! to be sure,—this very minute, Why, now, suppose ’t
was my John, how should I feel ? Do tell her, right off.” . .

Rachel came out into the kitchen, where Eliza was sewing,
and opening the door of a small bedroom, said, gemiy, ¢ Come in
here with me, my daughter: I have news to tell thee.

Rachel Halliday drew Eliza toward her, and said, ¢ The Lord
hath had mercy on thee, daughter: thy husband hath escaped from
the house of bondage.’

The bleod flushed to Eliza’s cheel\ in a sadden glow, and went
back to her heart with as sudden a rush.  She sat down, pale
and.faint.

¢ Have courage, child,’ said Rachel, laying her hand on
her head. ¢He is among friends, who will bring him here to-
night.’

¢To.night!?’ Eliza repeated, ¢to-night?” The words lost all
meaning to her ; her head was dreamy and confused ; all was mist
for a mioment.

When she awolke, she found herself snugly tucked up on the
bed, with a blanket over her, and little Ruth rubbing her hands
with camphor. She opened her eyes in a state of dreamy, deli-
cious languor, such as one who has long been hearing a heavy load,
and now feels it gone, and would rest. The tension of the nerves,
which had never ceased 2 moment since the first hour of her
flight, had given way, and a strange feeling of security and rest
came over her; and, as she lay, with her large, dark eyes open,
she followed, as in a guiet uream, the motions of those about her.
She saw the door apen i tl ¢ other room; saw the supper-table,
with its snowy cloth ; heard the dreamy murmur of the singing
tea-kettle, saw Ruth tripping backward and forward, with plates
of cake, and saucers of preserves, and ever and anon stopping to
put a cake into Harry’s hand; or pat his head, or twine his long
curls round her snowy fingers. She saw Ruth’s hushand come
in,—saw her fly up to himn, and commence whispering very earn-
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estly, ever and anon, with impressive gesture, pointing her little
finger toward the room. She saw her, with the baby in her arms,
sitting down to tea ; she saw them all at table, and little Harry
in a high chair, under the shadosw of Rachel’s ample wing ; there
were low murmurs of talk, gentle tinkling of tea.spoons, and mu-
sical clatter of cups and saucers, and all mingled in a delightful
dream of rest; and Eliza slept, as she had not slept before, since
the fearful midnight hour when she had taken her child and fled
through the frosty star-light.

3he dreamed of a heautiful conntry,—a land, it seemed to her,
of rest,—green shores, pleasant islands, and beautifully glittering
water; and there, in a house which kind voices told her was a
home, she saw her boy playing a free and happy child. She heard
her husband’s footsteps ; she felt him coming nearer; his arms
werc around bier, his tears falling on her face, and she awoke ! Tt
was no dream. The daylight had long faded ; her child lay calm.
ly sleeping by herside ; a candle was burning dimly on the stand,
and ber husband was sobbing by her pillow.

The next morning was a cheerful one at the Quaker house.
¢ Mother’ was up betimes, and surrounded by busy girls and hoys,
whom we had scarce time to introduce to our readers yesterday,
and who all moved 10 Rachel’s gentle ¢ Thee had better,” or more
gentle ¢ Had n’t thee better? in the work of getting breakfast;
for a breakfast in the luxurious valley of Indiana is a thing com.
plicated and multiform. While, John ran to the spring for fresh
wafer, aad Simeon the second sifted meal {or corn-cakes, and Ma.
ty ground coffee, Rachel moved genily and quietly about, making
biscuits, cutting up chicken, and diffusing a sort of suany radi-
ance over the whole proceeding generally.

Everything went on so sociably, so quietly, so harmoniously,
in the great kitchen,—even the knives and forks had a social clat-
ter as they went on to the table; and the chicken and ham had a
cheerful and joyous fizzle in the pan, as if they rather enjoyed be-
ing cooked than otherwisej—and when George and Eliza and lit-
tle Harry came out, they met such a hearty, rejoicing welcome,
no wonder it seemed to them like a dream.

At Jast, they were all seated at breakfast, while Mary stood at
the stove, baking griddle-cakes, which, as they gained the true
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exact golden brown tint of perfection, were transferred quite han-
dily at the table.

Rachel never looked so truly and benignly happy as at the head
of hertable. There was so much motherliness and full hearted-
ness even in the way she passed a plate of cakes or poured a cup
of coffee, that it seemed to put a spirit into the food and drink she
offered.

This, indeed, was a homie,—Rkome,—a word that George had
never yet known a meaning for; and a belief in God, and trust
in his providence, began to encircle his heart, as, with a gelden
¢loud of protection and confidence, dark, misanthropic, pining,
atheistic doubts, and fierce despair, melted away before the light
of a living Gospel, breathed in living faces, preached by a thou-
sand unconscious acts of love and good will, which, like the cup
of cold water given in the name of a disciple, shall never lose

their reward. . . . ‘
¢ hope, my good sir, that you are not exposed to any difficulty

on our account,’ said George.

¢ Fear nothing, George, for therefore we are sent into the world.
If we would not meet trouble for a good cause, we were not wor-
thy of our name.’

¢ And now thou must lie by quietly this day, and to-night, at ten
o’tlock, Phineas Fletcher will carry thee onward to the next
stand,—thee and the rest of thy company. The pursuers are hard
after thee; we must not delay.’

¢ If that is the case, why wait till evening 2 said George.

