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CANADIAN SCENES AND HOMES.

BY MRS. A. CAMPBELL, OF QUEBEC.

« Jessie, would you like a walk upon the
ice-bridge, after tea, to see tommy-cod fish-
ing?”’

¢« Yes, I should, very much, Willie.”

« Well then, hurry up your operations,
and we’ll be off.”

This short conversation took place
between a brother and sister—the sole oc-
cupants, save a servant-maid, of a small
house on L street, Québée. The rest

_of the family lived at Monireal ; but Wil-

liam G- , having "been put in charge of
a branch-business opened at Quebee, was
obliged to look upon that place as his future
abode; and his parents, rightly judging
he would be happier and safer hedged inby
home influences, had furnished the small
house in which he now lived, and sent his
sister to take charge of it for him. And
such a nest, snug little home as it was, too
—the envy of all his bachelor friends’_
Jessie, herself, was glad of the occupation,
and the opportunity of being useful to her
brother, for whom she had most a‘ﬁectionate
admiration. And the feeling was mutual;
for, as he looked upon her an hour later,
equipped ready for the walk, —with short,
seal-skin jacket, skirt neatly looped up over
a warm, colored pelticoat, tight-fitting
moceasing, and sauey little cap perched on
the top of a most luxuriant chignon,—not a
Russian one, my friend, but her very own,—

" a sly little mink just coiling around her

neck and gleaming his diamond-like eyes
at you, and her sweet, sensible face, with
gentle, womanly look, above all,—the re-
flection of a truly Christian heart,—he did
not wonder that his friend and chum,
young Dr. A, , popped in so often—very
soligitous about his health, or anxious that

he should be supplied with all the latest
books and papers.

The winter of 18— had set'in sharp and
hard, and the magnificent river St. Law-
rence, after vain struggles, had yielded at
last to the icy grasp of the Winter King,
and now lay covered with a winding-sheet
so hard, smooth, and still, that you could
scarcely fancy life—angry, throbbing, tu-
multuous life—still ebbed and flowed in
its bosom beneath. Our friend Jessie and
her brother, as they walked along the street,
felt the snow crisp and hard under their
feet, every now and then giving out that
loud, cracking sound peculiar to very cold
nights. For a few moments, they paused
upon Durham Terrace, overhanging the
river and Lower-Town, struck with the
beauty which a bird’s-eye view of the scene
presented. The broad St. Lawrence stretch-
ed wide and white before them, dotted over
here and there with brilliantly-illuminated
skating-rinks; the opposite shore of Levi
with its home-lights peeping out, and the
railway-train just rushing off into darkness ;
with the closer view of the town at their
feet, the busy hum of life not yet stilled in
it ; and the soft rays of the moon casting
shadows over the whole,~—all made up a

picture which they lingered over with de.
light, till warned by their numbed feet and
stinging cheeks that it was time to move on.
The ice-bridge was soon gained, the musie
of a band enticing them towards one of the
largest of the open-air rinks, to see what
was going on there. They found it wasa
faney-ball, and the masked revellers were
flying hither and thither upon their skates
at great speed. One—dressed as a knight
of old—knocked rather closely, and peered
rather enviously, into the pretty face of
Jessie ; but a threatening grasp of his heavy
stick, by Willie, was a hint which the
valiant incog. was not slow to take, and he
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spun off and eaught up a Red Riding-Hood,
whirling her away, seemingly quite con-
tented, in his wolf-like cluiches. Leaving
a scene of which they could not approve,
our friends soon reached a small cabane,
near the junction of the River St. Charles,
at the door of which they knocked, and
were admitted by a boy of about sixteen,
who courteously bade them welcome. The
interior of the cabane was of the rudest
temporary construction. A fire was burn-
ing upon some stones in a corner, the smoke
partly finding its way through a stove-pipe
in the roof above it, and partly dispersing
itself about the hut. A few common cook-
ing utensils, a buffalo robe, and a couple of
blankets, with two three-legged stools, form-
ed the sole furniture of the place. In the
middle of the rude flooring a large space
was left, and a hole cut through the deep
ice underneath, into which two young men,
the lad before spoken of, and another, older,
were alternately dropping lines, and haul-
ing up the small fish called tommy-cods,
a heap of which lay piled on either side of
them. The new comers were much inter-
ested in this primitive sort of fishing, and
not less 8o in the young fishermen them-
selves. The bright, intelligent way they
answered all Jessie’s questions about their
work and what they did with their tommy-
cods, led her by a few kindly remarks to
draw them on to tell their own little his-
tory, and why they were so employed. As
they spoke in French, we will render their
story into our own words for our readers.
Jacques and Louis Binet were two of
three sons of a respectable though poor
farmer, living on the Island of Orleans.
Their eldest brother had, about eight months
before, gone to Levis to sell some farm-
produce ; been enticed by two Yankees to
take a drink, and was drugged and carried
off by them over the lines. When he came
o himself, he found he was in a strange
place, and an enlisted soldier of the United
States army. Poor fellow, he tried to re-
present his case, but it was useless, and he
had to go off with his regiment down South,
where he was still lying. A comrade

THE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY,

wrote, at his requesi, to the Curé of his pa-
rish, to inform his old father of his where-
abouts. Time had gone on, and no more
heard of him, till about two weeks before
our story begins, when the surgeon of his
regiment wrote to the Curé again, stating
that Jean Baptiste Binet was lying wound-
ed in hospital, and giving directions where
he might be found if anyhody wished to
come on and nurse him. This the poor old
father was anxious some one should do, and
Jacques, the next eldest, was chosen as the
most fit for the work and the long and
hazardous journey,—but where was the
money to come from?  Afier all their
seraping, and a kindly help from the pity-
ing Curé, a large deficit yet remained. It
was suggested by the younger boy that they
should make it up by both going to Quebec
and earning money by tommy-cod fishing.
Taking leave of their father and sister, and
witha plan and directions for the road from
their pastor, the boys set off; and had al-
ready been working over two weeks, alter-
nately buoyed up by hope, and cast down
with disappointment,—as their irade pros-
pered or failed,—~when our friends found
them. The most vigorous self-denial had
been practised. Black bread, brought from
home, and cut ihto the plain soup made by
themselves, had sufficed for their wants,
yet still five or six dollars ought to be got
ere the journey was attempted, and it
seemed an almost impossible sum for them
to earn before the close of Lent, now not
far off, when tommy-cods would no longer
be in demand. It was beautiful to see the
love and hope which lighted up their frank,
honest faces as they modestly told their
story, and their hearers were much touched
by it. After giving them g large order for
to-morrow’s breakfast, they took their leave,
and turned homewards with very thought-
ful and subdued steps, as if they had just
shouldered a load of care. Before reaching
the brow of the hill, Jessie suddenly
stopped and exclaimed, ¢ Willie, I have
thought of a plan to help those poor boys.
Why could you not take the younger as
office-servant,—you know you are looking

-
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out for one? I can find room for him in the
house, and by paying a month’s wages in
advance the elder brother could start on
his mission of love at once. What do you
say to it?”’

¢ Why, my dear little enthusiast, would
you have me take in a boy without any
character, and pay five or six dollars in ad-
vance—when he might run off, and I never
see him again? Not a very prudent step I
think.”

« Fie, Willie, your heart is not speaking
now. The boy’s character is in his face.
Mamma never believes in written ones, nor
do I, and French-Canadians fresh from the
country are sure to be good: they are so
simply and piously brought up that they
know nothing of the bad ways of the town.
Oh do try him!”

¢« Well, Miss Acadia, I'll dream over it,
and see what A thinks of the plan. He
found out the boys’ cabane last night, when
called upon to attend a skating accident
down in that direction, and recommended

" me to bring you there, as all the fishing
cabanes are not of the quiet, orderly char-
acter the Binets’ is.”

“ Oh, don't wait for Dr. A.’s opinion;
we don’t want medical advice in the mat-
ter. Let us go back at once, and take the
boy.” ’

¢ Go back now; Jessie ! why it’s near ten
o’cloek.” ¢

¢« Never mind,"" was the reply, ¢ what
o’clock it is. Do come, dear Willie |

That night Jessie slept contentedly and
soundly :—what woman does not when she
has gained her point?

Next day saw Jacques Binet started off

" in the train towards the States, witha good-
sized basket of sick comforts—arrow-root,
bottle-jelly, ete., packed by Jessie’s fair
hands —as travelling companions; and
Louis, in his clean suit of éloffe du pays,
looking all importance and happiness, in-
stalled as office-keeper to Willie, and general
aid and assistant in Jessie’s small domain.

The American war was over, peace had
been proclaimed, and Lee had handed over
his sword to Graxit amid the cold sympathy
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of a world which had stood still and looked
on during the struggle,—brother to none of
these. The unhappy South lay weltering
in her blood, the last battle fought-—save as
here and there the battle for life was fought
out singly and sorrowfully on hospital
stretchers or lowly home beds. Our busi-
ness is with the crowded hospital of
where, amid the sick and suffering, the
living and dying, our friend, Jacques Binet,
found his brother Jean,—one arm gone, and
the crisis of hospital-fever just over; his
vigorous constitution and simple habits of
life having, with God’s blessing, tided him
through what carried numbers of others off.
The meeting of the brothers had been a
touching one, so as to draw tears from
those whose language was foreign to their
own; and many little acts of sympathy
and help did the brothers get to set them on
their way, from strangers poor as them-
selves. So it is that community of suffering
forms a closer bond than that of country or
tongue, and often smooths the way for the
preaching of that blessed Gospel, which no
other means could effect. The heart, feel-
ing its own bitterness, and the unsatisfac-
tory nature of everything earthly,—unable
to do anything for itself,—turns gladly to-
wards the healing balm of Gilead, and finds
in Jesus—the Lamb slain for the sins of the
world—a peace which the world could not
give, and which it cannot take away.

More than a year has passed. Do our
readers want to know how things look with
our friends now? The writer wishes she
could photograph a pretty rural picture from
the Island of Orleans, to show them, They
would see the rays of the setting sun falling
upon & well-cultivated farm and old stone
house, with high, steep roof, at the door of
which sit an old man and a young one,
contentedly smoking their pipes, while the
latter, who hasbut one arm,~—which is loving-
ly thrown around the small form of his
sister’s child, asleep upon his knee,—takes
his pipe out every now and then and tells a
slory of war and horrors, and how much one
tumbler of brandy cost them all,—for the

.
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twentieth time,—to his still wondering lis-
teners, his father and handsome brother
Jacques, who stands with folded arms near
by,—the support and comfort of the family.
And where, it may be asked, is the young
boy Louis now?! Why, where we left him.
He expects to be promoted to clerk in the
office of G. & Son, and is the trusted and
devoted servant of Jessie and William— of
Jessie, did I say ? well, not exactly now, as
she has been for a week past the wife of Dr.
A ——, though Louis still considers himself
as belonging to her, and ever will do so,
should he rise to become the richest mer-
chant in Quebec. He ever will remember
with gratitude how she trusted and be-
friended his brother and himself, when they
were in sorrow and friendless, and how she
spent hours and hours in teaching him to
read and write. And, now that she is ex-
pected home to-night, newly married, he is
full of business, and keeps flying between
her ha,n(}some little new house and the dear,
snug old box in which he first knew her ;—
thinking that nothing can be right for
Mademoiselle—ah! Madame ,~ now—unless
he sees to it himself.

Everybody was very sorry for poor Wil-
lie’s lonely state, now that Jessie had gone
and left him—particularly his young lady
friends—till they heard a whisper that he
did not intend to suffer the horrors of bache-
lordom long, as he had arranged a sort of
quid pro quo affair; and if he had given
his sister to Dr. A , he expected Dr.
A 's sister in return. Then, they no
longer pitied such a horrid, mercantile
sreature,—why should they ?

Original.
A WELCOME FROM THE NATIONS.

An Trregular Poem, dedicaled to the Parliament
meeting at Otlawa, Nov, 6, 1567

BY QUIZ.

ENGLAND.
Time flies apace. Astime is ever fleeting,
I would be first to send my child a greeting :
Give to mankind the boon of love;
And may thy country ever prove
A home for the homeless,
And for the weary rest;
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Justice to the criminal,
Protection for th’ oppress’d.
And when by trouble or foe thy strength is es--
sayed,
Next to thy God, look to thy childhood’s home
for aid.
A nation happy, prosperous, firm, and mild,
O Father, grant this blessing to my child.

AMERICA. :

How d’ye do, neighbor? Right happy to see
Some purh. 'mongst nations there’s chance you

may be;
Though, if you try the mighty dance
’Gainst Uncle Sam, there’s not a chance.
But when you’re inclined toquit the old throne,
We'll give you a hand to go it-alone.

FRANCE.
As knowledge extends from land to land,
Great Britain and France go hand in hand;
Then may the weal of future ages
To posterity unfold
The earnest purpose that hath garnish’d
The second field of the cloth of gold.
In token of this bond to regions wild,
France sends greeting to Britain’s child.

PRUSSIA.
Of one faith, and to one power allied,
‘We greet thee, Cousin, with a heartfelt pride.

RUSSIA.
Fair child of the North, we’d offer thee
A kindred love and sympathy.
Thy snow-clad fields shall ever be
Fit emblem of thy purity;
‘While the fruitful rock of the mother earth
Shall tell of thy inward strength and worth,

AUSTRIA,
In life’s early morn, when hope and strength
Go with ambition to an unknown length,
‘We scarce dare pray that God would shed
Another blessing on thy head.

TURKEY,
Peace be thy lot to carve thyself a name,
‘While we to wondering nations shall proclaim,
In the far West, watched o'er by God, there
grows
The budding blossom of the full-blown Rose.

X ITALY.
Nations stand by, and watch and bless the hour
That gives another free, unfettered power;

Stand and watch, with wistful eyes,
‘While to memory’s thoughts arise
The glorious days when Rome was blessed,
The rising nation of th’ out-spreading West.

SWITZERLAND.

A kindly greeting from over the sea,

Our gentle sister, is wafted to thee.

God has been good, surpassing good is He,

To grant, without one blow, this boon of liberty.
'Gainst it was raised no tyrant hand that fell

To rouse the vengeance of a noble Tell.

1n all life’s sorrows cast thy cares above,

And ne'er forget that this good God is love




MEMORY AND THE

SCOTLAND.
“With greeting I send you a motto for life,
Hold fast what you have and risk not in strife.

IRELAND,
How are you, my hearty this very fine weather?
I hear all the nations are putting together
"To send you a greeting and welcoming letther;
Now as, on account of this great Fenian trouble,
My credit’s not halfand my debts are full Gouble,
I can't lend you a hand, though I think it your
due;
But here are three cheers, now your happily
through,
.And all I can say is, I wish I was you.
London, O., Nov., 1867,

PP S —

MEMORY AND THE FINAL JUDGMENT.

Extracts from an_able and eloquent work entitled
“ The Judgment Books,” by Alexander Macleod, D.
D., Birkenhead.

There is a remarkable passage in the
Confessions of Augustine, so illustrative of
the mystery of memory, and so little known
to common readers, that I give two or three
quotations from it here. Much in the same
way that Sir William Hamilton represents
Consciousness as the deep out of whieh all
mental phenomena arise, Augustine repre-
sents Memory. It contains for him all
knowledge and thought, all virtue and art,
and even the knowledge and image of God.
To God himself, indeed, he seems to ac-
knowledge that he must ** pass beyond this
power of mine which is called memory ; but
then,” he adds, “ how shall I find Thee, if

1 remember Thee not ?”’

“I come to the fields and spacious places
of my memory,.where are the treasures of
innumerable images, brought into it from
things of all sorts perceived by the senses.
Thege is stored up, whatsoever besides we
think, either by enlarging or diminishing,
or any other way varying those things
which the sense hath come to; and what-
ever else hath been committed and laid up,
which forgetfulness hath not yet swallowed
up and buried. When I enter there I re-
quire what I will to be brought forth, and
something instantly comes ; others must be
longer sought after, which are fetched, as
it were, out of some inner receptacle ;
others rush out in troops, and while one
thing is desired and required, they start
forth, as who should say, ¢ Is it perchance
17" TheseIdrive away withthe hand of my
heart, from the face of my remembrance,
until what I wish for be unveiled, and ap-
pear in sight, out of its secret place. Other
things come up readily, in unbroken order,
as they are called for ; those in front mak-
ing way for the following ; and as they
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make way, they are hidden from sight,
ready to come when I will. All which
takes place when Irepeat a thing by heart.

¢ There are all things preserved distinct-
ly and under general heads, each having
entered by its own avenue ; as light, and
all colors and forms of bodies, by the eyes ;
by the ears, all sorts of sounds; all smells
by the avenue of the nostrils ; all tastes by
the mouth; and by the sensation of the
whole body, what is hard or soft, hot or
cold, smooth or rugged, heavy or light,
either outwardly or inwardly to the body.
All these doth that great harbor of the me-
mory receive in her numberless secret and
inexpressible windings, to be forthcoming
and brought out at need ; each entering in
by his own gate, and there laid up. Nor
yet do the'things themselves enter in ; only
the images of the things perceived are
there in readiness for thought to recall.
Which images, how they are formed, who
can tell, though it doth plainly appear by
which sense each hath been brought in and
stored up ; for even while I dwell in dark-
ness and silence, in my memory I can pro-
duce colors, if I will, and disecern betwixt
black and white, and what others 1 will :
nor yet do sounds break in and disturb the
image drawn in by her eyes, whiech-I am
reviewing, though they are alsothere, lying
dormant and laid up, as it were, apart.
For these, too, I call for, and forthwith they
appear. And, though my tongue be still
and my throat mute, so can I sing as much
as I will; nor do those images of colors,
which notwithstanding be there, intrude
themselves and interrupt, when another
store is called for which flowed in by the
ears. So the other things piled in and up
by the other senses 1 recall at my pleasure.
Yea, I discern the breath of lilies from
violets, though smelling nothing; and I
prefer honey to sweet wine, smooth before
rugged, at the time neither tasting nor
handling, but remembering only.

“These things do I within, in that vast
court of my memory. For there are pre-
sent with me, "heaven, earth, sea, and
whatever I eould think on therein, besides
what I have forgotten. There also I meet
with myself, and when, where, and what I
have done, and under what feelings.
There be all whichI remember either on my
own experience or others’ credit. Out of
the same store do I myself with the past
continually combine fresh and fresh like-
nesses of things, which I have experienced
or have believed ; and thenee again infer fu-
ture actions, events, and hopes ; andall these
again I reflect on as present.
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‘ Great is this force of memory, exces-
sive great, O my God ; a large and bound-
less chamber; who ever sounded the bot-
tom thereof ? Yet is this a power of mine,
and belongs unto my nature; nor do I my-
self comprehend all that I am. .. . . .
Men go abroad to admire the heights of
mountains, the mighty billows of the sea,
the broad tides of rivers, the compass of the
ocean, and the eircuits of the stars, and pass
themselves by ; nor wonder, that when I
speak of all these things, I did not see them
with mine eyes, yet could not have spoken
of them, unless I then actually saw the
mountains, billows, rivers, stars, which I
had seen, and that ocean which I believed
to be, inwardly in my memory, and that
with the same vast spaces between as if I
saw them abroad. . . .”

¢ Yet not these alone does the unmeasur-
able capacity of my memory retain. Here
also is all learnt of the liberal sciences and
as yet unforgotten ; removed, as it were, to
some inrer place, which is yet no place :
nor are they the images thereof, but the
things themselves. For what is literature,
what the art of disputing, how many kinds of
questions there be ? Whatsoever of these I
know, in such manner exists in my me-
mory, as that I have not taken in the
image, and left out the thing, or that it
should have sounded and passed away like
a voice fixed on the ear by that impress,
whereby it might be recalled, as if it
sounded when it no longer sounded. . . . .
For those things are not transmitted into
the memory, but their images only are,
with an admirable swiftness, caught up and
stored, as it were, in wondrous cabinets, and
thence wonderfully by the act of remem-
bering, brought forth.”

* * * 3 * * * *

No one will want any remark on this
wonderful passage, or any farther illustra-
tion of what memory contains; but as I
have said, in proof of the fact that what it
contains can be reproduced, ‘¢ that the
power of assocation bhears the same rela-
tion to the contents of memory which the
force of gravitation does to the heavenly
bodies,” I shall adduee, in confirmation,
the following explanations, by Coleridge,
of the law of association, as set forth by
Artistotle :—

“ The general law of association, or,
more accurately, the common condition
under which all exciting eaunses act and in
which they may be generalized, according
to Artistotle, is this : Ideas, by having been
together, acquire a power of recalling each
other; or, every partial representation
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awakes the total representation of which it
had been a part. In the practical deter-
mination of this common prineiple to parti-
cular recollections, he admits five agentsor
occasioning causes : 1st, Connection in time,
whether simultaneous, preceding, or suc-
cessive ; 2nd, Vicinity, or connection, in
space ; 3rd, Interdependence, or necessary
connection, as cause and effect ; 4th, Like-
ness; bth, Contrast. As an additional solu-
tion of the occasional seeming chasms in
the continuity of reproduction, he proves
that movements or ideas, possessing one or
the other of these five characters, had pass-
ed through the mind as intermediate
links, sufficiently clear to recall other parts
of the same total impressions with which
they had co-existed, though not vivid
enough to excite that degree of attention
which is requisite for distinet recollection,
or, as we may aptly express it, after-con-
sciousness. In association, then, consists
the whole mechanism of the reproduction
of impressions in the Aristotelian Psycho-
logy. It is the universal law of the passive
fancy and mechanical memory ; that which
supplies to all other facilities their objects,
to all thought the elements ‘of its mate-
rials.”— Biographia Literaria, vol.i., part i,
chap. vi.

From the ‘¢ contents’ of memory I turn
to its imperishableness. .The illustrations
are most interesting, and are, with one or
two exceptions, the quotations by which
the esteemed professor commended to his
students, the view that memory might be
the judgment-hook. In the italicized sen-
tence of the first quotation the germ of that
view will be found :—

“ A young woman of four or five and
twenty, who could neither read nor write,
was seized with a nervous fever, during
which, according to the asseverations of all
the priests and monks of the neighborhood,
she became possessed, and, as it appeared,
by a very learned devil. She continued
incessantly talking Latin, Greek, and
Hebrew, in very pompous tones, and with
most distinet enuneiation. . . . The case
had attracted the particular attention of a
young physician, and by hisstatement many
eminent physiologists and psychologists
visited the town and ecross-examined the
case on the spot. Sheets full of her ravings
were taken down from her own mouth, and
were found to consist of sentences, coherent
and intelligible each for itself, but with little
or no connection with each other. Of the
Hebrew, a small portion only could be
traced to the Bible ; the remainder seemed
to be in the Rabbinical dialect. All trick
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or conspiracy was out of the question. Not
only had the young woman ever been a
harmless, simple creature, but she was
evidently laboring under a nervous fever.
In the town in which she had been resident
for many years as a servant in different
families, no solution presented itself. The
young physician, however, determined to
trace her past life step by step ; for the pa-
tient herself was incapable of returning a
rational answer. He at lengthsuceeded in
discovering . . . that the patient—an or-
phan at the time-—had been charitably
taken by an old Protestant pastor at nine
years of age, and had remained with him
some years, even i1l the old man’s death.
. . . Anxiousinquiries were then, of course,
made concerning the pastor’s habits ; and
the solution of the phenomenon was soon
obtained, for it appeared that it had been
the old man’s custom for years to walk up
and down a passage of his house, into which
the kitchen door opened, and to repeat to
himself with a loud voice out of his favorite
books. . . . He was a very learned man,
and a great Hebraist. Among his books
(discovered in a niece’s possession) were
found a collection of Rabbinical writings,
together with several of the Greek and
Latin fathers ; and the physician succeeded
in identifying so many passages with those
taken down at the young woman’s bedside,
that no doubt could remain in any rational
mind concerning the true origin of the im-
pression made on her nervous system.

*“This authenticated case furnishes both
proof and instance, that reliques of sensation
may exist for an 4ndefinite time in a latent
state, in the very same order in which they
were originally impressed ; and as we can-
not rationally suppose the feverish state of
the brain to act in any other way than as a
stimulus, this fact (and it would not be
difficult to adduce several of the same kind)
contributes to make it even probable, that
all thoughts afe in themselves imperishable ;
and that if the intelligent faculty should be
rendered more comprehensive, it would re-
quire only a different and apportioned
organization—the body celestial instead of
the body terrestrial—to bring before every
human soul the collective experience of its
whole past existence. And this—this—
perchance is the dread book of judgment,
in the mysterions hieroglyphics of which
every idle word is recorded. Yea, in the
very nature of a living spirit, it may be
more possible that heaven and earth should
Pass away, than that a single act, a single
thought, should be loosened or lost from
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links of which, conscions or uneconscious,
the free will, our only absolute self, is eo-ex-
tensive and co-present.”’—COLERIDGE : Bio-
graphia Literaria, vol. i., First Part, chap.
Vi,

After the death of Professor John Wilson,
Mr. Warren published an account of an in-
terview he once had with the Professor,
when Mr. De Quincey was present, and the
conversation happened to turn on ¢ forget-
ting.”’

« «Ig such a thing as forgetting possible
tothe human mind ?” asked Mr. De Quincey.
¢ Does the mind ever actually lose anything
for ever? Is notevery impression it has
once received reproducible ? How often a
thing is suddenly recollected that had hap-
pened many, many years before, but never
been thought of since till that moment!
Possibly a suddenly developed power of re-
collecting every act of a man’s life, may
constitute the great book to be opened
before Him on the judgment-day.’ I
ventured to say, that I knew an instance of
a gentleman who, in hastily jumping on
board the ¢ Excellent,”” . . . missed it,and
fell into the water of Portsmouth harbor,
sinking to a great depth. For a while he
was supposed drowned. He afterwards
said, that all he remembered, after plung-
ing into the water, was a sense of freedom
from pain, and a sudden recollection of all
his past life, especially of guilty actions
that he had long forgotten. Professor
Wilson said, that if this were so, it was in-
deed very startling; and I think Mr. De
Quincey said, that he also had heard of one,
if not of two or thrée, such cases.” —¢ Per-
sonal Recollections of Christopher North,”
Blackwood's Magazine, December, 1851.

This extract from Blackwood’s Magazine
may serve as an appropriate introduction to
a passage from Mr. De Quincey’s own
writings—a passage which eannot fail to
suggest what the subjeet which those quota-
tions are intended to illustrate might have
beedme in the hands of a master. It is
from his well-known description of the
Palimpsest of the Brain:—

« The fleeting accidents of man’slife, and
its external shows, may indeed be irrelate
and incongruous ; but the organizing prin-
ciples which fuse into harmony, and gather
about fixed predetermined centres, what-
ever heterogeneous elements life may have
accumulated from without, will not permit
the grandeur of human unity greatly to be
violated, or its ultimate repose to be troubled
in the retrospect from dying moments, or
from other great convulsions. Such a con-

that living chain of causes, with all the! vulsion isthe struggle of gradual suffocation,
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as indrowning ; and in the original Opium
Confessions, I mentioned a case of that
nature communicated to me by a lady from
her own childish experfence. The lady is;
still living ; and at the time of relating this |
ineident, when already very old, she had he-
come religious from seepticism. According
to my present belief, she had completed her
ninth year, when, playing by the side of '
solitary brook, she fell into one of its deepest '
pools. Eventually, but after what lapse of,
time nobody ever knew, she was saved;
from death by a farmer, who, riding in
some distant lane, had seen her rise to the |
surface ; but not until she had descended |
within the abyss of death, and looked into!
its secrets, as far, perhaps, as ever human
eye can have looked that had permission to
return. At a eertain stage of this descent,
a blow seemed to strike her—phosphoric
radiance sprang forth from her eyeballs;
and immediately a mighty theatre expand-;
ed within the brain. In a moment, in the
twinkling of an eye, every act, every design
of her past life lived again,—arraying them-
selves, not as successive, but as parts of a
co-existence. Such a_light fell upon the
whole path of her life backwards into the
shades of infancy, as the light, perhaps, |
which rapt the destined apostle on his road
to Damascus. Yet that light blinded for a
season ; but hers poured ecelestial vision
upon the brain, so that her conseciousness
became omnipresent at one moment to
every feature in the infinite review. This
anecdote was treated sceptically at the time
by some crities. But, besides that it has
since been confirmed by other experiences
essentially the same, reported by other
parties in the same circumstances who had
never heard of each other, the true point
for astonishment is not the simultaneity of|
arrangement under which the past events
of life—though in faet successive—had
formed their dread line of revelation. This
was but a secondary phenomenon; the
deeper lay in the resurrection itself, and
the possibility of resurrection for what had
80 long slept in the dust. A pall, deep as
oblivion, had been thrown by life over every
trace of these experiences ; and yet suddenly,
at silent command, at thesignal of a blazing
rocket sent up from the brain, the pall
draws up, and the whole depths of the
theatre are exposed. Here was the greater
mystery. Now this mystery is liable to no
doubt ; for it is repeated, and ten thousand
times repeated, by opium, for those who
are its martyrs. Yes, reader, countlessare
the mysterious handwritings of grief or
joy which have insceribed themselves sue-
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cessively upon the palimpsest of your brain ;
and like the annual leaves of aboriginal
forests, or the undissolving snows on the
Himalayas, or light falling upon light, the .
endless strata have covered up each other in
forgetfulness. But by the hour of death,
but by fever, but by the scorchings of opium,
all these can revive in strength. They are
not dead, but sleeping.” .

The case of drowhing in Portsmouth
harbor, referred to in the conversation at
Professor Wilson’s, is familiar enough to
students of mental philosophy, but I give it
here for the sake of the general reader.
Apart from its value as an illustration of the
imperishableness of thought, it is intrinsi-
cally worth repeating. The writer was
Admiral Beaufort, and the narrative was
drawn up (in 1825) at the request of Dr.
Wollaston, to whom the substance of it had
been communicated orally some time be-
fore. After giving thedetails of the falling
into the water, and the preparations for
reseuing him, the narrator states :—

““With the violent but vain attempts to
make myself heard, I had swallowed
much water; I was soon exhausted
by my struggles, and before any re-
lief reached me I had sunk below the
surface : all hope had fled—all exertion
ceased—and I felt I was drowning. So far,
these facts were either partially remember-
ed after my recovery, or supplied by those
who had Jatterly witnessed the scene; for,
during an interval of such agitation, a
drowning person is too much occupied in
catching at every passing straw, or too much
absorbed by alternate hope and despair, to
mark the succession of events very accu-
rately.

¢ Not 80, however, with the facts which
immediately ensued: my mind had then
undergone the sudden revolution which ap-
peared to you so remarkable, and all the
circumstances of which are now as vividly
fresh in my memory asif they had occurred
but yesterday. From the moment that all
exertion had ceased, which I imagine was
the immediate consequence of complete
suffocation, a calm feeling of the most
perfeet tranquillity superseded the previous
tumultuous sensations : it might be called
apathy, certainly not resignation, for
drowning no longer appeared to be an evil.
I no longer thought of being rescued, nor
was Iin any bodily pain. On the contrary,
my sensations were now of rather a pleasur-
able cast, partaking of that dull but con-
tented sort of feeling which precedes the
sleep produced by fatigue. Though the
senses were thus deadened, not so the mind :
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its activity seemed {0 be invigorated, in a
ratio which defies all description; for
thought rose after thought with a rapidity
of succession that is not only indeseribable,
but probably inconceivable by any one who
has not himself been in a similar situation.
The course of those thoughts I can even
now in a great measure retrace : the event
which had just taken place—the awkward-
ness that had produced it—the bustle it
must have occasioned (for I had observed
two persons jump from the chains)—the
eflect it would have on a most affectionate
father—the manner in which he would
diselose it to the rest of the family—and a
thousand other circumstances minutely as-
sociated with home, were the first series of
reflections that occurred. They then took
a wider range ; our last eruise—a former
voyage and shipwreck—my school, the
progress I had made there, and the time 1
had misspent—and even all my boyish pur-
suits and adventures.