¢ Thou art safe here by daylight, forevery one in the settlement
is a Friend, and all watching. It has been found safer to travel
by night.> . . .

The afternoon shadows stretched eastward, and the round red
sun stood thoughtfully on the horizon, and his beams shone yel-
low and calm into the little bed-room where George and his wife
were sitting. He was sitting with his child on his knee, and his
wife’s hand in his. Both looked thoughtful and serious, and traces
of tears were on their cheeks.

¢ Yes, Eliza,” said George, ¢ I know all you say is true. You
are a good child,—a great deal better than Iam ; apd I will try to
do as yousay. DIl try to act worthy of a freeman. Tl try to
feel like a Christian.’
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¢ And when we get to Canada,’ said Eliza, ¢I can help you.
1 can do dress-making very well; and I understand fine washing
and ironing; and between us we can find something to live on.?

« Yes, Eliza, so long as we have each other and our boy. O
Eliza, if these people only knew what a blessing it is for a man to
feel that his wife and child belong to im! I've often wondered
to see men that could call their wives and children their own fret-
ting and worrying about anything else. Why, T feel nch and
strong, though we have nothing but our bare hands.’

¢ But yet we are not quite out of danger,’ said Eliza ; ¢ we are
not yet in Canada/’

¢True,’ said George, ¢but it seems as if I smelt the free air,
and it makes me strong.’

At this moment, voices were heard in the outer apartment, in
earnest conversation, and very soon a rap was heard on the door.
Eliza started and opened it.

Simeon Halliday was there, and with him a Quaker brother,
whom he introduced as Phineas Fletcher.

¢Our friend Phineas hath discovered something of importance
to the interests of thee and thy party, George,” said Simeon ; ¢ it
were well for thee to hear it.> That I have said Phineas.

¢ Last night I stopped at a little lone tavern, back on the road.
Well, I was tired with hard driving; and, after my supper, I
stretched myself down on a pile of bags in the corner, and pulleda
buffalo over me, to wat till my bed was ready ; and what does I
do, but get fast asleep; but whenI came to myseif a little, I
found that there were some men in the room, sitting round a ta-
ble, drinking and talking. ¢So,’ says one, ¢ they are up in the
Quaker settlement, no doubt,’ says he. Then I listened with both
ears, and 1 found'that they were talking about this very party.
This young man, they said, was to be sent back to Kentucky, to
his master, who was going to make an example of him, to keep
all niggers from running away ; and his wife, two of them were
going to run down to New Orleans to sell, on their own account,
and they calculated to get sixteen or eighteen hundred dollars for
her; and the child, they said, was going to a trader, who had
bought him ; and then there was the boy, Jim, and his mother,
they were tosend back to their masters in Kentucky. They said
that there were two constables, in a town a little piece ahead, who

F
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would go in with ’em to get ’em taken up, and the young woman
was fo be taken before a judge; and one of the fellows, who is
small and smooth-spoken, was to swear to her for his property,
and get her delivered over to him to take south.’

The group that stood in various attitudes, after this communica-
tion, was worthy of a painter, Rachel Halliday, who had taken
her hands out of a batch of biscuit, to hear the news, stood with
them upraised and floury, and with a face of the deepest con-
cern. Simeon looked profoundly thoughtful ; Eliza had tarown
her arms around her husband, and was looking up to him.
George stood with clenched hands and glowing eyes, and looking
as any other man might look, whose wife was to be sold at auc.
tion, and son sent to a trader, all under the shelter of a Christian
nation’s Jaws, :

A THRILLING INCIDENT.

HE first settlers
“in Maine found,

beside itsred faced
owners, other and abundant sources
of annoyance and danger. The ma-
jesiic forests which then waved
where now is heard the hum of busi-
pess, and where a thousand villages stand, were
the homes of innumerable, wild and savage,
animals. Often at night was the farmer’s family
aroused from sleep by the noise without, which told
that bruin was storming the sheep-pen, or the pig-sty,
or was laying violent hands upon some unlucky calf—and often,
on a cold winter evening did they roll a larger log against the
door, and with beating hearts draw closer around the fire, as the
dismal howl of the wolf echoed through the woods.  The wolf
was the most ferocious, blood-thirsty, but cowardly of all, rarely
attacking man, unless driven by severe hunger, and seeking his
victim with the utmost pertinacity. The incident which T 2m
about to relate occurred in the early history of Biddeford. A
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man who then lived on the farm occupied by Mr. H. was one
autumn occupied in felling trees at some distance from his house.
His little son eight years old, was in the habit while his mother
was busy with household cares, of running out into the field and
woods around the house, often going where the father was at
work. One day after the {rost had robbed the trees of their foli.
age, the father left his work sooner than usual, and started for
home, just on the edge of the forest he saw a curious pilé of
leaves—without stopping to think what made it, he cautiously
removed the leaves, when what was his astonishment to find his
own darling boy lying there sound asleep. ’Twas but the work
of a moment to take up the little sleeper, put in his place a small
log, carefully replace the leaves, and conceal himself among the
nearest bushes, then to watch the result.  After waiting a short
time he heard a wolf’s distant howl, quickly foliowed by another
and another, till the woods seemed alive with the fearful sounds.
The howls came nearer, and in a few minutes, a large gaunt,
“savage looking wolf leaped into the opening, closely followed by
the whole pack. The leader sprang directly upon the pile of
leaves, and in an instant scattered them in every direction. Soon
s he saw the deception, his look of fierceness and confidence
changed into that of the most abject fear. He shrank back,
cowered to the ground, cad passively awaited his fate, for the
rest enraged by the supposed cheat, fell upon him, tore him in
pieces and devoured him on the spot.  When they had finished
their comrade, they wheeled around, plunged into the forest and
disappeared ; within five minutes from the first appearance not
a wolf was in sight. The excited father pressed his child to his
bosom, and blessed the kind Providence which had led him there
to save his dear boy. The child afier playing till he was weary,
had lain down and fallen asleep, and in that situation had the
wolf found him, and covered him with leaves, till he could bring
his eomrades to the feast, but himself furnished the repast.”

GroTiUs, LorD GRANVILLE, AND oTHERS.—The memory of
Grotius was so retentive that he remembered alinost every thing
he read. Scaliger could repeat a hundred verses after once read-
ing thers. Lord Granville knew the Greek Testament, from the
beginning of Matthew to the end of the Revelation.
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THE GOVERNOR'S DAUGHTER ; OR RAMBLES IN TIE
CANADIAN FOREST.
(By Mrs. Tnainr, Authoress of “ The Canadian Crusoes,” &c.)
CHAPTER I1L

Ly ‘\ N
A RS. FRAZER, are you>very busy

jusg now 7’ asked Lady Mary,
W Jcoming up to the table where her -

2 nurse was ironing some laces.
\

N

.

* « No, my dear, not very busy, only prepar-
ing these lace edgings for your frocks. Do you want me to do
anything for you ?”

“ [ do not want anything, only to tell you that my Gover-
ness has promised to paint my dear squirrel’s picture, as soon
as it is tame, and will let me hold it in my lap without flying
away. I saw a picture of a flying squirrel to-day, but it
was very ugly, not at all like mine; it was long and flat,
ard its legs looked like sticks, and it was stretched out
just like one of those musk-rat skins that you pointed out
to me in a fur store. Mamma said it was drawn so, to
shew it while it was in the act of flying,—but it is not pretty ;
it does not shew its beaudful tail, nor its bright eyes, nor
soft silky fur. 1 heard a lady telling Mamma about a nest
full of dear, tiny little flying squirrels that her brother once
found in a tree in the forest. He tamed them, and they lived
very happily together, and would come out and feed from his
hand. ‘They slept in the cold weather like dormice; in the
day-time they lay very still, and would come out and gambol
and frisk about at night ;—but some one left the cage open,
and they all ran away except one-—and that he found in his
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bed, where it had run for shelter, with its little nose under i:s
pillow. He caught the little tellow, and it lived a long time
with him, until the spring, when it grew restless with hims
and one day it also got away, and went off to the woods.”

¢ These little creatures are impatient of confinement, and
will gnaw through the wood work of the cage to get free,
especially in the spring of the year. Doubtless, my dear, they
pine for the liberty which they used to enjoy, before they were
made captives by man. [t is a sad sight to me to see a caged
bird in spring.”

« Nurse, I will not let my little pet be unhappy. Assoon
as the warm days come again, if my Governess has drawn
his picture, I will let him go free. Are there many sc irrels
in this part of Canada ?”

“Not so many as in Upper Canada, Lady Mary. 'They
abound more some years than in others. I have seen, in the
birch and oak woods, so many black squirrels at a time, that
‘the woods seemed swarming with them. My brothers have
brought in two or three dozen in one day. The Indians used
to tell us, that waat of food, or very severe weather setting in
in the north, drives these little animals from their haunts.
The Indians, who observe these things more than we do, can
generally tell what sort of 2 winter it will be, from the number
of wild creatures that appear in the fall.”

% What do you mean by the fall, nurse 7

¢ The autumn, my lady. It is so called from the fall of the
leaves. I remember the year 1837—that was the year of the
Rebellion in Canada, Lady Mary—was remarkable for the
great number of squirrels of all kiuds, black, grey, red, flying,
and the little striped chitmunk or ground squirvel, and also
weasels and foxes. They came into the barns and granaries,
and into the houses, and destroyed a great quantity of grain,
besides grawing clothes that were laid out to dry. This they
did to line their nests with. Next year therc were few to he seen.”

« What became of them, nurse ?”

¢« Some, no doubt, fell a prey to their enemies, the cats and
foxes, and weazels, which were also very numerous that year;
and the rest most likely went back to their own country again.”

“1 should like to see a great number of these pretty crea.
tures all travelling together,” said Lady Mary.
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« All wild animals, my dear, are more active by night than
by day, and probably make their loug journeys during that
season. 'T'hey see better in darkness than by day.light. The
eyes of many animals and birds, are so formed, that they see
best in the dim twilight, as the cats and owls, and ethers.
Our Heavenly Father has fitte? all his creatures for the state
in which he has placed them.”

“ Can squirrels swim like otters and beavers, nurse? If
they came to a lake or a river, could they get across it 7”

s [ think they could, Lady Mary—for, though these creatares
are not formed like the otter or beaver, or musk.rat, to get their
living in the water, they are able to swim when necessity re-
quires them todo so. I heard a lady say that she was once
crossing a lake, between one of the islands and the shore ; she
was seated in a canoe, with a baby on her lap—she noticed a
movement on the surface of the water. At first she thought it
might be a water-snalke, but the servant lad who was paddling
the canoe said it was a red squirrel, and he tried to strike it
with the paddle ; but the little squirrel leaped out of the water,
to the biade of the paddle, and sprang on the head of the baby
that lay on the lady’s lap*; from thence it jumped to her
shoulder, and before she had recovered from her surprise, it
was in the water again, and swimming straight for the shore,
where it was soon safe in the dark pine woods.”