“Thus travelling backwards, every past
incident of my life seemed to glance across
my recollection in retrograde succession ;
not, however, in mere outline, as here
stated, but the picture filled up with every
minute and collateral feature ; in short, the
whole period of my existence seemed to be
placed before me in a kind of panoramic
review, and each act of it seemed to be ac-
eompanied by a consciousness of right or
wrong, or by some reflection on its cause or
its consequences; indeed, many trifling
events which had been long forgotten then
erowded into my imagination, and with
the character of reeent familiarity.

¢ May not all this be some indication of
the almost infinite power of memory with
which we may awaken in another world,
and thus be compelled to contemplate our
past lives? Or might it not in some degree
warrant the inference that death is only a
ehange or modification of our existence, in
which there is no real pause or interrup-
tion? But, however that may be, one cir-
cumstance was highly remarkable: that
the innumerable ideas which flashed into
my mind were all retrospective. Yet I had
been religiously brought up ; my hopesand
fears of the next world had lost nothing of
their early strength, and at any other period
intense interest and awful anxiety would
have been excited by the mere probability
that I was floating on the threshold
of eternity; yet at that inexplicable
moment, when I had a full gonviction
that I had already crossed that threshold,
not a single thought wandered into the
future: I was wrapt entirely in the past.
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¢ The length of time that was occupied
by this deluge of ideas, or rather the short-
ness of time into which they were condens-
ed, I cannot now state-with precision ; yet
certainly two minutes could not have
elapsed from the moment of suffocation to
that of my being hauled up.”’— Letter from
Admiral Beaufortto Dr Wollaston, in Sir
J. Barrow's Autobiography, pp. 398—401.

Original.
A SNOW-SHOE EXCURSION.

BY G. §5. P.

During a sojourn at Montreal, in the win-
ter of 18—, I was induced to accept the
proposal of a friend to accompany him on a
mission to one of the Hudson Bay Com-
pany’s posts, at Weymontachene, situated
about two hundred and fifty miles from
Three Rivers, near the head of the River
St. Maurice. Having provided ourselves
with an outfit of blanket-coats, leggings,
maps, snow-shoes, guns and ammunition,
ete., we started on our pedestrian tour on
the thirteenth of February, taking the stage-
road to Three Rivers, with our guns and
snow-shoes slung across our shoulders.

We reached that place on the evening of
the third day after our departure from Mon-
treal, having walked thirty miles per day.
After a brief rest, we set about providing
the necessary equipments for our future voy-
age, consisting of traineaux or tobogans, pro-
visions, ete.; and, with a trusty Canadian
voyageur, we proceeded on our journey up
the St. Maurice, arriving early in the even-
ing at the Gros Rapids, where we were hos-
pitably entertained at a comfortable log-
cabin, by Mr. George Baptist, the proprie-
tor of extensive mills and lumbering estab-
lishments, situated in a dense forest of tall
pines, amidst wild and romantic scenery.
In the morning, after partaking of a hearty
breakfast of delicious lake-trout and moose
steaks, we resumed our snow-shoe voyage,
our company being now increased by a party
of Indian hunters who were proceeding on
their winter hunting excursion. Breasting
a cold north-west wind, each drawing a
heavily-loaded ¢raineau, we pursued our
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course on the frozen river, in single file,
over an unbroken surface of snow, bounded
by an impenetrable forest and lofty cliffs.

At mid-day, a convenient place was se-
lected for a halt on the bank of the riv.er,
and preparations commenced for a meal.
A blazing fire was soon kindled, over which
camp-kettles of soup were shortly ready for
our keen and longing appetites. Placing
some branches of pine and sapin on the
snow, we seated ourselves around the cheer-
ful fire and partook heartily of our humble
meal ; some closing the repast with pipes of
the fragrant weed. Again we started on
our tramp, much invigorated and refreshed.
The toil of dragging a heavily-laden {raineau
compels the voyageur to make a frequent
halt for rest, the Indian term for which is
« Sag-ga-suagh,”’ or “une pipe,” each one
indulging in a few hurried puffs, suddenly
interrupted by the significant shout of
‘‘ugh! ugh!” the Indian signal for con-
tinuing the journey.

The short period of daylight at this season
of the year renders it necessary to make
early preparations for the night encamp-
ments. Accordingly, about three p. m., the
experienced eye of the voyageur may be seen
glancing anxiously towards the banks of the
river, for a sunitable resting-place for the
night encampment,—indicated by a grove of
hard wood, interspersed with tall, decayed,
dry pine-trees, the trunks of which afford
ready kindling-material for lighting a fire.
A spotbeing selected, our party elimbed the
steep bank of the river ; and, having reached
a sheltered position, a large space was dug
out with our snow-shoes, to the depth of
two or three feet, and lined with soft pine
branches, forming a most comfortable couch
on which to rest our weary limbs before the
bright, warm, crackling fire, ready to par-
take of our evening repast. That being
concluded, pipes and tobacco, with story-
telling, occupied .the greater part of the
evening, till refreshing slumbers came to
our relief.

The tout ensemble of this wild, winter,
woodland scene,—with the group around the
blazing fire, some engaged in their evening
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devotion,—would have afforded a good suh-
jeet for Kreighofl’s pencil. The time for
repose having arrived, we were soon wrapped
in the ample folds of our blankets, a clear,
bright, starry sky forming the only canopy
over our heads. After a good night’s rest,
our slumbers were broken by the shrill ery
of the voyageur, of * petit jour,” or ¢ early
day,”’—being the signalfor continuing the
journey.

On our arrival at Rat River, about one
hundred miles distant from Three Rivers,
we parted with our Indian companions, who
pursued a different route on their winter
hunt, reducing our party to three persons.
On the third day of our journey from this
point, an accident occurred to our guide.
In reaching out his axe one night to reple-
nish the fire, he buried it in his instep. His
cry immediately awakened myself and com-
panion, and we applied bandages to the
wound, which proved so serious as to render
him incapable of proceeding to the termina-
tion of our journey, now only about twenty-
five miles distant. My friend, however,
continued the journey alone, in order to ob-
tain aid from the Hudson Bay Company’s
post, leaving me in charge of our wounded
guide. On the second day of my friend’s
departure, I heard the gladdening sound of
a distant shout resounding through the
woods, soon followed by the entrance into
the encampment of two stout voyageurs, with
whose assistance my wounded companion
was conveyed in a comfortable fraineau to
Weymontachene. The welcome sight of the
Company’s fort broke into view as we
rounded a point of land, and I was wel-
comed on my arrival by the worthy Chief
Trader, Mr. McLeod, and his son, the com-
panion of my journey.

After a pleasant sojourn of a week at the
post, engaged in various hunting excursions,
I took leave of my kind friends and started
on my return with a stout Capadian voya-
geur. We arrived at Rat River on the fifth
day after our departure from Weymonta.
chene, having made forced marches, so as
to reach Three Rivers before the ice began
to break up ; but,on arriving at the “Grande
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Mére ” Falls, we found the river becoming
insecure, and made a defour across the
country, coming out at Champlain, on the
St. Lawrence, a short\dista.nce from Three
Rivers, where we arrived in the early part
of the evening. On the following morning
I took leave of my trusty wvoyagewr, and
reached Montreal on the twentieth of March,
having been absent about one month, after
performing a journey of upwards of five
hundred miles, the chief part of which was
on snow-shoes. ‘

Original. '
SIX SONNETS ON THE CLOUDS.
BY W. ARTHUR CALNEK, ANNAPOLIS, N.S.

Scorn not the sonnet ; critic you have frowned,
Mindless of its first honors; with this key
Shakespeare unlocked his heart.— Wordsworth.
I.
CLOUDS AT MORN.
Hail! glorious clouds that fringe the eastern
skies
At early dawn, ere yet the wings of day
Have brushed night’s brooding shadows all
away.

The golden beams that from the orient rise,
Awake your forms to beauty that defies

All art to paint, all language to pourtray.
The aqueous drops your opagque bosoms bear,
They change to gems, and bid strange glory wear;

And Iris, beauteous as her colors are,
‘Withdraws her mild and meek magnificence,

As pales before the morn night’s beacon-star.
When ye reflect thd glowing rays intense

Of rising day-—oh! ye do symbolize

All forms of beauty that the world supplies.

I,
NOON-DAY CLOUDS, IN SUMMER.

Oh! noon-day clouds, that rest so motionless
Upon the broad horizon, mass on mass,
In mount’nous shapes wWhose magnitudes sur-
pass
Earth’s mighty Alps and Andes, I confess
1 feel the soothing calm of happiness,
‘Whene’er with you the mid-day hours I pass
In silent study, tracing in your forms
The germs of distant or incipient storms;
Or seeking images of animals or towers,
Of olden castles rent by age or War, ]
With ivy clad, and twined about with flowers,
As if to hide the ruin they abhor.
Lo! beauty—in the battle with decay—
Is crowned a victor in your halls to-day.

1I11.
CLOUDS AT SUNSET., '

Oh! peaceful clouds that at decline of day,
Along the occidental skies unfold
Your scrolls of purple, erimson, gray, and gold.

S
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‘What homage to the passing hour ye pay,
As, slowly and serenely, ‘“ evening gray”

From out the east creeps silently !" Untold,
Because unspeakable, the charms ye spread.
As we perceive the odors flowers have shed,

Yet cannot tell their essence, so ye pour
A sense of subtle influence and control,

Through your strange beauty, evermore,
Upon the poet's all-susceptive soul;

And tinge his dreams with tints as mixed and

rare,

As those your floating forms so sweetly wear.

Iv.
CLOUDS BY MOONLIGHT.

Oh'! moonlit clouds, I've gazed in ecstasy

Upon you in your pathway in mid-air,

And wondered what your mission could be

there,

At midnight’s hour, alone with earth andvxixe.
O’er Luna’s disc ye glide all silently, '

Her gentle rays eclipsing, everywhere
Your shadows casting on the world below ;
And as I watch them quickly come and go,

Each urging each, as wave doth wave at sea,
Or memories of youth in hale old age;

I read the lesson they would leave with me,
As clearly as though written on Fate’s page:

¢“Life cannot be all joy, for sorrow flings

Its shadows o’er it from its sable wings.”

V.
STORM-CLOUDS.

Oh! wondrous clouds that ride upon the storm,

Vast, billowy masses, rent with lurid fires;

As ye ascend the heavens, Sol’s light expires,
And trembling birds,—so full of song at morn,—
Of all their music by your presence shorn,

Keep silence while your awful voices roar,

All sound, save yours, in timid accents dies,

Until your Pandemonium strife is o’er;

E’en man, subdaed, with awe surveys the skies,

‘When flashing lightnings from your blackness

pour -
Their startling brilliance, mixed of many dyes,

And owns his weakness, now and evermore.
Ye are fit emblems, as in rage ye roll,

Of vengeful passions in the human soul.

VI.
RAIN-CLOUDS, IN SUMMER.

Hail! generous clouds of golden summer-tide,
‘With bosoms bursting with the gracious rain,
So gently drawn from river, lake, and main,

See, as ye quench the drouthy sunbeam’s pride,
And spread your shadows o’er the earth again,

That earth which your long absence sighed,
Whose thirsty surface, lacking you, lost power
To nourish her fair children, fruit and flower ;

See, how the sons of toil rejoice, as pour
Your healing waters o’er the drooping grain,

Restoring life and vigor by each shower,

And giving bloom where blight had fixed its
stain,

Oh! welcome clouds, to you the harvest owes,

Whate’er of good to man its hand bestows.
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Original,
REMINISCENCES OF THE EARLY FUR-
TRADE OF MONTREAL.

BY WM. HENDERSON, ESQ., HEMISON, QUEBEC.

The rise and progress of the fur-trade till
1800 hasbeen so fully described in the intro-
duction to Sir Alexr. MacKenzie’s Travels,
that any remarks of mine would be out of
place. No other person could be better in-
formed than the gentleman in question, and
very few had such experience. For many
years a resident in the Indian country, one
of the chief partners in the Northwest
Company, traversing in every direction the
vast territory occupied by their trading-
posts, celebrated as the discoverer of the
river still known by his name, as well as
his journey across half the continent, over
the Rocky Mountains to the Pacific Ocean,
a perilous undertaking,*—none could be bet-
ter qualified to place before us the history
of the Fur-Trade, and accurate descriptions
of the Northwest territory and itsaborigines,
than Sir A. MacKenzie—who had few com-
petitors, and but one rival, in the great Com-
pany. But that rival, Simon MacTavish,
was worthy of him. Equally familiar with
the commerce of the interior, the aborigines,
their manners, languages, and wants—
equally enterprising, as he was bold in ex-
ecution—in the affairs of the Company, he
could suffer no equal, far less any control.
Consequently, when, some ten or twelve
years subsequent to his travels to the Paci-
fie, Sir Alexander returned to Montreal, a
violent guarrel took place, and MacTavish,
for forty thousand pounds, got rid of this
rival. MacKenzie proceeded to England,
published his “Travels” in 1801, was
knighted, and returned to Canada to estab-
lish the Southwest, in opposition to the
Northwest, Company. Trading chiefly in
the territory of the United States, and op-
posed, as well by the newly-formed Ameri-
can Fur Company, under Astor, as by mul-
titudes of private adventurers, the South-

* ¢ The most arduous, perhaps the most diff-
eult, ever performed by man.”—Macgregor; vol.
1,p.517.
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west Company was not, I believe, very suc-
cessful, nor of long duration.

The Southwest Company’s trade was
chiefly in the territory of the United States.
That of the Northwest Company extended
from the head waters of the Mississippi to
the Iey Sea—from the River St. Maurice to
the Pacifiec Ocean, and—as lessees of the
King's Posts—eastward to the Atlantic ; an
immense dominion, claimed and held by
Canada, from the earliest period of BEuro-
pean occupation on this continent, as indis-
putably forming part of her territory.

As the general business of the Northwest
Company was centred at Montreal, and
conducted under the firm of MecTavish,
Frobisher,* & Co., the headquarters were
considered to be at the < Grand Portage,” on
the northwest side of Lake Superior, where,
annually, in the month of June or July,
the partners from the interior met those
from Canada, and—after examining the
state of the Company’s affairs, and concert-
ing its future operations—presents were
distributed among the Indian hunters; de-
serving servants suitably rewarded, and
some weeks pleasantly spent, before some
returned to their desks, and others to another
dreary twelvemonth at the various isolated
posts. Until later years, when the Com-
pany had sailing vessels on the upper lakes,
the supplies for the fur-trade were conveyed
to the «“ Grand Portage” by the way of the
Ottawa river, Lake Nipissing, and the
northern coasts of Lakes Huron and Supe-
rior, in large birch canoes of five or six tons
burthen, navigated by numerous crews—
and from the ¢ Grand Portage’ to the
various distant posts in the interior by
smallerbirch canoes, called ¢ North canoes,”
navigated by seven or eight men, who,
from their hard fare, had the soubriguet of

* Although this gentleman allowed his name
to continue in the firm, he had, ke many other
partners in the Company, retired {from its busi-
ness with anample fortune, and segtled at Mon-
treal. Of these gentlemen it is only vecessary to
mention the names of Jacob Jordan, Joha Gre-
gory, Toussaint Pothier, Nicolas Montour, Ro-
deric and Henry MacKenzie, Norman MclLeod,
&e.
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“mangeurs de guenne ’—or quenne—a local
term for ¢ skin,” in opposition to their better-
fed rivals in the large canoces, who were
nicknamed ¢ mangeurs de lard.”

The clerks, conductors of canoes, and
other officers or employés of the Company,
who by their conduct merited rewards,
were, step by step, advanced to more im-
portant and lucrative situations, many of
them ultimately to partnerships, and, con-
sequently, independent fortunes.* Priests
and school.ma.sters were liberally provided
for, at the Company’s expense, and old or
infirm persons and deserted children taken
care of. Their vast territories were ex-
plored, and the position of the numerous
lakes, rivers, and mountains ascertained
and surveyed by their astronomer, Mr.
Thompson, who was for many years em-
ployed in this service.

The straightforward, uneccncealed, hu-
mane, and patriotic proceedings of these
truly merchant-princes—alike honorable to
themselvesand beneficial to their country—
contrast strikingly with the sedulously con-
cealed and selfish proceedings of their rivals,
who, claiming proprietorship of immense
regions, neither occupied it themselves nor
would peaceably permit others.

The Hudson Bay Company arrogate to
themselves, not “only exclusive commercial
monopely, but also the right of soil, to half
of the continent of North America, in virtue
of the Royal charter granted by Charles II.
to Prince Rupert and his associates, in the
year 1669, under which they were invested
with ¢ the exclusive right of trade and navi-

* The greater part, if not all, of the partners,
chief officers, and clerks of the Company, as weil
as many of theilr employés, while residing in the
interior, had Indian wives. These faithful and
affectionate creatures, devoted to thelr quasi
husbands, were a surer protection than their
forts and guns. But when the men to whom
they had devoted their youth, returned to Cana-
da, they—with their children -were almost in-
variably left behind. Some very few—with their
children—~followed their husbands to Montreal,
and made their abode in some of the Indian
villages in its vicinity ; but I can-only recollect
one instance of this kind from personal know-
ledge, although it was not unusual to bring-down
one or more of the children,
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gation, soil and government, to all lands.
lying within Hudson’s Straits—countries,
coasts, seas, bays, lakes, rivers, creeks, and
sounds—not already possessed or claimed by
any other Christian prince or State.”

It is difficult to decide what in the above
description is meant by the words, « lying
-within Hudson’s Straits.” If literally in-
terpreted, it could extend no further than
‘‘countries, ete.,” on either side,—that is, the
northern coast of Labrador, and large islands
north ofit. Hudson’s Bay was then well-
known, and would have been mentioned, if
intended, in the grant. While most of the
charters on the eastern coast of America
were limited to fifty or one hundred leagues
in width, and as the whole area of the
thirteen original States who effected their
independence did not much exceed that of
France and the British Islands, it is mon-
strous to suppose that even the profligate
Charles could “intentionally give away half
of the continent of North America,—es-
pecially in such ambiguous terms, qualified
as it was by the reservation of the rights of
other Christian princes or States. When
this charter was granted, the greater por-
tion of the country that has been claimed
under its provisions was then, and long be-
fore, claimed and possessed by France and
the Indians who acknowledged her supre-
macy. In Hudson’s Bay, itself, they had
the forts of St. Louis, St. Anne, and Bour-
bon. . In the Indian territories, the Jesuits
and Indian traders had penetrated to and
occupied stations in the Red River country,
Saskatchewan, Arthabaska, Temiscaming,
Lakes St. John and Misstagginis. It is
hence clear that—if this and other royal
charters had not been cancelled and de-
clared illegal by the subsequent Bill of
Rights—by the very words of this pretend
ed charter it was null and void.

While the pensioned representatives of
Louis XIV. disgraced the British throne, the
encroachments on the French possessions
were overlooked; but when the Stuaris
were expelled, France resumed her posts in
Hudson’s Bay, and drove the English out,
but finally, by the Treaty of Utrecht, in



270

1713, relinquished to England a part of it,
arfd its southern boundary was defined and
fixed at the ridge, on the 49th parallel of
north latitude, which separates the waters
falling into Hudson’s Bay from those flowing
to the St. Lawrence. This ridge exists, but
not at the 49th degree of latitude. It is at
the 50th degree —from 83° to 88° west longi-
tude, where it turns to the southward, along
the northwestern side of Lake Superior, ter-
minating near the sources of the Mississippi.
Another ridge of high land, separating ihe
waters falling into Hudson’s Bay, from the
aflluents of MacKenzie's river and Lake
Winnipeg, commences at 51° north latitude,
91° west of Greenwich, on the northwest
side of Lake Joseph, and thence is eontinued
north-westerly, to latitude 62°, longitude
103°, where it turns to the northeast, and
terminates at the Vietoria Channel.

If the Company could establish any elaim
at all under their illegal charier, this ridge
would most decidedly be their boundary
towards Canada.

By the treaty with the United States, in
1794, the name of the Company is inciden-
tally mentioned, without allusion to their
rights; but this—as well as the former
treaty—was a Royal Act, and could con-
vey no corporate privileges whatever.

The only Act of Parliament in which the
Hudson Bay Company is mentioned by
name is that of George II., ¢. 17,—passed
to encourage attempts to discover a north-
west passage,—which stipulates that it shall
notbe so construed as to prejudice any right
or privilege claimed by the adventurers
trading to Hudson’s Bay, but does not ex-
plain what those rights consisted of, or what
the nature of their claims was. But this
simple allusion to certain ¢ adventurers,”
in which their corporate nhme is not even
mentioned, could never be made to imply
the recognition of a corporation declared
to be illegal by the Bill of Rights.

I have already pointed out the illegality
of their original charter,—as well by its own
stipulations as by the law of the land; the
nullity of the assumed bhoundary of the
ridge at the 49 parallel of north latitude,
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supposed to lie east and west, when in fact
its course, after a short distance, is nearly
north, and, at any rate, never legalized by
any Act of the Imperial Parliament.

Upon what other foundation, therefore, do
they claim for themselves the empire of
half a continent ? is it by right of prior dis-
covery and occupation? In both of these
the French preceded them for nearly half
a century. Did the French, or their British
successors in Canada, silently permit en-
croachment beyond the narrow limits pre-
seribed by the treaty of Utrecht? Certain-
ly not. Previousto Lord Selkirk’s seizure of
the Red River territory by an armed force,
they never were permitted to establish
themselves in the countries watered by the
lakes, rivers, or streams falling into the
MacKenzie river and Lake Winnipeg.
Was it by their patriotic endeavors to ex-
plore and survey the vast territory they laid
claim to, or in ecivilizing and improving
the condition of the wretched aborigines?
‘Wehave seen or heard of no indications of the
latter, and of the former—if any such were
made—that, with all other local informa-
tion, wassedulously withheld from the pub-
lie. There is the single exception of Mr.
Heamme's journey to the Coppermine River,
in 1772, in company with a large body of
Indians, who, in defiance of Mr. Hearne’s
threats, and regardless of entreaties, sur-
prised and massacred the inmates of five
Esquimaux tents,—men, women, and chil-
dren. Public opinion had severely censured
the Company for their inertness and lack
of public spirit, either to explore the coun-
try themselves, or permit others. The goli-
tary effort made by Mr. Hearne affords very
little information of any value, and seems
to have been undertaken merely to satisfy
the British publie.

It is with entire impartiality that I state
my reminiscences of these two great com-
panies. I am indebted to no member of
either of them for any favor; and cannot
complain of any injury. If local or nation-
al prejudices may be noticed, it must be in
favor of the Hudson Bay Company ; the
majority of their servants are, like myself,
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natives of the northern isles of Secotland
and Scandinavian in origin. The threaten-
ed considerable addition to the present for-
midable indebtedness of the Dominion—hy
the purchase of the Hudson Bay Company’s
illegal claim to a country which already
belongs to Canada—alone impels me to
state what I believe to be the truth.

It is but jusiice to admit that, whatever
inertness and lack of publie spirit may have
been chargeable against this Company in
former times, that can no longer be laid to
their charge since their amalgamation with
the Northwestern Company. Their liberal
assistance to the overland explorers in the
Arctie regions,. besides fitting out several
expeditions conducted by Dr. Rae and Mr.
Dease, whose daring enterprise, scientific
acquiremen's, and extensive discoveries
have added so much to googrdphical know-
ledge, were acts warthy of a great Company
whose prosperity is so necessary to the wel-
fare—not to say even to the existence—of
the feeble remnants of the red man.

But, admitting all that ean be urged on
this head, it by no means follows that we
should silently acquiesce in the alienation
of our territory. Great Britain, in her
ireaties with her revolted colonies,—in
which Canada was neither consulted or re-
presented,—despoiled her of her fairest pro_
vinces. Previous to the revolutionary war,
all chat extensive and valuable territory
northward of the Ohio and east of the Missis.
sippi, abouv halt of the States of New York
and Vermont, and the greater part of Maine,
formed part and pareel of Canada,—or New
France,—occupied by Canadians and their
Indian allies long previous to that war, and
even after it had ceased, and only finally
bartered by a treaty in favor of British in-
terests so Jate as 1795. It is too much to
expect us to sit with folded arms while the
best part of what was leftis being lost.

Had Simon McTavish been spared to at-
tam the ordinary term of human life, it is
much more likely that the Hudson Bay
Company wouid Lave found it sufficiently
difficult {0 maintain their positions in the
vieinity of the Bay itself, than have

been permitted to pass its natural boundary’
and possess themselves of the Red River
territory.

At this time—1800-04—the universal be-
lief was that the Hudson Bay Company had
no exclusive privileges, no monopoly or ter-
ritorial proprietorship, and no legal exist-
ence as a corporate body. Satisfied of these
facts, the Northwest Company built, armed,
and equipped the schooner ¢ Beaver,” 150
tons burthen, loaded her with provisions
and other merchandise for Indian traffic-
and sent hex round to Hudson Bay, where,
during the short summer-season, her super-
cargo traded with the Indians at the very
door of their rivals, and under the guns of
their forts. Loud complainis were indeed
made by the Hudson Bay Company, of vio-
lation of their rights; but, these being un-
noticed, no redress was obtained.

Mr. MacTavish, the prime mover and en,
ergetic director of the great Canada Fur
Company, died, at a comparatively early
period of life, in the summer of 1804,—a
loss to the Northwest Company, to Montreal,
and to all Canada, severely felt ever since.
The Grand Pbrtage, with a width of two
degrees of latitude across the whole conti-
nent, would not have been shamefully de-
livered up to the United States, in violation
of the boundary stipulated by the treaty of
1783. By this the line was to pass from
the discharge of Lake Superior, through the
centre, to the farthest extremity at the
River St. Louis; and not, by coasting the
northern shores, to leave its large islands,
and nine-tenths of its surface, to Americans.

Although the business of the Northwest
Company was, for several succeeding years,
apparently carried on with the same sue-
cess, future events proved that its decline
and final dissolution may be attributed to
the death of the ouly person capable of de-
{ending its interests against the prelensions
of its powerful rival; pretensions which—
after Lord Selkirk had joined them—were
shortly to be backed by deeds of violence
and bloodshed till their object was attained.
That nobleman, afier visiting the Highland
colony he had conveyed to perish by fevers,
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rattlesnakes, and mosquitoes, in the swamps
of the western district, honored Montreal
with his presence towards the end of the
year 1804. The advent of a real, live lord
had rarely, if ever, gladdened the eyes of
Montrealers, and he was lionized and feast-
ed accordingly,—especially by the partners
of the Northwestern Company, from whom
he had the address to obtain all the infor-
mation he desired regarding the extent and
value of their trade and mode of conduet-
ing it; information which, althoughnot im-
mediately acted upon, was not lost sight of.
Gradual encroachments on the Northwest
Company’s trading-grounds were either su-
pinely tolerated or feebly resisted, till—like
the stealthy approaches of the tiger, ready to
take the fatal leap--Lord Selkirk, soon
after the close of the last American war,
conveyed another colony of IHighlanders to
the Indian country, and by foree established
them at the Red River,—territory to which
the Hudson Bay Company had no better
claim than they had to the large tract silent-
ly yielded to Russia, or the colonies recent-
ly erected into provinces on the coast of the
Pacific, without compensation, or reference
whatever to their illegal elaims.
Resistance or extermination being the
only alternatives left to the Canada Com-
pany, a kind of civil war ensued. Hired
ruffians, the scum of Southern Europe, dis-
charged from foreign regiments in British
pay, were by his Lordship’s emissaries
armed and dispatched to the Red River.
Scenes of treachery, robbery, and murder,—
unequalled by even the revengefui atroci-
ties of savages,—became matters of daily
occurrence, almost unnoticed by either the
Colonial or Imperial authorities. A magis-
trate (the late Mr. Justice Fletcher) was,
indeed, sent up, armed with guns, pistols,
and proclamations, but he effected nothing.
However well-inelined to erush out freedom
in any shape, the oligarchy that had so long
misruled Canada had no military means to
assist the Hudson Bay Company; while
Lords Liverpool and Castlereagh, fully oc-
cupied with popular commotions at home—
on one side aware of the illegality of the
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Hudson Bay Company’s pretensions and
proceedings, on the other side balanced by
their Parliamentary interest—interfered on
neither side.

After many years of open war and mu-
tual destruction, the exhausted belligerents
were glad to compromise by amalgama-
tion.

Exclusive of the Northwest Company,
most of the merchants and traders in Mon-
real were more or less engaged in the fur-
trade, at that time the staple of Canada.
Conspicuous among the merchants were the
houses of Forsyth, Richardson, & Co.; James
and Andrew McGill ; Auldjo, Maitland, &
Co.; John MecGill; David David, and
others less extensively. Their peltries were .
obtained from the northwest territory of the
United States. Their agents were estab-
lished at Michilimackinae or at Detroit,
where the supplies for their Indian trade
were stored, and thence dispatched in bark
canoes to the various trading-posts along the
lakes, or on the banks of the Rivers Mia-
mi, Illinois, Wabash, Renard, Wisconsin,
and other great branches of the Mississippi.
Most of the furs and peltries from these
parts were, in the course of the month of
October, annually disposed of at Teasdale’s
Coffee-house, Montre'fml, by auction, being
chiefly purchased for New York and
other places in the States. Teasdale’s Coffee.
house, the westermost of three large three-
story houses on the south side of Capital
street, was situated on the high bank over-
looking the Harbor. Some idea of the ag-
tonishing force of the ice may be imagined
by what I have heard from an eye-witness,
as a fact, that in one Spring, at the shov-
ing of the ice, it was accumulated to such
a height as to rise over the bank and up to
the roofs of these houses, so as to send its

‘fragments into the street behind.

In those days, when the labors of the day
were over, the merchants and their clerks
spent their evenings at Teasdale’s, some to
converse about business, others to play back-
gamion or draughts,— all smoking popuay,
—an Indian weed used to mix with tobacco,
—and imbibing cold gin-and-water— seldom



THE WILD

among the younger, and never by the elders,
carried to excess. Such were the ordin-
ary relaxations from toil in the olden
time.

THE WILD HUNTSMAN.
Transiated from the German of Buerger, for the
New Dominion Monthily.

Loudly the Rhinegrave winds his horn:
“Halloo! Halloo!” to serf and hind,
His followers’ shouts affright the morn,
His neighing steed flies like the wind;
“The-freed hounds bark and leap and double.
O’er corn and thorn, and stones and stubble.

A stately church, with steeple high,
O’er stillness of the Sabbath air,
‘Sends forth its summons far and nigh,
To call the Christian folk to prayer.
And far and sweetly sound the praises
The godly.congregation raises

Across the hallowed path they ride,
With wild huzza and tally-ho!
See here ! see there! on either side,
The morning-beams a rider show;
The right-hand steed of silvery whiteness,
‘The left of larid fiery brightness.