This feat of the squirrel’s delighted Lady Mary, who ex-
pressed her joy at the bravery of the little creature. Besides,
being a proof that squirrels could swim, she said that she
had heard her governess read out of a book of natural history,
that grey squirrels, when they wished to go to a distance in
search of food, would all meet together, and collect pieces of
bark to serve them for boats, and would set up their broad tails
like sails, to catch the wind, and, in this way, cross large
sheets of water.

«1 do not think this can be true,” observed Mrs. Frazer,
« for the squirrel, when swimming, uses his tail as an oar or
rudder io help its motion. The tail lies flat on the surface of

® The Authoress was herself the lady who was in the canoe, and her eldest
son, the baby, whose cap and frock were wetted by the light shower that was
sprinkled on him by the fearless littlc animal.
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the water ; nor do they need a boat, for God, who mnade them,
has given them the power of swimming when they require it.”

“ Nurse, you said something about a ground squirrel, and
called it a chitmunk. If you please will you tell me something
abaut it, and why it is called by such a curious name 7”

¢ [ belisve it is the Indian name for this sort of squirrel, my
dear. ‘The chitmunk is not so large as the black, ved, or grey
squirrels. It is marked along the back with black and white
stripes ; the rest of its fur is a yeilowish tawny colour. 1Tt is
a very playful, lively, cleauly animal, somewhat resembling the
dormouse in its habits. It burrowvs under ground. Its nes. is
made with great care, with many galleries, which open at the
surface, so that if an enemy attacks it, it can run into one or
another for security.”™

« How wise of these little chitmunks to think of that 7’ said
Lady Mary.

% Nay, my dear child, it is God’s wisdom, not theirs. 'Fhese
creatures work according to His will, and so they always do
what is fitlest and best for their own comfort and safety. Men
follow after their own wisdom, and so they often err. Man is
the only one of all God’s creatures that disobeys him.”

These words made Lady Mary look grave, till her nurse ba-
gan to talk to her again about the chitmunk.

“It is very easily tamed, and becomes very fond of its
master. It will obey his voice, come ut a call or a whistle, sit
up and beg, take & nut or an acorn out of its master’s hand,
run up a stick, nestle in his bosom, and make itself quite fa-
miliar. My uncle had a tame chitmunk that was much at-
tached to him; it lived in his pocket or bosom; it was his
companion by day and by night. When he was out in the
forest lumbering, or on the lakes fishing, or in the fields at.
work, it was always with him. At meals, it took its position by

_* The squirrel has many encmies, alf the weazel tribe, cats, and cven dogs
attack them. Cats kill great numbers of these little animals. The farmer
shews them as little mercy as he does rats and mice, as they are very destruc-
tive, and carry off vast quantities of grain, which _they store in hollow trees
for use; not contenting themselves with one granary, they have several, in
case one shou'd (ail, or perhaps become injured by accidenta] causes. Thus
does this simple little folk teach us & lesson of providential care for future
events.
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the side of his plate, eating any thing that he gave it; but he
did not give it meat, as he thought that might injure its health.
One day he was in the steamboat, going up to Toronto. This
little ehitmunk had been shewing off all its tricks to the ladies
and gentlemen on board the boat; and several persons offered
him money if he would sell it, but my uncle was foud of the
little thing, and would not part with it. However, just betore
he left the boat, he missed his pet. A cunning Yankee pedlar
on board had stolen it. My uncle knew that his little friend
would not desert his old master; so he went on deck where
the passengers were assembled, and whistled the tune that
was most familiar to the chitmunk, The little fellow; on hear-
ing it, whisked out of the pedlar’s pocket, and running swiftly
along a railing against which he' was standing, soon sought
refuge in his master’s bosom.” ’

Lady Mary clapped her hands with joy, and said, “I am so
glad, nurse, that the chitmunk ran back to his old friend. I
wish it had bitten that Yankee pedlar’s fingers.”

“ When angry, they will bite very sharply, set up their tails,
and run to and fro, and make a chattering sound with their
teeth. The red squirrel is very fearless for its size, and will
sometimee turn round and face you, set up its tail, and scold.
I have seen them, when busy eating the seeds of the sun-flower,
or thistle, of which they are very fond, suffer you to stand and
watch them without attempting to run away. When near
their granaries, or the tree where their nest is, they are unwil-
ling to leave it, running to and fro, and uttering their angry
notes ; but if a dog is near, they malke for a tree, and, as soon
as they are out of his reach, they turn to chatter and scold, as
long as the dog remains in sight. When hard pressed, the
black and flying squirrels will take prodigious leaps, springing
from bough to bough, and from tree to tree. In this manner,
they baffle the hunters, and wavel for a great distanee over the
tops of the trees. Once I saw my uncle and brothers chasing
a large black squirrel. He kept out of reach of the dogs, and
continued so to keep himself out of sight of the men, by passing
round and round the trec as he went up, that they could never
get a fair shot at him. At last, they got so provolked, that they
took their axes and set to work to chop dov.i: the tree. It was
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a big pine tree, and took a long time to cut it down; just as
the tree was ready to fall, and was wavering to and fro, the
squirrel, who had kept on the topmost bough, sprang nimbly to
the next tree, and then to another, and by the time the great
pine had reached the ground, the squirrel was far away in his
nest, among his little ones, safe from guns, hunters, and dogs.”

“The black squirrel must have wondered, I think, nurse,
why so many big men and dogs tried to kill such a little crea-
ture as he was. Do the black squirrels sleep in the winter as
well as the flying squirrels and chitmunks 7"

¢ No, Lady Mery, I have often scen them of a bright sunny
day in winter, chasing each other overlogs and brush-heaps, and
running gaily up the pine trees. They are casily seen, trom
the contrast which their jetty black coats make with the spack-
ling white snow. These creatures feed a good deal on the
kernels of the pines and hemlocks; they also eat the buds
of some trees. They lay up great stores of nuts, and grain for
winter use. The flying squirrels lie heaped upon each other,
for the sake of warmth. As many as seven, or eight, may be
found in one nest asleep. They sometimes walen, if there
comes a succession of warm days, as in the January thaw 5 for
I must tell you, my dear, that in this country we generally have
rain and mild weather for a few days in the beginning of Janu.
ary, when the snow nearly disappears from the ground. About
the 12th,* the weather sets in steadily cold again—then the
little animals retire once more to sleep in their winter cradles,
which they rarely leave till the intense cold weather is over.”

« [ suppose, nurse, when theéy awalke, they are glad to eat
some of the food they bave laid up in their granaries 7

“ Yes, my dear, it is for this that they gather it in the milder
weather; it also supports them during the spring months, and,
possibly, even during the summer, till the grain and {ruits are
ripe again. [ was walking one day in the harvest-field, where
my brothers were cradling wheat. As I passed along the
fence, I noticed a great mauy litde heaps of wheat lying here
and there on the rails, also upon the tops of the stumps in the

¢ This remarlk applies more particularly to the climate of the Unper Pro-
vinee, where the January thaw generally oceurs.
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field. I wondered at first what could have placed them there,
but presently noticed a number of red squirrels running very
swiltly along the fence, and perceived that they emptied their
mouths of a quantity of the new wheat, which they had been
diligently employed in collecting from the ears thatlay scatiered
on the ground. These little gleaners did not seem to be at all
alarmed at my presence, but went to and fro as busy as bees.
On taking some of the grains in my hand, I noticed that the
germ or eye of the kernel was bitten clean out.”

« What was that for, nurse, coa you tell me ?

“ 31y dear young lady, I did not know at first, till, on
shewing it to my father, he told me that the squirrels destroyed
the germ of the grain, suzh as wheat and Indian corn, that they
stored up for winter use, that it might not spront when buried
in the ground, or in the hollow tree.” ’

¢ This is very strange, nurse,” said the little girl. “But, I
suppose,” she added, after a moment’s thought, *¢ it was God
who taught the squirrels to do so. But why would biting out
the eye prevent the grain from growiag 7”

« Because the eye or bud contains the life of the plant; from
it springs the green blade, and the stem that bears the ear,
and the root that strikes down iuto the earth. The floury part,
which swells, and becomes soft and jelly-like, serves to nourish
the young plant till the tender fibres of the roots are able to
draw moisture from the ground.”

Lady Mary asked it all seeds had aun oye or germ?

Her nurse replied, that all had, though some werz so
minute that they looked no bigger than dust, or a grain of
sand ; yet each was perfect in its kind, and contained the plant
that would, when sown in the earth, bring forth roots and
leaves, and buds and flowers, and fruits in due season.

«How glhad 1 should have been to see the little squirrels
gleaning the wheat, and laying it in the little heaps on the rail
fence. Why did they not carty it at once to their nests 17

«PThey laid it outin the sun and wind to dry, for it it had
been stored away while damp, it would have moulded and Leen
spoited. The squirrels were busy all that day. When [weunt
arain to see them, the grain was gone. I saw several red
sauirrels running up and down a large pine tree, which had
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been broken by the wind at the top—and there, no doubt, they
had laid up the chiefof the grain  These squirrels did not fol-
low each other in a straight line, but ran round and round in a
spiral direction, so that they never hindered each other, or
came in each other’s way—two were always going up when
the other two were coming down. They seem to work in
families. The young ones, though old enough to get their own
living, usually inhabit the same nest, and help to store up the
grain for winter use. ‘They all separate again in the spring.
‘The little chitmunk does not live in the trees, but burrows in
the ground, or makes its nest in some large hollow log. It is
very pretty to see the little chitmunks on a warm spring day,
running about and chasing each other among the moss and
leaves. They are not bigger than mice, but look bright and
lively. The fur of all the squirrel tribe is used in trimming,
but the grey is the best and most valuable. It has been ofien
remarked by the Indians, and others, that the red and black
squirrels never live in the same place ; for the red, though the
smallest, beat away the black ones. The flesh of the black
squirrel is very good to eat; the Indians eat the red also.”

Lady Mary was very glad to hear all these things that her
nurse had told her, and quite forgot to play with her doll.
“ Please, Mrs. Frazer,” said the little lady, tell me now about
beavers, and musk-rats, and wood-chucks 7"

But Mrs. Frazer was obliged to go out on husiness. She
promised, however, to tell Lady Mary all she knew about these
animals another day; but I am afraid that it will be another
month before my friend, the Editor of the ¢ Marre Leay,?
will let my young readers know what Mrs. Frazer told the
Governor’s daughter.