‘Who are these riders, left and right?
I may not tell, though I can guess,
4A halo rich encircles, bright,
The kindly, youthful, right-hand face.
The left, as ghastly on he dashes,
"Neath stormy brows, shoots angry flagshes,

“Welcome, thrice welcome, is each one,
‘Welcome to noble sport so rare;
Is there in earth or hesven known,
A joy can with the chage compare ?”
He shouts, a8 he the pathway crosses,
And high in air his cap he tosges.

«¢Tll blends thy horn’s loud echoing noise,”
The géntle, right-hand horseman said,

‘“'With chapel-bell and choral voice,
Forbear, and let the chase be stayed;

Oh, heed thy better angel’s warning,

With worthier works thy rank adorning,”

¢“On with the chase, my baron brave!”
Broke in the left with angry scorn,
“8Shall droning bell, oMing-song stave,
Break up the pleasure of the morn?
Come, I will teach thee princely bearing—
Yon prater is beneath thy caring.

“Well spoken, stranger of the left;
Thou art a hero to my taste;
Let him who loves not, hunting-craft
Be left to sing, and pray, and fast. .
Out, fool! give o’er thy ghostly warning
Nor spoil our sport this jovial morning.”
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And, hurry, hurry, forward swift,
O’er fleld and fence, o'er hill and plain,
Still ride the strangers, right and left,
On either side, with might and main;
And, as the echoing bugle ringeth,
A sixteen-antlered stag up-springeth,

Louder, the chief his horn doth wind,
Swifter they fly on foot and horse ;
See! now before, and now behind,
To earth there falls a vassal’s corse.
“Ay, sink—sink down to hell unshriven,
I will not from my sport be driven.”

The stag now seeks a fleld of corn,
Hoping to find a hiding-place;

See there ! a peasant, poor, forlorn,
Presents himself, with anxious face :

 Have mercy, noble baron, hear me,

The fruit of all my labors spare me,”

The right-hand horseman forward sprung,
And pled the right in earnest tone;

The left a proud deflance flung,
And urged the wanton mischief-on.

The Rhinegrave scorns the gentle pleader,

And chooses still the left-hand leader.

‘‘Begone, you dog,” in haughty wrath,
He to the pleading peasant cried,
‘“Hence, or I hunt thee from my path.
Halloo! companions, forward ride,
Let his ears feel your whips in token
That I have sworn what I have spoken,”

"Tis said, 'tis done, the herse-shoes flash,

He clears the barrier at a bound,
Behind, with clanging horn and clash,

Follow him man and horse and hound ;
And hound and horse and man are swee ping
O’er golden grain just ripe for reaping,

The breathless stag new refuge sought,
O’er field and fence, o'er hill and plain,
Till, still pursued, but yet uncaught,
And sinking 'neath the fearful strain,
He hears the gentle sheep-bells Jjingle,
And with the flock he strives to mingle.

Now, here and there, throngh mead and bush,
And, here and there, through bush and mead
The hounds pursue, with crush and rush,
Right through the flock the chase they lead.
The shepherd hears the frightened bleating,
And falls before his lord, entreating.

“Oh spare, my lord, my pleading heed;

Let not your dogs my herds devour;
Consider, noble lord, here feed

The cows of many widows poor;
Your hounds will soon to pieces tear them :
Oh spare them, dearest master, spare them !

Forward the right-hand horseman sprung,

And pled the right with earnest tone ;



274

The left a proud defiance flung,

And urged the wanton mischief on.
The Rhinegrave scorns the gentle pleader,
And chooses still the left-hand leader.

“Halloo! companions, forward ride,
Yo! Tally-ho. So-ho! huzza!
And every dog, on every side,”
Buries in quivering flesh his jaw.
They tread the shepherd down with curses,
Beneath their onward-hurrying horses.

Hardly the stag the bloody doom
Escapes; with ever-weakening flight,
Dripping with gore, and dashed with foam,
He seeks the forest’s darkestnight;
Deep in its depths he erouches lowly,
‘Within the cell of hermit holy,

With cracking whips and reckless haste,
With ¢ tally-ho” and wild huzza,
‘With yelp and clang and bugle-blast,
More and more near the chase doth draw;
And as the holy cell it neareth,
The hermit at his door appeareth.

“Leave off this chase, nor dare invade
God’s holy place with mad intent,
To heaven the creature cries for aid,
And seeks from God thy punishment;
Thy last chance take, let reason guide thee,
Else onward to destruction ride thee.”

Eager the right-hand horseman sprung.
To plead the right with anxious tone;
The left his proud defiance flung,
And urged the wanton mischief on.
Oh woe, despite that earnest pleader,
He still obeys the left-hand leader.

“ Destruction here, destruction there,
That,” cried he, “dread I not a whit,
If this the heaven of hesvens were,
I should not fear to enter it; .
And though heaven’s wrath and thine it bring-
eth,
Still through the wood my bugle ringeth,”

He winds his horn, to urge the hunt,
“Halloo! companions, forward ride!”
Ha! vanish man and cell in front,
And vanish horse and man beside.
Clamor and clash and clang and rushing,
Sudden in deathly silence hushing,

Frightened, the Rhinegrave gazes round,
He winds his horn, no tone will come;
He shouts, his lips give forth no sound;
He cracks his whip, the air is dumb;
He spurs, but wilder grows his terror,
He cannot leave the place of horror,

Then, gradual darkness closes round,
Dark as the darkness of a grave;
And not a stir is heard, nor sound,
Save from a distant, washing wave;
Then,—terrified to late repentance,—
He hears, in thunder-tones, his sentence.
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Thou fiendish tyrant, ruler proud,
Defying God and man and beast;
The creature’s cries and groanings loud
To God, against thee, have not ceased.
And now for judgment they nre calling,
Where sparks from vengeance’ torch are falling.

Fly, sinner, iy ; beneath heaven’s frown
Shalt thou ride on, till time shall end;
By hell and Satan hunted down,
That princes may thy fate attend,
Lest they, their sinfual lust pursuing,
Scorn God and man, to their undoing.

Now lurid lightnings flashing down
Between the leafy branches come,

Fear thrills through marrow and through bone,
He grows so hot, so damp, so numb;

Around his way, cold horror hideth,

Behind, the howling tempest rideth.

The horror breathes! whistles the storm !
Now sudden from the ground there starts
A great, black fist, of dreadful form,
And to the flying huntsman darts.
It opens wide, his head it clenches,
His visage to the rear it wrenches.

All round, the flames flash fearfully,

In tongues of red and blue and green;
Beneath him boils a fiery sea

Where swarming demon-shapes are seen;
And thousand hell-hounds, hoarsely howling,
Leap from the pit with grewsome growling.

Then forward he, through wood and mead,
Howling in torment, takes his flight,

And still the fiends behind him speed
Over the world, both day and night;

By day through dens and caverns dashing,

At midnight, high in heavens flashing.

And still his haggard face looks back,

- And still his shadow-steed flies on,

Still must he see the hellish pack,
Cheered onward by the Evil One;

Must see the grinding and the gnashing -

Of flery jaws behind him flashing,

This is the fearful demon chase,
Shall last until the Day of Doom,
And oft before the sinner’s face
Flashes in midnight’s silent gloom;
But none have dared to tgu the story,
Fearing the flying huntstan’s fury.

[The object of this new translation of a poem
frequently translated before is toretain, as near-
1y as possible, the words, measure, and rhyme of
the original, and to this end something hagbeen
sacrificed in the way of elegance and smooth-
ness.]
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Original. - )
JOTTINGS FROM CANADIAN HISTORY.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘‘ MAPLE LEAVES.”

THE BELL OF ST. REGIS.

Whoever turns over the early annals of
Canada will be struck with the romantic
incidents which at every turn open on the
view; feats of endurance—of cool bra-
very—christian heroism, in its grandest
phases—aects of savage treachery, of the
darkest dye—deeds of blood and revenge
most appalling—adventurous escapes by
forest, land, and flood, which would furnish
material for fifty most fascinating romances.
No greater error ever was than that of
believing that few reliable records exist of
the primitive times of Canada. Had we
not the diaries of Jacques Cartier, Alphonse
de Xamtogue, the voyages of Champlain,
Charlevoix, ‘Du Freux, Bressam, &ec., we
still would have that admirable Journal of
the Jesuits, kept up, day by day, for so
many years, containing such a minute
record of every event which transpired in
New TFrance. The Jesuits’ Journal is
likely to remain the great fountain-head of
Canadian History. One can readily enter
into the meaning of one of our late
Goverpors, the Earl of Elgin, who, in one
of his despatches to the Home Government,
in speaking of the ‘early times of the colony,
described them as *‘the heroic times of
Canada ;” the expression was as eloquent as
it was beautiful. There is but little doubi
that our descendants will be just as familiar
with the beauties of Canadian history as the
great bulk of the present generation are
ignorant of them. The gradual diffusion of
knowledge, the spirit of research to which
éverything tends in the Dominion, mark
that period as not very far distant. D’Iber-
ville, Mlle. De Verchére, Latour, Beauloi,
Lambert, Closse, may yet, some day or
other, under the magic wand of a Canadian
Scott, be invested with the same bright halo
of glory which surrounds, in.the eyes of
Scotia’s sons, a Flora MeclIvor, a. Jeannie

Deans, a Claverhouse, or a Rob Roy. But ‘
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more on this theme hereafter. For the
present, let us select an incident of our
border warfare, and tell of the tribulations
and peregrinations of the Bell of St. Regis.

We shall not do our readers the in-
Jjustice to suppose that any one of them is
not minutely conversant with all the parti-
culars of the great Lachine massacre, perpe-
trated by the Iroquois (the allies of the New
‘Englanders), on the 25th April, 1689, a few
miles only from the centre of the spot where
now stands the great city of Mount Rogal.
The scalping, burning, and disembowelling
of some 200 men, women, and children, and
the entire conflagration of their once happy
homes, during a profound peace, and with-
out a moment of warning, was certainly a
crime to call down on the Indian tribes the
fiercest retribution, especially when it be-
came known that these hideous butcheries
were to have been repeated at Quebec and
Three Rivers, to please their English allies,
—a consummation which a most merciful
Providence alone averted. Marauding ex-
peditions on both sides of the border were
the order of the day. One of the most
remarkable expeditions of those days was
that of Rouville, undertaken shortly after
the English had ravaged, by fire and sword,
the country of the Abenaquis Indians. M.
De Vaudreuil sent, during the winter of
1704, 250 men, under the command of
Hertel de Rouville, a Huguenot, who,
followed by his four brothers, bade fair to
replace his brave father, then too stricken
in years to share the dangers of such a
service. The expedition ascended Lake
Champlain, and, by way of Onion river,
soon reached Connecticut river, which it
followed over the ice until it reached the
habitation nearest to the Canadian border,
Deerfield. This place was surrounded by
some outer works of defence, which the
snow covered, and Governor Dudley had
placed there about 20 soldiers to assist the
inhabitants in defending themselves. Rou-
ville invested the place, unperceived,
during the night of the 29th February.
Guards had been patrolling the streets
during that night, but had retired to rest
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towards morning. Two hours before day-
break, the French and their Indian allies,
not hearing any stir, scaled the walls, and,
descending into the settlement, surprised the
inhabitants, still asleep. No resistance was
offered. The place surrendered. Forty-
seven persons were slaughtered, a large
number of prisoners taken, and the settle-
ment given to the flames. A few moments
after sunrise, Rouville was retracing his
steps towards the Canadian frontier, taking
with him 112 prisoners. Pursuit was
organized against the spoilers, but without
success. Rouville eseaped, with the loss of
three Frenchmen and some savages, but he
himself was wounded. The party was
twenty-five days returning, and had for
provisions merely the wild animals they
killed in the chase. The Rev. Mr. Williams,
Pastor of Deerfield, and his daughter, were
amongst the prisoners brought to Canada.
Several of the young girls were placed in
the Ursuline Convent at Quebec, and at
Three Rivers. Miss Eunice Williams,
daughter to the Pastor of Deerfield, having
subsequently married a christianized Iro-
quois, settled at Sault St. Louis.¥ Such
are the outlines, furnished us by historians,
of this memorable Canadian raid. But
there are some unwritten particulars of
interest handed down to us, chiefly by
tradition,—such, for instance, as the pere-
grinations of the Bell of St. Regis, or rather
of Sault St. Louis. We find this incident
alluded to in a correspondence, in the Erie
Despatch, dated ¢ Massena Springs, 24th
July, 1865 :’—¢ St. Regis contains a small
Roman Catholic Church, on the Canadian
side of the line, built about the year 1700.
When completed, the priest informed the
Indians that a bell was highly important to
their worship, and they were ordered to
collect funds sufficient to purchase one.
They obeyed, and the money was sent to
France for the purpose. The French and
English were then at war. The bell was
shipped, but the vessel that conveyed it fell
into the hands of the English, and was

sFerland’s History of Canada.

‘of the bell.”
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taken to Salem in 1703. The bell was
purchased for a small church at Deerfield,
on the Connecticut river, the pastor of which
was the Rev. Mr. Williams. The priest of
St. Regis heard of the destination of his
bell, and, as the Governor of Canada was
about to send an expedition against the
colonies of New England, he exhorted the
Indians to accompany it, and get possession
The particulars of the Rou-
ville expedition are then given. ¢ The only
house left standing at Deerfield was that of
Capt. Seldon, which the assailants them-
selves occupied in seeuring the prisoners.
It was still standing near the centre of the
village, in 1850. The bell was conveyed
through the forest to Lake Champlain, to a
spot where Burlington now stands, and
there they buried it with the benedictions
of Father Nicholas, the priest of St. Regis,
who accompanied them. Thus far they
had carried it by means of poles, upon their
shoulders. They hastened home, and
returred in early spring, with a horse and
sledge, to convey the sacred bell to its
destination. The Indians of the village
had never heard the sound of a bell, and
powerful was the impression on their minds,
when its deep tones, louder and louder,
broke the silence of the forest as it
approached the village at evening, suspend-
ed upon a cross-piece of timber, and rung
continually by the delighted carriers. It
was hung in a frame tower, separate from
the church, with solemn ceremonies. Some
years after it was removed to the tower of
the church. The old bell was cracked by
some means, and last’ year it was sent to
Troy, N. Y., and the material re-cast into
the new one which they now have.”

To an inquiry, addressed by me to the
Rev. R. C. clergyman of St. Regis anent
the bell, in order to reply to a question
submitted by a member of the Historical
Society of Portland (Mr. Davis), I have
received the following courteous answer :—

¢« 8. REGIS, 11th Nov., 1867.
«J. M. LEMoINE, Esq., Quebec.

¢ SIR,~The history of the aforesaid bell

is correct, with the exception that it was



THE INVENTIONS

brought back by the Indians of Sault St.
Louis, for which mission it was destined,
and not to St. Regis. Sault St. Louis is a-
village situate on the shore opposite to
Lachine. The version in favor of St. Regis
was propagated in the United States by a
young lady who wrote a legend, in verse,
on this famous bell. I have forgotten the
name of the writer. The best proof that it
could not be St. Regis is, that St. Regis was
founded in 1759 by a Jesuit, with a party
of Indians from Sault St. Louis; and that
in 1704 it was but a wilderness where the
Indians came to hunt ; so that this bell was
conveyed to its place of destination, Sault
St. Louis—now known as Caughnawaga,
which is a corruption for Kaknawaka,
which means “The Rapids’—about 55
years before the first settlements at St.
Regis.
“ Yours {ruly,
¢« (Signed) Frs. MARCOUX, Ptre.”

Original,

THE INVENTIONS OF THE FUTURE.

There can be no doubt that we have
young mechanics, artisans, and students in
the world at the present day, who will yet
distinguish themselves as highly as the
Watts, Arkwrights, Stephensons, and
Morses of the past. Mankind are only, if
Wwe may so speak, beginning to discern the
powers and treasures that are lying hid in
the material world all around them.

The exhaustless supply of water in the
ocean and rivers, for instance, is undoubt-
edly intended for more uses than have yet
been discovered. The hydrogen which
forms a large proportion of it could furnish
the .chief element, if the means of utilizing
it were known, of all the light and heat
required in the world for all time, without
any sensible diminution of the supply.

In like manner, the clay of the earth
could furnish, by some unknown means of
separation, a sufficient supply of aluminum
for all the purposes to which that metal is
adapted. It is said to be as strong as
iron, though only about a third of the
weight, and as beautiful as silver, and, like

OF THE FUTURE. 277

it, to be proof against rust. If this is the
ease, it would appear to have just the re-
quisite properties for shipbuilding as soon
as it is cheap enough for that use. Strong,
light, handsome, permanent vessels are
much wanted. We may add that, to fur-
nish material for glass, pottery, &e., ean
scarcely be the only manufacturing use of
that generally-diffused material, sand.

It is well known that heat and motion
are in many respects convertible, and that
the great secret of economy in driving
steam-engines is in the first place to get the
largest possible proportion of heat from the
fuel, into the steam ; and, in the second, to
use the largest possible proportion of the
power of the steam thus generated. The
waste in these two processes by the methods
hitherto devised is said to be enormous ; say
perhaps three-fourths of the whole The
application, therefore, of steam power evi-~
dently presents a wide and inviting field
for improvement, and it is not strange that
great discoveries in this line should be an
nounced. If we only get 25 or 30 per cent
of the motive power out of a given quantity
of fuel now, a new method that would ena-
ble us to use 50 or 60 per cent. of it would
save half the fuel.

Again, it has long been known that
starch and sugar are chemically identical,
or nearly so, and yet no process has been
found, unless it be very recently, of con-
verting the one into the other. Could this
be freely and cheaply done, we should have
exhaustless supplies of sugar from the grain
and potatoes from which starch is now
made, In point of fact it is stated that a’
French chemist who has been for some time
engaged in the business of distillation, in
Canada, has discovered a method by which
he can convert Indian corn into sugar
by a very cheap process. Samples pur-
porting to be of this sugar were sent to
the Paris Exhibition, and pronounced
equal to the best refined sugar from the
cane; and a sugar refiner of Portland
has made an arrangement with the inven-
tor, it is said, to use his patent ; to which
end he is building a great refinery at New
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York. If all this be true, the revolutionin
the sugar business may be great.

Many useful results have been ohtained
of late years by the amalgamation of metals,
and this is a field of expei]iment and study
which is only beginning to be explored. If
out of three original colors many hundreds
of different shades may be produced, how
xﬂany different amalgams might be obtained
from the forty-nine metals already known,
some of which might prove of very great
utility ?

Again, the applications of electricity, in
its various forms and powers, will perhaps
be much more extensive than can now be an-
ticipated. We have of late years dis-
covered the electrie telegraph and the pro-
cess of electro-plating, but who can say how
many diseoveries remain to be made in this
field ? o

Light is one of the most extensively used
and most powerful agents in vegetable
chemistry—or rather in the chemistry of
nature generally,—but how little has it
been brought into the service of the arts.
It has been long used in bleaching by a
sort of natural process, and photography
has utilized it in an artistic way, but these
are almost the only successful attempts to
introduce into manufactures an agent of
immense power and boundless supply.

‘We need not go on with further speeifi-
cations, though the theme is an inviting
one ; suffice it to say that the earth, with
all its varied component parts—the air
which surrounds our globe, the water which
covers three-fourths of it, the electricity
which pervades it, and the light which
floods it,—are instinet with latent pow-
ers which only require to be discovered
and used in order to raise human cul-
ture and comfort to a pitch of perfection
that has never yet been thought of, even in
the wildest dreams of Oriental imagination.

Fifty years ago, any one would have
characterized the transmission of intelli-
gence across the Atlantic, in & few seconds,
as miraculous; and the question is, how
many wonders of a similar kind remain to
be discovered ?
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A CRIMEAN STORY .¥

BY A RETIRED OFFICER.

Amid the ghastly array of death that met
my eye, in the deep ditch of the Malakoff,
on the 9th of September, 1855, my attention
was arrested by one object,—not that I was
insensible to the mass of gallant fellows
who, piled heap upon heap, filled a memo-
rable grave, and had nobly fallen in the -
hour of victory, in the service of their
country and their Emperor, far from it;
for, even while I gazed, my thoughts were
far away amid the smiling homesteads of
the country that proudly called them sons,
and I keenly felt how many a venerable
head would bow with grief, and many a
smiling cheek be bathed in tears, when the
fearful price of life paid for this now won
battle should be known in those happy and
distant hamlets. But there was one figure,
conspicuous even among the hundreds that
surrounded him, so slight, so frail, that even
as I looked I wondered how one so youthful
and delicate could have mingled with those
veteran and bearded warriors in the deadly
and mortal strife. Iwas strangely fascinat-
ed by this poor youth, a sort of nameless
sympathy seemed to single him out from all
the rest, and at length I found myself, al-
most unconsciously, threading my way
amid the slain to the spot where he lay. At
this point, not very far from the defences
known as the ¢ Liitle Redan,” the fight had
been most desperate, and the ground was
covered with the dead, without an interval.
At last I stood beside him. He lay;or rather
knelt, as he had fallen—the body almost
erect, and supported by one knee on which
it rested, the other bent in the posture pe-
culiar to riflemen when delivering their
fire. One hand still retained the rifle ; the
other was firmly clasped in that of a fine-
looking sergeant of Zouaves who lay dead
at his side. They had evidently met their
death-wounds at nearly the same moment.
But it was the face of the youth that now

*Founded upon circumstances that came un-
der the immediate observation of the author.
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<laimed all my attention—fair and oval,
with features of faultless symmetry; the
fine and beautifully-formed nose, the small
mouth, partly open and displaying teeth of
pearly whiteness, the fair hair, cut short,
but silky as a girl’s, and the hands—such
hands to see on the battle-field—with fingers
long and tapering, and the small, filbert-
shaped nails, showing even amid their grim
covering of dirt and powder. The legs, too,
were bare to the knee, and asculptor might
have studied them for a model. A single
moment showed me all this, and at the
same time I conceived an idea which I
hastened to aet upqp. His uniform was
that of a private of Zouaves, and, kneeling
down, I easily unfastened the neck of the
loose jacket that formed his dress. It was
no surprise. The truth had flashed upon
me during my previolds serutiny—and yet
was it possible? Now doubt was at rest.
Yes, reader, the body before me was that of
a young and lovely woman—shot through
the heart! Around her neck was a small
gold chain attached to a miniature, and,
singular to relate, the same ball that had
pierced her bosom had first gone through
the portrait, shattering to atoms the lower
part, but leaving untouched the face, which
1 instantly recognized as that of the manly
form now dead beside her. Fastened in the
same way, by a mersel of cord, was a small
leather parcel, with a request that any one
finding it would cause it to be delivered to
her mother at L , a small village in
Normandy. Having secured both the re-
lies, sorrowful in heart, I proceeded in
search of a fatigue party. This I soon
found, for the work of interment had al-
ready commenced. For a slight gratuity
Iinduced the sergeant to join me, with four
men, and then hurried back to the melan-
choly seene. They looked® astonished that
one in my dress should show an interest in |
two dead French soldiers ; but, like all their
nation, they were polite, and on my ex-
pressing a wish that they would carry them
a short distance on the field and bury them
side by side in one grave, they smiled but

complied. I stood by while the sad work
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was performed, and rewarded them liberally
for their trouble. After their departure, I
passed an hour in collecting stones and
marking out the humble site, and then bent
my steps to the camp, determined to use
every effort in unravelling this mysterious
and affecting adventure.-

The afternoon of the following day found
me undetailed for any duty, and I there-
fore set out to walk to the French camp. I
had, throughout, endeavored to cultivate
the acquaintance of the French officers, and
numbered among my somewhat numerous
friends the Colonel commanding the gallant
Zouaves. You, reader, are in my confi-
dence, and can readily understand that my
visit on this océasion was to him. Passing
the quarter-guard of the regiment, I easily
distinguished his tent, by the sentinel on
duty before it, and, addressing him, asked
if his chief was within. ¢ Yes,” he re-
plied, ¢ but the Colonel was wounded in the
assault, and is confined to his bed.” ¢ Come
in, come in,’’ called out the wounded man
from beneath the canvas, “I ought to
know that voice, and shall be glad to see
you.” ¢ Ah, my friend, this is kind,” he
said, seizing my hand as I raised the door
and entered. ¢ Nothing at all, a mere
seratch,” he replied, as I hastened to ex-
press my sorrow at seeing him kors de com-
bat. ¢« The fact is, it is merely provoking,
for I had gone all through the day without
being touched when one of the last shots
fired k{xpcked me over. It is, however, but
a flesh-wound through the thigh, and they
tell me three weeks' repose will see me
once more at the head of my regiment.”
We had much to talk about, the events of
the last few days were fresh in our minds,
and we hurried on from grave to gay,—from
brief words of mourning on the losy of
valued friends and hosts of gallant soldiers,
to congratulations on success obtained and
long-deferred hopes at last accomplished.
A lull in the conversation at length pre-
gented my opportunity, and drawing out
the broken miniature I placed it silently in
his hand. . He instantly recognized it.
¢ Poor Henri,”” he said, “how came you
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by this?
even as you entered I was engaged writing
about him. There, by your side, lies his
grade of officer, sent me but yesterday by
the General; and my report was to state it
came only too late, for he also had fallen.”
Again he looked at the picture, then, turn-
ing to me, said : ¢ You know the Zouaves—
no finer troops—but I need not say so ; their
deeds speak for them. Well, sir, in all
their ranks beat no more gallant heart than
Henri La Croix. , He joined, but a mere
lad, just before we left old France. On the
opening of the campaign, he soon attracied
my notice, and I gave him his first stripe
as non-commissioned officer. Subsequently,
he never lost an opportunity of distinetion,
and his headstrong daring in every situation
of danger even took by surprise his more
veteran- comrades., During that furious
struggle at Inkerman he saved my life by
his devotion ; and, later in the day, was run
through the body by a Russian bayonet.
For many weeks he lay in hospital at Ka-
miest, almost without prospect of recovery,
and, indeed, the Surgeon-General attributed
his ultimate restoration to the unceasing at-
tention of a young recruit, a brother of his

He was indeed a brave soldier ;

own, who opportunely arrived from France

at this time. The lad had enlisted as a
drummer, and came out with a strong draft
of conseripts. Once more restored to health,
Henri returned to his company, and his
first request to me was that his brother
might assume the rifle instead of the drum,
and serve with him in the ranks.® This,
coming from him, I could not refuse, al-
though Auguste was but an unformed strip-
ling—a pretty boy—and looked more suited
to measuring ribbons in the Rue St. Honoré
than mounting picket in an enemy’s coun-
try. YetInever had cause to regret my
decision. The tenement, indeed, was frail ;
but the spirit that ruled it was great and
noble. On all occasions for the future, side
by side fought the brothers ; and, at last, in
the assault on the ¢ Mamelon Vert,” so emi-
nently conspicunous were they rendered by
their achievments, that the General decorat-
ed them both, with his own hand, on the
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field of battle. By-and-by came a day
when I recommended Henri for his grade
as officer ; at the same time offering Au--
guste his first step in non-commissioned
rank. This he gratefully but firmly de-
clined, saying, ¢ when his brother was an
officer, he only asked to be his servant.’
Such, my friend, is the simple but touching
history of these young men. They died as
they had lived, side by side, and were seen
to fall at the same moment in the ditch of
the Malakoff.”

There was a nervous trembling about the
corners of his mouth as the fine old soldier
finished his narrative, but it soon changed
to a look of intense aStonishment as I pro-
ceeded to relate the circumstances that had’
come under my notice on the day previous..
Many were the exclamations of sorrow and
surprise that passed his lips as my tale ad-
vanced, and, when I had brought it to a
conclusion, he sank back on his pillow,
with closed eyes, and appeared to passin
review all I had told him. Presently he
gaid, ¢ The Curé of L , in Normandy,
is one of my oldest and most valued friends.
If you will entrust the packet and minia-
ture to me, I will forward them by the
earliest post, and I do not doubt a few weeks
will put us in possession of all the incidents
connected with this most painfully roman-
tie story.”” Thus was it settled, and I took
my leave.

It was nearly two months from that day,
and autumn was fast merging into winter,
when a summons from the old Colonel, to
dine with him, reached me one morning.
He had changed 'his tent for a more com-
fortable though rude dwelling of boards and
mud, and he looked hale and hearty, though
a limp in his walk still bade him remember
the stormy scenes he had recently shared in.
After we had disposed of our camp-fare,
and taken up a position near the warm lit-
tle stove, he produced a long letter from the
pastor of L . '

It appeared that in the hamlet under his
spiritual charge resided an elderly couple
named Le Fonde. They and their ances-
tors had for many years tilled the same land,,
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and were ever regarded as among the most
respected of his . parishioners. The spring
of 1854 found the old homestead occupied
by a contented and happy group,—them-
selves, their only child and daughter, Ar-
mine, and the old man’s ward, a fine young
peasant, Henri La Croix, the affianced hus-
band of the fair Armine. An orphan from
an early age, Henri had found a happy
home with the Le Fondes; and the farm
left him by his parents had, under the
old man’s guardianship, advanced in value
and resources. A bright future indeed
seemed opening on the youthful pair, for
their love truly had grown with their
growth, and all their earthly affections were
centred in each other.

It wanted but three months of Henri’s
coming of age, and that joyous day was to
give him the maiden he loved best on earth.
Already had the tenant removed from his
land, and many of his hours were passed
there in preparations for his young wife’s
reception. All promised well. No cloud
appeared to obscure the horizon of their
happiness, and naught but calm enjoyment
found its resting-place beside their humble
hearth, when, like the mighty burst of a
tropical tempest,—sudden, unlooked-for, un-
expected,—came the dread fiat for a four-
fold conseription. Suchan ediet—unparal-
leled in its enoymous requirements—no
hand could stay. The young, the strong,
the healthy, were swept away. Talk not
to me of substitutes; the broadest acres in
that hamlet could not have purchased one.
And why? No man was left--all, all were
gone.

The warm spring sun looked down on that
sorrowing land, but ‘on no home more lone-
ly than that of the Le Fondes. The bright
eye, the cheerful face, the ringing, merry
laugh of one who had been their pride,
their hope, the strong, abiding stay of their
declining years, was gone for ever. Alas!
where was he ?
gerried legions on their march of death.

Yet, here I cannot pause. Although sor-
row, deep and painful, tore the bleeding
hearts of the aged pair, still was their cup

Far, far away among the |
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not full. Their son was gone; but had
they not yet their daughter? They had,
but not for long. ’Tis true in person she
was with them there; but her spirit-life
was journeying with her soldier-lad. Thus
months passed away, and then their
daughter, too, had fled. No trace could be
found. Their lengthened search proved
vain. Those loving eyes shall never rest
again upon a mother’s face, and the old
man’s gray hairs shall never know the
touch of that soft hand. Weep for her,
stranger. Ina foreign land she sleeps,—far,
far away, by him she loved.

THE DEAD SOLDIER.

(From the German.)
Far on a foreign battle-field,
A poor dead soldier lay,
All uncounted and forgotten,
Tho’ he’d bravely fought that day.

Proud Generals ride by him,
‘With orders covered o’er;

But unnoticed lies the soldier
‘Who again shall fight no more.

And maidens fair are weeping .
O’er the rank that perished there;

But for the poor dead soldier '
There i8 neither sigh nor tear.