LuciFer Matcres.— According to the Morning Chronicle, in one
steam sawiag-mill, visited by Mr. Mayhew, the average number of
splints made for lucifer matches is 156,000 gross of baxes a year, each
box containing 50 splints, altogether 1,123,200,000 matches. For the-
manufaclure of this quantity 400 cubic feet of timber are used in a
week, averaging eight trees, or 400 large trees a year for lucifer
matches only, in one mill! It is no longer a joke to say a man who
deals in matches is a timber merchant.
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‘I'he readers of the ¢ Maple Leaf,"—u magazine so decidedly Canadian,
—may not be particularly desirous of an acquaintance with one, whose cor-
porcal appearance, national predilections, social and political education,
form a contrast with their own,  Admitting that there may bo a shade of
difference in some points,—I can confidently assure the readers of this
magazine,—a few pages of which may occasionally contain some of my
cogitations, that the Constitutional peculiaritics common to my most worthy
and distingwished ancestors, peculiaritics which may have been retained by
their descendants, shall in no way render my acquaintance with them less
agreeable and profituble. It is pleasant to see, that the fecling of unimosity
which has been somewhat characteristic of the great nations from which we
claim our origin, is giving way to a very diflerent spirit; a epirit which will
pervade the nations of the carth, and transform the grand divisions of the
Globe, und its subdivisions, into natural and agreeable demarkations of sepa.
rate homes of the same great fumily. I have long endeavored to and in pur-
ting down, and banishing inte oblivivh, every fecling which checks the conrse
of that fellowship which should exist between man and man; and at the
same time, have wished to contribute to the happiness and improvenent of
all those, whose acquaintance and friendship I have the good fortunc to cn.
joy. If then, you are disposed to reciprocate such feelings, and sentiments,
you will not complain of the publisher’s arrangement, and the acquaintance
thus informally brought about.

Wihen we are able to hold captive to our will such iuclinations, as are cal.
culated to mar our happiness, und retard our improvement, we cerlainly
have acecomplished much.  We have brought our minds and hearts into 2
state highly favorable for receiving, or imparting instruction.  To such the
effort required for the acquisition of knowledge is pleasing and exhilarating.
There is no casy way to sbtain knowledge, ¢ Other things may be scized by
might, or purchased with woney ; but knowledge can be gained only by
study.” It may be quite true, that the approzel: to the temple of learning is
by slow graduations, up un acelivity of which tbe ascent undoubtedly re-
quires u stern und steady effort. I we wish o become eminent in any
branch of knowledge, or in any pursuit whotever, we shall find it necessary
10 toil, and take advantage of all the means within our reach.  But this in-
stead of being a repulsive task, can be made the source of the purest and
most delightful enjoyment.  There is no department of learning so culcu-
lated to awaken the dormant cnergies of the mind, and call into vigorous
ection the latent virtues and sympathies of the heart, as the study of Natural
Ilistory.  This branch of science is admirably adapted to the flexible mind
of the young.  While it fixes their attention, it captivates the heart, and
cultivates its graces in a natural and agrecable manner.

Nature is loveable, whether exhibited in the fouming cataract, or the sol.
emn grandeur of the wood, or the delicate tints of the flowers with their
entrancing fragrance.  The music of birds echoing through the shadowy
arches of the forest, or sounding out clear and cnlivening on the pure
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morning air; always meets a responsive chord of harmuny in the heart of
tho good man.  Whils the carth was yet young, and no descendant of a
spiritun} race had walked its green fields, or gazed upon its beauties, a voice
of praise went up to the great Creator, and a choir atiuned at Nature's per.
fect sehool warbled and caroled notes of thanksgiving.

No country cen number more inleresting nataral features than Canada.
If we should take a stand on any of the lofty heights that rise here and there,
and variegateitslovely landscapes, we should be charmed with the panoram.
ic view before us. Ruvers, whose broad waters dotted with islands, roll on-
ward through a ferlile country ; lakes lying cucircled by mountain and hill ;
a charming succession of plain, and undulating land, and serpentine
strenm, and rushing water-fall, with golden, and green, and darker colored
tintings among the grain ficlds, and meadows, all form pictures which the
lover of nature must delight to view.

The elegant form, and bright hues of the humming bird, ¢ in whose plu-
mage the raby, the enerald, and the topaz sparkles,”—the sugerior brillian-
¢y, and various shading of the butterfly, which, * light, airy, joyous, re.
plete with life ; sports in the sunshine, wantons va the flower, and trips from
bloom to bloom,”—the outgushing netes of the lark as he joycusly rises and
soars towards heaven, and pours forth strains that have been compared to
hymns of praise,—haveall with many other objects of nature delighted thou-
sands. Pocts, and Poctesses have * tuned their harps, and lit their fires,”
while drawing from natural scenery their most exquisite imagery. From
the same source Bible writers have taken their most vivid illustrations.
Examples in point, abound in the Book of Job, and other portions of sacred
writ. Many master minds of ancient and inodern times have been ab.
sorbed in cxaminations of the works of nature. We read that King Solo-
mon bought apes, and peacocks from Ophir, and probably animals, and plants
tao, were brought to him from other forcign countries.  Solomon showed
an intimate acquaintance with Natural History, and spoke of trees, from the
majestic *¢ cedar of Lebanon, to the hyssop that springeth out of the wall,”
and referred to ¢ beasts, and creeping things, and fowls, and fishes” The
Psalmist took up the same theme, when celebrating the glories of the Di.
vine perfections, and discoursing upon the wonders that present themsclves
*¢ in the heavens above, and the carth beneath,” and exclaimed in transport
“O Lord, how manifold arc thy works! in wisdom hast thou made them
all! the carth is full of thy riches” Pliny mauny hundred years later pro-
duced a work on Natural History, which, though lacking the fire of inspir.
ation, has been read with delight. Corresponding zeal has heen awakened,
and kindred emotions ¢xpressed in more modern times, as the following ex-
tracts which I here transcribe will show :

“ How pleasant, nay, how much more pleasant,” says a writer in Biack-
wood’s Magazine, in reference to the prevailing taste for novel-reading,  to
take up by chance from a table, groaning under a load of fashionable novels,
some smell volume composed by some lover of nature, that has found its
way there, like some real rose-bud yielding its fragrance amongst artificial
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flowers. There nre homilies in Nature’s works worth all the wisdom of the
schools, if we could but read them rightly, and ono of the pleasantest legsons
I cver received in a time of trouble, vias from hearing the notes of a
Lark.”

“From Naturo's largest work to the least inseet that frets the leaf, each has
organs, and feclings, and habits cxactly suited to the place it has to fill.
Were it other than itis, it ¢ould not fill its place. The flower of the valley
would dic upon the mountain’s top, and surely would the hardy mountain.
eer, now flourishing on Alpine height, languish and die, if transplanted to
the valley, The waker of the world has made no mistakes,—has done no
injustice.?—7 ke Listener.

*See!” exclaimed Linnwzus, * the large painted wings of the butterfly,
four in number, covered with small imbnicated seales, with these it sustains
itsell in the air the whole day, rivalling theflight of birds, and the brilliancy
of the Peacock. Consider this insect through the wonderful progress of its
life; how dferent is the first period of its being from the second, and both
from the parent inseet ; its changes are an inexpressible enigma to us: we see
a green caterpillar furnished with sixteen legs, ereeping, hairy, and feeding
upon the leaves of a plant; this is changed into a chrysalis, smooth, of a
golden lusire, hanging suspended to a fixed point, without feet, and sabsist.
ing without food: this inseét again undergoes another transformation, ac-
quires wings, und six feet, and becomes a varicgated butterfly, living by
suction upon the honey of plunts. What has nature preduced more worthy -
of imitation.” R

* The ficld daisy.,” says one, *¢ insiznificant as it apparently is, exhibits
on examination a world of wonders. Scorea of minute blossoms compose
its disk and border, each distinct and useful, cach delicately beautiful. The
florets of the centre arc yellow, or orange, colored, while those of the ray
are snow white, tinged underneath with crimson.”

¢ ‘The beech tice, Fagus sylratica,” says M:. White, ¢ is the most lovely
of all forest trees, whether we consider its smooth rim or bark, its glossy for
liago, or its gracclul pen lulons boughs, Its autuimnal hues are also exceed.
ingly beanuful.”

“'The guod Isaac Walton, a writer of genuine feeling, and classical sim.
plicity, observes of the Nightingale, *he that at midnight, when the very
laborers steep securely, should hear, as I have heard, this clear air, the sweet
descan1s, the natoral rising and falling, the doubling and rcdoubling of her
voice, might be liftcd above the carth, and say, Liord what music hast thou
provided for thy saints in heaven, when thou affordest bad men such music

upon carth,”?
e
> %a a O3

Errata in No. 2, 1853, page 36, line 5, from bottom, read ¢ Song Thrush,”
for « Long Thrush.” Page 33, line 5 from boltom read * woul,’ for *wood.’

03> Weare compelled, owing to the sickness of our Music compositor,
to omit for this meath the page of music.
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Death having occasion to choose a prime minister, once summoned his ilustrious
courtiers, and allewed thewn to present their claims for the office.  Fever flushed his
cheeks ; Patsey shook his limbs ; Dropsy inflated his carcass ; Gout racked his joints;
while Asthma half strangled himself. Plague pleaded his sudden destruction ; and
Consumption pleaded his certuinty, Thencame War alluding to his many thousands
at a meal.  Lust came Intemperance, and with a fuce like fice, shouted, Give way,
ye sickly feracious band of pretenders to the clamm of this ofiicec Am1not your
parent? Does not your sagacity trace your origin tome? My operations ceasing,
whence your power? The grisly monarch here gavea smile of approbation, and
placed Intemperance at his right hand, as his favorite and prime-minister,

If we were to drop asleep, vathout warning, in the midst of some active operation, it
is eusy to sec how many daily occurrences, of the most disnsirous nature, would en-
sue. Suuck by the unexpected visitant, the seamun, as he ascended the top-mast,
ot clung on the yard-arm, would relax his grasp,”and be plunged into the sea, or
dashed 10 pieces on the deck.  The conchmun, in the middle of his stage, would drop
his reins, and fall senseless from his box, ‘The builder would tumble with his trowel
from the walle The orator in tho senate, st the bar, or in the pulpit, would fater,
and sink with the unfinished sentence on his lips 5 and, in one, the fire of his putiiot-
ism 3 in another, the acuteness of his reasoning, or adroitness of his statement ; and,
in a third, an exnbition of the holy doctrines of the gospel, or of impussioned ¢.o
quence in @ heart fall of zeal, would expire in a sudden drawl, a closing eve, and a
countenance in an instant relaxed into an expression of drowsy insensihility.