But, far away, in his cottage-home,
His father's grief is sore,

Presaging that his brave young son
Shall bless his eyes no more.

And there sits his aged mother,
With a bowed and covered head,

For the clock has stopped and tells her
That her son sleeps with the dead.

Thro’ the darkness looks a maiden,
With the tear-drop in her eye,

Sighing, ¢ tho’ thou’st gone and left us,
In my heart thou’it never die.”

And God looked down from Heaven,
For He the mourner cheers,

And He angels sent to gather,
In a little cloud, their tears.

And o’er the field of battle,
The cloud dissolved like rain,
That the soldier not unwept might be
On that distant foreign plain.
THISTLE.
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Original.
READING.

BY ANGUS M‘KINNON, M.D., AILSA CRAIG, ONT.

The race for knowledge is an eager one.
The competitors for literary and scientific
laurels are numerous. At no period in the
history of the world have mankind, gene-
rally, exhibited so much zeal in the pursuit
of knowledge, as is witnessed in the present

day. This zeal is not confined to a single

community or country. Every ecivilized
nation is constantly contributing something
towards the building up of those grand
literary and scientific structures which
have already sattained to a height and
magnificence well calculated to excite
amazement at the wonderful expansion of
the human mind. This universal ardor,
manifested in the unparalleled activity of
the present day, is not the result of one
cause alone, but may be fairly attributed to
a combination of causes. Of these, let it
suffice to mention one, viz., the discovery
of the art of printing.

Although other causes may have contri-
buted largely lo the advent of this golden
era of letters, yet it must be admitted that
printed books have been mainly instru-
mental in bringing about this wonderful
change. In this way, mind was readily
and pleasantly brought in contact with
mind. Men who, hitherto, by reason of
the scarcity and expensiveness of written
books, were denied the privilege of com-
muning with the master-minds of their
own age and past ages, now had opened to
them a wide door to the whole range of
literary and scientific knowledge then
developed. The work of book-making
rapidly advaneed. A spirit of inquiry was
at once excited, which has not yet in any
way abated, but rather has been intensified
by the march of time, the gradual unfolding
of the physical sciences, and the develop-
ment of the human intelleet. The press
created a spirit of inquiry, and, in obedience
to a well-known law, that same spirit
demanded of the press more books and
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more newspapers. In this way, the work
has gone on unceasingly, until now the
number of books, and those who read them,
alike exceed all computation.

Before the days of printed books, there
were thinking men, it is true, but their
number was very limited. It was not until
men’s printed thoughts were offered for
sale, at a moderate cost, that the world, so
to speak, began to think. Then followed
the era in which little boys became wiser
than their fathers, anid the humbler classes
put the higher orders to shame, by giving
the world its greatest philosophers. It is to
the age of printed books we are indebted
for the discovery of many of the improve-
ments which econtribute so largely to our
comfort and happiness. Most of these dis-
coveries have been made by men belonging
to a class who, inevitably, must have
remained in ignorance but for the boon of
printed books. To books, therefore, must
fairly be attributed the wonderful degree of
perfection to which art, seience, and litera-
ture have attained. A poor illiterate boy,
the future founder of a science, might, it is
true, from curiosity, or some other motive,
betake himself to the contemplation of
rocky formations. Without books to read,
however, he never could mature geology
into a science. Soon he would find himself
groping in the dark, without a single ray to
light his path. Without guide or compass,
save such as a mind incapable of tracing
cause and effect could furnish, he would
soon grow weary of his task, and give up in
despair. But, with a mind already some-
what enlightened, and books to read, he
would be much better qualified to explore
an unknown field, and far more likely to
come back with tidings caleculated to
astonish, as well as to confer lasting bene-
fits on mankind. Booksare of incalculable
value, even when the subjects of them differ
widely from that which is undergoing
investigation. A preceding investigator,
although in a totally different field, may
give hints that will lead to important,
results, As iron sharpens iron, so does
mind sharpen mind; and never can we
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know how much we owe to the printed
thoughts of other men.

Whilst we are not to neglect other
methods of instruction, it is on reading we
must depend for the attainment of a well-
stored mind. Undoubtedly, it is a great
privilege to sit at the feet of a venerable
professor, and listen to him attentively,
while he unfolds the mysteries of science or
philosophy. To most young men who
would make their mark in science or
literature, a course of training, such as that
‘afforded by an aecademy or college, is
. indispensable. But, after all, such a course
is merely preparatory. The young man, as
yet, has but learnt his alphabet. He has
mastered the first prineiples,—has been
made acquainted with the use of the tools,
80 to speak, and is now ready to strike out
on his own aceount. It is only by a long
continued course of systematic reading that
high attainments can be acquired in any
profession or department of learning. The
majority of young men abandon their hooks
as soon as they have finished an academical
or university course. It is needless to say
that this class are no acquisition to any
profession, or any department of science or
literature. They are left far in the rearby
those who see and feel their own ignorance
and need of more extended information ;
and who, impelled by a desire to drink
deeper at the fount of learning, or to do
good to their fellow-men, prosecute the
work of self-improvement with renewed
diligence. Innumerable are the instances
in which men who in youth had but limit-
ed educational advantages, or no advantages
at all, acquired fame as literary and
scientific characters, among whom may be
mentioned a Franklin and a Miller. How
is this? The answer is plain and unmis-
takable. They were men who read; and
the spirit which impelled them, in the first
instance, under adverse eircumstances, to
learn the rudiments of their own language,
continued its rule over them, and led them
on, aided, perchance, by other and fresh
incentives, to achievements which are this
day considered among the greatest triumphs
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of human skill and intellect. Man may
think and not read, but his thinking is rude
and unmethodical, and seldom can bear
fruit that will be wholesome food for him
who reads as well as thinks.

Bacon, that great philosopher and close
observer of the faculties of the mind, long
ago said that “ reading makes a full man.”
It may be added that without reading man
cannot be ¢ full,”—cannot have a mind
well stored with useful information. It is
not, however, to be assumed that all who
read become well informed. All readers
are not, nor can be, equally well informed.
The endowments of the human mind are as
varied as the size, strength, and appearance
of the body,—a beautiful illustration of the
wonderful power and wisdom of the
Creator of the universe. So manifest is
this degree of variation in our intellectual
powers, that one person may vainly labor,
day and night, for years, to solvea problém
which another can do in an hour. Yet,
and what is stranger still, the person who
thus makes a miserable failure in one
department, may turn the tables completely
on the other, in another department. We
thus see how one reader may differ from
another as to quality of information possess-
ed, yet both be equally intelligent. Again:
two persons may be .endowed equally by
nature as to powers of mind, yet, by the
exercise of industry and patience, one
becomes a shining star in the world of
letters, while the other is never heard
of beyond the neighborhood of his birth;
and, even in that narrow sphere, gives but
little proof of his latent talents. The one
read and meditated patiently and systema-
tically. He may, or may not, have had all
the advantages desirable. In either case
his achievements have been the result of
close application. The other neglected his
books,—perhaps not from the first, but at
gome subsequent period; probably at the
end of a collegiate course. Having obtain-
ed a degree, or some other mark of
distinction, he consoled himself with the
thought of having done all that was
necessary to insure success. This delusion
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is constantly making shipwreck of the
noblest talents bestowed by the beneficent
Author of our being. The most splendid
gifts of nature need cultivation, and he who
neglects to read must expect to be excelled,
not only by his equals in natural endow-
ments of mind, but also by his inferiors in
that respect.

Besides the causes already enumerated,
two others, at least, operate powerfully to
diminish the ratio between the amount of
reading performed, and the actual amount
of information derived from it,—first, the
manner of reading; and, secondly, the
matter read.

The reading of many persons, perhaps
the majority, is of the most careless
character, and ill calculated to lay up a
fund of information. The one great object
in beginning a book is, to reach the signifi-
cant words ‘ the end,” in the shortest space
of time possible. This class would appear
to imagine that quantity is everything, and
that to have read a few score of books is
infallible proof of a well cultivated mind.
Fatal delusion. Such reading does but
little good ; in fact, it may do much positive
harm by the aversion which it tends to
create to thoughtful and intelligent reading.
It cannot confer much information; and
certainly, it is not conducive to a correct
and elegant style of reading and pronunci-
ation, any more than to correct oxthography.
Those who are indebted to hooks for their
information, read them in a manner quite
different. If we would make reading pro-
fitable, we must grasp at the author’s ideas,
endeavor to comprehend theni, and as much
as possible make them our own. ¢ Beware
of the man of one book’’ said one who knew
how reading should be done. But it is bet-
ter to read and digest one hook well,
than to read a dozen books imperfectly.

S'he character of the books read, as
already stated, must be considered in deter-
mining the amount of good derived from
them. It is quite impossible to read every
book. That our time may be spent to the
best advantage possible, the choice of books
becomes an important matter. It is, of
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course, our first duty to make ourselves
thoroughly acquainted with the best authors
on subjects having a direct bearing on our
individual calling or profession. In many
cases, this involves much time and labor;
but he who faithfully discharges this
important obligation is certain to be
rewarded by the satisfaction it will afford
him, if in no other way. While our duty ‘
to the public, and to ourselves, demands
that a great part of our reading shall be of
a special character, it does not, by any
means, follow that we are to read nothing
else. Were we to pursue such a course, in
this enlightened age, our society would be
intolerable, and the invitations ¢ to dine”
would be few and far between. What
would you think of the mathematician who
should gravely confess that he never heard
of the Duke of Wellington? Or what
would you think of the physician who
never had read the wonderful and interest-
ing story of Moses and the Israelites?
Both, I am sure, would suffer materially in
your estimate of their abilities and worth.

An article on the subject of reading
would be incomplete were it to close with-
out an allusion to fictitious reading. About
sixty-seven per cent. of the books called for
at the library of the Young Men’s Literary
Association, in the city of Buffalo, are
works of fiction. This affords another of
the many proofs of the dangerous tendency
of our day. Many of our young men prefer
books which afford them amusement, or
gratify some particular passion or faney,
to books of real merit and sound common
sense. The young men are not alone in
this. There is reason to fear that young
women, also, are contaminated by this
pernicious habit, even to a greater degree
than young men. This evil tendency angurs
badly for the future of our race. A practice
so baneful in its results should receive the
earnest opposition of all good men. Not,
however, that we are to wage war on every
work of fiction. Not by any means.
Pilgrim’s Progress is a book ever to he
valued and read with profit.  Scott's
Novels are both entertaining and in-
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structive. Th'e same may be said of
Dickens’ works and many others. To
proscribe these would be to rob literature of
some of its most precious gems. Such
works ought not, for a moment, to be
classed with the abominable trash sown
broadcast over the country, to corrupt the
youthful mind. The former class has a
moral, elevating tendency ; the other leads
to ruin. The eommon, infatuated novel
reader is, nominally, a reader ; but no sane
man will pretend that such a reader is in
search of truth, or that such a course of
reading is, in any way, fitted to instruct.
The young man who gives Rimself up to
reading the trashy works of fiction, every-
- where exposed for sale, may bid farewell
to usefulness and happiness. Young man,
¢« get wisdom, and, with all thy getting, get
understanding ;"’ but seek it not in the wild
domain of fiction; for, if you do, dis-
appointment and sorrow will be your doom.

1t is the duty of every person to read. In
this age of cheap education, cheap books,
and cheap newspapers, ignorance is posi-
tively disgraceful. The odium attaching
to culpable ignorance will become greater
with the march of civilization. Let no one
plead want of time. The excuse is stale,
and based on a flimsy foundation. A large
proportion of both sexes waste much valu-
able time. No time to read ; but plenty of
time for gossiping, smoking, and drinking !
No time to read ; but every day more or less
"time is uselessly spent, if in no other way,
by sleeping overmuch. Most persons would
be immensely benefited, both physically
and mentally, were they to devote one hour
of their accustomed hours of sleep to useful
reading. One hour each day, for a year,
devoted to reading, is equivalent to two
months of six hours’ reading per day.
Suppose this course to be pursued for ten
years,—whieh the hardest pressed for time
can eagily do,—the actual time thus spent in
self-improvement would amount to one
year and eight months,—a time sufficient to
enable the most illiterate person, endowed
with ordinary abilities, to become tolerably
well informed Let no one, then, despair
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of becoming acquainted with common sub-
jeets, at least. ¢ Why don’t you hoe your
corn, white man, weeds choke him dead ?”’
said a red man of the forest to a careless
farmer. ¢ Have no time,” was the reply.
“You have all the time there is’’ was the
sage rejoinder of the red man. Young
man, middle.aged, and silver-locked, you
have all the time there is. See to it.
Husband it well, and you will accomplish
wonders, even under the most adverse
circumstances. But forget not to read the
Book of books. Above all other books, it is
the repository of knowledge and wisdom.
In all your readings, forget not to read the
Book Divine.

N

Original.
A NEW-YEAR'S-DAY IN CANADA

"BY MRS. A. CAMPBELL, QUEBEC.

The snow was falling softly and silently,
in beautiful large crystals, covering the
earth with its warm, fleecy mantle, and
hiding away the tiny snowdrop and erocus
and lots of other pretty things, in its bosom,
out of sight; and Mary Manning, as she
stood at her cottage-door, with a shawl
drawn over her head—forming a dark-lined
setting to her sweet face-—watched the
quiet, noiseless transformation going on
The deep, rugged ruts in the lane were
being filled up and smoothed over ; the neat
bit of white fence in front of her garden
was looking positively dark and dirty from
the contrast of the beautiful white edging it
had upon if;the trees were shaking and
bending beneath their soft, white load, and
every now and then letting fall large mass-
es which powdered down in showers upon
the ground ; while the dark, ugly stumps in
the neighboring field had actually a sort of
melancholy beauty as they stood, like so
many tombstones in a graveyard, gleaming
Every now and then, Mary, as she
stood enjoying the picture before her,
glanced up the road, as if expecting some
one from that direetion, till, hearing her
mother’s voice calling her, she shook the

out.
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snow from her shawl and turned into the
house.

“I was afraid you would catch cold, my
dear,” was the greeting she got.

“Oh, there was no fear, mother, with
this warm shawl on. I was watching for
Hattie and Regie Baring ; and the scene
* outside is so lovely I was almost bewitched
by it, and would have been snow-gazing
still had you not broken the charm by
calling me.”?

“Iam glad I did, Mary; bu open the
door again—there come your friends.”

Mrs. Manning and Mary were the widow
and only child of a retired officer, who set-
tled upon a farm in Canada and died short-
ly afterwards; leaving his affairs in such
entanglement that Mary was glad to aceept
the situation of schoolmistress in the village
near them, to enable her mother to live
comfortably. For a long time no purchaser
could be found for their farm, and, conse-
quently, no interest for the money laid out
upon it, till within the last iwo months,
when it had been sold to Mr. Baring, who,
with his wife, son, and daughter, and one
old servant, had conie to live upon it. Mr.
Baring had been a wealthy merchant in
London ; but a great commereial erisis had
so involved him that failure had been the
result. So bitterly did he feel his reverses,
that—after giving up everything he could
call his own, even to his plate—he turned
hisback upon the home of his lifetime, and
sailed with his family to begin over again
in Canada. A small income belonging to
his wife enabled them to buy Mrs. Man-
ning’s farm, the advertisement of which
caught his eye the day of his arrival at
Quebec ; and now they were settled, ready
to begin operations in the spring, and per-
fectly unaware of the difficulties to be en-
countered even upon a cleared farm in
Canada. The young people, whom we
must introduce as they sit at Mrs, Manning’s
cosy tea-table, were respectively of the
ages of sixteen and eighteen, and g fine,
handsome pair, the blighting of whoge pros-
pects had been a bitter drop in the cup of
their father’s suffering. Ag they chatted
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merrily with Mary and her mother, an oc-
casional short sigh or passing cloud over
the face was the only indication they gave
of feeling the change which had come over
their young lives; banishing them to Cana-
da just as Hattie was about to ‘ come out "’
in London society, with endless visions of
conquests before her; and recalling Regie
from college, without a hope of his getting
the commission in the army so long pro-
mised by his father. They were, however,
just at that stage of life when they view
everything, as the French say, couleur de
rose; and they hopefully shut their eyes
upon what seemed dark in their prospects
without, and entered with fal] enjoyment
apon whatever seemed bright.

“I think, Miss Mary, your snow in Ca-
nada is whiter and prettier than ours was in
England,” said Hattie. ] suppose it is
because there is more of ii.”’

‘ Perhaps so, dear, or it inay seem so be- -
‘cause the ground is better prepared for it
when it comes. In milder, warmer Eng-
land, snow lasts only for a short time ; it
soon melts and gets mixed with the mud
and earth beneath, and then looks very un-
like itself, more like dirty, coarse salt, or
brown sugar. In this country, where it is
so needed to keep the earth warm and pro-
tect the plants, the surface of the ground is
hard, and it falls in such quantities that it
has the soft, white look so admired, and
which is used in the Bible as an emblem
of purity, you know, ¢ whiter than snow.’

‘It seems strange to us,” remarked Re-
gie, “to see snow so early in the seagon.
Here, it is the 1st of December, and the
ground is covered; at home, we were glad
enough if we got it about Christmas, just to
sprinkle the holly and ivy, and contrast its
whiteness with the dark leaves and red
berries. There is no holly here, Isuppose ;
I shall hardly faney it ig Christmas with-
out it.”’

“ Please don’t talk of Christmas or New-
Year’s, Regie,” interrupted his sister,
can’t bear to think of that happy season, in
this dreary place, away from home and
friends, and poverty-stricken as we gre. I
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wish every night now, as it draws near,
thatwe could skip over that time which we
once looked forward to as the merriest and
happiest of the year. I was to have had a
set of turquoise from papa as my Christmas-
box; and you, Regie,—but well, no matter
for us;* and, turning to Mary, she contin-
ued, ¢ we are young and therefore not to be
‘pitied ; but poor papa is. He seems so ut-
terly broken in spirit that we cannot rouse
him ; and now he will have nothing to do
but think all winter, and he led such an ac-
tive life too. Our house looks so barren
and comfortless, my heart often aches for
him and mamma. It took so much money
to buy necessaries, we had none left to buy
comforts with ; and so I can’t even give
them a present.”

¢ Why not ¢ Hattie.”

“ Why you have just heard me say, dear
Miss Mary, my poverty; and, besides, if I
had the money, the two poor shops here
eould not furnish anything fit for a presenf.
I was wishing we had at least brought up
from Montreal a couple of those nice little
easy-chairs : they are not to be boyght here
I suppose.”

¢ No, nor there either,” was the laughing
reply, ‘but you and Regie can make them
for New-Year’s gifts, if you like.”

¢ Make them! What do you mean?”

¢ See here,’” said Mary, stooping down
and lifting up 2 frill or valance which sur-
rounded the chair, “they are only barrels—
old, empty flour-barrels,—converted into
chairs. Mother has two in the yard that
you can try yomr hand npon if you like.
The head is knocked out and fastened half-
way down ; the shape of the back and arms
chalked out first, and then sawed carefully ;
after that some coarse canvas or old stuff is
tacked loosely on, and stuffed with horse-
hair or wool ; a cushion made for the seat, of
the same; and the whole covered with
bright-colored chintz, and it finishes up a
chair by no means to be despised.”

« By no means,”’ echoed Regie, “ why I
pop into this one every time I come here,
and every time think it fits my back better
and better: it’s splendid. Let us try it,
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Hattie; it-would be a grand surprise.
Could you get the stuff 7"

¢ Yes, I could, I think. My maittress is-
too long, and could spare a lot of the hair,
—only mother might not exactly approve of
that plan, and find me out ; but as to chintz
I know she brought up a couple of pieces.
for curtains, and I could beg some without
telling her what I wanted it for.”

“You must not spoil your mattress, Hat-
tie,”” said Mrs. Manning. ¢ I have quanti-
ties of hair in my garret, which you are
welcome to; and if you can get the chintz
you might make mamma an hour-glass
table, as well. See, this is only two round
slabs, fastened at each end of the small post
or leg, and covered with chintz. The
pockets which hang round are so handy for
spools of thread and working-materials.
You are surely carpenter enough to try the
wood-work, Regie.”

“Yes,” was the answer, ¢ I always had
a turn that way ; but never thought I should
be glad to put it to useful account till now.
I wish I knew a little more of the really
practical. I'm afraid my accomplishments:
will not be of much use here if I am to turn
farmer.”

‘I do not know that,” said Mary, ‘ you
can delight other people with them. Can
you sketeh 17

“Oh yes; and paint
too.”

“Then why not ornament your sitting-
room with sketches of home manufacture,
like I have done mine, even to the frames?”

“You don’t say you made the frames !’
exclaimed Regie ; ¢ why they are beantiful.
I never examined them closely ; but from
this distance I thought they were some sort
of curious carving.”

« Ah!” laughed Mary, « if you had taken
a closer look you would have found out
they were only pine-cones differently ar-
ranged, and varnished. T shall teach you
how to make them, after you have finished
the chairs and table, if you like. Come
over here every evening you can be spared,
and while we work, mother will read aloud
to us, as she delights to do; and by New-

in water-colors
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© Year’'s we will see if you cannot alter the
look of your parlor, and give your parents
as much pleasure by your presents as you
ever did with your richer gifts. You will
soon find out how much can be done with-
out money, and how happy you can be with
only very little of it.”

Mr. and Mrs. Baring were only too glad
to encourage the intimacy of their children
with the Mannings ; for, besides their friend-
ship being a boon where society was so
limited, they were highly-cultivated ladies
who had travelled a great deal during the
lifetime of Major Manning; and Mary,
though she was now only village-school-
mistress, was a lovely, amiable girl, and
had moved in society as good as the Barings
had. The young people, therefore, pro-
gressed rapidly with their work, unques-
tioned. Regie had also found another
friend, who was almost as interested in their
proceedings as Mary was ; namely, the young
minister of the parish. - His heart yearned
over these new members of his flock,—so
interesting and attractive as they all were,
yet s0 blind as regarded the things which
belonged to their everlasting peace; and
many were the talks he had with Mary
about them, and the plans he laid to com-
bine instruction with their amusement. In
visiting his distant parishioners, he often
called for Regie to have a snow-shoe tramp
with him ; and the lad soon began to listen
with interest to the loving teachings he then
heard. It was Mr. Robinson who taught
them to skate upon the lake, and to guide
the swift toboggan safely down the hill, as
they sat three~—and sometimes four—upon
it. . He it was who made the best snowballs,
and then allowed himself to be pelted by
Hattie, most good-naturedly, with them ;
and as for his pony-—the Barings never
knew how often the rector walked his long
journeys so that the pony and sleigh might
be at their disposal, and take papa and
mamma for an afternoon drive, and Hattie
and Regie—and sometimes Mary—for a
moonlight one. Often as he could, he ac-
eompanied them himself, and entered with
full zest into their innocent gaiety—his
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laugh being as ringing and joyous as their
own. Don't start, and look shocked, gen-
tle reader; our rector was a young man—
young as many of you—and full of life, too,
and yet a Christian man withal. Though
he did not pull a long face about his reli-
gion, he joyed in the Lord, and rejoiced
with a happy heart in the sense of sin for-
given and washed away; and it sweetened
every blessing to him, and made him enjoy
it the more—knowing that it came from the
hand of a reconciled Father, in Christ Jesus,
who honored his servant by making him a
blessing to others. To the Barings he be-
came ag a second son, occupying a place
which even Regie himself could not have
filled; and every member of that house-
hold looked glad when his warm, hearty
greeting was heard at the door, even to old
Elsie, who declared his beat was not to be
found in Canada, and she was sure he must
have been born in the Old Country; though
he langhingly assured her he was not. Sad
indeed, and lonely, would have been their
lot, had Mr. Robinson and the Mannings
not been there, for they tried in every deli-
cate manner possible to lighten the load of
care pressing upon the old people. Towards
the spring, Mrs. Baring’s remittances not
having arrived, the family were more
pinched with poverty than any one could
have suspected, save the rector. His quick
eye detected what they vainly strove to con-
ceal, and he managed to keep their table
tolerably well-supplied with fish, game,
and many other things, saying it was a
charityof them to help & poor, lonely bache-
lor to geét rid of the numerous gifts sent him °
by his parishioners.

But we must go back a little to our young
folks and their work. The holiday season
was drawing on, and yet Hattie did not now
wish to skip over it, or long to go to bed, as
she once did, and awake to find she had
slept it through. Now she felt conscious of
looking forward to the time with an expec-
tation and antieipation which contrasted
strongly with her former feelings. Thede-
light of working for others, the pleasure of
making them happy, was filling a heart
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now being touched also by the Holy Spirit’s
influences; and Hatiie no longer called
Canada a dreary, ,desolate place. She
bounded along, with a new enjoyment for
everything, and a heart full of love for
everybody,—easily satisfied, except with her-
self. Her one complaint to Mary was that
she did not love God enough ; till Mary set
her at rest by replying, ¢ Don’t think, dear
Hattie, of your loving God, at all,—dwell
entirely upon how He loves you.”

Christmas-day had passed quietly and
peacefully, the young people had been to
the Communion-table for the first time, and
the whole party—rector included—dined
with Mrs. Manning in the evening. It was
also the first time Mr. and Mrs. Baring had
been induced to come out of their retire-
ment ; and Regie and Hattie felt that it was
a break in the clouds of their father’s gloom,
and a look of rest seemed to steal over his
face, as they joined in singing Christmas
hymns and ecarols, very comforting to his
children’s hearts.

New-Year’s-morning was the time chosen
for the presents, and some little thought and
stratagem had to be used to get possession
of the sitting-room. Mary, being in every-
body’s confidence, managed the whole. Mrs.
Baring had confided to her that her sitting-
room curtains were finished, and she wished
to put them up as a surprise, but did not
know how to do it. Mary undertook that
she and old Elsie should have full posses-
sion of the house—while Mr. Baring was, as
usual, in bed early—and put them up for
her. Regie and Hattie, as anxious to keep
mamma out of the way, as mamma was to
keep them, gladly availed themselves of the
rector’s pony again, and took her off for a
drive. The key was given to the mother
on her return, who, happy in the thought
of her secret, allowed herself to be most offi-
ciously hurried off to bed. Asshe unlocked
the door, next morning, others were on the
watch for her, and ready to spring forward
when they heard the exclamation of asto-
nishment she gave, which had also the effect
of drawing Mr. Baring from the last finish-
ing touch he was giving to a new cravat,
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put on in honor of the day, to see what had
happened. Truly, the room looked as if a
fairy’s wand had been passed over it in the
night, so changed was its appearance ; and
Mr. Baring rubbed his eyes, as if not fully
sure that he was wide-awake. There, in
graceful folds, hung the new curtains, look-
ing all warmth and comfort; on each side
of the large, wood fire-place, with its
huge, blazing log—which Elsie had stolen
the key to light up—were two cosy arm-
chairs, most cleverly concealing their ante-
cedents; an hour-glass table standing by
the side of one of them, and a beautifully-
executed water-color of their old home,
framed in cone-work, hanging over the
mantel-shelf; while a basket of the same
material, filled with wax-flowers, bore the
address, ‘¢ Hattie, from Mary;” and a
pretty, hanging book-shelf: ¢ The best
wishes of the New Year to Regie, from the
Rector.”” Everybody’s face showed sur-
prise, then pleasure, and, finally, its next
of kin, tears. A warm grasp of the hand,
and ardent kiss, were the only outward ut-
terance their overcharged hearts could give ;
till Mr. Baring, lifting a Bible from the
table, said, ¢“We have mever before had
family-worship :-let us begin from to-day.
Another year has closed upon us, and gone
up to God, to add its record to the volume
of the past. Blotted and blurred, indeed,
have been my life’s pages; but I trust the
blood of Jesus can wash them white, and I
now, my children, no longer regret my lost
money, my friends and my exile, since I
have here found that better part which the
world can neither give nor take away. Let
us unite in praising God.”

And now we must allow a period of six
months to elapse before we look in upon our
friends again. Things had not gone smooth-
1y for the Barings; they could not farm.
Allthe theory derived from earefully-studied
books upon the subject, did not make prac-
tical farmers of them, and they felt it; and
the old man would gladly have sought other
occupation-—at least for Regie—could he
have seen how to do so. Their fine friends
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at home seemed to have forgotten their ex-
istence, for few were the letters they re-
ceived; but while they thus proved the
heartless coldness of some they had honored
with the name, they learned to rest more
firmly upon that best Friend who would
never fail them. An application had been
made to Mr. Baring to sell his farm, from a
young Canadian farmer who wished to
marry and settle upon it, and he was
seriously talking the matter over with the
rector, when the way was made plain for
him by a letter Regie received one morning
at breakfast, from his godfather, Sir. G.
C , to this effect :

¢« My DEAR REGIE :—

«T have not been forgetting you all
this time, but I hate letter-writing, as you
know ; and it was no use writing till I had
something worth writing about, so now I
have to tell you that there is a commission
waiting for you in the —th Regiment,
which accept, my dear boy, as a small proof
of my regard. You know I never gave you
anything before but a cup when you were
christened, and alwdys intended making up
for it in my will ; but, as a bird in the hand
is worth two in the bush, I thought youa had
better have it now, as it might not be worth
waiting for. You will find placed to your
account, at the M Bank, Montreal, a
small sum for your outfit, which you must
not be too proud to accept, as—eoming from
such a den of savages as Canada—you will
of course not be fit to be seen. I have also
foreed an appointment out of that humbug,
A , for your father. He wanted my
interest for his brother's election here, and
go bought me with the bribe of a berth for
your father, under the New Dominion of
Canada, which goes into operation the 1st
of July. He will have to live at Ottawa,
which they say is a hole of a place; but as
the salary is good that will not signify.
Your regiment is stationed at W

’
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ten miles from here, and you must join as
soon as possible. The girls are on the qui’
vive to see what you look like now. Ellen
is growing very handsome, and so of course
will not look at a boor from Canada. Re-
member me to your father and mother, and’
believe me,
¢ Your affectionate godfather,
“@&. C Ry

¢« P.S,—Tell your father that the creditors
refused to touch his plate,—which, by-the-
bye, is now on its way to Canada,—as the
assets covered all demands; and I hear a.
pretty handsome sum is to be presented te.
him when all is wound up, as a token of
respect for his honest, honorable behavior
to them,—the least they could do, say I.
Tell my old enemy, Hattie, I hope she
won’t marry a Canadian. I wish I had a
son for the little monkey. Give her a kiss.
for me as a token that I have forgiven her

for calling me ¢ Godfather Grumble.’
LT3 G,. C'77

Our readers will hardly expeet us to
carry them any further into the Barings’
history,—seeing that the New Dominion has.
been so short a time in existence. If they
would eall upon the family, and make their
acquaintance, at Ottawa—which we feel
sure they will never regret, if they can find
them—they may watch for themselves the
further progress of their affairs. For ug, it
would seem like prying, to doso. We may,
however, tell them that the last thing the
young people did, before leaving the village
of B—— was to act as bridesmaid and
groomsman at a very happy wedding in-
deed, namely, that of Mary Manning and
the rector ; and the first thing the old peo-
ple did on their arrival at Ottawa, was to
pack up and send off a large share of their
handsome plate—which had just reached
them—as a small offering of gratitude to
the newly-married Mr. and Mrs. Robinson.
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A FEW ARTISTIC METHODS OF KILL-
ING WINDOW-PLANTS.