We Xnow of nothing g0 swiltas lisht, which moves at the rate of 12,000,000 miles
naminute; and yet light would be at least three years in passing between the sun
unid Sirius.

Many of the doudle stars cxhibit the curious and beautiful phenomenon of contrast~
ed or comp'imemary colomes. In such instances, the larger star js usuallyof a ruddy,
or orange hue, while the smalier one appears blue or green.  The double starin
Cassiopein, for instance, exhibits the beautiful combination of a large white star,
aad n small one of »rich ruddy purple.  Sir Jobn Herschell, in mentioning theye
combinations, indulges his fancy in the (ollowing somewhnt nmusing remarks :—¢* It
may be easier suggested i words, than concerved ju imagination, what variety of
itluminstion two suns,—u red and a green, or # yellow und 2 blue one,—must aflord
a planet circalnting ahout cither 5 and what charoung contrasts and * graterul reces-
situdes,’—a red and n green day, for untance, alternating with a white one, and with
darkness,—might arise fiom the presence, or absence, of one or other., or both above
the horizon.”?

Politeness —'The manners of professional men nre too frequently blunt and slovenly.
Why are not profussionnl men among the most refined and polite in their manners?
tis because their profession is tieir character.  Upon tlis they rely, and upon this
wholly, If the lawyer would have hisskill and clogquence remembered, let them be
assaciated with manners refined and imviting.  Nostauon, rank, or talents, can ever
excusc a man for neglecting the civilities due from man to man.  When Clement
X1V. ascended the papal chair, the ambassadors of the several Stales represcuted at
his Court waited on his holiness with their congratulations. A8 they were introduc~
ed, and severally bowed, he also bowed. Oan this the master of Ceremanies told his
holiness, that he should not have returned their salute.  ** O I beg your pardon,»
said he, ¢ 1 have not been pope long enough to forget good manners.»

Music.—Lanaunze for the soul’s longings; softener of man?s stormest passions ;
sW cujhssmmnamr of joy and peace ; 2 voice from the spirit world comforung carth’s
sorrowing ones.  Scund—It widens, sud widens in continuous circles, unti: at last
1t seemns o blend, and be lost.
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We have a painful and melancholy ovent Lo state to the readers of the
¢ Maple Leal.” The former Editor and Publisher, Mr. Robert W. Lay, is
now no more. He is gone, we are confident, to a higher,and a better world !
He died, suddenly, and unexpectedly, at Toronto, on the 18th inat., from a
fit of appoplesy, thus adding another to the many proofs which almost every
day presents, that :—

¢ Death, like an overflowing stream,
Sweeps us away ; our life’s a dream ;
An empty tale; a morning flower,
Cat down and withered in an hour.

**''o.day, we are upon the stream of time; to-morrow, we are floated
forth upon the Ocean of eternity. There is no intermediate stats of being ;
no line of separation between this world and the next.”

Mr. Lay was born in the State of Connecticut, U. S, in the year 1814,
He was therefure in his 39th year at the time of his death, His native
place, Saybrook, is situated in sight of the Aulantic-billows, and is noted in
American bistory, as one of those staunch old towns, clusely resembling in
gennine hunesty, and manly material, the true English characters {rom
which it. originated.

Traived in childhuod and youth, amid those invigorating, self-relying in.

- fluences, which the New England sea.ccast villages afford, he grew up
robust in physical appearance, and early cxhibited, not only great persever-
unce and enterprise, but originality of mind, In the States he practised
very successfully, fur some years, as a Civil Engineer, but the out-door ex-
posures and anxieties, which the active duoties of this profession demanded,
seriously injured hia health, and he was compelled to abandon it.

1n 1845, he came to Canada. Here hic saw at a glance, the great dearth
of good periodical literature, and the great improvement the country would
experience, if more interesting reading could be put in circulation, Although,
to the writer's knowledge, he wus, about this timoe, offered a lucrative situs-
tion, he refused it, and preferred the more arduous, the less profitsble, but to
him, the more useful task of personully endeavoring to circulate, by subserip.
tions, useful and entertaining worke and perivdicals throughout the country ;
but more particularly in our back settiements. With this object, he repeat.
edly traversed froin below Quebec, up (o Lake Huron ; from the Eastern
Townsliips, to the furthest settlements on the Ottawa.—At the outset of
these labors, he wuas very much impeded by the restriciions which were
then placed here upon American republications of English works. We have
good reason to know, that his repeated representations to the government of
the injuries these restrictions produced on the country, in a great measure
led to their repeal. By thie change, many a valuable English work is now
placed within the reach of our poorer classes, which, formerly, couid only
have been purchased by the rich.—Mr. Lay was, moreover, noted for his
urbanity, his warmth of heart, and his fearless avawal of Christian principles,
and it hus been remarked of him, by many, that no one ever spent a few
moments in his society, without receiving sume improving idcas, or hearing
some plearing hints on intellectual and moral subjects.

‘T'he ¢ Maple Leal will be continued by his widaw, fur the benefit of her-
sell and children. No pains will be spared to make its pages vseful and inter-
esting. ' In fact, many additional attractions for the magazine are contem.

lated.
P A large amount of arrcare are due for the volume of the  Snow Drop,”
which was published by Mr, Lay ; and also, on the ¢ Maple Leaf » for the
surrent year, We ate sure, that no further appeal than is presented by the
above circumatances, will be needed, to induce the immediate payment of
these sums to Mrs. Lay.