BY MR. JOHN PAXTON, QUEBEC.

There are various modes by which
window-gardeners can effect the death of
their favorites; but the slow process is
certainly best suited to those who desire to
study vegetable physiology. Suppose you
begin with a few nice, healthy plants in
spring ; you place them in the window,—
it is of no consequence whether the sun
ever shines into it or not,—and let them
remain in the same pots,—what is the use
of giving them larger pots? That would
only spoil the treat you wish so much to
enjoy. When they get pot-bound, and
require plenty of water, don’t be particular
about giving them any. Should you feel
an impulse to give them air, put them out-
gide in a cold, cutting wind, with clouds of
dust flying about; and be careful you don’t
wet your fingers in sponging the dust off
again,—it is a capital thing to clog the
organs of respiration, which is carried on
through the leaves. Some prudent people
water their plants, whenever they become
dry, with tepid waler, and give air on every
mild day; bat don’t be so foolish,—water
your plants with ieg-water, and only admit
air on cold days; this is an eflectual way
of trying their metal. Plants are extremely
sensitive of neglect, too; so don’t go near
them for a week or so at a time, and it will
astonish you how mnicely they will pine
away,—tihe blossom buds will drop off, and
the leaves will fall, one by one.

A cat is an excellent thing to introduce
among the plants. Let her amuse herself
by sharpening her claws on the stems, and
performing some of her peripatetic feats in
the midst of them,—such as wheeling
round in the fruitless endeavor to lay hold
on her own tail, &c. This would afford
you an admirable opportunity to study two
sections of natural history,—viz., animal
and vegetable.

You may give the plants a thimbleful of
water, occasionally, to prolong their ex-

291

istence, and to afford yourself a better
opportunity of watching the various phases
of their decline.

Another method may be tried, with
equal success, on a collection of winter-
bleoming plants, including cinerarias, pri-
mulas, cyclamens, hyacinths, tulips, jon-
quils, &e. If you find it necessary to pot
a.n); of them, don’t use drainage ; or, if you
do, don’t pack it nicely in the bottom of
the pot, but mix it with the soil, which will
soon become marshy, and the roots will not
be able to obtain from it the elements of
nutrition. Then, as regards the proper
degree of temperature, if you are inclined
to give them an airing, put them outside
when the thermometer ranges near freezing-
point. When you take them in again, set
them as near the stove as you can ; make up
a roaring fire,—pile the wood on, and run
the mercury up to 80 © or 90 © Fahrenheit,
—it is only your cautious, slow-going folks
who keep their plants in an equal tempe-
rature of about 55°.

If you have a mind to water your plants
during dull, damp weather, whether they
be dry or not, go ahead,—let them have a
deluge ; and be sure you let the water stand
in the sauncers, so as to keep the soil in the
pot waterlogged, which will shorten their
existence considerably. Should the Aphis
or green-fly attack the plants, don’t go to
suffocate them with tobacco-smoke,—it
causes 2 bad smell in the room ; and ladies,
generally, prohibit its use. The green-fiy is
a first-rate test of their vitality; for it
gradually extracts the juice, which is the
life, and acts in the same manner as small
doses of poison do on the human system.
Be careful, when you expect a severe frost,
—=say 30 ° below zero,—not to remove the
plants out of the window into the interior
of the room; and you will be surprised
next morning to find them as “dead 3
door-nails.”

If you decide on striking some slips,
don’t bother about shading them from the
sun, or keeping the soil moist; pull them
up every gther day to see if they are root-
ing; it is very amusing to notice the broken
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roouets, and to see them wilting and
wincing afler you thrust them into the soil
again,—particularly if you allow the soil
to become dust-dry oceasionally.

In the winter treatment of window-
plants, be careful that you don’t place an
evaporating pan of water on the siove,—
that would make the atmosphere of the
- room too healthy, and retard the torturing
process. Continue to have them in a room,
the atmosphere of which 1is strongly
impregnated with sulphurous acid gas,
generated in the combustion of coal in an
open grate,—it helps to kill the leaves so
nicely ; and you have the satisfaction of
knowing that you are murdering them on
scientific principles.

There are other methods of killing
plants, such as thrusting them into-the fire,
leaving them outside the window for half-
an-hour with the temperature helow zero,
pouring boiling water on them, or ad-
ministering ice-cold water to the roots and
leaves. These methods, however expedi-
tious, are neither artistic nor skilful, and are
only adapted to those who possess none of
the virtue for which Job was so celebrated.

1868.

———— e,

Quebee, Jan.,

Original.
THE NOVEMBER METEORS.

BY KATE SEYMOUR M‘L.
Out of the dread eternities,—~—
The vast abyss of night,—
A glorious pageant rose and shone,
And passed from human sight.
We saw the glittering cavalcade,
And heard inwove through all,
Faint and afar, from star to star,
The sliding music fall.

With banners, and with torches,
And hoofs of glancing flame ;

‘With helm, and sword, and pennon bright,
The long procession came.

And all the starry spaces,
Height above height, outshone,—

And the bickering clang of their arraor rang
Down to the farthest zone.

As if some grand cathedral,
With towers of malachite,

And walls of more than crystal clear,
Rose out of the solid light.
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And under its frowning gateway
Esach morioned warrior stept ;

And in radiant files down the ringing aisles,
The martial pageant swept.

They knelt before the altar,
Each mailed and vigored knight,
And the censers swung as a voice outrung,—
‘“Now God defend the right !
From out the oriel windows,
From vault, and spire, and dome,
And sparkling up from base to cope,
The light and glory clomb.

On casgne, and brand, and corselet,
Fell the red gleam of Mars,
As forth from the minster gates they passed
To the battle of the stars,
Across moon-lighted depths of space,
And breadths of purple seas,
Their iying squadrons sailed in fleets
Of fiying argosies.

Down lengths of shining rivers,—
Past golden-sanded bars,—

And nebulous isies of amethyst,
They dropt like falling stars.

Till on a searped, and wrinkled coast,
‘Washed by dark waves below,

They came upon the glittering tents,—
The city of the foe.

Then rushed they to the battle ;
Their bright hair blazed behind,
As deadlier than the bolt they fell,
And swifter than the wind,.
And all the stellar continents,
With that fierce hail thick sown,
Recolled with fear, from sphere to sphere,
To Saturn’s ancient throne.

The blind old king, in ermine wrapt,
And immemorial cold,
Awoke, and rajsed his aged hands,
And shook his rings of gold.
Down toppled plume, and pennon bright,
In endless ruin hurled ;
Thetr blades of light struck fire from night,—
Their splendors lit the world.

And rolling down the hollow spheres,
The mighty chords, the Seven
Clanged on from orb to orb, and smote
Orion in mid-heaven. _
Along the ground the white tents lay;
And faint along the fields,
The foes’ swart hosts, like glimmering ghosts,
Followed his chariot wheels.

With banners, and with torches,
And armor all aflame,
The victors and the vanquished went,—-
Departing as they came.
With here and there a rocket sent
Up from some lonely barque,—
Into the vast abyss they passed,~—
Into the final dark.



WHERE THE

WHERE THE FAULT WAS.

«“The most disobedient child I ever
knew.” The words were uttered in a
languid tone, and the speaker pressed her
hand on her throbbing brow, as though she
would still its beating.

A few minutes later Mrs. Elbert repeated
the same words to her husband. ¢« He must
be sent to school, Grant,”” she continued,
“such a racket would drive me crazy.”

‘The subject of these remarks was at that
moment engaged with a company of minia-
ture soldiers, and a small pop-gun, which
he was using with considerable dexterity,
for several of the wooden warriors lay with
their faces to the floor; and every new
downfall was greeted with a burst of
boyish laughter, which fell discordantly on
his mother’s ears.

¢ Send him out-doors for a romp, Mary,”
good-naturedly suggested Mr. Elbert, “boys
will make a noise.”

‘¢ And this is all the sympathy you have
for my nerves, Grant? Send him out-doors,
indeed ! perhaps the next moment to hear
of his having fallen into the ereek. No, I
will not think of such a thing! Aslong as
the children are out of school, they must
remain with me. I should not have a
moment’s comfort otherwise.”

“Yet I am sure, Mary, neither you nor
they are quite comfortable as it is; I
cannot imagine how your sister, Luecy,
manages, with small children.”

¢ Lucy sagain,” returned Mrs. Elbert
sharply—“I don’t think, Grant, you need
be constantly holding up Lucy as a pattern
for me to copy.” ,

¢ Yet you allow, Mary, that Luey is an
admirable manager,’” said Mr. Elbert, in a
conciliatory tone.

¢ She has never had any ill heath to con-
tend with. There, go away, Minnie; don’t
trouble me with your doll. Do you hear
me! Go, play in the corner.”

The'little girl moved away slowly, and
her evident reluctance was, as usual, con-
strued into that rebellious spirit which
Mrs. Elbf?rt had persuaded herself existed
in her children, to a large degree.

¢ Mrs. Colton, marm, sent over to know

"if you’d step over, if you felt well enough ?”’
said an Irish girl, thrusting her head into
the drawing-room. :

The lady hesitated before replying, and
the girl continued, “It’s in trouble the lady
is, marm ; the docther has been thar twice
this mornin’, on’ ov the young uns is down
with the croup.”

Mrs. Elbert had not visited her sister for
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several weeks, excusing herself with the
plea of ill health, though it must be confess-
ed that other causes had something to do
with her absence. The truth was, these
visits had only served to make her more
dissatisfied with herself; for while she
acknowledged her sister’s superiority, she
did not care to have a second person remind
her of it; and the well-meant allusions of
her husband proved to be particularly
annoying.

Still Mary Elbert was not a bad-hearted
woman,—and Luey in trouble awakened
feelings which Lucy in prosperity had failed
to do.

Hastily throwing on a shawl, and bidding
the girl attend to the children, she turned
her steps towards her sister’s residence.
With a noiseless tread she entered the dwell-
ing, and repaired tothe sick-chamber, where
she found her sister seated near the couch
of her youngest child, who was breathing
painfully.

For s€veral days she remained an inmate
of the dwelling, sharing the midnight vigil,
and doing all in her power to relieve the
little sufferer, who rapidly continued to
grow worse, and finally breathed its last in
her arms. Yet, though this period was
passed in benefiting others, it proved of
rare value to herself ; she could not but
acknowledge that in the aectivity which
the cireumstances demanded, she had forgot-
ten many of her own ills,—nor was this
all.

It was the day before the funeral,—the
little waxen form, with its violet eyes
calmly closed, lay like a lily-bud on its
pearly bed ; and as Mrs. Colton gazed with
tearful eyes on the little figure, the
thought of her other children crossed her
mind,

“ Where can Willie and Emmie he ?”’
she said, turning to her sister, ¢ I have not
seen them since breakfast.” )

“T will go and see,” Mrs. Elbert return-
ed, and she left the room, expecting to find
them engaged in some childish mischief.

«Is that you, auntie?'’ said a childish
voice, as the lady passed through the
dining-room.

«Yes, Emmie. What are you doing?
Where is your brother ?”’

« Willie’s doing his work, and I'm keep-
ing house for mamma.”’

“ Keeping house for mamma !” Mis.
Elbert continued, in a puzzled tone. ¢ What
do you mean, child ?”’

“It’s my hour to help mamma,” conti-
nued the child in her artless way: I fold
the napkins, dust the chairs when Betsey’s
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done sweeping, and feed Carlo ; and mam-
ma says this is keeping house for her.
Willie’s making paper matches; he likes
to use his fingers; so that is part of his
work. Mamma didn’t come down this
morning, but we thought we’d keep house
just the same, auntie.”

“You're a good little girl, Emmie,” said
Mrs. Elbert, kissing the child. There were
tears in her eyes as she turned away.
Why had she not taught her little ones to
help her?

The funeral was over. Mrs. Elbert
repaired to her own house. At another
time she might have found much to
censure, for during her absence a little
contre-lemps had occurred, and the servants
regarded the silence of their mistress with
amazement.

“ Come, get right into bed, Miss Minnie.
Don't bother about saying good night for
once; for I can tell you, Miss, your ma
isn’t in a good humor, for all she’s so quiet.
Cook says we shall all cateh it to-morrow.
I'm sorry Master Harry broke the pitcher,
but there’s no use erying for spilt milk.
Come, get into bed,” and the girl took the
light and left the apartment.

¢“Don’t you think, Harry, we’d best tell
mamma ahout the pitcher ¥’ said Minnie,
as soon as the sound of the girl’s footsteps
were no longer heard—you know our
teacher said, last Sunday, that we shounld be
willing to confess all we have done amiss
during the day, before we ask God to take
care of us through the night.”

“I ain’t afraid of being punished,
Minnie,” continued the courageous child,
“but mamma’ll be eross. I can’t bear to

make mamma cross.” |

¢ Or I either, Harry,” returned Minnie,
in almost a sobbing tone ; ‘I wonder what
makes mamma cross! We're such dread-
ful wicked children! She don’t take us to
bed, like Aunt Lucy does Emmie and
Willie.”

 Perhaps it’s because she’s sick, re-
turned Harry. ’

“I don’t think God would make mamma
sick and eross, Harry, if we, told him how
badly we felt about it.”,

“Idon’t know, Minnie; we might try,”
the child said thoughtfully. :

The two children knelt down ; and after
repeating their usual evening prayer, the
little girl added these words :

4 Please, God, don’t make mamma sick
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and cross any more, and Harry and Minnie
will try to be good children—Amen.”

It was a simple petition, but it went to
the heart of one listener at least ; for during
the period passed at her sister’s, Mrs.
Elbert’s feelings had been deeply im-
pressed, and she resolved to pay a visit to
ber children’s chamber before retiring that
night.

Thus she overheard their artless prayer,
and long after the little ones had sunk into
a peaceful slumber, her tears fell thickly
and fast on their couch.

In the morning Harry recited the story
of the broken pitcher, and while he was
telling Minnie that ¢ God must have heard
their prayer, for mamma was’nt a bit cross,
but had kissed him, and said he was a good’
boy for coming to tell her the truth, and
that he must try and be more careful in
futare,” Mrs. Elbert again repaired to her
sister’s residence.

“I have come, Lucy,” she said, ¢ to learn
the secret of your influence in your house-
hold.”

Mrs. Colton smiled kindly on her sister,
while she’returned—¢ Constant watchful-
ness, and love, dear Mary, with the blessing
of Heaven, have sofar availed in my family,
My children, like your own, are each of a
different temper. I try to discover what
are their peculiar traits and dispositions.
Willie is naturally of an active, nervous
temperament, and did I not keep him
employed his restlessness would be a source
of annoyance to himself and all around
him ; yet he is an open.-hearted, generous
child, and I trust with proper training, his
activity will prove a blessing ; for believe
me, sister, it is possible for a child to be
restless, even boisterous, without being
wilful'y disobedient. I do not say this to
extenuate or excuse the disregard of a
known command, but simply to show the
necessity of occupation, for one like himself,
Besides, children like to feel they are of
use, and it is well to encourage this feeling ;
and though at first it may tax your time
and ingenuity to devise plans for their
employment, in the end they may prove of
real assistance; and, not only in devising
plans for their employment, should we take
an interest, but also in their diversions ; for
us we were children ourselves once, so
should we remember that youth is peculiarly
the season for those i t enjoyments
which we once shared ; and by ecaring for
their joys, as well as sorrows, we shall be
able to gain their confidence, and that
perfect love which ocasteth out fear.”—w
Mother's Mag. '
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STORIES AROUND THE CHANTIER
(SHANTY) CAMBOOSE-FIRE.

BY A. J. L.

On a winter evening, with the thermo-
meter at 20° below zero, have you ever sat
and listened to the fierce, gusty wind outside
as it would cateh up the eddying, whirling
drift and dash it, ever and anon, in mass-
e8 against the window, as if determined to
gain admittance ; and, in seeming angerat
its defeat, spend itself round the gable in a
geries of convulsive sobs and moans—end-
ing in a dreary, melancholy, prolonged
whistle ; then, after a momentary pause, as
if to take breath, noisily renew the attack
in a succession of staccato shrieks, rapidly
growing sharper and louder, till, with
several terrific howls, it reached a bellow-
ing roar, dying away in prolonged sighs
under the eaves, as again and again it sul-
lenly spent itself in vain endeavors to un-
roof the dwelling which so comfortably
gheltered you ?

Upon such a night as this, with your
chair snugly placed by the side of the roar-
ing, erackling fire that blazed in the stove,
throwing its genial warmth around; your
feet encased in a pair of nice, roomy slip-
pers; on the table, at your elbow, a pile
of readable books,—silent companions, who
do not complain even if neglected,—the
storm outside lending an additional air of
comfort to your cosy, carpeted snuggery,
have you ever given the reins to memory
and allowed it to carry you back over the
shadowy dreamland of the past ? '

Many a time, as I have thus sat, all feel-
ings of envy and discontent have vanished
from my bosom, and I have felt that, check-
ered perhaps as my life had been, yeot,
nevertheless, I would not exchange its
memories for those of another; and have
realized that none need want society who
could thus draw upon the almost inexhaus-
tible reminiscences of the past,—having in
them an ever-present companionship, which,
like a beautiful landscape, would delight
and gratify, even though marred and ble-

mished in many of its features by inbarmo-
nious spots, which, after all, by contrast,
only render more striking the really beau-
tifal in the scene,

It suggested itself to me, during one of
my retrospective meditations, that perbaps
some of the episodes and stories connected
with my shanty-experience mjght be inter-
esting to many, unacquainted with bush-
life; and, therefore, without any very defi-
nite plan in my mind, and with a great
deal of diffidence, I contributed my mite
to the December number of the DOMINION.
I there drew a hasty sketch of the ¢ shanty,”
and now purpose, with my readers’ permis-
sion to go back a step, and, taking them with
me, let them start with the gang of men
early in the fall, as they leave head-quarters
to proceed to the scene of their winter's
operations.

‘We will suppose the men to have all been
hired, and to bave reached, by steamer or
other conveyance, the place at which they
will have to betake themselves to bark-
canoes. Here they find the store, and per-
haps dwelling, also, of their employer, just
on the verge of eivilization—situated several
miles up, on the banks of some tributary of
the Ottawa ; and generally at the confluence
of some little stream whose rapid fall gives
motive power to the saw and grist mill,
erected a little distance from the junection.
This mill does the sawing and gristing for
the sparse, hardy, pioneer population, which
—in many eases with no capital save good
health and an axe—is bravely carving out
for itself a comfortable and happy home in
this wide location,—with the cheering know-
ledge, however, that ere many years they
will be the centre of a thickly-populated
region. '

On our reaching here, the first business
is to overhaul the bark-canoes in which the
remainder of the journey will have to be
performed, and repair any hole or spot likely
toleak, and make all watér-tight and secure.
This must be done very carefully, as fre-
quently the lives of the whole crew may
depend on the toughness of a single bar, or
the care with which a patch is sewed on
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and gummed. To perform this operation,
the canoes are all turned bottom upwards,
and undergo a most critical examination.
‘Wherever a doubtful spot appears, the mouth
of the inspector is instantly applied, and it
is carefully tested to see whether it be air-
tight or not. If a small hole be discovered,
it is simply smeared with hot pine or tama-
rac gum; if larger, a patch of canvas is
securely stuck over it and pitched ; if larger
still, a piece of birchen bark is neatly sewed
on, and the seam gummed from the con-
tents of the little three-legged, bellied pot
that hangs simmering over the small fire.
After replacing with new ones any damaged
or defective canoe-ribs, and seeing that the
lacings of the bars are all sound and secure,
the canoes are put into the water, as a final
test, to make sure that no hole is overlooked.
If all is right, they are lifted out on to the
strand and laid bottom-up to await the time
of departure.

Going into the store, we find the men en-
gaged procuring supplies of tobacco, knives,
moccasing, matches, socks, smock-frocks,
sashes, needles, thread, and all the little
et ceteras of every description, so necessary,
and upon which depends so much the com-
fort of a winter’s campaign in the bush.
Some take along guns and traps, with the
prospective view of supplementing their
wages with the proceeds of a little trapping,
which, by the way, I am sorry to say, is too
often engaged in on the Sabbath—the only
day of leisure the men have.

Everything is hurry and bustle. The
foreman is heard giving his orders about
the supplies, preparatory to getting them
embarked in the canoes. When a cache,
or hiding, of pork has not been made in the
bush, the winter previous, for the use of the
men till sleighing sets in, it is necessary to
transport all they will require till then, by
canoe, to the spot. This is a work of infi-
nite labor and toil. The flour is generally
done up in bags or half-barrels, containing
one hundred pounds each, and the pork cut
into half-barrels, to facilitate their conve-
nient transportation on the backs of the
men over the innumerable portages which
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have to be traversed before the end of the
journey is reached. ’

The canoes are all put into the water
and the stowing away is completed under
the immediate supervision of the foreman.
This action on his part is very necessary,
for if each crew were left to themselves
there would probably be a scramble for
those things most easily portaged, and the
load of each would then be unequally ap-
portioned. One of the canoes is gexferally
reserved to transport the cook and his ap-
paratus. The bowsman and steersman,
along with the side-paddlers, having taken
their stations—upon receiving a few final in-
structions from the managing-clerk or chief
of the concern—the canoces push off, and,
after a wild hurrah, the men break into a
Canadian boat-song — the click-click-click
of the paddles on the gunwale marking in
exact time the cadence of the tune, as the
first part is sung by.a solitary voice, the
united crew joining in the wild, spirit-
stirring chorus. The canoes, although
Joaded till sunk within a few inches of the
gunwale, bound like things of life over the
water, under the vigorous, measured strokes.
of the singers; and in a few minutes, on
rounding a sharp bend in the river, are lost
to the sight of the little erowd who have as-
sembled at the store to witness their depar-
ture. The rapid spurt with which the little
flotilla started is continued no longer than
to carry them beyond the bend, and then
each one settles down for the regular day’s
work.

Now let me assure my readers that how-
ever pleasant it may be to paddle for an
hour or s0, the pleasure ceases when it has
to be continued for days, at times against
a stiff current. In the present instance
everything went on smoothly, and nothing
broke the monotony of the work save the
occasional sight of a deer and the never-
ending delight enjoyed in drinking in
through the eye the magnificent scenery,
until the stoppage for dinner, in a little
sheltered bay on the east side of the stream.
Here we landed,. and, building 2 fire, put
on our pot, and in a little while each one
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was discussing his hard-tack, which was
washed down with copious draughts of
tea, free for all to use ad Libitum.

After 3 whiff of the pipe, we again shoved
off, and continuing our journey reached the
foot of a rough rapid, at whose head was
situated a most beautiful waterfall, a little
before sunset. Everything was here dis-
embarked from the canoes, and they and
their cargoes were hoisted on our shoulders,
and, amid many a langh and joke at the
complaints and mishaps of the uninitiated
ones, were carried about a quarter of amile,
to the camping-ground at the head of the
chute. In a little while the white tents
wereerected ; and the men,elustering around
a huge fire, discussed with a keen relish
their supper, and cracked jokes over the
ineidents of the day. A good deal of di-
version and amusement was created by the
original remarks and questions of a newly-
imported son of Erin, on this his first ex-
perience of roughing it in the bush. Ad-
dresging a fellow-countryman, he asked :

¢ Arrah, thin, Murty, have, yiz no other
manes v raiching yer distiny thin hunker-
ing the whole blissid day on the saftest cor-
ner of yer heel ?”

““Whisht, Dinnis! Thope it's not complain-
in’ ye are ; bikase, if so, be the powers, ye'll
be liftin’ afore spring, and thin, musha, but
won’t ye cut a figue’, balancin’ beyantin the
sthrame on a bit o’ saw-log.”

“Sure, Murty, yer only jokin’—abladder
wud dhrown there. An faix ye’ll not catch
Dinny thrying it. I'd be a bigger fool nor
Teddy Larime, av I did, that they say hung
his coat on a sunbame in the parish-church
uv Killincha.”

“ Sorra a bit I'm jokin’, me poor Dinny,
but rale airnest, as ye’ll ixpariance. Ax
ould Luwee, beyant »

« Masther Luwee, hev ye heard Murty ?”’

“Qui, and he is bien vrai—de boss he
make you sail on de riviére, on de log.”

¢ Oh, wirra, wirra, but I wish I was kilt
the unfortunit’ day that the ayvil one
timpted me*to lave me sheeling at home an’
come to this murtherin’ counthry.”

“If ye’r dhrowned,” put in Murty, by

way of comfort, ¢ may the saints be marei-
ful to you. Sure we'll give ye a taring
wake, avin af the fishes does faist on yer
corpse.”’

“ And then, Dinny,”’ spoke another, ¢ you
will get lost, anyhow, for some of the
stumps are so large that a fellow getting
on to one of them might ramble for a week
before he found his way off.”

¢ Throth, ye’r ashtray there, Tom,” re-
torted Dennis, ‘ for, bedad, as big a liar as
yerself cud aisily be seen, and I'd have no
thrubble makin’ towards you if you were
no-farder aff thin a week’s thravel.”

Amid roars of laughter from all, Tom
collapsed ; and, after some more parrying
and thrusting, one after another disposed
himself to sleep for the night under some
of the tents, and soon the whole camp was
wrapped in the most profound slumber.

Before sunrise, the next morning, the
camp was all life. The old cook was astir
long before the rest, with the view of pre-
paring a special treat for us on this our first
camp-breakfast. Long before we arose, he
could be seen flitting back and forth before
the fire, his face all ablaze with the heat,
and his red flannel-shirt rolled up to the
elbows- forcibly reminding one of an imp
engaged in his labors. The appetizing
odor from the direction of the fire, and the
short ecatty-pipe protruding from the mouth
of the maitre de cuisine, dispelled this illu-
sion, however, and kept before one the fact
that our imaginary fiend was nothing more
or less than a crusty old Frenchman en-
gaged in the unpoetical task of baking
flap-jacks and frying pork for a Jot of very
practical-minded shantymen.

Without the aid of gong or bell—when
his arrangements were completed—old
Francis simply notified us by sundry grunts
and growls, which, by close attention,
might be interpreted into  brakfas’ reddy,”
that his treat awaited our appreciation.
On this announcement, a general rush was
made for the centre of attraction, and, in a
little while, over two hundred digits were
rapidly doing service as knives and forks on
the pile of steaming flap-jacks that stood
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daintily heaped on the inverted lid of the
iron bake-kettle. Their rapid disappear-
ance—although as tough as sole-leather—
attested that none of the operators were in
the least degree fearful of incipient indi-
gestion ; and, on my humbly suggesting
vigions of indigestion to Tom, he replied,
with a look of infinite contempt at what he
termed my ‘¢ infantile innocency,” ¢ pitch
in man—hang indigestion, it’s ten thousand
per cent. below par here.”

After the first fierce onslaught was over,
the men found time to engage ina ra.mbling,
desultory talk :

« Halloa, Dick,”’” shouted one, ‘¢ skiver
the corners of Yankee Sam’s mouth, there,
or else look sharp after the lid of the kittle,
for hang me if it’s safe when the feed has
gone off it.”

¢« Wateh him yourself, Bob, for a whole
raft wouldn’t tempt me near that saw-mill
of his. See him stow away. the timber.”

¢« Whisht, Dick, be aisy on the crature.
Sure, isn’t he lightnen’ the load yerself
might hev’ to carry. It’s prayin fur, in-
stead of jokin’ him, yez all ought to be.”

¢ Be gobs,” spoke Dinny, ¢ what illigant
potato-mashers he has. Sure they're as
yalla’ as goold—maybe it’s from Californi’
heisg?”

“You’re a fool, Denms,” sung out Tom,
“¢ he’s not from there at all. He’s of Maine
manufacture, and was put together on the
Kennebec river, and is therefore clear
leather, conscience and all. The reason
he was made big-mouthed and hollow-boned
was to increase his capacity for smuggling
liquor over the border, in defiance of the
Maine-law.”

The roar of laughter this sally drew forth
loosened the tongue of the Yankee, and
raising his solemn phiz he drawled out:

¢ Guess, boys, yew think you're all mighty
smart, an’ pr'aps yew air; but don’t waste
yer’ wit tew this lick : you’ll need some of
it tew keep yew all from freezin’ afore
spring.”’

“Sowl o' me!  Is it pityin’ us heis?
Look at his feet—number fourteens, not a
hair less.”’
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¢ Wal neow, dew tell. Won’tsome one
of yew give that air Irishman a pertater,
fur he’s hum-sick ! See hyar, Pat, what
kumpany hev’ undértuck tew work up
them air iron-mines yew fetched out from
hum as kiverins fur yeur feet ¥’
(7o be continued.)

THE DELIVERANCE OF DAVID.

An answer to the Bible Riddle published in the
“* New Dominion Monthly” Jor Dec., 1867.

BY JOHN G. NORRIS, MELBOURNE, Q.

Look to your Bibles—turn over their pages,
Scan well the writings of seriptural sages :

In Samuel’s first book I think you will ind

The thing that was desolate, void of a mind,
Helpless and sinless and speechless and blind,
Guileless, deceiving, although unbelieving,

A Teraphim image is free from all sin.

Though peoples and nations and kindreds adore,
The world and all in it I ever ignore;

Birthdays I have none—I never was born;
Fashioned by man, I could view him with
scorn,
Enraptured,
stand,

Worshipping, reverent, the work of his hand,

I was lodged in a palace, and hunted with
malice

By monarch and men;

No purple or Crown were ever my own;

Ne'er did I reign ;

A king’s danghter clothed me, washed me, and
dressed me,

Guarded attentive, but never caressed me,

Called me her husband, pretended to cherish,

Yet loathed, and would rather allow me to
perish

Than have Michal to wife.

I saved David’s life.

Encompassed by danger, I lay in his stead,

With goat-haired pillow placed under my head ;

The soldiers of Saul came into the hall

In order to see me, but David was sick;

They enter my chamber, upstairs they clam-
ber,

And, having arrived, found naught but a stick;

The king was bewitted, his men were outwitted,

And David was gone.

His child Saul upbraided because she had alded

Her husband to fly.

Although my history is shrouded in mystery,

I'm solved by & man,

That once I Was matter, myself I must flatter

All that I can.

Ages have roll'd since my story was told;

Ne'’er more shall I be.

1 was not a man, nor an angel of glory,

Nor statesman, nor warrior, wounded and gory

Nor was I the devil, the father of evil.

And I now say ¢ Farewell!”

I Samuel xix., v, 13to 17

entranced, nigh my figure to
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SELF-EDUCATION.

KEEP YOUR EYES OPEN. .

Great men learn véry little of what the
world admires them for knowing, during
what is called their ¢ educational course.”
They are men who are constantly observing
little things and great things passing around
them, and they remember what they
observe. They take advantage, too, of
spare moments to pick up information from
cyclopzdias, dictionaries—any books which
happen within reach. Mr. Beecher
remarked a few days ago hat he read the
whole of Froude’s England between the
courses at dinner. We do not commend
him for this particular practice, for the
dinner-iable is a place for sociability, and
not for study ; but as an illustration of the
principle by which great men gain their
information it is excellent. This being
constantly on the alert wherever you may
be, constantly exercising the mind and the
memory, is the secret of success in this
direction. Direct and laborious study, if
one has time, is of course essential; but it
is the constant accumulation of little things
and small parts of great things which give
the grandest results. A few rules may
eagily be followed by any one :

1. If you are reading, never pass a word
which you do not fully understand without
consulting a dictionary; get its entire
meaning, and, if you are acquainted even
in a slight degree with the classics, notice its
derivation. This rule is a very important
one, and the habit once formed will take
care of itself ; for.it is almost impossible for
a person who has acquired the habit, to
continue reading, with any degree of com-
fort, after he has passed an unintelligible
word. The opposite habit isequallystrong,
and by carelessness it becomes a great
exertion to lay down an interesting book
and turn to a lexicon. To this rule may be
added the corresponding one : never write
a word, in private correspondence or pub-
lic, of the spelling of which you are not
absolutely certain. The habits formed for
or against this rule are as binding on a
person as those above mentioned.

2. As faraspossible, consult a eyclopedia
on all subjects which you do not understand
Do not waste your time in doing this; but
there are a thousand little moments which
would be otherwise lost, and the informa-
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tion picked up in this way is an excellent
foundation for future acquirements. When
subjects are brought up in conversations or
lectures, they are familiar, and further facts
can be easily remembered. Keep a note-
book and set down items to be examined ;
save the moments when you are alone;
pick up books; glance over them ; try, to
remember what you read.

3. Above all listen to other men and
women whenever you are in society, in the
streets, in the cars; listen to men and
women ; gather the knowledge, a little
from each on their own affairs, trades, and
professions, which they drop incidentallyin
conversation. Remember that the listeners
rather than the talkers are the gatherers of
knowledge. Be easy in conversation,
however, and do your share, if you expect
other men to speak their own thoughts
freely. Remember, above all, that it is
this knowledge oblained among men and
from men that is the most useful in any
walk of life, literary or commercial. Walter
Scott was asked how he had accumulated
his wonderful knowledge of the habits of
men, their trades, and their modes of think-
ing. By meeting the men themselves,
talking with them, and remembering what
they said, was the substance of his
answer. :

One general rule will cover them all,
perhaps: Be on the alert; look out for little
opportunities ; keep your eyes and your
ears open.— Advocate.

Original.
WEE WIFEY.
BY E. 0. L. O,

Three little children out in the snow,—
Lily, and Willie, and Neddie ;

Three little shovels, all in a row,

Working as hard as the hands can go,
Until the grand snow-house is ready.

And now they have rolled a great round ball,
And hollowed it out for a chair,—

Back, and arms, and foot-stool, and all,

Ingide the snow-house, so0 cosy and small;
And Lily is Queen in there.

And they love her so dearly,—this little Queen
Lil,—
That e'ach with the other strives;
“She's my wife,” says Neddie; “gshe's my wife,
says Will;
And sweet little Lily answers them still:
“Never mind, I'll be both your wives.”
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 GRUMPIBUS AND THE CEREUS.

Lubin Twinkle was lying half-asleep
among the fern, now closing his eyes, now
looking straight up into the sky above,
where the fleecy eclouds sailed quietly
through the deep, then watching the fallow-
deer butting each other, when, turning on
his side, he saw just before his face the
fairy-queen’s palace. The tall fern that
covered him opened into a long avenue
where the stems all seemed to form the
columns of a miniature cathedral. The
leaves were joined at the ends with beaunti-
ful little groups of wild flowers, and each
division exactly like the other. Lubin
never could tell how long it was; but of
this he was certain, that it grew less and
less in the distance, and through the last
arch he saw the village church, and the
murmur of its bells sounded on his ear.
Often has_he tried to find the place, and
crossed and recrossed the fern in every
direction, careful not to break in the leaty
roof or cast down the frail pillars; but he
never again saw the fairy-hall nor heard
the church-bells ring as they were ringing
then.

He learned something about the fairies,
however, which I never saw written any-
where. All the fairies we read of are
either very young and beautiful, doing all
sorts of odd good things, or very old and
ugly, with wands like a cruteh, never so
well pleased as when they are doing mis-
chief. Now it is true that the great apes
are very kind and good when they are
young, and grow fierce and dangerous as
they get old ; but why this should be, or
why the old fairy should get ill-natured, I
do not understand. However, Lubin saw
not merely little baby-fairies, who could
not fly, trying to elimb wup the stems of the
fern, while their mothers fluttered over
them and held them by their wings for
leading strings for fear they should fall,
but fairies of all ages—fat little gentleman-
fairies, in pea-green poats and yellow
waisteoats, sitting in easy-chairs reading
newspapers ; one was leaning against a fern
stem smoking a pipe, while an active little
manikin was giving directions for keeping
the roof in repair, to workmen and work-

women fairies, who weather-proofed it by
constantly twisting in fresh leaves.

The queen herself sat in the very middle
of the hall, upon a round throne covered
with scarlet velvet and heaped with natural
flowers, when Lynbin saw a fairy in a white
wig and black gown come bowing and
seraping at a great rate to the foot of the
throne, The queen lightly bounded into
the air, and danced down gracefully on her
feet, when a whole guard of fairies removed
the flowers and the velvet from her throne,
and exposed to Lubin’s astonished eyes a
blue china teacup, without a handle, turned
upside down. You may laugh, but the fact
ischina was so much stronger than anything
the fairies could make for themselves, that,
happening to find the broken teacup in the
park, that very little man with a wig who
came howing to the gueen resolved to make
a state-prison of it, that all fairies who
offended against the laws might be put
under it; and the queen was so much
pleased to think she had got all her trouble-
some subjects shut up so safely, that she
made the bottom of the teacup her throne,
and sat upon it. -

You would expect that the queen, when
she wanted to let any one out, would give
the teacup a tap with her wand and out
they would come. Ah dear! the poor
fairies would have been spared some very
hard work if she had doneso. Lubin saw
fifty at least of them passing their wands
in under the edge of the cup, and at last
they lifted it high enough for one fairy to
creep out of it. A miserable creature he
looked. If fairies had chimneys, you would -
have said that he was the chimney-sweep.
But how came he in such a mess, and how
came he under the teacup? Il tell you.
The fairies think it very wicked for any
one to enjoy alone a pleasure he might
share with the others. Does any one skim-
ming along the meadows light on the first
bloom upon the rye, home he goes to the
fairy-hall and invites his companions to
enjoy it, and out they troop by hundreds to
the softest grass or the sweetest flowers that
any one of them can find. Nay, 50 care-
fully do they observe this law, that never
does a fairy find anywhere a very comfort-
able nook or corner, but before he sits down
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he goes to tell .a little brother or sister
where to find him.

Now the prisoner was a fairy called
Grumpibus, and the night before he had
got into trouble. He had been flying about
among the flowers in ihe hot-house, mauy
of which were beautiful, but none so very
new or fragrant that he felt he ought to call
the other fairies to the treat, when as the
evening came on and the windows were
going to be shut he set off to return home.
But the air already felt cold outside the
hot-house, and as he lighted upon the top
ot the flue he found a warm, soft air
coming from it, for the fires had burned to
clear ashes and made no smoke. ¢ IHow
comfortable ! said Grumpibus, as he crept
irside the chimney-pot, ¢ I won’t go home
till morning.  This shall be iy country-
seat, and I won't tell anybody for fear they
should all come and I should not have
room.” So he stretched out his legs as
"wide as he could, and put his hands into
his pockets, to see how much rocom he could
take up. Once or twice he thought he
ought to go and report the snug corner he
had found out. Lucky for him it would
have been if he had, for other fairies knew
more about that corner than Grumpibus.

So, after taking up all the room he ¢ould,
Grumpibus fell fast asleep in the corner of
the chimney-pot, and knew mnot how long
he had been there, when the gardener came
round to look at the stoves, and taking a
shovelful of small coal he threw it upon
each of the fire-places. Up mounted into
the air a thick, black smoke, and pouring
into the chimney-pot nearly suffocated
Grumpibus. It nfade him so black, that
when he flew away in a fright to the fairy-
hall his own mother did not know him, but
thought it must be one of the black gnomes
out of the coal-mine who had been sent up
on some business. Being a suspicious per-
son, however, a fairy in a blue coat, with a
shiny top to his hat, who was the policeman
to the palace, soon caught hold of him, and
without hearing a word he had to say for
himself put him under the teacup. Tittipro,
for that was the little officer’s name in the
white bag-wig, was still bowing before the
queen, and when Grumpibus came out so
black and dingy she turned to him to hear
the story. He had not a word to say for
himself, so the queen graciously said,
“Since you have passed the night under
the teacup, I shall inflict no further punish-
ment upon you.”” Then, turning to Tittipro,
she said, * Let four washerwomen take
their mops and go down to the rivalet, and
see If they can get him clean and fit to
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come into our hall again.” At a word, the
four laundresses who had charge of the
queen’s own linen were on the spot. Two
took two mops, two took two scrubbing-
brushes, and they mopped and scrubbed at
Grumpibus till he roared aloud—at last
they got him clean.

Very hard, thought Grumpibus, that
when a fairy has found anything comforta-
ble he must not keep it to himself, <« I
will, though, that I will,”” said he ; and from
that time he used to go about alone very
much,—poking bits of stick into the bee-
hives at night, and flying away before the
bees were disturbed, thus spoiling a comb
of honey that he might suck the end of the
stick. Then perhaps he would get into a
dairy, and seating himself on the edge of
a bowl that was to stand for cream, he
would stir it up with his wand ; and that
he called making a storm. Then if some
poor, industrious spider had spent all the
day in making a new web, Grumpibus
would jump into the middle of it, draw it
out into one long cord and swing on it for
half-an-hour, then fly away, little thinking
of the disappointment he had caused the
spider. The least pleasure for himself he
always thought more of than the greatest
trouble {0 any one else. At last he found
a great pleasure, and he enjoyed it all
alone.

Few fairies of that county had ever seen
the night-blooming cereus in flower. The
wonderful things that were told of its sweet
scent and its beauty, everybody knew in
fairyland, and many a wee heart sighed—
¢ Oh if I might but see the night-blooming
cereus.” Now, just beside the hot-house,
in a little chamber kept locked up, there
was one of these rare plants, and Grumpibus
heard, from something said by the gardener,
that it would certainly flower that year.
Well, thought Grumpibus, if I find when
this cereus flowers, and tell the fairies, they
will certainly make friends with me again.
And he was always fluttering about this
spot, till he found a small ventilator through
which he could creep, and at night he got
in and slept under the cereus leaves, im-
patiently waiting till he should see the bud
burst.

The head-gardener used to visit the hud
twice every night, and the second-gardener
did the same. At last it flowered. Away
ran the head-gardener up to the house
to call up his master, away ran the second-
gardener to call up the others, and so
Grumpibus was left alone in the little
chamber. That was his hour of trial. The
scent was most delic#te, and he thoughi



302

how nice to have it all to himself; the cup
of the flower enchanted him, he could not
leave it. ¢ No,”” he said, * this once I will
have it all to myself, and be the only fairy
in the land that has seen the flower of the
cereus.”” So saying, he curled himself up
in the very middle of the flower, bewildered
with beauty, overpowered with fragrance.
In fact the scent was so strong that very
soon the fairy fainted, and forgot every-
thing.

He would assuredly have been caught
and kept under a wine-glass to show the
company at the castle, but fortune favored
bhim. The head-gardener, who had been
earnestly told by the lord of the castle to
have him called immediately when the
cereus flowered, went and rang at the gate.
The porter was asleep; but when he had
rubbed his eyes and taken the pocket-
handkerehief off his head, he looked through
a little slit in the gate, and asked what the
gardener wanted. On being told, he rang
a great bell, which nobody answered, and
went to sleep again. And when the head-
gardener grew quite impatient, he gave the
bell another pull, when the groom of the
chambers slowly dressed himself and came
to see what was the matter. When he was
made to understand, he said it was the
chambermaid’s business, so he rang another
bell, and the chambermaid dressed herself
and came. So in about an hour-and-a-half
the lord was waked up, and his lady, who
begged himm to wait for her; and then her
maid was waked up and had to dress, and
she dressed my lady in pink taffeta and an
India shawl; and then it began to rain, so
the coachman was waked to get the carriage,
and he had to wake up the horses, and by
the time they got to the conservatories the
flower had shut up, and nothing but a faint,
disagreeable smell remained to show that a
cereus had flowered and died."

The cold, flabby leaves of the flower
closed over Grumpibus, and how many
nights and days he may have lain in thgt
condition he never knew. But this is cer-
tain, that when the gardener cleared away
the dead flowers, he cut off the cereus and
threw it into his barrow, and so wheeled it
away with the rubbish to the dunghill.
Soon after, the stable-man came and emptied
his barrow in the same place, and poor
Grumpibus, buried alive, could neither
move hand nor foot nor wing. Whatadded
to the misery of his case was that he was
completely soaked with the black liquor of
the dunghill.

And there he might have lain till now,
but one day he heard in his noisome prison
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his old friend the head-gardener say to the
hind, ¢ Just have this dung carried down
to the long meadow.”” And that very after-
noon came a cart and two men who began
to pitch up the manure into the cart.
Anxiously the poor fairy waited for the
shovelful that should contain his own prison
chamber. Hisalmost broken heart bounded
at the thought how he would fly out the
moment his spadeful was going up into the
air. At last the man came to him, he
stuck in the spade, he felt himself thrown
up, but the mass did not break, and the
poor fairy fell into the dung-cart as much a
prisoner and as bruised and miserable as he
could be. However, this part of his sorrow
was nearly ended ; wheun they emptied the
cart in the field and spread the dressing he
crept out, and running rapidly along one of
the furrows, came to a beautiful, clear
stream. Instantly he jumped in to wash
himself, and scrubbed away with a good
will, but to his surprise he got no cleaner.
He stopped for a minute to wonder why he
was not more successful, when he heard a
little tench close by say to an old one who
lay with one eye just peeping out from
under a stone in the bottom of the stream,
“Why, doctor, what a time that fairy has
been washing himself.”

“ Ay, and he may wash,” replied the
doctor ; I'm afraid it’s the color of his
wretched heart that has come through his
skin, and there’s no way of washing that
off that I know of.”

Angry and mortified, the fairy serambled
out of the water, afraid to go home to fairy-
hall again in such filthy plight, and afraid
to get into the streamlet becanse he did not
like to hear the fishes talk about him,

So Grumpibus kept running on by the
side of the brook as fast as he could, until
bearing round the stump of an old oak that
grew among the willows, who should he
come upon bnt the queen of the fairies,
and the lord~ aancellor, high-chamberlain, .
commander of the forces, and physician-in-
ordinary, all come 2a-gipsying, and having
despatched their meal were playing at hunt
the slipper. They all gave a shout when
dirty Grumpibus, not seeing where he was
going, ran into the ring. The commander-
in-chief drew his sword, and vowed he
would chop him up into sausage-meat.
The lord-chancellor declared that he must
go under the teacup, or suffer as the law
directs. But the doctor, looking at his
deplorable complexion, between brown and
blue, said he was only fit for the hospital : he
had never known but eone case like it, and
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that was a fairy who got poisoned by the
smell of a decayed cereus.

Grumpibus no sooner heard the word
than he felt as if A1l was found out. Oh!
thought he, what a wretched being I have
been this year. I am only fit to live under
a teacup. And, throwing himself down,
and weeping before the queen, he cried,

“Iknow I am a disgrace to fairyland.
I have always been keeping pleasure to
myself, and now I have not told of the
night-flowering cereus.”’

And then he told all his sin and punish-
ment. How he had been overpowered by
the perfume, and then poisoned by the
decaying flower, and buried in the dung-
hill, and carted to the field ; and how the
old tench knew that was not all, but a
wicked heart made the stain deepest.

And as he lay sobbing in convulsions
at her feet, he thought, Oh, if I could be
good and kipd, and think of others as well
as myself, how happy ¥ should be. I will
—that I will. Poor, black little creature
as I am, I will try and do all the kindness
I can to every one wherever I wander, and
try to be loved for my goodness since I
never can be admired for my beauty. He
said nothing. The queen feared he was
dying. The doctor felt his pulse, but the
queen spoke kindly to him, and said,
‘ Poor, selfish Grumpibus, you have been
already punished enough; get up and go
and hide yonrself, I fear you will never be
fit to dance in our fairy-rings again.” But
Grumpibus  was a changed creature.
Two fairies crossed their arms and carried
him to the hospital, where the physician
blistered and bled him, and gave kim all
sorts of draughts and pills; but the thought
of his past misconduct was the bitterest
draught of all. And as the little nurses in
mob-caps came to look after him with
anxious faces, they told him how the queen
and the lord-chancellor and the commander-
in-chief had been to inquire after him.
Unworthy that I am, thought Grumpibus,
how shall T ever repay all their kindness ?

Next morning, the nurse brought him
some hot water and a razor, to shave him-
self, and make himself a little tidy, when
to his great astonishment he found that his
skin was growing fair again, and his wings
had begun to glitter. He shaved with
great glee, and began tumbling head over
heels, and playing all sorts of tricks on his
bed ; but a fairy in the next bed, with a
broken wing, sighed out, ¢Oh, how I wish
to be quiet!” Grumpibus was still in a
moment ; and when the nurse brought him
some oatmeal porridge for his dinner, she
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puton her spectacles, and said, ¢ Why, Mr.
Grumpibus, you are growing quite hand-
some.” ¢ Thank ye, ma’am,” said he;
and he was more pleased at the feeling of
the old fairy’s kindness in wishing to please
him, than at the thought that he was in-
deed getting less horrid. However, next
morning, when they brought him the
shaving-glass and hol water, he saw that,
sure enough, he was a better-looking fairy
than he had ever been before. And the
queen, who at this time came to see how he
was getting on, really did not know him.

“ Grumpibus,” said she, you shall begin
the world again. You are so changed no
one will ever know you; and the doctor
says you have just been cured of a disease
of the heart. I will give you a new name,
and call you Amabel. You shall come out
this very night and dance with me in the
castle moat, when the moon comes through
the beech-trees; and we will forget you
ever were selfish or unkind, for I think you
will be 80 no more.”—Argosy.

A WONDERFUL SPINNING-MACHINE.

The stratagems employed by insecis for
the capturing of their prey are very curious,
and afford fo the naturalist an exceedingly
entertaining and interesting study. The
ant-lion digs a tunnel-shaped pit in the
loose sand, and fixing itself in the depressed
apex, catches and devours the ant or spider
which is so unfortunate as to fall into its
snare. But no species of insects excel the
different kinds of spiders in their ingenious
devices for securing their prey. The spider,
though wingless, feeds on flies, and its food
must be captured onthe wing, Buthow ean
it accomplish such a task? Were we not
familiar with its webs and nets, the structure
of such snares, by an animal so minute,
would not fail to excite our admiration and
wonder. As it is, we look upon the spider-
web as evidence of a neglected room, and,
instead of making its structure a study, and
admiring the wonderful wisdom it displays,
we sweep it from the wall with manifest
delight.

If that which we regard with so little
respect, because it is the work of a spider,
were done with the same perfettion by some
of the larger animals, we would never cease
to wonder. * How would the world crowd
to see a fox which could spin ropes, weave
them into an accurately-meshed net, and
extend the net between two trees for the
purpose of entangling birds in their flight !’
But there would be nothing more marvellous
in this, than there is in what the spider



5
<

04
is doing every day ; and, just because of the
minuteness of the little rope-maker and
weaver, the work ought to excite in us the
greater wonder.

We always judge of the ingenuity of any
piece of machinery by the simplicity of its
parts, and its adaptation to the services for
which it has been constructedl. Now,
judging by this rule, we find the spider
possessed of a ¢spinning-machine” far
surpassing, in the perfection of its work, all
the inventions of man. I once heard a
gentleman express his astonishment at the
perfection of the machinery by which man
had succeeded in drawing out brass wire to
the fineness of a human hair. How much
greater was his astonishment when I told
him, that there was a very minute spider
which spun a thread so fine that it required
4,000,000 of them to equal in thickness one
of the hairs of his beard, and that every
one of these threads was composed of not
less than 400 separate strands!

This remarkable machinery is exceed-
ingly simple. If you examine the hinder
extremity of the abdomen of the common
house-spider, you will find, on its under
side, four or six protuberances of a eylin-
drical shape, which are called spinnerefs, or
spinners. Each spinneretis furnished with
tubes so exquisitely fine that,in a space not
much larger than the point of a pen, are
found a thousand other distinet tubes.
From each of these tubes proceeds a single
strand, which unites with all the other
strands to make that which is ordinarily
known as the spider’s thread. So you
perceive that this thread, often so fine as
to be almost imperceptible to our senses, is
not, as is commonly supposed, a single line,
but a rope, composed of at least 4,000
strands.

Human art has never aftained such
wonderful perfection as this. It is truly
astonishing, and were it not a matter of
daily observation, the most credulous would
hesitate to believe the statement.

But you ask, why is it necessary for the
spider tospinsuch a compound thread ? This
question is very naturally suggested, and
admits of two probable answers. First:
the dividing of the thread into so many
strands, just at its exit from the spinnerets,
favors the rapid drying of the gum used in
its manufacture,—an important considera-
tion to the spider, as it is under the
necessity of putting its thread into immedi-
ate use. Secondly: the combination of so
many threads into one, vastly strengthens
the web, and enables it to sustain the
shock of the flying insect it is intended to
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capture, or to bear the heavy body of the
spider while it struggles with its captive,or
in its passage through the air.

The only other instruments used in spin-
ning are its feet, with the claws of which it
guides, or separates into two or more, the
line from behind. Two of the claws of the
spider’s foot are toothed like a comb. It ig
with these two claws that it keeps the
threads apart. When the spider ascends
the line by which it has dropped itself from
an eminence, it winds up the superfluous
cord into a hall. For this purpose it uses
the third claw, which [ have called the-
thumb of the spider’s hand.

A few days ago, I brought a garden spider
into my study, and placed it upon a small
slip of paper surrounded by water in a
basin. At. first, it traversed its paper
island, and, by reaching out its arms on all
sides, found that there was no escape across
the water. Then, after trying to ascend the
sides of the vessel without success, it raised
itself upon its legs, and elevated its spin-
nerets to a horizontal position. I observed
it intent upon something. It was throwing
out its lines, upon which it designed to
make its escape across the water. In a
short time, I discovered about a half-dozen
lines of gossamer threads attached to the
books on a stand about twenty inches distant.
As soon as it ascertained that its threads

| had found 2 connection with some object

beyond the basin, it fastened the end of the
line next it to the paper, ascended its
pontoon, and made its escape.

This artifice has been observed by many
naturalists, and accounts for the way in
which these animals, though destitute of
wings, transport themselves from tree to
tree, across brooks, and frequently through
the air itself, without any apparent starting-
point.—Family Treasury.

NOW I LAY ME DOWN TO SLEEP.

In the quiet nursery chambers,
8nowy pillows yet unprest,

See the forms of little children
Kneeling, white-robed for their rest.

And in quiet nursery chambers,
‘While the dusky shadows creep,

Hear the voices of the children—

““ Now I lay me down to sleep.”

“1f we die”—s0 pray the children,
And the mother’s hand droops low ;
(One from out her fold is sleeping
Deep beneath the winter’s snow)—
‘“Take our souls ;”’ and past the casement
Flits a gleam of crystal light.
Like the trailing of His garments,
Walking evermore in white.
—Children’s Hour.
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A HERO SMALL AND POOR.

Jolly Namara was a poor boy in one of
thesmallest towns in the State of Wisconsin.
It was summer-time, and among the new
arrivals of goods at the  Red Store,” came
a2 most wonderful box. It was not the
Kohinoor, forit was too big a box for that,
and attracted more attention and admira.
tion than half-a-dozen diamonds would have
done. It was not a white elephant, for the
box wag far too small for even the very
smallest of elephants. It was a box of
oranges !

Most of the children of Pearlbrook had
never even seen an orange, however ofter
they might have heard the delicious fruit
described. - Among those who had heard
but never seen, was little Jolly. He had
no elder brother to lend him, or young lady
sister to give him fifty cents to buy an
orange; and his father would much rather,
from some strange reason, give that amount
to the barkeeper at the “ Twilight,” than
to the man at the red store, and take an
orange home to his little, ragged Jolly.
His mother supported the family by wash-
ing and ironing, so she had not many
fifty-cent pieces lying around loose for little
boys to snatch up and run off with, to buy
oranges. Fairies were at that time very
searce in the State of Wisconsin, and J olly
was far too modest to have said orange "’
to one, even if she had flown down with an
apron-full right before his face. What did
he do? What could he do? He almost
thought he should be sick if he didn’t get
an orange. Oh, they looked so tempting
in the window; and Adelbert Tracy had
told him that they tasted a hundred times
better than they looked, for his Aunt J enny
had bought him one for picking cherries for
her.  An orange Jolly certainly must have,
and this.is the only way he got it:

He went ang « picked mineral ”’ one day,
and eame home with enough money to buy
it. But maybe you don’s at all know what
¢ picking minera} * means. In the lead-
mines, all around the deep shafts, are heaps
of yellow clay, and rock, and shining pieces,
larger and smaller, of the precious lead-ore,
which have been dug out of the earth, away
down in the dark, and sent up in buckets,
and emptied out there. The boys are often
allowed to go and pick out the stray lumps
of ore,—mineral”” they call it,—after the
workmen are through, and, selling it to the
furnace-men, they sometimes earn two or
three dollars a day.

Just so little J olly spent this warm sum-
mer day. With his yellow trowsers and
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shirt all stained with the ochre, kneeling
at the dirt-heap, warm, tired, thirsty, sweat-
ing as he worked, he often cast a glance
toward the great piles of lead which the
workmen had not yet removed; and he
wondered, as he looked at them, how many
whole oranges, at fifty cents apiece, all that
mineral would buy; but Jolly was truly
honest and good, and had been taught by
his mother that to covet what was another’s
was the next step before taking it, and he
had not even such a thought as this: that
the workmen were away, no one would see
him, and he might take all he wanted to
carry, and no one would know it—which
was all true.  So he worked away, thinking
only of the orange which he would have,
and how he would give his mother part,
and how nice it would be. '

He had a little lanch in a brown paper,
of coarse bread and fried pork, which he
took down to a clear spring, about a quarter
of a mile off, and drinking of the cool water
from a tin cup which always stood there,
he finished his dinner, and sat down by the
little stream below to rest a while. As he
sat there, a gentleman came along the path
which led up to the ¢ diggings” where
Jolly had been at work.

¢ Good morning, little fellow—what are
you doing here ?”° asked the geutleman as
he came up to the brook where Jolly was
sitting.

Jolly only hung his head for he was a
very bashful boy, and said not a word.

¢ Looks rather suspicious,” thought the
owner of the works—for it was he, Mr.
Herndon, the richest man in all that
country. ¢ Have you been ¢picking,’ to-
day? " glancing at his stained clothes.

“Yes, sir.” :

“ Where 7"

 Up there, at the Herndon lead,” said
Jolly, jerking his thumb over his shoulder
to indicate the direction.

“ Who said you might? Il go and see
about this business. The men have not
taken the lead away yet ; but come along.”

He spoke quite sternly, for he was just
then thinking of how often he had been
robbed of large quantities of mineral, by
dishonest boys who were picking around
justas Jolly was doing. Jolly did not know
that this was Mr. Herndon; and had no
reason for imagining what he was, or was
not, thinking about ; but he arose and went
to the works, behind the proprietor, wonder-
ing a little.

‘“Now, sir, show me your sack!” said

Mr. Herndon~rathersharp1y,J olly thought,
but he went to a small clump of wild
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gooseberry bushes, and brought forth the
sack. Opening it, he displayed but a very
few handsful of ore, which seemed to him
even less than they were before he went to
the spring to eat his lunch. Said the gen-
tleman, in a kinder tone,

“ How long have you been out?”

¢ Sinee the morning, sir,”’ said Jolly, in
a very low tone, for he was quite dis-
couraged at the poor ¢ luck’’ he had had.

¢ Have you worked hard?”

¢ All the time, sir,”” said Jolly, a little
more confidently.

¢ What do you do with what you earn in
this way ?”’

“] give it to mother to buy tea, some-
times, and candles, and things; but I don’t
get to come out very often.”

“ What will you do with what you get
to-day? ”’ said Mr. Herndon, looking down
at the poor little lumps, and thinking he
could not see either tea or candles in very
near prospect.

1 wanted to get an orange, sir,”’ said
Jolly, hrightening up with the pleasing
subject. ¢ Mister Bensell has a whole box
full of ’em, and Elbert Trazey says they're
splendid, only they’re fifty cents apiece ;
but mother said bein’ as this was my birth-
" day I might spend my pickins as I liked,”
said Jolly.

Mr. Herndon was hecoming interested
in his new acquaintance, and he sat down
upon the platform of the nearest windlass.

¢ What’s your name ?’’ he asked—rather
suddenly, the little boy thought.

« Jolly Numara, sir,”” said he, making a
funny little bow which his mother had
taught him was quite as imporiant as any
part of his name.

«“ Jolly Namara! a jolly name; and how
old are you, Jolly,” said the gentleman.

¢ Nine years old next, next—why to-day,
sir 17 he said, with a little, quick laugh at
his own strange forgetfulness of the all-
important day.

« Have you ever been to school ?” asked
the proprietor, in a kinder voice than he
had yet spoken in.

«T’ze been two winters up to Mister
Kaiser’s sehool, 'n I made the fires for 'em
last winter, but mother can’t spare me to
go much ’coz I helps her ’bout the washin’
n ironin’, 'n takes the cloze’ home 'n pieks
up the wood what mother washes with,”’
said Jolly, in one breath.

¢t ITow many has your mother to support ?”

« Sir,” said Jolly.

¢ How many does your mother have'to
work for?”’
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¢tOh, there's Miss More, 'n Miss Cumminsg,.
’n the new family at the rectory, 'n

¢*No, I mean how many children has
your mother

« None ’'cept me—Jolly. Sister Mary
died last winter's a year ago, and mother
cries about it yet, but I'm sure sister’s a
great deal better off.”

“Do you go to church and Sunday-
school 77’

« No, sir, I never had no eloze’ fittin’.””

« Are these the hest you have,” asked
Mr. Herndon, in a very interested manner.

«1 have ’'nother- pair what aint yaller
like these, but they’re a good deal holier,”
said the little miner, disconsolately.

¢ Can you read any ?”’

¢ O yes, sir! Mother learns me to read.
Mother’s a bully reader. She went to school
lots when she lived in the Yeast. Ican
read in the Testament a little,” said Jolly,
triumphantly.

« Would you like to go to school all the
time ? 7’ asked the same kind voice, growing
sotter and kinder all the time.

«“Q, yes, indeed, sir! if I only could!”’
and his bright eyes danced with the thought,
but drooped again with the certainty that
this could never -be. Of all things—even
ahove and beyond oranges—was the desire
1o go to school uppermost in the little boy’s
mind. ¢ But mother says not now—after
a while, if the Lord will’””’ continued
Jolly, solemnly. ¢« Mother wants me to
git a neddyeation, and so do I, 'n mother
says it Itry 'n learn 'n do right where Iam,
the Lord will surely see how I do, 'n
bymeby, when He is certain about me, He
will think of some way to git me into school
all the time,” said the little workman, as
he sat on the dirt-pile and played with the
yellow clay, and wondered at himself, for
he had never said so much to any one but
his mother, in his whole life before, but
somehow the gentleman’s looks and tones,
more than his words, brought it all out;
and now it was all told and couldn’t be
helped ; but what would his mother think
when she should know of it, and what would
ithe gentleman think of him telling all he
knew, in that style ?

Then he glanced up at the sun with one
eye shut, in a critical kind of a way, totake
the exact position of the day-god, and
seeming to think it was getting later every
minute, he took up his sack and pick, and
was going to work again.

“ You haven’t got much mineral, Jolly”
said Mr. Herndon, * not half enough to buy
a quarter of an orange, ha‘ve you ?”’

Jolly looked puzzled a little bit, and said,
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¢ Well, then, I must hurry up,” and was
about starting off at once.

‘“ Here, Jolly,” said the soft voice again,
‘““why didn’t you help yourself to enough
out of this big pile to buy halt a dozen
oranges? No one would have known it.”

“ 0, gir, that—why, that would have
been just like stealing ; and I wouldn’t steal
for any money.”

“ Who told you not to steal ¥’

¢ I dunno, sir,” said Jolly, looking con-
fused ; *“ maybe *twas mother.”

The truth was, that honesty was so early
a part of his being, that he could abont as
soon tell when his arms grew on, as when
honesty and truthfulness were drafted into
his character.

“Look here, Jolly,” sail Mr. Herndon,
in one of those sudden, quick ways, by which
little Jolly would ever after remember him,
‘““you ought to have a birthday present.
Come and take enough out of this nice pile
to buy just one orange, mind; and then
you can go right home and make your
purchasge.”’

Helping him toguessatthe right quantity,
the kind gentleman saw that Jolly was
surprised enough, and grateful enough,
though he only said, “ thank ye,” in a very
low tone indeed. He made his funny little
bow, though, and was going off happy as a
king, with the heavy sack over hisshoulder,
and the pick in the opposite hand.

¢ Here, Jolly, you needn’t carry it so far
to the store, just put it back here, and I will
buy it of you,” said Mr. Herndon, at the
same time taking out a silver half-dollar.

Jolly looked at the gentleman, looked at
the mineral heaff, looked up at the sky and
down at his feet, and then at his hands,
when the coin seemed to have a restorative
influence, for he breathed and put the
money in his poeket, and turned out the
mineral. Seeming to fear that something
else quite as astonishing, but not so pleasant,
might occur next, he said, “thank ye,”
Jjerked his little bow, and ran off home to
tell his mother all his strange adventure.
She was but little less astonished and
pleased than Jolly had been; told him it
was a reward for his good behavior, which
the Lord had sent direetly to him, and he
might go and get the orange at once.

Off he ran as if the clouds were under
his feet, and a great white bird wafted him
along.

«QOh, now! what if they are gog,” he
thought, and down under the clouds he
went, and off the white bird flew, leaving
him far behind. On he went to the store,
where he stood a moment, not daring to
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look toward the window for fear he should
miss the box of oranges, which had stood
there two days already.

Then looking, ¢ Oh, they’re not gone!” he
eried out aloud, and hastened in on white
wings again. ¢ Well, Jolly Namara, what
do you want?’ said the gay young
clerk, looking the other way, rather on
purpose, for he saw the yellow stained
clothes, but not the pure white wings of joy
underneath them.

“1 want a norange, sir,” said Jolly,
smiling all over.

¢ Oh, no doubt. Many little boys wants
oranges, but you see they're fifty cents
apiece,” said the clerk, in a tone which
seemed to settle the business.

¢ Here’s the money sir,” said Jolly, who
feared they were not tor sale to little boys
at any price.

¢“That alters the case, as most circum-
stances does,’”” said the clerk, taking the
money and selecting a fine orange. Jolly
took it, and I ask whether Napoleon entering
France as her Emperor, or little Jolly in
possession of his orange, was the happier?

Seizing the yellow ball, about the color of
his clothes, hands, feet, face, and all, he
rushed out, not forgetting, even in this try-
ing and peculiar moment, his bow. Out,
and up the street, he ran ; the clouds under
auis feet light as air, and the white bied
carrying itim on so bravely. He had gone
a couple of squares toward home when he
met little Julia Criswell at the gate of Dr.
Snowball’s oftice, where she had been for
some medicine.

“ 0O Jolly,” she said, *do come’n see poor
Jim. He is so sick with the fever'n the
doctor says he might ’a got well, only he
bain’t had nothin’ good to eat. Mother’s
set up with him two nights. She does all
she can, 'n cries the rest, 'n if we wasn’t so
poor ; 'n mother can’t go cut a washin’ now,
‘sount ¢’ Jim’s bein’ so awful sick, and
we’re all half starved, let alone poor Jim,”?
she rattled on, regardless of pauses, nor
seeming to lack for breath. ¢ Why, Jolly,
a norange! my! if poor dear Jim—.”" She
suddenly checked herself, for that would
seem exactly like begging, to say, “if only
Jim had an orange!” and she wouldn’t
beg even if they all starved, but it was
pretty hard.

Yes it was hard. Jolly knew it all, felt
it all, deeided it all in a very few moments.
Jim should have the orange, the precious
orange which Jolly had dreamed so much
about, and now possessed at last. Jim
should have it. How tar off hovered the
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bird with white wings, but Jolly thought
he heard her singing.

How heavy and dark the clouds, and now
they were above him, pressing him down.
How could he give up his orange—the one
which his mother said the Lord had sent
him? Didn’t the Lord mean he should
keep it for himself, and enjoy it—almost
the first birthday-present he had ever re-
oeived ?

But poor Jim Criswell, sick, and so poor
—poorer a great deal than Jolly’s own
family—maybe he would die, maybe starve
to death. He couldn’t wait any longer;
Jim should have the orange.

¢ Here, Julia,” he said, ¢ give this to
Jim. Tell him I sent it to him, ’n hope
be’ll be better soon.”’

Julia fairly wept for joy, and ran home,
forgetting to shut the doctor’s gate. There
stood Jolly, our hero, tired, begrimed with
dirt, pale between the yellow streaks of
ochre, rather downecast, to be sure, but he
was listening to the sweetest song he ever
heard from the beautiful bird which was
eoming nearer and nearer to him, and the
elouds were slowly turning to gold, and
floating down, down under his feet, and he
was just being lifted upon soft, white wings
again, when he heard the gate click, and
Mr. Herndon came out of the doctor’s office,
where he had heard and seen everything
through the open window.

«“Well, Jolly, how’s oranges?” he said,
pleasantly. ’

“ 8ir,” said Jolly, to whom the word
¢ orange’’ was not so charming as it had
once been. ‘“Where’s your fifty-cent
orange ? "’ he asked of Jolly.

“Igent it to Jimmy Criswell, sir, just
now, poor boy; he’s awful sick with the
fever, and I thought bein’ as ’twas mine I
might,” said he, looking at his friend, to see
whether that gentleman was the least bit
displeased. He saw nothing of the kind,
only & wonderfully pleasant smile, as Mr.
Herndon said,

¢ T will go home with vou, Jolly, if you'll
let me. I want to see your mother.”

Jolly thought instantly of one more
customer to make his poor mother glad, and
so they walked along to the very door of
the little cabin, without either speaking a
word. Mrs. Namara was just taking some
clothes from the frame and folding them
when they went in. She spoke pleasantly
to the stranger, told Jolly to gave him a
chair, and, not at all confused, folded the
remainder of the eclothes, pinned them up
in a snowy towel, and told Jolly to take
them over to Mrs. More, and tell her they

THE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY.

came to one dollar, and to stop at the store
and get a couple of mackerel as he came
back, and then she sat down to hear what
the strange gentleman had to say.

I can’t tell you all they said, but the sum
of it was this: Mr. Herndon had taken a
wonderful fancy to Jolly, and offered to put
him at once in a good school, and afterward
in as good a college if he did well in his
studies, all al his own expense, and he told
her that when he should have done all this, it
would be no more than he ought to do for so
good and kind and promising a boy as every
one in Pearlbrook said Jolly was.

Thirty years have gone now, and do you
see that fine country residence up there
toward your right, withthe rich flowers and
walks all around, and the fountain bubbling
and prattling and sparkling in the red
sunset, and the pretty children romping on
the lawn yonder, and the gentleman in a
rustic chair on the poreh reading Plutarch ?
That quiet reader there is a man of splendid
abilities and fine education they say; and
his sign, away over the hills in the eity
yonder, reads,—*“ J. Namara, Atlorney and
Counsellor at Law.”—N. W. Presbyterian.

A TALK WITH A DIVER.

«So you would like to hear what I have
to say about the sea,’” said Mr. Trimble.

“Yes,”” answered John, eagerly. ¢ How
you went down to the bottom of the sea,
and what you saw there, and how long you
stayed down at a time, and—"’

“One thing at a time, my boy ; one at a
time,” interrupted Mr. Trimble. ¢In the
first place, the way I came to go to sea was
this: I hadn’t been brought up a regular
sailor ; I was pretty near as large as you
are, before 1 ever saw the sea. ButI had
some knowledge of the ways of a seafaring
life, before I shipped for a diver, because 1
had been for some years in a yard where
they built ships. While I was there, 1
heard of some ships that were fitting out for
a cruise in southern seas, and that they
were to take out a score or two of men to
go down in a new kind of diving armor, to
bring up treasures sunk in wrecked vessels.
And as my health was failing a little, and
I thought I should like a change, I went
and shipped as a diver.”

“Weren’t you afraid you wouldn’t like
it, or that you might get bitten in two by a
sharkggpr that something dreadful might
happen, while you were down in the
water ¥’ asked Naney.

“Why, no; I didn’t suppose there was
much of any danger in it, and the wages
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were very good; and, as I said before, it
was a change., So I was a little excited
about it, but I don’t think I was afraid. In
fact, I didn’t know much about what the
business wag till I got fairly under way.
We had a very pleasant voyage, fine
weather all the time, and we soon reached
the Carribean Sea, where it was expected
we should find some of the treasures we had
come after. We anchored pretty near the
coast of Venezuela, which, you know, is
one of the northern states of South America,
Here, for the first time, I saw the suits of
armor in which we were to go down to the
bottom of the ocean:’

“ How did it look ?’ said John.

¢ Well, it was a queer-looking thing, and
no mistake. It was made all of rubber,
very thick and strong, and almost the size
and shape of a man. The legs were
rubber, and the arms and body ; only in the
head there was a large, round glass, made
to cover the face, so that any one shut up
in it could see all about him. You see, the
rubber being water-proof, a person inside
could keep perfectly dry and tight, and the
glass over his face would permit him to see
as plainly as if he were not shut up in his
water-tight case.”

“But how could he breathe "’ asked
Naney, who knew something about ventila-
tion.

“ Ah! that’s a guestion, now,”” said Mr.
Trimble. ¢ That's just what I was going
to tell you. Out of the top of the armor
came a round pipe,—a rubber tube a great
many feet long,—and at the end of this
tube was a pump, which rested on the ship’s
deck, and through which a man constantly
pumped air to supply the diver down below.
So there was air all the time supplied, and
plenty of it.”

“Now tell us, please, how you went
down,”” said John.

“1 forgot to tell you,” said the diver,
‘“that we wore about our waists a good
many pounds of lead, which sank us
rapidly to the bottom, as soon as we were
in the water. In our haidd we carried a
long stick, with which we felt about us to
see if there were any obstructions in the
way. The bottom of the sea, you know, is
rough, like the land. Sometimes there
would be a precipitous place right before
us, sometimes & row of sharp rocks rising
up from the sand; but often the sandy
bottom was like a marble floor, it was so
smooth and hard. There were things
growing there, too, which madé it look
sometimes like a garden. I saw often
beautiful branches of coral, red and white,
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and great beds of sea weeds, or sea flowers,
of all colors.”

“Didn’t the fish stare at you?’ asked
Nancy, who had listened to the diver with
her lips parted, and her blue eyes very
round.

*They generally swam a safe distance
off, when they saw me coming,” said Mr.
Trimble. ¢TI reckon the sharks must have
thought I would be a tough morsel, for I
scarcely ever saw any, and they never
attempted to attack me.”

¢ Well, what did you do down there,
sir?” said John. “Did you get any of
the treasure 7’

“Q yes; that is another part of the
story, which you will like to hear. I told
you, didn’t I? that there had been some
valuable vessels wrecked just about the
place where we anchored. The company
who fitted out the ships, in one of which
I had sailed, had formed a plan to recover,
not only the valuables with which the
ships were loaded, but even the hulks of
the lost vessels. So, as we got comfortably
used to the armor, a party of us were sent
down with everything used in caulking up
the leaks and holes under water, and
making her as near as possible water-tight.
When we had done this so thoroughly
that she was free from leaks, we fastened
a piece of machinery to the only part of
the ship which we had not made water-
proof, and commenced to pump out the
water with which she was filled. This
machine was, I believe, a Yankee in-
vention, and would pump up hundreds of
barrels of water a minute, so that you can
see it was not very long before the weight
which had kept the hull down was all
pumped out, and she rose to the surface
and floated on the water. Thus we had
not only the silver and other valuables with
which she was loaded, but the main part of
the vessel beside. The old crafts were
often in very good condition, too, because
wood doesn’t decay under water, as on
land. T've seen vessels which had been
submerged a long time, for many years,
even, whose wood showed no symptoms of
decay.”

« How very strange it seems, to think of
working an hour or two at the bottom of
the sea,’” said John.

¢ But did nothing dangerous ever happen
to you ¥’ asked Nancy. Did you never get
frightened by a shark, or by a whale 1’

¢ Well, no, I never had any very serious
accident but once, and that happened in
this way : I was working, one day, upon a
ship’s side, a good many feet under water,
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and in some way the tube through which
the air was pumped to me got twisted,
or caught on a rock, so that the air failed
to reach me. The first I felt of it was a
sort of choking, and a feeling as if my
head was getting a great deal too large.
There was a small rope let down with me,
which I was to pull in case of accident,
and I had just presence of mind to pull
that. They hauled me up as fast as
possible, and when they got me on deck,
and opened the armor about my face, so
that I got the fresh air, I was very nearly
gone. But I came out of it after a while,
and that was the only serious alarm I had
during the whole season.”

<« Just let me ask one more question,”
said Nancy. “How could you see under
water. I should think it would be dark
there.”

0 no, indeed. The light was not
quite as strong, perhaps, but it was quite
light enough. The water seemed heavier
and thicker than the atmosphere, but
otherwise it didn’t seem very different. as
long as it couldn’t touch our bodies. And
whether it was the effect of looking at
things through the water, or through the
thick glass which was over my face, I
never could tell; but everything looked a
little largerthan it was, and a little nearer,
as il it were seen through a magnifying
glass. I very often put out my stick ex-
pecting to touch a rock, which was really
several feet away. But it was very much
like walking on the land. And I suppose
the water feels to the fishes, as the air does
to the birds. Now, children, ’'m going
out into the field to your father, but I'll
spin you another yarn one of these days.”’—
&rs. 4. 8. McFarland, in Little Corporal.

« WHAT SHALL THE CHILDREN DO
NEXT?”

It is a nice, rainy day, and out-door sports
being impossible, ¢ What shall the children
do next P’" becomes of immense importance
in every household.

It is a good idea to collect the experience
of mothers in providing amusement and
harinless occupation for the busy hands
belonging to our little ones, and I, anxious
to find some new employments for three
pairs of the most active kind of little hands,
am waiting, with interest, answers to the
question.

By way of ** doing as I would he done by,”
I will contribute my mite to the fund.

An amusement which has whiled away
many 4 long hour in our nursery, is the
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making of serap Hooks. Tave some old
account bhook, which is better than any
other because the paper is.stiff, cut out
every alternate leaf, and into the book paste
pictures, puzzles, conundrums, and short
stories, if the children are old enough.

I always keep a ‘“serap box,”” where I put
pretty pictures taken from old magazines or
papers, and when winter comes, the store
is brought out and pasted up. A long-sleeved
apron will keep all neat.

Besides the pleasure of filling the book,
it is, when done, an unfailing source of
entertainment tolook at. 'When this begins
to pall, and you have explained every
picture (as, I warn you, you will haveto do),
just bring out a box of paints, and teach the
uneasy fingers to paint the pictures. You

have no idea of the amusement this will -

afford, for bright colors are very attractive
to little eyes. i

If you have some unsoiled pages in the
book, you can vary the entertainment by
forming pictures for yourself of figurestaken
from other pictures, forming groups of
figures in various attitudes, which often has
a very funny eflect, and aflords endless
amusement.

Another play, found attractive by little
girls expert with scissors, is the cutting out
of paper dolls, furniture, cattle, horses,
sleighs, waggons, and everything, from a
kitten to a grand piano. A little practice
will enable one to do this with ease,
especially if you first cut out a set of the
printed doll’s furniture to get the idea.
These, also, ean be painted. In fact,I know
of no investment so >rofitable in furnishing
amusement as a few sheets of paper of
different colors, the same of eardboard, a
Yottle of glue, and a pair of sharp scissors.—
Little Corporai.

BEDTIME.

Rosebud lay in her trundle-bed,
With her small hands folded above her head,
And fixed her innocent eyes on me,
While a thoughtful sShadow came over their glee.
“Marmma,” she said, *“when I go to sleep,
1 pray to the Father my soul to keep;
And he comes and carries it far away,
To the beautiful home where his angels stay ;
1 gather red roses, and lilies so white,
1sing with the angels through all the long night;
And when, in the morning, I wake from my

sleép,
He gives back the soul that I gave him to keep,
And 1 only remember, like beautiful dreams,
The garlands of lilies, the wonderful streams.”
—Little Corporal.
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1 Tell me the old, old 8tory,
Of things uoseen above;
Of Jesus and His Glory,
0Of Jesus and His Love.

2 Tell me the Story simply,
As to alittle child;
For 1 am weak and weary,
And helpless and deflled.

3 Tell me the Story slowly,
That I may tnle st in—
That wonderful Redemption—
God’s Remedy for sin?

4 Tell me the Story often,
For I forget sosoon |
The “early dew” of morning .
Has passed away ab noon!

5 Tell me the Story softly,
With earnest tones and grave;
Remember, I’'m the sinncr.
Whom Jesus came to save.

6 Tell me the ftory always
If you would really be
1u any timo of trouble
A comforter 1o me.

7 Tell me the same old Story
When you have cause to fear
That this world’s empty giory
1s costing me too dear.

8 Yes, and when that World’s glory
shail dawn upon my soul,
Tell mo the oid, o'd Story,
.Y Christ Jesus makes thee whole!”

9 You ask me for the “Story
Of unseen things abovoe;—
Of Jesus and His Glory,
uf Jesus and His Love.”

{0 You want *“ the old, old Story,”
And nothing clse wili do!
Indeed I cannot wonder,
It always scems so new /

11 I often wish that some onec
Would tell it me, each day ;
1 never should get tired
Of what they had to say.

12 But I am wasting moments!
Oh! how shall T begin
To teil “the old, old ~tory,”
How Jesus saves from sin ?

13 Listen, and I will tell you;
God help both you and me,
And make ‘the old, old story,”
His Message unto thee! =

14 Once in a pleasant garden,
God ?Iaced a happy pair;
And ail within was peaceful,
And all around wad fair.

15 But oh!they disobeyed Him!
The one thing Fie denicd
They longed for, took, und tasted ;
They eat it, and—they died!

16 Yet, in His love and pity,
At ongo the Lord dectared,
How man, though lost and ruined,
Might after all be spared!

17 For one of Eve’s descendants,
Not sinful, Hke the rest,
Should spoll the work of Matan,
And man be saved and blest!

18 He should be son of Adam,
But Sonof God as well,
And bring a full Salvation
From sin and death and bell,

19 Hundreds of years were over,
Adusn and Eve had died;

The following generation,
And many more beside.

20 At last, some shepherds watching
Beside their flocks, at night,
Were startled in the darkness
By strange and heavenly Light.

21 One of the holy Angels
Had come from lieaven above,
To teil the true, true Story,
Of Jesus and Liis Love..

22 He camae to bring *“glad tidings:”
+You need not, must not rear,
For Christ, your new-born Laviour,
Lies in the village near 1’

23 And many other angels
Took up the Story then;
«“To God on High be Giory,
Good-will, and Peace, to men.”

21 And was it true—that Story ?
They went at ouce tosee;

And found Him in a manger,
And knew that it was He.

23 He whom tho Father promised,
So many ages past,
Had come to save poor sinners;
Yes, Ho had come at last !

26 He was ‘content todo it,”
10 seek and save the lost,
Although tle knew beforchand--
Kucw all that it wouid cost.

27 He lived a life most holy;
His every thought was Love,
And every action showed it,
To man and God above.

28 His path in lifo was lowly ;
Hoe was “a Working-Man:”
W ho knows the poor man’s trials
So well as Jesus can?

29 His last three years were lovely !
He could no more be hid;
And time and strength would fail ma
To toli the good tie did.

30 He gave away no money,
For He had none to give;
But He had power of healing,
And made dead people live.

31 He did kind things so kindiy !
it seemed His heart’s delight
To make poor people happy
Fromo morniug uutil night!

32 He alwaysseemed at leisure,
For every one who came,
However tired or busy,
They found Him just ¢ the same.”

83 He heard each tale of sorrow
With an attentive ear,
And took away each burden
Of suftering, sin, or fear,

34 He was *‘a Man of Sorrows”!
And when He gavo relief
Ho gave il like a Brother,
“ acquainted with” the ‘‘grief.”

85 Such was ¢ the man Christ Jesus I”
The Friend of sinful man!....
But hush! the tale grows sadders

Dittellit—ift I can/

86 This gentle, holy. Jesus,-
Withouat o spot or «tain,
By wicked hands was taken,
‘And crucified, and slain!

37 Look ! look !—if you can bear it—
Look at your dying Lord !
Stand near the Cross aud watch Him :
“ Behold the Lamb of God !

33 His ITands and Feet are pierced,

He cannot hide s Face;
And cruel men * stand staring,”
In crowds, about the place.

39 They langh at Him and mock Him}
‘i hey tell Him to **come down,”
And leave that Cross of suffe.ing,
And change it for a Crown,

40 Why did He bear their mnc¥ings?
Was He “the Mighty God”?
And could He bave de-troyed them
With one a'mighty word 2

41 Yes, Jesus eould have dove it
Bat let me teld you why
He wowd not use His power,
But ¢hi0080 to stay and die.

And what we could nag
He paid nste d. and for vs,
On that oae dreadiul day.

42 He had breome our @ =upeiys”
J

43 For our sius He suffcred,
For our sins He died;
And **not for ours ouly,”
But ¢ all the world’s” beside.

44 And now the work is ¢ finished,”
The Sion-r’s debt is paid,
Because on ¢ C rist the Lighteous”
The sin of all was laid.

45 O wounderful Redemption !
God's Remedy forsin!
The door of tleuveun is ¢ pen,
And you may eunter in,

46 For God released our * Surety”
To show tha work was done;
And Jesus’ Resurrection
Declared the victory won!

47 And now He has ascended,
Hoe sits upon the Throne,
To Le o Prince and Saviour,
Anl claim us for Hisown.

48 But when He left His people,
He promised them tosend
“The Comforter,” to toach them,
Aund guide them, to the end,

49 And that same Holy Spirit
Is with us to this day,
And ready now to teach us
The ¢ New and Living Way."

50 This is % the old, old Story”;
ray, Do you take it in—
This wonderful Redemption,
God’s Remedy for sin?

51 I'o you at heart believe it 2
Do you believe it’s true,
And, meant for everysioner,
And thercfore, meaht for you ?

52 Then take this *“Great Sa'vation ;®
For Jesus loves to give }?
Believe ! and you receive it!
Believe ! aad youshall live!

53 And if this simple message
Has now brought peace to you
Make known ¢ ihe otd, old Story,”
For others need it too,

54 Let everybody see it,
f'hat Christ hus made you free;
And if it sets them jonging,
Say, ‘*Jesus died for thee”

65 Soon, soon our eyes shall see Him ]
And in our Home above, )
We'll sing the old, old Story,
Of Jesus and ks Lovel
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HINTS TO HOUSEKEEPERS.

We extract the following paragraphs
from an admirable little English book en-
titled, ¢ How I MANAGED MY HOUSE ON
£200 A YEAR:"”

Early rising,—Punctuality,—Despatch.
Duties to be instantly performed, however
in themselves disagreeable.

In every household, large or small, palace
or cot, there must be a place for everything ;
and the mistress must see that everything be
kept in its place. This matter is generally
a prolific source of unpleasantness hetween
domestics and mistress, or housekeeper.
There is rarely to be found any order or
plan in untrained servants. Everything is
put out of hand at the readiest vacant spot,
till confusion everywhere is apparent, un-

less supervision be exercised day after day;
in fact, it is a daily duty, and must be done,
despite the tossings of the head, or the
thumping of various articles, or the banging
of doors by the enraged damsel, who tells
you that ‘no lady would do such things,
and, as I don't seem to give satisfaction, I
must go.” In nine cases out of ten, this is
the result ; but either one must be subject
to one’s servants, or one must be mistress.
It is in this point that a young and inex-
perienced mistress breaks dowd. Itis
troublesometo be poking everywhere at the
risk of stirring up a tempest, but, never-
theless, it must be done; and if the trouble
be met every morning it will soon cease to
worry the mistress or annoy the servant.
To master this most essential duty, one has
to conquer one's own unwillingness for the
task, as well as indolence : hence the hdrd-
ship. Some mistresses have a peculiar
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talent for looking after things; these get
well served, and can never be made to un-
derstand the natural timidity and shrinking
from an act which is felt toibe unpleasant ;
but whetherbrave or timid, strong or weak,
this necessary daily act is one of the firstof
housekeeping duties.

Keep a rag-bag, a paper-bag, and a string-
bag, all conveniently to hand; a small
drawer with nails and tacks, hammer, pin-
cers, and chisel: but all these tools, with
the addition of a glue-pot, keep under your
own eye, or, like pins and needles, they
will nowhere he found when wanted.

Never allow dilapidations of linen, or
artieles of furniture to remain unrepaired ;
the latter give an untidy appearance lo a
house, and the former is subversive of all
comfort. A pair of stockings may be
mended in a quarter of an hour, more or
less. This portion of time will scarcely be
missed, while 1o mend two pair will take a
longer time than can perhaps be spared.

Four times a year, have the beds and
mattresses beat and shaken in the open air;
once a year, if needed, have the latter re-
made. If the bedsteads or boards of the
room contain unpleasant intruders, expel
them at once by brushing every crevice
with strong brine, and let it erystallize on,
and so remain, instead of removing it. Be
careful in this process to brine the floors be-
fore taking the bedsteads to pieces.

Mark all linen with the best marking-ink,
when, if it should be obliterated in washing,
rest assured that the laundress has wused
chloride of lime in the operation of cleans-
ing the clothes,; the use of soda will only
make the ink become blacker.

Let every article be marked so that it
becomes a perpetual register as long as the
marks remain ; thus—supposing there are
six articles, say towels, of a particular pat-
tern, mark your initials, the number 6 gver
these, and the individual number, with the
date, under the initials. By thus doing, at
any time if you are in doubt about the
towels, you ean be sure you had six of this
particular kind, and you can also directly
tell which of the numbers, from 1 to 6, is
missing. This manner of registering linen
is s0 corgect in its application, and a loss is
so readily discovered, that the method
should be one of universal practice.

Keep all receipts, and file them. At the
end of each quarter, sew them through the
tentre with strong needle and thread, and
tie them ; place a strip of paper round each
packet, with the date of month and year.
At.the end of each year, place the four
packets in one paper, tie it up, and label it
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with date, ete., and place it in a drawer or
other convenient place.

Enter in a book all the money you re-
ceive, also all you spend, and also for what
it has been spent, so that at the end of the
year you may bhe enabled to see for what
purposes the money has gone.

Have no ‘sundries,” which in other words
mean * forgets.’

Do not go into debt. Do without even
necessaries, if so it must be; but avoid
debt as you would a mountain that will
crush you.

DRYING APPLES.

Dried apples are used as a necessity in
place of green apples. They are not to be
compared, of course, with the fresh, juicy
fruit. Thisis in consequence of an error on
the part of those who dry them. Almost
any apples are taken to dry. Would a man
take such to eat—to use for cooking? We
eat bad apples only when we get them in
the dried state. Not only that, we get them
in a bad state, partly rotten, sticking to-
azether, often fly-specked. It is a habit
more than anything else that gives us such
apples ; we are also somewhat careless and
considerably ignorant. We are not aware,
for instance, or do not realize it, that an
apple dried is still much the same that it
was before it was dried, excepting the juice.
Thus a sour apple will be sour when dried,
fully as sour as in its green state. If hard
and immature, those qualities will be
measurably retained. If your apple is
sweet, you get it sweet dried. Ifit hasa
good flavor when green, that flavor will be
retained when dried. If the fruitis mellow
when dried, it will retain its mellowness.
The best dried apples, perhaps, that are
nsed are the Asopus Spitzenbergs,—not
when made up as soon as picked, but when
in a mellow state, as they will be in Feb-
ruary or March, or earlier if the season is
warm. Made then, when a fly has no ac-
cess to them, and properly dried, there is
nothing finer, save the perfection of the
green fruit itself.  Thus, winter drying of
fruit is better than when made earlier.
The dried fruit is then clean, bright, and
mellow, and not harsh and sour—not tasting
of rotten apples and mould, unless carelessly
managed, dried too slow, and permitted to
get damp during the process—as is the case
somewhat at night in the absence of fire,—
or after ; for fruit when dry must be kept
dry. Treated thus, dried fruit is but little
below fresh frmt. Try it.

Dried apples may be made of an excel-
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lent flavor, in the following manner : After
stewing them, or cooking them down to a
soft mass, add, a few minutes before taking
them up, a lemon or two, sliced thin, and
stir well into the mass. Some persons who
are unacquainted with this method, take
them for some very superior fruit. It makes
nice fruit for the supper or breakfast table.
—Rural World.

SELECTED RECIPES.

A Baxkep APPLE-PupDING.—Boil six ap-
ples well ; take out the cores, put in half a
pint of milk thickened with three eggs, a
little lemon-peel, and sugar to the taste;

put puff-paste round the dish, bake the pud-’

ding in a slow oven, grate sugar overit, and
serve it hot.

ANOTHER.—Tuke the pulp of two large
roasted apples, the peel and juice of one

lemoii, the yolks of six eggs, two Savoy:

biscuits, grated, quarter of a pound of but-
ter melted, and sugar to taste. DBeat the
ingredients together, put a puff-paste round
the dish, and bake half an hour.

Racour or CoLp NEck oF Mutron.—Cut '
the mutton into small chops, and trim off!
the greater portion of the fat; put butter.
into a stewpan, dredge in a little flour, add;
two sliced onions, and keep stirring till.
When this:

brown, then put in the meat.
is quite brown, add water, and a couple of

carrots and turnips, each of which should:
season with :

be cut into very thin slices;
pepper and salt, and stew till quite tender,
which will be in about three.quarters of an
hour. When in season, green pease may be
substituted for carrots and turnips; they
should be piled in the centre of the dish,
and the chops laid round.

-CAROLINA Way oF Bormuing Rice.—Pick
the rice carefully, and wash it through two
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To WasH WHITE Lace.—The following
receipt for washing white lace. is generally
found more successful than any other.
Cover a glass bottle with white flannel,
then wind the lace round it, tack it to the
flannel on both sides, and cover the whole
with a piece of flannel or linen, which sew
firmly round it. Then steep the bottle over-
night in an ewer, with soap and cold water.
Next morning wash it with hot water and
goap, the soap being rubbed on the outer
covering. Then steep it again for some
hours in cold water, and afterwards dryit in
the air or near the fire. Remove the outer
cover, and the lace is ready, no ironing be-
ing required. If the lace is very dirty, of
course, it must be washed a great deal.

Easy METHOD oF UNITING BROKEN {GLASS
| OR CHINA.—Obtain some slaked lime, and
having finely powdered it, put it intoa
small muslin bag; next get the white of
an egg and rub the edges of the pieces that
require mending with it, and then dust
some lime from the bag upon it, and hold
them together till they stick ; letit dry and
it will not be liable to be softened by heat.
A second method which I would recom-
mend as being superior to most liquid glues
or cements in general use :—Dissolve § oz.
of gum acacia in a wine-glass full of boil-
ing water, add plaster of Paris sufficient to
form a thick paste, and apply it with a
brush to the paris required to be cemented
together.

For Arrow - Roor PUDDING.—Simmer a
pint of milk with a few whole allgpice,
' coriander-seed, and half a stick of cinna-
| mon for ten minutes or a quarter of an hour ;
‘then sweeten it with sugar, and strain it
"through a hair-sieve into a basin to one
|ounce and a half of arrow-root (abouta
i tablespoonful and a half ) previously mixed
- with a little cold milk, stirring it all the
time. When cold, or as soon as the scald-

or three cold waters till it is quite clean. |ing heat is gone, add three large or four
Then (having drained off all the water|small eggs, well beaten, and stir well until
through a colander) put the riece into a pot|the whole is perfectly blended. It may
of boiling water, with a very little salt, al-|then be boiled in a well-buttered mould or

lowing as much as a quart of water to half|
a pint of rice ; boil it twenty minutes or
more. Then pouroff the water, draining
the rice as dry as possible. Lastly, set iton
hot coals with the lid off, that the steam
may not condense. upon it and render the
rice watery. Keep it dry thus for a quarter
of an hour. Put it into a deep dish, and
loosen and toss it up from the bottom with
two forks, one in each hand, so that the
grains may appear to stand alone.

basin, or baked in a dish with a pufl-paste
crust round the edge, and grated nutmeg on
the top. From half to three-quarters of an
hour will be sufficient to boil or hake it.
When boiled, serve it with sauce. The
flavor of the pudding may be occasionally
varied by using a few blanched and finely-
pounded or chopped sweet and bitter al-
monds—about one ounce of sweet, and half
ran ounce of bitter—or with orange-flower
| water, or vanilla.
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StEEL PENs.—If a steel pen is hard and
annoys by its rigidity, hold it a halfminute
or less in the flame of a gas light or candle
and stick it into water, oil, or tallow. In
most instances it will cure the rigidity. In
fact, it is a good practice to pass a steel pen
through the flame. ot a lamp before using it.
This burns off the oil used in the tempering
and prevents that slipping of the ink, or the
refusal to flow, generally noticed in all new
steel pens.

How 10 D0 UP SHiRT-Bosoms.—We have
often heard ladies express a desire to know
by what process the fine gloss observable on
new linen shirt-bosoms, ete., is produced,
and in order to gratify them we submit the
following recipe for making gum-arabic
starch : ¢ Take two ounces of fine white
gum-arabic powder, put it into a pitcher,
and pour on it a pint or more of boiling
water,—according to the degree of strength
you desire,—and then, having covered it,
let it set all night. In the morning, pour
carefully from the dregs into a clean bottle,
cork it and keep it for use. A table-spoon-
ful of gum-waterstirred into a pint of starch,
made in the wusual manner, will give
either white or printed lawns a look of
newness when nothing else will restore them
after washing. Much diluted, it is also suit-
able for thin muslin and bobbinet.”

BREAD AND YEAST.— Yeast—Boil a hand.
ful of hops half an hour in three pints of
water. Pour half of it, boiling hot, through
a sieve, on nine table-spoonfuls of flour ;
mix, and then add the rest of the hop water.
Add half a table-spoonful of salt, a gill of
molasses, and when blood-warm, half 3 pint
of yeast. )

Bread—Sift eight quarts of flour into your
tray, make a deep hole in the middle, pour
in a pint of yeast, mixed with a pint of
lukewarm water, and then work this up
with the surrounding flour until it makes 3
thick batter. Secatter a handful of flour
over the batter, lay a warm ecloth over the
whole, and set in a warm place. This is
called sponge. When the sponge is risen,
so a8 to make cracks in the flour over it
{which will be in from three to five hours},
scatter over it two table-spoonfuls of salt,
and put in two quarts of wetting, warm,
but not hot enough to seald the yeast, and
sufficient to wet it. Be careful not to put
in too much of the weiting at once. Knead
the whole thoroughly half an hour, form
it into a round mass, seatter a little flour
over it, cover it and set it to rise in a warm
place. It usually takes about one quart of
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wetting to four quarts of flour. In winter,
it is best to sponge the bread overnight,
when it must be put in a place where it
will not get cold. In summer, it can be
sponged early in the morning, unless one
sits up very late and rises very early, other.-
wise the sponge will be sour.

CULINARY COUPLETS.
BY A RHYMING EPICURE.

Always have lobster-sauce with salmon,
And put mint-sauce your roasted lamb on,

Veal cutlets ip in egg and bread crumb—
Fry till you see a brownish-red come,

Grate Gruyere cheese on maccaroni;
Make the top crisp, but not too bony.

In dressing salad, mind this law,
With twohard yolks use one that's;raw.

Roast veal with rich stock gravy serve;
And pickled mushroom's, too, observe.

Roast pork sans apple-sauce, past doubt,
Is “Hamlet ” with the Prince left out.

Your mutton-chops with paper covér,
And make them amber-brown all over.

Broil lightly your beefsteak—to fry it
Argues contempt of Christian diet.

Buy stull-fed pigeons. When you've got them,
The way to cook them is to pot them.

Wood-grouse are dry when gumps have marred
’em,
Before you roast ’em, always lard ’em.

To roast spring chickens is to spoil ’em—
Just split’em down the back and broil ‘em.

It gives true epicures the vapors
To see boiled mutton, minus capers.

Boiled turkey, gourmands know, of course,
Is exquisite, with celery sauce.

The cook deserves a hearty cuffing,
Who serves roast fowls with tasteless stuffing,

Smelts require egg and biscuit-powder,
Don't put fat pork in your clam-chowder,
Egg-sauc2—few make it right, alag -

Is good with blue-fish or with bags.

Nice oyster-sauce gives zest to cod—
A fish, when fresh, to feast a god.

Shad, stuffed and baked, is most delicious—
“Iwould have electrified Apicius.

Roasted in paste, a haunch of mutton,
Might make ascetics play the glutton.

But one might rhyme for weeks this way,
And still have lots of things to say.

And 8o I'll cloge—for, reader mine,
This is about the hour I dine,—5 P. M.
—THE HAWKEYE.



EDITORIAL.

Gditorial and

M7

@orrespondence,

EDITORIAL.

January, with its blustering snows, is
around us as we write; and while we sit
in our sanctum, amid the hurry and bustle
of the city, we are happy to think that our
Magazine is affording ocenpation and enter-
tainment to so many, through the long
winter evenings in the country,—not only
in reading its contents, but in writing for
its pages. We are astonished at the multi-
tude of manuseripts which keep pouring in
upon us from almost every corner of the
Dominion; and still more are we surprised
at the large proportion of them which
display real talent. We wish our readers
could see the pile of selected matter, triply
sifted—la créme de la créme of periodical
literature—which lies waiting an opportu-
nity of getting into the MonTHLY. We
would not, however, be understood as dis-
couraging contributions: on the contrary,
we are exceedingly thankful to obtain good
original matter. Other things being equal,
we much prefer an original article to a
selected one ; only webeg our friends to
have pity on the editors’ eyes and patience,
and send them manuscripts which ean be
read. If writers only knew how much
greater the chances of insertion are when
the writing is legible, they would take
greater pains in this respeet. It is not only
the trouble of reading ; but an article makes
amuch better impression when read easily,
than when the reader has to stop at almost
every word {o find out the next; or when,
at the end of every page, there is a search
for that which ought to follow. ( Some of
the manuseripts which we receive are
almost as plain as print ; and to the senders
of such we tender our best thanks.

THE SIGHTS OF OTTAWA.

THH RIDEAU FALLS IN WINTER.

Last month I furnished you with a descrip-
tion of our Capitol or Parliamentary Build-
ings, by moonlight, and of the
Chaudiére Fally, in winter. I have now to
add that no one who visits Ottawa, in winter,
should fail to see the Rideau Falls, which,
when covered with ice, present a spectacle
of beauty unsurpassed in Canada.

By the kindness of the manager of the
new and extensive woollen-factory, built by
Messrs. Joseph Mackay & Bros., of Mon-
treal, on the edge of this waterfall, we
were admitted to a sort of table-rock in
front of the Falls, whence we could obtain
a fine view of the fairy scene, rendered
chiefly remarkable by the appearance of
the icicles. This cataract is called the Ri-
deau or Curtain Fall, and the icicles had
all the appearance of a curtain fringe ;
only instead of being some twelve
inches long, and bright-colored, they
were twelve feet or more in length, and
of a dazzling, pearly white. Icicles are
usually clear and pointed , but these were
more like long stems of white coral, or like
the long festoons of tiny flowers and leaves
which are exhibited at flower-shows, but
bleached to a snowy white. Indeed, some
of these wreaths of frozen spray were
gracefully curved, as if they had been quite
flexible.

The water which fell here and there
between these icy wreaths was churned at
the bottom into a creamy froth, upon the
ice below, which showed every here and
there a beautiful heap of frozen spray,
that had all the appearance of a pure white

also
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mass of coral of a circular shape. The
shrubs aud trees which hung over the mar-
gin of the precipice presented the most
extraordinary appearance. A great stalk
of pure, coral-like frozen spray, as thick as
a man’s arm, would, if the frost-work
were knocked off, disclose the most tiny
branch of a shrub. The spruce trees,
covered with this frozen spray, were mag-
nificent objects—every branch beirg com-
pletely enveloped the most brilliant
frost-work, compared with which the best
art of the worker in silver would appear
tame and poor.

in

BANK-NOTE ENGRAVING. .

I visited the establishment of the British-
American Bank-Note Engraving Company,
and, through the kindness of the artists
employed in it, saw the various interesting
processes of making bank notes, of which
I will give a brief deseription.

Designs have first to be drawn, and in
them there is room for the highest class of
art. These are redweed by photography to
the required size, and then engraved on
steel in a manner, so far as I could judge,
equal to the best engraving of American
bank-notes. A note is printed from a
number of different plates, and it has to be
dried and damped again for each impres-
sion, so that it may require a week to put
through one sheet of notes. The fine circu-
lar and eurved line-work which forms part
of every note, generally round the margin
and denomination, is printed from plates
made by a very peculiar process. There is a
long machine called a geometric-lathe, with
a vast variety of little wheels, any com-
bination of which may be set in motion,
and no two combinations of which will
make the same figures. A number of these
combinations are tried until something very
beautiful is obtained, and then that design
is traced on a plate by a needle, whieh
moves in every kind of curve that the said
combination of wheels will produce. When
the delicately-interlaced pattern is cut by
this needle—a process which requires going
over it thirteen times—it is transferred to a
die, which is raised where the other was
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sunk. Sometimes a conieal section is cut
out of the soft plate, and the pattern so
obtained transferred to as many dies as are
needed to form a ecircle or a semidircle,
when they are put together in the required
form, and used. This machine—which
makes an unlimited number of patterns in
the way of fine tracery-work—is enormously
costly ; and when a pattern has onee been
made,and the combination of wheelsaltered,
it is diflicult to get exactly the same thing
again—nor is it necessary, for the same
pattern ean be multiplied at will.

A remarkably fine part of the work isthe
stamping of patterns or pictures on steel
plates. The raised figures are formed on
the circumference of a small roller of steel,
which is placed® over the plate to be en-
graved, in a machine. A powérful lever
produces the necessary pressure — which
should not, however, be too great—and the
small roller of steel is worked gently back-
wards and forwards over the plate beneath,
and every time it passes over this plate the
lines are deepened, without any inaccuracy
or blurring, This rolling is necessary,
because the heavy pressure that would be
necessary to stamp the impression at once
would expand the steel plate on which it
was being made. In transferring an im-
pression from one steel plate to another,
that which is to make the impression is
always hard, and that which is to receive
it soft—to be hardened afterwards by union
with carbon', in a close mould very highly
heated.

TELEGRAPHY BY SOUND AND LIGHT.

An ingenious printer of Montreal, Mr.
Wm. Boyd, who was long in Mr. Lovell’s
establishment in this city, but who some
years ago emigrated to Boston, communi-
cated from thence to the Montreal Witness,
in April, 1866, a system of telegraphing by
sound or light, which was, obviously, well
adapted for extensive usefulness. Some
nolice was taken in other countries of the
article setting forth his invention, with,
however, so far as we Know, no practical
result hitherto. Mr. Boyd now sends the
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full particulars of his plan, which will
appear in the next number of the New
Dominion Monthly. Meantime we give his
letter accompanying his specification, and
reproduce the article which he fornierly
communicated to the Montreal Witness.

CAMBRIDGE, Mass., Jan. 1, 1868.

DEAR SIR,—I beg to send you two copies
of a new alphabet,—a musical one,—for
local telegraphy or other purposes. I also
send an article cut from the Witness -of
April, 1866, to refresh your memory as to
the suggestions I then made. Soon after
the date just named, I found that a bell
would not answer for an alphabet composed
of short and long sounds, as its vibration
could not readily be stopped at will, like
the sound in the string of a piano. I have
therefore invented an alphabet for uniform
lengths of sound, but which necessitates
the use of four bells of different notes.
This alphabet is also suitable for either four
steam-whistles or four air-whistles (fog-
whistles) ; and it will answer equally well
for any single diatonic instrument of
sufficient power of. sound. -A military
unkeyed bugle, however, is not a diatonie
instrument, as it gives the open notes only,
which do not include the lower soprano E.
You will please to nutice, then, that, for
telegraphic purpeses, bells are the only
producers of musical sound which need be
confined to the four-note alphabet; and
that all the other machines or instruments
named in my communication of April.
1866, or in my present one, will answer, in
splendid style, for either the four-note or a
one-note alphabet.

A light-telegraph of one light, must, of
course, use a short-and-long alphabet; a
light-telegraph of four lights, of different
‘colors,—say white, red, yellow, green,—
to correspond to _the four notes, would
require a four-color alphabet, to be adapted
from the four-note one.

After a while, T shall write yon to explain
some things in the note at the foot of the
printed sheet. :

I beg to say, that I sent copies of my
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printed scheme to Great Britain and the
continent by the steamer of Dec. 16th ; and
that I began to publish the scheme on this
side the water yesterday, the 3Ist of the
same month.

As you did me the honor to publish my
article of April, 1866 (which I heard was
copied intc a London journal), I hope that
you will publish a part, or all, of my
printed broadside Wituess, all
editions ; and in the New Dowinion Maga-
zine, also, it you like.

in  the

The whole scheme of this' musical
alphabet, and how to work it, with
examples, is strictly original in every

respect. I have also been my own compo-

-sitor ; having set up every type of the job,

after work-hours, by permission of my
employers.
Yours respectinlly,
Wum. Boyp.

_LOCAL TELEGRAFHING BY S(jUND OF CHURCH-,

BELLS ; AND ALSO BY INTERCEFTED LIGHT,
OR ELSE BY FLASHES OF LIGHT.

A correspondent informs us, that it
occurred to him several years ago, although
he has not before now published his views,
that church-bells connected with fire-alarm
telegraphs could be used for communieating
to the loeal publie, by their loud and far-
reaching notes, in the same way, but with
a slower movement, in which the keys n
the electric-telegraph offices are made to
speak in revolver clicks. The Morse alpha-
bet to be used ; and all who should learn to
read this alphabet by sound (and this alpha-
bet would, of course, be taught both to the
ear and eye, in the publie schools) could
tell what the bells were promulgating. An
announcement like the following could
then, after a while, be made in the evening
papers :—*¢ 5:30 p.m.—To-night, at nine
o’clock, his Worship the Mayor will pro-
claim on the great bell of the French
Cathedral, and at the same time on the
prineipal bells of the suburban churches,
some very important news from different
parts of the Old World, just now bheing
received by the Atlantic Telegraph from
Europe, and by the Overland Telegraph
from Asia.” OQur correspondent also
suggests, that, by working the clappers by
hand, loeal bell-telegraphs could at once be
established all over Christendom. The
steam-whistle, and also Daboll’s powerful
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air-whistle, could be used in the same
manner as bells : and with either of these,
ships within hearing distance of each other
at sea could readily converse ; or vessels off
the coast eould communicate with the land
in either fair, stormy, or foggy weather.
Our correspondent says also that spring-
hammer or gong-bells throughout hotels,
private houses, warehouses, factories, &e.,
would, by pulling-wires attached to a key
or lever, form domestic or in-door tele-
graphs.

Our correspondent also says, that it lately
occurred to him that telegraphing by inter-
copted light could easily be performed.
This plan would, of course, be available at
night only. As before, the Morse alphabet
to be used ; and the light to be intercepted

or darkened by hand, or by suitable and|

simple contrivance under quick control.
In this telegraph, the darkness or inter-
cepted light would form the medium of
speech,—speech to the eye. Or the opposite
plan might be adopted: namely,; that of
darkness as the normal state, and the signals
to be formed by a movable light. On
receiving signals by either the darkness or
Jlight method, two persons would be needed
to work a station,—as is the case with the
Wheatstone (English) electric-telegraph ;
namely, one to read the signals shown by
the distant light, and the other to write
down the words communicated., Telegraph-
ing in this manner could, of course, take
place between any two lights whatever
that were in sight of each other.

In the bell-telegraph, the Morse dots and
dashes would, of course, have to be per-
formed or represented by short and long
sounds ; in the light-telegraph, the same
would have to be shown by short and long
periods of darkened light, or else by similar
periods of light out of darkness.—Commu-
nicated by W. B.

April, 1866.

e

NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS.

Correspondents are requested to observe
the following rules :—

1. The manuseript should be writien
only on one side of the paper, and in as
distinet and legible a hand as may be. It
should always have the writer’s name and
address at the beginning or end, and the
date when it was forwarded ; and it should
have stated upon it whether it is intended
for the N. D. MoNTHLY or WITNESS, or if the
author is willing that it should appear in
either.
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2. The leiter accompanying a manuseript
should bear the same date and signature,
and give the title of the piece it encloses.
Should further letters be written on the
same subjeet, they should refer to the
article by name, and repeat the writer’s
address. We sometimes do not know
whether to reply to writers as Revd. or
Esq., or as Miss or Mrs.

3. Contributors will in all cases please
state whether they wish the MSS. returned
if not used.

4. Heavy manuscripts should bé sent by
book-post, with the. ends uncovered; the
letter being ‘mailed separately.

5. If a written answer is desired, a stamp
should be sent.

6. Inanswerto inquiries, we may say that
contributionsshould be on hand two months
before the date at which they are intended
to appear.

AURAL MEAD.—Your subject is not of
sufliciently immediate interest. Try again.

M. 8. R., Shannonville.—Rather too
diffuse. We want condensation and
sustained interest.

A. H. M., Smithfield.—We should like a
rather more detailed account of the U. E.
Loyalists, containing facts preserved by
their traditions, which eannot be obtained
from books.

G H.. M., Montreal.—Your story is very
interesting, but not exactly of the class we
desire.

ETHEL.—We regret that your contribu-
tions will not suit.

G. F., Chatsworth.—We have no suitable
musie.

ASPIRANS.—¢ The Little Drummer” ig
accepted. The rest are not quite as good,
and we have no room for them.

Marion.—* The Knight to His Lady”
will be inserted soon. The other is
objectionable in its tone.

D. T., Pickering.—Accepted.

J. W. V., Chatham, N. B.—Thank you.
We shall insert it

—_—

— We have to thank the artist, Mr.
Henry Sandham, for the engraving which
forms the frontispiece of the present number
of the New DominioN. Mr. Sandham is his
own woodcutter ; and, although but an
amateur, is fast learning to do justice to his
own spirited designs.
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1. Dutto, Dil?o‘ very superior, with solid Brass Frame and Protecting Bars, eight Brass .
Wheels inside frame, Brass Dome to Boiler, Cravks to Piston-Rods, &c........... 315 0
2. Murine Engine, for Boat, with two Paddle-Whecls separate Boiler, with Water-Tap
and Spirit-Lamp, steaun Connecting-Pipe, with Tap, Waste Steam-Pipe, Safety-
Valve, two Brass Oseillating Cylinders, Brass Steam-Box, Crank-Shaft on Brass
Supports, Cylinder Regulators, the whole mounted on Brass Bed-Plate, supported
by four Brass Pillars on Mahogany Stand............. ... P T 310 0
13, Ditto,(,l)itto, double size of ditto, very superior, with Taps to Boilers, and Reversing
e X

The whole of the engines have printed instructiorfs, zfnd are warranted to be in perfect work-
ing order, being thoroughly tested by steam, previously to leuving the manufactory,

OPERA-GLASSES.

The ‘* Duchess.”—A highly Mnagnifving, Achromatic, Binoeular, Opera-Glass—is the lightest
made; it is very flat, and will not strain or tire the eye, unites great Definary and Magnifying
Power with clearness and efteet, and is first-class for Theatre, Sex or Field. This is the best and
cheapest Glass ever offered to the public. In Spring Leather Case, complete, price 12s. 6d.

A very Superior Glass, with Ivory Body and Gilt Mounts, com plete, 21s.

For particulars of about Forty other varieties of Opera, Iield, and Marine Glasses, see Cata-
logue, sent post-free,

MAGIC LANTERNS.

£ 8. d.
1. Magic Lantern, with 11-2 inch Condensing-Lens, Brass Adjusting-Tube, Lamp and Re-
flector, one dozen Comic Sliies, 6 inches long, containing 36 subjects...... TR 0786
2. Ditto, Ditto, with 13-1 inch Lens, &ec., and one dozan Com.ic Slides, 8 inches lon,
taining 48 SUbJeCS. c.vii vt iiiiiiie e e, .- 0
3. Ditto, Ditto, with 21-2 inch Lens, &c., and 12 Slides mou d mahogany frames,
containing 48 subjects........... .. R R PR T TP ettt iireeer e areany 7
4. Ditto, Ditto, with 25-8 inch Lens, and 12 S des, mounted in mahogany frames, 10
inches '10ug, contalning 59 subjectS...evv.ivriiiiiiiin i, Cearisesreai i raaae 8
5. Ditto, Ditto, 8 inch Lens, and 12 Slides, mounted in mahogany frames, 12 inches long,
contalning 50 subjects. . cvve.cviiensnnnnans T A 115 ¢

6. Superior ditto, ditto, with 3 inch Lens, Solar-Lamp, Reflector, Glass and Mandril, Plano-
Convex Lens in Adjusting-Tube, and 13 8lides, 13 inches long, mounted in
mahogany frames, containing &0 sabjects................... B TR T, 2

7. Phantasmagoria Lantern, of best construction, fitted with pair of 3 inch Condensing-
Lenses, mounted in Brass cell, pair of Focusing Lenses, in Brass sliding-tube,
Solar-Lamp, with Refiector, Gluss, and Mandril, and 12 Slides 14 inches long,
mounted in mahogany frames, containing 50 subjects........... Ceeeeaasiethetaniagns 315 0

8. Phantasmagoria Lantern, of highest quality, fitted with pair of 3 1-2 inch Condensing-
Lenses, mounted in hrass cell, pair of Focusing Lenses, in Brass Tuhe, sugerior
Solar Fountain-Lamp, Reflector, Glass and Mandril, and one dozen Sli es, H
inches long, mounted in mahogany frames, containing 50 views illustrating fairy
tales, painted in a very superior manner............

12 6

L

Screw Steamers, with pair of Brass Oscillating Engines, Upright Boiler, Brass Funnels, Spirit
Foantain, Air and ‘Va.r.er-’l‘ighh Compartments, to prevent sinking, Patent Steering-Gear, Brass
Serew, &c., &c., in 10 sizes, from 36 inches long by 4 1-2 broad, £3 10s,, to 8¢ inches long by 8 broad,
£17.  Puddle Steamers, with pair Brass Oscillating Engines, f!pright Boiler, Brass Funnel, Paddle
‘Wheels and Boxes, 8pirit-Fountain, Air and Water-tight Compartments, Patent Steering-(3ear,
Hurricane Deck, b apanned Blaek and Gold ngerworks and Copper-bronzed bottom, &e., &e., in
10 sizes, from 36 inches long by 41-2 inches broad, £7, to 8¢ inches lon%by 8 inches broad, £20.
Hulls, i’addle-Boxes, Engines, or any other part may be had separately. For Drawings and every
other particular, see Catalogue,

G. R. & Co. are pre)f)ared to supply Magic Lanterns and Slides In every variety. An immense
stock to select from. issolvlng-\}’iews with Slides, Chromatropes with Brass Racks, Rackwork
8lides, Nursery Tales, Moving Figures, Panoramas, Snowstorms, Lightnings, and Rainbows,
Rackwork Asfronomy, Moving Waters, Views in Holy Land and China (plain and colored),
European and Amerlean Scenery, Crystal Palace Statuary, Natural Phenomenas, &c. ‘The prices
vary from 7s, 6d. to £30. See Catalogue for full particulars.

The * Lord Brougham Telescope.”—Lord Brougham thinks so highly of this cheap and power-
ful instrument that he has given G. R. full permission to call it “The Lord Brougham Telescope.’
This splendid glass will distinguish the time by a church-clock five miles, a flag-staff ten miles,
windows ten miles off, landscapes thirty miles off, and will define the satellites of Jupiter and tho
phases of Venus, &c. This extraordinary cheap and powerful glass is of the best make, and

ssesses Achromatic Lenses, and is equal to a telescope that costs £35. Price 7s, 6d. Kor about
‘B(()’ other varieties see Illustrated Catalogue.

The New Microscope.—This highly-finished Microscope is warranted to show the animalcule
in water, eels in paste, &c., magnifying several hundred times. The Microscog‘e is mounted on a
Brass stand, and has a compound body with Achromatic Lenses, Test Object, Forceps, and spare
f)lusses for mounting objects, &e., &c. The whole contained in a hlghly-polished mahogany case,

rice, Ts. 8d. For about 12 other varietles see Illustrated Catalogue.

ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE,.

G. RICHARDSON & Co. have published a Catalogue of 90 pages, illustrated with 16 full-page
engravings of Steam Engines, 8 Lithegraphed Drawlugs, beautifally printed in colors, of Screw
and Paddle Steamers ung Salling Yac?lts, and 12 views of Mugic Lanterns and Slides, ‘iescriblng
upwards of 1,500 Slides, embracing every subject; also full particulas of Microscopes, Telescopes,
&c., &¢, G. R. & Co, earnestly invite every one to procure g, copy, as it gives an extended view of
g;e various articles which cahnot be put into an advertisement.’ It will be sent free on applica-

on, '

All orders must be accompanied by remittance, which may be made by Post-Office order,

payuble to 'CEO. RICHARDSON & cCoO.,

LIVERPOOIL.
N. B.~The Telescopes can he sent per sample post, at a eost of 11, 6d. extra.



DR. GG'LBY’S |
Auti-Costive and Tonic Pills,

Are asafe and reliabie remedy inoall dm*nwvs of the Stomach, Liver und Bowels. They are no
Quack Medicine, putted up by high-sounding testinonials from imuginary people, but are the
result uf forty years' experionce of o first-elusy physician, and their extraordinary success is due
Lo tie et that they answer exact!y their name., “Phe formauta from which they are prepared i3
Uused o ot seientifie priveiples, and has received the ungualifled approbation ol the nisdi-
cul profession, They do not profess o be a care for all; but for all diseases arising from any de-
rangements of the Stomach, Liver, und Bowels, Urey furnish un effectunl remedy. We have in
Oy possession over one hundred textitnonials quu phivsictans who have wsed them ln their
practice and highly approve of them, amaolyg wlgxx wre the following i—

The undersigned physicians cliverfully certiry 3o the high professional standing of Dr. Colby,
Or Meanstend, one of the oldest and hest ph\'swl.m;, and to the excellent qualities of his AN Ti-

CUSTIVE AND TONIC PILLSY which we bave usedd in our practice, and highly approve,
JoH. Gibson, AL D, Duntinn, LK. ¢ B Cottou, M. D, Cowanaville,
Charles Brown, M. D, Cowansvitle, B S8, Foster, M. D, Hrome
J.C0 Butler, MoDy, Waterloo, Iuhu | lsLH)f‘ M. D Waterloo.
Nurmin (eveland, M. D, Barnston, - Jenks, M. l)., Yriston.
oWl Cowle, M. D, Stunstead, Jnhn Meigs, M. Dy, Stunstead.

Juseph Breadou, M. Ly, Surgeon, R, N : Seninmin Banon, M, 1, Couticook.

Lemuel Lu.hm(md M. D., Derby Line.

1. FOSS & Qo Sherbrooke, P, Q., sole proprietors. IIENRY, SIMPSON & CO,, Montreal,
Wholesale Agents, . '

JACOB'S RHEUMATIC LIQUID.

Forthe imuediate relief and permanent cure of Rheumatism, Spraing, Bruises, Burns, Frost-
Bites, Lame Back, Side, Limbs, or Stomaeh, Cramp, Numbness of Lunbs, Swelling of Jointy,
Sudden Colds, Diptheria, Sore Throat, ote,

JACOR’S RHBUMATIC LIQUID

Has been before the publie for upwards of twadsy yenrs, and such are its merits that it is now
Justiy considered as an unhspvnwh]e articte in évery faantly whera it is known.

1t has never beeun forced on public attentionsby faming advertisements of remarkable cures
that never had any existence: but, by its o'w'n peculiar value as an unfailing remedy, it has
worked its way into publie favor,

Having a wond®rful effeet 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 Dyvsvepsia, where food distresses, it alszjds prompt relief, and continued forashort time.,
sets evervthing right.

Phe name of the medicina i blown in each houln of the genuine; and the purpeses for which
1t ix intended, as well as the maode of using, atiaehed,

HENRY, SIMPRON & GO, Montreal, Wholesrale Agents, 8. J. FOSR & 0., Sherbrooke, P,
Q., 3ole proprietors, ’

-

HUNT'S EMPIRE HAIR GLOSS.

This pleasant, agraeable, and scientific prep@atnon is an indispensable article for the toilat. It
cleanses the scalp, renders the hair of a darker gppearance, is eusily applied, and will not stain
the finest linen. Those using the Empire Hair, ¢Gloss will find that it renders the harshest and
conrsest hair, soft, glossy, fine, and beautiful, . disposing it to stay in any pogition in which itis
placed. It preveits the hair from falling out, ivigorates and strengthens it, and often produces
a new growth of hair where it has already disappeared, by invigorating and restoring the skin,
nerves, muscles, blood-vessels, and roots of the hair., Pricr 25 ¢cENTS.

8. J. FOSS & CO., Proprietors and Sole Manufucturers, Sherbrooke, Province of Quebee,
HExry, Stmpson & Co., Montreal s Lydnans, Ennior & Co., Toronto, Wholeside Ageuts,



